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Preface

There are moments in a nation’s life when greatness
abounds in its leaders and something of that greatness
descends on people who live in their shadows. India had
such an hour during her Independence struggle and a
while thereafter. As the years rolled on, the tall cedars fell
and all that remained seemed to be of mediocre heights.

Some of these tall cedars abided with us for 20 or 30
years after freedom came. They grew and gained strength
in the climate of freedom. Men like Rajaji, Jayaprakash
Narayan, Vinoba Bhave, Acharya Kripalani and K.M.
Munshi lived well into the 1970s. Blessed with long lives
these giants have enriched India. Read together their
lives weave the pattern of an era. For those who have lived
through their era,this book may be a welcome refresher.
For those who have not, perhaps their lives may provide
some inspiration.

I have gone beyond the political field and have includ-
ed those distinguished in sport, music and industry. Any
selection of this nature is bound to have its handicaps.
The criterion I have used for selection is personal ac-
quaintance of the individual. To know is to understand
and this book is an attempt at understanding. I have not
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In 1960 Chaliha had to face language riots staged by
those who wanted Assamese as a State language. But
when it was introduced the people of the hilly
areas—later to form the state of Meghalaya—
reacted with a demand for a separate state of their
own.

Chaliha’s term spanned the process of the reorganiza-
tion of the North-East. When he came to power, Assam
was a much larger state than it is today. But to meet the
aspiration of its varied peoples he agreed to areas like
Mizoram and Meghalaya being made into separate states.
Nagaland was carved out earlier. ‘We are going through
an experience of parochialism —hundreds of tribes in the
North-East want to assert their rights and we must
understand their desires, but any reorganization of the
area should not be piecemeal. We have to plan for the
long-term and foresee what will happen in the years
ahead. When the Naga Hills were formed into a separate
state I said it would not solve the problem and it hasn’t. It
has been a stimulus to other difficult situations and, if we
are not careful, Assam will be torn to pieces.” He em-
phasized, ‘If the North-East disintegrates, it will be lost to
India.’

Later Chaliha defined integration to me. ‘Integration
does not mean moulding people into one pattern. It
means mutual respect and understanding—a process of
fusion.’

Because Chaliha had this understanding and respect
for others he was trusted by the Naga underground
leaders. When I met the ‘Vice-President of the Naga
Federal Government’ and its then ‘Home Minister’ in the
forest of Chedma, they said, ‘We can respect Chaliha.’




B.P. Chaliha 21

Along with Jayaprakash Narayan, Chaliha was part of
the Naga Peace Mission.

Tall and dignified, Bimala Prasad Chaliha was a
thoughtful man, keen to listen, slow to talk. He was born
in a tea-planter’s family in Sibasagar, not far from the
Burma border. While studying for his inter-science in
Calcutta, he left his studies to join the freedom move-
ment. ‘

When arrested in 1932 and jailed for six months, he in-
vented an automatic spinning wheel and obtajned a pa-
tent for it. Gandhiji encouraged him to take further
training in handicrafts and sent him to Bihar. He soon
became the Secretary of the All-India Spinners’ Associa-
tion branch in Assam. After another spell of two years in
prison during the Quit India Movement he became a
member of the Assam Assembly and a Parliamentary
Secretary in the Assam Cabinet. In 1952 he became the
President of the Assam Congress and was elected to
Parliament. In 1957 he was brought back into state
politics to become Chief Minister.

Chaliha took a great deal of interest in the tribal peo-
ple. Against the advice of some of his colleagues he tried
to go the extra mile and satisfy the restlessness of the
Mizo people. His plans misfired. He was hurt by his
failure and by the remarks of other men who dared
nothing and achieved nothing. ‘When I first saw him, a
senior administrator of Assam advised me not to raise the
Mizo issue with him as he was very sensitive to it. But as I
got to know him better in later months I asked him about
it. ‘Sometimes when you try to do good it may look like a
failure but I am confident that no good work ever fails.
Its fruits come, even if they come late.’




22 Encounters with the Eminent

These words rang true when the news of his death
came. At a condolence meeting for Chaliha in Western
India a Mizo whose family home was burnt during the
disturbances in the Mizo hills, then a part of Assam, rose
to pay tribute to Mr. Chaliha: ‘We felt he cared for us.
When many Mizos suffered during the insurrection, it
was Mr. Chaliha who arranged for the education of hun-
dreds of uprooted Mizo students and he granted each one
of them Rs.80 a month for studies.’

A Naga lady who was in public life recalls meeting
Chaliha at New Dehi Airport in April 1968. She was fly-
ing back home. Chaliha was in the lounge. Tea was
ordered and when the waiter was bringing it in Chaliha
. took it and offered it to the Naga lady himself. Then, as
the plane was called he went to the counter. He
purchased three bars of chocolate and gave them to the
Naga lady for her children. Later this Naga lady, Mrs.
Rano Shaiza, was the only member of the Lok Sabha for
Nagaland.

Chaliha came to power at a difficult time. He could
have held to the status quo and the North-East would
have gone up in flames around him, but he was a sensitive
man who saw the signs of the time. Mr. Kakati, who was
. editor of the Assam Tribune remarked that Chaliha was
‘unafraid to experiment’. ‘He is always searching out new
ways. Sometimes people fail him, but he continues. He is
slow in coming to a decision but once he does he has the
courage to see it through.’

The Assam he left behind him was territorially smaller
than the one he inherited in 1957. But it was a more
secure state because of the new-found relationship bet-
ween the plains and the hill people of the area. In the
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creation of this trust Bimal Prasad Chaliha played a
significant role.

In his last four years as Chief Minister, several tribal
leaders changed in their attitude to him; some apologiséd
to him for their ill-will — though retaining their political
convictions. Chaliha was a big enough man to give them
his hand in friendship. He saw a new factor emerging in
the North-East and was quick to grasp it. He held MRA
‘primarily responsible for this new attitude. In 1970 he
said: ‘Moral Re-Armament has transformed the climate
of Assam. This is a fact. I speak as an administrator.’

There was an intrinsic humility in the man and a
refreshing honesty. In the last profound talk we had in
January 1969 he remarked: ‘In politics sometimes one
knows what is right but what if one finds it difficult to
do?’

In October 1969 when the Congress Party was splitting,
Chaliha, as the senior-most Chief Minister, made one last
effort to keep the party intact. He attended the Working
Committee sessions of both the opposing groups and
called for an end to the ‘unseemly quarrel’. If he failed it
was not for want of trying.

Already Chaliha was a very sick man but he continued
in office till a few months before his death. He should
have resigned much earlier. He paid the price with his
health and ultimately his life. When he died of cardiac
asthma, his wife and four of their children were by his
bedside, as was his sister, Dr. Nirmala Chaliha, who gave
him devoted medical care.

The six-kilometre funeral route from his residence to
the riverside for cremation was thronged with people
from all over Assam. They had gathered for a last
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unflappable ways. That afternoon India’s most enduring
politician recalled his years of Prime Ministership and of
his childhood. From one he flashed back to the other,
drawing some links between the two. His Cabinet, he
claimed, ‘had functioned very well’.

‘Then why did it break up within 2% years?’ I asked.

‘It is inherent in the nature of this country,’ he replied.
‘We have inherited for centuries a fear complex. When a
man is afraid he does many wrong things to save himself.
From fear comes lies, from fear comes deceit and
selfishness. We are afraid of every little thing, even to tell
one’s friend that he has done something wrong because he
will take it ill...Unless you give up fear, you cannot be
truthful. And unless you are truthful you cannot give up
fear. Once you master fear and untruth you give up
selfishness. Lies go with fear; truth with fearlessness.’

