hwelzmttotumto__him >
m:enndamo!d:re:tlun.'rhuwusn
in 1956 when Soviet tlnh‘ove.rran ?Il.m-
gary. It was again so when mlmﬁﬂ Chinese
Communist hordes invaded Tibet In 1965,
ﬂmhuwhommmmmdamﬂrebe-
tween the Indian Armed Forces and the
Nagaland “army”. It was he who stirred the
conscience of the authorities and enabled

the dacoits to make their peace with so-
ciety. He has espoused many unpopular but
worthwhile causes. Where shall we now
find our lodestar?

This s not ihe time or oceasion ﬁor
cold-blooded analysis. The blow is still teo
fresh and emotion clouds the mind.

1 first met JP, then a stunningly hand-
some young man, at the end of the year
1932. He was Acting Secretary of the All-
India Congress Committee. We were both
young romantics functioning underground
in the Civil Disobedience Movement led by
Gandhiji. Within a few weeks, I was with
him in the Nasik Road Central Prison where
we spent the whole of the year 1933 lo-
gether and became close friends There iS

no place like prison to test a man. JP was
Pure gold.

This year, I met JP on March 20 when
I rushed from the train that brought me to
Bombay straight to Jaslok Hospital whare
JP had already been admitted the previous
day. He‘was having h's midday meal when
1 went in to greet him and my heart was
warmed by the almost childlike glee with
wl_u:h he greeted me. Optimistically, I oro-
mised to call on him at noon the following
?ay. faw little we know of what twenty-
our hours can bring! The ] i et
JP was before he left Bnmal?aytrﬁi IP:tlnB
a few months ago, never to return.

Forty-seven yearg passed bet ose
t¥o0 meetings. Through ap the;ew;eenar:.h JP
gave freely and almost unwisely of himself
—thinking nothing of sleep, food or per-
sonal comfort. It was hijs disciplined Gan-
dhian wife, that great little lady, Prabha-

—Amiys Taraldar.

Homage ToJP.......

wati Devi, who locked after him and en-
gured some measure of atiention to his
health.

If T were asked what are the two quali-
ties of JP that stand out in my recollec-
tion of the last half-century, I would say
Courage and Gentleness. JP combined ‘hem
beautifully. A truly brave man is always
gentle.

Physical Courage

JP’s physical courage was evident in
his escape from Hazaribagh Prison in 1942
during the Quit India campaign, in the ex-
change of fire between hig protectors and
the police of Nepal, by the way in which
he stood up against interrogation when in
solitary confinement in the Agra Fort Prison
where he was denied sleep night after n'ght
in order to make him confess that Gandhiji
and he were pro-Japanese.

JP’s moral courage was demonstrated
on the many occasions when he chose to
dissent and part company from Mahatma

Gandhi and later Prime Minister Jawaharlal
Nehru.

JP was a gentle person who would not
hurt even a fly. The last time I paid aim
that compliment, however, 1 got into trouble
with him! I had mentioned this in a speech
in the Central Legislative Assembly, soon
after my election in September 1945, while
urging his release from prison, JP wrote to
me from Agra Prison saying he liked my
speech but he made a critical comment by
asking me very dryly: “Do you think it
right to concede that only those who are

too gentle to kill fiies should be set at
liberty?”

There are certain values to which Jaya-
prakash consistently adhered. I would tist
these as Individual Liberty, Love of the
Country, Social Justice, Spiritual and__
Religious Values.

¥rom these objectives, Jayaprakask
never swerved for a moment Man was
always in the centre of his picture, JP was
conservative and slow to change; but alti-
mately he was prepared to learn from 2x-
perience. He moved slowly from one relv
gious faith to another; from Hinduism to
Marxism, from Marxism to Sarvodaya.,
From being a Commissar, he became in the
end a Yogi. He resisted giving up his leng-
time adherence to Kar]l Marx, but at last,
in 1953, during his 21-day fast in Poona, he
made the change from Marx to Gandhi.

