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FOREWORD

MANY Books have been written about Jawaharlal Nehru.
He was the first Prime Minister of India; he was one of the
outstanding leaders of the Indian freedom struggle; he was
one of the most eminent statesmen of the world. But
none of these books really gives any glimpse into Nel.1ru
the man, that lovable, warm-hearted, colourful personaht.:y,
the impulsive, generous and noble nature that made him
truly great. .
YItg 1s said that no man is a hero to his valet. This is
true in the sense that it is the inner nature and character
of persons which show what they really are. Fr?m chat
point of view, Nehru was one of the most interesting per-
sonalities because he was great and noble whether seen from
afar or from near. .

Here is a book which shows him from near and inti-
mately. Mr. Tandon, the writer, had occasion to watch
him at close quarters for many years. | During the freedom
struggle and after, the writer hid 0pportun1t1es to observe
and collect many mmdents md anecdotes Wthl} tell how
lovable, kind and generoﬂs a man. Nehru: Was.

The anecdotes recounted in this book ‘are: unique and
could only be gathered by.one who k‘n¢W him, well and saw
him from unexpected mgles aﬁeL-en most_unpredictable
occasions. They vividly present.d hurnbrouS, witty and
lively portrait of Nehru who was extremelY human.

New Delhi B. V. KESKAR
April 26, 1969 '






PREFACE

NEHRU wAS ONE of the choicest spirits of our age. Very
few can be compared with him in the grandeur of human
spirit. Much is already known about Nehru, the great
national leader during India’s struggle for independence,
Nehru the first Prime Minister of Independent India,
Nehru the great statesman and world figure. And much
will doubtless yet be written on these aspects of one who
helped to shape contemporary history. But in these pages
we are able to see for the first time the Juman Nehru so
dear to us; for the accent here is on his humanity rather
than his political sagacity, on his moods and fancies rather
than his idealism and statesmanship. Here we have in-
timate glimpses of the man’s dauntless courage, his large-
heartedness, his consideration for all sorts and conditions
of men, his impatience and irritability, his personal joys
and sufferings, his loyalty to his comrades, and the warmth
of his heart and the readiness of his sympathy.

This book is not 2 connected study or a full-length
portrait. Its merit, I venture to think, is that it can be
taken up by the reader and perused with pleasure at any
point. Here are vignettes revealing little-known and half-
forgotten details and episodes of Nehru’s life. My book,
“The Human Nebrz’’, has been incorporated in it.

4, ELGIN Roap, P. D. TaNDON
ALLAHABAD
April, 1969
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1. HOW HUMAN!!

WaeN I talk or write about ]awaharhl Nehru I am faced
with 2 huge procession of memories. I am lost in the
crowd of sweet thoughts and his magnificent deeds bring
him back to life before my mind’s eye. He was 2 man
with a beautiful physique, exquisite graces and dominating
passions.

Now come with me for 2 while to Anand Bhawan of
Jawaharlal Nehru days. The Prime Minister came there
for a brief visit one day. After breakfast he came into the
drawing-room where a small crowd of distinguished people
had collected. He gave a charming smile of recognition
to everyone and joined hands in salutation. He stood
there adjusting the rose in the button-hole. He suddenly
$aw some young boys standing in the verandah. He looked
at them and stood still. Others around him stood quiet
and alest.  He did not talk to the big and the distinguished
and went out to meet the boys. “How are you?”’ he
cnqulred The lads smiled and said, “Panditji, Sab Theek

»” (Panditji, everything is all right.)

“A.ny difficulty ?” he asked.

The boys looked at each other and hesitated to say
anything. “Come along, what is the matter?”’ he en-
-quired.

One of them blurted out, “Panditji, during rains our
books get wet and we get drenched with water when we
return home.”

“Really ! Is that so?” he queried affectionately.
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He said ‘Ja/ Hind’ and went away. The boys echoed,
“Panditji ki Jai”’

Nehru went to Delhi and sent 2 man to the market
to buy some canvas bags and rain coats for the youngsters.
‘They were bought and shown to him and sent to Allahabad
for the boys who had told him that their books and clothes
got wet during rains when they returned home from school.
He had many big problems, most of the time, to attend to,
but the little needs of insignificant people also attracted his
attention and he offered help whenever possible.

2. KIND AND GENTLE

ABour fifty years ago, some young students went to Motilal
Nehru’s house to get a donation for Bundelkhand Famine
Relief Fund. They were stopped near the poztico by a
servant. Motilal Nehru was pacing up and down 2 nearby
verandah. He was informed about the students’ request.
The servant returned to the boys and said, “The Bare Sahib
says that he does not give donations for such things.”
The boys felt a little irritated and said within the hearing of
Motilal Nehtu, ““To what causes does he contribute then ?
We will come in future for those causes only.”

The Pandit heard this and got angry and ordered
that the impertinent boys be turned out of the compound
immediately. The master’s order was being carried out,
when Jawaharlal Nehru, Esq., handsome and elegantly
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dressed in completely western style, came upon the scene.
He was riding a cycle. He stopped and asked why the boys
were being driven out. He was told the whole story and
he asked the servant to bring them in and he pedalled off.
The students were told that the Chote Sahib was calling
them.

The boys feared that the man who was calling them
was an Englishman and would thrash them after getting
them inside the house. However, they summoned up
courage and followed the servant.

As soon as the frightened boys were seated in the
room, they were served tea and biscuits. ‘“What’s the
matter »”  enquired Mr Jawaharlal Nehtu in a soft, gentle
tone. The students by now had realized that they were
facing not an irate Englishman, but a compatriot who was
kind, considerate and warm-hearted.

They told Jawaharlal Nehru that they were social
workers going from door to door to collect funds for the
famine-stricken people in Bundelkhand and they had come
to his revered father with great expectations, but had met
with a rebuff and were being unceremoniously driven out
of the grounds.

“Is that so?”” asked Nehru a little puzzled and then
pulled out a cheque book, straightaway wrote out a cheque
for Rs. 101, and handed it to the boys. “I hope you are
satisfied now,”” said Nehru. The boys brimming with joy
replied, “Yes sir, we are very happy. Thank you, sir.”
The youngsters went away triumphantly with the cheque,
leaving Nehru a little pensive.



3. UNIQUE COURAGE

NEHRU was not “one man, but a procession of men’ who
symbolised in him the urges of his people. He represented
them as Gandhi did. He echoed the innermost feelings
of the Indian people. His presence had 2 magical effect
on huge crowds of men and women. They were like a
life-giving tonic to him. He derived his strength from
them and radiated hope and vigour to them. When he
went to the angry multitudes they became cool and
calm. Violent mobs became peaceful in his presence.
During 1947 communal riots, he displayed tremendous
courage. When he rushed unprotected to save the in-
nocent victims of frenzied hordes, his friends often got
frightened and said, “Panditji, they will kill you in their
madness”. His reply was, ““Then, what ? Should I allow
these butchers to kill the innocent?”> Such was the cout-
age of this man and he has bequeathed it to many people,
very particularly to his brave and beautiful daughter,
Indira.

His biggest quality was his vast humanity; his pro-
found love for the lowly and the lost. Millions of people
loved him and he loved them with all his heart. We
remember him because he was a2 man of great vision. His
was no ordinary light. It was a light that shall never
dim. In him the nation found a hero, a mover of men,
a writer, a philosopher, a statesman and a poet who ex-
pressed himself in poetic prose. He was great not because
he was Prime Minister of a great country. He was great
because he was a most devout lover of mankind. He
was India’s unquestioned leader, and the West had a
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spiritual affinity with his way of thinking. They under-
stood him and he appreciated their approach to various
problems. He had 2 modern mind which could keep pace
with this rapidly changing wozld.

“Possessing much, and yet deserving more;
Deserving those bigh hononrs which be wore
WWith ease to all, and in return gain'd fame
Which all men paid, because be did not claim.”

