THE LIGHTNING
AND

THE SUN

SAVITRI DEVI



To the god-like Individual of our times;
the Man against Time;
the greatest European of all times;
both Sun and Lightning:

ADOLF HITLER,

as a tribute of unfailing love and loyalty, for ever and ever.




“The foolish disregard Me, when clad in human semblance....”

The Bhagavad-Gita, [X, verse 11.

skskok

“Was der Tod der Elf einmal bedeuten wird, vermogen heute nur wenige zu
ahnen — noch weniger kann ich dariiber schreiben. Wir stehen mitten in
einer grossen Zeitenwende. Was wir alle durchmachen sind ihre
Geburtswehen. Alles scheint negativ — und einmal wird dann doch Neues
and Grosses geboren werden....”

RUDOLF HESS

(From a letter to his wife, written on the 28th
October, 1946, — twelve days after the hanging
of the Martyrs of Niiremberg).



CONTENTS

PREFACE — p. ix

PART I
TIMELESS PERFECTION AND CYCLIC EVOLUTION

CHAPTER I: The Cyclic View of History — p. 1
CHAPTER II: Time and Violence — p. 20
CHAPTER III: Men in Time, Above Time and Against Time — p. 36

PART II
THE LIGHTNING: GENGHIS KHAN

CHAPTER IV: The Child of Violence — p. 59

CHAPTER V: The Will to Survive — p. 63

CHAPTER VI: The Will to Conquer — p. 87

CHAPTER VII: From the Danube to the Yellow Sea — p. 108

PART III
THE SUN: AKHNATON

CHAPTER VIII: “The Beautiful Child of the Living Aton” — p. 129
CHAPTER IX: The Heat-and-Light-Within-the-Disk — p. 135
CHAPTER X: The Seat of Truth — p. 159

CHAPTER XI: Too Late and Too Early — p. 196

PART IV
BOTH SUN AND LIGHTNING: ADOLF HITLER

CHAPTER XII: The Late-born Child of Light — p. 213
CHAPTER XIII: The Struggle for Truth — p. 218
CHAPTER XIV: The World Against its Saviour — p. 269
CHAPTER XV: Gods on Earth — p. 354

PART V
EPILOGUE: KALKI, THE AVENGER

CHAPTER XVI: Kalki, the Avenger — p. 411ix



PREFACE

This book, — begun in Scotland in the spring of 1948, and written, at
intervals, in Germany, between that date and 1956, — is the result of life-
long meditations upon history and religions, as well as the expression of life-
long aspirations, and of a scale of moral values, which was already mine
before the First World War.

It could be described as a personal answer to the events of 1945 and of
the following years. And I know that very many people will not like it. But |
have not written it for any other purpose than that of presenting a conception
of history — ancient and modern — unassailable from the standpoint of
eternal Truth. I have therefore endeavoured to study both men and facts in
the light of that idea of the succession of Ages, from pristine Perfection to
inevitable chaos, which pertains not merely to “Hinduism,” but to all forms
of the One, universal Tradition, — the Hindus being, (perhaps) but those
who have retained somewhat more of that Tradition than less conservative
people.

It may sound ironical that so intense a yearning after faithfulness to
Tradition should have led me to an interpretation of historic personalities so
different from that of most people who profess interest in things of the spirit.
The endless future alone will tell who has understood divine Wisdom the
best: those people or myself.

SAVITRI DEVI

Calcutta, 21st of July, 1958



PART I

TIMELESS PERFECTION

AND

CYCLIC EVOLUTION



CHAPTER |

THE CYCLIC VIEW OF HISTORY

The idea of progress — indefinite betterment — is anything but
modern. It is probably as old as man’s oldest successful attempt to improve
his material surroundings and to increase, through technical skill, his
capacity of attack and defence. Technical skill, for many centuries at least,
has been too precious to be despised. Nay, when displayed to an
extraordinary degree, it has, more than once, been hailed as something
almost divine. Wondrous legends have always been woven, for instance,
round such men as were said to have, by some means, been able to raise
themselves, physically, above the earth, be it Etana of Erech who soared to
heaven “borne upon eagle’s wings,” or the famous Icarus, unfortunate
forerunner of our modern airmen, or Manco Capac’s brother, Auca, said to
have been gifted with “natural” wings which finally fared hardly better than
Icarus’ artificial ones.'

But apart from such incredible feats of a handful of individuals, the
Ancients as a whole distinguished themselves in many material
achievements. They could boast of the irrigation system in Sumeria; of the
construction of pyramids revealing, both in Egypt and, centuries later, in
Central America, an amazing knowledge of astronomical data; of the bath-
rooms and drains in the palace of Knossos; of the invention of the war-
chariot after that of the bow and arrow, and of the sand-clock after that of the
sun-dial, — enough to make them dizzy with conceit and over-confident in
the destiny of their respective civilisations.

Yet, although they fully recognized the value of their own work in the
practical field, and surely very soon conceived the possibility — and perhaps
acquired the certitude — of indefinite fechnical progress, they never
believed in progress as a whole,

! While Icarus fell into the sea, the Peruvian hero was turned into stone on reaching the
top of the hill destined to become the site of the great Temple of the Sun, in Cuzco.



in progress on all lines, as most of our contemporaries seem to do. From all
evidence, they faithfully clung to the traditional idea of cyclic evolution and
had, in addition to that, the good sense to admit that they lived (inspire of all
their achievements) in anything but the beginning of the long-drawn,
downward process constituting their own particular “cycle” — and ours.
Whether Hindus or Greeks, Egyptians or Japanese, Chinese, Sumerians, or
ancient Americans, — or even Romans, the most “modern” amongst people
of Antiquity, — they all placed the “Golden Age,” the “Age of Truth,”' the
rule of Kronos or of Ra, or of any other Gods on earth — the glorious
Beginning of the slow, downward unfurling of history, whatever name it be
given, — far behind them in the past.

And they believed that the return of a similar Age, foretold in their
respective sacred texts and oral traditions, depends, not upon man’s
conscious effort, but upon iron laws, inherent to the very nature of visible
and tangible manifestation, and all-pervading; upon cosmic laws. They
believed that man’s conscious effort is but an expression of those laws at
work, leading the world, willingly or unwillingly, wherever its destiny lies;
in one word, that the history of man, as the history of the rest of the living, is
but a detail in cosmic history without beginning nor end; a periodical
outcome of the inner Necessity that binds all phenomena in Time.

And just as the Ancients could accept that vision of the world’s
evolution while still taking full advantage of all technical progress within
their reach, so can — and so do, — to this day, thousands of men brought up
within the pale of age-old cultures centred round the self-same traditional
views, and also, in the very midst of the over-proud industrial cultures, a few
stray individuals able to think for themselves. They contemplate the history
of mankind in a similar perspective.

While living, apparently, as “modern” men and women, — using
electric fans and electric irons, telephones and trains, and aeroplanes, when
they can afford it, — they nourish in their hearts a deep contempt for the

childish conceit and bloated hopes of our age, and for the various recipes for
“saving, mankind,” which zealous philosophers and politicians thrust into
circulation. They know that nothing can ‘“‘save mankind,” for

! Satya Yuga, in the Sanskrit Scriptures.



mankind is reaching the end of its present cycle. The wave that carried it, for
so mane millenniums, is about to break, with all the fury of acquired speed,
and to merge once more into the depth of the unchanging Ocean of
undifferentiated existence. It will rise; again, some day, with abrupt majesty,
for such is the law of waves. But in the meantime nothing can be done to
stop it. The unfortunate — the fools — are those men who, for some reason
best known to themselves, — probably on account of their exaggerated
estimation of what is to be lost in the process — would like to stop it. The
privileged ones — the wise — are those few who, being fully aware of the
increasing worthlessness of present-day mankind and of its much-applauded
“progress,” know how little there is to be lost in the coming crash and look
forward to it with joyous expectation as to the necessary condition of a new
beginning — a new “Golden Age,” sunlit crest of the next long drawn
downward wave upon the surface of the endless Ocean of Life.

To those privileged ones — amongst whom we count ourselves, —
the whole succession of “current events” appears in an entirely different
perspective from that either of the desperate believers in “progress” or of
those people who, though accepting the cyclic view of history and therefore
considering the coming crash as unavoidable, feel sorry to see the
civilisation in which they live rush towards its doom.

To us, the high-resounding “isms” to which our contemporaries ask;
us to give our allegiance, now, in 1948, are all equally futile: bound to be
betrayed, defeated, and finally rejected by men at large, if containing
anything really noble; bound to enjoy, for the time being, some sort of noisy
success; if sufficiently vulgar, pretentious and soul-killing to appeal to the
growing number of mechanically conditioned slaves that crawl about our
planet, posing as free men; all destined to prove, ultimately, of no avail. The
time-honoured religions, rapidly growing out of fashion as present-day
“isms” become more and more popular, are no less futile — if not more:
frameworks of organised superstition void of all true feeling of the Divine,
or — among more sophisticated people — mere conventional aspects of
social life, or systems of ethics (and of very elementary ethics at that)
seasoned with a sprinkling of out-dated rites and symbols of which hardly
anybody bothers to seek the original meaning; devices in the hands of clever



men in power to lull the simpletons into permanent obedience; convenient
names, round which it might be easy to rally converging national aspirations
or political tendencies; or just the last resort of weaklings and cranks: that is,
practically, all they are — all they have been reduced to in the course of a
few centuries — the lot of them. They are dead, in fact — as dead as the old
cults that flourished before them, with the difference that those cults have
long ceased exhaling the stench of death, while they (the so-called “living”
ones) are still at the stage at which death is inseparable from corruption.
None — neither Christianity nor Islam nor even Buddhism — can be
expected now to “save” anything of that world they once partly conquered;
none have any normal place in “modern” life, which is essentially devoid of
all awareness of the eternal.

There are no activities in “modern” life which are not futile, save
perhaps those that aim at satisfying one’s body’s hunger: growing rice;
growing wheat; gathering chestnuts from the woods or potatoes from one’s
garden. And the one and only sensible policy can but be to let things take
their course and to await the coming Destroyer, destined to clear the ground
for the building of a new “Age of Truth”: the One Whom the Hindus name
Kalki and hail as the tenth and last Incarnation of Vishnu; the Destroyer
Whose advent is the condition of the preservation of Life, according to
Life’s everlasting laws.

We know all this will sound utter folly to those, more and more
numerous, who, despite the untold horrors of our age, remain convinced that
humanity is “progressing.” It will appear as cynicism even to many of those
who accept our belief in cyclic evolution, which is the universal, traditional
belief expressed in poetic form in all the sacred texts of the world, including
the Bible. We have nothing to reply to this latter possible criticism, for it is
entirely based upon an emotional attitude which is not ours. But we can try
to point out the vanity of the popular belief in “progress,” be it only in order
to stress the rationality and strength of the theory of cycles which forms the
background of the triple study which is the subject of this book.

* X%

The exponents of the belief in “progress” put forth many arguments to
prove — to themselves and to others — that our



times, with all their undeniable drawbacks, are on the whole, better than any
epoch of the past, and even that they show definite signs of improvement. It
is not possible to analyse all their arguments in detail. But one can easily
detect the fallacies hidden in the most wide-spread and, apparently, the most
“convincing” of them.

All the advocates of “progress” lay enormous stress upon such things
as literacy, individual “freedom,” equal opportunities for a/l men, religious
toleration and ‘“humaneness,” progress in this last line covering all such
tendencies as find their expression in the modern preoccupation for child-
welfare, prison-reforms, better conditions of labour, State aid to the sick and
destitute and, if not greater kindness, at least less cruelty to animals. The
dazzling results obtained, of recent years, in the application of scientific
discoveries to industrial and other practical pursuits, are, of course, the most
popular of all instances expected to show how marvellous our times are. But
that point we shall not discuss, as we have already made it clear that we by
no means deny or minimise the importance of fechnical progress. What we
do deny is the existence of any progress at all in the value of man as such,
whether individually or collectively, and our reflexions on universal literacy
and other highly praised “signs” of improvement in which our
contemporaries take pride, all spring from that one point of view.

We believe that man’s value — as every creature’s value, ultimately
— lies not in the mere intellect but in the spirit: in the capacity to reflect that
which, for lack of a more precise word, we choose to call “the divine,” i.e.
that which is true and beautiful beyond all manifestation, that which remains
timeless (and therefore unchangeable) within all changes. We believe it with
the difference that, in our eyes, — contrarily to what the Christians maintain
— that capacity to reflect the divine is closely linked with man’s race and
physical health; in other words, that the spirit is anything but independent
from the body. And we fail to see that the different improvements that we
witness to-day in education or in the social field, in government or even in
technical matters, have either made individual men and women more
valuable in that sense, or created any new lasting type of civilisation in
which man’s possibilities of all round perfection, thus conceived, are being



promoted. The Hindus seem to be, to-day, the sole people who, by tradition,
share our views; and they have, in course of time, failed to maintain the
divine order — the rule of the natural ruling castes. And we, the only people
in the West who have tried to restore it in modern times, have been
materially ruined by the agents of those forces of false equality that the
modern world calls forces of “progress.”

Progress? — It is true that, to-day, at least in all highly organised
(typically “modern) countries, nearly everybody can read and write. But
what of that? To be able to read and write is an advantage — and a
considerable one. But it is not a virtue. It is a tool and a weapon; a means to
an end; a very useful thing, no doubt; but not an end in itself. The ultimate
value of literacy depends upon the end to which it is used. And to what end,
is it generally used to-day? It is used for convenience or for entertainment,
by those who read; for some advertisement, or some objectionable
propaganda, — for money-making or power-grabbing — by those who
write; sometimes, of course, by both, for acquiring or spreading disinterested
knowledge of the few things worth knowing; for finding expression of or
giving expression to the few deep feelings that can lift a man to the
awareness of things eternal, but not more often so than in the days in which
one man out of ten thousand could understand the symbolism of the written
word. Generally, to-day, the man or woman whom compulsory education has
made “literate” uses writing to communicate personal matters to absent
friends and relatives, to fill forms — one of the international occupations of
modern civilised humanity — or to commit to memory little useful, but
otherwise trifling things such as someone’s address or telephone number, or
the date of some appointment with the hair-dresser or the dentist, or the list
of clean clothes due from the laundry. He or she reads “to pass time”
because, outside the hours of dreary work, mere thinking is no longer intense
and interesting enough to serve that purpose.

We know that there are also people whose whole lives have been
directed to some beautiful destiny by a book, a poem — a mere sentence —
read in distant childhood, like Schliemann, who lavishly spent on
archaeological excavations the wealth patiently and purposely gathered in
forty years of dreary toil, all for they sake of the impression left upon him,



as a boy, by the immortal story of Troy. But such people always lived, even
before compulsory education came into, fashion. And the stories heard and
remembered were no less inspiring than stories now read. The real
advantage of general literacy, if any, is to be sought elsewhere. It lies not in
the better quality either of the exceptional men and women or of the literate
millions, but rather in the fact that the latter are rapidly becoming
intellectually more lazy and therefore more credulous than ever — and not
less so; — more easily deceived, more liable to be led like sheep without
even the shadow of a protest, provided the nonsense one wishes them to
swallow be presented to them, in printed form and made to appear
“scientific.” The higher the general level of literacy, the easier it is, for a
government in control of the daily press, of the wireless and of the
publishing business, — these almost irresistible modern means of action
upon the mind — to keep the masses and the “intelligenzia” under its thumb,
without them even suspecting it.

Among widely illiterate but more actively thinking people, openly
governed in the old autocratic manner, a prophet, direct mouthpiece of the
Gods, or of genuine collective aspirations, could always hope to rise
between secular authority and the people. The priests themselves could
never be quite sure of keeping the people in obedience for ever. The people
could choose to listen to the prophet, if they liked. And they did, sometimes.
To-day, wherever universal literacy is prevalent, inspired exponents of
timeless truth — prophets — or even selfless advocates of timely practical
changes, have less and less chances to appear. Sincere thought, real free
thought, ready, in the name of superhuman authority or of humble common
sense, to question the basis of what is officially taught and generally
accepted, is less and less likely to thrive. It is, we repeat, by far easier to
enslave a literate people than an illiterate one, strange as this may seem at
first sight. And the enslavement is more likely to be lasting. The real
advantage of universal literacy is to tighten the grip of the governing power
upon the foolish and conceited millions. That is probably why it is dinned
into our heads, from babyhood onwards, that “literacy” is such a boon.
Capacity to think for one’s self is, however, the real boon. And that always
was and always will be the privilege of a minority, once recognised



as a natural élite and respected. To-day, compulsory mass-education and an
increasingly standardised literature for the consumption of “conditioned”
brains — outstanding signs of “progress” — tend to reduce that minority to
the smallest possible proportions; ultimately, to suppress it altogether. Is that
what mankind wants? If so, mankind is loosing its raison d’étre, and the
sooner the end of this so-called “civilisation” the better.

What we have said of literacy can roughly be repeated about those
two other main glories of modern Democracy: “individual freedom” and
equality of opportunities for every person. The first is a lie — and a more
and more sinister one as the shackles of compulsory education are being
more and more hopelessly fastened round people’s whole being. The second
is an absurdity.

One of the funniest inconsistencies of the average citizen of the
modern industrialised world is the way in which he criticises all institutions
of older and better civilisations, such as the caste-system of the Hindus or
the all-absorbing family-cult of the Far East, on the ground that these tend to
check the “liberty of the individual.” He does not realise how exacting, —
nay, how annihilating — is the command of the collective authority which
he obeys (half the time, unknowingly) compared with that of traditional
collective authority, in apparently less “free” societies. The caste-ridden or
family-ridden people of India or of the Far East might not be allowed to do
all that they like, in many relatively trifling and in a few really all-important
matters of daily life. But they are left to believe what they like, or rather
what they can; to feel according to their own nature and to express
themselves freely about a great number of essential matters; they are allowed
to conduct their higher life in the manner they judge the wisest for them,
after their duties to family, taste and king have been fulfilled, The individual
living under the iron and steel rule of modern “progress” can eat whatever he
fancies (to a great extent) and marry whom he pleases — unfortunately! —
and go whenever he likes (in theory at least). But he is made to accept, in all
extra-individual matters, — matters which, to us, really count, — the beliefs,
the attitude to life, the scale of values and, to a great extent, the political
views, that tend to strengthen the mighty socio-economic system of
exploitation



to which he belongs (to which he is forced to belong, in order to be able to
live) and in which he is a mere cog. And, what is more, he is made to believe
that it is a privilege of his to be a cog in such an organism; that the
unimportant matters in which he feels he is his own master are, in fact, the
most important ones — the only really important ones. He is taught not to
value that freedom of judgement about ultimate truth, aesthetical, ethical or
metaphysical, of which he is subtly deprived. More still: he is told, — in the
democratic countries at any rate, — that he is free in all respects; that he is
“an individual, answerable to none but to his own conscience,” ... after years
of clever conditioning have moulded his “conscience” and his whole being
so thoroughly according to pattern, that he is no longer capable of reacting
differently. Well can such a man speak of “pressure upon the individual” in
any society, ancient or modern!

One can realise to what an extent men’s minds have been curved, both
by deliberate and by unconscious conditioning, in the world in which we
live to-day, when one encounters people who have never come under the
influence of industrial civilisation, or when one happens, oneself, to be lucky
enough to have defied, from childhood onwards, the pernicious pressure of
standardised education and to have remained free amidst the crowd of those
who react as they were taught to, in all fundamental matters. The cleavage
between the thinking and the unthinking, the free and the slaves, is
appalling.

As for “equality of opportunities,” there can be no such thing anyhow,
really speaking. By producing men and women different both in degree and
in quality of intelligence, sensitiveness and will-power, different in character
and temperament, Nature herself gives them the most unequal opportunities
of fulfilling their aspirations, whatever these might be. An over-emotional
and rather weak person can, for instance, neither conceive the same ideal of
happiness nor have equal chances of reaching it in life, as one who is born
with a more balanced nature and a stronger will. That is obvious. And add to
that the characteristics that differentiate one race of men from another, and
the absurdity of the very notion of “human equality” becomes even more
striking.

What our contemporaries mean when they speak of “equality of
opportunities” is the fact that, in modern society
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— so they say — any man or woman stands, more and more, as many
chances as his or her neighbour of holding the position and doing the job for
which he or she is naturally fitted. But that too is only partly true. For, more
and more, the world of to-day, — the world dominated by grand-scale
industry and mass-production, — can offer only jobs in which the best of the
worker’s self plays little or no part if he or she be anything more than a
merely clever and materially efficient person. The hereditary craftsman, who
could find the best expression for what is conveniently called his “soul” in
his daily weaving, carpet-making, enamel work, etc., even the tiller of the
soil, in personal contact with Mother Earth and the Sun and the seasons, is
becoming more and more a figure of the past. There are less and less
opportunities, also, for the sincere seeker of truth — speaker or writer —
who refuses to become the expounder of broadly accepted ideas, products of
mass-conditioning, for which he or she does not stand; for the seeker of
beauty who refuses to bend his or her art to the demands of popular taste
which he or she knows to be bad taste. Such people have to waste much of
their tine doing inefficiently — and grudgingly — some job for which they
are not fitted, in order to live, before they can devote the rest of it to what
the Hindus would call their sadhana — the work for which their deeper
nature has appointed them: their life’s dedication.

The idea of modern division of labour, condensed in the oft-quoted
sentence “the right man in the right place,” boils down, in practice, to the
fact that any man — any one of the dull, indiscriminate millions — can be
“conditioned” to occupy any place, while the best of human beings, the only
ones who still justify the existence of the more and more degenerate species,
are allowed no place at all. Progress....

* k%

Remain the “religious toleration” of our times and their “humaneness”
compared with the “barbarity” of the past. Two jokes, to say the least!

Recalling some of the most spectacular horrors of history — the
burning of “heretics” and “witches™ at the stake; the wholesale massacre of
“heathens,” and other no less repulsive manifestations of Christian
civilisation in Europe, conquered
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America, Goa, and elsewhere, — modern man is filled with pride in the
“progress” accomplished, in one line at least, since the end of the dark ages
of religious fanaticism. However bad they be, our contemporaries have, at
any rate, grown out of the habit of torturing people for such “trifles” as their
conception of the Holy Trinity or their ideas about predestination and
purgatory. Such is modern man’s feeling — because theological questions
have lost all importance in his life. But in the days when Christian Churches
persecuted one another and encouraged the conversion of heathen nations by
means of blood and fire, both the persecutors and the persecuted, both the
Christians and those who wished to remain faithful to non-Christian creeds,
looked upon such questions as vital in one way or another. And the real
reason for which nobody is put to torture, to-day, for the sake of his or her
religious beliefs, is not that torture as such has become distasteful to
everybody, in “advanced” twentieth-century civilisation, not that individuals
and States have become “tolerant,” but just that, among those who have the
power of inflicting pain, hardly anybody takes any vivid, vifal interest in
religion, let alone in theology.

The so-called “religious toleration” practised by modern States and
individuals springs from anything but an intelligent understanding and love
of all religions as manifold, symbolical expressions of the same few
essential, eternal truths, — as Hindu toleration does, and always did. It is,
rather, the outcome of a grossly ignorant contempt for all religions; of
indifference to those very truths which their various founders endeavoured
to re-assert, again and again. It is no toleration at all.

To judge how far our contemporaries have or not the right to boast of
their “spirit of toleration,” the best is to watch their behaviour towards those
whom they decidedly look upon as the enemies of their gods: the men who
happen to be holding views contrary to theirs concerning not some
theological quibble, in which they are not interested, but some political or
socio-political Ideology which they regard as “a threat to civilisation” or as
“the only creed through which civilisation can be saved.” Nobody can deny
that in all such circumstances, and specially in war time, they all, perform —
to the extent they have the power, — or condone — to the extent they have
not, themselves, the opportunity of performing, —
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actions in every respect as ugly as those ordered, performed or tolerated in
the past, in the name of different religions (if indeed the latter ugly be). The
only difference is, perhaps, that modern cold-blooded atrocities only become
known when the hidden powers in control of the means of herd-conditioning
— of the press, the wireless and the cinema, — decide, for ends anything but
“humanitarian,” that they should be, i.e. when they happen to be the enemy’s
atrocities, not one’s own — nor those of one’s “gallant allies” — and when
their story is, therefore, considered to be “good propaganda,” on account of
the current of indignation it is expected to create and of the new incentive it
1s expected to give the war-effort. Moreover, after a war, fought or supposed
to have been fought for an Ideology — the modern equivalent of the bitter
religious conflicts of old — the horrors rightly or wrongly: said to have been
perpetrated by the vanquished are the only ones to be broadcasted all over
the world, while the victors try as hard as they can to make believe that their
High Command at least never shut its eyes to any similar horrors. But in
sixteenth century Europe, and before; and among the warriors of Islam,
conducting “jihad” against men of other faiths, each side was well aware of
the atrocious means used, not only by its opponents for their “foul ends,” but
by its own people and its own leaders in order to “uproot heresy” or to “fight
popery,” or to “preach the name of Allah to infidels.” Modern man is more
of a moral coward. He wants the advantages of violent intolerance — which
1s only natural — but he shuns the responsibility of it. Progress, that also.

* % %

The so-called “humaneness” of our contemporaries (compared with
their forefathers) is just lack of nerve or lack of strong feelings — increasing
cowardice, or increasing apathy.

Modern man 1s squeamish about atrocities — even about ordinary,
unimaginative brutality — only when it happens that the aims for which
atrocious or merely brutal actions are performed are either hateful or
indifferent to him. In all other circumstances, he shuts his eves to any
horrors — especially when he knows that the victims can never retaliate (as
it is the case with all atrocities committed by man upon animals,
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for whatever purpose it be) and he demands, at the most, not to be reminded
of them tog often and too noisily. He reacts as though he classified atrocities
under two headlines: the ‘“unavoidable” and the avoidable. The
“unavoidable” are those that serve or are supposed to serve modern man’s
purpose — generally: “the good of humanity” or the “triumph of
Democracy.” They are tolerated, nay, justified. The “avoidable” are those
which are occasionally committed, or said to be committed, by people
whose purpose is alien to his. They alone are condemned, and their real or
supposed authors — or inspirers — branded by public opinion as “criminals
against humanity.”

Which are, anyhow, the alleged signs of that wonderful “humaneness”
of modern man, according to those who believe in progress? We no longer
have to-day, — they say — the horrid executions of former times; traitors
are no longer “hung, drawn and quartered,” as was the custom in glorious
sixteenth century England; anything approaching in ghastliness the torture
and execution of Frangois Damien, upon the central square of Paris, before
thousands of people purposely come to see it, on the 28th of May, 1757,
would be unthinkable in modern France. Modern man also no longer
upholds slavery, nor does he (in theory, at least) justify the exploitation of
the masses under any form. And his wars — even his wars! monstrous as
they may seem, with their elaborate apparatus of costly demoniacal
machinery — are beginning to admit, within their code, (so one says) some
amount of humanity and justice. Modern man is horrified at the mere
thought of the war-time habits of ancient peoples — at the sacrifice of
twelve young Trojans to the shade of the Greek hero Patrocles, not to speak
of the far less ancient but far more atrocious sacrifices of prisoners of war to
the Aztec war-god Huitzilopochtli. (But the Aztecs, though relatively
modern, were not Christians, nor, as far as we know, believers in all-round
progress). Finally — one says — modern man is kinder, or less cruel, to
animals than his forefathers were.

