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The responsibility for govermng India has been placed
by the mscrutsble decree of providence upon the
shoulders of the British race

RUDYARD KIPLING

The loss of India would be final and fatal to us It could
ot fail to be part of a process that would reduce us to
the scab of a minor power

'WINSTON CHURCHILL
to the House of Commons
February 1931

‘Long years ago we made a tryst with destiny and now
the time comes when we shall redeem our pledge At
the stroke of the mudmght hour while the world sleeps
India will awake to hife and freedom A moment comes
which comes but rarely m lustory when we step out
from the old to the new when an age ends and when the
soul of a nation long suppressed finds utterance
JAWAHARLAL NEHRU

tothe Indian Constituept Assembly
New Dellu August 14, 1947






Prologue

The rude arch of yellow basalt thrusts its haughty form mnto the
aity s skyline just above & httle promontory lapped by the waters of
the Bay of Bombay The Bay s gentle waves barely strr the sullen
green sludge of debns and garbage that encircles the concrete apron
sloping down from the arch to the water s edge A strange world
ungles there 1a the shadows cast by its soaring span spake charmers
and fortune tellers beggars and tounsts dishevelled huppseslostma
torpor of sloth and drug the deshitute and dying of a cluitered
metropolis Barely a head 15 raised to contemplate the inscription
«til} clearly legible strefched along the summut  Erected to com
memorate the landing 10 Indsa of their impertal magesties George V
and Queen Mary on the second of December MCMXT

Yet once that vaulting Gateway of India was the Arch of
‘Trumph of the greatest empire the world has ever known To
generations of Britons its massive form was the first glimpse
caught from a steamer s deck of the storied shores for which they
had abandoned their Midlands villages and Scottish hulls Soldrers
and ad b nd ad they had passed
through ts portals come to keep the Pax Britannica 1n the empire s
proudest possession to exploit a conquered continent to take up
the White Man s burden with the un.hakeable conviction that thers
was a race born torule and thewr empire an entity destined to endure

All that seems so distant now Today the Gateway of Indra 1s just
another pile of stone at one with Nineveh and Tyre a forgotten

monument to an era that ended 1n 1ts shadows barely a quarter of 2
century ago
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A Race Destined to Govern and Subdue’

London New Year s Day 1947

1t was the winter of a great nation s discontent An aur of melan
cholia hung like 2 chill fog over London Rarely if ever had Btamn s
capital ushered 1n a New Year m a mood so bleak so morose
Hardly a home 1 the city that festive mornimg could furnish enough
ot water to allow 2 man to shave or a woman to cover the bottom
of her wash basia Londoners had greeted the New Year 1o bed
rooms so cold their breath had dnfted on the air Iike puffs of smoke
Precious few of them had greeted 1t with a hargover Whusky,
1n the places where 1t had been available the night before for New
Year’s Eve celebrations had cost £8 a bottle
The streets were almost deserted. The passers-by hurrying down
thesr pavements were grun joyless creatures threadbare in old
uniforms or clothes barely holding together after esght years of make
do and mend What few cars there were darted about Like fugitive
phantoms guiltily consumung Britan s rare and rationed petrol A
special stench the odour of post war London permeated the
streets It was the rancid smell of charred rums dnifting up Iike an
autumn st from thousands of bombed out bulddings
And yet, that sad joyless city was the captal of a conquering
nation Ougly seventeen months before the Brtish had emerged
victorrous from manknd s most terrible conflict Therr achievements
theer courage m adversity then had mspired an admiration such as
the world had never before accorded them
The cost of theit victory however had almost vanquished the
Bntish Britaio s mndustry was crippled her exchequer bankrupt her
once haughty pound sterling surviving only on injections of Amenican
and Canadian doflars her Treasury unable to pay the stapgering
debt she d run up to finance the war Foundries and factories were
closing everywhere Over two mullron Britons were unemployed,
Coal production was lower than st had been a decade earlier and ag
aresult every day some part of Britain was without electric power
for haurs
For Londoners the New Year beginmng would be the erghth
consecutive year they d lived under severe rationing of almost every
product they consumed food fuel dnnks encrgy shocs clothung,
Starve and shiver, had become the byword of a people whod
defeated Hitler proclamung V for Victory ard Thumbs Up
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Only one famuly 1n fifteen had been able to find and afford a
Chrnstmas turkey for the holiday season jyust past Many a child s
stockmg had been empty that Chnstmas eve The treasury had
slapped a 100 /4 purchase tax on foys The word most frequently
scrawled on the windows of London s shops was No  No potatoes
Nologs Nocoal Noogarettes Nomeat Indeed the reality
confronting Britamn that New Year s mormng had been captured m
one cruel sentence by her greatest economust We are a poor natton
John Maynard Keynes had told hrs countrymen the year before
and we must learn to Live accordingly

Yet 1f Londoners did not have enough hot water that mormng to
make a cup of tea with which to welcome the New Year they had
something else They could because they were English lay clam to
2 blue apd gold document which would guarantee their entry to
almost a quarter of the earth s surface, a Bruish passport No other
people 1 the world enjoyed such a privilege That most extra
ordmary bl of terntories  p
associated states and colomes which was the British Empure 1e-
maned on this New Year s Day 1947 largely mtact The hves of
560 mlhion people Tamils apd Chmese Bushmen and Hottentots
pre-Dravidian  ab and Mel; A i and
Canadians were still wfluenced by the actions of those Englishmen
shivermg 1n their unheated London homes They could that morn~
mg clam domain over almost three hundred pieces of the earths
surface from entities as small and asunknown as Bird Island Bramble
Cay and Wreck Reef 1o great populous stretches of Afnca and Asia
Bnitain s proudest boast was still true every time Big Ben s chumes
tolled out over the ruins of Central London that New Years Day
at sonnse somewhere m the British Empue a Unton Jack was
ndiog up a flagstafl’

No Caesar or Charlemagne ever presided over a comparable
realm. For three centuries its scarlet statns spreading over the maps

of the world had prompted the dreams of schoolboys the avarice of
her b b her ad ¥

e of he Tts raw
fiad fuelfed the factortes of the Industrial Revolution and ats term
tories formished a protected market for their goods Heavy with
gold black with idustrial soot red with the blood of conquest the
!séénp\re had ma;le ;ln 1ts time a Little ssland kingdom of less than
mdhon people the most powerful nation o) n
1he capital of the world o on cacth and Londo
Now almost furtively a black Austin Princess slipped down the
deserted streets of that capital towards the heart ofp&e cty Asit
passed Buckingham Palace and tumed on to the Mall sts sole
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and tts starving sadhus its mulligatawny soups and haughty mem-
sahibs had incarnated the mpenal dream The handsome rear
admural stepping from lus car had been called to 10 Downimg Street
to end that dream
Lowms Franciy Albert Victor Micholas Mountbatten Viscount
Mountbatten of Burma was at 46 one of the most noted figures in
England He was a big man over six feet tall but not a trace of
flab hung from hus zealausly exercised waist line Despite the ternble
burdens hed carried 1n the past six years the face famular to
‘millions of the readers of his cauntry s penny press was remarkably
frec of the scars of stram and tension His features so astomshingly
regular that they seemed almost to have been concerved as a proto
1type of facral design tus undimumished shock of dark hair setting off
s hazel eyes conspired to make lum seem 2 good five years younger
than he was this Janvary morung
Mountbatten knew well why he d been summoned to London
Since his return from his post as Supreme Alled Commander
South East Asia he d been a frequent visitor to Downing Street asa
consultant on the affairs of the natons which had fallen under
SEAC s command On his last visit however the Prime Minister s
questions had quickly focused on 2 nation that had not been part
of hus theatre of operations India The young admural had suddenly
had a very masty very uneasy feelng His premomition had been
Justified Attlee mtended to name bim Viceroy of India The Vice-
Toy s was the most important post in the empure the office from
which a long successton of Englishmen had held domain over the
destimes of a fifth of mankind Mountbatten s task however would
not be to rule India from that office His assignment would be one
of the most panful an Englishman could be asked to undertake to
gvetup
Mountbatten wanted no part of the job He entirely endorsed the
1dea that the ime had come for Britain to leave lndia His heart
however rebelled at the thought that 1t would be he who would be
called on to sever the ancient links binding Britain and the bulwark
of her empire To discourage Attlee he had thrown up a whole series
of demands major and runor from the number of secretanies he d
e allowed to take with bim to the arrcraft the York MWI02 he d
employed 1a Southeast Asta which would be placed at his disposal
Attlee t0 hus dismay had 2greed them 2l Now entenng the Cabinet
Room the adnural stil hoped somehow to resist Attlee s efforts ta
force the Indian 2ssignment on hum.
‘With bus sallow complenion hus indifferently tnmmed moustache
bt shapeless tweed smts Which scemed blissfully 1gnorant of a
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pressing 1ron s caress the man waiting for Mountbatten exuded 1n
us demeanour something of that grey and dreary aity through
which the admural s car had just passed «That he a Labour Pnme
Mumster should want 2 glamorous polo-playing member of the
royal famuly to fill the most critical position n the empire that
Labour was pledged to dismantle seemed at first sight an mcon-
ous 1dea
gru'I'here was much more to Mountbatten however than his public
image mdicated The decorations on s paval uniform were proof’
of that ‘The public mght consider hum a pillar of the Establishment
the Bstablishment themselves tended to regard Mountbatten and his
wifeasd radicals His din Asiahad given
hma ledge of Asian \! ts few 1n England
could match He had dealt with the supporters of Ho Clu Minh 1n
Todo-China Sukarno mn Indonesia Aung San in Burma Chinese
Communists 11 Malaya unruly trade untonsts m Singapore
Realizing they represented Asias future be had sought accom
modations with them rather than as hus staff and Alles had urged
trying to suppress them The nationalist movement with which he
would have to deal if he went to Iudia was the oldest and most
wnusual of them all In a quarter of a century of mspired agitatron
and protest its leadersup had forced hustorys greatest empire
1o the decision Attlee s Party had taken let Britain leave India in
good time rather than be driven out by the forces of history and
armed rebellion
The Prime Mimster began by reviewing the Indian scene The
Indian situation he sard was deteriorating with every passing day
and the time for urgent decision was at hand 1t was one of the
paradoxes of history that at this cnitical yuncture when Britain was
at last ready to give India her freedom she could not find a way to
do so What should have been Brtam s fipest hour in India seemed
destined 1o become 2 mphtmare of unsurpassable horror She had
conquered and ruled India with what was by colomal standards
relatively little bloodshed Her leaving 1t thi d to produce an
explosion of violence that would dwarf 1n scale apd magmtude
anything India had experienced mn three and a half ceptunes
The root of the problem was the age old antagonism between
India s 300 mullion Hindus and 100 million Moslems Sustamed by
iradition by religrons by subtly
exacerbated through the years by Britayn s own pohcy of Divide and
Rule thetr conflict had reached boiling point The Moslem leaders
00w demanded that Britain 1ip apart the umty she had so pains.
takingly erected to guve thera an Istamie state of their own The cost
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of denymng ther their state they warned would be the blooduest
cwvil war 1n Astan hustory

Just as determuned to resist thetr demands were the leaders of the
Congress Party representing most of India s 300 million Bindus To
them the division of the sub-continent would be a mutiation of
their hustoric homeland almost sacrlegious in 1ts nature

Brtam was trapped between those two apparently wrreconaifable
positions  sinhang slowly 1nto a quagmire from which she seemed
unable to extricate herself Time and again Brtish efforts to resolve
tbe problem had faded So desperate had the situation become that
the present Viceroy an honest forthnght soldier Field Marshal Sic
Archibald Wavell had just submitted to the Attlee government his
Jast-ditch recommendations Should all else fail he suggested the
British announce we propose to withdraw from India tn our own
method and m our own time and wath due regard to our own
nterests and that we will regard any attempt to interfere with our
programme as an act of war which we will meet wath all the resources
at our command

Brtainand Indta Attlee told Mountbatten were heading towardsa
major disaster The situation could not be allowed to go on Wavell
was a man of panfully few words and Attlee sad he d been unable
to establish any real contact with his loguacious Indian inter
locutors

A fresh face a fresh approach was desperately needed if a cnisis
were to be averted Each mornmg Attlee revealed brought its batch
of cables to the India Office announcing en outburst of wanton
savagery in some new corner of India It was he mdicated Mount
batten s solemn duty to take the post he d been offered *

A sense of foreboding had been filling M as he listened
to the I rime Miumister s words He still thought India was an absol
utely hopeless proposition He liked and admured Wavell with
whom hed often di cussed Indtas problems during his regular

Although Mountbatten didn t know 1t the 1
had been suggested to Attlee by the man at the ani‘l?l;fs::: g‘sx;geh;ll:; aﬂgf
lor of the Exchequer Sir Stafford Cripps 1t had come up at a secret consersation
in London 1 December between Crpps and Krishna Menon 2a outspoken
Indian left winger and wtmate of the Congress leader Jawaharlal Nehns
Menon had suggested to Cnipps and Nehru that Congress saw Iittle hope of
‘Progress in India 50 long as Wavell was Viceroy In response to a query from the
British Jeader ke had advanced the name of 8 man Nehru held 1n the highest
,eegard Lour Mountbatten. Aware that Mountbatten s usefulness would be
destroyed if India s Moslem leaders learned of the genesis of hus sppoiatment the
two men had agreed to reveal the detwls of their talk to po one Menon revealed
the detasls of his conversation wath Crpps in a series of conversations with one
of the authors in New Delhi n February 1973 a year before his death
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sts to Delhi as Supreme Alliled Commander 1n Southeast Asia

“sWavgll had ail the nght ideas Mountbatten thought If he
couldn t do 1t what s the pomt of my trying to take st on? Yet he
was begiamung to understand there was no escape He was going to
be forced to accept & Job m which the nisk of falure was enormous
and m which he could easily shatter the brilliant reputation hed
‘brought out of the war

n-i‘;u” was going to force 1t on lum however Mountbatten was
determuned to impose on the Prime Mimsster the political conditions
that would give hum at Jeast some hopes of success His talks with
‘Wavell had given hum an 1dea what they were

He would not accept he told the Pnme Mimster unless the
government agreed to make an publc
of the precise date on which British rule 1n India would termnate
Only that b felt would Indias sceptical
1ntelligentsia that Britam was really leaving and infuse her Jeaders
with the sense of urgency needed to get them mto realistic negotia
tions *

Second he demanded something no other Viceroy had ever
dreamed of asking full powers to carry out his assignment without
reference to London and above all without constant interference
from London The Attlee government could gve the young admural
s final destinatifn but he and he alone was going to set hus course
and run the stup along the way

Surely Attlecasked you renot askingfor plenspotentiary powers
above His Magesty’s Government are you?

I am afrad $ir  anmswered Mountbatten that that 13 exactly
what I am askmg How can I possibly negotiate with the Cabinet
constantly breathng down my neck?’

A stunned sileace followed s words Mountbatten watched with
satisfaction as the nature of his breathtaking demand regstered on
the Prime Mumster s face hoping as he did that 1t would prompt
Attlee to withdraw hus offer

Instead the Prime Mimster mdicated with a sigh his willingness
to accept even that An hour later shoulders saggg Mountbatten
emerged from the portal of Dowming Street He knew he was con
demned to become India s last Viceroy the executioner 3 & sense
of lus countrymen s fondest impenial dream

Getting back mto hus car a strange thovght struck lum It was
exactly seventy years almost to the hour from the moment hus own
great grandmother bad been proclaimed Empress of Indsa on a plan

* Wavell too had
‘December 1946

a trme Lot to Attlee ds

London visit i
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outside Deln Indias princes assembled for the occasion had
begged the heavens that day that Queen Victorias power and
sovereignty mught remam steadfast forever

Now on this New Year s mormng one of her great grandsons
ad 1ntthated the process which would fix the date on which forever
wounld come to an end

* * *

History s most d p 0 have the
most banal of origins Great Bntam was set on the road to the great
colomal ad for five le shiflings They the
1ncrease m the price of a pound of pepper proclaimed by the Dutch
pruateers who controlled the spice trade

Incensed at what they considered a wholly unwarraated gesture
twenty four merchants of the City of London gathered on the
afternoon of 24 September 1599 1n a decrepit building on Leaden
hali Street Their purpose was to found a modest trading firm withan
1mtial capstal of £72 000 subscnibed by 125 shareholders Only the
simplest of concerns profit inspired their enterprise which ex
panded and transformed would ultimately become the most note
worthy creation of the age of impersali m the Bratish Ray

‘The Company recetved 1ts official sanction on 31 December 1599
when Queen Elizabeth I signed a royal charter assigning it exclusive
trading nights with all countries beyond the Cape of Good Hope for
an imtial perod of fiftesn years Eaght months later a 500-ton
galleon named the Hector dropped anchor i the hitle port of Surat
north of Bombay It was 24 August 1600 The Bntish had arnived in
India Their mitial landing was a modest one It came 1n the solitary
figure of Willlam Hawkins Captam of the Hector a dour old sea
man who was more prrate than explorer Hawkans marched off into
the interior prepared to find rubr s as big as pigeons eggs endless
stands ot pepper ginger indigo cinamon trees whose leaves were
so0 epormous that the shade they cast could cover an entire fanuly
potions denved trom elephants testicles to give him eternal youth.

There was Little of that Inda along the Captain s march to Agra
There however fus encounter with the great Moghul compensated
for the hardships of ns Journey e found humself Tace to face with
a sovereign beside whom Queen Bhizabeth appeared the ruler of 2
provincial hamlet Peigmng over 70 million subjects the Emperor
Jehangir was the world s richest and mo t powerful monarch the
fourth and last of India s great Moghu! rulers

‘The first Englishman to reach hus court
wiich m.ght have 4 o

with a gesture
the 125 worthy shareh g:f the
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East India Trading Company The Moghul made hrm a member of
the Royal Housebold and offered hun as a welconung gift the most
beautiful guel 10 hus harem an Armentan Chrstian

Fortunately benefits of a nature more likely to inspire lus employ
ers esteem than the enrichment of hus sex Lfe also grew out of
Captain Hawkins amval m Agra Jehangir signed an 1mpenal
firman suthonzing the East India Company to open trading depots
north of Bombay Its success was rapid and impressive Soon two
ships a month were unloading mountains of spices gum svgar raw
silk and Mushn cotton on the decks along the Thames and saling
off with holds full of Enghsh manufactures A deluge of dividends
some of them as high as 2009 came pouning down on the firms
fortunate shareholders

The British generally were welcomed by the mative rulers and
population  Unlike the zealous Spamards who were conquering
South Amenica 1n the name of a redeeming God the British stressed
that 1t was 1n the name of another God Mammon that they had
come to Indiz  Trade not terntory the Company s officers never
ceased repeating was therr policy

Inevitably however as their trading activities grew the Company’s
officers became enmeshed s local pohtics and forced m ogder to
protect therr expanding commerce to mtervene 1n the squabbles of
the petty sovereigns on whose ternstoties they operated Thus began
the trreversible process which wauld lead England to conquer India
almost by madvertence On 23 June 1757 marching through a
drenching ramfall at the head of 900 Enplishmen of the 39th Foot
and 2000 Indian sepoys an audacious general named Robert Clive
routed the army of 2 troublesore Nawab tn the rice paddies outaide
a Bengah village called Plassey

Chve s victory opened the pates of northern India With 1t the
Bntish conquest of India truly started Their merchants gave way to
the burlders of empue and temitory Do trade became the ptimary
concern of the British in India,

The century that followed was one of conquest Although they
were speaifically 1nstructed by London to avord schemes of con
quest and a of amb, governor
generals relentlessly embraced the opposite policy In less than a
century a company of traders was metamorphosed nto a soverergn
power 1ts accountants aud fraders mnto generals and governors

s race for dividends into a strugele for imperial authorst;

y Without
having set out to do so Britan had
T et out to become the successor to the

From the outset her mtent was always one day to relinquish the




12 FREEDOM AT MIDNIGNT

possessions she had so wnadvertently acquired As carly as 1818 the
Marquess of Hastings noted ‘A time not very remate will amive
when England will on sound prneiples of policy wish to relinquish
the domination which she has gradually and unintentionally assumed
over this country Empires however were more naturally acquired
than disposed of and the moment foreseen by Hastings was to be
considerably more remote than the Marquess might have imagpned
Brtish rule nonetheless brought India benefits of considerable
magmitude Pax Britarnica and reasonable facstmiles of Bntans
own I and 1 Above all 1t
gave India the magmficent gt which was to become the common
bond of 1ts diverse peoples and the condmt of thewr revolutionary
aspirations the English language
The first mantfestation of those aspirations came n the savage
Mutiny 1n 1857 Its most important result was an abrupt chanee 1n
the manner 1n which Britam governed India After 258 years of froit
ful activities the Honourable East India Company s existence was
terminated  Responsibifity for the destiny of 300 pullion Indians
‘was transferred to the hands of a 39 year-old woman whose tubby
fignre would 1ncarna ¢ the vocation of the Britssh race to dominate
the world Queen Victona. Henceforth Bntam s authonity was to be
exeraised by the crown represented in India by 2 kund of nommated
kg ruling a fifth of humanity the Viceroy
‘With that change began the period the world would most often
associate with the British Indian expericnce the Victonan era Its
d bl was a concept freqn d by
the man who wasits self appomted poet laureate ~ Rudyard Kipling -
that white Englishmen were umquely fitted to rule lesser breeds
without the law The responsibiity for govermng India Kipling
proclatmed had been placed by the mscrutable decree of providence
upon the shoulders of the British race
Ultinately responmbility was exercised at any given time by a
Iittle band of brothers 2000 members of the Indian Crvid Service the
ICS and 10 000 British officers of the Indian Army Their authonty
over 300 mutlion people was sustamned by 60 000 British soldiers and
200 000 men of the Indian Army No statistics could mea ure better
than those the nature of Botain s mule n India after 1857 or the
~manger 1 which the Indian masses were long prepared to accept it
The India of tho e men was that picturesque romantic India of
Kiphng's tales Thetrs was the India of gentlemen officers 1 plumed
shakos nding at the head of thewr turbaned sepoys  of distner
magistrates lost 1 the tornd wastes of the Deccan of sumptuous
wmpersal balls m the Himalayan summer capital of Simla cricket
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matches on the manicured lawns of Calcutta s Bengal Club polo
games on the sunburnt plams of Rajasthan tiger hunts 10 Assam
young men sittmg down to dinsier 1 black ties 1 a tent n the muddle
of the jungle solemnly proposmg their toast 1 port to the King
Emperor while jackals howled 1n the darkness around them officers
1n scarlet tumcs pursuing rebellious Pathan tnbesmen 1n the sleet or
unbearable heat of the Frontier the India of 2 caste unassalably
certain of 1ts supertonity sipping whiskies and soda on the veranda
of 1ts Europeans Only Clubs Those men were generally the pro-
ducts of familics of impeceable breeding but less certan wealth the
offspring of good Anglican country churchmen talented second
sons of the landed sons of sct classics
professors and above all of the previous generation of the British i
India They mastered on the playing fields and 1n the classrooms of
Eton Harrow Charterhouse Haileybury the disciplnes that would
fit them to rule an empre excellence at games adehght i maaly
purswts the ability to absorb the whack of a headmaster s cane ot
declaim the Odes of Horace and the verses of Homer India noted
James § Mill was a vast system of outdoor relief for Britans
upper classes

4 chall 4

It rep an and 1ts boundless spaces
an arena 1n which England s young men could find a fulfilment their
1sland s more restricted shores might deny them They amived on the
docks of Bombay at nineteen or twenty barely sbleto raise a stubble
on therr chins They went home thirty five or forty years later their
bodies scarred by bullets by disease a panther s claws or a fall on
the polo field their faces ravaged by too much sun and too
;nuchdwhlsky but proud of having lived their part of a romantic

egen:

A young man s adventure usually began in the theatrical confusion
of Bombay s Victona Station There under its red brick neo-Gothic
arches he discovered for the first time the face of the country
which he d chosen to spend his Iife It was usually a shock, a whirl
pool of frantically scurryng shoving shouting human bewgs dart
g n and out among jumbles of cases valises bundles sacks bales
all scattered 1n the halls of the station without any apparent regard
for order The heat the ensp smell of spices and unme evaporating
sn the sun were overwhelmihg Men 1n sagging dhotis and flapping
might shirts women 1 sanis bare arms and feet jangling with the
gold bracelets on therr wrists and ankles Sikh soldiers 1 scarlet
turbans emaciated sadfus 1 orange and yvellow loinclothe de
formed children and beggars thrusting out their stunted limbs for
baksheesh all assmled hum. The redief of a young leutenant or newly
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appointed officer of the ICS on boarding the dark green cars of the
Frontier Mail or the Hyderabad Express was usually enormous.
Inside behind the curtains of the first<class carnages a fanubar
world waited a world of deep brown upholstered seats and a
dimung-car with fresh white linen and champagne chilling 1n silver
buckets above all a world an which the only Indian face he was
Likely to cncounter was that of the conductor collscting hes tickets.
That was the first lesson a young officer learned England ran India
but the Englsh dwelt apart
A harsh schéoling awmted the empire s young servants at the end
of their first passage to India They were sent to remote posts
covered by primitive roads and jungle tracks inhatuted if atall by
only a {ew Europeans By the time they were twenty four or twenty
five they often found themsetves with sole responubility for handing
down justice to and admi f & mull
bewngs in areas sometimes larger than Scotland
His appreaticeship 1n those remote districts eventually qualified a
young officer to take hus privileged place 1n one of those green and
pleasant aslands from which the anstocracy of the Raj ran India
cantonments golden ghettos of Batish rule appended like foreign
bodies to India s major cities
Incvitably each eaclave included its green expanse of garden ats
slaughterhouse its bank 1ts shops and a squat stone church a
proud little replica of those in Dorset or Surrey Its heart was lways
the same an institution that seemed to grow up wherever more than
two Fnghishmen gathered acleb There 1n the cool of the afternoon
the Britsh of the cantonment could gather to play tenms on their
well kept grass courts or slip into white flannels for a cricket match
At the sacred hour of sundown they sat out on their cool lawns or
on therr rambling verandas while white-robed servants glided past
with their sundowners the first whisky of the evenuing
The parties and receptions 18 1mpenal India s principal cities -
Bombay Calcutta Lahore Delhr Simla - were lavish affars
Everyone with any standing had a baliroom and a drawing room at
least eighty feet long  wrote one grande dame who hived 1n Victorian
India Inthose days there were none of those hornible buffets where
people go to a table with a plate and stand around eating with
whomsoever they choose The average private dinner was for thirty
five or forty with a servant for each guest Shopkeepers and com
mercial people were never tavited nor of course did one ever see an
Indian socally anywhere
Nothing was as important as precedence and the deadly sin was
toiguoreit Ah the sudden arctic air that could sweep over a dinner

"
morch n
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party if the wife of an ICS joint secretary should find herself seated
below an army officer of rank infertor to that of her husband
Much of the tone of Victortan India was set by the memsatubs
the Brtish wives To a large extent the social separation of the
English and the Indians was their domng Their purpose perhaps
was to shield their men from the exotic temptations of their Indian
sisters a temptation to which the first generations of Enghishmen tn
Tndia had succurabed with zest leaving behind a new Anglo-Indian
socicty suspended between two worlds
The great pastime of the Brtish i Indra was sport A love of
cricket tenms squash and hockey would be with the English
language the most enduring herstage they would leave behind Golf
was ntroduced in Calcutta m 1823 30 years before st reached New
York and the world s highest course laid out 12 the Himalayas at
11 000 feet No golf bag was considered more chic on those courses
than one made of an elephant s pens - provided of course 1ts owner
had shot the beast humself
“The British played 10 Indsa but they deed there too 1n very great
numbers often young Every cantonment church had its adjacent
graveyard to which the little commusuty might carry its regular flow
of dead victims of India s cruel climate her peculiar hazards her
epiderics of malana cholera jupgle fever No more poiguant
account of the Brtwsh 1 India was ever written than that inscribed
upon the tombstones of those cemeteries
Even 1n death India was fasthful to 1ts legends Lt St John Shawe
of the Royal Horse Artillery died of wounds received from a pan
ther on 12 May 1866 at Chundwara Ma) Archibald Hibbert died
15 June 1902 near Raipur after being gored by a bison , and Harns
McQuaid was trampled by an elephant at Saugh 6 June 1902
':':;m:nzs tl;{:x}ry Bm‘:ex; a: Accountant 1n the Public Works Depart
nt Jubbulpore had the musf e
e Folx’:st sfortune 1n 1897 to be eaten by a tiger
Indian service had 1ts bizarre hazards Sister Ma
of England Foreign Misstonary Services died atrytl:)ef :‘geeco!;'“gclh
Killed while teaching at the Mission Schoof Sinka when a beam
caten through by white ants fell on her head Major General Hen)
Marion Durand of the Royal Engineers met s death on Ner\x
Year s Day 1871 in consequence of injuries recerved from a fal]
from a Howdah while passtag hss elephant through Durand Gat,
Tonk Despite his engineering background the general had fayl :i
that morning to reach a just appreciation of the difference 1n he ;
between the archway and tus elephant There proved to by o
under it for the elephant but none for him © room
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No sight those graveyards offered was sadder nor more poigan
antly revealing of the human price the British paid for their Indian
adventure than their rows upon rows of undersized graves They
crowded every cemetery in India tn appalhing numbers They were
the graves of children children and infants klled 1n a clumate for
which they had not been bred by diseases they would never have
known in their ative England

Sometumes a lone tomb sometimes three or four 1a a row those
of an entire famuly wiped out by cholera or jungle fever the epitaphs
upon those graves were a parents heartbreak frozen tn stone In
memory of poor httle Willy the beloved and only child of Bomber
William Talbot and Margaret Adelade Talbot the Royal Horse
Brigade Born Dethi 14 December 1862, Died Delta 17 July 1863

In Asigarh two stones side by side offer for eternity the measure
of what England s glorious imperial adventure meant to many an
otdinary Enghshman 19 Aprid 1845 Alexander 7 month-old son
of Conductor Johnson and Martha Scott Died of choleta reads
the first The second beside 1t reads 30 Apnl 1845 Wilham John
4-year-old son of Conductor Johnson and Martha Scott Died of
cholera  Under them on a larger stone their grieving parents
chiselled a last farewell

One blessing, one sire one womb
Their being gave

They had one mortal sickness

And share one grave

Far from an England they never knew

Obscure clerks or dashing blades those gencrations of Bnions
policed and adminsstered India as no one before them had

Their rule was paternabistic that of the old public schoolmaster
disciplining an onruly band of boys forcing on them the education
he was sure was good for them With an oceasional exception they
were able and d to India in ats
own best mterests - but st was always they who decided what those
interests were not the Indians they governed

Thesr great weakness was the distance from which they exercised
their authonity the ternible smugness setting them apart from those
they ruled Never was that attitude of racral superionity summed up
more succinctly than by a former officer of the Indian Civil Service
m a parliamentary debate at the turn of the century There was he
sad  a chenshed conviction shared by every Englishman 1n India
from the highest to the Jowest by the planter s assistant 1 lis lopely
bungalow and by the editor 1 the full light of hus presidency town
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from the Chief Commussioner in charge of an important province
to the Viceroy upon hus throne ~ the conviction n every man that
he belongs to a race which God has destined to govern and subdue

The massacre of 680 000 members of that race in the trenches of
‘World War I wrote an end to the legend of a certain India A whole
generation of young men who mught have patrolled the Frontier
admmustered the lonely districts or galloped their polo pomes down
the long maidans was left behind in Flanders fields From 1918
recrutting for the Indian Civil Service became wncreasingly difficult
TIncreasingly Indians were accepted mnto the ranks both of the civil
service and the officer corps

On New Year s Day 1947 barely a thousand British members of
the Indian Civil Service remained i India still somehow holding
400 mulhon people m thewr adminustrative grasp They were the last
standard bearers of an elite that had outhived its ttme condemned

at Jast by a secret conversation in London and the inexorable
currents of history



2
“Walk, Alone, Walk Alone’

Srirampur Noakhali New Year s Day 1947

Six thousand mutes from Downing Street 1n a willage of the Gangetic
Delta above the Bay of Bengal an elderly man stretched out en the
durt floor of a peasant s hut It was exactly twelve noon As he did
every day at that hour he reached up for the dnipping wet cotton
sack that an assistant offered lum Dark splotches of the mud
packed 1nside 1t oozed through the bag s porous folds The man carc
fully patted the sack on to s abdomen Then he took 2 second
smaller bag and stuck 1t on hus bald head

He seemed lying there on the floor a fragile litle creature The
appearance was deceptive That wizened 77 year old man beamung
out from under s mudpack had done more to topple the British
Emprre than any man alive It was because of fum that a Brtish
Prime Mmuster had finally been obliged to send Queen Victona s
great grandson to New Dellr to find a way to give Indi her
freedom

Mohandas Karamchand Gandln was an unlikely revolutiopary
the gentle prophet of the world s most extraordnary hbers 1on
movement Beside hum carefully polished were the dentures he
wore only when eating and the steel nmmed glasses through which
be usually peered out at the world He was a tiny man barely five
feet tall weightng 114 pounds all arms and legs ke an adolescent
whose trunk has yet to tival the growth of lus imbs Nature had
meant Garndh s face to be ugly His ears flared out from his over
sized head like the handles of 2 sugar bowl His nose buttressed by
squat flaring mostnls thrust its heavy beak over a sparse white
movstache Without Ins dentures hus fult hps collapsed over his
toothless gums Yet Gandht s face radiated a pecultar beauty because
1t was constantly ammated refiecting with the quickly shifting
patterns of 2 magic lantern his changing moods and his 1mpish
humaur

To a century fraught with violence Gandhi had offered an
alternative s doctrine of ahumsa ~ non viclence He had used 1t to
mobilize the masses of India to drive England from the sub contment
w;th a m};:;ral crusgdc n:istzad nc}r ap armed rebellion prayers iastead
of mac] e n fire 1Isdainfu] [en
Serronsts bogm“bs 1 silence 1nstead of the fracas of

‘Whule Western Europe had echoed to the hatangues of ranting
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and shneking d. Gandhi had stured the multi

tudes of the world s most populous area without raising hus voice
1t was not with the promse of power or fortune that he had sum
Troned hus followers to hus benner but with a warning *Those who
are m my company must b ready to sleep upon the bare floor wear
coarse clothes get up at unearthly hours subsist on vninwting
simple food even clean their own toilets Instead of gaudy umforms
and janghng medals he had dressed lus followers 1n clothes of coarse
homespun cotton That costume however had been as 1nstantly
sdentifiable as psychologieally effectve 1n welding together those
who wore 1t as the brown or black shurts of Europe s dictators

His means of commumecating with his followers were primutive
He wrote much of his d himself in longhand and he
talked to his disciples to prayer mectings to the caucuses of fus
Congress party He cmployed none of the techmques for con
ditionung the masses to the dictates of a demagogue or a chique of
1deologues Yet hus message had penetrated a nation bereft of
modern communications because Gandhi had a genws for the
sumple gesture that spoke to India s soul Those gestures were allun
orthodox Paradoxieally 1n a land ravaged by cyclical famine where
hunger had been a malediction for centunes the most devastating
tactic Gandht had devised was the simple act of depriving umself of
food - a fast He had humbled Great Britain by sipping water and
‘brcarbonate of soda

God-obsessed India had recognized tn hus frail silhouette mn the
mstinctive brilliance of hus acts the promise of 2 Mahatma - a Great
Soul - and followed where he d led He was indsputably one of the
galvanic figures of tus century To lus followers he was a samt To
the British whose hour of he d hastened he
was a conmving politician a bogus Messiah whose non violent
crusade always ended 1 violence and whose fasts unto death always
stopped short of death s door Even a man as kind hearted as Wavell
detested lum as a malevolent old politician Shrewd obstinate
domuneening double-tongued wath bttle true samthness 1 hum

Few of the Enghsh who d negotiated with Gandhi had hiked him
fewer still had him Thesr was
able He was a strange blend of great moral prinerples and quirky
ob essions He was quite capable of intecrupting their serious
political discussions with a_ discourse on the benefits of sexual
co%lﬁxence oé a d:;ly salt and water enema

erever Gandht went 1t was said there was the

Its capital this New Years Day was the tiny ;e:‘]g%ﬁﬂ:;d‘:f
Snirampur where the Mahatma lay under us mudpacks exercising
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Ins authonty over an enormous contment without the benefit of
radio elgetnicity or runmng water thirty miles by foot from the
nearest telephone or telegraph line

The region of Noakhals in which Snrampur was set was one of
the most 1naccessible 1n India a yigsaw of tny islands in the water
logged delta formed by the Ganges and the Brahmaputra nvers
Barely forty miles square it was a dense thicket of two and a half

on human bemgs 80 / of them Moslems They lived crammed

mto villages divided by canals creeks and Streams reached by
rowing boat by hand poled ferries by rope log or bamboo bridges
swaying dangerously over the rushing waters which poured through
the region

New Year s Day 1947 1n Snirampur should have been an occasion
of 1ntense satrsfaction for Gandh He stood that day on the brink of
achieving the goal he d fought for most of his life India s freedom

Yet as he approached the glonous chimax of his struggle Gandh:
was 2 desperately unhappy man The reasons for his unhappiness
were everywhere manifest n the httle village 1n which he d made
Tus camp Srirampur had been one of the unpronoupceable names
figuning on the reports armving almost daly on Clement Attlecs
desk from India Infamed by fanatical leaders by reports of Hindus
Xulling therr co-religromsts 1 Calcutta 1ts Moslems like Moslems
alt across Noakhalt had suddenly turned on the Hundu mnonty
that shared the village with them They had slaughtered raped pil
laged 2nd burned forcing their nerghbours to eat the flesh of ther
Sacred Cows sending others fleeing for safety across the rice paddies
‘Half the huts in Snirampur were blackened ruins Even the shackin
which Gandhi lay had been partially destroyed by fire

‘The Noakhali outbursts were 1solated sparks but the passions
which had 1gnited them could easily become a firestorm to set the
whele sub-continent ablaze Thase horrors the outbursts which had
preceded them i Calcutta and those which had followed to the north
west 1z Bihar where with equal brutality a Hindu majonty had
turned on a Mosem minonity explained the anxiety 1o Attlee s con
versation with the man he urgently wanted to dispatch to New Delht
as Viceroy

They also explatned Gandh s presence m Srirampur The fact that
as therr hour of tnumph approached his countrymen should have
turned on each other m communal frenzy broke Gandhis heart
They had followed fum on the road to independence but they had
not understood the great doctrige he had enuncaated to get them
there pon violence  Gandht had a profound belief m his non
viclent ereed The holocaust the world had just Lived the spectre of
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nuclear destruction now threatenung 1t were to Gandhi the conclusive
proof that only fion violence could save mankind It was his desper
ate destre that a new India should show Asia and the world this way
out of man § dilemma If us own people turned on the doctrines he &
fived by and used to lead them to freedom what would remain of
Gandhi s hopes? It would be a tragedy that would turn independence
1nto a worthless tnumph
Another tragedy too threatened Gandht To tear India apart on
rehigious lines would be to fly m the face of everything for which
Gandhi stood Every fibre of hus being cried out agamst the division
of his beloved country demanded by Indias Moslem pohticians
and which many of 1ts English rulers were now ready to accept
India s people and faiths were for Gandhi as nextricably imter
woven as the intricate patterns of an oriental carpat
You shall have to diade my body before you divide India he
had proclaimed again and agamn
He had come to the devastated village of Srirampur 1n search of
tus own faith and to find a way to prevent the disease from engulfing
all India I see no light through the impenetrable darkness he had
cried 1n anguish as the first communal killings had opened an abyss
between India s Hindu and Moslem commumties “Truth and noa
violence to which I swear and which have sustaned me for fifty
years seem to fail to show the attnibutes I have ascribed to them
1 have come here he told Ius followers to discover a new
techmque and test the soundness of the doctnine which has sustained
me and made my life worth living
For days Gandhi wandered the willage talking to its inhabitants
meditating waiting for the counsel of the Inner Voice which had <o
often lluminated the way for him 1n times of crisis Recently tis
acolytes had noticed he was spending more and more time on a
curious oocupation practising crossing the slippery rnckety lo,,
bridges surrounding the village
That day when he had finsshed with his mudpack, he called hus
followers to tus hut. His Inner Voice had spoken at last As once
ancient Hindu holy men had crossed therr contment 1n barioot
pilgnmage to its sacred shrines so he was gong to set out on a
Pilgnimage of Penance to the hate wasted villages of Noakhalt. In
the next severbweeks walking barefoot as a sign of his pemtence he
wo}\;!d ool\:ﬁ; é 16 mules visiting 47 of Noakhali s villages
e a 4 would go among those enraged M
from viliage to willage i%am hutgto hut seek;‘;d ostems, e

to rest
poultice of hus presence Noakhal s shattered poioe oremiththe
Because this was a pilgnmage of penance he decreed he wanted
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1o other companion but God Only four of his followers would
accompany hum They would hive on whatever chanity the mhabitants
of the villages they wisited were ready to offer them Let the polt
tirans of hus Congress Party and the Moslem League wrangle over
India s future 1n therr endless Delhu debates he sard It was as it
always had been 1n India s villages that the answers to her problems
would have to be found This he said would be hus Iast and
greatest expeniment  If he could  rekndle the lamp of neighbourlt
ness 10 those villages cursed by blood and bitterness their example
rught nspice the whole nation. Here m Noakhalt he praved he
could set alight again the torch of non violence and conjure away the
spectre of communal warfare which was baunting Inda

His party set out at dawn Gandhis pretty mmeteen year old
great mece Manu had put together hss spartan kit a pen and paper
a needle and thread an earther bowl and a wooden spoon lus
spinning wheel and his three gurus a httle wory representation of
the three monkeys who hear no evil see no evil speak noevil She
also packed m a sack the books that reflected the eclecticism of
the man masching 1nto the jungle the Bhagavad Gita a horan the
Practice and Precepts of Jesus and 2 book of Jewish thoughts

‘With Gandh at thetr head the little band marched over the dirt
paths past the ponds and groves of betel and coconut palms to the
nice paddies beyond The willagers of Snrampur rushed for a last
ghmpse of this bent 77 year-old man striding off with his bamboo
stave 1 search of a lost dream

As Gandht s party began to move out of sight across the harvested
paddies the villagers heard im singiog one of Rabindranath
Tagore s great poems set to music It was one of the old leader s
favourites and as he disappeared they followed the sound of huis high
piiched uneven voice dnfting back across the paddres

If they answer not your call he sang walk alone walk alone

* * *

The fraternal bloodshed Gandh hoped to check had for centuries
myvalled hunger as India s sternest curse The great epic poem of

di the leb: an appalhng cvil slavghtes
on the pluns of Kurukshetra north west of Delht 2500 years
before Chnist Hinduism atself bad been brought to India by the
Indo-European horde descending from the north to wrest the sub
o t fror;;x 15 sm:ld o Dravidian inhab Its sages

ad written their sacred vedas on the banks of the Ind;

before Christ s birth 8 ceatunes

The faith of the Prophet had come much later after the cohorts
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of Genghis Khan and Tamerlane had battered their way down the
Khyber Pass to weaken the Hindu hold on the great Gangetic plamn
For two centuries the Moslem Moghul emperors had imposed their
sumptuous and implacable rule over most of Jodia spreading 1n the
wake of their legions the message of Allah the One the Merciful
The two great faiths thus planted on the sub-contnent were as
different as could be found among the mamfestations of mans
eternal vocation to believe Where Islam reposed on a man the
Prophet and a precise text the Koran Hindmsm was a religlon
without a founder a revealed truth a dogma a structured liturgy
or a churchly estabhishment For Islam the Creator stood apart
from s creation ordering and presiding over fus work. To the
Hindu the Creator and his creation were one and mdmsible and
God a kind of all pervading cosmic spinit to whose manifestations
there would be no Lot
The Hindu as a recult worshipped God 1 almost any form he
chose 1o ammals ancestors sages spirits natural forces divine
ncarnations the Absolute He could find God manifested 1n snakes
phalli water fire the planets and the stars
‘To the Moslem on the contrary theie was but one God Allah
and the horan forbade the Faithful to represent lum n any shape
or form Idols and 1dolatry to the Moslem were abhorrent paintings
and statues blasphemous A mosque was a spare solemn place 1n
which the only decorations permutted were abstract designs and the
repeated representations of the 99 names of God
Idolatry was Hindwism s patural form of expression and a Hindu
temple was the exact oppasite of 2 mosque It was a kind of spintual
h centre aclutter of Godd: with spakes cotling from thewr
heads six armed Gods with fiery tongues elephants with wings
talking to the clouds jovial ttle monkeys dancing maidens and
squat phallic symbols
Moslems h d 1 a body b on the
floor of the mosque 1a the direction of Mecea chanting an waison
their horame verses A Hindu worshipped alone wath only s
thoughts inlung fum and the God be could select from a bewildenng
pantheon of three to three and 2 half mulhon divimtes It was a
Jungle 50 complex that only a handfu! of humans who d devoted
thesr lines to sts study could find therr way through 1t At 1ts core
was a central ity Brahma the Creator Shiva the Destroyer
Vishau the Preserver - positive negatnve neutral forces cternally
In search as thewr worshippers were supposed to be of the perfect
eq,lil.nbnum the attamment of the Absolute Belund them were
s




24 FREEDOM AT MIDNIGHT

Gods and Goddesses for the seasons the weather the crops and the
ailments of man like Maryamma the smallpox Goddess revered
cach year 1n a ntual strikingly simular to the Jewish Passover

The greatest barmer to Hindu Moslem understanding however
was not metaphystcal but social It was the system which ordered
Hindu society caste According to Vedic seripture caste onginated
with Brahma the Creator Brahmins the highest caste sprang from
s mouth Kshatniyas warriors and rulers from his bieeps
Vashyas traders and busmessmen from his thigh Sudras artisans
and craftsmen (rom Ius feet Below them were the outcasts the
Untouchables who had not sprung from divine soil

The ongins of the caste system however were notably less divine
than those suggested by the Vedas It had been a scheme employed
by Hindusms Aryan founders to perpetuate the enslavement of
Indias dark Dravidian populations The word for caste varna
meant colour and centuries later the dark skns of Indias Un
touchables gave graphic proof of the system s real ongns

The five ongnal divisions had multiplied lihe cancer cells mto
almost 5000 sub-castes 1886 for the Brahmuns alone Every occupa
tion bad its caste splitting society mnto a mynad of closed gmlds
nto which a man was condemned by hus birth to work hive marry
and die So precise were thesr defimtions that an iron smelter was in
a different caste to an wonsmith

Linked to the caste system was the second concept basic to Hindu
1sm reincamnation A Hindu believed hus body was just a temporary
garment for his soul Each Iife was only one of s soul s many 1n
carnatrons 1n 1ts journey through etermty a chain begioning and
ending 1n some nebulous merger with the cosmos The Karma the
accumulated good and evil of each mortal Ifetime was a souls
contmuing burden It determined whether 1n its next incamation
that sou! would move up or down n the hierarchy of caste Caste
had been a superb device to perpetuate India s social mequities by
gving them divine sanction As the Church had counselled the
peasants of the Middle Ages to forget the musery of thewr Lives 1n the
contemplation of the hereafter so Hindwism had for centurics
counselled the muserable of India to accept their lot 1n humble
resignation as the best assurance of a better destiny i their next
mncarnation

To the Moslems to whom Istam was a kind of brothethood of the
Faithful that whole system was anathema A generous welcoming
faith Kslams fraternal embrace drew mullions of converts to the
mosques of Indias Moghul rulers Inewitably the vast majosity of
them were U seeking 1n the brotherhood of Islam an
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acceptance their own faith could offer them only 1 some distant
ncarmation

With the collapse of the Moghul Empire at the beginning of the
exghteenth century a martial Hindu renaissance spread across Indiz
bringing with 1t a wave of Hindu Moslem bloodshed Brtamn s
conquening presence had forced its Pax Britanmca on the warmng
subcontment but the mustrust and suspicion in which the two
communities dwelt remamed The Hindus did not forget that the
mass of Moslems were the d: of 1 hables who d fled
Hunduism to escape therr musery Caste Hindus would not touch
food 1n the presence of a Moslem A Moslem entering a Hindu kat
chen would pollute 1t The touch of a Moslem s hand could send a
Brahmin shneking off to punfy himself with hours of ntual ablu
tions

Hindus and Moslems shared the villages awaiting Gandhi s visit
1n Noakhali just as they shared the thousands of villages all through
the northern tier of India 12 Bihar the United Provinees the Punjab
They dwelt however 1 distinct neighbourhood
The frontier was a road or path frequently called the Middle Way
No Moslem would live on one side of 1t no Hindu on the other

‘The two commumties mixed socially attending each other s feasts
sharng the poor implements with which they worked Therr mter
nmungling tended to end there Intermarriage was almost unknown
The communities drew thewr water from separate wells and a caste
Hindu would choke before sipping water from the Moslem well
perhaps yards from his own In the Panjab what few scraps of
koowledge Hindu children acquired came from the village Pandit
who taught them to write a few words in Punjabi 1n mud with wheat
stalks The same viflage s Moslem children would get their bare
education from a sheikh in the mosque reciting the Koran i a
different language Urdu Even the prmitive drugs of cow s urine
and herbs with which they struggled agamst the same diseases were
based on different systems of natiiral medicine

To those social and religious differences had been added an even
more disive more insidious distinction  economuc The Hindus
had been far swifter than the Moslems to seize the opportumties
British education and Western thought had placed before India Asa
result while the Butish had been socially more at ease with the
Moslems 1t was the Hindus who had adoumsstered Indra for them*
They were Indias b d

T0-
fessional men With the Parsees the descendants of ancient Perfm s

‘The Moslems had also been subtly penalized in the two or three decades
after 1857 for the role their communty had played 1n the Indian Army Mutiny
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- they polized bank
ing big business and India s few industnes

In the towns and small cities the Hindus were the domunant

1 e ub; role of the money lender was
almost everywhere discharged by Hindus partly because of thewr
aptitude for the task partly because of tbe Roramc proscription
preventing Moslems from pracusing usury

The Moslem upper classes many of whom descended from the
Moghul invaders had tended to remaun landlords and soldiers The
Moslem masses because of the deeply engrained patteens of Indian
soctety rarely escaped in the farth of Mohammed the roles that caste
had assigned their forebears 1n the faith of Shiva, They were usually
landless peasants in the service of Hindus or Mostems in the country
labourers and petty craftsmen 1 the service of Hindu employers in
the aaty

That economic nsalry accentuated tbe social and religious
barriers between the two commumties and made communal slaugh
ters such as that which had shattered the peace of Snrampur a
regular Each had s pet p with
which it would launch them

For the Hindus 1t was music. Music never accompamed the
austere service of the mosque and its strans munghng with the
mumble of the Faithfuls prayers was a blasphemy There was no
surer way for the Hindus to mncite thew Moslem oeighbours than to
set up a band outside a mosque during Friday prayers,

For the Moslent the favourite provocation 1avolved an aumal
one of the grey sheletal beasts lowing down the streets of every aity
town and village i India aunlessly wanduring her fields the object
of the most perplexing of Hindwsm s cults the Sacred Cow

‘The veneration of the cow dated ba X to Biblical times when the
fortunes of the pastoral Indo-Lurop an peop! s migratng on to the
sub-continent depended on th~ vitality of their herds As the rabbis
of anctent Judea had forbidden pig s flesh to thewr people to save
them from the ravages of trichinosis so the sad/ius of ancient India
proclammed the cow sacred 5o as to save from slaughter 1n tmes of
famune the herds on which their peoples exmstenc, depended

Asaresult India had 1 1947 the Jargest bovine & £ 1n the world
200 mullion beasts one for every two Indians an animat population
larger than the human population of the United States «0 mullion
cows produced a meagre trickle of mulk averagang, barely one pint per
ammal per day 40 or S0 muilron more were beasts of burden tisging
their bullock carts and ploughs The rest 100-odd muttion Were
stenle useless ammals roaming free through the fields villages and
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aties of India Every day therr restless jaws chomped through the
food that could have fed ten mullion Indians lving on the edge of
sm'lr':zt:x:tmc! for survival alone should have condemned those use-
Jess beasts Yet, so tenacious had the superstition become that cow
3| d an at for those very Indians who were
starving to death so that the beasts could contmnue therr futile
custence Even Gandhi maintained that in protecting the cow 1t was
od s work that man protected
an'l'Go the Moslems the thought that a man could so degrade umself
2s to worship 2 dumb ammal was repugnant They took a perverse
debight mn dnving a lowmng protesting herd of cows past the front
door of a Hindu Temple en route to the slanghter house Over the
centuries thousands of human bemngs had accompamed those am
mals to therr death in the niots which often followed each such ges-

ture

‘Whule the British ruled India they managed to keep a fragile
balance between the two commumties at the same time using theit
antagonism as an nstrument to ease the burden of their rule
Initrally the dnve for Indian independence was confined to an ntel
lectual elite 1w which Hindus and Moslems ignored comemunal
dufferences to work side by side towards a common goat, Irontcally
1t was Gandhi who had disrupted that accord

In the most spuntual area on earth 1t was inewitable that the
freedom struggle should take on the guise of a religious crusade
and Gandhi had made 1t one No man was ever more tolerant more
genunely free of any tamnt of religious prejudice than Gandhi, He
desperately wanted to associate the Moslems with every phase of hus
movement But he was a Findu and a deep belef 10 God was the
very essence of his being Inewitably unmtentiopally Gandhis
Congress Party movement began to take on a Hindu tone and colons
that aroused Moslem susprcions.

Ther suspicions were strengthened as narrow munded Jocal Cone
gress leaders persistently refused to share with therr Moslem nivals

whatever electoral sporls Brtish rule allowed A spectre grew
Moslem minds i an independent India they would be drowned by
Hindu majonty rle d to the

to the of a
munonty 1n the land therr Moghul forebears had once rdled
One perspective seemed to offer an escape from that fate the
creation of a separate Islanuc nation on the sub-continent. The dea
that India s Moslems should set up a state of their own was formally
articulated for the first tume on four apd a half pages of typung paper
10 2 nondescript English cottage at 3 Humberstone Road 1n Cam-
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bridge Its author was a forty year-old Indian Moslem graduate
student named Rahmat Ali and the date at the head of hus proposal
was 28 January 1933 The 1dea that India formed a single pation Al
wrote Wwas a preposterous falsehood He called for a Moslem
nation carved from the provinces of north west India where the
Moslems were predominant the Punjab Kashmur Sind the Fron
tier Baluchuistan He even had a name to propose for his new state
Based on the pames of the provinces that would compose 1t, 1t was
Pakistan - land of the pure

We will not crucify ourselves he concluded 1 a fiery if inept
metaphor on a cross of Hindu nationalism,

Adopted by the body that was the focal pont of Moslem nation
abst aspirations the Moslem League Rahmat Alis proposal
gradually took hold of the imagination of India s Moslern masses
Its progress was purtured by the chauvimistic attitude of the pre-
dominantly Hindu leaders of Congress who remamned determuned to
make no concesston to thetr Moslem foes

The event which served to catalyse 1nto violence the nvalry of
India s Hindu and Moslem communities took place on 16 Angust
1946 pust five months before Gandh set out on his penttent s march
The site was the second city of the British Empire a metropolis
whose reputation for violence and savagery was unnvalled Cal
cuita Calcutta with the legend of 1ts Black Hole had been a
synonym for Indian eruelty to generations of Fnghshmen

Hell a Calcutta resident had once remarked was being born an
‘Untouchable 1n Calcuttas slums Thofe slums contaned the
densest concentrat on of kuman beiags in the world foetid pools of
unnivalled misery Hindu and Moslem neighbourhoods interlaced
without pattern or reason

At dawn on 16 Auvgust howlng mn a quasi rehigious fervour
Mosler mobs had come bursting from therr slums waving clubs
1ron bats shovels any instrument capable of smashing 1n a human
skull They came m answer to a call 1ssued by the Moslem League
proclamung 16 August Direct Action Day to prove to Britain and
the Congress Party that Indias Moslems were prepared to pet

Palustan for themselves by Direct Action if necessary

They savagely beat to 2 sodden pulp any Hiadu 1n therr path and
stuffed therr remains in the city s open gutters The ternfied police
suaply disappeared Soon tall pillars of black smoke stretched up
feam a score of spots i the city Hindu bazaars in full blaze

‘Later the Hindu mobs came stormung out of thewr neighbourhoods
Jooking for defencekss Moslems to slaughter Never 1n all s viglent
history had Caleutta known 24 hours as savage as packed with
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human viciousness Like water soaked logs scores of bloated corpses
bobbed down the Hooghly river towards the sea Others savagely
mutilated httered the city s streets Everywhere the weak and help-
Jess suffered most At one crossroads a lime of Moslem cooles lay
beaten to death where a Hindu mob had found them between the
poles of their rickshaws By the tume the slaughter was over Cal
cutta belonged to the vultures In filthy grey packs they scudded
across the sky bhing down to gorge th Ives on the bodies of
the aity’s 6000 dead

The Great Caleutta Killings as they became known tnggered
bloodshed 10 Noakhali where Gandli was 1n Bihar and on the
other side of the sub-continent 1 Bombay

They changed the course of India s hustory The threat the Mos-
lems had been uttering for years their warnungs of a cataclysm which
would overtake Indsa 1f they were demied their own state took ona
ternfying reality Suddenly India was copfronted by the awful
vision that had sickened Gandhi and sent him 1ato the jungles of
Noakhal: civil war

To another man to the cold and brillant lawyer who had been
Gandhi s cluef Moslem foe for a quarter of 2 century, that prospect
now became the tool with which to pry India apart History beyond
that wntten by lus own people would never accord Mohammed Al
Jinnah the high place his achicvements mented Yet 1t was he more
than Gandhit or anyone else who beld the key to India s futifre It
was with that stern and uncomprorusing Moslem Messiah leading
his people to another man s Promised Land that Queen Victonia s
great grandson would have to contend when he reached India

In a tent outside Bombay 1n August 1946 he had evaluated for his
followers in the Moslem League the meamng of Direct Action Day It
Congress wanted war he declared then Indias Moslems would
accept thewr offer unhesitatingly

Pale bips pressed into a grm smle fus piercing eyes alight with
repressed passion, Jinnah had that day flung do:
Congress, to the British v # down the gauatlet to

We shall have India divided  he vowed
P ot we shall have India
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‘Leave India to God’

London January 1947

Look sud Louss Mountbatten a temble thing has happened
Two men were alone m the mtimacy of a Buclangham Palace
sitting room At times Like this there was pever any formalty be-
tween them They sat side by side ike a couple of old school fnends
chatting as they sipped thetr tea Today however a special nuance
N s tone His cousin hang
George VI represented lus court of last appeal the last fant hope
that he might somehow avord the stigma of becoming the man to cut
Bntan s ties with India The kang was after all Emperor of lodia
and entitled to the final word on hus appointment as Viceroy It was
not to be the word the young admiral wished to hear
Iknow repled the hang with lus shy smile  the Prime Mumster s
already been to see me and I ve agreed
You ve agreed 7 asked Mountbatten  Have you really thaught it
over?
Oh yes repled the hang quite cheerfully I ve thought fe over
carefolly
Look said Mountbatten “This 1s very dangerous Nobody can
foresee any way of finding an agreement out there It s almo-t 1m
possible to find ene 1 m your cousin. If I go out there and make the
most deplorable mess 1t will reflect very badly on you
Ab  suid the soverergn  but think how well st will reflect on the
monarchy if you succeed
Well sighed Mountbatten smking back mto ks chair thats
very optimistic of you
He could never sit there 1n that httle salon without remembering
another figure who used to sit in the chair across from his another
cousin hus closest friend who bad stood bestde lum on hus wedding
day at St Margaret s Westmunster the man who should have been
Kimng Dawid Prnce of Wales From early boyhood they had been
close When 1n 1936 as Edward VIII Dawid bad abdicated the
throne for which he had been traied because he was not prepared
to rule without the woman he loved Dickie Mountbatten had
haunted the corndors of hus palace the King s constant solace and
companion
How wonic Mountbatten thought It was as David s ADC
he bad first set foot on the land he was now to hbc:ale It ‘x:;
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extravagant designs of Rome Alexander the Great Genghis Khan
the Caliphs or Napoleon he would die the sovereign of an 1sland
ingdom on its way to becoming just another European nation
I know Lve got to take the I out of GRI Ive got to gve up
being King Emperor the monarch noted but I would be pro-
foundly saddened 1f all the Links with India were severed
George V1 knew perfectly well that the great impenal dream had
faded But 1f 1t had to disappear how sad 1t would be 1f some of its
achievements and glores could not survive 1t 1f what 1t had repre-
sented could not find an expression m some new form more com
patible with a modern age
1t would be a pity  he observed f an tmdependent India were to
turn 1ts back on the Commonwealth
The Commonwealth could indeed provide a framework i which
George V1's hopes might be realized It could become a multt racial
assembly of independent nations with Britawn prima nter pares atits
core Bound by common traditions a common past common
symbolic ties to tus crown the Commonwealth could exercise great
influence 10 world affawrs Butan at the hub of such a body would
still speak 1n the councils of the world with an echo of that impersal
voice that had once been hers Londen mught still be London
cultural spiritual financral and mercantie centre for much of the
world The imperal would have d but a
shadow would remain to differentiate George VI s 1sland kingdom
from those other nations across the Englhsh Channel
If that 1deal was to be realized 1t was essential India remain within
the Commonwealth If India refused to join the Afro Asian nations
which 1 therr turn would accede to independence m the years to
come would almost certainly follow her example That would con
demn the Commoniwealth to become just a grouping of the Empire 5
white dominions
Influenced by a long antt impen-l tradition however George VI s
Prime Mimster and the Labour Party did not share the kings
sprration Attlee had not even told Mountbatten he was to make
an effort to keep India 1n the Commonwealth
George VI asa constitutional monarch could do vertually nothing
to further his hopes His cousin however could and Lows Mount
‘batten ardently shared the Kings aspirattons No member of the
royal fanuly had travelled as extensively 1n the old Empure as he had
His tntellect had understood and accepted 1ts imminent demmse hsy
heart ached at the thought
Sitting there 1n the Buckingham Palace sitting room Victora s
two great grandsons reached a prvate decision Lowis Mountbatten




LEAVE INDIA TO GOD 33

would become the agent of their common aspiration for the Com
monwealth s future

Ina few days Mountbatten would msist that Attlee include tm hus
terms of a ic to an md d
India umited or divided nside the Commonwealth if at all possible
In the weeks ahead there could be no task to which Indra s new
Viceroy would devote more thought more persuasiveness more
cunmng than that of mamtaming a lnk between India and his
coustn 8 crown

*

In asense no one might seem more naturally destined to occupy the
majestic office of Viceroy of Indra than Louts Mountbatten. His first
public gesture had occurred during his chnistening when with 2 wave
of hus infant fist he had knocked the spectacles from the bnidge of
lus great grandmother s impenal nose
His famuly s Iineage wath one passage through the female hine
went back to the Emperor Charlemagne Hewas orhad been related
by blood or marmage to Kawser Wilhelm IT Tsar Nicholas II
Alfonso XIII of Spain Ferdinand 1 of Rumanna, Gustav VI of
Sweden Constantine 1 of Greece Haakon VII of Norway and
Alexander I of Y For Lows M ten the crises of
Europe had been famuly problems
Thrones however had been 1n mcreasingly short supply by the
time Mountbatten was eighteen at the end of the First World War
The fourth child of Victonas favonnte grand-daughter, Princess
Victona of Hesse and Prince Lows of Battenberg her cousm had
had to savour the royal existence at second hand playing out the
summers of his youth in the palaces of s more favoured cousins
The memores of those 1dyllic summers remained deeply etched m
Tus memory tea parties on the lawns of Windsor Castle at which
every guest might have worn a crown  cruises on the yacht of the
'kfs:u' ndes through the forests around Samt Petersburg with his
philiac coustn the T and the T: h s aister the
Grand Duchess Manie with whom he feli n fove
With that background Mountbatten could have enmjoyed a
modest income token service puder the crown the pleasant exst
ence of 2 hand lish to the of a declining
caste. He had chosen quite & different course hawever aad he stood
this wiater mormung at the pinnacle of a remarkable career
Mounthatten had Just become 43 when, 1n the autumn of 1943
Winston Churchilt searching for a young and vigorous mmd had
eppomted him Supreme Allied Commander Southeast Awa, The
y a0d ity that 4 placed on his youthful
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shoulders had only one counterpart, the Supreme Allied Command
of Dwight Essenhower One hundred and twenty-eight mullon
people across a vast sweep of Asia fell under his charge, It was 2
command which at the tume 1t was formed, he would later recall,
had had no victories and no prionties only terrible morale a
termble chmate, a terrible foe and terrible defeats

Many of hus subordinates were twenty years and three or four
ranks his senior Some tended to Jook on him as a playboy who
gsed lus royal connection to ship out of s dinner jacket into a naval
uniform and temporanly abandon the dance floor of the Café de
Paris for the battleficld,

He restored his men s morale with personal tours to the front,
asserted hus authonity over his generals by forcing them to fight
through Burmas ternble monsoon rams cajoled, bullied and
charmed every ounce of supplies he could get from lus supeniors 1n
London and Washington.

By 1945 his once d and d had
won the greatest land victory ever wrought over a Japanese Army
Only the dropping of the atonuc bomb prevented him from carrying
out hss grand design Operation Zipper the landing of 250 000
men from ports 2000 miles away on the Malay Peninsula an am
phibious operation surpassed 1n sze only by the Normandy landmng

As a boy Mountbatten had chosen a naval officer s career to
emulate hus father who bad left his native Germany at fourteen and
nsen to the post of First Sea Lord of the Royal Navy Mountbatten
had barely begun tus studies as a cadet however when tragedy
shattered hus adored father s career He was forced to resign by the
wave of anti-German hystena which swept Britain after the out
break of World War L His heartbroken father changed hus famuly
name from Battenberg to Mouatbatten at King George Vs request
and was created Marquess of Milford Haven The Furst Sea Lord s
equally affected son vowed to fill one day the post from which an
unjust cutery had driven s father

Duning the long years between the wars however Ins career had
followed the slow unspectacular path of a peacetime officer It was
10 other less martial fields that the young Mountbatten had made
hus tmpresston on the public, With his charm, bis remarkable good
looks tus mfectrous gaety he was one of the darlings of Brtan s
penay press catenng to a world desperate for glamour after the
borrors of war His marniage to Edwina Ashley a beautiful and
wealthy heiress with the Prince of Wales as his best man was the
social event of 1922,

were the Sunday papers over the next years that did not
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tawr a photograph or some mention of Lows and Edwmna
D);guntbalmg the Mountbattens at the theatre with Noel Coward,
the ) b at the Royal Encl at Ascot dashing young
Yord Louts water skung in the Mediterranean or recerving a trophy
won playmng polo
Th

ey 4 an mmage b never Sc:xacd hbchrevelled
every dance party and polo match But beneath that public image
Em was another figure of which the public was unaware 1t emerged
dancing was over
w"ll?geujgleamoromg young man had not forgotten hts boyhood vow
Mountbatten was 8o imtensely serious, ambitious and dedrcated
naval officer He possessed an awesome capacity for work & trait
which would leave hus subordinates gasping all hus ife Convinced
that future warfare would be patterned by the dictates of Sfxenoe and
won by supenior » b the more
socral career of a deck officer to study signals
He came onut top of the Navy Higher Wireless Course 1 1927,
then sat down to write the first comprehensive manual for all the
wireless sets used by the Navy He was fascinated by the fast-expand
1ng honzons of technology and plunged humself mnto the study of
physics electneity and communications 1n every form. New tech
niques new ideas were hs passions and his playthings
He obtained for the Royal Navy the works of a brilliant French
rocketry expert, Robert Esnault Peltenne Thesr pages gave Batan
an eerily accurate forecast of the V bomb guided myssiles and even
man s first fught to the moon. In Switzerland be ferreted cut a fast-
firng antt-aurcraft gua designed to stop the Stuka dive bomber then
spent months forcing the reluctant Royal Navy to adopt 1t
He had followed the nse of Hitler and German rearmament with
growing apprehension. He had also watched wath pamed but per
tive eyes the evolution of the soctety that had dnven hus beloved
uncle Nichofas II from the throne of the Tsars Increasigly ag the
thirties wore on Mountbatten and hus wife spent lIess and less time
on the dance floor and more and more 1 a crusade to awaken
{nends and politicians to the conflict both saw was coming
On 25 Avgust 1939 a proud Mountbatten took command of &
newly commussioned destroyer HMS helly A few hours later the
radio anoounced Hitler and Stalin had signed a non aggression pact.
The Kelly s captan understood the tmport of the announcement
mmmediately Mountbatten ordered hus crew to v ork day and nght
10 reduce the three weeks needed to ready the ship for sea.
ioe days Jater when war broke out the captamn of the Kelly
was slung over the ship s side in a parr of dirty overalls sloshing

'
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pamnt on her hull along with hus able scamen The next day however
the Kelly was m action against a German submanne
T wll never give the order Abandonship  Mountbatien prom
1sed hus crew “The only way we will ever leave this ship 1s f she sinks
under our feet
‘The Kelly escorted convoys through the channel, hunted U boats
1m the North Sea, dashed through fog and German bombers to help
rescue six thousand survivors of the Narvik expedition at the head of
the Namsos Fiord 1n Norway Her stern was damaged at the mouth
of the Tyne and her boiler room devastated by a torpedo 1n the North
Sea Ordered to scuttle Mountbatten refused spent a night alone
on the dnfting wreck then with eighteen volunteers brought her
home under tow
A year later 1n May 1941 off Crete the Kelly s luck ran out. She
took a bomb 1n her magazine and went down n munutes Faithful to
his vow Mountbatten stayed on ber bndge until she rolled over
then fought his way to the surface For hours he held the oil
spattered survivors around a single Lfe raft leadng them mn singing
Roll Out the Barrel while German planes strafed them, Mountbatten
won the DSO for his exploits on the Kelly and the ship a bit of 1m
mortality 1n the film In Which We Serve made by Mountbattens
frend Noel Coward
Five months later Churchill searching for a bold young officer to
head Combned Operations the commando force created to develop
the tactics and technology that would eventually bning the Allies
back to the called on The
proved ideal for hus blend of dash and scientific curiosity Vowing he
was a man who would never say no to an :dea he opened his com
mand to a parade of wventors scientists techmicians gemuses and
mountebanks Some of therr schemes like an iceberg composed of
frozen sea water mixed with five per cent wood pulp to serve as a
floating and unsinkable airfield were wild fantasies But they also
duced Pluto the 1 pipeline the Mulberry
attificial harbours and the landmg and rocket craft designs that made
the Normandy 1nvasion possible For their leader they ultumately
duced us dinary elevationto Sup: C d of South
2ast Asia at the age of 43
Now prepaning to take on the most challenging task of hus career
Mountbatten was at the peak of hs physical and intellectual powers
The war at sea and high command had given him a capacity for
juxck decision and brought out hus natural talent for keadership He
#as 10t & philosopher or an abstract thinker but he posséssed an
mastve analytical a - work He b+
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none of the Anglo-Saxon affection for the role of the good loser He
believed 1n winning As a young officer his crews had once swept
the field 1n a navy regatta because he had taught them an mmproved
towng techmque Criticized later for the style he d ntroduced he
had acidly observed that he thought the important thing was cross
1mp the fimshmg hine first
His youthful gatety had matured 1nto an extraordmary charm and
a remarkable facihity for brioging people together Mountbatten
remarked a man who was not one of hus admirers could charm a
vulture off a corpse 1f he set his mund to 1t
Above all Mountbatten was endowed with an endless reservorr
of self-confidence a quabity lus detracters preferred to label concert
When Churchil had offered hum hus Asian command ke had asked
for 24 hours to ponder the offer
‘Why snarled Churchill don t you think you can do 1t?
Sir replied Mountbatten I suffer from the congemtal weakness
of believing I can do anything.
Victorias great grandson would meed every bit of that self
confidence 1n the weeks abead

Pemitent s Progress ¥

At every village Ins routine was the same As soon as he arrnved the
most famous Asian alive would goup toa hut preferably a Moslem s
hut and beg for shelter If he was turned away and sometunes he
was Gandhi would go to another door If there 18 no one to receive
mrc !;c had smd I shall be happy to rest under the hospitable shade
of a tree

Once astalled he Lived on whatever food his hosts could offer
mangoes vegetables goat s curds green coconut mulk Every hour of
his day in each village was ngorously programmed Time was one
of Gandhi s obsessions. Each nunute ke held was a gift of God to
be used 1n the service of man His own days were ordered by one of
his few possessions a sixteen year-old  erght shilling Ingersoll
watch that was always tied to hus waist with a prece of string, He got
up at two o clock 1n the mormng to read his Gitg and say his morn
10g prayers. From then uatil dawn he squatted 1n hus hut patieat)
answenng his d himself 1 longh by pencil, Hi
used cach pencl nght down to a0 ungrippable stub because e held
it represented the work of a fellow human being and to waste ft
would indreate indufference 1o hus Iabours, Every morning at
ngdly appomnted bour he gave hunself a salt and water enema .2

devout bebever 10 nature cures Gandhi was conviaced that was the
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way to flush the touns from his bowels For years the final signa
man had been accepted 10 his company came when the Mahatma
tumself offered to give him a salt and water enema
At sun up Gandhi began to wander the village talking and pray
mg ly with 1ts Soon he loped a tactic to
implement lus drive to return peace and secunty to Noakhalt It was
atypically Gandhuan ploy In cach village he would search until he d
found a Hindu and a Moslem leader who d responded to hus appeal.
Then he d persyade them to move 1n together under one roof They
would become the joint guarantors of the village s peace If his
fellow Moslers assailed the village s Hindus the Moslem promised
to undertake a fast to death The Hindu made a simular pledge
But on those blood spattered byways of Noakhal! Gandhi did not
tmut himself to trying to exorcise the hatred possomng the villages
through which he passed Once he sensed a village was beginning to
understand his message of fraternal love he broadened the dimension
of hus appeal India for Gandlu was 1ts lost and 1naccessible villages
tike those hamlets along hus route sn Noakhali He knew them better
than any man alive He wanted his independent India built on the
foundation of ber re-mnvigorated willages and he had his own 1deas
on how to re order the patterns of their existence
“The lessons which I propose to give you duning my tour are how
you can keep the village water and yourselves clean he would tell
the villagers what use you can make of the earth of which your
bodies are made how you can obtam the hife force from the infinite
sky over your heads how you can rewnforce your vital encrgy from
the air which surrounds you how you can make proper use of sun
ght
‘The ageing leader did not satisfy humself with words Gandhi had
a tenacious beliet 1n the value of actions To the despair of many of
hus followers who thought a different set of prionities should order
tus time Gandhi would devote the same meticulous care and atten
tion to making a rnudpack for a leper as preparng for 2n nterview
with 2 Viceroy So 1 each village he would go with its inhabitants
to their wells Frequently he would belp them find & better Jocation
for them. He would nspect therr commupal latrines or if as was
most ofl n the case they didn t have any he would teach them how
to build one often jomng 1n the digging himself Convinced bad
hygiene was the basic cause of India s termible mortality rate hed
mverghed foryears agamst such habits as public defecation spitting
PO

and Blawim e ot noctrle mm the seib o v L e
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a puddle large enough to drown three hundred thousand Eaghsh
men Every time he saw a villager spittng or blowmg his nose on
a footpath he would gently reprimand him. He went into homes to
show people how to bnild a sumple filter of charcoal and sand to help
punfy their dnnking water “The difference between what we do and
what we could do he constantly repeated would suffice to solve
most of the world s problems
Every evenung he held an open prayer meeting mnviting Moslems
tojomnin being careful to recite as part of each day’s service verses
from the Koran Anyone could question lum on anything at those
meetings One day a villager remonstrated with lum for wasting hus
time 1n Noakhal: when he should have been sn New Delhi negotiating
with Jinnah and the Moslem League
A leader Gandhi replied s only a reflection of the people he
leads The people had first to be led to make peace among them
selves Then he said thewr desire to live together 1 peaceful neigh
‘bourliness will be reflected by therr leaders
‘When he felt a village had begun to understand his message when
1ts Moslem commumity had agreed to let 1ts frightened Hindus return
to their homes he set out for the next bamlet, five ten fifteen miles
away Inevitably his departure took place at precisely 730 As at
Snirampur the little party would march off Gandhi at 1ts head
through the mango orchards the green scum slicked ponds where
ducks and wild geese went honking skywards at their approach
Thexr paths were narrow winding thewr way through palm groves
and the underbush They were hittered with stones, pebbles protrud
g roots Sometimes the hittle procession had to struggle through
ankle-deep mud By the time they reached their next stop the 77
year old Mahatma s bare feet were often aching with chilblains or
disfigured by bleeding sores and bhisters Before taking up tus task
agun he soaked them m hot water Then Gandhi indulged i the
one luxury of huis pemutents tour His great mece and constant
Manu hus feet - with a ston~

For thurty years those battered fect had led the famished hordes of

a continent 1n prayer towards their iberty They had carned Gandhy

1to the most remote corners of India to thousands of villages Iike

;Eose he now v;:ﬁd to Jepers wading pools to the worst slums of
s mation to ices and pnsons 18 to h

e do P quest © his chenished goal
Mohandas Gandiu had been an eight year-old schoolbo:

the great grandmother of the two cm:.sye e e

s sippmg therr t
Buckingham Palace had been proclaimed Empress of India c:nl:
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plam near Dellu For Gandh: that grandiose ceremony was always
assoctated with a jyingle he and s playmates had chanted to mark
the event o hus home town of Porbandar 700 mules from Delhi on
the Arabian Sea

Behold the nughty Englishman!
He rules the Indian small
Because being a meat eater

He 1s five cubrts tall

‘The boy whose spintual force would one day humble those five-cubit
Englishmen and their enormous emprre could not resist the chal
lenge 10 the yngle With a fiend he cooked and ate a forbidden
piece of goat s meat The expenment was disastrons The esght year
old Gandht promptly voruted up the goat and spent the might
dreamng the animal was cavorting 1n his stomach

Gandhi s father was the hereditary diwan prnime numister of 2
tiny state on the Kathiawar pemnsula near Bombay and his mother
an mtensely devout woman given to long religious fasts

Cunously Gandhy, destined to become India s greatest sprntual
leader of modern times was not born into the Brahmmn caste that
‘was supposed to provide Hmduwsm with its heredstary philosophucal
and religrous elte His father was a member of thevarshyas the caste
of shopkeepers and petty tradesmen which stood halfway up the
Hindu social scale above Untouchable and sudras artisans but
below Brahmuns and kshatriyas warriors

At tturteen Gandhi following the Indian tradition of the day
was married to an ilhiterate stranger named Kasturba The youth
‘who was later to offer the world a symbol of ascetic punty revelled
1n the consequent discovery of sex

Four years Iater Gandhi and hus wife were 1 the mudst of enjoy
mg its pleasures when a rap on the door interrupted their Jove-
gxakmg It was a servant, Gandlu s father he announced bad just

ied

Gandhu was hornfied He was devoted to his father Moments
before he d been by the bed on whuch hus father lay dymng patiently
massagmg his legs An urgent burst of sexual desire had seized him
and hed tiptoed from his father s room to wake up his pregoant
wife The joy of sex began to fade for Gandhi An mdelible stamp
bad been It on his psyche

As a result of his father s death Gandhu was sent to England to
study law so he might become prime mmster of a princely state It
was an enormous undertaking for 2 devout Hindu famuly No mem
bér of Gandhu's famuly had ever gone abroad before Gandhi was
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solemnly pronounced an outcast from hus shopkeepers caste be-
cause, 1o lus Hindu clders Ius voyage across the szas would Jeave
hum contammated

Gandhs was wretchedly unhappy 10 London. He was so desper
ately shy that to address a single word *o0 a stranger was & pamful
ordeal to produce a full sentence agony Physically at mineteen he
was a pathetic little creature i the sophisticated world of the Inns of
Court His cheap badly-cut Bombay clothes flopped over lus under
sized body like loose sals on a becalmed shup Indeed he was so
small so unremarkable his fellow students sometunes took hum for
an crrand boy

The Jonely muserable Gandhi decided the only way out of hus
agony was {o become an English gentleman He threw away his
Bombay clothes and got a new wardrobe It included a silk tep-hat
an evemng suit patent leather boots white gloves and even a silver
tipped walking stick. He bought hair lotion to plaster ks unwilling
‘black harr on to hus skull He speat hours 1 front of a mufror con~
templating lus appearance end learnng to tie a tie To wim the socal
acceptance e longed for he bought a violin joined & dancing class
hured a French tutor and an elocution teacher

“The sesulls of that poignant Iittle charade were as disastrous as his
carhier encounter with goat s meat. The oaly sound he learned to
coax from his violn was a dissonant wail. His feet refused to
acknowledge three quarter time hss tongue the French language and
1o amoont of elocution Jessons were going to free the spmnt strugglng
to escape from under his crippling shyness Even a visit to a brothel
was a fallure Gandhi couldn t get past the parlour

He gave up lus efforts to become an Englishman and went back to
‘being himsell When finally he was called to the bar Gandhi rushed
back to India with undisgused relief

His homecomung was less than triumphant For months he hung
around the Bombay courts lookng for a case to plead. The young
man whose vorce would one day izspire 300 million Indians proved
capable of articulating the phrases necessary to impress a single
Indian magistrate

That failure Jed to the first great turmng pont n Gandhy s hie
His frustrated family sent lum to South Africa 10 unravel the legal
problems of a distant kinsman His tnp was to have lasted a few
months he stayed a quarter of a century There in that bleak and
hostile land Gandiu found the philosophical principles that trans
forred hus Ufe and Indian hustory

Nothing about the young Gandhi walking down a gangplank 1n
Durban harbour in May 1893 however indicated a vocation for
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plain near Delhi. For Gandhi that grandiosc ecremony was always
nssoctaied with & Jingle he 2nd his playmates bad chanted to mark
the event in hus home town of Porbandar 700 mules from Delht o2
the Arabun Sea

Behold the mighty Englishman!
He rules the Indlan small
Because being a meat eater

He Is five cubits tall

The boy whose spintual force would one day humble those fivecubit
Englishmen and their enormous empure could not resist the chal
lepge 1n the pogle With a fnend he cooked 2and ate a forbidden
piece of goat s meat, The expenment was disastrous The eight year
old Gandhi promptly vomited up the goat and spent the night
dreamung the animal was cavorting 1n hus stomach,

Gandhi s father was the hereditary dwan prime nunister of 8
tiny state on the RKathiawar penasula pear Bombay and his mother
an intenscly devout woman given to Jong religious fasts,

Cunously Gandhi destined to become Indhia s greatest spintual
Jead~r of modern times Was not born into the Brahmin caste that
was supposed to provide Hinduism wath its hereditary philosophacal
and religrous elite His father was a member of thevaishyas the caste
of shopkeepers and petty tradesmen which stood halfway up the
Hindu social scale above Untouchable and sudras artisans but
below Brahmuns and kshatriyar warnors.

At thirteen Gandhs following the Indian tradition of the day
was marned to an illiterate stranger named Kasturba The youth
who was later to offer the world a symbol of ascetic punty revelled
1n the consequent discovery of sex

Four years later Gapdhi and his wife were 12 the midst of emjoy
g 1ts pleasures when a rap on the door interrupted therr love
x:::mg It was a servant Gandlus father he announced had just

Gandht was homfied He was devoted to hus father Momeats
before he d been by the bed on which hus father lay dying patiently
massagng s legs An vrgent burst of sexual desire had serzed b
and hed tiptoed from lus father s room to wake up his pregnant
wife The joy of sex began to fade for Gandhi An mndelible stamp
had been left on his psyche

As 2 result of kis father s death Gandhi was seat to England to
study law so he might become prime munsster of a prneely state It
was an enormous undertaking for a devout Hindu famly No mem
ber of Gandhu's family bad ever gone abroad before Gandhi was



‘LEAVE INDIA TO GOD 4

solemnly pronounced an outcast from huis shopkespers caste be-
cagse to his Hindu elders hus voyage across the szas would Jeave
lum contaminated
Gandhn was wretchedly unhappy m London He was so desper-
ately shy that to sddress a single word © a stranger was a paunfol
ordeal to p oduce a full sentence agony Physically at nincteen he
was & pathetic Iittle creature 1n the sophisticated world of the Inns of
Court Hischeap badly-cut Bombay clothes flopped over hus under
sized body like Joose sals on a becalmed stup Indeed he was so
small so unremarkable tus fellow students sometimes took um for
an errand boy
The lonely muserable Gandhi decided the only way out of his
agony was fo become an Englsh gentleman. He threw away hs
Bombay clothes and got @ new wardrobe It included a silk top-hat
an evening swit patent leather boots whte gloves and even a silver
tipped walking stick, He bought hair Jotion to plaster his unwilling
‘black hair on to hus skull He spent hours 1n front of a murror con-
templating his appearance and learning to tie a tie To win the socal
acceptance he Jonged for he bought a violm jowned a dancing class
hired a French tutor and an elocution teacher
‘The results of that poignant Iittle charade were as disastrous as his
earhier encounter with goat s meat The only sourd he Jearned to
coax from hus violn was a dissopant wail His feet refused to
acknowledge three-quarter ime hus tongue the French language and
no amount of clocution lessons were goung to free the spint strugghng
1o escape from under his cippling shyness Even a vist to a brothel
was a failure Gandf: couldn ¢ get past the parlour
He gave up his efforts to become an Englishman and went back to
being humself When finally he was called to the bar Gandhi rushed
back to India with uadisguised rehef
His homeconung was less than tnumphant For months he hung
around the Bombay courts looking for a case to plead. The young
man whose voiee would one day sospire 300 sullion Indians proved
incapable of articulating the phrases necessary to 1mpress & single
Indian m:\glsu'::::l he £
That faiture led to the first great tormng pownt 1n
s frustrated famuly sent lum to South Algngx to unm(}:-?ﬁles]:gx
problems of a distant kinsman, His tnp was to have lasted a fe
months ke stayed a quarter of a century There 1 that bleak ﬂg
hostile Land Gandlu found the philosophical prinerples that o
forraed hus Lfe nndhludu'.n hustory trans.
Nothing about the young Gandh: walking down g
Eangplank
Durban h.rbour in May 1893 however indicated g vocation for
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ascetscsm or saimtlmess, The futuse prophet of poverty made kis
formal entry on to the soil of South Africa 1n & high white collar and
the fashionable frock coat of a London Inner Temple barmster his
bnef case crammed with documents on the rich Indian businessman
whose 1nterests ke d come to defend.

Gandhi's reat introduction to South Africa came a week after his
amval on an overmight tram nide from Durban to Pretoria Four
decades later Gandh would still remember that trip as the most
formative expenience of hus life Halfway to Pretona & white man
stalked 1nto hus first<lass compartment and ordered hum mto the
baggage car Gandhy, who held a first-class ticket refused At the
next stop the white called 2 policeman and Gandhi with hus Juggage
‘was unceremontensly thrown off (ke train 1n the muddle of the ught.

All alone stuvering in the cold becanse he was too shy to ask the
station master for the overcoat lecked in tus luggage Gandhi passed
the night huddled ta the unlit raflroad station pondenng his first
brutal with racal p dice Like & medieval youth
dunng the vigil of hus knighthood Gandh sat praying to the God of
the Gita for courape and guidance When dawn finally broke on the
nttle station of Mantzburg the timud, withdrawn youth was a
changed person The hittle lawyer had reached the most tmportant
decision of hus hfe Mohandas Gandh was going to say no

A week later Gandh delivered lus first public speech to Pre-
toria s Indians, The advocate whod been so pamfully shy 1o the
courtrooms of Bombay had begun to find his tongue He urged the
Taduans to unite to defend therr interests and as a first step to leam
how to do 1t i therr oppressors English tongue The following
evenng, without realizing 1t, Gandhi began the work that would
ulumately bring Ihdia freedom by teaching English grammar to a
barber a clerk and a shopkeeper Soon he had also won the first of
the successes which would be hus over the next halficentury He
wrung from the railway auth the right for well-d; d Indians
to travel first or sccond-class on South Afnca s railways,

Gandhi deaided to stay on 1n South Africa when the case which
Fad sent hum there had been resolved He became both the champion
of South Afnica s Indian community and a highly successful Lawyer
Loyal to the Britich Empire desprte its ractal ijustice he even led 20
ambilance corps in the Boer War

Ten years after hs arnval 1a South Afnica another long tram nde
f ovoked the second great tuming pomt 19 Gandhi's Lfe As he
:ﬁrmohnmém Durban trun one evemng 1 19503 an

X pessed Gandlu a book to
Porbins Lrto This Loy read on the loag tnp John
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All mght Gandiu sat up readng as hus tram rolied through the
South African veldt. It was hus revelation on the road to Damascus.
By the time hus train reached Durban the following mormng Gandhi
had mads an epic vow he was going to renones all hus matenal
possesstons and live s hife according to Ruskn s ideals.