‘Is that why you often speak of fearlessness?’

‘I have done that because I have suffered from fear as a
young boy till I was 16. I was afraid of every little thing.’

‘What happened to change your life?’

It happened that Morarji Desai’s father was a im-
poverished but principled school master of Bulsar, Gu-
jarat, who earned Rs. 40 per month. He was not given
promotion for seven years but he was too proud to flatter
anybody to gain it. One evening as the family settled
down to their dinner waiting for their father to join them,
they heard a thud in the distance. They ran to the well to
discover that their father had committed suicide.

‘The whole burden of the family came upon me at 15
because I was the eldest. No income and a family of nine
to maintain. And I was in the matriculation class. At that
time I resolved not to beg from anybody and not to incur
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any debt. And this gave me fearlessness.’

‘How did you support your family?’

Morarji related that his maternal grandfather was of
some help. Morarji was awarded a scholarship to G.T.
School in Bombay which looked after his boarding, lodg-
ing and studies and gave a monthly allowance of Rs. 10
(worth at least Rs. 100 today). Morarji gave tuitions to
earn extra money, never used public transport and walk-
ed everywhere he had to travel. He saved each paisa and
sent it to his family. This experience was the making of
the man.

‘When I went to college at 16, I think in the very first
year I lost fear. This has enabled me to pass through all
kinds of difficulties. You see, my father’s death was also a
blessing from that point of view because I would have
never ceased to be a coward if my father had not gone.
What God does we never know. We must take it as a
blessing, whatever he does.’

‘Were you very fond of your father?’

‘He was also fond of me. He gave me the strength of in-
dependence of spirit.’

At Wilson College, Bombay, Morarji says he was ‘very
sensitive and very poor’. At that age he was not above
playing tricks. He remembers with affection his Prin-
cipal, Rev. Dr. Scott. Affection, however, did not prevent
Morarji from getting the better of the learned Scotsman.
‘We had compulsory Bible study in the first hour and we
were marked present just before that. Dr.Scott used to
take that class. It was a big room on the second floor with
a platform at one end and I always sat at the other end.
Both had exit doors and I was the nearest to the exit at
the far end. One staircase was near the Principal’s plat-
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form and the other at my end. When the Principal
prayed he used to close his eyes and that was the moment
for me to slip away. One day he must have seen me so the
next day he opened his eyes, as I moved out. He jumped
from the platform and ran down two flights of stairs to
catch me. But I saw him jumping so I went back to my
seat. Dr.Scott ran down the stairs and came up out of
breath to find me sitting undisturbed in the classroom!
What could he do?’ chuckled Morarji.

In college Morarji got high marks. He badly needed a
job. A professor friend of his filled an application form
for the Provincial Civil Service and got him to sign it.
Another dear friend helped him along, and in this
friend’s borrowed clothes he went for the interview.

Three English I.C.S. Secretaries interviewed him. At
the end of the interview one of them said, ‘Well, young
man , if you are not selected how would you feel?’ Morarji
replied, ‘India is vast. I am young. Who knows, I may get
something better!’ Many years later Morarji was told that
his reply greatly impressed the panel and though all the
vacanies had been filled they created an extra post for .
him. Morarji resigned from the service of the British
Government after about 12 years when he was a Deputy
Collector in 1930. He threw himself into the national
movement. Between 1937 and 1957 many high offices
came his way. He was Revenue Minister, Home Minister
and Chief Minister of the undivided and huge state of
Bombay. Nehru took him to Delhi in 1957 and less than
five years later, Morarji as the Finance Minister was
Number Two in the Cabinet. Under the Kamaraj plan of
1963 he tendered his resignation along with others and,
to his surprise, Nehru accepted it. When Nehru died a
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Minister?’

‘I take things as they come. I don’t run the world, the
world is run by its Maker and not by me and it follows
certain irrevocable laws. The results are according to
those laws. One must make one’s best effort to get results.’

I have seen Morarji Desai in high office and at times of
defeat. In defeat he is dauntless. In success, some have
felt the lash of his arrogance. The time when I got to
know him well was between 1964 and 1966, when he had
missed the Premiership twice. I can picture him in those
years in his modest New Delhi home seated on a mattress
on the floor, with his back to the empty fireplace, sur-
rounded by his books—rather bulky volumes of
Vivekananda. His tiny white transistor broadcast a
cricket commentary while his hands were busy at his spin-
ning wheel. He was in the political wilderness then. ‘It is
good for me,’ he then said. So said his opponents tool

Throughout the years, Morarji has kept up his
discipline. He is up by 5 o’clock every morning and before
the city stirs, he has had his bath, recited his Gita (which
he knows by heart), and finished his exercises. He is a
man of prodigious energy, considerable achievement and
an opinion on every subject. He can be witty, wise and
philosophical, drawing upon his considerable knowledge
of the Hindu scriptures. Sometimes he appears subdued,
almost morose. At other times he will entertain you to a
lively discourse. He is quick at repartee, and, at times,
tends to be abrupt to the point of rudeness. If Dale Car-
negie refined the art of winning friends, Morarji has
refined the art of losing them.

The statesman who can take things so calmly and
philosophically is a strange mixture of a tough worldly
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politician and a seeker of the things of the spirit. As a
politician he threw out the Chief Minister of Gujarat
from office. The other side of him is a person endeavour-
ing to be a spiritual superman. He told me last time we
met, ‘Even physical pain does not bother me. I can smile
with that pain.’ When I remarked it was easier to say than
to practise, he replied, ‘You have to pay a price for it. I
know it is not easy; I have taken years to achieve it.’
Many of his friends sometimes wish that he would allow
himself to be more human and frail. If he did that,
India’s most enduring politician could also be endearing.
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of experience often in a life time. Just as evil catches on,
so does good, and I have caught a lot of it from you this
afternoon.’

Dr. Zakir Husain accorded these men the same
courtesy he would have shown to heads of state. He meant
it when he said, ‘The whole of India is my home. Its peo-
ple are my family.’

Dr. Zakir Husain was born in Hyderabad in 1897. His
father, Fida Husain, a successful lawyer, died when Zakir
was eight years old. His mother returned to her father’s
home in Uttar Pradesh and put Zakir in a school at
Etawah. When Zakir was 14-years-old, bubonic plague
killed his mother and all the family died, except for two
brothers.

Shortly after, he came under the care of a distant
relative, a Sufi by the name of Hasan Shah. After com-
pleting his schooling young Zakir went to Aligarh Univer-
sity. As a student he was a good debater and contributed
to the college magazine. He would walk to the railway
station to get the first copy of the daily paper and would
read it aloud to his friends, adding his comments. He
continued to be a voracious reader.

In 1920 when Gandhiji called for non-cooperation he
asked students and professors to leave Government-
sponsored educational institutions. Zakir responded to
this call. ‘It was the first conscious decision of my life.
Perhaps the only one I have ever taken. The rest of my
life has but flowed from it.’