Alone an enormous amount of prejudice in favour of our times can
enable one to be taken in by such fallacies.

Surely modern man does not “uphold,” slavery; he denounces it
vehemently. But he practises it nevertheless — and on a wider scale than
ever, and far more thoroughly than



14

the Ancients ever could — whether in the Capitalistic West or in the Tropics,
or (from what one hears outside its impenetrable walls) even in the one State
supposed to be, to-day, the “workers’ paradise.” There are differences, of
course. In Antiquity, even the slave had hours of leisure and merriment that
were all his own; he had his games of dice in the shade of the columns of his
master’s portico, his coarse jokes, his free chatter, his free life outside his
daily routine. The modern slave has not the privilege of loitering, completely
carefree, for half an hour. His so-called leisure itself is either filled with
almost compulsory entertainment, as exacting and often as dreary as his
work, or — in “lands of freedom” — poisoned by economic worries. But he
is not openly bought and sold. He is just taken. And taken, not by a man in
some way at least superior to himself, but by a huge impersonal system
without either a body to kick or a soul to damn or a head to answer for its
mischief.

And similarly, old horrors have no doubt disappeared from the records
of so-called civilised mankind, regarding both justice and war. But new and
worse ones, unknown to “barbaric” ages, have crept up in their place. One
single instance is ghastly enough to suffice. The long-drawn trial not of
criminals, not of traitors, nor regicides, nor wizards, but of the finest leading
characters of Europe; their iniquitous condemnation, after months and
months of every kind of humiliation and systematical moral torture; their
final hanging, in the slowest and cruelest possible manner — that whole
sinister farce, staged at Niiremberg in 1945-1946 (and 1947) by a pack of
victorious cowards and hypocrites, is immeasurably more disgusting than all
the post-war human sacrifices of the past rolled in one, including those
performed according to the well-known Mexican ritual. For there, at least,
however painful might have been the traditional process of killing, the
victims were frankly done to death for the delight of the tribal god of the
victors and of the victors themselves, without any macabre mock-pretence of
“justice.” And they were, moreover, taken from all ranks of captured
warriors, not malignantly selected from the élite of their people only. Nor
did the élite of the vanquished people represent, in most cases, — as it
actually did in the shameful trial of our progressive times — the very ¢élite of
their continent.
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As for such unthinkable atrocities as took place in France end in
Spain, and many other countries, from the Middle Ages onwards, one would
find quite a number of episodes of the recent Spanish civil war — not to
mention the no less impressive record of horrors performed, still more
recently, by the “heroes” of the French résistance, during the Second World
War, — to match them and, more often than not, to outdo them.

And, curiously enough, — although (they say) they “hate such things”
— a considerable number of men and women of to-day, while lacking the
guts to commit horrible actions personally, seem to be just as keen as ever on
watching them being performed or, at least, on thinking of them and gloating
over them, and enjoying them vicariously, if denied the morbid pleasure of
watching. Such are the people who, in modern England, gather before the
prison gates whenever a man is to be hanged, expecting goodness knows
what unhealthy excitement from the mere fact of reading the announcement
that “justice has been done” — people who, if only given an opportunity,
would run to see a public execution, nay, a public burning of witches or
heretics, no doubt as speedily as their forefathers once did. Such are also
millions of folk, hitherto “civilised” and apparently kind, who reveal
themselves in their proper light no sooner a war breaks out, i.e. no sooner
they feel encouraged to display the most repulsive type of imagination in
competitive descriptions of what tortures every one of them “would” inflict
upon the enemy’s leaders, if he — or more often she — had a free hand.
Such are, at heart, all those who gloat over the sufferings of the fallen enemy
after a victorious war. And they are also millions: millions of vicarious
savages, mean at the same time as cruel — unmanly — whom the warriors
of the so-called “barbaric” ages would have thoroughly despised.

* k%

But more cowardly and more, hypocritical, perhaps, than anything
else, is “progressive” modern man’s behaviour towards living Nature, and in
particular towards the animal kingdom. Of that 1 have spoken at length in
another book,' and

! “Impeachment of Man,” written in 1945-46, and yet unpublished.
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I shall, therefore, here, be contented with underlining a few facts.

Primitive man, — and, often, also, man whose picturesque civilisation
is anything but “modern” — is bad enough, it is true, as far as his treatment
of animals is concerned. One only has to travel in the least industrialised
countries of southern Europe, or in the Near and Middle East, to acquire a
very definite certitude on that point. And not all modern leaders have been
equally successful in putting an end to age-old cruelties to dumb) beasts,
whether in the East or in the West. Gandhi could not, in the name of that
universal kindness which he repeatedly preached as the main tenet of his
faith, prevent Hindu milk-men from deliberately starving their male calves
to death, in order to sell a few extra pints of cow’s milk. Mussolini could not
detect and prosecute all those Italians who, even under his government,
persisted in the detestable habit of plucking chickens alive on the ground
that “the feathers come off more easily.” There is no getting away from the
fact that kindness to animals on a national scale does not ultimately depend
upon the teachings of any superimposed religion or philosophy. It is one of
the distinctive characteristics of the truly superior races. And no religious,
philosophical or political alchemy can turn base metal into gold.

This does not mean to say that a good teaching cannot /elp to bring
the best out of every race, as well as out of every individual man or woman.
But modern industrial civilisation, to the extent it is man-centred — not
controlled by any inspiration of a super-human, cosmic order — and tends to
stress quantity instead of quality, production and wealth, instead of character
and inherent worth, is anything but congenial to the development of
consistent universal kindness, even among, the better people. It hides
cruelty. It does nothing to suppress it, or even to lessen it. It excuses, nay, it
exalts any atrocity upon animals, which happens to be directly or indirectly
connected with money-making, from the daily horrors of the slaughter-
houses to the martyrdom of animals at the hands of the circus-trainer, the
trapper (and, also, very often, of the skinner, in the case of furry creatures)
and of the vivisector. Naturally, the “higher” interest of human beings is put
forward as a justification, — without people realising that a humanity which
1s prepared to buy amusement or luxury, “tasty food,” or even
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scientific information or means of healing the sick at such a cost, as that, is
no longer worthy to live. The fact remains that there has never been more
degeneracy and more disease of all descriptions among men, than in this
world of compulsory or almost compulsory vaccination and inoculation; this
world which exalts criminals against Life — torturers of innocent living
creatures for man’s ends, such as Louis Pasteur, — to the rank of “great”
men, while condemning the really great ones who struggled to stress the
sacred hierarchy of human races before and above the over-emphasised and,
anyhow, obvious, hierarchy of beings, and who, incidentally, built the only
State in the West whose laws for the protection of dumb creatures reminded
one, for the first time after centuries (and to the extent it was possible in a
modern industrial country of cold climate) of the decrees of Emperor Asoka
and Harshavardhana.'

Such a world may well boast of its tender care for prize dogs and cats
and for pet animals in general, while trying to forget (and to make better
civilisations forget) the hideous fact of a million creatures vivisected yearly,
in Great Britain alone. It cannot make us overlook its hidden horrors and
convince us of its “progress” in kindness to animals, any more than of its
increasing kindness to people “irrespectively of their creed.” We refuse to
see in it anything else but the darkest living evidence of that which the
Hindus have characterised from time immemorial as “Kali Yuga” — the
“Dark Age”; the Era of Gloom; the last (and, fortunately, the shortest)
subdivision of the present Cycle of history. There is no hope of “putting
things right,” in such an age. It is, essentially, the age so forcefully though
laconically described in the Book of books — the Bhagavad-Gita — as that
in which “out of the corruption of women proceeds the confusion of castes;
out of the confusion of castes, the loss memory; out of loss of memory the
lack of understanding; and out of this, all evils”;* the age in which falsehood
1s termed “truth” and truth persecuted as falsehood or mocked as insanity; in
which the exponents of truth, the divinely inspired leaders, the real friends of
their race and

"I refer to the laws against cruelty to animals that were, in my eyes, one of the glories of
the National Socialist regime in Germany.

2 The Bhagavad-Gita, Transl. of E. Burnouf, I, 47 and foll.
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of all the living, — the god-like men, — are defeated, and their followers
humbled and their memory slandered, while the masters of lies are hailed as
“saviours”; the age in which every man and woman is in the wrong place,
and the world dominated by inferior individuals, bastardised races and
vicious doctrines, all part and parcel of an order of inherent ugliness far
worse than complete anarchy.

This is the age in which our triumphant Democrats and our hopeful
Communists boast of “slow but steady progress through science and
education.” Thanks very much for such “progress”! The very sight of it is
enough to confirm us in our belief in the immemorial cyclic theory of
history, illustrated in the myths of all ancient, natural religions (including
that one from which the Jews — and, through them, their disciples, the
Christians — borrowed the symbolical story of the Garden of Eden;
Perfection at the beginning of Time.) It impresses upon us the fact that
human history, far from being a steady ascension towards the better, is an
increasingly hopeless process of bastardisation, emasculation and
demoralisation of mankind; an inexorable “fall.” It rouses in us the yearning
to see the end the final crash that will push into oblivion both those
worthless “isms” that are the product of the decay of thought and of
character, and the no less worthless religions of equality which have slowly
prepared the ground for them; the coming of Kalki, the divine Destroyer of
evil; the dawn of a new Cycle opening, as all time-cycles ever did, with
“Golden Age.”

Never mind how bloody the final crash may be! Never mind what old
treasures may perish for ever in the redeeming conflagration! The sooner it
comes, the better. We are waiting for it — and for the following glory —
confident in the divinely established cyclic Law that governs all
manifestations of existence in Time: the law of Eternal Return. We ore
waiting for it, and for the subsequent triumph of the Truth persecuted to-day;
for the triumph under whatever name, of the only faith in harmony with the
everlasting laws of being; of the only modern “ism” which is anything but
“modern,” being just the latest expression of principles as old as the Sun; the
triumph of all those men who, throughout the centuries and to-day, have
never lost the vision of the everlasting Order,
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decreed by the Sun, and who have fought in a selfless spirit to impress that
vision upon others. We are waiting for the glorious restoration, this time, on
a world-wide scale, of the New Order, projection in time, in the next, as in
every recurring “Golden Age,” of the everlasting Order of the Cosmos.

It is the only thing worth living for — and dying for, if given that
privilege, — now, in 1948.

Written in Edinburgh, on the 9th April, 1948, — the 707th anniversary
of the famous battle of Liegnitz.
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CHAPTER II

TIME AND VIOLENCE

From the few facts that I have recalled in the preceding chapter, it is
pretty clear that there are no cruelties in ancient history — no Assyrian
horrors, no Carthagenian horrors, no old Chinese horrors, — which the
inventiveness of our contemporaries of East and West, aided by a perfected
technique, has not outdone. But cruelty — the violence of cowards — 1is
merely one expression of violence among many, though admittedly the most
repulsive one. Aided and encouraged by more and more staggering scientific
achievements, which can be put to use for any purpose, man has, throughout
history, become more and more violent, — and not less and less so, as
people fed on pacifist propaganda are often inclined to think! And, which is
more, it could not have been otherwise; and it cannot be otherwise at any
period of the future, until the violent and complete destruction of that which
we call to-day “civilisation” opens for the world a new “Age of Truth”; a
new Golden Age. Until then, violence, under one form or another, is
unavoidable. It is the very law of Life in a fallen world. The choice given us
is not between violence and non-violence, but between open, unashamed
violence, in broad daylight, and sneaking, subtle violence — blackmail;
between open violence and inconspicuous, slow, yet implacable persecution,
both economic and cultural: the systematic suppression of all possibilities
for the vanquished, without it “showing”; the merciless “conditioning” of
children, all the more horrible that it is more impersonal, more indirect, more
outwardly “gentle”; the clever diffusion of soul-killing lies (and Aalf-lies);
violence under the cover of non-violence. The choice is also between
selfless ruthlessness put to the service of the very Cause of truth; violence
without cruelty, applied in view of bringing about upon this earth an order
based on everlasting principles, that transcend man; violence in view of
creating, or maintaining, a human State in harmony with Life’s highest
purpose, and violence applied to selfish ends.

The two parallel alternatives are indeed one and the same.



21

For it is a fact that, the more disinterested be its aims and the more selfless
its application, the more frank and straightforward violence is; while, on the
other hand, the more sordid be the motives for which it is in reality used, the
more it 1s, itself, hidden, nay, denied; the more the men who resort to it boast
of being admirers of non-violence, thus bluffing others and sometimes also
themselves; acting as deceivers and being deceived — caught in the network
of their own lies.

As time goes on and as decay sets in, the keynote of human history is
not less and less violence; it is less and less honesty about violence.

* % %

Only an “Age of Truth,” in which all is as it should be — a world in
which the social and political order on earth is a perfect replica of the eternal
Order of Life — can be nonviolent. And in the eloquent legends of all old
nations, ideal society at the dawn of Time is said to have been naturally so.
There was, then, nothing to be changed; nothing for which to shed one’s
own or other people’s blood; nothing to do but to enjoy in peace the beauty
and riches of the sunlit earth, and to praise the wise Gods — the “devas,” or
“shining Ones,” as the ancient Aryans called them — Kings of the earth in
the truest sense of the word. Every man and woman, every race, every
species was, then, in its place, and the whole divine hierarchy of Creation
was a work of art to which and from which there was nothing either to add
or to take away. Violence was unthinkable.

Violence became a necessity from the moment the sociopolitical order
in this world ceased to be the undistorted reflexion of the eternal cosmic
Order; from the moment a man-centred spirit, exalting indiscriminately the
whole of humanity at the expense of glorious living Nature, on one hand,
and at that of the naturally superior individuals and naturally privileged
races, on the other, arose, in opposition to the life-centred Tradition which
had been sanctioning, for no one knows how many happy millenniums, the
harmonious, divinely ordained hierarchy of peoples, animal species and
vegetable varieties; from the moment a vicious tendency to uniformity —
ultimately
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leading to disintegration — set in, in opposition to primeaval Unity within
infinite, disciplined diversity. From that moment onwards, we repeat,
violence became the law of the world, for good and for evil. The only way to
avoid resorting to it was, henceforth, either to cut one’s self off, entirely,
from the world, as it 1s, to turn one’s back to life and to move about in an
artificial, dream-like time — the illusion of an illusion — or e¢lse, to live
outside Time altogether. Pretty few individuals were sufficiently foolish to
take the first course, and fewer still sufficiently evolved and, at the same
time, sufficiently indifferent, to take the second.

But violence is not a bad thing in itself. True, it set in as a necessity
only after the world had become, to a great extent, “bad” i.e., unfaithful to its
timeless archetype; no longer in keeping with the creative dream of the
universal Mind, that it had once expressed. The very appearing of violence
was a sign that the “Age of Truth” was irretrievably closed; that the
downward process of history was gaining speed. Yet, violence cannot be
judged apart from its purpose. And the purpose is good or bad; worth its
while, or not. It is worth its while when those who pursue it do so, not
merely unselfishly — with no primordial desire of personal glory or
happiness, — but also in keeping with an Ideology expressing timeless,
impersonal, more-than-human truth; an Ideology rooted in the clear
understanding of the unchanging Laws of life, and destined to appeal to all
those who, in a fallen world, still retain within their hearts an invincible
yearning for the perfect Order as it really was and will again be; as it cannot
but be, at the dawn of every recurring Time-cycle. Any purpose which is
intelligently, objectively consistent with the war-aims of the undying Forces
of Light in their age-old struggle against the forces of Darkness, i.e., of
disintegration, — that Struggle illustrated in all the mythologies of the
world, — any such purpose, I say, justifies any amount of selfless violence.
Moreover, as the “Era of Gloom” in which we are living proceeds, darker
and darker and fiercer and fiercer year after year, it becomes more and more
impossible to avoid using violence in the service of truth. No man, — no
demi-god — can bring about, to-day, even a relative amount of real order

and justice in any area of the globe, without the help of force, specially if he
has
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but a few years at his disposal. And, unfortunately, the further this world
advances into the present age of technical wonders and human abasement,
more the great men of inspiration are submitted to the factor of time, as soon
as they attempt to apply their lofty intuitive knowledge of eternal truth to the
solution of practical problems. They just have to act, not only thoroughly,
but also quickly, if they do not want to see the forces of disintegration nip
their priceless work in the bud. And whether they like it or not, thoroughly
and quickly means, almost unavoidably, with unhesitating violence. One can
say, with more and more certainty as the “Dark Age” goes on, that the god-
like men of action are defeated, at least for the time being, not for having
been too ruthless (and thus for having roused against themselves and their
ideas and their collaborators the indignation of the “decent people”), but for
not having been ruthless enough — for not having killed off their fleeing
enemies, to the last man, in the brief hour of triumph; for not having silenced
both the squeamish millions of hypocrites and their masters, the clever
producers of atrocity-tales, by more substantial violences, more complete
exterminations.

From all this it is quite clear that, to condemn violence
indiscriminately is to condemn the very struggle of the Forces of Life and
Light against the Forces of disintegration, — struggle, all the more heroic
and all the more desperate, also, as the world rushes on towards its doom. It
1s to condemn that struggle which, at every one of its age-long, varying
phases, and even through temporary disaster, has been securing for the
world, beyond its deserved doom, the glorious new Beginning, which the
few alone deserve. Within the bondage of Time, specially within this “Kali
Yuga,” one cannot be consistently non-violent without contributing,
willingly or unwillingly, knowingly or unknowingly, to the success of the
forces of disintegration; of what we call the death-forces.

* h %

As for that violence which is used to forward the war-aims of the
death-forces, it is, and has always been twofold: directed on one hand
against Life itself — first, against the whole of innocent living Nature, then,
against the vital interests of higher mankind, in the name of “the common
plan” — and, on the
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other, against those particular men who, more and more conscious of the
tragic realities of a darkening age, put up a stand in favour of the recognition
of Life’s eternal values and of the restoration of order upon its true, eternal
basis.

In the attempt to bring about the triumph of the worthless and the slow
but steady disintegration of culture, in fact, less and less violence is needed.
The world evolves naturally towards disintegration, with accelerated speed.
It might have been, once, necessary to push it on along the slippery path. It
has no longer been so, for centuries. It rolls on to its own doom, without
help. In that direction, therefore, the champions of disintegration enjoy an
easy task. They only have to follow and flatter the vicious tendencies of the
increasingly despicable majority of men, to become the world’s darlings. But
in their war against the few, but more aware and practical exponents of the
higher values, — the upholders of the natural hierarchy of races; the
worshippers of light, of strength, of youth; — they are (and are bound to be)
more and more violent, nay, more and more relentlessly cruel. Their hatred
grows, as history unfolds, as though they knew — as though they felt, with
the sharpness of physical perception, — that every one of their victories,
however spectacular it be, brings them nearer the final redeeming crash in
which they are bound to perish, and out of which their now persecuted
superiors are bound to emerge as the leaders of the New Age, — the
supermen at the beginning of the next Time-cycle, — more like gods than
ever. Their hatred grows, and their ferocity too, as the redeeming crash
draws nigh, and, along with it, the dawn of the universal New Order, as
unavoidable as the coming of spring. As the history of the last three years
has shown,' — as the history of darkest Europe (and of proud, unfortunate
Japan) would show to-day, if only its hidden horrors were revealed —
nothing surpasses in violence the persecution of the world’s best men and
women by the agents of the death-forces, during the last period of the “Era
of Gloom.” Like the children of Light, these too — though for contrary
reasons, — act under the inexorable pressure of time. They have but a few
years to try to stamp out the undying, divine Ideology; to crush as many of
its votaries as they can,

! This chapter was written in 1948.
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before they are, themselves, ground to dust in a fratricidal war of demons
against demons.

They are in a hurry — not, as the heroic “¢lite,” out of generous
impatience; not out of any longing to see the “Age of Truth” re-established
before its time, but out of feverish lust; out of the will to snatch from the
world, for themselves, all the material advantages and all the satisfactions of
vanity they possibly can, before it is too late. And as time goes on, their
hurry amounts to frenzy. The one obstacle that stands in their way and still
defies them — that will always defy them, till the end — 1is precisely that
proud élite that disaster cannot discourage, that torture cannot break, that
money cannot buy. Whether consciously or unconsciously, whether they be,
themselves, thoroughly wicked, or just blind, through congenital stupidity,
the workers of disintegration wage war upon the men of gold and steel, with
unabated, hellish fury.

But theirs is not the frank, unashamed violence of the inspired
1dealists striving to bring forth, speedily, a lofty sociopolitical order too good
for the unworthy world of their times. It is a sneaking, creeping, cowardly
sort of violence, all the more effective that it is, outwardly, more
emphatically denied, both by the scoundrels who apply it, or condone it, and
by the well-meaning fools who actually believe that it does not exist. It is
prompted by such feelings as one cannot possibly exhibit, even in a
degenerate world, without running the risk of defeating one’s own purpose:
by bare hatred, rooted in envy — the hatred of worthless weaklings for the
strong, for no other reason that they are strong; the hatred of ugly souls
(incarnated, more often than not, in no less ugly bodies) for the naturally
beautiful ones; for the noble, the magnanimous, the selfless, the real
aristocracy of the world; the hatred of the unhappy, and, even more so, of the
bored, — of those who have only their pockets to live for, and nothing at all
to die for, — for those who live, and are ready to die, for eternal values.
Such is, more and more, the wide-spread violence of our times, less and less
recognised, in its subtle disguise, even by the people who actually suffer
through it.

The Ancients knew better than our contemporaries who were their
friends and who were their enemies. And this is natural. In a world rushing
to its doom, there is bound to
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be increasing ignorance — ignorance precisely of those things one should
know the best, in order to survive. The Ancients suffered, and knew whom to
curse. Modern men and women, as a rule, do not know; do not really care to
know; are too lazy, too exhausted, too near the end of their world to take the
trouble to enquire seriously. And clever rascals, themselves the authors of all
the mischief, incite them to throw the blame of it upon the only people
whose unfailing wisdom and selfless love could have saved them, had they
but wanted to be saved; upon that hated ¢lite that stands against the current
of Time, with the vision of the glorious new Beginning beyond the doom of
the present-day world, clear and bright before its eyes. The whole amount of
nonsense written and spoken since the end of the Second World War (and
already before its end, in the newspapers and from the radio stations
controlled by the Democratic Powers) about the sufferings of the European
people, is the latest glaring instance of this broad-scale systematic lying,
more and more common as the forces of disintegration become, with time,
both more successful and snore sneaking. Europe lies in ruins — the
consequence of six years of inhuman bombing. The United Nations did the
bombing, in order to stamp out National Socialism — the only thing that
could have restored order and sanity in Europe, if absolute selflessness,
coupled with genius, were able to turn the tide of time, in a doomed world.
And now the people are told that National Socialism is responsible for all
the evils that bombing has occasioned, and that its inspired Founder is the
greatest selfish megalomaniac who ever trod this earth. Some people believe
it — even in Germany; or were prepared to believe it in 1945 before they got
a taste of the substitute which the Democracies offered them in the place of
the much criticised régime. Most people believe it in the rest of Europe. The
cunning rogues, utterly dishonest about violence, who set the tune to this
propaganda, have an easy task: they work in the sense of Time: for disorder,
leading to disintegration; for the destruction of all that is still strong and
valuable in present-day humanity; of all that is destined to survive, in spite
of all, their coming destruction. And they exploit the very characteristics of a
decaying epoch: the hatred of all obvious discipline and of all visible and
tangible (and responsible) leadership, allied to increasing
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conceit, increasing imbecility, and, consequently, increasing gullibility.

* % %

We have spoken of two sorts of violence. Nowhere is the difference in
the very nature of the two more apparent, perhaps, than in the attitude of the
upholders — or condoners — of each, towards living creation outside
mankind.

The frank and courageous violence, which any idealist with real
vision is snore or less bound to use as soon, as he attempts to translate his
intuition of eternal truth into action, in a stubbornly degenerate world, bent
on its own destruction, that violence, we say, is never exercised — and can,
logically, never be exercised, save, perhaps, in certain cases of vital
emergency, — against any living creatures other than people. Its only
purpose is to crush, as quickly and completely as possible, all resistance to a
socio-political order imposed too soon to be appreciated by all those whom
it affects. As we shall see, it does not, in fact, affect human beings alone. It
concerns, and must concern, also, in the long run, all the living. If it did not,
it would not be an order based upon everlasting truth, and the violence
displayed to impose it would not he justified. But human beings alone can
and do oppose such an order. They alone arc, therefore, to the extent they
become obstacles to its establishment or continuation, the victims of the
necessary violence of those whose duty it is to defend it. As a consequence
of the fact that they have nothing to do with the shaping of human society,
innocent animals are never tormented by men who believe that, if at all,
torture can only be excused when applied to forward such impersonal
political ends as are in harmony with eternal principles.

Such men can never tolerate the infliction of pain upon living
creatures for the sake of researches destined, in the minds of the torturers
and of their supporters, to alleviate the sufferings of diseased humanity or to
satisfy a mere lust for “scientific” information. For if they really be the
exponents of Golden Age ideals, — men of action, with an awareness of
everlasting Truth and a burning love of perfection, — they cannot possibly
share, either about humanity or about disease, or about the
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morbid craving for idle knowledge at any cost, the common prejudices
which have been developing, for centuries, as a result of growing
degeneracy in this world. They cannot possibly believe that every human
life, however debased, is necessarily worth saving. And they must believe
that the best way to stamp; out disease is not so much to find out new
treatments as to teach men and women to live healthier lives, and, before all,
to strengthen the naturally privileged races through a systematical, rational
policy, applied, in the first place, to the basic art of breeding. And they must
feel a sane contempt for all forms of useless research, let alone for that
criminal curiosity about the mystery of life, which has turned hundreds of
men like Pavlov, or Voronoff — or Claude Bernard — into down right
monsters.

There is more. The very Ideology of the strong naturally goes hand in
hand with repulsion for every form of cruelty towards helpless and beautiful
beasts. Nietzsche has exalted kindness as the highest virtue of the superman
— “the last victory of the hero over himself.” And kindness that does not
embrace all life is no kindness at all. Kindness that prompts man to “love his
enemies” without prompting him a fortiori to love the innocent creatures of
the earth, which did him no willful harm; kindness that urges him to spare
the former’s lives while allowing him to chase and eat the latter, and to wear
their skins, is either hypocrisy or imbecility. The Ideology of the strong
rejects that two thousand year-old contradiction, with utter contempt.