In an article entitled “Incentives to
Goodness”, which appeared in the Septemn-
ber 1952 issue of Freedom First, he wrote:

For many years, I have worshipped
at the shrine of the goddess of dialectica]
materialism—which seemed to me in-
tellectually more satisfying than any
other philosophy. But while the main
quest of philosophy remains unsatisfieq,
it has become patent to me that male.
rialism of any sort robg man of the
means to become truly human I 5
material civilisation, man has no ration.
al incentive to be good It may

t?:lai. in the kingdom of dialectica) Mmate.
rialism, fear makes men conform ;
the Party takes the place of Gog But




when that God himself turns vicious,
m&miombecomuauni‘nﬁllcﬂﬂﬂ-

convinced, therefore that

L..’.?"‘mu go beyond the material 1o

find the incentives to goodness. As 2

corollary, I feel further that the task

of social reconstruction cannot succeed
under the inspiration of a materialist
philosophy-

For this he was reviled and vilified 3;
a traitor, revisionist, capitalist stooge an
an agent of the CIA!

Gandhiji had said about Jayaprakash:
“One day he will speak my language.” it is
cad that Gandhiji did not live to see thal
day which came in 1952.

Increasingly, as time passed, Jaya-

got disillusioned with politicians
and political parties. While interviewing
him in 1972 in connection with his work
for the dacoits, 1 mentioned a suggestion
that Madho Singh, the leader of the dacoits,
ghould stand for Parliament and asked
Jayaprakash somewhat mischievously
whether, in that event, Madho Singh would
not be in good company. Jayaprakash de-
murred with a smile and said dryly: “He
would probably not be in good company,
because he, you see, would be a reformed
dacoit."”
, " the evening of his life, JP engaged
“wenself ‘n the most strenuous and taxing
campaign he had ever conducted. His elec-
tion programmes in February 1977 were
marked with the letter ‘D’ for dialysis every
second or third day. Despite this, he ram-
paged round the country like a young man.
On February 25, however, he had to be
rushed to Jaslok Hospital and the doctors
passed the verdict that his campaigning days
Were over.

India of JP's Dreams

In his final appeal to the voters on
March 13, 1977, to defeat the Government
and restore democracy, Jayaprakash shar
ed his vision of the Indja of his dreams:

The _India of my dreams is a come

munity in which every individusl,

every resource, is dedicated to serving

i?u wwkda ~—a community dedicated to

yodaya, to the well-bein
\-flea.at and the weakest, il

It is a community in which indivi-

duals are '_vnlued for their humanity—

a community in which the right of

every individual to act according to his

conscience is recognised espect

by all. s o

It is a community in 5 i

; which diff
ren?. v:t_:ws conteng pesll:efulf;. ;

v.'rhfc:_h disagreementg are gettled in a

Civilised manner, [t is a

which fellow men persuad

not bludgeon each other,

It is a community in whi

twurk—a ‘deeent Hvingh ;:m;n fﬂgﬁ:
_her_n._ It is a community in which each
;ndw‘:dua.l hag _enough tg develop his
Teative potential to the maximum, in
which everyone who toils with his
hands has z share in owning and a say

e each other,

their way to assure them preferential
facilities so that their historical handi-
caps are removed.

It is a community in which every
resource is bent to meeting the necds
of the masses—to provide them enough
to eat, to cnsure clothing, housing,
drinking water for them,

A Gandhian India

The India of my dreams is a com-
munity in which every citizen under-
stands and participates in matters that
transcend his immediate personal inte-
rests It is a community in which citi-
zens—especially the weak—are organi-
sed and awakened to implement re-
forms and to keep an eye over the
rulers.

It is a community In which offi-
cials and elected representatives are the
servants of the people, in which the
latter have the right and the opportu-
nity to bring them to book if they go
astray, in which office is not looked
upon as privilege, but as a trust ziven
by the people. In short, my vision is
of a free, progressive and Gandaian
India,

JP was throughout a consistent anti-
imperialist, He denounced Soviet imperial-
ism in Hungary and Chinese Communist
imperialism in Tibet, but he was not slow
in taking up cudgels for the freedom of
the people of Nagaland and Xashmir. In
this, he was one of a handful of people
whose anti-imperialism does not stop out-
side the frontiers of his own country.