Gandhiji was keen to start national educational institu-
tions of which some like Kashi Vidyapeeth were set up.
Zakir and his friends set up the Jamia Millia Islamia—
the Muslim National University— first in Aligarh and’
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a warm friend. He gave his friendship selectively but once
given he never took it back. When sitting with friends he
relaxed, tipped his white cap over his forehead, and
spoke of what he really felt. In the Presidential election
campaign some of his opponents spared no barb, a few
communalists even questioned his loyalty. He was human
enough to be hurt, but too noble to hate in turn.
By making him President, India honoured herself.
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an incident took place of which she was ashamed for a
long time. The girls in her school were asked to turn out
in honour of the Prince of Wales. The Congress Party
had called for a boycott of the Prince’s visit. Sucheta and
her sister Sulekha were quite upset at the idea of going
out to honour the Prince of Wales and stand at the
garden at Alipore Road. But they did not pick up suffi-
cient courage to refuse to do so. ‘After reaching the
gardens, in the confusion we two made ourselves scarce
and sat behind the bush till the whole thing was over, and
then joined the girls to walk back to school. But this did
not absolve our conscience of our feeling of shame. We
both felt very small because of our own cowardice.’

Sucheta’s later boldness may have had something to do
with her anger at her own conduct at that early stage.

She was studying for her M.A. in history, when shortly
before her examination her father died. In spite of the
shock, Sucheta appeared for the finals and stood first in
her subject. She was awarded the Gold Medal of Delhi
University. To help look after her family she started
working at a school in Lahore. Later she joined the
teaching staff at Benares Hindu University.

A few years later Bihar was struck by an earthquake
and it is there that she first came across stark poverty
which shook her. ‘One day we came to a small hut the size
of a large kennel; the door was a small hole through
which one could just crawl in and out. We could hear
some sounds, but no one would come out. So I peeped in-
to the opening and saw an old woman sitting completely
naked. She could not come out even to beg as she had no
clothes! We gave her the nicest sari we had. Her existence
had already reached the rock bottom. She had lost
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Mahatma. The Home Secretary, H.V.R. Iyengar, was so
impressed with her guts that he recommended the Gover-
nor to grant her request. The British Police Commis-
sioner of Bombay was eager to arrest her. But his hands
were stayed. She was not only given safe conduct but the
Governor ensured she was not followed for 24 hours after
the interview. The British ‘played the game’.

Then came the communal orgy prior to independence
in Bihar and Bengal. In the Noakhali area of East
Bengal, women were being kidnapped and raped. Into
that forbidding situation Kripalani and wife went to
prepare the way for Gandhiji’s historic visit. Kripalani
soon left to report to Gandhiji, leaving his wife behind.
Sucheta did not tell her husband then that she had pro-
cured some arsenic and kept it handy, in case she fell into
wicked hands.

For eight months she stood her ground till the situation
was brought under control. All the villagers out of respect
called Sucheta —then hardly 40 —mataji.

On their return to Delhi, they found refugees were
streaming in from the other side of India —the Punjab.
Sucheta threw herself into relief work. She appealed on
the radio for cooked food from Delhi citizens and the
food came. At her own cost she had some old barracks
painted up to house refugees.

She and her husband were both elected to the Consti-
tuent Assembly and in the first Parliamentary elections in
1952, as a result of her work with the refugees, she was
elected to Parliament.

Just prior to the 1952 elections, the Acharya and
Sucheta were disillusioned with the Congress and formed
their own Party. The Acharya was never to return to the
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Congress fold but five years later Sucheta again displayed
her independent spirit. She felt she would be more con-
structive if she rejoined the ruling party.

Eight years later, in spite of Nehru's reservations, the
Congress Parliamentary Board supported her can-
didature for Chief Ministership of Uttar Pradesh—the
largest state of India. She was efficient and com-
passionate, sometimes to the point of weakness. A senior
civil servant, K.K. Dass, who served her, gives a frank
evaluation of her performance as Chief Minister from
1963 to 1967.*

Between 1901 and 1963, the irrigated area of Uttar
Pradesh remained constant. In her three and a half years
of Chief Ministership it was increased by 25 per cent
through minor irrigation projects. On the debit side, her
leniency towards Government servants on strike was to
prove costly not only to her state but other states.

‘Setting her weaknesses alongside her strong points, the
mixture resulted in the best Chief Minister Uttar Pradesh
has had; clear-sighted, honest and as firm as her
humaneness would allow,’” concluded K.K. Dass.

Till the Congress split in 1969, Sucheta remained in
the Congress while her husband was a leader of the op-
position. The Acharya had to face the charge: ‘Even his
wife does not agree with him.’ Sucheta had to face: ‘Even
her husband does not agree with her.’ In the last five
years of her life they were politically united.

In April 1978 when I asked the Acharya whether their
political differences ever affected their domestic life, he
replied, ‘No, in a democracy there are no such great dif-

* Sucheta - An Unfinished Autobiography: Navjivan Press, 1978.
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lungs and liver. Manekshaw was wrapped up in a blanket
and sent off to Rangoon, on which the Japanese were ad-
vancing.

At Rangoon, Manekshaw was told his case was
hopeless. There was a ship leaving for Madras. ‘If you ask
to be put on the ship at your own risk they might take
you,’ the officer advised. Manekshaw told the authorities,
‘I am going to die in any case. I would rather die in
India. It was a dangerous journey across the Bay of
Bengal but the ship was one of the last to arrive safely in
Madras harbour. Manekshaw was taken to the General
Hospital where an operation saved his life. He was award-
ed the Military Cross and spent the rest of the war as staff
officer at Quetta. It is a wonder that Manekshaw lived.
Destiny had a role reserved for him.

Born in 1914, Sam Manekshaw is the fifth in a family
of four brothers and two sisters. As a child he had a
fascination for the army and his ambition was to join it
one day. His father was a medical practitioner at Amrit-
sar, which today is a few kilometres from Pakistan. He
was educated at Sherwood College, a school at Nainital,
from 1925-30. On passing his Senior Cambridge he join-
ed the Hindu Sabha College in Amritsar where he finish-
ed his Inter Arts.

In 1932 he appeared for King's Commission with the
hope of going to Sandhurst. He was accepted but, to his
disappointment, from that year on Indians were not sent
to Sandhurst but to the new Indian Military Academy at
Dehra Dun. Commissioned in 1934, like all Indian of-
ficers of that period, he had to join a British regiment for
six months. On completion, he joined the Fourth Bat-
talion of the 12th Regiment of the Frontier Force. He



Sam Manekshaur-67

spent his early career in the rugged North-West Frontier
Province. Later on Manekshaw was G1 in the Directorate
of Military Operations in Delhi. The G2 was an officer
called Yahya Khan, who later became the President of
Pakistan.

After World War II, Manekshaw held various
assignments, one of the first being a tour of Australia to
lecture on the Indian Army. In the years following In-
dependence he was posted at the war front in Jammu and
Kashmir and for some time was Military Advisor to the
Indian delegation at the United Nations, when Kashmir
was on its agenda.

He was sent to the Imperial Defence College in 1957
and returned to become Commandant of the Military
Staff College at Wellington. When Indian defences
cracked up under China’s attack on NEFA (now Aruna-
chal Pradesh), he was selected to become Corps Com-
mander in that area. The morale of the army was at its
lowest. He distinguished himself by raising the morale of
the troops and once again gave them confidence in
themselves and their leadership.

Manekshaw had a way with his men; they trusted him.
He was easily accessible not only to his troops but to
everyone. Manekshaw noted,’I am the People’s General’.
From NEFA he was posted as General-Officer-
Commanding Western Command and thereafter as GOC
Eastern Command. On June 8 1969 he became Chief of
Staff of the Indian Army.