This is so true that the only people who have, in our times, striven to
create a socio-political order upon the basis of such an Ideology, and that,
through the most frankly acknowledged ruthlessness; the people who uphold
the most consistently that healthy, necessary violence which is inseparable
from any selfless struggle against the forces of decay, — the makers of
National Socialist Germany, are precisely the ones who have the most
sincerely stressed love of all living Nature in their educational system, and
done whatever they could to protect by law both animals' and forests; it is so
true, that the

" In National Socialist Germany, not only was the horrid “kosher” killing of animals
forbidden, but traps were also not allowed. Animals killed for food had to be dealt with
by means of an automatic pistol bringing instantaneous death. And cruelty to any beast
was severely punished. (I know of the case of a person having spent three and a half years
in a concentration camp for having killed a pig “in a cruel manner.”)
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Leader who inspired them — Adolf Hitler, now so shamelessly slandered
and so bitterly hated by a worthless world, — not only abstained from flesh
in his own daily diet, but is, as far as I know, the only European ruler who
ever seriously contemplated the possibility of a continent without
slaughterhouses and actually intended to make that dream a reality as soon
as he could.'

Contrast this with the treatment of creatures at the hands of the
majority of those people who deny the superior individuals and races the
right to be ruthless in their heroic struggle against Time; of those who would
like us to believe they “love their enemies” and have a genuine horror of
atrocities! We have seen, we see every day, how the hypocrites treat their
enemies — when they catch them. And we know what atrocities they can
perform on human beings — or order, or at least condone, — when it suits
their purpose. They treat animals no better. They take the hidden crimes
daily committed against them in this increasingly wicked world, as a matter
of course, just as they do those committed against the men and women
whom they look upon as “dangerous fanatics,” “war criminals” and so forth.

Of course, they find good excuses for their attitude, — one always
does; logic was granted to man in order that he might justify himself in his
own eyes, whatever monstrosity he might choose to support. But their
premises are entirely different from those of the selfless people who fight
with consistent ruthlessness for ideals in harmony with the perfect cosmic
order. Their basic argument 1is ‘“the interest of humanity” —
indiscriminately; the “interest of humanity” as a whole; of “the majority” of
human beings, good bad and indifferent; and of

" “An extended chapter of our talk was devoted by the Fiihrer to the vegetarian question.
He believes more than ever that meat-eating is wrong. Of course, he knows that, during
the war, we cannot completely upset our food system. After the war, however, he intends
to tackle this problem also. Maybe he is right. Certainly the arguments he adduces in
favour of his standpoint are very compelling.”

—The Goebbels Diaries, edit. 1946 (Entry of the 26th of April 1942)
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human beings alone. Their ideals — expression of the downward tendency
of Time, which is hurrying man to his doom — are anything but Golden Age
ideals.

Which humanity indeed do our kind-hearted agents of the dark forces
struggle to “save,” at the cost of untold suffering inflicted upon healthy,
innocent and beautiful creatures in the torture-chambers of “science”? Surely
not the strong and proud ¢lite of mankind, waiting for its Day to start a new
historical Cycle, upon the ruins of the present world. Such men and women
as belong to that healthy minority need no such laboriously discovered
medicine, and would not accept it, even if they did. No. The majority of our
contemporaries who support the infliction of pain upon living creatures for
the sake of “research” are concerned with the relief of “suffering” humanity.
They are full of that morbid love for the sick and the cripple, for the weak
and the disabled of every description, which Christianity has once made
fashionable and which is, undoubtedly, one of the most nauseating signs of
decay in modern man. Whether they be professed Christians or not, they all
cling to the silly belief that it is a “duty” to save, or at least to prolong, at
whatever cost, any human life, however worthless — a duty to prolong it,
just because it is human. As a consequence, they are prepared to sacrifice
any numbers of healthy and beautiful animals, if they imagine that it can
help to patch up the failing bodies of people who, most of them, would not
have been allowed to live or, rather, would never have been born, in a well-
conceived and well-organised society. In their eyes, a human idiot is worth
more than the most perfect specimen of animal or plant life. Indeed, as our
species degenerates, its conceit grows! And that conceit helps to keep men
satisfied, though they be completely cut off from the vision of glorious,
healthy perfection that dominated the consciousness of the world in its youth
and that still is, and will remain till the end, the inspiring vision of a
decreasing minority.

The account of the atrocities committed upon innocent animals in
order to find out means to combat disease in a more and mote contaminated
humanity, or even means to encourage
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vice in a daily greater number of outspent degenerates,' would fill volumes.
That of similar abominations performed out of mere scientific curiosity,
would also. This is not the place to expatiate upon that gruesome subject.
Yet, when one remembers that people who excused those and other horrors,
nay, who approved of them — who admired such a fellow as Pasteur, and
who had never spoken a word against other ones such as Claude Bernard or,
in this century, Pavlov, — when one remembers, I say, that such people had
the cheek to sit as judges in 1945, 1946, 1947, etc., and, with the consent of
the world, to sentence to death German doctors, rightly or wrongly charged
with having performed far less cruel experiments upon active or potential
enemies of all they loved and stood for, then one is disgusted at the depth of
hypocrisy that mankind has reached in our times. For never, perhaps, has
such a theatrical exhibition of indignation over particular acts of violence
gone hand in hand with such universal toleration of acts of violence by far
more horrible.

That general dishonesty about violence, which has been steadily
increasing from the dawn of history onwards, is manifest to-day in the way
people deliberately conceal from themselves and from others all the horrors
which they condone but cannot possibly justify.

Many of the atrocities performed on animals with a view to add to
medical knowledge are so gruesome that, in spite of their alleged
“justification,” it is “in the interest of science” — and in the interest of the
commercial concerns dealing in patent medicines, — not to allow the public
to know about them. And the public is deliberately kept in ignorance —
induced to believe that the horrors do not really exist, or that they are not, in
reality, half as blood-curling as they sound. A fortiori, the numberless
cruelties committed for the sake of sheer curiosity or for the sake of luxury,
or amusement, are all the more hidden — subtly denied. Thousands of well-
meaning

! We refer, here, to Voronoff’s experiments performed upon live monkeys, with a view to
give back sexual potency to old men.
* During the infamous Niiremberg Trial and other similar ones.
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fools who talk about “moral progress” in our times have no idea whatsoever
of what goes on (behind the screens) in scientific institutes, in the fur trade
and in circuses.

Thousands of equally well-meaning and equally foolish people, who
take for granted whatever they are given to read and enquire no further; have
also no idea of the horrors perpetrated by their compatriots in other people’s
countries as colonists or as members of occupying armies, nay, no idea of
what goes on in their own country, behind prison bars, in torture-chambers
for political investigation, and in concentration camps. Indeed, in England
and in other democratic nations, many are under the impression that their
government never tolerated such things as concentration camps and torture-
chambers for human beings. Only “the enemy” had them — so they believe.
Years ago, they would have thought nothing of admitting that “everybody
has them”; must have them; that one cannot run a war without those
unpleasant but extremely useful accessories. But now hypocrisy concerning
violence has reached its pitch. Never has there been, in the world, so much
cruelty, allied to such a general attempt to hide it, to deny it, to forget it and,
if possible, make others forget it. Never have people been so willing to
forget it, in externally “decent” and kindly surroundings — houses and
streets in which no torture of man or beast can be seen or heard — provided,
of course, it is not “the enemy’s” cruelty. The only time modern men and
women do not try to minimise horrors but actually exaggerate them (and
often deliberately invent them) is when these happen to be (or are intended
to be presented as) “the enemy’s” horrors — never their own. And that is
itself only a further instance of the world-wide characteristic of our times:
the general love of lies.

What has set the whole world so bitterly against the frank upholders of
ruthless methods both in government and war, is not so much that these were
violent, but that they were frank. Liars hate those who speak the unpleasant
truth, and who act in accordance with it.

* X%

The “unpleasant truth” is that pacifism, non-violence
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and so forth are, most of the time, just rackets in the service of the forces of
disintegration; dishonest tricks to bluff the fools, to emasculate the strong,
and to set millions of cowards and hypocrites (the bulk of the world) against
the few people whose inspired policy, pursued ruthlessly to its logical end,
could perhaps, even now, arrest the decay of man. And if they are not that,
then, they are nonsense.

As we have said in the beginning, non-violence can only exist in a
world in which the temporal socio-political order is, on the human scale, the
replica of the eternal Order of the Cosmos. Any effective preaching — and
any partial practice — of pacifism in politics; i.e., within Time, outside such
a temporal order, only leads, ultimately, to greater violence; to a greater
exploitation of living Nature and a greater oppression of man at the hands of
those who work for the death-forces. But, for millenniums already, that
perfect earthly order has ceased to exist. It has to be created anew before
peace can reflourish. And it cannot, now, be created anew, without utmost
violence, exerted, this time, in a selfless spirit, by men of vision.

The best course for those who sincerely desire a just and. lasting
peace would, therefore, naturally be to do all they can to give over the world
to those men of vision, as soon as possible; at least, not to try to prevent
them from conquering it. Unfortunately, most pacifists either do not really
want peace at all, but merely pretend to, or else, want it, but only under
certain ideological conditions which are incompatible with its establishment,
now, and with its duration, and which will only become more and more so,
till the end of the present historical cycle. Any obvious violence directed
against human beings shocks them. People who openly support the use of
force — be it in the most disinterested spirit and for the best of purposes, —
are, for that very reason, anathema in, their eyes. Help them to conquer and
to rule the world? Oh, no! Anything but that! The ideals of the ruthless men
of vision may well be Golden Age ideals; but their methods! — their cynical
attitude towards human life; their relentless chase and pitiless disposal of
even potential obstacles to the rapid attainment of their selfless aims; their
“appalling logic” (to quote the words
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of a French official in occupied Germany, after this war)' — our pacifists
could never stand for these! As a result, they stand for far worse, —
generally without knowing it. For, through their refusal to face facts and take
the only reasonable attitude that a true lover of peace should have, today,
they become tools in the service of the forces of disintegration.

For one cannot have it both ways: whoever is not for the everlasting
Forces of Light and Life, is against them. Unless one lives “outside” or
“above” Time, one either walks in the sense of the unavoidable evolution of
history — 1i.e., towards decay and dissolution, — or one stands against the
current of centuries, in a bitter, apparently hopeless, but nevertheless
beautiful struggle, one’s eyes fixed upon those perennial ideals which can be
fully translated into material reality only once, at the dawn of every
successive Cycle, by every successive new humanity. But it is true that the
bold minority of men of action who fight, “against Time,” for Golden Age
ideals, is bound to become, as time goes on, more and more ruthless in its
effort to overcome an increasingly well-organised, increasingly elusive, and
increasingly universal opposition. And for that very reason, it will become
more and more difficult for the squeamish pacifists to follow it. In all
probability, they will continue to prefer identifying themselves with the lying
agents of the Dark forces. And this is natural. Again it is within the law of
Time. The forces of death must have practically the whole world under their
grip, before a new Beginning can start as a re-assertion of Life’s triumph.

And thus, day after day, year after year, now and in the future, the
conflicting Powers of light and darkness cannot but carry on their deadly
struggle, as they always did, but more and more fiercely as time goes on.
And as time goes on, also, the struggle will more and more be between
openly acknowledged and openly accepted violence and violence
dishonestly disguised, the former being put to the service of Life’s highest
purpose on earth — namely, the creation of a perfect, or “Golden Age”
humanity — and the latter, to that of the enemies of Life. It has to be so
until, after the final crash, — the

! “Cette logique effroyable” was the expression used by Monsieur R. Grassot, of the

French Information Bureau in Baden-Baden, in his conversation with me on the 9th
October 1948.
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“end of the world” as we know it, — the leadership of surviving mankind
falls to that victorious élite who, even in the midst of the long, general decay
of man, never lost its faith in the everlasting cosmic values, nor its will to
draw from them, and from them alone, its rule of action.

That ¢élite will, then, no longer be compelled to resort to violence in
order to impose its will. It will rule without opposition in a peaceful world in
which the New Order of its age-old dreams will appear to all as the only
natural and rational state of affairs. Until man again forgets unchangeable
Truth, acts as though the iron Laws of cause and consequence did not
concern him — God’s darling! — and again decays.

Nothing can stop the wheel of Time.
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CHAPTER III

MEN IN TIME, ABOVE TIME AND AGAINST TIME

All men, inasmuch as they are not liberated from the bondage of Time
follow the downward path of history, whether they know it or not, and
whether they like it or not.

Few indeed thoroughly like it, even at our epoch, — let alone in
happier ages, when people read less and thought more. Few follow it
unhesitatingly, without throwing, sometime or other, a sad glance towards
the distant lost paradise into which they know, in their deeper consciousness,
that they are never to enter; the paradise of Perfection in time — a thing so
remote that the earliest people of whom we know remembered it only as a
dream. Yet, they follow the fatal way. They obey their destiny.

That resigned submission to the terrible law of decay — that
acceptation of the bondage of Time by creatures who dimly feel that they
could be free from it, but who find it too hard to try to free themselves; who
know before hand that they would never succeed, even if they did try, — is
at the bottom of that incurable unhappiness of man, deplored again and
again in the Greek tragedies, and long before these were written. Man is
unhappy because he knows, because he feels — in general — that the world
in which he lives and of which he is a part, is not what it should be, what it
could be, what, in fact, it was at the dawn of Time, before decay set in and
before violence became unavoidable. He cannot whole-heartedly accept that
world as his — specially not accept the fact that it is going from bad to
worse, — and be glad. However much he may try to be a “realist” and
snatch from destiny whatever he can, when he can, still an invincible
yearning for the better remains at the bottom of his heart. He cannot — in
general — will the world as it is.

But few people — as rare as the liberated ones, for whom Time does
not exist, and perhaps rarer, — can and do; and act up to that will. These are
the most thorough, the most mercilessly effective agents of the Death-forces
on earth: —



37

supremely intelligent, and sometimes extraordinarily farsighted; always
unscrupulous to the utmost; working without hesitation and without remorse
in the sense of the downward process of history and, (whether they can see
or not as far as that) for its logical conclusion: the annihilation of man and of
all life.

Naturally, they do not always see as far as that. But when they do, still
they do not care. Since the Law of: Time is what it is, and since the end must
come, it 1s just as well that ey should draw all the profit they possibly can
from the process that is, anyhow, sooner or later, to bring about the end.
Since no one can re-create the primeaval lost Paradise — no one but the
wheel of Time itself, after it has rolled its full course — then it is just as well
that they, who can completely forget the distant vision, or who never had a
glimpse of its dying glow; they, who can stifle in themselves the age-old
yearning for Perfection, or rather, who never experienced it; it is just as well
that they, I say, should squeeze out of the fleeing moment (whether minutes
or years, it matters little) all the intense, immediate enjoyment they can, until
the hour copses when they must die. It is just as well that they should leave
their stamp upon the world — force generations to remember them, — until
the hour comes for the world to die. So they feel. It makes little difference
what suffering they might cause to men or other living creatures, by acting
as they do. Both men and creatures are bound to suffer, anyhow. Just as well
through them as through others, if that can forward the aims of these people.

* % %

The aims of these people — of the men within Time, par excellence,
— are always selfish aims, even when, owing to their material magnitude
and historical importance, they transcend immeasurably any one man’s life,
as they actually do, sometimes. For selfishness, — the claim of the “part” to
more place and to more meaning than is naturally allotted to it within the
whole, — is the very root of disintegration, and therefore a characteristic
inseparable from Time. One can practically say
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that, more a person is thoroughly, remorselessly selfish, more he or she lives
“in Time.”

But, as we have said, that selfishness is manifested in many different
ways. It can find expression in that mere lust for personal enjoyment, which
characterises the shameless voluptuary; or in the miser’s insatiable greed for
gold; or in the individual ambition of the seeker of honours and position; or
in the family ambition of the man who is ready to sacrifice every interest in
the world to the welfare and happiness of his wife and children. But it can
also be brought out in the exaltation of a man’s tribe or country above all
others, not because of its inherent worth in the natural hierarchy of Life, but
just because it happens to be the tribe or country of that particular man. It
can be, nay, and often is, brought out in the undue exaltation of all human
beings, however debased, above all the rest of living creation, however
healthy and beautiful — the passion which underlies the age-old tyranny of
“man” over Nature; the “love of man” not in harmony with the God-
ordained duties and rights of each and every species (as of every race and of
every individual) according to its place, but in a spirit of mere solidarity with
one’s kith and kin, good or bad, worthy or unworthy, solely because they are
ones own. Men “in Time” only know what 1s “their own” and what is not,
and they love themselves in whatever is theirs.

* % %

As there are men “in Time,” so there are, also, philosophies and
religions — “ideologies” — “in Time”; false religions, all of them, for true
religion can only be above time. Such doctrines are more and more
numerous, more and more varied, and more and more popular as the world
proceeds nearer to the end of every historical Cycle. There was an epoch
when they did not exist; an epoch in which a man “in Time” was necessarily
against all professed doctrines. To-day, nearly all interpretations of age-old,
true religions, and nearly all the “isms” that have replaced religions, are of
the type “in Time.” Their function within the scheme of things, at this stage
of world-history, is just to deceive the well-meaning weaklings and fools —
the hesitating people, who want an excuse,
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a justification for living “in” Time without the unpleasant feeling of a guilty
conscience, and who cannot find one for themselves. These are only too glad
to catch hold of a philosophy loudly professing to be unselfish, which allows
them, nay, encourages them, to work under its cover for their selfish ends.
The ones who use a really unselfish doctrine, — an originally “timeless”
philosophy, — for that purpose, lie all the more shamelessly to themselves
and to others. And, by doing so, they help in reality to forward the great
tendency of history: to hasten the decay which leads to the great End and,
beyond — to the following new Beginning.

* % %

But the actual, typical men “within Time” need no justifying ideology
in order to act. Their thoroughly selfish attitude is, in all its glaring
shamelessness, far more beautiful than that growing tendency of the tiny
men to slip down the path to perdition while hanging unto some “noble”
ends such as “liberty, equality, fraternity” or “the rights of international
proletariate,” or unto some misunderstood religion. Whatever they may tell
the people whom they wish to deceive, — whom they have to deceive, in
order to succeed, — the real men “in Time” never deceive themselves. They
know what they truly want. And they know the way to get it. And they do
not care what it costs to others or to themselves. And, specially, they do not,
at the same time, want anything else, which is incompatible with their aims.

And so, — whether on an ordinary scale, like the consistent
voluptuary or the single-purposed miser, or on a nation-wide or continent-
wide scale, like those who stir millions and sacrifice millions of people, that
they might impose their own will, — they act, in a way, as gods would act.
And, both in the grandeur of their achievements and in the beauty of the
first-rate qualities of character which they put to the service of their purpose,
a few of them really have something god-like — as, for instance, that
greatest conqueror of all times, whose extraordinary career forms the
subject-matter of a part of this book: Genghis-Khan. They possess the awful
splendour of the great devastating forces of Nature; of the roaring sea,
rolling out
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of its bed over the land; of a lava stream, burning its way through all
obstacles; of the lightning, that men used to worship, when they still
understood what is divine.

Naturally, this can be said only of those men whose action exceeds, by
its very magnitude, the limits of what is “personal.” It is difficult to imagine
any mere seeker of physical pleasure, or even of individual riches, attaining
such a grim, god-like greatness. The importance of the men “in Time,” as
such, depends upon the nature of their action itself and upon the breadth of
the surroundings which it influences, no less if not more than upon the way
in which, and the one-sided, cynically selfish purpose for which, they act.
And this i1s understandable, for reasons other than the sheer aesthetic
impression which the true story of a mighty life can leave upon the reader or
the bystander. It is the consequence of the fact that, like the great forces of
Nature which we mentioned, real men “in Time” are blind powers, serving
unknowingly the purpose of the Cosmos. The same is true, of course, of the
petty seekers after small profits, in their limited sphere of activity. They too
are blind powers of destruction. But small ones, at our scale at least. We
experience the awe of the Divine in presence of the big ones only — as we
do, for instance, before a storm upon the Ocean, while the sight of a pool of
water disturbed by the wind leaves us indifferent.

When the ends, — however petty and personal in themselves, — are
masterfully served through such action as stirs the whole world; when, in
order to attain them, a man “in Time” displays, upon the international stage,
superhuman qualities worthy of much higher ends, then, one feels one’s self
in presence not of a man “in Time” but of the divine Destroyer — Mahakala;
Time Itself, — everlastingly rushing the Thing that seems to annihilation
followed by new birth and then again by further decay and annihilation.

The man “in Time” can have any aim, with the exception of a
disinterested one (which would at once raise him “above Time”). He himself
1s always like a blind force of destructive Nature. (That is the reason why so
many thoroughly “bad” characters in literature and in the theatre are so
attractive, in their forceful evil.) He has no ideology. Or rather, his ideology
1s himself, separated from the divine Whole — 1.e., it is the
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disintegration of the Whole (of the universe) for the benefit of himself, and,
ultimately, the destruction of himself also, although he does not know it or
does not care. And that is the case in every instance. But under certain
conditions, when his action takes, in human history, the permanent
importance that a great geological cataclysm has in the history of the earth,
then, as I said, the man “in Time” disappears from our sight, and in his,
place — but still bearing his features, — appears, in all His dramatic
majesty, Mahakala, the eternal Destroyer. It is Him Whom we adore in the
great lightning individuals such as Genghis Khan — Him; not them. They
are only the clay images inhabited by Him for a few brief years. And just as
the clay image hides and suggests the invisible God or Goddess — Power
everlasting — so does their selfishness both hide and reveal the impersonal
purposefulness of Life; the destructive phase of the divine Play, in which
already lies the promise of the new dawn to come.

And just as volcanic convulsions or invading sea-tides prepare, in the
course of centuries, a new growth, in a re-shaped physical universe, so do
the great men “in Time” bring us nearer the liberating end and thereby
prepare the way for the next glorious Beginning. “Scourges of God,” in a
way, they are also blessings in disguise. Far better their frank, brutal
destructiveness for selfish ends than the silly patch-work of the ordinary
well-meaning people who try to “do good” in this fallen world, without
having the courage to strike and burn and tear; who have only “constructive”
schemes — all useless! For destruction and creation are for ever linked. That
is why we adore the Lightning as well as the Sun, and are overwhelmed by a
feeling of sacred awe at the thought of the grand-scale exterminators without
ideologies, human likenesses of great Mahakala.

* k%

But there are also men “outside Time” or rather “above Time”; men
who live, here and now, in eternity; who (directly at least) have no part to
play in the downward rush of history towards disintegration and death, but
who behold it from above — as one beholds, from a strong and safe bridge,
the irresistible rush of a waterfall into the abyss — and who
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have repudiated the law of violence which is the law of Time.

Of such men, most live a very special life, away from the world; a life
of which the whole inner discipline, spiritual, moral and physical, is
systematically devised to keep them in constant union with the great Reality
beyond Time: the Thing that is, as opposed to the Thing that seems. They are
the real ascetics (in the etymological sense of the word: those who have
“trained” themselves to live in eternity). Others — far rarer — live in
eternity without a particular “training,” even while living, outwardly, the life
of the world; while being husbands and wives, parents and educators of
children, manual or intellectual labourers, citizens, soldiers, rulers, etc.

Of those who live “outside” or “above” Time, some are saviours.
Others just leave things and people go their way, feeling that they are not
called to intervene in anyone’s destiny and knowing that, in the course of
centuries, all souls that care to be saved will, anyhow, evolve towards the
timeless life of the saints. The distinction between these two types of
“liberated” people corresponds, in Buddhist terminology, to that between the
Bodhisattvas and the Arhats. Both these are free beings, outside the law of
birth and rebirth — the bondage of Time. But, while the Arhat remains
completely aloof from the fallen world, the Bodhisattva is born over and
over again, of his own free will, in order to help living creatures to work
themselves out of the ocean of life within Time.

But the salvation which the men “above Time” offer the world is
always that which consists in breaking the time-bondage. It is never that
which would find its expression in collective life on earth in accordance with
Golden Age ideals. It is the salvation of the individual soul, never that of
organised society. For the men “above Time” know fully well that that
cannot be saved before the beginning of a new Time-cycle — specially not
by peaceful preaching or even edifying examples. And even when they do,
to some extent, try to bring a certain amount of organisation into being
among a restricted number of disciples, — in monastic communities, for
instance, — they know that, however saintly it be, the community as such is
bound to degenerate sooner or later. The Buddha foretold the corruption of
his sangha “after five hundred years.”
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It is true that some — though extremely few — men, of those whom
we have characterised as “above Time,” have been (or have tried to be)
reformers in the worldly sense, by non-violent means. But none of them
were “saviours” of society, really speaking. The saviours in the worldly
sense of the word — those who set out to perfect not merely men’s souls but
men’s collective life and government, and international relations — are what
we call men “against Time.” And they are necessarily violent, although not
always physically so. They may be, — in fact, they should be, — personally
free from the bondage of. Time, if they are to act with the maximum of
foresight and efficiency. But they have to take into consideration the
conditions of action “within Time” to live “in” Time, also, in a way. The
others — the men “above Time” who appear to have been reformers — have
not really tried to remould the world according to their understanding of
eternal truth (otherwise, they would not have remained non-violent). What
they did was to live in the world their own timeless philosophy. And to the
extent that they occupied a position of importance — like that most
remarkable of them all, Akhnaton, King of Egypt, who was in his days the
most powerful man on earth — their lives could not but have a repercussion
upon those of their contemporaries.

It might seem strange that the Founder of a State-religion — for the
cult of the “Heat-and-Light-within-the-Disk” was that, undoubtedly —
should not be counted among the “saviours” of the world, but rather among
those extremely rare men “above Time” who have lived the life of this earth
while stubbornly remaining foreign to this earth’s grim realities. But
appearances are deceptful. And we shall see, further on, in examining the
nature of the much misunderstood Cult of the Disk and the life of King
Akhnaton, its Promoter, that this view is the right one.

*h %

The most distinctive trait of the men “outside” or “above” Time, as
opposed to those who live “in” Time or “against” Time, is perhaps their
consistent refusal to use violence even in order to forward the most righteous
cause. Not that they are at all squeamish about violence, like the weaklings,
neither
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good nor bad, who compose ninety per cent of mankind at our epoch. They
could not possibly disapprove of the warrior-like ideal of detached, selfless
violence preached by Lord Krishna — the divine Preserver of the Universe,
Himself — in the Bhagavad-Gita; for that ideal is in harmony with ever-
lasting truth, which any man who has transcended Time is bound to
acknowledge. Only they are not Kshattriyas by nature, whatever be their
race, their social position, their inherited responsibilities; they are not men of
action, by nature, let alone fighters. Their action, like that of the Sun, lies
essentially in their personal radiation of power, beauty and goodness. What
they do is, of course, the integral reflexion of what they are, nothing more;
nothing different; nothing which is foreign to them, for they are fully
conscious of their being. And if they have any substantial influence at all, it
1s, like that of the Sun, an influence from above and from afar, characterised
by its absolute impartiality, its indiscriminate and impersonal goodness.
They do nothing to compell others — nothing, at least, beyond certain
limits, even if they live in the world. They know they cannot force the
evolution of things, nor suppress the part played by Time in the lives of
those who are still submitted to its iron law. Again, like the Sun, they shine.
If the seed is alive, it will ripen sooner or later, never mind when, Violence
would only help to produce an artificial growth. And if the seed be dead? Let
it be! There are new seeds; new creations, for ever and ever. The people who
live in eternity can wait.