Riches Ruskin wrote were yust a tool to secure power over men.
A labourer with & spade served society as truly s a lawyer with
bnef and the ife of labour of the tiller of the sofl, 1s the Life worth
v,

G;idhl 8 deciston was all the more remarkable because he was at
that moment, a wealthy man earmung over £5000 & year from hus law
practice, af EROTMOTS SUM 1n the South Aftica of the time

For two years, however doubts had been fermenting in Gandh?'s
mnd. He was haunted by the Bhagavad Gita’s doctrine of renuncias
tion of desire and attachment to matersal possessions as the essential

teppmg-stone to a spuitual k He had alteady made
experiments of his own he had started to cut hus own bair do hus
laundry clean hus own toilet. He had even delivered hus last child,
His doubts found therr confirmation 1n Ruskin s pages,

Barely & week later Gandhu settled s family and a group of
fnends on a hondred acre farm near Phoepix, fourteen mules from
Durban, There on a sad, scrubby site consisting of a ruined shack, a
‘well, some orange mulberry and mango trees and a horde of snakes
Gandn s ife took on the pattern that would rule 1t until his death a

of matenal and a strving to satisfy human
needs in the simplest manner coupled with a communal existence in
which all labour was equally valuable and all goods were shared.

One last, punful repunciation remamed however fo be made It
was the vow of Brakmacharya, the pledge of sexual continence and
1t had haunted Gandbi for years

The scar left by hus fathers death, a desue to have po more
chifdren his nsing rebigous consciousness all drove hum towards hus
deciston One summer evenung m 1906 Gandh solemnly announced
to hus wife  Kasturba, that he had taken the vow of Brakmacharya
Begun m a joyous frenzy at the age of tlurteen the sexual life of
Mohandas Gandhu had reached 1ts concluston 2t the age of 37

To Gandht however Brahmacharya meant more than just the
curbing of sexual destres It was the control of all the senses It
meant restraint 1n emotion, diet, and speech the suppression of
anger violence and hate the attainment of a desireless state close to
the Gita’s ideal of non It was s & on
the ascetics path the ulumate get of self transformation. None
of the vows Gandhu took m hus Iife would force upon him suck
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mtense mternal struggle as his vow of chastity It was a struggle
which 1 one form or another would be with hum for th~ rest of
s hfe
It was bowever in the racial struggle he d undertahen durmg fus
first week 1n South Afnica that Gandhs enun-rated the two doctrines
which would make hum world f mous non violence and cvil dis
obedience
1t was a passage from the Bible which had first set Gandbi meditat
mg on non violence Fle had been overwhelmed by Christs ad
momtion to hus followers to turn the other cheek to ther aggressors
‘The Lttle man had already appled the doctrine lumself stowcally
submutting to the beatings of numerous white aggressors The
philosophy of an eye for an eye Jed only to a world of the blind he
reasoned You don t change a man s convictions by chopping off his
head or infuse his heart with a new spinst by putting a bullet through
1t Violence only brutalizes the violent and embitters 1ts wictims
Gandh sought a doctnne that would force change by the example
of the good reconcile men with the strength of God wstead of
drding them by the strength of man
The South Afncen government furmished ym an opportunity to
test tus still half formulated theones in the autumn of 1906 The
occasion was 2 law which would have forced all Indians over the
age of exght to regster with the govermment be fingerprinted and
carry special idenaty cards On 11 September before & gatherng of
angry Indians 1n the Empire Theatre i Johannesburg Gandh took
the stand to protest against the law
To obey 1t he sud would lead to the destruction of their com
mumty “There 15 only one course open to me  he declared to die
but not to submut to the law  For the first time 1n fus life he led a
public assembly in a solemn vow before God to resist an unjust law
whatever the consequences Gandhu did nat explan to s audience
how they would resist the law Probably be himself did not know
Only one thing was clear 1t would be resisted without violence
The 1 w prmeiple of political and social strupgle born m the
Emprre Theatee soon had a name Safyagraha Truth Force Gandhu
organized a boycott of the registration procedures and peaceful
picheting of the remistration centres His actions earned him the first
of hus bife s pumercus jal sentences
While 10 jad Gandhs encountered the second or the secular works
which would deeply influence hus thought Henry Thoreau s essay
1 On Cril Disobedience * Protesting agamst a US government that

¢ thrrd was Leo Tolstoy s The Kingdom of God is Wirkin You He
¢ edmired Tolstoy  masterce on applying bis moral pancrples 1 hus dasly bfc.
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condon~d slavery and was fighting an unjust war n Mexico Thoreau
as.erted the u:gv)duals fght to 1gnore unyust laws and refuse lus
allegiance to a gosernment whose tyranny had becom~ unbearable
To be nght he sald was more honotrable than to be law abiding

Thoreau s essay was a catalyst to thoughts already strnng
Gandhy. Released from ja! ke decided to apply them in protest
2gammst a decisiog of the Transvaal to close its borders to Indians
On 6 November 1913 2037 men 127 women and 57 chiddren
Gandhe at their head staged 2 non violent march on the Transvazls
frontiers Th ir certain destiny was jail thesr only sure reward
foightful beating,

%Valchmg that pathetic bedrageled troop walking confidently
along behind hure, Gandiu experienced another Alummating revela
tion. Those wretches had nothing to lock forward to but pam
Armed whute vigilantes waited at the border perhaps to kill them,
Yet fired by fasth 12 hum and the cause to which he d called them,
they marched i his footsteps ready m Gandhis words to melt
ther en~mies hearts by self-sufferng

Gardin suddenly sensed tn thetr quiet resofution what mass non
wviolent action might become There on the borders of the Transvaal
e realized the possibihities inherent in the hed
provoked The few hundreds behuind hum that November day could
become bundreds of thousands 2 tide reodered yresistible by an
unshakeable faith in the pon violent 1deal,

Persecution flogeing jailing, econoruc sanctions followed their
action butth y could not break the movement. His African crusade
ended 1n almost total victory 1 1214 He could go home at last.

‘The Gandhi who Ieft South Africa In July 1914 was a totally
different person from the tizud young lawyer who d landed 1n Dur
ban He had discovered on 1ts inhospitable soil his three teachers
Ruskin Tolstoy and Thoreay From hi, experience he had evolved
the two doctanes non violence and cnvl disobedience with which
over the next thuty years he would humble the most powerful
tmpire in the world

An enormous crowd gave Gandhi a heros welcome when hys
diminutive figure passed under the spans of Bombay s Gateway of
India on 9 January 1915 The spare switcase of the leader passing
under that impenal archway contawed one significant item, 1t was 3
thuck bundle of paper covered with Gandhi s handwitten prose Its
tile Hind Swargj ~ Indias Home Rule made one thing clear
The two men held remarkal

bly sinular views on non violence education
tadustrialization and corresponded briefly before Tolstoy s muu diet
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‘There was only on¢ entrance to the compound down a natrow
alley between two butldings Through 1t just after the meeting had
begun marched Amntsars Martial Law Commander Bngadier
R.E Dyer atthe head of fifty soldiers Hestationed hismen oneither
side of the entry and without warning opened fire with machine-
guns on the defenceless Indians For ten full minutes, white the
trapped Indians screamed for mercy, the soldiers fired, They fired
1650 rounds Their bullets katled or wounded 1516 people Convinced
he d done ajolly good thing’, Dyer marched hus men back out of the
Bagh

B8]

His jolly good thung was a turning pomnt 1n the hustory of Anglo-
Indian relations more decisive even than the Indian Mutiny 63 years
before * For Gandbt 1t was the final breach of faith by the empire

for which be had d his pacafist ‘He turned all
s efforts to faxing control of the orgamzation which had become
withIndia g

The 1dea that the Congress Party mught one day become the focal
pomnt of mass agitation agawnst Bntish rule 1n India would surely
have homnfied the digmufied English civil servant who bad founded
the party in 1885 Acting wath the blessings of the Viceroy Octavian
‘Hume had sought to create an orgamization which would cagalize
the protests of Indias slowly growmg educated classes into a
moderate responsible body prepared to engage m gentlemanly
dualogue with India s English rulers

‘That was exactly what Congress was when Gandhi amived on the
political scene Determuned to convert 1t mnto a mass movement
attuned to hus non violent creed Gandhi presented the party with a
plan of action m Calcutta i 1920 It was adopted by an over
whelming majonty From that moment until lus death whether he
held rank 1n the party or not Gandht was Congress s conscience and
ats gude {he unquestioned leader of the indepenaence struggle

Like hus earlier call for a nattonal harfal Gandha s new tactic was
clectnfyingly sumple a one word programme for political revolution
non-co-operation Indians he decreed would boyeott whateyer was
Bntish students would boycott British schools lawyers Briush
courts employees British jobs soldiers Bntish honours Gandiy
hunsclf gave the I»ad by returnng to the Viceroy the two medals he d
earned with his ambulance bogade in the Boer War

. teprimanded for his actions and asked to resy
was ?.3:&’ allowed to retain full pension benefits and %T;‘fé ;Tewh,},}:
hs demonstration was applauded by most of the Bntsh in India, In clubs atl
acT0ss the country his & countryroen 1ook op & collection on huy behalf
amasung the then prodigious summ of £26 000 to ease the rigours of his pre-
mature retyrement
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Afnca for Gandhi, had been only a tramning ground for the seal
battle of hus hfe

Gandhy settled near the industrial aity of Ahmedabad on the
banks of the Sabarmati River where he founded an ashram, a com-
munal farm smilar to those hed founded m South Afnca As
always Gandh s first concern was for the poor He organrzed the
indigo fatmers of Bihar aguast the oppressive exactions of thetr
Bntih landlords the peasants of the dronght-stricken provinee of
Bombay agunst therr taxes the workers 1n Ahmedabad's textile

aganst the empl whose ib d hs
ashram. For the first ime an Indian leader was addressing humself
to the nusenes of India s masses Soon Rabindranath Tagore India 8
Nobel Prizewinner conferred on Gandh: the eppellation he would
carry for the rest of lus bfe Mabatma “The Great Soul 1n Beggat's
Garb he called hum,

Like most Indians Gandhu was Joyal to Britamn 1n World War I,
convineed Britain 1 return would give a sympathetic hearing to
India s nationalist aspurations Gandhi was wrong. Brytan instead
passed the Rowlatt Act mn 1919 to repress agitation for Indian
freedom. For weeks Gandhi meditated secking a tactic with which
to respond to Britamn s rejection of Indias hopes The 1dea for a
reply came to lum 1n a dream. It was bnilliantly stonmngly simple
Indiz would protest, he decreed with silence a special eene silence
He would do something no one had ever dreamed of doing before
be would immobalize all India 1n the quiet chill of a day of mourning
a hartal

Like so many of Gandhi s pohtical :deas the plan reflectad his
nstinctive genuus for tactics that could be enunriated m few words
understood by the simplest minds put into practice with the most
ordmary gestures To follow lum Ius supporters did not have to
‘break the law or brave police clubs They had only to do nothing.
By closing therr shops leaving their classrooms gowg to ther
temples to pray or just staying at home Indsans counld demonstrate
therr solidanty with hus protest call He chose 7 Apn! 1919 as the day
of Ius hartal It was hus first overt act agamst the Government of
India Let India stand still he vrged andlet India s oppressors Listen
to the unspoken message of her silent masses

Unfortunately those masses were not everywhere sient, Riots
erupted The most serious were m Amntsar 1n the Punjab To pro-
test aganst the restrictions clamped on therr city as a result thous-

,ands of Indians gathered on 13 April for a peacefal but allegal
alhanwalla

;xe;gng 11 a stone- and debris-hittered compound called J.
2,
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There was only one entrance to the compound down a narrow
alley between two buldings Through it just after the mecting had
begun marched Amntsars Martial Law Commander Bngadier
R.E. Dyer atthehead of fifty soldiers Hestationed his menon esther
side of the entry and without warning opened fire with machine-
guns on the defenceless Indians For ten full minutes while the
trapped Indians screamed for mercy, the soldiers fired They fired
1650 rounds Thesr bullets killed or wounded 1516 people Convineed
hed doneajolly good thing  Dyer marched hus men back out of the
Ba,

gh

His jolly good thing was a turmng potnt 1n the history of Anglo-
Indan relations more decisive even than the Indian Mutiny 63 years
before * For Gandhu it was th‘e final breach of faith by the empire

for which he had Ip Tus pacafist les He turned all
s efforts to taxing control of the orgamzation which had become
wath India s 1l

“The 1dea that the Congress Party might one day become the foeal
pont of mass agiation apamnst Bntish rule m India would surely
have hornfied the dignified Enghsh civil servant who had founded
vbe party 1n 1385 Acung with the blessings of the Viceroy Octavian
Hume had sought to create an orgamzation which would canalze
the protests of Indias slowly growmg educated classes mto a
moderate responsible body prepared to engage mm genilemanly
dialogue with India s Englsh rulers

‘That was exzctly what Congress was when Gandhy arrived on the
pohtical scene Determined to comvert 1t 1nto a mass movement
attuned to his non violent creed Gandhu presented the party with a.
plan of action m Calcutta 1n 1920 It was adopted by an over
whelming majonty From that moment until hus death  whether he
held rank wn the party or not Gandhi was Congress s conscience and
s gude the d leader of the ind; struggle

Lake hus earlier call for a national hartal Gandhi s new tachic was
electnfyingly sunple a one word programme for politrcal revolution
non-co-operation Indians he decreed would boycott whatever was
Batish stodents would boycott Botsh schaals, lawyers Botnh
courts employees British Jobs soldiers Bntish honours Gandhy
humself gave the I=ad by returning to the Viceroy the two medals he 4
earned wath hus ambulance bngade n the Boer War

M was reprimanded for hus actlons and asked to resign from
was Do ‘Showed 1o peat Tl pension bencbts and Sibes Heh s oy, He
His demonstration was applauded by most of the Bntish in India. Yo clubs alf
across the country his eémimng countryrsen took up a collection on hug

amasung the then prodigious sum of £26 000 10 ease the rigours of his pre.
mature retirement
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Afnca for Gandhi, bad been only & traming ground for the real
battle of hus Life

Gandhy settled near the industnal city of Abmedabad on the
banks of the Sabarmati River where he founded an ashram, a com~
munal farm smitar fo those bed founded 1 South Afnca As
always Gandhs first concern was for the poor He orgamzed the
indigo farmers of Bihar against the oppressive exactions of thewt
Brtoh Jandlords the peasants of the drought-stncken province of
Bombay aganst therr taxes, the workers 11 Ahmedabad s textilo
mills agamst the emp whose b d his
ashram. For the first ume an Indian leader was addressing amself
to the museries of India s masses Soon Rabindranath Tagore India s
Nobel Prizewmnner conferred on Gandhi the appellation he would
carry for the rest of lus hfe Mahatma *The Great Soul 1n Beggar's
Garb he called hum.

Like most Indians Gandhs was Joyal to Britain 1n World War Y
convineed Britamn n return would give a sympathetic hearng to
India s nationahst aspirations Gandhi was wrong. Britan nstead
passed the Rowlatt Act 1n 1919 to repress agitation for Indan
freedom For weeks Gandhi meditated secking a tactic with which
o respond to Brtan s rejection of India s hopes The sdea for a
reply came to him in a dream. It was bnlliantly stunningly simple
India would protest, he decreed with silence a special eene silence
He would do something no one had ever dreamed of dotng before
e would immobihize all Indsa 1n the quret chill of a day of mourming
a kartal

Yake so many of Gandhi s political ideas the plan reflected hus
mstinctive genrus for tactics that could be envnciated 1n few words
understood by the simplest minds put into practice with the most
ordinary gestures To follow lum hus supporters did not have to
break the law or brave police clubs They had only to do nothung.
By closing their shops leaving therr classrooms gomng to thewr
temples to pray or yust staying at home Indians conld demonstrate
their solidarity with his protest call He chose 7 April 1919 as the day
of hus hartal 1t was lus fiest overt act aganst the Government of
Inda LetIndia standstill heurged andlet India s oppressorsListen
to the unspoken message of her silent masses

Unfortunately those masses were not everywhere silent Ruots
erupted The most senous wete 1n Amntsar 1n the Punjab To pro-
test against the restrictions clamped on therr city as a result, thous-

ands of Indians pathered on 13 April for a peaceful but allegal
, x;e;lt‘l'ng m a stone- and debris-littered compound cafled Jaltlapwalla
a
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There was only on¢ entrance to the compound down a narrow
alley between two buildings. Through 1t, just afler the meeting had
begun marched Amntsar 8 Martial Law Commander Brigadier
R.E Dyer atthe head of fifty soldiers He stationed hismenon esther
side of the entry and without warnung opened fire with machine.
guos on the defenceless Indians For ten full minutes while the
trapped Indians screamed for mercy the soldiers fired, They fired
1650 rounds Thesr bullets killed or wounded 1516 people Convinced
hed doneayolly goodthing Dyer marched hus men back out of the
Ba;

His jolly good thing was a turnung point 1n the history of Anglo-
Indian relations more decisive even than the Indian Mutiny 63 years
‘before * For Gandhi 1t was th’e final breach of faith by the empye

for which he had tus pacafist He turned all
18 efforts to taxing control of the organuzation which had become
with India g l

The 1dea that the Congress Party might one day become the focal
point of mass agitation agamnst Bntish rule 1n India would suredy
have homfied the dignified Enghish civil servant who had founded
the party n 1885 Acting wath the blessings of the Vieeroy Octavian
Hume had sought to create an organuzation which would canalze
the protests of Indias slowly growng educated classes 1nto a
moderate responsible body prepared to engage in gentlemanly
dalogue with India s Enghsh rulers

‘That was exactly what Congress was when Gandhi anved on the
political scene Dietermined to convert 1t into a mass movement
attuped to s non violent ereed, Gandhe presented the party with &
plan of action 1n Calcutta 1 1920 It was adopted by an oyer
whelming majonty From that moment until fus death whether he
held rank mn the party or not, Gandfu was Congress s conscience and
ats guide the unquestioned Jeader of the indepencence struggle
Like hus earhier call for a national hartal Gandhi 8 new tactye was
electnfyingly simple a one word programme for polittcal revolution
non-co-operation Indians he decreed would boyeott whateyer was
Bntsh students would boycott British schools lawyers Brush
courts employees Briish jobs soldiers British honours Ga:d;
‘himself gave the J-ad by returning to the Viceroy the two medal: !
earned wuth hus ambulance brigade m the Roer War shed
» rimanded fot hus actions
was Do allowed to retan fll pcnm:‘;.\dba:::gl: g Taftom
His demonstration was applauded by most of the Bntih In
across the eoustry hus 3 0 00K tp & ooftect,
amassing the then PrOUgiaNs sum of £26.000 10 ease ghe o 00
mature reyrement

the

gt Qo
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Above all his aim was to weaken the edifice of British power in
India by attacking the economuc pillar upon which it reposed
Britain purchased faw Indian cotton for densory prices stupped it
to the mulls of Lancasture to be woven into textdes then shipped the
finsshed products back to India to be sold at a substantial profit in a
market which wirtually excluded non British textiles It was the
classic cycle of imperialist explotation and the arrm with which
Gandhi proposed ta fight 1t was the very antithesss of the great mills
of the Industrial Rrvolutton that had sired that explortation Tt wasa
prinutive wooden spinning wheel

For the next quarter of a century Gandbs struggled with tenactous
enetgy to force all India to forsake foreign texties for the rough
cotton khad: spun by mill ons of spinung wheels Convinced the
pusery of India s countryside was due above all to the declne 1
village crafts he saw m a renarssance of cottage tdustry heralded
by the spinnmg wheel the key to the revival of India s impoverished
countryside For the arban masses spuming would be a kind of
spintual redemption by mapua) labour a constant daily reminder
of their hink to the real India the India of half 2 mulion villages

The wheel became the mediem through which Le enunciatad a
whole range of doctrines close to hus beast. To st he ted 2 crusade
to get willagers {0 vse latrines instead of the open fields to improve
hygiene and health by practising cleanimess to fight malana to set
up simple willage schools for their offspnng to preach Hindu
Moslem haroiony 1o short an entiwre programme to regenerate
India s sural bfe

Gandhi himszlf gave the example by regularly consecrating half
an hour a day to spinging and foreing ks followers to do lLikewse
The spamng mtval became 2 quast religious ceremony the time
devoted to 1t ap nterlude of prayer and contemplanon The Ma
hatma began to murmur  Rama Rama Rama (God) in rhythm to
the click - click ~ chek of the spmnmg wheel

In September 1921 Gandh: gave 2 final tmpetus to his campargn
by solemuuy renouncing for the res_of hus Lfe any clothing except 2
homespun loincloth and a shawl. The product of the whee] cotton
khadi became the umform of the mdependence movement ‘wrappmng
nich and poor great and small 1n a common swathe of rough white
cloth Gradually Gandhn s little wooden whee] became the symbol of
his peaceful i of an k g s challenge to
Western impenialism

Splashmg through ankle-deep mud and water on precarious
rock strewn paths sleeping endless nights on the wooden planks of
Indra s third-class railway carriages Gandhi travelled to the most
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remote corners of India preaching hus message Speaking five or six
tunes a day he visited thousands of willages,

1t was an extraordinary spectacle Gandhu would Jead the march
‘arefoot, wrapped 1n hus Joncloth spictacies shdimg frorn s nose +
clomping along wath the aid of 2 bamboo stave. Behind lum came
Tus followers 1n sdentscal white lomncloths Closing the march, hoist
hke some triumphant trophy over a followers head rode the
Mahatma s portable toilet a graphic reminder of the importance he
attached to sound samtation.

s crusade was an extraordimary success The crowds rushed to
see the man already known asa Great Sout s voluntary poverty,
hus simpheity s humility s samtly air made lum a kind of Holy
M3n marching out of some distant Ind an past to hiberate a new
Inds

2.

In the towns he told the crowds that, 1if India was to win self rule
she would have to renounce foreign clothing, He asked for volun-
teers to take off their clothes and throw them 1n a heap at lus feet
Shoes socks trousers shirts hats coats cascaded into the pile vntil
some men stood stark naked before Gandlu With a dehighted smile
Gandhu then st the pile ablaze a bizarre bonfire of Made m
Enpland clothing.

‘The British were quick to react. If they hesitated to arrest Gandh,
for fear of malang him a martyr they struck kard at hus followers
Thirty thousand people were arrested meetings and parades broken
up by force Congress offices ransacked On 1 February 1922
Gandhi courteously wrote to the Viceroy to mform him he was

ying kus action, N« was to be escalated to civil
disobedience He counselled peasants to refuse to pay taxes, aty
dwellers to 1gnore British laws and soldiers to stop serving the crown,
It was Gandhu 5 non violent declaration of war on Indra s colomal
government.

“The British want us to put the struggle on the plane of machine-
guns where they have the weapons and we do not he warned, Onr
only assurance of beating them 1s putting the strugele on a plane
‘where we have the weapons and they bave not

‘Thousands of Indrans followed hus call and thousands more went
off to jail. The beleaguered governor of Bombay called 1t the most
colossal expeniment 1n world history and one which came withun an
nch of succeeding

It falled because of an outburst of bloody viclence m a httl.,
village of Unuted Provinces. Agunst the wishes of almost his entire
Congress hierarchy Gandht called off the movement because he felt

tus followers did not yet fully understand non violence,

e
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Sensing that his change of attitude had rendered hum less danger
ous he British arrested hum, Gandht pleaded guilty to the charge of
sedition and ina moving appeal to his judge asked for the maxmum
penalty He was sentenced to six years 1 Yeravda prison near Poona.
He had no regrets Freedom, he wrote 1s often to be found inside a
prison s walls even on 2 gallows never i council chambers courts
and classcooms

Gapdhi was released before the end of hus sentence because of ill
health For three years he travelled and wrote patiently traumng
s foll the fes of non yioknce to avoid
8 recurrence of the outburst that had shocked him before his

arrest

By the end of 1929 he was ready for another move forward In
Lahore a* the stroke of mudnight, s the decade expired he led hus
Congress m & vow for swara/ nothing Jess than complete 1nde-
pendence Twenty six days later sn gathenngs all across India,
mulkions of Congressmen repeated the pledge

A new confrontat:on between Gandhn and the Bntish was mevit
able Gandh: pondered for days watting for tus Inner Voice to
counse! hun on the proper form of that confrontation The answer
proposed by his Inner Voice was the finest frmt of his creative
gemus So simple was the thought so dramatic its execution 1t made
Gandhi world famous overmght Paradoxically it was based on a
staple the Mahatma had given up years before 1n tus efforts to
repress his sexual desires as part of his vow of chastity salt.

If Goandts spurned 1t 10 Indias hot chimate st Was an essential
ingredient 1 every man s diet It lay 1 great white sheets along the
shore lines the gift of the cternal mother the sea Its manufacture
and sale however was the exclusive monopoly of the state which
bult a tax mto its seling price It was a small tax but for a poor
peasant 1t Tepresented each year two weeks mncome

On 12 March 1930 at 6 30 1n the morming his bamboo stave 1n
hus hand hus back slightly bent his famdiar loicloth around his
lups Gandht marched out of hs ashram at the head of a cortege of
79 disciples and headed for the sea 241 mules away Thousands of
supporters from Ahmedabad lined the way and strewed the route
with green leaves

Newsmen rushed from all over the world to follow the progress
of hus strange caravan From wvillage to village the crowds knelt by
the roadside as Gandhi passed His pace was a deliberately tantaliz
1ng approach to lus ctmax To the British it was wfunatingly slow
The weird almost Chaphnesque image of a little old half naked
man clutching a bamboo pol marching down to the sea to challenge
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1he British Empure domuzzt 1o newsreels and press of the world
day after day
On 5 Apnl, at six 0 ok n1 th eeming, Gandfu and hus party
finally reached the backs f 4. Indian Ocean near the town of
Dands At dawn the oext ey, ier 2 night of prayer, the group
marched 1nto the sea for 2 2012 Ysth Then Gandhs wadedashors
and, befoe thousandf_ of 17~ @i, wacked down to sco0p UP B
P‘;eee ot;:sakid salt. “eld!h‘ﬂgl'*rm stera mten he held hus fist to
the crowd then opened (110 &2y # & G5 palms the white erystals
the fortrdden gift Of the 562, &1 fewmss sgobof in the mﬁ’k for
Indian mdepeﬂd;n:ﬁ Ind
Withm a wee 12 ¥2 1t dirvesl. Al over the contineat
Gandh s followers began 1o eolewe i g > o gy ’Ic'h:ot:mnlfy
was flooded with pampblets ez wire % w15 e galt from sea
water From one end of 1.2 5 1. ov, 0010y of Drtish cloth
and exports spnklﬁgd m ﬁ;; lbmf&
The Bntish replied with the mew o0,
lustory sweeping people 10 jol tr fie u—:@:ﬁf u&]:drl,?dv'/na:
among them, Before TEturning 1o tte ervs, 'y Yeravda prison
however he managed t0 send 812 ¢ mesasge g gy g P
“The honour of Ind1ia b= faid bay fysbolized by a fistful
of salt in the hand of 2 man of nonaglen, The fist which held the
salt may be broken but 1t will not ' oy Lits which he

Londen, 18 Februaey 1,4y
For thres centunes the walls of the Howy,
to the declarations of the haadful of m‘;mom had’e;h::g
guided the British Emptre Their deby et as.Amb! cad e
destiny of half a billion human beg,y ""'!’:d“m had fl: ot
and helped tmpose the domination of around the
elite on over a third of the earth 5 ikl ;‘;‘ Chriatian  Buro)
Now tensely expectant the memte, o s’2./1 surface
shivered m the melancholy shadgayy ° % Hou.z of Cﬂ"”“k o
from the corners of thesr unheated i 12 out 10 W
a uneral oration for the British Er., W Laeirleader f”:
1n a black overcoat th:_g;nfcbm t £4 };;‘y figurt
he Opposition benches four s e
‘C::mxggns hus vorce had given “,6:‘“1 tree be h;dgf‘f&, L
smpenal dream Just o, forth pa, - = that 28 A
England s conscince the Catalpy o "o §f had B
Hewasnmanoframc[a,“q £ age
convictions He gloned 1n every oiz; e l’-!..’n'b””(
& the peal
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them did he have sentiments comparable to those wath which he
regarded India  Churchill Joved India with a violent and onreal
affection He had gose out there as a young subaltern with hus
regument the 4th Queens Own Hussars played pelo on the, dusty
masdans gone pig sticking and tiger hunting He had climbed the
Khyber Pass and fought the Pathaps on the North west Frontier He
was forty one years after his depurture sti'l sending two pounds
every month to the Indian whod been hi  bearer for two years
when he was a young subaltern His gestare revealed much of his
sentiments abont Inara He loved it first of all as a reflection of hus
own expenience there and he loved the idea of doughty upnght
Englishmen runmng the place with & firm, paternalistic hand
‘Hig farth 1n the tmpenal dream was uashakeable He had always
mantaned that Brtam s position 1a the world #.3 dete-mwed by
the Empire He sincerely behieved 1n the Victorian dogma that those
Jesser breeds without the law were better off under European rule
than they would have been under the tyranny of local despots
Despite the perception he had displayed on so many world ssues
India was a blhind spot for Churchill Nothing covld shake hus
passionately held conviction that EBntish rule 1 India had been just
and exerc1$6d 1 India s best interests that her masses looked on
thetr rulers with gratitude and affection that the politicians agtating
for independence were a petty munded half-educated ehte un
refiectrve of the destres or interests of the masses Chuschill under
stood India hus own Secretary of State for India had poted acidly
about as well as George HI understood the Amencan colomes
Since 1910 he had stubboraly resisted every effort to bring Indi
towards 1ndepend: He d tht and
lus Congress followers as men of straw More than any other man
m that chamber Churchill was torn by the knowledge that hug
successor at 10 Dowmng Street was undertaking the task he had
refused to contemplate dismembering the Emptre If he and his
Conservative Pasty had been defeated 1n 1945 however they still
commanded an bsolute majority 1 the House of Lords That gave
hum the power if he chose to exercise it to delay Indian inde
pendence by two full years Distaste spreading like a rash over his
glowering face he watched the spare Socialist who d succeeded lum
asqlf:mc ]:irxmster nse to s,

e brief text mm Clement Attlee s hand had been lar wriiten
by the young admural he was sending to New Delty tidzego!me
Brtain s departure from India and whose name he was about to
reveal Lows b had i boldness pro-
posed it as 2 substitute for the lengthy document Attlee himself had
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drafted It defined the new Viceroy s task 1n sumple terms Above all
1t contatned the new and salient point Mountbatten bad mmntained
was es.ential of there wa. to be any hope of breaking the Indian fog
jam. H+ had wrestled with Attlee for six weebs to nad it down with
the precision he wanted

The chilly assembly stirred as Attlee began to read the histonc
announcement His Majesty s Government wishes to make 1t clear,
he began that 1t 18 their definite intention to take the necessa
steps to effect the f power mto Indian hands
by a date not later than Junc 1948

A's unned silence followed as his words struck home to the menn
the Commons That they were the mevitable result of history and
Brtan s own avowed course 1n India did not mitigate the sadness
produced by the realization that barely fourteen months remained
to the Batish Ray An era 1n Brtish Lfe was ending What the Man
chester Guardian would cal] the following morning the greatest dis
engagement 10 history was about to bega.

The bulky figure slumped on his bench rose when his tura came
to protest, to hurl out one Jast eloquent plea for empire Shaking
shghtly from cold and emotion Churchill declared that the whole
business was an attempt by the government to make use of bolliant

war figures 1n order to cover up a melancholy and disastrous trans
action

By fixing a date for 1nd nce Attlee was ad g one of
Gandlus most scatter bramed observations - Leave India to
God

It 15 with deep grief Churchdl famented that I watch the
clattenng down of the Brtish Empice with all 1ts glories and all the
services 1t has render~d mankind Many have defended Brtamn agarnst
her foes None can defend her against herself let us not add by
shameful flught by a premature hurried scutife ~ at least let us not
add to the pangs of sotrow so many of us feel the taint and sneer of
shame

They were the words of a master orator but they were also a futile
railing agamst the setting of a sun When the dwision bell rang the
Commons acknowledged the dic ate of history By an overwhelming
an 1t voted to end Bratish rule in India no later than June

Penutent s Progress If

The deeper tus little party penetrated into Noakhali 5 bay
more difficult Gandh s mission became The ucoess hedy:jo;:;
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wath the Moslems in the first villages through which he d passed had
alerted the leaders 1n those that lay ahead Sensing an it 2 challenge
to their own authonity they had begun to stir the populace s hostility
to the Mahatma and hus misston
Thys mormng Ius plgnm s route took him past 2 Moslem school
where seven and eight year-old cluldren sat around their sheikh
an open air classroom. Beaming like an excited grandfather rushing
to embrace his favounte grandchildren Gaodhi hurmed over to
speak to the youngsters The sheikh leapt up at lus approach With
quick and angry gestures he shooed tus pupils into s hut as though
1he ofd man approaching was a bogeyman come to cast some evil
spell over them Deeply pamned by their flight Gandhu stood before
the doorway of the sheikh s hut making sad httle waves of hus hand
to the children whose faces he could make out 1n the shadows Dark
eyes wide with cuniosity and wcomprehension they stared back at
him, Finally Gandh1 touched his hand to hus heart and sent them the
Moslern greeting safaam  Not 2 single chldish hand answered his
pathetic sign Gandhu turned away and resumed his march
There had been other wcrdents Four days before someone had
sabotaged a bamboo support holding up a nckety bndge of bamboo
poles over which Gandhi was due to cross Fortunately 1t had been
discovered before the bridge could collapse and send Gandh and
Rus party tambling 1nto the muddy waters ten feet below On another
mormng lus route had taken hum through a grove of bamboo and
coconut trees Every tree seemed to be festooned with a banner
procluming slogans ke Leave you have been wamed  Aceept
Pakistan or Go for your own good
Those signs bad no effect on Gandl Physical courage the
courage to accept without protest a beating to face danger with
quiet resofution was Gandhi mamntaired the prime charactenistic
required of & non violent man Since the first beatmg he d recerved
1 South Afnica physical courage had bees an attnbute the frail
Gandhy had displayed mn abundance
Muffing the mper sommow the hostde signs and the chuldrens
rejection had provoked Gandhi trudged serenely towards hus next
stop It had been & damp humid might and the alluvial sod on the
natrow path along which lus party walked was shck and shppery
., under the heavy dew Suddenly the httle procession came to a halt
At ats head Gandin Jaid aside hus bamboo stave and bent down
Some unknown Moslem hands had hittered the track on which he
\was to walk barefoot with shards of plass and lumps of human
vexcrement. Tranquilly Gandht broke off the branch of a stubby
palm. With1t he stooped and bumbly undertook the most defiing
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act 2 Hinda can perform  Using hus branch as a broom the 77 year-
o}d penutent began to sweep that human excrement from his path
*

For decades the most persistent English foe of the ¢lderly man
patiently cleaning $he facces from us way had been the master orator
of the House of Commons Winston Churchill had uttered i hus
long career enough memorable phrases to fill a volume of prose but
few of them had imprinted themselves as firmly on the publics
magmnation as those with which he had desenbed Gandbe just
sixteen years earlier 1n February 1931 half naked fakir’

The occasion that prompted Churchills outburst occurred on
17 February 1931 One hand holding hus bamboo stave the other
clutching the edges of hus white shawl, Mahatma Gandhi had that
mormng shuffied up the red sandstone steps to Viceroy's House
New Delhu, He was still wan from his weeks 1n a Brtish prison but the
man who had orgamzed the Salt March did not come to that house
as & supphant for the Viceroy s favours He came a2 India

‘With hus fistful of salt and tus bamboo stave Gandhi bad rent the
veil of the temple So wdespread had support for us movement
‘become that the Viceroy Lord Irwin had felt obliged to release
hum from prison and invite him to Delhi to treat wath him as the
acknowledged leader of the Indian masses He was the first and the
Breatest 1n a lme of Arab Afncan and Asian leaders who m the
decades to come would follow hus route from a Brtish pnison to a
Butish conference chamber

‘Winston Churchull had correctly read the portents of the meeting.
He had assailed the and P le of thus ope-
tume Inner Temple lawyer now seditious fakir striding half naked
Up the steps of the Viceroy’s palace there to negotiate and parley on
¢qual terms with the representative of the King Emperor

“The loss of India, he said wth a clairvoyance that foreshadowed

speech sixteen years later ‘would be final and fatal to us It could
ot fail to be part of a process that would reduce us to the scale of a
Tunor power

His words however had no mmpact on the negotiations in New
Deltu These covered eight meetings over three weeks and produced
what became known as the Gandhi Irwin pact. Its text read like a
treaty between two sovereign powers and that was the measure of
Gandhs 8 tnumph Under 1t Irwin agreed to release from jail the
thousands of Gandhs followers who d followed their leader to
prson.® Gandin for tus part agreed to call off hus movement and

“There would be no more immediste beneficary of the pact than & yyasg
Sixh student named Gurcharan Anms bound behing his buck, Chuetharng
kh o ent Singh d 3 his.
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attend a round table confetence 1n London to discuss India s future

Six months later to the astonushment of a watching Bntish
nation Mahatma Gandlu walked mto Buckmngham Palace to take
tea with the Kuwnp Emperor dressed 1 a lowncloth and sandals aliving
portrayal of Kipbng s Gunga Din with nothing much before and
rather less than arf o that belund Later when questioned on the
approprateness of his apparel Gandht replied with a smulte the king
was weanng enough for both of us

The publicity surrounding their meeting was 10 a s~nse the measure
of the real impact of Gandhi s London visit, The round table con
ference he d come to attend was a failure London was not yet ready
to contemplate Indian independence

‘The real work Gandhu lay outside the
The seed which is being sown now may result m a softening of the
Brtish spuit No one did more to soften 1t than Gandhs The
Bntish press and public were fascinated by this man who wanted to
overthrow their empire by tumng the other cheek.

He had walked off his steamer 1n his loincloth carrymg his bamboo
stave Behind lum there were no aides-de-camp no servants only a
handful of disciples and a goat who tottered down the gangplank
after Gandln an Indian goat to supply the Makatma s dady bowl of
milk Heignored the hotels of the mughty to Live tn a settlement house
1n London s East End slums

The man who had first com~ to London as an marticulate tongue-
tied student almost never stopped talking He met Charlie Chapha
Jan Smuts George Bernard Shaw the Archbishop of Canterbury
Harold Lask: Maria Montesson coal muners children Lancashire
textile workers thrown out of work by his campaigns 1 India
virtually everyone of importance except Winston Churchill who
adamantly refused to see him.

Singh was walling 10 Lahore prison towards s
courtyard where 8 hangman vl wdloputmcndmhum

As Gurcharan Singh came withun sight of the gallows tree !e heard footsteps
running down the corndor behind hum. He glanced back and saw hus English
yailer & major pamed Martin runming after hus party waving & blue piece of
Ppaper

Congratulations) Martin shouted

Gurcharan Singh almost fam(ed. You British are umpossible  he gasped
'yml e banmg me md you wmt o congratulate me on it

been suspended because
o!ﬁepaaj&mu@edinDdhi‘Smnlwubhm Gurcharan Singh was freed.

is first, gratefu. gesturo was a pilgnmage to Gandhi s ashram. There the ardent
xtudcnt revolutionary fell under the Mahatma ¢ spell and vowed to follow in
Gandhu 3 footsteps Lronically ft was he who one day would hold la bis arms the
dying Sgure of the leader who had saved hus Lfe
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The impression Gandhi made was profound The newsreels of the
Salt March bad already made him famous To the masses of a
Britam beset by industrial unrest unemployment and grave social
mjustice this messenger from the East mn s Chrnst hike cotton
sheet with bis even more Chnst hike message of love was a fascinat
g and vaguely disturbing figure Gandht lumself perhaps put lus
finger on the roots of much of that fascination tn a radio broadcast
to the USA,
‘Wotld attention had been drawn to India s freedom struggle he
said because the means adopted by us for attaining that hiberty are
umque  the world 1s sick unto death of blood spilling The world
18 secking a way out and I flatter myself with the belief that perhaps
1t will be the privilege of the ancient land of India to show the way
out to a hungering world
The western wotld Gandln was visiting was not yet ready for the
way out proposed by this revolutionary who travelled with a goat
instead of a machme gun Already Furope s streets echoed to the
stomp of jackboots and the shneks of impassioned ideologues
Nonetheless when he left thousands of French Swiss and Italians
flocked to the railroad stations on lus route to the Italian port of
Brindis1 to gape at the frail toothless man leaning from the window
©of hus third-class compartment
InPans so many people swarmed to the station that Gandht had
to chumb on a baggage cart to address them In Switzerland where hie
visited hus friend the author Romain Rolland the darrymen of
Léman clamoured for the privilege of serving the king of India In
Rome e warned Mussolini fascism would collapse like a house of
cards watched a football game and wept at the sight of the statue of
Christ on the Cross m the Sistine Chapel

Despite that tnumphant progress across Europe Gandh suffered
much on the voyage home 1 have come back empty banded he
told the thousands who greeted hum 1n Bombay India would have to
teturn to civil disobedience Less than a week later the man who had
been the King Emperor s tea time guest in London was once agam
His Imperial Majesty s guest - ths time back 1n Yeravda pnson

For the next threc years Gandhi was 1n and out of prison while n
London Churchull thundered Gandhs and all he stands for must be
crushed Despite Churchill s opposition however the Bntish pro-
duced a basic reform for India offenng her proviaces some local
antonomy the Government of Indra Act of 1935 Finally released
from jat Gandhi tuned from hus political combat to devote three
years to two projects particularly close to him, the phght of India s
milhions of Untouchables and the situation 1n her villages
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‘With the approach of World War T Gandhi became more con
vinced than ever that the non violence which had been the guding
principle of Indias domestic struggle was the only philosophy
capable of saviog man from self-destruction,

When Mussolini overran Ethiopia, he urged the Ethiopuans to
‘allow themselves to be slaughtered The result he sad would be
more effective than resistance siace after all Mussolus didn t want
adesert Sickencd by the Nazis persecution of the Jews ke d

If ever there could be justifiable war 1n the name of and for humanty
war agamnst Germany to prevent the wanton persecution of &8 whole
race would be completely justified

Still hesaid Ido not beheve in war He proposed 2 calm and
determuned stand offered by unarmed men and women possesstng
the strepgth of suffering given to them by Jehovah ‘That, he
sad ‘would convert [the Germans] to an appreciation of human
digmty

Not even the atrocities which were perpetrated in the conceatration
camps of Europe were to make hum doubt the essential correctness
of hus attitude

‘When war finally broke out Gandh: prayed that the holocaust
mght at least produce Uke some sudder burst of sumshine after the
storny, the herotc gesture the non violent sacnifice that would 1flumu
nate for manknd the path away from a uightemng cycle of se)f
destructron.

‘While Churchill summoned his countrymen to blood toil tears
and sweat Gandhi, hoping to find 1n the English a people brave
enough to put Ius theory to the ultimate test, proposed another
course ‘Invite Hatlpr and Mussolin to take what they want of the
countries you call your possessions he wrote to the English at the
heght of the bhtz. Let them take possession of your beautiful
1island with 1ts many beautiful buildiogs You will give all this but
nerther your minds nor your souls

That course would have been a logical gpplication of Gandhus
doctrmne To the British, and above all to ther indonutable leader,
lus words rang out like the pibberish of an irrelevant old fool.

Gandhu could not even convince the leadership of lus own Con
gress movement that pacifism was the nght course Most of his
followers were dedicated ant1 fascists and anxious to take India mto
the fight if they could do 5o as free men. For the first tune butnot the
last Gandhu and hus discples parted company

It took Churchull to dnive them back together His position on
India rematned as ngid as ever He refused to consider any of the
compromuses which would have allowed India s Nationalists to jomn
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the war effort When he held his first meeting with Franklin Roose-
wvelt to frame the Atlantic Charter he made it clear that, as far ashe
was concerned India was not to fall under 1ts generous provisions

His American partner was stunned by hus sensitivity on the subject.
Soon another of his phrases was being repeated m the Allies

councils I have not becorme His Majesty’s First Minsster to preside
over the dissolution of the British Emprre

It was not until March 1942 when the Japanese Impenal Aroy

was at India s gates that Churchill, under pressure from Washungton
2nd lus own colleagues sent a serious offer to New Deltu To deliver
1t, he selected a particularly sympathetic couner Sir Stafford Cnipps,
a vegetanan and austere Socralist wath long, fnendly relations with
the Congress leadership Considering 1ts author the proposal
Crpps carried was remarkably generous It offered the Indians the
most Brtain could be expected to concede 1n the mudst of a war a
solemn pledge of what d to 1ndepend, status
after Japans defeat. It contained however 1n recogmtion of the
Moslem League s increasingly strident calls for an Islamic state 2
provision which could eventually accommodate their demand.

Fortyeight hours after hus amval, Gandht told Cripps that the
offer was unacceptable because 1t contemplated the perpetual
Vivisection of Indita  Besides the Bntish were offering India future

d to secure Indian m the violent
defence of Indian soif That was not an agreement calculated to sway
the apostle of non violence If the Japanese were to be resisted, 1t
could be only 1n one way for Gandln non violently

The Mahatma chenshed a secret dream. He was not opposed to
tbe spifling of oceans of blood provided 1t was done 1n a just cause
He saw rank on serned rank of disciphned non violent Indians
marching out to dic on the bayonets of the Japanese until that
catalytic instant when the enormuty of thewr sacnfice would over
whelm their foes vindicate non violence and change the course of
buman hustory

Churchull s plan he decreed, was 2 post-dated cheque on a failing
bank If he had nothing else to offer Gandhi told Cripps he might
&3 well take the next plane home *

The day after Cripps departure was a Monday Gandis day of
silence & nitual he had observed once a week for years to conserve
s vocal chords aad promote a sense of barmony 1 hus bemng.

Cripps did not leave lmmedlately Heo succoeded
Plnﬂgmkxmm%ﬂi?m&ﬁﬁcm
Mmmmmmm‘m';am Oms apaia it was
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Unhappily for Gandhi and for India s Inner Voice , the voice of
his oonscience was not observing a simular vigil It spoke to Gandht
and the advice 1t uttered proved disastrous

It came down to two words the two words which became the
slogan of Gandhis next struggle Qust India The Bntish should
drop the reins of power 1n India immedsately Gandhi proposed Let
them Jeave India to God or even anarchy If the British Jeft Inda
10 1ts fate the Japanese would have no reason to attack.

Just after midmght 8 August 1942 10 a stifiing hot Bombay
meetmng hall Gandh naked to the waist sent out 2 call to arms to
us followers of the All Indiz Congress Commuttee His vorce was
quiet and composed but the words he uttered carried 2 passton and
fervour uncharactenistic of Gandhu

Iwant freedom immediately he said, this very mght before dawn
Af 1t can be had

Here 1s a mantra a short one I give you he told lis followers

Do or die We shall erther free India or die 1n the attempt we
shall not live to see the perpetuation of our slavery

‘What Gandhi got before dawn was not freedom but another
mvitation to a Brtish jail In a carefully prepared move the Bnitish
swept Gandh and the entire Congress feadership into pnison for the
duration of the war A brief outburst of violence followed their arrest
but within threc weeks the British had the situation under control.

Gandlu s tactic played mto the hands of the Moslem League by
sweeping hus Congress Jeaders from the political scene at a crucial
moment While they languished in jail thesr Moslem nivals supported
Britam § war effort earming by therr attitude a considerable debt of
gratitude Not only had Gandhu s plan failed to get the English to
quit India 1t had géne a long way to making sure that before leav
1ng the country they would feel competled to divide 1t

This would be Gandhi s last sojourn 1 a Brtish prison By the
tume 1t ended the old man would have spent a total of 2338 days
jail 249 i South Afnica 2089 1n India Gandhy s keepers confined
him not to the famibar grounds of the Yeravda jal where he had
already spent so much tume but 1n the nearby palace of the Aga
Khan Five months after his prison term began Gandh: announced
he was gomg to undertake a 21-day fast The reasons behund 1t were
obscure but the Batish were 1 no mood to compromise Churchill
informed New Delhu that f Gandhi wanted to starve himself to
death he was free to go abead and do so

Midway through the fast Gandhi began to sink Unyielding the

Bntish started discreet preparations for his death Two Brahmun
priests were brought to the prison and held 1n readiness to officiate
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at the cremation. Under the cover of darkness the sandalwood for
Ius funeral pyre was secretly taken into the palace Everyone was
ready for his death except the 74-year-old Gandh He had weighed
Iess than 110 pounds when the fast began. Yet 21 days on a diet of
water muxed with salt and,an occastonal drop of lemon and moos-
ambi jusce couldn t kil his towering spinit He survived hus self
mposed ordeal

Another one awarted lum however The sandalwood that had
been destined for s cremation would feed the flames of another
funeral pyre hus wifes On 22 February 1944 the woman he had
married as an lliterate thirteen year-old child died her head resting
m Gandhis lap Gandht had not been prepared to disavow a
prnciple to save ber fe He believed 1n pature cures and he also
believed that to admumster medicine by hypodermic meedle per
formed a violent action upon the human body Aware that fus wafe
was dymg from acute bronchitis the British fiew a supply of rare
and precious penicllin to the prison. But at the last muute when
Gandh learned the drug which could have saved his dying wfe
would have to be adrmnustered intravenously he had refused her
doctors permission to give 1t to her

After her death Gandh:s own bealth failed rapidly He con
tracted malana and amoebic Tn hig weakened
and depressed state 1t was clear he would not survive Jong, A
reluctant Churchill was finally prevailed on to release hum so he
would not die 1n a British yadl

He was not going to die 1z & Brutish India either Ensconced ina
hut on the beachfront estate of a wealthy supporter near Bombay
Gandhs slowly recovered hus health. As he did so Churchil, who
bad not bothered to reply to hus Viceroy’s urgent cables on India s
growing famme sent New Dellu a petulant cable Why he asked
hadn t Gandh: died yet?

A few days later Gandhi s host entered tus hut to find one of the
Mahatma s followers standing on hus head another 1n transcendental
meditation & third asleep on the floor and the Mahatma lumself on

open toilet stanng raptly nto space

He burst into gales of laughter Why Gandh: asked as he emerged
from hus todet was he faughing?

Ah Bapu laughed hus host fook at this room one man standing
onfus head another meditating & third sleeping you ot your foile
and these are the people who are gowng to make India freel

. . .
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Northolt Airport 20 March 1947

The aircraft wasted i the early mormng bight on the runway of
Northolt awport where, two and a hall months carher Louis
Mountbatten had Janded on New Years Day Charles Smuth his
valet had already stowed on board the Mountbattens personal
loggage 66 pieces a collectzon so complete 1t included a set of silver
ashtrays with the new Viceroy s famuly crest His wife had casvally
placed 1n the overhead rack an old shoe box Finding it would cause
a moment of panic on the flight out Packed side was a family
herrloom, a diamond tiara Lady Mountbatten would wear when she
was proclaimed Vicereine
Stowed away also were all the documents the briefs the position
papers the new Viceroy and his staff would have to guide then 10
the months ahead The most iportant among them covered only
two pages and was signed by Clement Attlee It set out the terms of
Mountbatten s mission No Viceroy had ever received a mandate
hke 1t Mountbatten had for all practical purposes written 1t bim
self s terms were clear and sumple He was to make every effort to
arrange for the transfer of Brtish sovereignty 1n India to a single
1independent nation withio the Commony ealth by 30 June 1948 As
a gwde he was to follow as far as possible a plan formulated erght
months earlier by a cabiget musston sent to New Delhi under the
chairmanship of Sir Stafford Cupps It proposed as a compromuse
with the Moslem demand for Pakistan a federated India with a weak
central government There Was however no question of forcing an
agreement out of India 5 warnng politicians If by 1 October six
months after taking power Mountbatten saw no way of getting them
to agree on a plan for a united India then he was to recommend his
alternative solution to Indta s dilemma
As his York MW]102* went through its final checks Mount
Mountbatten was particularly attached to the converted Lancaster bomber
1t had flown him o countless Mussions durmg his days as Supreme Commander
South East Asia He had fitted 1t out with bunks for a relief crew which would
shorten the tune required fo the London Delti journey by ¢himinating crews
rest stops on the ground
e plage 0 fact very nearly kept humn from gomng to Indsa at gl! One day
“Mountbatten happened to be 1 his London office when 1n RAF Group Captain
called his ADC Lt-Col Peter Howes to advie hun izt the York MW 102
would not be available for use by the new Viceroy Mountbatten took the phone
from s ADC's hands
Group Captain he said I wish to thank you.
“Thank me?" said the perp!
Yes contisued Mountbatten  You see when I accepted thus appe ntment 1
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batten paced the tarmac alongside with two of us old wartime com-
rades who were going off to Indsa with hum, Capt. Ronald Brockman
head of tus persondl staff and Lt-Commander Peter Howes b
semor ADC On how many tnps Brockman thought, bad het ens.
verted Lancaster bomber carned Mountbatten to fropf-fize porim
the yungles of Burma to the great conferences of t5e war F
hum, the usually ebullient Admural was moody and mte ofend
crewman announced lheb flight was ready oepecisre.
‘Well sighed Mountbatten, were off to India, 7 ¢
go They don t want me out there Well probabiy w;m;‘g
ullets 1n our backs ed n
The three men mounted the awrcraft The en, .
York fled down the runway cut across the smﬂ;téné:{b‘;
India to close tll:l: ﬁt :d:;:t}:im Capt. Haskuzs pg bezun by
safling east 10 eof ector  thres gng ;
eashier 2 L2l centunes
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A Last Tattoo for the Dymng Raj

Penitent s Progress HIf

Nothing could stop hem. Fired by his unquenchable spirit the old
man drove s bare and aching feet from village to willage applying
the balm of his love to India s sores Slowly the wounds began to
heal In the wake of Gandh: s wan and bent sdhouctte the passions
cooled Timidly uncertainly peace spread its mantle over the blood
drenched marshes of Noakhal

Its returs did not end Gandhs s suffering however A prvate
drama had accompanied him on hts march along those hate-filled
footpaths a drama whose di would dal
some of his oldest assocrates alarm mullions of Indians and baflle
the historians who would one day attempt to comprehend all the
facets of Mohandas Gandl's complex character It would also
produce one of the gravest personal crises in the bife of the 77 year
old man who was the conscience of India

Yet 1ts roots were 1n no way sunk 1n the great political struggle of
which hed been the principal figure for a quarter of a century
They lay in that force which Gandtu had struggled to sublimate and
control for forty years sex Its locus was a mineteen year-old girl
Gandhy s great mece Manu Many had been raised by Gandtu and
his wife as their own granddaugfiter She had nursed Kasturbar
Gandhi on her deathbed and before dymng Kasturba had confided
her to her husband 5 care

I ve been a father to many Gandhi promused the gul to you I

am a mother He fussed over her like a mother ‘supervising heg
dress her diet her education her relygious traimng The problem
which arose 1n Noakhals had begun 1n a conversation between them
Just before Gandhu set out on hus pilgrimage With the shyness of 2
young gurl confessing something to her mother Manu had admutted
:; Gandh she had never felt the sexual impulses norma 1 a gul of

T age

To Gandh1 with his convoluted phulosophy of sex her words had
special importance Since he had sworn his own vow of chastity
Gandiu had maintained that sexual continence was the most 1m
portant discipline his truly non viglent followers male and female
had to master His 1deal non violent army would be composed of
sexless soldiers because otherwise Gandhr feared thesr moral
strength would desert them at a critical moment
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Gandhi saw 1n Manu s words the chance to make of her the per
fect female votary I out of India s millions of daughters I can tramn
even one anto an 1deal woman by becoming an 1deal mother to you
he told ber I shall have readered a umque service to womankind
But first he felt he had to be sure she was telling the truth Only his
closest were him 1 Noakhah, he
informed ber, but she would be welcome provided she submutted to
hue discipline and weat through the test to which he meant to subject
ber

They would he decreed share each mght the crude straw pallet
which passed for hus bed He regarded himself as a mother she had
said she found nothing but a mother s love mn lum If they were both
truthful 1f he remaned firm 30 hus ancient vow of chastity and she
bad never known sexual arousal then they would be able to le
together 1n the 1nnocence of a mother and daughter 1f one of them
was pot bemng truthful they would soon discover 1t

If however Manu was being truthful then Gandhs believed she
would flounsh under his close and constant supervision His own
sexless state would stfle any residual desire still Jurking m her

Pygmabon like a transformation would come over her She would
~develop clanty of thought and firmness of speech A new spint

would suffuse the gl giving her a pure crystalline devotion to the
great task which awaited her

Manu had accepted and her lithe figure had followed Gandhis
traces across the swamp-lands of Noakhali As Gandhi had known it
would s decision had p the

of hus little party

“They think all this 1s a sign of infatuation on my part ke told
Manu after a few nights together I laugh at their ignorance They
do not understand

Very few people would Only the purest of Gandha s followers
would be able to follow the complex reasonung behind thys latest
mamfestation of a great spintual struggle which for Gandhi went
all the way back to that everung 1n South Afnca 1 1906 when he had
announced 10 his wife fus decrsion to take the vow of Brahmacharya
chastity 1 sweaning that pledge * Gandhi was setting out on a path
almost as old as Hind stself For a Hmndus
route to sclf realization bad passed by the sublimation of that yital

The impulses thrusting Gasdhl 1o take his vow were pot Hiodu a3
one
Christ s dictum of turning the other cheek had been vital i helping hiny I‘omm:
\;.::r ::;n sioem ?trzl‘m:, )le‘nhn 5 ;o:;u Tefernng to those wha become cunuchs
of the ‘Tapleed
o S cdom of Heaven  had W1 10 taking
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force responsible for the creation of life. Only by foreing his sexval
energy tnward to fucl the furnace of hus spintual force, the Hindu
ancicnts mamtamed could a man achieve the spintual intensity
necessary to self realization

To a:d men sworn to lead the chaste life those Hindn sages had
‘Taad dowm a code of conduct for Brahmacharya called the nuoe-fold
wall of A true Brahmacharl was not supposed to hve
among women animals or eunuchs. He was not allowed to siton
the same mat with a woman or even gaze upon any part of a woman §
body He was counselled to avoid the sensval blandishments of a hot
bath an oily massage or the alleged aphrodisiac properties of
curds ghee or fatty foods

Gandhi bad not become chaste 50 as to live 1n 2 Himalayan cave
however That kind of chastity 1nvolved hittle self-disciphine or moral
ment he mantaned He had taken his vow because he firmly
believed the sublimation of hus sexual energies would gmve lim the
moral and spintual power to accomphish hus mussion, His kind of
Brakmachari was a man who had so suppressed his sexual urge that
he could move normally in the socicty of women without feeling any
sexual desire 1n lumself or arousing it in them A Brahmachari be
wrote does not flce the company of women because for him the
distimction between man and woman almost disappears

‘The real Brakmachari s sexual organs will begin to look dufferent
Gandhi declared “They remain as mere symbols of hus sex and s
sexual secretions are sublimated into & vital force pecvadng hus
whole being  The perfect Brahmackhari in Gandhu s mind was & man
who could Le by the side even of 3 Venus 1n all her naked beauty
without being physically or mentally disturbed

It was an extraordinary 1deal and Gandti s fight to attain 1t was
doubly difficult because the sex drive he was struggling to suppress
bad been strongly and deeply rooted. For years after taking his vow
Gandh: experimented with different diets looking for one which
would have the sightest possible 1mpact on hus sexual organs While
thousands of Indrans sought out exotrc foods to stimulate their
desires  Gandht spurned 1n turn sprces gréen vegetables certam
fruts 1n his efforts to stufle hus

Tharty years of discipline prayer and spinitual exercise were needed
before Gandhi reached the pount at which he felt he had rooted out
all sexual desire from is mind and body His confidence 1a his
actuevement was shattered one mpht 1n Bombay 1 1936 1n what he
referred to s my darkest hour That nght at the age of 67 thirty
years after he d sworn tus Brakmachari’s vow Gandhi awoke froma
dream with what would have been to most men of that age a source

r
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of some satisfaction, but was to Gandhi 2 calamity an erection.
There quvenng between hus lomns was proof he had still not reached
the 1dea) towards which he d been striving for three decades Gandhn
was 8o overwhelmed by angwsh at this fraghtful expenence , that
e swore a vow of total silence for six weeks.

¥ie pondered for months over the meaning of hus weakness debat
1ng whether he should retreat into & kund of Himalayan cave of hus
own making He finally Juded lus horrible nigh was a
challenge to tus spintual force thrown up by the forces of evil. He
decided to accept the challenge to press on to lus goal of exturpating
the last traces of sexuality from hus being.

As his confidence i the mastery of his desires came back, he
gradually extended the range of physical contact he allowed himself
with women. He nursed them when they were 1l and allowed them
to nurse hum. He took his bath in full view of hus fellow ashramates,
male and female He had his daily massage virtually naked with
young gurls most frequently serving as his masseuses He often gave
nterviews or consulted the Ieaders of hus Congress Party while the
pris mossaged hun  He wore few clothes and urged hus disaaples,
male and female to do likewise because clothes he said only en
couraged a false sense of modesty The only time he ever addressed
humself directly to Winston Churchill was 1n reply to g famous
phrase half naked fakir He was trying to be both Gandh sad,
‘because the naked state represented the true mnocence for which he
was stiving. Finally, he decreed that there would be no problem i
men and women who were faithful to their vow of chastity slecpmg
10 the same room at mght, if they happened m the performance of
therr duties to find themselves together at nightfall.

"The dectston to have Mann share his paliet so he could guide more
totally ber spintual growth was to Gandhy, a natoral outgrowth of
that phiosophy During the agoniang days of hus pemtent s pil-
gnmage her delicate figure was rasely out of hus sipht, From village
to village she shared the crude shelters offered hum by the peasants
of Noakhalt. She massaged hum, prepared lus mudbaths cared for
tum when he was stnken with diarthoca. She slept and rose wath
hum, prayed by hus side shared the contents of his beggar’s bowl,

One itter February night she awoke to find the old
wiolently by her sids She o oo shaung

him, heaped on his shivera,
mﬂm ;‘“},”sﬁ' she colged Iﬁnd 1a the hut, F'mallyg
dozed off ane e slept
= th w0t prayet tar © ept cosily in each other’s
‘ot Gandhy secure in conscience
smproper of ¢ven feug there was nothiag

in hys relations wath Mang,
|
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Indeed 1t 13 almost inconcewvable that the famntest tremor of sexual
arousal passed between them, To the Mahatma, the reasoning which
had Jed lum to perform what was for lum, a duty to Manu, was
sufficient justification for hus action. Perhaps however deep in his
subconscious other forces he ignored helped propel hum to st

In the twilight of hus hife Gandhi was 2 Jonely man He had Jost
us wife and closest friend 1 warttme prison He was losing the sup-
port of some of hus oldest followers He nisked losing the dream he d
pursued for decades He had never had a daughter and perhaps the
one failure 1n his hfe had been 1n hus role as a father His eldest son
embittered because hed felt lus father’s devotion to others had
deprived hum of hus share of paternal affection was a hopeless alco-
holic who had staggered drunk to his dymng mother s bedside Two
of his other sons were in South Afnica and rarely i contact with
Gandhi. Only with his youngest son did he enjoy a normal father
son relation In anyevent whatever the explanation adecp spintual
‘bond was destned to Link the Mahatma and the shy devoted girl
s0 anxious to sbare his misery dunng the closing months of his

e

As word of what was happening spread beyond hus entourape a
campagn of calummes spread by the leaders of the Moslem League
grew up about Gandiu The news reached Dellu spreading intense
shock among the leaders of Congress waiting to begin their crrtical
talks with India s new Viceroy

Gandh finally confronted the rumours 1n an evemng prayer
meeting Assaling the small talk whispers and innuendo around
him  he told the crowd that lus great mece Manu shared hus bed
with lum each night and explaned why she was there His words
calmed his immediate circle but when he sent them to his newspaper
Harlyan to be published the storm broke again Two of the editors
quit 1n protest Its trustees fearful of a scandal did somethung
they had never dreamed of domg before They refused to pubhsh a
text wnitten by the Mahatma

¢ cnisis reached its chmax i Hamchar the last stop on

Gandhu s tour There Gandhu revealed his intention to carry his
mission to the province of Bihar where this time he would work
with hus fellow Hindus who had killed the members of a Moslem
mmonty 1 their rmdst

B
His words alarmed the Congmg,-l‘;adushlp 1 Delby who feared
the effect hus relationship with Mam

1d have on Bihar’s orthodox
Hindu commurity A series of e nits discreetly asked hum to
abandon 1t before leaving for B: fefused

Funally 1t was Manu herself ‘perhags prodded by one of those
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mussanes who pently suggested to the elderly Mahatma that they
:\npeng theie prﬁ;uoey She remaned absolutely at one wath hum she
promssed She was renounciag nothing of what they were trying to
achicve The she p d was only temporary a con
cession 1o the smaller munds around them who could not understand
the goals he sought She would stay behind when he Ieft for Bihar
Saddened Gandhi agreed.

New Delhl March-April 1947

1n his ymmaculate whate naval umform  he fooked like a film star
to the 23 year-old captam of the Grenadier Guards just appoted
oue of his ADCs Serene and smiling, his wife at hus side Lowss
Mountbatten rode up to Viceroy s House 1n 2 gilded landau built half
a century before for the royal progress thtough Delhs of his uncle
Grorge V At the nstant hus escort reached the palace s grand staur
case the bagpipes of the Royal Scots Fusihers shuled out a plamtive
welcome to India s Jast Viceroy

A famnt sad smile on his face the outgomng Viceroy, Lord Wavell
waited at the head of the starrcase The very presence i New Dellu
of those two men represented a break with tradition Normally an
outgoing Viceroy sailed with due pomp from the Gateway of India
while the next steamer bore his successor towards its spans thus
sparing India the cmbarrassment of having two Gods upon its soil at
the same tume Mountbatten umself had msisted on this breach of
custorm so he could talk with the man to whom he formally bowed
tus head as he reached the top of the staws

For a moment, 1n the mnfermuttent glare of flashbulbs the two men
stood chatting. They were a poiguantly contrasting parr Mount
batten the glamorous war hero exuding confidence and witality
Wavell the oneeyed old solder adored by his subordinates
brusquely sacked by the politicians a man wha had sadly noted 1n
s diary not fong before that for the past half decade his had been
the unhappy fate to conduct withdrawals and mutigate defeats *

Wavell escorted Mountbatten through the heavy teak doors to

the Viceroy s study and hus first direct confrontation with the awe-
soms problems awaiting him.

"‘ The Aftlee government had treated Wavell fn pathicularly brutal fashion
%o replace ghven
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1 am sorry mdeed that yon ve been ent out here 1 my place,
‘Wavell hegan

Well said Mountbatten somewhat taken aback, ‘thats beng
candid Why? Don t you think Im up to 1t?

No 1t s not that, rephied Wavell mdeed I m very fond of you
but you ve been given an impossible task Ive tried everything I
know to solve this problem and I can see no light, There 13 just no
way of dealing with 1t Not only have we had absolutely no help
from Whitehall but we ve now reached a complete 1mpasse here

Patiently Wavell reviewed Ius efforts to reach a solution Then he
stood up and opened his safe Locked mside were the only two items
he could bequeath hus successor The first sparkled on dark velvet
folds 1nude a wooden box It was the diamond-encrusted badge of
the Grand Master of the Order of the Star of India, the emblem of
Mountbatten s new office which forty-eight hours hence he would
hang around tus neck for the ceremonual which would officially 1astall
Tum as Viceroy

The second was a manilla file on which was wrtten the words

Operation Madhouse It contained the only solution the able
soldier had to propose to India s dilemma. Sadly he took st out of
the safe and Jaid 1t on lus desk

“Thisiscalled Madhouse , he explamed becanseitisa problem
for a madhouse Alas, I can sce no other way out

1t called for the British evacuation of Inda, province by provincs,
‘women and children first then civiians then soldiers a move likely
1 Gandhi s words to leave India to chaos

Its a termble solution, but 1t s the only one I can see  Wavell
sighed He picked up the file from his desk and offered 1t to s
stunned successor

‘I am very very very sorry he concluded but thus s alt I can
‘bequeath you

As the new Viceroy concluded that sad introduction to his new
functions, lus wife on the floor above Wavell s study was recerving
a more piquant ntroduction to her new hfe On reaching ther
quarters Edwina Mountbatten had asked a servant for a few scraps
for the two sealyhams Muzzen and ib which the Mountbattens had
‘brought out from London To her amazement thirty mmutes later
a parr of turbaned servants solemnly marched into her bedroom,
each beanng 2 sulver tray set with a cluna plate on which was Ind
several slices of freshly roasted chicken breast

Eyes wide with wonder Edwima contemplated that chicken She
had not seen food hke 1t 1 the austenty of England for weeks.
She glanced at the sealybams barking at her feet then back at the
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chicken Her disaiplined conscience would not allow her to give pets
such nounshment

Give me that  she ordered

Firmly grasping the two plates of chicken she marched 1nto the
bathroom and Jocked the door There the woman who would offer
1n the mext months the hospitabity of Viceroy s House to 25000
people gleefully began to devour the chicken 1atended for ber pets.

The closing chapter 18 a great story was about to begm In a few
minutes on this mormng of 24 March 1947 the last Englshman to
govern India would mount lus gold and cnmson viceregal throne
Installed upon that throne Lows Mountbatten would become the
h and final ofa dynasty his would
be the last hands to clasp the sceptre that had passed from Hastings
to Wellesley Cornwallis and Curzon
The site of his official consecration was the ceremontal Durbar Hall
of a palace whose awesome dimensions were rivalled only by those
of Versalles and the Peterhof of the Tsars Ponderous solemn
unabashedly umpenal Viceroy s House New Delln was the Jast
such palace men would ever build for a sinple ruler Indeed onlyn
India wath 1ts famished hordes desperate for work would a palace
like Viceroy s House have been built and maintained 1n the twenticth
century
1ts fagades were covered with the red and white stone of Baraul
the building blocks of the Moghuls whose monuments 2t had suc-
ceeded White yellow green black marble quarried from the veins
that had furmshed the ghsteming mosaics of the Ta) Mahal em
bellished 1ts floors and walls So long were 1ts corndors that n 1ts
basement servants rode from one end of the building to the other on
‘bicycles
This mormng those servants were gving a last polish to the
marble the woodwork the brass of sts 37 salons and 1ts 340 rooms
OQutside 1n the formal Moghul gardens 418 gardeners more than
Lows XIV had employed at Versailles laboured to provide a perfect
trm to 113 mtncate maze of grass squares rectangular flower beds
and vaulted water ways 50 of them were boys hired Just to scare
away the birds In therr stables the S00 Punyabi horsemen of the
Viceroy s bodyguard adjusted therr whute and gold tumics as they
prepared to mount their superb black horses Throughout the house
20ld and scarlet turbans flanng above their foreheads ther white
tunics already embroidered with the new Viceroy s coat of arms
other servants scurried down the corridors on a finaf errand For the
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1 am sorry wndeed that you ve been sent out here in my place,
‘Wavell began
Well, smd Mountbatten somewhat taken aback, ‘thats bemng
candid Why? Don t you thunk I m up to 1t

No 1t s not that, replied Wavell, mdeed 1.m very fond of you
but you ve been mven an impossible task. Ive tred cverything I
know to solve this problem and I can see no light. There 13 yust no
way of dealing with 1t Not only have we had absolutely no help
from Whitehall but we ve now reached a complete impasse here ®

Patiently Wavell reviewed hus efforts to reach a solution Then he
stood up and opened Ius safe Locked 1nside were the only two stems
he could bequeath hus successor The first sparkled on dark velvet
folds 1aside a wooden box It was the dramond-encrusted badge of
the Grand Master of the Order of the Star of India, the emblem of
Mountbatten s new office which forty-eight hours hence he wounld
‘hang around hus neck for the ceremontal which would officially mnstall
him as Viceroy

The second was a mantlla file on which was wntten the words

Operation Madhouse It contamed the only solution the able
soldier had to propose to India s didemma, Sadly he took it out of
the safe and Jaid 1t on hus desk,

“Thisiscalled Madhouse heexplained becauset ssa problem
for a madhouse Alas I can see no other way out,

1t called for the British evacuation of Indiz, province by provincs,
wonmien and children first then cvilians then soldiers a move hikely
1 Gandhi s words to leave Inda to chaos

Its a ternble solution but it s the only one I can see  Wawvell
sighed He picked up the file from hus desk and offered 1t to hus
stunned successor

I am very very very sorry he concluded but thus is all I can
‘bequeath you.

As the new Viceroy concluded that sad introduction to his new
functions lus wife on the floor above Wavell s study was recerving
a more piquant introduction fo her new Lfe On reaching therr
quarters Edwina Mountbatten had asked a servant for a few scraps
for the two sealyhams Mizzen and Jib which the Mountbattens had
brought out from London, To her amazement thirty munutes later
a parr of turbaned servants solemnly marched 1nto her bedroom,
each beanng a siver tray set with a china plate on whxch was lad
several shices of freshly roasted chicken breast,

Eyes wide with wonder Edwina contemplated that chicken. She
had not seen food hike 1t 1n the austenty of England for weeks
She glanced at the sealyhams barking at her feet then back at the
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chicken Her disciphned conscience would not allow her to give pets
such nounshment

Give me that, she ordered

Firmly grasping the two plates of chicken she marched nto the
bathroom and locked the door There the woman who would offer
1 the next months the hospitality of Viceroy s House to 25000
people gleefully began to devour the chicken 1ntended for her pets

. . *

The closing chapter 1 a great story was about to begn In 2 few
runutes on this morning of 24 March 1947 the last Englishman to
govern India would mount his gold and cnmson viceregal throne
Installed upon that throne Lows Mountbatten would become the
h and final ofa dynasty fus would

e the last hands to clasp the sceptre that had passed from Hastings
to Wellesley Cornwallis and Curzon

The site of hus official consecration was the ceremomal Durbar Hall
of a palace whose awesome dimensions were nivalled only by those
of Versailles and the Peterhof of the Tsars Ponderous solemn
unabashedly impenal Viceroy s House New Delln was the last
such palace men would cver buid for a single ruler Indeed onlyin
India with 1ts famished hordes desperate for work would a palace
like Viceroy s House have been built and maintamed m the twenticth
century

Tts fagades were covered with the red and white stone of Barault
the building blocks of the Moghuls whose monuments 1t had suc-
ceeded White yellow green black marble quarned from the veins
that had furmished the glistenmng mosaics of the Taj Mahal em
bellished 1ts floors and walls So long were 1ts cornidors that 1n ats

‘basement servants rode from one end of the building to the other on
bacyeles

This morning those servants were pving a last polish to the
marble the woodwork the brass of sts 37 salons and 1ts 340 rooms
Outside 1 the formal Moghul gardens 418 gardeners more than
Lows X1V had employed at Versailles laboured to provide a perfect
nm to its intricate maze of grass squares rectangular flower beds
and vaulted water ways 50 of them were boys hured Just to scare
away the buds In therr stables the 500 Punjaby horsemen of the
Viceroy s bodyguard adjusted therr whate and gold tunics as they
prepared to mount their superb black horses ‘Throughout the house,
gold and scarlet turbans flanng above ther foreheads thexr white
tunics already embroidered with the new Viceroy s coat of W,
other servants scurried down the corndors on a final crrand.
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fast time they all, gardeners chamberlams cooks stewards bearers
horsemen all the retamers of that feudal fortress lost 1n the twentieth
century jomned 1 preparing the enthronement of one of that select
company of men for whom 1t had been built a Viceroy of India.

In one of the private chambers of the great house a man con
templated the white full-dress admals uniform lis employer
would wear to take possession of Viceroy s House s majestic pre-
ancts No flanng turban graced his head Charles South was not a2
product of the Punjab or Rajasthan but of a country village in the
south of England

With a meticnlous regard for detail acquired over a quarter of a
century of service 1n Mountbatten s employ Smuth slipped the corn
flower blue sik sash of the world s most exclusive company the
Order of the Garter through the right epaul-tte and stretched 1t taut
across the uniforms breast Then he looped the gold arguillettes
which marked the umform s owner as a personal ADC to King
George VI through the nght epaulette

Finally South took lus employer s medal bar and the four major
stars he would wear this morning from their velvet boxes With
respect and care he gave a last polish to ther gleaming gold and
stlver enamel forms the Order of the Garter the Order of the Star
of India, the Order of the Indian Empire the Grand Cross of the
Victonan Order

Those rows of ribbons and crosses marking the milestones of
Lows Mountbatten s career were 1 their special fashion the nulo-
stones along the course of Charles Smuth s Iife as well, Since he had
Joined Mountbatten s service as third footman at the age of eighteen
Smuth had walked 1n another man s shadow In the great country
houses of England 1n the naval stations of empire 1n the caprtals of
FEurope lus employer s joys had been hus hus tiumphs hus victones
hus sorrows hus gnefs During the war he had joined the service and
eventually followed Mountbatten to South Bast Asia There froma
spectator s seat 1n the City Hall of Singapore Charles Smuth had
watched with tears of pride filing hus eyes as Mountbatten in an
other uniform hed prepared, had effaced the worst humuliation
Bntan had ever endured by taking the surrender of almost three-
quarters of 2 million Japanese soldiers sadors and aurmen.

Snuth stepped back to contemplate us work. No one 1n the world
was more demanding when 1t came to dressimg a umform than
Mountbatten, and this was not a morning to make a mistake Smuth
unbuttoned the jacket and sash and gingerly lifted 1t from the dress
dummy on which 1t rested He eased 1t over hus own shoulders and
turned to 2 murror for a final check. There for a brief and poignant
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ment before that mirror be was out of the shadows For just a
:‘c’ond Charles Smuth too could dream he was the Viceroy of
India

tus tumc heavy with 1tsIoad of orders and decorations over
:ﬁpg:% Lows Mountbatten could not help thinking of those magic
weeks a quarter of a century carlier when he d discovered India by
the sde of lus coustn the Prince of Wales Both of them had been
dazzled by the majestic air surrounding the Viceroy of India as be
presided over his empire So much pomp so much luxury such
homage seemed to accompany hus shghtest gesture that the Prince
of Wales himself had remarked I never understood how a kg
should live until I saw the Viceroy of India
Mountbatten remembered is own youthful amazement at the
panoply of mperial power that focused on the person of one
Englishman the allegrance of the world s densest masses He recalled
s awe at the manner mn which the viceregal establishment had
blended the ghtter of a European court and the famtly decadent
aura of the feasts of the Onent Now against hus will that vsceregal
throne with all its pomp and splendour was about to be s His
Viceroyalty alas would bearhittle resemblance to that gay round of
ceremorues and hunting that had stirred fus youthful dreamuggs His
youthful ambitions were to be fulfilled but 1n the real world not the
farry tale world of 1921
A knock on the door interrupted hus meditation He turned The
g 33 1B started at the sight framed m
the doorway of hus bedroom. It was hus wife a diamond tiara ghtter
1ng 1n her brown hair her white sk gown chnging to the curves of
a figure as shm and supple as 1t had been that day she had walked
out of St Margaret s Westounster on his arm.
3

Like her husband Edwina Mountbatten scemed to have been
sought out for the blessings of a capricious Providence She had
beauty She possessed a fine intellect more penttrating some
thought than her husband s She had inherited great wealth from her
matemal grandfather Sir Emest Cassel and social posttion from her
father s famuly whose forebears mcluded England s great mincteenth
century Prime Mimster Lord Palmerston and the famous philan-
thropic poliiczan the seventh Earl of Shaftesbury There had been
clouds 1n her paradise An ntensely unhappy childhood after her
mother s early death had left her with an introverted nature. She
was casily hurt 2od kept the pam of those hurts locked 1nside hep=r
whese they cortoded the hmings of herbeing =
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Unlike her ¢bullient husband who never hesitated to criticuze any
thing that displeased hum and accepted cnticism with Jofty aplomb
Edwina Mountbatten took offence eastly You could tell Lord
Mountbatten what you wanted any way you wanted to recalled
one of their sesor aides  With Lady Lows you had to proceed with
the utmost care

She had locked her shyness her introverted mature mto the
strait yacket of an unyreldiog will By that will she made herself mto
something which nature had not intended her to be an outgomg
womzn scermungly extroverted. But the price was always there to be
pard She had been peaking in public for a decade sometimes two
or three times s week yet before making a major speech her bands
shook almost uncontrollably Her health was as fragile as a poroelam
vase She suffered almost daily from the cruel thrusts of a pugraine
headache but no one outside her family knew because phystcal
weakness was not something she was prepared to indulge Unhike
her self-confident husband who could boast ke never never worried
Edwina worned constantly Whule he slept immedtately and soundly
sleep s solace came to her only as & pill induced torpor

Two distinctly separate periods had marked the Mountbattens
quarter of a century together Durmng the first fourteen years of thewr
matnage while Lows Mountbatten was slowly moving up the naval
ladder he had msisted they exclude her wealth and therr soctal
position from the naval environment 1n which they spent much of
thetr ime Away from the naval stations however 1n London Pans
and on the Ruviera Edwimna became her daughter recalled the
perfect social butterfly a zealous party giver and party goer blazing
through the tweaties with the intensity of a Fitzgerald herome When
she was not dancing he sought the stimulation of adventure
chartening a copra schooner in the South Paciic flying on the first
flight from Sydney to London being the first European woman up
the Burma Road

That carefre= 1nnocent period 1n their life had ended with Mus-
solum s tnvasion of Ethtopra By Munich the transformation was
complete From then on her hfe was dom:nated by the convictron
that 1t was ymmoral not to be fully occupred by the pursit of some
social or pohtical good The giddy hewess became a soctal reformer
the social butterfly a concerned actvist with a liberal outlook Little
apprecrated by her peers

During the war she led the St John Ambulance Brigade wath its
60000 members When Japan surrendered her husband urgently
requested her to tour the Japanese prisoner of war camps so as to
organuze th= care and evacuation of their most desperate 1nmates
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Befors the first soldiers of his command had set foot an the Malayan
Bdwina Mountbatten armed only with a letter from her
husband, her only escort 4 secretary three of ber husband s staff
officers and an Indian ADC, plunged mto terntory still under
Japanese control, She contunued all the way to Balikpan, Manpila
and Hong Kong fearlessly berating the Japanese forcing them to
provide food and medicine for thesr prisoners until Allied help could
armve Thousands of starving wretchedly il men were saved by her
actions
Like her husband she ended the war with a chestful of well-
earned dacorstions  Now she was to play at hus sxde a vital role 1
New Delly She would be his first and most trusted confidante his
duscreet and private emussary 1n moments of crists bss most effective
smbassador to the Indian Jeaders with whom he would have to deal.
Like her husband she too would leave belund 1n India the 1m-
pruat of her style and character A woman of extraordiary ver
satility Edwina Mountbatten would be able in an evening to preside
over a formal banquet for 100 1n a silk eveming dtess a diamond
taara ghttering tn her barr and the following mormung 1 a simple
untform, walk through mud up to her ankles to cradle tn her lap the
head of 2 child dymg of cholera in the filth of as Indian hovel She
would display in thoss moments 8 human compassion some found
lacking 1n her husband. Hers was not the condescending gesture of a
great lady perfunctorily acknowledgmng the musery of the poor but
a beartfelt sorrow for India s sufferings. The Indians would see the
sincenty of Edwina Mountbatten g feslngs and respond n turn to
her as they had never before to an Englist

As hus wife advanced across the room towards him, Mountbatten
could not help thinking what a strange resolution this day was to
theie destinses. Less than a mile separated the bedroom 1n which
they staod contemplatimg each other and the spot on which he had
osked Edwina Ashley to marry hum a quarter of & century before It
was 14 February 1922, and they had been sitting out the fifth dancs
of a Viceroy s ball in honour of the Prince of Wales Ther hostess
that eventng, the Vicerine, Lady Reading had not beeny avenjoyed
8t the news. The young Mountbatten, she had wnitten to his new
fiancle s auat did not have much of & carcer before him,

Mountbatten remembered ber words now Unable to suppress a
smile he took his wife s arm and set out to ynstall her on Lady
Reading 8 gold and crumson thrope

Tedia was always & fand of ceremonual snleadour and on that March.
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morning, when Lows Mountbatten was to be made Viceroy the
blend of Victonan pomp and Moghul munificence that had stamped
the ntes of the Ray was still mtact Spread before the broad stair
case Jeading to the Durbar Hall the heart of Viceroy s House were
‘honour guards from the Indian Army Navy and Air Force Sabres
ghttenng 1n the mormng sunlight Mountbatten s bodyguard
scarlet and gold tumcs white breeches and ghstentng black lsalher
Jackboots hmed his march to the hall

Inside under 1s white marble dome the elite of India warted
tugh court judges their black robes and curling wigs as British as the
law they admimstered the Romans of the Raj sentor officers of the
Indian Civil Service the pale punty of therr Anglo-Saxon profiles
leavened by a smattering of more sombre Indian faces a delegation
of maharajas gleaming like gilded peacocks in therr satin and
yewels end above all Jawaharlal Nehru and his colleagues 1n
Gandhi s Congress their rough homespun cotton khad: harbingers
of the onrushung future

‘When the first members of Mouatbatten s cortege stepped 1nto the
hall four trumpeters concealed 1n niches around the base of the
dome began a muted fanfare their notes nsing as the procession
moved forward The lights of the great hall dunmed at first rose 1o
rhythm to the trumpets gathening crescendo At the mnstant Indra s
new Viceroy and Vicereine passed through the great doorway they
blazed to an incandescent glare and the trumpets sent a triumphant
swarl of sound reverberating around the vaulted dome Solemn and
unsmiling, the Mountbattens slow marched down the carpeted
atsles towards their watmg thrones

A kind of apprehension a nsing tension not unhke that he had
once known on the bndge of the Kelly 1n the uncertan moments
before battle crowded 1n on Mountbatten Each gesture measured
to the grandeur of the moment he and his wife moved under the
cnmson velvet canopy spread over their gilded thrones and turned
to face the assembly The Chiefl Justice stepped forward and hus
nght hand raised Mountbatten solemnly pronounced the oath that
made hym India s Jast Viceroy

As he pronounced 1ts concluding words the rumble of the cannon
of the Royal Horse Artdllery outside rolled through the hall At that
same 1nstant all across the subcontinent other cannons took up the
ponderous 31 gun salute At Landi Kotal at the head of the Khyber
Pass Fort Willami 1n Calcutta where Clive had set Britain on the
road to her Indian Empire the Lucknow Residence where the Union
Jack was never struck wn honour of the men and women who
had defended 1t 1 the Mutiny of 1857 Cape Comorin past whose
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monante sands the galleons of Queen Elizabeth I had saled, Fort
St George 1n Madras where the East India Company had its first
land grant 1oseribed on a plate of gold 1n Poona, Peshawar and
Simla, everywhere there was a military garmson mn India, troops on
parade presented arms as the first gun exploded in Delhi, Frontier
Force Rufles the Gudes Cavalry Hodson s and Sknner s Horse
Sikhs and Dogras Jats and Pathans Gurkhas and Madrasis
poised while the cannon thundered out their last tattoo for the
British Raj

As the sound of the last report faded through the dome of Durbar
Hall the new Viceroy stepped to the microphone The situation he
faced was so serious that, against the advice of hus staff, Mountbatten
had decided to break with tradition by addressing the gathening
before hum.

I am under no illusion about the difficulty of my task, he smd. I
shall need the greatest goodwilt of the greatest possible number, and
1 am asking India today for that goodwill

As he finished the guards threw open the massive Assam teak
doors of the Hall. Before Mountbatten was the breath taking vista
of Kingsway and 1ts glistening pools plunging down the heart of
New Delht Overhead the trumpets sent out another strident call.
Suddenly walking back down the asle Mountbatten felt hus
apprehension slip away That bricf ceremony he realized, had turned
him into one of the most powarful men on earth.

Forty five nunutes later back in civihan clothes, Mountbatten
settled at hus desk. As he dud hus jomadar chaprasis hus office foot
man walked 12 1n his gold turban bearing a green leather despatch
box which be ceremonrously set in front of the Viceroy Mount
‘batten opened 1t and pulled out the document 1nside It was a stark
confirmation of the power which he had just inherited the final
appeal for mercy of a man condemned to death. Fascinated and
bornfied, Mountbatten read us way through each detail. The case
mvolved 8 man who had savagely beaten his wife to death 1 front
of a crowd of 1t had been so th ghly combed, passed
through 5o many appeals that there were no extenuating circum
stances to be found, Mountbatten hesitated for a fong munute

udyla)l';e took & pen and performed the first official act of hus Vice-
10

“There are no grounds for the exercise of the Ro; rerogaty
of mercy  be noted on the cover wl prcogatuve

Before sctung out to impose hus sdeas on India s political leaders
Lous Mountbatten sensed he had first to impose bus own personality
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on India. India s last Viceroy might, as be had glumly predicted at
Northolt Airport, come home with a bullet 1n hus back, but he
would be a Viceroy unlike any other India had seen. Mountbatten
firmly believed, st was impossible to be Viceroy wathout putting up
a great, brilbant show® He had been sent to New Delhs to get the
Bntish out of India, but he was determned they would go in & shim-
mer of scarlet and gold all the old plories of the Raj honed to the
hughest pitch one fast time.

He ordered all the cercmonial trappings suppressed during the war
ta be restored  ADCs 1n dazzling full<dress guard mounting cere-
momes, bands playing sabres flashing, the lot He loved every
splendid moment of st but a far shrewdef concern than his own de-
Light 1n pageantry nnderlay 1t,

‘The pomp and panoply was designed to gve him a viceregal aura
of glamour and power to provide lum a framework which would
give lus actions an added dimension. He 1ntended to replace the

Operation Madhouse of hus predecessor by an  Operation Seduc-
tion of lus own a mum revolution in style directed as much towards
India 8 masses as the leaders with whom he would have to negotiate
It would be a shrewd blend of contrasting values of patriaan pomp
and common touch, of the old spectacks of the dying Raj and new
frutiatives pre-figuring the India of tomorrow

Strangely Mountbatten began s revolution wath the stroke of a
pamnt brush. To the horror of his axdes he ordered the gloomy
wooden panels of the viceregal study i which so many pegotiations
had failed, to be covered with a hght cheerful coat of paunt more
apt to relax the Indian leaders with whom he d be dealing He shook
Viceroy's House out of the Jessurely routwne it had deve!oped torn
mg it mto a h quasi mili
staff meetngs soon known as morning prayers , as thc ﬁnt official

activity of each day
d s new ICS subord: with the agility

of his mund Ius capacity to get at the root of & problem and above
all, hus almost obsessive capacity for work. He put an end to the
parade of chaprasis who traditionally bore the Viceroy tus papers
for hus private contemplation i green Jeather despatch boxes He
did not propose to waste hus time locking and unlocking boxes and
penning handwritten notes on the margins of papers m the solemn
1solation of s study He preferred taut, verbal bnefings.

