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over ‘3’, hence making it 1954, also crossing 

out the day of the week and rewriting it 

correctly. All these, he did over and over 

again throughout daily entries!

The man indeed had a lot of patience. 

But time was in short supply for him, I 

suppose, given the sheer amount of work 

and responsibilities he had. How did he 

manage his time, one could wonder.

Rimi replied by shedding light on his 

sense of punctuality, “If he gave someone 

a particular time for an appointment, he 

always maintained it exactly. I have even 

heard that if Tajuddin somehow came a 

little earlier, he would wait (in car, rickshaw 

or whatever) until the set time struck.”

Indeed, there was an immense attention 

to detail — might I dare add, quite an 

eccentric attention to detail — that 

becomes apparent when seeing how he 

went about his day.

And then, when that appointment time 

arrived, what was it like meeting this leader 

face to face?

“There was always something or other 

we got to learn from him,” the current MP 

narrated from the memories of many of her 

father’s friends and colleagues. “He was like 

a magnet to us. It felt like he was a teacher 

showing the path towards light.”

A brilliant orator, but at the same time, 

he was pragmatic enough to tailor his 

magnetism to the occasion. 

Case in point: during a seminar, he had 

said in good humour that if he gave a 

‘Poltoni speech’ there, it would not serve 

the purpose. Instead of giving a burning 

and inspiring speech, he would rather 

discuss the relevant and important matters 

of the seminar. 

He was a practical man. 

And a highly disciplined one too. He 

used to regularly exercise in the morning. 

He also loved gardening.

There are anecdotes where it is said that 

he used to wash his own clothes. It had also 

been observed that when he put his clothes 

for drying, he made sure that no corners 

or sides were crumpled, that they were 

properly laid out.

Despite been a leader of his stature, you 

will be awed by his simplicity. After the 

war, when he was the finance and planning 

minister, he would just go out on a bicycle 

(much to the panic of his security officer) 

and roam about the markets on his own to 

gain insights before the national budget.

“I have even heard from his security 

officer of an instance where the car broke 

down, and Tajuddin himself helped push 

the car,” Rimi said.  

During the depths of the Liberation 

War, Tajuddin one day seemed to be rather 
disturbed and unwell. When asked whether 
he was ill or not, he replied that it was 
raining heavily the night before, which 
made him ponder of the suffering at the 
refugee camps in such a harsh weather, and 
thinking of it, he couldn’t sleep at night. 

Such was his compassion. And yet, this 
compassionate patriot’s fate tangled up 
with the ugly 1975 coup. He was murdered 
in jail, just a brief few years after the 
Liberation.

Today, when looking back, we perhaps 

mainly see him as our first prime minister, 

a political genius, a hero who spearheaded 

the war -- a legend. Fair enough. But a 

legend is someone above and beyond us; 

one ought to also see him as a man of flesh 

and blood, just like you and me. 

Because that will bring us closer to 

Tajuddin; understand him more intimately. 

He would not mind that, I assume, given his 

down to earth and unpretentious character.

By doing this, we can see him on a more 

personal level — his humane qualities, the 

attention to detail, discipline, hard work, 

analytical ability, pragmatism, honesty, and 

humility — and hence draw inspiration and 

strive to be a bit like him in our own lives.
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And the rest is history. He went on to 

form a government-in-exile along with 

fellow leaders; created under the most 

extraordinary circumstances, with the 

equally extraordinary purpose of liberating 

the country. 

Half a century later —just last week — to 

better understand this extraordinary man, 

I flipped through the pages of his diaries, 

in the anticipation of getting a glimpse of 

Tajuddin as a man. 

Simeen Hussain Rimi, daughter of 

Tajuddin Ahmad and a member of the 

parliament, guides me throughout. She 

points out that a main subject of his entries 

were the people he met — not just his 

colleagues at meetings, but common men 

too; a farmer, a boatman, and so on.

People, it seems, was at the core of his 

heart. 

There are also notes of major world 

events, and of prices of commodities and 

the seasonal effects on farm produce, she 

adds. 

Amidst all that, he did not forget to take 

note of the weather.  

“There was a fair shower of rain from 

about 5pm to about 5.45pm. Temperate 

atmosphere. Clear night,” one entry reads. 

He also kept records of what times he 

woke up every day and went to bed, for 

example, daily entries begin with and end 

with, for example,  “Rise: 6am.” and “Bed 

11pm.”

Tajuddin Ahmad was one very 

meticulous individual. His diary entries, 

neatly written in English, had minimal cross 

outs and corrections. 

He took good care of what he did, as 

reflected in his diaries. For his 1954 diary, 

he used one which was originally of the 

year before; 1953 that is. But since Tajuddin 

was writing in that notebook a year later, 

he cleanly and meticulously overwrote ‘4’ 
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