Manekshaw is a man with a happy temperament. He
loves life. Loyalty is a strong streak in his nature —loyalty
to his superiors, his family, his nation. An Indian Defence
Minister once asked Manekshaw, many years ago, for in-
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or litter anywhere. Its walls were tastefully decorated with
sketches of Indian soldiers from days of old till today.
From the orderly to the A.D.C., everybody raced around
with zest although it was peace-time. He inspires that
kind of devotion!

When I saw him that day he was dressed in grey flan-
nels and a tweed coat. As we talked over tea the only two
others within earshot were his two dogs, one a huge Alsa-
tian who sniffed at me from time to time, and the other a
smaller canine. The General gave a biscuit each to the
dogs as he sipped his tea.

Manekshaw is a first-class Field Commander, as well as
a good strategist, a combination which is not common.
His height, daring and zest, remind one of General
Montgomery. Unlike Montgomery, he is a good listener.
His complexion is clear, his dark brown eyes are steady
and his enthusiasm is infectious. As Chief of the Army he
gave the impression of a man in command of himself and
well in command of the men of whom he was justly
proud. And his men were proud of him.

Manekshaw has the highest respect for the fighting
qualities of the Pakistan Army and refuses to accept the
theory that they did not fight the Bangladesh war
vigorously. At one of his visits to a Pakistani prisoners-of-
war camp, his officers wanted to accompany him for
security. ‘I am in my own country, I don’t need protec-
tion,’ he replied. He went in with only his A.D.C. He en-
quired of the Pakistanis whether they were comfortable,
whether they had any complaints. He inspected their
bunks, washrooms and kitchen. He spoke fluent Urdu
which made the Pakistanis feel at home. He treated them
as if they had never lost the war and as if they were his
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(especially the fast bowlers) and played the ball off his
legs with masterful certainty...There was something
feline about him at the wicket...’

Vijay’s cricketing career lasted from 1929, when he was
only 18, till 1951. When that period ended he moved
happily to the next phase of his life, just doing good to
people.

‘Life,’ he says, ‘is my great teacher. I have never read a
book except on cricket. My social welfare work is learnt
from people.’ A man from Satara district told me of the
help Vijay Merchant had given. One day a village girl
collapsed at his doorstep. He took the girl to the local
doctor who diagnosed very advanced T.B. The good
samaritan hardly knew Vijay but nonetheless appealed to
him for help. Vijay moved with lightning speed and cabl-
ed him that the girl’s admission to a T.B. hospital was
secured. He cared for her progress over months. When
she was well on the way to recovery he still corresponded
about her rehabilitation. He is not a formal social
worker. People with their pains and sorrows walk into his
heart and there they abide as he wrestles for a solution to
their problems, be it a physical disability or a family
problem.

Vijay feels he is blessed and owes something to the less
fortunate. He has wealth and in his family’s Hindoostan
Mills he has a welfare centre well equipped with a health
officer and a social worker and he uses these facilities with
the full support of his family members. Twice a week he is
available to anyone between 11 and 1 in the mornings. If
a blind person comes and Vijay finds he or she is compe-
tent enough to sell cloth door to door he encourages them
to go into business initially with cloth worth Rs.100 from
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the sale of which they can earn Rs.19.

If they do not have the initial Rs.100 the mill advances
the cloth. Seven out of ten blind people do not return for
the next instalment of cloth. ‘But if three out of ten get
rehabilitated, I am satisfied.’

Vijay gives total care, the kind of which even the
British Health Service would hesitate to extend. Once a
blind or deaf person is under his umbrella he will even
consider their matrimonial needs and in the compound of
his mills marriages are performed between two blind
people or two deaf ones. Occasionally he has even found
the couple a room to stay. Once moved by a blind couple
when the wife cooked him a meal, he managed to get a
hard-to-get Burshane stove and cylinder donated. He
remembers the names of their children. They are his
larger family.

‘Have you been able to enthuse others in your circle of
friends to do the same work that you do?’

‘They give donations but do not share the same objec-
tives.’

It is not a small thing to take people into your heart.
Once Mrs. Nasrullah, a Sheriff of Bombay, asked him to
give shelter to a girl of 18 as her father had behaved
brutally with her. He first said ‘No, I'll give money but
not shelter.” When he heard the story he arranged for a
senior lady to take charge of the girl. The young girl
began to help at his Health Centre, giving milk to those
workers in the factory who suffered from T.B. She, a
Hindu, fell in love with a Muslim. One day she came to
Vijay and told him of her affection for this worker. It was
a delicate problem. He involved Mrs. Nasrullah again.
The Sheriff advised the couple to wait six months and, if















K .M. Munshi 83

‘About social problems. One of my early novels, Kon-
no-Vaak (Whose Fault?), was about a child widow's life.
I wrote about the caste system, of inter-marriage, pro-
blems not so impertant now, but vital in those days.’

Some of his historical romances like Prithvi Vallabh
(The Darling of the Earth) have been filmed.

Munshi delved into classical history and the lore of the
Puranic period and wrote with feeling. He wrote a series
of volumes on Lord Krishna, to make him come alive for
the present generation.

‘Not satisfied with advocating social change, he prac-
tised it in his own life. A Brahmin, he married a widowed
Jain lady. ‘My caste elders were worried. They had looked
up to me greatly; when I took such a step they didn’t
know what to do. To save them embarrassment I wrote
out a resolution excommunicating myself —which they
sadly accepted... But I did see the miracle of change in
my orthodox mother. She was shocked, but she was so
fond of me that she took to my wife, Lilavati.’ Mrs. Mun-
shi, who survived him by six years, was herself a well-
known novelist and social worker who participated fully
in her husband’s social and educational endeavours.

In 1914 Munshi entered public life and soon joined
Mrs. Annie Besant’'s Home Rule League.

In 1919 he decided to devote himself to legal practice
and in the years that followed he rose to be one of the top
lawyers of this land. During these years he played an ac-
tive part in the freedom movement and was jailed fre-
quently. A close friend of Sardar Patel, he became the
first Home Minister of Bombay in 1987. Early in the
1940s when he saw the movement for Pakistan being
launched, he campaigned up and down the land for an
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‘Akhand Hindustan’ (United India). The Congress of-
ficially did not support his movement but ‘Gandhiji bless-
ed me and asked me to work for what I believed, outside
the Congress. In spite of my vagaries he was very kind to
me.’

When the Constituent Assembly was formed in 1946 it
was Gandhiji who suggested Munshi’s name for it. The
four years that followed were among the most interesting
in Munshi’s life. One of the chosen seven, he took to the
drafting of the Constitution with zest and thoroughness.
Alas, he lived to see men talk lightly of it. Munshi
believed in the honour of the pledged word and the sanc-
tity of the Constitution.

Few men | have met have had such a passionate love
for India. His great contribution to preserve India’s
cultural heritage, the Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan, was born
out of this love. For him India meant not only the narrow
streets, the crowded houses and the long queues of under-
nourished bodies with large anticipating eyes. His India
had the grandeur of Emperor Ashoka who spread the
message of love throughout this land and beyond; it was
the India of the Mahabharata with its deeds of glory. For
Munshi preserved till his last day the dreams of the
Broach lad who dreamt of Lord Krishna. He had a great
faith in Hinduism which he did much to revive, but his
mind was open to the truths of other faiths.

The offices he held were many —including Union Food
Minister and Governor of Uttar Pradesh —but it was he
who adorned the offices, not vice versa. He was a man of
unusual discipline and had a phenomenal dedication to
his task.