‘When you wrote ‘may I spcak? on a paper he was to read one
of Ins staff recalled *you could be sure you d speak, and you d better
b~ ready to say what was on your nund at any time because the call
could come at two o clock 1n the mormung.
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1t was above all the public image Mountbatten was trying to create
for lumself and his office that represented a radical change For over
a century, the Viceroy of India, locked in the ceremonual splendours
of hus office had rivalled the Dalai Lama as the most remote God m
Asias b Two ful teapts had left
him enrobed 1n a cocoon of secunty 1solating him from all contact
with the masses he ruled Whenever the Viceroy s whute and gold
train moved across the vast spaces of Indiaguards were posted every
100 yards alongats route 24 hours 1 advance of 1ts arrrval Hundreds
of bodyguards police and security men followed each of his moves
If he played golf the farrways were cleared and police posted along
them behund almost every tree If he went nding a squadron of the
Viceroy's bodyguard and secunity police jogged along after um,

Mountbatten was determuned to shatter that screen Furst he
announced he and his wife or daughter would take their morning
nides unescorted His words sent a wave of horror through the house,
and 1t took hum some time to get us way But he did and suddenty
the Tndian villagers along the route of their mormng nides began to
watness a spectacle so unbelicvable as to seem a nurage the Viceroy
and Vicereme of India trottng past them waving graciously alone
and unprotected

‘Then he and hus wife made an even more revolutionary gesture

He did something no Viceroy had deigned to do 1n two hundred
years visit the home of an Indian who was not one of a handful of
provileged pnnces To the astomshment of all India the viceregal
couple walked 1nto a garden party at the simple New Deltu residence
of Jawaharlal Nehru. While Nehru s asdes looked on dumb with dis
belief Mountbatten took Nebru by the elbow and strolled off among
the guests casually chatting and shaking hands

‘The gesture had a stuntung 1mpact, *“Thank God Nehru told his
sister that cvening “we ve finally got & human bemg for a Viceroy
and not & stuffed shart,

Anxious to demonstrate that a new esteem for the Indian people
now reigned 1n Vicerpy's House Mountbatten accorded the Indian
military two million of whom had served under lum 1n South-East
Asa, a Jong overdue honour He had three Indian officers attached
1o hus staff as ADCs, Next, he ordered the doors of Viceroy's House
to be opened to Indians only a bandful of whom had been wmwited
inte its precincts before tus arrval. He instructed hus staff that there
were 1o be no dunner parties 1n the Viceroy’s House withont Indran
goests. Not just a few token guests henceforth he ordered, at least
half (he faces around huctable were to be Indan,

His wife brought an even more dramatic revolation to the vice-
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on India, Incha s last Viceroy mught, as he had glumly predicted at
Northolt Airport, come home with a bullet in his back, but he
would be a Viceroy unlike any other India had seen. Mountbatten

belicved, 1t was impossible to be Viceroy without putting up
a great, briliant show He had been sent to New Delhu to get the
Britssh out of Indua, but he was determned they would go 1n @ shim-
mer of scarlet and gold all the old glones of the Ra) honed 10 the
tughest pitch one last ime,

Be ordered all the ceremoniat trappings suppressed durning the war
10 be restored  ADCs in dazzling full<dress guard mounting cere-
monies, bands playwg, sabres flashing the Tot  He Toved evesy
splendid moment of it but a far shrewder concern than his own de-
Dght 1 pageantry underlay st.

The pomp and panoply was designed to give him a viceregal aura
of glamour and power to provide hum a framework which wonld
give hus actions an added dimension, He atended to replace the

Operation Madhouse of hus predecessor by an Operation Seduc-
tion of his own & mim revolution in style directed as much towards
India s masses as the Jeaders with whom he would have to negotiate.
1t would be a shrewd blend of contrasting values of patriian pomp
and common touch of the old spectacles of the dyimg Ray and new
fnitiatives pre-figuring the India of tomerrow

Strangely Mountbatten began his revolution wath the stroke of a
pamt brush, To the horror of his ades, he ordered the gloomy
wooden panels of the viceregal study 1n which so many pegotiations
had faifled to be covered wnth a hght, cheerful coat of pant more
apt to relax the Indian leaders with whom he d be dealing. He shook
Viceroy s House out of the leisurely routine 1t had developed turn
mng it into a quast military heads He d
staff meetings soon known as morning prayers as the first official
actvity of each day

hed hus pew ICS sub with the agility
of lus mind, his capacity to get at the root of a problem and above
all, lus almost obsessive capacity for work. He put an end to the
parade of chaprasis who traditionally bore the Viceroy his papers
for hus private contemplation 10 green leather despatch boxes He
«, did not propose to waste lus time locking and unlocking boxes and
penming handwnitten notes on the margins of papers 1 the solemn
1solation of his study He preferred tant verbal brefings
‘When you wrote may Ispeak? ona paper he wastoread one
of lug staff recalled ‘you could be sure you d speak, and you d better
- ready to say what was on your mund at apy time because the call
could come at two o clock in the mormng
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1t was above all the public image Mountbatten was trymng to create
for humself and hus office that represented a radical change For over
acentury the Viceroy of India, focked 1n the ceremomal splendours
of hus office had nvalled the Dalai Lama as the most remote God 1n
Asag p Two ful pts had left
hm enrobed 1 a cocoon of secunty tsolating hium from all contact
with the masses he ruled, Whenever the Viceroy s white and gold
tram moved across the vast spaces of India guards were posted every
100 yards along1ts route 24 hours in advance of sts arrval Hundreds
of bodyguards police and sccunty men followed each of hus moves
If he played golf, the farrways were cleared and police posted along
them behind almost every tree If he went niding & squadron of the
Viceroy 8 bodyguard and secunty police jogged along after hrm,
Mountbatten was determined to shatter that screen First he
announced he and lus wife or daughter would take thewr mormng
nides unescorted Hus words sent a wave of horror through the house
and 1t took hum some time to get his way But be did and suddenly
the Indian villagers along the route of thexr mormng rides began to
witness a spectacle so unbelievable as to scem a mirage the Viceroy
and Vicereine of India trotting past them waving graciously alone
and unprotected
Then he and fus wife made an even more revolutiopary gesture
He did something no Viceroy had deigned to do 1 two hundred
years wisit the home of an Indian who was not one of a handful of
privileged princes To the astomshment of all India the viceregal
couple walked mnto a garden party at the stmple New Defhu residence
of Jawaharlal Nehro. While Nehru s aides looked on dumb wath dis
‘belief Mountbatten took Nehru by the elbow and strolled off. emong
the guests cas\;zﬂdy chatting and shalang hands
The gesture had a stunnimg impact. “Thank God Nehru told his
suster that evenmg “we ve finally got a human
and not a stuffed shirt ¥ 80t & Tuman being for & Viceroy
Anxious to demonstrate that a new esteem for the Inds:
now rugned 1n Viceroy’s House Mountbatten aecordlcx:l li: ;:;il:
silitary two million of whom had served under hum 1n South-Fas
Asia a long overdue honour He had three Indran offcers Miac!m:
to hus staff a3 ADCs Next e ordered the doors of Viceroy’s Ho
to be opened to Indians only & handful of whom had been iod
1mnto 1ts precincts before hus armival, He instructed tus s‘aﬂ_uﬂmmed
wete to be no dinner parties in the Viceroy's Honse wythor Itnlhere
guests. Not just 8 few token guests henceforth he tde; ot Iadian
balf the faces around histable were to be Inding, ordered, at Jeast

His vafe brought an even more dramatu revolution to the vice
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regal diming table Out of respect for the cultnary traditions of her
Indian guests she ordered the house s ktchens to start preparing
dishes which, 1n a century of mpenal hospitality had never been
offered 1 Viceroy s House Indian vegetanan food Not only that
she ordered the food to be served on flat Indian trays and servants
with the traditional wash basins sugs and towels to stand behind her
guests so they could if they chose eat with thewr fingers at the
Viceroy s table then wash their throats with a ntual gargle

That barrage of gestures large and small the evident and genuine
affection the Mountbattens displayed for the country 1n which their
own love affawr had had 1ts beginmngs the knowledge that the new
Viceroy was a deliverer and not a conqueror the respect of the men
who d served under him 1n Asia all combuned to produce a remark
able aura about the couple

Not long after thewr arnval the New York Tumes noted no Vice-
roy 1n lustory has so completely won the confidence, respect and
llang of the Indian people Indeed, within a few weeks the success
of Operation Seduction would be so remarkable that Nehru him
self would tell the new Viceroy only half jokingly that he was becom
1ng a difficult man to negotiate with because he was drawng larger
crowds than anybody 1n India

The words were so temfying that Lours Mountbatten at first did not
believe them They made even the dramatic sketch of the Indian
scene Clement Attlee had painted him on New Year s Day seemlike a
description of some tranquil countryside Yet the man uttening them
10 the privacy of his study had & reputation for bnlltance and an
ding of India d 1 the viceregal establishment
A taple blue and a first at Oxford George Abell had been the most
ntumate col of A s
India he told Mountbatten with stark stmplicity was heading for
a civil war Only by finding the rapidest of resolutions to her prob-
lems was he going to save her The great admumistrative machine
govermng India was collapsing The shortage of Brtsh officers
caused by the decision to stop recruting during the war and the
nsing antagonsm between 1ts Hindu and Moslem members meant
that the rule of that vaunted mstitution the Indian Civil Service
could not survive the year The time for discussion and debate was
past Speed not deliberatton was needed to avoid a catastrophe
Coming from a man of Abell s stature thosc words gave the new
Viceroy a dismal shock. Yet they were only the first 1n a stream of
reports which engulfed him dunng s first fortaight in India He
recewved an equally grim analysis from the man he d picked to come
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with hum as tus Chief of Staf Gencral Lord lsmay Winston
Churchill s Chuef of Staff from 1940 to 1945 A veteran of the sub-
continent as officer 1n the Indtan Army and mihitary secretary to an
earlier Viceroy Ismay concluded India was a ship on fire i mud

ocean with ammumtion 1n her hold The question he told Mount

batten was could they get the fire out before it reached the am

mumtion?

The first report Mountbatten received from the Bratish Governor
of the Punjab warned hum there 13 a civil war atmosphere through
out the province One insignificant pasagraph of that report offered
a startling illustration of the accuracy of the Governor s words It
mentioned a recent tragedy 1n a rural distnict near Rawalpidi A
Moslem s water buffalo had wandered on to the property of hus
Sikh nesghbour When its owner sought to reclaim it a fight thena
riot erupted Two hours later a hundred human beings lay m the
surrounding fields hacked to death wath scythes and knives because
of the vagrant humours of a water buffalo

Five days after the new Viceroy s amval incidents between Hindus
and Moslems took 99 hves 1 Calcutta Two days later a smmilar
conflict broke out 13 Bombay Jeaving 41 mutilated bodies on its
pavements

[/ d by these of violence t called
India s semor police officer to his study and asked 1f the police were
capable of mamntaming law and order in India

No Your Excellency was the reply we cannot Shaken
Mountbatten put the same question to Field Marshal Sir Claude
Auchinleck Commander wn-Chief of the Indian Army He got the
same answer

quickly d that the g with which
bhe was supposed to govern India a coalition of the Congress Party
and the Moslem League put together with enormous effort by his
predecessor was 1n fact an assembly of enemues so bitterly divided
that its members barely spoke to one another It was clearly gomg to
fall apart and when 1t did Mountbatten would have to assume the

of durect rule humself with the
a;?:m\:lratwe machine required for the task collapsing underneath

Confronted by that grim prospect assailed on every side by reports
of violence by the warnings of his most seasoned zivmuyMg:nt
batten reached what was perhaps the most important decimon he
would make in kus first fen days 1n India It was to condition every
other decision of tus Viceroyalty The date of June 1948 established
wn London for the Transfer of Power the date he himself had urged
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on Attlee had been wildly optimistic Whatever solution he was to
reach for India s future he was going to have to reach 1t in weeks
not months,

“The scene here  he wrote in s first report to the Attlee govern-
menton 2 Apnl 1947 18 one of unrelieved gloom I can see little
ground on which to build any agreed solution for the future of India

After describing the country s unsettled state the young admaral
1ssued an anguished warning to the man who had sent him to India.
*The only conclusion I have been able to come to, he wrote s that

unlc;;lactqulcldy,lwmﬁndl.hcbegmnmyofaclvilwarcnmy
han
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An Old Man and lus Shattered Dream

New Delhi April 1947

‘There was no one ¢lse in the room. Not even 2 secretary unobtrusively
talung notes disturbed the two men Convnced of the nrgency of the
situation facing hum, Mountbatten had decided to employ a revolu
tionary tactic for his negotiations wath India s leaders For the first
tune 1 tts modern hustory India s destiny was not bewng decided
around a conference table but 1 the intimacy of private conversa
ti0n. The t8te-3 t8te just beginning in the Viceroy s freshly pamted
study was the first in a series Those conversations would determine
whether India would be spared the horror of awvil war foreseen 1n
Lows Mounthbatten s first report to London Five men would partict
pate 1n them, Louss Mountbatten and four Indian leaders

Those four Indians had spent the better part of their lives agitating
agamst the Bntish and argung with each other All of them were
past mddie age All of them were lawyers who had first honed therr
forensic skills 1n London s Inns of Court For each of them, ther
comung conversations wath Indias new Viceroy would be the
greatest argument of thewr hfetimes the debate for which each of
them had 1n a sense been prepanng for a quarter of a century

In Mountbatten s mind there was no question what the outcome
of that debate should be Like many Enghshmen, he looked on
India § umty as the greatest sigle legacy Britamn could leave behund
He had a decp almost evangelical desire to mamtain 1t To respond
to the Moslem appeal to divide the country was he believed, to sow
the seeds of tragedy

Every effort to pet India s leaders to apree to a solution to ther
country s problems in the quas: public glare of a formal meeting had
ended 1n a hopeless deadlock. But here 1n the privacy of hus study
reasomuog with them one by one Mountbatten hoped he mught
bring them to agroement in the brief tims at his disposal, Supremely
confident of hts own powers of persuasion, confident above all of the
compelling logic of hus case he was going to try to achieve 10 weeks
what his predecessors had been unable o achieve in years, to get
Indua 5 Jeaders to agree on some form of vmty

With his white Congress cap fixed on Ius balding head a fresh
rose twisted through the thurd buttonhole of hus vest, the man before
hum was one of the familiar figures on Indta s political fandscape In
tus own slightly feline way Jawahardal Nehru was as impressively
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striking a figure as India s new Viceroy The sensual features of a face
whose expression conld change 1n an mnstant from angelic softness
to daemomc wrath were often tinged with a ghmmer of sadness
While Mountbattens features were almost always composed
Nehru s rarely were His moods and humours slipped across his face
like shadows passing across the waters of a lake

He was the only one of the Indhan leaders that Mountbatten al
ready knew The two men had met after the war when Nehru was on
a visit to Singapore where Mountbatten had huis SEAC head
quarters Ignonng his advisers who d counselled hum to have noth
1ng to do with a rebel whose shoes stull bore the dust of a British
prison yard Mountbatten had met the Indian leader * The two
mnmediately sympathized with each other Nehru rediscovered 1
the company of Mountbatten and hus wife an England he had not
known for forty years the England hus years in Britssh jail had almost
eradicated from hus memory that epen and welcomung England he
had known as a schoolboy The Mountbattens delighted 1n Nehrus
charm hus enlture hus quick humour To the horror of hus staff

had even ly decided to mde through

Singapore s streets 1n lus open car with Nehru at hus sde His
action s advisers had warned would only digmify an antrBritish
rebel

Digmfy lum? Mountbatten had retorted It s he who wall digmify
me Qe day this man will be Prime Mimster of India

Now his prophecy had been realized It was to hus postion as
Prime Mmster of India s interim government that Nehru owed the
honour of bewng the first of Indsa s four leaders to enter Mount
batten s study

For J. fal Nehru the b 1m the Viceroy s
study was just the latest episode 1n a continuing dialogue with his
country s colontzers that had occupied most of his hfe Nehru had
been 2 pampered guest 1n the best country houses 1o England He
had dined off the gold service of Buckingham Palace and the tin
plates of a British prison His interlocutors had included Cambndge
ltZons Pnme Mimsters Viceroys the King Emperor - and jal

Born 1nto an eastern anistocracy as old and as proud as any pro-
duced by Indtas British rulers that of the Kashmin Brahmms

0n 22 Janvary 1944 while visiting by 33rd Army Corps in Ahmednagar
Mountbatten had learned Nebru was detawed m the city Notg be had over a
mullion Indias soldsers under bis command he requested permlssion to vist the
Indian leader s request was densed



AN OLD MAN AND HIS SHATTERED DREAM 85

Nehru had been sent to England at sixteen to finish his education
He spent seven plonously happy years there learming Latin verbs
and cricket at Harrow studying science Nietzsche and Chaucer at
C: d the of Black at the Inns of
Court With hus gentle charm elegant manners rapidly expanding
culture he had enjoyed an extraordmary soctal success wherever he
went. He moved eastly through the drawing rooms of Enghsh society
absorbing with the sponge of his still malleable personality the
values and mannenisms he found there So complete was the trans-
formation vreaked by those seven years in England that on s return
to Allahabad his famuly and friends found him completely de-
Indianized

The young Nehru soon discovered however the limuts of lus de-
Indianization He was blackballed when he applied for membership
1n the local Bntish Club He mught have been a product of Harrow
and Cambndge but to the all white all British - and devotedly
middleclass - membership of the Club he was still 2 black Indian.

The bitterness caused by that rejection haunted Nehru for years
and hastened hem towards the cause which became hus bife s work
the struggle for Indian independence He joined the Congress Party
and his agitation on its behalf soon qualified im for admussion to
the finest political tramng school 1n the British Empire British jails
‘where Nehru spent nine years of s ife In the solitude of hus cell 1n
prison courtyards with hus fellow Congress leaders he had shaped
hus vision of the India of tomorrow An idealist immersed 1 the
doctrines of social revolution Nehru dreamed of reconciling on the
soil of India lus two political passions the parliamentary democ-
racy of England and the economic socialism of Karl Marx He
dreamed of an Endsz freed alike of the shackles of poverty and of

of an India 1z which the smoke
stacks of factones reached out from her cities an India enjoying the

of that Ind 1 Revol to which her col had
demed her access

No one mught have scemed a more unlikely candidate to lead Ind

towards that viston than Jawaharlal Nehru. Under the cotton khadz]a
he wore 1n deference to the dictates of Congress he remamed the
quintessential English gentleman In a land of mystics he was a cool

rationabist The mind that had exult
Pt exulted 1n the discovery of science at

ceased to be appalled by hus Indians
refused to stir from their homes ff days prryoclam‘:ndo:auspmou:v :;
their favounte astrologers He was & publicly declared agnostic 1n
the most mtensely spintuat area in the world and he never ceased to
proclamm the horror the word rebgion wnspired 1 hum, Nehry
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despised India s prests her sadhus her chanting monks and pious
sheikhs They had only served be felt, to impede her progress deepen
her divisions and ease the task of her foreign rulers,

And yet the Indna of those sadhus and the superstition-haunted
masses had accepted Nehru For thirty years he had travelled across
India harangmng the multitudes Clinging to the roofs and sides of
tramways to escape the stums of India saities on foot and by bullock
cart 1n the countrysides Ius countrymen had come by the hundreds
of thousands to sec and hear lum, Many 1n those erowds coeld not
hear his words nor understand them when they did. For them, 1t had
been enongh however just to sce over the ocean of heads around
them, bis frail and gesticulating sithouette They had taken darshar
& Kdod of spmitual communion received from bemng in the presence
of a great man and that had sufficed

He was a superb orator and writer a man who treasured words as

courtesan jewels Anomted early by Gandh, he bad advanced

swudi]y through the ranks of Congress eventually to preside over it
three times ‘The Mahatma had made 1t clear that 1t was on hus
shoulders that he wished lus mantle to fall

For Nehru Gandhi was a genius Nehrus cool pragmatce rund
had rejected almost all of Gandhu 8 great moves cavil disobedience
the Salt Marck Quit Indsa But fus heart had told hem to follow the
Mahatma and hus heart he would Jater admit had been nght

Gandhs had been 10 a sense Nehru s guru It was he who bad re-

Indianized Nehru sending hum mto the villages to find the real face
of tus homeland to let the fingers of his soul touch Indma s suffenings
‘Whenever the two men were in the same place Nehru would spend
at least half an hour sithing at Bapujis feet sometimes talking,
sometines listening somctimes just locking and thinking. Those
were for Nehru, moments of intense spitnal satisfaction perhaps
the closest brush hus atheist s heart would ever have with rehgion

“Yet, so much separatéd them Nehru the rebgion hating athesst
Gandhy to whom an unshakeable belief m God was the very
essence of being Nebru whose hot temper had made him a notably
mperfect soldier of non violence a man who adored hiterature and
pamnimg scrence and technology the very things Gandhi ignored or
detested as bewng responsible for much of mankind s msery

Between them a fascinating father son relation grew up ammated
by all the tenstons affections and repressed guilt such a relationship
mphied All lus Iife Nehru had had an mstinctrve need for 2 domm-
ant personabty near lum some steadymng influence to whom he
could turn 1n the crises engendered by hus volatile nature His father
a bluff jowial barnister with a penchant for good Scotch and Bor
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deaux had first filled that role Since hus death 1t had been Gandh

Nehru s devotion to Gandhi remained total but a subtle change
was overtakimg therr relationship A phase 1n Nehru s Life was draw
10g to a close The son was ready to leave hus father’s house for the
new world he saw beyond 1its gates In that new world, he would
need a new gury a guriz more sensitive to the complex problems that
would assail him there Although he was perhaps unaware of st as he
sat m the Viceroy s study that March afternoon 2 vacvum had
opened 1n the psyche of JawabarLgl Nehru

Much had changed mn the world and n their own fives simee Nehru
and Mountbatten had met for the first time bt the undercurrent of
routual sympathy which had warmed their earher encounter soon
made atself felt m the Viceroy s study It was not surpnising that 1t
should Although Mountbatten of course did not know 1t, Nehru
was partially responsible for fus bemng there
Besides there was a great deal to bund the scton of a 3000-year-old
Line of Kashmin Brahmins and the man who-tlumed descent from
the oldest ruling family an Protestantism. They both loved to talk
and expanded 1n each other s company Nehru the abstract thinker
admired M 8 practical the capacity for de-
csive action that wartime command had given im Mountbatten
was stimulated by Nehru s cultore the subtlety of hus thought He
quickly understood that the only Indian politician who would share
and understand Ins destre to matntain a hink between Britain and a
new India was Jawaharfal Nehru
With hus usual candour the Admural told hum that he had been

given an appalling responsibility and he 1ntended to approach the
1Indian problem i 2 mood of stark realism. As they tatked the tno
men rapdly agreed on two major pomnts a quick decision was
:sseg:gal to avoid a bloodbath the division of India would be a

ragecy

Then Nehru turned to the actions of the nest Indian Jeader who
would enter Mountbatten s study the perutent marching hus lonely

path through Noakhali and Bihar The man to whom be d been so
longdevoted was Nelirusaid going around with omntment tryingto
g“‘ one se‘r; spot aﬁ;r apother on the body of India nstead of
tagnosing the cause of the eruption of the sores and part

m {:e treatment of the body as :? whole partiepating

offering a ghmpse tnto the growing gulf separatin g the Liberator
of India and lus closest companions Nehrus words provided
Mountbatten with a vital msight nto the form his actions 1a Delly
sh:::ld take If he could not persuade India s leaders to keep ther

©
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country umted he was going to have to persuade them to divide 1t
Gandhi s usrenutting hostility to partition could place an msur
mountable barner i lus path His only hope 1n that cvent would be
to persuade the Ieaders of Congress to break with their leader and
agree to divide Indua as the only solution {o ther country s diemma

Nehru wonld be the key 1f that happened He was the one ally Mount

batten had to have Only he Mountbatten thought might have the
authonty to stand out against the Mahatma,

Now his words had revealed the discord between Gandhu and hus
party chiefs Mountbatten might be forced to widen apd explortt
that gap He spared no effort to win Nehru s support On none of
India 8 leaders would Operation Seduction have more tmpact than
the realstic Kashmurnt Brahmin A friendship that would prove
decisive m the months to come was beginmng that afternoon

Taking Nehru to the door Mountbatten told hum Mr Nehru
1 want you to regard me not as the last British Viceroy winding up the
Raj but as the first to lead the way to 2 new India Nehru turned
and looked at the man he had wanted to see on the viceregal throne
Ah hesad afant smule creasing his face now I know what they
mean when they speak of your charm as being so dangerous

. . *

Once agamn Churchill s half naked fakir was sitting 1n the viceregal
study there to negotiate and parley on equal ferms with the repre
sentative of the King Emperor

He s rather like a little bird Lowis Mountbatten thought as he
contemplated that famous figure at his side  a kind of sweet sad
sparrow perched on my armchayr *

They made an odd couple the royal sador who loved to dress up 1n
untformed splendour and the elderly Indian who refused to cover
Ius nakedness with anything more than a sheet of rough cotton
Mountbatten handsome the witality surging from his muscled
athlete s body Gandhr whose hittle frame almost disappeared into
tus armchair the advocate of non violence and the professional
warrtor the anstocrat and the man who had chosen to live his life
immersed 1n the poverty of the most destitute masses on the globe
Mountbatten the wartune master of the technology of communica

As a young man accompanymg hus cousin the Prince of Wales on his royal
tour of India m 1921 Mountbatten bad tned unsuccessfully to arrange a meetmg
between Gandhi and the heir to the impertal crown He had no difficulty con
vinang hus adventurous cousin Gandhi however had organized a boycott of
the royal vistt and the Viceroy Lord Reading had no intention of allowing a
mu.x]umb«wem the two to take place Nor would he allow Mountbatten to sec
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tions forever hing for some new gadget to enhance
the complex signal net that hnked hum to the mullions of lus com
mand Gandhi, the fragile Messiah who mustrusted all that para-
phermnahia and yet stil commumcated with tus public 2s few figures
10 this century had been able to

All of those clements almost everything m their backgrounds
seemed to destine the two men to disagreement And yet, m the
months ahead Gandhi the pacifist would according to one of his
mtmates find 1n the soul of the professional warnor the echo of
certam of the moral valnes that stisved 1n hus own soul  For hus part
Mountbatten would become $o attached to Gandh: that on tus death
he would predict that Mahatma Gandhi will go down 1n hustory on
a par wath Chnist and Buddha

ha 1

So mmp d d this first meeting with
Gandhy that he had wntten to the Mahatma 1xnitmg him to Dellu
even tefore the ceremony enthromng hum as Viceroy Gandhy had
drafted hus reply immediately then with a chuckle told an ade
*watt a couple of days before putting it 1n the maul I don t want that
young man to think I m dying for his invitation
‘That *young man had accompanied lus 1nvitation with one of
those gestures for which he was becomung noted and which some-
times 1nfunated hig fellow Enghishmen He had offered to send his
personal aircraft to Bihar to fly Gandiu to Dellu Gandhu however
had declined the offer He had msisted on travellng as he always
did, 1n & third-class radway carnage
To underline the importance he attached to their first contact and
1o give thewr meeting a special cordiality Mountbatten had asked
his wfe to be present, Now contemplating the famous figure op-
posite them, worry and copcern swept over the viceregal couple ‘The
Mah they both diately sensed was profc ly unhappy
trapped in the gnp of some mysterious remorse Had they done
something wrong? Neglected some arcane law of protocol 7
Mountbatten gave his wife an anxious glance God * he thought
what & terrible way to start things offl As politely as he could ke
asked Gandhyf something was troubling um,
A slow sorrowful sigh escaped the Indian leader You know
he rephed  all my Ife since I was in South Afnea 1 ve renounced

physical possessions  He owned virtually nothiog, be explaned hus

ate meméntoes of hus stay 1n

311:1. v‘:: an utensils from which he
era prison, hus three gurur  And hus watch hus old t
shilling Tngersoll he hung from & stnng around hus waist bcu:%h i

be was gomng to devote every minute of his da
had to know what time it was yio Godj‘work, ke
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Do you know what? he asked sadly ‘They stole 1t Someone 1a
my railway compartment coming down to Delhs stole the watch
As the frail figure lost 1n hs armchair spoke those words Mouat
batten saw tears shiming mn ins eyes In an instant the Viceroy
understood It was not the loss of lus watch that so paired Gandhu
‘What hurt was that they had not understood It was not an eight
shillng watch an unknown hand had plucked from hum m that
congested rallway car but 2 particle of Ius farth.*

Finally after a long silence Gandhi began to talk of Indias
current didemma Mountbatten interrupted with a fiendly wave of
hus hand. Mr Gandhr he said first Iwant to know who you are

The Viceroy s words reflected a deliberate tactic He was deter
ned to get to know those Indian leaders before allowing them to
begin assating him with therr mummum demands and final con
ditions By putting them at ease by getting them to confide m hum,
he hoped to create an atmosphere of mutnal confidence and sym
pathy in which his own dynamic personality could have greater
impact,

The Mahatma was delighted by the ploy He loved to talk about
humself and 1n the Mountbattens he had a parr of people genwnely
1nterested 10 what he had to say He rambled on about South Africa
his days as a stretcher bearer in the Boer War civil disobedience the
Salt March, Once he smid the West had recetved 1ts inspiration from
the East i the messages of Zoroaster Buddha, Moses Jesus
Mohammed Rama. For centuries however the East bad been con
quered culturatly by the West Now the West haunted by spectres
like the atomic bomb had need to look eastwards once again There
he hoped 1t might find the messige of love and fraterral under
standing he songht to preach.

Theur conversation went on for two hours It was punctuated by a
sumple yet extraordinary gesture a gesture which provided a clue
as to how successful Mountbattens overtures had been how
responsive 2 chord they were striking 1n Gandht

Halfway through therr talks the trio strolled wmto the Moghul
Gardens for photographs When they finished they turned to re

Almost six months later la September 1947 when Gandhi was staying in
Bula House New Delhi a stranger appeared one aftemoon asking to sec the
Mahatma. At first he refused to give his name or tell Gandh s secretary why he
‘wanted to see hum. Finally he admitted he had stolen Gandhi s watch. He had

‘come to feturn it and ask hus forgiveness, Forgive you?” exclaimed the secretary
“He walt embrace you. He took the man to Gandhi He squatted before the
Mahztma, dﬂnpﬂs a few words the secretary could not hﬂf Then Gandhi
embraced hum and gipghng like a ciuld who had recovered a lost toy be called
tus followers to see the watch and mect the prodigal son who d returned 1t
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ter the house The 77 year-old leader loved to walk wath his hands
:tmg upon the shoulders of two young grls to whom he fondly
seferred as his crutches Now the revolutionary who d spent a
Ifetime struggling with the British, mstimctively 1aid hus hand upon
the shoulder of Brtams last Vicereme and 2s tranquilly asif he
were stroling off to hus evening prayer meeting re-entered the
Viceroy s study

By the time Gandh returned to the Viceroy s study for their second
meeting Deltu was already gaspiog m the first searmg blast of
Tndsa s hot season. Under the sun s white glare the bnght dhak trees
10 the Moghul Gardens seemed to emut sparks and an orange rind
shrivelled 1nto a crisp parchment mmnutes after 1t was pecled. The
only fresh glade 1n the aity was Lows Mountbatten s study The
reverence for detail which had led im to pamnt the study had also
fed lum to make sure 1t was equipped with the best
1n Delhy, a machine that allowed him to work 1 a refreshing 75
degrees

Tts presence was nearly responsible for o catastrophe Passing
with brutal abruptness from Dellus furnace heat into the chilly
study Gandhi the amplacable foe of technology got an unhappy
ntroduction to the blessimgs of aur-conditioning, Seeing his half
naked guest trembling Mountbatten rang for his ADC who arrived
with lus wife

My God exclumed Edwina Mountbatten ‘youll give the poor

Taan pnenmomal

She rushed to the machune snapped it off threw open the window,
then hurmied off to get one of her husband s old Royal Navy sweaters
10 cover Gandh s shaking shoulders

‘When Gandhs was finally warm again Mountbatten took his guest
on 1o the terrace for tea. A brace of servants brought Mowntbatten

bus in a botiewhite china service stamped with
Manu who had accom; T el st

panted Gandhy, laxd out the spas
brought along for bim lemon soup goat s curds :u:u‘lp dr:tzcaéasn{l;hi
ate 1t with a spoon whose handle had been broken ebove the ladle
and replaced by 2 prece of bambeo lashed 1o 1ts stub wath a string,
g;l ‘t;ahxtzmdN d usr;z :’hli‘:tl? m ;guchflt was served, however were g3
e st
fom Yol g erling of the viceregel service They came
Stiling, Gandhi proffered hus goat curds
ratbet e e proffe bt Mg s to Mountbatten, Jts

Mountbatten looked at ‘the yellow, porndgedike slu
- g
2 Jss than unalloyed deleht § don t thik foalls § i
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have he murmuored hoping that those words might somehow
discourage his guest s effort at generosty Gandhi was not however
to be so eastly dissuaded

Never mind  he replied laughsng  there s always a first trme for
everything Try it now

Trapped Mouatbatten dutifully accepted a spoonful It was he
thought pghastly

Tbe of ther ended there on the lawn
and Mountbatten got down to a process that had invanably taxed
his predecessors patience and good temper negotiating with
Gandht

The Mahatma had indeed becn a d:fficult person for the Bntish
to deal with Truth to Gandhr was the ultimate reality Gandhis
truth however had two faces the absolute and the relative Man as
loog as he was 1n the flesh had only fleeting intimations of absolute
truth He had to deal with relative truth 1n lis daily exastence
Gandh liked to employ a p.rable to illustrate the difference be
tween fus two truths Put your left hand 1n a bowl of 1ce-cold water
then 10 a bowl of lukewarm water he would say The lukewarm
water feels hot Then put the night hand 1 a bow! of hot water and
into the same bowl of lukewarm water Now the lukewarm water
Feels cold yet 1ts temperature 1s constant The absolute truth s the
water s constant femperature he would observe but the relative
truth percerved by the human hand varied As that parable indi
cated Gandhi s relative truth was not a ngid thung It could vary as
his perceptions of a problem changed That made him flexible but it
also to his Bratish interlocutors sometimes made hum appear a two-
faced cunping Asiatic Even one of his disciples once exclaimed to
fum 10 evasperation Gandhimr I don’t understand you How can
you say on¢ thing Jast week and something quite different thus week ?

Ah  Gandhireplied because I bave learned something sice last
week

Indias pew Viceroy moved therefore nto senous talk with

Gandht with trepidation  He was not persuaded that the httle
figure chirpmg ltke a sparrow at his side could help hum elaborate
a dolution to the Indan cnists but he knew he could destroy hus
efforts to find one The hopes of many another English mediator had
foundered on the turns of hus unpredictable personahty It was
Gandlu who had sent Cripps back to London empty handed 1n
1942 His refusal to budge on a principle had helped thwart Wavell s
efforts to untie the Indian koot His tactics had donc much to
frustrate the most recent British attempts to solve the problem, that
of the Cabinet Mission wheose plan was supposed to serve as Mount
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batten s pownt of departure Only the evenung before, Gandhs had
reiterated to hus prayer meeting that India would be diided, over
my dead body So long 2s X am alive I will never agree to the
partition of India
1f a reluctant Mountbatten was driven to the decision to pattition
Indsa, he would find himself n the distasteful position of having to
1mpose his will on Gandhu. It was not the elderly Mahatma s body
he would have to break, but his heart
1t had always been British policy not to yield to force he told
Gandh: to open therr talks on the right note but hus non violent
crusade had won and come what may Bntain was going to leave
India Only one thing mattered 1n that commg departire Gandht
replied. Don t partition Indta  he begged Don t divide India the
prophet of non violence pleaded even if refusing to do so meant
shedding nivers of blood
Dividing India Mountbatten assured Gandhy, was the last solution
he wished to adopt But what alternatives were open to im?
Gandhi had one Sa desperate was he to avoid partition that he
was prepared for a Solomomc judgment Give the Moslems the
baby instead of cuttung st in half Place three hundred mullion Hindus
under Moslem rule by asking s nival Jinnah and his Moslem
League to form a government Then hand over power to that
government Give Jinnah all India 1nstead of just the part he wanted
Mountbatten was ready to grasp at any straw to avoid partition
‘The suggestion had an Alice in Wonderland ring to 1t but then so had
some of Gandhi s other 1deas and they had worked
‘Whatever makes you thunk your own Congress Party will acoept?®
he asked Gandhu.
Congress Gandhi replied  wants above all else to avord partt
tton They will do anything to prevent 1t
‘What, Mountbatten asked, would Jinnah s reaction be?
If you tell hum I am 1ts author hus reply will be  Wily Gandhu
the Mahatma said laughing
Mountbatten was sient for a moment There was much 1n
Gandhi s proposal that scemed unworkable He was not prepared to
comuut his own prestige to 1t at thus early juncture But nerther was
be gowng Lightly to dismiss any 1dea that might hold India together
Look he smd “f you can bring me formal assurance that
Congress will accept your scheme that they Il try sincerely to make it
work then I m prepared to entertain the idea.
Gandh fanrly flew out of bis char at his words I am entircly
sincere, he assured Mountbatten  I'wall tour the length and breadth
of India to get the people to acceptaf that 1s your decision
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A few hours later an Indian journalst spoke to Gandhi as he
walked towards lus eveming prayer meeting. The Mahatma, he
thought, scemed to bubble with happiness As they approached
the prayer ground he suddenly turned to the newsman With a glee-
ful smule he whispered 1 think I ve turned the tide

. * -

Why this man 1s trying to bully me! an unbelieving Lows Mount
batten thought Operation Seduction had come to a sudden halt
at the rock ltke figure planted opposite lum. With bus kkad! dhott
whirled about hus shoulders hike a toga, hus bald head glowmng, his
scowhng demeanour the man jammed into that chair looked to the
Viceroy more like a Roman senator than an Indan pohtician

Vallabhbhai Pate]l however was India s quimntessential politician,
He was an Ortental Tammany Hall boss who ran the machimery of
the Congtess Party with a firm and ruthless hand. He should have
been the eastest member of the Indian quartet for Mountbatten to
deal with Lakethe Viceroy he was a practical pragmaticman, a hard
but realistic bargamer Yet the tension between them was so real, so
palpable that 1t seemed to Mountbatten ke could reach out and
touch 1t

1ts cause was 1n no way related to the great assues facing India, It
was a shp of paper a routine government mintute 1ssued by Patel s
Home Munistry dealing with an appointment Mountbatten how
ever bad read 1n itstone 1n the way Patel had putit out 2 calculated
challenge to his authonty

Patel had a well-earned reputation for tooghness He had ap
stinctive need to take the measure of a new interlocutor to see
how far he could push him. That prece of paper on his desk Mount
batten was convinced was @ test a lttle exammation he had to go
through with Patel before he coul;i get down to serous matters

Vallabhbhai Patel was passed a cable announcing hus wafe s death as
he was pacing the floor of 2 Bombay court room summung up his
case for the yury He glanced atit thrust 1t into his pocket and con
tinued his peroration without breaking off his sentence

That wcrdent formed part of the legend of Vallabhbhai Patel and
was a measure of the man Emotion one of hus associates once
observed formed no part of hus character The remark was not
wholly exact Patel was an emotional man but he never let those

tions break through the d fagade he turned to the world

If he gave off one salient 1mpression 1t was that of a man wholly 1n
control of humself
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In a land in which men threw thar words around like sailors
their money after three months at sea, Patel hoarded hus phrases the
way a muser hoards comns His daughter who had been hus constant
companton since his wife s death, rarely exchanged ten sentences
with him a day When Patel did talk, however people listened.

Patel was Indian from the uppermost Jump of hus bald head to the
calluses on the soles of hus feet. His Dellu home was filled with
books but every one of them was written by an Indian author about
India, He was the only Indian leader who sprang from the soil of
India, His father had been a peasant farmer in Guyerat province near
Bombay and Patel still lived hus life at a peasant s thythm. He rose
fasthfully at 4 8.m. and was 1a bed just as regularly each mught at
930 The first waking hours of each day Patel spent on hus toilet
domng the bulk of his reading 30 newspapers sent to him daily from
every part of India. His Life was watched over with jealous vigilance
by his daughter and eldest child Maniben. For two Jecades she had
been hus y his ADC husconfid the mustress of lus house-~
hold. So close was their relationshup they cven shared the same bed
room,

Patel 8 vocation for Indian nationahsm had come from his father
who d gone off to fight the British at the side of 2 local warlord 1n the
1857 Mutiny He d spent the winter mghts of his boyhood around the
dung fire of their peasants hut listeming to hus old soldier’s tales
Soon after he Jeft the land for good to work 1n the great textile mulls
of Ahmedabad where Gandhu was to found hus first Indian ashram,
He studied at mght saved almost every rupee be earned unti] at 33,

he was able to send lumself to London to study the law

He never saw the London of the Mayfair drawing rooms where
Nehru had been an admured guest The London he knew best was
the library of the Inns of Court, He walked twice a day the ten miles
Separating the courts from hus lodging to save the bus fare The day
e was called to the bar he took another walk to the docks to book
& passage home Once he returned he pever left India agun

He settled in Ahmedabad practising law with brilltant effect for
the mull owners whose wage slave he d once been. Patel had not even
looked up from his mghtly bridge game the first ime he d heard
Gandlu speak 1n the Ahmedabad Club Someone however brought
him a text of the Mahatma s speech and as he read 1ts hines 2 vision
Tose from 1ts pages the vision hus father had 1nspired around z dung
fire 1 the winter mughts of lus boyhood.

He sought Gandhi out and offered hum his services In 1922
Gandlu anxious to see what civil disobedience mght achieve asked
Patel to organize an expenmental campaign among 87 009 people 1

<

P



9% FREEDOM AT MIDNIGHT

137 villages 1a the county of Bardoh northof Bombay His organiza
tion was 5o plete that the suc-
ceeded beyond even Gandin s hopes me that moment on Patel
had shared with Nehru the place just below Gandhu s 1 the tnde
pendence movement Employing his special gentus he had assembled
the Congress Party s machine thrusting its tentacles into the
remotest corners of Inda.

Patel had always been profoundly wary of hus brother 1o Congress
khad: Nehru The two men were natural nvals and their (deas of
‘what tdependent India should be were markedly different Patel had
no use for Nehrus Utoptan dream of building a new socicty
He dismussed hus visions of a brave new Socialist world as this
parrot cry of Socralism Capitalist society worked he mamtamned
the problem was to Indianwze 1t to make 1t work better mot jettison
1t for an impracticable 1deal

Patel one of hus ades noted came from an industnal town a
centre for machunes factonies and textiles Nehru came from a place
where they grew flowers and fruit

He scorned Nehrus fascidation with foreign affawrs the great
debates of the world He knew where power was to be found and
that was where he was 1n the Home Munustry developing the Joyalty
of what would be independent India s police secunty and informa
tion services as he had developed the loyalty of the Cobgress
machtne Nehru mught wear Gandh s mantle but he walked with an
uneasy tread because he knew the, legions behund him longed for
another Caesar Like Jinah with whom lus relations were cordial
Patel was underestimated his importance undervalued by a world
who.e regards were niveted on Gandhi and Nehru It was an error
Pat | one of lus axdes smd  was India s Jast Moghul

-

The Viceroy looked at the note which had offended hum then passed
1t across hus desk to Patel Quietly he asked him to withdraw at.
Patel brusquely refused

Mountbatten studied the Indian leader He was gong to need the
support of this man and the machinery he represented But he was
sure he would never get 1t 1f he did not face him down now

Very well said Mountbatten Il tell you what I m gorng to do
I m gong to order my plane

Oh sad Patel why?

Because Im leaving Mountbatten replied I didnt want this
Job 1n the first place I ve just been looking for someone like you to
gve me an excuse to throw 1t up and get out of an impossible
situatron,
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“You don t mean 1t! exclalmed Patel

‘Mean 1t 7 replied Mountbatten You don t think 1 am going to
stay here and be bullied by a chap like you do you?If you think you
can be rude to me and push me around you re wrong. You Il exther
withdraw that munute or one of us 1s going to resign  And let me tell
you that 1f 1 go I shall first explamn to your Prime Mumister and to
Mr Ninnah why I am leaving The breakdown in India which will
follow the blood that will be shed will be on your shoulders and no
one else s

Patel stared at Mountbatten 1z disbelief

Come come he declared Mountbatten wasn t gong to throw
over the Viceroyalty after only a month on the job

Mr Patel N you evidently don t know me
Either you withdraw your runute here and now or I shall summon
the Prime Mimster and announce my restgnation

A long silence followed You know Patel finally sighed the
awful part 1s I fhunk you mean 1t

Youre damned nght I do  answered Mountbatten

Patel reached out took the offending mmute off Mountbatten s
desk and slowly tore it up

* * .

A lone light bulb 1ts contours speckled with carbonized insects
bung from the hut s ceng Naked to the waist Gandhi squatted
©On a straw mattress on the cement floor The others talking excitedly
were gathered around lum Dark eyes sparkling with awe and glee
the urchins of the Bbang sweepers colony the foctid slum of the
Untouchables who swept Delln s streets and leaned out ber toets
stared through the window at their prophet

The men crowded about Gandhu would be the Ieaders of a free
Iudia They were there 1n that blighted stum 1ts atr reeking from the
Stench of the human excrement rotting in 1ts open sewers its m
habitants faces crusted with the sores of & hundred diseases because
Gandin had decided to pass hus Delbi sojourn there The struggle for
the oppressed of Hindu society 1ts Untouchables whom be called

fjans - Chuldren of God ~ had nivalled the struggle for national
freedom 1n Gandhu s heart

Untouchables constituted a sith of Indias population Sup.
posedly condemned by ther sis 1 & previous incamation to 3
casteless existence they were readily 1dentifiable by the darkness of
therr skin their cninping submussiveness therr ragged dress Their
name expressed the contamnation which stamed a caste Hidu at
the shghtest contact with them, a stain which had to be removed bya
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ntua) punfymmg bath Even th .r footpnnts in the soil could defile
some Braamun neighbourhoods An Untouchable was obliged to
shrink from the path of an approaching caste Hindu lest s shadow
fall across bts routs and sofl lum In some parts of India Untouch-
ables were allowed to leave their shacks only at nght, There they
were known as Invisibles

Ne Hirdu could eat mn the presence of an Untouchable dnnk
watcr drawn from 2 well by hus hands use utensils he d soiled by hus
touch, Many Hindu temples were closed to them, Their chuldren
were not accepted i schools Even 1a death they remained panahs
Untowaab'cs were not allowed to we the common cremation
ground. Ynvaniably too poor to buy logs for their own funeral pyres
therr corpses were nsually consumed by voltures rather than flames

In some parts of India they were still bought and sold Like serfs
along with the estates they worked A young Untouchable was
generally assigned the same value as wn ox In a country of ocal
progress they enjoyed only one privilege Whenever an epiderme
struck down a sacred cow_ the Untouchable who carted off the rotten
carcass was llowed te sell the meat o hus fellow ontcasts

Stnee his .turn from South Africa, Gandlu had made their cause
hus His first Indian ashram had nearly failed because he had wel
comed them mto it folds He mas.aged them nursed them He had
even msisied on publicly perfurming the most demeaning act a caste
Hindu could accomplish to demonstrate hus loathing of Untouch-
ability he had cleaned out an Untouchable s todet In 1932 he had
nearly died for them, fasting to thwart a politwal reform which he
feared would 1nst.tuticralue thewr separation from Indian somety
By a'vays mov.ag around Indea o5 they did whentheyve e alleto
travel 1n thirdclass ralway carmages by living in therr slums
Gandhi was trying toforce them to remain conscious of their misery *

In a few months weeks even most of the men around Gandht
would be government munisters occupyng the enormous offices

His effort wag pot without its disadvantages for his Congress colleagues.
Shontly after hus arpval 1 Delly Lord Mountbatten asked one of Gandtus
closest mssociates the poetess Sarojm Naidu whether 1 view of the determuned
paverty 1n which Gandhi chose to live the Congress Party could really protect
hun Ah she Lurghed “youand Gandhi may imagine that when he walks down
that Calcutta station platform Jooking for a suitably crowded third-class carriage
lhnt he s alone Or when he 8 mn hus hut 1 the Untouchables Colony he s tm
hcdoﬁntknuwuthlehm a dozen of our people

u Untouchables walkug behind hum, crowding into that carnage, When he
moved into the Bhangi Colony in Delbs she expluned a score of
workers agan scrupulously clothed a3 har{jans were sent 10 to live in the hovels
ground hus. My dear Lord Lowss she concluded ‘you will neyer kaow bow
mnch it has cost the Congress Party to keep that old man 10 poverty
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from which the British had run India crossing Delht m chauffeur
dnven American cars He had deliberately obliged them to make
thus pilgrimage to one of India s worst slums to grve thema Gandhian
remmder of the realities of the nation they would soon govern.

Tt was India s polttical realitics however that occupied those men
this evenmg It was suffocatungly bot and to ease its museries Gandh
was using his ar-condstioner a wet towel wrapped like a turban
around hus bald head To his dustress the tempers of hus followers
wete as warm as the nught around them.

When a few days earher Gandh had fervently assured Mount
batten that the Congress Party was prepared to do anything to pro-
vent partition he had been wrong His error was the measure of the
slowly wideming gulf between the ageing Mahatma and ‘the men
around him the men he had developed as the leaders of the Congress
Part;

th a quarter of a century those men had followed Gandiu They
bad thrown off their western suits for hus khad: moved their fingers
to the unfamiliar thythms of the spinning wheel In Ius name they

had marched into the flaling latfus of the police and the gates of
Bntish jails Quelling occasional doubts they had followed him on
Tus ible crusades to the Ybable tnumph now beckoning
ndependence wrested from the British by Gandhean non violence

They had followed hum for many reasons but above all because

they saw that his umque gemus for commumicating with the soul of
India could draw mass support to therr banner The potential
differences between them had been submerged 1 the common
struggle with the Butish Now 1n that hot Dellu mght those differ

cares began to emerge as they debated Gandhus plan to make
Jinnah Prime Mmuster If they refused to endorse his scheme

Gandht argued the new Viceroy mught find hamself duven mto a
corner from which the only escape would be partition. Walking from
village to village 1n Noakhal and later Bihar applymg lus omt

ment tfo India s sore spots Gandiu had understood wnfimtely better
than those political leaders 1 Dellu the tragedy partition might
produce He had seen 1 the huts and swamps of Noakhali what
havoc communal fury once unleashed, could wreak. Partition he
argued, mcked unleasting those passions pot dampening them.
D he begged hus foll to accept hus 1dea as perhaps
therr last chance to keep India umted and to prevent that tragedy

He could not budge Nehru and Patel There was a Lumut to the
price they were prepared to pay 0 keep India umted and handing
Over power to their foe Jinnah transgressed it. They did not share
Gandhi’s conviction that partition would snevitably Iead to ternible
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wviolence Broken hearted Gandhi would have to report to the Vice-
roy that he had not been able to carry hus colleagues with hun. The
real break was still some distance ahead but Gandh and those men
he d so patsently groomed were fast approaching a parting of the
ways The culrunation of Gandhi s crusade was now drawing near

and it would end as 1t had begun 1n the stillness of s soul

s . *

There was no need for the arconditioner whirmng 1 the viceregal
study that April afternoon The chill emanating from the austere
and distant leader of the Moslem League was quite sufficient to
cool 1ts atmosphere From the instant he d arrved Mountbatten
had found Mohammed Ali Jinnah 1n a most fnged haughty and dis-
danful frame of mind

‘The key member of the Indian quartet the man who would ulty
mately hold the solution to the sub-continent s dilemma in hus hands,
had been the last of the Indian leaders to enter the Viceroy s study
A quarter of a century later an echo of his distant anguish still haunt
1ng hus voice Louis Mountbatten would recall 1did not realize how
utterly 1mpossible my task in India was gowng to be until I met
Mohammed Al Jumah for the first time

‘Their meeting had begun with an unhappy gaffe a gaffe poign
antly revealing of the meticulous calculating Jinnah to whom no
gesture could be spontaneons Realizing he would be photographed
with the Mountbattens Jinah had carefully memorzed a pleasant
Iittle line to flatter Edwina Mountbatten who he was sure would be
posed between the Viceroy and himself

Alas poor Jinnah! It was he and not Edwina who wound up i the
rmuddle But he couldn t help himself He was programmed ltke a
computer and ks carefully rehearsed hine just had to come out.
Ah he beamed  a rose between two thorns

Inside the study he began by informung Mountbatten he had come
to tell hum exactly what he was prepared to accept As he had wath
Gandli Mountbatten mterrupted with a wave of his hand, Mr
Jinnah hesard Iamnot prepared to discuss conditions atthy stage
Farst let s make each other s acquarntance

‘Then with hus legendary charm and verve Mountbatten turned
the focus of Operation Seduction on the Moslem leader Jinnah
froze To that aloof and reserved man who never unbent with even
Ius closest associates the very idea of revealing the detanls of hus hfe
and personahty toa perl‘:ct stranger must have secmed appalling.

Gamely ) truggled on p all the re-
serves of his gregarious engagmg personality For wbat seemed to
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him like hours his only reward was a series of monosyllabic grunts
from the man beside g:m Finally after aleost two hours hinssh
began to soften. As the Moslem leader left lus study Mountbatien
sighed to Alan Campbell Johnson, tus press attaché My God be
was cold! It took most of the wmterview to unfrecze bum.

.

The man who would one day be hailed as the father of Pakistan had
first been exposed to the 1dea at a black tic dinner at Londons
‘Waldorf Hotel 1n the spnng of 1933 His host was Rahmat Ali the
graduate student who had set the rdea on paper Rehmat Alf had
arranged the banquet with 1ts oysters and un Islanuc Chablis at his
own cxpense hoping to persuade Jinnah, Indias leading Moslem
politician, to take over his movement He received a chully rebuff’
Pakistan, Jinnah told him, was an impossible dream

The man whom the unfortunate graduate student had sought to
make mto the leader of 2 Moslem separatist movement had, n fact
begun hus politicat career by preachuing Hindu Moslem umity His
family came from Gandhi s Kathiawar penmsula. Indeed bhad not
Tinnah 8 grandfather for some obscure reason become a cotvert to
Jslam, the two politscal foes would have been born into the same
caste Like Gandht Jinnah had gone to London to dine n the Inns
of Court and be called to the bar Unlike Gandh: however he
had come back from London an Englhshman,

He wore a monoxle and superbly cut hinen swits which he changed
thres or four tunes 4 day so as to remasm cool and unruffied 1n the
soggy Bombay cimate He loved oysters and caviare champagne
brandy and good claret A man of unassailable personal honesty and
financial integrity his canons were sound law and sound procedure
He was according to one intimate the last of the Victonans a
parhamentanan in the mode of Gladstone or DisraelL

A priliantly successful lawyer Jinnah moved naturally to polstics
and for a decade worked to keep the Hindus and Moslems of Con
gress united 1n a common front agamst the British, His disenchant
ment with Congress dated froth Gandh: s accession to power The
1mpeccably dressed Jinnah was not going to be bundled off to some
squalid British yail half naked 1o 3 diofi weanng a sily httle white
cap Cavil disobedience he told Gandh, was for the 1gnorant and
the illiterate

‘The turning point m Jinnah s career came after the 1937 elections
when Congress refused to share with him and his Moslern League
the spoils of office m those Indian provinces where there was a
substantial Moslem nunonty Jinnah was a man of towerng vanity
and he took Congress s action as a personal rebuke It convineed tum
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be 2nd the Moslem League would never get a fair deal from s Con~
gress run India The former apostle of Hindu Moslem vnity became
the unyelding advocate of Pakistan the project he had labelled an
“mmposstble dream barely four Years earher

A more improbable Jeader of India s Moslem masses could hardly
be imagined The only thing Moslem about Mohammed Al Jinnzh
was his parents religion He drank ate pork relimously shaved s
‘beard each mormung and just as religously avoided the mosque each
Fnday God and the Koran had no place in Jinnah s vision of the
world Hus political foe Gandhr knew more versss of the Moslem
Holy Book than he did He had been able to achicve the remarkable
feat of securing the allegiance of the vast majonity of India s Moslems
wathout bemng able to articulate more than a few sentences 1o therr
traditional tongue Urdu

Jinnah despised India s masses He detested the dut the heat, the
crowds of India Gandh: travelled India 1n filthy third-class railway
carniages to be with the people Jinnah rode first-class to avord them

‘Where his rival made a fetish of stmplicsty Jinnah revelled
pomp He delighted 1n tounng Indias Moslem cities 1 prinecly
processions nding under victory arches on a kind of Rosebowl style
float preceded by silver harnessed elephants and a band boomung
out God Save The kung because Jumnah observed 1t was the only
tune the crowd knew

His life was a mode] of order and discipline Even the phlox aed
petunas of hus gardens marched ont from lus mansion 1 straight,
discrplined lines and when the master of the house paused there it
‘was not to contemplate the beauty of hts plants but to venfy the pre-
asfon of their algnment, Law books and newspapers were hus only
reading Indeed npewspapers scemed to be this strange mans
passton He had them mailed to hum from all over the world He cut
them up scrawled notes i ther margins meticulously pasted them
into scrapbooks that grew 1n dusty piles 1 hus office cupboards

Jinnah had only scorn for lus Hindu rivals He Jabelled Nehru a
Peter Pan a lterary figure who should have been an English
professor not a pohtician  an arrogant Brahmun who covers his
Hindu trnckimess under a veneer of Western education Gandh: to
Jinnah was a cunming fox a Hindu nvalist

‘The sight of the Mahatma dunog an interval 1 & conversation 1o
Jinnah s mansion stretched out on one of his prceless Persian
carpets his mudpack on lus belly was something Jinnah had never
forgotten - or forgiven

Among lis Moslems Jinnah had no friends only followers He
bad associates not disciples and with the exception of his sister
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ignored hus family He lived slone with huy dream of Pakistan He
was almost six feet tall but weighed barely one hundred and twenty
pounds The skin on hus face was stretched so fine that hus promunent
cheekbones below scemed to emut a franslucent glow He had thick,
silver grey har and - cunously enough for 2 man whose sole com-
panion for seventeen years had been a dentist bus sister « a mouthful
of rotting yellow teeth So stern, so mgorously composed was
Jinnah s appearance he gave off an aura of steely spartan strength.
It was ap illusion He was a fral sick man who already in the
words of as physican had been living for three years on wall power
whisky and cigarettes

1t was the first of those that was the key to the character end
achievements of Jmnah His nivals accused hum of many a sm, his
friends of many a sight. But no one frend or foe would ever
accuse Mobammed Al Jinnah of a Iack of will power

.

Mountbatten and Jmnah beld six entical meetings dunng the first
fortnight of April 1947 They were the vital conversations ~ not quite
ten hours n length — which ul the 1 of
the Indian dilemma, Mountbatten went mto them armed with the
most enormous conceit 1n my ability to persuade people to do the
nght thing not because I am persuasive so much as because I have
the knack of being able to present the facts in therr most favourable
Light As he would later recall he tried every trick 1 could play
used every appeal I could imagine to shake Jinnah s resolve to
have partition Nothing would There was no argument that could
move um from s consuming determmation to realize the 1m
possible dream of Pakistan

Jmnah owed hus commanding position to two things He had
made himself absolute dictator of the Moslem 1eague There were
men below him who might have been prepared to negotiate a com
promuse but so long as Mohammed Al Jinnah was alive they would
hold their sience Second more important was the memory of the
blood spalled 1n the streets of Calcutta a year before

‘Mountbatten 20d Jinnah did agree on one pomt at the outset - the
need for speed India Jinnah declared had gone beyond the stage at
which a compromuse solution was possible There was only one
solution a speedy surgical operation Otherwise he warned Indm
would perish

‘When Mountbatten expressed concern lest partition mught pro-
duce bloodshed and wiolence Jiwnah reassured hum. Once hus
surgical operation had taken place all troubles would cease and
Indias two halves would live 1n harmony and happiness It was




104 FREEDOM AT MIDNIOHT

Jinnah told Mountbatten ltke & court case hed handled between
two brothers embittered by the shares assigned them under thewr
father s will. Yet, two years after the court had adjudicated their
dispute they were the greatest fniends That he prooused the Viceroy
would be the case 1n Indua.

‘The Moslems of India, Jinnah 1nsisted were 2 nation with a

culture and language and I art and

architecture laws and moral codes customs and calendar lustory
and traditions

India has never been & true nation  Jinnah asserted It only looks
that way on the map The cows I want to eat, the Hindu stops me
from ktlog. Every ttme 2 Hindu shakes hands with me he has to
wash tus hands, The only thing the Moslem has 1n common with the
Hindu 1s hus slavery to the British

Ther arguments became the Viceroy would later recall, an
amusing and rather tragic game of round and round the mutberry
bush Jinah the March Hare of Alice in V5 onderland never con
ceding a point Mountbatten, the determined advocate of umty
drving at Jimnnah from every angle until he was afraid lest, a3 he
noted at the ime I drove the old gentleman quite mad

For Jinnah, the division he proposed was the natural course That
dision, however would have to produce a viable state and that
Jinnah argued, meant that two of India s great proviaces the Punjab
rnd Bengal would have to go mnto his Pakistan despite the fact that

cach du pop

Motntbatten could not agree ‘The basts of Jinnzh s argument for
Pakistan was that India s Moslem minonty should not be ruled by
1ts Hindu rajonty How then justify taking the Hindu mnonties of
Bengal and the Punjab mto a2 Moslem state? If Jinnah insisted on
dividing Ind:a to get kus Islamuc state then the very logic he d used
to get 1t would compel Mountbatten to divide the Punjab and
Bengal as part of the bargain

J‘mnah pmustcd That wou!d give lum an economically uaviable

P: who didn t want to give lum

any Pa.hstan at all tcld the Moslem leader, that if ke felt the nation
he was to receive was as moth-eaten as all that hed prefer he
didn ¢ take 1t.

Ah, Jinnah would counter Your Excellency doesn t understand
A man s a Punjabi or 2 Bengali before ke 13 Hindu or Moslem. They
share a common hustory language culture and economy You must
not drvide them, You wall cause endless bloodshed and trouble

Mr Jinnab I enturely agree

Youdo?
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“Of course  Mountbatten would continue A man 18 not only 2
Punjabi or Bengalt before he 15 a Hindu or a Moslem heisan Indian
befare all else You have p d the for
Indian umty

But you don t understand at all Jmnah would counter and the
discusstons would start around the mulberry bush agam

Mountbatten was stunned by the ngdity of Jinnah s position.
I never would bave beheved  he later recalled  that an intelligent
man well-educated tramned m the Inns of Court was capable of
simply closing his mmnd as Jinnah did It wasn ¢ that he didn t see the
pomnt He did but a kind of shutter came down He was the cvil
genius 1n the whole thing The others could be persuaded but not
Jinnah, While he was alive nothing could be done

The climax to their talks came on 10 Apnl less than three weeks
after Mountbattens amval m India For two hours he begged
cajoled argued, and pleaded with Jinnah to keep India umted With
all the eloquence he could command, he pamted a picture of the
greatness Indsa could aclueve 400 milhion people of different races
and creeds bound together by a Central Unton Government with
all the economuc strength that would accrue to them from increased
mdustrialization playing a great part in world affairs as the most
progressive single entity mn the Far East Surely Mr Jignzh did not
want to destroy all that to condemn the sub~continent fo the
exstence of a thurd rate power?

Jinnah remaned d Hewas M b sadly 1

a psychopathc case hell bent on this Pakistan

Meditating alone 1n his study after Jinnahs departure Mount
batten realized he was probably going to bave to give him what he
wanted His st obhigatson 1 New Delln was to the nation that had
sept hum there Britain He longed to preserve Indias umty but not
at the expense of hus conntry becomung hopelessly entrapped tn an
India collapsing 1 chaos and violence

He had to have a solutron he had to have 1t fast,
mpose 1t by force Military

and he could not
had given M L
penchant for rapid decistve actions such as the one he now took. I

2
future years his critics would assail bum for having reached 1t m:
quickly for acting Like an mmpetuous sailor and not a statesman

Mountbatten however was not going to waste any more tume on
‘what he was certamn would be futile arguments He could argue with
Jinah ke concluded untid hell froze over and hell in India would
be l;he only consequence

¢ was prepared to acknowledge with blumt realism t]
Seduction had failed to make an mpact on the Mos!tgxa §gg:;a};%x;
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partiion of India scemed imncreasingly the only escape It now
rematned for Mountbatten to get Nehm and Patel to accept the
principle and to find a plan for 1t which could win thewr support.

The following mormng he reviewed hus talk with Jinnah for his
stalf Then sadly he tumed to lus Chief of Staff Lord Ismay The
time had come ke said to begin drawing up a plan for the partition
of India

» . .

Inevitably Mountbatten s decision would Iead to one of the great
drumas of wod=rn history Whatever the manner 10 which 1t was
exccuted 1t was bound to end 1n the mutilation of a great pation
whose unty was the most imposig result of three and a half
ceaturies of British colonzation To satisfy the exigent demands of
‘Mohammed Al Jinnah two of India s most distinctive entities the
Punjb and Bengal would have to be carved vp The result would
make Palistan a geographic aberration a nation of two heads
separated by 970 miles of Himalayan peaks and Indian terntory
“Tweaty da,s more t.re than was required to szl from Karachs to
Marscilles would be £eed~d to make the sea trp around the sub-
continent from one half of Pakustan to the other A non stop fhight
betweents two parts would r-quire a fo ir-engmed aurcraft, machunes
which would prove expensive fuxures for the new state

1f the geographical distance dividing the two halves of Pakstan
would be great however the psychological distance between the two
peoples snhatiting them would be stagg~nog Apart from a common
faith in Allsh the One the Merafu! Punjabis and Bengalrs shared
nothing They were as different as Finns and Greeks The Bengous
were short dark and agile racially.a part of the masses of Asia. The
Punjabis 10 whose veus flowed the blood of thirty centunes of
conguerors were scions of the steppes of Central Asny, and their
Aryan features bore the traces of Turkestan, Russia, Persia, the

deserts of Arabia, Netther hustory nor languape ture offered

a bridge by which those two peoples mugk Thew

marriage 18 utlbe w of Pakistan “reated
e

agﬁ:lvaﬂ 1 Iadia.

itr
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one of the preat nivers of the globe the Indus which had gven 1ts
name to the Indizn sub-continent

Five thousand years of tumultuous history had fashioned the
Punjab s character and given 1tits identity Tts plawns had resounded
to the galloping hooves of Asia s conquenng hordes It was m the
Punjab that the celestial song of Hindwisms sacred book the
Bhagavad Gita had been snspired by a mystic dialogue between
Lord Knishna and the warrior king Afjuna ‘The Persian leglons of
Danus and Cyrus the Macedomans of Alexander the Great had
camped on 1ts plams Mauryas Scythians Parthians had occupted
them before being dispersed by waves of Huns and the Cabphs of
Tslam bnnging therr monotheistic faith to India s polythesstic Hindu
millions Three centuries of Moghu! domination brought India to
the apogee of 1ts power and sprinkled 1t with 1ts priceless hentage of
monuments Finally the Punjab s 1odigenous Stkhs with thetr rolled
beards and thewr uncut hair packed 1n their multi-coloured turbans
conquered the province in their turn before succumbrng to its [atest
occupants the Brtish,

The Punjab was a blend as subtle and complex as the mosaics
decorating the monuments of 1ts glorious Moghul past To divade 1t
‘would force an arreparable wound upon 1its population. Fafteen
million Hindus sixteen million Moslems and five milhion Sikhs
shared 1ts 17 932 towns and vaflages Although divided by religion
they spoke a common language clungto common traditions and an
equal pnde i thewr Punjaby These
co-existence was fashicned even more intricately The area s pros-
penity rested upon a man made muracle which by its very nature
cowld not be divided the mmense network of strgation canals builg
by the Brtssh which had made the Punjab the granary of India
Running from east to west across the entire province therr nourish
1ng fingers had brought vast stretches of and desert under cultivation
and enriched the existence of mullions of Punjabis The province s
proud network of rallways and roads designed to deliver the Pun
Jabs products to the rest of Inha followed the same pattern
Wherever 1t went the frontier of 2 partittoned Punjab would have
to run from north to south shicing the provinee s vascular system in
two Nor could any frontier be drawn that would not cut the proud
and bellicose Sikh commumty 1 half leaving at least two mullion
Sikhs with the rich lands they had reclaimed from the desert and
some of their most sacred sstes 1nssde a Moslem state

Indeed wherever the boundary line went the result was certam
to be nightmare for mullions of human beings Only an interchange
of populations on a scale never realized before  history could sort
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out the havoc it would wreak From the Indus to the bndges of Dell
for over 500 nules there was not & single town not a single village
cotton grove or wheat field which would not somehow be threatened
1f the partition plan Lord Ismay had been ordered to prepare was
camed out

The division of Bengal at the other end of the sub-continent held
out the possibilities of another tragedy Harbouring more people than
Great Brtan and Ireland combmed Bengal contained 35 mithon
Moslems and 30 milton Hindus 1 an expanse of land runmng
from tiger-stalked jungles at the foot of the Himalayas to the steamuing
marshes through which the thousand fingers of the Ganges and
Brahmaputra nvers dramed 1nto the Bay of Bengal Despite its
division 1mto two religious communtties Bengal even more than
the Punjab was a distinct entity of sts own Whether Hindus or
Moslems Bengalis sprang from the same ractal stock spoke the
same language shared the same culture They sat on the floorm a
certan Bengalt manner ordered the sentences they spoke mn a
peculiar Bengali cadence each nsing to a final crescendo celebrated
therr own Bepgali New Year on 15 Aprid Its poets like Tagore
were regarded with pride by all Bengalis

They were the descendants of a culture whose roots went back
fime to the pre-Christian era when a Buddhist civilization flounished
in Bengal Obliged to renounce thewr Buddhust faith by a Hindu
dynasty 1n the first centunes after Christ the Bengalis of the east
greeted the arnval of Mohummed s warnors along their frontier asa
release from Hindu oppression and eagerly embraced Istam. Sice
then Bengal had been divided 1nto rehigious halves Moslems to the
east Hmdus to the west

1n 1905 Lord Curzon one of the most able Viceroys to rule Indra
tried to take advantage of that relimous spht to divide Bengal wnto
two adnumstrattvely more manageable halves His efforts ended 1n
farlure s1x years later when a bloody revolt proved the Bengalh more
prone to nationahst sentiments than religious passions.

If the Punjab seemed singled out for the blesstngs of the Divine
Bengal appeared the object of its malediction A Jand scared by
droughts alternating with frightening typhoon floods Bengal was a
Jund of immense steamng swamp tn whose humid atmosphere
flounished the two crops to which 1t owed 2 precanious prospenty
nice and jute The cultivation of those two crops followed the
province s religious frontiers rice to the Hindu west jute to the
Moslem east

The key to Bengal s exsstence however lay notnits crops It was
aaty the aty which had been the springboard for Bntain s conguest



AN OLD MAN AND MIS SHATTERED DREAM 109

of Indua, the sccond city after London, of the Empire and first port
of Asta, Caleutta, site of the ternble killings of August 1946
Everything 1n Bengal roads rodways raw matenals ndustry,
funnelled 1nto Calentta. If Bengal was split 1ato ats easten and
western halves, Caloutta, because of its physical location seemed
certain to wind up 1n the Hindu west, which would condemn the
Moslem east to slow but inexorable asphyxmation. If almost all of the
world s jute grew 1n East Bengal all the factonies which transformed
1t1nto rope sacks and cloth were clustered around Calcutta 1n West
Bengal. The Moslem cast which produced the jute grew almost no
food at all, and 1ts millions survived on the nce grown tn the Hindu

west.

In April 1947 Bengals last Bntish Governor Sir Fredenck
Burrows an ex-sergeant i the Grenadier Guards and railways trade
umon leader predicted that East Bengal destined to become one
day Bangladesh, was condemned, 1n the event of India 8 partition
o turn into the greatest rural slum n hustory

No aspect of partition however was more illogical than the fact
that, even if Jinnah s Pakistan was fully realized 1t would still deliver
barely half of India s Moslems from the alleged inequities of Hindu
mayonty rule which justified the state in the first place The remain
g Moslems were so scattered throughout the rest of India that 1t
was humanly umpossible to separate them. Islands 1n 2 Hindu sea,
they would be the first victims of a conflict between the countries
India s Moslern hostages to Pakistan s good behaviour Indeed even
after the amputation Indit would still harbour almost 50 mliton
Moslems a figure which would make her the third largest Moslem
nation 1n the world after Indonesia and the new state drawn from
her own womb

* - .

If Lowss Mountbatten Jawaharlal Nehru or Mahatma Gandhs had
been aware n April 1947 of one extraordinary secret, the diviston
threatening India might have been avoided. That secret was frozen
on to the grey surface of a prece of film, a film which could have
upset the Indian political equation and would almost certaunly have
changed the course of Astan hustory Yet 50 precious was the secret
that even the Brtish CID one of the most effective 1nvestigative
agencies 1n the world was 1gaorant of 1ts existence

The heart of the film was two dark circles 0o bigger thana pawr of
ping pong balls Each was ninged by an urregular white border tike
the corona of the sun echipsed by the moon. Above them, a galaxy of
little white spots stretched up the film s grey surface towards the top
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out the havoc it would wreak From the Indus to the bridges of Delhy
for over 500 miles there was not a single town not a single village
cotton grove or wheat ficld which would not somehow be threatened
1f the partition plan Lord Ismay had been ordered to prepare was
carmied out.

‘The dmision of Bengal at the other end of the sub-continent held
out the possibilities of another tragedy Harbouring more people than
Great Bntain and Ircland combined Bengal contamed 35 million
Moslems and 30 milion Hindus 1o an expanse of land runmng
from tiger-stalked junglesat the foot of the Himalayasto the steamung
marshes through which the thousand fingers of the Ganges and
Brahmaputra nivers dramed nto the Bay of Bengal Despite ats
drvision 1nto two religious commumties Bengal even more than
the Punjab was a distinct entity of 1ts own Whether Hindus or
Moslems Bengalis sprang from the same racial stock spoke the
same language shared the same culture They sat on the floorina
certain Bengahh manner ordered the sentences they spoke m a
pecubar Bengali cadence each nising to a final crescendo celebrated
their own Bengali New Year on 15 Apnl Its poets hke Tagore
were regarded with pride by all Bengahis

‘They were the descendants of a culture whose roots went back 1n
1ume to the pre Chnstian era when a Buddhust civilization flourished
i1 Bengal Obliged to renounce thewr Buddiust faith by a Hindu
dynasty 1n the first centunes after Christ the Bengals of the east
greeted the arrival of Mohummed s warriors along therr frontierasa
release from Hindu oppression and eagerly embraced Islam. Since
then Bengal had been divided 1nto religious halves Moslems to the
cast Hindus to the west

In 1905 Lord Curzon one of the most able Viceroys to rule India
tried to take advantage of that religious split to divide Bengal 1nta
two admunistratively more manageable halves His efforts ended 1n
failure six years later when a bloody revolt proved the Bengalis more
prone to nationahst sentiments than religious passions

If the Punjab scemed singled out for the blessings of the Divine
Bengal appeared the object of its malediction A land seared by
droughts alternating with frightemng typhoon floods Bengal was a
lund of mmense stearung swamp 1n whose humd atmosphere
flounished the two crops to which 1t owed a precanious prospenty
nice and jute The cultivation of those two crops followed the
province s religious frontiers rice to the Hindu west jute to the
Moslem east

‘The key to Bengal s existence however lay not mits crops It was

+ acty theaty which had been the spningboard for Brtain s conquest
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of India the second city after London, of the Empire and first port
of Asta, Calcutta site of the ternble kallings of August 1946

Everything 1n Bengal roads ralways raw matenals industry
funnelled mto Calcutta If Bengal was split into 1ts easten and
western halves Caleutta, because of its physical location, seemed
certain to wind up m the Hindu west, which would condemn the
Moslem east to slow but mexorable asphymation If almost all of the
world s Jute grew in East Bengal all the factories which transformed
1tinto rope sacks and cloth were clustered around Calcutta in West
Bengal. The Moslem east which produced the jute grew almost no
food at all, and 1ts mullions survived on the rice grown 1n the Hindu
west,

In April 1947, Bengals last Bntish Governor Sir Fredenck
Burrows an ex sergeant in the Grenadier Guards and railways trade
umon leader predicted that East Bengal destumed to become one
day Banpladesh, was condemned 1 the event of India s partition
1o turn 1ato the greatest rural slum mn history

No aspect of partition however was more illogical than the fact
that, even if Jinnah s Pakistan was fully realized 1t would still delver
barely half of India s Moslems from the alleged mnequitses of Hindu
mzjonty rule which justified the state in the first place The remain-
g Moslems were 50 scattered throughout the rest of India that st
was humanly impossible to separate them Islands 1n 2 Hindu sea,
they would be the first victims of a conflict between the countries
India s Moslem hostages to Pakstan s good behaviour Indeed even
after the amputation India would still harbour almost 50 mullion
Moslems 5 fignre which would make her the thied largest Moslem.
Dation 1 the world after Indonesta and the new state drawn from
her own womb

. - *

If Lows M " harlal Nehru or Mah Gandhs had
been aware 1 April 1947 of one extreordinary secret, the division
threatenung India mught have been avouded. That secret was frozen
on to the grey surface of a prece of film, a film which could have
upset the Tndian political equation and would almost cettainly have
chapged the course of Asian history Yet 50 precious was the secret
that even the Bntish CID one of the most effective 1nvestigaty
e et of th bl s e dark el e e
¢ heart of the ‘was two curcles no by
ping pong balls, Each was ringed by an ;mmgfvzgabiradpwof
e o e e 1he moot. Above them, a 1o ,Ifkcf
ttle white spots stret up the film s galaxy of
ey surface towards the top
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of the thoracic cage That film was an X ray the X ray of a par of
human lungs The black curcles were pulmonary cavities gapmg
holes 1n which the Iung’s vital tissues no longer eusted, The httle
chain of white dots ndicated areas where more pulmonary or
pleural tissue was already hard and confirmed the di
tuberculosis was devounng the lungs The damage was already so
extensive that the human being whose lungs were on that film could
have barely two or three years to ive

Sealed 1n an unmarked envelope those X rays were locked 1n the
office safe of Dr Jal R Patel a Bombay physiuan. The lungs de-
picted on them belonged to the ngd and inflexible man who had
frustrated Lows Mousntbattens efforts to preserve Indias umty
Mohammed Al Jinnab the one unmovable obstacle between the
Viceroy and Indian unity was hving under a sentence of death,

In June 1946 mine months before Mountbatten s arrival Dr Patel
had Lfted those X rays from therr developing bath and discovered
the ternble disease that threatened to put a rapid end to Jinnah g
Ife Tuberculosts the cruel scourge which annually took the lives of
millions of undernounsshed Indrans bad mnvaded the hungs of the
prophet of Pakastan at the age of seventy

All hus ife Junah had suffered from delicate health due to hig
weak pulmonary system Long before the war he d been treated 1
Berlin for complications anising out of an attack of pleunsy Fre-
quent bronchitis since then had duminished hus strength and weakened
Hus respiratory system to the pomnt at which the effort demanded by
a mayor speech would leave um panting for hours

In Stmla 1n late May 1946 bronchutis had agam struck the
Moslem League leader Jinnah s devoted sister Fatima got hum on
atramn to Bombay but en royte hus condition worsened So alarmung
did his state become that she sent an urgent call to Dr Patel Patel
boarded lus tram outside Bombay His distinguished patient s con
dition he quickly discovered was desperately bad Warmng Jinah
he would collapse 1f he tried to get through the reception waiting
for him at Bombay s Grand Railroad Station Patel bundled fum
off the train at a suburban station and mto a hosprtal It was while
he was there slowly regaimng lus strength that Patel discovered
what would become the most closely guarded secret 1n India.

1f Jinnah had been just any unforturate victim of tuberculosis he

would have been confined i a sanatorium for the rest of lus hfe
Jinnah however was not a normal patient ' When he was discharged
from hospatal Patel brought hum to his office Sadly he revealed to
us fend and patient the fatal illness which was stalking hun He was,
be told Jinnah reaching the end of hus physical resources Unless he
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severely reduced his work load rested much more frequently, gave
up cigarettes and sleohol, and eased the pressures op hus system
ke did not have more than one or two years to hve

Jinnah seceived that harsh news impassively Not the shghtest
expression crossed his pale face There was no question he told Dr
Patel, of abandonng hus Life s crusade for a sanatorium bed Nothmng
except the grave was going to turn him from the task to which he d
appointed himself of leading India s Moslems at this critical juncture
m their lustory He would follow the doctor s advice and reduce hus
work load only 1n $o far as 1t was compatible with that great duty
Juanah knew that 1f tus Hindu enemies learned he was dying, their
whole polstical outlook could change They mught wait until he was
1 us grave then unravel his dream with the more malleable men
underneath hrm 1 the hierarchy of the Moslem League *

Fortified every two weeks by mjections given him 1n secret by
Dr Patel Jimnah returned to work He made no effort whatsoever to
follow fus doctor s advice He was not gomg to let hus rendez
Yous with death cheat hun of his other rendezvous wath hustory
With extraordinary courage with an intense and consuming zeat
that sent bus Lfe s candle guttenng out 1n a last harsh burst of flame
Jinnah lupged for hus Lifetune s goal Speed Jinnah had told Mount
Batter i their fisst discussions of India s future was the essence of
the contract Andso too had 1t become the essence of Mohammed
Ali Jinnah s own contract with destiny

»

The eleven men seated around the oval table m the conference
chamber solemnly waited for Lord Mountbatten to begm their
proceedings They were 1 a sense the descendants of the 24 found
12 fathers of the East India Company the men whose mercantile
appetites had sent Britamn along the sea lanes to India three and a
balf centuries earlter They were the pillars of the empire born
of thewr avarice the governers of the eleven provinces of British
* Mountbatten s predecessor Lord Wavell noted m Ius diary on 10 January
and 28 February 1947 reports that Jionah was asick man They did not how
vt indicate whether the Viceroy was aware of how grave the Mostem leader s
illaess really was Io any event Mountbatten humself was never given 1o any of
lus bruefings any lunt that Jignah was 8 dying man_information which if avail
able he noted a quarter of a century after Jinnab s death would have had a vital
beanng on kus achions in Tndia There are sndicztions Jinah s second m com:
mand Liagat Al Khan was aware of his tliness i the last six months of his e,
s daughter Wadia told the authors of this book in an interview in Bombay in
ber 1973 that she only became aware her father had tubercul
Bus death She herself 18 personally persuaded Jinnah confided Ins seeret 1o Iy

y pers
sisler Fauma, but he probably would ot Jet her reveal 1t (o anyone else or soek
Belp for bum.
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India They stood at the pinnacle of careers of service to the Indian
Empire savouning that high authonty of which they might have
dreamed as young men 1n the remote and lonely postings of ther
youth Only two of them were Indians

Capable and dedicated men they offered India the responsible
exercise of authonty acquired by a hfetime of service India, 1n 1ts
tum offered them an opportumty to live 1n a splendour almost regal
m 1ts dimension The official residences 12 which they dwelled were
palaces staffed by scores of retamners Their writ ran over termtories
as vast and as populous as the largest nations of Europe They
crossed their ternitorzes 1n the comfort of their private radway cars
therr cities 1n Rolls Royces with turbaned escorts their jungles on
clephant back.

Ranged arcund the table in order of precedence came first the
heads of the three great Presidencies Bombay Madras and Bengal.
The other provmces followed the Punjab first then Sind wathits port
of Karachu United Provinces Bihar Omssa, Assam, stte of the
famous tea plantations on the Burmese frontier the Central Proviace
and finally the North west Frontier Province guarding the Khyber
Pass and the Afghan Froatier

Their meeting was an awkwatd confrontation for Mountbatten,
At 46 he was the youngest man at the table He had brought to
Delhy none of the usual quahﬁcahons fot his office a brlhant

y career of a achieve-
ment He was a comparative stranger in the India to which most of
the eleven governors had devoted an entire carcer mastening 1ts
complex lustory learmng its dialects becoming as some of them had
world renowned experts on phases of its existence They were
proud men certain to be sceptical of any plan put before them by
the neophyte 1n thelr xmdst

Yet

d Ius lack of expertise
was not the dnsadv:mlagc it scemed They the experts had not found
a solution because he suspected they were too steeped 1n the old
Bntish Raj school and were always trying to find a solution which
would do the least possible violence to the system as 1t exssted,
Mountbatten began by askiog each governor to describe the situa
tion m hes province Eight of them pamted a picture of dangerous
troubled areas but provinces m which the situation still rematned
under control. It was the portrait offered by the governors of the
three cntical provinces the Punab Bengal and the Nosth west
Frontier (the NWFP) that sobered the gathering.

His features drawn Ius eyes heavy with fatigue Sir Olaf Caroe
Cerberus at the passes through which mvaders had poured into
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Inda for thirty centuries spoke first He had been kept awake all
night by a stream of cables detailing fresh outbursts of trouble m tus
province Almost all Caroe s career had been spent on that edge of
the Pmpire No westerner altve could rival hus knowledge of 1ts unruly
Pathan tnbesmen their culture and language His capital of Pesh
awar still harboured one of the world s most picturesque bazaars
and once a week a camel caravan from Kabul came down the
Khyber Pass to nounsh 1t with skims friit wool crockery watches
sugar some of those goods smuggled out of the USSR, The labyrin
thine grottoes of his mountanous province sheltered scores of
secret arms factonies from which flowed 2 profusion of ornate and
deadly weapons to arm Masudis Afndis Wazrs the legendary
warnor tribes of the Pathans
The province was close to disintegration he warned and f this
happened the old British mghtmare of nvading hordes from the
xnorth west forcing the gates of the empire mught be realized The
Pathan tribes of Afghamstan were poised to come pouring down the
Khyber Pass to Peshawar and the banks of the Indus 1n purst of
land they d claimed as therrs for a century  1f we re not jolly careful
he sad * we are going to have an international ¢nsis on our hands
The portrait drawn by Sir Evan Jenkins the taciturn governor of
the Punjab was even grimmer A Welshmnan Jenkins had given lum
self to the Punjab with a passion equal to Caroe s for the Frontier
So total was his devotion that the old bachelor was accused by his
cnitics of having married his Punjab to the point where he forgot the
rest of India existed Whatever solution was chosen for Indias
problems he declared 1t was certain to bring violence to the Punjab
At least four divimons. would be needed to keep order 1f parhtion
were decided upon Evenifit were niot they would still face a demand
by the Sikhs for an area of therr owa It s absurd to predict the
Punjab will go up 1n flames 1f 1t s partitioned hesard 1t s alreadyin
flames
The thurd governor Sie Fredenick Burrows of Bengal was il
Calcutta bt the briefing on the province s situation as offered by
s deputy was every bit as disquieting as the reports from the NWFP
and the Punjab
When those reports were finally fimshed Mountbattens staff
passed out a sct of papers to cach governor They carned the
details Mountbatten announced of one of the possible plans under
examunation It was called for easy reference  Plan Balkan and 1t
was the first draft of the partition ptan Mountbatten bad ordered hs
Chuef of Stafl Lord Ismay to prepare 2 week earlier
A shock ran through the assembled governory n,s»'h’y began to
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tumn its pages They were apostles #nd architects of Indian unity
Most of them had spent thetr Ine remforcing the ties they now
learned a dcganmz Britarn mught dectde to dismaatle

The plan aptly named after the Balkantzation of the States of
Central Europe after World War I would allow each of Indias
eleven provinces to choos~ whether it wished to jom Pakistan or
remam .0 India or of 4 majonty of both its Hindus and Moslems
agreed  become d told his d
governors he was not going ‘hightly to abandon hope for a truted
India He wanted the world to know the Brtish had made every
effort possibl= to keep India umted If Britan failod 1t was of the
vtmost importance that the world know it was Indien opinion
rather than a British deci 1on that had made partstion the chorce.
He humself thought a future Pakistan ws so iaherently unviable that
1t should be piven & chance to fail on its own dements so that
later the Moslem League could revert to a umified Tndla with
honour

‘Those eleven men displayed no enthusiasm for partition Nor
however did they oppose1t The fact was that even they did not have
any other solution to propose

That everung 11 the state dinng room of Viceroy s House wath
the oil portraits of India s first nineteen Viceroys looking down upon
them Iike ghostly judges from the past the governors and therr
wives closed their last conference with a formal banquet presided
over by Lord and Lady Mountbatten At the end of the dinner the
servants brought out decanters of port When the glasses were filled
Lows Mountbatten stood and raised his glass to their company
None of them realized 1t but a tradition was ending with Ins gesture
Never agan would a Viceroy of India propose to hus assembled
governors the traditional toast Mountbatten now offered to hus
cousm eore than 4000 mules away Ladies and Gentlemen the
kang Emperorl

The Frontier and the Punjab Late April 1947

‘The awesome white cone of Nanga Parbat fifled the round wimdows
of the viceregal York. It thrust its sculpted peak 25 000 feet 1nto the
air a hundred miles north of the aucraft From one end of the horizon
toanother the plane s passengers could follow the dark snow-capped
walls of the great mountarn range to which 1t belonged the Hindu
Ku.h the barner to those desolate frozen reaches known as the
Roof of the World The York twisted south flew above the serpen

tine coils of the Indus and began its approach over the mud walled
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fortress-like compounds of Peshawar storied capital of the Narth
west Frontier Province
As the plane swept towards the aurport 1ts passengers suddenly
cioght a glimpse of an esormous mulling mob barely restraed by
2 beleaguered line of police Lours Mountbatten bad decided to
suspend. ly the conv ns 1n his d d office
80 as personally to take the political temperature of his two most
troubled provinces the Punjab and the NWFP
The news he was comung had swept over the Frontier In 24 hours
summoned by the leaders of Junahs Moslem League tens of
thousands of men from every corner of the province had been con
verging on Peshawar Overflowing their trucks 1n buses cars on
special trains chanting and waving their arms they had spilled 1nto
the capital for the greatest popular demonstration in 1ts hustory
Now those tall, pale-skunned Pathans prepared to offer the Vice-
10y & welcome of an unexpe~ted sort Tired their tempers nising m
the heat and durt barely responstve to their leaders commands they
were working themselves towards a dangerous frenzy The police
had confined them 1n an esormous low watled enclosure runmng
between 2 railroad embankment and the sloping walls of Peshawar s
old Mogll fortress Imtated and upruly, they threatened to mar
the corciltatory tones of Orerition Seduction with the discordant
rattle of gunfire
They were there because of the anomalon pohtical situation of 2
province whose population was 93% Moslem, but which was
governed by a Congress party ministry ‘The Congress leadet was a
tribal chieftain named Abdul Ghaffar Khan a bearded gant who
resembled an Old Testam=nt prophet end had devoted lus Life to
carrying Gandbi s message of love and passive resistance to Pathan
tribesmen for whom the blood feud and the vendstta were an integral
part of eustence Thus 1acongruons figure had won their support
untl faithful to Gandhs he d opposed Fianah s call for 2n Islamuic
state Sunce then stuvred by Jinahs agents the population had,
turned aganst Ghaffar hhan and the government he d installed
Peshawar The huge howhng crowd greeting Mountbatien ius wife
and 17 year-old daughter Pamela was meant to give final proof that|
it was the Moslem Leaguc and not the Frontier Gandhi which now'
commanded the province s support, The wotnied governor Sir Olaf
Caroe bundled the party 1nto & well-escort~d car for the tap to hus
residence The crowd growing more unruly by the hour threatened
10 burst out of the area 1n which the police had herded them and start
a headlong rush on the governot s rendence I they dud, the vast]
outnumbered mlitary guarding the hovse would have no chotce bu{
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to open fire The resulting slaughter would be appalling It would
destroy Mountbatten his hopes of finding a solution and fus Vice-
royalty 1o a sickening bloodbath

The worned governor suggested there was only one way out 2an
1dea condemned by hus police and army commander as sheer mad-
ness Mountbatten might expose humseif to the crowds hopiog a
ghmpse of him would somchow mollify them.