When you think of Nehru’s past, the sacrifices that he
made, and the agony that he suffered in prisons, you will
feel that he deserved much more than what he got. Many
men are honoured by the positions they occupy, but
Nehru honoured the offices he held. His magnificent
approach, his kindly deeds, his vast generosity, his width
of vision, and his deep humanity captured the hearts of
his countrymen and they simply adored him. A conversa-
tion with him was a voyage of discovery. Iam told that
once a Viceroy after listening to Nehru’s high-pitched
conversation said that he found it difficult to keep pace
with Nehru’s flight of imagination and width of vision.
“Mr Nehru, I come from a county in England and my
background is not so rich and adequate as is yours,”

the Viceroy was reported to have said to Nehru’s embar-
rassment |



4, ARDUOUS LIFE

NEHRU’s life as Prime Minister was an arduous one. He
hardly got time to engage in pleasant pursuits. A lot of
people visited him. He tried to meet all of them. In the
morning he petformed some yogic exercises, 2 very old
habit with him, which stood him in good stead. He saw
people at breakfast, lunch and dinner, apart from the rou-
tine interview hours. He was constantly in demand. He
hardly got any rest. Often he gulped down his lunch and
rushed back to office, to return only after sunset. I had
heard someone say, “Panditji was sometimes seen lunching
quite leisurely but then suddenly some idea gripped him
and he abruptly stopped eating. Thete were days when the
inmates of the house did not get even a few minutes to
talk with him.”

After a day’s hard work, he used to come to dinner
very tired. But even after that he could hardly look
forward to restful hours, because quite often there were
engagements after dinner. When the engagements were
over he sat down to read repotts, files and clippings and
then dictated to his stenographer.

A close associate of Nehru had told me that at times
Nehru was so tired that he fell asleep while talking to
people. He would suddenly wake up, talk a little again,
put aside his spectacles, and rest his face on the palm of
his hand, sleepy. And no wonder! The man who, day
after day, went to sleep at two or so in the morning must
feel completely fagged out even if he had the constitution
of a horse. An American friend of mine, after an inter-
view with Nehru wrote to me, “It was a thrilling ex-
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perience to have met the charming Prime Minister. It will
long be 2 memory. But thank God, he did not sleep dut-
ing my interview as he did in the case of...”

5. THRASHED BY FATHER

ONCE in his childhood, at the age of five or six, Nehru
was severely beaten by his father. Two beautiful fountain
pens were arrayed on the table of Motilal Nehru. His
son was tempted to take one of them. He did not ask his
father’s permission but picked up one from the table. He
said to himsclf that since his father could not possibly
need both of them at the same time, he might as well help
himself to one. When it was discovered that one pen was
missing from the table, there was a flutter in the house
and a vigorous search was made. This frightened young
Jawahar, but he did not confess that he had taken the pen.
Later it was known that Jawaharlal had removed it from
the table. This infuriated his father and he thrashed his
son. “Almost blind with pain and mortification at my
disgrace I rushed to mother, and for several days various
creams and ointments wete applied to my aching and
quivering little body,” wrote Nehru recalling this incident
of his early days.



6. “FATHER DRINKING BLOOD”

EVERY evening Motilal Nehru relaxed after the day’s hard
labour and a number of visitors and friends called on
him and Anand Bhawan resounded with his tremendous
laughter. Jawahatlal was naturally curious to know what
those big people said to each other and he would occas-
ionally peep into the room to have a glimpse of the
distinguished visitors. Once in a while his father would
pull him out and make him sit near him. One evening
Jawahaslal saw his father drinking claret or some other
deep red wine. Hozrified, he rushed to his mother and
told her in fright, “Father is drinking blood !”’

7. “I LIKE YOUR FACE”

NEHRU’S interests were varied and his sympathies pro-
found. Innumerable people fell victim to his irresistible
charm. His fascinating face had some abiding nobility
and loveliness about it. He used to get adoring epistles
from all sorts of people. Here are a few extracts from a
letter of a most talented artist, Amrita Shergill, who died
when she was young. She wrote to Nehru, “A little
while ago somebody said to me ‘you know Jawaharlal
Nehru is ill’. Ihadn’t known it. Inever read the papers.
I have been thinking of you a great deal but somehow,
perhaps for that very reason I hadn’t felt like writing.. ..
I should like to have known you better. I am always
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attracted to people who are integral enough to be incon-
sistent without discordancy and who don’t trail vicious
threats of regret behind them... I don’t think you were
interested in my painting really. You looked at my
pictures without seeing them.

“You are not hard. You have got a mellow face.
I like your face. It is sensitive, sensual and detached at the
same time...”

8. AFFECTIONATELY CONSIDERATE

NEenRU was a shepherd who most gently and carefully
looked after the flock around him. I can recall many
instances of his very considerate nature; but here I will
state only a few. After his release from Ahmadnagar
Fort, he travelled all over the country to acquire first-hand
information of the events that took place in the wake of
1942 rebellion. I shadowed him almost everywhere in
U. P. He addressed mammoth gatherings and I was
keenly interested in reporting him fully and faithfully.
For me news despatches first and every other thing
afterwards. But this was not possible in the company of
Nechru. IHc would command us to be present punctually
whencever there was tea, dinner or lunch. At times, his
admirers would force him to eat a little fruit or sweet
before them which they had brought for him. Never did
he taste anything without sharing it with the members of
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his entourage. I was very keen to follow minutely the
animated conversations that followed between him and his
admirers and eating on such occasions was a kind of
atmospheric disturbance for me. But his was a different
approach.

One day in Ballia after a meeting, I immediately
rushed to my typewriter, not realizing it was dinner time,
and started beating it furiously to turnout the copy quickly
and dump it at the telegraph office. Panditji came to the
dining-table. He looked around and found me missing.
“Where is that crazy fellow?” he was reported t0 have
shouted. In order to save me from his “wrath”, no cne
gave him any clue of my whereabouts. He thundered,
“I can imagine where this man must be.”

He came to my little room and holding me by the
collar of my “kurta””, he dragged me to the dining-hall,
repeatedly saying, “To hell with your reporting.” I was
thrust into a chair. None sympathised with me. Every-
one laughed and Panditji joined in. I felt very silly, but
was overwhelmed by his affectionate consideration for
others. He was always big in a big way.

9. DEEPLY SECULAR

NEHRU fought communalism heroically all his life. The
b{ggesr tribute to that great lover of peace will be 2 world
W.1thout war, no doubt, but India without communal
disharmony will also be fitting memorial.
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After Partition, nothing distressed him more deeply
than the communal riots in various parts of the country.
‘Giving expression to his deep sorrow, he said, “I never
knew that my admirers were beasts. My heart is soaked
with sorrow and the monstrous riots have degraded my
country. I went to meet Bapu, but could not look him
in the face. T was full of shame.”

Before independence communal riots wete frequent
in India and this worried the national leaders a great deal.
In April, 1938, Nchru had gone to Calcutta to attend 2
very important meeting of the Congress Working Com-
mittee. When he was there communal trouble started in
Allahabad. I wrote to him immediately requesting him
to let me know what students could do during the dis-
turbances to help the people. There were a lot of students
those days in the Allahabad University who were eaget
to help the innocent victims of communal frenzy. As
soon as my letter reached him, despite very heavy work
on hand, he promptly replied, giving us instructions and
<chalking out a programme. He said, “Your letter. The
way students and young men can help if a serious com-
munal situation arises, is this: a group of them should
volunteer and their names should be taken down. They
should be ready to come out at a moment’s notice. In
case there is any excitement or trouble, they should gather
together and go to the Congtess office and from there to
the area affected. In these areas as well as in the central
part of the city like Chowk, small groups of five should
stand at important places and crossings and patrol in the
neighbourhood. Their very presence will inspire con-
fidence in the shop-keepers and residents. Individuals



12 NEHRU YOU DON’T KNOW

should not do this work but small groups of five or six.
It must be remembered that under no circumstances must
these volunteers indulge in any violence.

“The first thing to do is to enrol names for this
purpose and to give a list to the City Congress Com-
mittee.”