We have said: those who remain ‘“above Time” do not resort to
violence. This does not mean that all men who abstain from violence are
necessarily liberated souls, living “above Time.” First, an immense number
of cowards are non-violent for fear of taking risks. And they are- anything
but free from the bondage of Time. Then, that which one often takes for non-
violence, — that which actually goes under that name, — is, in reality, but a
subtler form of violence: pressure upon other people’s feelings, more
oppressive and — when one knows, in each case, what feelings to appeal to,
many a time more effective than pressure upon their bodies. Late Mahatma
Gandhi’s much admired “non-violence” was of that type: moral violence;
not: “Do this, or else I kill you!”, but: “Do this, or else I kill myself!”
Knowing
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that you hold my life as indispensable. It may look “nobler.” In fact, it is just
the same — apart from the difference in the technique of pressure. It is,
rather, less “noble” because, precisely on account of that subtler technique, it
leads people to, believe that it is not violence, and therefore contains an
element of deceit, an inherent falsehood, from which ordinary violence is
free.

Late Mahatma Gandhi was by no means what we have tried to define
as a man “above time.” He was what we shall call a man “against Time,”
aiming now — far too late or... a little too soon, — at the establishment of a
tangible order of justice (Ram raj) on this earth. But, inasmuch as it lacks the
frankness of brutal force, his so-called “non-violence” — moral violence —
is characteristic of our epoch of dishonesty (however honest and sincere he
might have been himself.) It is, perhaps, the first instance in history of a
disguised form of violence applied, on a broad scale, in a struggle for a good
purpose. Its popularity in India can partly be credited to the fact that it was,
or seemed to be, the only practical weapon in the hands of totally disarmed
and, to a great extent, naturally apathetic people. But it enjoyed abroad, also,
a tremendous publicity, quite out of proportion with its real value (and late
Mahatma Gandhi’s tremendous reputation of “holiness” is no less out of
proportion with his real place among the great men of India). The foreigners
who have done the most to popularise it are people typical of our degenerate
age: people who recoil at the mere thought of any healthy and frank display
of force, but who cannot even detect moral violence; men and women
(especially women) of the Western Democracies, the most hypocritical half
of the world. It appealed to them precisely to the extent that it was violence
in disguise. Even English people (some of whom had lived in India; some of
whom had, nay, occupied a high position within the ranks of British colonial
officialdom) could not help admiring it. It was not that hated brutal force
which other great men ‘“against Time” had used in, the course of history (or
were using at our epoch) to bring about an age of justice. Oh, no!

But it surely was not, either, the non-violence of the men “above
Time” who, if they cared at all to take an occasional stand against the
unavoidable fall of mankind, would either use no real pressure at all to
enforce their good laws — and
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fail, from a worldly point of view, as King Akhnaton did, — or else, exert
“against Time” any amount of violence that might be necessary, in the spirit
of the God Who speaks, in the Bhagavad-Gita, to the Fighter for a just cause
(provided the latter happens to be, like Arjuna, a Kshattriya, i.e., a warrior
by race and by nature).

The men who remain “above Time” seem to be those who have the
least influence of all upon the course of events in this world. And that too is
to be expected in a world which is sinking deeper and deeper every day into
the abyss. In the Age of Truth, and even in later ages pictured in the sacred
books of India, the men “above Time” — the true Brahmins, in union with
eternal Reality — were the natural and actual counsellors of kings; genuine
spiritual authority then backed legitimate temporal power. But as the
temporal order on earth became more and more unlike the ideal heavenly
Order, kings were less and less inclined to act according to the commands of
an increasingly rare timeless wisdom. And what is true of kings is, also,
here, true of commoners. As a result, men “outside Time” or “above Time”
enjoy less and less authority as the world proceeds towards the end of every
Time-cycle. Even when, — like King Akhnaton — they themselves happen
to be rulers endowed with absolute power, their lives do not — cannot — in
what the Hindus call the “Kali Yuga,” leave upon the sands of time the trace
which they normally should.

Moreover, sometimes, — and that, even if they be ascetics, apparently
separated from the world, — men “above Time” can, like the Sun, with
which we have constantly compared them, be destructive, indirectly. Their
light, indiscriminately shed upon the righteous and the unrighteous, can have
the most varied and unexpected effects amidst a humanity evolving from bad
to worse. One can think of the destructiveness of King Akhnaton’s “Golden
Age” attitude to international affairs, viewed from the Egyptian side. One
can think also of the true religions, conceived by such men “above Time” as
were not in possession of temporal power, and then distorted by clever
people who lived, most of them, entirely “within
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Time,” and used by them in the service of the most selfish, the most
destructive of all worldly ends. It is, naturally, “not the fault” of the men
“above Time” — any more than it would be “the fault” of the Sun, if, in
some land where the heat of the sun-rays is unbearable, a man were to tie his
enemy to a pillar in a shadeless place and leave him to die there. Truly
speaking, it is not ‘“the fault” of the men “within Time” either. It is a
consequence of the law of general decay, inseparable from life in time: as
the world becomes less and less capable of penetrating their eternal
meaning, even the best things are misunderstood, and, either hated and
rejected or else put to some criminal use.

Exiles of the Golden Age in our Age of Gloom, the men “above Time”
either live entirely within their own inner world, or else live and act in this
one also, but as though it were still in its Golden Age. They either renounce
this world or ignore it — or, better, forget it, as a man forgets the scars of sin
and sickness upon a once beautiful face, which he still loves, in spite of all.
They see the everlasting and unchangeable behind the downward rush of the
stream of time; the Thing that is, behind the thing that seems. Even when
they live in the world of forms, colours and sounds as earnestly and
intensely as King Akhnaton — that supreme artist — did, still those
impressions take on, for them, a meaning entirely different from that which
they retain in the consciousness of people submitted to the bondage of Time.
Men “above Time” enjoy with detachment, as people who know they will
never die. They also suffer with detachment, being constantly aware of their
blissful real Self, which is beyond pleasure and pain.

And the fallen world can never understand them, i.e. know them, any
more than they can understand the fall of man, in which they have no part, as
others, who share it, can, and do. And yet, untiringly, — like the Sun, far
away and omnipresent — they shed their light; that light which is, in our
growing gloom, like a glimpse of all the past and future dawns.

* X%

But, as we have said, there are also people with a Golden Age outlook,
— fully aware of what a splendid place this world
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could be, materially and otherwise, — who can, however, neither renounce
life “as it is” nor ignore it; people who, in addition to that, are endowed with
what the Hindus would call a “Kshattriya” nature: born fighters, for whom
difficulties exist only to be overcome, and for whom the impossible has a
strange fascination. These are the men “against Time,” — absolutely sincere,
selfless idealists, believers in those eternal values that the fallen world has
rejected, and ready, in order to reassert them on the material plane, to resort
to any mea within their reach. As a consequence of the law of Time, those
means are necessarily all the more drastic and all the more brutal as every
historical Cycle draws nearer to its end. The last Man “against Time” is, in
fact, no other than He Whose name, in Sanskrit Tradition, is Kalki, — the
last Incarnation of the divine Sustainer of the universe and, at the same time,
the Destroyer of the whole world; the Saviour Who will put an end to this
present “yuga” in a formidable display of unparalleled violence, in order that
a new creation may flourish in the innocence and splendour of a new “Age
of Truth.”

Men “outside Time” or “above Time,” at the most saviours of souls,
have, more often than not, disciples who are definitely men ‘“‘against Time.”
(Sometimes even men “in Time”; but we do not speak of these, for they are
mere exploiters of religions or ideologies for selfish ends, not sincere
disciples of saints.) The true disciples — and, in some rare instances, the
Masters themselves — who are “against Time,” thorough organisers,
unscrupulous propagandists and ruthless fighters, are the actual founders of
most of, if not all, the great Churches of the world, even when the religions
preached by those Churches are doctrines originally “above Time,” as they
generally are. And this is unavoidable inasmuch as a Church is always or
nearly always, not only itself a material organisation, but an organisation
which aims at regulating the lives of thousands, when not millions, of people
in this world — in Time. Apparently, the one exception to that law is
Buddhism, the only important international religion which has conquered
over half a mighty continent without the help of men ‘“against Time” and
without the use of violence; the one in the name of which persecution of
other faiths was never carried on but twice in the whole course of history, —
and that, by men “in
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Time,” and for reasons decidedly political, not religious.' But then, we must
remember that this creed is, more than any other, dominated by the yearning
to escape the bondage of Time, and that it is, in fact, not intended at all for
life in Time. A person who accepts its postulates cannot possibly think of a
better world, except if it be “outside” or “above Time.” But, as a result of
this, there is perhaps a more shocking disparity between the high ideals of
the religion and the life of the faithful in Buddhist countries than anywhere
else. The religions that have spread and maintained themselves partly
through violence, have had, in spite of many shortcomings, and of less high
moral standards, a greater practical influence upon the lives of their
followers as a whole, strange as this may appear.

One does not always realise this clearly enough, when one criticises
the great active disciples for being inconsistent with “the spirit” of their
contemplative masters. One does not realise that, without the ruthless
passion of those men, the organisations that have, one must admit, kept to
some extent “the spirit” alive, would just not exist, in, many places where
they still flourish, and that many “spiritual treasures,” that one values so
much, would be lost to the world. If one really values those “treasures,” one
should not find fault with the men “against Time” or, more often than not,
“in Time,” who recoiled from nothing so that they might be put, and kept,
within man’s reach. Without the brutal methods of Charlemagne, the Saxon-
slayer, so obviously anything but “Christ-like,” the Germans would perhaps,
to this day, have remained attached to their old gods; so would have the
Norwegians, without the drastic sort of evangelisation imposed upon them
by King Olaf Tryggvason. Without the equally sincere, equally fanatical, and
even more brutal activities of many men “against” or “in” Time, in the
sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, half Goa, and the whole of Mexico and

' Once in Central Asia, in the early thirteenth century, by the “Gurkhan” of the Kara-
Khitai, against both Islam and Nestorian Christianity, and another time, in seventeenth
century Japan, by the first Shoguns of the Tokugawa Dynasty, Iyeyasu, Hidetada and
Iyemitsu, against Christianity.
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Peru would probably not be, to-day, professing the Christian faith.

Christianity owes a lot to men “against Time” — and perhaps still more to
men “in Time.”
We, who are not Christians, may — and do, — deplore it. We are

aware of the fact that many spiritual treasures other than those contained in
the Gospels — the truths contained in the old European Paganisms, or long
preserved in the solar cults of Central and Southern America; treasures of
which, to-day, one knows much too little, — were lost to the world precisely
through the impersonal zeal of religious-minded men, by nature ‘“‘against
Time” (or through the wanton destructiveness of men “in Time”) such as
those we have mentioned. But we believe that, wherever such losses were
suffered, there was something wrong not with the forgotten truth (which is
eternal) but with the people who should have managed to stand for it against
the new and hostile doctrine; we believe, in fact, that there were not enough
men “against Time” among those people — not enough persons in whose
Eyes the now lost teachings were, then, sufficiently alive to be made a basis
for the organisation of human society against the growing current of decay;
not enough who, in order to defend them on those grounds, were prepared to
be as ruthless and as perseverant as the Christians were in order to destroy
them.

The relation between the Master, permanently “above Time,” and the
ardent realist “against Time” — builder and defender of all militant
Churches — who happens to be his disciple, has never been so perfectly
pictured as in the words addressed to the Christ by the grand Inquisitor, in
Dostoyevsky’s famous episode of “The Karamazov brothers.” “Thou hast
resisted the three temptations of the Devil” — refused the means to rule,
offered to Thee by the! One who knows men and time, better than any other.
“Thou hast refused to turn stones into bread” — to give the multitudes
material goods; “Thou hast refused to throw Thyself from the height of the
Temple” — to give the people astonishment and awe; “Thou hast refused to
bow down to Me — the Master of lies; the
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Master of Time — to live “in Time,” to some extent at least. “As a result, the
people have drifted away from Thy teaching and from Thyself, and Thou
canst not save them. It is we” — we the unscrupulous, we, the violent, the
men who stop at nothing to make the truth they love a reality in this world
— “it 1s we, I say, who save them, in Thy stead, by doing all that which
Thou hast refused to do and therefore by damning ourselves in Thine eyes.
And we accept that damnation for the love of Thee — for Thy name to be
praised.”

This 1s the substance of the Inquisitor’s discourse, if not its textual
wording. And the militant champion of the organised creed tells the Christ:

“Do not come back! — do not destroy the work that we are doing in this
fallen world, for Thy glory!”
For no organisation can live “outside Time” — “above Time” — and

hope to bring men back, one day, to the knowledge of the eternal, values.
That, all men “above Time” have realised. In order to establish, or even to
try to establish, here and now, a better order, in accordance with Truth
everlasting, one has to live, outwardly at least, like those who are still “in
Time”; likes them, one has to be violent, merciless, destructive — but for
different ends. Therein lies the tragedy of bringing into reality any dream of
perfection. And the more perfect the dream — the further away from the
conditions of success in this fallen world, — the more ruthless must
necessarily be the methods of those who sincerely wish to impose it upon
men, too late or... too early.

Knowing this, the real men “above Time” are the first ones to
understand and to appreciate the wholehearted efforts of their disciples
“against Time,” however “awful” these ‘night appear to ordinary people
neither good nor bad. The Christ, in Dostoyevsky’s famous page, says
nothing. What could he say? There is nothing to be said which the leader of
the militant Church could understand. To the Inquisitor, the Christ will
always remain a mystery. But the Christ understands the Inquisitor and
values his love. Before leaving the prison-cell — and the world of Time —
he kisses him.

As we have pointed out above, no man “outside Time”
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can enjoy any real influence upon human society unless he has such
disciples, or unless he is himself prepared to become, also, a man “against
Time.” For it is a fact that one can be both “above Time,” in one’s personal
outlook, and “against Time” in one’s activity in the world. All the really
great creative men “against Time” possess these two aspects: they are men
of vision aware of timeless truths; but they are, also, men who have been
stirred to the depth by the glaring contrast between the ideal world, built
according to those truths, and the actual world in which they live; men who,
after what they have seen and experienced, can neither remain any longer cut
off from time, in their own inner paradise, nor act in life as though all were
well, but who must devote their whole life and energy to the reshaping of
tangible reality on the model of their vision of Truth. One such Man is the
warrior-like Prophet Mohamed who dreamed a world-theocracy and
succeeded in founding a great civilisation, lasting to this day. Another one,
— whose unparalleled greatness is yet unrecognised, because his follow lost
a war instead of winning it — 1is the tragic and beautiful figure that
dominates the history of the West in our own times: Adolf Hitler.

I have compared men “in Time” to the Lightning, and men “outside
Time” or “above Time” to the Sun. Using the same metaphorical language,
one can say that men ‘“against Time” partake both of the Sun and of the
Lightning, inasmuch as they are truly inspired by Golden Age ideals, rooted
in timeless Truth, and as, — precisely in order to be able to stand for such
ideals on the material plane, in the Age of Gloom, against the current of
Time — they are compelled to display all the practical qualities of the men
“in Time”; inasmuch as the only difference between them and the latter lies
not in their methods (which are the same, and cannot but be so) but in their
selfless, impersonal ends.

They serve those ends with merciless realism but, to the extent they
are “above Time” also, with the detachment preached to the warrior in the
Bhagavad-Gita. In fact, the Teaching of the Bhagavad-Gita is nothing else
but the philosophy of the perfect Man “against Time,” yogi in spirit, warrior
in action; a Man like King Akhnaton, the Only-One of the Sun, free from the
bondage of Time, and whose strength
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is cosmic Energy Itself, but... who uses that strength, on the material plane,
in the service of his ideals, with all the remorseless logic of a Genghis Khan.

Alone Kalki — the last Man “against Time,” at the end of every
historical Cycle; the last Saviour, Who is also the greatest Destroyer —
impersonates that double ideal perfectly, and succeeds completely. It is He
Who restores to the world its primeaval health, beauty and innocence, thus
opening a new Time-cycle.

The other men ‘“against Time” — before the very end of each
humanity — succeed, and are recognised and exalted by millions,
permanently, inasmuch as they, or their followers, abandon their spirit and
work decidedly “in” Time, compromising with the forces of death; in other
words, inasmuch as they have in them, — like the Prophet Mohamed,' —
more “lightning” than “sun.” Otherwise, they are defeated by the agents of
the dark forces, broken in their might by the down-ward rush of history,
which they are unable to stem. And such a fate awaits, always, until the very
end of any Time-cycle, those who are too magnanimous, too trusting, too
good; those who put too much confidence both in foreigners and in their
sown people; those who do not “purge” their following often enough and
thoroughly enough; who love their people too much to suspect ingratitude or
actual treachery where it lies; who are not merciless enough, and sometimes
spare their, fleeing enemies; in one word, those who, like Adolf Hitler, have,
in their psychological make-up, too much “sun” and not enough “lightning.”
Be He, himself, but the last one in date of these, come back with
superhuman might after apparent annihilation, or a new one altogether,
“Kalki” will avenge them and the people who struggled at their side, for no
visible result whatsoever, in their days. And then, He will make their
apparently impossible dreams the living reality of the next great Beginning!

In every great Beginning, the men “above Time,” lonely ascetics,
saviours of souls, or planners of an ideal order, too good for the fallen earth
— Arhats, Boddhisatwas, or Rajrishis, to use the Sanskrit terminology, —
meet the great Ones “against Time” on the material plane as on every other.
Then, in

! See the life of the Founder of Islam.
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a world in which violence is no longer necessary, nay, no longer thinkable;
in which freedom and order go hand in hand, things are, according to the
very law of manifestation in Time, what both the men “above Time” who
cared to give a thought to collective life, and the greatest men ‘“‘against
Time” wanted them to be. The City-of-the-Horizon-of-the-Disk as King
Akhnaton dreamed it; the “Seat of Truth” which, even in his far-gone days,
he failed to establish upon earth, and the world New Order which Adolf
Hitler fought in vain to install in the midst of our present-day, worthless
humanity, are, then one and the same living, tangible reality in time, — as
long, at least, as unavoidable decay does not once more set in.

And thus, through the perfect, impersonal — mathematical — justice
of the Cosmos, each different agent of universal Destiny has the success
which is due to him as a man. Those who work for the immediate result of
their action, in a selfish spirit, obtain that result (and what a tremendous one,
sometimes!) and play their part in the evolution of a world that must pass
through degradation and death before it can experience the glory of a new
birth and of a new youth. They bring that world nearer to its end. On the
other hand, those who have renounced the bondage of Time and, purposely,
either do not act, or else act in the selfless spirit of the warrior in the
Bhagavad-Gita, get the glorious result of their life’s thought and work at the
beginning of the following Time-cycle. And it may well be that the efforts of
the men “against Time,” apparently wasted upon an ununderstanding and
ungrateful world, actually do add to the beauty of every new Beginning, and
that they even hasten its advent. For nothing is ever lost.

And as we have said, Destruction and Creation are inseparable. Even
the most destructive men “in Time” are creative in their way. Men “above
Time” are also destructive in their way — indirectly, as the former are
creative. Men ‘“against Time” are actively, consciously, willingly both
creative and destructive — like Lord Shiva Himself: the divine Principle
behind all change; the Destroyer, Who again and again creates; and like
Vishnu, the Preserver, Who, once at least in every Time-cycle, comes as
Kalki, to destroy completely.
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In them, the Cosmos is for ever seeking its Principle, against the irresistible
Law of Time, which steadily draws it away from It, from the beginning to
the end of every successive material manifestation in time.

Completed in Karlsruhe railway station on the 6th December, 1948.
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PART II

THE LIGHTNING

(Genghis Khan)
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CHAPTER IV

THE CHILD OF VIOLENCE

Just as the physical universe is the masterpiece of divine creativeness
in space, so is the history of any “Cycle” the masterpiece of the same
impersonal Artistry, in time. No man knows the importance of certain events
until they have taken their place as unavoidable details of a historical
pattern. But once one can see them in their proper perspective, — however
insignificant they may appear, outwardly, when isolated, — one cannot but
admire the consistency of the implacable Force which binds cause and effect
and compels decaying humanity to hasten to its doom in perfect order.

Some eight hundred years ago, in the country east of Lake Baikal,
along the border of the River Onon, a man of the Merkit tribe was taking
home his pretty, newly wedded bride, a girl of the Olhonod clan, round-
faced, slit-eyed and dark-haired, adorned with heavy silver jewelry and
beads of bright blue turquoise. The girl was called Hoelun. She did not know
herself what an exceptionally strong, masterful woman she was, nor what a
staggering destiny awaited her. She did not know that the “dwellers in felt
tents” — the men of the steppes — were to praise her name for all times as
the mother and grand-mother of conquerors; the ancestress of dynasties. She
merely knew that she was following her husband, for whom she was to work
and bear sons, like any other wife. And she was happy. In her complete
ignorance of immediate distress and ultimate glories, she smiled to the sweet
present. She watched the reflexion of the Sun in the rapid waters of the river,
or played with the blue beads of her necklace.

But suddenly her blood went cold. She saw three men on horse-back
ride towards her, and she at once understood their purpose. She knew that
her one man could not overcome three, and she herself urged him to flee and
save at least his own life. She would be lost to him anyhow. So the Merkit
fled. The three men galloped nearer and nearer until they reached the girl,
seized her and dragged her off. As they carried her away, she wept and
lamented. But along the
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borders of the Orion and from the endless grasslands over which her
ravishers rode with her, no answer came to her cries. The bright sky shone
above, and the wind swept the green immensity all round her. One of the
three men roughly told Hoelun to stop lamenting. “Though thou shouldst
weep, thy husband will not turn his head. Seek his traces, thou shalt not find
them. Stop thy cries, then, and cease to weep!””!

And on they went — the three brothers, on horseback, and the sullen
girl in her kibitka, drawn by one of the horses — until the day faded over the
grasslands without end and the ragged rocks here and there and the burning
dust of the barrens; until the hills in the West grew dark against the fiery
background of the sky, and the dry air became suddenly cold. The men
talked little. A flight of wild birds crossed the sky, far above their heads, and
they watched it pass, with sharp, hunters’ eyes. The wheels of the kibitka
creaked at regular intervals. Hoelun had ceased weeping. And she did not
speak. Resigned — for there was nothing she could do, — she was already
beginning to adjust herself to the circumstances that were to mould her life.
Unknowingly, she was preparing to make the best of them, as a wise girl she
was. The creaking wheels were carrying her nearer and nearer to the tents of
the Yakka Mongols, amidst whom she was to fulfill her glorious destiny. The
silent and robust young man riding the horse that drew her kibitka was the
chieftain of his tribe. His name was Yesugei.

She watched his darkening silhouette that moved before her above
that of the horse.

The Sun had set when, at last, they reached the young man’s ordu.
Above the western horizon, still glowing crimson, layers of unbelievable
hues — limpid gold, and pale, transparent green, and pink, and violet, —
succeeded one another, abruptly. The mountains in the east were the colour
of lilac. But Hoelun, to whom the splendour of the moistless Mongolian sky
was an everyday sight, paid little attention. She only saw the camp into
which the men were driving her: the round

! Ralph Fox, “Genghis Khan” (edit. 1936), p. 56.
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felt yurts; the evening fires; the forms of herdsmen and warriors, before the
fires. She heard voices of men and women; children’s laughter; the neighing
of horses, the barking of dogs — the voices of life. There were not as many
yurts as she had expected. This was a poor ordu. Yet, it was her new home,
now. Not the one her father had planned to give her, but the one the Kings of
the invisible world — the spirits of the Eternal Blue Sky, who rule all things
visible, — were giving her, because such was their pleasure, and the world’s
destiny.

She looked at the strange faces of the new, strange place, with childish
curiosity mingled with apprehension and the vague feeling of something
momentous. She was being driven. Towards what? For a second, she
recalled the familiar countenance of the young Merkit warrior to whom she
had been wedded, and she was sad. But she was given no time to ponder
over the past. Joyful shouts were already greeting the return of the chieftain
Yesugei and of his two brothers, who had dismounted. Women were
gathering round her kibitka to have a look at her. And, as many were
commenting upon her fair appearance, she felt pleased.

She was given to Yesugei, and there was a feast at the camp, that
night. The warriors ate and drank a lot, and minstrels sang. Hoelun’s new
life had begun. She was assigned a yurt of her own, and serving women. And
Yesugei now spent his nights in that yurt.

She neither lusted after him nor loved him as she had the young
husband for the loss of whom she had wept. But she knew that it was her
fate to be his wife — to bear sons to the strong man who had stolen her
away from the one who had fled. And she submitted to her fate. She worked
for Yesugei by day — cooking his food; making felt; dressing skins, and
splitting cords from sinews.' And at night, when he came to her, she hid her
fear of him and her reluctance. She submitted to his passion as the cool,
passive, ageless earth submits to the fury of the devastating and fertilising
thunder-storm, and she kept her feelings to herself. He was drawn to her by a
direct and elemental force like that which gathers together the heavy restless
clouds, and loosens rain upon the earth,

! Harold Lamb, “The March of the Barbarians™ (edit. 1941), p. 51.
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a force that was beyond him and beyond her, and beyond all men, and that
merely used their bodies in order to fulfill the inexorable, hidden logic of
evolving history: the superhuman command of Destiny.

During one of those nights, the spark of life was kindled in her womb.
And she conceived the son who was to render her name and that of Yesugei
immortal; the Child of lust and violence and of divine, irresistible purpose;
the future Genghis Khan. But Hoelun did not know it. Nor did Yesugei. No
man knows what he is doing when he soothes the fire of his loins in a
woman’s belly.

In the camp of the Yakka Mongols and in the wide world outside the
camp, everything was — or seemed — the same as on any other night. The
bitter wind howled over the barrens, and the River Orion rushed on to
mingle its waters with those of the Ingoda and, finally, those of the mighty
River Amur. Now and then, the howling of a jackal or of a wolf could be
heard within the howling of the wind. But, although no one noticed it, the
position of the stars in the resplendent heavens was an unusual one, full of
meaning.