One Monday evening at about 7 p.M. I went to him
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somewhat hesitantly to request him to write an article on
a topical constitutional subject for Himmat magazine by
12 o’clock next morning. It seemed an unfair demand to
make on the time and energy of a man of about 80 who, I
knew, always retired at 8 p.M. and woke up not too early.
Next morning his secretary rang up at 11 o'clock. His
article was ready an hour ahead of schedule!

When I inquired how he managed to do it he said that
though with advancing age he slept for long hours, while
awake he ‘lived intensely every moment’. On the last
occasion when I met him in September 1970 in his study,
he was 83. He had before him for correction a
manuscript, typed in treble spacing. In the course of his
active life he wrote about 100 books and pamphlets in
English and Gujarati, ranging from novels to his
authoritative work, Pilgrimage to Freedom.

He was a tree that yielded rich fruits. Those who were
privileged to have his friendship could find shelter under
his shade. His wisdom was always at the disposal of his
friends and he was eager to learn to the very last.
Voracious as a reader, he was prolific as a writer,

Some will remember him for his part in drafting the
Constitution, some for the giant organisation which he
established, the Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan, some will
remember him as a lawyer, a minister or a governor. But
those who knew him intimately will remember him as a
friend and will miss his warmth and friendship. In his
younger days he was ambitious and haughty but he
mellowed to become in later years, a humble and an
endearing person. Perhaps this change took place over
the years as he grew from a man of intellect into a man of
faith. He was generous of spirit and kind of heart.



Jayaprakash Narayan

My interest is not in the capture of power but in
the control of power by the people.

MY WORLD LIES in shambles around me. I shall not

see it put together in my lifetime.’ So begins JP’s
Prison Diary on July 21,1975. On March 21, 1977, by the
dramatic results of the elections, the Indian people put
the world of JP together again. It took JP’s own colleagues
a couple of years to shake and almost shatter JP’s world
again.

Just a month before the March results, when election
fever was at its height, I was ushered into his room
number 1918 at Jaslok Hospital, Bombay. Wrapped up
to his neck under a white sheet lay JP. I was shaken to see
him after a lapse of some years. The skin which had been
a rich tan now appeared like a dark and withered leaf.
Only the warmth and twinkle of his eyes plus the ever-
charming smile reminded me of the JP I knew.

He was stretched out surrounded by large grey drums
which purified his blood and pumped it back. As his
kidneys hardly functioned, JP had to undergo this seven-
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materialist philosophy’.

Later in prison during the Emergency, his faith was to
sustain him. He had jotted down in his Prison Diary:
‘Last night while offering prayers to Goddess Bhagwati 1
had asked for a way out of this darkness and I got it this
morning.’ He continued:

‘After Prabha’s (his wife’s) departure I had lost interest
in life. Had I not developed a special aptitude for public
work I would have retired to the Himalayas. My heart
wept within but outwardly I followed the routine of life.
My health too was deteriorating. It was in this hour of de-
jection that something unexpected happened which lit
my inner self. My health also started improving and I ex-
perienced a new energy and zeal.’

After Independence JP saw Congressmen run after
office. He shrank from it. He never offered to stand for
any election though in the 1952 elections he helped in the
campaign of his Socialist friends. Although aloof from
direct involvement in elections, his stock was so high that
in the early fifties the Indian press called him ‘Nehru’s
rightful heir’. But by that time JP’s thinking had moved
to other fields of endeavour. The ideas of Gandhiji and
Vinoba Bhave had captured his thinking.

He saw in the Bhoodan movement of donating land to
the landless, the first attempt in history to bring about a
social revolution and reconstruction through love. In the
years to come JP became a familiar figure in the towns
and villages of India. The dust of India covered his feet
and his head as he appealed for land to be donated. And
as he marched through the land he loved, he took up
various causes — some lost causes and others that proved
* popular. To him the struggle for freedom in Hungary or
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Bangladesh was as important as that for his own country.
He emerged as a rare public figure for three reasons:

First, he wanted nothing for himself. Second, though
polite to all he feared no man. Third, he cared for people
and had the humility and patience to listen to them.

One day a strapping rustic character from Madhya
Pradesh walked in to see him in Patna and asked if
he would guarantee the security of the dacoits if they de-
cided to surrender as a result of a ‘change of heart’. The
rustic revealed himself finally as the leading dacoit
Madho Singh with a price of Rs.1,50,000 on his head.
This encounter resulted in 443 dacoits laying down all
their machine-guns, rifles and mortars at JP’s feet some
months later. '

Shortly after the dacoits surrendered, JP was asked by
his friend Minoo Masani, about what he felt regarding
the suggestion that Madho Singh should stand for Parlia-
ment. Masani said ‘It is not such a bad idea after all. He
would be in good company.’ JP promptly replied, ‘He
would probably not be in good company, because he is a
reformed dacoit.’

With all his activities JP kept up his reading of poetry,
drama and political affairs. Until his kidney ailment
shook his health, he looked a distinguished figure as he
stood in his white kurta. His broad chiselled jaw indicated
his granite determination. He always spoke in slow, clear
and measured tones, as a good teacher would speak.

One sensed a spaciousness about JP. Like Tagore, the
windows of his mind were open to winds that blew from
all quarters.

JP was every inch a gentleman. Prabhubhai Sanghvi,
who was a close colleague in his later years, recalls an oc-
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casion when he was invited for lunch to JP’s home in Pat-
na.

‘He asked me to take a seat by his side and ordered his
servant to serve special dishes prepared for me. He had
instructed his servant to prepare khichri and kad: as he
knew that Gujaratis like those dishes at dinner. He was
served non-vegetarian food as per doctor’s instructions.
But he asked our permission before eating the non-
vegetarian food. Such was his respect for others even in
ordinary matters. For him democracy was not a political
dogma but a way of life.’

JP was fond of simplicity but he was also a great con-
noisseur, He wanted everything artistically done. His shirt
and pyjama should be sparkling white and properly iron-
ed. If he wore a sherwani, the colour of his cap would
match that of his sherwani and he would hold a matching
stick in his hand. In his study, the books would be neatly
arranged and the periodicals kept at fixed places. When
he went for treatment to Seattle, U.S.A., his secretary,
Abraham, used to rush every morning to the hospital to
shave him before the doctor arrived.

JP was fond of flowers. He had a small terrace garden
at his residence in Patna. A vase of flowers was always by
his side. _

In early 1974, JP was asked to lead the Bihar move-
ment. He wanted more than the removal of the old order.
He wanted a remaking of our institutions, our practices
and even our national character. In ‘total revolution’, he
said, everything has to change. Man has to change first of
all, which is the most difficult part of the task. He put
forward specific proposals, for example, on electoral
reforms.
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After the 1977 electoral victory of the Janata Party
whcp tributes were showered on him he simply said:

‘No leader in history, no matter how great, whether it
was Lenin, Mao or Gandhi, made a revolution. Revolu-
tions happen. All that the leader does is to give it direc-
tion and control it. Otherwise it dissipates itself and there
is a reaction...All I can take credit for is that I did
recognise that a revolutionary situation had arisen and
something had to be done.’

At the height of the Bihar movement JP said, ‘My in-
terest is not in the capture of power but in the control of
power by the people.’ JP himself shunned power and yet
wielded tremendous power.