Unfortunately communal disturbances even now
occasionally oppress us. The Government are vigilant no
doubt, but young men and women can do 2 lot in such
unfortunate situations. The guidance which Nehru gave
us then holds good even now.

10. NEHRU AND THE MOON

NEHRU was fond of Nature. He loved to watch the moon
and the stars and had written how they kept him company
when he was in jail.

Some years ago, at the Allahabad Government House,
when Sarojini Naidu was the Governor, I introduced a
Smart, young American woman to Nehru. She was very
ktaen to have a word with him and insisted on meeting
him that evening, Luckily, he was in a happy mood of
complete relaxation. He suddenly asked an abrupt ques-
tion which none of us had expected, “What is your
measure of greatness, young lady ?”’

She felt a little unnerved and said, “A great man
leads people and makes them like it.”



NEHRU AND THE MOON 13

Promptly Nehru said, “Don’t you think it is better
to lead them without giving them the sensation of leading
them?”

“Your greatness is felt all over the world, sir,” said
the American.

Nehru smiled and said, “It’s a frightening prospect.”

And then he asked her to look at the new moon and
diverted her attention from an embarrassing topic.

She said, “Sir, don’t you think the full moon is much
better than the new moon?”

“Of course not. I think the new moon is much
better than the full moon which starts disappearing and
is a symbol of the past. The new moon shows the future
and gives promise of more light, night after night.”

Nehru always liked the new moon and in The
Discovery of India he wrote,

““ The new moon, a shimmering crescent in
the darkening sky, greeted us on our arvival
bere [ Abmadnagar Fort]. The moon, ever a
companion to me in prison, bhas grown more
Jriendly with closer acquaintance—a reminder
of the loveliness of this world, of the waxing
and waning of life, of death and resmrrection
Jfollowing each other in interminable succession,
ever changing, yet ever the same. I bave
watched it in its different phases and in its many
moods in the evenings as the shadows lengthen
in the still hours of the night.’

The woman casually said that she would like to hear
Nehru on the radio and elsewhere more frequently.
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“Do you know a colleague told me the other day that
I suffer from foot and mouth disease ? I am always deliver-
ing speeches and roaming. I don’t think you want those
to develop any more,” replied Nehru amidst laughter and
bade good-bye to the little crowd of men and women
that had gathered round him.

Nehru was a lover of mountains, the stars, and the
sky. Sunset fascinated him. The rising sun inspired him.
The moon comforted him. He loved to stand and stare.
For several years through the narrow grating of his prison
cell, he looked at the star-spangled heavens with the eyes
of a poet and a dreamer.

11. CHURIDAR PYJAMAS

CoroneL Lours Jomnson was in India for some time as the
petscnal envoy of President Roosevelt. He met Nehru and
was charmed by him. He gave expression to his fondness
for him in the course of a statement which he issued to
the press when he was leaving India. When the Cripps
negotiations were going on in New Delhi, Col. Johnson
was there and met Nehru frequently. He was intrigued
to see Nehru in chuwridar pyjamas. He wondered how
anyone could get into them. One day he apologetically
enquired, “Permit me to ask, Mt Nehru, how do you get
into these pyjamas?” Promptly Nehru said, “But they get
on me all right” As he said this thete was laughter and
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later he expliined to Col. Johnson the “mechanism” of the
churidar pyjamas.

Yet another story of this kind. It is said that once
in London, Nehru was invited to address a meeting and he
went there in a shervani and churidar pyjamas. As he stood
up to speak there was a slight flutter in some corners of
the hall, because some people felt that Nehru was wearing

only long undetwear and had forgotten to put on his
trousers !

12. DISCONSOLATE MOMENTS

I saw Nehru in tears and in most disconsolatc moments.
On such occasions there was 2 tragic grandeur on his face.
One evening, on his return to Anand Bhawan after he had
petformed the last rites for his mother, I saw him sitting
all alone in his drawing-room under the shade of an elect-
ric lamp—picking up this magazine and that and turning 2
page here and a page there. He was feeling very discon-
solate and was trying to overcome his grief. He was
making a deliberate attempt to forget all that had hap-
pened. But obviously he could not. I watched his face
for about half an hour from outside the room and that
face seemed to be soaked in sorrow. That look of his
still lingers in my memory. That face, that shade, that
moment, that expression, will, perhaps, never be erased
from my mind.



13. A CRUEL BLOW

‘GANDHI’S death was a very cruel blow to him personally
and it made him very sad. He could not forget Bapu and
missed him very much. Once when he was returning
from London after a Commonwealth Prime Ministers®
‘Conference, somebody gave him a book which contained
numerous photographs of Bapu., He was flying from
Bombay to Delhi. He turned a few pages here and there
and then suddenly broke into tears. Those pictures of
‘Gandhiji brought to his mind memoties of the past and
he could not help crying.

14. A NOBLE SPECIMEN

NEHRU was never petty or small. He was a noble speci-
men of mankind. In personal dealings he was loving and
considerate and very human. By his example, he taught
People to be big-hearted and generous. He never en-
couraged those who virulently spoke ill of othets. One
day a Congress leader was talking to Nehru in Anand
Bhawan and for about half an hour he fiercely denounced
a political rival. Nehru heard him patiently and when
the man stopped talking, Nehru got up and said, “That
man may be guilty of all the things you have said, but
those who complain in this manner are not very high-
class men.”
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The complainant was silenced. I realised that to
complain was not a very dignified thing. I learnt a big
lesson that day. Whenever I am tempted to complain

against anyone, I am immediately reminded of what
Nehru had said.

15. A CHAMPION OF MINORITIES

THE following incidents were reported to Dr. P. E. Dustoor,
formerly of Allahabad University, by the late Major P. S.
Mehta who, along with some other military officers, shep-
herded the peace mission of the Prime Ministers of India
and Pakistan, Nehru and Liaquat Ali Khan, to the troubled
areas whete communal riots had broken out in 1947 after
the Partition of India.

On September 1, 1947, Nehru and Liaquat Ali reach-
ed Adampur acrodrome. The guard provided for the two
Prime Ministers for going to the troubled areas was a bare
escort of four jeeps. But Nehru objected to it. He turned
to General Thimayya (then Brigadier) and told him that
he would not travel in a convoy. “These are orders, Sir,”
Nehru was told. “Not a very clever order, I am afraid,”
replied Nehru and insisted that the escort must be cut
down to half.

The two Prime Ministers went to the nearest Indian
refugee camp at Kamalpur. As soon as the Muslim re-

fugees saw Nehru they shouted, “Aaya Zalim ! Maar
2

et
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Dala, Loot Liya> (The tyrant has come. He has robbed
us and killed us). The bitterly hostile attitude of the mob
upset the escort and they feared that anything might
happen and they wanted to be around Nehru. “But where
is Panditji?”” they asked anxiously. He could not be
traced for some time and this gave them most anxious
moments. At last they saw him talking to an old woman
whom he was consoling in her misfortune. The crowd
which had greeted him as a murderer on his arrival be-
came friendly to him in the old way.

The two Prime Ministers sat listening to the com-
plaints against the Hindus and the Sikhs. A Muslim
constable sprang from his seat and said to Liaquat Alj,
“Gandhi anr Nebru bamare maabaap hain. Aap ne kya kiya?
Apne to hotel mei baith ke Pakistan liya. Apne kya qurbani
kee?” (Gandhi and Nehru are like father and mother
to us. What have you done? You got Pakistan while
sitting in 2 hotel. What sacrifices did you make ?)

When the Indian Prime Minister left the Muslim
refugees there were no longer cries of “Zalim aagaya™,
which he had heard on his arrival, but “WVagir-e-Asgan
Hindustan Zindabad!” (Long live the Prime Minister of
India !).

From there he went to the deputy commissioner’s
bungalow at Hoshiarpur. Several thousand Hindus and
Sikhs had gathered at the place and clamourcd for his
darshan. But Nehru wanted those people to be told bluntly
that he regarded them as assassins and would not see their
faces. Butthe crowd insisted on seeing him. Angrily, he
rushed out of the room and poured upon them the vials
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of his wrath. He called them bandits and murderers, but
none dared protest.

