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Off the Record 

A New Fisher of Men. . . 
FR O M a crusader for a fairer 

distribution of loaves and fishes, 
Shri Jayaprakash Narayan has 
turned to fishing far souls. His 
catches in Bombay have been im
pressive. Shri J R D Tata , Shri 
Dharamsey M u l r a j Khatau , Shri 
Madan Mohan Ruia and others, 
whom he claims to have won over 
to Bhoodan, are names to conjure 
w i t h in industry and in the ever-
shrinking orbit of property and pos
session, the gullible, made more 
gullible still by Leftist propaganda, 
had long been under the impres
sion that the only ideal these indus
trial magnates were wedded to was 
the ideal of amassing more capital 
and the only pursuit they were 
intetested in was the pursuit of 
profit accompanied, of course, by 
various gestures- of concession and 
sop-throwing to importunate work
ers and clamorous multitudes. 

Maybe, even Shri Jayaprakash, in 
his pre-Bhoodan days, had at times 
succumbed to this view and perhaps 
also striven to give others the benefit 
of its exhilarating influence. .May
be, he was even among the earliest 
few to discover it and pass on the 
new truth for general edification. 
But that was years ago, when 
Socialism was closer to the East 
than to the West, when fai th in 
the eon version of hearts and minds 
was purely a Gandhian delusion and 
when rabble-rousing, bridge-blowing 
and burrowing underground were 
the authentic roads to a true and 
lasting social revolution. 

M u c h muddy water has flowed 
down the Ganga since then; many 
heads have rolled in the Socialist 
ranks; quite a few pioneers have 
wavered and strayed away; much 
doubting and heart-searching has 
begun; and a meek man called 
Vinoba has been tramping up and 
down the land w i t h a new evangel 
or rather an old one in a new garb. 
Many well-meaning transformers of 
society, drowning in the muddle of 
ideology and the mire of party 
r ivalry and conflict, had at last a 
straw to catch at. A n d a firm, 
strong species of straw it appears to 
be, considering that so many from 
such a bewildering variety of par
ties, groups and interests are clutch
ing at it for dear life, and it has 
neither snapped, bent nor itself been 
sucked in. 

Nevertheless, one had thought 
that the new movement was essen

tially a rura l phenomenon that had 
something to do w i t h footing long 
distances on cart-roads w i t h the 
barest necessaries of life, speaking 
to litt le groups of villagers, holding 
prayer gatherings, talking about the 
weather and condit ion of the crop 
over frugal meals, retailing fables 
and parables and then wheedling a 
strip or two of land from A and B 
in capitals for the benefit of x, y, z, 
and others in the self-stultifying 
lower case. Anyway, that was the 
picture one had of it all unt i l Shri 
Jayaprakash, now the first of the 
fai thful , came on the scene and 
gave it the urban orientation—lying 
in wait in reception rooms, stalking 
the prey over carpets and bagging 
it across glass-topped tables --which 
has led to a sort of Hol lywood ver
sion of big-game hunt ing, wi th cap
tains and kings vying w i th one an
other to be caught, skinned and 
carried aloft as outstanding trophies 
of one of the more remarkable spi
r i tual expeditions of modern times. 

Communicating the happy news 
of his success to a press conference 
last week, Shri Jayaprakash said 
that the august new converts had 
agreed to contribute regularly either 
a portion of their net income or of 
their domestic expenditure. Cynics 
might like to complete the con
tractual phraseology w i t h the words, 
" whichever is less , . . ", which is 

what cynics always do, bl ind to the 
liner points of human nature and 
blinder still to the heights of service 
and sacrifice to which the human 
spirit can at times soar. But Shri 
Jayaprakash would not enter into 
crass details of the contributions 
that the new converts are to make, 
the dry statistics of spiritual res
ponse; presumably because the good 
that man does must remain uncom-
puted, unknown—because the left 
hand ought not to know what the 
right hand does or whatever the 
(lassie way of putt ing the sentiment 
may be. 

Anonymous donors are a m u l t i 
plying tribe in the wor ld of today; 
and if and when donors, for a high 
educative purpose, cannot afford to 
avoid the limelight, at least their 
donations can. Nevertheless, Shri 
Jayaprakash had no hesitation in 
pointing out that Vinoba had la id 
down a m i n i m u m of one-sixth of 
income or one-fifth of expenditure 
for contributions to Sampattidan, 
though he was not at pains to 

point out whether it was univet-
sally applicable. But presuming it 
to be so, any premature revelation 
of the donations in Bombay might 
well have led to enthusiastic exer
cises in arithmetic and perhaps also 
to effusions of public envy, to say 
the least. Shri Jayaprakash's reti
cence is. therefore, doubly justified. 
Be that as it may, he has left the 
public in no doubt that " the con
tributions from these businessmen 
are acceptable to us" , and to 
render it even more so, he added, 
"These names stand at once for 
integrity, patriotism and genero
sity," 

But where the flaming Socialist 
that Shri ' jayaprakash once was 
might have blushed noticeably was 
at the point where the Bhoodan 
hot-gospeller of today blandly re
marked, " I venture to believe that 
their participation in the Sampatti-
dan movement is a first step 
towards the ultimate conversion of 
the present exploitative order to 
the Gandhian or trusteeship order 
of society." He gushingly added, 
" It is understood by them that this 
is the first step. Ult imately, we 
wi l l reach the stage of trusteeship, 
where they wil l will ingly surrender 
ownership to society at large and 
continue to work as trustees of the 
people for the people." 

Visions of the tiger lying meekly 
by the. lamb, of the mother-in-law 
doting over the daughter-in-law and 
of black turning white have always 
intrigued and fascinated man's ima
ginat ion: hut perhaps transcending 
them all is the new dream of 
crusty, old landlords distributing 
land in spiritual abandon, of hard
ened industrialists signing away fac
tories and mills as so much trash 
and of the capitalist order getting 
disillusioned about itself and taking 
to sackcloth and ashes and the 
Bhoodan begging-bowI. 

Maybe, the age of miracles is not 
yet over; and maybe, the day is not 
far off when Acharya A or Sadhu B 
among Bombay's industrial converts 
is reported hiking from factory to 
factory in the briefest of clothing 
to persuade his fraternity to give 
away this section or that of the 
establishment or at least, this part 
or that of the machinery to workers, 
however s c e p t i c a l Shri Jaya
prakash's former disciples may wish 
to remain. 
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