
ON Tuesday, December 20, at 10-35 
a m, Sachin Chaudhuri, founder-
editor of “Economic and Political 
Weekly”, died. If on Monday any of 
us had suggested any such possibi-
lity, he would first have laughed it 
out and then rebuked us, the young-
er generation, severely for being so 
pessimistic. Death was never allow-
ed to enter into his calcula-
tions, not a man's nor a paper's. 
For eighteen hard years he 
had toiled to build “The Eco-
nomic Weekly”. He had suc-
ceeded. The world knew of it. Then, 
on a sudden, the paper died. Sachin 
Chaudhuri was already past sixty. 
So what? That was his reaction. 
And, with virtually no resources of 
his own, he started thinking of a 
trust that would fill the gap. Dona-
tions came from unsuspected quar-
ters and anonymous readers; the 
Sameeksha Trust was born in April 
last, and “Economic and Political 
Weekly” in August. The idea of 
an independent, truly independent, 
weekly journal of opinion and in-
formation no doubt attracted many; 
they thought the disappearance of 
“The Economic Weekly” was an un-

just intellectual deprivation. But 
the main draw, we who are left be-
hind have not the slightest doubt 
was the personality of Sachin Chau-
dhuri. Sachin without a paper! It 
did not make sense. 

Sachinda, as we all called him, 
was terribly old-fashioned. He came 
straight out of the Bengal of the 
nineteenth century. He had ideal-
ism, that totally outdated commo-
dity. He believed the written word 
had power, if there was conviction 
behind it. So old-fashioned was 
Sachinda that to the last of his days 
he believed that there might be 
something to other people's convic-
tions too, A Voltairean. A liberal. 
So it came about that the pages of 
“The Economic Weekly” and, later, 

those of “Economic and Political 
Weekly” were open to all sorts of 
cranks. The only criterion was 
that the case be intelligently and In-
telligibly argued. When some of 
us demurred, Sachinda would only 
say: “If you think this extreme view 

has to be contradicted, why don't 
you? Only, let your copy be clean”. 
Paper to him was parchnent, some-
thing with an aura of sanctity. 
When he spoke of “clean copy” he 
had in mind a deeper cleanliness, 
cleanliness of heart, of thought, of 
expression. All three, for him, were 
a single integrated process. How 
could one write wel l if one did not 
feel rightly, think rightly and ex-
press oneself clearly? Even this 
spelling out of the threefold process 
would have made him suspicious. 
Aren't we younger ones getting too 
clever? How could a sensible man 
separate thought from feeling, feel-
ing from expression? This calculat-
ed fragmentation of the human per-
sonality would have disturbed him. 
But he would have laughed, audibly 
from Calcutta to Delhi through 
Bombay, and said, “When in 1928 
I told . . . ” 

Few men were so deeply attach-
ed to a glorious past and equally 
passionate about a better future. 
Old-fashioned again. Sachin Chau-
dhuri believed in progress, almost 
like H G Wells. He sincerely 
thought that the world could be a 
better place if you and I behaved a 
little better. More absurd, he be-
lieved you and I could behave bet-
ter, Business, and there is not all 
that difference between producing 
films and publishing newspapers, 
brought Sachin into contact with a 
series of crooks. He hated them not. 
He attributed to them a potential-
ity for goodness, just as he thought 
you and I could behave better. If 
this sounds a trifle Gandhian, let it 
be recorded immediately that Sachin 
Chaudhuri made no fetish of aus-
terity. The hospitality in his fiat at 
Churchill Chambers was always 
generous. Economists were as wel-
come as painters; Americans as wel-
come as Russians; the China lobby, 
such as there may be, could not 
find a freer forum. A man for all 
seasons, Utopia and Sir Thomas 
More thrown in and not irrele-
vantly. 

How we laughed when in Decem-
ber last year Lal Bahadur Shastri 
accepted the resignation of T T 

Krishnamachari and appointed Sa-
chin Chaudhuri as Finance Minister 
and some thought it might be the 
Editor of “The Economic Weekly.” 
The man who laughed loudest 
was the Editor himself. Some-
one then told him a story, perhaps 
not apocryphal. When that great 
gentleman, Tulsi Goswami, was ap-
pointed Finance Minister of the Faz-
lul Huq-Syamprasad Ministry of 
Bengal, Goswami was said to have 
told the Governor, Sir John Her-
bert: “Your Excellency, if I look 
after the finances of Bengal as I 
have looked after mine, God help 
Bengal!” Sachin Chaudhuri heart-
ily agreed that by the appointment 
of his namesake, instead of himself, 
India had been spared a great cala-
mity. And then the Editor laughed 
as only he could laugh. 

Sachin Chaudhuri brought to 
Bombay a breath of Bengal and al-
ways took back to Calcutta a breath 
of India. This exchange, which to-
day seems almost strange, was in-
herent in Tagore's famous song: “Ei 
Bharater mahamanaber sagaratire”, 
on this shore of the sea of human-
ity in India, where you give and 
take, unite, and none returns unre-
warded. Sachin was brought up in 
that age of Bengal when such sen-
timents came to a Bengali natural-
ly, without the aid of National In-
tegration Councils. This spirit sur-
vived all recent stresses and strains; 
and Sachin Chaudhuri, an incorri-
gible Bengali who did not even 
want to be corrected, was able to 
revive a political and economic jour-
nal, from Bombay, and gather unto 
him talent not only from all parts 
of the country but from many parts 
of the world. They all wrote for 
Sachin. We who remain with “Eco-
nomic and Political Weekly” feel 
more than a little diminished by 
Sachin's death, as John Donne would 
have put it. But, as Sachin Chau-
dhuri would have put it: “A brief 
candle out. What about the torch? 
Pick it up, bhai”. A Brother, elder 
but never Big, is gone. Remaining 
unworthies will do their best to 
carry on; and, as we proceed, we 
can hear Sachin declaim that he is 
not dead, that death is a trick he 
will not accept. This will help. 

—Flibbertigibbet 

A Man for All Seasons 