He told them that their violence would be met by
Government with greater violence. And he shouted, “Be
warned ! I will not allow this to continue. I will blow
you up, if need be, at the cannon’s mouth; I will, if
it has to be done, bomb you from the air.”

None protested, no one showed any anger. And
when he left them, the crowd burst into spontaneous and
prolonged applause and cheers.

From there he went to the village of Khaspur near
Adampur. A crowd of Muslims met Nehru and said that
the Sikhs would kill them. He called for Sardar Swaran
Singh, the then Home and Revenue Minister of East
Punjab, and asked him to see to it that no harm was done
to them.

Nehru then proceeded angrily towards the crowd of
Hindus and Sikhs which was standing nearby. He
denounced them furiously and said that their conduct
towards the Muslims was horrible and disgraceful. This
had a salutary effect on the crowd and the Sikhs swore
on their &érpans that they would not kill a single Muslim.



16. COURAGE AND ENDURANCE

NE#HRU liked those who had courage and endurance enough
to suffer physical pain and inconvenience. He did not like
to make a fuss about little physical troubles that he occas-
ionally had. On September 12, 1955 at Khajuraho, two
fingers of Nehru’s right hand were rather badly injured.
He was alighting from the car when a door suddenly
banged on two of his fingers and they began to bleed. He
was restless and in severe pain, but he did not talk about
it. The injured fingers were bandaged and he returned to
Allahabad after finishing his tour, his right hand in a
sling. One could see in his face the pain that he was
suffering, but he tried to give a friendly smile to everybody.
All the hand-shaking that day was done with the left hand.
Someone said, “Sir, I am sure you are in great pain, but
you are facing it bravely.” Nehru smiled and replied,
“After all, it is a2 minor injury. Tell me, how are you ?”
' His fingers were painful and he had difficulty in
dressing, shaving, eating and doing other things but he
made no fuss about it. He wanted to enjoy his two
hours’ stay at Allahabad and let others also enjoy it and
not depress his friends and admirers by talking about this
mishap. However, when he was taking tea holding his
cup in the left hand and looking rather uncomfortable,
someone asked, “How are your fingers now?”’ He smiled
and said, “Paining quite a lot, but nothing to bother
about. They will be all right soon.”
Nehru was capable of leading a hard life. He could
put up with many inconveniences, and could stand heat
and cold fairly comfortably. In summer, when scorching
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winds blew and Allahabad became a furnace, he used to
sit in his study on the upper floor of Anand Bhawan and
work the whole day. Nor were there any &las-&i-tattis.
One day Mr Lal Bahadur Shastri went up to his room to
meet him and he found it extremely hot. He asked Nehru
why he stayed in that room during the day when it was
so unbearably hot. Nehru said that he did not feel the
heat particularly and was used to it, besides he liked
working in that room, because he had worked there for
years. Mr Shastri suggested that something must be done
to make the room a little cool, but he did not accept the
suggestion, saying, “One should get used to things and
should not long for comforts and more comforts.”

17. GREAT ZEST FOR LIFE

NEHRU loved speed, and slowness wearied him. He has
written, “Perhaps I ought to have been an aviator so that
when the slowness and dullness of life overcame me, 1
could have rushed into the tumult of the clouds and said
to myself :

‘I balanced all, brought all to mind,

The years to come seemed waste of breath,

A waste of breath the years behind

In balance with this life, this death.””

Despite heavy work and worry, Nehru hardly ever
lost zest for life. He was essentially 2 man of love and
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laughter. He laughed heartily and loved to play with
children.

In his rare bits of leisure, he made solicitous en-
quiries about those around him. Oncein a while he
managed to run away from files and conferences and
relaxed. Many years ago, he went to see “Hamlet”, but
before going to the picture he read “Hamlet” all over

again !

18. “REST IS A BETRAYAL”

NEeHRU celebrated several birthdays in prison cells, and
each birthday painfully reminded him and his people that
one more year of a precious life had gone by. About
birthdays he wrote, “My chief grievance was that my
birthday came so rarely. Indeed I tried to start an agita-
tion for more frequent birthdays. I did not realize then
that a time would come when birthdays would become
unpleasant reminders of advancing age.”

Nehru never sought escape from hard work. He
was one of the busiest men in the world. Even when
he was not the Prime Minister, he did an enormous
amount of work and very often, despite his good health,
he felt extremely tired and exhausted. On July 27, 1942,
he called me to his study in the afternoon to dictate
something for the press. He started dictating, but he fell
asleep in the midst of it. I quietly sat watching his tired
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face. He relaxed on a comfortable arm-chair and snatch-
ed a few minutes of rest. When he woke up, he asked
me how long he had slept and had I to wait for long?
“Panditji, you dozed only for a few minutes. I wish you
had rested a little longer. You seem to be very tired,”
I said.

“I do not think so. I am feeling quite fresh. Let us
continue the work,” he said abruptly.

After a few fleeting moments of rest the work began
again. He always seemed to be repeating to himself, “Rest
is the betrayal of the millions who never rest.”” He was
really condemned to hard labour.

19. THE NEHRU TEMPER

THERE are innumerable instances of Nehru losing his
temper. Let me narrate a good one that I know. In
early 1955 he came to Allahabad to lay the foundation-
stone of the Allahabad Railway Junction Station. A big
show was planned, and several thousand rupees wete
spent in order to make the function a great success. The
Minister for Railways and top-ranking officials of the
railway department had reached Allahabad a few days
before the function to supervise the arrangements. Every-
thing was made spick and span. The railway department
was in charge of the function. Money flowed freely and
the arrangements were really good. However, at the



24 NEHRU YOU DON’T KNOW

eleventh hour, 2 “tragedy” took place. The loudspeakers
did not function and this infuriated Nehru. People from
all corners assembled in the public meeting started shout-
ing, “Can’t hear, can’t hear”. Nehru was disgusted. He
had hoped to speak to the people of his home-town for
quite some time, and he felt that men, women and children
who had waited for long to hear him would go back
disappointed. This hurt him, and he said, “What are
these arrangements? This is amazing incompetence.
This is scandalous incompetence. I am disgusted. These

officials know how to sign papers only”.
Someone tried to explain, but Nehru gagged him

saying, “No explanations, please. In two minutes a battle
is lost. When a battle is lost, it is lost and I do not want
to know how and why.”

He waited for a few minutes expecting the loud-
speakers to return to life, but nothing happened for a long
time. His patience was exhausted. “Someone deserves
to be dismissed for this incompetence. You are incom-
petent; you are incompetent,” cried Nehru in anger and
despair, pointing towards some officials who were standing
on the dais.

Nehru rebuked the officials; the public enjoyed the
fun. Some people wanted to leave the meeting, believing
that they would not be able to hear Nehru, but others
stopped them saying ‘““Wait, Panditji will bang these
officials further and that will be good fun.” The public
waited. Nehru flared up again and again and shouted at
the officials. Mr Lal Bahadur Shastri, the then Minister
for Railways, was there at the meeting and felt greatly

ambarrassed.



Prate 5 —With His Daughter Indu and Niece Chandralekha




PLate 6 — WORKERS' TRAINING CAMP AT HINDI VIDYAPITH, ALLAHABAD

Top Row (L. to R) — Dr. B. V. Keskar (2nd), Sri Mohammed Yunus (4th), Sri Mangla Prasad (5th)

Second Row from Top — Sri Lal Bahadur Shastri (2nd), Th. Malkhan Singh (3rd), Sri R. S. Pandit (4th), Sri K. D.
Malaviya (3th), Sri K. C. Tandon (6th), Sri Z. A. Ahmed (7th), Sri P. K. Khanna (8th), Sri Muzaffar
Hussain  (9th), Sri  Ganga Sahai Chaube (10th)

Sitting on Chairs — Sri Sri Prakasa (Ist), Sri S. K. D. Paliwal (3rd), Maulana Abul Kalam Azad (5th), Babu P. D. Tandon
(6th), Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru (8th), Sri A. G. Kher (9th), Sri Chandra Bhal (10th)

(The above are some of the prominent men in the group)



PrATE 7 — A Moment of Sorrow




andoa

Fo:P. D T

e 8 —

PLA




THE NEHRU TEMPER

After frantic efforts, the loud-speakers were set right
and Nehru addressed the gathering and apologized to the
people for the inconvenience caused to them.