A b pondered a few All nght he smd Ell
take a chance and see them  To the despair of Caroe and his secunty
officers his wife Edwina mnsisted on comung with him

A few minutes later a jeep deposited the viceregal couple and the
governor at the foat of the ralway embankment On the other side
of that precanous dyke 100000 hot dirty angry people were shout
1ng therr frustration Mountbatten took bis wife by the hand and
clambered up the embankment As they reached the top they
discovered themselves only fifteen fect away from the surgmg waves
of o sea of turbans The ground under their feet shook with the im-
pact of the gigantic crowd stampeding forward i front of them.
Before that ternifying ocean of buman beings incarnating sn therr
shricks and gesticulations the enormuty and the passions of the
masses of India the Mountbattens for an instant were dizzy
Whirling sprrals of dust stirred by thousands of rushung feet clotted
the atr The soise of the crowd was an almost tangible layer of air
crushing down on them It was a decistve instant in Operation Seduo-
tion an mstant when anything was possible

Watching therr silhouettes as they stared uncertaly out at the
crowd Sir Olaf Caroe felt an apprehensive shudder In that crowd
were twenty thirty forty thousand nfles Any madman any blood
thursty fool could shoot the Mountbattens lihe ducks on a pond
For the first seconds they stood there Caroe sensed the crowd was i
an ugly mood Its going to go wrong he thought for a flesting
1nstant

Mountbatten did not know what to do He couldn t articulate a
syllable of Pushtu the crowd s tongue As he pondered an un
expected phenorenon began to still the mob as if hypnotized
stopping perhaps wath its strange vibrations an assasstn s hand For
this entirely unplanned meeting with the Empire s most renowned
warriors Mountbatten happrned to be wearing the short sleeved
loo e-fitting bush jacket he had worn as Supreme Allied Com
mander 1 Burma One aspect of 1t struck the crowd It was its
colour green Green was the colour of Islam the blessed green of the
Hajis the holy men who had made the pilgrimage to Mecca.

ly those tens of th ds read 1n that green uniform a
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esture of sohidanity with them, a subtle compliment (o thewr preat

z100,

His band stll clutching her but hus eyes straight ahead Mount
atten hussed to hiswife  Wave tothem Slowly gractoully the frad
idwina raised her arm to the crowd, with his India 8 fate seemed for
n 1nstant suspended on those hands climbing above the crowd s
cad A questioning silence bad briefly dnfted over the unruly
Towd, Suddenly as Edwica s pale arm began to stroke the sky a
Ty then a roanng ocean of noise burst from the crowd From tens
f thousands of throats came an interminable constantly repeated
hout, a trumphant litany marking the successful passing of the
most dangeros seconds of Operation Seduction

Mountbatten Zindebad! those embittered Pathan warriors
screamed  Mountbatten Zindabad - Long Live Mountbatten!

Forty-eight hours after his confrontation with the Pathans Mount
batten and tus wife landed 1n the Punjab Sir Evan Jenkins 1m
Mediately led the viceregal pair to a httle village 25 mules from
Rawalpindi There a shocked Mountbatten was able to venfy the
accuracy of the governor s warming issued fourteen days earlier that
s province was 1n flames and get hus first, dicect contact with the
horrors sweeping India,

The young naval captain who had seen most of his shipmates die
in the wreck of his destroyer off Crete the leader who d led mullions
through the sayage jungle war 1n Burma was overwhelmed by the
spectacle 1n that hittle hamlet of 3500 people which had once been
typreal of India s half million villages

For centunies Kahuta s dirt alleys had been shared 1n peace by
2000 Hindus and Sikhs and 1500 Moslems That day side by side
1 the village centre the stone munaret of 1ts mosque and the rounded
dome of the Stkhs gurudwara were the only 1dentifiable remnants of
Kahuta left on the skyline of the Punjab

Just before Mountbatten s visit a patrol of the Brtish Norfolk

giment on a routine reconnatssance mission passed through the
willage Kahuta s citizens as they had for generations were sleeping
side by side 10 mutual confidence and tranquillity By dawn Kahuta
had for all practical purposes ceased to exist and its Sikhs and
Hindus were all dead or had fled 1 terror nto the night,

A Moslem horde had descended on the village like & wolf pack,
settng fire to the houses 1 ats Sikh and Hindu quarters with buckets
of gasoline In munntes the arca was engulfed m fire and entire
famihies screamung pitifully for help were consumed by the fames
Those who escaped were caught, tied together soaked with
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and burned alive like torches Tofally out of control the fire swept
1sto the Moslem quarter and completed the destruction of Kahuta,
A few Hindu women hauled from their beds to be raped and con
verted to Islam, survived others had broken away from theur captors
and husled themselves back 1nto the fire to perish with therr families

Until  went to Kahuta Mounntbatten reported back to London,
1 had not appreciated the magmitude of the horrors that are gomg
on

His confrontation with the crowd in Peshawar the atrocious
spectacle of one devastated Punjab: village were the Iast proofs
Mountbatten needed The judgment he d made after ten days of
meetings 1n his air-conditioned New Dethu study was souznd Speed
was the one overwhelmeng imperative 1f India was to be saved If he
14 not move immediately India was gomng to collapse and the
Bntish Raj and hus Viceroyalty wonld collapse in disarray along with
her And if speed was cssential then there was only one way out of
the impasse the solution from which he personally recoiled, but
which India s political situation dictated - partition.

- . -

The Jast panful phase m the pilgrimage of Mahatma Gandhs began
on the evemng of 1 May 1947 1n the same spare hut 1n New Deltu s
sweepers colony 1n which a fortrught before he had unsuccessfully
wrged hus colleagues to accept hus plan to hold India together Cross-
legged on the floor a water soaked towel plastered once agam to us
bald head Gandhi followed with sorrow the debate of the men
around him, the high command of the Congress Party The final
parting of the ways between Gandhu and those men foreshadowed
1n therr earlter meeting had been reached All Gandht s long years
1o jail hus painful fasts hus hartals and his boycotts had been paving
stones on the road to this meeting He had changed the face of India
and enunciated one of the origndl philosophues of his century to
‘bring hus countrymen to irdependence through non violence and
now his sublime triumph threatened to become a ternble tragedy
His followers their tempers worn their patience cxhausted were
ready to accept the division of Inda as the last mescapable step to
ndependence
Gandhi did not oppose partition simply out of some mystical
devotion to Indian unity His years in the villages of India had grven
tum an intuitive feeling for the soul of lus country Partition that
wmtwition told lum, was not going to be the surgical operation
* Jinnah had promused Mountbatten It would be a sickenung slauphter
that would turn friend on friend peighbour on nerghbour stranger
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on stranger 1n thousands of those villages he knew so well Ther
blood would be shed to achueve an abhorrent uselessend the dwision
of the subs 1nto two parts d to gnaw
at cach other s entrails Generations of Indians for decades to comie

Gandh: believed would pay the price of the error they were prepat

g to commt

Gandhu s tragedy was that he had that evening no real alternative
16 propose beyond hus mstinct the instunet those men bad s often
followed before Thys night however he was no longer 2 prophet
“They call me a Mahatma e bitterly told a friend later but L'tell
youIam not even treated by them as a sweepes

Like Mountbatten Nebru Patel and the others all felt a catas
trophe menaced India and partition however pamful st mught be
was the only way to save the country Gandin believed with all us
beart and soul that they were wrong Even if they werc nght be
would have preferred chaos to partition,

Jinnzh he told lus followers, will never get Pakistan unless the
Brtish give 3t to bum The British would never do that 1n the face of

¢ Congress majonty s unyiclding opposition. They had a veto over
2ny ection Mountbatten proposed Tell the Brtshto go he begged,
£o matter what the consequences of their departure mught be Tell
them 1o Teave India to God to chaos to anarchy 1f you wash but

ve

Wo will go through fire he beheved but the fire will punfy us

He was a voice crying 1o the wilderness Even hus two ‘hand picke:
depaties were not ready to heed one fast ime the voice that had so
often gven utterance to their jomt aspirations

Patel had been prepared to concede partition even before Mount

(ten s arrval He was ageing he d suffered two heatt attacks and
Be wanted to et on with 1t to end these ceaseless debates and et
down 1o the task of building an 1ndependent Indsa Give Jinnahb his
state he argued it wouldnt survive anyway In five years the
Moslem League would be knocking at their door beggng for India s
Teumfication,

Neheu was a torn and angushed man caught between his deep
love for Gandhn and hss new admiration and fnendstup for the
Moauntbattens Gandhs spoke to his heart Mountbatten to his mund
Instnctively Nehru detested partiion yet hus sational spinit told
Bum 1t was the only answer Sinee reachung his own cancfusion that
there was no other choice Mountbatten had been employiag ali the
charm and p of Op d to brng Nehruto
iy viewpoint Qne argument way wital Wik Jmmah gone Hindu
India could have the strong central government Nebry would need

o - *




‘With these two vorces 1n favour the rest of the high command
quickly fell imnto line Nehru was authorized to inform the Vic. oy
that while Congress remained passtonately attached to the idea of a
Umted India 1t would accept partitton provided the two great
provinces of Punjab and Bengal were diided. Th~ man who had led
them to their tnumph was left alone with hus tarnished victory and
Tus broken dream

At 18 00 the followng day 2 May exactly 40 days after:t had landed
10 New Delht the viceregal York MWIO02 took off from Palam air
port for London This time 1ts most important passenger was
Mountbatten s Chuef of Staff Lord Ismay and he carned with lum
for submission to His Mayesty s Government a plan for the drviston
of India
All

b s hopes had foundered finally on the rock of
Jinnah s intransigence  He was tgnorant of the one factor mx the
equation which might have changed things Jimnah s illness For the
rest of lus life Moustbatten would look back on his failure to move
Jinnah as the single great disappointment of his career His personal
angwsh at the prospect of gomg down 1n history as the man who
divided India could be measured by a document flymng back to
London with Ismay Mountbattens fifth personal report to the
Attlee povernment

Partitton Mountbatten wrote s sheer madoess and no one
would ever induce me to agree to 1t were it not for this fantastic
communal madness that has seized everybody and leaves no other
course open

The responsibility for this mad decision he wrote must be
placed squarely on Indtan shoulders in the eyes of the world for one
day they will bitterly regret the decision they are about to make
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A Precious Little Place

Simla May 1947

Lowis Mountbatten had no need for awr-conditioning now The
view from hus study s window alone was enough to cool lum the
snow tipped crests of the worlds highest mountan cham the
Himalayas the glacial wall dividing India from Tibet and China
No longer did hus eyes recoil at bleak Jandscapes withering m India s
remorseless Jeat, The vision before hum now was one of unremtting
green emerald lawns soanng stands of fir delicate clumps of
mountain fern Exhausted by weeks of unceasing stram, Mount
batten had followed a tradition laid down by his predecessors On
Ismay s departure for London he had abandoned Delhu for the most
bizarre product of the Briish Raj a strangely anomalous con
summately English creation planted in the Himalayan foothulls the
hittle town of Sunla.

Five months out of every year for over a century that mimature
Sussex hamlet 7300 feet hugh tucked just below the roof of theworld
had become a great imperial capital the site from which the Brtish
ruled their Indsan Empire and 1ts associated satellites from the Red
Sea to Burma It was a precious little place with its octagonal band
stand nmmed with blue and white striped pillars 1ts broad esplan
ades mmmaculate gardens the Tudor belfry of Chnst Church
Cathedral 1ts bells cast mn the muscular tradition of Victorian
Chnistianty from the brass of cannons captured during the Sikh
wars A thousand mules from the sea served by one narrow gauge
radway a gruelling yourney by car Simla posed disdamnfully above
the scorched and over populated plans of India cool green and
unmustakably English

ch year 1n mid Apnil when the warm weather arnived the Vice-
10y s departure for Simla 11 lus white and gold viceregal tram
signalled that the mountamn capital s season had begun The Ray
followed bodyguards secretaries ADCs generals ambassadors and
therrstafls every major ICSfunctionary of Indma scentral admunistra
tion Behind came a cohort of tadors hairdressers boot and saddle
makers silversmiths by appomtment to HE the Viceroy wine and
spint merchants memsafubs with their mounds of luggage therr
focks of domestics and their turbulent progeny Until 1903 the rar]
road line ended 42 ymiles away at halka and there that whole 1
credible cobort transfeered to two-horse tongas for the @ight hour
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1f he was going to build the soctalist state of hus dreams  Ultimately
he too stood out agamnst the man he d followed so long.

With these two vorces m favour the rest of the high command
quackly fell 1to hne Nehru was authorized to inform the Vic, oy
that while Congress remmned passtonately attached to the idea of a
United India 1t would accept partition provided the two great
provinces of Pugjab and Bengal were divided The man who had led
them to their tnumph was left alone with ks tarmished victory and
his broken dream

At 18 00 the following day 2 May exactly 40 days after it had landed
m New Delly the viceregal York MW102 took off from Palam air
port for London This time 1ts most important passenger was
Mountbatten s Chuef of Staff Lord Ismay and he carried with him
for submussion to His Mayesty s Government a plan for the division
of India

All s hopes had foundered finally on the rock of
Jinnah s intransigence He was ignorant of the one factor i the
equation which mught have changed things Jinnah s sllness For the
rest of lus life Mountbatten would look back on hus fature to move
Tinoah as the single great disappotntment of hus career His personal
anguish at the prospect of going down 1n fustory as the man who
divided Inda could be measured by a document flying back to
London with Ismay Mountbattens fifth personal report to the
Attlee government

Partiion Mountbatten wrote s sheer madness and no one
would ever induce me fo agree to 1t were 1t not for this fantastic
communal madaess that has sewzed everybody and leaves no other
course open

“The responsibility for this mad decision he wrote must be
placed squarely on Indian shoulders 1z the eyes of the world for one
day they will bitterly regret the decision they are about to make
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A Prectous Little Place

Sunla May 1947

Louis Mountbatten had no need for ar-conditiomng now The
view from his study s window alone was enough to cool him the
snow tipped crests of the worlds highest mountan cham the
Himalayas the glacial wall dividing India from Tibet and Chuna
No longer did bus eyes recor! at bleak Jandscapes withenng 1n India s
temorseless heat The vision before hum now was one of unrenutting
green emerald lawns soanng stands of fir delicate clumps of

fern d by weeks of stram, Mount
batten had followed a tradition laid down by his predecessors On
Tsmay s departure for London he had abandoned Delty for the most
bizarre product of the British Raj a strangely agomalous con
summately English creation planted in the Himalayan foothills the
Iittle town of Sumla.

Five months out of every year for over a century that mimature
Sussex hamlet 7300 feet lugh tucked just below the roof of theworld
had become a great mmpenal capital the site from which the Batish
ruled their Indran Empire and its associated satellites from the Red
Seato Burma It was a precious httle place withits octagonal band
stand nmmed with blue and white striped prllars ats broad esplan
ades immaculate gardens the Tudor belfry of Chnst Church
Cathedral 1ts bells cast 1 the muscular tradition of Victonan
Christranaty from the brass of cannons captured dunng the Sikh
wars A thousand mules from the sea served by one parrow gauge
railway a pruelling journey by car Simla poised disdamfully above
the scorched and over populated plains of India, cool green and
unmstahably English

Each year :n mid April when the warm weather arnved the Vice-
toy s departure for Simla 1n lis white and gold viceregal tramn
sigoalled that the mountamn capital s season had begun The Ray
followed bodyguards secretanies ADCs generals ambassadors and
their staffs every major ICS functionary of India scentral administra
tion Behind came a cobort of talors hardressers boot and saddle
makers, silversmiths by appointment to HE the Viceroy wine and
spint merchants memsalubs with therr mounds of luggage therr
flocks of domestics and their turbulent progeny Until 3503 the rail

road line ended 42 mules away at Kalka and there that whole 15
credible cohort transferred to two-horse tongas for the eight hour
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trp up the hills to Sumla, Baggage followed by bullock cart and the
backs of men, Long Lines of coolies bore upon therr work bent spines
an internunable flow of cases full of potted shrunps, fofe gras saus-
ages Bordecaux champagne to supply the banquets wluch gave
Stmia s season an elegance unparalieled in India,

'The coolies were necessary because 1n Simla, the clap of hooves
and the bark of the internal combustion engine was replaced by the
soft pit pat of human fect. An old tradition wnsisted that only three
carniages and later cars, were allowed 1 Simla, those of the Viceroy
the Commander 1n-Chief of the Indian Army and the Governor of
the Punjab God, s21d a ocal joke had apphied for perrussion 10
have a car m Simla but was refused. Simla s stagdard conveyance
until the British left India was the nickshaw They were good sized,
recalled one owner not those wretched Lttle things that stick in
your nbs and four men were required to pull each one up and
down Simla s precipitous slopes. A fifth ran alongside to relieve the
others.

By tradition they did not wear shoes Their employers compen
sated them, however by the sumptuousness of therr uniforms
Families competed to have the most elegantly turned-out coolies.
The Viceroy & had the exclusive night to scarlet. One Scot put hus
kilts Another resident had two sets of umforms for hus, one for
daytime one for the evening. All usually wore on the breast of their
umforms the cyphers or the coat of arms of the family in whose
service they were expending thewr lungs Almost without exception
those coolies of Simla suffered from tuberculosis

The feasts towards which they bore theiwr employers were bnilliant
and the most brilbant of all took place 1n Viceregal Lodge The
rickshaws of the town s anstocracy bore red rosettes which entitled
them to use the Viceroy s private entry for grand balls and garden
parties The others bore white rosettes and used the public entrance
Whatever the colour of thewr rosettes the rickshaw s occupants could
feel sure of one thing oncenside with the exception of a maharaja
ortwo they would not have to rub shoulders with any citrzens of the
country they governed

You sumply cannot imagine the brlliance of a ball at Viceregal
Lodge m the old days, mused one woman the long Lines of the
rickshaws 1n the mght moving slowly up the hill each wath 1ts little
oil lamp glittening 1z the darkness and the only sound the soft patter
of hundreds of bare feet

The other centre of Stla s soctal Iife was Cecal s Hotel a hostelry
whose hospitality was as lavish as any in the world Bach evenng at

8 15 a turbaned butler marched down 1ts carpeted comndors tolling
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& dioner gong as though 1t was a P & O steamer The guests i
black tie and evening dresses came down to dine at tables covered
with Inish lmen Mappin and Webb silverware Doulton porcelain
£2d German Boherman erystal glasses for champagne whisky wine
Port and water at each place
- Simia s heart was the Mall o broad avenue running from one end
of the ndge 1n which the town was set to the other an exclusively
8lish presence of tea shops banks and stores 1ts surface as cleasly
¥rubbed as the Viceray’s porcelain. At one end stood Chrsst Church
Catbedral unto which the Commander n Chuef 1n full unform, led
the cofony every Sunday, there to bsten to 2 proper chore — all
ghsh voices  Untll World War One, Indians were not allowed to
walk on the Mal]

That prolubition had represented the essence of Smla The annual
move to ats heights was more than Just a seasonal escape from the

AL 1t was a subtle reaffitmation of Britan s racial superionty, of
the solidity of those virtues which set the Brtih apart from the
Pullolating brown millions sweltening at theic feet on the parched
reaches of India.

Much of that old Simla was already gone by the time Lows
Mountbatten arrived mn early May 1947 Now an Indian could even
%2k down the Mall ~ providing he was not weanng the nation.t
dress of hus country *

Mountbatten may have been exhausted by hus intensive negotia
Uo2s but he was also 1n an cxuberant, confident mood. He had after

echicved 1 six weeks what his predecessors bad falled to ac-
Smplish fn years He had delivered to 10 Downing Strect a plan
that ‘offered “Pritan an honourable exit from Indm and to the
Todiany 5 solution however panful to therr impasse

use he had been able to wning plempotentiary powers out of
Attlze before leaving London, he had not been obliged to secure the
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formal agreement of the Indian Jeaders to his plan before sending 1t
back to England He had only to assure the Attlee government that
they would accept 1t when 1t was put before them.

His plan was a distillation of what Mountbatten had learned 10
the privacy of hus study It represented hus careful evaluation based
on his knowledge of each leader s mmtimate sentuments and coo-
victions of what they would accept when the chips were down So
confident was he of hus judgment that just before leaving for Sumla
he had formally announced his intention to present it to them on his
return on 17 May

Simla s brisk clumate 1ts Olympian calm, however inspued re-
flection and uncharactenstic doubts began to gnaw at the Viceroy
Since the plan had reached London he had been inmundated by a
stream of cables from the Attlee government proposing textual
modifications which whle they would not alter its substance would
change 1ts tone

More senious however was the real concern which underlay hus
growing apprehension If the implications i the plan he had sent
to London were fully realized it was not into two independent
nations that the great Indian sub-contnent would be divided but
three

Mountbatten had inserted 1n the plan a clause which would allow
an Indian province to become independent if 8 majonty of both its
commumties wished to That clause was mtended to provide that
the sixty five mltion Hindus and Moslems of Bengal could join into
one viable country with the great seaport of Calcutta as ther
capital

The 1dea had been placed before Mountbatten by Calcutla s
Moslem leader Shabeed
loving politician who ten months e:\xller had unlcashed the terrors
of Direct Action Day on his city The Viceroy liked it Contrasted to
Jinnah s aberrant two-headed state 1t seemed an entity likely to
endure To his surprise he had discovered Dengals Congress
Hindu leaders intngued by the project He had quietly encouraged
their interest He had even discovered Jinnah would not oppose the
idea He had not however exposed it to Nehru and Patel and 1t
was this oversight that disturbed him now Would they i fact ac
cept a plan that might cost them the great port of Calcutta with sts
belt of textile mulls owned by the industnalists who provided their
party s principal financial support? If they didnt Mountbatten
after all the assurances ke d given London was going to look a
bloody fool in the eyes of India, Britain and the world

A sudden nspiration struck him He would reassure himself by
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pnvate discussions with the Indian leader whom, to the distress of
Ius staff hed mvited to spend a holiday with hum i Simia, More
than ever Mountbatten saw his relationstup with the gracious and
elegant Jawaharlal Nehru as the prime support of hus own pohicies
in Indm, and the pnime hope of a warm understanding between
Britain and her old Indian Empure 1n the years to come

His wife s friendship with the Indran Prime Mimster had grown
too Women Itke Edwina Mountbatten were rare 1 the world and
rarer stull 1n the India of 1947 No one had been better able to draw
Nehru from his shell when doubts and depression gripped um than
the attractive anstocrat who radiated so much compassion 1ntel
ligence and warmth. Often over tea a stroll in the Moghul Gardens
or a swim 1n the viceregal pool she had been able to charm Nehru
out of his gloom redress a situation and subtly encourage her hus
band s efforts

Determuned to follow hus 1astinct Mountbatten called the mem
bers of lus staff to his study and explamned hus 1dea to them. They
were hornfied To show the plan to Nehru without exposing 1t to
Jinnah would be a complete breach of faith with the Moslem leader

they pornted out, If he discovered 1t Mountbatten s whole posttion
would be destroyed

For a long time M sat stlently the tabletop
with fus fingertips
I'msorry he finally d Your are

sound But I have a hunch that I must show 1t to Nehru and Im
gaing to follow my hunch *

That mght Mountbatten 1avited Nehru to hus study for a glass of
port Casually he passed the Congress leader a copy of the plan as
1thad been amended by London asking him to take it to hus bedroom

Tt was ot the first ime Mountbatten bad gone against the combuned advice
of bus staff In February 1941 leading four of hus flotilla of Keclass destroyers
through the Bay of Biscay en foute to Gibraltar he received a flash from the
First Sea Lord informung him that the German pocket battleshsps Schamborst
and Grelsenau had just been sighted Samt N d
1o proceed to intercept them. It was sunset. Mountbatten ordered his flotilta to
Steer & course for Drest. His stalf rushed to the budge protesting that they d
been 10 ke for Saint Nazaire sot Brest. No Mouatbatten said,
they d been m:; intercept the two Geeman ships and be had a hunch. If

he were the commanding those two stups he said he would not be
Ueenng on tus true course at sunsct when the last

out
heading for Drest,
bva e Uniostanately 2!though his destroyers raced for Brest at

pories was 100 great. They reached the French port
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and read it Then perhaps Nehru mught let lum know informally
what reception 1t was likely to get from Congress Flattered and
happy Nehru agreed
A few hours later while Mountbatten devoted humself to s
regular evenung relaxation constructing Ius family s genealogical
table Jawaharlal Nehru began to scrutimze the text designed to
lus country s future He was hornfied by what he read The
vision of the India that emerged from the plan s pages was a mght
mare an India divided not imto two parts but fragmented imto a
dozen preces The door Mountbatten had Jeft open for Bengal would
become Nehru foresaw a wound through which the best blood of
Indiz would pour He saw India depnived of its tungs the port of
Calcutta along with 1ts mulls factories steel works Kashmur his
beloved Kashmir an mdependent state ruled by a despot he despised
d me an d Moslem body planted
1n the belly of fndia half a dozen other princely states clamouning
to go off on therr own, The plan he believed would exacerbate all
Indza s fissiparous tendencies - dialect, culture race - to the pont
at which the sub would nisk expl g 1nto a mosaic of
weak, hostile states The British had run India for three centunes
with the byword Divide and Rule They proposed to leave it on a
new one Fragment and Quit White-faced shaking with rage
Nehru stalked into the bedroom of s confidant knshna Menon
who d accompanted hum to Simla With a funous gesture he hurled
the plan on to hus bed.
*It s all over! he shouted.

» b got hus first of hus friend s violent reaction
1 a Jetter early the g morng. For the Viceroy 1t
was a bombshell Ashe readit the whole structure he had so care-
fully crected dunng the past six weeks came tumbling down like a
house of cards The impression hus plan feft Nehru wrote was one
of fragmentation and conflict and disorder It fnghtened him and
was certain to be resented and bitterly dishiked by the Congress
P

a;:ad.mg Nehru s words the poised self assured Viceroy who d
proudly announced to the world that he was going to present a
sclution to India s dilemma 1n ten days tume suddenly realized he
had no solution at all The plan the British Cabinet was discussing
that very day the plan he d assured Attlee would win Indian accept
ance would never get past the ose element 1n India that had to
n; Party
aﬁ;ﬁb‘kg s E:!?u mmght accuse him of over<onfidence but
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he was not a man to brood over setbacks Instead of despondmg at
Nehrus reaction Mountbatten congratulated humself on showing
bum the plan and set out to reparr the damage Fortunately for the
Viceroy Ius frendship with Nehru would survive the shock At
Mountbatten s behest Nehru agreed to stay on another mght to give
time to draft a revised plan which might be acceptable to Con

gress It would have to close the loopholes that had so distressed

ehru The new plan would offer India s provinces and princes only
one choce ~ India or Pakistan

The dream of an independent Bengal was gone Mountbatten

remamed convinced however that Jinnah s two-headed state could
Dot survive Some time Jater he predicted to the man who would suc-
ceed lumin Viceroy s House C. R, Rajagopalachan that East Bengal
would be out of Pakistan 1n a quarter of a century The Bangladesh
war of 1971 was to confirm lus prediction with just one year to spare

To redraft hus plan Mountbatten called into lus study the lughest
ranking Indian 1 hus viceregal establishment. It was a supreme
trony that at that enitical juncture the Indan to whom Mountbatten
turned had not even entered that vaunted admumstrative clite the
Indian Cavil Service No degree from Oxford or Cambnidge graced
lus office walls No famuly ties had hastened his ise V P Menon
‘was an incongruous oddity 1n the ranfied air of Viceroy s House a
a¢lf made man,

Eldest son 1 a famuly of twelve Meron had quit schoo! at
13 to work successively as a construction worker coal muner, factory
hand, stoker on the hern Indtan Radwa, ful cotton
broker and schoolteacher Finally having taught humself to type
with two fingers, he talked his way Into a job as a clerk i the Indian
admumstration 1n Simla 1n 1929 *

What followed was probably the most meteonic nise m that ad-
mimstration s history By 1947 1t had carned Menon to one of the
most senior posts on the Viceroy s stafl where ke had quickly won
Mountbatten s confidence and later affection.

Mouatbatten informed Menon that, by that evening he would
bave to redraft the charter that would give India her 1ndependence.

‘When Menon armved in Dethi en route to Sunla he discovered every rupee
he owned bad been stolen. Despalring, he an elderly dis.
tinguished Sikh explained b plight and asked for & loan of 15 rupees to cover
his fare 0 Simts. The Sikh gave hum the money When Menon asked for kis
address 36 be could pay it back, the Sikh said “No, until the day you die you
wdll always give that sum to any bonest man who asks your belp, Stx weeks
ﬁmhhema by daughter recalls, & beggar came o the family bome

Menon scnt his daughter for his wallet, took out Sfteen rupecs
ave it 10 1be man. He was stll repaying ks debx,

Ex

"
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Its essential option partation kad to rematn and st must above all
continue to place the responsibility for making the choice upon the
Indians themselves through the vote of their provincial assemblies

Menon finished his task 1 accordance with Mountbatten s 1
structions Between lunch and dinver he had performed a tour de
Jorce The man who had begun his career as a two-finger typist
culminated 1t by redrafung 1 barely six hours on an office porch
looking out on the Himalayas a plan which was going to re order
the sub-contiment and alter the map of the world

* * *

Stoicken with 2 violent attack of appendicitis Manu s slender figure
shook under the blankets her great uncle bad heaped over her Her
eyes were dulled by a racking fever Her body was hunched into a
foetal position 11 an mstinctive effort to mummize the terrible pan 1n
her abdomen, Sient and wotried, Gandhi hovered at her side

Once agam he faced a challenge to hus faith Gandht had had
a deep-rooted belief 1n nature cures He denounced modern med:
cme for 1ts emphasis on the bodys physical aspects at the ex
pense of the spint for counselling pills and drugs when what was
needed was restraint and self-discipline for being too concerned
with money The fields of India he mamtained were filled with
natural medicinal herbs placed there by God to cure the nation's
il To Gandhi nature cure was an extension of his mon violent
philosophy It was for that reason he had refused to allow his wife s
body to be subjected to the violence of a hypodermic needle as she
lay dying in the Aga khans palace

When Manu had begun to complaa of 4 pars 1a ber abdomen
Gandh: prescribed the treatment nature cure dictated mudpacks
a stnct diet and enemas

Her condition worsened Now 36 hours later a crisis was at
band For all kis farith i nature cures Gandhu had also studied
medicine at great length. He knew very well what malady was gup
ping hus great niece

As 1t had been in Noakhali, her farth 1a hum was total She had
confided herself entwrely to his hands ready to do whatever he
wanted Gandhi was 1o agony His nature treatment had faded To
tum 1its failure Manu s illoess were mamfestations of thewr spintual
imperfections But as he would later note he did not have the
courage to let a gul entrusted to me die like that He broke down
and admitted defeat. With the utmost reluctance  the man who had
denied hus dying wife the violent therapy of 2 hypodernuc peedle
decided to allow his dying great mece the viclence of the surgeon s






“A Race Destined to Govern and
Subdue”

Whether exercised by a district officer like the young man
n his bungalow (below) circa 1875 or Lord Mountbatten
among a few of his servants (top opposite) British rule in
India in the Victonian Age was charactenzed by 1ts panache
Its ngor Iits honesty and the enormous social gap which set
India s rulers apart from the masses they ruled Attended by
scores of turbaned servants the officers of the Indian Army

{opposite bottom) dined in in solemn splendor at least
once a month




The Maharajas Las
of a Fahled Breed

Providence Kipling wrote
created the maharajas to offer
mankind a spectacle Theirs we
a world of marble palaces and
scented harems tigers and
elephants fabulous jewels and
hoards of gold In 1947 tndia¢
565 maharajas nawabs princes
and rajas still ruled over a third
of India s land surface and
100 militon indians Sport and
sex were the maharajas
preferred pastimes Even legs
crippled at birth couldn t keep
P > < Y 2 :hs N:]ahara;a of UdaFI‘Dur {nght)
- AL o rom hunting tger His
v”g‘""M colleague h?lahgraja of Patala
parades under a golden canopy
(below)
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India’s Last Viceroy
and Vicereine

Lord and Lady Mountbatten arrived in Delhi on March 22
1947 to preside over the coming Independence of [ndia
After lang and difficult negotiations with Mahatma Gandhs
(opposite top) and other indian leaders Mountbatten
secured on wune 3 1947 the agreement of hus partners to
the plan that would divide India into two separate nations
(opposite bottom) Present at Mountbatten s left were
Mohammed Al Jinnah Liaquat Ali Khan and Rab Nishtar
for the Moslem League and at hus night Jawaharlal Nehru
Valabhbhat Patel and Acharya Kripalam: for Congress and
Baldev Singh for the Sikhs






The Last Crusade of the
Liberator of India

His hands resting uppn the shoulders of his  walking
sticks  his great niecks Abha {left) and Manu (nght)
Gandhi sets off for the llast crusade of his life to restore
peace and love in the villages of Bengal torn by hate and
murder



The Day an Age Ended

New Delln August 15 1947 Engulfed in a hysterical happy
throng the Mountbattens gilded carrage becomes a kind of
Iife raft tossed upon the sea of humans celebrating Indias
independence (top} Two days earter the Mountbattens
were 1n Karachi (bottom) to celebrate Pakistan s indepen
dence
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“With No Joy i My Heart”

His personal emblem a freshly plucked rose 1n the button
hole of hus tunic a pensive Jawaharlal Nehru poses for a
moment in the garden of the Viceroy s house (below)
Anxious to reconcile on Indian soil the parliamentary
democracy of Britain and the economic socialtsm of Karl
Marx Nehru agreed with Mountbatten that the only
alternative to dividing India was civit war Reluctantly he
turned his back on his old leader Gandht and with no
Joy inmy heart commended the Viceroy s plan to parti
tion India to his countrymen

But India s freedom was won at a ternble price Partitton
hurled ten million wretched people onto the foads the
railways and the unharvested fields of the Punjab in the
greatest migration tn human history (opposite)
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”ﬁThe Inadvertent Architect of a
Tragedy and Some of His Victims

Surrounded by four of the Indian assessors who wer
supposed to aid um Sir Cynl Radcliffe (white suit below!
poses In the Punjab one of the two Indian provinces 1t wa:
his unhappy lot to divide Born in india of a Stkh father an
an abducted Moslem woman Tanvier Boota Singh (botton
left) was one of the 10 mitlion Indians to loose her home
Sikh journalist KS Duggatl {bottom right) and Muslim medt
cal student Aisha Al also lost thewr home But found love
They married and are today living in New Delht
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India's Holy Nan Died Prenouncing
the Name of God

As he had hoped be would Gandhi died erying  He Ram

( Oh God ! ) with hus last breath Face frozen 1n the sull
serenity of death India s murdered Mahatma offers his visage
1o s countrymen for an ultimate and pathenc darshan His
followers parting tribute a shower of rose petals litters his
winding sheet made of cotton he had spun himself on his
wooden spinning wheel
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scalpel Manu was rushed to the hospital for an emergency appen-
dectomy

As she slipped under the anaesthetic Gandhu gently placed his
gealm onherbrow Hold on to Ramanama he told her  and all will

well

Hours later one of her doctors shocked at Gandhi s haggard
regard took the Mahatma aside Rest he begged Gandhi ease the
stramn on hus being. “The people need your services more than ever

Gandhi looked at him with disconsolate eyes  Nesther the people
nor those 1n power have any use for me  he sadly rephed My only
wish 18 to die in harness taking the name of God with my last
breath



7
Palaces and Tigers, Elephants and Jewels

New Delts, May 1947

The turbaned servant advanced 1 reverent silence towards the
‘mammoth figure of his master Caressing with us bare feet the tiger
panther and antelope skins that Iittered hus long march across the
room, be bore to his employer s bedside a silver tray ordered mn
London m 1921 to mark the tour of India of His Royal Highness
the Prince of Wales The vermeil teapot set upon 1t gave off the
delicrous fragrance of the spectal blend simmening mside a mxture
flown twice a month from London along with the biscmts ac-
companymng it by the firm of Fortnum and Mason On the walls of
the bedroom 1n 1ts shadowy corners were the stuffed ammal heads
and a host of silver trophtes garnered by 1ts occupant with his long
‘bore nifle hus polo stick or hus encket bat all of which he wielded
with a gentleman s §!

The servant set the tray on a bedside table and bent down to his
master The man was 2 Sikh and hus black beard tightly rolled n a
silk et circled his sleeping face like an ebony collar

Bed tea the servant whispered with obsequious softness

The six foot four sach figure below him stretched with a long and
feline gesture As he swung to his feet, another servant emerged
from the shadows to cover hts muscular shoulders with a silk robe
Shaking the sleep from his eyes His Most Gracious Highness
Yadavindrah Singh, the exghth Maharaja of the Indan State of
Patiala gazed out on another day

‘Yadavindrah Singh presided over the most remarkable body 1n the
world an assembly unlike any other man had ever spawned or was
likely to spawn in the future He was the Chancellor of the Chamber
of Indian Princes On ttus May morning almost two years after the
cyclone of Hiroshtima and the end of a war that had shaken the
world s foundations the 565 maharajas nawabs rajas and rulers
composing that chamber still reigned as absolute hereditary sover
ergns over one third of Indias land surface and a quarter of her
population. They reflected the fact that under the British there had
been two Indias the India of its provinces admumstered by the
central government 1n Delly and the separate India of her princes

The prnces anachromustic situation dated from Britain s hap-
hazard conquest of India when rulers who received the Fr~' sh with
open arms or proved worthy foes on the battlefield

1

to
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remain on their thrones provided they acknowledged Britawn as the

paramonnt power The system was formalized mn a seres of treaties

between the individual rulers and the Brtish crown. The princes

had secogmized the Paramountcy of the King Emperor as repre-

sented 1 New Delhu by the Viceroy and ceded to hum control of

their foreign affairs and defence They recerved i retum Britan s
of therr wstde therr states,

Certam princes like the Nizam of Hyderabad or the Maharaja
of Kashmur ruled over states which rivalled mn size or population the
nations of Western Europe Others like those mn the Kattuawar
penunsula near Bombay lived 1n stables and governed domams no
Jarger than London s Rch d Park. Their the
fichest man 1n the world and princes 50 poor that their enture kung
dom was a cow pasture Over four hundred princes ruled states
smaller than twenty square miles A good number of them offered
their subjects an admmustration far better than that the British
provided A few were petty despots more concerned with squander-
1ng their state s revenues to slake their own extravagant desires than
wath improving the lot of their peoples

‘Whatever thetr political prochvities however the future of India s
ruling princes wath theur average of 11 titles 5 8 waves 12 6 chuldren,
92 elephants 2 § private railway cars 3 4 Rolls-Royces and 229
tigers killed posed a grave problem 1n the spring of 1947 No
solution to the Indian equation would work 1f 1t fuled to deal with
their peculiar situatron,

For Gandhi Nchru and the Congress the answer was evident The
princes reign should be termunated and their states merged into an
independeat India. That was harJly 2 solution designed to appeal to
Yadavindrah Singh and men like fum. His state of Patiala 1n the
heart of the Punjab was one of the nichest 1n India and he had an
army the suze of an iwnfantry division bulwarked by Centurion
tanks to defend 1t 1f necessary

An atmosphere of concern and tenston hung about the Chancellor
of the Chamber of Indian Princes as he sipped hus tea. He knew
something on tius May morning that the Viceroy of Tndia did not
know He knew that 6000 miles from hus Punjabi state 1 London,
a man was makeng 8 desperate plea 5o that hus future and that of his
fellow princes would not be that to which Nehru and the Socialists
of Congress wished to condemn them.

Tho man who was to make that plea was not a maharmya but
Enghshman He was 1 London without the Viceroy s knoivledgv: Ta?
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approval Sir Conrad Corficld was a nussionary s son who repre-
sented one of the preat strengths and at the same time great weak
nesses of the British who had run India Corfield had spent most of
his career m the service of India 8 princely states and as a result those
states were his India His yudgment of what was good for India was
what was good for her princes He loathed their enemyes Nehru and
Congress with a fervour at least equal to theurs

Cotfield was 1n May 1947 the Viceroy s Political Secretary his
deputy le for g the auth, that the princes bad
ceded to the King Emperor Absorbed since arniving 1 Delhu by the
task of finding a solution to the conflict between Congress and the
Moslem League Mountbatten had had little time to wrestle with the
problem of Corfield and the princes That had not disturbed Cor
field Decply suspicious of hus supenor s nipening fnendship with
Nehru Corfield had flown to London to secure lus princes a better
deal than he thought Mountbatten would be prepared to give them
Corfield was making his plea 1n a room rendered umque 1 deference
to the prinees of India The octagonal London office of the Secretary
of State for India known since the days of John Morley as the
gilded cage could be entered by erther of two doors opposite the
secretary s desk exactly alike 1n every detail ‘Thus two maharajas of
equal rank could enter the secretary’s presence at precisely the same
mstant so that nerther would suffer a loss of face or precedence

Corfield set hus argument before the occupant of that office the
Earl of Listowel with force and wigour Indias princes had sur
rendered their powers o the British crown and only to the British
crown he argued At the moment India became independent those
powers should revert to them They would then be free to work out
whatever new arrangement they could with India or Pakistan or f
they chose and it were practicable they could become independent
Anything Iess would be a violation of the treattes that linked Britain
to the states

Corficld 8 interpretation was 1n the strict legal sense night Its
practical consequences however would be appalling to contemplate
1f the implications 1n Corfield s impassioned plea were realized an
independent India would be menaced with Balkanization on a scale
even Nehru 1n Simia had not contemplated.

* » -

It had once seemed to Rudyard Kipling that Providencs had created
the maharajas yust to offer mankind a spectacle a dazzhng wiston
of marble palaces tigers elephants and jewels Powerful or humble
nich or poor theurs was an extraordmary breed whose members had
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fuelled those legends of an Incha now on the brink of extinction The
accounts of therr vices and virtues their extravagances and pro-
digalities thesr follies and their eccentricities had enniched folklore
and entranced a world hungry for exotsc dreams Thew day was end
1ng but when the maharajas of India were gone the world would
be a duller place

The legend that surrounded Indias princes was the work of a
relatively small number of ther company those rulers with the
wealth the time and the appetite to indulge thesr most imaginative
fantastes A series of consumung passions umted those extravagant
gentlemen and they pursued them with rare devouion. Hunting cars
sport their palaces and harems all figured among them but most
often jewels were a maharasa s best friends

The Mat of Baroda d gold and precious
stones His court tunic was of spun gold and only one famly m
hus state was alloned to weave 1ts threads The fingernails of each
member of the family were grown to extraordnary length then cut
and notched ltke the teeth of a comb sq they could caress the gold
threads mto perpendicular perfection

His collection of hustonie diamonds sncluded the Star of the South
the seventh biggest diamond 1n the world and the diamond offered
by Napoleon HI to Eugémie The most precious bauwble i fus
treasure chest was a collection of tapestries made entirely of pearls
1to which had been woven ornate designs of rubtes and emeralds,

The Maharaja of Bharatpur had an even more remarkable
collection His masterpreces were made of vory Each represented
years of labour for an entire fammly Therr work demanded an
extraordinary exactitude peching down the wory of elephants
tusks The largest topaz 1n the world gleamed tike a Cyclopean eye
from the turban of the Stkh Maharaja of Kapurtala its apricot
brillrance set off by a field of 3000 diamonds and pearls The fabulous
treasure of the Maharaja of Jay

pur was buried 1n & Rajasthan hill
sde the site guarded from 1o b ¢ Tax]

¥y a

belbicose Rayput tribe Each Mabaraja was allowed to wist the site
once 1a hus lifetime to select the stones which would embellish hes
reign Among 1ts marvels was a pecklace composed of three tiers of

rubies each the size of a pigeon s egg and three
the largest of which weighed 90 ngr:‘xéts. enomans emeralds

Centrepiece of the great Sihg Maharaja of Patiala 1l
veas a pear] necklace insured by Lloyds for one million ;oﬁx:m’l;:
most intnguing ttem  however was & dimond beeastplate, its

surface comp of 1001 briliantly srkchad bius-whate
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dramonds Until the turn of the centory 1t ad been the custom of
the Maharaja of Patiala to appear once a year before hus subjects
naked except for that diamond breastplate s organ 1 full and
glonous erection His performance was adjudged a kiad of temporal
of the ling the phallic rep of Lord
Shivas organ As the Maharaja walked about his subjects glee
fully applauded therr cheers acknowledging both the dimensions of
the princely organ and the fact that 1t was supposed to be radiating
magic powers to drive evil spints from the land
An early Mah of Mysore was d by a Chinese sage
that the most efficactous aphrodisiacs 1n the world were made of
crushed diamonds That unfortunate discovery led to the rapid
mpoverishment of the state treasury as hundreds of precious stones
were ground to dust i the princely mills The dancing guls whom the
resulting potions were meant 1n a sense to benefit were paraded
through the statc on elephants whose trunks were studded with
rubies and whose ears were decorated with elephant ear rings com-
posed of the prince s surviving diamonds
The Maharaja of Baroda went about on an clephant even more
gavdily arrayed. The anmmal was a 100-year old monster whose
great tusks had skewered twenty nivals 1n as many combats All his
equipment was m gold the howdah in which the prince rode his
harness the great saddle-cloth or shabrack covering hus back Like
pendants ten gold chamns hung from each of the pachyderm s ears
Each cham was worth £25000 and each represented one of s
victories
In both practice and folklore the elephant had been for genera
tions the princes preferred means of locomotion Symbols of the
cosruc order born from the hand of Rama they were 1 Hindu
mythology the pillars of the umverse the supports of the sky and the
clonds Once a year Mysore prostrated himself 1n veneration before
the largest bull elephant 10 hus herd thus rekindling hus alliance with
nature s forces
A prince s standing might be measured 1n the number the age and
the size of the amimals filling hus elephant stables Not probably
since Hannibal had marched across the Alps had the world seen a
collection of elephants to rival those put on displ.y once a year 1n
Mysore for the Hindu festival of the Dusschra One thousand
animals draped in elaborately woven blankets of flowers their fore-
heads studded with jewels and gold paraded through the strects of
the city To the strongest bull elephant went the honour of carrying
the throne of the Maharaja a pedestal of massive gold draped 1
gold brocaded velvet and surmounted by an umbrella the symbol of
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princely power Behund that amimal came two more decorated 1o
comparable splendour and bearing empty howdahs As they came
Into sight a respectful silence settled upon the crowds along thewr
path These empty howdahs were supposed to contam the spints of
the Maharaja s forebears
In Baroda the princely fetes were mevitably highlighted by
elephant fights Ther combats were ternfying spectacles Two
enormous bult elephants dnven mad with fury by lances thrust mto
their flanks like a preador s jab at a fighting bull were voleashed on
each other Shakng the ground with their enormous weight and the
sky with thewr fightened trumpetimgs they fought until one of them
was Jalled
The Raja of Dhenkanal 2 state s castern India, provided
thousands of guests each year with an opportunity to witncss an
equally ympressive but less bloody extubition by lus elephants the
public copulation of two of the most select denizens of hus stables
A Maharaja of Gwalior decided before the turn of the century to
omament hus palace with a chandelier carefully calculated to surpass
1n ds the largest delier 1n Buck Palace Oncehed
ordered 1t 1n Vemice however someone pomted out to the Maharaja
that the roof of his palace might not support its weight, He resolved
the problem by having lus heaviest pachyderm housted to the palace
roof with a specsally constructed crane When the roof faded to
collapse under the ammals weight the Maharaja announced ~
correctly 1twould turn out —that 1t would support his new chandelier
‘The coming of the motor car inevitably confined the royal ele-
phants to ceremomal rather than functional tasks The first auto-
mobile 1mported iwnto India 1n 1892 a French made De Dion
Bouton was destined for the garage of the Maharaja of Patiala.
Its pride of place was recorded for postenty by the number on ats
licence plate — O The Nizam of Hyderabad acquired hus auto-
mobiles with 2 techmique worthy of his legendary reputation for
cconomy Whenever his royal eyes fell on an sateresting car mside
the walls of tus capital, he sent word to its owner that His Exalted
Highness would be pleased to receive it as a gift. By 1947 the Nizam s
gatage overflowed with husdreds of cars he never used
1 y the favoured plaything of India s prnces
was the Rolls-Royce They imported them 1n all forms and sizes
Lmousines coupds station wagons and even trucks The Maharaja
of Patiala s tsny Dion was eventually dwarfed 10 hus garages by hus
; ; b l“ﬂ]:!y syene R’nlh ‘The most exotic
adia was a silver plated convertible bghqnng
of Bharatpur Rumour hid 1t that mystersous, sc‘:)n:g

Rolls in
Mabarapa
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stimulating waves emanated from its sdver frame and the most
gractous gesture the Maharaja could accomplish was to loan 1t to a
princely colleague for his wedding Bharatpur had also ordered a
Rolls done up as a shooting brake for lus hunts One day 1n 1921 he
took the Prince of Wales and hus young ADC, Lord Lows Mount
batten out 1n 1t after black buch “The car the future Viceroy of
India noted 1n hus diary that mght went over wild open country
smashing through holes and over boulders heaving and rocking Like
2 boat at sea

The most extracrdinary princely velucle in India however was a
Lancaster styled to the bizarre design of the Maharaja of Alwar It
was gold plated inside and out The chauffeur mampulating a steer
1ng wheel 1n sculptured tvory reposed on gold brocaded cushion
Behind lum  the body of the car was a perfectly reproduced replica
of the coronation coach of the kings of England By some mechanical
muracle its engtoe was still able to hurl that weighty velucle along the
road at 70 mph

With all the revenue duties and taxes amassed in their states at thewr
disposal the princes of India were umiquely equipped to indulge
their personal eccentricities

The passton of the Maharaga of Gwahor who ruled over one of
the best run states 1a India was electrc trams  Even 1n hus wildest
pre Christmas fantasies a young boy could not comure up an
electric train set to rival the Maharaja s It was laid out over 250 feet
of solid silver rads set on a mammoth tron table at the centre of the
palace banquet hall Special tunnels cut 1n the palace walls pro-
longed the tracks wnto the royal kutchen The Maharajas guests
were placed around the table and the ruler sat at its head presiding
over a mammoth control panel that bristled with levers accelerators
switches and alarm signals These controlled the trans that delivered
drnger to the prince s guests By manspulatiog his control panel the
prince could pass the vegetables send the potatoes shuttling through
the banguet hall or order an express to the kitchens for a second
helping for a hungry guest He could alse with the flick of a switch
deprive a guest of his dessert by sending the dessert trains speeding
past his warting plate

One eveng 1n the mdst of a formal banjuet 1 honour of the
Viceroy the princes control panel short-circmted While their
Excellencies looked on aghast his electric trains ran amok racing
from one end of the banquet hall to the other indufferently sloshung
gravy roast beef and a purée of peas over th Maharaja s guests
It was 2 catastrophe without parallel 1n the annals of the radway
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Dogs were the pecubiar passion of the Nawab of Iunagadh

a princspality north of Bombay His favounite pets were dassxgued to
4 fon} 1 and d

servants ‘habitations of a style and comfort vastly superior to that
of all but a tmny handful of his subjects They were borne off to
marble mausoleums 1n a canine graveyard to the strams of Chopin s
funeral march

He marked the weddmg of his favounte bitch Roshana to a
Labrador named Bobby with a ceremony so grandrose that he s
vited every prince celebrity and dignutary jn India including the
Viceroy to attend To his chagrm, the Viceroy declmed Sll,
150 000 people crowded the route of the nuptsal cortege which was
Ted by the prince s bodyguard and the royal elephants in full regalia
After the parade the Nawab offered a lavish banquet m the
camne couple s honour before they were led off to thewr beautifully
appointed brdal suite Those proceedings cost the Nawab £60 000
2 sum which could have financed the basic human needs of 12 000 of
his 620 000 1mpovenshed subjects for an entire year

The palaces of Indias great mzharajas were monuments which
nivalled the Tay Mahal 1n size and opulence although not neces

sanly taste Mysore s 600-room palace surpassed the dimensions of
Viceroy s House itself Twenty of those rooms were devoted ex

clusively to housing the collection of tigers panthers elephants and
bisons kitled by three generations of princes n the jungles of the
state At sught with 1ts roofs and windows outlned by thousands of
light bulbs 1t Jooked like some monstrous ocean Iiner decked out for
a gala landlocked by error 10 the middle of India. Nine hundred and
fifty three windows cach set ja its hand-carved marble frame

covered one fagade of Jaipur s marble Palage of the Wind Udaipur s
;\hlfe marble palace rose ghost like from the mists of a shammeriog

&

Having dearded duning a visit to the Palace of Versalles that be
could bearemearnationof thegreat LouisXIV thevery ableMaharaja
of Kapurthalad d di ) of the Sun King 1n
his tiny state Importing a horde of French architects and decorators,
he built Wmseil a replica of Versailles at the foot of the Himalayas.
He filled st with S2vres vases Gobehn tapestries French antiques,
proclumed French the language of his court and dolled vp bis
turbaned Sikh retmners 1n the powdered wigs sk ‘wassteoats,
knickers and sihver buckled sippers of the Sun King s courtiers

The thrones in some of those palaces were the most elaborate and
tuxunous objects ever designed as receptacles for human postenors.
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Mysore 8 was made from a ton of solid gold reached by mne steps
equally m gold representing the nune steps of the God Vishnu 1n his
ascent to truth Omnssas throne was an cnormous bed. He
bought 1t from an antique dealer 1 London and studded 1t with an
appropriate number of jewels lts particular charm stemmed from
the fact 1t was an exact copy of Queen Victora s wedding

The throne of the Nawab of Rampur was placed in 2 hall the size
of & cathedral The columns which surrounded the podium on which
1t reposed were white marble representations of nude women. The
ongnahity of iy throne owed 1ts 1spiration to another 1dea pro-
vided by the Sun King Caut 1nto the rich gold brocade of ats cushion
was a hole providing direct access to a chamber pot, With an
appropriately princely rumble the ruler was thus able to relieve his
royal person without wterrupting the flow of the affaws of state

‘Time often hung heavy on the hands of the mndolent gentlemen who
whabited those palaces To fill 1t, they devoted themselves to two
pastunes scx and sport Whether he was Hindu or Moslem the
harem was an integral part of a real rulers palace the pnnces
private preserve kept regularly stocked with dancing grls and con
cubines

Usually the jungles of his state were equally a ruler’s private
preserve their fauna, and above all their tigers of whuch 20 000
still existed tn India 1n 1947 the protected prey of lus nifie Bharatpur
bagged hus first tiger at eight. By the trme he was 35 the skans of the
tigers he d Jalled stitched together provided the reception rooms
of ks palzce with what amounted to wall to wall carpeting. His
termtory also witnessed what was surcly a record duck slaughter
4482 birds 1n three hours dunng a shoot 1 honour of a Viceray,
Lord Hardinge The Mabaraja of Gwaltor killed over 1400 tigers
1n s hfetime and was the author of a work destined for a Liuruted 1f
select audience A Gulde to Tiger Shooting

The acknowledged master of hus generation 1a both fields was the
Sikh Sir Bhupinder Singh the Magnificent the seventh Maharaja
of Patiata and father of the Chancellor of the Chamber of Princes
Indeed, for the world between two wars Sir Bhupinder incarnated
the Maharajas of India. With tus six foot four mch frame his
300 pounds hus sensual lips and arrogant eyes hus black moustache
swept up mto perfectly waxed needle pomnts his carefully rolled
black beard, b dtoh pped 1ato the century off
the svory of some Moghu! mumature

Hisappetite was such that he could consume twenty pounds of food

1 the course of a strenuous day or 2 couple of chickens as a tea
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tume snack. He adored polo and galloping across the polo fields of
the world at the head of his Tigers of Patrala, he accurulated a
roomful of silver trophies To sustun those efforts his stables
hatboured 500 of the world 3 finest polo ponues

From hs earliest h der Singh da
remarkably refined sptitude for an equally worthy princely pastime
sex As he came to matunity his devotion to his harem ¢ventually
surpassed even lus passions for polo and huntmg. He personally
supervised the steady accumulation of 1ts mmates selectng now
tecrunts vath a 'S

of variety 1n ap
and accomplishment 10 action By the time the institution reached sts
fullest fruition 1t contaned 350 ladtes

Dunng the tornd Punjab summers the harem moved out of doors
n the evemung to Bhupinder’s pool The prince stationed a score
of bare-breasted pirls like nymphs at mtervals around its rm.
Chunks of 1ce bobbing 1n the pool s water gave the hot air a delicions
chill while the Mabaraja floated 1dly about coming to port from
time to tume to caress a breast or sip a whisky The walls and ceflings
of Bhupmder s private quarters were covered with representations
of the crotic temple sculptures for which Xndia 15 Justly famouns a

\! of Bylities to exhaust the most mventive
mund and athletie body A wadle silk hammock slung 1o one corner
of the room allowed Bhuprder Singh, 1n a sense to suspend the
1aws of gravity while attempting to perform 1n that state some of the
more complex manceuvres suggested by hus ceiling.

To satisfy s le habits the em
barked on 2 programme which would allow him to remodel the
charms of his concubnes as lus own taste changed. Sir Bhupinder
opened his harem doors to a parade of perfumers jewellers hair
dressers beauticians and dressmakers He even kept a team of
Freock British and Indian plastsc surgeons on standby to alter the

h of his f: ding to hus Ructuating tastes or
the dictates of the London fashion magazines Further to stimulate
s princely ardours he converted one wing of the harem 1nto a
laboratory whose test tubes and vials produced an exotic blend of
scents cosmeties lotions and philtres,

All those piguant refinements vitimately only served to screen the
fatal weakness 1n the Maharaga s onental pleasure dome ‘What map,
even 8 Sikh #s handsomely endowed by nature as Sir Bhupmder
was, could satisfy the 350 hugbly tramned and motivated Jadies turk
1ng bebtad the harem s grilles? Recourse to aphrodisiacs was inevit
able His Indian doctors worked up a numbet of savoury con
coctions based aa gald peacls, spices, silver berbs and aron. For o ¢
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whle therr most efficacions potion was based on 2 mixture of shred-
ded carrots and the crushed brauns of & sparrow

‘When 1ts benefits began to wane Sir Bhupmder called 1 2 group
of French technicians whom he naturally assumed would enjoy
special expertise m the matter Alas, even the cffects of their treat
ment based on radum proved ephemeral because they like thewr
predecessors had no cure for the real illness from which the Maba
raje suffered It was not lack of wirility that afilicted the jaded and
sated prince His was a malady that plagued not a few of hus surfeited
fellow rulers It was boredom. He died of 1t

Inewitably 1 God-obsessed Indiz legend and folklore ascribed
divine descent to some princes The Maharajas of Mysore traced
therr ancestry to the moon. Once a year at the autumnal equinox
the Maharaja became 1n the eyes of his people a ving God For
nine days ike 3 sadhu 102 Humalayan cave be secluded lumselfina
darkened room of hus palace He didn t shave or washk No human
hand was allowed to touch hun 1o eye to ghmpse lim during those
days when his body was supposedly inhabited by a God The ninth
day he emerged. An elephant draped in gold tapestries 1ts forchead
covered with an emerald studded sheeld, wared at the palace gate to
bear him amidst 2n escort of lancers on camel and horscback to an
un-God like destination the Mysore race track There before the
multitudes of hus subjects jammed 1nto the stands Brahmn pnests
chanting mantras bathed shaved and fed Jum As the sunset and
darkness shrouded the track a jet black horse was brought to the
pricce At the instant he mounted 1t thousands of torches around
the perimeter of the track were it In their flickerng roseate glare
the prince galloped around the track on s black horse to the
applause of Ins subjects most of them grateful because the Son of
the Moon was back amongst hus people some more mundanely
thankful for the picturesque pageant thewr ruler had offered them
‘The Maharajas of Udaipur traced their descent from an even
more 1mpressive celestial body the sun Theirs was the most ancient
throne 1n India 2 rule that had run uninterrupted for at least 2000
years Once a year Udaipur too became a kind of living God. Erect
1n the prow of a galley resembling Cleopatra s barge he was borne
‘back across the crocodie infested waters of the lake surrounding hus
palace for a symbohe re-installation in 1ts prenuses On the deck
behind hum the nobles of his court in long white muslin robes staad
ranged 1 grateful veneration
Less grandiose 1n their pretentions but no less pious were the
rulers of Benares, the sacred city on the banks of the Ganges By
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tion the eyes of the Maharaja of those blessed precmcts had to
:r;ed; each da} on a sole and umque viston, the Hindu symbol of
cosmuc etermity a Sacred Cow Each dawn a cow was led fo the win
dow of the prncely bedchamber end jabbed 11 the ribs so that her
moony, would stir the pious Maharaja from lis slumber Once
dunpg & visit to s colleague the Nawab of Rampur fulfilling that
mormpg ritual posed & grave problem because the Maharzjas
quarters were located on the second floor of hus host palace The
Nawab finally resorted to an ingenrous tactic to mamtam the in
tegnity of hus guest s dawns He bought 2 crane which each morning
hotsted 2 cow 1n a shing up to the Maharaja s bedroom window
Temifi~d by her unnatural vayage the poor antmal enutted & seres
of moos so prercing that they not only woke up the prous Meharaja
but most of the rest of the palace as well

fious or athest Hindu or Moslem rich or poor_decadent or saitly
the maharajas had been for almost two centuries the surest pillars of
British rule 1n Indsa It was 1m therr relations with the states that the
Britsh had applied to greatest effect the Drvide and Rule doctrne
with which they were accused of governung India In theory the
British could remove a ruler from hus throne for musrule In fact, 2
ruler could get away with almost any kind of outrageous behaviour
down to and including a few discreet murders without the Brtish
disturbing hum -~ provided hus loyalty had rematned 1ntact. The fo-
evitable result was 2 series of grateful and generally reactionsry
puacely enclaves studded like anchors agawst a revolutionary wind
throughout those parts of India ruled directly by the Bratish

The princes loyalty took more tangiple forms as well The
Mahargja of Jodhpurs Lancers led the charge that took Haifa
from the Turks 1n Allenby’s Palestine campaign on 23 September
1917 * Bikaner s Camel Corps fought at Britain s side 1n two wars 1o
Chmna Pale tine, Egypt France and under Loms Mountbatten s
orders in Burma Gwalior sent the beleaguered British theee battalions
of infantry and a hosprtal ship in 1917 Al those forces were ratsed
equipped, paid for and by the rolers themselves pot the
B of India. The Mah of Japur a major i the
Uifeguards led his Furst Japur Infantry up the slopes of Italy s

* In a more peaceful sphere the same Maharaa
R i e Do R
festavtses, the Unfortunate prince disasoaacd fiat (e o (o0 AITving fot the

discovered the ship his [uggage
down at se2. To save fhe situation e was forced o divalge ¢
tattor the secret of how hus favounte trousers were made. e toa Landen
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Monte Cassino in 1943 Th Maharaja of Bundi won the Military
Cross 1 action with his battalion 1n Burma
The grateful Britrsh acknowledged their debt to thexw fathful and
generous vassals by showering them with honours and the baubles
they loved best of all jewel studded decorations Gwalior Cooch
Bihar and Patiala were accorded the honour of nding as honorary
ADCs beside the royal carnage of Fdward VII at tus coronation Ox
ford and Cambnidge conferred their degrees honorary and earned
on the rulers and their progeny The bejewelled chests of the crown s
most loyal princes were embellished by the glhittering stars of the
Order of the Star of India or the Order of the Indian Empire
It was above all by the subt] d: fa

form of award 1bat the esteem of the paramount power for its
vassals was to be measured The number of guns in the salute
accorded a ruler provided the final and definitive proof of his place
n the princely hierarchy It was within the Viceroy's power to
1ncrease the number of guns in a salute so as to reward a ruler for
exceptional ssTvices or to reduce the salute as a pumshment Size
and population were not the sole factors deternumng a man s satute
Fidelity to the paramount power and the blood and treasure ex
pended 1n 1ts defence were equally important. Five rulers - Hyder
abad, Gwalior kashmir Mysore and Baroda - were entitled to the
supreme accolade 21 guns Nmeteen seventeen fifteen thurteen
eleven and mune gun states were ranged behind them, For 425 un
fortunate rajas and nawabs rulers of imsigmificant httl> princi
palities there was no salute at all They were India s forgotten rulers
the men for whom the guns never tolled

The India of the maharajas was often noted for substantial achieve
ments as well, Where the rulers were enhightened men often Western
educated the states subjects enjoyed benefits and privileges un
known 10 those areas adaumistered dicectly by the Brtish Baroda
bad banned polygamy and made education free and umversal before
the turn of the century He had campaigned for the Untouchables
with a zeal less well known but 10 less sincere than Gandhis He
created institutions to bouse and educate them and persomallv
financed the education of the man who became their leader Dr
Bhlumrao Ambedkar at Columbia University in New York. Bikaner
had turned parts of hus Rajasthan desert kingdom 1nto a paradise of
artificral lakes and gardens for his subjects wse Bhopal offered
women an equality of status and posthon unequalled 1n India,
Mysore harboured Asia s best science faculty and a chain of hydro-
electnic dams and ndustnes The descendant of one of history s
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greatest astronomers a man who had transtated Buclid & Principles
of Geometry 1to Sanskrit, the Maharaja of Jaipur maintamned 1
brs capital one of the world s outstanding observatories. With the
Second World War a new generation of rulers had begun to ascend
the thrones men usually less Bamboyant less scif iadulgent than
thesr fathers more conscious of the need for change and the reform
ation of their states Ope of the first acts of the eighth Maharaja of
Patiala was to close the harem of hus father Sir Bhupider Smngh the
Magnficent. The Mabaraja of Gwalior married a commoner the
bnilant daughter of a avl servant and moved out of hus father's
vast palace Unhappily for those men and many others Jike them who
ruled therr states responsibly and ably the public would always
associate the maharajas of India with the excess and extravagances
of a handfol among them.

For tno of Indias states for two prnces enjoymg the supremme,
honour of 21 guns the imtatne undertaken 12 London by Sir
Conrad Corfield had profound sigmificance Both states were
enormous Both were landlocked Both had rulers whose religion
duffered from that of the vast majonity of their subjects Both rulers
caressed the same dream 1o convert therr states mto wholly 1ndes
pendent sovereign nations

Of al! the bizarre and exolic rulers 1 India Rustum 1 Danran,
Arastue Zaman Wal Mamalk Asif Jah Nawab Mur Osmap,
Alikhan Bah.dur MuzaffarulMulkNizam -8} Mud Sipah Selaar
Tatch Jang, Yis Exatted Highness Most Faithful Ally of the Bntish
Crown the seventh Nizam of Hyderabad was surcly the most
bizarre A devout and learned Moslem he and an Islamic rubing
caste presided over the argest 2nd most populous state 1 India, an
entity of 20 mullion Hindus and only 3 million Moslems sct 1 the
heart of the sub-continent. He was a frard Little old man of five foat
three werghing barely 90 pounds Years of devoted chewing of betel
put had reduced hus teeth to a hine of rotuiag reddish-brown fangs.
He lived in constant dread of being porsoned by some jealous courtier
and was followed everywhere by a food taster whom he obliged to
share hus unvarying dist of cream sweets fruats betel nuts and g
nightly bow! of opiunt. The Nizam was the only ruler in India entitled
to the opr Lxalted H ds i on
kim by a grateful Botam in recognition of hus £25 m, contribution
to ther war<chest 1n World War 1

Tn 1347 the Nuzam was reputed 1o be the nichest man in the world
a0d the lepends of his wealth were surpassed only by the legends of
the avance with which he sought to hold st intact. He dressed in
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tumpled cotton pyjamas and i1l formed grey slippers bought 1 the
local market place for a few rupees For 35 years he d worn the same
solled dandrufl encrusted fez Although he owned a gold service
for 100 places be ate off a tin plate squatting on a mat 1n hus bed
room So stingy was he he smoked the cigarette stubs Jeft behind
by his guests When a state occasion forced him to put champagoe
on the princely table ke saw to 1t the single bottle he reluctantly set
out never got more than three or four places from him In 1944
when Wavell was arrnving for a viceregal wvisit the Nizam cabled
Deth: enquinng whether 1t view of 1ts high wartime cost the Vice
roy really insisted on being served champagne Once a weck after
Sunday service the English Resident came to call Faithfully a
retamer appeared with a tray contaming a cup of ter a biscuit and
2 cigarette for the anam and his guest One Sunday (he Resident
armved d with a d visitor The
Tazam winspered to hns servant who retorned to offer the wisitor a
second tray on which had been set one cup of tea one biscuit and one
cigarette

Tn most states 1t was the custom once a y ar for the nobles fo
make therr prince a symbolic offering of a gold piece which the ruler
touched then returned to its owner In Hyderabad there was noth
g symbolic about the offering. The Nizam grabbed each gold
piece and dropped 1t into a paper bag beside his throne On ons
occasion when one fell he was on his hands and knees like a shot
racing 1ts owner along the floor to the rolling comn

Indeed so muserly was the Nizam that when his doctor ammived
from Bombay to give him an electro-cardiogram ke couldn t make
his machine work The doctor finally discovered why In order to
save on fus electricity bill the Nizam had cut back the palace s
current no machine could function properly on 1t

‘The Nizam s bedroom Joohed like a slum hut 1ts furmishings con
sisting of a battered bed and table three kitchen chaus overflowing
ashtrays and waste-paper baskets emptied once a year on the Nizam s
‘birthday His office was hittered with stacks of dusty state archives its
ceshing a forest of cobwebs

Yet tucked 1nto the corners of that palace was a fortune beyond
counting In one drawer of the Nizams desk wrapped tn an old
newspaper was the Jacob diamond a bauble the size of a lime
280 sparkling precious carats The Nizam used 1t as a paper weight
In the overgrown garden was a convoy of dozens of trucks mured 1n
mud up to their axles from the weight of their loads solid pold
ngots The Nizam s jewels a collection so enormous st was satd the
pearls alone would cover all the pavements of Piccadily Crrcus were
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spilled like coals 1n a scuttle on the floors of his cellars sapphires
1ds rubies ds mingled 1n1nd)

heaps He had
well over two mulhion pounds 1n cash - sterling, rupees ~ wrapped 1n

old newspapers stuck in dusty corners of the palace s basement and
attic There they earned a kind of negative interest from the jaws of
the rats who annuzlly gnawed therr way through thousands of
pounds of the Nizam ¢ fortune
The Nizam had a sizeable army equipped with heavy artillery and
awrcraft Indeed he had every possible requirement for independence
except two - a seaport and the support of tus people
His over ly Hindu detested the Moslem
munonty which ruled them Nonetheless there was no question
about the future that the muserly shightly dem nted ruler of a state
half the size of France foresaw for himself
At last ke shouted leaping from s chair when Sir Conrad
Corficld had informed him of Britam s decision to leave India by
June 1948 1 shall be free
A similar ambition burned jn the breast of acother powerful prinee
at the other end of India Reigning over the enchanted valley that
cradled one of the world s most beautiful sites the Vale of kashmir
Han Singh Maharaja of hashmur was a Hindu of a high Brahmim
sub-caste whose 4 mullion subjects were overwhelmingly Moslem
His state set agamnst the awesome crests of the Himalayas was the
attic to the Roof of the World the remote wind swept spaces of
Ladakh Tibetand Sinkiang a vital crossroads where India a future
Pakistan China and Afghamstan were certam to meet
Han Singh was a weak vacillating ndecisive man who dinnded
lus time between opulent feasts in his winter capstal 1n Jammu and
1he beautful flower-choked lagoons of hus summer capital Snnagar
the Venice of the Onient He had begun his reign with a few tiomd
aums at reform  quickly abandoned for an authonitanian rule which
kept hus jails filled with politseal foes Thetr most secent occupant
had been none other than Jawaharlal Nehru. The prince had ordered
Nehru arrested when he d tned to visit the state of his ancestors
Han Singh too had an army to defend the frontiers of tus state
and gyc his claims to independence a menacing emphasis
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A Day Cursed by the Stars

London May 1947

The man niding up to 10 Downung Strect should have been contrite
or at the least apprehensive Lows Mountbatten was neither He
had flown to London 1 response to 2 request from Attlee for a
personal explanation of what had gone wrong in Simla, Lord Ismay
his Chuef of Staff had warned um at the awrport that the govern
ment was hopping mad. They don t know what you re doing and
they re not sure you doesther

Mountbatten however had m fus briefcase the new draft of hus
plan prepared by V P Menon after Nehru had vigorously rejected
his earlier text. He was confident 1t held the key to the Indsan
dilemma Before leaving Stmla he d receved Nehru s assurance that
Congress would accept 1t Mountbatten did not propose to do any
explaming away Hemtended mstead to substitute this plan for the
old one and tell Attlee 2nd his Cabinet how lucky they were I d had
my hunch

Possed and smuling Mountbatten got out of his car and walked
past the popping flash bulbs 1nto the building m which just six
months earlier he d been given hus terrible charge

Watting for him were Attlee Sir Stafford Cripps and the other
key mentbers of the Labour govcmment wwvolved with Indm Therr
greetings were cordial but sat
down and set to work I gave them no apology he later recalled
nor any explanations I had the most frightful not quite concert but
complete and absolute belief that 1t all depended on e and they
really had to do what I said

As a result of the changes in Ins onginal draft cabled to Detha he
had he sard played a hunch and showan it to Nehru That had
revealed certain fundamental Congress objections which would have
produced a disaster had the plan been formally submitted to Con
gress They had been met in hus new draft and ke was confident he
had now placed before them 2 plan all concerned would accept
Beyond that he told Attlee he could now reveal a remarkable
piece of news

He had been able to honour the pledge he d made the hung before
leaving London He could now assure the Attlee government that an
dependent Indra and Paksstan would remain linked to Britain it
the Brtish Commonwealth Jinnah had always wanted to keep an
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independent Pakistan 1a the Commonwealth but to Congress main
taming a tie to the Crown the symbolic link binding the Common
wealth s members had been a difficult concept to accept The Batish
Crown had been after all the symbol agamst which thetr struggle
had been directed

Patiertly ly almost ly M had
stressed the advantages of a Commonwealth tie ponting out that
1t was the only way India could sccure the Joan of the officers she
would need to complete the development of her armed forces While
he was 1 Simla he d recewved 2 message from Vallabhbhai Patel
The shrewd Congress leader knew Mountbatten was 1 a hurry to
see power transferred to Indran hands So was he Patel suggested
Mountbatten employ a time saving device for the actual transfer
of power smply to proclaim India and Palistan independent
donuntons like Canada iaside the British Commonw.alth That
way all concerned Patel powmted out could avoud the lengthy
process of drawing up constitutions and electing bodies to which
Bntamn would formally hand over If Mountbatten acted quickly
long before the old deadline of 30 June 1948 then a grateful Con
gress would not sever the C {th ties that
went with domimon status

Mountbatten was delighted Patel s proposal was in fact what
hed been secretly lobbymng for weeks He had eagerly ordered
V P Menon to incorporate the 1den 1nto the redrafted plan be was
submtting to Attlee

‘The key to the situation now he said was speed He had put be
fore them a plan for the Transfer of Power which he could assure
them was acceptable to the Indians It would keep both nations mn
tbe Bntish Commonwealth Delay now would risk immersing
Batain 1n the situation against which he d been warming them since
his arnval 1in Inda & sub-continent sinking mto cvil war The
burden was on them How quickly could they drive through Parlia

ment the legislation necessary to realize tus plan?
of M

Itwasan d:

at his dynamic
persuastve best. By the tune he d finished the hopping mad Attle

government was eatieg out of his hand They accepted his

draft plan without the alteration of so much as a ccmm‘:’a. e
My God exclaimed Ismay the veteran of so many stormy

scenes 1n Dowming Street, as they left the meeting I ve seen some

p-rformances 1a my hfetime but what you just did t
there beats them altl ! o the pecple 1a

The faruliar figure 1n the bed a quilted dressing gown falling from
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London May 1947

The man niding up to 10 Downing Street should have been contfite
or at the least apprehensive Lows Mountbatten was nesther He
had flown to London 1n response to a request from Attlee for a
personal explanation of what had gone wrong 1 Simla Lord Ismay
his Chief of Staff had warned him at the awrport that the govern
ment was hopping mad. They don t know what you re domg and
they re not sure you do exther

Mouptbatten however had 1n his briefease the new draft of hus
plan prepared by V P Menon after Nebru had vigorously rejected
tus earker text, He was confident 1t held the key to the Indwn
dilemma Before leaving Simla he d recerved Nehru s assurance that
Congress would accept 1t Mountbatten did not propose to do any
explaining away Hemntended mstead to substrtute thus plan for the
old one and tell Atflee and hus Cabinet how lucky they were I d had
my hunch

Poised and smltng Mountbatten got out of his car and walked
past the poppung flask bulbs nte the butlding 1 which, just six
months earher he d been given his ternble charge,

Waiting for lum were Attlee Sy Stafford Cripps and the otber
key members of the Labour gov:mment mvulved with India. Their
greetings were cordial but sat
down and set to work I gave them no apology he later recalled,
nor any explanations 1 had the most fnghtful not quite concert but
complete and absolute belef that 1t all depended on me and they
really had to do what I said

As 2 result of the changes in s onigmal draft cabled to Deltu he
had he sard played a hunch and shown 1t to Nehtu That had
revealed certain fundamental Congress objections which would have
produced a disaster had the plan beer formally subnutted to Con
gress They hed been met 1n hus new draft and he was confident he
had now placed before them a plan all concerned would accept
Beyond that he told Atilee he could mow reveal a remarkable
piece of news

He had been able to honour the pludge he d made the Kung before
leaving London. He could now assure the Attlee government that an
wdependent India and Pakistan would remain linked to Britam f
the British Commonwealth Jionah bad always wanted to keep an
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1independent Pakistan 1 the Commonwealth but to Congress main
taiming a tie to the Crown the symbolic link binding the Common
wealth s members had been a difficult concept to accept The Bntish
Crown had been after all the symbol against which their struggle
had been directed

Patiertly p ly almost ly M had
stressed the advantages of a Commonwealth tie pointing out that
1t was the only way India could secure the loan of the officers she
would need to complete the development of her armed forces While
he was 1n Simla he d recerved a messige from Vallabhbhas Patel
The shrewd Congress leader knew Mountbatten was 1n a hurry to
see power transfurred to Indian hands So was he Patel suggested
Mountbatten employ a time saving device for the actual transfer
of power simply to proclaim India and Pakistan independent
domunions like Canada inside the Brntish Commonwealth That
way all concerned Patel pointed out could avord the lengthy
process of drawing up constitutions and electing bodies to which
Brtain would formally hand over If Mountbatten acted quickly
long before the old deadline of 30 June 1948 then a grateful Co
gress would not sever the C Ith ties that 1l
went with domtnion status

Mountbatten was delighted Patel s proposal was in fact what
hed been secretly lobbying for weeks He had eagerly ordered
V P Menon to mcorporate the 1deq into the redrafted plan he was
submutting to Attlee

The key to the situation now he said was speed He had put be
fore them a plan for the Transfer of Power which he could assure
them was acceptable to the Indwzas It would keep both nattons
the Brnitish Commonwealth Dclay now would risk tmmersing
Bntain m the situation agaimst which he d been warning them since
his arnval n India a subcontinent sinking mto cvil war The

burden was on them How quickly could they drive through Parlia
ment the legislation necessary to realize his plan?
of Mi

It wasan d athis d
persuasive best By the time he d fimshed the hopping l:admziz‘ﬁx:c
government was eating out of his hand They accepted hus new
draft plan without the alteration of so much as a comma.

My God exclaimed Ismay the seteran of so many stormy
sc:\;cs 13 Downng Sl!\;cct, as they left the meeting 1 ve seen some
prrformances in my lfetime but what you ju:
there beats them nl);l yousust dulto the people 1a

The familinr figure 1n the bed a quilted dressing gown falling from
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London May 1947

The man nding up to 10 Downng Street should have been contrite
or at the least apprehensive Lowis Mountbatten was nerther He
fad flown to London i response to a request from Attlee for a
personal explanation of what had gone wrong 10 Stmla Lord Ismay
tys Chuef of Staff had warned hum at the awport that the govern
ment was hopping mad. They don t know what you re domng and
they re not sure you do esther

Mountbatten however had in fus briefease the new draft of his
plan prepared by V. P Menon after Nehru had vigorously rejected
tus earher text. He was confident 1t held the key to the Indian
dilemma Before leaving Simla he d received Nehru s assurance that
Congress would accept it Mountbatten did not propose to do any
expluning away Hentended 1nstead to substitute this plan for the
old one and tell Attlee and lus Cabinet how lucky they were I d had
my hunch

Possed and smiing Mountbatten got out of s car and walked
past the popping flash bulbs nto the bulding 1n which just six
months earlier he d been given his terrible charge

Waiting for him were Attlee Sir Stafford Cnpps and the other
key members of the Labour government mvolved with India Their
grectings were cordral but d Und: M b sat
down and set to work I gave them no apology he later recalled
‘nor any explanatrons I had the most frightful not quife concert but
complete and absolute belief that 1t all depended on me and they
really had to do what I said

As a result of the changes 1n his ofigmal draft cabled to Dells he
had he said played a hunch and shown 1t to Nehrz That had
revealed certain fundamental Congress objections which would have
produced a disaster had the plan been formally submutted to Con
gress They hud been met 1n hus new draft and he was confident he
had now placed before them a plan all concerned would accept
Beyond that he told Attlee he could now reveal a remarkable
prece of news

He had been able to honour the pledge be d made the kung before
Ieaving London. He could now assure the Attlee government that an
independent India and Pakistan would remain linked to Britam 1o
the Bntish Commonwealth Jmnah had always wanted to keep an
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ndependent Pakistan 1n the Commonw ealth, but to Congress mamn
faniag a tie to the Crown

the symbolic link binding the Common
wealth s membets had been a difficult concept to accept The British
Crown had been after all

the symbol aganst which therr struggle
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has shoulders half nm spectacles pos ¢d oo the bridg= of his pose, hus
constant trade mark a cigar clamped 10 his mouth had been on
of the fixtures on the borizon of Lous Mountbatten s Life

Among Mountbatten s early memories was the image of Churchill,
the young flamboyant First Lord of the Admuralty chattiog with bis
father then Ti-st Sea Lord Mountbatien s mother had once warned
lum bight heartedly that the man who would one day be the symbel
of Curopean sesistance to Sl r was umchiable He had com
rutted what was ta her eyes an Lonurdonable sin He had fatled to
setum 3 book he d borrowed

The young naval officer ard the unheed d pohitr an aalbng for
Prtains rearmament had become fnendly 1n the months afer
Munich Later after Churclull had given him s £rst major war
time command at Combined Op-rations, a ck ¢ relationshsp had
gronn up between the two m 0 Mountbatten kad been a frequent
wvisitor to Churchill s wartime command post at 10 Dowpung Street ®

Churchill Mountbatten knew was very fond of hun but b
thought for all the wrong reasons He thought J was a swash
buckler a warrror He had no idea wlat my political outlook was

Mountbatien had in fact b en Chur * M slun  on g ~2al ng with Max

Beaverbrook the newspaper gubl hor on ®atircay § ne 1 1941 The Prme
Munlster announced when he ja ned hus guests  § v fof somse scry S10Lag Dows
Htler is going to attack Russut tomorroww Ve e spent all merneg tryie, 10
#valuate what ft means,

11 tell you whatll hap~en  Deaserbroox sud Trey I g0 threugh the
Russians ke a dose of salts God_they M wipe them up! They [ i thiough ina
rmonth or six weeks Well sasd Churchill “the Amencans tf ak it will take more
Iike two months and our own chi fs (hink at leat that T myself think they ruy
last a3 long a3 three months bat then they 11 fold up and we Il be back where we
started with our backs to the wall

Mountbatien was forgetten for seme time untif Churchill ta-red 10 hun and
said almost apologetically  Ah Dickic do telt us about your batt! in Crete

Its past history Mountbsticn rephied  but may £ be allowed 10 ghe an
opinion about what s goweg to hapren in Rus.a?

Somewhat refuctantly Churchill apreed

1 dragree with Max _said Mounthatten ] disagr ¢ with ihe Amercans oue
chicfs and quite honestly 1 disagree with yoa Pra 1e Mini t r 1 don t thiak the
Russians are going to fold up I don't think they re gomg to be d feated This
the end of Hutler [1 3 the turn ng polnt of the war

Well now Dy kie said Church il ‘why sheuld your sicws be so d Terent

First answered Mountbattzn  because Stalin s purge tuals have ehimina od
much potential internal cpposition to which the Nazis miht have appealed.
Second and fis panful for me to say this because my family ruled there for
s0long but the people now feel they have a stake in the country Thes tinc they It
Bight. They feel they have something ta lose

Churchill was not lmpressed. Well Dickle he suid its very nice 1o hear a

™, Young entbusiastic voice ke yours. But we H see.
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The young admural was certain he would have Rn aroppea Like 2
shot for his views on South East Asta s future had Churchill been re
elected 10 1945 e

Now he had come at Attlee s request to get Churchill to perform
what would be one of the most pamnful acts of the 61d Tory s political
career He wanted his personal blessing ‘on the plan which would
begu the dismemberment of Churchill s beloved empire

Winston Attles had told Mountbatten when asking lum to see
Churchill holds the key 1a England Nesther I nor any of my
government could possibly persuade hum but he s fond of you, He
trusts you You have a chance®

Their meeting began on a difficult note Churclull Mountbatten
knew thought the very 1dea the Indrans should ever be allowed to
try to run themselves was madness  He was absolutely sincere
Mountbatten remembered 1n his belief that the worst thing which
could happen to India would be to have its efficient Butish adoums
tration of proven ntegnty removed and replaced by a whole lot of

d th ) aAd probably corrupt Indians

As he reviewed hus efforts 1n India Mountbatten kept hus eyes on
the great bald head glanng at him from the bed For half a century
Churchill had said no to every move to bring India along the road
to indep Onelast Churchillian o now would be a devastat
g blow to all Mountbatten s hopes With the Tory majonty 1n the
House of Lordy Churchul had the power to delay passage of India s
mdependence bill for two full years

“That, the ambitious young Viceroy knew

‘o

would be absol
fatal, Congress s to his plan wa d 1ond lutely
status being offered immediately His government his admimstra.
tion a sub seething with 1 passions could not
survive two years delay

Ejes halfwclosed Churchill Listened to Mountbatten s arguments
with the mscrutable air of & Buddha lost :n transcendental medita
tion Nothiog the perspectnve of India s collapse chaos vl dis
order awakened his impassive features,

Mountbatten had however brought back from Simla one arge
ment that coutd arouse the old leader s emotions It was Congress s
promise to accept domunion status 1at was offered immeduately As
he skilfully opened the vista of the Raj's most mmplacable foes
agreemng to rematn wathin the ranks of the Brtish Commonwealth
Churchull s attitude altered pereeptibly hus beloved empire might
b dying but here at feast was the hope somethung of 1t would
reman. There would be som thing ket of that old India where ked
buened out fns romatic youth. Much more important some of those®
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Batish links Churclull sincerely believed indispensable to Indias
future well being coald now be mantained

ly he eye Did he have anythung m
wrting? he asked Mountbatten said he had a letter from Nehru
now with Attlee indicating Congress would accept providing
domunton status was conferred without delay

And what about his old foe Gand?