His last months were sad. He wept as he saw the men he
put in power break up the party he had forged. But he
had perceived beyond immediate problems to the need to
change India’s institutions —and above all the character
of man himself, ‘the most difficult task’ he called it.
Those who take on this struggle will be the true heirs of

JP.
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The flame of achievement burned in him. He fought
case after case of national importance. His victories at the
Supreme Court were impressive. He fought and won the
Bank Nationalisation Case. In 1971 he had struck down
the Government’s order to take away the Privy Purses of
Princes by unconstitutional methods. He argued the
famous Fundamental Rights Case (1973), heard by 13
judges of the Supreme Court over a period of five months,
in which the Supreme Court ruled that Parliament can-
not so amend the Constitution as to alter or destroy its
basic structure. '

He argued successfully for the Fundamental Rights of
minorities to administer educational and religious institu-
tions of their choice, and to choose the language in which
education should be imparted.

Princes and impoverished priests felt confident that
they could count on his sympathies. Most cases of public
importance he fought without fees. Although he was for
many years a vociferous critic of Congress governments, a
succession of its Law Ministers invariably honoured him
by giving him briefs for India at international tribunals,
like the International Court at the Hague.

The foremost practising lawyer of this country at one
time, he netted a gross half-million rupees a year, even
after foregoing his fees in many cases. Over the last two
decades, he has come to the conclusion that he would
rather participate in the economic development of the
nation than defend litigants in matters like taxation. He
came into Tatas as legal adviser to the House, got more
involved in industrial development and after some years
attained the position of Deputy Chairman of the two
largest companies in India—Tata Steel and Telco.
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Nani is also Chairman of A.C.C. the cement combine.
What is it like to work with him on an industrial Board?
Kamaljit Singh, who headed the Indian Oil Corporation
(the first in turnover thrqughout the country) later joined
A.C.C. as Managing Director. He lists Nani's qualities as
‘the ability to grasp a problem quickly, and the ability to
take quick decisions. In my forty years in industry, I have
never encountered an individual who combines the
qualities of integrity, compassion and concern for human
relations with the ability to take firm and even unpleasant
decisions to the same extent as Palkhivala.’

Opportunities in business provide him the space to ex-
ercise his qualities of the heart that go way beyond the in-
tellectual gymnastics that Law demands. And to com-
plete the picture, Nani supports movements that enrich
the spirit of man, be it of the late Sri Aurobindo’s or
Satya Sai Baba’s. For him life is larger than law, business
or politics. It is amazing he finds the time to devote to
each of these interests.

Associated with big business he tries to inject into its
policies his sense of ‘old values and sincerity of purpose’ as
a colleague puts it. He is not interested in the controversy
over public and private sector. ‘There are only two sec-
tors,” he says, ‘the efficient and the inefficient’.

Though a critic of Prime Minister, Indira Gandhi, he
accepted her Election Appeal brief in the Supreme Court
because he felt she had a good case and that every litigant
is entitled to his or her choice of a lawyer. On June 24,
1975, Nani obtained an interim judgement permitting
Mrs. Gandhi to remain Prime Minister but not to vote in
Parliament. On June 26, the Emergency was announced,
and within hours Nani returned Mrs. Gandhi’s brief ‘con-
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bureaucracy did not move at his speed to take advantage
of their offer.

Nani returned to India before time because his heart
was in his own country. ‘There is so much to do here,’ he
said. Almost immediately on his arrival the Janata
Government fell, and in the ensuing confusion the hopes
of many were focussed on Nani entering public life.

The elections of January 1980 gave him the oppor-
tunity, but he declined. He chose instead to support with
vigour, men of integrity who were standing for Parlia-
ment and who he felt would help to shape the India of his
dreams. ‘Will anything small or circumscribed ever
satisfy the mind of India?’ he enquires. He yearns to work
with men who can harness the immense economic poten-
tial of this land —men who will harness the river waters
and employ the 40 million idle hands in productivé work.
He is impatient with laws and rules that stunt our in-
dustry and our nation.

The public expects much from Nani. I accompanied
him to the Dr. Ambedkar Law College in Bombay, where
students crowded into a lecture hall and waited with
eager faces as he entered to address them. ‘One thing I
would recommend,’ Nani told them, ‘is poverty in young
age. It makes you appreciate human values —like love at
home.’ When later I asked him if he did not at times feel
over-awed by the hopes people rested on him, he replied,
‘Yes, sometimes one does feel inadequate.’

If Nani is asked how he graduated from literature to
law, from law to taxation, from taxation to economics, he
looks lost. ‘There is nothing conscious about it. No
_ human being can plan these things. What are we puny
mortals? I believe in a Higher Force.’
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‘Do you believe in a personal God?’ I asked.

‘No, but I do believe in a Divine Force,’ he replied.

Distinguished men who have influenced him are his
senior, Sir Jamshedji Kanga, Rajaji, and more recently
Jayaprakash Narayan, but if you are looking for the
secret of his success you have to look elsewhere. The most
important thing for a person—as for a nation — he feels,
is productive use of time and energy, and Nani
endeavours to fill every moment of his life productively,
whether he is handling a legal case, an industry meeting
or an interview. He is a man in a hurry, often quite
restless in a private interview but supremely composed
while addressing a gathering of 10,000.

The second secret of his success is something he urges
his younger friends to attain. There is a difference bet-
ween learning and knowledge. ‘Knowledge comes when
you begin to interpret facts, and to do that you have to
combine knowledge with imagination.’

Perhaps the ability of India’s best-known lawyer lies in
his ability to interpret the Constitution, or any law for
that matter. He brings to bear upon complicated legal
issues his lucid interpretation, but with it comes a
spaciousness of mind and a generosity of spirit which lifts
the issue way beyond legal niceties. For example, when
there were reports that the Nobel Prize of Mother Teresa
may be subject to taxation by the Law Ministry, he
floored the bureaucrats not only on the issue of law but
on the question of their meanness. Promptly the
bureaucrats back-pedalled.

He brings to bear upon any task he handles, the
qualities of earnestness and perseverance. For example,
his tome on the income tax —on which he works with his
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brother Behram —covers 3000 pages, enough to deter
anyone from carrying it, leave alone reading it.

He works constantly on successive editions or sup-
plements which take a good deal of his time when not
engaged at the Tata headquarters at Bombay House.
Apart from his incisive powers of criticism, Nani possesses
a creative mind and one hopes that he can use it to pre-
sent to India alternative measures like a new Income Tax
Code for the consideration of the authorities. He has got
what it takes to write one,

A vigorous sixty, one feels Nani’s best years are still
ahead. At a time when the nation’s confidence is shaken
in its political leadership, many look up to him to bring
back standards into our public conduct. In a nation that
has lost its old giants and awaits the debut of the new,
Nani’s light shines brightly, waiting for others to light
their torch so that a nation may be illumined.
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threatened him with imprisonment for his views. But
Rajaji was undeterred. He was at peace — it was the peace
of a man who had spoken his mind fearlessly.

He was seated in his little office in the gardens of Kalk:.
He was not well. He opened a bottle of mixture and
gulped down a dose directly from the bottle. And then
quoted from his favourite author Edmund Burke, that
one can rob a man of any material possession but not of
the freedom to express his mind, for that is his most
precious possession.

Earlier in 1942 he resigned from the Congress Working
Committee because he disagreed with his colleagues on
the occasion of the Cripps Mission. A seer among
statesman, he foresaw as early as 1943 the break-up of In- .
dia and he tried to avert it by working out with Mr. Jin-
nah a loose federation for the sub-continent. He was the
object of attack by some of his own party. He steered
through these patches of unpopularity and when freedom
came he became Governor of West Bengal and soon after
Governor-General of India.