After the meeting Nehru returned home a little sad;.
the officers looked weary and exhausted after a sound
rating by the Prime Minister.

The reader may ask if the author of the book alsor
had any taste of the famous Nehru temper. Those who
had anything to do with Nehru could not escape it-
However, I had only one such unhappily happy experi-
ence. ‘

The late Mrs Purnima Banetji was the Secretary of
the Allahabad City Congtess Committee and she one day
invited me to attend a meeting which was to be held in:
the City Congress Committee Office. I went there to
report the proceedings, but as soon as Nehru saw me, he
asked, “How are you here? It is not open to the press.
You had better go out.”

This abrupt command enraged me. Some Congress-
men told him that I was invited to the meeting and then
he called me in. I was unhappy, because it was my first
experience of this kind as a journalist, and I was deter-
mined not to take it lying down. I sat in front of Nehru
and I must have looked very angry. After a while he
asked me again to leave the meeting. I left the place and
was almost mad with anger. A little later I was again
called in. I sat quietly, protesting non-violently. I tore
all the papers that I had with me for taking down notes-
and struck the end of the pencil against the floor and sat
frowning. Nehru watched all this and looked very
annoyed at my non-violent protest.
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The meeting ended and I quietly stood in a corner,
feeling hurt and humiliated. Mrs Pandit and the late
Mr R. S. Pandit came up to me and asked me to see them
next morning at ten. Nehru saw them talking to me and
he pulled aside Mrs Pandit saying, “You should not talk
to 2 man who is not in his senses.” And they all walked
off. T returned home angry and revengeful. I said to
myself that if I did not act courageously when I was
young, should I do so when all my teeth were gone? The
worst that could happen to me, if it could happen at all,
‘was that I would be dismissed from the National Herald.
And that was, after all, not much, I argued with myself,
T drafted a letter, but could not decide whether to send it
to Nehru or not. As I was typing it, the lights went out.
T could not send the letter that day. Till late at night, I
.continued loitering on the lawns, feeling miserable and
itching for revenge. I was very tired and fell asleep.
Next morning when I woke up, I felt that I was stupid
to have been so much agitated at the incident. “After
all, Nehru is so good, and so charming when he is angry,”
I said to myself and seemed to have forgotten everything.
But it was not so and after a few hours I felt that it was
because of cowardice that I was not taking my “revenge”
and was afraid to write an unpleasant letter to Nehru.
Ultimately, I wrote the letter and dispatched it to him.
It was a nasty note in which I strongly protested against
his attitude towards me in that meeting. After dispatch-
ing it, I felt greatly relieved. My servant took the letter
to Anand Bhawan and on his return he told me that
Panditji was upstairs. The letter was sent to him. He
<ame down promptly, angrily calling, “Tandon”. Some-
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one told him that I was not there and a servant had
brought the letter. I heard the story with satisfaction.
He had insulted me and I, too, had succeeded in offending
him. 1 felt that we were quits.

I had an engagement with Mr R. S. Pandit that
morning, and I went to Anand Bhawan, but dreaded
facing Nehru that day. Mr Pandit took me to his study
and started dictating a statement. As I was writing, in
came Nehru. He stood by my side and said curtly, “.Ap
ka khat mila, koi aklamandi ka kEhat nalii tha” (Got your
letter. It was not a wise one). I was confident of my
attitude and I stood up promptly to reply. I measured 2
few inches taller than he and that gave me some kind of
confidence. In measured tones I said, “There was no
question of being wise or foolish. You insulted me and
I thought I must protest.”

“Protest |—protest for what? You are a funny
man,” he said angrily and pulled me out of Mr Pandit’s
study and asked me to follow him to the drawing-room.

“Do you think I insulted you deliberately?” he
asked.

“I won’t say that you insulted me deliberately, but
you insulted me all the same,” I said a little firmly.

“All the same, all the same,” he repeated almost
violently and pushed me into a sofa. I remember having
made myself quite comfortable in it, because I had had
little slecp the night before and was feeling very tired. I
told him that if he insulted me publicly like that, no one
would respect me in the city and it would be impossible
for me to function.

He walked up and down the room calling me “a
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strange man, a funny man!” And then added, “You
claim to be a public man; you claim to be a journalist,
but you are all nerves. My mind is full of national and
international problems. I have no time to insult anybody.
If you go to China, or Spain, if you...if you...”

At this stage I interrupted him saying, “There is no
question of my going to China. I have not money enough
even to go to Phaphamau” (a station next to Allahabad).
This, it seemed, disturbed his chain of thought and he
stopped speaking for a while and then asked a little con-
cernedly, “What do you mean by saying that you have
N0 money to go even to Phaphamau ?”

I explained to him what I meant, and he said that
that was a different matter altogether and again repeated,
“You are a strange man. You are 2 bundle of nerves.”

All this went on for a while and then either Mrs
Pandit or the late Mr R. S. Pandit (I do not exactly now
remember who) entered the room and said, “Tandon,
don’t you realize that you are annoying Bhai (brother)
a lot »”

“Am I?” T enquired.

The unpleasant conversation had to come to an early
end, because Nehru was dressed up in red shorts and
khaki shirt (Congtess uniform) and he was to go to
Gorakhpur to deliver the historic speech for which he was
sentenced to four years’ imprisonment.

After this unhappy episode, I wrote a letter to my
feditor explaining the whole incident and sought his advice
n bthe matter. I expressed my desire to be relieved of my
job.

The editor summarily dismissed my letter saying,
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“Do not be a fool. It means you have not yet understood
Panditji.”’

I continued going to Anand Bhawan as usual, but
avoided coming face to face with Nehru.

One evening, I was lying on the Anand Bhawan
lawns, waiting for some news. Nehru, after attending to
his mail, came down for tea and looking at me he said
rather brusquely, ““Why are you lying there? Come here.”

I said to myself, “I was lying quietly on the lawns
and yet Panditji shouted at me. But if he insults me
today, but if he insults me today-...” I kept on repeat-
ing to myself as I walked up to him.

“Don’t you feel cold? Why don’t you sit on the
verandah or in the drawing-room? Come and have a cup
of tea,” he said a little softly.

I had avoided sitting on the verandah and was afraid
to enter the drawing-room after the incident, and I was
thoroughly unprepared to be invited to tea that evening
by Nehru, whom I had offended only a few days before.
However, I went to the dining-room and felt very em-
barrassed as I sat by his side for a cup of tea. He talked
politely and I sank within myself. Any other man, after
that day’s incident, would have sacked me from the paper
of which he was the Chairman and would not have ever
bothered about me. But Nehru was not like others.

The death of Mr Shyama Prasad Mukerjee, the Jan
Sangh leader and an eminent parliamentarian, in 2 Kash-
mir prison, created much resentment in India. There was
a demand for an immediate enquiry into the causes that
led to his death. Leaders of the opposition pasties in
Parliament went to see the Prime Minister in that con-



30 NEHRU YOU DON’T KNOW

nection. The situation in regard to Kashmir was very
grave and Sheikh Abdullah was openly defying Nehru
and the Government of India. Mrs Sucheta Kripalani,
who then was in the opposition, led the delegation, was
taken into confidence at the Prime Minister’s office by a
friend and was told that it would be desirable if the
leaders of the opposition parties did not see Nehru that
day as he was very worried and the situation in Kashmir
was very serious. However, Mrs Kripalani said that she,
at least, should meet him and he could confide in her.
She saw Nehru and told him all that the mother of
Mr Mukerjee and others had told her in Calcutta and
how keen they were to have an enquiry into the whole
matter. Nehru lost his temper and this hurt Mrs Kripalani.
and she said that she had gone there as a friend to co-
operate with Nehru, but if he was not willing to give her
a patient hearing, she might as well raise the question on
the floor of the House. Nehru immediately realized that
Mrs Kripalani had come to him because of the regard she
had for him and banging his hands on the table, he said,
“Sucheta, do not mind what I say. Iam terribly worried.
The situation in Kashmir is very delicate.”