Gandhy admitted was He was the
one potentially grave danger But with the help of Nehru and Patel
be hoped he could contam him 11 a crisis

Churchill glowered on lus bed thinking his cigar clutched be
tween Ius tecth

Finally he declared that 1f Mountbatten really could deliver the
formal pubhe acceptance of all the Indian parties to hus plan then

the whole country would be behuind him He and his Conservative

Party would join Labour m cramming throu h Parliament the
historic legislation Mountbatten needed before its summer recess
India could become ipdependent not in years or months but in
weeks even days

New Delln May-June 1947

Dark velvet pillars the smoke of a series of funeral pyres crept into
the Indian skies at points scattered across the sub-continent No ghee
or sandalwood stoked those hastily assembled bonfires Therwr
crackhng flames were watched over mnot by mantra<hanting
mourners but by impassive circles of British bureaucrats It was
paper those flames were devourmg four tons of documents reports
and files Lit on the orders of Sir Conrad Corfield that series of
bonfires was converting 1nto ashes the lund details of some of the
most tumultuous and picturesque episodes n Indian history the
chronicles of the vices and scandals of five generattons of maha
rajas. ded and with care b
representatives of the Ray those files could have become sources of
blackmail 1n the hands of independent Indran and Pakistan ad
munistrations a purpose not altogether unforeseen by the Bnush
themselves when the decision was made to accumulate them.

No longer able to guarantee the future of his maharajas Cor
field had been determined to protect at least their past He had
secured the Attlee government s agreement to the destruction of
these archuves As soon as he had returned to Delhu he ordercd s
Residents and political ageats to begin the burmrg of any files 1o
their possession dealing with the private lives of th ir charges
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Sir Conrad it the first fire himself under the windows of hus office
1t with the d led 1n 2 two foot high safe
to which only he and one other man had the key A hundred and
fifty years of reading a select distiflation of the most yucy of princely
scandals went up 10 smoke 1n Sir Conrad s little bonfire dufting off
1n ashes over the roofs and streets of Delhi Alerted to what was
) Nel diately p d at the destruction of
matenial which was 1n his eyes a precious part of India s patnmony
1t was too late In Patiala Hyderabad Indore Mysore Baroda
at Porbandar Gandht s home on the shores of the Gulf of Arabia
at Chutral 1n the Himalayas and 1n the sweltering ramn forests of
Cochun British officials were already feeding the gossip of an era to
the flames
The accounts of the sexual eccentricities of some of Indta s princes
were 1n themselves lengthy enough to keep a good fire burning for
hours An early Nawab of Rampur had made a bet with a number
of neighbounng princes as to which ruler would be able to deflower
the most virgins 1n a year The proof of each conquest would be the
thin gold ning trad lly worn by an unbed gul m her nose
Sending out his couttiers to comb the villages of hus state hihe beaters
scattng up pheasants the Nawab won the bet handdy By the end of
the year s collection of nngs melted down represented several
pounds of pure gold
‘The bonfire consuming the archives dealing with the Maharaja
of Kashmur destroyed the traces of one of the more unsavoury
scandals of the world between the wars The impetuous prince was
trapped i flagrante delicto 1n London s Savoy Hotel by a man he
assumed to be the husband of his ravishing bed companton. In fact
the prince had fallen into the net of a gang of blackmailers who pro-
ceeded to dratn the state of Kashmur via the prince s personal bank
account of a very considerable part of its revenues The case
finally broke when the young lady s real hushand persuaded he had
not been properly remunerated for the loan of his wife went ta the
police In the case which followed the unfortunate
1dentity was fed under the p ofMr A D
for good with women as a result of hus tnbulations Han Singh
returned to hashmur where he discovered new sexual horizons 1n the
company of the young men of bus state The accounts of bus activities
had been I’m\hfully reported to the representatives of the Crown,
Now whipped by the fresh mountain breeze of Srinagar they dis-
ap_;;ehar;qd 1nte l}n; Himalayan sky
¢ Nizam of Hyderabad combined hus passions for photograph:
ani‘.pomogmphy to amass what was belicved to he the 32 ‘P“Y
’

Mabaraja s
il 3
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tensive ion of hi. phofographs in Indiz. To assemble
1t the ageing Nizam had dissimulated in the walls and ceilings of hus
guests quariers automatic cameras that faithfully recorded all that
went on in them. He had eveninstalled a cam=~ra behind the mieror
In his palace s guest bathroom, The cameras harvest a portrait
gallery of the great and near great of India relteving themselves on
the Nizam s toudet had pride of place in his collection

The most recent report 1n the Nizam s file dealt with the Batish
Resident s efforts to make certasn that the sexual prochivities of Tus
son and herr were those befitting a future Nizam  As tactfully as h~
could the worthy gentleman alluded to certarn reports reaching his
ears which jndicated the young prince s tastes did not encompass
princesses The Nizam sunmoned lus son Then he ordered into
their presence a particularly attractve inmate of his harem, Over the
embartassed protest of the Restdent he instructed hus son tognean

and public of the d: dly that be
mught pot be inclined to continue the famly lne

Of all the scandals disappearing in the flames of Conrad Cor
ficld s bonfires none had left a trace quite as distasteful as that of
the 40-year reign of the prince of a smail state of 800 000 people
on the edges of the Rajasthan The Mabaraga of Alwar was a man
of such charm and culture that he had been able to seduce a suc
cession of Viceroys oto tolertting hus actinitics e happened to
believe he was a reincarnation of the God Rama. As a result he
constantly wore black silk gloves to protect his divine fingers from
the contamnating touch of mortal flesh even refusing to remove
them to shake the hand of the King of En_land He engaged a
number of Hindu theologians to calculate the evact size of the
turban of Rama so that he could make a copy for hrmself’

What with hus temporal role as a prince and his conviction of his
divine status Alwar was not a man to restrain himself in the exeruse
of lus power One of the best shots m India he delighted 1n ustng
chuldren as tiger bait tn hus hunts Plucking them from any hut 1n hus
state he assured their horrified parents he was certain to get a shot
1nto the beast before it could maul their offspring A homosexual of
particularly perverse taste he made the royal bud the miltary
academy qualifying young men for entry mto the officer class of his
army Once there they were expected to participate 1n hrs orgres a
aumber of which culminated in sadsstic murders

His abuses of authonty were finally brought to a head by two
macidents during the Viceroyalty of Lord Willingdon Invited to
lunch at Viceroy s House Alwar was seated next to Lady Willingdon
who admtred effusively a large diamond ning on his finger Slipping
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1t off lus hand  Alwar passed 1t to the Vicereine for her private con
templation

Lady Willingdon s adnuration had not been entirely disinterested
Tradition had 1t that a pnince would offer 2 Viceroy or Vicereine any
object he or she had admired with particular interest Lady Willing
don who had notably admiring eyes when 1t came to precious stones
had thus amassed dunng her stay in India o considerable collecion
of jewellery She shipped Alwars ning on to her finger regarded 1t
with pleasure then passed 1t back to1ts owner

Alwar discreetly asked a waiter to bring him a finger bow! When
itarmved the remcarnation of Rama proceeded before the widening
eyes of s fellow guests meticulously to wash from s nng what
ever traces the Viceremne s finger might have left upon 1t before
shpping 1t back on to his own band

The final donable crime of the d d prince 1n the eyes
of his British benefactors took place on a polo field Furious at the
disobedience of one of his ponies during 2 match the prince had the
poor beast drenched with kerosene between chukkers then person
ally set a match to 1t That flagrant public display of cruelty to
animals weighed more heavily 1n the scales of justice than i more
private but equally terminal cruelty to a number of his sexnal
partners Alwar was deposed and packed off into e-ile

While Alwar s case was exceptional 1t was not the ounly mcident to
have troubled relations between India s punitanical Bratish rulers and
their extravagant vassals The gravest of those ecnses had been
dbya of Baroda Displeased that the Butish
should have accorded their Resident 1n hus state an obscure and
the Maharaja s eyes rather common colonel a gun salute simlar
to us own the prince ordered a pair of canoon 1n sohd 20'd to give
tus salute a resonance more regal than the colonel The Resident
angered by the prince s gesture forwarded to London a distinetly
unfavourable report on Baroda s morals accusing hum of enslaving
the women 1n his harem
Advised of what was gomg on Baroda summoned his best
astrologers and holy men to propose a suitable means of gettin gnd
of the unwanted colonel and a proper conjuncture of the stars under
which to do st Their recommendation was poison by diamond dust
The prince selected one the size of an acorn a dimension held to be
sutable for a man of the colonel s rank and his astrologers ground
1t 1nto powder N
‘The highly indigestible result was shipped into th
one might but before 1t could have (h‘;cdcsu'ed :;c(:ltoizlcs:al?: c{:




154 FREEDOM AT MIDNIGHT

produced landed the colonel 1n a hospital where hus stomach was
pumped out

The attempted murder of a representative of the Crown became
an affair of state The Maharaja s judges were not impressed by the
assurances of his Brahmun priests that they had duly petformed all
the fitcs necessary to assure the remcarnation of the cofonel s sout
nor those of hts jeweller who declared the value of the diamond un
willingly consumed by the Resident corresponded exactly to that of
an English colonel The Maharaja was deposed and sent 1nto exde
for tus failure properly to admumster a state dependent upon the
Bntish Crown

His extle was avenged by hus friend and fellow ruler the Maharaja
of Patiala, When the Viceroy who d signed the decree of exile visited
his state Patiala ordered the gunners who would fire the 31 gun
salute due the representative of the King Emperor to stuff theiwr
cafinon with a powder ration so small that the envoy of Impenal
England would be honoured by an explosion not louder than a
chuld s fire cracker

The destruction of those records was not the only action that
followed Corficld s vistt to London. From sll aver India, letters
began to flow into New Delht from vanous princes snformng the
central admunistration of thewr intention to cancel the agreements
which allowed Indian railways posts telegraph and other facilities
to function in their terntones It was a tactical gesture meant to
underlime the princes bargaming power in the comung showdown
but the vista they opened was appalling an India 1n which trans
couldnt run mail get delivered or telecommunications functron
properly

The lustreless eyes of Robert Clive gazed down from the great oll
pamting at the seven Indian leaders filing into the Viceroy s study
Representatives of India s 400 million human bemngs those mullions
Gandbt called muserable specimens of humanity with Iustreless
eyes they entered Mountbatten s study on this morning of 2 June
1947 to mspect the deeds which would return to them their continent
The Viceroy humself had brought them back from London formalty
approved by the British Cabumnet just 48 hours before

One by one they took thetr places at the circular table 1 the
ceatre of the room Congress represented by Nehru Patel and its
president Acharya hnpalant the Moslem League by Jinnah
Lizgat All Khan and Rab Nishtar Baldev Singh was present as
spokesman for the 6 million people who would be more dramatice
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ally affected by the words about to be spoken than any others m
India the Sikhs

Aganst the wall sat Mountbatten s two key advisers Lord Ismay
and Sir Enc Mieville At the centre of the table was the Viceroy
An official photographer hastily recorded the gathenng for hustory
Thea 1n a silence nterrupted only by the rasp of nervous throats
bemg cleared a secretary set before each man a manilla folder con
tatning a copy of the plan

For the first tupe since he had arnved 10 Delln Mountbatfen was
now being forced to abandon hus tete-3 téte diplomacy for a round
table conference He had decided however that he would do the
talking He was not going to run the nisk of throwing the meeting
open to a general discussion which might degenerate wto an acn
montous shouting match,

He began by noting that, during the past five years he had taken
part 1n 2 number of momentous meetings at which the decisions that
had determuned the fate of the war had been taken. He could
remember no meeting however at which decisions had been taken
whose 1mpact upon hustory had been as profound as would be the
impact of the decision before them

N Teviewed s since arnving
errible sense of urgency they had impressed

D
Delln stressing the t
on lim,

Then for the record and for hustory he formally asked Jinnah one
last time 1f he was prepared to accept Indian unity as envisaged by
the Cabinet Mission Plan. With equal formality, Jinnah replied he
was not Mountbatten moved on to the matter at hand Briefly he
reviewed the details of hus plan The clause on dominton status which
had won Winston Churchill s support was not, he siressed a re
flection of a Brtish desire to keep a foot 1n the door but was to en
sure that British assistance would not be summarily withdrawn 1f 1¢
was still needed He dwelt on Calcutta, on the coming agony of the
Sikhs ]

He would not he said ask them to g0 aganst their consciences
and give their full approval to a plan parts of which went against
their prnciples He asked only that they accept 1t in a peaceful spint
and vow to make 1t work without bloodshed.,

His intention he saud  was to meet with them agai the following
morning. He hoped that before that before midmight, all three
parties, the Moslem League Congress and the Sikhs would have
1adicated their willingness to accept the plan as a basis for a final
Indian settlement. If this was the casc then he proposed that
he Nehru, Jinnah and Baldev Singh announce their agreement
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jointly to the world the following eveming on All ladia Radio
Clement Attlee would make 2 confirmatory announcement from
London

Gentlemen he concluded 1should hike your reaction to the plan
by mdaght

One unspoken fear had flown back to Delht with Louss Mount
batten marmmng hs satisfaction with his achievements 1o London and
his enormous optimusm for the future It was that that unpre
dictable little Mahatma Gandhn was going to go agamst lim

1t was a prospect the Viceroy dreaded He had already developed
a genuine affection for his dejected little sparrow  The idea that he
the professional wammor the Viceroy should have to face the apostle
of pon violence in & showdown over the future of the nation which
Gandhi symbolized to the world was appalling to him.

It was however a very real nish If Jinnah had been the man who
had destroyed his hopes of keepmg India untted Gandhr was the
man who could destroy his hopes of dividing 1t Since hss arrival n
Indsa Mountbatten had subtly striven to draw to him the Congress
leaders so that 1n case of a showdown he could hope to neutralize
the Mahatma for a briet but vitat hour

‘The task had been casier than he d expected I had the most
cunious feeling  Mountbatten declared recalling that peniod  that
they were all bebund me 1n 2 way apainst Gandhr They were en
couraging me to challenge him 1 a sense on their behalf

But as Mountbatten well realized his unpredictable sparrow had
greater resources at hus command than the leaders of the Party He
had the Party 1tselfl He had the millions of four anna members who
worshipped tum and he had above all s uncommon skill at
galvanizing those masses into action If he chose to go over the heads
of the politicians and appeal directly to India s masses he could
force a ternble tnal of strength between the Viceroy Nehru and
Pa}:cl on one hand and his own towenng spirttual presence on the
other

Publicly there had been every 1ndication that he was preparnng to
do just that On the day Mountbatten s York had left London
carrymng the Viceroy and hus plan back to India Gandh had told
his evening prayer meeting  Let the whole nation be 1 fiames we
will not concede one mnch of Pakistan

Privately however the month that had elapsed since the decision
of the Working Commuttee had been a period of anguish turmoi! and
doubt for Gandhu Every mstinct every fibre of fus being told him

partition was wrong Yet not only did he sense the Congress leader
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shtp was drifung away but for almost the first time he was not sure
the masses of India were ready to answer his call.

Walking the streets of Delhi early one morning one of hus workers
sawd to hrm  In the hour of deciston you are not 1n the pictore You
and your 1deals have been given the go by

Yes', Gandh: sighed bitterly in reply Everybody 15 eager to
garland my photos and statues But nobody wants to follow my
advice

A few days later Gandhs had awakened by nustake at half past
three half an hour before s motning prayer He had resumed his
practice of sleeping with s great niece Manu by his side It was a
practice he would continue until his death Lying beside hrs straw
pallet on the floor of their New Dellu sweepers hut Manu listened
as Gandin had agonized alone 1n the darkness

Today I find myself alone he sard hus voice so low 1t was a whis
per to the mght Even Patel and Nehru think I m wrong and peace
15 sure to return 1f partition 1s agreed upon

They wonder he said 1f T have not deteriorated with age
There was a long pause then Gandhi sighed and whispered Maybe
all of them are right and I alone am floundering 1n the darkness

Again there was a long silence and then Manu heard a last phrase
ship from his lips 1 shall perhaps not be alive to witness it he saud

but should the evil 1 apprehend overtake India and her independence
be mmpenilled let postenty know the agony this old soul went
through thinking of 1t

‘The old soul who uttered these words was to eater the Viceroy s
study on 2 June 90 munutes after the leaders to give voice to the
most awaited and most ymportant of all the Indian reactions His
presence had hung over every minute of the earhier meeting which he
had refused to attend because he was not humself an officer of Con
gress Dreading the words he was about to hear wonderng 1f the
unpredictable prompting of Gandhi s ¥nner Voice would set them on
a collision course Mountbatten awaited Gandhi s artival

Gandht for whom punctuality was almost a fetish entered the
room precise to the munute as the gold cloch on Mountbatten s
mantelpiece softly chimed 1230

Mountbatten rose from his desk and watked across the room to
greet um, a smule and a hearty welcome on his ips ‘Then he stopped
halfway Gandhi s reply was to press the index of his night hand to
hus lips Like 2 mother hushing a cluld At that sign a wave of relief
tinged with humour swept over the Viceroy Thank God he
thought, a day of silence!

It was Monday The voice that might have summoned the Indian



masses aganst Mountbatten was stilled as 1t had been every Monday
for years 1n response to one of those Gandhian vows a pledge
to cbserve a day of total silence once a week to ease the straws on
s vocal cords Mountbatten would not bave the answer he so1m
patiently awaited

Gandhs settled 1nto an armchair and drew from under the folds of
Ius foincloth a sheaf of durty used envelopes and a penail stub
barely two 1nches long He always refused to waste even a scrap of
paper He humself saissored up the envelopes 1n which fus mail
amved turmng them into neat little note-pads he proceeded to
cover from top to bottom with hus scrawl

When Mountbatten had finushed explaning Ius plan Gandht
hcked the lead of hus pencil stub and began to set down on the back
of an old envelope the first emigmatic reaction to what were the most
1moortant and heart breaking words he would hear durng s hfe-
tume His wnting finally covered the backs of five old envelopes and
when he Ieft Mountbatten carefully preserved them for postenty

Imsorry I can tspeak Gandhiwrote When I took the deciston
about the Monday silence I did reserve two exceptions 1e about
speaking to high functionanes on urgent matters or attending upon
sick people But I know you do not want me to break my silence

There are one or two things I must talk 2bout but not today If

we meet each other agawn Y shall speak

‘With that he left the Viceroy s study

The long cornidor of Viceroy s House were dark and silent Only
an occasional white robed servant off on some errand drifted ke a
ghost down their carpets In Lowss Mountbattens study however
the lights still burned ilununating the last meeting of hus harrowing
day He stared at his visiter with uncomprehending disbelisf Con
gress had indicated on time their willingness to accept hus plan So,
too bad the Sibhs Now the man 1t was designed to satisfy the man
whose obdurate unyselding will had forced partstion on India was
temponzing It was i a sense Mohammed Al Jimnahs day of
silence too Everything Jinnah had been stnving for for years was
there waiting only lus acknowledgement For some mystenous
reason Jionah simply could not bring hrmself to utter the word he d
made a career of refusing to promounce ~ yes

Izhaling deeply one of the Craven A s he chain-smoked 1a his jade
holder Jingah kept tnsisting he could not give an mdication of the
Moslem League s reaction to Mountbatten s plan until he had put it
before the League s Councd He necded at least a week to bring its
members to Delhy
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AUl the frusteations which dealing wath Jinnah had pencrated 1
Mountbatten now welled up It was ncredible Jinnah had got his
damned Pakistan Even the Sikhs had swallowed 1t Everything he d
been playing for he d finally got and here at the eleventh hour he
was prepaning to destroy 1t all to bring the whole thing crashing
down wth his h ble ability to Just one word

es
y Mountbatten simply had to have his agreement Attlee was
standmg by mn London watting to make hus listonic announcement
to the Commons 1n less than 24 hours He had pledged Attlee and
Tus government that ths plan would work that.there would be no
more abrupt twists Iike that prompted by Nehru 1n Simfa that this
time they could be certan theyd approved a plan the Indtn
feaders would 1l accept He had coaxed 2 reluctant Congress with
enormous difficulty up to the pomt at which finally they were pre
pared to accept partition Even Gandu had temporarly at least
allowed himself to be bypassed A final hesitation the faintest hunt
that Jinah was manceuvning to secure one extra concession and
the whole carefully wrought package would blow apart

Mr Jmnah  Mountbatten smd  if you think I can hold this
position for a week while you summon your followers to Delhr you
must be crazy You know this has been drawn out tdl we are at
boiling point

You ve got your Pakustan whech at gne time no one 1 the world
thought youd get I hnow you call 1t moth-eaten but 1t s Paksstan
Now all depends on your agrecing tomorrow along with everyone
else The Congress has made their acceptance dependent on your
agrseme‘nt. If they suspect you re holding out on them they will im

their and we will be 10 the most
ternble mess

No no Jinnah protested that everything had to be done m the
Tegally constituted way Iam not the Moslem League he said.
Now now Mr Jiznah come on suid Mountbatten saily calm
despite tus growing frustration  don t try to tell me that You can
try and tell the world that but please don t try to kid yourself that I
don t know who s who 2nd what s what 1n the Mostem League!
No stone walled Jinnah everything had to be dong 1n the proper

way
Mr Jionah - sud Mountbatten Im going to tell you something
1 don tntend to let you wreck your own plan 1 cant allow youto

throw away the solution you ve worked so hard t
accept on your behalf oget Ipeopose to

Tomorrow at the meeting  Mountbatten conttnued 1 shall say
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1 have recewved the reply of the Congress with a few reservations that
I am sute I can satisfy and they have accepted The Sikhs have
accepted

*Then I shall say that L had a very long very friendly conversation
with Mr Jinnah last mght that we went through the plan 1n detait
and Mr Jiapah has given me his personal assurance that he 1s m
agreement with ths plan

Now at that poiat Mr Jinnah Mountbatten continued I shall
turn to you I dont want you to speak I dont want Congress to
force you 1nto the open I want you to do only one thing 1 want you
to nod your head to show that you are 1n agreement with me

1f you don t nod your head Mr Jinnah  Mountbatten concluded
then you re through and there Il be nothung more I can do for you.
Everything will collapse This 1s not a threat. 1t s 2 prophecy 1f you
don't nod your head at that moment my usefulness here wall be
ended you will have lost your Pakistan and as far as I am con
cerned you can g0 1o hell

The meeting which would formally record the Indian leaders
acceptance of the Mountbatten plan to diide India began exactly as
Mountbatten had sad it would Once sgan the Viceroy con
demned the leaders to an unfamiliar silence by domunating the con
versation himself and 1n a sease speaking for them As he had ex
pected he said all three parties had had grave reservations about
tus plan and he was grateful they had ared them to um. Nonetheless
Congress had sigaufied 1ts acceptance So too had the Sikhs He
had had he sad a long and friendly conversation the previous
evening with Mr Jinnah who had assured him the plan was accept
able

As he spoke those words Mountbatten turned to Jinnah seated at
his night. At taat 1nstant Mountbatten had absolutely no 1dea what
the Moslem leader was going to do The captamn of the Kelly the
supreme commander who had had 2n entire Army Corps encircled
and cut off by the Japanese on the Imphal Plain would always look
back on that mstant 2 the most hair raising moment of my entire
hfe For an endless second he stared into Jinnah s impassive ex
pressionless face Then slowly reluctance crying from every pore
Jinnah indicated hus agreement with the famtest most begrudging
nod he could make His chin moved barely half an tnch downward
the shortest distance 1t could have travelled consonant with accept
1ng Mountbatten s plan

‘With that brief almost imperceptible gesture a nation of 45
million human berngs had received 1ts final sanction However mise
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attend 1ts
LT be realized
togrz.onl Befurz any of the

shapen however difficult the circumstances fize weald
birth the impossible dream of Pakistan wnlf g
had enough
seven men could have a chance to formrzie 3 1.
doubt he announced that hus plan would m'ﬁ:zﬁgf_nl:;
basis for an Indran settlement ~
‘While the enormuty of the decision they g a
sk 1 Mountbatten with 2 pre arranged g-s'{:: i‘iﬁ"’;ﬁan to
simgle spaced document set before each 20, Clasp sy e oy page
himself with both hands the Viceroy 1fteq 1t Over c} * cory
whipped 1t back down on to the table At the s:k,‘.j ead and
followed the slap of paper on wood Mouatbatten nzd’ crack ehat
posing title on hus equally 1mpoaing document “The ‘._‘_'cﬂ the 1m
Consequences of Partition Tnistrative
Tt was a carefully elaborated chnistenn,
and hus staff to the Indian leaders a g,,,ﬁf :;s:hn: from} fountbatten
now lay before them. Page after Page 1t gy, rarsore task that
bureaucratic jargon the appa!lmglmplxcnuons OXFI;]unmd m ats dull
of the seven was 1 even the remotest yg shete decision None
he encountered as he began to turn the ‘PAlfl‘d for the shocks
of a scope and on a scale no People had ey, head l1y 2 problem
problem vast enough to beggar the most vf Cncountered before a
were now going to be called upon to “nrau[w;,d Imagmnation, They
30 centuries of common habitayien of the tBe web oy behind by
o buts the product of three centuryes of tect, Sub-contiment 10 tate
banks stamps 10 the post offices pogy, %Y The cash 1n the
assets the world s third largest rarjygy 0 'He bbranes debts
brooms research centres héspitals un]vmﬂx Prisoners 1nkpots
staggering i number and vane; woul, ities Mshitutions articles
A stunned silence filled the seug as g, 15 to divide
he fist tme what ay abead of (e pg % men measured for
sStage managed the scene and theye Teacte, Uathatten pag carefully
boped st would be It would he fatey told }n ™23 exactly what he had
had 1t not been for the Eravity of the bour ’]!slaﬂ‘ have been amusing
men to gnps with a problem s, o, He hag forced these seven
could feel certain would Jeqye them pe, 02 that 14q resolution he
for reciminations an the few Weeky cr’:&”h' 1ime nor the energy
abitation left to them
Gandin recenved the news of the .
bath after his evening walk 4 A he ot
saged his feet wath a stone m‘:{,’:,"’" fhy {c,::,schda,::gl; Iﬁgr
Viceroy s second meeting with the g %tk gy P :fn( of the
tike a stan over tus poched fmm,“d:ﬂ‘ oW seemed 10 ,prﬂ"
" tilkeg May God
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tect them and grant them all wisdom  he sighed when she d fmished.

Shortly after seven o clock on that evening of 3 June 1947 1n the
New Delhs studio of All India Radio the four key leaders formally
announced their agreement to divide the sub-contwent nto two
separate sovereigu nations

As befitted lus office Mountbatten spoke first. His words were
confident, hus speech brief s tones understated Nehru followed
speaking 1n Hind: Sadness grasped the Indian leader s face as he
told hus hsteners “The great destiny of India  was taking shape
with travail and suffering Barrmghis own emotions he urged ac-
ceptance of the plan which kad caused him such deep personal
anguish by concluding 1t 1s with no Joy mn my heart that I commend
these proposals to you

Jmnah was next Nothing would ever be more sllustrative of the

yet wholly nature of hus than

that speech Mohammed Al Jinnah was 1ncapable of announcing to
hus followers 11 2 language that they could understand the news that
be had won them a state He had to tell Indias Moslems of the
momentous deciston to create an Islamic state on the sub-continent
1 English concluding with the wotds Pakistan Zindabad® * An
announcer then read hus words m Urdn,

The prophet of non violence got hus vorce back the day following the
leaders acceptance of the Viceroy s plan. The brief respite accorded
‘Mountbatten by his day of stlence was over Shortly after noon on4
Jupe Mountbatten received an urgent communication Gandh was
prepanng to break wath the Congress leaderstup and denounce the
plan at hus evenmg prayer meeting Mounthatten immediately sent
an emssary to Gandhs inviting lum to come to ses him,

Gandh: walked into Mountbatten s study at 6 pm. His prayer
meeting was at seven. That left Mountbatten less than an hont 1n
which to ward off a potential disaster His first glance at the Ma
batma told Mountbatten how deeply upset he was Crumpled up
his armeharr ke 2 burd with a broken wing  Gandhu kept ratsing
and dropping one hand lamenting tn an almost maudible voice Its
so awful 1t s s0 awful

Inthatstate Gandlu Mountbatten knew was capable of anything.
A public denunciation of hts plan would be disastrous Nehru
Patel and the other leaders would be forced to break publicly with
Gandhu or to break their agreement with him, Vowing to use every

A mumber of hus Iisteners fatled 1o understand that final shit from English to
Urdu and thought Janah had cned - Pakustan 5 1n the bagl o
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argument his fertile imagnation could produce Mountbatten began
by teling Gandin how he understood and shared his feelings at
sce ng the united India he d worked for all hus Life destroyed by hrs

lan
v Suddenly as he spoKe an 1spiration struck him. The newspapers
had d the plan the ‘M I, Plan he said but they
should have called st the GandhiPlan It was Gandin Mountbatten
declared who had suggested to hum all 1ts major ingredients The
‘Mahatma looked at hum perplexed

Yes Mountbatten continued Gandhi bad told him to leave the
choice to the Indian people and this the plandid It was the provia
cral popularly-elected assemblies which could decide India s future
Each province s assembly would vote on whether it wished to jomn
Indsa or Pakistan Gandht had urged the British to quit India as soon
as possible Domimion status was gomg to accomplish that,

IF by some mutacle the assemblies vote for umity  Mountbatten
told Gandli  you have what you want. If they don t agree 1 m sure
you don t want us to oppose their decision by force of arms *

Reasoning  pleading employing all hus famous charm and
magaetism on the elderly man opposite hum  Mountbatten put his
case as one of Gandhi s :timates later noted ‘wath a skill, per

and flarr for sal which the author of How 10
Win Friends and Influence People might have envied Gandht was
still vehemently opposed to partition yet he was shaken by the
Viceroy s vigorous plea Approactung 78 for the first time 1 30
years Gandhi was uncertatn of us grp on India s masses st odds
with the leaders of hus party In his despair and uncertainty he was
still searching in Jus soul for an answer still warting for an dluminat
1ng whisper of the Janer Voice that had gwided him 1a so many of
the grave enises of hus carcer That June evemung however the vaice
was silen and Gandbt remamed assuled by doubt. Should he
remam fauthful to hus sostinets denounce partition even at the price
of plunging Indea into violeace and chaos? Or should be listen to the
Viceroy s desperate plea?

Mountbatten had not fimshed presenting hus case when the time
came for Gandht to deave He excused himself because he told
Mountbatten he never allowed humself to be late for 2 prayer
meeting

Less than an hour later cross legged on a raised platform 1 a
dirt square i the mudst of his Untouchables, Gandhy delnered his
erdict. Many in the cruwd before hum had come not to pray butto
hear from the lips of the prophet of non violence a call to arms g ~~
fiery assault on Mountbatten s plan No such cry would come this

«




164 FREEDOM AT MIDNIGRT

evening from the mouth of the man who had so often promused to
offer lus own body for vivisection rather than accept hus country s
drviston

Tt was po use blamung the Viceroy for partition he said. Look to
yourselves and in your own he:ms for an explanation of what has

d. Louws M had won hm the

vlumate and most dufficult lnnmph of hus Viceroyalty

As for Gandhi many an Indan would pever forgive hum his
sience and the frail old man whose heart still ached for Indias
comng division would one day pay the price of their rancour

Never had the handsome chamber built to shelter the debates of

dia s seen a to nval 1t king without
notes with an anthonty and clanty that awed even s most virulent
enties Lowms Mountbatten revealed to Indian and world opumon
the detals of one of the most smportant barth certificates 1 history
the complex plan which would serve as the precursor of a new
assembly of the peoples of the planet the Third World

It was the second tume 1n the history of Brtan s Indian Empire
that a Viceroy gave a press conference It was also the Jast Three
bundred journalists correspondents of the USSR US Chuna and
Europe mixed with the sepresentatives of India s press a regiopal
religions and Mpguistic mosare of yournals 2ll following with extra
otdinary intentness the monologue of the Viceroy

For Lows the press confe was the
1he final consecration of a remarkable four de force In barely two
months virtually 2 one man band he had achieved the impossible
established a dialogue with India s Ieaders set the basis of an agr:e
ment ded his Indian to accept 1t
wholchearted support of both the government and the opposmon
1m London He had skirted with dextenty and a httie luck around the
prtfalls barnng hus route And as hus final gesture he had entered the
cage of the old lion himself convinced Churchill to draw m his
claws and Jeft him too murmunng his approbation

Mountbatten concluded his talk to a burst of applause and
opened the floor to questions He had no apprehension 1n doing so

1 had been there be wonld recalf Iater { was the only one who had

been through st all who d hved every moment of 1t For the first
time the press were meeting the one and only man who had the whole
thung at us fngertips

Suddenly when the Jong barrage of questions began to trickle ont
the anonymous voice of an Indian newsman cut across the chamber
His was the last question awaitimg an answer It was the fast square
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Ieft for Mountbatten to fill 1n 1n the puzzle he d been assigned six
months before
Sir the vorce said if all agree that there 1s most urgent need for
speed between today and the Transfer of Power surely you should
have a date 1n mind?
Yes indeed replied Mountbatten
And 1f you have chosen a date Sir what then s that date?
pressed the questioner
A pumber of rapid caleulations went whunng through the
Viceroy s mind as he listened to those questions He had not 1a fact
picked a date But he was convinced st had to be very soon
1 had to force the pace he recalled later I knew I had to force
parliament to get the bill through before thetr summer recess to hold
the thing together We were siting on the edge of a volcano ona
fused bomb and we didn t know when the fuse would go off Like
the blurred 1mages of a horror film the charred corpses of hahuta
flashed across Louis Mountbatten s mmd If an outburst of sumlar
tragedies was ot to drag all India 1nto an apocalypse he had to go
fast After 3000 years of nstory 200 of Pax Brutannica only a few
weeks remamed the Viceroy believed between India and chaos
He stared at the packed assembly hall Every face 1n the room was
turned to his A hushed expectant silence broken only by the whir
of the wooden blades of the fans revolving overhead stilled the room
I was determimned to show I was the master of the whole event he
would remember
Yes hesad 1 have selected a date for the Transfer of Power
As he was uttering those words the possible dates were stfl
whizzing through his miod Iike the numbers on a spinmng roulette
wheel. Early September? Mid September? Mid August? Suddenly
the wheel stopped with a jar and the httle ball popped 1ato a slot so

over that

s decision was
mstantaneous It was a date linked mn Jus memory to the most

taumphant hours of his own existence the day 1n which ns long
crusade through the jungles of Burma had ended with the un
conditional surrender of the Japanese Empire What more ap~
propriate date for the birth of the new democratic Asta than the
second anmiversary of Japan s surrender?

His voice comstricted with sudden emotion the victor of the
;uxl%lh:s %fBlu;_ma al;out;c;,bccomc the liberator of India announced

e final Transfer of Power to Indian han,

15 Aven oy ds will take place on

Louts M s Sp decrsion to the date of
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Indian independence on his own Inftiative was a bombshell. In the
comdors of the House of Commons Dowtung Street Buckingham
Palace no one had suspected Mountbatten was ready to nng the
curtain down so precipitously on Dntuns Indian adventure In
Delhi the Viceroy s most intimate collaborators had no inkling of
what Mountbatten was gong to do Not even the Indian leaders
with whom he had spent so many hours had received a hint that he
would act with such decisive haste

Nowhere however did hus cholce of the date of 15 August for
India s independence cause as much surprise and consternation as it
did 1 the ranks of & corporation which ruled the ives of mullions of
Hindus with a tyranny more oppressive than that of Eaglish Con-
gress and bined had d the
unpardopable fault of announcing tus choice witbout first havisg
consulted representatives of the most powerful oceult body m India,
the jyotishis the astrologers

No people 1n the world were as subscrvient to thewr authority and
rulings as the Indians Nowhere did their competence extend into
50 many domains Every maharaja every temple every willage had
one or two astrologers who ruled like little dictators over the com-
mumty and 1ts tohabitants Midbons of Incians wouldn t dream of
setting out on a trip receiving & guest signing a contract going
hunting putting on A new swit buying a new jewel cuttiog a
moustache marrying a daughter or even having thewr own funerals
arranged without prior consultation with an astrologer

Discerning the divine order of things in their reading of thesr
celestial charts the astrologers claimed for themselves a power that
made them masters of mullions of fives Children whom they pro-
clatmed were born under an unlucky star were often abandoned by
their parents Men elected to commit suicrde at the hour they an-
nounced the conjunction of the planets was particulatly favourable
to the act They Jaid down which days of a given week would be
auspicious and which would not, Sunday was mevitably an inaus-
pictous day so too was Friday Anybody in India could have dis-
covered with the ard of a chart no more occult than a calendar that
n 1947 15 Avgust happened to fall on a Friday

As soon as the radio M s date 1
all over India began to consult their charts Those in the holy city of
Benares and several others 1n the south immediately proclaimed 15
August a date so inauspictous that India would be better advised to
:oleratc the British one day longer rather than nisk eternal damna

1on
InCalcutta Swami Madinanand rushed to hus celestial charts as
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soon as he heard the date announced  He took out kus navanmsh an
enormous circular chart dofa of
circles on which were plotted the days and months of the year the
cycles of the sun and moon the planets the signs of Zodiac and the
positions of the 27 stars influencing the destiny of the earth Atats
centre was a map of the world He twisted the circles on his chart
until they were all set for the 15th of August Then from a map of
India 1n the charts core he began to draw a series of hines out
towards the edge of his wheel As he did so he sat up aghast His
caleulations foretold disaster Indsa on 15 August would hie under
the Zodiacal sign of Makara Capricorn a sign onc of whose
particulanties was its unrelenting hostility to all centrafugal forces
hence to partition Far worse that day would be passed under
the influence of Saturn a notably inauspicious planet domrnated
by Rahu scornfully labelled by astrologers the star with no
neck  a celestial body whose mamifestations were almost wholly
mahlign From midnight 14 August throughout 15 Avgust Saturn
Jupiter and Venus would all lie sn the most accursed site of the
heavens the ninth house of Karamsthany Like thousands of his
colleagues the young astrologer looked up from his chart overcome
by the magmitude of the disaster they had revealed  What have they
done? What have they done? he shouted to the heavens whose
machations be mterpreted for man
Despite the discrpline acquired 1n years of yoga meditation and
Tantric studies 1n a temple 10 the hills of Assam the astrologer Jost
control of himself Seizing a piece of paper he sat down and wrote
an urgent appeal to the man inadvertently responsible for this
celestial catastrophe
For the love of God he wrote to Lows Mountbatten do not
give India her independence on 1S August If floods drought
famine and massacres follow 1t will be because free India was born
on a day cursed by the stars




The Most Complex Divorce 1n History

New Dellu Jume 1947

Never before had anything even remotely like 1t been attempted

Nowhere were there any gwide lines any precedents any revealing
1nsights from the past to order what was going to be the biggest the
most complex divorce action 1n history the break up of a family of
400 mullion human beings along with the assets and household
property they d acquired 1n centures of living together on the same
prece of earth

‘There were exactly 73 days before 15 August in which to draw up
the divorce papers To keep everybody concerned working under
constant unrelenting pressure Mountbatten had printed a np-off
day to day calendar which he ordered displayed in offices everywhere
m Delhn Like a countdown to an explosion a large red square in
the muddle of each page of the calendar registered the number of
days left to 15 August

‘The responsibility for prepaning the gigantic ummagmably com
plicated property scttlement accompanying the Indian divorce fell
ultumately on two men the lawyers i a sense for the contending
parties They were a par of superb
specimens of what was 1f not the finest at least the most luxuriant
flower of a century of British rule mn India

They hived 1 almost 1dentical government bungalows drove to
their offices located only doors apart in pre war Amenican Chevro-
lets earned the same salary and pad with equal fidelity their
monthly to the same fund One was a
Hindu The other was a Moslem.

Every day from June to August with their despatch boxes their
neat handwntten stacks of files each knotted firmly by 1ts twists of
red nbbon wath only the orderly thought processes and sound
procedures taught by their British tutors to gde them Chaudhury
Mohammed Ali the Moslem and H M Patel the Hindu laboured
to divide the goods and chattels of their countrymen As a final
wrony they parcelled out the bits and preces of India 1n the language
of their colonizers English Over 2 hundred bureaucrats working 1n
a score of and sub- b reports to
them Thesr recommendations went 12 turn for final approval to a
Partition Council chared by the Vicetoy

At the outset Congress clumed the most precious asset of all the
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name India Rejecting a proposal to name their new domunion
Hipdustan , Congress insisted that siee Pakistan was seceding the
name India and India s identity 1n groups like the UN remarn theirs
As 1n most divorce cases the bitterest arguments between the two
parties came over money ‘The most :mportant sums were repre
sented by the debt Britain would be leaving behind  After having
been accused for decades of explotting India Britain was gomng to
wind up her Indian adventure five billion dollars 1n debt to her sup+
posed victums That enormous sum had been run up duning the war
part of the cnppling price Britain had had to pay for the victory
whuch had left her bankrupt and hastencd the great hstorical process
now begning
In 2ddition there were the liquid assets to be divided the cashin
the state banks the gold ingots m the vault of the Bank of India
everything down to the few soiled rupees and the frayed postage
stamps 1 the petty cash box of the District Commussioner m his hut
among the head hunting Naga tnibes
So 1ntractable did that problem prove that 1t was not solved unt:!
H M Patel and Mohammed Al were locked up 1n Sardar Patel s
bedroom and told to stay there unul they d reached an agreement
Haggling hike pedlars 1o the Lahore bazaar they finally agreed that
Pakistan would get 174 of the cash in the bank and the stetling
balances and 1n return cover 174 /4 of India s national debt
The two men also recommended that the moveable assets 1n
Indias vast admimstrative machme skould be divided up 80/ to
Tndia 20% to Pakistan All across India government offices began
to count up thewr chairs tables brooms and typewnters Some of the
resulting tabulations were particularly poignant They showed for
example that the entire physical resources of the Food and Agni
cultural Department of the most famimne haunted country on the
globe consisted of 425 clerks tables 85 large tables 85 officers
chairs 850 ordinary chairs 50 hat pegs 6 hat pegs with murrors 130
bookshelves 4 1ron safes 20 table lamps 170 typewniters 120 fans
120 clocks 110 bicycles 600 inkstands 3 staff cars 2 sets of sofas
and 40 chamber pots
Arguments even fights broke out over the division of the goads
Departmental heads tried to hide their best typewriters or to sub-
stitute their broken desks and chairs for new ones assigned to their
nival commumity Some offices becarne souks with digmfied men
Joint secretanies 1o linen suits whose wnt ran over hundreds of
thousands of people bargaining an 1nkpot agarnst a water Jar an
umbrella rack for a hat peg 125 pin cushions for a chamber pot The
arguments over the dishes the silverware the portraits 1n state



170 FREEDOM AT MIDNIGHT

restdences were ferocious One stem however escaped discussion.
Wine cellars always went to Hindu India and Moslem Pakstan
received a credut for what they contaned,
The meanness the petty mundedness those divistons sometimes
duced were stagp! In Lahore Supenntendent of Pohes
Patrick Rich divided hus equipment between 2 Moslem and & Hindu
deputy He split up everythung leggings turbans nfles lafh! staves
‘The 1ast lot consisted of the instruments tn the police band. Rich
split them up a flute for Pakistan 2 drum for India, & trumpet for
Pakistan a pawr of cymbals for India until one instrument, 2 trom
bone was Ieft Before his unbelieving eyes his two deputies whod
been comrades for years, got into a fight over which dominion would
get that last trombone
Days were spent arguing about who should pay the pensions of
widows of seamen Jost at sca, Would Pakistan be expected to pay all
Moslem widows wherever they were? Would India pay Hindu
widows 1n Pakistan? Pakistan would wind up with 4913 miles of
India s 18 077 miles of roads and 7112 mules of her 26 421 miles of
railway tracks Should the bulldozers wheelbarrows and shovels of
the highway department and the locomotives coackes and freight
wagons of the rarlways be divided according to the $0/20 rule or the
tage of the track and road nuleage each nation would have?
Some of the bitterest arguments came over the books in India s
Iibraries Sets of the Encyclopaed: were
divided up alternate volumes to each domunion. Dictionaries were
npped 1 half with A to K gowng to India, the rest to Pakistan,
‘Where only one copy of 2 book was available the Librarians were
supposed to decide which dominton would have the greater natural
1nterest in st Some of those supposedly intelligent men actually came
to blows arguing over which domunton had 2 greater natural interest
n Alice in Wonderland or Wuthering Heights
Certain things sumply could not be divided. The Home Depart
ment noted with laconic foresight that the responsibilities of the
exsting 1nteligence bureau are not likely to decrease with the
diviston of the country® and 1ts officers stubbornly refused to yreld
up so much as a file or an mkpot to Pakistan
‘There was only ope press on the sub-contnent capable of priating
two of the indispensable msigmas of national identity postage
stamps aund currency The Indians refused to share it wath their
future neighbours As a result, thousands of Moslems had to
“nanufacture 2 provsstonal currency for their new state by stamping
mffu gi;:s of Indian rupee notes with a rubber stamp marked
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Inevitably India s ancient ills found a reflection 1 the diviston of
‘her assets East Bengal, destined for Pakustan would be short of
70 000 tons of rice and 30 000 tons of wheat 1n 1947 The Moslems
begged the Indian government for the return of the 11000 tons of
surplus rice which their western province of Sind had already sent to
Delhi They did not get 1t, not because of Hindu meanness but for a
reason sadly consistent with the reality of Indea. Tt had already been

ten.

Beyond the bureaucrats there were the extremists with their
clatms The Moslems wanted the Ta) Mahat broken up and shipped
to Pakistan becanse st had been built by a Moghul Hindu sadhus
nststed that the Tndus Raver flowing through the heart of Moslem
India should somehow be theirs because their sacred Vedas had been
wrntten on 1ts banks 25 centuries before

Nesther dominion displayed the famtest seluctance to grasp after
the gaudiest symbols of the impenal power which had ruled them
for so Song. The gold and white viceregal train whose majestic
silhouette had crossed the parched plains of the Deccan went to
India. “The private cars of the Commander in-Chief of the Indian

Army and the Governor of the Punjab were assigned to Pakistan.

The most remarkable division of all however took place 1n the
stable yards of Viceroy’s House At 1ssue were twelve horse-drawn
carnages With their ornate hand wrought gold and silver designs
therr ghttering harnesses thesr scarlet cushions they embodied all
the pretentious pomp 2l the majestic disdatn, that had both fasan
ated apd infuriated the Ray s Indian subjects Every Viccroy every
visiting sovereign every royal digmitary passing through India n
modern times had promenaded through the Ray s capttal i one of
them. They were the formal viceregal catmages six of them tnmmed
1n gold six sem state carriages 10 silver To break up the sets had
secmed a tragedy, one dominion, it was decided would get the gold
carnages the other would have to settle for the silver

Mountbatten s ADC Lt-Com. Peter Howes proposed that the
question of which domimon would pet which set of those regal
vehicles should be settled by a profoundly pleberan gesture the fisp
of a com. Beside lum, Major Yacoub Khan, newly appomted com
mander of the Pakistan bodyguard, and Major Govind Singh, the
commander of the Viceroy s bodyguard, watched as the silver piece
went glittening up 1n the ar

Heads! shouted Govind Sigh.

‘The comn clattered on to the stable yard. The three men stooped
to look at st. A whoop escaped from the Sikh major Luck had
decided that the gold carriages of Tadia g impenal rulers might con
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vey the leaders of a new socialist India through the streets of ther
capital

Howes then divided up the harnesses the whips the coachmenss
boots wigs and uruforms that went with each set of carmages When
e reached the end of that stack of equipment a last stem remamed
1t was the Viceroy s Post Horn the flaring horn used by the coach
man to gwde ks horses In all the viceregal establishment there was
only one such horn

‘The young naval officer pondered a minute Obvious]y 1f the hom
was broken in two 1t would never emut another sound He could of
course flip a comn again Suddenly Howes had a better idea

He held 1t up to his colleagues You know he said youcant
dvide this T thuk there s only one solution 111 have to keep it

With a smule Howes tucked the horn under his arm and sauntered
out of the stable yard *

It was not yust the books bank notes and bureaucrats chairs which
had to be sorted out and divided up 10 those frantic summer weeks
So too did hundreds of thousands of human beings members of
the vast army of India s public employees from railroad presidents
and junior mumsters to sweepers errand boys bearers and dabus
those 1ofuriating petty minded clorks who grew like weeds through
India s admimstration Each was given the chowe of serving India or
Pakistan Then separated 1nto human piles they were shunted off to
one domimon or the other

The most pamnful diviston of afl however involved 12 million
Hindus Sikhs Moslems and Englishmen assembled 1n the proudest
tastitution Britain had produced 10 Iodia the Indian Army

Mountbatten had pleaded with Jinnah to leave the army intact
for a year under a British Supreme Commander responsible to both
1ndia and Pakistan as the best guarantor of the sub-continent s peace
n the troubled weeks sure to follow partition Jinnah had refused
an army was the indispensable attribute of a nation s sovereignty
He wanted Pakistan s 1n being, 1aside 1ts borders by 15 August
Carved up two thirds to India one third to Pakistan the men of the
Indian Army along with everything else on the sub-continent
would have to be divided and a great legend Jaid to rest.

‘The Indian Army the words alons were enough to conjure up the

The Viceroy s Post Hom rests & quarter of a cestury later on the mante]
prcce of Howes lving toom Occasionally Howes now a retired admural will

recount to hus guests of an evening the story of the hy d l
fecountto bis gucs g the story om and give it a playful toot
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old, romantic 1mages Gunga Din Gentlemen Rankers off on 2
spree the Road to Mandalay the Night Runners of Tengal, Whnte
Feathers, and Gary Cooper urging his Bengal Lancers up a rocky
defile For g of English schoolb stuck 1o unb d
classrooms their eyes looking out on some forlorn rainswept heath
the names of 1ts regments Skinner s and Hodson's and Probyn s
Horse the Piffers of the Frontier Force Rufles the Furst Sikhs the
Rayputana Ruffes the Guides’Cavalry were synonymous wth glory
and adventure

1t had epitomized the Victonan ideal of India better than anything
else dark plucky soldrers stannchly loyal to their distant Empress
led by doughty young Enghshmen gentlemen all steady under the
Pathan s fire good at games stern but devoted fathers to their men
chaps who could hold their Liquor 1n the mess Its decds the ex
ploits of sts heroes were the stuff of the British Indian legend

There were the sepoys Indian infantry men, at the siege of Arcot
offering thewr Brtish officers their last rice because they knew better
how to endure the agontes of starvation the Gudes pgalloping down
to Dellu to assault the mutineers in 1857 the 6th Gurkhas swarmng
up the ndge from which the Tutks domunated the beaches of
Gallipoht the 11th Prince Albert Victors own Cavalry the 2nd
Royal Lancers and the 18th Lancers stemmung the rush of Rommel s
armour at Mekilt 1 the Western Desert spurmung the Field
Marshal s call to surrender and perhaps saving all Egypt by their

stand

The army had begun as a collection of private armues at the service
of the East India Company Its extly chieftains were free-booting
mercenaries who raised their private forces then hired them out to
the Company The passage of time placed a certain aura about their
names many had in fact been avancious brutal louts pricipally
interested 1n the accumulation of wealth William Hodson, the
founder of Hodson s Horse was 2 hard danking sadistic personally
courageous man who made hus fortune by falsfying his mess
accounts and borrowmng large sums of money he had no 1ntention of
repaysog from the wealthy Indian subalterns whom ke recruited to
his colours When one of them 1o the company of a young son was
foolish enough to present himself at Hodson s doos to enquure about
the repayment of a loan Hodson discharged s debt with a pistol

kiling both the officer and ns boy He died trymng to telieve the
besieged Residence at Lucknow on 11 March 1858 His awed fellows
set hum under 2 tombstone that noted  Here lieth alf that could die
;{ William Steven Ratkes Hodson Commandant of Hodson s

orse
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‘That Mutiny changed the nature of the Army asit changed almost
g ¢lse 1n India. With the changes 1ts real saga began For

the next 75 years the Indian Army syphoned off the best products
of Sandhurst the intense ambitious sons of the middle and upper
muddle classes determined to make a carcer at arms but unable to
afford the good British requments i which an officer could not keep
up 1n the mess on hus pay alone ' While the pampered sons of the rich
went off to the Guards to become amateur soldiers the brght young
men at the top of the class wgnt out to India where hife was cheaper
and the pay 50% higher to become professionals

While the Brtish Army paraded and drilled through the long
years of the Pax Britannica the Indian Army fought It fought
almost incessantly along the passes and peaks of the Frontier at
Landi Kotal and up and down the Khyber It was desolate for
bidding terrmn serrated nidges rocky slopes barren valleys with
bardly a bush for cover scorched by the sun 1 summer swept by
wild freezing rains in winter The coemy was cruel Pathans Iike the
Wazirs and Mahsouds who finished off their wounded prisoners
with their knves

But the Pathan was a brave enemy clever and cunming and Ius
Brtish foes extended him the begrudging adouration due to the
member of a good side Those Frontier wars were 2 kind of deadly
game fought to cruel rules but still infused with a touch of the play
1ng fields of Eton Its actions were small scale an officer and a few
men manning a picket secuning a hlltop They placed 2 preruum on
courage personal leadership resourcefulness and iitiative and re
quired & close trusting relationship between officers and men

If a young officer s life was grueling during Frontier campaigns
back in quarters 1t was led wath style and panache Given the
abundance of servants in India the low cost of iving the special
privileges accorded the army 1t was easy for those young men to live
like the gentlemen they were supposed to be Pug Ismay Mount
‘batten s Chuef of Staff recalled tus armval in hus regtmental mess as a
young subaltern exhausted by a hot and dirty trip across half India
His futore brother officers 1n our magnificent mess kit of scarlet
dark blue and gold sat around the table a servant behind each m
spotless white raushin with belts of the regumental colours and the
regimental crest in therr turbans

Two or three bowls of red roses and a few pieces of superbly

cleaned silver reposed on the immaculate linen tablecloth and over
the mantelpiece of the fireplace was an ol of the regment s Royal

w-Chief and on the walls the heads of tigers leonards
and 1bex N
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It was an era when army officers dressed hke figures from an
operetta The Yellowboys of Skiner s Horse wore apricot mess
kats Others wore scarlet and gold azure mint green and silver
Once a month each regiment held its Dining In mught a formal
ceremomal banquet. On hus first such occasion a newly arnved
officer was expected to drink himself to a stupor then show up for
‘morning parade at six o clock A trumpet call usually opened those
banquets and all gold brard and polished boots the officcrs marched
1mto their mess behind their colonel

There 1n the candlelight before a table loaded with crystal
flowers and glisterung silver they ate meals as fine as any 1n India
‘When the last dish was cleared a decanter of port was brought out
and passed clockwise around the table from the colonel Any breach
of that tradition was considered an 1lf omen Three toasts proposed
by the colonel commanding nvanably followed the King Emperor
the Viceroy the regiment In the 7th Cavalry the commanding
officer fipped Jus glass over s shoulder after each toast Behund

m stern and expressionless eyes forward the mess sergeant waited
to crush the shards of each under tus right heel as he banged his boot
down to attention The messes of the army were well stocked with
whisky claret and champagne all accessible to an officer with hus
signature on a chit and the man to avoxd at all costs one army
chromicler noted was a brother officer who drank water at Mess

Each regiments most precious possession was its siver an
assortment of trophses which were its unwnitten history Often a new
officer joumng 1ts ranks presented the mess with a piece 1nscnibed
wath hus name and the date of lus armival Others marked a regument s
triumphs on the polo or cricket grounds or celebrated 1ts explonts
on the battleficld A tradition went with each piece One wide cup
of the 7th Cavalry recewved 1ts mckname at a rossterous Dineng In
night i the thirties Like drunken undergraduates the regiment s
Lentenants had clambered on to their mess table that mght and
gleefully unnated 1 uoison 1nto the cup Unable to contamn the out
pounng of thewr champagne swollen bladders 1t had been 1mmed;
ately dubbed the Overflow Cup

An officer’s mormings were devoted to drill and soldiening but the
test of the day was hus ‘There was one acceptable way to use 1t - at
games Whether at polo pig sticking shooting cricket hockey or
nding to the hounds the young officer was expected to work off hus
youthful energies 1 some healthy exercise It was a discipline akin
to a Jesuit seminarian s cold baths because one pleasure was notabl.
absent from that 1dyllic Wfe sex, The officers of the Indmn Army
were encouraged not to marry untid therr mid thurties Since :_bZ

¥
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Mutiny Indian mistresses were 1 disfavout and while brothels were
considered necessary and proper outlets for men officers and
were not d to them A hard nde on
a horse was proposed instead
Every officer got two months leave a year but 1t was easy to get
far more when the Frontier was quiet. Then the armys young
officers went off to hunt panther and tiger 10 the jungfes of Central
India the snow leopard 1bex and black bear in the foothlls of the
|} to fish the hsheer!from the quick flowing
streams of Kashour Ismay had spent his early leaves on 2 houseboat
1n Srmagar his polo pontes tethered on the bank nearby flaming
lotus flowers on the waters arourd hum  When the hot weather came
he moved up to Gulmarg at 8000 fect where the polo ground was of
real English turf and there was a club where we could all meet to
settle the affairs of the world
They had not solved the affairs of the world those young officers
of the Indian Army But with thewr nifles traiped wath equal aplomb
on the tigers of Bengal or the rebellious tribes of India s tumultucus
frontiers with their barrack room ballads therr burra pegs of whisky
their pugree sun helmets and their polo sticks they had been the
proud guardians of hustory s greatest emprre
The First World War began the Army s second great transforma
tion From 1918 on ten places a year at Sandhurst were reserved for
Indian cadets In 1932 an Indan Milstary Academy patterned on
Sandhurst was ¢stablished at Dehra Dun The young Indians those
prod were hable from the Bntish
officers on whom they were modelled Above all the British suc
ceeded 1n effacing among them the communal divisions afficting
their sub-continent and infusing them with a common loyalty to
army and regiment
Expanded to 2 5§ mullion men by 1945 the Indian Army fought
with distinction 1n World War If 1n Ialy the Western Desert and
Burma Now one more mevitable by product of the decisionr to
partition Tndia the force whose greatest pride had been its 1m
;numl.y to communalism would have to be broken up on those very
ines

* The frat mal spint fospired by common service m the Tadian Army would
endure however through all the troubled years to come Oneday a quarter of &
ccntury later after India and Pakistan had faced each other on the batttefield for
the third tme a group of Pakistan Amoured Corps officers sought out  com
parable Indian unit to whom Lo surrender at the end of the Banpladesh war They
£inally located aq Indian cavalry officer In the bar of a newlyconquered elub
m accupling thewr surrender the Indian insisted on stapdung them a round of



THE MOST COMPLEX DIVORCE IN HISTORY m

A mumeographed form submutted to each Indian officer of the army
¢arly 1n July was the vehicle of its destruction 1t requested cach man
to specify whether he wished to serve in the Indian or Pakistan
Army The choice ratsed no problem for the army s Hindo and Sikh
offcers Jinnah did not want them in s army and without exception
they chose to serve India

For those Moslems whose family homes would still be Jocated 1n
India after partition however that simple sheet of paper posed an
awful dilemma Should they walk away from therr lands thewr
ancestral homes often their famules to serve the army of a state
which claimed their allegince simp'y because they were Moslem?
Or should they remamn behind n the land to which so many ties
bound them accepting the rigk that ants Moslem sentiment would
stifle their careers?

One of those who agonized over his decision was Lt Col Enaith
Habjbullah aveteran ol El Alamein Habibullah finally took a week
end leve and went to his family home 1n Lucknow where his father
had been vice chancellor of the University and where his mother
was a fanatical supporter of Pakistan

After Tuoch he borrowed Inus father s car and drove around the
streets of Lucknow He contemplated the homes of his ancestors
medieval barons in the kingdom of Qudh the famous Restdence still
<carred by the shells of the 1857 Mutiny  For this my ancestors gave
their Lives he thought this 1s the Indit I dreamt of at school 1n
England and under the shells of the Germans on the Western Desert
This 13 my home this 15 where I belong I shall stay *

For Major Yacoub Khan a young Moslem officer 1n the Viceroy s
bodyguard the decision was the most important 1n hus ife He too
went to ponder his decision at hus fanuly home 1n the princely state
of Rzmpur where his father was Prime Mamister to hus uncle the
Nawab

Tense with emotion be redhscovered tus famuly mansion next
door to tis uncles sumptuous palace He had so many happy
memories of that house a hundred guests dining off hus family s

20 n wo 1 they brought in their unit to lay d
ok R e vt 0o down ot ams eI ang

organized a round of hockey and foctball matehes

dalized irregulars of Shewkh Muyibur Rahman sent
test to New Dellu. From the office of Indira Gandhi came a sharp measage 1o (e
Tadian commander He was engaged 1t reminded bim 10 war not cricket
Both of Habibullah s brothers hus sister and brother 1n 1
His mother the fanatic hanatute however zemamed m"{né.i“"' b m:sm -
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gold service at Chnstmas their shoots the guns heading into the
Jungle on the rolling backs of twenty or tharty clephants the fabulous
‘balls that foltowed them a full orchestra playing 1n his uncle s palace,
the long lines of Rolls-Royees drawing up to 1ts doors the cham
pagne fowing. He remembered the tents lined wath sk and satin
cushtons and exquisite onental carpets pitched in the midst of the
juogle crammed with delicacies for therr premcs. He wandered
tound his uncle s palace savounng tts heated swimnung pool its
great banquet hall with ouls of Victoria and George V It was another
life he thought ene destined to disappear 1 the Socialist India that
would emerge from partition What place would that Indea have for
someone hike lim Moslem offspring of a princely family ?

‘That evening he tried to explam his decision to his mother he
was going to leave everything behind and go to Pakistan.

You have lived your life he told his mother rmine les ahead of

me Ldo not think there will be a future for Mostems 1n Tndia after

artition

P The old woman looked at him half angry half :in dishelief I do
not understand all this she sud  We have lived here for two
centurtes  Ham hawa ki lankhdn darara aye  she declared in
Urdu we descended on the pluas of India on the wings of the wind

‘We bave seen the sacking of Delln We ve Yived the Muotiny Your
forefathers fought the Brtish for this land Your great grandfather
was executed in the Mutiny We fought fought and fought, And now
we have found a home here Qur graves are here  she s1ly noted.

Imold she concluded my days are numbered I dout under
stand politics but as 2 mother my destres are selfish I am afrard thus
will separate us

No her son protested It would be as simple asif he were stationed
n Karach: mnstead of Delh

He left the next morming It was a beautiful summer day His
mother wore a white san the Moslem colour of mourning and 1t
outlined her like a bright staun agawst the sombre sandstone of the
house behind her She made her son pass under the Koran which
she held over hrs head then take the Holy Book 1n his hands and kiss
1t Together they recited a few of its verses as a parting prayer When
her lIast words bad been uttered his mother puffed her cheeks and
gently blew her breath towards her son to make sure her Pprayer
would folfow im.

As he opened the door of the family Packard waiting to take hum
to the station Yacoub Khan turned to wave goodbye Brect,
digntfied m her sadness the elderly woman could only nod 1n reply

. Behund her from the windows of the mansion a score of turbaned
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servants gestured therr last Safaams One of those windows gave
on 1o the Toom that Yacoub Khan had used as a young man. It was
still packed with s cricket pads and photograph albums the cups
he d won at polo all the memorabilia of his youth. There was no
hurry he thought Once he d settled in Pakistan he d come back to
pickat all up

Yacoub Khan was of course wrong He would never return to hus
family home nor would he see hus mother agam. In a few months
tme he would be leading a battalion of the Palistan Army up a snow
covered stope in hashmur assaulting a position keld by rmen who had
teen hus brother officers Among the umts seeking to stem hus advance
would be a company of the Garhwal Regiment Its commander would
be hke Yacoub Khan, a Moslem, Unlike Yacoub Khan however
he made the other decrsion 10 July 1947 He elected to remam m
the land of his birth He too was from Rampur Hhisname too was
Khan Youms Khan He was Yacoub s elder brother

- * *

The burden of carrying out the most complex task snvolved in India s
partition was to fall upon one lonely man labouring 10 June 1947
m the Dickensian gloom of us law chambers at 3 New Square
Lancoln s Inn London Since he had come down from Oaford witha
first 1n Greats and an All Souls Fellowship an aura of bniliance
had hung over Sir Cynl Radchffe as some men are sutrounded by an
aura of saintlmess or riffishness The son of a wealthy sportsman,
Radelifle had followed the law with & passion comparable to that
with which his father had spent lus lfe pursuing pheasant and
srouse A shghtly stout maa with a deceptively bemign regard Rad
<hfTe 1t was generally acknowledged was the most brilliant barnster
1 2o land

Desprte his encyclopaedic knowledge of a vast array of subjects
however Radchife knew virtually nothing about India. He had never
wntten about 1t nor become 1avolved 1n any of 1ts complex legal
problems Indeed Radchiffe had never even set foot on the sub-
continent, Paradoxically it was for that very reason that he was
summoned from his chambers to the office of the Lord Chancellor
on the afternoon of 27 June 1547

The central problem left unresolved by Mouatbatten s partition
plan was where the boundary 1 nes dividing the provinces of Bengal
and th= Punjab were to fall Aware that they themselves could never
agree ona hine Nehru and Jinoah the Lord Chancellor explaed to
Radehiffe had decided to pluce the task in the hands of a boundary

whos. ck would be a d Englsh
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barrister The man needed for that job was someone without lndéan
expenence  Anyone who knew the country was certan to be l?'
qualified as prejudiced by one side or the other Radchffe s admn‘a'bde
legal reputation and his equally admirable ignorance of Tedia pade
him the Lord Chancellor pointed out the ideal candidate "

Radcliffe sat back aghast He barely knew where the Punjab an
Bengal were Trying to divide them was the last job 1n the world be
wanted If he was ignorant of India he knew enough of judicaal pro-
ceedings to realize 1t would be a thankless task Like many English
men of hus age and background however Radchiffe was a man with
a deep semse of duty Englhnds relatronship to India hid beett
umque and if at this enitical juncture two Indian Jeaders who were
able to agree on virtually nothing else had concurred on the appotat
ment of him an Englishman to this «ppalling task then he felt he
had no choice but to accept

An hour later for Radchffu s benefit the Permanent Under
Secretary at the India Office unfolded a map of the sub-continent
on his desh As his finger traced the course of the Ganges and the
Indus the green stamn represcnting the Punjab plain the whate erest
Iines of the Himalayas Radchife discovered for the first time the
outhnes of the enormous provinces hed agreed to divide 88
mulhion people thetr homes and hovels their rice paddies jute fields
orchards and pastures railways and factones 175 000 square mules
of the earth s surface all abstracted down to a flat prece of coloured
paper on a bureaucrat s desk 1n London

And now on a s mular piece of paper he was going to have to
draw the ine which would sever those entities as surely as a surgeon s
scalpel severs the bone and muscle of a ltmb 1n an amputation

Radchffe s last meeting before his departure for New Delhi took
place o the garden of 10 Downing Street Clement Attlee con
templated with a certain pride the man whose work would 1n a few
weeks affect the Iives of more Indians than that of any Enghshman
1n three centunes of Aoglo Indian hustory

The Indian scene was menacing Attlee acknowledged but one
thing at Jeast gave lum great satisfaction How gratifying it was that
1t was an old Haileybury boy ltke himself who was being sent out to
draw a line through the homelands of 88 mllion human bemngs

* * *
Louis Mountbatten had barely had time to savour his trivmph 10

wrnging an agreement from Indias warnng politicrans before
another even more complex problem was thrust upon him This
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tune his New Delht snterlocutors were not going to be a handful of
lawyers tramed at the Inns of Court but the 565 members of His
Highness Yadavindrah Singh s fiock of gilded peacocks the maha

rajas and nawabs of India

These unpredictable volatile \i} ble rulers
assembled 1n the Maharaja of Patiala s Chamber of Princes forced
the Viceroy to contemplate the nightmare that had haunted India
for centunes If Indias politicrans could divide her her prnces
could destroy her They menaced the sub-continent not with par
tition but with a fatal fragmentation into a score of states They
threatened to unleash abruptly all the fissiparous tendencies of race
religion region apd language which lurked just below the fragile
surface of Indian umty Those princes had private armues and
arr forees the capatity to disrupt Indias radroads postal com

] even to alter the firght patterns

of her commercial arlines To respond to their pressure for inde
pendence would be to start the disiategration of the sub-continent
‘The rematns of the Indian Empire would become a collection of
warning temitories certain o stir the envy of India s great nesghbour
China.
Sir Conrad Corfield s secret trip to London had produced at least
a limuted success The cabinet had acknowledged that i theoty he
was right o arguing all those ancient prerogatives the princes had
once surrendered to the king Emperor should now return to them,
He had opened an escape hatch for hus princes and now he had no
hesitation 10 urging the most important among them to use 1t,

No one Mountbatten noted with a certain bitterness in a report
to London had given me the slightest indication that the problem
of the princes was going to be as difficult 1f not more difficult than
that of British India.

Fortunately no one was better suited to deal with India s rulers
thao Mountbatten He was afterall one of their own. He had what
was to those rulers the most impeccable of references blood ties to
half the royal houses of Europe and above all to the crown that had
50 long sheltered them, Tndeed Mountbatten had first discovered
the fabled Indian Emprre tn the company of many of the pnaces
whose thrones he now proposed to hiquidate They had been his
hosts all along his extraordinary odyssey with his cousin the Prince
of Wales. Mountbatten had lurched through their jungfes 1n pursust
of tigers on the backs of their royal elephants He had drunk cham
pagoe from their silver goblets, eaten the delicacies of the Onent off
their gold services danced under the crystal chandeliers of theyr
ballrooms with the girl who would become tus wife Among the
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handful of men 1n India, Indran or Englsh close enough to the
Viceroy to call himin private by lus famshiar mickname Dickie were
several princely friends acquired on that tnp
For all hus royal ties and his friendship with the princes however
Mountbatten was a tough munded realist commutted to those liberal
pnnciples which had made him acceptable to a Labour government
‘The princes fathers might have been the surest friends of the Ray
1 the new era opeming iz India, Britair would have to find her
friends elsewhere among the Socialists of Congress Mountbatten
was determined to establish those friendshups and he knew he was
not going to do 1t by subordinating India s national interests to those
of a hittle caste of anachromstic autocrats
The best he could do for his friends was to try to save them from
themselves from the fantasies the megalomamiac dreams 1t had
been so easy to nurture in the privileged ssolation of their states
Since he d been a young man one terrible vision had always haunted
Mountbatten and could even 1n 1947 bring tears to his eyes It
was 1 sight he d often 1magmned the gnisly spectacle of the cellar of
Ekatermburg 1 1918 where hes uncle the Tsar and the consins with
whom hed played including Mame the prineess hed secret
1y hoped to marry were murdered There were he kmew hot
heads among the princes of India wrresponsible enough to launch
themselves on adventures that could tum their palaces into
charnel houses hike the Tsar s cellar The course his own Political
Secretary Corfield wanted some of them to follow could Iead to
Just that
Many of those princes assumed Mountbatien was gomg to be
therr saviour that he was gomng to perform the miracle that would
preserve them and their privileged eustence. He was not He had
neither the power nar the deswe Instead he was goung to try to
convince lus dear and hifelong friends that their only course was to
g0 quet and unprotesting 1nto oblivion
He wanted them to abandon any claims to independence and to
proclaim thewr readioess to join either India or Pakistan before
15 August. He 1n return was prepared to use his viceregal authority
with Nehru and Jinnah to secure as the price of their co-operation
the best arrangements possible for their personal futures
Mountbatten proposed his deal first to Vallabhbhay Patel the
Indian mumster responsible for dealing with the states If Congress
Mountbatten sud would agree to allow the princes to retam their
titles palaces privy purses immunity from arrest night to Batish
decorations and quasi-diplomatic status he 1 tumn would try to
persuade them to sign an Act of Accession resouncing their temporal
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power accedg to the Indran Union and abandomng thewr claim
to independence *

It was a tempting offer Patel knew there was no one m the
Congress ranks who could nval Mouatbatten s anthonty in dealing
with the princes But he told the Viceroy it s got to be everybody
1f you can bang me a basket filled with every apple off the tree, I
‘buy 1t. I 1t hasn t got all the apples I wont.

‘Would you leave me a dozen? the Viceroy asked

“That 5 too many Patel rejoined 111 let you have two

*Too few Mountbatten said

For a few mioutes the last Viceroy and India s future Minsster
of States barguned like carpet merchants over those states which
encompassed a population two thirds that of the USA. Finally they
agreed on a figure §iX. That bardly lightened the formidable task
before Mountbatten Five hundred and sixty five princes mnus six
and a few more for Pakistan that still Jeft Mountbatten wath over

550 gpples to pluck from a resistant tree 1n the few weeks remarn
g before 15 August

‘The offer Jawaharlal Nehru was making was the most extraordinary
an Englishman would ever receive from an Indian, It would remasa
unique 1n the annals of decolonzation In the viceregal study in
which they had spent so many anxous hours together Jawaharlal
‘Nehru formally asked the Iast Viceroy thelast occupant of the throne
which had symbolized the power 2gamst which so many Indians
had been struggling to become the first occupant of the most
ltustrious office an independent India would have to offer that ofits
Governor-General

‘The germ of Nehrus idea had come from his nival Jinpah,
Anxious to make sure Pakitan received sts faur share of the sub-
continent s assets, Jinnah had suggested that Mountbatten stay on
after 15 August &s a lued of supreme arbiter untl ther division was
completed

Despite the megmitude of the honour being offered him  Mount
batten had grave reservations sbout accepting 1t as did hus wafe He
had succeeded brilliantly In his four months 1n India. He and his
wafe could now go out asthey had hoped ina blaze of glory He was
only too well aware that troubles loomed shead and If he stsyed on

The terms of ther accoed were eventudly enshrined a3 & fital assurance to
the princes in Iodia s constitutian, To t ¢ Last Viceroy's great Frime
Minntes Indra Gandhl after o $cies of mancravres, fioally sucoreded in
Pypascing H1 provisiom 4 1973 and terminating the snecial etatus socorded the
princes.

™
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they could tarmish tus earlier achievements And il be wasto function
propecly he felt he would have to have a sumilar offer from Jinnah

The dying Moslem leader however could not resist the pomp
the gaudy ceremomals of the top office of the State for which hed
worked S0 hard He himself he told Mountbatten would be
Pakistan s first Governor General

But Mountbatten protested he d picked the wrong job Under
the British constitutional process which would prevail in the two
domimons 1t was the Prime Minster who had all the power The
Governor-General s role was a symbolic one 2hin to the soversiga s
with no real power attached to 1t

His argument did not move Jimmah In Pakistas he coldly
replied I will be Governor General and the Prime Minuster will do
what I tell um to do

Attlee Churchill hus cousin the king all conscious of the greatness
of the honour being paid England by Nehru s offer urged Mouot
batten to accept it So tao did Jinnah

Before he could accept however the blessing of ofe man was
necessary That the man who had enunciated the doctrine of non
violence would consent to nstalling as independent Indias first
chyel of sfate a man whase life had been devoted to the science of
warfare seemed at first ble Besides the Mah ma
characterssically quixotic gesture had already guen the world hus
1deal nomnee for the post an Untouchable sweeper pirl of stout
heart icorruptible and crystal like tn her punty

For all their differences however a real affimty had grown up
fetween Gandhu and the admiral thirty years his juntor Mount
batten was fascinated by Gandhi He fored his puckish humour
From the moment he d arnived he had rejected all the Ray stereo-
types and looked on the Mahatma and s 1deas with an open mund
With each of their meetings hus personal affection for Gandh: had
grown

Gandhi an affectionate man himself had sensed Mouatbatten s
warmth and responded to 1t One July afternoon the man who had
spent so many years 1n British jails walked 1ato the Viceroy s study
There Gandhe asked Mountbatten to accept Congress § mvitation
to become the first Governor General of the nation 1t had taken hun
35 years to wrest from fus countrymen

Gandhis words were an smmense personal tribute to Mount
batten and an cqually immense tribute to the British Looking at
him lostin s enormons armchar Mountbatten was overwhelmed

Wevejul dfum we ve humilited lim - we se scorped him We ve
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ignored hum  he thought and he still has the greatness of spint to
dothis Touched almost to tears Mountbatten thanked Gandhi for
his encouragement

Gandhi acknowledged his words with barely a nod and con
tinued his speech With a wave of hts delicate hand he indicated the
sweep of Viceroy s House and its great Moghul gardens All this he
smd to the Viceroy who loved every regal mnch of the place who
revelled 1 1ts pomp 1ts pageantry and glamour who delighted 11 1ts
servants 1ts cuisine who savoured every one of 1ts luxunes alt this
would have to go 1n an mdependent India Its arrogant opulence
1ts associations with the past were an affront to India s impovenshed
masses Her new leaders would have to set an example Mount
batten as their first chief of state would he hoped give the lead
Move out of Viceroy s House and live 1n a simple home without
servants he urged Lutyens palace could be converted into a hos

al
"Moun(bntten stiffened and a wry smule crossed his face Wily
Gandht he thought hes all but asking me to clean out my own
toilet Attlee the King Nehru and Jinnah were thrusting him nto a
task about which he had the gravest forebodings And now this
delightful devilish old man was trying to turn lum into India s first
Socialist a symbolic leader presiding over 2 fifth of mankind from

some spartan bungalow which he d have to sweep out himself each
morning.

‘The gleamuing whiteness of Louis Mountbatten s study seemed to
Sir Cynl Radchiffe 2 world away from the foreboding gloom of s
own law chambers a dufference almost as great as that between the
description of his task he d recersed i London and the one he was
getting from the Viceroy hours after hus armival in New Delhs
Intheory Mountbatten explaned he was to be assisted by panels
of four judges in each province who were supposed to subnut to um
ot recommendations as to where the boundary lines should run
In fact he alone would have to accept the responsibility for making
all the deaisions as it was most unlikely that those Judges selected
by the conficting parties to serve as advocates of their differing
points of view would ever be able to agree on anything
He was 1o draw lus boundary Lines the
myornity arcas of Moslems and non Moslems In doing so he would
take into account other factors ™o one had any ntention of spell
1ng out for him what those other factors should be or what weight
he should give them To do 5o would have fed Nehru and Jinnzh 1oto
another of their unending arguments,
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Troneally the one specific enterson he was given was based on 2
totally ceroneous assumption Convinced that future relations be-
toeen Tndia and Palustan would be frendly the Commander 1o
Chief of the Indian Army Field Marshal Sir Clande Auchleck
authorized Radehffe to 13nore the elements which were usually the
first concern of a nation 1n setting 1ts frontiers considerations of
defence

Those pomts however were only prelunmnary jolts before the real
Bock awarting Radchiffe Though his task prorused to be difficult
Radcliffe had tome to Delhi convinced he would at least have the
tme and faciltties to carry it out1n a deltberate judiciou mrnner

Now he hewrd N ountbatten explam 1t was imperative his de
asion be ready by 15 August 2 date ouly weeks away Mount
batten s words meant that ke would never be able even to glimpse
1he fands he was supposed to dvide If this awfol haste was really
forced on bum he warned Mountbatten errors and mistakes some
of them perhaps grave were bound to creep 1n

Mountbatten acknowledged that he was right But there was no
tume Tndia would just bave to  ccept whatever anomalies erept mto
s decision 15 1oevitable and necvssiry He would have only one
set of mstructions ta gve Radeliffe but they would be firm ones
fimish the job by 15 August

A stubborn sndependent man Radcliffe was not going to fahe the
Viceroy s word as final He called personally on both Nehru and
Jinne% To each he put the same question was it absolutely essential
to Fave defimtive p rtition hines however defective drawn by 15
August? Both mnsisted 1t Was

Gnyven therr insistence Radcliffe had no chowce but to comply It
w1s not he realized 1 surgeon 5 scalpel he was going to requite to
perfurm his vivisection of the Punjab and Bengal What he would
peed was a butcher s avc

The Puryab Julv 1947

Barely a dozen mules from the windows of the Viceroy s study
b gan the first fields of one of the two great Indian pravinces destined
10 be severed by Cynl Radehffe s hand the Punjab Never had the
grapary of India pronnsed a harvest as 1bund-nt as the one ripening
1 those goiden fields of barley sunbuent wheat undulating ranks
of corn and sugar cane Already with their slow papful shuf's the
bullocks lurched along the dusty roads tugging the wooden whecled
~ %)Lad(‘l‘orms on which were heaped the first fruit of the richest sl 1n
a
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With few vanations the villages towards which they stramned were
dentical a water tank covered by a shck of green scum where
women beat their clothes and boys flicking switches washed black,
dung-crusted water buffaloes, a cluster of mudwalled compounds
1n which buffaloes goats cows dogs and barefoot children churned
their way through ankle-deep mud and puddles of cow urine evapor
ating 1n the sun a humpbacked ox plodding dumbly around the
eternal circle of the millstone crushing grain to meal a bevy of
women patting steamng piles of fresh cow dung 1nto the flat cakes
that would fuel their cooking fires

The heart of the Pumjab was the city which had been the capital
of the empire of 2 Thousand and One Nights Lahore the pampered
princess of the Moghul emperors Upon 1t they had lavished the
finest flowering of their artisans skill Aurangzeb s great mosque 1ts
fatences still ghistening across the dust of centunes the 99 names of
God wnt 1n marble upon 1ts cenotaph  the sprawling enormuty of
Akbars fort with 1ts enamelled terraces and marble grilles sculpted
like lace the mausoleum of Nurjahan the captive beauty who
married her jatler and became an empress the tomb of Anarkali

Pomegranate Blossom jewel of Akbars harem buried alive for
bestowing a smule onhis son  the 300 sibilant fountains of the Shal
mar Gardens

More cosmopolitan than Delln more anstocratic than Bombay
older than Calcutta the city was for many the most attractive 10
India Its heart was the Mall a wide boulevard flanked by cafes
shops restaurants and theatres

Lahore boasted more bars than bookshops As many customers
crowded 1ts cabarets than faithful its temples and mosques Its red
light district was the most elegant 1n India and the ity had long
savoured the reputation of being the Pans of the Onent

Tts students noted one observer dressed like actors 1ts actors like
pgolos 1ts society ladies like courtesans and 1ts courtesans hke
London models It was the home of the kka.anchi the elegant, silk
tunic some Indian women wore 1nstead of sans 1ts folds fallmg to
knes length over silk trousers knotted at the ankle like those worn
by the gurls of the harems of 1ts ancient emperors

It was also here that the English had chosen to 1mplant the best
of those educational hot houses in which they had nurtured a new
generation of leaders From the Gothic spires of their chapelsto ther
cricket fields thewr Latin and Greek filled curnicula, their cape
swinging masters their school caps and blsgess with seals and
mottoes like Heaven s Light our Guide and ‘Courage to know
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those schools were perfect replicas of their Enghsh models trans
planted on to the hot plains of the Punjab

1n yellowing ranks the photos of their games teams stared down
from their walls rank upon rank of dark solemn little faces peering
out from under their rugger caps or proudly clutching thewr hockey
sticks and cricket bats Hindu Moslem and Sikh those young men
had stood side by side at chapel belting out the robust old Chnistian
hymns had studied the works of Chaucer and Thackeray bruised
and bloodied each other on the playing fields m pursuit of the manly
wirtues of the rulers from whom they had now claimed the keys to
their sub-continent

Lahore was above all a tolerant city and communal distinctions
between 1ts 500 000 Hindus 100 000 Sikhs and 600 000 Moslems
had traditionally mattered less than anywhere els¢ m India, On the
dance floors of the Gymkhana and Cosmopolitan Clubs the distance
between the communities was often reduced to the thickness of a
sar as Sikhs Moslems and Hindus rumbaed and did the fox trot
together At receptions dinners and balls the communities mingled

d and the p villas of its wealthy suburbs
were owned without distinction by Hindus Stkhs Moslems Chns
tians and Parsees

All that had been a lovely dream and 1t was a dream comung
rapidly to an end 1n July 1947 Siace January Moslem League
zealots had been holding secret rallies 1n the areas of the Pungab
where Moslems predominated Using pictures and the skulls and
bones of alleged Moslem victims of Hindu atrocities elsewhere m
India they fanned the fires of communal hatred Occasionally a
mutitated victim himself was sent from rally to rally to display s
wounds A concerted campaign of riots and demonstrations had
forced the Hindu Moslem Sikh coalition government that had run
the province for a decade to resign As t result the governor Sir
Evan Jenkins had been obliged to take its admumstration into s
own hands

A first wave of violence had erupted early m March after a Sikh
Jeader had hacked down a pole flying the Moslem League banner
with a ery of Pakistan Murdabed - Death to Pakustan The
Moslerns had gwven his challunge a swift and bloody reply Over
3000 people most of them Sikhs had died 1n the clashes that had
followed Flying over a series of Sikh villages devastated by Moslem
wigilantes Lt Gen Frank Messervy Commander m Chief of the
Todian Army s Northern Command had been hormified by the

rg\\s upon rows of murdered Sikhs Jaid out like pheasants after a
* shoot
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The auth had finally ded m. order but since
then outbursts of trouble such as that which had destroyed the
village of Kahuta which Lours Mountbatten had visited m Apnl had
been occurring with growing frequency
Inevitably the poison they spread seeped mto the streets of Lahore
The man whose tracings on a map would determine 1t destiny Sir
Cynil Radeliffe came to the city his head full of tales he d heard n
England of the glamorous Lahore of its dazzling Christmas season
1ts hunt ball 1ts horse shows sts ghttening social life There were few
echoes of that Lahore 1n the city he discovered Instead he found
heat and dust storms riots and burnn
Already 100 000 people had fled 1ts streets m fear Despite the
ternible heat 1ts inhabitants had gven up an old Punjabr summer
custom of sleeping outside under the stars The danger of a stealthy
hand slitting a sleeping throat had become too great In certain
parts of the city Moslem youths would lay strips of wire along the
road then jerk them taut in the path of a fast moving cychst Their
victims were always Sikhs because theie beards and turbans pave
them away
‘The most troubled area 1n Lahore was mside a seven mile belt of
stone the ancient wall of Akbar enclosing one of the most densely
populated areas of the world There 300 000 Moslems and 100 000
Hindus and Sikhs 104 000 people per square nule seethed like fer
menting foam mn & labyninth of alleys souhs shops temples mosques
and dilapidated dwellings All the odours the shrieks the clamours
of the bazaars of Asta abounded in that turbulent mass of humantty
Every open place was a thicket of ambulatory merchants On round
tin trays on platters balanced on their heads on rolling carts they
displayed their wares puffy spice balls fried i fat pyramuds of
oranges gooey mounds of halva and barff onental sweets papayas
guavas stacks of bananas glutinous clumps of dates each surrounded
by 1ts black cloud of fies Children their eyes whitened by the
granular crusts of trachoma squeezed the syrup from stalks of
sug:ﬁ' cane on ru:ly p\':ssa
¢ys were a byzantine maze of stalls and shops ea
sct two feet above the ground to protect them frgm suz%:iel::k;;gi
during the monsoon Some undefined frontier grouped them 1nto
'11_!'&“4 little guilds leather workers on one side tin-smuths on another
ere wero the jewellers quarter jts trays sparkled wath the gold

basgles that were many Hindus traditiol
nal form of sa
ﬁerl;:xmsrs quarter with its clusters of incense sticks an‘d" nég;ml:xs:
lasks wath their exotic essences from which the perfumer mixed hy
scents to each clhient s whim  shoemakers sho, Tows of

ps displayiag rows of




190 FREEDOM AT MIDNIGHT

gold-embroidered shippers their ends tapering to a pomt resembling
a gondolas prow cups and of
vitreous enamel silver inlaid 1n pewter perforated metal work 1
spun gold as fine almost as cotton candy lacquered platters and
rose and sandalwood boxes 1alaid with mosaics of worv and mother
of pearl

There were shops selling arms daggers kuzpans the nitual swords
of the Sikhs There were flower merchants behind mountans of roses
and gatlands of jasnune strung by their children ke beads on a
stnng There were tea merchants with a dozen vaneties of tea from
Jet black to olive green There were cloth merchants squatting bare-
footed 1n their stalls bolts of cloth in dozens of colours behund them
There were shops selling wedding turbans cascading 1 gold tnm
and embroidered vests 1n soft floss silk of cotton mnterspersed with
clups of colouted glass the emeralds rubies and sapphires of the
poor There were barbers 1ronworkers copper brass and tin
smuiths worhwz m a cacophony of clanymng hammers (tators
carpenters scavengers specializing in the sale of old tyres bottles
rags newspapers all the trades and commerce of the world succeed
g each other 1n noisy and picturesque confusion

Moslem women shrouded 1 the dark folds of their burgas cyes
flashing behind the gauze grilles screemng therr faces shipped hike
nuns at vespers through the honking janghng swirl of tongas nck
shaws bicycles Iumbering bullock carts Stanng down on that
hubbub from behind the hand-carved wooden screen of his office
windows 1n the Hindu neighbourhood was the richest man in Old
Lakore Almost a quarter of the farmers of the Pupjab were en
meshed some of them for Iife 1n the golden web the ageing Bulagy
Shah spread from that window He was the most successful usurer
1n India

Now murder stalked those cluttered alleys below Bulagt Shah s
windows It was senseless wanton murder sts victims selected at
random because a man wore a Stkh s turban or a Moslem s goatee
‘The murderers were goondas thugs of all three communities prowl
10g the Old City 1n search of a member of a rival community ventur
1ngnto their neighbourhoods striking then melting off mto a maze
of alleyways

Death one Bntish police officer remembered could come Like
Lghtrung It was over m a flash Before you could say kmife
youd see a body dymng 1n the streets every door was shut and no
one was 1n sight

The kihngs had mamtained an ecrily even balance between
Moslems 1nd non Moslems The Moslems are one up today the
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ity s Inspector General of Police John Banoet would note  who
wants to bet the Hindus get 1t back tomght 7

Every Saturday the police prepared two weekly dianes the
Weekly Crime Diary and the Weekly Confidential Political Activities
Diary Unable to decide into which category communal murders
should fall Bannet, with a fine Batish burcaucrats regard for
thoroughness ordered them logged into both

‘The man who would have to decide into which domunton Lahore
would fall was such a controversial figure that the Punjab s govermor
refused to offer him the hospitality of his residence Instead, Cynl
Radcliffc stayed at Falletts s 2 hotel founded i 1860 by a Neapolitan
who d fallen 1n love wath a Lahore courtesan With the fervour of a
d=sperate man he struggled fo extract some mummal measure of
agrecment from the judges who were supposed to assist hum. Mount
batten had been right It was a useless effort

‘Whenever he went out he was assailed by the heat and by Indians
desperate to 1nfluence his deciston. Pathetic ternified people fearful
of seeing a lifetime s accumulation of wealth wiped out by a stroke
of hts pen they were ready to offer lum anything for a boundary Line
favourable to their commumty

At ught to avoid their importunings he retreated to Lahore s
last European Only bastion the Punjab Club nicknamed the pig’
by 1ts members

There on its lawns his ICS aide by hus side waiters 1n whute
robes flitting through the darkness the man who knew nothing
about India sipped hus evemng whisky and sodz and wondered
where 1n the hot and hatred torn ety he might find an echo of the
glamorous Lahore of legend

His Lahore would aways be the sounds and sights nising through
the dark horizon surrounding the Punjab Club slawns an occasional
shower of sparks from a burming bazaar the wail of swens the
prercing war cry of the city s rival factions - Sat Sri dkal for the
Sikhs and AllahoAkbar for the Moslems ~ the suuster drumbeats
of t‘:xe fanatic Hindu RSSS thumping Like tom toms 1n the hostile
night.