In consequence, JP won many hearts
and rallied people in various parts of the
world in the pursuit of good causes. The
tribute that President Carter paid him

—Mona Chowdhury.

was his and that, if he had wanted, he
could have been the President or the Prime
Minister of India, But JP preferred to spend
the last quarter-century roaming India, ex-
posing corruption, initiating self-help pro-
jects, breaking down religious and caste
harriers, espousing countless causes that
would not win votes Is that a sign of
failure? His impact on men and women
of all classes and ages was profound—
students and youths rallied round him when
he launched opn total revolution in 1974
The best of businessmen responded to his
call to do Sampattidan and accept the so-
cial obligations of business. Even dacoits
laid down their arms and entrusted them-
selves to his care: Was that a failure?

Epitaph For JP

And, after all, does failure or success
really matter, or is it the pursuit of one's
beliefs in what is true and worth while?
It is not failure but low aim that is a erime
JP was never guilty of aiming low.

It is not given to liberators, ag it was
not given to Mahatmaa Gandhi, to reach
the end of the road. Until man becomes

perfect, no such achievement is feasible.

It is true that JP passed away hefore he
could recognise in the realities of his day
the kind of society of which he had dreamt.
He gave India its second liberation, but
lived long enough for his hopes ta be
blighted yet once again, as they had been
after the earlier liberation.

Already in August 1977, when I called
on him in his temporary abode at Nariman
Point in Bombay, JP had begun to realise
how the glory of the liberation of March
1977 was being tarnished. In an effort at
consoling him, I read to JP the last chapter
of my little book, JP: Mission Partly Ac-
complished, which was just then being prin-
ted. The chapter ended with a few words of
Robert Louis Stevenson in his essay, “El
Dorade”. I suggested that these might be an
appropriate epitaph for JP's own life and
work. JP was deeply touched and, when
I stopped reading, there were tears in his
eyes. He nodded assent. This ig what
Stevenson wrote:

Oh toiling hands of mortals:
Oh wearied feet, travelling yve know
not whither, Soon, soon, it seemg to
you, you must come forth to some con-
spicuous hilltop and a little way fur-
ther, against the sefting sun, descry the
spires of E] Dorado. Little do yve know
Yyour own blessedness for to travel hope-
fully is a better thing than to arrive
and the true success is to labour
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What Are The
Issues In The
Mid-Term Poll?

by Fatma R. Zakaria

he fortheoming elections heave acquired

the character of 3 Presidential poll in the
United States or France. For, in effect, we
are being asked to select an individual rather
than a party to lead the country. This is
the first time in our history eg a demo-
cracy that, on the eve of elections, eve—
major political party has taken the decis
on who it will choose ar support as Prime
M'nister 1f it comes to power.

Not only has the choice of the leader
been made by every party (as is done in
Britain), but greater emphasis is being laid
on him or her as the case may be than on
the party. Indeed, the individual so chosen
has assumet] the importance of a “major
plank” of the electoral campaign in the case
of every one of these parties.

Unique Situation

Such a sifuation has not obtained before,
During the Nehru era, it was indeed taken
for granted that the Congress would choose
none other than Jawabarlal Nehru to head
the government, but the ent're complexion
of elections was different then as was the
entire political character of the country,
Nehru overshadowed all other personalilies
on the national scene and it was ihconcs
able that ‘anyone else could occupy’th .#
office. For that matter, such was also the

other parties projected any single leader as
their Prime Ministerial candifate.

In the 1987 General Election, the first
to be held after Nehru's death, Mrs Gandhi
(who, on the death of Lal Bahadur Shastr{
in 1968, had been chosen by her party
leaders to head the government) was the
outgoing Prime Minister, but the Congress
Party’s Old Guard had by no means made
up their minds beforé the polls as to who
was to be their next choice for the office
of Prime Minister. In fact, the High Com-
mand was divided on the iasue even after
the poll and a contest seemed imminent
between Morarji Desai and Mrs Gandhi
Mr Desai, however, was later persuaded to

—Chandu Mbatre
withdraw his candidature on the assurance
Mrs Gandhi will advocate a strong leadership and a cohesive gt ol o -i=iong
which can bring in stability, orderly progress, keep the oerfrond 2 mm.a c.bmn B o
country as one and protect the minorities. She will cite her record
of 11 years.