The storm of temper blew itself out and then Nehru
met other opposition leaders also in a very friendly
manner and explained the whole situation to them.

Nechru had a very high standard of decency. Political
differences did not make him oblivious of normal, decent
conduct in life. Human considerations always got priority
in his scheme of things. Mr C. Rajagopalachari had
differences with the Congress Working Committee in
1942, because he had accepted the theory of self-deter-
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mination for the Muslims of India. This made him very
unpopular in the country and even Gandhiji despaired
of him. In April 1942, a meeting of the Congress Work-
ing Committee was held at Allahabad and C. R. went
there to attend it.

People were greatly agitated against him and they
were determined to greet him with black flags. A couple
of us went to receive C. R. but he did not arrive by the
scheduled train. Some Hindu Mahasabhaites had gather-
ed with black flags at the railway station and were deter-
mined to shout anti-C. R. slogans on his arrival. When
we returned to Anand Bhawan, Nehru came to know this
and felt hurt. Next time when we were going to the
station to receive C. R., he also got into the car, despite
the fact that he was very busy at Anand Bhawan, saying,
“Let us see who shows black flags to C. R. in Allahabad.””

We were afraid that an unseemly situation would
develop if Nehru went to the station, and some of us re-
quested him not to go thete as it was not necessary. We
feared that he would get furious at the behaviour of some
Hindu Mahasabhaites and things would get worse. How-
ever, he ignored our request and said, “You think I am
afraid of them?” He went to the railway station and
there were ugly scenes as we had anticipated. I cleasly
remember his asking me to tell him the names of those
who were behind the demonstration and I did so. He
snatched the black flags from some people and beat a few
of them mildly with their own flag sticks. There was
confusion on the platform and some unfortunate things
happened. When Nehru met the leader of the demonstra-
tion, he shouted at him, saying, “You dare insult my
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guest in Allahabad. I will have nothing to do with you
in future. You shut up.”

The Sabha leader bandied words with him and some
students and coolies somehow felt that he was insulting
Panditji and they got infuriated and started thrashing him
with sticks and fists. This pained and baffled Nehru and
we stretched out our hands to provide an umbrella for
the Hindu Sabha leader to protect him from the heavy
shower of blows and with great difficulty we rescued him.
He was badly injured. Nehru too must have got a few
blows on his hands while protecting him. My wrists and
fingers were rather badly bruised. There was considerable
excitement on this occasion and several demonstrators
were beaten. However, C. R. did not arrive even by that
train and the anti-C. R. demonstrators were as disappoint-
ed as we were. When C. R. at last came by another
train, there was no demonstration !

The Sabha leader who was injured enjoyed popul-
arity in the city and some people were angry at Nehtu’s
behaviour, not knowing that he had no hand in the
thrashing that the Sabha leader had got. Nehru had
rather sought to protect him. It was the angry crowd
which had pounced upon him and assaulted him. Later
Nehru wrote a letter of apology to him and expressed
his grief over the injuries caused to him.

Most politicians would have let C. R. face the music
and let him know how unpopular were his views on
self-determination, but Nehru did not take that attitude.
He felt that C. R. was his guest and was coming to his
home-town and it would be an insult to him if C. R. was
treated with scant courtesy in Allahabad.



THE NEHRU TEMPER 33

Nehru was often accused of losing his temper easily.
It was true that this hurt people. He realized that, in a
way, this was his weakness and often apologised for it.
His anger did not last long and he meant no ill to anybody.
Writing about this weakness he said, “I am afraid, I am
a very weak mortal, making mistakes frequently and
sometimes using harsh words, but always my mistakes
have been overlooked and harsh words passed over.”

Nehru often got sick of security arrangements.
When he saw a crowd of people, he wanted to go to
them and move among them, but he could not do it the
way he liked. He did not want to hide himself in a
closed car when people lined the roadside to have 2
glimpse of him. On August 8, 1955, when Nehru saw
a huge car at the Bamrauli aerodrome which was waiting
to take him to Anand Bhawan, he angrily asked, ““What
is this? Is there no open car? Always wrong arrange-
ments ! Is there no jeep? I will feel suffocated in that
closed car. After some time you will start taking me in
a coffin.”

The officials at the airport were upset. They did
not know what to do, because the Home Ministry’s
instructions were that the Prime Minister should not be
taken in an open car as far as possible. However, a jeep
was brought and its hood was partly removed and partly
torn away quickly. When the open jeep was provided for
his journey to Anand Bhawan, he became his normal self
again.

Nehru, seeing that the district magistrate was not
a light-weight, asked him if he could get into the back

seat of the vehicle. “Yes, sir,” said the perspiring
3
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. district magistrate and with an effort he managed to
tumble into the vehicle, hitting his head against an irom
- bar.

Nehru had expected some such thing. He burst
.into laughter and the crowd joined him to the embarrass-
. ment of the district magistrate. But the same iron bar of
the jeep hit Nehru on the head that very evening when
" he was returning home after addressing a public meeting.
At night when the district magistrate was again seen at
Anand Bhawan, there was laughter and Nehru enquired
about his injury. They were soon seen showing their
. very minor head injuries to each other to the amusement

. of the people standing by.

20. A WORTHY LEADER

SEVERAL years ago, Sir Stafford Cripps, accompanied by
Jawaharlal Nehru, went to Allahabad University to
address the students. A big crowd had gathered there
to hear the distinguished guest. Sir Stafford pulled out
a paper from his pocket, looked at it again and again as
“he spoke, and somehow did not make much of an
impression on the listeners. Nehru was not to address
that meeting but as soon as Sir Stafford sat down, students
from all sides of the hall shouted, “Panditji must speak,
Panditji must speak. Pray, speak | We are keen to hear
- you. Do not disappoint us.”



A LONE FIGUEKE

Nehru laughed at this uproar and-stood up reluct-
antly, affectionately complaining against students compel-
ling him to speak when he did not want to. He addressed
the audience in English and was heard with rapt atten-
tion. It was a great performance and.we felt extremely
proud of him. And once again, we vividly realized how
great and able our leader was.

21. A LONE FIGURE !

NEe#nRrv, despite so much work and friendship, felt a little
lonely. His colleagues used to say that he hardly had any
friend to 'whom he could wholly confide his thoughts
and feelings. Once an American couple went to see him
at Anand Bhawan. He talked with them and when they
came out I asked them to give me their impressions of
Nehru. They said, “Oh, he seems to be feeling terribly
lonely. We wonder if he can speak his heart out to any-
body.”