Tharty five mules east of Lahore lay the second great city of the
Pumab Amntsar whose ancient alleyways enfolded Sikhisms
most sacred stte the Golden Temple Rinped by 2 summening tank
of water the white marble temple rose at the end of & marble cause-
way Its dome covered 1n ghittering gold leaf sheltered the onginal
manusenipt of the Sikhs Holy Book the Granth Sakib 1ts pages
~, Wrapped 1n silk and covered in fresh flowers dady So revered was
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the site that 1t was swept only with a broom made of peacock
feathers

The 6 million Sskhs to whom that temple was a spintual Jode
stone practised the only major religion mdigenous to the soil of God
taunted India With their flowing beards the hair they never cut
piled under bright turbans therr often mmposing size and physiques
they represented only two per cent of India s population but they
made up her most vigorous most closely knit most martial com
munity

Sikhism was born of the impact of monothesstic Islam on poly
theistic Hindwism along the warning frontsers of the Punjab where
the two faiths had first collided Founded by a Hindu guru who tried
to reconcile the two faiths proclaiming  There 1s no Hindu Theres
no Moslem There 1s One God -~ the Supreme Truth Sikhism was
favoured under the Moghuls with faith s great fertilizer persecutson.
‘Hounded by their cruelty the tenth and final guru 1n Iine of succession
from Siktusm s found=r converted the religion that had been born
to reconcile Moslems and Hindus mto a militant fighting faith
Gathening his five closest foltlowers the Panj puras the Five
Beloved Gobund Sigh launched tus new style Siklusm by making
the fise drink sugared water stirred by a double-edged dagger from 2
common bow! an action which shattered their caste Proclawmung
them the founders of bis new fighting fratermity the khalsa the pure,
the guru baptized each with a name ending 1n Singh - lion They
should he said stand out among the multitudes men so instantly
recognizable they could never deny their faith They would have to
develop mstead the courage to defend 1t with their lives

Henceforth he ordered Sikhs would follow the law of the five

Rs They would let their beards and hair grow (kesk) They would

fix a steel comb (kangha) 1n their vncut harr wear shorts (kucheha)
to have a warnor s mobility carry a steel bangle (kara) on their
nght wrist and always go around with a Xirpan sword They were
enjoined not to smoke or drnk alcohol por to have sexval inter
course with a Moslem woman nor to cat meat staughtered as
Moslems slaughtered therr ammals by cutiing their throats

The collapse of the Moghul empire gave the Sikhs the chanee to
carve out a kingdom of their own 1n their beloved Punjab Brtmins
scarletcoated troops had ended therr bnef hour of glory but before
collapsing 1 1349 the proud Sikhs handed the Bnnsh the worst
defeat they would expersence 1 India at the Punjab: crossroads of
Chilianwala

In July 1947 5 of India s 6 nullton Sikhs still Iived 10 the Pungpb
They constituted only 13 4 of its population but owned 40 2 of
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1ts 1and and produced almost two thirds of 1ts crops Almost a third
of the members of India s armed forces were Stkhs and close to half
of the Indian Army s medal winners 10 two World Wars had come
from their ranks *

The tragedy of the Punjab was that while Moslems and Sikhs could
Live under the Brtish they could not live under each other The
Moslems memory of Sikh rule in the Punjab was one of mosques
defiled women outraged tombs razed Moslems without regard to
age or sex butchered bayoneted strangled shot down hacked to
pieces bumnt alive

For the Sikhs the tales of their sufferings at the hands of the
Punjab s Moghul rulers were embedded 1ato a bloody folklore
preached to every Sikh cluld as soon as 1t reached the age of under
standiog At the Golden Temple was a museum designed to maintain.
alive 1 the memory of each succeeding penerat:on of Sikhs the
details of every mdigrity every horror every atroaity their people
had suffered at the hands of the Moslems In gory profusion huge
ol pamntings deprcted spread-eagled Stkhs being sawed 1n half for
refusing to embrace Islam, ground to pulp between huge stone mulls
erushed between meshing wheels studded with blades Like gears
Sikh women at the gates of the Moghul s palace in Lahore secing
their infants speared and beheaded by the Moghuls Practonan

d

‘The failure of the Sikhs to react to the violence done 1n March to
thewr community had surprised and comforted both the Moslems and
the pohiticians 10 Dellu The Sikhs had lost their old martial yigour
1t was whispered they had gone soft with prospenty

‘That was a grave misjudgment of their mood Tarly in June
whale the Viceroy and India s leaders had been reaching agreement
1n Delhi on India s division the Sikh leadership had met at a secret
council 1n Nedou s Hotel 1n Lahore Its purpose was to decide Sikh
strategy 1o case partition was accepted The dominant voree at the
council was that of the hot-eyed fanatic who had started the March
conflagration by hacking down a Moslem League banner with hig
kirpart Tara Singh called Master by his followers because he was
4 third grade schoolteacher had lost many members of hus own

family 10 the violence he had provoked and one passion motivated
him pow revenge
O Sikhs  he had shouted n a speech that foretold too well the

Endowed with some mysterious aptitude foe mechanics they bad gravitaied
ta the automotive Indu.try In Indias cities § kh truck and taxi drivers were
such legendary figures 1t sometimes seemed RO one else could ~ or dared ~ drive
on the same road with them.
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tragedy soon to overtake the Punjab  be ready for self-destruction
like the Japanese and Nazis OQur lands are about to be over run, our
women dishonoured Anse and once more destroy the Moghul
mvader Our mother Jand 15 calling for blood! We shall sate her
therst wath our blood and the blood of our encmies!

. . .

In New Dellu every new day thrust a score of major and nunor
decisions on the Viceroy and hus staff. There were interminable
d about the I, for payng the pensions of
f h g 1y retired by nd: d
and about the condrtron under which hundreds of other civihans
and officers staying on at India and Pakistans request would
labour

His intenm government composed largely of Congress and
Moslem League mumsters was already begtaming to break down
under the strains imposed by the forthcanmung partstion. To keep 1t
functiomng untidl 15 August devised an
arrangement, Congress was given all the mumistries but each mumster
was assigned a Moslem League delegate to Jook over hus skoulder
and make sure he did nothing injurious to Pakistans interest.
Mountbatten assigned a Brtish general Sir Robert Lockhart, to
supervise the referendum which would determine whether the North
west Frontter Province jotned India or Pakistan Siace at Congress s
behest he had refused Bengal the chance to opt for independence
h; pow refused Congress s demand to offer the Frontier 2 similar
chowce

Most vexing problem of all was that pased by Mountbatten s 1m-
petuous selection of 15 Auguost as the date for Indian sndependence
A congenes of astrologers finally advised India s politicians that
though 15 August was a wholly mauspicious day on which to begin
their nation s modern history 14 Angust represeated a considerably
more favourable copjuncture of the stars. A relieved Viceroy
sccepted the comp the Indan to pro-
pitiafe the eelestial bodies India and Pakistan would bccomcpi.a
dependent domimons on the stroke of mudaght, 14 August 1947 ¢

For 30 years, the tricolout sashof homespun cotton khod! soon 10

* At & stafl moecting ehortly after hls press conference the Viceroy
;;‘lhlumkth.\llhaku lmmeh&ﬂmﬂllmlﬂvk;xmnmnmcd

stall” Inslsung this be ‘remediod forthwith be ax; ph
attachd Alan Campbell Joheson the add tions!
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replace the Union Jack on Indias honzons had flown over the
meetings marches and manifestations of a people thirsting for inde-
pendence Gandhu had designed that banner of a mulitant Congress
himself At the centre of sts horizontal bands of saffron white and
green he had placed hus personal seal the humble 1astrument he d
proposed to the masses of Indra as the instrument of their non-
violent redemption the spinning wheel

Now with independence at band vosees in the ranks of Congress
contested the nght of what they called Gandhiji stoy to occupy the
central place 1n what was about to become their nations flag To a
growing number of party mlitants his spimmng wheel was a symbol
of the past a woman s thing the hallmark of an archaic India turned
inwards upon hersell

At therr 1nsistence the place of honour on the national flag was
assigned to another wheel the martial sign the conquenng warriors
of Ashoka founder of the Hindn empire had borneupon their
shields Framed by a pair of hons for force and courage Ashokas
proud symbol of strength and authonty s dharma chakra the
wheel of the cosmic order became the symbol of a new India

Gandhnt learned of s followers decision with deep sadness

However artistic the design may be he wrote I shall refuse to

salute a flag whuch carries such a message

That disappomntment was only the first 1 a harvest of sortows
awatmg the elderly leader 1n the nation he d done so much to create
‘Not only was Gandhi s beloved India being diaded but the par
ttioned India soon to be born was going to bear little resemblarice
to the India Gandh had dreamed of and fought for during hus long
crusade

Gandlu s dream had always been to create a modern Indra which
would offer Asia and the world a living example of his social 1deals
To hus crtics those 1deals were 2 cranky old man s obsessions To
tus followers however they constituted a hfebuoy thrown out to
mankind by a sane man 1 a2 world gomg mad

‘The Mzhatma was wholly opposed to those who argued India s
future Jay m 1nutating the ndustnal and technological soctety of the
‘West Indias salvation he atgued lay n unlearning what she has
learnt 1n the past 50 years He challenged almost all the Western
1deals that had taken root m India Scrence should not order human
values he argued technology should not order socsety and cviliza
tion was n'ot the mndefinite multipheation of human wants but ther

g 50 that s could be eqy ly shared by
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‘The indutnahzation of the West admuired by so many of hus
followers had concentrated power 1n the hands of the few at the
cxpense of the many It was a doubtful blessmg to the poor tn the
West and a menace to the non whte races of the underdeveloped
world

Gandhi s India would be bumlt on her 600000 willages those
tuttitudmous facets of the India he knew and loved an India un
stained by technology a haunted India marking the passage of her
years with the cycle of her religious feasts her decades with the
memory of her farled crops her centunes wath the spectre of ber
ternible famnes

He wanted each of those villages to become sclf-sufficient umts
able to produce 1ts own food cloth mulk, frmt and vegetables to
educate 1ts young and nurse 1ts 1ll. Proclaiming many a violent war
1n Asia could have been prevented by an extra bowl of nce he had
constantly sought the perfect food to nounish India s hungry peasants
expenimenting with soya peanuts mango kernels He attacked
machine-polished rice because 1t removed the hard husk rich 1n
vitamia B

He wanted to close down Indias textile mills and yeplace them
wath s spioning wheel as part of 2 programme to give work to the

4

village ip! to provide that would hold the
population 1 those villages
His was the old the

plough and the sprnniog wheel have been our wisdom and welfare
We must return to the old simplicity  When man invented a tractor
that could produce muilk ghee and dung he said he would recom
ment 1t as 2 replacement for the cow to Inda s peasants

His ‘was 2 machine-d soctety which
would suck India s villagers from the countryside 1nto her bhghted
urban slums sever their contact with the soctal umt that was their

natural environment destroy their ties of family and religion all for
the faceless, miserable existence of an ndustnal

€0 pewinf

cu;i goods men didn ¢ really need mpieT s €
¢ was not, as he was sometimes accused reachun,

doctnae of poverty o g P "y

Gninding poverty produced the moral d prada
tion and the violence be loathed But s: too he nrguedodxd :mrfnt
of matenial goods A peaple wath full refnigerators stuffed clothes
cupboards, & car 1n every garage and a radio 1n every room, counld be
{r;ygglogmlily 1:§ecum bincl morally corrupt. Gandhi wanted man

& just mediom between heedl
coasumptron of goods, Gebasing poverty and the o

© also wanted hum to lve 1. 2 dasdese eqplianas,
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because social and economue 1nequality bred violence All labour
physical or mtellectual would carry the same reward 1n Gaodhis
India It was not a property qualification that would earn a oan the
night to vote 1n hus state but a labour qualification To get 1t every
body would have to contnbute physicat labour to the state Noboedy
including saints or sages would be exempt The ditch digger would
get hisalmost automatscally but the Iawyer or millionaire would have
to earn his with hus calluses

Most important for Gandhi was the example leaders set for theiwr
followers He had not been wndulging 1n 1dle prattle when he had
stunned the elegant Viceroy by proposmng he abandon Viceroy s
House for a sumple bungalow The way to abolish privilege he had
always maintained was to renounce 1t yourself

Indeed none of the other great social prophets of his century
Lemn Stalin Mao had Ied therr lives 1n such utter conformuty to
their 1deals * Gandh: had even held his daily food imtake to the
barest mimmum he needed to stay alive so as not to abuse the
resources of hus famshed land

Gandh s advocacy of his theortes had been accompamed by
number of piquant contradictions He had denounced the machine
age at prayer meetings across India with the aid of one of 1ts most
recent mamfestations a microphone and the 50 000 rupees a year
that sustained hus first ashram had been the gt of an industrialist
G D Bula whose textile mulls represented the most splendid 1n

ble of the Mah: 1

Now with ind his espousal
of lus 1deas was an to Fabran
like Nehru or ardent capitalists ke Patel Their faithwas inmachines
industry technology all the apparatus the West had brought to
Inda They longed to budd the giant factories and mdustrial com
plexes he loathed to gird India s future 1n five year plans Even
Nehru the beloved son had wntten that to follow Gandhi s 1deas
was to step backward imto the past to submut India to the most con
fimng autarchy imagmable that of its villages To their chagnn
the Mahatma 1nsisted on proclaiming publicly the canons by which
he hoped they and the other leaders of the new India would live
Every mumster he said should wear khads exclustvely and live in
a stmple bungalow with no servants He should not own a car

Gandhu and the Marxists had lttle use for each other To most Marmisty
Gandhl was unscentific He 10 tum regarded Commumsm with its atheistic
overtones and 1ts sherent violence as anathema, Most Socialists e felt_were
armchair Socialists uswilling to alter thewr own hife style or sacnfice any of thewr
comforts while they waited the arnval of Socmalist Nirvana,
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should be free of the tamt of caste spend at Jeast one hour a day 1n
physical work, spmmng or growmng food and vegetables to ease the
food shortage He should avoid foreign furmture sofas tables and
chairs and go around without bodygunards Above all Gandhi was
sure no leader of an independent Inda will hesitate to give an
example by cleaning out hus own torlet box

Nalve yet unassarlably wise his words were porgnantly revealing
of the dilernma inherent 10 all of Gandhi s 1deals They were a per
fect scheme cast for imperfect actors A quarter of a century after
hus death India s gravest political 11l would be the corruption and
venality of the very Congress minusters whom Gandhy had hoped
would follow 1n his footsteps

For all his concern about India s future Gandhi s day to day pre
m July 1947 d the 1 violence which

continued to plague the sub-contment Taling Nehru with hum he
inststed on seeing the first Hindu and Sikh refugees spillng out of
West Punjab

It was a Thirty two th d people
the survivers of a hundred Kahutas - the willage whose hotrors had
so struck the Viceroy - had been assembled 120 mules from Delb1 in
the keat and the dirt of India s first refugee camp

Shricking thetr anger or wailing therr grief they engulfed Gandhu s
car1n a sea of nusery their hands and fingers gesticulating
g thewr faces contorted i anger or hate their dark eyes begging
for some solace to thewr despair Buzzing swarms of flies hovered
over them abghting 1 black wrigghing patches on their still-open
wounds A great pall of dust stired by therr runmmng feet mvaded
their nostnls and parched throats and left 1ts powdery vell every
where From all sides they pressed on Gandii and Nehru a smelly
sweaty foul breathed wall of miserable human beings
. All day Gandhi worked with them trying to bring some order to

their improvised camp He showed them how to dig latrines lectured
ad

y nursed as

them on and hygtene d
many of the sick as ke could

Late in the afternoon they started back to Delhr His 77 year old
Yody womn out by strmn Ius spint saddened by so much muse:
Gandhi stretched out n the back seat of the car and fell asleep with
hus gnarled feet resting in the lap of the disciple who had turned
s back on hum just two months belore
m?? slr.'ughx‘nhead hlns usvally expressive face a mask Nehru

e for a long time m stlence pondenn, haps what ful

sights they had witnessed portended for xgllleplcx:duﬁ:e would tsl;fnu'::
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called upon to govern, Then slowly tenderly as though to expiale
wath lus fingers geatle touch the pan he d caused bam_ he began to
massage the callused feet of the sleeping man to whom he d d voted
so much of hus Iife

At sunset Gandhi awoke From cach side of their spe~ding car
the broad ficlds of sugar wheat paddy flat as a mans hand ran
down to a horizon so distant 1t might scem the edge of the world A
fine haze stood above the vast plamn filtering through ats screen th~
fast roseate glow of the sinking sun It was the cow dust hour an
hout as ancient as unforgettable as India itsell” From a thousand
tens of of mudbnick huts ling the great Punab plam
1t came the smoke of India 8 mealtime fires Everywhere squattiog
on their haunches faded sans clutched to therr shoulders bangles
clanking on thewr bare arms, the women tended those fires, fussing
over the chapatis and channe they cooked stolung them with the
round flat patties of dried dung that fuclled them the fast of the many
guts of Tndra s sacred cows The mantle of Indian mght the smoke
from those numberless cow-dung fires drifted through the evenung
sky permeating 1t with the distnctive pungent smel} that was the
body odour of Mother India.

There m the gathenog darkness Gandh stopped the car and sat
down by the side of the road for s everung prayer His stooped
shrvelled figure was at one with that vast and mournful plain the
neem and peepul trees folding over him. In the back of the car
Nehru his eyes closed his fingers pressed to his eyehds listened as
the lugh wavering voice of a broken hearted man beseeched the God
of the Guza to deliver hus beloved India from the fate he foresaw for
her
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“We Will Always Remain Brothers’

London July 1947

The solemn thumps of a black cbony stave on an antique floor had
heralded the accomplishment of every great legal act in the elabora
tion of the British Empire For centurtes the stave of the King’s
Messenger the Gentleman Usher of the Blick Rod had sum
moned # delegation of the Comrmons down the ausles of the Houses
of Parliament to the Lords there to witness the Royal Assent the
final sanction for the edicts that had carnied Britain s impenal power
to the ends of the earth The ancient nitual had not changed but this
summer day the metronomic beat of the ebony stave rang out a
funers! knell a knell marking the death of the British Empice One
of the bills awating the Royal Assent on Friday 18 July 1947
would sever forever the Btish connection with India

At the height of Brtun s impenal power men on the benches of
Westminster had been able to call the world s unruly to order by the
dispatch of a gunboat or topple a foresgn despot with the threat of
a thin red hine of British soldiers ‘The last European nation to em
bark on the impenial adventure the British had sailed more seas,
opened more lands fought more battles squandered more hves
drained more exchequers admunistered more people more fauly
than any other impenal poner Indeed something 1o ther sland
peoples character scemed to havefitted them for that brief moment
history when 1t was Feld a self evident moral imperative that white
Chrstian Europeans should hold domimion over palm and pme

The vehicle by which a new generation of men 1n Westminster
would end all that was tuched into a wallet embellished with the
Royal Atins and 2 gold thread It lay m a pile of similar documents
on the long table dividing the chamber 1n which the House of Lords
sat
The Induan Independence Bill was a model of conciseness and
simphicity To give India her freedom members of Parhiament re
quired only twenty clauses and sixteen typewnitten pages Never had
50 momentous 3 measure been drafted and enacted with comparable
speed Barely six weeks had been required to prepare 1t and send 1t
through 1ts readings 1n the Houses of Parhament The debate accom
panymg those readings had beea marked by digmity and restraint
There had been 1nstances in history Clement Attlee had told the:
House 1 antroducing the historic ball 10 which a state at the pownt
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of a sword has been forced to surrender power to another peopl
but it was very rare for a people who had long enjoyed power over
another nation to surrender 1t voluntanly
Even Winston Churchull grving his melancholy consent to what
he had labelled a tidy hittle bill had paid a rare tribute to hus nval
Attlee for the wisdom he d displayed 1n selecting Lowis Mountbatten
as Jus last Viceroy Probably none of the words uttered 10 the course
of those debates however had caught as nccurately the mood of
Bntain s law makers as a remark by Viscount Samuel
It may be suid of the British Ra) he noted  as Shakespeare sud
of the Thane of Cawdor  nothing 1h hus Iife became tum like the
leavingat
Now the Pnme Mimister Clement Attlee at their head a 30-
member delegation from the House of Commons took their places
behind the bar 1n the House of Lords to witaess the final act mats
passage
Dominating one end of the chamber were twin symbols of the
royal power a pair of gilded thrones on a das under a tapestry
embrotdered with the Royal Arms Before them was the Woolsack,
the upholstered seat of the Lord High Chancellor looking upon a
long table on which were piled the il awating the assent of
Gearge VI
The kings representatnve the Clerk of the Crown took s
place on one side of the long table The Clerk of Parhament took
tus opposite lum He reached out for the first bill 1n the pile 2od in
a solemn voice read outats title “The South Metropolitan Gas Bull
Le Rof le veult replied the Clerk of the Crown 1n the ancient
Norman phrase which for centunies had signified a sovereign s
pleasure at the enactment of 4 royal decree or act of parliament.
The Clerk of Parliament took the next bull from the stack,
The Felixstowe Prer Bill he sad
Le Rol le veult the Clerk of the Crown intoned 1n return
“The Clerk of Parhament reached for another bill
The Indian Independence Brll  he read,
Le Rot le veult came the reply
Attlee flushed Lightly and Jowered hus eyes at those words A
hush filled the chamber as the echoes of the Clerk s vosce died It
was over In four words of archaic French 1n the company of a gas
works and a fishung pier Britan s great Indian Emptr. had been
consigaed o history

* - .

It was the Iast assembly of the world s most exelustve fratermty
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Sweating profusely under their brocaded tunics thetr decoration
covered umforms their beyewelled turbans 75 of the most important
maharagas and nawabs of India and dinans representing 74 others
watted 10 the drenching humidity of a New Delln summer day to
Jearp from the mouth of the Vicesoy the fate History held w store
for them X

on his own admiral s white
uniform entered the little hemicycle of the Chamber of Princes The
Chamber s Chancellor the Maharaja of Patiala escorted um to
the podium from whence he gazed calmly out at that host ofunhappy
men arraigned before him
The Viceroy was ready to start tossing the apples mto Patels
basket His most bitter opponent Sir Conrad Corfield was at that
moment 1n a plane flying back to London and premature retwrement.
He had left India rather than urge on that bizarre body of rulers
to whom hed devoted hus career a policy of whick he did not
approve
The Viceroy was happy to see him go Convinced his course
represented the best arrangement the princes could possibly hope for
Mountbatten 1ntended to herd them, however reluctantly however
anguished their protests 1ato Patel s waiting apple basket,
Speaking without notes his tone a muxture of frapkness and fer-
vour he urged his histeners to sign the Act of Accession which wonld
Jomn therr states to either India or Pakistan. A resort to arms, he
stressed would produce only bloodshed and disaster ‘Look forward
ten years he begged them consider what the situation m Fuda and
the warld wall be then and have the foresight to act accordingly
The tides of lustory however were a less impressive argument to
that motley gathenng than the next pomt the Viceroy advanced.
They were on the verge of extinction the world as they d known 1t
was collapsing but the argument that moved some of them most
concerned the bats of coloured epame! dangling on their chests Sign
the acts Mountbatten urged and he had good reason to beheve
Patel and Congress would allow them to continue to recetve from his
coustn the hang those honours and titles they so cherished
‘When his speech was fimshed the Viceroy 1avited questions from
the princes Mountbatten was stunned by therr absurdity So
lodicrous did some of thewr preaccupations appear that the Viceroy
wondered 1f these men and their Prime Minusters really und rstood
what was about to happen to them. The prime concern of one mem
ber of that distinguished gathering was whether he could retain the
exclusive n bt to hunt tigers in s state of be acceded to India, The
dman of another prince whose employer at ths cratyeal Jencture had
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found nothing better to do than to go on a tovr of Europe s gambling
cafines and cabarets pleaded that as hus ruler was on the hugh seas
he did not know what course of action to adopt.

Mountbatten pondered a moment then picked up a large round
glass paper wesght which rested on the rostrum before hum Twisting
1t 1n tus hand like some ancient Orentat sage be announced [ will
ook 11nto my crystal ball for your answer

Furrowmng his brows he fixed the ball with the most intensely
mystenious gaze of which he was capable For ten seconds a heavy
silence broken only by the laboured breathing of some of the more
cotpulent rulers stifled the chamber The occult was after all not a
matter taken lightly in India even by maharajas

‘AR Mountbatten whuspered after mulking all the drama he
could from the gesture I'see your prince He ssitting atthe captan s
table He says ‘yes what 15 1t? - he says sign the Act of
Accession

The following day for the last time a formal banquet assembled a
Viceroy of Indra and her ruling princes Profoundly saddened by fus

of what was hap Lows M called for a
final toast to the*King Emperor from his oldest and most farthful
alles.

You are about to face a revolution he told them In a very
bref moment you Il lose forever your sovereignty It 1s mevitable
Do not he pleaded turn your backs on the Indis emerging on
15 Avgost That fncdia will not have enovgh capable men {o repre~
sent her overseas She was gomng to need doctars lawyers able
administrators tramed officers to replace the British m her army
Many of those princes educated abroad expenenced in handling
the affaits of their states combat veterans had shills India would
need They could become playboys on the beaches of the Riviera or
they could offer their services to the nation and find a pew role for
themselves and their class in Indian society He hdd 5o doubt which
c;.ursc they should follow Marmry the new India  he begged
them

Kashmr July 1947

Like a canoe shooting the rapids the statyon Wwagon twisted through
the ruts and rocks of the dirt path parallel to the tormnts of the
Trika Ruver The driver s face with hus pouting bips his wary mus
trustful eyes his chun 1ts outhine lost under soft pouche of flesh
was an accurate reflection of hus character He was a weak vaallat
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ing man whose perversions and orgles had given lum the reputation
of a Himalayan Borgia Unfortunately Hari Singh the man who as
Mr A had tstillated the readers of Britain s penny press before the
war was something els¢ He was the hereditary Hindu Maharaga
of the most strategically situated princely state in India the vast
sparsely-settled crossroads State of hashour where India China
Tibet and Pakistan were destined to meet

This morning 2 p larl d visitor d the
seat bestde Har: Smgh Lows Mountbatten had known the Hindu
ruler suce they had galloped side by side on the manscured grass of
Tus polo field at Jammu during the Viceroy s tour with the Prince of
Wales Mountbatten had deliberately arranged hus state visit to
Han Singhs capital Srinagar to force a decsion on Kashanrs
future out of 1ts hesstant ruler

It was not however mto Patels basket that Mountbatten pro-
posed to drop the Kashmin apple Logic seemed to dictate that
Kashmyr wind up 1 Pakistan Its people were Moslem It had been
one of the areas ongwally selected for an Islamic state by Rahmat
Al when hed first formulated his impossible dream The & in
Pakustan was for Kashmir

The Viceroy accepted that logic He had he told the Maharaja
brought with hum the guarantee of Patel on behalf of the future
government of India thatif as seemed natural wi b Ius overwhelming
Moslem population and his geographical situation Han Singh
Jowned Pakistan India would understand and raise no objection
Furthermore he said Jinnah had assured him that Han Singh even
though he was a Hindu ruler would be welcomed and given an
honoured place 11 his new dommuon.

I dont want to accede to Palustan on gny account, Har: Singh
answered.

Well Mountbatten said 1t s up to you but I think you should
considert very carefully since after all almost 90 / o€ your people are
Moslem. But 1f you dont then you must join India In that case
T will sec that ag infantry diviston 15 sent up bere to preserve the
ntegnty of your boundares

No replied the Maharaja 1dont wish to join India either T
wish to be independent

Those were just the words the Viceroy did not want to hear Im
sorry he exploded, you just cant be independent Youre a land
locked country Youre over sized and under populated What I
mind most though 1s that your attrtude 1s bound to lead to stfe
between India and Pakistan. You re gaing to have two rival countries
at daggers drawn for your neighbours. You It be the cavse of & tog
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of war between them. You'll end up bemng a battieficld. That
what'll happen. You 1 Jose your throne and your hife too 1f you!
not careful

The Maharaja sighed and shook his head He kept a gloox
silence unti he reached the fishung camp hus peons had sct up by
bend on the river for the trout fishing he was offering his distinguishe
visitor For the rest of the day Han Singh made certain Moun
batten had no chance to corner him alone Instead the Viceroy spe
tus day casting 1 the Trika s crystalline waters for trout Even th
were pot prepared fo nccommodate the frustrated Viceroy H
ADC caugbt all the fish

For the next two days Mountbatten repeated the process Finall
on the thurd day he felt hus old fricnd beginmng to waver He i
sisted they have a formal meeting the followsng morming before b
departure with their staffs and the Maharaja s Pnme Minuster preses
to draw up an agreed policy statement.,

Al night the Maharaja agreed af you1nsist onat,

This particular apple however was gong to remamn firm
attached tosts tree The following mormng an ADC came to Moun
batten s smte Ihs Highness was sorry he declared but he we
suffering from an upset stomach and hus doctor would not allow hu:
to attend their hittle meeting. The story Mountbatten was sure w:

absolute baloney Invoking doctor s orders however Han Sing
refused even to ce his old friend before he left A problem whic
would embitter Inda Paksstan relations for a quarter of a centur
and 1mpenil world peace had found its genesis mn that diplomat
stomach ache

b: enjoye more success 1n b
efforts to fill Patel s basket with apples For some of the rulers g
pending thewr to the I of A was a cru
tragedy One Raja of Central India collapsed and died of 2 hea
attack seconds after sigming The Rana of Dholpur told Moun
batten with tears 1n his eyes “This breaks an alliance between n
ancestors and your King s ancestors which has existed since 1765
The Gaekwar of Baroda one of whose forebears had fed tus Britis
Resident diamond dust collzpsed weeping like a child 1 the arms ¢
V P Menon on sigmng One ruler of a tiny state hesitated for da
‘before appending hus signature because he still believed 1 the diviz
night of kings The eight maharajas of the Punjib signed their I
strument together dunng a formal ceremory 1n the state banqu
hall at Patiala where Sir Rhuninder Sinoh the Ao fas 4 Tond oo
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time one participant recalled  the atmosphere was so lugubrious
we mght have been at & cremation

A handful of rulers contimed to resist the blandishments of
Mountbatten V P Menon and Pate! One of Mountbatten s closest
personal friends the Nawab of Bhopal b tterly claimed the rulers
were being snvited Jike the oysters to attend the tea party with the
Walrus and the Caspenter  Udapur tried to form a federation with,
a number of fellow princes whose states adjomned his So too did
Gwalior the son of the man with 2 matua for electnic trams At the
behest of hus Prime Mumster the Maharaja of Travancore a southera
state with a scaport and nich uramum reserves clamoured for
mndependence

The pressres to herd these last reluctant resisters into Patels
basket became 1ntense as 15 August drew near Where he had local
Congress organizations Patel ordered demonstrations and street
agitation to force their hands The Maharaja of Onssa was trapped
m his palace by a mob which refused to let him Ieave until hed
signed Travancore s forceful Prime Minuster was stabbed m the face
by a Congress demonstrator Shaken the Maharaja cabled Delht
W3 actesion

None of the was quite as as that of the
young Maharafa of Jodhpur Jodhpur had just ascended his throne
on hus father s death He was given to a number of espensive hobbies
like flying, women 2and comjuning tricks none of them he realized
likely to stir the sympathy of Congress s Sociahsts Together with
s colleague the Mah of \| he arranged 2 secret
meetiog 1n Pelhi with Jinnah to enquire of the Moslem leader what
sort of reception they might expectaf they took their primanty Hindu
states into his domumon

Delighted at the thought of ripping two key princes away from his
Congress nvals Jmnah took a blank sheet of paper from his desk
drawer and passed 1t to Jodhpur

Just wnte your conditions on this paper hesaid and Il signat

The two men asked time to withdraw to their hotel to ponder
them There they found V P Menon waiting for them Tipped off
‘by one of his mysterious sources about their mitiative which eventu
ally could have drawn other states mto Pakistan Menon fold
Jodhpur the Viceroy wanted to see hum urgently at Viceroy s House

Seating the prince 1o a warting room Menon set off on a frantic
scarch for Mountbatten. Finally locating the Viceroy who had no
1dea what be d done 10 husbath Mernon begged hsm to come down
2nd reason with the stubbora prince

Hus recently deceased father who d been his friend for 26 years
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would have been outraged by his behaviour the Viceroy told the
young ruler It was folly to try to take the subjects of his Hindu
state into Pakustan for purely sclfish reasons In return he promsed
Jodhpur that he and Menon would persuade Patel to adopt as
tolerant a view as possible towards s personal quitks

Mountbatten left Menon to get the impetuous young rulers

on a pi 1 When hed gone Jodhpur
pulled a fountain pen made in his workshop out of hus pocket After
sigmog the text he unscrewed 1ts cap and revealed a mumature 22
pistol which he po nted at Menon s head

Im not gwing in to your threats! he shouted Mountbatten
bearing the noise returned and confiscated the pistol *

‘Three days later Menon dehivered a final Instrument of Accession
to the prince s palace Glumly the prince signed Then he decided to
bury his past 1n a celebration with Menon as hus unwilling guest.
All afternoon he poured whisky down the poor cwl servants
throat After that Menon was forced to gulp draughts of champagae
while the prince ordered a full scale banquet of roast meats and
game an orchestra and a selection of dancing guels For Menon a
prudish vegetarian the eventng was a mghtmare The worst, how
ever was still to come Furhing Ius turban on the floor 1n a fit of rage
because he thought the music was too loud the drunlen Jodhpur
dismussed the gurls and the band and announced he would fly
Menon to Delhi 1n his private plane He rocketed off the field then
twnsted hus violently 1ll passenger through every acrobatic stunt he
could perform before landing him at Delhs awrport Green and retchs
1ng Menon half-crawled from the plane but 1 his shaking fingers
was the document which would dehver one more apple into Patels
waiting basket

Despite the tergersations of a last bunch of dichards the Vice
roy would by 15 August be able to honour his contract with Patel
The basket of apples be would present him would be overfloning
Five pninces whose states would be inside Pakistan rallied to Jipnah
Mountbatten and Menon had plucked all the rest wath just three
exceplions

The exceptions however were major ones Driven by a cabal of
Moslem fanatics ternfied at the 1dea of losing therr prrvileges 1
Hindu India the ruler of the largest and most populous state 1
India had rejected all of Mountbattens counsels Ignoring every

* Years later Mountbatten fascina ed himself by magic performed the
required conjuniag tnck to win election to the Magic Circle He loaned Jodbpur &
pet: pistol to the group to be displayed 1n the Magic Circle Museum whare it stiil
Tests
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effort to bring him into an agreement with India the Nizam of
Hyderabad strove 10 vain to force Great Britain to recogmuze his
state as an mdependent domimon From s palace the miserly ruler
had not ceased a bitter plaint at bemng abandoned by his oldest
ally and sceing the bonds of long devation hinking him to the king
Emperor severed Kashmur too continued in his refusal to ahgn
bimself with esther dominion

The reasons keeping the third and Jast ruler from accedimg to
1India were of a somewhat different order Convinced by an agent of
the Moslem League that the first act of an independent Indiz would
be to passontus dogs the Nawab of Junagadh had decided either to
proclaim his independence or join Paksstan despite the fact hus tiny
Hindu state would share no borders with the Moslem nation,

. - *

Gentlemen this 15 Mr Savage of the Punjab CID FLouts Mount
batten told the two startled Indsan politicians 1n bis study on SAugust
He has a story you should hear
‘Whatever that story was 1t was certam to get the close attention
of Jianah and Liagat Alr Khan because the body Savage repre
sented was known as the best British ratelligence orgamzation in
India Indeed 1ts operatives had penetrated thew own political
‘movements at the highest levels
‘The nervous Savage cleared s throat and began The 1nformation
he was about to reveal had been wrung from prisoners 10 an inter
rogation centre the CID had set up in an unused wing of the Lahore
lupatic asylum So secret was it considered that Savage had beca
obliged to memonze 1t the evening before 1n Lahore rather than
‘bring 1t to Delh on paper
A group of Sikh extremists had hinked hands with the most
fanatical political group 10 India the bigoted Hindu zealots of the
Rashtnya Swayam Sewak Sangh the RSSS At their head stood
Master Tara Singh the third grade schoolteacher who had called
on hus followers to drench India in blood at the Sikh s secret con
vocation 1 Lahore The two groups bad agreed to pool therr re
sources and energes in terronst activity
The Sikhs with therr better organization traimung and koowledge
of explosives would destroy the heavily guarded Pakistan Specials
the trans destined to coms oy from Delt to Karachi the key men and
stores assigned to the new state Tara Singh had already mstalled a
wireless set and an operator to pass information about the trains
u:?:u‘:u‘;’es and thewr route to the Sikh armed bands designated to
ac] em
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The responsibility for the second action Savage sud had been
assigned to the RSSS whose Hindu members unlike the Sikhs could
easily pass themselves off as Moslems The organtzation was 1n the
process of mfiltrating ar unidentified number of their most fanatical
supporters 1nto the city of Karacht Each had been given a Brtish
Army Mills hand grenade None of them was aware of the others
existence so that the arrest of one man would not compromuse the

fan

P On 14 August those men were to station themselves along the
route which would carry Mohammed Ali Jmnah m triumphant
procession through the streets of arachs from Palistans Con
stituent Assembly to the official fesidence of the new Governor
General As a young Serbian had plunged Europe into the hotror of
‘World War 1 so one of those zealots was to assassmate the founder
of Pakistan at the height of his glory by hurling a grenade 1nto lus
open carrage The furore provoked by that grisly murder the
RSSS hoped would lauach the entire sub-continent 1nto a savage
el war from which the numencally superior Hindus were bound
to emerge as undisputed rulers

The face of the man they wanted to murder whitened at Savage s
words Beside him Liagat Al Khan excitedly demanded that
Mountbatten arrest the entire Sikh leadership Stunned the Viceroy

dered what to do Rounding up the Sikh he feared
mght well start the civil war the RSSS wanted

Turning to the young, CID officer he said  Suppose I ask the
governor to arrest the Sikh Jeaders? Listemng to his proposal
Savage thought Il be bloody scared if you do They were he
Lnew 1solated 10 Amritsar s Golden Temple No Sikh or Hindu
police would accept 10 order to g0 1n after them and to sendin
Moslem police was unthinkable

Sit he rephied I am sorry to have to say there are not enoogh
rehiable police left 1n the Punsab to accomplish an action of that sort
1 Rate to say 1t but I can sec no way to carry out such an order

Mountbatten pondered a moment. Then he announced he would
ask for a jomt recommendation on what to do from the Punjabs
Governor Sit Evan Jenkins and the two men designated to govern
1ts Indian and Pakistan halves after 15 August Liagat Al Khan
Balf fose from hus chair at Mountbattens words You want to
murder the Quaid 1 Azzam! he protested.

Il that s really the way you feel about st 11 go along in the same
car and get murdersd with im  Mountbatten replied, but I m not
gomg to throw the leaders of five million Sikhs into jail without the
agreement of thosé governors
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That night the secunty-conscions Savage returned to Labore lus
‘brefcase stuffed with toilet paper as a decoy for the letter from
Mouatbatten to Jenkms he carned tucked mto his underpants
He found Jenkns at a reception on the lawn of Fallets s Hotel As
the man who knew more about the Punjab than any Westerner alive
read s letter Yus sh sagged 1n despar

Whatever tan we 407 sighed Six Evan Jenkins  How can we stop
them?

Five days later dunng the nught of 11 to 12 August the Sikhs of
Tara Singh successfully executed the first phase of the programme
they 4 agreed with the RSSS Two charges of geligste buned along
1ts night of way destroyed the first Palustan Special five mules east of

the Giddarbaha Railroad Station 1n the Ferozepore District of the
Pungab

- - *

w2 green sh d stucco bungalow on the edge of

Delhi s viceregal estate sweltering iy the oppressive summer heat,
Sir Cynt Radcliffe began to trace out boundary hnes on a Royal
Engineer map 'The remorseless demand of all concerned for speed
had gv n lum no altermative but to perform s vivisection 1 the
solutude of his bungalow Cut off from any human contact with the
great entities he was dividing he was forced to visualize the impact
of hss work on ateas that seethed with hfe with cnly maps popula
tion tables and statistics to guide him

Dar'y he was compelted to shice away at an wrngation system en
bedded 1nto the surface of the Pugsab like the vens 1 2 man s hapd
without being able {0 see on the ground the effect his line would hive
Radehiffe knew water was life 1o the Punjab and he who controlled
the water controlled IWfe Yet he was unable to survey the meander
angs of hushme down even one of those vital contrete spiltnays shuce
gates and teservotes

Never would he walk 10 1 rice paddy or study the jute field hus
peticrd was gomg to mutdate He would not be able to visit a single
one of the hundreds of villages through which his line would run to
contemplate 1t effect on the helpless peasants 1t might wsolate from
ther fields thew wells or their foad  Not once would he be able 1o
soften the human tragedies his boundary was certata to producs by
following 1ts trace upon the surface of the land he was dviding
Communities would be severed from the lands they tilled factore:
from thesr fseight depots power plants from therr gnds all becanss
of the temble haste Tndia s leadershup had imposed op Radchffe
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compelling lum to demarcate on an averags 30 miles of frontier
every day

The meagre tools he possessed turned out to be hopelessly
adequate It proved almost impossible to find an ordeance map
large enough to serve as hus master map The detauls on the maps he
did find were often mexact The Punjab s vital fise nvers be noted
had a curious tendency to stray as much as a dozen mules from the
beds assigned them by the Punjab s vaunted engineening services
The population tables which were supposed o be hus pnmary gwmde
were inadequate and constantly distorted by each side to support
theur conflicting claums

Bengal proved the simpler task Radcliffc hesitated for a long time
over Calentta s fate There was he thought much logc 10 Jinnah s
claim to 1t so there might be a unitary flow of jute from field to mll
to port In the end however he felt its Hindu majonty population
had to overrule economic considerations Once he bad resolved that
question the rest of tus work 1 Bengal was easier His boundary
however was just a pencil Line drawn on a map wath il the heart
break that mmplied Almost nowhere 1o that tangle of swamps,
marshes and fow lying fields could he find the points of reference a
boundary maker seeks rivers or 2 line of hulls

The Punjab was nfinttely more difficult Lahore s almost equally
balanced populations shrieked their rival clams to the aty with
which all felt such a deep emotional tie For the Sikhs Amntsar with
1ts Golden Temple could only besnIndia yet it was wedged between
Moslem areas

Beyond them was the mossic of communal pochets set hap-
hazardly amongst each other Eisther Radchife thought he followed
population as lus sole gude creating a bost of unm1nageable en
claves to which access could never be assurcd or he followed the
dictates of geography and a more manageable boundary and Jopped
the packets off with all the tragedy that might imply for those he was
tondemning 1o Tive 2s minonties 1eside a hostile majonty

Above all as the weeks of that ternble summer passed Radchffe
suffered from the heat the cruel ennervating heat The three rooms
of lus residence were littered with maps documents and reports all
typed out on thin Indian rice paper As he hunched over his desk
sleeves rolled up those sheets of paper would stick to lus sweating
forearms leaving on their damp skun when he had peeled them off
a peculiar stigmata the smudged grey imprint of a few typed words
cach representing perhaps the hopes the desperate pleas of thous
ands of human bewngs

‘The stowly revolving wooden blades of a fan suspended from the



ceiling provided the oniy air m the bungalow Occasionally charged
by some mystenous surge of electricity 1t went berserk filling the
bungalow with great gusty bursts of arr Like leaves 1 an autumn
wind dozens of Radclifie s papers would go swirling around the
room the wvillages of the il fated Punmjab dnven before the
storm

From a very early hour Radchiffe knew that no matter what he
did there would be ternble bloodshed and slaughter when hus report
was published Almost every day as he laboured over his boundary
be recerved reports from Punjabi villages sometimes the very com
munities whose fate he was deciding 1n which people who had Lived
side by side for generations had suddenly torned on each other i a
frenzy of killing

He saw virtually no one Every time he tried to venture out for a
cocktail party or dinner Radcliffe found himself surrounded by
people pressing their clasms upon bum  His only recreation was walk
g In the afternoon he would stroll along the ndge on which the
l;)n;;h had gathered therr forces m 1857 to crush the mutineers 1n

e

At mudmight weary with fatigue he would walk in the stifing heat
among the groves of cucalyptus trees 1n us garden Occasionally s
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young ICS aide would walk with lum. Usually a prisoner of the
anguish he could not share Radchiffe paced the garden 10 melancholy
silence Occasionally they talked Radeliffes sense of propriety
would not allow him to share his ternble burdens with anybody and
his young aide was too circumspect to question him about them
And so two old Ovonnags they talked of Oxford 1n the hot Indian
mght

Slowly working tn hits and pieces taking the easiest and most
evident things first Radchifle stretched hus boundary down the map
of India Ashe didso one thought haunted um 1 m gomng through
this ternble job as fast as well 2s I can  he told himself and 1t
makes no difference because 1 the end when I fim b they are all
gotng to start killing each other anyway!

In the Punjab they already had ‘The roads and railroads of what had
been the best adminstered province 1o India were uansafe Sikh
hordes roamed the countryside like bands of Apaches falling on
Moslem willages or Moslem neighbourhoods A particular savagery
characterized their killings The circumsised pensses of their male
victims were hacked off and stuffed into therr mouth of mto the
movth of 2 murdered Moslers woman In Lahore one evemng a
bicyclist raced out of an alleyway past the crowded coffee shop
where the city s most renowned Moslem crimunal held court He
hurled an enormous bell bottomed brass pot used to carry milk on
to 1ts packed terrace ‘The pot went clanging through the coffee
house sending its occupants diving for cover When it fatled to ex
plode a waster apeped st The pot contaned a gift to the Moslem
cnmunal from his Sikh nvals m cime 1n Amntsar Stuffed 1nside
1nstantly recognizable was a supreme provocation scores of circum
ased pemises
In Lahore murder and arson were so senseless so chaotic 1n nature
that to one British police officer 1t seemed Iike a erty commutting
sucide The Central Post Office was flooded with thousands of post
cards addressed to Hindus and Sikhs They depicted men and
‘women being raped and slaughtered On the back was the message
“This 13 what has been happening to our Sikh and Hindu brothers
and sisters ot 1he hands of the Moslems when they take over Flee
‘before those savages do this to you They were part of a campaign
of hols 1 warfare bemng cond by the Moslem League to
create panic among Sikhs and Hindus
Moslem residents of Lahore s good residential neighbourhoods
once the most tolerant 1 India had begun to paint green Islarmc
crescents on their gateposts to protect therr willas from Moslem

N
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mobs On Lawrence Road a Parsee businessman member of a small

religious sect unaffected by the communal frenzy panted a message
on his gatepost Its words were an epitaph for Lahore s lost dream of
brotherhood Moslems Sikhs and Hindus are all brothers 1t sead
but O my Brothers this bouse belongs to a Parsee:

As the police largely Moslem 1n Lahore as elsewhere mn the
Pumjab began to collapse the responsibility ot stemmung the tide
of violence fell increasingly on a handful of British officers You
grew calluses on your emotions remarked Patrick Farmer a
policeman who had previously fired a weapon only once m fifteen
years of Punyab service  You learned to use your tommy gun first
and ask questions later

Bl Rich another Briish police officer remembered nding
through Lahore s darkened bazaars the horizon rosy from the glow
of distant fires while Moslems en the reoftops above called softly
to each other in the darkness Like jackals cnes their whispered
warnings fitted through the might Beware beware beware

On an arms search 1n a wretched mohalla an Old City slum the
officer who d warned of the plot to kill Jinnah Gerald Savage
banged open the fumsy door of a but Below him 1n a squalid unht
room he could see an old man dying of smallpox stretched ont ona
charpol tus body withered his face a mass of pus and sores A
terrible smell Tike a musty rag pervaded the raom Sichened by that
unexpected ghmpse of Indias other timeless musenies Savage
groaned and closed the door

Devoted to India ptoud of their service imbued with a paternal
astic belief 1n therr umque capacities to police the Punjab these men
were embittered by the violence sweeping thewr province They
‘blamed their superiors the Sikhs and the Moslem League but above
all they blamed the proud admural in Viceroy s House and what was
to their eyes hus damnable haste in bringing British rule n Indsa to
anend

Even nature seemed determined to thwart them i their Jast hours
1n the Punyab failing to provide the succour that mght have saved
them. Day after day their despainng eyes scanned the sky looking
for the clouds of a monsoon that refused to come The monsoon
with its lashing sheets of rain could have quelled the fires ravaging
the Punyab cities ats cool air could have ended the maddenng heat
énving men to wiclent rage 1t was the police had alnays said the
most effective riot control weapon 1n India but st was the ope
weapon that was not theirs to command,

In Amntsar the situation was even worse Murder was as routine

ln';ecumee 10 1ts bazaars and alleyways as public defecation The
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city s Hindus devised the cruel tactic of walking up to an unsuspect
1ng Moslem and splashing his face with a vial of mtne or sulphunc
acd Arsomists were 1n action everywhere

The Bntish Army was finally called 1n and a 48 hour curfew
proctaimed Even the resptte these measures brought was temporary
One day after a particularly savage outburst of arson had swept the
aity ts despainng Superintendent of Police Rule Dean, employed
as a last resort a tactic not to be found 1n hus not-control manual.
He ordercd hus police band to the central square There in the heart
of that city dissolving 1 flames struggling to force the sound of
therr music over the crackle of a dozen major fires they gave a
concert of Gulbert and Sullvan as though somehow the kndly
stramns of HMS Pinafore might restore reason to a city gowng
mad

To keep order mn the Punjab after 15 August Mountbatten had
decided to set up a special foree of 55 000 men. Its members world
be culled from units of the Indian Army Like the Gurkhas whose
disciphne or racial ongins made them relatively rmmune to com
munal passions Called the Punyab Boundary Force the umt was
placed under a Bnton Ma) Gen. T W Pete Rees whose bnlhant
handling of hus 19th Indian Division 10 Burma had mpressed the
Viceroy ‘The force represented double the number of men the
province s governor had estimated would be required to masmtamn
order 1n the Punjab 1n the event of partition. When the storm broke
hawever 1t would be swept aside ltke coastal huts splntered by an
wnrolling tidal wave

The blunt fact was no one Nehru Jinnah the Punjab s knowledpe-
able governor the Viceroy Rumself foresaw the magmtude of the
disaster Their failure to do so would baffle histonans and focus &
wave of critictsm on India s last Viceroy

Tolerant unbigoted themselves Nehru and Jinnah each made the
gtave error of under-estimating the degree to which communal
passions they did not share could imnflame the masses of their sub~
continent. Each man genuinely believed partition would cool, not
provoke violence They assumed that their people would react to
cvents with the same reasonableness as they would They were both
gricvously wrong. Swept up i the euphoria of thewr comng m
dependence  however they took thewr desires for reality and
Communrcated them to the relative newcomer 1a there mudst the
Viceroy

Therr failure to foresee events would have been mitigated had any
of the vaunted adomstrative or intelligence services with which the
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Bntish had governed Indra for a century been able to predict thewr
course None of them did As a result India apprehensive but not
genuinely alarmed headed for disaster

Tromeally the one Indian leader who foresaw the awful dimensions
of the tragedy ahead was the man who had tried 5o hard to prevent
partition Gandh had so immersed himself 1n the lives of India s
masses sharing their sorrow and suffermngs thewr daiy existence
that he had a unique abihty to perceive the mood of his nation He
was husfollowers would sometimes say like the prophetin an ancient
Indian legend sitting by a warm fire on a cold winter’s mght Sud
denly the prophet begs to tremble

Look outside he tells a disciple  somewhere 1n the darkness a
poor man 1s freezing.

The disciple looks and indeed a man s there Such, they mamn
tamed was Gandin s intwitive feet for the soul of India

One day while the Viceroy was constructing his Punjab Boundary
Force 2 Moslem woman attacked Gandhi for lus opposition to
partition “If two brothers were hving together in the same house and
wanted to separate and live 1n two different houses would you ob-
Ject? she asked

Ab said Gandlu 1f only we could separate as two brothers

But we will not It will be an orgy of blood We shall tear ourselves
asunder 1n the womb of the mother who bears us

Mountbatten s real mghtmare was not the Punjab It was Calcutta,
Sending troops to Calcutta he knew would be futile I ever trouble
broke out mts foetid pullulating slums and congested bazaars, no
number of troops was gomng to be able to control 1t. In any event,
the creation of tus force for the Pumjab had taken almost ali
the Indian Army units regarded as reliable 1n case of a religious
conflit

If trouble had ever started 1z Calcutta Mountbatter would one
day recall the blood that would have flown there would have
made anything that happened 1n the Punsab look like a bed of
foses

He would need another tache to mmntan calm sm the eity The
one be finally chose was a wild gamble but the dangers 1n (glcuua
were so great the resources available to meet them so hmited, that
only a muracle could save the situation apyway To erect a dyke
aganst the communal frenzy of the world s most miserable aty he
planned to employ hus dejected sparrow Mahatma Gandhs,

He put hus ydea to Gandha in fate July With hs Boundary Force
be explained be could hold the Punjab but if trouble broke out y”
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Calcutta, he sard “we re sunk I can do nothing. There s a bngade
down there but I don t even propose to remnforce 1t if Caleutta goes
up 1n flames well 1t Just goes up 1n flames

Yes my friend Gandha told htm  this 1s the frutt of your par
titron plan,

Tt might be Mountbatten admutted but neither he nor anyone
else had been able to propose an alternative solation There was
however something he could do now Perhaps Gandhi through the
force of his personality and his non violent 1deal could achieve
something 1n Calcutta which troops could not do Perhaps his pres
ence could guarantee the peace of Calcutta He Gandhs would be
the sum total of the reinforcements the Viceroy would send his
beleaguered brigades Go to Calcutta Mountbatten urged youll
‘be my one man boundary force

Despite Mountbatten s plea Gandhi had no 1ntention of going to
Calcntta. He had already decided he would spend Indias rade-
pendence day praying spmmng and fasting beside the ternfied
Hindu minonty of Noakhali to whose safety and protection he d
pledged his life on lus New Years Day Pilgimege of Pemtence
Mountbatten s however was not to be the only voice urging him
to the terror ndden slums of Caleutta.

‘The owner of the sccond voice was the most unhkely political ally
of Mohandas Gandhi on the entire Indian sub-continent Indeed if
one had deliberately set out to find & man who represented the very
antithesis of everything the ageing Gandin had stood for whose life-
style was as remote as possible from Gandu s aesthetic existence a
;nore 1deal figure than Shaheed Suhrawardy could not have been

oun

The 47 year old Subrawardy was the prototype of the corrupted
venat politician Gandiu meant to condemn by his description of the
munisters whom he hoped would rule a new India His politrcal
phiosophy was simple once a man had been elected to office there
Wwas never any reason to leave Suhrawardy had assured his con
tinued presence in power by using public funds to mamtam a private
army of hoodlums who quite Literally clubbed hus political rivals snto
silence

During the 1942 famne that had devastated Bengal Suhrawardy
hag intercepted and sold on the black market tons of gram destined
for the starving of Calcutta an operation which had earmed b
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1barber sparkled with briliantine. Where Gandhi had spent

g;s ;;.::t four dea‘:iu of his Iife trying to uproot the last vestiges of
sexual destre Suhrawardy had given tus free run, setting humself it
seemed the prodigious task of bedding every cabaret dancer and
high-class whore 1 Calcutta The fizzing glass 1o Gandhis hand
snvanably contaned water with a dash of bicarbonate of soda.
dy s usually held ‘While the Mah: had

been nounishing himself on soya mash and curds Suhrawardy s dict
had run to filet pugnon exotic curnes and pastnes leaving im
enveloped by swelling nogs of fat that sloped from hus breasts to hus

0!

1.

xl’Wc»m of 2l s hands were covered with blood By declaning a
public holiday and letting s Moslem League followers know the
attention of s police would be elsewhere Subrawardy had st the
stage for the killings which had ravaged Caleutta on Jinnah 8 Direct
Action Day in August 1946 It was fear that the Hindus of Calcutta
were now prepanng to wreak their vengeance for those killings that
drove Subrawardy to call for Gandhu s help-

Rushing to the Mahatma s Sodepur Ashram he caught hum on
the eve of hus departure for Noakhali He begged Gandhi to stay in
Calcutta Ooly he hesaid could save Calcutta s Moslems and damp
the firestorm of hate threaterung the aity

Afterall he pleaded the Moslems have as much a claim on you
as the Hindus, You have always satd you were as much of us as of
1he Hindus

One of Gandh1 s unique faculties had always been discerning the
best ina foe then subtly working onit appealing toit He sensed 2
genuine concern 1n Suhrawardy s beart for the fate of hus Moslem
followers

If he agreed to stay 1n Calcutta, Gandhu said, 1t would be on two
condittons Furst Suhrawardy would have to extract from the
Moslems of Noakhali a solemn pledge of the safety of the Hindus
m their mudst If 2 single Hindu was lulled Gandhi made clear he
;mgd h;ve no cl;::: but to fast to death. In typical Gandhian

fashion he was thrusting on Subrawardy th
sponsibility for hus own hgfe ¥ the temble moral ro-

‘When Sohrawardy brought hum the pledge he wanted Gandht

sct out the second part of hus bargam. He proposed the most 1n

congraous alliance imaginable He was ared to stay h
provided Subrawardy came to live wath lf\;:pday and mg{:t :xds:‘l?y
side unarmed and unprotected 1 the heart of a sordid slum 1n
Calcutta, There the oddest couple on the sub-continent, they would
together offer their lives as the gage of the oty s peace
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I have got stock here  Gandhi wrote to Delh: after Suhrawardy
accepted lus idea and am now going toundertake a grave nisk
The future will reveal atself heep close watch

- » .

Like the peeling leaves of an artichoke the last pages of Mount
batten s famous calendar came flicking off To the overworked Vice-
roy and lus staff’ those last days of British rule in India appeared the
most hectic of any and each disappeaning page of the calendar
seemed to carry its problem. The referendum 1n the North west
Frontier Province which gave the temtory to Pakistan had to be
organized as did a second referendum 1n Syhllet near the great tea
plantations of Assam, There were all the festvities marking inde-
pendence to be arranged The Congress leaders insisted there
should be plenty of pomp to mark the occasion in the old
traditton of the Ray Therr gnim grey Sociahism could come later

Congress ordered slaughter houses throughout India to be closed
on 15 August Free cinema shows were to be offered 1n all the
nations theatres and 1n Delh: every school-chuld would receive a
sweet and an 1ndependence medal ‘There were problems In Lahore
a government announcement declared that 1n view of the disturbed
situation an active and colourful programme has been ruled out
The leadershup of the right wing Hindu Mahasabha bitter opponents
of India s partition told their follawers it 1s impossible to rejotce
and participate 1n the celebrations on 15 August They urged thesr
members instead to rededicate themselves to the forceful renmufica
tion of thewr mutilated Motherland

A wrangle over protocol temporarily brought plans for Pakistan s
1ndependence celebrations to a halt The proud Jinnah wanted pre-
cedence over the Viceroy despite the fact that techmcally hus
domirion would not become 1ndependent until midmight He did not
getit

There were other disappointments 1 store for the Moslem leader
One of the horses tramed to pull the semi-state carnage he d 1n
herited by the flip of a coin went lame and the Viceroy had to offer
him an open Rolls for fus first official drive through the streets of
Karaclu Jinnah drew up humself the schedule of ceremomses he
wanted to mark Pakistan s birth They had been scheduled to open
with a formal state luncheon at lus residence on Thursday 13
August until after some embarrassed discussion off stage one of s
ades delicately remunded the man who was about to become the
head of the world s most important Islamic nation that Thursday
13 Angust fell in the last week of the holy month of Ramadan when
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athful Moslems around the world were expected to fast from sua
se 10 sunset

{he Viceroy and the feaders of (he two new donunions attended
m;::sl’ :ny:'xad g:tm‘s three and & half centunies of British coloniza-

tion of Tndia was iotterng to & close with the rattle of e fn 2

lasses ihe melancholy muttes of gin saspired scntuments
T:; i:l;ds'\gn\‘x ety Thedaes of cocktad party farenclls AUl ecrass
the sub-contment a crushing round of patties at homes teas
dinners farewell receptions marked the passing of an era.

Most of the Brtish 1n India of course those concerned in the
commerce which had bronght thewr forebears 10 her shores in the
first place were staying on For 60000 others however soldiers
1C5 officers police nspectors ratdroad engineers foresters com
munications clerks 1t Was time to go back to that sland theyd
always referred to as out home For some the transition would be
pamfully abrupt an almost overmght move from & superb
governor s mansion manned by scores of servants to premature
retirement 1n a country cottage or a penston soon to be racaged by
mflation There were few who would not muss the good life the
clubs and the polo the servants and the hunting 1 the spartan
ciimate of the Socialist Brtain to which they were seturning. For
years 1t had been a standard joke amoag the Bntish on the sub-
continent that the best view of India was From the stern of a P & O
steamer homeward bound from Bombay Many of them 1 the com
g weeks however Wwould remember that sight as the saddest
visiofi upon which his eyes ever rested

In hundreds of bungatows the lace doihies the brdal silverware
the tiger skang and the stories that went with them the oils of
moustachioed uncles lost 1 the 9tk Bengal Lancers or Skinners
Horse 1he pugree helmets the depressing dark and solemn furnature
shipped out from London 40 years before was packed up for the
tnp back

A people whose great fault in India Winston Churchill would
remark had been therr aloofness departed 1n a burst of uncharac-
tenshic As though mmpl g the pew order
which wonld follow their departure sanss sherwan? tunics and the
folds of cotton khad mixed with the busiess swifs and dresses of
the British 1n clubs and homes across India where they had rarely
been seen before An extraordimary air of Iriendliness mfused those
gathenngs It would be nruque 2 colomzing people were leaving
these they had colomzed m 2 burst of goodwill and friendship

‘The bazaar of Old Dethu Chandm Chowk swarmed wnth departing
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1 have got stack here  Gandht wrote to Delhu after Suhrawardy
accepted lus 1dea and am now going toundertake a grave nisk.
The future will reveal stself Keep close watch

Like the peeling leaves of an artichoke the last pages of Mount
batten s famous calendar came flicking off To the overworked Vice-
roy and his staff’ those last days of British rule 1n India appeared the
most hectic of any and each disappearing page of the calendar
seemed to carry 1ts problem. The referendum in the North west
Frontier Province which gave the temtory to Pakistan had to be
organized as did a sccond referendum 1n Syhllet near the great tea
plantations of Assam, There were all the festivities marking nde-
pendence to be amranged The Congress leaders insisted there
should be plenty of pomp to mark the occasion i the old
tradition of the Ray Their grim, grey Socialism could come later

Congress ordered slaughter houses throughout India to be closed
on 15 August Free cinema shows were to be offered 1n all the
nations theatres and 1n Dellu every school-child would receive a
sweet and an independence medal There were problems In Lahore
a government announcement declared that in view of the disturbed
situation an active and colourful programme has been ruled out
The leadership of the night wing Hindu Mahasabha bitter opponents
of India s partition told therr followers 1t 1s impossible to rejosce
and participate in the celebrations on 15 August They urged their
members instead to rededicate themselves to the forceful reumifica
tion of their mutilated Motherland

A wrangle over protocol temporanly brought plans for Pakistan s
mdependence celebrations to a halt. The proud Jinnah wanted pre-
cedence over the Viceroy despite the fact that techmically his
dominson would not become independent untd midmght He did not
getit,

‘There were other disappointments 1n store for the Moslem leader
One of the horses trained to pull the sem state carmage he d 1n
henited by the flip of a com went lame and the Viceroy had to offer
hum an open Rolls for his first official dnve through the streets of
Kharachn Jinnah drew up himself the schedule of ceremomes he
wanted to mark Pakistan s buth They had been scheduled to open
with a formal state luncheon at huis residence on Thursday 13
August untl after some embarrassed discusston off stage one of his
ardes delicately reminded the man who was about to become the
head of the world s most smportant Islamic nation that Thursday
13 August fell 1n the Jast week of the holy month of Ramadan when
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faithful Moslems around the world were expected to fast from sun
nise to sunset

Whale the Viceroy and the leaders of the two new dommons attended
to those myriad details three and a half centuries of British coloniza
tion of India was totterig to a close wth the rattle of 1ce m 2
thousand glasses the melancholy mutter of gin 1nspired sentiments
and the shrill empty pledges of cockiarl party farewells All across
the subcontinent a crushing round of parties at homes teas
dwners farewell receptions marked the passing of an era
Most of the British ta Toda, of course those concerned m the
commerce which had brought their forebears to her shores n the
first place wete staymmg on. For 60000 others however soldiers
ICS officers police mspectors raroad engineers foresters com
munications clerks 1t was time to go back to that island they d
slways referred to as out home For some the transition wonld be
paiefully abrupt an almost overmght move from a superb
governor s manston manned by scores of servants to premature
tetsrement 1n a country cottage on 2 pension soon to be raaged by
mflation There were few who would not miss the good Life the
¢lubs and the polo the servants and the hunting 1n the spartan
¢chimate of the Socralist Britain to which they were returning For
years 1t had been a standard joke among the British on the sub-
continent that the best view of India was from the stern of 2 P & O
steamer homeward bound from Bombay Many of ther i the com
g weeks however would remember that sight as the saddest
vision upon which hus eyes ever rested
‘h:“:““d‘:d’ of bungalows the lace dotlies the bndal silverware
moma:ct ms Q:;s and the stones that went wath them the oils of
Home uacles lost 1n the 9th Bengal Lancers or Skunner s
sm;;d :“‘;‘E’::‘h‘?;“ tzc depressing dark and solemn furniture
trp back, ndon 40 years before was packed up for the
A people whose great fault 1 India, Winston Churchull w
\":‘r‘\\;:: had been therr aloofness departed 1n a burst of unch:rl::.
which would foll As though mplieit) the new order
£21d5 of wotta :kc'w their departure sans sherwani tunics and the

hadi tuxed with the by
the British 1n clubs and homes across I\;g:x:ss ot ond dresses of

a where they had carely

1zIng people were leay
nized i 2 burst of goodwall rends] g
The bazazr of OId Delln Chandar Chiwk swa::gdfvmk oo
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British covil servants bartering Victrolas a refrigerator or even a
car for Persian carpets elephant tusks 1vory gold and stlver preces
even on occaston the stuffed skins of the amimals they d mever been
able to hunt 1n the jungles of the sub-continent

‘There wete the sad legactes left behind the monuments the

statues those lonely cemeteries where almost 2 mullion Englishmen
lay 1n Oscar Wilde s wandenng graves by Dellu s Walls and Afghan
lands and many where the Ganges falls through seven mouths of
shifting sand

The foreign fields 1n which they lay would not be forever England
but at least therr custody would remam a Brtish preoccupation
Because it was unthmkable we should leave our Bntish dead 1
foresgn hands the departing Ra) had provided for their future
admunistration by Britam s High Commussion 1n India In England
the Archbishop of Canterbury began a collection for 2 fund to
provide for their upkeep *

A decision was made to move the famous Well of Cawnpore nte

which Nana Salib 8 rebels had thrown the butchered remnants of
950 men, women and children at the height of the Mutny to the
cemetery of the city s All Souls Church Its mscription  Sacred to
the perpetual memory of a great company of Chnstian people,
chiefly women and chuldren who atthisspot were croelly massacred
by rebels of Nana Dhoomdo Pant of Bitar and cast the dead and the
dying 1nto the well below - was covered on 15 August so as not to
offend Indian sensibilities

The departure was characterized by events almost touchingly
Bntish 1n nature Unwilling to condemn their tough little polo pontes
to fimish tberr hves between the slots of a tonga cart many an army
officer chose to put hus mounts down with his service revolver The
hurdred hounds 1n the pack of the hunt of the Staff College at Quetta
were put down on the orders of the College s last Commandant
Col George Noe! Smyth because he was unable to find them suit
able homes The task of killng those delightful companions with
whom we had shared so many hours of sport was the Colonel
noted onc of the most pamnful in his career Even the Viceroy s
Stafl devoted part of one of 1ts meetings despite the appalling
demands on its time to debating what should be the proper future
of the Indian Kennel Club 1n a partitioned India,

* The effort was shortlived aod the barvest it produced meagre Few sites in
India a quarter of & century later are as forlorn and desolate g3 those Brtish
cemetenes going slowly wild for lack of mamtenance fun monkeys
chase lrards across the grey cement slab over Bng, John Nichotson who Ted the
post gty gssault on Deths and from Madras to Peshawar the weeds and wikl
£rass now obscure the fading Inscriptions on the tombs the Britush left behund,
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Mountbatien 1ssued strict orders that everything was to be left
behnd allthe stern oil portraits of Clive and Hashings and Wellesley
all the sturdy statnes of hus great grandmother Victora all the sea,k
the silverware the banners the he diverse
of the Ray were fo be 1elt to India and Pakistan for whatever use they
wanted to make of them.

Bruta, his Chief of Staff Lord Ismay poted wanted India to
Yook back upon our assoctation of the past two hundsed years with
ynde Ttistrue he admutted they may pot want those remanders
tut 1t 18 up to them to say so

Despite the Viceroy s orders not all the treasures of Briish rule
would be jeft bend, On occasion Btk officers m the Tndian
Army walked off with pieces of their reguental siver In Bombay a
parr of assistant nspectors of customs were surmmoned to the office
of thewr departing superior Victor Matthews

We may be hquidaling the empire  Matthews prowled but
we ge not turning this treasure over to Indian bands. He pomnted toa
lagpe metal Jocker belund hus desk to which he had the only key

Jobn Ward Crr one of his two subordinates tumdly opened the
‘box, wondening if st wonld contam some priceless Hindu sculpture
some jewell~d Buddha To hus surprise, he saw 1t was filled with neat

piles of books He picked up one and ymmediately understoed the
nature of the treasure The

e trunk was a supreme sccolade to the
bureavcratic mind. In 2 $and whose temple walls were covered by

the most erotie sculptures ever fashioned by the fingers of man it
contaned & selection of the pornography which over the course of
fifty ycars Diritmns zealous customy officers hiad adjudged oo
scabrous to allow on to Indian soil. Orr picked up one ap album
called The 39 Positlons of Love ‘The prosaic postures 1t recommended,
he noted bore about as much relation to the elegant and imagmative
delights practised by the Hinda deities 1 the temples of Khapuraho
as wa overweight dowager s waltzing would to 1he prronettes of the
pnma ballering of the Ballet Russe

Matthews solemnly extended the key of the trunk to Willam
Witcher the sentor of hus two aides He could now, he declared,

leave Tndia secute m the knowledpe that the customs es!
tresure remained 10 Brtish custody * o pret

The famous trunk remamed fafe In Britsh &
dccade, Wicher ept (5 s own home whers Tty ercy fraost Mnother
davghter Angcan bish
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The house at 10 Aurangzeb Road 1n which he had master
minded huis fight under an enormous silver map of India the
frontiers of his impossible dream traced upon it 1n green had been
sold Iromeally 1ty new owner was a wealthy Hindu industnalist
named Seth Dalmua. In a few hours time he would houst on to the
flagstaff which for years had flown the green and white banner of
the Moslem League the banner symbolizing the house s new function
as headquarters of the Ant1 Cow Slaughter League Sacred Flag of
the Cow

Exhausted by the effort of chmbing the few steps to the plane
Tinnah s ADC Syed Ahsan noted practically collapsed nto hus
seat pasping for breath He sat there staring ppassively ahead while
the plane s British prlot started hus engines and taxied down the run
way Asthe DC3hf ed offthe ground Jinnah murmured to no one 1
particular  That s the end of that

He spent the entire flight silently exercismg that curious passion of
tus for newspaper  One by one he picked papers from a stack m
the seat at his left read them then neatly refolded them and placed
them 1n a second stack nsing in the seat to hus night, Not the fantest
trace of emotion crossed fus face as he read those laudatory accounts
of his achisvements Not once during the entire tnp did he speak ot
reveal even the slishtest hunt of hus feehings the meagrest indicatron
of what thus fli_ht meant to lum

As the plane reached Karachi Jinnah s asde suddenly saw below
the urcraft the huge desert with sts Little hils becoming a white lake
of people  the whute of their robes accentuated by the sun s reflected
glare

Jinpah s excsted sister took lishand  Jinn Jinn look! she called
Jinnah s eyes flicked eoldly to the window His face remamned ym
mobile as he stared for an instant at the extraordmary spectacle of
the masses 10 whose pame he had laid claim to Pakistan, Yes he
said a ot of people

So exhausted was the Moslem Jeader by the trip the
barely able to it himsclf from hus seat “}I'hcn thepDca; ,l:,'ii;cf:fﬂ
stop One ot he aides offered lum his arm to gude Jum out of the
awrcraft Jinnah spurned 1t The Quatd-e-Azzam was not commg
home to Karichi on the arm of another map With another effort of
his indonutable will Tinnah stiffly erect walked unarded down the
sé:rps and through the shrieking almost hysterical mob to hus waiting

All the way to Karacht the sea of people they d
plage s window spread hke a shlmmmngpwmw ilanske:? a’;[c:: ttg:
car s route From the dense throog like the shneking gusts of a
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desert wind came a constantly repeated chant  Pakistan Zindabad
Only once did the crowds fall sient. A Hmdu neighbourhood
Binmah observed  after all they have hittle to be jubilant about.
Later, with the extraordinary impassivity that had marked um over
the entire tp Jinnzh rode without comment of expression through
the lower muddle-class neighbourhood in which he d been born 1o a
two-storey sandstone house on Christmas Day, 1876

Qnly as he walked slowly up the steps to Government House the
sombre manston that was now his official residence as Pakistans
first Gavernor General did a famnt hust of the emotions he must
have felt cmerge from behind Jinnzh s cold fagade Pavsing at the
top of the stairs to catch his breath he turned and looked at lus new
ade His eyes scemed fo glow and for just an instant somethung
vaguely Like a smile passed across Ius face

Do you know he whispered hoarsely to Syed Ahsan 1 mever

expected to see Pakistan in my hfetime

* * .

‘The great moment the moment for which Lowss Mountbatten had
been seat to India was almost at band. In barely 36 hours the 3
century old British experience o India would end That expenience
was ending far sooner than anyone even the last Viceroy hinself had
foreseen when lis York had flown out of the mormng musts of
Nartholt Arport five months before

Wow as the end approached Mountbatten s actions were domun
ated by one concetn He wanted the Ray to go out i a final burst of
glory 1ts recessional permeated with an air of goodwill and under
standing so profound that 1t might create an atmosphere 10 which a
new relationshup between Brifain and the nations sprung from her
Indian Empire could emerge

There was Mountbatten knew one thing which eould sour 1 an
nstant the atmosphere he was so carefully creating. It was the
boundary award Sir Cynl Radehffe was completing 1n hus green
shuttered bungalow On no account did Mountbatten want the
detaus revealed before the tadependence ceremomes could be held

He knew his decision would cause grave complications India and
Pakustan would come into exsstence without the lteaders of either
nation being aware of two of the vital components of their nation,

hood the number of catizens whose allegiance thy mand
the location of their most 1 - Tousan ed

portant frontiers. Thousands of le
10 hundreds of villages in the Pungab and Bengal would bﬁ:ewt:
spend 15 August 1n fear and uncertainty unable to celebrate becapse
they would not know to which dominion they were, gong to belong
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‘There would be arcas without proper admmstrative and pohce
arrangements knowing all that Mountbatten was still determined
to keep the boundary decision a secret until after 15 August. What
ever award Radchife had decided upon st would he realized in
funate both parties Let the Indians have the joy of thewr Inde-
pendence Day,’ hereasoned  they can face the misery of the sitvation

ter

1decided he advised London  that somehow we must prevent
the leaders from knowing the details of the award until after the
15th of August all our work and the hope of good Indo-Brtish
relations on the day of the Transfer of Power would nsk being
destroyed 1f we did not do this

Radcliffe s ICS aide delivered the report to Viceroy House in
two sealed brown mamita envelopes on (bt TN of 13 Augest
On Mountbatten s orders they were locked suside one of hus green
Teather viceregal despatch boves The box was set on hus desk just
before his midday departure for karach: and the ceremonies mark
1ng the birth of Pakistan For the next 72 hours while India danced
those envelopes would lic 1n the Viceroy s despatch case like the evil
spints 1n Pandora's box awaiting the turn of a key to deliver their
sobering message to a celebrating continent

In barracks cantonments along Military Lines Hindu Sikh and
Moslem soldiers of the great army being sliced 1n two along with the
subcontinent 1t had served paid a last homage to one another In
Pelln the troopers of the Sikh and Dogra squadrons of Probyn s
Horse one of the army s legendary old cavalry regiments offered a
gigantic banquet to the men of the departng Moslem squadron
They savoured together on an open parade ground a final feast of
mountams of steammg nice chicken curry lamb kabab and the
regiment s traditional pudding nce baked with caramel cinnamon
and almonds When 1t was over Sikh Moslem and Hindu joined
‘hands and danced a last bhangra,a wild swirling farandole chimaxing
the most moving evenung in their regiment s history

The Moslem regiments 1n the areas which would fall to Pakistan
offered sumilar banquets to therr Sikh and Hindu comrades leaying
for India In Rawalpindi the Second Cavalry gave an enormous
bara khana a good luck banquet to their former comrades Every
Sikh and Hindu officer spoke often with tears in their eyes to bid
farewell to the Moslem colone] Mohammed Idniss who d Ied them
through some of the bitterest fighting of World War I

‘Wherever you go  said Idnss 1 reply  we shall always remain
N brothers because we spilled our blood together
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Tdeiss then cancelled the order he & recened from the headquarters
of the future Pakustan Army wosisting that afl departing Indian
troops turn iz theie weapons before leaving “These men ate soldiers
hesard they came here with their arms They wif feave wath them.

The rext mornang those soldiers who ¢ served under his command
owed their lives 10 his Jast intervention on their behalf An bour out
of Rawalpinds the train beanng the Sikhs and Hindus of the 2ad
Cavalry was smbushed by Moslen League Natonal Guardsmen
Without thesr arms they would have been massacred

The mast touching farewell of all took place on the lawns and 1n
the grand ballcoom of an institution tha once had been one of the
most pravileged sanctuanes of India s Batish rulers the Tmperial
Delty Gymkhana Clnb Invitation was by engraved cards sent by
“The Officers of the Armed Forces of the Domsion of India inniting

guests to a Farewell to Oid Comrades Reception m hosour of the
Officers of the Armed Forces of the Donumon of Paksstan.

An arr of overwhelmung sadoess and unreality overfard the
eveung one Indan remembered. With their well tummed mous
taches their Sam Browre befts therr Briush unsforms and the rows
of decorations they had won nskapg therr fives 1n the service of
India s Brtish rulers the men mungling under the fantern chawns alf
seemed to bave been pressed from the same mould In the ballroom
the fashing rainbow colowes of thewr women s sans sparkied through
the dum lights

Ahave all they talked and drank in the bar telling the old stories.
onelast time the stores of the mess of the desert of the jungles of
Burma of the rmds agaimst their own countrymen on he frontier
the ordeals and pleasures of enfure careers speat together in that
special (ratermity of the umform and shared danger

None of those men could eavisage on that nostalgic evening the
tragic role mnto whech they would soon be cast Instead 1t was arms
around each other s shoulders and bosterous cries of  we il be down
for pig stickang 1 September  and don t forget the polo 1n Lahore ,
apd wo must 2o after that tbex we mussed 1n Kashour fast year

When the tme came to end the everung Brgadter Camapps a
Riadu of the Ist 7th Rayputs climbed to the rased dance platform
and called for sience  ‘We ate here to say au revolr 2nd only av
revorr because we shall meet again 1a the same spiit of friendship
thot has always bound us together he sad We Bave shared a
common destiny so Jorg that our history s nseparable He reviewed
l‘%ﬂr Tﬁpeln:nce mg:she; u;m concluded We have been brothers

€ will always remata brothers And we shall pever £t
years we have lived together never forget the great

Ry
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‘When he d finished the Hindu brigadier stepped to the rear of the
‘bandstand and picked up a heavy silver trophy draped with a cloth
shroud He offered st to the semor Moslem officer present Bngadier
Aga Raza as a parting gift from the Hindu officers to their Moslem
comrades  arms Raza plucked the protective cloth from the
trophy and held 1t up to the crowd Fa hioned by a silversmuth m
Old Delly it represented two sepoy one Hindu one Moslem,
standing side by stde mifles at their shoulders trained upon some
<common foe

After Raza on behalf of alf the Moslems present had thanked
Cariappa for the gift the orchestra struck up Auld Lang Syne
Instinctively, spontaneously the officers reached for each others
hands In seconds arm i arm they had formed a circle Hindy and
Moslem scattered indiscriminately along 1fs im swaying 10 Gmson
together therr booming voices filling the d%mp and sweltenng Delh
mght with the words of that old Scottish duge

A long sifence followed its last chorus “Then the Indian officers
went to the ballroom door and glasses m hand formed an aisle
down 1ts steps and out on to the lawn leading towards Indas
sleepimg capital One by one therr Pakistans comrades walked down
the passage formed by therr ranks into the might Asthey didso on
either side the Indians raised their glasses m a final silent toast to
their departing comrades

They would as they had promised each other meet again far
sooner and in far more tragic circumstances than any of them might
‘have imagned that sught It was not on the polo fields of Lahore that
those former comrades 1n arms would have thesr next rendezvous
but on a battlefield :n Kashmur There the nifles represented by the
parr of silver scpoys on the trophy Bngadier Raza had carmied away

from the Gymkhana Club would no Jonger be tramned upon a
common for but vpon each other
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While the World Slept

Caleutta 13 August 1947

1x hours before the date fixed for Indias independence
]N}l;fayt:m Gandbu [eft the restful coconut groves of Sodepur Ashram
11 search of a muracle His destiation was only tea mules from s
ashram but st mught have been light years away It was the closest
approximation to hell on the surface of the easth one of the blighted
shums of Rudyard Kipling s City of Dreadful Night Calcutta. There
1n the meanness and misery of the world s most violent city the soft
voced archangel of non violence hoped to perform the myracle
which was beyond the powers of the Viceroy s armies Once agam
the artisan of India s independence prepared to offer hus Iife to us
countrymen this tune not to free them from the Brtish but from
the hatred porsomng theur hearts
Even 1n ats Jegends and the choice of the deities 1t worshipped the
city waiting at the end of Gandh s brief nide venerated violence Its
patron samnt was kali the Hindu Goddess of Destruction a fiery
tongued ogress garlanded with coils of wnithing snakes and human
skulls * Each day, thousands of Calcutta s citizens bent 1n adoration
before her altars Once 1nfants had been sacrificed sn her honour m
seeret temples pear the city and her devotees still practised ammal
sacrifice drenching themselves i their victim s blood
In August 1947 a murage of prospenty concealed the reality of
Calcutta The lush green sweep of the Maidan the Georgtan man
sions and offices of 1ts great trading companies along Chowringhee
were only a surface veneer a fagade as false as a cinera set Behind
them through awful mule after awful mile stretched a human sewer
packed with the densest concentration of human beings on the face
of the earth It included 400 000 beggars and nnemployables 40 000
lepers The slums they inhabited were a foetid stinking hosror Thesr
streets were cluttered lanes fined with open sewers overflowing with
their burden of garbage unne and excrement each nounishing 1ts
hordes of rats cockroaches 1ts buzzing clonds of flies and mos

According to Hindu lore Kal was a swaide and her hushand Stuva, gnel
stricken at her death went on a mad rampage through creation waviag her body
from & trdent. Vishru saved the world by hurlipg a discus at kali s body shatter

Ing it into & thousand fragments Each spot on earth where one of them fell wat

fied but the holest spotof allwasKahighatin Calcutts where the toes of her
night foot came to rest.
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quitoes The water flowing from therr rare pumps was usually
polluted by the corpses decomposing :n the Hooghly from which 1t
was drawn Once a week down those lanes the pifddess amindars
stalked m search of the rent for each corner n hell,

At the moment when India was about to attain her freedom 3
mllion human berngs 1n Calcutta lived 1n a state of chrome under
nounishment eusting on a daily calonic 1ntale inferior to that given
the inmates of Hatler s death camps

Those stums were breeding grounds for violence 1a all 1ts forms
Men murdered 1n Calcutta for a mouthful of rice With the savage
Lillings of Direct Action Day tn August 1946 that violence had taken
on a new dumension fed by the solid religtous and racral fanaticism
amimating 1ts Hindu and Moslem commumties Since then not a
single day had passed without ats toll of communal murder Organ
1zed 1nto pohitical gangs of goondas - hoodlums armed ‘with clubs
knives pistols vicious steel prongs called tiger s claws that pould
pluck out a man s eyeballs ~ the two communities faced each'other
wth reciprocal fear and mustrust While India waited to celebrate her
fong sought freedom they the wretched of Calcutta s slums stood
poised to compound their mnfimite musenes in a frenzy of communal
slaughter and destruction

Shortly after three o clock on the afternoon of 13 Augu t the man
who wanted somehow to stop them arrived 1n their midst n 2 dilaps
dated pre-war Chevrolet Cautiously Gandhis car crept down
Behiaghata Road past a clurp of tin roofed shacks towards a low

stone wall nnging number 151 There msing over an open patch of
durt the monsoon rains had churned into a muddy stush was a
crumbling rum & decaying vision from a Tennessee Williams stage

set

Once the broad terraces of Hydan House with their Dorne pillars
and carved balustrades had represented the Palladian dream
transposed 1ato the tropics of some Enghsh merchant prince Its
current owner a wealthy Moslem had long ago abandoned at to the.
rats and cochroaches runming rampant 1 sts dingy cortidors Swept
out the dark dry coils of human excrement Iitteting 1ts grounds
blanketed with bleaching powder the toilet a ranty 1n Caleutta
which had recommended the building to the Mahatma, repaired
was feady to receive Gandhs and hus followers There amidst the
stench the filth and the mud he had now to begin tus quest for a
nuracle

The people upon whom he would have to work 1t w
waiting for i an exated crowd 1a vests and dhotis Tl;eer;;ck:: g{I
Hindus and many of them had seen relatives butchered wives and
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daughters raped by the Mostem mobs of Direct Action Day At the
approach of hus car they began to shnek Gandhu s name For the
first time 10 three decades however Indians were pot cheering
Mohandas Gandhu s name They were cursing it

Faces contorted with rage and hate they shouted Go save the
Hindus iz Noakhali  Save Hindus not Moslems and *Trattor to
the Hindus Then as Gandhis car stopped they produced therr
welcome for the man half the world beheved a samt They showered
the car with stones and bottles

Slowly one of 1ts doors opened, The famihar figure emerged
Glasses shppmg down lus nose one hand clutching hus shawl the
other ratsed 1 2 gesture of peace the frail 77 year old man walked
alone nto the shower of stones

You wisk to do me 1l Gandhi called ‘and so T am comung to

ou
¥ At that sight at his words the demonstrators froze Drawing
pear the squeaky voice that had pleaded with Kings and Viceroys
for India pleaded with them for reason, Ihave come here he said
1o serve Hindus and Moslems alike I am gomng to place myself
‘under your pratection You are welcome to turn agamnst me 1f you
wish he contimued I have nearly reached the end of hfe s journey
1 have not much further to go But if you again go mad I will not be
a hving witness to 1t
He was saving the Hindus of Noakhah by hus presence on Beha
ghata Road Gandhu explamned The Moslem leaders who bore the
guilt for the slaughter of so many Hindus 1n Noakhah had given him
their word not a sigle Hindu would be harmed there on 15 Avgust
‘They knew he would undertake a fast unto death if they fasled thewr
FOIISe
P In response to that pledge he had come to Calentta As he had
thrust on the Moslem Jeaders of Noakhali the moral responsibility
for the safety of the Hindus m their mudst 0 he was now going to
try to persuade the Hindus of Calcutta, ike (he members of the angry
crowd before Jum, to become protectors of the aity s Moslems
Impheit 1 hs effort was the sdea that if Ius plea to Caleuttas
Hindus failed and they went on a rampage of killing 1t would be at
the expense of s bfe For just as he would fast to death if the
Moslems broke thewr word 1n Noakhali so he was teady to fast to
deathf the Hindus 1gnored hus message 1n Calcutta,
‘That was the esstnce of Tus non violent strategy a contract be-

tween the warming partics With hus Life as the ultimate guarantee of
its fulflment,

How can1 who am a Hindu by buth, a Hindu by deed, a Hinda
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of Hindus 10 my way of Iining be an enemy of the Hindus? he asked
hus angry countrymen.