And while Hoelun busied herself with the monotonous everyday tasks
of life — while she tended her new husband’s yurt and cooked his food, or
slept at his side — the child of Destiny took shape within her body. He was
born in the year of the Hare according to the Calendar of the Twelve Beasts
— the year 1157 of the Christian era, — clutching a clot of blood within his
right hand.
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CHAPTER V

THE WILL TO SURVIVE

“He came into the world with little else except the strong instinct to
survive,” writes a modern historian' about Temujin, son of Yesugei: the child
who was to become Genghis Khan. And this is not merely a true statement
concerning the babys; it is the key to the man’s whole life; the explanation —
if there be any — of the conqueror’s extraordinary career. There is no
impersonal inspiration, no disinterested love behind Temujin’s long,
stubborn struggle against tremendous hostile forces — a struggle that any
onlooker would have judged hopeless, at the time. There is no “ideology” of
any sort behind his battles, and behind the iron discipline — the order —
which he imposed upon the people of fifty subdued kingdoms. There is only
a patient, methodical, overwhelming will — the will to survive, — assisted
by clear intelligence, and unfailing knowledge of men, or, rather, by an
unfailing instinct, clearer, surer and more powerful than that which we
generally call intelligence; a mysterious but absolute knowledge of all that
was (or could be made) useful to him, and a constant readiness to act in
accordance with what he knew. Admirable qualities, which would raise any
man far above all men, and which did not fail to set Temujin aside as the
greatest conqueror and one of the greatest men of all times. But they were
means to an end. And the end was first to keep Temujin alive and then to
make him and his family secure. The vision that was to fill the
consciousness of the great warrior more and more compellingly as time and
victory increased his power beyond all limits was neither the salvation of the
world for its own sake, nor its destruction, but the organisation of the world
for his own benefit and that of the Altyn Uruk — the “Golden Family” —
his family; for the survival of himself and of his power in his sons and
grand-sons, clad in luxury and seated upon thrones.

! Harold Lamb, “The March of the Barbarians” (edit. 1941), p. 41.
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Moreover, Temujin — Genghis Khan — is, as far as I know, the first
man in history to have shaken two continents while prompted by such a
simple, eminently practical aim. There was no vanity in him, as in many a
lesser conqueror; no lust for dramatic effects, — although his career be, no
doubt, one of the most splendid living dramas ever staged upon this earth.
And, despite the “pyramids of skulls” and other such grim realities
connected with his name, no superfluous cruelty either; no cruelty out of
impulse as occasionally, in Alexander the Great; and no cold-blooded, yet
purposeless cruelty for the sheer pleasure of it, as in Assur-nasir-pal, King of
Assyria.! He was too strong — and too practical — to be impressed by the
by-products of power. He knew what he wanted, and patiently made himself
ready. And when ready, he struck straight at his aim, with the irresistibility
— and the divine indifference — of lightning. He is perhaps the first historic
figure embodying fo the full that which I have called, in the first part of this
book, the power of Lightning — the power of Time in its merciless onward
rush. His destructiveness was the passionless destructiveness of Mahakala,
all-devouring Time. And his aims, so personal, so precise and practical, were
but the pretext used by the everlasting forces of disintegration to quicken the
march of mankind towards its doom. No one has indeed deserved, more than
he, the title of “Scourge of God” given him, in fear, by whole crumbling
civilisations. But “God” was, in reality, not the man-loving God of the
Christian and Muslim chroniclers, but the impersonal creative-destructive
Power immanent in all growth, in all life. The “scourge” came from within,
not from without. Genghis Khan was an instance, not a punishment, For his
attitude to the living world, manifested on the broadest possible scale, his
merciless self-centred claims, were but those of every man in a decaying
humanity in which all activity has become more and more self-centred —
provided every man had the sincerity, the courage and the strength to admit
that, in his eyes, nothing matters but himself, and to carry on that attitude to
its logical conclusion. It was the attitude of a doomed humanity, but
completely devoid of that monstrous hypocrisy which makes a doomed
humanity so repulsive.

1'884-859 B.C.
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And it is that harsh frankness of purpose, along with his almost
miraculous achievements on the plane of physical reality, that give Genghis
Khan that sombre, god-like grandeur in comparison with which the glory of
so many men of fame, nay, of so many men of war, appears feeble — “all-
too human.”

From the very beginning, Temujin was schooled by circumstances to
believe that he alone mattered. In the rough society in which he was born,
many a son of a chieftain doubtless thought the same. Men did outside
Mongolia, with less commendable innocence. But most men, at least most
children, had protectors and friends, whom they could trust. Temujin was,
very early in life, left with none. He had to be ruthlessly self-centred in order
to live.

We get a glimpse — but just a glimpse — of his person in his very
early years in the words Dai Sechen, the shrewd old father of Bortei the Fair,
addressed Yesugei, as he met him riding with the boy towards the camp of
the Olhonod (Hoelun’s clan) in search of a bride for him: “Shining eyes and
a bright face has thy son...,”" and in the much less flattering last words of
Yesugei himself to Dai Sechen as, after the betrothal, he left the future
“Emperor of all men” to his care, according to an old custom: “My son is
afraid of dogs. Do not let dogs frighten him...”> Temujin was then a mere
child. And however proud the Mongol chieftain, his father, might have been
— as every one of the baghatur (valiant men) of the steppes was, — he was
far from suspecting how amusing his simple statement and request would
one day appear, when printed in history books, in many foreign languages.
And old Dai Sechen’s praise indicated nothing extraordinary in the lad’s
physical features or bearing. Many a healthy and intelligent child has
“shining eyes and a bright face,” whether on the banks of the Onon or on
those of the Rhine. As far as we know, there was, in Temujin, nothing that
foreshadowed a conqueror, apart from his latent capabilities and his
horoscope — his nature, which circumstances would reveal, and his

! Ralph Fox, “Genghis Khan” (edit. 1936), p. 57.
? Ralph Fox, “Genghis Khan” (edit. 1936), p. 59.
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destiny. Even in later years, when chroniclers of East and West started
recording his world-shaking deeds, none was to dig out of the great warriors
remote childhood any significant episode, sign of irresistible might to be, as
others had once, for instance, pictured nine year-old Hannibal swearing ever-
lasting hatred of Rome before the altar of his grim gods. And, which is more,
if one possesses any of that particular historical intuition that puts one, so as
to say, in direct touch with the great men of the past, one feels that, had
Temujin remembered such an episode from his boyhood, he never would
have referred to it in following years. As I said before, he was more
interested in his precise purpose than in the exaltation of himself; in solid
power than in glory. There was not a trace of conceit in him. Action alone —
victory alone — mattered in his eyes; not the long genealogy of victory.
That was to be lived; the resplendent result alone, to be recorded. Personal
latent capabilities mattered only when they ceased being latent.

But Destiny was soon to begin forging its instrument. A few days after
Temujin’s betrothal to Bortei, Yesugei was dead — poisoned on his
homeward journey by some Tatar chieftain whose treacherous hospitality he
had enjoyed for a night. Temujin was sent for. He came back at once, only to
find that his father’s followers had deserted the ordu, that his mother had
been refused admission to the tribal sacrifices by the Shaman, and expelled
with her children, with ignominy by the other women of the clan. Riding
after them alone, with the banner of the nine yak tails, — the standard of the
Yakka Mongols, — in vain had the courageous widow tried to shame some
of the tribesmen and urge them to return and swear allegiance to the son of
their deceased khan. According the law of the steppes, she was now the head
of her husband’s ordu, and their legal chieftain until her sons came of age or
until a new khan was elected. But the warriors who had come back for a
while had slipped away again. “The deep water is dried up,” had they
declared, in the poetic language of the nomads; “the strong wheel is broken.
Let us go!” And they had joined the Taijiut chieftains, who were powerful.

An outcasted woman and her children — four sons and a daughter —
and two other boys, sons of Yesugei by another wife, and an old slave, left to
fend for themselves by the
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River Orion while the many tents and flocks moved on towards the summer
pastures under the guidance of new khans: that was all that remained of
Yesugei’s ordu; that was all Temujin’s inheritance; — that and his
indomitable will; the will to survive; the will to endure; the will to win a
place for himself among the merciless men who had thrown hint aside like a
useless burden. A place “among” them? No, but at the head of them, for he
was their khan; — the will to hold his own in the merciless world that
belonged, belongs, and always shall belong to the single-minded, the
cunning and the strong.

He was a mere boy in his early teens. He knew not how to read or
write — nor was he ever to know. But he possessed that superhuman will,
and he knew what he wanted: first, to live; and then, to live well: to acquire
power for himself and for his family, and plenty for his people; to put
himself in his place in the world as a khan by divine birth-right. The
situation that he now faced could not have been more accurately summed up
than in that tragic dilemma which another staggering Embodiment of the
Will to survive (but of the collective Will, this time)' was to set, seven
hundred and fifty years later, before a whole great nation: “Future, or ruin!”
He did not bother to analyse it. He was too young. And also, abstract thought
would have taken time; and he had no time. He set about to hunt; — to live.
And he kept in mind his mother’s constant talk about the vengeance that he
was one day to wreak upon his enemies, the two Taijiut chiefs, Yesugei’s
kinsmen, for whom his people had deserted him.

He hunted — or trapped — whatever there was to be caught: small
game; marmots, even field mice; anything that would fill his stomach. He
even caught fish and brought them home to he cooked and eaten — such
despised food, in the eves of the Mongols, that none would touch it unless
bitterly compelled by the pangs of hunger; but Temujin was hungry. He
struggled to keep himself alive — and fit — at any cost. He quarrelled and
fought with his brothers and half-brothers over the game they captured, and
angry shouts and

! Adolf Hitler, one of whose first great public speeches was on the subject: “Zukunft,
oder Untergang.”
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hard blows were a. feature of his and their everyday life, in the tiny
settlement on the fringe of the woods by the Onon. Already at that early age,
Temujin seems to have known no scrupules, and no pity. Apparently — like
all naturally single-minded people, from the absolutely selfless idealists,
men “against Time” as I have called them, down to people such as himself,
with no ideology and no idealism whatsoever, but just a precise, self-centred
and unwavering purpose, — he classified the rest of mankind under three
well-defined categories: the useful; the useless (but harmless), and the
dangerous. In his case, this meant the useful fo him, the useless as far as he
was concerned, and the dangerous fo him — those who stood in his way. His
brother Kasar, strong, and skilled with the bow, and full of an almost dog-
like devotion to him, was eminently useful, and was to remain so all his life.
But Bektor, his half-brother, although he had not his cunning, was stronger
than he, and often robbed him of the best part of his hunt. Temujin decided
in his heart that he was dangerous. And one day, taking Kasar with him to
help him if need be, he walked to the place where Bektor, unprepared and
suspecting nothing, stood, peacefully herding the few horses that the family
possessed, and he killed him straight away with an arrow.

He does not seem actually to have hated him. In cold blood, he just
removed one of the first obstacles from his path. And when the unfortunate
lad, dying, begged him not to harm or desert Belgutei, — the other son of
Yesugei by the same mother, — he readily promised that he would not. And
he kept his word — without difficulty. For Belgutei was not dangerous. (He
even proved useful in later life).

Such an episode shows already, in the lad Temujin, the remorseless
ruthlessness of the future Genghis Khan. But, however important it might
have appeared to him in the heat of his anger, the issue was not worth the
deed. The eldest son of Yesugei had better things to think of. And the wise
widow, Hoelun, — a woman not merely of courage, but of vision also, —
reminded him of the greater issue; of the one issue worthy of all his strength,
watchfulness and cunning at that stage of his life: vengeance upon his foes;
the reassertion of his rights; his rise, from the status of an outcast to that of a
chief, once more. She reminded him and his
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brothers of their absolute isolation in the midst of a hostile world, and of the
compelling struggle constantly before them — the struggle that should make
them forget all pettiness, all jealousy and hatred among themselves. “Save
your shadows,” said she, “you have no companions. Save your horse’s tail,
you have no whip. The wrong done unto you by the two Taijiut chiefs is
unbearable. And when you should be thinking of avenging yourselves on
your foes, you go and do this!”' She was burning with bitter indignation and
contempt. She did not blame her sons for killing another boy, and a
defenceless one, and their own half-brother. She blamed them for wasting
precious time and energy by doing so — already by wishing to do so, —
instead of thinking solely of their revenge upon their real enemies. She
blamed them — she blamed Temujin — for allowing a side-issue to take,
even for a short time, the first place; for not being sufficiently possessed
with the one-pointed will, without which the most outstanding qualities are
as naught.

Although Temujin thought no more about the incident, he never forgot
the lesson.

Hoelun also told him of his ancestors, the Borjigin, the Blue-eyed
heroes, sons of the legendary Blue-Wolf. “Their voices,” said she, “rolled as
thunder in the mountains; their hands were as strong as bears’ paws —
breaking men in two as easily as arrows. In winter nights, they slept naked
by a fire of mighty trees, and they felt the sparks and embers that fell upon
them no more than insect bites.”

And the lad listened with elation to those ancient tales, in the
evenings, by the fire of his mother’s yurt, while the bitter wind, — that same
wind that had stirred the steppe with aimless fury, on the night he was
conceived, — howled in the near-by birch-tree forests and over the grassy
expanses, endlessly. And the howling of the wind sounded like the unearthly
lament of ten thousand hungry hounds; like the persistant call of ghostly
trumpets; like the cry of dying men and horses upon a battle-field as broad
as the world. Terrible

! Ralph Fox, “Genghis Khan” (edit. 1936), p. 61.
% Harold Lamb, “The March of the Barbarians” (edit. 1941), p. 41.
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presences from the superhuman sphere — kelets; spirits of the Everlasting
Blue Sky, whom even the bravest dread, for one cannot fight that which one
cannot see, — filled the freezing starry night. But Temujin was not afraid. In
those moments of pride and elation, his deep instinct told him that the kelets
of the Sky never would do any harm to him; on the contrary, that they would
help him in whatever he would undertake; that he was their Chosen One for
some great work of power, of which he knew nothing yet. He felt within
himself their frightful, impersonal irresistibility. But he was no dreamer. And
when the morning came, he put that might, stirred in him by the voice of his
racial past and by the voice of the Unseen, to the service of the one aim
which he understood and pursued as worth its while: his own survival; his
own victory over hanger, poverty and humiliation; over the difficulties of his
everyday life as an outcast, keeping in mind, all the time, that the first
condition of security for him was the annihilation of his father’s kinsmen
who had robbed him of his ordu. For, young as he was, he already knew that
he was to spare no man who stood in his way.

His mother’s tales of the half-mythical Borjigin only stimulated in
him the natural self-confidence which is the privilege of the strong. He too
had blue eyes, like those ancestors who, visualised through Hoelun’s poetic
speech, appeared as demi-gods. And his thick hair had the colour of fire. He
too was a son of the Blue-Wolf. He set himself to his day to day task the
hunt for food; and the watch against constant lurking danger — with
increasing determination to snatch the best out of every circumstance,
turning even the greatest set-backs to advantage.

Guided by his hunter’s instinct, patiently, methodically, he traced his
eight stolen horses — all his, horses but one, — for three days over the
trackless plains, found them, and drove them back, shooting his unfailing
arrows at the pursuing thieves until at last night fell, and they lost sight of
him. And at the same time, he won the friendship of Borguchi, a lad who had
helped him in this difficult undertaking and who was all his life, to remain
his faithful retainer.

On another occasion, captured by Targutai-Kiriltuk and Todoyan-
Girte, the Taijiut chiefs, his foes, he escaped them, although a heavy Chinese
stocks had been locked around his
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neck; and he hid himself entirely in the icy-cold waters of the Onon for a
part of the night, the top of his head concealed among the reeds, until a
serving man, who admired his courage and cunning, helped him to free
himself from the stocks and to reach his tent in safety. And so he grew in
years, in strength, in skill, in self-possession. And the irresistible appeal of
his personality grew with him. Indeed, from these early days of his life as an
outcast, he seems to have developed his ability to bind to his service, for
ever, the very best among all those who came in touch with him. And, as in
all men predestined to stir multitudes into organised action, the appeal of his
personality was the almighty appeal of natural leadership, which leaves none
unmoved, save of course those whom their jealousy and envy of the born-
leader have rendered stubborn in their hatred of him, and... the congenital
idiots.

His strength increased. Constant danger quickened his instinct,
sharpened his wits. Repeated reverses stimulated his determination to
overcome whatever might have caused them; multiplied his resourcefulness;
roused his genius. And the field of his struggle broadened as years passed,
and was to broaden throughout his life until it reached gigantic proportions.
But his aim always remained the same: his own survival; the survival of his
family; his revenge upon the bitterness and destitution of his early years —
the very aim he had when he used to trap and eat marmots and mice, failing
better game, and wait for hours in hiding until he could no longer hear, in the
distance, the hoofs of the Taijiut horsemen who had been seeking to kill him.

Temujin was now a hardy, crafty young man with a handful of
admiring friends — ready followers — and his first task lay before him,
namely, the task of winning back his people from the Taijiut chiefs. But he
never was rash. He took his time felt the ground before proceeding, and
allowed the patient play of circumstances — his invisible allies — to work
for him. However, as soon as his instinct told him that the auspicious
moment for a decisive step bad come, he acted straight away.

Just now, he rode once more to the tents of the Olhonod clan to claim
Bortei, his betrothed, from old Dai Sechen. The latter, feeling in him a
promising young baghatur, did not hesitate to give her to him, although
Temujin was poor and
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still powerless. But he was far from suspecting that, by doing so, he was
making the beautiful young girl immortal. Along with her, he handed over to
his son-in-law a black sable coat: her dowry. It was a magnificent gift, and
the first treasure the son of Yesugei ever possessed.

He valued it, no doubt, for he loved splendid and precious things.
Still, his reaction was neither to remain happy in its ownership, not to
exchange it for gold or silver — other treasures of the same class. There was
but one treasure worth struggling for, in Temujin’s eyes: a life of freedom
and of plenty, which implied — which always implies — a life of power; his
birth-right; the life of a khan of the blood of the Blue-Wolf, son and father of
khans. He presented the sable coat — all he had — as a gift to the powerful
chief of the Kerait Turks, Togrul Khan, whose numerous tents, some of
which were said to be made of cloth of gold, were pitched not far from the
Great Wall of Cathay. And he asked him nothing in return... save his
friendship, i.e., his potential usefulness. The Khan, a crafty old man, whose
reputation of riches had even reached far-away Europe,' had been pleased to
bestow his protection upon some of the smaller chieftains of the steppes and
he had accepted to be Yesugei’s anda or sworn brother. Temujin turned to
him. He needed an ally in his bitter struggle for survival, and this one could
prove handy. In a gesture of diplomatic genius, he gave him his all, and
spoke to him of the old oath and of the son’s filial allegiance to the father’s
patron. Togrul Khan was flattered and felt inclined to help the young
baghatur, if ever need there were.

Need soon came. The forest Merkit had never forgotten the insult
done to them by Yesugei when he had snatched Hoelun away from one of
their men. They raided the small camp on the border of the Orion, carried off
newly-wedded Bortei to avenge upon her the old wrong, and pursued
Temujin as long as they could — until he reached Burkan Kaldun, the
“mountain of Power,” and took refuge in the thick woods upon its slopes.

All seemed lost, now. All was lost, save Hoelun, the

" A convert to the Nestorian form of Christianity, Togrul Khan the fabulous “Prester
John” of mediaeval tales.
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grim, warrior-like mother, the prophetess of deadly struggle and merciless
revenge, and Temujin himself, with his invincible determination to win back
his right to live, and with the seal of Destiny set upon him, already before
his birth. While the exultant Merkit, shouting and singing and jeering,
carried Bortei the Fair and Yesugei’s second wife, Belgutei’s mother, to their
camp; while they feasted and got drunk round the bright camp fires, until
dawn, the future master of Asia slept under the cover of Burkan Kaldun’s
living mantle, the dark forest. He wasted no energy in grief for his losses,
nor in anticipated fears for what was likely to befall him. He just slept —
leaving the forces of the invisible world to work for him in their mysterious
way, since there was nothing else lie could do. And when morning came —
while his enemies slept a drunken sleep, — he humbled himself before the
Unseen and All-pervading, the Power of the Eternal Blue Sky, Which the
Mongols worshipped.

In a ritual gesture, as a man making submission to an over-lord, he
took off his cap and hung it upon his waist, and unbuckled his leather girdle
and hung it round his neck, and thus bowed down nine times before the
rising Sun, acknowledging his own nothingness in the face of the Source of
all life and all power. And he poured a libation of kumys, mare’s milk, and
made a promise: “Burkan Kaldun has saved my poor life,” said he;
“henceforth I shall make sacrifice here, and call on my children and grand-
children to do likewise.” He was grateful to the Unseen for his survival. He
now realised that a Power far beyond him wanted him to survive; was his
ally. But he did not know yet to what purpose, or if he did, dimly, — for he
was ambitious, and no dreams were too great for him, — he did not allow
the lure of an undefined future to interfere with the stern, precise
preoccupations of the present. He only knew that the spirits of the Sky, and
also the spirits of the earth and forests and waters were with him, and that he
would triumph, in the end, over his immediate enemies: over those who had
hunted him on that night and also over those who had been hunting him all
his life; he knew that he would, one day, make good for his losses, and live
as a khan should live.

In the meantime, he stood before the radiant Blue Sky, on Burkan
Kaldun, near the head waters of the Onon, of the
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Kerulen, of the Tula — of the tributaries of the River Amur as well as of
those of Lake Baikal; of the rivers flowing east as well as of those flowing
west and north, he who was, one day, to conquer in the four directions. He
stood there, grateful and humble — strong, as only the sincerely humble can
be. And the rays of the Sun, Source of power, shone upon his greasy face'
and upon his thick, fiery-red hair, that the wind shuffled. And in this blue
eyes — sign of the more-than-human blood of the Borjigin, — one could
have read the joyous serenity of a man who knows that nothing can crush
him.

Soon, with the help of Togrul Khan’s warrior’s and of Jamuga Sechen
— Jamuga the Wise — who had become his sworn brother, Temujin raided
the Merkit camp, bringing back much loot (or what appeared to him as
“much loot,” at this early stage of his career) and a number of captives who
swore allegiance to him. He won back Bortei. But he was never sure whether
her first-born, Juchi — “the Guest” — was his son or that of the man to
whom she had been given on that night of shame. However, the boy was
sturdy — a future warrior. He would be useful. (In fact, he was, one day, to
conquer and rule the steppes beyond the Caspian Sea). He was welcome,
whosever son he might have been. For Temujin was too intelligent, too
practical not to realise that ‘“healthy children are the most precious
possession of a nation.” But, unlike the superman who uttered these
memorable words on several occasions, in our times,? he was no idealist. He
was only interested in potential warriors inasmuch as their devotion to him,
and their efficiency, would help Aim to assert himself as a lord in the steppes,
after crushing all his foes. The very Power of the Eternal Blue Sky before
which he humbled himself — conscious as he was of its awful limitlessness,
— he regarded as his ally in his struggle for power and plenty, like most
primitive men look upon their gods as helpers in the pursuit of personal
ends. At the bottom of his heart, he believed in himself alone. He felt as
though the forces of the great Unseen were the first to come under the spell
of his boundless, magic will.

But the impersonal Power of the Blue Sky — if at all

! The Mongols used to smear their skin with fat, to keep out the cold.
? Adolf Hitler.
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conscious of itself and of him, — must have regarded him as one of the most
perfect instruments of its everlasting, serene and merciless Play.

* k%

Nothing seems to bring further success as success itself. Now, after
this first victory, Temujin witnessed many followers come to him of their
own accord, to offer him their services. He already had his own devoted
brother, Kasar, the Bowman, and faithful Bogurchi — the youth who had
once lent him his horse to ride in search of his eight stolen ones, — and
Jamuga, his anda or sworn brother, and Jelmei, the son of one of Yesugei’s
former vassals, who had joined him after the rumour had spread over the
steppes that he had renewed his father’s friendship with Togrul Khan.

Now Munlik, to whom Yesugei had once entrusted him, as a helpless
boy, soon to be an orphan, and who had nevertheless deserted him like the
rest of the ordu, came back to, him with his seven (presently grown-up)
sons, one of whom, named Kokchu, was to win fame as a shaman. Others
came too: some from Temujin’s own Kiyat clan,' some from other clans,
some from altogether other tribes: Jebei, Kubilai, great warriors; and the
very embodiment of valour, virtue and military genius, Subodai, destined,
one day, to lead the Mongols across Europe, now a bare youth in his teens,
full of passionate devotion to the rising Khan.

Few men in history have inspired in their followers such absolute
loyalty as Temujin. “I shall gather for thee like an old mouse, fly for thee
like a jackdaw, cover thee like a horse blanket, and protect thee like al felt in
the lee of the wind. So shall I be towards thee,” young Subodai is said to
have told him, as he joined his nucleus of heroes. And if so, he indeed kept
his word to the end. The other paladins, whatever picturesque similies,
different from his, they might have Used to express their devotion, were
equally eager to stand or fall, with Temujin in his bitter struggle for survival.
They loved him, not for the sake of any great idea behind him

! Harold Lamb, “The March of the Barbarians” (edit. 1941), p. 41.
? Ralph Fox, “Genghis Khan” (edit. 1936), p. 76.
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there was none — but for himself; for the magnetic appeal of his person and
personality; for the complete satisfaction which he gave, in them, to the
natural need of man to be led by a real leader and to worship a living god.
He was a leader, if ever there has been one. And he was a god in the sense
that, even before his staggering victories, nay, even in the depth the forest
where he hid, upon the slopes of Burkan Kaldun, at a hair’s breadth from
destruction, he had in him all the qualifications that were to give him, in
years to come, the empire of Asia. The forces of the Invisible had actually
set him apart, above other men, and associated him with their power. As the
shamans of Mongolia were soon to say, “the power of the Everlasting Blue
Sky” had “descended upon him.” Here, upon earth, he was “Its agent.”

I repeat: there was no ideology behind any of his undertakings. Even
the great dream of Mongol unity, which was soon to take shape within his
consciousness, if it had not already done so by now, was not the dream of an
idealist. In its materialisation, Temujin merely saw a preleminary condition
of his own survival and security. It is for Ais survival and Ais security that his
paladins fought. Also for the loot that they would share with him, naturally,
— and they knew that he was generous, and that he never broke the
promises he made to his friends — but, first of all, for him; for the sheer
pleasure of fighting at his side.

Few men in history have understood — felt — as keenly as Temujin
the eternal, meaning of war, that vital function of healthy mankind (so long,
at least, as man lives “in” Time) as natural as eating or mating. Few have
painted out as clearly as he that destructiveness without hate — such as that
of the hunter, — can never replace the intoxication of victory over human
enemies whom one does hate. His companions, to whom he had once asked
what they considered to be a man’s greatest joy, had replied, as simple
Barbarians would, describing to him the pleasures of the chase. But the
future “Scourge of God” said: “No, ye have not answered well.” And he
gave them #his conception of happiness in a few typical sentences: “The
pleasure and joy of man,” said

! Harold Lamb, “The March of the Barbarians” (edit. 1941), p. 54 and 57.
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he, “lies in treading over the rebel and conquering the enemy; in tearing him
up by the root; in taking from him all that he has; in making his servants
wail, so that their tears flow from eyes and nose; in riding pleasantly upon
his well-fed geldings; in making one’s bed a litter upon the belly and navel
of his wives, in loving their rosy cheeks and kissing and sucking their scarlet
lips.”