Nehru, despite enormous friendships all over the
wortld, was a very lonely person. After his wife’s death
this loneliness had persisted with him and even in great
gatherings he felt a little lonely. During Kamala’s life,
he was far too busy with national affairs to be able to
spend enough time with her. After her death, Nehru
realized how greatly she had influenced him. Those who
knew her feel that if Kamala had lived, Nehru might
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have been a different person. He did not marry again,
because he knew that his orthodox countrymen who
adored him, and whom he loved so well, would not like it.
And more than that, as Mrs Hutheesing has said, when
Nehru was younger, he might have felt that it would be
unfair to Indira to give her a step-mother.
He has written in moving terms about his wife:
“With ber inordinate pride and  sensitive-
ness she did not want to come to me and ask
Sor belp, althongh I conld have given her that
help more than any one else. She wanted to
play her own part in the national struggle and
not be merely a hanger-on and a shadow of her
busband.  She wanted to justify berself to her
onn self as well as to the world. Nothing in
the world conld have pleased me more than this,
but I was far too busy to see beneath the surface
and I was blind to what she looked for and so
ardently desired.
“In spite of her serions condition she clung
%0 the future. Her eyes were bright and vital,
ber face uswally cheerful. I had taken from her
what she gave me. What had I given to her in
exchange during these early years? 1 had failed
evidently and, possibly, she carried the deep
impress of those days upon ber.
“Except for a little schooling, she had had
#0 formal education. Her mind had not gone
throngh the edncational process. She came to
us as an unsophisticated girl, apparently with
bardly any of the complexes which are said to be
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so common now. She never entirely lost that
girlish look, but as she grew into a woman her
eyes acquired a depth and a fire, giving the
impression of still pools bebind which storms
raged. She was not the type of modern girl,
with the modern girl’s babits and lack of poise.
Yet she took easily enongh to wmodern irays.
But essentially she was an Indian girl, and, more
particnlarly a Kashmiri girl, sensitive and
proud, childlike and grown-up, foolish and wise.
She mwas reserved to those she did not know or
did not like, but bubbling over with gaiety and
Srankness before those she knew or liked. She
was quick in her judgement and not always fair
or right, but she stuck to her instinctive likes
and dislikes. There was no guile in ber. If
she disliked a person, this was obvions and she
made 1o attempt to bide the fact. Even if she
had tried to do so, she would probably not have
succeeded. 1 have come across few persons who
have produced such an impression of sincerity
upon me as she did.. . ..

“I felt empty and purposeless. I was going
back alone to my home, which was no longer
home for me, and there by my side was a basket
and that basket contained an wrn. That was
all that remained of Kamala and all onr bright
dreams were also dead and turned to ashes. She
is no more, Kamala is no more, my mind kept
on repeating. . ..

37
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“My past life unrolled itself before me and
there was always Kamala, standing by. She
became a symbol of 1Indian women or of woman
berself. Sometimes she grew curiously mixed
#p with my ideas of India, the land of ours
which was so dear to ns, with all ber fanlts and
weaknesses, and so elusive and full of mystery.
What was Kamala? Did I know her, under-
stand ber real self ? Did she know or under-
stand me? For I too was an abnormal person
with mystery and unplumbed depths within me
which I conld not myself fathom.”

The same emotional streak is noticeable in his
Auntobiography where, referring to his father’s death, he
writes :

“I found it diffenlt to realige that be bad
gone.  Three months later 1 was in Ceylon
with my wife and danghter, and we were
Spending a few quiet and restful days at Nuwara
Eliya. I liked the place, and it struck me
suddenly that it would suit father. Why not
send for him? He must be tired ont, and rest
would do him good. I was on the point of
sending a telegram to him to Allababad.”’



22. PRISON DAYS

From Naini Central Prison, Nehru wrote long, interesting -
letters to his daughter which are included in Glimpses of
World History. Inhis first letter to Indira on her thirteenth
birthday, he wrote, “On your birthday, you have been in
the habit of receiving presents and good wishes. Good
wishes you will still have in full measure, but what pre-
sent can I give you from Naini Prison? My presents
cannot be very material or solid. They can only be of
the air and of the mind and spirit, such as a good fairy
might have bestowed on you, something that even the
high walls of prison cannot stop.”

Very often Nehru in Naini Prison thought of his -
home, family and his comrades struggling outside. He -
gave vent to his feelings and emotions in his letters. He
observed, “I have had time enough here in Naini Prison -
to read or write what I wanted to. But my mind
wanders and I think of the great struggle that is going ~
on outside, of what others are doing and what I would
do if I was with them...Strange that we should be so
near and yet so faraway! In Mussoorie you were several '
hundred miles away from me. Yet I could write to you
as often as I wished, and run up to you when the desire
to see you became strong. But here we are on either
side of the Jumna river—not far from each other—but the
high walls of Naini Prison keep us effectively apart.

“Meanwhile you sit in Anand Bhawan, and Mummie -
sits in Malacca Jail, and I here in Naini Prison—and we
miss each other sometimes, rather badly, do we not? ~
But think of the day when we shall all three meet again!
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I shall look forward to it, and the thought of it will
lighten and cheer up my heart.”

Nehru never felt defeated in prison and the undying
hope that India would be free never left him and it
sustained him in moments of grief and pain. The cheer-
ing war-cry ‘Ingilab Zindabad’ thrilled him in his cell as it
did outside. Nehru in one of his letters observed :

“As I sat bere today to write to you, faint
cries, like distant thunder, reached me. I conld
not make out at first what they were, but they
had a familiar ring and they seemed to find
an answering echo in my heart. Gradually they
seemed to approach and grow in volume, and
there was no doubt what they were. “‘Inqilab
Zindabad 1 “Inqilab Zindabad !’ The prison
resounded with the spirited challenge, and onr
hearts were glad to bear it. I do not know who
they were who shouted onr war-cry so mear us
ontside the Jail—whether they were men and
women from the city or peasants from the
villages. Nor do 1 know the occasion for it
to-day. But whoever they were, they cheered us
up and we sent a silent answer to their greeting
and all onr good wishes went with it.”’

Like all prisoners, Nehru eagerly waited for the
interview day. Those who have been in prison, alone
can tell what this day means for the prisoner.

“Perhaps, with luck, I may see all of you tomorrow.
For tomorrow is my interview day, and in Jail the mulagar
ka din is a great day. I have not seen Dadu! for nearly

1 Pandit Motilal Nehru
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two months. I shall see him I hope, and satisfy myself
that he is really better. And I see you after a long, long
fortnight, and you will bring me news of yourself and of
Mummie.”

The dear ones did not turn up that day and it was a
disappointment to Nehru. Next day he wrote: “None
of you came today to interview us and the mnliqit ka din
has been rather a blank day. We were told that Dadu was
not well.”

Two days later Motilal Nehru and others interview-
ed him in the Naini Central Prison and he recorded the
following in a letter :

“It was good to see you all yesterday. But
I bad a shock to see Dadu. He was looking so
weak and ill. Look after him well and make
him fit and strong again. 1 conld hardly speak
to you yesterday. What can one do in a short
mterview? I try to make up for all the inter-
views and talks we have not had by writing these
letters. But they are poor substitutes, and the
make-believe does not last long ! Still it is good
Sometimes to play make-believe.”

Little things of the outside wozld often have much
significance and excitement for prisoners. Even the
passing of an aeroplane over the prison cells excites them.
In Nehru’s words, “One of the welcome excitements of
our prison existence at Naini was the passage of aero-
planes over our heads. Sometimes we were lucky, we saw
a plane in the eatly winter morning when it was still dark
and the stars were visible. It was a beautiful sight as it
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sailed by against the dark background of the early morn-
ing sky.”

Here is yet another interesting observation by
Nehru, “In Naini there were thousands of parrots, and
large numbers of them lived in the crevices of my barrack
walls. Their courtship and lovemaking was always a
fascinating sight, and sometimes there were fierce quarrels
between two male parrots over a lady parrot, who sat
calmly by waiting for the result of the encounter and
ready to grant her favours to the winner.”

Nehru has written, “I have developed strange
habits in prison. One of these is the habit of getting up
early, eatlier even than the dawn. I liked to watch the
coming of the dawn and the way it gradually put out the
stars. Often I have watched the contest between the
moonlight and the dawn, in which the dawn always
‘wins.”

Nehru spent many precious years of his life in the
Naini Central Prison. He was cut off for 2 long time
from the strife and struggle of the outside world and it
must have oppressed him. Days in Naini Central Prison
‘were dull and wearisome, but he busied himself with
teading, writing, spinning, gardening and in other
activities. Those were the days which tormented his
sensitive soul.



23. “DO YOU KNOW JAWAHARLAL ?”

1 oncE addressed a meeting at Ewing Christian College,
Allahabad, which was presided over by Mr Lal Bahadur
:Shastri. The subject of my talk was “Do you know
Jawaharlal > I narrated several human stories about
Nehru, and Mr Shastri also recalled a few interesting
incidents of Nehru’s life.