Earlier in the 1920s, writing his Jail Diary he foresaw
the future where Swaraj (independence) would come.
‘Elections and their corruption,’ he said, ‘injustice and
the power and tyranny of wealth and inefficiency of ad-
ministration will make a hell of life as soon as freedom is
given to us. Men will look regretfully back to the old
regime of comparative justice, and efficient, peaceful,
more or less honest administration. The only thing gain-
ed will be that as a race we will be saved from dishonour
and subordination.’

After stepping down from the Governor-Generalship
he became Minister without portfolio in the Union































Lal Bahadur Shastri 117

Indian-made Gnats proved more successful than the less
manoeuvrable though large U.S. Sabre jets. At a rally in
Bombay before a crowd of almost a million, Shastri spoke
with a light touch. Looking diminutive as he stood on a
high podium, he told the rally about the Gnats, adding
‘These days it seems, it is the little things which prove
more effective!’ The audience chuckled as the little man
said those words.

The war over, Shastri told his Cabinet colleagues, Now
we must preserve peace with the same vigour with which
we pursued the war.’

Four months later at the famous Hall of the Sessions at
Tashkent, under the aegis of Prime Minister Kosygin of
the U.S.S.R., a historic declaration was signed. The two
nations agreed to withdraw from all territories occupied
during the war and agreed not to resort to force to resolve
problems. Both reiterated their stand on Kashmir but no
more. '

That night at 10 o’'clock Shastri rang up his family to
find out the reaction in India to the agreement. A couple
of hours later as he was unwinding after the strenuous
negotiations of the previous days, he was struck by a heart
attack. Before the doctors could help he was no more. At
his finest hour, the hero of India had fallen.

Next morning a sorrowing nation received his body.
Millions felt that one of their own family had passed
away. Shastri had none of the glamour of Nehru, the ter-
rific mass-appeal of Gandhiji, and yet he had in 18 short
months endeared himself to the nation. How did he
manage to do it?

He had the common touch. Shastri had no fanciful
thoughts. He touched no heights of oratory. He was of the
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North India’.

Since then she has given concert recitals throughout
the length and breadth of India, from coast to coast in
America, in South-East Asia and in the capitals of
Europe. She has sung at the Edinburgh Festival in 1963
and at the U.N. in 1966.

In 1974 she was given the Ramon Magsaysay Award for
Public Service. The citation spoke of her as a ‘spiritual
singer to many millions in India’ whose exalted rendering
of devotional songs has supported numerous public
causes in India for four decades.

‘M.S.’, as she is called, has raised for charities funds
between rupees one and two crores. Her husband told me
that the only money she accepted for herself was
Rs.20,000 for her role in the film M¢ra. This she handed
over to him and with it he bought Kalki Gardens which
became their home and seat of the magazine Kalk: that
enthralled thousands for four decades. ‘All that she has
with her now,’ confided Sadasivam softly, ‘is the jewellery
she brought with her when she married me.’

Thanks to my colleague Rajmohan Gandhi, a close
family friend of theirs, I too was invited to stay at the
Sadasivams’ Kalki home in 1966. It was an old home with
large rooms and a spacious verandah. Often one heard
the veena being played and M.S. had her disciplined time
of practice. She owes her interest in music to her mother
who was a distinguished veena player. At a young age she
accompanied her mother.

I got to know them both better in February 1978 when
she came to Panchgani after a recital in Pune. Even in
the leisure and quiet of that place her serenity stood out.
Over meals she spoke little. When questioned she often
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this truth in his composition Sukhi Evaro. He lays down
that the man who sings in praise of God is he who upholds
- truth, who is always at the service of humanity, to whom
all gods and goddesses are the same and who sings with an
impeccable voice. From this we understand that truth,
service and impartiality should go hand in hand with a
sweet voice. The poet Bharati says that “if there is ra-
diance in the heart, there will be radiance in the voice.”
A pure mind and a sweet voice cannot be separated from
each other.’

C.V. Narasimhan, former Deputy Secretary-General

of the U.N., who has known M.S. for forty years, says:

To understand her as a musician, one has to know
her as a person. The qualities of humility, simplicity
and dedication that mark her personal life, are
abundantly reflected in her music. I believe that the
key to great music is humility to the point of self-
effacement. The singer then becomes a pure vehi-
cle, an interpreter rather than a virtuoso showing off
his own talents.

She enjoys being with her accompanists and keeps time
with their instruments, tapping her hand. She looks af-
fectionately at them as their fingers flutter and the drum-
mers conduct a lively dialogue with each other. Because
she has lost herself in the Creator she has all the time for
other people and interest in them. -

Her life is of one piece. As she is on stage, so she is off
it. Her accompanist, Vinayakram, speaks of the love he
gets from M.S. and her husband. Becausé they give
sacrificially, he says, he likes to work with them.

‘Any raga,’ says M.S. ‘has the purpose of directing the
minds of the listeners towards God and his manifesta-
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M.S. is accomplished at playing it herself. Everyone, she
believes, should study music: as they study history or
geography or arithmetic. For we live in a restless world
and a world of violence. As the violinist Yehudi Menhuin
says, if peace and good conduct are to prevail in the
present-day world, it is essential that the appreciation of
music grows in a big way. ‘Let there be less of speaking,’
says Menhuin, ‘and more of music; and periods of silence
when the music also has to stop.’
M.S. echoes these words.




J.R.D. Tata

I do not take myself too seriously.

A CONVOY OF cars and buses speeds along a highway

in Sweden with motorcycle escorts on either side.
A helicopter constantly hovers over it for the cargo is
precious. In this convoy are men of finance and industry
who between them control billions and who could be held
up for vast ransoms. Every six months they meet either in
America or in Europe under the aegis of the Chase
Manhattan Bank. Among them are Dr. Giovanni
Agnelli, President of Fiat; the President of Ford Motors;
the biggest ship-builder in the world from Hong Kong; a
member of the House of Mitsubishi; David Rockefeller,
President of Chase Manhattan; and Dr. Henry Kissinger,
Rockefeller’s friend and adviser. The most carefree
among this select company is J.R.D. Tata from India.
He assures his friends: *Nobody will kidnap me, for
nobody will want a ransom in rupees.’

When not on one of his travels in India or abroad, he
stays with his wife in a bungalow that has defiantly stood
its ground when skyscrapers have soared all around it.
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other contender, who was flying from London to
Karachi, was stranded for want of a spark plug. J.R.D.
sportingly parted with his and they continued their
journey in opposite directions. Aspy beat him by a few
hours. ‘I am glad he won,’ says J.R.D., ‘because it helped
him to get into the Indian air Force.” Later Aspy was to
be the second Indian to be Chief of the Indian Air Force.
J-R.D. was to have a few other adventures. In the early
1930s a daring Englishman called Nevill Vintcent came
along to India offering joy rides. He suggested to J.R.D.
that they start an airline. That was J.R.D.’s dream. But
Sir Dorab Tata, then Chairman of the Houses of Tatas,
was not interested. J.R.D.’s mentor, a retired I.C.S. of-
ficial, persuaded Sir Dorab to agree and so the Tata
Airlines was launched as a division of Tata Sons.

One October morning as the sun rose on the eastern
horizon, a single-engined Piper plane took off from
Karachi with a load of mail from Bombay. As the plane -
hummed and rose the pilot said a word of prayer. India’s
first airline was inaugurated with J.R.D. at the controls.
‘How did flying in those small planes affect you when you
were alone in the plane, without radio, without in-
struments and without ground aids? Did you feel there
was a Creator?’