Gang;ym s the stark of hus approach puzzded
and disturbed the crowd. Promsing to talk further wath a delegation
from their nudst he and hus followers began to take over therr
rotting mansion.,

Thjt respite was brief The arval of Subrawardy focus of ail the
mob s hatred produced a new explosion Howling and jecring the
crowd curcled the house A stone crashed through one of 1ts few
windows sendimg its shattered shards flying across the room where
Gandhs sat. A barmage followed smashing the rest of the windows
and beating like ggantic halstones aguast the decaying exterior of
the house

tward], urbable Gandhi his shoulders hunched this
he:)dubow:dy slr;nuﬁlc::d cross-legged on the floor 1n the centre of the
house patiently hus ds m Yet a
terrible turnng potat 1o his ife had been reached On this sneltenng
August afterncon only hours before the end of India s Jong earch
to freedom 2 mob of his countrymen bad turned on um for the first
tume since that Japuary day in 1915 when hed walked ashore
under the arch of the Gateway of India For Gandh: for India for
the world the crash of the stones agamst the walls of Hydan House
the hatenflamed ravings of the mob were the first mutterings of
the chorus of a Greek tragedy

Karachi I3 August 1947

Sir the plotis on
Louws stiffened bly at those words A
ghmmer of apprehension flicked across his otherwise impassive
features  Mountbatten followed the man whod uttered them
towards a spot under the plane s wings where no one could averhear
their words
All their mtelligence reports the CID officet said confirmed the
details of the briefing Mountbatten had been gvenmn Delly At Jeast
one and probably several bombs would they believed be thrown
at the open car scheduled to carry um and Jinnah through Karachs s
streets the following mormng Thursday 14 August. Despite intensive
cfforts they d failed to apprehend any of the Hindu fanatics whom
the RSSS had mfiltrated into the city to carry out the assassination.
To Mountbatten s annoyance his wife had sbipped up behind
them, She overheard the CID officer s fast phrases 1m gong to
drive with you, she msisted,




WHILE THE WORLD SLEPT 235

“You damn well are not, her husband replied “There 8 no reason
for both of us to be blown to smuthereens
Tgnoring their exchange the CID officer continued. Jinnah imsists
on niding m an open car he sard “You Il be gorng very slowly Im
afruid our means of protecting you are rather linuted Thers was
only one way 1n the CID s judgment of averting catastrophe
Sir he begged, you must get Jinnah to cancel the procession.

Exghteen houts after an anpry mob had stoned the greatest Indian
of the century at 900 a.m. Thursday 14 August 1800 miles from
Beliaghata Road Gandins prunapat pohitical mvel prepared to
savour the apotheoss of hus long struggle

Mohammed Ali Jinnah had succeeded where the sorrowing leader
1n the rusns of Hydan House had failed. Despite Gandht despite the
dictates of logic and reason despite above all the fatal discase
focked n Tus lungs Jinmah had divided India. In 2 few moments an
anstere assembly hall 1n Karachi would witness the birth of the most
populous Mosler nation 1n the world. Ranged 1n the shell-shaped
halls curcling rows of seats were the representatives of the 45
millon people Jinnah had led on thewr Hegira to nationhood.

‘They were a colourful assembly stohd Punjabis i grey astrakhan
caps and tightly buttoned sherwanis white versions of a priests
cassock plowering Pathans Waznrs Mahsuds, Afnidis beige and
gold flecked turbans tensted over their heads moustaches scarring
therr wind burned faces short, dark Bengalis representatives of a
‘province Jinnah had never visited and whose people he mistrmsted
tnibal leaders from Baluchistan women from the Indus Valley their
heads shrouded m satin burgas women of the Pumab 1 gold-
speckled shalwars tumcs over bell bottomed culottes

Beside Jinnah, sat the Viceroy from whose reluctant hands the
Moslem leader hiad prised s state Mountbatten glowed m
white naval uniform and the decorations he so Joved to wear 2
splendudly fitting Sigure for the occasion the first of the ceremones
which, i the course of the next 36 hours would formally terminate
anm sto:{llcrd.xhrp of ‘;l;e sub-coptinent,

taut smile creasing composed featnres, Mountbatten Tose

to dehver the King s good wishes to huis newest domimon, Then

Mountbatien, to cticbrate an occasion he had hoped would never
take place, declared “The birth of Pakistan 13 an event 1 history
History scems sometimes to move with the infinste slowness of &
glacter_and sometimes to rush forward 8 torrent, Just now i thus
part of the world, our united efforts have melted the 10z and moved
some impediments {rom the stream and we are carmied 1n the full
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flood There 15 not time to look back There 15 only time to look
forward

With those words the Viceroy looked sideways towards Jinnah
His disdawnful face Ius parchment-dey skis emutted even at this
supreme 1nstant no more trace of emotion than the features of 2
Pharaome death mask.

1 would like to express my tribute to Mr Jinnah he declared
Our close personal contact and the motual trust and undesstanding
that has grown out of 1t are I feel the best omens for future good
relations

As he droped through hus ntualstic phrases Mountbatten could
not help thinking that he was going to have to nisk hus hife 1n a few
moments because of the obdurate man to whom they were addressed
The Viceroy had had no more stceess 1n persuading Jinnah to eancel
their threafened processton than he had had 1 tryimg to get hum to
abandon his dream of Pakistan To cancel the nide or to rush through
the streets of harachy 11 a lo ed car would have been Jinnah felt an
act of cowardice He would pever demean the emergence of the
nation for which he d worked so hard with a gesture like that Come
what may Mountbatten was gotng to have to expose himself to an
assassm s bomb 10 aa open car at the side of a man he d1 liked to
celebrate the burth of a pation to whose creation he had been ve

hemently opposed
“The time has come to bid you farewell he concluded May
Pakistan prosper always and may she continue in frnendship

with her nei hbours and with all the nations of the world

Then 1t was Jumnahs turn He looked like a pope giving an
audience to the fasthful with his white shernam buttoned up to the
base of hus emactated tbroat Brtam and the peoples she had
colomzed were parting as friends he agreed and I sincerely hope
that we shail remain friends A 13-century old Islanue tradition of
tolerance for the beliefs of others would be promised  be followed
and practised by us Pakstan he declared would not be found
wan;ilg m friendly spint by our nesghbours and all the nations of the
worl

Then almost before they knew 1t the speeches were over the tnal
at hand Side by side the two men nvals 1n so many domans
cmerged from the great teak doors of the assembly hall Waiting
before them was the black open Rolls Rayce that was to carrv them
through their ordeal “The damn thing Jooks like g hearse Mount
batten thought For a bref second he fited his eyes on his wife He
bad given ber dnver strict orders to stay well belund hus car He was
ctrtain she would find 2 way to thwart them



WHILE THE WORLD SLEPT 237

Moving towards the waitmg car a sefies of grisly images forced
ther way across Mountbatten s mind a vivid mental picture
screened behind tus carefully arranged public fagade They had
nothung to do with this procession ‘They were the ghosts of pro~
cesstons past stured by the pages of those gencalogieal charts
which were Mountbatten s passton On to one of thewr branches he
had meticulously placed the name of his great uncle the Tsar
Alexander 11 poting by his name deceased 13 February 1831
Alexander IT had been blown 1ato lumps of sodden flesh mn Saint
Petersburg - by a bomb thrown ito hus open carniage Further down
that same branch of his famuly was the name of another uncle the
Gragd Duke Serge killed m 1904 by an anarchist s bomb 10 an
almost identical incident On still another page was the entry bearing
the name of his cousiz Ena who had gone to her wedding to Spains
Alfonso XUT her satin wedding gown covered with the flesh and
blood of the coachman kifled by a bomb thrown 1ato her carriage
Grotesque phantoms from hus famuly s past they seemed now to
crowd 1nto his open Rolls-Royce along with the young Viceroy

His eyes met Jinnah s as the car started They did not speak He
had never known Jinnzh to be anything but tense Mountbatten
thought but now the tension radsating from his being was almost
palpable A heart stopping 31 gun viceregal salute followed them
down the dnve out nto harachi s streets There the crowds were
waiting the enormous happy exulting crowds a sea of anonymous
faces concealing somewhere on Some street corner at some turning,
at some window ledge or rooftop the face of the man who wanted
to kil them The three-mule route was lined by troops but therr backs
werebarl to the crowd They would be useless against an assassin s
‘bom!

To Louts Mountbatten 1t would seem 1n later years as though
that 30 munute ride had lasted 24 hours They moved at a pace
barely faster than a quick walk The crowd hined every foot of the
route six deep on the sidewalks clnging to lamp posts and tele
phone poles dangling from windows himng roofs Bhssfully unaware

of the drama the men 1n the Rolls were iving they chanted out their

Zindabads for Pakistan for Jinnah for Mountbatten

Trapped the two rolled slowly down that tunnel of faces rusnmg
a kind of gauntlet from whick at any second 2 hand grenade could

cor arching towards their car Forced to respond to the rejoscing
ermotionally-charged crowd they had no choice but to act out
grotesque charade Mountbatten would never forget having to pump
hus hand yp and down 1n rhythmic waves forcing a smude on to his
face while his eyes kept sweeping the crowd studying those faces
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Tooking for a sullen stare 8 pair of frightened eyes some clus to tell
him here this s where 1t s going to happen

It was not the first time he had been in such a sitvation in Indis
Duting the Prince of Wales tour the CID had uncovered a plot to
throw 2 bomb 1nto the royal car as he rode through the streets of
the State of Bharatpur on 8 December 1921 Young Mountbattes
had been obliged to masquerade as hus cousin by niding at the head
of the royal procession in the car usually occupied by the Prince,

The of that g CXP flashed through hus
1muod now as he watched that sex of faces side past. Whichone1s1t?
he kept thinkang s 1t that one I m waving to? Or the one beside
hun? There were the silly rtﬂd]:m:! M ”l:’:‘mb“‘d 2 miltary
secretary to a overnor of Bengal who d canght an assassn s bom|
and ::rrgwn lt%ack, but then Mountbatten remnded humself hed
ever been able to catch 8 cricket ball He kept thinking of bus wafe
behind lum denng 1f shed ded 18 3
orders He did not dare interrupt hus vigil even for a second to turn
around to see Ceasclessly his cyes scanned the honzon above the
crowd radar beacons waitiwg for the first ghat of a prece of metal
flying towards the car

As the cortege came into view from the balcony of hus hotel on
Victona Road a young man tightened his gnp on the Colt 45
swelling hus coat pocket, While hus eyes watched the faces waving
from the windows of the building opposite he slowly flicked off the
safety catch of lus weapon. When Mountbattens car neared hus
balcony G D Savage the young officer of the Punjab CID who d
dehivered word of the plot to Dellu  putup aprayer He infact had
no nght to bave that weapon. His service with the Pumab police
bad ended 24 hours eathier be was on hus way home to England

In therr car N b and Jiunah d to mask theiwr
apprehension behund their gracious smules and wases ‘They were
both 50 preoccupied with the nisks they had taken that they had not
said a word to each other stmce getting nto the car The vamty
which so many of hus critics considered hus worst fahng was the
Viceroy s greatest comfort as the stramn mounted *These people Iike
me he kept teling humself  After all I bave given them therr
independence  He could not behieve there were men 1n that crowd
willing fo Idll hum, His prescnce he sincerely thought might save
Junnah, “They yust won t kill lum, he insisted to humself  when they
realize 1t means kiffing me at the same time

On hus balcony Savage held fus breath as the car rolled under his
fect. He kept his hand fixed on hus weapon until the Rolls had passed
beyond the range where he could offer 1ts occupants any protection.
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Then he went mto his room and poured humself four fingers of
Scotch.

Ahead of the car now the Auzzahs and Zindabads gave waytoa
menacing stlence. A Hindu neighbourhood Mountbatten told him«
self thus 1s where 1t will happen. For five agonzing minutes the
cortege crept through those muted crowds along Elphistone Street,
Karachi s principal commercial thoroughfare Almost alf 1ts shops
and markets belonged to Hindus embittered and frightencd by the
event their Moslem neighbours were celebrating

Nothing happened Suddenly, as welcome as harbour lights to a
sea captain after a hurncane the gates of Government House rose
10 front of the Rolls The most harrowing drive of Lows Mount
‘batten s he was over

As therr car eased to a stop for the first and only time 1n thexr
intense difficult relattonship Jinnah relaxed His glacial fagade dis
appeared and a warm smyle 1llumnated hus features He clamped his
‘bony hands on the Viceroy s knee and marmured ‘Thank God!1 ve
brought you back alivel

Mountbatten sat up What bloody cheek! he thought You
brought me back alive? he asked incredulous My God 1t s I who
‘brought yeu back alivel *

Caleutta 14 August 1947

As always he was ready at the appomted hour Precisely at five
oclock on the afternoon of 14 August Gandhis frail sihouette
appeared framed m the doorway of Hydart House Shghtly stooped
tus hands resting on the shoulders of the two young gusls he called
tus crutches he did hus quick shuffle through the crowds waiting for
him 1 the house s courtyard

‘The ceremony towards which he walked was as rigidly fixed as
any of the events in the Mahatma s meticulously ordered days As
Lemn had prepared a i mn the ral
of the cell and the Fascists had fashioned theirs 10 the pompous
glitter of their Nuremberg rallies the regular rendezvous Gandhx
had proposed India on the long march to freedom had been ap~
propriately a prayer meeting

An mtenstve effort by the 2uthors of the book to discover why the plot 1n

chi
Patham Singh a bicycle repairman in Jullundur Simngh was arrested by the CID
th the Sikh s part of the plot the derailment of the Pakistan
trains, The RSSS had indeed he claumed nfiltrated its men into karach: but

the leader whose grenade explosion was to be the signal to the others o Biif™
thewrs lost hus courage when the car passed hi s
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In cities and villages 1n London slums and British jails neglected
only on the rarest of occasions those prayer meetings had been the
favoured medium of 2 genius at human refations for communicating
with his followers He had discoursed at them on the nutrtional
values of unhusked rice the ewils of the atomic bomb the
portance of regular bowel movements the sublume beauties of the
Gita the benefits of sexual the 1n1q) of imperal
the rationale of non violence Repeated from mouth to mouth
reported 1n the press carried on the radio those daily messages had
been the cement binding his movement the gospel of Mohandas
Gandh

Now 1 the open yard of hus crumbling house 1n 2 aity of fear and
hate he prepared for the last public prayer meeting he would address
10 an India under British occupation All day Gandhi had recerved
delegations of Hindus to whom he had esplaned the non violent
contrast he proposed for Calcutta hoping that with the constantly
reiterated outbines of hus doctrine 2 new spiit mught radsate across
the aity from Hydar House The presence of almost 10 000 people
at hus first Calcutta prayer meeting was an indicatton that he was
enjoying at least some success

From tomorrow he told that crowd we shall be delivered from
the bondage of British rule But from pudmght today he sadly
mtoned India will be partitioned too Tomorrow will be a day of
rejorcing but 1t will be 2 day of sorrow as well

Todependence he warned fus prayer meeting, would throw a
heavy burden on them all If Caleutta can return to reason and
trotherhood then perhaps all India may be saved Otherwise he
asked 1if the flames of communal stnfe envelope the whole country
how can our newborn freedom survive?

The man who had won Indra that freedom told ks audience he
would not be among those rejoicing at its arrval He asked his
followers to mark India s Independence Day as he would by fasting
and by prayer for the salvation of all Indta and by spning as much
as possible  because it was that beloved woSden wheel that carned
the message most Iikely to save their country from disaster

For all the huz ahs and Pakistan Zindabads that had followed hus
car as 1t had rolled through the streets of Karachi the birth of the
nation Finnah would one day boast hed won wath a clerk and 3
typewnfer  was charactenized by a puzzling coolness The cere-
monies The Times noted were marked by a surprising lack of
popular enthusiasm and a general air of apathy It was almost as 1f
some of the danger on their nation 8
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birth had muffled the enthusiasm of those millions Jinnah had led to
their promised land.

Strangely it was in Bast Bengal, in those areas soon to form Bast
Pakistan - and one day, the battlefields of the Bangladesh war -
that the mood was most festive.Khwaja Nazimuddim East Pakistan’s
Chief Minister-designate, Jeft Indian soil at noon aboard a tiny
steamer festooned with Moslem Leagne banners. For hours, the
steamer shunted through the monsoon-swollen waters of the
Gangetic Delta en route to Nazimuddin's newcapital at Dacca.

Every time the little steamer tooted to a stop at acluster of huts ot
a ramshackle jetty stretching into the muddy delta, scores of tiny
rowing-boats, canoes, and sailing boats poured out from the shore
to greet it, their occupants shouting *Pakistan Zindabad!®

“Everybody was singing,’ noted Nazimuddin's son, ‘you could see
the happiness in people’s eyes” One indispensable element for the
proper celebration of Pakistan’s birth, however, was conspicuous
by its absence. Not a single Pakistani flag was on display along the
steamer’s route. Nazimuddindiscovered why in Dacca. There were
none in all of East Bengal.

Tn Lahore, centre of 2 Punjab seething with violence and the
terrible uncertainty caused by its still unpublished boundary line,
Bill Rich performed his final chores as the city's Jast British police
superintendent. Qutside his dingy office, Rich could hear a shythmic
sioshing as a boy threw pails of water on the kas kas fati, the bamboo
slats screening his windows to keep down the fierce heat. He had

done what he could to check Lahore’s descent into chaes, he thought
sadly. It had not been enough. The lovely capital of the Moghuls
‘was submerged in 2 tide of fear and hate, He posted a summary of
the violence he'd witnessed in the Police Order Book as a record for
posterity. Then he called in his Moslem successor,

Rich took out a form used for handing over charge. It was divided
into two identical halves. On his half he wrote: I have handed over,’
end signed his name. His successor wrots ‘] have taken over,’ on the
othef and signed, Rich saluted, shaok hands with the few members
of his staff he could find Joitering about, and sadly walked away.

‘Thirty-five miles away in Amritsar, his colleague Rule Dean was
going through a simitar late in the aft: of 14 August,
Dean took from his safe the Secret Registry, the Yist of political
informers whg’d feceived just under 1000 rupees a month from the
Anrritsar police. Their number included & member of the city’s

Congress Committee and ope of the men who prepared the amrit, the
sugary gom.mugion paste of the Sikh's Golden Temple, bist Pean had
8o hesitation in turning the list over to his Sikh fancessr. ‘No
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gazetted officer of police,” Dean was certain, ‘whatever his religion
or political belief, would deliberately do down an informer.”

In Karachi, a weary Jinnah spent his afternoon prowlisg the
rooms of the immense home which would become at midnight bis
official residence. Nothing escaped his enquiring eycs. Checking the
house’s inventory, he discovered to his consternation the eroquet
set was missing. He gave his young ADC his first formal order: find
the missing mallets and wickets and return them to his residence.

The man who had first articulated the impossible dream of
Pakistan spent the day of 14 August alone in his cottage at 3_Humber-
stone Road, Cambridpe, There would mever be any triumphant
parades through Karachi’s streets for Rahmat Ali, no crowds shriek-
ing their gratitude for what he had wrought, His dream bclong_ed to
enother man now, the man who scorned it when Rahmat Ali had
first begged him to become its champion. On the day his great ideal
was taking flesh, Rahmat Ali had been drafting a new tract, this one
condernning Jinnah for accepting the partition of the Punjab. He
was talking to the wind, A gratified people would vote a million
dollars to the Lahore memorial that would honour Mohammed Ali
innah, bot 1he man whose idea had inspired bim would be buried
in a numbered grave in a cemetery at Newmarket,

New Delhi, 14 August 1947

They set out at sundown, Like an ungainly erane, a player of the
nagasaram, the Indian flute, walked alone before their caf, guiding it
down New Delhi’s crowded streets. Every hundred yards the
flautist stopped, squatted on the asphalt, and sent an eeric shaft of
sound shivering through the dusk. The two holy men in the car
behind him stared straight ahead with celestial indifference. They
were sanyasi, men dwelling in the highest state of ¢xaltation a
Brahmin could attain, a state so sublime that, according to Hindu
‘belief, it conferred on those who'd reached it more spiritual blessings
in one lifetime than an ordinary man might hope to attain in ten
million reincarnations,

With their bare chests and foreheads streaked with ashes, their
matted, uncut hair tumbling i black strands to their shoulders, they
were pilgrims from an ancient, timeless India. Beside each were the
three possessions they were allowed in their life of renunciation: a
seven-jointed bamboo stave, a water gourd and an antelope skin.*

* The aatelope and tiger are considered by devout Hindus to be particularly

;l‘:: ammals and using their skins as mats is therefore not likely to defile a caste
u.
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Each time a silhouette in & sari peered in at the windows of theic
1937 Ford taxi they averted their gaze. So strict were the rules of
their society that not oply were they enjoined to renounce all female
company; they were not even sllowed to look on & woman, Con-
demned every morning to cover themselves with ashes, symbol of
1he body's transient nature, they lived on alms, never sitting down
while eating the one meal they were allowed each day and drinking
regular draughts of pancha gavia, the blessed beverage composed of
equal parts of the five gifts of the Sacred Cow: milk, curds, ghee
(clarified butter), urine and dung.

One of the two bore a massive silver platter upor which was folded
a swathe of white silk streaked in gold, the Pitambar, the Cloth
of God. The other carried a five-foot sceptre, a flask of holy water
from the Tanjore River, 2 pouch of sacred ash and a pouch of
boiled rice which had been offercd at dawn at the feet of Nataraja,
the dancing God, in his temple in Madras.

Their procession moved through the streets of the capital until it
came 1o 2 stop in front of a simple bungalow at 17 York Road. On
its doorsteps, those delegates from an India that venerated super-
stition and the occult had a rendezvous with the prophet of a new
India of science and socialism. As once Hindu holy men had con-
ferred upon ancient India’s kings their symbols of power, so the
sanyasi had come to York Road to bestow their antique emblems
of authority on the man about to assume the leadership of a modern
Indian nation.

They sprinkled Jawabarlal Nehru with holy water, smeared his
forchead with sacred ash, laid their sceptre on his arms and draped
him in the Cloth of God. To the man who bad never ceased to pro-
claim the horror the word ‘religion® inspired in him, their rite was a
tiresome manifestation of all he deplored in his nation, Yet he sub-
mitted to it with almost cheerful humility. It was as if that proud

ionalist had instinctively und that in the tasks
awaiting him a0 possible souree of 2id, not even he oooult he so
scornfully dismissed, was to be totally igrored,

In militaty cantonments, at official residences, naval stations, .
ment offices; at Fort William in Caleutta whers Clive had rtovted it
all, Fort Saint George in Madras, Viceregal Lodge in Simlas in
Kashmir, the Nagaland, Stkkim and the jungles of Assam, thousands
of Union Jacks slid down their flagstaffs for the last time. They were
not being formally struck from the Indian skyline on which, for three
centurics, they had symbolized Britain’s rule of the sub-continent

Mouantbatten had made it clear it was his firm policy that the British
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flag should not be ceremonially hauled down. Nehr had amed}lfal
“if the lowering of the Union Jack in any way offended British
susceptibilities’, it should not take place.

And so, as it did every evening, the Union Jack came down those
thousands of flagstaffs at sunset, 14 August, to go quict and un-
protesting into Indian history. At sunrise 15 Avgust, its place would
be taken by the banner of an independent India. .

At the crest of the Khyber Pass, Capt. Kenneth Danc, adjutant
of the Khyber Rifles, the only Englishman Jeft along that .stongd
passage, listened as seven tollings of a bell shook the still evening air.
A guardroom bell to toll each passing hour had been for decades a
tradition on all stations of the Indian Army, few of whose scpoys,
before 1939, could afford a watch and fewer still could tell time. As
the last toll sounded, Dance climbed to the quarter guard on llae roof
of the Landi Kotal fort. A bugler with a silver bugle stood poised to
sound retreat, Below the two men, dominated by the fort’s walls, the
road slid its sinuous course down the pass to Jamrud and the portal
through which fifty centuries of invaders had spilled on to q:e plains
of India. Every bend along that road, every ochre outcropping, bore
its cement plaque to mark a battle of the army to wh.xch Dance
‘belonged, or to commemorate the place where some of his country-
men had died fighting for the historic defile.

The bugler stiffened and raised his instrument. Dance {elt a
twinge of sadness. An era was ending and the Khyber Pass with all
its legends was leaving English hands forever as he lowered the flag
to the bugler’s melancholy call. He unclipped the flag from its
halyard and folded it up, determined to bring it ‘in safe custody back
to England from whence it had come’. Then he presented his regi-
ment with a brass bell he'd bought at a ship chandler’s in Bombay to
replace the guardroom bell. On it he’d inscribed one phrases
‘Presented to the Khyber Rifles by Capt. Kenneth Dance. 14 August

19472

Halfway across the sub-continent in the tower that was the
repository of the Raj’s most sacred memories, another informal
curemony was taking place. The Tower of the Residency, Lucknow,
was the only spot in the British Empire where the Union Jack was

dever lowered. The tower’s shell-scarred walls had been left o

changed since the day in 1857 when the 1000 survivors in the

Residency greeted the column that had ended their 87-day seige.

The Tower had become the shrine of Imperial India, 2 symbol

of that doughty British ability to hold fast in adversity and, some

c¥niu claimed, of the arrogance that got them there in the first
. place,
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At 10.00 p.m. on the evening of 14 August, (he.tower‘s caretaker,
warrant officer J. R. Ircland, bad hauled thay Union Jack down for
the last time. Now a team of sappers stood on the floor of the tower
where ‘over the topmost roof our banner of England flew’, One of
them took an axe and swiftly chopped the cmpty metal flagstafl
from its base. Another hacked the base ont of its masonry founda-
tions, Then the hole was carefully cemented over. No other nation’s
flap was evet going to fiy from Lucknow’s sacred staff.

At 17 York Road, Jawaharlal Nehru had just finished washing the
sanpasi’s ashes from s face and sat down to dinner when his
telephone rang, His daughter Indira and his guest Padmaja Naidu,
could hear him in his study shouting to make himself heard over a
bad line. »

Both women gasped when he returned. He slumped ashen in his
chair, clasping his head in his hands, unable to speak. Finally, he
shook his head and looked at them, his eyes plistening with tears.
His caller had been telephoning from Lahore. All the water in the
0ld City’s Hindu and Sikh quarter had been cut. People were going
mad from thirst in the terrible summer heat, yet women and children
coming out of their mohallas to beg & pail of water were being
butchered by Moslem mobs. Fires were already raging out of control
in half a dozen parts of the city,

Stuaned, his voice bately 2 whisper, he said: ‘How am I going to
talk tonight? How am I going to pretend there’s joy in my heart for

India’s independence when I know Lahore, our beautiful Lahore is
burning? ‘

The vision haunting Jawaharlal Nehru loomed in all its horror
before the eyes of a 20-year-old British captain of the Gurkhas.
Riding in his jeep over the hump-backed railway bridge leading into
Lahore, Capt. Robert Atkins counted half a dozen great geysers of

,,sgaaxgk: gnsbxn‘g i;‘im lpedairhatﬁvc the fity’s darkened skyline. One
i sprang 10 his mind; the blazing skyline i

ol'lt}l:; G;e;t e mind; the g skyline of London on the night

ind Atkins rode the 200 men of his company of 2,

advance ¢lement of the column of 200 trucks sndysﬁrjcgsGb“r;nkgxisé

bis entire battalion to Lahore. Part of the Punjab Boundary Force,

Atkios and his exhausted troops had besn rushing to Lahore sinc;

dawn. Unfortunately, while 55,000 men had been designated for the

force, the Indian Army had been able to get less than 10,000 of them
into position by the eve of independence, e -
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Moving through the city towards his assigned bivouac area in the
grounds of the Gymkhana Club, Atkins did not see a single human
being moving. A sinister, ominous silence punctuated only by the
roar of those distant fires enveloped his convoy.

That young Britisher, bom in Poona in an Indian Army canton-
ment, was riding nto the city because a single ambition had ruled
his life: to emulate the career of his father, a retired colonel in the
army to which Atkins now belonged.

Peering into the menacing night around him, Atkins suddenly
thought of the last evening he’d spent with his father a year before.
They had been playing billiards in the Madras Club discussing
politics, As they'd racked their cues, his father had said: “Yes,
India’s going to become independent soon and when she does, there's
going to be horrible bloodshed.”

My father,’ thought youog Atkins recalling his prophecy ‘knows
Tndia very well.’

New Delhi, Midnight 14 August 1947

No arsonist’s hand had It the little fire burning in the New Delhi
garden of Dr Rajendra Prasad, the president of India’s Constituent
Assembly. It was a Sacred Fire, consecrated and purified according
to Vedic rite by the Brahmin priest who sat beside it rhythmically
chanting his mantras. Together with earth, the common mother, and
‘water, the giver of life, fire, the energizer and destroyer, composed
the material #rimurtf, trinity, of Hinduism. It was the indispensible
adjunct of every Hindu rite and feast, the impersonal inquisitor of
the ordeal by fire, the quasi-divine agent of man’s ultimate return fo
the ashes from which he’d sprung.

O Fire," intoned the Brahmin priest beside it, “you are the coun-
tenance of all the Gods and of all learned men. Yours is the power to
penctrate the innermost recesses of the human heart and discover
the truth”

As he repeated his atonal chant, the learned men and women who*
would shortly become the first ministers of an independent India,
filed past the fire. A second Brahmin sprinkled each with a few drops
of water, Then they stepped over to a woman waiting with a eqpper
vessel, igs exterior white-washed, its Iip covered with palm leaves. As
the ministers paused before her, she dipped her right forefinger into
the vessel, then, with the liquid on ber fingertip, pressed a bright
vermilion dot on to their foreheads. It was the ancient Hindu symbol
of the “third-eye” which was reality behind appearances, a device

N to shelter jts bearer from the influence of the evil eye or the mal-



WHILE THE WORLD SLEPT 247

evolent designs of those who wished them ill, Thus prepargd for !h_e
cruel burdens awaiting them, those men and women filed into theic
flag-draped Coustituent Assembly Hall.

The last papers were signed, the last despatch filed. The time had
come to put away forever the Viceroy's cyphers and seals, all the
paraphernalia of what had been one of the world’s most potent
political offices. Alone in his study, Louis Mountbatten mused to
himself. ‘For a little while fonger I am the most powerful man on
earth,* he thought.

He remembered a story of H. G. Wells, The Man Who Could Do

- Miracles, the tale of 2 man who possessed for one day the power to
perform any miracle he chose. ‘I'm sitting here, living out the last
minutes of this incredible office in which men really have had the
power to perform miracles,” he told himself, ‘T should perform a
miracle. But what miracle?”

Suddenly he sat upright. ‘By God,” he said out loud, ‘I know. I'll
make the Begum of Palanpur a Highnesst' With pleeful energy he
began to stab the buzzers that summoned his aides to his office. '

Mountbatten and the Nawab of Palanpur had become fast friends
during the Prince of Wales® tour, During a visit as Supreme Com-
‘mander to the Nawab and his able, attractive, Australian wife, the
Begum, in 1945, the Nawab’s British Resident, Sir William Croft,
came to Mountbatten, The Nawab’s wife had become a Moslem, he
said, she had adopted the sari and all other Jocal customs, was per-
forming wonderful social work, but the Nawab was heartbroken
because the Viceroy wonld not accord her the title “Highness' as she
waé:ot an Indian.

returning to Dethi, Moustbatten had intervened onall
with the Viceroy, Lord Wavell, but to no avail hndlfntswomg
ot agree to a step which might start a wave of princes marrying
isur‘opeans and undmnine_ the whole concept of the princely

As soon 23 his aides Mountb d his in-
:‘e;l;‘ons to elevate the Begum of Palanpur to the dignity of *High-

:&ll:g one prlotatgd. “you can’t do thatt®

Vho says can’t? langhed Mountbatten. ‘T'm the Vi

:}r‘en 117" He ordered someone o go out in search of 2 p:perxsoec::l{.

d m&w hNadase'cmary inseribe it with a few ringing phrases elevate

E.g the aw?bs Australian Begum ‘by the grace of God’, to the

sni.ilmy ?fgllghness. The result was placed on his desk at 11.58, A
A : of the purest pleasure jlluminating his face, Louis Mount-

1
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batten took his pen and performed the last official action to be
exercised by a Viceroy of India,*

Qutside, at almost the same instant, his personal standard as the
Viceroy of India, a Union Jack emblazoned with the Star of India,
came down the flagstaff of Viceroy's House.**

From the vast reaches of time, long before man’s memory was
transposed from legend to stone, the wail of the conch shell on the
seacoasts of India had been the herald of the dawn. Now a man
draped in khadi stood poised at the edge of a gallery overlooking
New Delhi's packed Constitueat Assembly, waiting to herald a new
dawn for millions of human beings. Clutched in the crook of his arm
was a spiralling sheli ghittering in rose and purple. He was, in a sense,
a bugler, a bugler for that Congress army in white caps and floppiog
white shitt tails that had swarmed down the alleys and streets of
India clamouring for freedom, a horde of ghosts hacking down the
pillars of an empire.

Below him, on the speaker's stand, was Jawaharlal Nehru.
Twisted into the button-hole of his cotton vest was the flower which,
with the exception of the nin¢ years he'd spent in British jails, had
been the ever-present badge of bis elegant person, a freshly plucked
rose, On the wails around him, the stately oil paintings of the Vice-
roys of India had been replaced, their gilded frames filled this evening
with green, white and orange banners.,

s Mountbatten's final gesture was pot without 113 sequel. A few days fater, he
received a lynical note from the Nawab's Brinsh Resident, Croft, whosaid: ‘Ican
never thank you enough. Your act was the most far-reaching and kandest gesture
you could have performed for Palanpur. I am #s grateful 10 you as the Nawab,
and if ever by any chance I should be in a position to do you & setvice, do not
hesitate to call on me.”

later, in 1950, was Fourth Sea Lord at the Admiralty.
He was, 4 the Navy’s customs’ prvileges, duty-
free aloohol, cxgarettes and other items considered vital supports for the morale
of HIM's seamen, Pressed by the Attles government to find additsonal revenues,
the Cotlector of Customs aanounced hus intention of abolshing these privileges.
Everyone in the naval hierarchy tried, unsuccessfully, to persuade the gentleman
to change his mind, Mountbatten finally advised the Secretary of Admiralty, Sir
B b e e i
3 and since it was a i R
was Gertaln to 2p hrough e Caboct, s & popular foancislmove, it
ountbatten persisted, however, and finally fous
Che oo f the gt of Cotoron Fo s prncy e s e s
him was Sir Willam Croft, "How wonderful to see you!” exclaimed Croft. ‘You
know, Ican never thank you enough for what you did for the Begum of Palanpur.”
*Ah,’ sa:d Mountbatten, *but you can,” The Navy's prvileges were

oo Tt s now g in the Norman Abbey of Rowsey, e ast Vicerop's parmsh
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Ranged on the packed assembly benches facing Nehru, in saris
and khadi, princely robes and dinner jackets, were the representatives
of the pation to be born this night. The people they represented were
an amalgam of races and religions, languages and cultures, of a
diversity 2nd contrast unmatched on the globe, Theirs was a land of
supreme spiritual attainment and the most debasing misery on earth,
aland whose greatest riches were its paradoxes, whasc'people were
more fertile than its fields; a Jand obsessed by God and beset with
natural calamities unsurpassed in cruelty and dimension; a land of
past accomplishment and present concern whose future was com-
promised by problems more taxing than those confronting any other
assembly of bumans on earth. Yet, for all that, for all her ills, their
1ndia was also one of the sapreme and tnduring symbols protroding
above the cultural horizons of mankind.

The India which those men and women represented would be a
nation of 275 million Hirdus, 70 on of them Untouchables;
35 million Moslems; 7 million Christians; 6 million Sikhs; 100,000
Parsees and 24,000 Jews whose forebears had fled the destruction of

Solomon’s Temple during the Babylonian exile.

Few of the people in the hall could talk to each other in their
native Janguage; their only common tongue was English, Their
nation would harbour fifteen official languages and 845 dialects. The
Urdu of the deputies of the Punjab was read from right to left;
the Hindi of their neighbours in the United Provinces from left to
right. The Tamil of the Madrasis was sometimes read up and
down and other dialects were decoded like the symbols on a Phara-
ouic frieze. Even their gestures were dissimilar, When a dark-skinned
Madrasi from the south nodded his head, he meant ‘yes’. When a
pale n.urthem:r_ made the same movement he meant ‘no’.
m:‘:‘;‘;;’:‘::d \“&:‘K‘& a kpeg pop\:hi\!i‘on 1he size of Switzerland, s

sts as there were Belgians in Belgium, enough beggars to
papulate all of Holtand, 11 million holy men, 20 miﬂi(gag aborigines,
somme like the Nagas of Nagaland still hunting human heads, 10
milhogx Indians were essentially nomads, exercising hereditary oo~
cupations as spgke charmers, fortuoe tellers, gypsies, jugglers, water
diviners, magiclans, tight-rope walkers, herb vendors, which kept
them constantly moving from village to village, 38 thousand
Indians were ‘born every day, a quarter of them to die before the age
of five. 10 million other Indians died each year from malnutrition,
undernourishment and diseases like smalipox eradicated in most
parts of the earth. ‘

Theif great sub-continent was the most intensely spiritual area in

the world; birthplace of one great religion, Buddhism; motherland*
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of Hinduism; deeply influenced by Istam; a land whose Gods came
in a bewildering array of forms and figures; whose religious practices
ranged from yoga and the most intensive meditation of which the
human spirit was capable, to animal sacrifioe and debauched sexual
orgies performed in clandestine jungle temples, The pantheon of the
#Hindus contained over 3 miltion deities, a God for every mythic
manifestation and practical need imaginable, There were Gods
and Goddesses for the dance, poctry, song; for death, destruction
and disease; Goddesses hike Markhai Devi at whose feet goats were
sacrificed to check cholera epidemics, and Gods like Deva Indra
who was begged to give his faithful carnal capacities akin to those
displayed on India's great temple friczes. God was held manifest in
banyan trees, in India's 136 million mounkeys, in the heroes of her
mythological epics, in her 200 million sacred cows; worshipped in
her snakes, particularly cobras, who cach year killed 20,000 of the
humans who venerated them, India’s sects included Zoroastrians,
descendants of ancient Persia's fire worshippers, and Jains, a Hindu
offshoot whose adhereats in the land of the world's lowest hfe
expectancy, held all existence 5o sacred that they refused to eat meat
and most vegetables, and went about with a gauze mask over their
faces 50 they could not inadvertently inhale and kill an fnsect.

The nation would embrace some of the richest men in the world
and 300 million peasants living on the frontiers of cxistence, dis-
persed over what might have been one of the earth’s richest surfaces
and was one of its poorest, 83% of India’s population was illiter-
ate. Her per capita income averaged five cents a day and a quarter
of the people in her two great cities ate, slept, defecated, fornicated,
and died in their open streets, India received an average rainfall of
114 cms a year, but her skies itinan ling i i
of time and space. Most came in the dreaching downpours of the
monsoon and over a third of it ran unused to the sea, 300,000 square
kilometres of her land, an area the size of East and West Germany
combined, got no rain at all, while other areas got so much water that
the salt table was almost at the earth's surface, rendering its cultiva-
tion extremely difficult. India contained three of the great industrial
families of the world, the Birlas, the Tatas and the Dalmias, but her
economy was essentially feudal benefiting a handful of wealthy land-
owners and capitalists.

Her imperial rulers bad made no effort to industrialize her. Her
exports were almost exclusively commodities: jute, tea, cotton,
lob§cco. Most of her machinery had to be imported. India's per
capita jon of it was I Tow, onc two
hundredth that of the United States. Her soil contained at least a
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tenth of the world's rescrves of iron ore but her steel production was
barely a million tons a year, She had 3800 miles of coastlineand a
fishing industry so primitive she couldn’t even offer her population a
pound of fish per capita a year. i

Indeed, to those tense, expectant men and women filling the
benches of the Delhi assembly hall, it might well have seemed that
problems were the only heritage being left them by their departing
colonizers. No such melancholy thought, however, animated their
gathering. Instead, its keynote was the good feeling with which
India's former rulers were regarded, and a touching, if nalve belief
that somehow their departure was going to ease the terrible burdens
under which she agonized.

The man upon whom those burdens would now weigh most
heavily rose to speak. After his phone call from Lahore, Jawaharlal
Nehru had had neither the time nor the inclination to write a speech.
His words were extemporaneous, heart-felt.

‘Long years-ago we made a tryst with destiny,’ he declared, ‘and
now the time comes when we shall redeem our pledge, not wholly or
in full measure, but very substantially, At the stroke of the mid-
night hour, while the world sleeps, India will awake to life and
freedom.’ One after another, the eloquent phrases fell from his lips,
yet for Jawaharlal Nehru, that sublime moment of achievement had
been fatally flawed. ‘I was hardly aware of what I was saying,’ he
would later tell his sister; ‘the words came welling up, but my mind
could only conceive the awful picture of Lahore in flames,’

‘A moment comes,’ Nehru continued, ‘which comes but rarely in
history, when we step out from the old to the new, when an age ends,
and when the soul of a nation long suppressed finds utterance.

‘At the dawn of history India started on her unending quest and
the trackless centuries are filled with her striving, and the grandeur
of her successes and her failures. Through good and ill fortunes alike,
she has never lost sight of that quest or forgotten the ideal which
gave her strength, We end today a period of ill-fortune and India
discovers herself again.

“This is no time for petty and criticism,” he lud
“no time for fl-will or blaming others, We have to build the noble
mansion of free India where all her children may dwell.”

At the stroke of midnight, Nehru moved, they would all rise and
Ppledge themselves to the service of India and her people, Ontside a
rippling wave of thunder clattered across the midnight sky and a
drenching monsoon rain spattered the thousands of ordinary
Ind}ans jamming the area around the hall. Clutching bicycles, in

white Congress caps and shapeless tunics of homespun cotton, in
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velvet tapestry, crowds swept towards the centre of Delki to sing,
cheer and walk in a buoyant mood of sclf-copgratulation. The
and calés of C Place were thronged. Every
member of that gigantic army of white-shirted bureaucrats for which
Delhi was notorious, seemed to have gravitated to jis pavements,

The bar of the Imperial Hotel, a sanctuary of Delhi’s former rulers,
swarmed with celebrating Indians. Just after midnight, one of them
climbed on to the bar and asked the crowd to join himin singing their
pew national anthem. They gleefully accepted his invitation, but as
they started through the chorus of the hymn, written by India’s great
national poet, Tagore, most of them made & disconcerting discovery:
they didn’t know the words.

At Maiden's hotel in Old Dethi, the most famous establishment in
1he city, & beautiful Indian girl in a sari danced from table to table,
twisting 2 red dot, a £/, for good tuck on to the forchead of every-
one in the place with a lipstick tube.

In the complaisant shadows of a garden near Connaught Circus,
‘Kartar Singh, a journalist, celebrated his country’s freedom with an
intensely personal gesture. He used it as the peetext to iss for the
first time Aisha Aly, a pretty medical student he'd met a few days
earlicr. Their embrace was the first gesture of a Jong and manellons
love story beginning at a most inauspictous moment. Their particular
passion was going to run athwart the passions about to sweep
northern Iedia. Kartar Duggal Singh was a Silh. Aisha Ali was
Moslem,

Despite the exuberance of Independence Night, the shadows of
that coming storm lay already over parts of the capital, In their
neighbourhoeds in O1d Dethi, many Moslems were whispering a new
slogan put out by fanatics of the Moslem League: ‘We pot Pakistan
by right - we'll take Hindustan by force.’ That morning, a mullah in
an OId Delhi mosque had reminded his faithful at prayers that
Moslems had ruled Delhi for centuries and, ‘Insha Allak - God
willing," they would again Meanwhile, Hindu and Sikh refugees
from the Punjab, packed into makeshift refugees” camps around
Delhi, threatened to turn the capital’'s Moslem neighbourhoods into
a bonfire to celebrate independence.

V. P. Menon, the brilliant bureaucrat who had redrafted Mount-
batten’s partition plan and coaxed so many princes into acceding to
India, passed the mudnight hour in his sitting-room with his teenage
daughter. When the sound of conch shells and checring crowds
drifted into their quiet parlour, Menon’s daughter leaped up and
cned out her delight. Jer father remained fixed in bis chair, no
exuberance on his face.
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“Now,’ he sighed, ‘our nightmares really start.”

For millicns of others on the sub i howevet, mi

14 August marked the beginning of a party 24 hours long. In the fort
at Landi Kota! in the Khyber whole sheep roasted over a dozen
roaring fires, The officers and men of the Khyber Rifles and the
Pathan tribesmen who'd been their traditional enemies celebrated
with a tribal banquet. The commanding officer offered his adjutant
and guest of honour Capt. Kenneth Dance, the pidce de résistance, a
sheep’s Tiver wrapped in fatty yellow intestines. At midnight, th.e
excited tribesmen grabbed their rifles and, shrieking ‘the Khyber is
ours, the Khyber is ours’, sent a pound of lead into the night air.

At Cawnpore, a city cursed by memories of the massacres that
had occurred there during the Mutiny, Englishmen and Indians
embraced publicly. In Ahmedabad, the textile capital where Gandhi
had founded his first Indian ashram, a young school teacher who'd
been jailed for trying to hoist India’s flag in 1942, was given the
honanr of raising it aver the town ball.

In Lucknow, scores had been invited to a midnight flag-raising
at the Resid The ved invitations had read *National Dress:
Dhotis will be stiitable’. Rajeshwar Dayal, an Indian with fourteen
years in the ICS, had been shocked reading it. He dida’t evenown a
Shoti. Such a ceremony under his British employers would certainly
have been in white tie and tails. ‘The reception itself was utterly
different from the stiffly formal affairs of the Raj. As soon as the
gates opened, the long table loaded with sweets disappeared under a
swarm of saris and struggling cluldren, Watching India's flag take
its place over the Residency, a curious thought occurred to Dayal,
one which said much about the manner in which the British had
ruled his country. In fourteen years setvice in the ICS, he thought,
Pg hadd had many British colleagues, But he had never had a British

nend,

.In Madras, Bangalore, Patna, in thousands of cities, towns and
villages, people entered temples at midnight to cast rose petals it the
feet nl‘_lhe Gods, their poignant plea for the blessing of the cosmos
on their new nation. In Benares, the leading pastry maker earned a
considerable sum peddiing an independence eake in India’s national
colours, its frosting madz of oranges, pistachios and milk,

Nowhere was Independence Night celebrated with more fervour
and enthusiasm than in the great port of Bombay, There, on pave~
nents that often had been slippery with the blood spilled in farhl
Ehargfs.. in that city whose history was inextricably intertwined with
1dia’s independence struggle, whose streets had witnessed so many
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demonstrations, kartals, and strikes, an entire people went wild with
joy. From the palatial apartment houses of Marine Drive to the
distant slums of Patel, from the villas of Malabar Hill to the clutter
of the Thieves Market, Bombay was a lake of light. ‘Midnight has
become midday,” wrote one newsman, ‘it was a new Diwali, 8 new
1d, 2 New Year's Eve - it was all the festivals of a land of festivals
rolled mto one - for this was the Festival of Freedom."

Something less than outright rejoicing inaugurated that festival in
a number of dinners and banquets across Indsa. They took plaoe.in
what had been her old princely states. The day of the Maharajas
was over and for some of them, still uareconciled to the loss of their
privileges and the end of their world of pomp and splendour, 15
August would be a day of mourning. In his brightly-lit banquet
hall, the Nizam of Hyderabad offered a farewell banquet to his
British administrators whose role was ending along with his own,
Despite the gaiety of the Nizam’s numerous progeny and the elegance
of the women present, the dinner had the lugubrious air of a wake.
Attheend of thedinner, shortly before midnight, the old miser, dressed
in 3 pair of torn and faded trousers, stood to propose a final toast
1o the King Emperor. John Peyton, an English guest, scrutinized the
Nizam's mournful face. *How sad,’ he thought, ‘two hundred years
of bistory ending in one brief, pathetic gesture.”

For many Indians, the night they and their countrymen had
dreamed of for years was a frightful horror. To Lt-Col J. T. Satara-
vala, a Parsee of the Frontier Force Rifies, it would always be associ«
ated with the most sickening sighthis war-hardened eyeshad everseen.
1t was the gruesomely mutilated bodies of an entire Hindu familyina
flaming rutn in the Baluchistan city of Quetta. Beside them, mutilated
with equal savagery, were the bodies of the brave and generons
Moslem family that had offered them shelter. Sushila Nayar, 2
beautiful young doctor assigned by Gandhi to a camp of 20,000
refugees in the western Punjab, had spent two years in jail and given
most of her brief adult life to achieving the moment midnight
14 August represented. Now, it brought her no joy, no sense of ful-
filment. She was conscious only of the misery of her thousands of
charges most of them listening in the night for the sounds of the
Mostem hordes they were certain would come to slaughter them.

Labore, the city that should have been the gayest spot on the sub-
continent, was a scene of devastation. Capt. Robert Atkins, who'd led
his Gurkhas into the city at sundown, found his camp besieged by
pathetic, frightened Hindus. Clutching babics, bedding, a suitcase or
twca._ they begged to be allowed inside the protective circle of his
soldiers. Almost 2 hundred thousand Hindus aod Sikhs were trapped
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inside OId Lahore’s walled city, their water cut, fires raging around
them, mobs of Moslems stalking the alleys outside their mohallas
waiting to pounce on anyone venturing out, Ose mob had sct the
city's most famous Sikh gurudwara next to the Shah Alimi Gate on
fire, then shricked with glee at the screams of the wretched Sikhs
being roasted alive inside.

Calcutta, the city which should have been esploding in violence,
was undergoing a bewildering metamorphosis, It had begun timidty,

ively befo d when a p jon of Hindus and
Moslems had marched through the city towards Gandhi’s head-
quarters at Hydari House. In its wake the city’s atmosphere had
begun ta change. In the violent jungles of Keldanga Road and arcund
Sealdah station, Hindu and Moslem goondas had sheatbed their
daggers to join in hanging the Indian flag from balconies and lamp-
posts. Sheikhs opened the doors of their mosques to the adherents of
Kali, and they in tumn invited Moslems to their temples to con-
template the grotesque image of the Goddess of Destruction.

Men who would have been prepared to cut each other’s throats 24
hours earlier, now shook hands in the street. Women and children,
Hindu and Moslem alike, offesed sweets to members of the epposite
community, The city that evening reminded Kumar Bose, a Bengali
writer, of the Christmas Eve scenc in Al Quiet on the Western Front,
when French and German soldiers emerged from their trenches to
forget for a bricf moment that they were enemies

‘While India celebrated, the great house which had been the reposi-
tory of Britain’s imperial power in India was undergoing a revolution.
Frox_n one end of the house to the other, servants rushed along the
corridors, obscuring or snatching away any seal or symbol likely to
offend the ibilities of India’s newly ind: dent citizens. Mount-
batten was & d that, on their Independeace Day,no Indians
visiting what was now Government House would be confronted with
any distasteful reminders of the age just past.

Oae team of servants did nothing but go from room to room
replacing stationery bearing the offending words *Viceroy’s House’
with new opes engraved ‘Government House', Another screened off
the enormous seal above Durbar Hall, One set of seals did not
change hgw;vc_r. Traditionally, the Viceroy's cypher had been his
personal Insignia and the cigar bands, matchboxes, soap bass and
butter patties of the new Government House contipued to carry
M(Aun‘l‘l:a'ucn‘s Q’iscqunl‘s coronet above his *M of B"

s their work was going on, a delegation of Indian leaders sen:
by the Constituent Assembly arrived. Rajendra Prasad, the prelidcn:
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‘Oh Lovely Dawn of Freedom®

Benares, 15 August 1947

At the first cool breath of approaching dawn, the mists began to rise
from the water. As they had since time immemorial, the multitudes
came with them to the banks of the great and sacred river, the
Mother Ganges, the Supreme Giver of life, to search a passage to
eternity in a ritval immersion in its waters, Nothing might be more
appropriate than that, with the dawning of 15 August 1947, Benares,
man’s oldest city, should offer the unique homage of its morning
rites for the birth of the world’s newest nation.

Those rites were a constantly renewed expression of the ancient
passion joining the Hindus ard their sacred river. Their mystic union
was Hinduism’s of that instinctive human need to pro-
pitinte the inexplicable forces governing man’s destiny. From an ice
cave at the foot of a Himalayan snowbed 10,300 feet high, the
Ganges ran 1500 miles to the grey waters of the Bay of Bengal,
traversing on its way one of the most tornd, over-populated areas on
the globe, It was a fickle stream, regularly savaging the lands of the
peasants who adored it with floods of appalling intensity and dura-
tion, Its route was sprinkled with the ruins of deserted towns and
villages, mute witnesses to the abrupt shifts 1ts meanderings had taken
over the centuries.

Yet, despite its tempestuous nature, every foot of its watercourse
was considered propitious, and none more so than those along the
gentle four-mile curve it made as it swung past Benares. Since the
dawn of history, since the time of its contemporanes, Babylon,
Nineveh and Tyre, Hindus had come there to bathe in the Ganges,
to dnink its water, to beseech the favour of some capricious God.

Now the silent throngs flowed across the ghats, the stone terraces
scaling down Benares™ steep river banks to the water’s edge. Each
pilgrim bore a bouquet of flowers and a little Jamp of camphor oil,
its flame the symbol of Iight di ing the shadows of i In
the xi_ver, thousands more, a dwvision of the devout, were already
standing waist deep in the slow-moving water, all regards turned
east, each rigid, sileqt figure clutching his flickering lamp, so that
from a distance their vacillating lights seemed to skip over the
surface of the water like a horde of fireflies.

Every eye fixed on the eastern horizon, they warted for the daily
renewal of the heavens® most wondrous miracle, the appearance of
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a reddish disc sliding up from the entrails of the earth, the God
Vishau in his incarnation as the sun. As its edge stipped iato the
morning sky, an ejaculation of prayer burst from those thousands of
throats. Then, in gratitude for one further renewal of God's greatest
miracle, they cast their lamps and flowers upon the waters of the

Ganges.

Ing::e ¢ity, as it did every morning, the hopour of being the first
persoa to step across the threshold of the Temple of Gold, Benares’
foremost shrine, belonged this morning to Pandit Bhawani Shankar,
Few men in Benares fcht more intensely the joy of this dawn than
that ageing man of Ged. For ycars, Pandit Shankar had offered
Indian nationalists fleeing from the British CID the sanctuary of his
shrine,

A flask of Ganges water and a vial of sandal-wood paste in his
hands, Pandit Shankar marched through his temple’s gloom to-
wards a stumpy granite outcropping, That heavy thumb rising in
the darkness was the most precious Hindu relic in Benares. Shankar’s
forebears had earned their descendants the right to be its perpetual
custodians by hiding it from the Moghul haordes of the Emperac
Aurangzeb. That ke should bow before it this August morning,
humbly thanking the Gods for the birth of modern India, was a
uniquely appropriate gesture. The cult that piece of stone represented
was the oldest form of worship known to man.

It was the Iingam, a stone phalius symbolizing the sexual organ
of the God Shiva, the symbol of force and the regenerative power of
nature, Benares was the centre of the cult that worshipped it.
Phalli studded the city, rising from almost every one of its temples
and ghats. At the sun's first rays, thousands of Hindus joined
Shankar, ing their itude at the rei ion of their
ancient nation by lovingly caressing those bulbous stope stumps
with sandal-wood paste, Ganges water and cow dung, garlanding
them with marigolds, offering them rose petals and the bitter leaves
of Shiva's favourite tree, the bifva.*

* The origins of the kagam and the cult of its worship are explained by a
cotourful Hindu fegend. Shrva and his wife Durga, both drunk at the time, were
surprised in the act of copulation by the visit of a delegation of their fellow Gods
fed by Vishnu, Absorbed in alcohal and thewr amatory athletics, the divine touple
ignored theur visitors. Shocked by such behaviour, theur fellow Gods cursed them
et and formed of wh

en Shiva and Durga were informed of what had ?
30 intense they died in lghe position in which they'd b::: m:ﬂu&;l;’a;:::‘:{
Shuva proclaimed, *has killed me, bt 1t has also given me new life and a new
3hape, that of the lingam.’ Henceforth, be proclaimed, hus priests were to teach
;nen to ‘embrace the worship of my limgam. Tt Is white, It has three eyes and five
facxs. Wis arrayed in & higer's skin. 1t custed before the world and it 15 the ortgin
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As the colours of dawn brightened the city, a parade of Un-
touchables, backs bent under bunches of faggots and logs, descended
the steps of the most hallowed spot in Benares, the Manikarnika
ghat. A few minutes later, four men carrying a bamboo stretcher on
their shoulders appeared at the head of the steps. In front of them
marched a fifth man gently stroking a gong, chanting ‘Ram is Truth’.
His words were a reminder to all those watching the procession that
they, too, would one day come to the same end as the figure wrapped
in a cotton winding-sheet on the stretcher.

For centuries, to die in Benares had been the highest blessing to
which a devout Hindu could aspire. Death inside a circle 36 miles in
circumference around the city liberated a soul from the ceaseless
cycle of its reincarnations, and entitled it to join for eternity the
wholly enlightened in the paradise of Brahma, That privilege had
made Benares a city to which pilgrims came in search, not of life,
but of death, .

The bearers brought the remains of the first of this morning’s
claimants to Benares® boon to the river’s edge for a last immersion
in the Ganges, One of them pried open the jaws of the anonymous
face on the stretcher, and sprinkled a few drops of water down the
dead man’s throat. Then they placed his body on a waiting pyre.The
Untouchables serving the ghat covered the corpse with a pyramid of
sandal-wood logs and poured a pail of ghee, clarified butter, over it.

Skull shaven, his body purified by ritual ablutions, the defunct’s
eldest son circled the pyre five times. Then an acolyte from the near-

by temple to Ganesh, the clephant God, handed him 2 torch fired at
the temple’s eternal flame. He thrust it on to the pyre. A rush of
flame burst through the Jog pyramid.

‘The mourners squatted silently around the pyre as it burned,
sending an oily black columa of smoke into the sky. Suddenly, a dulf
“pop’ came over the crackling of the flames, At the sound, a grateful
prager rose from the mourners. The defunct’s skull had burst. His
soul had escaped from his body. On this morning of 15 August 1947,
when India was released from imperial bondage, Benares, as it did
every day, had begun to offer its supreme dehverance to its dead,

The first uncertain sputtering of a candle had appeared in the
windows of the house on Beliaghata Road just after 2 am., an
hour ahead of Gandhi’s usual risiog time. The glorious day when his
people w.culd savour at last their freedom should have been an
apotheosis for Gandhi, the culmination of a Life of strugple, the final
. :2‘1 1:: bbegj“‘nnorn‘g‘ ;:‘{mnil ;:,':5}1' disperses our terrors a1 our fears, and grants
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triumph of a movement which had stirred the admiration of the
world. It was anything but that. There was no joy in the keart of the
man in Hydari House. The victory for which Gandhi had sacrificed
so much had the taste of ashes, and his triumph was indelibly
tainted by the praspects of a coming tragedy.

As he had been when crossing into the turbulent marshlands of
Noakhali that New Year’s Day just seven months before, the geatle
apostle of non-violence was assailed this morning by questioning
and self-doubt. *I am proping,' he had written to a friend the evening
before, “Have I fed the country astray?'

As always in moments of doubt and pain, Gandhi had turned to
the book that had so long been his infallible guide, the celestial song
of the Bhagavad Gita. How often had jts verses consoled him, per-
mitting him to smile in those dark hours when no other ray of light
appeared to sofien the dark horizons,

Squatting bare<hested on his pallet, Gandhi had begun his
personal day of mourning, the first day of India’s independence,
reading the Gifa, With his disciples around him, the Mahatma's high,
lisping voice had welcomed the dawn with the first of the Gita’s
tighteen dialogues, the despairing plea of the warrior Arjuna to the
Gods. They were eerily appropriate to this promising yet pathetic
moment in Indian history.

“‘On the field of Dharma, on the holy field of Kuru, my men and
the sons of Pandu are arrayed, burning with desire to fight. What
must they do, O Sanjaya?"

It was & sound as old as man, the anguished rasp of stone on stone,
In a courtyard of the village of Chatarpur, near Delhi, the figure
sprawled on the ropes stretched taut between the wooden frame of a
charpoi opened his cyes. Before him, etched in the amber glow of a
twist of cord burning in a saucer of camphar oil, was the image that
had marked all the dawns of his adult existence: his wife, bent over
the two slabs of a millstone. Her face obscured by the folds of the
shaw! draping her bead, she dumbly churned to powder the grains
‘which would sustain another day in the life of an Indfan peasant,
at peasant, a 52-year-old Brahmin named Ranjit Lal, mur-
mured a brief prayer to Vishnu, Then he stepped past his wife, out
of his mud hut, to join the silhouettes of his fellow villagers slipping
through {he half light to the nearby field which was the communal
toilet for the three thousand inhabitants of Chatarpur,
‘The foreign rule ending in this August dawn had barely disturbed
those peasants trudging dumbly through the shadows, Never in his
$ife had Ranjit Lal addressed so much as a singie word to a Tepre-
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sentative of the alien race that ruled his country. He and his fellow
villagers only looked upon an Englishman once a year when a
District Collector visited Chatarpur to verify the exactitude of its
paltry contribution to the revenues of the Indian state. The only
phrase Lal could articulate in the tongue of India’s old rulers was
the one he and his fellows employed to describe the act they were
about to perform: “call of nature.'

If the words used to describe it were foreign, however, it was
ordered for Lal, a Brahmin, by a code of 23 strict laws uniquely
Hicdu in their detail and complexity. Lal carried in his left hand a
brass vessel filled with water. The dhofi he wore was neither new not
freshly washed. The field towards which he and his fellows marched
had been selected because of its distance from a river bank, a well, 2
crossroad, a pond, the nearest sacred Banyan tree and the village
temple.

Reaching the field, Lal hung the triple cord of his Brahmin’s
sacred thread over his left ear, covered his head with his loincloth,
and squatted as close to the ground as was physically possible. Any-
thing less was a grave offence, as would have been performing his
act from a wall or the branch of a tree. Thus ensconced, he was en-
joined from looking at the sun, the moon, stars, fire, another
Brahmin, the village temple or a Banyan tree. When he'd finished,
he washed his hands and feet with the water in his brass vessel
before heading for the village tank for his ritual ablution. Once there,
he selected a handful of dirt to aid his wash, Its nature, too, was
rigorously prescribed The dirt could ot conte from a white ants®
nest, salt earth, a potter's field, a cow pasture, a temple enclosure, or
ground touched by the shade of a Banyan tree. Mixing his water with
the mud, he washed his soiled parts with his left hand,*

‘When he’d Einished, he washed his hands five times, beginning
with the left; his feet five times beginning with the right; rinsed his
mouth eight times taking care, at the risk of committing a terrible
offence, to spit the water out each time to the Ieft side of his body,
‘That dope, be was ready for the twenty-third and final observance of
his morning bowel movement. He took three sips of water, thinking
as he did 5o of Vishnu,

That rite accomplished, Ranjit Lal headed back to his hut past
the fields from whose reluctant soils he scratched the bare io-
gredients of survival for himself, his wife and his seven children.
Beyond them, at the crest of an almost imperceptible rise, Lal could
see in the first glimmer of dawn the sweeping branches of a trio of

* Ta the orthodox Hindy, the navel is the body's frontier.

N elow at, the Lt hand 1 sed; for those abore, the right 15 gf::rglc{; fif.f‘:’?;i’&"
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babul trees. Like umbrellas, their branches opeped over a flat piece
of earth, It was the village cremation ground where for five centuries
the dead of Chatarpur had been laid upon their funeral pyres, If
there was one inescapable certainty in the circle of certainties that
circumscribed that Indian peasant’s life, it was that it would end on
a bed of sticks there in that cremation ground.

Beyond, 2 purplish stone tower pierced the blue-grey horizon like
some gigantic phallic symbol. At its left were a pair of gracefnl
domes, rvins of the thirteenth-century metropolis of the Sultan
Alauddin, founder of one of the seven cities of ancient Delhi. Barely
twenty miles north, in the broad avenues of New Delhi, Ranjit Lal
and his fellow villagers had an historic rendezvous this morning. For
most of them, it would be the first time they'd made that brief
journey. Ranjit Lal had made it only once in 52 years, to buy a gold
‘bangle in the bazaar for the marriage of his eldest davghter,

This morning, however, for the villagers of Chatarpur as for the
inhabitants of all the villages around Delhi, distance no longer
existed, Tributaries of an immense and triumphant stream, they
flowed with the dawn towards the centre of their rejoicing capital to
celebrate in its streets the end of 2 colonization most of them had
not even known.,

New Delri, 15 August 1947

‘Oh lovely dawn of freedom that breaks in gold and purple over an
ancient capital,’ proclaimed India’s poet laureate in benediction over
the crowds swarming into New Delhi, They came from all sides,
There were caravans of tongas, their bells jingling gaily. There were
bullocks, harnesses aud hoofs painted with orange, green and white
stripes, tupging wooden-wheeled platforms crowded with people.
The:c_ were trucks overflowing with people, their roofs and flanks
galleries of primitive paintings of snakes, eagles, falcons, sacred
cows and cool mountain landscapes. People came on donkey,
borse and bicycle, walking and running, country people with turbans
of every shape and colour imaginable, their women in bright, festive
saris, cvery bauble they owned glittering on their arms, from tReir
ears, fingers and noses.

For a bricf moment in that fraternal cohort, rank, religion and
caste ins, U hab Hindus, Sikhs,
Moskm_s, Parsees, Anglo-Indians laughed, cheered, and occasionally
wept with emotjon. Ranjit Lal rented a tonga for four annas for
himself, his wife and his seven children, All around him, Lal could
hear other peasants excitedly explaining to their kitb and kin why
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they were all going to Delhi. “The British are going,’ they cried.
“Nehrn is going to raise a new flag. We are free!”

The shriek of silver trumpets sundered the morning air. With a final
burst of Victorian pomp the first official ceremony of this extra-
ordinary day was beginning. It was the swearing-in of the first
constitutional Governor-General of the new dominion of India.

As solemn as he had been in Karachi, Queen Victorias great-
grandson advanced towards the throne where he would receive 2
charge and an honour unique in the coming annals of decoloniza-
tion. For Louis t ‘the most and inspiring
day in his life' was beginning, the day he would be handing over
charge of the h land of bis great: dmother’s empire.

His wife walked by his side in a silver lamé gown, a diadem sct in
her brown hair. Determined the day ‘would go off with the utmost
pomp’, Mountbatten had supervised every detail of India’s inde-
pendence ceremonies with his love of pageantry and his teutonic zest
for detail. A colourful vniformed escort preceded the regal pair as
they flowed towards those crimson thrones in which five months
before they’d been installea as Viceroy and Vicereine,

Ranged to their right and left on the marble dais under a velvet
canopy were the new masters of India, Nehru in cotton jodhpurs acd
a linen vest, Vallabhbhai Patel more than ever the scowling Roman
emperor in his white doti, all the others in their little white Congress

caps.

Taking his place, an amusing thought struck Mountbatten, The
men and women ranged beside him probably had only one experience
in common: they had, almost all of them, served time in 2 British
prison. Before that array of former guests of His Majesty’s govern-
ment’s prison administration, Louis Mountbatten raised his right
hand and soleranly swore to become the humble and faithful first
servant of an independent India, When he’d finished, those ministers
whose names Nehru had forgotten to place in his envelope the
evening before, swore their oaths at the hands of the man who'd
given India her independence. . .

Outside, the echoes of the 21-gun salute* marking the event began
to roll across India’s rejoicing capital. Waiting for the Mount-
battens at the foot of the red-carpeted steps leading out of Durbar
qu was the gold state carriage assembled almost half a century
earlier by the craftsmen of London’s Messrs Parker and Company,
for the royal visit to India of George V and Queen Mary. In front of

* The old Viceregal 31+
shtutional Govam:(—Gcnﬂl;lmf saluts had been roduced to 2 guns for the Coa-
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its six matched bays, the entire Governor-General’s Bodyguard wag
assembled in plistening black jack-boots, white riding-breeches,
white tunies closed by scatlet sashes embroidered ia gold.

The great procession jangled down the drive of Viceroy's House,
all fluttering pennants and lances, point men and postillions, colour
guards and connecting files, buglers and commanders, four squad-
rons of the world's finest harsemen aglitter in scarlet and gold, a
portrait from an old storybook, the last parade of the British Raj,

Nodding with those £tiff and graceful half-gestures with which
royalty condescénds to acknowledge the masses, the tautly erect
Mountbattens drove dowsn a line of saluting troops to the great
wrouéht-imn gates of Lutyens’s palace. There, outside, India
wait

It was an India such as no Englishman had seen in three
centuries, This was no cutlous erowd come to be dazzled by the
circuses of the Raj, to applaud the spectacles staged for their enter-
tainment by their rulers, The dimensions of India had always been
in her masses, and today, those masses were thronging New Delhi in
nombers and a density never seen before, Jubilant, excited, glecfully
unruly, they swarmed around the procession, forcing the horses of
the Bodyguard down to a slow walk. All Mountbatten’s protacal, all
his careful on the itions of another
1ndia, collapsed, engulfed, overwhelmed by the new India born this
day, a vibrant, seething mass drowning the scarlet and gold in a
happy brown horde of human beings.

. Caught in the crowd along the Mountbattens® route, the Sikh
Jjourndlist who the night before, bad greeted independence by kissing
a Moslem medical student, suddenly thought ‘the chains are break-
ing all around me’. He remembered how once, as a child, an English
schoolboy had forced him off 2 sidewalk. “No one could do that to
me now,’ he thought. In the crowd, he noted, there were no more
;fhl or poor]; Ui!ouchables or masters, lawyers, bank clerks,
olies or pickpockets, just happy people embracing and calling to
caxl:h other ‘Azad Sahib - We are ftee, Sir!® s
It was as though an entire people had suddenty rediscovered their
hm‘{le,' noted one wituess to that happy pandemonijum. Seeing his
Dation’s flag flying for the first time over the Delhi officers” mess,
Major U.C. Dubey, an officer in the Indian Army, thought: ina
mess where we've been stooges, now there’s no one above us but our
brother Indian officers,”
For many simple Indians, the magic word independence meant ==
neW world was at hand, Ranjit Lal, the peasant from Chaf i
assured his c/hildmn that ‘there will be much to eat now *

'y

- ’
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India is free’. People refused to pay bus fares, assuming they shoukd
now be free. A humble beggar walked into 2n enclosure for
fareign diplomats. A policeman asked him for his invitation.

‘Invitation 7 he answered, “Why do I need an invitation? I bave my
independence. That’s enough.”

Across India, scenes of rejoicing similar to those in the capital
marked this memorable morning. In Calcutta at 8.00am., a lgord_e
from the city’s slums swept through the gates of the majestic
governor’s palace, While the last British governor, Sir Frederick
Burrows, and his wife breakfasted in a corner of the house the
crowd raced through the spacious salons. In Burrows’ bedroom,
some of those miserable creatures who'd pever slept on anyuun_g
softer than a patch of dirt or the ropes of a charpoi, celebrated their
independence by jumping up and down like excited children on the
bed in which the governor’s [ady had been sleeping an hour before.
Blsewhere in the house, others expressed their joy at India’s inde-
pendence by stabbing the oil paintings of India’s former rulers with
the tips of their umbrellas.

Trams and trolleys ran free of charge all day. A city that had
feared it would echo this day to the sound of gunfire rang with
‘happier sounds: the explosion of fire crackers. 5 3

In Bombay, excited crowds swarmed into that citadel of imperial
clegance, the Taj Mahal Hotel. All day long, in Madras, the dark
south-Indian crowds streamed along the waterfront to Fort Saint
George to state with pride and raptuse at their nation’s flag fiying at
Tast over the first fortress of the British East India Company. At
Suirat, dozens of gaily-bedecked boats staged an independence regatta
in tbe bay where Captain Hawkins had begun Britain’s Indian
adventure,

India’s freedom brought freedom of a most tangible nature to one
category of people. Jail doors opened before thousands of canvicts
granted pardon as an Independence Day gesture. Death sentences
were commuted. Mystic India, the India of fakirs and fairy tales,
joined the feast. At Thira Kazhukunram in the south, the mysterious
pair of white eagles which swooped down from the sky each noon to
snatch their food from the hands of a local sadku, seemed to honour
the occasion with an exultant beating of their wings. In the jungles
of Madura, near Madras, other holy men indulged in the outlawed
spectacle of hook-swinging, Impaling the flesh of their backs on
iron Slaws suspended from a kind of gibbet, they dangled above
gawking crowds, offering their agony for India’s freedom - and a
particufarly bountiful harvest of alms.
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Everywhete, the day was characterized by the goodwill displayed
towards the British and the dignity with which they participated in
ceremonies which for many of them marked a sad, nostalgic moment.
In Shillong, the British commanding officer of the Assam Rifles
spontaneously stood down, giving his Indian deputy the honour of
commanding the Independence Day parade, At the huge Chuba tea
plantation ncar the Burmese border, Peter Bullock, the plantation
mapager, organized @ Field Day complete with egg and spoon and
sack races for his 1500 workers, most of whom didn’t even know
what it was they were celebrating with their unexpected holiday.

There were exceptions. In Simla, Mrs Maude Penn Montague
refused to leave the bome in which she had given so many grand
‘balls and dinners. She considered herself in mourning., Bomn in
India, of a father who'd also been born on the sub-continent, ladia
had become her home., With the exception of five years schooling in
England, her whole lifc had been spent there, To friends who sug-
gested it was now time to leave, she replied: ‘My Dear, whatever
would I do in Epgland 71 don’t even know how to boil the water fora
cup of tea.’ And so, while the former summer capital of the Raj
celebrated, she sat at home weeping, unable to bear the sight of
another nation’s flag going up that pole where her beloved Union
Jack had flown.

For the other great inion born on the sub il i35
August was a particularly auspicious day. It was the last Friday of
the holy month of Ramadan. The festivities were almost as much a
celebration of the state™s founder as they were of the state jtself.
lianab’s photo and mame were everywhere: in windows, bazaars,
stores, on enormous triumphal arches spanuing city streets, The
Pakistan Times even proclaimed that, through the voice of their
caretakers, the camels, monkeys and tigers of the Lahore zoo joited
in sending their wishes to the Quaid-e~Azzam and trumpeting
‘Pakistan Zindabad', There may have been no flags of the new state
in Dacca, capital of its eastern wing, but everywhere there were

pictures of the lsader who'd never visited its sofl.

Jinnah himself celebrated the day by assuming full powers for his
supposedly ceremonial office. In the year of life remaining to him,
the London-trained lawyer who for years had not ceased to proclaim
his faith in the constitutional process, would govern his new nation
as a dictator,

He would do it without the comforting presence of his closest
lwing relative, 500 miles from Karachi, on the balcoay of a
fatin Colaba, one of Bombay’s most clegant suburbs, a young

Wwoman had decorated her balcony with two flags, one for fndia and

s
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India is free’. People refused to pay bus fares, assuming they should
now be free, A humble beggar walked into an enclosure reserved for
foreign diplomats, A policeman asked him for his invatation.

“Invitation? he answered, “Why do I need an invitation 7 T have my
independence. That's enough.”

Across India, scenes of rejoicing similar to those in the capital
marked this memorable morning. In Calcutta at 8.00a.m., a2 horqe
from the city’s slums swept through the gates of the majestic
governor's palace. While the last British governor, Sir Frederick
Burrows, and his wife breakfasted in a comer of the house the
crowd raced through the spacious salons. In Burrows® bedroom,
some of those miserable creatures who'd pever slept on anything
softer than a patch of dirt or the ropes of a charpoi, celebrated their
independence by jumping up and down like excited children on the
bed in which the governor’s lady had been sleeping an hour before.
Elsewhere in the house, others expressed their joy at India's inde-
pendence by stabbing the oil paintings of Indin’s former rulers with
the tips of their umbrellas.

Trams and trolleys ran free of charge all day. A city that bhad
feared it would echo this day to the sound of gunfire rang with
‘happier sounds: the explosion of fire crackers,

In Bombay, excited crowds swatmed into that citadel of imperial
clegance, the Taj Mabal Hotel. All day long, in Madras, the dark
south-Indian crowds streamed along the waterfront to Fort Saint
George to stare with pride and rapture at their nation’s flag flying at
last over the first fortress of the British East India Company. At
Suirat, dozens of gaily-bedecked boats staged an independence regatta
in the bay where Captain Hawkins had begun Britain's Indian
adventure,

India’s freedom brought freedom of a most tangible nature to one
category of people. Jail doors opened before thousands of convicts
granted pardon as an Independence Day gesture. Death sentences
were commuted. Mystic India, the India of fakirs and fairy tales,
jcif::d the feast. At Thiru Kazhukunram in the south,the mysterious
pair of white eagles which swooped down from the sky each noon to
snatch their food from the bands of a local sadku, seemed to honour
the occasion with an exultant beating of their wings, In the jungles
of Madura, near Madras, other hioly men indulged in the outlawed
spectacle of hook-swinging. Impaling the flesh of their backs on
iron claws suspended from o kind of gibbet, they dangled sbove
gawking crowds, offering their agony for India” -~

particularly bountiful hasvest of ahme, s freedom - aod 2
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Everywhere, the day was characterized by the goodwill displaygd
towards the British and the dignity with which they participated in
ceremonies which for maay of them marked 4 sad, nostalgic moment,
In Shillong, the British commanding officer of the Assam Rifles
spontaneously stood down, giving bis Indian deputy the honour of
commanding the Independence Day parade. At the huge Chuba tea
plantation near the Burmese border, Peter Bullock, the plaatation
manager, organized & Field Day complete with ¢gg and spoon and
sack races for his 1500 workers, most of whom dida’t even know
what it was they were celebrating with their unexpected holiday.

‘There were exceptions. In Simla, Mrs Maude Penp Montague
refused to leave the home in which she had given so many grand
balls and dinners. She considered herself in mourning. Born in
India, of a father who'd also been born on the sub-continent, India
had become her home, With the exception of five years schooling in
England, her whole life had been spent there. To friends who sug-
gested it was now time to leave, she replied: ‘My Dear, whatever
would I do in England 71 don’t even know how to boil the water fora
cup of tea” And so, while the former summer capital of the Raj
celebrated, she sat at home weeping, unable to bear the sight of
another nation’s flag going up that pole where her beloved Union
Jack had flown,

For the other great dominion born on the sub i 15
August was a particularly auspicious day. It was the last Friday of
the holy month of Ramadan. The festivities were almost as much a
celebration of the state’s founder as they were of the state itself,
Jinnsh's photo and name were everywhere: in windows, bazaars,
stores, on enormous triumphal arches spaanidg city streets. The
Pakistan Times even proclaimed that, through the voice of their

caretakess, the camels, monkeys and tigers of the Labore zoo joined
in sending their wishes to the Quaid-e~Azzam and trumpeting
“Pakistan Zindabad”. There may have been no Rags of the new stats
in Dacea, capital of its eastern wing, but everywhere there wers
pictures of the leader who'd never visited its soil.

Jinnah himself celebrated the day by assuming full powers for hig
supposedly ceremondal office. In the year of life remaining to him,
the London-trained lawyer who for years had not ceased to proclaim
his faith ia the constitotional process, would gavern his new nation
o ioa do it without the comfortin

He woul i 4 i1 Sl i
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one for Pakistan, They symbolized the temible dilemama Inde-
pendence Day had posed for her, as well as for so many others. Dina,
the only child of Mohammed Ali Jinnah, had been unable to decide
to which country she wished to belong, the land of her birth, or the
Islamic nation created by ber father, .

Conscious of the terrible drama Jurking behind this enphoric
Independence Day, many an Indian was unable to share in the
eostasy of his celebrating countrymen. In Lucknow, Anis Kidwai
would always remember the incongruous spectacle of a group of
cheering, laughing people waving flags, next to others in tears
l;eufuse they'd just learned of the death of close relatives in the

jab.

Khushwant Singh, a Sikh lawyer from Lahore, was totally
indifferent to the gay crowds around him in New Delhi. ‘T had
nothing to rejoice abont,” ke would bitterly recall, “For me and
millions like me, this Independence Day was a tragedy. They'd
mutilated the Punjab, and I had lost everything.’

The Punjab, 15 August 1947

India’s joyful Independence Day was indeed a day of horror for the
Punjab. The predominant colour of the dawn of freedom breaking
over its ancient vistas was not purple and gold but crimson. In
Amritsar, while the city’s new authorities dutifully performed their
independence rituals at the city’s Moghul fortress, an enraged horde
of Sikhs was ravaging a Moslem neighbourhood less than a mile
away. They slaughtered its male ichabitants without mercy or ex-
ception. The women were stripped, repeatedly raped, then paraded
shaking and terrified through the city to the Golden Temple where
most had their throats cut,

In the Sikh state of Patiala, Sikh bands prowled the coun'ryside
pouncing on Moslems trying to flee across the frontier to Pakistan,
Prince Bahndra Singh, the Maharaja’s brother, stumbled on one
such band armed with huge kirpans, Pleading with them to return
to their villages, he said: “This is harvest time, You should be home
cutting your crops.”

."l'her: is another crop to cut first,’ replied their leader slicing the
air with his kirpan.

Amritsar’s red-brick railway station had become  kind of refugee
camp, a clearing house for thousands of Hindus who'd fled from
Pakxsta:n’s half of the Punjab. They swarmed around its waiting
:::i:‘f;t: ticket office, its platforms, ready to scrutinize each arriving

missing relatives and friends.
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Late in the afternoon of 15 August, the station master, Chani
Singh, pushed his way through their near-hysterical, weeping ranks
‘with all the authority his little blue cap and the red flag he clutched
in his hands conferred on him. Singh was prepared for the scene that
would follow the arrival of the incoming Number Ten Down Express:
1t was the same now for every train arriving in his station, Men and
woren would rush to the windows and doors of the dust-yellow
third-class bogies, carri P hing for the child they'd
lost in their hasty flight, shricking out names, trampling and shaviag
each other in prief and hysteria. People in tears would rush from
carriage to carriage calling for a missing relative, looking for some-
one from their village who might bring them news. There would be
the abandored children weeping softly on a stack of luggage, the
‘babies born in flight being nursed by their mothers in the midst of
that milling mob.

At the head of the platform Singh took his place and officiously
waved the incoming locomotive to z halt. As its preat steel frame
rolled to a stop above his head, Singh glimpsed a strange sight. Four
armed soldiers were standing guard over the sullen engine driver.
‘When the hiss of escaping steam and the shrick of the brakes had
died, Singh suddenly realized something was tesribly wrong.

The babbling multitudes packing the platform were petrified,
frozen into an eerie silence by the sight before them. Singh stared
down the Line of eight carriages. All the windows of the compart~
Tnents were wide open but there was not a single human being stand-
ingatany of them. Not a single door had opened. Not a single person
rlas getting off the train. They had brought him a trainful of phan-

oms.

The station master strode to the first carriage, snatched open the
door and stepped inside. In one horrible instant he understood why
10 one was getting off the Ten Down Express in Amritsar that night,
It was not a trainful of phantoms they'd brought him, it was a train-
ful of corpses. The floor of the compartment before him was a
tangled jumble of human bodies, throats cut, skulls smashed, bowels
eviscerated. Arms, Jegs, trunks of bodies were strewn along the
cortidors of compartmenfs, From somewhere in that ghastly human
Junk-beop at his feet, Singh heard a sound of strangled gargling,
Rea}mng that there might be a few sarvivors, Singh called out: “You
are in Amsitsar, Weare Hindus and Sikhs here, The policeare present,
Do not be afraid.”

At his words a few of the dead began to stir, The stark horros of
the scepes that followed would be forever 2 nightmare engraved
upon the station master’s mind, One woman picked her husband’s.»,

N
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pained by the division of India, Their identification with Mahatma
Gandhi and the things he stood for, however, ended there.

The group to which they belonged cherished an historic dream, to
reconstitute a great Hindu empire from the headwaters of the Indus
River to eastern Burma, from Tibet to Cape Comorin. They despised
Gandhi and all his works. To them, India"s national hero was the
arch-enemy of Hinduism, The doctrine of non-violence with which
he had led India to independence was in their eyes a coward’s
philosophy thap had vitiated the force and character of the Hindo
peoples. There was no place in their dreams for the brotherhood and
tolerance of India’s Moslem minority preached by Gandhi. They
considered themselves, as Hindus, the sole heirs to India’s Aryan
conquerors and therefore the rightful proprictors of the sub-
continent, The Moslems, they held, were descendants of 2n usurping
clan, that of the Moghuls.

But, above all, there was ope sin for which they could mever
pardon India’s elderly leader. That they should even have accused
him of it was the final cruel irony in the cruellest year in Mobandas
Gandhi’s ife. They held Gandhi, the only Indian politician who had
opposed it until the very end, solely responsible for India’s partition.

The man standing in front of their gathering in Poona that August

was a i Godse had, in that summet of *

1947, just become 37, yet slight pads of baby fat still clung to his
cheeks, giving him a deceptively young and innocent look. He had
exceptional eyes, large, sad and compelling in their slightly crossed
gaze, In repose, there was always about his regard a faint arr of dis~
approval, a strain about the mouth and nostrils as though he had
just smelled a neighbour's body odour but was too polite or too in-
hibited to express his distaste.

Now, however, those features were not in repose. Earlier, Nath-
uram Godse had made clear his sentiments on India’s Independence
Day on the front page of the daly paper he edited, the Hindu
[Rashtra ~ Hindu Nation. The spot usually filled by his daily editorial
had been Ieft blank, its white columns surrounded by a black band
of mourning.

The ceremonies all around India celebrating indej
he told his followers, ‘deliberate camouﬂngegto cugeo:z:ilﬂtl‘xc:; elfé
people the fact that hundreds of Hindu men were ‘being massacred
and hundreds of Hindu women being kidnapped and raped.”

“The vivisection of India,’ he shouted, was ‘a calamity condemnin
miltions of Indians to horrible sufferings.” It was, ‘the work of mi
Congress Party and, above al, s leader Gandhi

When he had finished, Nathuram Godse led his 500 followers in




OH LOVELY DAWN OF FREEDOM® 215

{he salute to their flag. Thusibs pressed against their hsms', their
fands’ palms down,at right angles to their chests, they vowed ‘to the
Motherland which gave me birth and in which I have grown that my
body s ready to die for ber cause’, .

As be always did, Nathuram Godse feit o tremor of pride ﬂmg
across his being as he recited those words, All his life, from his
school examinations through half a dozen trades, Nathuram Fodse
ad been a failure at everything he'd undertaken, Then hed. em-
braced the extremist doctrines of the RSSS. Stecping himself in its
lote and literature, teaching himsclf to write, to speak, he had made
himself one of the movement’s foremost polemicists. Now he saw
for himself a new role. He would become a vengeful spirit, puri-
fying Tndia of the foes of a militant Hindu resurrection. Inthatrole,
for the first time, Nathuram Godse would not be a failure,

New Delh, 15 August 1947

For years to come, the one great memory left by 15 August 1947 in
India would be the crowds, the multitudinous hordes inundating in
2 human sea the event that had been designed as the high point of
the new natjon's independence celebrations. It was the official raising
of the Indian flag at five o'clock in the afternoon in an open space
neat New Delhi’s India Gate, a sandstone arch dedicated to the
90,000 Indians who'd dicd for the British Empire in World War One,
Louis Mountbatten and his advisers, drawing on those manuals
which had ordered all the grandiose manifestations of the Raj, had
estimated 30,000 people would attend. The figure was wrong, not by
2 few thousand but by well over half a million. Never before had
anyone ever seen anything remotely like it in India’s capital city,
Stretching out in every direction, the masses that had converged
on the site engulfed the little official tribunc erected next to the flag-
pole. To one spectator, it Jooked like *a raft bobbing on a stormy
s¢a’, Everything - every vestige of the barriers, the bandstands, the
carcfully prepared visitors' gallery and guide-ropes ~ was swapt
away in a dense torrent of human beings, Helpless, the police looked
on as barriers were trampled, chairs snapped, like twigs under a man's
foot, Lost in those masses, Ragjit Lal, the peasant who'd left his
village of Chatharpur at dawn, thought the only crowds in India like
it must be for the melas, the holy bathing festivals in the Ganges. So
tightly did the throng press around him that Lat and his wife couldn’t
even eat the chapatis they'd brought with them from their village.