Not that he was not always ready to strike, even without the feeling of
aggressive hostility — lust of vengeance, or mere hatred of opposition — at
those whom he regarded as obstacles. That, he surely was, as one can clearly
see in every act of his career, from the casual murder of Bektor, in his
childhood, to the systematic wiping out of all the useless (or those whom the
Mongols considered as such) among the population of conquered cities,
years and years later. Expediency, of course, always came first, with him, the
ultimate incentive of all his actions being his reckless determination to
survive and succeed. But his emotional incentive, whenever he had one also,
was always the pleasure of breaking down whomever and: whatever
prevented his own expansion; whomever stood in the way of his fullest
possible self-assertion; whomever threatened his person, his security, his
hold upon things: the rebel; the rival; the enemy. It is the everlasting
incentive of all men of action-warriors and others — who live entirely “in
Time.” But only the best ones among them, — those who are, like Temujin,
free from hypocrisy, — have the sincerity to admit it to themselves, let alone
to tell it to others as plainly as he did. Of such ones, the son of Yesugei is,
perhaps, the first one in date to have made history on a continent-wide scale
(the first in date, at any rate, about whom enough is known to enable us to
trace his psychology, to a certain extent). That is why we find that frankness
in him. Of the other great self-centred destroyers affer him, hardly any is
without a notable amount of hypocrisy in his make-up. And that amount
increases — as it is to be expected — as we get nearer our own times, while
in Temujin, — the “Lightning” — man par excellence, as 1 have called him,
— there is no pretence.

He did not remain’ idle after his victory over the Merkit.

! Ralph Fox, “Genghis Khan” (edit. 1936), p. 88.
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The powerful Taijiut chiefs, still in possession of the greatest part of his
father’s ordu, viewed his alliance with Togrul Khan with suspicion and his
first victory with resentment. This son of Yesugei was surely a baghatur full
of possibilities. They hated him all the more for it, and regretted they had not
killed him years before, when he had been a helpless captive in their hands.
Now he knew of their hatred — his mother had been reminding him of it all
his life — and he knew that he would never survive unless they were
destroyed. And he waged war upon them at the first opportunity.

In one of his encounters with them he was wounded in the neck, by an
arrow, and only lived thanks to the devotion of Jelmei, his faithful squire,
who sucked the wound clean and risked his own life in order to bring
Temujin some curds mixed with water, to drink. As one of his modern
biographers says, “nothing was to come easily to this man.”' The Taijiut
were a numerous tribe, and Targutai-Kiriltuk and Todoyan-Girte were fierce
warriors. Yet, in the end, Temujin’s nucleus of an army, in which he was
already beginning to enforce that iron discipline that was to make the
Mongols invincible, beat them in a major battle in which Targutai was slain.
Todoyan-Girte, captured, was also put to death. The future conqueror was
never to allow an unreconcilable enemy to live. But a number of minor
chiefs who submitted and swore allegiance to him, were spared, despite
some assertions of the contrary, dismissed by modern historians as tales of
fear, or deeds of other baghaturs erroneously attributed to Temujin.> And the
bulk of the tribe was also spared, its able-bodied men soon being
incorporated into the all-powerful military machine that was taking shape in
the Mongol’s hands: the horde. Temujin could, no doubt, inflict suffering.
Traitors to him, when found out, were condemned to death by torture. To
such a death he had, also, after his victory over the Merkit, condemned the
man who had raped Bortei. But this he did with a view

! Ralph Fox, “Genghis Khan” (edit. 1936), p. 69.

? Harold Lamb (in “Genghis Khan, Emperor of all men”) dismisses the story of seventy
captured chieftains boiled alive at Temujin’s orders, as “most improbable,” while Ralph
Fox (Genghis Khan,” edit. 1936, p. 82) states that this treatment was inflected not by
Temujin upon the Taijiut, but by Jamuga, upon seventy of Temujin’s followers, after war
had broken out between the two sworn brothers.
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to strike terror into the hearts of potential enemies. Other-wise he was too
practical to indulge in cruelty for its own sake. He killed to remove
obstacles.

Now, after the defeat of the Taijiut, he was the paramount chief in
northern Gobi — quite an important man among the so-called Barbarians,
but nothing to be compared, in riches, with Togrul Khan; and still totally
unknown to the outer world West of the Altai Mountains and beyond the
Great Wall of Cathay. The Chinese, always busy playing a game of balance
of power among their turbulent nomad neighbours, — seeking who was
prepared to help them humble the latest tribe that had given them trouble —
did not turn to him but to the Kerait Turk, to ask for his collaboration in an
expedition which they led against the Tatars. But Temujin joined Togrul
Khan in the expedition and defeated the Tatars. The patronising officials of
Cathay gave Togrul Khan the Chinese title of Wang, which is translated as
“prince,” while Temujin was named something which means “Commander
of the frontier” — a modest military distinction, in comparison. But he does
not seem to have cared. As all practical and single minded people, he never
attached undue importance to external signs of power. The Tatar chiefs now
swore allegiance to him. The Tatar warriors now increased the ranks of his
potential army. He knew what he wanted and where he was going. He had
the clear vision of a day when, in the steppes, he, Temujin, would no longer
have any rival or any enemy; when he, who had been hunted all his life,
would emerge at last more secure and more powerful than his father had
ever been. And then... the will to survive might give way to the will to
conquer.... In the meantime, he let the Kerait chief be “Wang Khan” — “the
prince” — and entirely devoted himself to the organisation of, his warriors
and of his increasingly numerous ordu.

The discipline he imposed at first seems to have been rude and
primitive enough. At some feast, at which his drunken followers had started
quarrelling, it is said that he himself brought them to their senses with a
wooden club — the only argument that was sure to be understood, in that
rough society. But the nomads appreciated the fact that, whatever were the
methods he employed, he always managed to control his men; and also that
he kept them in good fighting condition.
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“He feeds his warriors, and keeps his u/us in good order”” was the opinion
the tribesmen had of him. And it was a much higher opinion than it may
sound to sophisticated people.

But then, he soon proceeded to create a real army out of his hitherto
unruly warriors, and a nation out of the coalesced clans of the Mongols and
of the subdued nomad people. The bravest and most efficient warriors
among those who were blindly devoted to him, companions of his early
struggle for survival, became at the same time his trusted bodyguard and his
General Staff. Others were made officers in command of tribal levies. All
those were the nokud, owing allegiance to no one but to Temujin himself,
and invested with absolute power — with the right of life and death — over
the men under their command. Temujin lay down strict rules, codified in the
broader Yasa, of which I shall speak later on, concerning the equipment,
routine and discipline of the troops. He trained his soldiers and his officers
until he had in hand a force that moved and acted as a single man, —
absolutely reliable; absolutely efficient. He put a stop to all feuds between
the tribes that had submitted to him, crushed individual quarrelsomeness,
killed the spirit of individual independence, moulded the proud Mongols
(and the conquered tribes) into one increasingly numerous, highly
disciplined collectivity, in which each and every unit had but one duty: to
obey the authority set immediately above it, without murmuring, without
questioning. The army dominated that nation in the process of formation.
And he, Temujin, was the guiding and organising intelligence, the will and
the soul of the army. The faithful chosen few among those commanders of
genius who were to help him take the world unto himself, were, in his hands,
like hounds in the hands of a mighty hunter — hounds “fed on human flesh
and led on an iron leash,” as the terrorised tribal chieftains, yet unsubdued,
were beginning to think; and whom they described, in the forceful language
of the steppes, full of suggestive similies, the language of warriors and
poets: “They have skulls of brass: their teeth are hewn from rock; their
tongues are shaped like awls; their hearts are of iron. In place of horse-
whips, they

! Ralph Fax, “Genghis Khan” (edit. 1936), p. 110.
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carry curved swords. They drink the dew and ride upon the wind.... The
foam flies from their mouths, and they are filled with joy.”"

* k%

The friendship between Temujin and Togrul Khan, the rich Kerait
chieftain, — now “Wang Khan” — was not to endure. True, Temujin had, in
many ways, made himself useful to his father’s anda, whom he courteously
called his “foster-father.” He had been warrying at his side not only against
the Tatars but against the forest Merkit also (who, although once defeated,
were yet far from subdued) and against the Naiman. He had (in exchange of
payment of course) protected caravans against the attack of unruly tribes and
made the trade routes safer than ever before. And in the prosperous Kerait
settlements — half camps and half markets, — the merchants were grateful
to “Wang Khan” for the alliance he had made. But Wang Khan started
intriguing against Temujin with Jamuga, Temujin’s ambitious sworn brother,
who had a personal conception of Mongol unity, different from his. And the
son of Yesugei did not feel safe until he had broken booth these new foes.

But he did not yet feel strong enough to challenge Wang Khan openly,
in a war to the finish, and, after a first indecisive encounter with him, he sent
him an outwardly friendly message mentioning old, bonds, old services, and
expressing the desire of lasting peace — although he knew there could be no
such thing. The old Kerait, and his cunning son, Sen-Kung, knew that also,
and rejected Temujin’s advances. Temujin, again at one of the tragic hours of
his career — again before the same momentous alternative which he had
faced years before, in the pine woods of Burkan Kaldun; the alternative of
“future or ruin,” to quote once more the immortal modern words —
withdrew with his trusted warriors to the marshes round Lake Baljun and
waited. And again the spell of the indomitable will to survive was to compel
— so0 as to say — the power of the Everlasting Blue Sky to descend upon
him and to carry hint to victory; I say ‘“the spell,” for there is a positive
magic

! Ralph Fox, “Genghis Khan” (edit. 1936), p. 101.
Harold Lamb, “The March of the Barbarians™ (edit. 1941), p. 54.
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potency in the one-pointed, concentrated will, that stops at nothing.

The Sun rose and set over the waters of Lake Baljun, and Temujin’s
companions hunted for food in the salty marshes. One dreary day succeeded
another. Temujin thought: “The victory of the Kerait would mean the end of
me. Therefore I must overcome him, never mind by what means. Where
force is insufficient, let cunning supplement it!” And he bade his devoted
brother, Kasar, the Bowman, send a message to Wang Khan — a lying
message, stating that Temujin had fled no one knew where to, and that he,
Kasar, in despair, was planning to desert his banner and to surrender to the
Kerait Khan, whose protection he wished to secure. “Treachery,” would say
the chivalrous and the truth-loving, and those who value spotlessness more
than life. “Necessity,” would reply Temujin, and, with him, all single-
purposed men of action, including the most unlike himself, the selfless
idealists, to the extent that they too are, practical, and wish to accomplish
something in this world of untruth, hatred and stupidity; necessity — the
only choice of the fighter who feels himself cornered and who, yet, is
determined to win.

Wang Khan believed the clever lie — believed in peace and security
— and ordered a feast. Temujin, appearing by surprise, stormed the Kerait
camp. The old chief was captured and killed while attempting to flee. His
son went south, only to meet his death a little later. Those of the Kerait Turks
who were not slain in battle were incorporated into Temujin’s confederation
of tribes under Mongol overlordship. Their most desirable women were as
usual given to the chieftains of the army. Temujin kept for himself one of the
two beautiful nieces of Wang Khan, allotted to him in the division of the
spoils. She became his fourth wife. (He had taken his second and third one
from the defeated Tatars.) The other he gave to Tuli, the youngest of his sons
by Bortei. She was the famous Siyurkuktiti, fated to become the mother of
three conquerors.

And now, he turned his forces against the Naiman, a numerous, semi-
settled people whose Khan, Tayan, had a Uighur chancellor, and many
subjects who professed Buddhism or the Nestorian form of Christianity,
apart from those who clung to the old spirit-cult of the steppes. Temujin’s
anda,
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Jamuga, had been intriguing with Tayan against him — pointing out, in him,
the enemy of the tribesmen’s proud, personal liberty (which indeed he was;
for individual liberty and iron organisation do not go together.)

The Naiman, despite their number, were defeated, their chief, killed,
and Jamuga, who had fled, captured and brought before Temujin. There was
no longer, for him, any hope, any possibility of becoming important, let
alone powerful. And Temujin, who knew this, was willing to pardon the man
who had sworn him eternal friendship... once, long before, in the days when
he had been poor and hunted, and without friends. In, victory, he could be
generous to an enemy who had ceased being dangerous, a fortiori to an old
friend. But Jamuga did not wish to live. Perhaps he felt that there could be
no place for him in the new world that Temujin was forging out of discipline
and war. He asked to be killed without spilling of blood so that, according to
the belief of the Mongols — his spirit might continue to live, unchanged, in
the world, and “help for ever the descendants of Temujin” (whom he could
not keep himself from loving, at heart, for the sake of old times.) And he was
smothered to death.

Temujin then broke the last resistance of the Merkit, his old enemies,
taking from them his fifth wife, Kulan, whose beauty was to be praised
through the ages by the minstrels of the steppes. Toktoa, the Merkit chief,
was killed. Lesser tribes either were subdued by the irresistible Mongol
horsemen, now organised into a regular army, or came forth and made
submission of their own accord, feeling that there was nothing else that they
could do.

Temujin was now the master of all those tribes which he had
conquered and united, from the Altai Mountains to the Great Wall of Cathay.
It had taken him years to win that position — years of patient, stubborn
struggle, during which, more than once, all had seemed to be lost, while
again and again his superhuman will-power had enabled him to triumph over
every obstacle, compelling, as I have said before, through its invincible
magic, the Powers of the Unseen to fight on his side. Thanks to that
tremendous will, seconded by his



84

military genius — his skill at organisation; his knowledge of men; his inborn
intuition of historical necessity; — he had indeed survived, he, once the
hunted boy who had lived on the mice and marmots he managed to trap,
robbed of his inheritance, rejected by his father’s scornful tribesmen,
harassed by his deadly enemies, day and night. And not only had he regained
his father’s position among the nomads, but he had created (apparently out
of nothing!) that which the steppe-dwellers had not seen since the great rise
of Turkish power seven centuries before: a real nomad kingdom, ruled from
the saddle. From his very childhood, surrounded on all sides by treacherous
foes, he had understood more and more clearly that only if he could become
a king would he, at last, be safe. And he had fought to that end, and now, in
the fiftieth year of his age, he was, at last, a king. It only remained for him to
be solemnly recognised by the other chiefs of the steppes who, already, one
after the other, willingly or by compulsion, had accepted his permanent
overlordship in peace as well as in war. It only remained for him to be
proclaimed by them as the khan above all khans: — the Khakhan.

So he summoned a general kuriltai — a meeting of chiefs — on the
banks of the Onon, in the year 1206 of the Christian era, which was the year
of the Leopard according to the cyclic Calendar of the Twelve Beasts. And
the assembled chiefs elected him Khakhan, supreme Ruler “of all those who
dwell in felt tents.” And he distributed honours and duties among them,
fixing, in that historic meeting, the final structure of the great feudal State
which he had been patiently building for over thirty years.

Every faithful chieftain was made a noyon, or prince, and given a
definite domain, with its people — not necessarily all of the same tribe, —
as his ulus, (his personal subjects) and the pastures that would feed their
flocks. Every one had to send an appointed number of warriors from his
ulus, to serve in the Khakhan’s army and fight his wars. The few most tested
and trusted officers — Temujin’s companions all through his struggle, who
had remained at his side in the darkest days, when his fortune had hung in
the balance, — were confirmed in the command of his Guard, that élite of
the Army, now a wonderfully disciplined, most powerful military machine.
More will be said later on of the rights and duties of the new feudal
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lords, of the equipment of the soldiers and of the organisation of the whole
bulk of the people — steadily increasing — under the rule of Temujin or
rather of Genghis Khan (for this was the title, variously translated, which he
was now given); of the Yasa, that famous code of laws which assured the
stability of rise conqueror’s life’s work, as long as his descendants would
hold fast to its commandments and to its spirit. It is sufficient, here, to stress
that the entire organisation of the new centralised State in the midst of the
steppes was inspired by Genghis Khan’s will not only — now — to survive,
but to conquer the outer world in its length and breadth; and not only to
conquer it, but to make his conquests permanent; to make himself, the
Mongol Khakhan, also the emperor of all amen, and the “Golden Family” —
Altyn Uruk; — his blood; his race, — the ruling family of the world, for
ever.

Already a middle-aged man with tremendous achievements behind
him — the unification of the tribes of the Gobi was indeed something
enormous, — Genghis Khan thought of anything but “settling down”
comfortably as king of all the lands between the Baikal Lake, the Altai
ranges and the Great Wall. As he beheld the assembled khans who had just
elected him as their overlord; and his own. warriors, camped in hundreds of
tents all round the place of the kuriltai; and as he looked back to his past
miseries and triumphs — to that day to day struggle of over thirty years —
from his conquered seat of power, he did not feel: “I am safe at last, and a
khakhan. My work is done.” No. For he had in him that everlasting youth
which is the gift of the unbending, one-pointed will; that youth in the eyes of
which nothing is ever “finished”; in the mind of which no opportunity ever
comes “too late.” He felt himself at the threshold of his career, not at the end
of it. Now — now that he was at last a khakhan, — he would begin to assert
himself. Whatever he had achieved up till then was only a preparation. He
had survived. But why? To what end? Only to assert himself. Only to
conquer; — to break new opposition, and to take more and more precious
things — land; people; further sources of plenty and of safety, further
possibilities, — from new enemies. His formidable war-machine — the first
one of his time and one of the first ones of all times, — was ready:
organised, drilled, equipped, experienced, and superstitiously devoted to
him. With such an army at his
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disposal he could assert himself indeed, he who had waited so long.

Beyond the Great Wall and beyond the distant Western mountains, the
wide world, ripe for conquest, was blissfully unaware of him and of his
kuriltai. And even if it had known, it would not have understood. It would
not have realised what a momentous event had taken place in the election of
this obscure and illiterate Barbarian as leader of other Barbarian chieftains,
all of them as dirty, as picturesque and, outwardly, as insignificant as
himself;, men who, when they were not drinking and stuffing themselves
with mutton and horse-flesh, or breeding, or sleeping, could do nothing else
but fight, — or hunt; and who were, moreover, neither Christians nor
Moslems — nor Buddhists; hardly human beings. To the Chinese, who
despised soldiers, any minor meeting of scholars would have seemed far
more interesting. To the Moslem world, the capture of Delhi by Mahmud
Ghori — of the true Faith — only ten years before, or the rapid rise of the
Khwarizm Shah (whose territory now comprised half the kingdom of the
Kara-Khitai and the whole of Afghanistan) would have appeared infinitely
more impressive. While Europe — destined to be trampled under the hoofs
of the Mongol cavalry exactly thirty-five years later — would doubtless
have found the recent exploits of the French knights of the Fourth Crusade
— that pack of bombastic third rate robbers, of no character, who had settled
themselves in Constantinople and in Greece little over a year before the
gathering on the banks of the Onon — much more noteworthy.

Contemporary history is always misunderstood.

At the appearing of the Mongol horsemen, the East and West were to
realise what Genghis Khan’s leadership meant. In the meantime, outside the
steppes of High Asia, the kuriltai of 1206 remained as unnoticed as had, half
a century before, the birth of the child Temujin, son of Yesugei. I repeat:
great events, bearing endless creative or destructive after-effects, are never
noticed at the time they happen. Still, they happen. And they bear their fruit.
Genghis Khan, supreme ruler “of all those who dwell in felt tents,” was now
ready to thrust his irresistible horsemen against the forces of “civilisation”
and to conquer both the East and the West.

Written in Werl (Westphalia) in July and August, 1949.
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CHAPTER VI

THE WILL TO CONQUER

Genghis Khan was to conquer. “But how? And why?” — so have
bewildered men repeatedly wondered, at the thought of his extraordinary
destiny. The right answer is, in the words of Kokchu, the shaman, a believer
in miracles (and doubtless appointed by Genghis Khan himself to present his
career in such a light as to strike the Mongols with sacred awe) “because
‘the power of the Eternal Blue Sky’ had ‘descended upon him.” Because he
was ‘here on earth, Its agent’.”' The right answer is, in the words of Ralph
Fox, a believer in historical materialism: “Because Temujin-Chingis was
born at a time of crisis among his own people, when all was ready for the
leader who should build a new society; and because it was his fate also to be
born when the two great feudal States on either side of him, the
Khwarazmian Empire in Central Asia and the Kin Empire in China, were in
full decay.”

[ said twice “the right answer,” for both explanations — the
supernatural and mediaeval, and the modern, materialistic — are true to fact
in the eyes of whoever sees, in the unfurling of events in time, the
manifestation of a timeless Necessity. The next consequence of the state of
the Universe at any given time and place — the “will of the Eternal Blue
Sky” at that particular time and in that particular place, — is nothing else but
that which has to be, according to the unchanging Laws that rule both the
visible and the invisible world. And Genghis Khan had to be, like all the
great ones who made history (while the implacable logic of previous history
had made their appearing unavoidable, and sketched out the part they were
to play upon the international stage). He had to be, and he had to conquer.
And doubtless the socio-political

! Harold Lamb, “The March of the Barbarians” (edit. 1941), p. 57.
? Ralph Fox, “Genghis Khan” (edit. 1936), p. 50.
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conditions in Asia, in his time — the conditions in the steppes, on one hand,
and the conditions in the two Empires, on the other, — determined how
complete his success was to be. But there is more to be said. His own will
played, in his conquests, a part at least as important as that of those
exceptional circumstances under which it manifested itself. And if those
largely account for the succession of events in his career, the quality and the
direction of his will, and the aspirations of his heart, give the key to Aim and
situate him in his particular place among the god-like men of action.

As I said before, there was no ideology whatsoever behind his long
bitter struggle for the mastery of the steppes. There was but the sheer will to
overcome his enemies; to free himself from danger, — the will to survive.
And behind those wars that were now to give him mastery over the greatest
part of Asia, there was also no ideology; no sacred zeal. There was the desire
of greater security, and the increasing lust of wealth and well-being for
himself and for his family — nothing more. He conquered for booty. And he
organised his conquests with admirable skill — imposing peace and security
upon the terrorised survivors of the conquered people, — merely in order to
make booty systematic, permanent, and more and more plentiful.

He “welded together into a new nation the people who dwelt in tents,”
and above this nation, he set up “the Mongol clan, the tarkhans and noyons,
companions of his early struggles.”' But above them (and, in his mind, for
ever and ever) he set up the Altyn Uruk; the “Golden Family”; his own sons
and their sons; his own blood — himself. His people were the servants of his
sons, and his. No doubt, he rewarded their loyalty magnificently.
Nevertheless, he and his sons were the real centre of all his care, the aim of
all his efforts. He was a million miles away from the spirit of the
disinterested modern idealist who wrote: “My son is but a part of my
people.”” And it is this attitude — and not the necessary ruthlessness of his
wars — which makes him, in our eyes, a man “in Time”; a typical
“Lightning-man,” in the succession of

! Harold Lamb, “The March of the Barbarians” (edit. 1941), p. 73.

2 “Mein Sohn ist nur ein Teil von meinem Volk.” (Wolf Sérensen, in “Die Stimme der
Ahnen”).
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those great Ones that have changed or tried to change the face of the earth.

And the study of his campaigns abroad only deepens that
overwhelming impression of self-centred power that one gathers from, the
early history of his life.

As living instances of his thoroughness and efficiency, Genghis
Khan’s wars against Hsi-Hsia, against China and against the West, provide
one of the most uplifting lessons in patience, will-power and intelligence
that I can think of.

The sturdy Tangut kingdom of Hsi-Hsia — which lay just outside the
Great Wall of Cathay — although at first only Superficially subdued, was
sufficiently weakened not to become a danger to the Mongols during their
expedition against northern China. That expedition was decided by Genghis
Khan in answer to the pretention of the new Chinese Emperor to receive
from him the traditional act of submission which the nomad chieftains
beyond the Wall had given every new occupant of the Dragon Throne, for
generations. It was but a formal act of submission. But Genghis Khan, well
informed about the internal weakness of China in general and of the Kin
Dynasty of northern China in particular, decided that the custom, —
meaningless anyhow, — had lasted long enough. To break it meant war. But
war was the only path to boundless power and increasing plenty; to the
fulfillment of Genghis Khan’s destiny.

The preparation of that war — as that of any other of Genghis Khan’s
campaigns, in fact, — is as admirable as the war itself; a masterpiece of
patient, far-sighted, minute and thorough organisation, stretched over years.
First, the silent, unassuming but absolutely efficient net-work of spies who,
from all corners of the enemy’s realm, regularly brought the illiterate son of
Yesugei all the information he needed in order to think out his campaign and
then to carry it to fruition, is enough to amaze even such people as are
acquainted with more modern secret organisations of similar nature. The
enemy was doomed before hand. Then come the series of actual military
preparations: — another wonder. As his modern English biographer rightly
points out, Genghis Khan “left nothing to
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chance.”” From the sort of propaganda the most likely to give the Mongols
the desired unity and the best possible fighting spirit, down to the smallest
details concerning the diet of the troops and their daily exercises; down to
the meanest item of military equipment, all was conceived and calculated
with one aim in view: unfailing, machine-like efficiency. “The heavy cavalry
wore armour consisting of four overlapping plates of tanned hide, which
were lacquered to protect them against humidity,” notes the same
biographer; “They were armed with lance and curved sabre. The light
cavalry carried a javelin and two bows, one for shooting from horseback,
and another for use on foot, when greater precision of aim was desired. They
had three quivers, with different calibre arrows, one of which was armour-
piercing. The troopers carried tools, a camp-kettle, an iron ration of dried
meat, a water-tight bag with a change of clothes, which could also be
inflated and used in crossing rivers. All maneuvres were directed by signals,
and the whole army worked as smoothly as a machine.” And the soul of that
extraordinary human machine was a newly born Mongol nationalism, which
Genghis Khan cleverly kindled, and used to his own ends.

The numerical inferiority of the Mongols, compared with their
enemies, 1s also a remarkable fact. Their astounding mobility, their thorough
preparation and their discipline made up for it.

Finally, there is one thing which cannot but impress us as much as if
not more than all the rest, at this stage of the conqueror’s life, and that 1s (if |
may employ such an unusual combination of words) his own spiritual
preparation for war. Indeed, before leading his army to the mountain passes
and across the Great Wall that had, hitherto, seemed impregnable to the
Mongols, — before engaging himself into a great war that was to last several
years, — Genghis Khan “retired for three days into his tent, with a rope
around his neck, to fast and commune with himself, and then, going to a hill-
top, he took off cap and belt and made sacrifice to the Blue Sky.””

! Ralph Fox, “Genghis Khan” (edit. 1936), p. 144. Harold Lamb, (“The March of the
Barbarians,” edit. 1941, p. 58), says: “He took no chances.”

? Ralph Fox, “Genghis Khan” (edit. 1936), p. 145.