‘The fact that you find yourself totally alone in the im-
mensity of space made you very humble and made you see
of what little consequence you are. And then you identify
God with the immensity of nature. These are the only
times when I felt totally alone and was conscious of that
loneliness.’ He said that he shared the experience of the
writer-pilot Saint Exupery which is so well expressed in
the book Night Flight.
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Governor of Bengal. In those days it was fashionable for
fiery Bengali rebels to take a pot-shot at the British
Governor or the Police Commissioner. So the authorities
had to be pretty careful. On a bitterly cold day, J.R.D.
was driving down with his wife from Darjeeling to Siliguri
after their honeymoon. For almost an hour the police
halted their car. Other cars too lined up on the road in
chilly weather. J.R.D. and his wife decided to register
their protest. They planned that when the Governor’s car
came, Mrs. Tata would step in front of the Governor’s car
while J.R.D. would give His Excellency a piece of his
mind. It worked. Mrs Tata stepped in front of the Gover-
nor’s car, while J.R.D. shouted: ‘Who the hell do you
think you are keeping five hundred people, women and
children, in the cold for an hour? You damn fool!’ Unfor-
tunately Mrs. Tata also wanted to give the Governor a
piece of her mind, and rushed to the car window. In the
process, the Governor's car shot off. Among those shiver-
ing in the cold was a British Anglican priest in his white
collar. He came up to J.R.D. and with all the dignity he
could command, said: ‘Sir, I do not approve of your
language but I certainly approve of your sentiments.” -
It is instances like these of arrogance that drove J.R.D.
even closer to Jawaharlal Nehru and the national move-
ment. Motilal Nehru stayed with R.D.Tata in Bombay.
In his younger days J.R.D. was a hero-worshipper of
Nehru. He recalls that at Independence, when he was 43,
he was much enthused. ‘I had tremendous dreams and
expectations of cooperation between the private sector
and the Government.’ But his dreams did not come true.
With more than 50 years of leadership in management,
he has developed his own philosophy and method. ‘One









Mother Teresa

If you judge people, you have no time to love
them.

HE BLUE AND white stripes of her sari framed her
lined and smiling face. She stood in the corridor
outside her chapel in Lower Circular Road, Calcutta,
shorter in height than I had imagined her to be. A
coachload of tourists were crowding around her and she
had a word for each one. They were pushing currency
notes into her left hand and flicking their cameras. She
was unfazed by both. She was more interested in the peo-
ple who crowded in front of her. Every time she had even
a brief word with one of the tourists her eyes seemed to
dwell entirely on him or her. As the tourist guide gave the
call that they should leave for the airport, she gently ask-
ed, ‘Would you not like to spend some time with Jesus in
our chapel?” Meekly they trooped in. She looks upon
herself mainly as a channel that takes people to God.
Agnes Gonxha Bejaxhiu was born on August 27, 1910,
of Albanian parents. Of peasant stock, they had settled in
Skopje, Yugoslavia. At the age of 12 she wanted to
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of that box of spiritual solace. She makes you measure
your life against hers, your selfishness with her sacrifice;
_your over-busyness with her sense of peace and calm in
the midst of her merciless schedule. A British V.I.P.
came in a three-piece suit to visit her and saw her work.
When he left and was about to step into the grand
limousine of the British High Commission, he said to his
neighbour, ‘This suit burns me up.’ In different ways she
has the unconscious gift of making us relate our lives to
hers. And in that process people change. A non-
practising Christian journalist, Desmond Doig, wrote a
fine biography of her. Neither he or his camera crew were
the same afterwards. Doig concluded: ‘She taught me to
see, not merely to look; to appreciate, not merely to
understand.’

She mentioned that her order extended to 98 homes in.
India and 60 outside, and recruits were flooding in
everywhere. As she spoke on the first floor, in the court-
yard below figures in white moved at a vigorous pace.
Many were preparing to leave with their bedding and
buckets —which were all their worldly belongings—for
some other centre. Another line of nuns was passing each
other buckets of water, starting on the ground floor and
going up the steps. They were busy as ants and as well
organised. :

Mother Teresa has taken the trouble to give profound
training to her Sisters. For the first six months they
observe the work that is being done and search if this is
what God wants them to do. In the next six months they
are given intensive spiritual training. Then they are put
to work.

The Sisters are naturally happy because they have
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found what they are looking for. Mother Teresa has also
started an Order for men looked after by a Jesuit priest
from Australia who has been released to do this work.
When I asked her, ‘Do you think your work will con-
tinue after you?' ‘Oh yes,’ she replied with an emphatic
turn of the head, ‘if He finds someone even more helpless
than me He will still continue. God has been just wonder-
ful’
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themselves to benefit their people. Till he was 83 he was
active. The day he died he had dictated an article for the
Commerce magazine. And in his file was the draft of the
letter to Nani Palkhivala about a friend, I had introduc-
ed to him, called Df. J.N. Mukherjee. Vakil said in the
draft letter that Mukherjee had propounded such views in
his book Forward with Nature* that if it was Vakils
choice he would award Mukherjee the Nobel Prize for
economics. A few days before he died he also sent me the
draft of this letter.

I mention this to show that Vakil was a builder of men.
There is no shortage in this land of those willing to make
themselves famous and those who are equally ready to
fend off those who may provide a challenge to them.
C.N. Vakil was different. He was a true leader, for
through him a host of economists came on the Indian
scene —some as tall as himself. And Vakil rejoiced. The
monument to his life is the quality and the work of his
students whom you will find in the World Bank and the
International Monetary Fund, in the Reserve Bank of
India and what delighted him the most, in several com-
panies that engaged their services. He did not have to run
an ‘employment exchange’ in his later years.

It was at the London School of Economics that he met
his mentor Dr. Edward Cannan. Cannan was a crusader
against inflation. The wartime British Government had
followed inflationary policies and to bring it to its senses,
Cannan filed a law suit against the Chancellor of the
Exchequer to prove that he was being robbed of the value
of his money by the Government! The case became a sen-
sation,

* Popular Prakashan, 1979, Rs.60.
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to have a companion on his exercise.

On his 81st birthday he was given a felicitation dinner
by distinguished citizens and his pupils. In giving his re-
ply he spoke of those to whom he owed most in life. One
was Chandra Shankar Bhatt, known as the Gyan Yogi of
Rander with whom in the early years he studied the Gita.
The other person was Shastriji Pandurang Athavle who
survives him. He told his admirers that evening, that
among the many defects in our educational system is the
absence of the ‘teaching of moral and ethical values or
religion, and the want of familiarity with our own civilisa-
tion and culture. It was fortunate that I had the oppor-
tunities to make good this gap.’

At home he participated fully in the activities of his
family. When he married he was about 23 years old and
his wife’s age was only 15 years. They celebrated the dia-
mond jubilee of their marriage in 1979. When she cook-
ed, and placed the sweets in a thali it was the learned pro-
fessor’s prerogative to cut the sweets into pieces. It was his
responsibility to remind her to take her medicine and
later on in life he once travelled with her from Kerala to
Switzerland to affect a cure for a complaint she had.

It was a privilege to pay him my respects at his funeral.
He died full of years. Loaded with glory and flowers the
body was taken down the stairs of his Marine Drive home
and they laid him at the gate awhile. Then as they lifted
him for the last journey my eyes fell on his life-
companion. It was a moving sight to watch her dignified
face, eyes brimming with tears, hands folded in a
namaste, as she had a long last look at the companion she
had lived with for so long and so happily.


