A day before the general elections in 1937, Mr
Shastri said, Nehru went to address a big public meeting
at Mirzapur and when he found that there was no loud-
speaker for his use and people were rushing towards the
rostrum, he shouted at the organizers and asked, “Have
you never heard that in this world there is a thing called
a loud-speaker? Have you never seen it? How am I to
address this big crowd without a loud-speaker?”” The
local leaders at Mirzapur got unnerved, but that did not
improve the situation and the crowd continued moving
towards the dais till there was no space to put one’s foot
upon. It was all a2 sea of human heads. Nehru got
irritated at the behaviour of the crowd and he jumped
over them and started running over their heads. Then
suddenly the crowd realized that Nehru had got angry
and was leaving the meeting and they started shouting,
“Sit down, sit down’’, and immediately everybody sat
down quietly and he addressed the meeting.

When Nehru was returning home, he said to Mr
Shastri, “Did you see my performance today—how I
controlled the crowd?” Mr Shastri stated that he was
impressed and added, “I was feeling bad that you were
wearing your sandals and you trod over their heads.”
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Nehru told Mr Shastri that on account of his sandals
he himself felt embarrassed all along but could not help
it. “In the heat of excitement, I forgot all about it when
I jumped,” observed Nehru.

Another story that Mr Shastri related was about
Nehru’s considerate nature. After an election meeting
in 1937 Nehru was returning to Allahabad with a couple
of colleagues. He himself was driving the car. It was
a cold, winter night and there was fog all around. It was
difficult to drive, but he decided to see everyone home.
As he was driving along 2 cow crossed the way and
despite his best efforts the car hit the animal, breaking
one of her horns. It was dark, and perhaps none noticed
the incident, but Nehru stopped the car to meet the
owner of the cow. After a few minutes some people
passed that way and when they saw Nehru worrying
about the accident, they requested him to get along and
not to bother, but he did not leave before he made them
promise to send the owner of the cow to Anand Bhawan
next morning. When the man came and met Nehru, he

got a substantial sum for the treatment of his injured
cow.



24. HOW UNDERSTANDING !

MosTt people know about Nehru’s being impatient of
incompetence. Those who worked with him and lived
around him knew how much he disliked inefficiency.
They had to be extremely alert all the time in order to
be efficient according to the Nehru standards.

One day at Anand Bhawan, Nehru called for his
secretary, Mr S. D. Upadhyaya. He was not there. He
was soon informed about his master’s call. He was
taking his food, but he left it and rushed to Anand
Bhawan, his light body swinging left and right and loose,
long garments obstructing his hurried march to the place.
When he reached Nehru, his face was flushed and he
seemed to be panting for breath. ‘““Why have you come
running ?”’ asked Nehru. Upadhyaya told him that he
was in his house having a meal and was a little delayed.
“But have you finished your food or not?” enquired
Nehru.

Upadhyaya looked away, feeling a little shy and
slightly nervous, and then with some hesitation said, “I
haven’t finished it but there is no hurry.”

Nehru felt sorry that his secretary was disturbed
while having his food and he said, “No hurry! In future,
do not come when you are called, if you are having your
meal.”

Nehru, no doubt, wanted efficiency, but not at the
cost of human considerations.



25. HOW THOUGHTFUL !

For several years a Danish lady, Miss Anna Otnsholt,
served as a governess to the children of Mrs Vijaya
Lakshmi Pandit at Anand Bhawan. She was quite often
in charge of the entire household and had to deal with
the rather pampered servants of the Nehrus. One day
the driver was rude to her and there was some unplea-
santness between them. The driver did not know English
and the governess knew little Hindustani, but both of them
managed to convey their anger to each other. The driver
in rage told the governess to “Quit India”, a popular
slogan which most people had learnt. This hurt the
governess very much and she must have felt an alien, at
least for a while, even in that friendly home, whete she
had spent several happy years. When Nehru came to
know this, he realized the feelings of the Danish woman,
and he was angry with the driver.

One of the Pandit daughters told me later that
Nehru had asked the driver to submit a written apology
to Miss Otnsholt and that was done.

26. DESIRE TO BE SELF-SUPPORTING

NEHRU at an early age became a whole-time Congress
worker and he felt that he was 2 financial burden to his
father. He mentioned this to Gandhiji. His desire was
to stand on his own feet. The Mahatma wrote to Nehru:
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“Shall T try to arrange for some money for you ?
Why may you not take up remunerative work? After
all you must live by the sweat of your brow even though
you may be under Father’s roof. Will you be correspon-
dent to some newspapers? Or will you take up 2
professorship 2

Nothing of the sort! He had no time for anything
except politics. His dominating passion was to serve his
people with all his might. He gradually realized that it
mattered little if he did not earn as long as there was no
urgent need for it. Serving the country in a big way
was far more important than to make money.

27. A PROPHETIC JUDGEMENT

MotizAL deeply loved his son. He brought him up in
the lap of luxury and was very proud of him. Father
and son used to exchange letters regularly when Jawaharlal
was at Harrow. Here are some interesting extracts from
them:

“You must bear in mind”’, Motilal wrote, “that in
you we are leaving the dearest treasure we have in this
world, and perhaps in other worlds to come. We are
suffering the pangs of separation from you simply for
your own good. It is not a question of providing for
you, as I can do that perhaps in one single year’s income.
It is a question of making a real man of you, which you
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are bound to be. It would be extremely selfish—I should
say sinful—to keep you with us and leave you a fortune
in gold with little or no education.

“I think I can without wvanity say that I am the
founder of the fortunes of the Nehru family. I look
upon you, my dear son, as the man who will build upon
the foundations I have laid and have the satisfaction of
seeing a noble structure of renown rearing up its head to
the skies...

“I never thought I loved you so much as when I
had to part with you, though for a short time only.
Perhaps it is due to my weak heart. But my sense of duty
to you is as strong as it ever was and as for the poor
weak heart, it is in your keeping. I have not the slightest
doubt that you will rise to all my expectations and
more. ..

“I am not only quite satisfied with your work™,
Motilal continued, “but really proud of you. If you only
go on working steadily, as you are sure to do, the day
is not far distant when your country will be proud of
you...”

Motilal advised Jawaharlal to play as many games
as possible and asked him to engage a professional coach
whenever he liked. He regularly wrote to Jawaharla)’s
teacher and got reports from him about his son’s pro-
gress. He ordered a Bombay firm to send mangoes
regularly to Harrow.

Tendering advice was not a one way traffic. Son
also advised his father to take care of himself. On Octo-
ber 19, 1906, he wrote, “Be careful about yourself, this
time for my sake, and not work too hard as you unfor-
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tunately often do. You may think this boldness on my
part to give you advice, but, dearest father, it comes
from my heart and as such, I hope, you will receive it.”
Motilal was prophetic in his judgement about his
son’s future. He always expected much from him and the
son hardly ever disappointed him. Talking about his
son’s connection with Harrow and admission into Trinity,
he said, “It would be something for any man to speak
about his connections with these great institutions, but in
your case it will be the institutions who will own you
with pride as one of their brightest jewels. I am sure
they will profit as much as you will by your connection
with them. Go on working, my dear boy, as you have
been—good, solid, steady work, interspersed with a fair
amount of recreation, amusement and exercise—and you
awvill shine out as one of the leading lights of your time.”

28. RIGHTEOUS INDIGNATION

Nenru got angry and felt very unhappy when stories of
gress adminisirative incompetence were brought to his
notice. He wanted the administrative machinery to move
smocthly and efliciently. In October 1953, a few pen-
sioners went to Anand Blawan to complain to Nehru
that they had not received their pensions for four
or five years. The shivering, emaciated cld men attracied
a let of sympethy 2t Anand Bhawan that day and almost

4
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everybody advised them to place their case before the
Prime Minister. Even the officials, who were present
there, felt somewhat ashamed when they realized that the
old men hzd not kad their pensions for the last few years.
One cf them said to the pensionets, “You need not fear
anybody. This delay is criminal. You must bring it to
Pandit Nehru’s notice.”

The Prime Minister came out to meet the visitors
and when ke saw these cld men standing in 2 corner, he
went up to them and politely enquired, “Kaho Bh<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>