3 Ralph Fox, “Genghis Khan” (edit. 1936), p. 144.
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He was now well in his “fifties” — for this was five years after the great
kuriltai on the banks of the Onon. With infinite patience and caution, he had
marched irresistibly on and on, and again he had just been taking every
thinkable earthly step to make his new war a success. But his unfailing
intuition told him that even this was not enough, that there were in war
imponderable factors, and that there were means to victory which were
neither military nor economic, nor, generally speaking, human. What exactly
did the khakhan think, alone before the majesty of the Everlasting Blue Sky?
No one knows. But he most certainly felt that there is a secret source of
strength in the state of mind of the man who humbles himself in front of the
eternal and implacable, putting himself and all his schemes into the hands of
superhuman Forces, after having done all that wall humanly advisable in
view of success. But, as one reads that reference to his retirement on the eve
of his victorious onslaught on China, one cannot help remembering that
other time — now far away in his stormy past — when, having lost
everything he possessed, including his newly-wedded young wife, he
communed with the Unseen upon the slopes of Burkan Kaldun, at sunrise,
making libations of mare’s milk to the mysterious Power that had saved his
hunted life. One cannot help putting in parallel those two moments and
admiring that quest of the conqueror for union with something divine,
beyond himself, both at the lowest ebb of his fortune and now, on the eve of
his long-prepared victory over the armies of Cathay. And one cannot help
feeling that there was a divine purpose (of which he himself did not know)
behind that stubborn man who fought for his own security and for the
grandeur and riches of his increasing, family.

* % %

The swiftness and discipline of Genghis Khan’s army and the skill of
his commanders — and his own — overcame all difficulties. The army of
the Kin emperor was defeated in a major battle, the memory of which struck
terror for a long time in the hearts of the Chinese. And slowly — for Peking
was not to surrender till the summer of 1215, — but steadily, the Mongols
conquered the whole country, unto the River
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Hoang-Ho. At first, they avoided walled towns. They raided the land, driving
off horses and cattle, and were content with taking the armies of the Kin
Emperor by surprise and beating them in numberless encounters, while
many “auxiliaries” of Mongol blood deserted the Chinese to join Genghis
Khan’s banner. The terror of the Mongol name, already great, grew and
grew. It increased beyond all measure when the invaders did begin to
besiege towns successfully. For Genghis Khan showed no mercy to the
people of the cities that he captured. “Any resistance was crushed with
inhuman methodical massacre of all that lived within the walls.”"

And although, even after the surrender of Peking, the resistance of the
Kin by no means ceased,’ the entire north of China, Manchuria — and Korea
— were now a part of Genghis Khan’s growing empire, and a source of
untold wealth to him and to his people.

In 1215, leaving behind him Mukuli, a trusted commander, at the head
of the army of occupation, the conqueror, now nearly sixty, rode homewards.
The steppes where he had grown up as a hunted wanderer and fought as the
chieftain of a handful of warriors, now swarmed with foreign slaves; gold
and silver, and priceless objects of ivory and of jade — treasures unheard of
— filled the Khakhan’s coffers; his sons and faithful followers were “clothed
in brocaded silk’” as he had wished. Arid he now counted among his wives a
Chinese princess, adopted daughter of the Kin Emperor. And a man of royal
blood, wise Yeliu Chuts’ai, descendant of those Khitan Emperors whom the
Kin had dethroned, was his counsellor. One could rightly have said of
Genghis Khan that he had conquered his dream — and more still. He was
now wealthy and dreaded, as he had longed to be all his life. He was a real
king. And had he died at that moment of his career, still his name would
have been great in the history of Asia; still he would have remained the
builder of Mongol power and the father and founder of the new Yuan
Dynasty that was to hold the Dragon Throne for over hundred and fifty
years.’

! Harold Lamb, “The March of the Barbarians” (edit. 1941), p. 59.

? It was not to be entirely broken till after the second Mongol campaign, under Ogodai,
Genghis Khan’s son.

3 Harold Lamb, “The March of the Barbarians” (edit. 1941), p. 56.
4 Until 1370, date of the advent of the Ming.
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But sixty years before — on that cold night when his mother, Hoelun, had
conceived him from her ravisher, — the unnoticed pattern of constellations
in the depth of the “Eternal Blue Sky” had marked him out to be more, far
more than that.

Apparently, he could have stayed quiet and enjoyed his conquests; ate
and drunk in peace and plenty among his people, now organised and
prosperous. Maybe, he had himself no intention of doing anything else, and,
as some of his biographers say,' did not actually want war at this stage of his
life. Or, maybe, the insatiable lust for power and possessions was still as
strong in him as when he had led his fumans through the open gates of the
Great Wall, a few years before. We shall never know. But things were
happening, and were soon to happen, in High Asia, that were to make war
unavoidable. And the hidden, mathematical determinism of the: world,
combined with his own irresistible destiny — the destiny of the child
Temujin, tangible forecast of the changes that had to take place, — drew
Genghis Khan to the West, to unprecedented military greatness; and Asia, to
accelerated decay, after his death.

After Tayan’s death and the defeat of his tribe, which we mentioned in
the preceding chapter, Kuchluk, the Naiman chieftain, had fled to Balasagun,
the capital of the Kara-Khitai country which stretched from the Altai
Mountains, and from the boundary of the former Hsi-Hsia Kingdom, to the
River Syr Daria. The Gurkhan, head of the Kara-Khitai realm, had given him
refuge there, and he, very rapidly, through all manner of treachery, had
raised himself to the position of an, independent ruler. Genghis Khan could
wait, but he never forgot. And. it was, with him, a principle, that no
irreducible enemy should be allowed to live. So, well informed as he was of
what had taken place, — and fully aware of the weakness of Kuchluk’s
position in spite of such a rapid rising — he had ordered one of his trusted
generals, Jebei-Noyon, to march into the land of the Kara-Khitai. The land
had been conquered, and

! Ralph Fox, “Genghis Khan” (edit. 1936), p, 162.
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Kuchluk captured and put to death in 1218, three years after the surrender of
Peking. And knowing how unpopular both he and the Gurkhan had made
themselves by persecuting the Moslems and Nestorian Christians, and what
bitter hatred these all nourished towards the Buddhists in the whole realm,
the Mongol general had proclaimed complete religious freedom in the name
of the Khakhan, a gesture which had made him appear as a liberator in the
eyes of a great section of the people, and had immensely strengthened the
hold of the Mongols upon the country.

Genghis Khan’s empire now practically bordered that of the
Khwarizm Shah, i.e., that of the Turkoman dynasty which ruled, in the place
of the former Seljuk Sultans, over Turan and the whole of Iran, — from the
mouth of the Ural River, and the land north of the Aral Sea, down to the
Persian Gulf, and from Iraq to the Hindu Kush. But again, at first, nothing
seemed to foreshadow war between the two potentates.

Yet, war was to break out. As I said: it was Asia’s destiny, linked up
with the extraordinary destiny of the son of Yesugei. The greed and folly of
the governor of Otrar (a frontier town on the border of the two empires) and
the incapacity of Mohammed ben Takash, the ruling Khwarizm Shah, to face
the situation as a realist, were the pretext and the immediate cause of the
war.

Genghis Khan had sent an embassy to the Khwarizm Shah — who
had first sent him one, at the close of the Chinese campaign. A caravan, “a
trading enterprise of the Moslem merchants” who now surrounded the
Mongol conqueror, followed. “Its five hundred camels carried nuggets of
gold and silver, silk, ... the furs of beaver and sable, and many ingenious and
elegant articles of Chinese workmanship.”' When this caravan reached
Otrar, the local governor had the merchants and their servants massacred and
the treasures seized. Genghis Khan, who, even in great indignation, always
remained too practical to be rash, did not, at once, in answer to that outrage,
wage war on Mohammed ben Takash, however difficult it might have
appeared to believe that the deed had been perpetrated without the latter’s
knowledge. He sent, instead, a second embassy, to demand of him the
punishment of

! Ralph Fox, “Genghis Khan” (edit. 1936).
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the governor of Otrar and compensation for the losses. And it is only after
the head of this embassy had been murdered by order of the Khwarizm
Shah, in defiance of all accepted notions of right, and its other members
shamefully treated, that he decided on war, and started preparing his march
to the west as minutely and methodically as he had, years before, his
onslaught on Cathay. There was no other honor cable course which he could
take. But this war was to be a war to the finish. And the Khwarizm Shah
must often have regretted not having avoided it while it was yet time.

For, in Genghis Khan, bitter, immediate resentment at the feeling of
insult, and thirst of revenge, kindled the old will to conquer into a
superhuman force of destruction. In all his campaigns the conqueror had
shown, swiftness — no sooner the time of patient preparation had come to
an end and action had started, — along with unprecedented ruthlessness. But
in this one, — his last one, — he was to strike with the sudden irresistibility
of Lightning and to bring about such wide-scale desolation as only great
physical cataclysms — only God Himself — can work out upon the earth.
He was to prove himself, if ever, animated with that which I have called in
the beginning of this book, the spirit of “Lightning.”

With the same efficiency as always, the conqueror’s extraordinary
“intelligence service” gave him all the necessary information about the
enemy’s country and conditions of life and political intrigues, about his
exact strength and weaknesses, before war actually started. As always, every
detail concerning the mobilisation, the training, the equipment and transport
of troops was patiently worked out, and every predictable difficulty
surmounted before hand. And once more, in order to draw to himself the
divine Power of the invisible world, which he felt at the back of all his
achievements), Genghis Khan humbled himself before the one thing he
knew to be greater than he; the Everlasting Blue Sky. “He went alone to a
height near the Mountain of Power, and took the covering from his head, the
girdle from his waist. For hours le communed with the spirits of the high and
distant places; and he came down with a message: the Everlasting Blue Sky
had granted victory to the Mongols.”' As Harold Lamb says,

! Harold Lamb, “The March of the Barbarians” (edit. 1941), p. 62.
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he probably had the intention of strengthening the morale of his people at
the beginning of a great new campaign. But I somewhat feel there was more
than that in this ritual gesture of allegiance to the Invisible. It was a gesture
of supreme wisdom, without which Genghis Khan would not have been
Genghis Khan. It was, on the part of the greatest conqueror of all times, the,
recognition that even his career was but an episode in endless Time, and
even /e but an instrument in the hands of the heavenly Forces that lead the
Dance of Time; that, however much he fought for himself, he too fought for
the purpose of all Creation.

The Dance of Time is the Dance of death — and rebirth; and the
purpose of all Creation is destruction — before a new Creation; death,
before the glory of a new Beginning. Many things were to be destroyed in
old Asia. So, “tending the remount herds and the wagon trains,”' slowly but
methodically, — as irresistible as Time Itself, — on went the Mongol
tumans over the mountain ranges, the natural barrier between the Eastern
steppes and the world of Islam. They felled trees, broke down rocs, and built
roads and bridges as they went. They were not hundreds of thousands, as the
vanquished were soon to imagine in their terror. They were, according to
Ralph Fox, barely seventy thousand regular Mongol soldiers, to which
estimate one should add an equal number of levies from the subject Turkish
peoples,” and, according to Harold Lamb, “some fifteen divisions of ten
thousand men.””

A surprise raid of Juchi, the eldest prince, of the Golden Family,
across the Ak-Kum Desert and the Kara-Tau Hills to the lower Syr Daria
region, i.e., in the direction of the Aral Sea, deceived the enemy. While Jelal-
ud-Din, son of Mohammed-ben-Takash, uselessly pursued the raiders (who
disappeared as swiftly as they had appeared), Genghis Khan’s main army,
concentrated near Lake Balkash, was resting, after its long and difficult
westward march, and preparing to attack. All was ready by the autumn of
1219. Yet, not until the early spring of 1220 did Genghis Khan order his
general Jebei-Noyon, (who, by the way, was not with the main army, but

! Harold Lamb, “The March of the Barbarians™ (edit. 1941), p. 62.
? Ralph Fox, “Genghis Khan” (edit. 1936), p. 199.
3 Harold Lamb, “The March of the Barbarians” (edit. 1941), p. 62.
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much further to the south, in the region of Kashgar) to march to Khojend, as
though he intended to strike immediately at the two great cities of the
Khwarizm Empire: Samarkand and Bokhara. The Khakhan had had time,
during those six months, to make full use of his amazing “intelligence
service” and to gather all the information he needed concerning the enemy’s
preparations, and, also, the enemy’s weaknesses and blunders, so as to take
the greatest advantage of all these in his own plans against him. The time
which a superficial observer would have considered as wasted, had been, in
reality, well employed — in a way that was to render possible the swiftness
of the decisive blow. Indeed, nothing is more remarkable, in the history of
all Genghis Khan’s wars, than the contrast between the apparent slowness of
methodical, far-reaching preparations, and the lightning-speed of action at
the decisive moment. Nothing renders those wars more admirable, from the
standpoint both of the strategist and of the artist.

While Mohammed Shah’s attention was diverted by Juchi’s attack, the
main Mongol army, divided into three sections, moved rapidly over the land
that Juchi had just laid waste, and reached the River Syr Daria. Two forces
each of thirty thousand soldiers, were commanded by Genghis Khan’s eldest
sons; and the third, consisting of another thirty thousand men and of the
Guard, was under the command of the conqueror himself, assisted by his
younger son, and by the veteran of the China war and future hero of the
European campaign, Subodai, one of the greatest generals of all times. The
two princes, Juchi and Chagatai, went south — along the hank of the Syr
Daria — to join Jebei and to attack Samarkand with him. Meanwhile
Genghis Khan crossed the river, and conducted his tumans across the Kizil
Kum Desert, suddenly appearing, a month later, “almost on the top of
Bokhara, and try the rear of the Shah’s armies.”" As always, he had taken
every precaution so as to assure the success of, such a march. Every trooper
had been provided with the necessary supply of dried meat and water;
remount herds of horses had been taken; and the time had been carefully
chosen. “Such

! Ralph Fox, “Genghis Khan” (edit. 1936), p. 202.
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a march through the desert would have been impossible at any other season
of the year”*, says the modern biographer that we have quoted so many
times.

Once more, swiftness of movement determined the Mongols’ victory.
On the 11th of April, 1220, while Mohammed-ben-Takash fled for his life,
the son of Yesugei entered the prosperous and populous city of Bokhara —
the hallowed seat of Islamic learning — without encountering almost any
resistance. His first orders to the vanquished were to bring hay and water for
his tired horses and food for his men.

For a few days, the Mongols gave themselves without restraint to
feasting and to lechery. Then, they turned to Samarkand, that the combined
forces of Juchi and Chagatai and Jebei-Noyon were attacking from the east.
The famous “city of gardens and of palaces” had no choice but to surrender
and to be plundered. Its inhabitants were not systematically killed as in the
case of towns that resisted the Mongols. The great bulk of the people of
Bokhara (who had also not resisted) had been driven before the conquerors
to be used in groups “as a human shield for the first ranks of the Mongol
attack on Samarkand.” And the captives of Samarkand were later on driven
off to help the Mongols fill the ditch round Urganj, the besieged capital of
the Khwarizm Shah. In the meantime, during the autumn and winter 1220,
Genghis Khan allowed the greater part of his army to rest in Samarkand
while a force of thirty thousand men, under Subodai and Jebei-Noyon, had
been commanded by him to pursue Mohammed Shah “like the flying wind,”
wherever he might take refuge.

Mohammed-ben-Takash, the Khwarizm Shah, who, for weeks, had
been hunted from town to town, expired alone on an island of the Caspian
Sea — his last refuge — after learning that “his wives and children were
prisoners and his treasure

! Ralph Fox, Ibid.
? Harold Lamb, “The March of the Barbarians” (edit. 1941), p. 64.
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on its way to Samarkand, under convoy.”' Subodai and Jebei-Noyon then
crossed the Caucasus with their storming column, and made a successful
raid into the Russian plains as far as the River Don, while the sons of
Genghis Khan, Juchi, Chagatai and Ogodai, driving before them the captives
from Samarkand, hastened to lay siege before Urganj. On account of its
stubborn resistance, — as useless as that which any of the other towns had
offered — the capital was doomed before hand; fated to be utterly wiped
out.

Meanwhile the conqueror himself, taking with him his younger son
Tuli and some of his grandsons, proceeded to deserve, in Khorasan and
Afghanistan, that reputation of irresistible destructiveness which the terror of
the crushed people has attached to his name for all times.

Any town that made even a show of resistance was “stormed or
tricked into surrender”™ and levelled to the ground — as Urganj had been, —
while its people, with the exception of the useful artisans and of the young
and desirable women, were systematically killed. This mass-slaughter
evidently aimed at paralysing all will to resist, nay, all possibility of
resistance.... It was practical and methodical, like everything the Mongols
did, at Genghis Khan’s orders — and it was carried out “without evidence of
sadistic torment.”> The Mongols, says Harold Lamb, “led out the people of
walled towns, examining then carefully and ordering the skilled workers —
who would be useful — to move apart. Then the soldiers went through the
ranks of helpless human beings, killing methodically with their swords and
hand axes — as harvesters would go through a field of standing wheat. They
took the wailing women by the hair, bending forwards their heads, to sever
the spine more easily. They slaughtered with blows on the bead men who
resisted weakly.” It is said that about nine million people were thus put to
the sword in and round the Place where had once stood the prosperous city
of Merv. Fear caused, no doubt the contemporary Muslim chroniclers to
exaggerate the number of the dead. Genghis Khan appeared

! Ralph Fox, “Genghis Khan” (edit. 1936), p. 210.

? Harold Lamb, “The March of the Barbarians” (edit. 1943), p. 63.
3 Harold Lamb, “The March of the Barbarians” (edit. 1941), p. 65.
4 Harold Lamb, “The March of the Barbarians” (edit. 1941), p. 63.
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to them as “the scourge of Allah” and, wherever his army passed, it was like
the end of the world — the end, at least, of that world which they knew. Yet,
even if the figures were to be brought down to their half, still they would
suggest a magnitude of slaughter unprecedented in history.

It is noticeable that material signs of power, wealth or culture —
strong walls, works of irrigation, libraries; — for which the conquerors had
no use, were no more respected than human life; that the destruction was as
complete and as impartial as it could possibly be when wrought by man’s
imperfect weapons under the guidance of man’s will; as similar as it could
possibly be to the total, indiscriminate destruction wrought by ever-changing
Nature through her storms, earthquakes and volcanic eruptions, or simply
through all-devouring Time, the very Principle of Change.

Yet, it was destruction wrought by man, at the orders of a self-centred
man of genius and, ultimately, for that man’s personal ends. Genghis Khan
“deliberately turned the rich belt of Islamic civilisation into a no-man’s-land.
He put an end to the agricultural working of the country, creating an
artificial steppe here, on the frontier of his new empire; making it — he
thought — suited to the life of his own people.”' And he did this, apparently
conscious of the fact that only if his people, the nomad Mongols, remained
nomadic, could sons and grandsons continue for ever to govern the empire
he had won them, and to enjoy its wealth. He felt that he had to destroy so
that he and his sons and their sons might thrive — nof on account of any real
or supposed natural right of theirs to domination, not in the name of any real
or supposed naturally superior rank of theirs in the everlasting scheme of
Creation, but simply because they were his progeny; his “Golden Family.”
As I already stated: he loved himself in them — not them and himself in his
broader and higher self: his race, integrated, in its proper place, in the still
broader realm of Life, human and non-human, as a true idealist, a man
“against Time” — capable of no less methodical and thorough destruction as
he, but in an entirely different spirit — would have done in his place. He was
essentially the embodiment of separativeness, the God-appointed agent of
Death; of

! Harold Lamb, “The March of the Barbarians,” (edit, 1941) p. 66.
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all the men “in Time,” as I have called them in the beginning of this book,
the nearest to the unchanging Principle of separativeness and destructiveness
— of change —: Mahakala; Time.

Indeed, when one reads the description of the terror that followed his
horsemen wherever they went in Khorasan and Afghanistan, and specially
when one ponders over the emotionless, remorseless, methodical character
of the mass-slaughter they wrought, one cannot help admiring the
detachment and efficiency with which the latter was carried out, and secretly
regretting that such wide-scale, machinelike power of killing was not applied
in the service of a better cause — of some impersonal truth; of some more-
than-human justice, in the spirit expressed by Lord Krishna when, exhorting
the warrior Arjuna, in Kurukshettra, He told him, speaking of the enemies he
was to slay: “These bodies of the embodied One, Who is eternal,
indestructible and immeasurable, are known as finite. Therefore fight, O
Bharata!”"

But that was not the spirit of Genghis Khan, the warlord submitted to
the bondage of self and therefore of Time. And now and then an episode that
history has brought down to us — such as that of the annihilation of Bamyan
— stands out to show what a gap separates the Mongol conqueror, despite
all his undeniable grandeur, from the ideal of the warrior “against Time” as
portrayed in the old Sanskrit Scripture. At the siege of Bamyan, in
Afghanistan, Mukutin, son of Chagatai, and one of the young grandsons of
Genghis Khan, was killed. As we have seen, in all the conqueror’s
campaigns, cities that had, to any extent, resisted the Mongols, had been
destroyed, and the greater part of their inhabitants put to the sword. But the
blood of the Golden Family, even though it were shed through the veins of
one single individual, was still more precious, in Genghis Khan’s eyes, than
that of any number of Mongol soldiers, and cried for a greater vengeance.
The old Khakhan, therefore, commanded that all living creatures — people
without the customary discrimination between the useful and the useless;
beasts; and the very birds of the air, — be killed to the last, in and round
Bamyan, and that all trace of the town upon the earth be wiped out. And “the
order was strictly carried out,”” notes the modern biographer

"' The Bhagavad-Gita, II, Verse 18.
? Ralph Fox, “Genghis Khan” (edit. 1936), p. 214.
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of Genghis Khan, — who cannot help contrasting the horror of that deed
with the serene, unearthly beauty symbolised in “the great cave of
Buddhas,” high up on the mountain-side, above the destroyed city full of
decaying corpses. The opposition is indeed staggering. It is, carried to its
utmost forcifulness, the lasting contrast between the man “in Time” and
what we have called the man “above Time.”

But one should not miss its real meaning by allowing one’s mind to be
swayed by hasty reactions. Despite all appearances, it is not the contrast
between destructive fury and boundless kindness — love towards all
creatures — which is the most remarkable, the actual contrast. It is the
opposition between the family-centred, i.e., self-centred attitude of Genghis
Khan, as illustrated by that as by many other of his actions, and the perfect
detachment of the Indian Sage from all ties. There, — in what they are far
more than in what they do, — lies the gap between the man “in Time” and
the Man “above Time.” And, I repeat, had the self-same mass-slaughter
taken place, but in the name of some impersonal necessity worth its while,
and not for the sake of that primitive passion of family vendetta which, in
the circumstance, animated Genghis Khan, the physical contrast between the
beautiful, peaceful cave on high and the place of massacre, pervaded with
the stench of death, would have remained; and it would, doubtless, have
been equally impressive in the eyes of the superficial observer; nay, it would
have stirred the same feelings, that one guesses, — the feelings nowadays so
lavishly exploited in all cheap “atrocity campaigns” for mass consumption
— in the hearts of unthinking humanitarians. But it would have been just a
physical, an outwardly contrast; it would not have expressed any real
contrast, from the standpoint of integral truth, for men “against Time” —
capable of destruction in a detached spirit and “in the interest of Creation”
— and men “above Time” walk along parallel paths, in eternity if not in
history; along parallel paths different from that followed by those, however
great, who are still within the bondage of Time.

* X%

During this whole lightning-like campaign, only once did the Mongols
experience the bitterness of defeat; and that was at Perwana, where Jelal-ed-
Din, the fugitive son of the
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Khwarizm Shah, managed to get the best of Shigi-Kutuku, one of Genghis
Khan’s lieutenants. The Mongols who fell alive into his clutches were put to
torture at the orders of the Turkish prince who, for a short time, enjoyed the
pleasure of feeling himself the avenger of his father and of his people in a
proper Turkish manner — or, should I not rather say: in the manner of a man
who lived (despite the tremendous disparity between them) far more “in
Time” even than his great enemy?

There was indeed, in this war, from the start to the end, as much
deadly passion on one side as on the other. Only Genghis Khan’s passion —
his will to conquer, so that his sons and grandsons might be emperors, —
was served with far more perseverence, and, above all, with far more
lucidity, than his enemy’s will to save what he could of the Khwarizmian
Empire.

It was, in fact, if not by Genghis Khan himself, at least by more than
one of his generals, — in particular, by virtuous Subodai, the very
embodiment of boundless, disinterested devotion, — served with
detachment; for those men had no personal lust, for power or riches; their
lives were ruled solely by their love for their Khan and their stern sense of
duty towards him and him alone; they were freer than he from what I have
called the ties of Time; perhaps even some of them were men “against
Time,” who saw in him the originator of a new organisation of Asia,
destined, in their minds, to lead to lasting peace and prosperity — to the
good of all people — and who followed him for that reason. I personally
believe that the presence of such men in the conqueror’s General Staff (and
possibly also among the thousands who composed his army) was a
considerable factor of victory on his side.

The calm with which Genghis Khan commented upon Shigi-Kutuku’s
misfortune, simply stating that defeat would teach him caution, and giving
him and the other chiefs a practical lesson in strategy upon the site of the
lost battle, shows how the conqueror could remain master of himself
whenever self-control was useful in view of further efficiency — for he must
have felt very deeply the grief of that one only defeat his soldiers had ever
known.

In that immense and constant self-control, source of his extraordinary
patience, coupled, with the capacity of taking



104

the right decisions in the wink of an eye at the right moment; in other words,
in qualities eminently characteristic of those men whom we called men
“above” and ‘“‘against” Time, lies the secret of Genghis Khan’s greatness.
The fact that he used these splendid qualities entirely in view of the
materialisation of a self-centred purpose and in a self-centred spirit, makes
him a man “in Time” all the more appalling, in certain of his activities, that
one is more aware of what a warrior endowed with his virtues could have
been, had he only cared to serve, in the words of the Bhagavad-Gita, “the
interest of the Universe” — of the whole of Creation — instead of his own
and that of his family.

It was, no doubt, difficult, and perhaps impossible, for a Mongol to
raise himself to that attitude — and to cling to it, — specially when having
attained absolute power after years and years of hardships and struggle. It
would seem that the Mongol, nay, that man of Mongolian race in the broader
sense of the word, can only be perfectly disinterested when he feels himself
the follower of somebody — man or god — not when he happens to be,
himself, the source of power. And yet... it is not easy to assert how far the
great conqueror’s practical, pitiless self-centredness is an inherent trait of his
race. Ralph Fox has, somewhere in his book, compared Genghis Khan’s
practical qualities with those of “the founders of the great capitalistic
enterprises of the last century, men who also stopped at nothing, who ruined
their enemies gleefully and stole their wives and daughters no less gleefully;
men who organised great empires, also, — empires of steel and power”;' —
men like, him essentially self-centred; we would say: like him living
essentially “in Time.” Yet, those were not Mongols. Nor was, before them,
the overrated Corsican upstart Napoleone Buonaparte, he, at least, a warrior,
— and one of undeniable military genius, although a pigmy even in that
respect, when compared with Genghis Khan, — who led the French to the
conquest of Europe in order to secure comfortable thrones for his worthless
brothers. Nor were so many self-centred organisers of all sorts, of lesser
magnitude, military or political — or both — who left somewhat of a name
in history. The truth is that absolutely disinterested — selfless — characters,
“men against Time” as we

! Ralph Fox, “Genghis Khan” (edit. 1936), p. 88.
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have called them, are extremely rare among the great nation-building
warriors as, in general, among the remarkable men of action of any race or
epoch.

Jelal-ed-Din did not enjoy for long the advantage given him by the
one single victory he had won. His last stronghold fell to Genghis Khan in
the autumn of 1221. By then, most of the tumans that had taken part in the
siege of Urganj, or scaled the Caucasus and pushed into the Russian plains
as far as the Sea of Azov, had joined the main Mongol forces. It seemed as
though nothing could stein the conqueror’s advance.

The Khakhan overtook the Turkish prince as the latter had reached the
Indus River, and there he defeated him in a last pitched battle and sent a
cavalry division in pursuit of him. But the raid beyond the Indus “was not
pressed home™ and it is not till years later — after the death of Genghis
Khan — that Jelal-ed-Din (who, in the meantime, had secured himself a new
kingdom in Iraq) was again hunted along the highways by the Mongols, and
that he met his end. Yet, one can safely say that at the moment he crossed the
Indus he was, already, for all intents and purposes, “politically dead” — no
longer able to stand in the way of the Mongols. And he never was to acquire,
anyhow, but a shadow of power.

Before starting, in the spring of 1223, the long homeward journey
back to his native Mongolia, Genghis Khan had a few conversations with
one of those rare men “above Time” that Asia has never failed to produce,
even in the darkest periods of her history: the Chinese sage Ch’ang Ch’un, a
Taoist. The main reason why he had invited the wise Cathayan to his camp
shows how much the conqueror was, despite all his greatness, submitted to
the bondage of Time and conscious of it: he wanted to learn from Ch’ang
Ch’un the secret of prolonging physical life and strength indefinitely. He had
heard that the seekers of the 7ao — the priests and monks of Ch’ang Ch’un’s
sect — were in possession of such a secret. From his boyhood he had been
fighting in order to survive; and in order to leave his family power and
riches — the greatest enjoyment of life — in inheritance. Now that he was
growing old, he clung to life

! Ralph Fox “Genghis Khan” (edit. 1936).
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more and more. His mind was not sufficiently detached to accept death
joyfully — as so many of his own followers had accepted it for his sake.
(His followers had him to love and to die for; but he loved nobody save
himself and his progeny, being, in that respect, no better than millions of
lesser men.) And when the serene man of meditation, the man “above Time,”
told him that there was “no medicine for acquiring immortality,” he was
disappointed. Yet, he was sufficiently impressed by Ch’ang Ch’un’s talk to
grant him a decree exempting ““all Taoist priests and institutions from the
payment of tax.”!

The journey across the mountain-ranges and steppes of Central Asia,
back to Karakorum, took months. It was interrupted by great hunts and great
feasts, after which took place athletic exercises and horse-races-sports dear,
to the Mongols as to many other warrior-like peoples. It was saddened, for
Genghis Khan, by the growing hostility that opposed Juchi to his other sons
and by the departure of Bortei’s first-born — of doubtful birth — to the
Kipchak steppes and, soon after, by the news of his death. But Genghis
Khan’s own end was drawing nigh.

The years 1226 and 1227 were filled with the conqueror’s last
campaign: his second war against the former Tangut kingdom of Hsi-Hsia,
whose king had rebelled against Mongol yoke. Genghis Khan died in August
1227 — the year of the Pig, in the Calendar of the Twelve Beasts — after the
Tangut had been defeated and while Kara-Khoto, their capital, was still
besieged by his army. He died in the saddle, as he had lived, “on the upper
Wei River, near the junction of the frontiers of the modern provinces of Kan-
Su and Shen-Su.”” His last order was to put the Tangut king and all his
followers to death, as soon as Kara-Khoto would fall.

The conqueror’s body was taken back to the ordu of the Yakka
Mongols in the midst of which he had been born

! Ralph Fox. “Genghis Khan” (edit. 1936), p. 234. Harold Lamb, loc. cit., p. 70.
? Ralph Fox. “Genghis Khan” (edit. 1936), p. 240.
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seventy years before. The men who carried him, lying in his coffin upon a
two-wheeled wagon, killed every living creature, human being or beast, that
they met on their way, according to Mongol custom.' In death as in life a
trail of blood was to follow that extraordinary man, who had come into the
world clutching a clot of blood in his right hand.

He was buried in some place that he had himself designated long
before — probably somewhere in the shade of Burkan Kaldun, the
“Mountain of Power,” on which he had once communed with the Eternal
Blue Sky, in the hour of distress; near the head waters of the Onon and of the
Kurulen, but no one knows where, to this day, save, perhaps, (it is believed)
a very small number of Mongols, who keep the knowledge religiously
secret.

When he lay in his grave, with offerings of meat and grain, with his
bow and sword, and the bones of the last warhorse that he had mounted,” it
was solemnly announced by the chief-shaman — the Beki, — who had
presided over the burial ceremony, that his skiildé or life-spirit had left his
body to abide for ever in the Banner of the Nine Yak Tails — the banner of
the Mongol tribe — so that it might, there, continue to lead his army to
victory. For, kindled by the consciousness of the sombre beauty of his great
life, the will to conquer had survived the conqueror. And his sons would
continue and extend his work: strengthen the hold of the ever wealthier and
more powerful Golden Family upon Asia and — they hoped — upon the
world.

' So that no enemies might see the death cart of the Khan (or be, indirectly, caused to
learn of his departure). (Harold Lamb, loc. cit, p. 75).

? Harold Lamb, “The March of the Barbarians” (edit. 1941), p. 77.
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CHAPTER VII

FROM THE DANUBE TO THE YELLOW SEA

The impulse which Genghis Khan had given the Mongols did not
abate with his death. On the contrary: conquest went on with amazing
rapidity and thoroughness — and skill — under his immediate successors, as
though the god-like warrior’s skiildé had indeed taken abode in the Mongol
banner.

As we have said, Genghis Khan died in August 1227. Soon
afterwards, the last resistance of the Kin (whose Emperor had gone south)
was broken, Nan-king stormed, and the whole of China down to the River
Yang-Tse definitively brought to submission. This was mainly the work of
Subodai, the veteran general, who had served Genghis Khan all his life. But
Ogodai — now Khakhan, — and his brother Tuli (who died on his way back
to Karakorum) had led separate armies operating together with his, all
through the early part of the campaign. Then, but a few years later, — in the
summer of 1236, — the Mongol tumans, rested, and equipped anew,
(provided with “a corps of Chinese engineers under the command of a &k 'ung
pao, a master of artillery”") were again marching west; covering the sixty
degrees of longitude that separated them from the limit, of the already
conquered lands, in order to conquer more. Batu, son of Juchi, of whom the
rich grasslands of Russia were to be the heritage; Mangu, son of Tuli; the
promising young war-lord Kaidu, son of Kuyuk son of Ogodai, and Subodai,
led the irresistible forces. The same unbelievably patient and cautious
preparations as in the days of the dead conqueror, followed by the same
swift action at the decisive, moment, characterised this new great campaign
— the second one without the material presence of Genghis Khan. (They
were to characterise all the following Mongol campaigns, for another thirty
years.)

The results are known. They are: the total collapse

! Harold Lamb, “The March of the Barbarians” (edit. 1941), p. 121.
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all Russian resistance and the conquest of half Europe by Genghis Khan’s
countrymen. “In the month of February (1237), writes the historian, “twelve
walled cities were obliterated. In the short space between December and the
end of March, the free peoples of central Russia vanished. And the sturdy
and turbulent independence of the Variag-governed Slavs ceased to be.”' The
half-byzantine city of Kiev, which the Mongols named “the Court of the
Golden Heads” on account of the resplendent domes of its many churches,
was stormed on the 6th December 1240 and completely destroyed. And the
Western march culminated in the famous battle of Liegnitz, (at which, on the
Oth April, 1241, Kaidu crushed the coalesced armies of Henry the Pious,
Duke of Silesia, and of the Margrave of Moravia, before King Wenceslas of
Bohemia had had time to join them,) and, nearly at the same time, in the
defeat of King Bela on the banks of the River Sayo, and. in the conquest of
Hungary by Subodai and Batu, soon followed by a further advance of the
Mongol hosts, who, crossed the frozen Danube on Christmas Day and who,
“with Gran smoking behind them, circled Vienna and pushed on as far as
Neustadt.”® The arrival at the Mongol camp, in February 1242, of a courier
from far-away Karakorum, with news of the Khakhan’s death and the order
to march back to the kuriltai to be held in the homeland, put an end to the
conquest of Europe. But Russia was to remain under Mongol yoke for over
three hundred years.

But that was not all. A little later — in 1253, when Mangu, son of
Tuli, had succeeded short-lived Kuyuk son, of Ogodai, as, Khakhan, —
Kubilai, Tuli’s second son, “was ordered to march against the Sung Empire
in southern China, that had never been invaded by Barbarians™* while, at the
other end of Asia, Hulagu, another of Mangu’s brothers, started the
campaign that was to make him the master of eastern Asia Minor, Syria and
Iraq, extending the limits of the domination of the Golden Family to the
shores of the Mediterranean and to the Arabian sands.

In 1258, Mostasem, last Khalif of Baghdad, was captured

! Harold Lamb, “The March of the Barbarians” (edit. 1941), p. 130.
? Harold Lamb, “The March of the Barbarians” (edit. 1941), p. 156.
3 Harold Lamb, “The March of the Barbarians” (edit. 1941), p. 208.
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in his city. Hulagu had him wrapped in felt and trampled under the hoofs of
the Mongol horses, so that his blood — royal blood — might not be shed.
Baghdad was put to sack, and ruined. And although, about to march into
Egypt, the grandson of Genghis Khan turned from his conquest at the news
of Mangu’s death, to take part in the meeting of the Mongol princes in their
distant homeland — as Subodai and Kaidu had turned from the conquest of
Western Europe seventeen years before; — and although none of his
descendants were ever to resume the onslaught against the civilised lands of
the South, still, his son, Abaka, and, after him, five other princes of his
blood, known in history as the “II-Khans of Persia,” ruled in succession over
the greater part of the lands he had conquered. The dynasty lasted till 1335.

Meanwhile, in the Far East, Kubilai, now Khakhan after Mangu, and
the master of the whole of China and of Yu-nan after years of war, received
the formal submission of the lords of Tong-King and sent his fleets “to raid
the Malayan coasts, and officers in disguise to explore the distant island of
Sumatra.”’ And his descendants, known in the Chinese annals as “the Yuan
Dynasty,” held their domination until the priest Chu, known as Tai-Tsong,
overthrew Shun-Ti, the last of them, in 1368, becoming himself the founder
of the Ming Dynasty.

In the steppes of High Asia, “from the forested Altai to the heights of
Afghanistan™ — between the Chinese world, domain of Kubilai and of his
sons, to the East, and the domain of the II-Khans, sons of Hulagu, and that of
the Khans of the Golden Horde, sons of Batu or sons of his brother Birkai, to
the West, — ruled Kaidu, son of Kuyuk son of Ogodai; Kaidu, the victor of
Liegnitz. “He had knit together the lands of the house of Ogodai — his own
— and of the house of Chagatai.”® With his warrior-like daughter Ai-Yuruk,
— one of the most fascinating feminine historic figures of all times, —
constantly at his side, he lived and fought in the old Mongol fashion,
contemptuous of his uncles’ increasing luxuries, and made frequent inroads
into the lands of Kubilai Khan, to whom he never submitted. Of all Genghis
Khan’s grandsons and great-grand-sons,

! Harold Lamb, “The March of the Barbarians” (edit. 1941), p. 275.
? Harold Lamb, “The March of the Barbarians” (edit. 1941), p. 243.
3 Harold Lamb, “The March of the Barbarians” (edit. 1941), p. 274.
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he was, perhaps, the one who resembled the great ancestor the most. Yet, in
glaring contrast to him, “the one thing Kaidu lacked was patience.”' And that
was enough to keep him in the background of history for ever, after the
brilliant part he played under Subodai’s guidance, during the European
campaign. One cannot help wondering what a different course events in Asia
might have taken, had the gifted prince been also endowed with that mastery
in the art of waiting, which is the quality of the strong, par excellence.

However, the fact remains that the map of the lands conquered by
Genghis Khan and by his immediate successors under the impulse his genius
had given them, is singularly impressive. Never had there existed on earth
such a great empire. Its territory stretched, in latitude, from the frozen
“tundras” of Northern Siberia to the Persian Gulf, the Himalayas, and the
jungles of Burma and Tong-King, and, in longitude, from the Danube and
the Eastern Mediterranean to the Pacific Ocean. And the varied peoples thus
assembled under the yoke of one family comprised more than half the total
number of human beings.

And that was not all. More impressive even than the extent of the
Mongol Empire was its extraordinary organisation, and the peace and
security that followed, wherever Mongol domination was firmly established.
“The Mongols proved in practice that they were as splendid organisers as
they were soldiers,” writes one of Genghis Khan’s modern biographers,
summing up the staggering impression of efficiency in peace as well as in
war that thirteenth century European observers — both monks and traders —
gathered from a close contact with the Empire of the steppes.

The most obvious mark of that amazing genius for organisation was,
perhaps, the perfect safety in which travellers and merchants, and preachers
of every faith, could move from relay to relay along the great post roads that
ran in every direction, from one end of the Empire to the other. In Genghis
Khan’s own days, or under his immediate successors Ogodai

! Harold Lamb, “The March of the Barbarians,” p. 125.
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and Kuyuk, it is said that a fifteen year-old virgin, covered with jewels,
could have walked through Asia unmolested, so high was the standard of
honesty and so strict the discipline imposed upon every human being by the
conqueror’s iron code of laws: the Yasa. And over a hundred years later, at
the time the Florentine trader Francesco Balduci Pegolotti went along it as a
representative of the important commercial firm of the Bardi, the land route
to Cathay, which started from Tana on the Sea of Azov, was still “the safest
in the world,”! thanks to the fact that the conqueror’s policy had been, to a
great extent, carried on by his descendants. A merchant needed no escort
whatsoever. In spite of many changes in the political structure of the Empire,
Genghis Khan’s Yasa still preserved the “Mongolian peace” within all lands
from Poland to the Pacific Ocean, at least as far as harmless travellers were
concerned.

“Dictated by Genghis Khan from time to time and traced upon leaves
of gold by his secretaries,” the Yasa was a strange code of laws. Age-old
tribal regulations designed to enforce, a certain amount of cleanliness among
the Mongols or illustrating the nomads’ particular conception of the spirit-
world and their idea of its interference in human affairs, were to be found in
it, side by side with dictates of a far broader scope — dictates revealing the
conqueror’s will to make his conquest everlasting and his actual capacity of
doing so if only... his successors would faithfully abide by his commands. It
was, for instance, among many other things, forbidden to urinate upon the
ashes of a fire, or to pollute running water even by making ablutions or
washing clothes in it, for that water was to be drunk (and in Central Asia
streams are rare). It was also forbidden “to walk in running water during the
spring and summer” or “to walk over a fire” so as “not to trouble the titulary
spirits of fire and water.”” But at the same time, all Genghis Khan’s subjects
were ordered “to respect all religious faiths without being bound by any one
faith”* and not to quarrel with one another on any account.

! Ralph Fox, “Genghis Khan” (edit. 1936), p. 187.
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The Yasa, in fact, imposed death penalty “for any evidence of quarrelling —
even for spying upon another man, or taking sides with one of two who were
disputing together”;' and religious toleration was enforced only in order to
avoid further occasions of dispute and further germs of division among the
millions of people that the conqueror wished to unite. Likewise, fornication,
sodomy, magic and deliberate lying — all sins that could give rise to
personal jealousies and sow seeds of dissension among people, and that
could not but enervate them both physically and morally; or sins that might
forward possibilities of rebellion — were punished by death; so was, also,
and above all, “disobedience to an order” and “any attempt of a lesser man
to use the authority that belonged to the khakhan alone.”* The only loyalty
which both Mongols and subject people were to share was loyalty to the
khakhan “Emperor of all men”; their one religion above all religions wad to
be the strong sense of duty that bound them to him through the
representatives of his authority at all levels of that military hierarchy upon
which rested, throughout the conquered world, what we have called “the
Mongol peace.”

In other words, the Yasa was, first and foremost, a military code
designed to stabilise for all times to come the result of Genghis Khan’s
conquests — and of the conquests of his successors; — a legal system that
would “hold his Mongols together as a clan through all changes in fortune,””
and also hold down the subject people under them, permanently. And it is
only to be expected that it went into many details with regard to the
equipment and discipline of the army in war time,* while it imposed upon all
Mongols a truly military-like comradeship and equality in peace time as
well. (No Mongol was “to eat in the presence of another without sharing his
food with him,” and “no one was to satisfy his hunger more than another”).’
But it was also, as Harold Lamb has written, “a one-man’s family code,”® for
in Genghis Khan’s eyes Mongol domination meant nothing else but the
domination of the

! Harold Lamb, “The March of the Barbarians” (edit. 1941), p. 96.
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“Golden Family” — of his family — endlessly prolonging his own absolute
rule. He had struggled all his life in order to assure riches and power —
unshakable security, — for his sons and grandsons. He deviced the Yasa and
made it the one law binding together fifty conquered kingdoms, nof in view
of the happy evolution of these kingdoms under the best possible conditions,
but in view of their most intelligent, most efficient and lasting exploitation
for the profit of the children of his own blood — the only men who were
allowed to touch the sheets of gold upon which the new Law was written.
And he had in fact said: “If the descendants born after me keep to the Yasa,
and do not change it, for a thousand and ten thousand years the Everlasting
Sky will aid and preserve them.”!

One of the most striking practical results of his legislation was that,
during his lifetime — and for quite a long time afterwards, — he actually
managed to eradicate crime among the Mongols and to make the various
countries which the latter had conquered the best organised in the world. No
doubt, the Yasa “worked hardship enough on subject peoples and those
enslaved by the wars”;* yet those peoples, accustomed to the misrule of
decaying dynasties or to the whimsical tyranny of petty chieftains, were
benefited by it to the extent that order, however harsh it be, is always better
than disorder.

But the self-centred family spirit in, which the iron code of laws was
conceived was the very reason why it could not keep the Empire together for
ever. Nothing short of the impersonal cult of truth — of absolute devotion to
a state of things built upon objective truth, — can keep even a few thousands
people together for ever. It is (when one comes to think of it) amazing that
the Yasa remained “a sort of religion™ to the Mongols themselves for so
long after the death of the great conqueror.

*h %

The respect in which the legislation was held was due to the personal
devotion that every Mongol felt for Genghis Khan, rather than to ideological
reasons. Genghis Khan’s world
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was obeyed blindly, unconditionally, even years after his death, just because
it was his word — the word of a victorious Leader in whom every Mongol
revered the one appointed by the Everlasting Blue Sky to rule the earth. For
two generations, nobody — save, perhaps, Juchi, and his son Batu, —
dreamed of disobeying its dictates. It stated, for instance, that, at the death of
a khakhan, the princes of the Golden Family and the chieftains of the army
should gather, from wherever they might happen to be, in the Mongolian
homeland, for the election of a new khakhan. So when, in February 1242,
the news of Ogodai’s death was brought to Subodai’s headquarters on the
Danube, the veteran general and the Mongolian army just about to move
further west and to conquer the whole of Europe (where nothing could have
stopped them) turned back, and started the long long journey to Karakorum
as a matter of course. To Subodai, — and to every one of the chiefs, save
Batu, — to disregard the summons to the appointed kuriltai was
“unthinkable.”’ And as the conqueror had expressly designed his second (or
third) son, Ogodai, to be khakhan after him, the Mongol chiefs had sworn at
their first kuriltai never to elect a khakhan who were not a member of the
house of Ogodai; and at the second gathering of the blood-kin, after
Ogodai’s death, they elected Kuyuk, Ogodai’s son. But although nobody —
not even Batu — dreamed of questioning the authority of the Yasa openly,
those of its dictates that stood in the way of mere than one ambitious
member of the Golden Family were simply ignored (if not deliberately
brushed aside) after Kuyuk had died; and more and more so, as time went
on.

Mangu’s election to the supreme dignity of khakhan, away from the
Mongol homeland, in Batu’s camp at the mouth of the River Imil, at a
kuriltai at which not one of the princes of the house of Ogodai was present,
was illegal from the standpoint of the Yasa. And even more so (if that be
possible) was, after Mango’s death, the election of his brother Kubilai, in the
Chinese town of Shang-tu, at an assembly attended only by the officers of
the Left Wing of the army — of Ais army — and by Chinese officials. These
elections, the result of both of which was a further blow to the unity of the
Mongol Empire, in defiance of Genghis Khan’s life-long
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aim and dearest dreams, were possible only because the members of the
Golden Family that were thus favoured loved themselves and their own sons
more than the memory of the great Ancestor to whose conquests they owed
their place in the world; more than the Golden Family at large, whose
domination /e had struggled to secure at all costs. In other words, Mangu
and Kubilai, (and, still more than they, their ambitious and patient mother,
Siyurkuktiti, whose clever intrigues are at the bottom of the rise of the house
of Tuli to supreme. power) had Genghis Khan’s own attitude to life: nothing
guided them in their decisions but the lust of plenty and power — of security
for ever, — for the sons and grandsons of their own loins.

No doubt, they were both remarkable men and they achieved great
things in war as well as in the administration of the conquered lands. They
both extended the limits of the already immense Mongol Empire. Yet, by
accepting the khakhan’s throne from an illegally assembled kuriltai (as
Mangu did) or by actually grabbing it through a sort of coup d’état (as
Kubilai did, when he gathered his followers in Shang-tu) they both rose
against the order established by Genghis Khan and prepared the collapse of
his life’s work; they wrought the disintegration of what #e had welded
together and had intended to keep together. The Conqueror had indeed told
his sons and their sons: “While you are together and of one mind, you will
endure. If you are separated, you will be broken.”' Mangu and Kubilai
separated themselves from the rest of the Golden Family, in particular from
the sons and grandsons of Ogodai, legitimate heirs to the domination of the
steppes by Genghis Khan’s own choice, — and that, nay, while there was,
among others, in the person of Kaidu son of Kuyuk, the victor of Liegnitz
and the hero of Hungary, a brilliant representative of the privileged House to
which the Mongol chieftains had pledged their faith at the first kuriltai held
after Genghis Khan’s death.

Batu, of course, already years before, had not cared to go back to the
Mongol homeland to attend the assembly that had raised Kuyuk to the
throne. As it is, however, not sure

! Harold Lamb, “The March of the Barbarians” (edit. 1941), p. 82.
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whether his father, Juchi, was Genghis Khan’s own son or not, his attitude
may seem more natural than that of his cousins. But from the standpoint of
the Yasa, it was no less censurable. Genghis Khan himself had given his sons
the order to march against Juchi when the latter had failed to obey his
summons to a gathering of the Mongol chiefs. For the Yasa was binding on
all Mongols — no less than on the subject peoples that were barred from the
Mongol privileges.

Batu’s refusal to march back to Karakorum in order to sit there as lord
of the West, among the other Mongol princes, his kinsmen, lords of various
conquered lands, at the kuriltai, that was to appoint Kuyuk khakhan, “Lord
of the world”; and, a few years later, the election of Mangu by an assembly
illegally held in Batu’s camp by the Lake of the Eagles; and, after that, the
election of Kubilai, also away from the, Mongol homeland and against the
will of more than half the Golden Family, were, as I said, acts of
disobedience to Genghis Khan’s order to his descendants to “remain
together.” A subtler, yet no less flagrant defiance of the conqueror’s will is to
be noted in the gradual conversion of all but a few princes of the Golden
Family to various foreign religions and cultures — in their absorption into
the civilisations of the subject nations.

Significantly enough, it is among those descendants of Genghis Khan
who played in history the greatest part — the princes of the house of Juchi,
rulers of Russia, and the princes of the house of Tuli, emperors of China and
[I-Khans of Persia, — that Mongols, followers of the ways of the conquered
peoples are to be found. Birkai, son of Juchi, “the first of the line of Genghis
Khan to yield himself to a religion,”' embraced Islam and, what is more,
championed the cause of Islam in war, against his cousin, Hulagu. And
Sartak, Batu’s eldest son, is said to have embraced Christianity, — although
one has to admit that, in his life among many wives, amidst surroundings
that appeared to the Belgian Friar William of Ruysbroek as those “of another
age,” he hardly seems to

! Harold Lamb, “The March of the Barbarians” (edit. 1941), p. 194.
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have taken the Christian standards of behaviour into account. At the other
end of the earth, Kubilai, son of Tuli, who, in his youth, had learnt the
pictographic script of Cathay along with elements of Chinese wisdom under
Yao Chow, was more of a Chinese potentate than of a Mongol Khakhan.
Before he conquered the south of China, he had himself, says the historian,
“been conquered by the Chinese” and “he may not have realised, or he may
not have cared, that, in uniting China, he had brought the Empire of the
steppes to an end.”' But the Chinese can only have “conquered him” because
the appeal which their luxuries and their wisdom had for him war” stronger
than his attachment to Genghis Khan’s great dream. With Timur, Kubilai’s
grandson and successor, who had “lost; the energy and simplicity of the
barbarians,” the old idea of military rule and of the Mongols’ aloofness
from the conquered peoples was completely forgotten. The Buddhists were
given new privileges.” The Yuan Dynasty had already become a Chinese
dynasty after many others.

And in Persia, where Hulagu himself had followed Genghis Khan’s
Mongol policy detached from all religion, and where Abaka, his son and
successor, kept an empty throne beside him, raised higher than his own, as a
symbol of his submission to the distant, khakhan in the East (who then,
happened to be Kubulai) Islam and Persian culture prevailed in the end
among Genghis Khan’s descendants. At Abaka’s death in 1282, another of
Hulagu’s sons became a convert to the faith of the Prophet and held the
throne for two years under the name of Ahmed, until he met his fate in a
popular rising. Arghun, son of Abaka, who then rose to power, was not a
Mohammadan. But his successor, Ghazan, became one. And the following
[1-Khans of Persia, easygoing patrons of art — with less and less of Genghis
Khan’s blood in their veins — were definitively conquered to the religion
and life of the land, over which they ruled with the help of Mohammadan
wiziers and where “all trace of Hulagu” — and of Genghis Khan — “had
been lost.”

! Harold Lamb, “The March of the Barbarians” (edit. 1941), p. 270.
? Harold Lamb, “The March of the Barbarians” (edit. 1941), p. 233.
3 Harold Lamb, Ibid., p. 281.
* Harold Lamb, Ibid., p. 287.



119

Alone the princes of the house of Chagatai and those of the
dispossessed house of Ogodai (to whom Genghis Khan had wished to give
pre-eminence over the others) remained unaffected by the lure of foreign
vanities and foreign subtleties of thought; faithful to the old Mongol way of
life. And they found in Kaidu son of Kuyuk son of Ogodai son of Genghis
Khan a chieftain worthy of them, “a hard soul, indifferent to religion,
determined to l