They were unable to move their hands from their sides o’ their
mouths. ’ -

"
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Elizabeth Colling and Muriel Watson, Lady Mountbatten's
sccretaries, arrived just after five. They had come dressed for the
occasion, in fresh white gloves, their best cocktail dresses and
bright little feathered hats. denly they found thi Ives caught
up in the surge of that happy, sweaty, half-naked crowd. They were
literally swept off their feet and thrust forward by the crowd’s
remorseless drive. Clutching each other for support, their hats askew,
their dresses dishevelled, they led to remain up-
right, For the first time in her life, Elizabeth, who'd accompanied
Lady Mountbatten on all her wartime trips, was frightened. Tighten-
ing her grip on Muricl’s arm, she gasped: ‘We're going to be trampled
to deatht’

Mouriel scanned the hordes hemming them in on 21l sides. ‘Thank
God,’ she murmured with a sigh of relief, “at lcast, they're not wear-
ing shoes.’

Pamela Mountbatten, the 17-year-old younger daughter of the
Governor-General, arrived with two of her father’s stafl. With
enormous difficulty they worked their way towards the wooden
tribune. A hundred yards away they came on an impassable barrier
of people, all seated, squeezed so tightly together that there was
barely a breath of air between them.

Spotting her from his place on the tribune Nehru shouted at her
to cross over the people to the platform.

‘How can 17" she shouted back. ‘I've got high heels on.”

“Take them off,’ replied Nehru.

‘Pamela conldn’t dream of doing sometking as undignifed on such
an historic occasion. ‘Oh,’ she gasped, ‘I coulda’t do that.’

“Then leave them on,” said Nehru. ‘Just walk over the people. They
won't mind.’

“Oh,’ replied Pamela, ‘the heels will hurt them.”

“Don’t be a silly gir),’ snapped Nehru, ‘Take them off and come
across.

With a sigh, the daughter of India’s last Viceroy kicked off her
shoes, picked them up and set off across the carpet of human beings
separating her from the platform. Laughing gleefully, the Indians

over v.h.uu.l she was treading helped her along, steadying her shaking
i:g],s guiding her eibow, pointing with delight to her shiny high

At the instant the bright turbans of the bod: i
1 h yguard escorting the
Mountbattens' state carriage appeared on the horizon, the cfowd
thrust forward with a wave-like heave, Follawing her parents’ slow
progress from the tribune, Pamela witnessed an incredible spectacle.
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In that human sea surrounding the tribune were thonsands quomen
clutching nursing babies at their breasts. Terrified that their infants
would be crushed by the mob’s surge, they reacted with a desperate
gesture, They hurled them up into the air like rubber balls, tossing
them back up again each time they tumbled down. In an fnstant, the
air was filled with hundreds of infants. ‘My God,” thought the young
gitl her eyes wide with wonder, ‘it’s raining babies!”

From his carriage, Mountbatten instantly realized there wasa’t
the vaguest chance of carrying out the elaborately planned ritual he'd
prepared to accompany the flag raising. He himself couldn’t even
get out of the carriage.

‘Let’s just hoist the flag’ he shouted to Nehru. ‘The band's
swzmped. They can't play. The guards can’t move.”

Over the crowd’s happy din, the men on the platform heard his
call. The saffron, white and green banner of a Iree India climbed up
the flagpole while, tautly erect in his carriage, Queen Victoria’s great-
grandson marked its progress with a formal salute.

A roar of untrammelfed happiness burst from half a million
throats as the folds of the flag rose above the heads of the crowd. In
the joy of that sublime second, India forgot the battle of Plassey, the
vengeance of 1857, the massacre of Amritsar. Forgotten for an in-
stant were the humiliations of martial law, the lathi-swinging police
charges, the executions of her independence martyrs. Three difficult
centuries were set aside to allow her to savour unfettered the delight
of that moment,

Even the heavens seemed ready to brighten its historic impact. As
India's pew flag nearcd the peak of its flagstaff, a rainbow suddenly
flashed across the sky, To a people to whom the occult was an

bsession and the celestial bodies the i of Man’s destiny,
its could only be i asa if jon of the
Divine, Most extraordinary of all, its green, yellow and indigo
bands were eerily similar to the colours of the flag framed in its per-
fect arc, As it glittered there, a voice quivering with wonder rose
from the faceless horde around the platform.

‘When God himself gives us a sign such as this,” it called out in
Hindi, *who can stand against us?*

The most extraordinary experience of their lives now awaited Louis
and Edwina Mountbatten, their ride back to Lutyens® palace, Their
gilded carrizge became a sort of life-raft, tossed amidst the most
hysterical, bappy, exuberant throng of human beings either of them
had ever scen. Nehru himself was passed up into the carriage to ride
with them, quite literally thrust abonrd by bis ~~wmemmen, ‘The ©-»
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whole thing, Mountbatten thought, was “a kind of an enotmous
picnic of almost a million people, all of them having more fun than
they’d ever had in their lives’, He immediately understood that this
spontaneous, uncontrollable, but utterly happy outburst was a far
truer reflection of the meaning of this day than all the pomp and
pageantry he’'d planned for it.

Standing up in the middle of a forest of waving hands thrust

it towards his, Mountb: scanned the crowd, trying to
find an outer limit to that ficld of human heads. He could se¢
nonca‘As far as his eyes could reach there was the crowd, always the *
crow

Thtee times, Mountbatten and his wife leaned out of the carriage
and hauled aboard an exhausted woman about to tumble under its
wheels, The trio took their places on the black leather seats designed
1o cushion the King and Queen of England, They sat therr, dark eyes
wide with wonder, the edges of their saris pulled across their gigghng
mouths, bouncing along with India’s last Viceroy and Vicereine
langhing happily at their sides.

Above all, for Louis and Edwina Mouatbatten the memory of this
glorious day would always be associated with a cty, a vibrant, inter-
minably repeated cry. No Englishman in Indian history had been
privileged to hear it shouted with the emotion and sincerity that
went with it that afternoon in New Delhi. Like a series of thunder-
claps it burst over and over again from the crowd, the popular
sanction of Mountbatten’s achievement. Standing there in his
shaking carriage, he teceived something neither his great-grand-
mother nor any of her progeny had received, the homage, the real
homage, of the people of India. ‘Mountbatten Ki Jail* the crowd
yelled again and again, ‘Mountbatten Ki Jai - Long Live Mount-
batten?’,

Six thousand miles from the exulting crowds of New Delhi, in the
heart of the Scottish Highlands, an official car entered the courtyard
of the castle of Balmoral. Its sole cccupant was immediately shown
to the study in which George VI awaited, Bowing stiffly, the Ear] of
Listowel, last Secretary of State for India, solemnly informed the
King that the Transfer of Power to Indian hands had been accom-
plished. The nature of the monarch’s reign was irrevocably altered;
his no longer was the designation of George VI, Rex Imperator,
He had nowW, Listowel explained, to return to George VI's custody
those ancient seals which had been the badge of the Secretary of

State’s office, the symbol of the links bindi i i
State's off cmwn.sym binding the Indjan Empire to
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Unhappily, he continued, there were no seals, Someone years'
before had mislaid them, The only souvenir his last Secretary of
State for India could offer to the sovereign was a ritualistic nod of
his head and the symbolic extension of an empty palm.

Dusk, and the dust raised by a million feet, settled over the capital
of India. Thousands continued to throng its streets, singing, cheer-
ing, embracing. In Old Delhi, by the walls of the Red Fort, thousands
of celebrating people swarmed through a gigantic outdoor carnival
of snake charmers, jugglers, fortune tellers, dancing bears, wrestlers,
sword swallowers, fakirs ‘piercing their cheeks with silver spikes,
flautists, Other thousands trudged out of the city towards the end-
kess plains from which they’d come. Raajit Lal, the Brahmin peasant
from Chatharpur, was among them. To Lal’s distress, the tonga
driver who'd asked four annas to bring him to Delhi pow wanted two
fupees to take him home, Vowing that was too high @ price to pay
for freedom, he and his family set out to walk the twenty miles back
to their village.

Alone at last in the private chamber of their palace, Louis and
Edwina Mountbatten fell into each other’s arms. Te#rs of sheer
happiness poured down their faces. The wheel of their lives had come
full circle. In the strests of the city in which a quarter of a century
before they had fallen in love, they had shared a triumph, felt an
exhilaration such as is given to few people to know, For the admiral,
even though he had tasted the exultant pleasure of accepting the
surrender of three quarters of a million Japanese, his life would
never produce another experience to rival it. It bad been, Louis
Mountbatten thought, like the hysterical celebration at the end of a
;var -‘only this had been ‘a war both sides bad won, 8 war without

The following morning, 2 visitor from New Delhi rang the bell of
Number 10 Downing Street. Its occupant, Clement Attlec, had
every reason to feel satisfied. India’s independence had been ace
companied by an outpouring of goodwill and friendship towards
Britain such as no one had thought possible six months before,
Comparing her actions tb those of Holland in Indonesiz and France
in Indo-China, onc distinguished Indian had declared, “We can-
not l;m. admire the courage and political capacity of the British
e

Louis Mountbatten, however, had sent his former Secretary,

szge Abell, to caution Attlee against any excessive jubilation ""M

2
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such declarations. The manner in which independence had been
achieved, Abell told Attlee in the garden of his residence, was a
great triumph both for his government and the man he had chosen
as his last Viceroy. But, he warned, don't celebrate the triumph
too quickly or too publicly, because the inevitable consequence
of partition was going to be ‘the most appalling bloodshed and
confusion’.

Attlee puffed at his pipe and sadly shook his head. There would
be no boastful trumpetings, no self-satisfied proclamations coming
from Downing Street, he agreed. He was ‘under no illusion’. What
they had accomplished was important but he well knew there was
now a price to be paid and that price was gotng to be ‘terrible blood-
shed in the India we have left’.

The time had come to open Pandora’s box. For just a second Louis
Mountbatten paused, his gaze upon the two manilla envelopes in
his hand. Each contained a set of the new maps of the sub-continent
and less than a dozen typewritten pages of paper. They were the last
official docunrents Britain would bequeath India, the final links in a
chain that had begun with Elizabeth I's Royal Charter to the East
India Company in 1599 and continued down to that act over which,
barely a month before, a clerk had muttered ‘Le Ro! le Veult’, None
of the documents which had preceded them, however, had produced
a reaction as immediate or as brutal as these were going to, They
were, inevitably, the catalysts of the tragedy predicted to Britain's
Prime Minister in his Downing Street garden.

Mountbatten passed them to Nehruand Pakistan’s Prime Minister,
Liagat Ali Khan, suggesting they study ther in two different fooms,
then return for a joint meeting in two hours® time. The fury contort-
ing their faces on their return reassured Mountbatten on at least one
pont: Cynl Radcliffe had performed his thankless task with true
impartiality, Both men seemed equally enraged. As soon as they sat
down, they exploded in a rush of angry protests. India’s inde-
pendence celebrations were over,

Cyril Radcliffe had followed his instructions rigorously in applying
his scalpel to the map of India, With a few minor exceptions, the
lincs he'd traced in the Punjab and Bengal were those imposed by the
religious persuasion of the majority populations, The result was
exzcgly v./hat everyone had predicted: technically feasible, in practical

¢ line in the Ben; d both parties to ie ruin
unless they could collaborate. Eighty-five per cent of the world’s jute
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was grown in the area that had gone to Pakistan, but there was nota
single mill for processing it in the new state’s territory, India wound
up with over a hundred jute mills, the port of Calcutta from which
it was shipped to the world - and no jute.

The Punjab boundary over which Radcliffe had agonized so
much, began in a trackless wood on the edge of Kashmir where the
western branch of a river called the Ujh entered the Punjab. Follow-
ing where possible the Ravi or Sutlej Rivers, it ran 200 miles
south to the northernmost edge of the Great Indian Desert. Lahore
went to Pakistan, Amritsar with its Golden Temple to India,

As it was condemned from the start to do, Radcliffe’s line sliced
into two parts the lands and peoplgs of India’s most closely knit,
militant community, the Sikhs, Vengeful and embittered, they were
Baw to became the principal actors in the tragedy of the Punjab.

The major t duced by Radchffe’s award would
come over one of his rare exceptions to his majority population
principle. It involved a squalid httle city called Gurdaspur near the
northern extremity of the Punjab. There, Radcliffe bad elected to
follow the natural boundary line of the Ravi River, leaving the city
and the Moslem villages araund it inside India, instead of creating
a Pakistani enciave protruding into Indian territory.

It was a decision for which Pakistan’s mullions wowld never
pardon him. For, had Radcliffe awarded Gurdaspur to Pakistan, it
was not that dirty, inconsequential city Jinnah’s state would bave
won, With it, inevitably, would have come the enchanted vale for
which the dying Moghul Emperor Jchangit had cried in despaic
“Kashmir - only Kashmir",

Witheut Gurdaspur, India would have no practicable land access
to Kashmir and its vacillating Hindu Maharaja, Hari Singh,
would have had no choice except to hnk Kashmir's destiny to

Pakistan. Unintentionally, almost inadvertently, Radchffe’s scalpel
kad offered India tte hope of claiming Kashmir.

The man who had been asked to serve as the artisan of India’s vivi-
section because he had known so little about it, contemplated for the
last time in his Ufe the mournful landscapes of the country he'd
divided. Cyril Radchife, under close sceurity guard, was going home,
The last task accomplished by the ICS officer delegated to assist him
had been to comb his plane for a possible bomb. Lost in his thoughts,
the British jurist watched from his aircraft’s window as the Punjab’s
endless ficlds of wheat and sugarcane shipped past, their furrows
indelibly altered now by the tracings of Its pencil on 3 map

Radcliffe knew well the grief and consternation the hnes K.

e
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produced were going to cause, There had been, alas, no lines he
could have drawn that would not have brought forth their harvest of
anguish and suffering. The elements incxorably propelling the Pun-
jab 1o tragedy had been inherent In the situation long before Cyril
Radcliffe had been summoned to India. As certain as the eternaf
cycle of the Punjab's seasons, the consequences of his award would,
he knew, be terrible bloodshed, violence and destruction. And, just
as certain, he knew it was he who would be blamed for it all.

Packed away in his luggage were Radcliffe’s physical souvenirs of
his stay in India, a pair of oriental carpets be'd bought in Delhi’s
bazaar, His real souvenirs would always be mental. On his appoint-
ment both Nehru and Jinnah had agreed to be bound by his de-
cision and use all their ity to i it. Now, in i
haste, both men rushed to condemn those parts which did not suit
them, sabotaging it, almost, with their *ill-tempered reactions’,

In a few days’ time, in those law chambers from which he'd set out
for India, a thoroughly disenchanted Radcliffe reacted to their out-
‘burst with the one gesture available to him, He disdainfully returned
the £2000 he was to have received as his fee for preparing the most
complex boundary award of modern times,

On the plains below, invisible to Radcliffe, the greatest migration
in human history was already beginning. Precursors of the storm to
come, a first trickle of helpless people staggered along the Punjab's
canal banks, down her dirt paths, and uamarked tracks, over her
great Trunk Highway, across her unharvested fields, In 2 few hours,
the publication of Radcliffe’s report would add still another dimen-
sion to the horrors enfolding that province which had been the arena
of so many of mankind’s dramas. Villages whose Moslem inhabitants
had exulted at the birth of Pakistan would find themselves in India;
in others, Sikhs barely finished celebrating what they had mistakenly
thought was their hamlet’s attachment to India, before they had to
flee for their hives towards Radcliffe’s border across the fields they'd
cultivated for years,

Soon the anomalies which Radcliffe had warned haste would pro-
duce bcca_me manifest, In places, the headworks of a canal system
ended up in one country, the embankments which protected them in
another. Sometimes the kine ran down the heart of a village, leaving
a dozen huts in India, a dozen more in Pakistan, Occasionally it
even bxsc_ctcd a home, leaving 2 front door opening on to India and
a rear window looking into Pakistan. Almost all the Punjab’s jails
wound up in Pakistan. So, too, did its solitary lunatic asylum,

‘There, in 2 sudden burst of lucidity, its terrified Hindu and Sikh
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inmates begged their custodians to send them to India, The Moslems,
they reasoned, would slaughter them if they remained in Pakistan,
Their plea was rejected. Far less prescient than those lunatics for
whom they were responsible, the asylum’s doctors foresaw no such
danger. Condescendingly they assured their patients ‘their fears were
imaginary’, They were anything but that,



13
‘Our People Have Gone Mad®

The Punjab, August-September 1947
It would be unique, a lysm witkout d f in

in pattern, d in savagery. For six
ternble weeks, like the ravages of a medicval plague, a mania for
murder would sweep across the face of northern India. There would
be no sanctuary from its scourge, no corner free from the contagion
of its virus, Half as many Indians would lose their lives in that swift
splurge of slaughter as Americans in four years of combat in World
War IL

Everywhere the many and the strong assaulted the weak and the
few. In the stately homes of New Delhi’s Aurangazeb Road, the
silver souks of Old Delhi’s Chandni Chowk,the mokallas of Amritsar,
the elegant suburbs of Lahore, the bazaar of Rawalpindi, the walled
city of Peshawar; in shops, stalls, mud huts, village alleyways; in
brick-kilns, factories and ficlds; in railway stations and tea houses;
communities which had lved side by side for generations fell upon
each other in an orgy of hate, It was not a war, not a civil war, not
a guemitla campaign, It was a convulsion, the sudden, shattering
collapse of a society. One act provoked another, one horror fed
another, each slaughter begot its successor, each rumour its imitator,
each atrocity its t, until, hke sl tion images of a
building disintegrating under the impact of an explosion, the walls
of Punyab society crumbled upon each other.

The disaster had its explanations. India and Pakistan were at the
mement of their birth like a pair of Siamese twins hnked by a
malignant temour, the Punjab. Cyril Radchffe’s scalpel had severed
the tumour, but it had not been able to carve out the cancerous cells
infecting each half. His hne had left § million Sikhs and Hindus
in Pakistan’s half of the Punjab, over 5 million Moslems in India’s
half. Prodded by the demagoguery of Jinnah and the leaders of the
Moslem League, the Pupjab’s explotted Moslems had convinced
themselves that, somehow, in Pakistan the Land of the Pure, Hindu

y-lenders, dars and ive Sikh land-
lords, would disappear. Yet there they were on the aftermath of
independence, still ready to collect their rents, still occupying their
shops and farms. Inevitably, a simple thought swept the Moslem
masses: if Pakistan is ours, 50 too are the shops, farms, houses and
factories of the Hindus and Sikhs Across the border the militant
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Sikhs prepared to drive the Moslems from their midst so they could
gather on to the abandoned lands their brothers whom Radcliffe’s
scalpel had left in Pakistan,

And so, in a bewildering frenzy, Hindus, Sikhs and Moslems
(urned on each other, India was ever a land of extravagant dimen-
sions, and the horror of the Punjab’s killings, the abundance of
human anguish and suffering they would produce, did not fail that
ancient tradition. Europe’s peoples had slaughtered each other with
bombs, shells and the calculated horrors of the gas chambers; the
people of the Punjab set out to destroy themselves with bamboo
staves, hockey-sticks, ice-picks, knives, clubs, swords, hammers,
bricks and clawing fingers. Theirs was a spontaneous, wrrational
slaughter. Appalled at the emotions they had inadvertently un.
teashed, their desperate leaders tried to call them back to reason
It was a hopeless cry. There was no reason in that brizf and cruel
scason when India vent mad.

Capt. R, E. Atkins of the 2/8 Gurkhas gasped in horror at the sight
athis feet, A figure of speech he'd often heard but had never believed

ad taken on reahty under his eyes, The gutters of Lahore were run-
ning red with blood. The beautiful Paris of the Orient was a vista
of desolation and destruction, Whole streets of Hindu homes were
ablaze, while Moslem police and troops stood by watching. At night,
the sounds of looters ransacking those homes seemed to Atkins like
the crunch of termites boring into logs. At his headquarters at
Braganza’s Hotel, Atkins had been besieged by a horde of pathetic,
balt-hysterical Hindu businessmen ready to offer him anything,

tvn_:nty-‘ﬁve. thirty, fifty th d ropees, their d. their
Wivey' )eyv:llery, if only he would let them flee the hell Lahore had
me in his jeep.

lq nearby Amritsar, broad sections of the city, its Moslem
sections, were nothing but heaps of brick and debris, twisting curls
of smoke drifting above them into the sky, vultures keeping their
vigil on their shattered walls, the pungent aroma of decomposing
corpses permeating the ruins, Everywhere the face of the Punjab
wag d.uﬁgun:d by similar scenes. In Lyallpur the Moslem workers
l: & textile factory turned on the Sikhs who shared the misery of
: h.:“ looms and slaughtered every one of them. There, the image
nblt had horrified Capt. Athins was magnified to an almost unbeliev-
h e dxm‘cns:on: this time it was an eatire irrigation canal that was
acarnadined by bundreds of Sikh and Hindu corpses.

In Simiz, Fay Campbell-Joh wife of Lord ) s

Press attaché, gaped in horror at the spectacle she beheld from the
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veranda of Ceeil's Hotel where the Raj’s summering rulers had
sipped their tea, Sikhs on bicycles, waving their kirpans, were
swooping down the Mall chasing flecing Moslems like hunters a fox.
They would ride up behind a gasping victim and behead him with
one terrible swish of their swords. Another Englishwoman saw the
head of one of their victims, a fez still fixed firmly to it, rolling an}:g
the street while the Sikh assassin furiously pursued his next victim
waving his bloody sword, shricking: ‘I'll kill more! I'll kill more!’

A man’s exccutioner could be a friend or a stranger. Every day
for fifteen years, Niranjan Singh, a Sikh tea merchant in the Mont-
gomery bazaar, had served a pot of Assam tea to the Moslem
leatherworker who came rushing to his shop one August morning.
‘He was setting the man’s ration on his little brass balance when he
looked up to see his customer, his face contorted in hate, pointing
at him and screaming *Kill him, kill him{*

A dozen Moslem hoodlums raced out of the alley. Que severed
Singh’s leg at the knee with a sword. In an instant they had killed
his 90-year-old father and his only son. The last sight he saw as he
lost consciousness was his 18-year-old daughter, screaming in fright,
being carried off on the shoulders of the man to whom he'd been
serving tea for fifteen years.

There were districts in which not a single village went unharmed,
not a bazaar was left standing. Everywhere the minority community
was, gripped by fear and terror. In Ukama, & Moslem-dominated
mill-town on the Lahore/Karachi railway, Madanlal Pahwa, a
stocky 20-year.old Indian Navy veteran, cowered inside the home
of his aunt. Through the windows he could see the town's jubilant
Moslems dancing, singing, waving flags, (hanting their newest
slogan: Hans ke liya Pakistan, Lodkelenge Hindustan-We got Pakistan

"by laughiog, we'll get India by fighting.” Madanlal hated Moslems.
In his khaki vniform with the black stripe of the RSSS he had helped
terrorize them. Now it was his turn to be terrorized., ‘We are all fright-
ened,’ he thought, “we are like sheep waiting for slanghter.”

‘Where they were dominant, the Sikhs were the best organized,
most vicious killers of all, Ahmed Zafrullahwas 2 Moslem tenant
farmer in a little village near Ferozpore, assaulted one night by 2
Sikh jaitha. ‘We knew we were going to be killed like rats,” he ro-
called. *We hid behind our charpols, behind our piles of cow dung.
The Sikhs broke down the door with axes. I was hit by a bullet in
1y Jeft atm. As T tried to stand, 1 saw my wifo get four bullets, Blood
‘was coming from her thigh and back. My 3-year-old son was hit in
the abdomen. He did not cry, He fell down. He was dead.

‘I took hold of my wife and my second son. We left the dead child
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and crawled out to the street. I saw Sikhs shooting 40wn the
Moslems coming from the other buts. Some were carrying away
girls on their shoulders. There were shricks and wailings and shout-
ings. The Sikhs jumped on me and dragged my dead wife from my
arms, They killed the sccond boy and left me fo die in the dust. I
ad no strength to weep or feart to drop. My eyes were as dry as
the rivers of the Sind before the 1 fell down ous.”

Tn Sheikhpura, a trading town north of Lahore, the entire Hindu
and Sikk community was herded into an enormous ‘go-down’, 2
huge warchouse used by the town bank to store the sacks of grain
held as collateral for its loans, Once inside, the helpless Hindus
weee machine-gunned by Moslem police and army deserters. There
WCTS DO survivors.

One constant refrain.sprang from the lips of the British officers
who'd stayed on 4o serve in the Indian or Pakistan armics: <It was
far worse than anything we saw in World War I1.”

Robert Trumbull, a veteran correspondent of the New York
Times, noted: ‘1 have never been as shaken by anything, even by
the piled-up bodics on the beach-head of Tarawa, In India today
blood flows oftener than rain fafls, I kave scen dead by the hundreds
aod, worst of all, thousands of Indians without eyes, feet or hands.
Death by shooting is merciful and uncommon; Men, women and
children are commonly beaten to death with clubs and stones and
1et 1o die, their death agony intensified by heat and fiies.”

The watring communities seemed to rival each other in savagery.
One British officer of the Punjab Boundary Force discovered four
Mostem babies ‘roasted tke piglets on spits in a village raided by
Sikhs’. Another found a group of Hindu women, their breasts
methodically mutilated by Moslem zealots, being headed for
ddaughter,

In Moslem arcas, Hindus were sometimes offered the choice of
converting to Istam or flecing Pakistan, Bagh Das, a Hindu farmer
in a bamlet west of Lyaliper, was marched with tbree hundred
fellow Hindus to & mosque set by a small pond in a neighbouring
village, Their feet were washed in the pond, then they were herded
into the mosque and ordered to sit crossegped on the foor. The
mauly{ read 8 few verses of the Koran, *Now,’ he told them, ‘you
h&v& l}ae choice of becoming Moslems and living kappily or being

,"We preferred the former,' acknowledged Das. Each convert was
given & acw Mosera name and made to recite a verse from the
Korzn. Then they were herded into the Mmosque’s couttyard where
& cow wes roasting. One by one the Hindus were made to eat & pleco
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of its flesh, Das, a vegetarian until that jnstant, ‘had & vomiting
sensation’, but he controlled it because, he thought, ‘I will be killed
if I do not obey their command’, o

His neighbour, a Brahmin, asked permission to take his wife
and three children back to his hut to get his special wedding plates
and forks in view of the importance of the moment. Flattered, his
Moslem captors agreed. “The Brahmin, had a2 keife hidden in his
house,’ Das remembered. “When he got home, he tock it from its
hiding-place, He cut his wife's throat, then the throats of his three
children, Then he stabbed his own heart. None of them returned to
eat the meat.’

A motive that had nothing to do with religious fervour was more
often behind the Moslem attacks on Hindus and Sikhs in Pakistan.
It was greed, a simple, often carefully orchestrated effort to grab the
lands, shops and wealth of their neighbdurs.

Sardar Prem Singh,a Sikh, exercised the occupation the Moslems
detested more than any other in a village near Sialkot, He was a
money-lender. ‘I belonged to a very rich family,’ Prem Singh noted,
‘I had a big house, double-storied with strong iron gates in front.
Everyone in the village knew I was the richest. Many Moslems
mortgaged their jewels with me. I kept them in 2 big iron safe, At
some time in his life almost every Moslem in the village had pledged
his ornaments with me.”

One morning just after independence, Prem Singh saw a milling
mob of Moslems streaming towards his house, brandishing clubs,
crowbars, knives. He recoganized almost every male in the crowd.
They had all at one time or another been his creditors, *“The safe,
the safe,” they screamed.

“They expected to reap a rich harvest,”Prem Singh knew. His safe,
however, contained something more than Moslem jewels. Locked
inside was a double-barrelled shotgun and twenty-five cartridges.
Singh opened the safe, grabbed the gun and rushed to the second
floor. For an hour he ran from window to window defending his
home from the mob trying to beat in his gate. As he did o, an appall-
ing scene was taking place on the floor below. Certain the Moslem
mob was about to break into the house, his wife summoned Prem
Singh's six daughters to his office. She took a huge dmm of cooking
kemsem; :l:‘dsc'lnkr;ndmd herself in its contents. After besceching the
mercy of the s gury, Nanak, and urgin;
hﬂo CH‘;‘P? she set herself ablaze, gi0g her daughters to follow

n the floor above, still fighting desperatelv, he:
mystificd by the sickening odour dimngeupti!hé smirl;‘fcbaFniaYl;f
when he had only five cartridges Ieft, the mob withdrew and the
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h d Sikh d irs. There the horrified money-
lender discovered the reason for the acrid stench that had haunted
him. Stretched in front of his open safe were the charred corpses
of his wife and three of his daughters who had preferred self-
immolation to the risk of rape at Moslem hands,

Not all the Sikhs and Hindus driven from their homes were
wealthy. Kuldip Singh was a 14-year-old boy, the son of a Sikh
sharecropper, one of fifty Hindus and Sikhs in 2 village of six
hundred Moslems north of Lahore. He shared the misery of his
two-room hut with his parests, two buffalocs and & cow. One day
their Moslem neighb ded their quarter shouting, “Leave
Pakistan or we will kill you.”

They fled to the home of the most important Sikh in the village.
“The Moslems came with swords, kaives, long iron pikes with
kerosene cloths tied on them to burn us, We threw bricks and stones
at them, but they were able to set fire to our house. They caught
hold of one Sikh and set fire to his beard. Even though his beard
was burning, he still killed one Moslem by throwing a big brick at
his head. Then he fell down dead muttering the name of the Sikh
gur.

“They dragged the men outside and killed them in the streets, I
ran to the roof. The women were there watching. They knew they
would be captured and raped. Some of them had babies in their arms.
They made a big fire on the roof, They fed their babies their bteast
mitk, crying of the fate overtaking thern, Then they threw the babies
in the fire and jumped in after them.*

‘1 could not bear the sight,’ the Sikh youth remembered. He leapt
off the roof and in the confusion and growing darkness escaped to
& tree in whose branches he hid for the next six hours.

‘A bad smell was coming from the house because of the burning
bodics,” he recalled. ‘My mother and father did not come out. 1

. knew they had been killed or had jumped into the fire. I saw two

girls being carried away. They did not ery. They were unconscious.

*When there was peace late at night, I came down from the tree,
1 went into the house. They were all dead. Everybody in the village
except the two girls and myself had been Xilled.* The 14-year-old
Sikh spent the night in that charnel house, too stunned even to weep,
AR dawn, he tried to recognize the charred forms of his parents
among the blackened bodies of the friends and neighbours he'd
:u!cwn lll!hhxi‘! life. };cdleouldn‘tih He found 2 blood-coated knife

g on the floor and chop uncut hair {2
eyx:!.;!d pose as a Moslemn. Thx:ndhc fled. from his head so be
Horror bad no race, and the terrible anguish of those Augas ™




290 FREEDOM AT MIDNIGHT

days in the Punjab was meted out with almost biblical balance, a0
eye for an eye, massacre for massacre, rape for rape, blind cruclty
for blind cruelty, The only difference between Kuldip Singh and
Mokammed Yaqub was their religion. Mohammed foo was a 14-
year-old boy. He lived in Judia ncar Arritsar, The Moslem youth
Was playing marbles in front of the hut in which he lived with his
parents and six brothers and sisters when the Sikhs attacked. He
managed to hide in the sugar cane at the edge of his village.

*The Sikhs cut the breasts of some women. The others began to
un around with fear,’ he remembered. *Some of our villagers killed
their own wives and daughters to prevent the Sikhs from getting
them. The Sikhs speared two of my small brothers through their
bodies. My father could not bear the sight, He ran amok. He was
running here and there Jike @ madman, swinging a sword. The Sikhs
could not catch him in the open ficlds. They set the village dogs to
run after him, The dogs began to bite his legs and so my father had
to slow down his running. Theh the Sikhs caught him. Some held
him tight. They pulled him down, cut him into pieces with their
swords, my father. His head, hands and legs were separated from
his body. Then they allowed the dogs to eat the body.”

Fifty of the five hundred Moslemns in Mohammed's village sur-
vived the , saved by the i ion of 2 patrol of the Punjab
‘Boundary Force. Mohammed, sole survivor of his family, was ‘taken
into a truck manned by Gurkha army men to travel to 2n unknown
land which the leaders said belonged to Moslems’,

The memory of that terrible upheaval would leave an indelible
scar upon millions of people. Rare were the Punjabi families which
did not lose a relative in the senscless slaughter, For years to coms,
the Punjab would be an of ies, each i
more poignant, more harrowing than the next; the same terrible
accounts of a people suddenly uprooted from the lands to which
they’d been attached for years and thrown into panic-stricken flight.
A special passion attached Sant Singh, a Sikh, to the land from which
ke was driven. He had, in a sense, bought that land with his blood,

the blood he'd shed for Britain on the beach of Gallipoli in World
War L 1t had taken him sixteen years to clear and plant the plot he'd
been awarded, like thousands of other Sikh army veterans, in an
area reclaimed by a British canal irrigation scheme between the Ravi
and Sutlej rivers south-west of Lahore, He bad brovght bis bride
to the tent in which he'd lived for over a decade, raised his children
on that land, built there the five-room mud brick house that was
both his pride and the measure of his 1ife’s achievements. Two days
before independence, one of Sant Singh's Moslem fieldworkers
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brought him a pamphiet being secretly passed among the Moslems
of the area.

*The Sikhs and Hindus do not belong to this land eny mose, They
should be driven out,’ it said, The attack came three days later. Sant
Singh aad the 200 fellow Sikhs of his village decided to flee for their
lives, He was assigned, with five other men under an 80-year-old ex-
army sergeant, to go on a truck as an escort for the village women.
Before leaving, he went to the guru dwara, the temple he'd helped to
build, *I came here with nothing, he prayed. °1 leave with nothing.
1 sk only for your protection,” he begged the gury Nanak.

Just outside a village called Birwalla the gurw’s protection eaded,
Sant Singh’s truck ran out of petrol, He remembers: ‘It was dark,
We had been driving beside the railway track instead of on the road,
to avoid being seen by Moslems. We had been told they had made a

huge road block in Birwalla and were killing all the Hindus and
Sikhs they could find, We could hear them shouting and shricking
in the darkness because the town was only-a few hundred yards

away.

*An elderly Mostem saw us and ran off into the night. We knew he
had gone to warn them. Then we heard the voices coming for us.
‘We were terrified. Qur leader took the decision that we would shoot
all our women. We did not want to permit them to be raped and
defiled. We arranged them in thres lines side by sids sitting on the
gx"otl;;:d. We ba?z}agcd l&eu- ee’r;s. ol‘:ic 2-month-old baby was feeding
af breast of its mother. We told them to recite the Sil
“G&d {s truth” over and over again. o Sikh prayer

‘My wife was in the middle. My two daughters were there, m
daughter-in-faw and my two granddaughters. I tried not to lot':k.{
had 2 double-barrelled shotgun. The others had & -303 rifle, two re~
volvers and one Sten gun. I quoted the scriptures to them from the
fifth book of the guru's Holy Book which says, “Everything is the
:;il h‘;{e %:da:n:}cﬁ eg;_o“r :ﬁmledml? w'?é you have to die™, I took out

te handke: and told the others I would wave it three timeg
cotlxnung c:!o:hrce Th;n s:z xvould shoot. et

“Xyraved it once a id “EX ~onel” X waved 2 second ti
xmc‘l, do — twol” All the time I was praying “God, doz‘t mﬁ
a;&:&,s‘nsedngthqdume.AsIdidIsawheadlx‘ghuinlhedishnce,
ey 239 S1ZN In answer to oy prayers. I said we must ask them

* “What i i * sai
wem” lf the people in the car are Moslem?” said the old

**We must ask anyway,” I said.

‘Itwasatruckonheumy.'meywmuoshmloldieu;b;éihe
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officer was a good man, & major. He said he would save us. We kissed
his feet. Then we set off again.’

Calcutta, 17 August 1947

They were almost 100,000 strong. Since five o’clock they had been
waiting for him, inundating the square of Narkeldonga, lining the
1ooftops around it, hanging from windows, clustered on ‘balconies.
Human heads, like a dense array of ripe fmits, secmed to constitute
the folinge of its few trees. Eighteen bundred miles from the plains
of the Punjab, where Hindu and Moslem killed each other with
such sadistic fury, that indiscriminately mixed mass of Hindus and
Moslems awaited the appearance of the little man who had checked
the violence of the most violent city in Asis.

‘When at last Gandhi’s frail silhouette appeared above the crowd
of heads ringing his little prayer platform, a sort of mystic current
seemed to ize the i C lating that heaving
crowd, vibrant with joy and enthusiasm, a sudden doubt gnawed
the Mahatma, It scemed too goad to be true.

'Bverybody is i fons on me for the miracle
Calcutta is witnessing,” he said, ‘Let us all thank God for His
abundant mercy, but let us not forget that there are isolated spots
in Calcutta where all is not welL’

Above all, he asked his followers, Hindus and Moslerns alike, to
join him in the prayer that the ‘Miracle of Calcutta® would pot *prove
to be a momentary ebullition’,

‘What one unarmed non-violent man was accomplishing in the
world’s meanest city, 55,000 heavily armed professional soldiers
were unable to accomplish in the Punjab. The Punjab Boundary
Force, put together with such care by the Viceroy and the Com-
mander-in-Chicf of the Indian Army, was overwhelmed by events
in the province it had been designed to safeguard. That it was, was
understandable. Twelve of the Punjab’s districts were aflame; some
of those districts covered areas larger than all Palestine where 100,000
British soldiers were unable to keep order that autumn, The tanks
an.d trucks were poo:}y adapted to the dirt tracks and paths that
:s“s:o;“setdlh::x; Punjab, The ideal would have been cavalry, of
s ‘were no ca i i v
o o were o valry units left in the army which had
The que‘s task was infinitely complicated by administrati
collapse in the province. Cables, mlt:il and tZk‘;;oncs sndden:;
stopped working, For lack of better accommodation, the Indians
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were forced to govern their half of the Punjab from a house with
one telephone line and a radio installed in a toilet.

The situation in Pakistan was far worse. The new nation was
verging on ch20s. Jinnah's missing croguet set had been !ocated, I:.ut
Kittle else. Hundreds of railway carriages crammed with material
destined for the new state disappeared, were stolen, or t\n:ncd up at
the wrong destination. In Karachi, the desks and chairs hada’t
atrived, Government employees had to squat on the sidewalks in
front of their offices, pecking out on thejr typewriters the first
official texts of the largest Moslem nation in the world. Inside, their
seniots governed their new nation sitting on crates aand boxes.

The economy Was in a turmoil. Pakistan had warchouses bulging
with hide, jute and cotton and no tanneries, factories or mills to
process it. She produced a quarter of the sub-tontinent’s tobacco
but did not bave a match factory in which to produce matches to
light her smokers’ cigarettes. The banking system was paralysed
because the banks’ Hindu managers and clerks had fled to India.

It was over her share of the goods of the old Indian Army, how-
ever, that Pakistan encountered Indian bad faith in a way that
seem to a deli effort 1o jeopardize her survival.
Of the 170,000 tons of army stores Pakistan was allotted under the
Partition Agreement, she would ultimately get 6000. Three bundred
special trains had been assigned to carry her arms and ordnance.
Three arrived. Opening them, a team of Pakistani officers discovered
they contained 5000 pairs of shoes, 5000 unserviceable riffes, a con-
signment of nurses’ smocks, and & number of wooden crates stuffed
with bricks and prophylactics.

This trickery left bitter memorics in Pakistan and a decp-seated
conviction 8mong many that their Indian neighbours were trying to
strangle them in the cradle. They were not alone in that conviction,
Field-Marshal Sir Claude Auchinleck, who'd been asked to stay on
10 supervise the division of the armies’ goods, informed the British
G ‘I bave no hesitation wh: in affirming that the
present Indian Cabinct is implacably dete;

n
r rmined to do all in its
power to prevent the establishment of the Dominion of Pakistan.’

Tt was not India’s machinations, however, that were the real threat

to Pakistap. The new nation, like its Indian neighbour,

be engulfed by the most massive migration ing:m,;;‘;uﬁtgfﬁ“ﬁz
violence racking the Punjab was producing its inevitable result, the
result sought by the desperate men behind it og both sides of the
border..me one end of the Punjab to the other, taking whatever
possessions they could carry, by car, bicycle, train, mule, bullock
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cart, and on foot, a terrified people were flecing their homes, rushing
1n headlong flight towards any promisc of safety. They would pro-
duce an exch of ion, an outpouring of ! ity, on a
scale and of an intensity never before recorded. By the time the
movement reached floodtide in Iate September, five million human
beings would clog the roads and fields of the Punjab. Ten and a half’
million people, enough to form, if they joined hands, a column
stretching from Caleutta to New York, would be uprooted, most of
them in the brief span of three months. Their unprecedented exodus
would create ten times the number of refugees the creation of Isracl
would produce in the Middle East, three or four times the number
of displaced persons who'd fled eastern Europe after the war, It
began, for the wretches who composed it, in a million different ways
with 2 million different parting gestures.

For the Moslems of the Indian town of Karnal, north of Delhi,
tht word was d by a drummer ing through their

ighbourhood: his drum, iming in Urdy, ‘For the
protection of the Moslem population, trains have arrived to carry
them to Pakistan,” Twenty thousand people left their homes within
an hour, marching off to the railway station to the beat of the drum.
A town crier informed the 2000 Moslems of the Indian town of
Kasauli that they had twenty-four hours to leave. Assembled at dawn
the following morning on a parade ground, all their belongings
except one blanket apiece and the clothes they wore were takea from
them. Then, 2 pathetic gaggle of people, they started to walk towards
their Promised Land.

Madanlal Pahwa, the man who'd cowered in his aunt’s house
thinking ‘We're like sheep waiting for a slaughter’, left in a bus
belonging to his cousin. Everything the family could move went
into the bus: furniture, clothes, money, gold, pictures of Shiva.
Everything except its most important member, Madanlal’s father,
He refused to leave because his astrologer had told him 20 August
1947 was not an auspicious day to begin a journey. Despite the fact
a Moslem friend had warned him an attack on the Hinduswas
planned for that day, despite the murders and burning that had
already occurred, he refused to budge from his home until the
moment his astrologer had assured him was propitious: 23 August
at 9.30 in the morning.

No one was immune. The Moslem patients at the Lady Linlithgow
TB Sanatorium in Kasauli were ordered out of the clinic by their
Hindu doctors. Some of them had only one lung; others were
recovering from operations, but they were taken to the sanatorium’s
gates and told to start walking to Pakistan. In Pakistan the twenty-
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five sadhus of the Baba Lal ashram were driven °"l" of the buildings
where they had devoted their lives to prayer, medl(_a!icq, yoga anq
Hindu study. Wrapped in their orange robes, their saint, Swami
Sundar, on the ashram’s miraculous white horse at their head, they
marched off chanting mantras, while behind them a mob set their
ashram ablaze. . 5

For most tefugees, the major concern at the instant of their
departure was to save what few possessions they could. B. R.
Adalkha, 8 wealthy Hindu merchant in Montgomery, vgrapped
40,000 rupees in a xooney-belt around his waist “for bribing the
Moslems along their way not to kill us’. Many, particularly wealthy
Hindus, tended to have their life-savings in jewels and gold bangles.
One Hindu farmer outside Lahore carefully wrapped all his wife’s
gold and jewellery in packages and tossed them into his well. He
planned to return one day with a diver to recover them. Mati Das,
a Hindu grain merchant in Rawalpindi, packed the fruits of a life’s
efforts, 30,000 rupees and forty tolas of gold, into a little box. To
make sure he would not lose it, he tied it to his wrist. It was a useless
precaution, In a few days time a Moslem assailant would steal the
box by the simple expedient of cutting off Das’s arm.

‘The most precious possession of Renu Braunbhai, the wife of a
poor Hindu peasant in the Mi: i district, was )
It.was her cow. The devout Hindu had a speciat veneration for the
ageing beast. Sure ‘the Moslems would kil it to eat it’, she set it
free. Overcome by the beast’s state, she ished a fast
action on jts behalf. She took vermilion powder and pressed a red
tilak dot on its forchead to bring it Juck.

Alia Hyder,a wealthy Moslem girl from Lucknow, managed to
flee by plane with her mother and sister, They were leaving for a
Lifetime, but like tourists setting out on a trip, they were allowed only
twenty kilos of luggage. She could never forget the pathetic morning
they spent in the family itchen weighing out their most précious
posscssions on the balance their servants had used to weigh flour
and sice, ¥er sister Snally selected her red and gold embroidered
wedding sari. Her mother picked her blue velvet prayer rug, its
surface emblazoned, curiously, with the star of David. Alia took &
Koran, its cover in rosewood infaid with mother of pearl,

’n.\e concern of Baldev Raj, a wealthy Hindu farmer near Mian-
wali, was not to save his wealth before leaving, but to destroy it.
Ccrw.n they would be attacked and robbed during their flight, Raj
and }ns five brothers took the contents of the family safe'to ﬂxc’mof
of his home, He was ot going to ‘let my money fall into the hands
©of some Jazy Moslem". They heaped their currency into a pile. Then,

> .
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weeping hysterically, they lit the most extraordinary bon‘ﬁre thejr
eyes would ever behold: their lifetime savings literally going up in
flam

es.

Some left determined to return. Abmed Abbas, a Moslem journal-
ist from Panipat north of Delki, bad always opposed Pakistan, and
it was not to Jinnah's Promised Land he chose to flee, but to Delhi.
Going out of the house, Abbas’s mother hung a sign on the door.
*“This house belongs to the Abbas family which has decided not to
go to Pakistan®, it read. ‘This family is only temporatily going to
Delhi and will return.”

For Vickie Nooa, the beautiful English wife of one of Pakistan's
most important men, Sir Feroz Kbhan Noon, a harrowing flight
began with the arrival of an unknown messenger on her doorstep
in Kulu, her vacation home. It was in a Hindu area near Simla
which had gone to India.

“They’re coming to your house tonight,” he said. She had two shot-
guus and & revolver which belonged to her hushand who was already
in Lahore. She armed two trusted Moslem servants with the shot-
guns. Although she’d never fired a gun in her Lfe, she kept the
revolver herself, As darkness fell, she could see bursts of flames flare
up in the valley leading towards her home, the houses of her Moslem
neighbours being set ablaze by Hindu mobs. Slowly, that chain of
fires crept towards her, The 22-year-old girl kept thinking of a line
a pair of Americans she’d met in the valley had taught her. They
were Buddhist converts and it was a cornerstone of their new faith:
*Everything is transitory.’ Suddenly, at 11.00, a savage down-pour
extinguished the fires below her. She was saved. The next morning
she fled to the safety of the palace of a close friend, the Hindu
Raja of Mandi, Her relief would be temporary, kowever. An adven-
ture was only just beginning for the beautiful English girl.

In fear and bitterness, hatred and rancour, they thus st out, first
in thousands, then hundreds of finally inundating in their
wr_etchcd mullions the roads and railways of the Punjab. They were

going to pose a terrible problem to the two new nations struggling
to survive, a menace of epidemic, famine, resettlement on a mind-
numbing scale. They became, inevitably, the carriers of the terrible
hysteria sweeping the Punjab, spreading its viras wherever they
passed with their tales of horror, creating in turn new outbursts of
violence to throw stull more helpless people on to the roads, Their
terrible migration would alter forever the face and character of one
af the richest swathes of land on the globe. Barely a Moslem would
remain at many of the sites where the Moghuls had produced one
of Islam’s great flowerings. Barely & thousand Sikhs and Hindus
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would remain behind of the 600,000 who had dwelt in Lahore. In
late Augnst, as the violence reached a crescendo, anonymous lmm'}s
performed before flecing a gesture that was an epitaph to Lahore’s
Jost dream, a silent and bitter commentary on what freedom’s first
‘hours had meant 10 so many Punjabis. Someone laid a black wreath
of mourning at the base of the city’s famous statue of Queen Victoria.

Calcutta, August 1947

“This time they were half a million waiting for him, The ‘Mimcle of
Calcutta’ still held, Five hundred thousand dark faces, Hindus and
Moslems in one fraternal cohort, covered the immense sweep of
Calcutta's Maidan whose green expanse had once been the preserve
of the polo ponies and white-flannelled cricketers, Gandhi himself,
in the charitable breadth of his vision, could not have imagined a
spectacle to match it. On this Avgust day, the day fixed by the
Moslem calendar for the great Istamic festival of Id-ul-Fitr, the
crowds had come to his evening prayer meeting in unprecedented
numbers,

Since dawn, tens of thousands of Hindus and Moslems had flowed
past the windows of the crumbling ruin in which the elderly leader
had taken up residence, seeking his blessing, offering him flowers
and sweets. As it was Monday, his day of silence, Gandhi spent much
of the day scrawling for his visitors little notes of pratitude and good
wishes, As he did so, thousands of Hindus and Moslems paraded
together through the streets, They chanted slogans of unity and
friendship, swapped cigarettes, sprayed each other with rosewater,
exchanged cakes and candy. L

‘When Gandhi finally reached the platform raised for his prayer
meeting in the middle of the Maidan, a wild burst of enthusiasm
swept the crowd. At precisely seven o’clock, visibly moved by the
fabulous spectacle of so much love and bratherhood shimmering
before him, Gandhi rose and joined his hands in the traditional
Indian sign of greeting to the crowd. Then the ageing Hindy leader
broke his pledge of silence to cry out in Urdu, the popular language
of India’s Moslems, *Id Mubarak - Happy 14",

For hundreds of thousands of Punjabis, the first instinctive reflex in
the cataclysm shaking their province was to rush towards the kittle
bnck.and tile buildings that offered in each important town a re-
assuring symbol of organization and order — the railway station,
The names of the trains which, for generations, had rumbled

their cement platforms were elements of the Indisn -
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measures as well of onc of Britain’s most substantial achievements
on the sub-continent. The Frontier Mail, the Calcutta-Peshawar
Express, the Bombay-Madras, had, like the Orient Express, the
‘Trans-Sibetian and the trains of the Union Pacific, bound up a conti-
nent and sown along their tracks the benefits of technology and
progress.

Now, in the late summer of 1947, those trains would become for
hundreds of thousands of Indians the best hope of flecing the
nightmares surrounding them. For tens of thousands of others they
would become rolling coffins. During those terrible days the appear-
ance of a locomotive in scores of Punjabi stations provoked the same
frenzied scenes, Like a ship's prow cutting through a heavy sca, those
engines rolled through the mass of scrambling humans choking the
platforms, crushing to a pulp of blood and bone the hapless few
inevitably shoved into their path, Sometimes their passengers would
have been waiting for days, often without food and water, nnder
the remorseless sun of 2 summer the monsoon refused o end. Ina
concert of tears and shricks, the crowd would throw itself on the
doors and windows of each wagon. They jammed their bodies and
the few belongings they carried into each compartment so that the
train’s flanks seemed to expand under the pressure of the humans
inside. Dozens more fought for a band-hold at each door, on the
steps, on the couplings, until a dense cluster of humans enfolded
cach car like a horde of flies swarming over a sugar cube. When
there were no handholds Ieft more on to their
rounded roofs, clinging in precarious uncertainty to the hot metal
until each roof was lined by its dense wall of refugees.

Crushed under that load of misery, the odour of coal smoke over-
whelmed by the steach of sweating bodies, their whistles drowned by
the shouts of the wretches whom they carried, the trains rolled off,
bearing their pitiful burdens to death or 2 Promised Land.

For Nibal Bhrannbi, 2 Hindu schoolteacher, his wife and six
children, that voyage ta safety never even began. After waiting for
six hours for their train to leave the station of the little Pakistani
town in which he’d taught for twenty years, Nihal and his family
finally heard the shriek of the locomotive’s whistle. The only de-
parture it heralded, however, was that of the engine. As it dis-
appeared, a howling horde of Moslems swept down on the station
brandishing clubs, homemade spears and hatchets, Screaming

‘Allah—a-Ak‘hnr-_God 1s Great’, they charged into the train, lashing
at every Hindu in sight, Some threw the helpless passengers out of
their compartment windows to the platform where their colleagues
waited ltko butchers to slaughter them. A few Hindus tried to run
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 green-shirted Moslerns pussacd them, killed them and fruried
t:etu‘: the dead and the dying, into a well in front of the station. The
schoolieacher, his wife and six children clung to each other in terror
in their compartment, The Moslems battered their way inside and
began to shoot. .

“The bullets hit my husbend and my only son,’ Nihal's wife would
always remember. “My son was crying “Water, water!” I had none
to give him. I cried for help, None came near me. Slowly my son
stopped crying and his eyes closed. My husband was speechless.
Blood was oozing out of his head. Suddenly he kicked his legs about.
Then he was silent, I tried to wake them up by shaking their bodies.
‘There was no response.

“My daughters were clinging to me and holding my sari tight.
The Moslems threw us outside, They carried away my three eldest
daughters. The eldest was beaten on the head. She stretched her
hands to me and cried: “Ma, Ma.” I could not move,

*Some time Jater the Moslems took my husband and son from the
train and threw them into the well, It was the end of them. I turned
hysterical. ¥ shouted like a.mad woman. ¥ lost all feelings, even for

the two living children. I was like a dead person.”

Only 100 of the 2000 people in ker train would, like the school-
teacher’s wife, survive to complete their terrible journcy to the other
cnd of the Punjab.

Kashmiri Lal, the Hinda who had waited to begin his flight ona
date his ) had laimed iti i on one
of those ill-fated trains that astrology is an inexact science. Fourteen
miles short of the safety of the Indian frontier, 2 band of Moslems
climbed on to his slow-moving train. They leapt on the women in
the neighbouring compartment, ripping the gold bangles and rings
from their ankles, wrists, arms and noscs. Half a dozen men threw
the younger women out the window, then leapt after them.

The rest turned to Lal's compartment. One of them all but be-
headed the woman opposite Lal with & sword stroke. For a grotesque
instant her head, stil} attached to her neck by a few tendons,

hung
over her shoulders like a broken doll's h hile i
Ty o ppuiders ke a1 cad, while in her Iap the

I;:!‘:;l‘;! -fn e;_xrmmdinaxy sensation:a Moslmf looter stealing the shoes
[cw cars away, spice-seller Dhani Ram threw his wif

children on to the floor as the first volleys struck the tmn.q “ﬁf‘;
ofmmd:d[enonwpofmemwo.mmdrbloodﬂawdmhh.



300 FPREEDOM AT MIDNIGHY

Ram bad an idea towhich he would owe, perhaps, his and his chil-
dren's Lives, He dipped his hands in the wounds of his dylng peigh-
bours and smeared thelr blood over his own aod his children’s face
30 the attackers might Jeave them for dead.

As the pace of the flight in both directions grew, those train-loads
of wretched refugees became the prime targets of assault on both sides
of the border, They wrre ambushed while they stood in stations or
in the open country, Tracks were tor up to derail them in front of
waiting hordes of assailants, Accomplices smuggled inta their com»
partments forced them to stop at pre~chosen sites by pulling on the
emergency cord. Engincers were bribed or cowed into delivering
their passengers into an ambush. On both sides of the border a man’s
sexual argan became, o the truest sense, his staff of life. In Indis,
Sikhs and Hindus prowled the cars of ambushed trairs, slanghtering
every male they found who was circumcised. In Pakistan, Moslems
taced along the trains murdering every mas who was not.

There were periods of four and five days at a stretch during which
notasingle train reached Lahore or Amritsar without its complement
of dead and wounded, U.C. Dubey, the Indiaa Army major
who’d been overwhelmed with joy on Independence Day at the sight
of his country's flag flying over the mess where he’d been humbled
by his British iors, had a stark d ion of the price of
that freedom in Lahore where he was an Indian liaison officer. A
train-load of dead and wounded rolled into the railroad station, As
it stopped, blood seeped out from under the doors of ecach of its
silent compartments, dripping on to the rails *like water Bowing
out of a refrigerator car on a hot day”.

As in 50 many other arcas that autums, the Sikh jarthas dis-

ingni: by the ization and savagery of their
attacks, besmirching by their viciousness the name of a great people.
Once, having ambushed a train in Amritsar, they sent a party dis-
guised as relief workers back throvgh the train, killing any victims
they’d missed in their original slaughter. Margaret Bourke-White,
Life X ne's great ph p d seeing & group of
lhosg Sikhs in Amm.sar station, *venerable in their long beards and
‘wearing the bright blue turbans of the Akali sect, sitting cross-
Ie.gged along the platform’, Each ‘held a long curved sabre across
his knce — waiting quietly for the next traln’.

Military guards were placed on the trains but all too often they
!‘ailn:l to fire on their attackers if they were from the same com-
munity. There were hcr?es too. Puzzled by the unexpected stackening

+ of the speed of his train sixty miles short of the Pakistan border,
; Abmed Zahur, a railroad worker, scrambled to the Jocomotive.
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‘Thete he spotted a pair of Sikhs handing the train's Hindu engineer
2 wad of rupee notes as a bribe to stop the train in Amritsar station.
The teerified Zahur slipped back to warn the British licutenant
commanding their escort of what he"d scen. Leaping along the roofs
of the wagons like mail-train robbers in a western, the young officer
and two of his men 180ed to the locomotive. Revolver in hand, the
Britisher ordered the engineer to speed up. His reply was to slam on
the brakes. The Britisher knocked him out with his pistol butt,
While his soldiers tied up the eogineer, he took over the train's

control. Minutes later, Zahur and his 3000 Moslem passengers were
treated to an dinary 1 stl

. e shricking, the young
TPritisher on the footplate, their train rocketed tbrough Amritsar

station at sixty miles an hour past a stonned army of Sikhs, swords
glinting, waiting to massacre them. Safely delivered to Pakistan, the
trein’s grateful Moslem passengers hung a* gatiand around the
Englishman’s neck. It was not made of the traditional marigold
blooms, however, but currency notes.

No trains were immune. ‘The train bearing hundreds of Moslem
servants of the old viceregal establishment in Simla down to Delhi
was stopped at the sound of an exploding fire cracker in Sonipat
station, Hundreds of Sikhs yushed the train. On board, Hindus
turned on the Moslems at whose sides they’d served the Empire.
In their compartment, Sarah Ismay, daughter of Lord Ismay, and
‘her fiancé, Flight-Lieutenant Wenty Beaumont, one of Lord Mount-
batten’s ADCs, took out a pair of pistols. Concealed under & pile
of suitcases at their fect was a third occupant of the compartment,
invited there because of the special circumstances, It was their
Moslem bearer, Abdul Hamid. B

A pair of well-dressed, well-spoken Hindus opened the doo:
the compartment and demanded to look for tbcpmeljnos\mirgseﬁl:;
with them. At their words, the soitcases hiding the bearer shook
from the frightened man’s trembling. .

“One step forward and you're dead,” Sarah told the Hindus,
pointing her Smith and Wesson at them, Abdu! Hamid would bé
lhgranly Moslemfon the n-ai‘x’:l to reach Delhi alive,

0s¢ trains of death, a3 they became known, would

of the grisly Punjab legend in the years to come, 2 commi:n?nas'
ghastly tales eacl; more chilling ma the next. Richard Fisher, 2
k o Axacti llas T 3

would be haunted for the rest of his life by the ons mi-‘,s;fm}g
e lived. Halfway between Quetia and Lahore, & group of Moslems
stopped his train. While one band of Moslemy raced through the
train, throwing any Sikh they found out of the window, another
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walted on the platform to beat each victim to death with strange
clobs three feet long, curving at one end into a half moon. The
horrificd midwesterner watched as thirteen Sikhs were thrown out to
die in a sickening cacophony of screamy and shattering bomes.
Between victims, the Motlems waved their bloody clubs, shouting
for more. As the train pulled out, leaving the thirteen battercd Sikh
corpses bekind, Fisher finally learned what the instruments of thelr
destruction had been. They were hockey sticks.

His surprises were not quite over. Another startling image
awaited the American fn Lahore station. Above the corpses along
the station’s platform, a bizarre beacon amidst its chaos, was a sign
similar to those posted in all the railway stations of the Punjab. It
was 8 reminder of those happicr days when the province of the
Five Rivers had been “a model of order and prosperity”.

“A complaint book is held st the disposition of travellers in the
station master’s office,” it read. ‘Any traveller wishing fo fodge a
complaint about the services encountered during his journey is
invited to make use of it

Caleutta, August 1947

This time, they were almost a million waiting for him. Day after
day, doring that terrible fortnight when the Punjab had gone
berserk, the size of the crowds attending Gandhi’s regolar evening
prayer meeting grew, transforming in their steady, spectacular
growth the savage metropolis into an oasis of peace aad fratemity,
‘The most miserable gity-dwellers in the world had heard the message
of the frail messenger of love and mastered their ancestral urge for
violence and hate. The miracle of Calcutta had held; the city, s the
New York Times noted, *was the wonder of India’,

‘Gandhi, with characteristic humility, refused to take credit for it.
“We are toys in the hands of God,’ he wrote in his paper, the Harifan,
‘He makes us dance to His tune.’ A letter from New Delhl, however,
rendered to that humble Cacsar the honour he was due, “In the
Punjab we have 55,000 soldiers and large-scale tioting on our hands,”
Louis Mountbatten wrote to his “dejected sparrow’,

‘In Bengal, our force consists of one man and there is no rioting.*
As n military leader and an administrator the last Viccroy humbly
;rsh:d' “to be allowed 1o pay fributc to my One Man Boundary

oree”,
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The Punjab, August 1947

‘The two men rode side by side in an open car, Three deqd_cs of
str:gtg'ive against British rule should have came'd the Pr.ime_ qustm
of the new nations of Pakistan and Ind_'la. the right to ride in triumph
through jubilant crowds of their admiring countrymen. Jawal_mxlal
Nehru and Liagat Ali Khan rode instead in dep‘resscd silence
through scenes of horror and misery, the {aces their countrymen
turned towards them alight with every emotion but gratitude at the
Hlessings freedom had brought them. For the second time, the two
men toured the Punjab, struggling to find some formula to restore
order to its chaotic landscape. 5 i

Everything had escaped their control. Their police had collapsed.
Their armics remained loyal ~ but only just. Indifference to, some-
times even active complicity in what was going on, paralysed their
civil administration. Now as their car sped past devastated village
after devastated village, unbarvested fields, wretched columns of
refugees, Rindus and Sikhs trudging dumbly east, Moslems dumbly
west, the two leaders, an aide noticed, seemed to shrink into the
back seat of the car, collapsing, almost, under the burden of their
misery.

Atnllaxt Nehru broke the oppressive silence. *What hell this pare
tition has brought us,’ he said to Liaqat in a half whisper, ‘We never
foresaw anything like this when we agreed toit. We've been brothers.
How cauld this have happened?'

*Our people have gone mad,’ Liagat replied.

Suddenly a figure broke from a line of refugees and bolted for
their car. It was a man, a Hindu, his face almost disfigured with
anguish, his body convulsed with sobs. He had recognized Nehrn,
Nehrs was 2 big man, a sahib from Delhi, from the government,
who could do something. Tears pouring down his face to mix with
the mucus flowing from his nosc, his contorted fingers clawing the
sir in ® beseeching ballet, the unknown Hindu begged Nehru to
help him. Three miles up the réad a band of Moslems had sprung
at his refugee column from the sugar cane and snatched away his
only child, & 10-year-old daughter, He loved his little girl, he cried

to Nehru, he Joved her very much. ‘Get her back for me,

please,
get her back.”
Nehry tumbled back on the car seat, almost, as he would tell an
aide, physically

il at this stark, direct confrontation with the miseries
overwhelming 30 many of his countrymen. He was Prime Minister
©f W0 mifion people yet be was helpless ¢

o 2id this one frantically
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weeping man, begging him to perform a miracle and get his little
daughter back. Overcome with anguish, Nehru stumped forward
clutching his head in his hands while his escort gently removed the
grief-stricken father from the running board of his car.

That night, still shaken by his experience, Nehru could not sleep.
For hours he paced the corridor of the house in Lahore in which
he was staying, worrying and thinking. The commupal cruelty of
which his people had suddenly shown themselves capable was &
shocking revelation to Nehru, Patel, his friendly foe, could, as he
had in an earlier meeting, dismiss it with a shrug of his shoulders
and the words: *Ab, this had fo Bappen.* Nehru could not. Every
fibre of his being was repelled by the hatred sweeping the Punjab.
He was not afraid to oppose it, even at the risk of losing the support
of his Hindu countrymen.

‘The trouble was he didn"t know how, The cataclysm shaking the
Punjab had thrust upon him a burden for which nothing in his life
had prepared him. He reacted by lashing out with his quick, im-
petuons temper in specific situations. That afternoon, near Amritsar,
informed the Sikhs of a village were planning a massacre of their
Moslem neighbours, he’d ordered the Sikh leaders to be brought
to him under an epormous banyas tree,

‘I hear you are planning to massacre your Moslem neighbours
tonight,” he told them. “If a hair on their heads is touched, I will
have you reassembled here at dawn tomorrow and personally give
my bodyguards the orders to shoot the ot of you.”

‘Nehre's dilemma was how to translate an effective, isolated action
like that to the scale of the second largest nation in the world, a
nation beset by problems no new nation had ever faced. Worried
and exhausted, he woke his ADC at 2.30 and asked him to raise
Delhi on the wireless for the Iatest report. In that litany of bad news
there was one item Which might console him. The ageing leader he’d
forsaken on the issue of partition was still performing his miracle.
Calcutta was quict.

The signal was one sharp blast of a whistle, At its note, six Hindus
glided up behind the two middle-aged men walking peacefully down
the middle of the avenue, The pair started to run, but there was no
escape, Shricking ‘Moslem, Moslem', the teenage Hindus pummelled
them to the ground. The two terrotized men swore they were Hindus,
calling out Hindu names, claiming addresses in Hindu neighbour-
haods. Their assailants’ 17-year-old leader, a student named Sunil
Roy, wanted better proof then that. He ripped open the folds of
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their dhotis. Both bore the stigmata of the faith of Mohammed;
they were circumcised.

gne of their teenage captors threw a towel over (ha_ir heads;
another knotted their arms with 2 rope. Followed by a growing crowd
waving clobs, knives and iron bars, the two wretched men were
herded down the street, the youths young enough to have been their
sons, shouting for their blood, Their Way of the Cross covered 200
yards down to the majestic bend of a river.

‘In normal times,’ their I7-year-old captor later declared, ‘we
would not have polluted the sacred water with Moslem blood.,
‘There were many religious Hindus doing puja on the banks of the
river, Some women were taking baths.®

They pushed their victims into the water up to their waists. An
iron crowbar flashed into the sky and landed with a thump on the
head of the first whimpering Moslem. His skull fractured, the poor
man crumpled into the river, a carmine halo forming a circle on its
sutface where his head had slipped beneath the waters.

‘The other man fought for his life. ‘The same boy hit him on the
head,’ the chief assassin recalled. *Children threw bricks in his face.
Aunother stabbed him in the neck to be very sure he was dead.*

Arcund the site the Hindu worshippers continued their prayers,
their devotions undisturbed by the murder being committed a few
yards away. Roy kicked the two bodies out towards midstream
where the river’s current could carry them away. As they disappeared
and the wake left by their blood blended with the River Hooghly’s
muddy water, a cry, repeated three times, rose from their Killers:
“Kall Mayt Ki Jail - Long live the Goddess Kalir

It was early morning, 31 August 1947, After sixteen miraculous
days, the virus had finally affected the City of Dreadfal Night.
The Peace of Caleutta had been shattered. As elsewhere, the infec-

death by Moslems on a trolley car,
. (A!ul):n o’clock dlhz}l };u'ght a Hpmde of young Hindu fanatics burst
into the courtyard of Hydari ouse, demanding ¢ the

Stretched on his straw pallet between his fai (B0ed Mo g oatma.
great-niece, Abha, Gan

3 J randa, trying o calm the crowd,
It was RO use, Pushing aside Gandhj's supporters, the crowd xpilvlved
into the interior of the house, Gandbi, aroused by the fracas, got
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up to face them. “What madness is this?' he asked. ‘I offer myself
for attack.’

“This time his words were lost in the crowd’s din. Two Moslems,
one beaten and bloody, escaped its ranks and rushed to crouch
behind the protecting outline of Gandhi’s frame, From the crowd
e blackjack zipped towards them, missing the Mahatma’s head by
inches, to crash into the wall behind him. .

At that moment the police, summoned by one of Gandhi’s worried
followers, reached the house. A shaken Gandhi Jay back down on
his straw pallet, unable to sleep. *The Miracle of Calcutta,’ he noted,
*has proved to be a nine days’ wonder."

‘What few illusions the Mahatma may have had left about Cat-
cutta’s peace were shatfered the next day. Shortly after noon a
concerted burst of attacks were launched on those Moslem slums
whose inhabitants, inspired by Gandhi's miracle, had returned to
their homes, In most cases the attackers were led by fanatics of the
RSSS, the Hinda i jzation whose had saluted
their orange swastika-embiazoned flag in Poona on Independence
Day. On Beliaghata Road, a few hundred yards from Ganodhi's
residence, a pair of hand-grenades were tossed into a truck carrying
frightened Moslems away from the neighbourhood.

Gandhi immediately rushed to the site. The spectacle sickened him.
“The two dead were poor day-labourers dressed in rags. Eyes plossy,
they lay in a sticky mash of blood, hordes of flies creeping over the
tips of their open wounds. A four anna piece had tumbled from the
rags of one of ther and sparkled on the pavement beside his body.
Gandhi stood hypnotized by the cold-blooded butchery. So sickened
was he by the sight that he refused his evening meal. He lapsed into
moody silence. I am praying for light,” he said. ‘I am searching desp
within myself, In that, silence helps.”

That evening, after a brief stroll, he sat down on his straw pallet
and began to draft 2 public prociamation, He had found the answer
for V'IhiCh be'd been searching. The decision his paper announced
was 1r_rev.oeable. To restore sanity to Calcutta, Gandhi was going to

submit his 78-year-old body to a fast unto death,

The weapon Gandhi was going to brandish to restore sanity to Cal-
cutta was a singularly anomalous one to employ in a country in
which for centuries death from hunger had been & constant and
common curse, Yet it was a device as old as India. The ancient
prayer of the rishis, Hinduism’s earliest sages — “If yon do that, it is
1 who will die® ~ had never ceased to inspire a people usually de-
prived of any other means of coercion, In the India of 1947, peasants
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inued to fast on the di of y-lenders, b hi
c(g:i:u;:ﬁ‘ering a suspension of their debts. Creditors too g.unld fast
10 foree their debtors to meet their obligations, szdhg s genius
had been to give & national dimension to what had been an individual

w;uncihc hands of that cunning ittle man the fast became the most
potent weapon ever wiclded by an unarmed and underdeveloped
people. Because a fast foreed on an adversary a sense of urgency
that compelied him o face an ssue, Gandhi resorted to it whencver
he found himself confronted by an insurmountable obstaclc'. )

His cateer was studded by the achievements won by his major
fasts, Sixteen times, for great or minor reasons, he had publicly
refused to take nourishiment. Twice his fasts had covered twenty-one
days, carrying him to Life’s outer frontiers. Whether they’d been in
South Africa for racial justice, or in India for Hindu-Moslem unity,
to end the scourge of Untouchability or to hasten Britain’s departure,
Gandhi’s fasts had moved hundreds of miltions of people around the
globe. They were as much a part of his public image 2s his bamboo
stave, hisdhatiand his bald head. A nation, 839, of whose inkabitants
could not read and had no access to a radio, still managed somehow
10 follow each of Gandhi’s stow crucifixions, shuddering in rare and
instinctive unity whenever he was menaced by death, |

Fasting was for Gandhi, first of all, a form of prayer, the best way
to allow the spirit to dominate the flesh, Like sexual continence, it
was an element essential to man’s spiritual progeess, ‘I believe,’ he
siressed, ‘that soul force can only be increased through the increasing
domination of the fesh. We forget too easily that food was not made
10 delight the palate, but to sustain the body es our stave,’ In private,
fasts offered him the perfect tool with which to fulfil his constant
need for penance.

In public the self-imposed suffering of a fast made it,
the most effective arm in the arsenal of non-violence,
the world’s greatest theoretician on its use. A fast,
could only be undertaken under certain condition
to fast against an enemy on whose love and affe

Gandhi held,
and he became
Gandhi believed,
s, i;w;s useless
3 ection the faster had
, 00 claim. t would have been absurd and against his theories for a
Jewish inmate of chhmwa!d to employ a fast against bis S.S.
<aptors or for a prisoner in a Siberian gulag to fast against his”
ilahu::( g\m}ds; }g:nshx Hitler or Stalin ruled India instead of the
il ¢ fast, i acknowled, i
Pelish, st k wledged, would have been an ine
A fast gave a problem 2 vital dimension of time, Its d amati
menace forced people’s thoughts out of the ruts i v:hns \::,y we-::
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accustomed {0 run and made them face new concepts. To be effective,
8 political fast had to be accompanied by publicity. It was a weapon
to be used rarely and only after careful thought because, if repeated
too often, it could become an object of ridicule.

Gandhi employed two kinds of public fasts. The first and most
dramatic was a fast “unto death’ in which he vowed to achicve &
specific end or starve. The second was a fast for a fixed, predeter-
mined duration. Sometimes it was a form of personal penance,

imes & public for his * errors, & 1lis
way to bring them back to the Mahatma's discipline.

A set of rigorous rules governed them. Gandhi drank only water
mixed with a pioch of bicarbonate of soda, Sometimes before

inning he stipulated that his foll might add the juics of one
sweet lime or a Jemon to the water to make it palatable. He bad an
te in :

aversion, und the to its taste. In 1924,
during his fisst twenty-one days’ fast, he had allowed his doctors {0
administer him & ghocose enema when he weakened towards the end,
since he was not embarked on a fast unto death, but one of a precisely
defined duration.

Now, approaching his seventy-cighth birthday, Gandbi prepared
to inflict on himself once again the self-imposed suffering of a public
fast, This time he was employing his weapon on a new kind of
conflict. He was fasting not against the British but against his own
countrymen and the irfational frenzy gripping them, To save the
Tives of thousands of innocents who might dic in Calcutta’s violence,
he was prepanng to risk on their behalf what life remained in his
elderly body,

Aware of the termble risks a fast at his age would mean, Gandhi’s
disciples sought desperately to dissuade him.

*Bapu,” questioped his old Congress ally become Bengal’s first
Indian governor, C. R. Rajagopalachari, *how can one fast against
goondas?

*I want to touch the heart of those who are behind the goendas,’
Gandhj replied.

“But if you die,’ his old follower pleaded, ‘the conflagration you
are trying to end will be even worse.”

‘At least,” Gandhi apswered, ‘I won’t be a living witness to it.’

Nothing was going to move him. Late in the evening of 1 Sep-
tember, Gandhi woke Manu and Abha to inform them his fast had
bcm vyilh the supper he’d been unable to eat after viewing the
victims in front of Hydari House. He would succeed or die, he said,
“Either there will be peace in Calcutta or T will be dead.?
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ime Gandhi’s physical forces crumbled with dizzying speed.
‘lh?ism%‘t‘i:ul steain ‘l,xey:\ ‘been under since New Year’s Day had
le?r;: mwing day his doctor discovered his heart wx;s already
missing one beat in four. After 2 midday massage an afw:;-i
‘water enema, he absorbed a litre of water and bicarbonate of s
Shortly thereafter his voics became so weak it was barely & Whi!wf;

In & few hours the news of the challenge he'd thrown dmn s;:pls
across Calentta and scores of anxious visitors thronged the s ]
around Hydari House, But the epidemic of violenoe already \aun:d :
could not be checked in a day, Fires, logtmg, hlhl:lg coptinued uz:
plague the city. From his pallet Gandhi himself could hear a sinisf
sound betokening still more killings, a distant echo of gunfice, 5
As he Iny in agony his followers sought out the Jeaders of the city’s
Hindu extremists. Thousands of their fellow Hindus in ?Ioakhnh
survived, they pointed out, becanse of the pledge Gandbi had ex-
tracted from Noakhali’s Moslem leaders. If the slaughter of Moslems
in Coleutta continued and Gandhj died, the result, l}:c_y warned,
‘would be the massacre of tens of monsand.s of Hindus in' Noakhali,

By the morning of the second day of his fast, & new sound had
begua to mingle with the crack of gufifire, the chant of calls for peace
raised by the delegations streaming iA prowing mumber _?uwaxds
Hydari House, Calcutta’s rioters paused to ponder Gandhi's blood
pressure, his heart rate, the amount of albumen in his urine. Rajago-
palachar] calied to announce that the city's wniversity students were
launching a movement to restore peace to the city. Hindz and
Moslem leaders rushed to the failing (andhi’s bedside to tzcg him,
to give up his fast. Ope Moslem threw himself at Gandhi's feet,
crying: ‘If anything happens to you, it will be the end forus Mcslems..’
No despairing supplications, however, were going to shake the will
burning inside Gandhi’s exhausted body, ‘1 will not stop my fast
until the glorious peace of the last fifteen days has been restored,’ he
intoned,

At dawm on the third day, Gandhi’s voice was a murmur, His
pulse had weakened so rapidly that his death became an imminent
possibility. As the rumour he was dying spread, a fit of anguish and
remorse embraced Caloutta, Beyond he city an entire nation’s
attention suddenly turned to the straw pallet in Hydari House on
which India’s Mahatma suffered, 3

As life seemed to ebb from Mohandas Gandhi's spent frame, &

wave of fraternity and love swept a city determined to save it
saviour, Mixed processions of Hindns and Moslems invaded the
slums where the worst cioting had taken place to restore order and
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calm. The most dramatic proof that a change of heart had really
taken hold of Calcutta came at noott when a group of twenty-scven
goondas appeared at the door of Hydari House, Heads huag, theit
volces vibrant with contrition, they admitted their crimes, asked
Gandhi's forgiveness, and begged him to end his fast.

That evening the band of thugs responsible for the savage murders
on Belinghata Road that had so sickened Gandhi appeared. After
confessing thelr erime, their spokesman told Gandhiz*l and my men
are ready to submit willingly to any punishment you choose Hy you
will end your fast’ At his words, they opened the folds of their
drotis, A shower of knives, daggers, pistols and tiger claws, some
still darkened by the blood of their victims, tumbled to the floor
under the astonished gaze of Gandhi and his disciples. As they
clattered to rest beside his pallet, Gandhi murmured: *My only
ponishment is to 83k you o go into the neighbourhoods of the
Moslems you've victimized and pledge yourself to their protection.

That evening 2 handwritten message from Rajagopalachari an-
nounced complete calm had returned to the city. An entire truck-
Toad of grenades, automatic weapons, pistols and knjves handed in
wolnatanly by goonda bands arrived at the gates of Hydari House.
Calcutta’s Hindw, Sikh and Moslem Ieaders framed a joint declara-
tion solemnly promising Gandhi: “We shall pever allow communal
strife in the city again and shall strive unto death to prevent it.”

Finally, at 9,15 in the evening of 4 Scptember, seventy-three hours
after he'd begun it, Gandhi ended his fast by taking a few sips from
a glass of orange juice, Just before making his decision, he had

a warning to the Hindy, Sikh and Moslem leaders hovering
over his pallet.

“Cajcutta,” he said, ‘holds today the key to peace in India, The
least incident here ean produce i 1! i
‘Even if the whole countryside goes up in a conflagration, you must
see to it that Calcutta is kept out of the flames.”

They would, This time the Miracle of Calcutia was real and jt
would endare. QOn the tortured plains of the Punjab, in the Frontier
Province, in Karachi, Lahore and Dethi, the worst was yet to
come, but the City of Dreadfol Night would keep faith with the old
man who'drisked death to give it peace. Never again during Gandhi'’s
lifetime would the blood of a communal riot soil the pavements of
Calcutta, ‘Gandhi has achieved many things,” hig old fciend Rajago-
palachari noted, ‘but there has been nothing, not even independence,
which is so trely wonderful as his victory over evil in Caloutta.

Gandhi himself was unmoved by those accolades, *I am thinking
of leaving for the Punjab tomorrow,” he announced.
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New Delhi, September 1947
Gandhi would never comp)
of violence would interrupt him in mid.

of the world’s vastest bureaucracy, was Dot to be spared the poison

afflicting the stums of Caleutty and Lahore, .
Set at the Limitg of the Punjab, once tke

i was still in many ways a Mos|

Moslems, So too were most of jtg

searching for shelter and safety. Inflar he horror stories told
by Hindu and Sikh rel‘ugces.po
of so many Moslems ip their

rning of 3 September, the day Gandhi
ended his fast in Calcutta,

t began with the slaughter of 5 dozen Moslem Porters at the rajj.

r0ad station, A few mingtes later a Frenel, journalist, Max Olivier.
P, emerged into Connaught Circus, the 0] 1

New Delbi, to discover a Hindy my i
butchering their owners, Above thej; il
in a white Congress cap whirling 2 lathi, beating the Tioters,
ing them with curses, trying by his actions to arouse the
indifferent Policemen behingd him, Tt ah:

ime Minister,

shower-

e dozen
Wwas Jawaharla] Nebru, the

acr
i bolr:qsands of Mosle;
% W23 set gblag, s i Col
near the marble-domed mausoleum of the Emperor }i‘m‘ s,
the l;cd ::m;i;(o:e 1317 of ?kb:r‘x Breatest genery], Sikh bands
T8t into the byp, OWS of Mosle; ivil i
anyone they foung at home, o servants, slanghtmng
Y D0on the bodjes of thejr victims were Scattered aboyg th
eXpanses ringing the lguildings from which Englang h:d imf
Fho:‘ed }:;rl’n.r Erllar'mlm. Driving from 01d to New i for dinpey
mmg t, the Belgian Consu] <ounted Seventeen Corpses along his
L
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route, Sikhs prowled the darkened alleys of the Old City flushing
out their quarry by shouting *Alah-0-Akbar’, then beheading thoss
Moslems unfortunate enough to answer their call,

RSSS bands kidnapped a Moslem woman shrouded in her burga,
soaked her in petrol and set her ablaze at the gate of Nehru's York
Road residence as a protest against their Prime Minister's efforts to
protect India's Moslems. Later, guarded by a squad of Gurkha
soldiers, a score of Moslem women took refuge in Nehru's garden.

‘Warned by Sikh bands that any house sheltering a Moslem would
be burned, hundreds of Hindu, Sikh, Parsee and Cheistian families
turned their faithful servants into the streets, condemning them to
the Sikh swords or to a hasty flight to an improvised refugee camp.

The only beneficiaries of Delhi’s wave of atrocities were the
spindly horses of the city’s Moslem tonga drivers who'd fled or been
massacred. Turned loose, they joyously celebrated their freedom on
the greensward of those immense spaces with which the British had
ventilated theic imperial capital beside another species of animal,
the Sacred Cow.

The riots sweeping Delhi, however, threatened more than just
another city, They threatened all India. A collapse of order 1n Delhi
could menace the entire sub-continent. And that was exactly what
was happening, The city’s Moslem policemen, over half its force,
had deserted. There were only 900 troops on hand. The adminis-
tration, already reeling under the impact of events in the Punjab,
was grinding to a halt. So bad had the situation become that Nehru's
private secretary, H. V. R. Iyenagar, had to deliver the Prime
Minister’s mail himself in,his own car.

Early in the evening of 4 September, with over 1000 people already
dead, V. P. Menon, the man who'd prepared the final draft of
Mountbatten's partition plan, called & secret meeting of a handful
of key Indian civil servants.

Their conclusion was unanimous: there was no effective adminis-
tration in Delhi. The capital and the country were heading for
collapse. -

A few hours later, in his own dramatic way, Col .M. S. Chopra,
a veteran of years of skirmishing on the turbulent frontier, came to
the same conclusion. Slzn(_‘ling on the terrace of a friend’s bungalow,
he could hear atl around him 1n the dark night the clatter of machine-
gun and niflz fice,

“The Frontier,” Col.Chopra thought, *has come to Delhi.*
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Simla, 4 September 1947

For the first time since he'd flown into Palam airport in March, an
exbausted Lounis Mountbaiten had been able to find time to rest,
Independence bad lifted a crushing burden from his shoulders when
its chimes of midnight had shifted him from one of the most powerful
offices in the world to a purely symbolic one. He was deeply dis-
turbed by the violence shaking the Punjab but, as Governor-General,
he no longer had the authority to do anything about it. That appall-
ing charge lay in Indian hands now. And so, not wishing to appear
to be interfering in their actions 50 soon after independence, he had
slipped discrectly out of Delhi to that Olympian paradise of the now
dead Raj, Simla. That strange and fascinating little city still re-
mained untoucked by the storm raging in the plains below, The
asphodels and rhododendrons were in bloom in its handsone stands
of fir trees, and the Aipped cones of the ¥ 1 glistened
through the clear fate summer air. The city’s Gaiety Theatre
was giving Jane Steps Out, one of Simla's amateur theatricaly
\haft tad so amused Kipling in the summer capital sixty years
before.

The ex-Viceroy was, in a sense, in that Kiplingesque age when the
telephone rang in his library in the old viceregal Lodge at ten p.m.
Thursday 4 September. He wag on the Qistant banks of the Rhine,
absorbed in climbing the branches of his family tree through the
Germapy of Hesse, Prussia and Saxe-Coburg, assembling the
genealogical tables that were his favourite relaxation.

His caller was V. P. Menon. There was no one in India for whose
advice Mountbatten had more respect.

“Your Excellency,” Menon said, ‘yon must return to Delhi.’

‘But, V.P.,” Mountbatten protested, ‘I'vé just come away. If my
cabinet wishes me to countersign something, just send it up here
and 'l countersign it.” *

‘That was not it at ali, Menon said. ‘The situation has got very bad
since Your Excellency left. Trouble has broken out here in Igclhi.
We just don’t know how far it’s going to go. The Prime Minister
and Deputy Prime Minister are both very worried. They think it's
essential for Your Excellency to come back,
“WhyT Mountbatten asked,
yo:‘;h;eyl ;Eed more than your advice now, Menon said, “They need
“V.P.,’ Mountbatten said, 'I don't think that's what the
_ all. They've just got their independence. The last thing thém?: "
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the constitutional chief of state coming back and putting his fingers
in their pie. I'm not coming. Tell them.” .

“Very well, replied Menon, *I will. But there’s no sense in changing
your mind Iater. If Your Excellency doesn’t come down in twenty-
four hours, don't bother to come at all. It will be too late. We'll
have lost India,”

There was a long, stunncd silence at the other cnd of the phone.
Then Mountbatten said, very calmly: ‘All right, V.P., you old swine,
you win. I'll come down.”

New Delhl, 6 September 1947

For the next quarter of a century the results of the meeting begin-
ning in Louis Mountbatten's study on the morning of Saturday, 6
September 1947 would be the most closely guarded secret of the last
Viceroy's life. Had the decisions taken at it become known, the
knowledge could have destroyed the career of the charismatic Indian
statesman who would emerge in the years to come as one of the
world’s major figures.

Three people were present: Mountbatten, Nehru and Patel. The
two Indian Ieaders were sombre, visibly depressed men; they looked
to the Governor-General 'like a pair of chastened schoolboys’, The
situation in the Punjab was out of control, The migration was exceed-
ing their worst fears. Now violence in Delhi threatened to bring
down the capital itself.

*We don’t know how to hold it,” Nehru admitted.

“You have to grip it,” Mountbatten told him,

‘How can we grip it?” Nehru replied. “We have no experience.
We've spent the best years of our fives in your British jails. Ovr
experience is in the art of agitation, not administration, We can
barely manage to run a well-organized government in normal
circumstances. We're just not up to facing an absolute collapse of
law and order.”

Nehru then made an almost unbelievable request. That he, the
proud Indian who'd devoted his life to the independence struggle,
could even articulate it was a measure of both his own greatness
and the gravity of the situation. He had long admired Mountbatten's
capacity for organization and swift decision. India, he felt, desper-
ately needed those skills now and Nehru was too great & man to let
his pride stand in the way of her having them,

. “While you were exercising the highest command in war, we were
in a British prison,’ he said. ‘You are a professionat, high-level
strator. You've commanded millions of meni. You have the



‘GUR PEOPLE HAVE GONE MAD' 315

and X led has denied us, You English
can't just turn this country over to Us after being here all our lives
and simply walk away. We're in an emergency and we need help.
Will you run the country ¥

“Yes,* seconded Patel, the tough realist at Nehru’s side, “he’s right.
You've got to take over. N

Mountbatten was aghast. ‘My God,’ he said, “I've just got through
giving you the country and here you two are asking me to take it
back!” .

“You must understand,” Nehru said. *You've got to take it. We'll
pledge ourselves to do whatever you say.’

“But this is terrible,” Mountbatten said. ‘If anyone ever finds out
yowve turned the country back to my hands, you'll be finished
politically. The Indians keep the British Viceroy and then put him
back in charge? Out of the question.”

“Well,' said Nehru, ‘we’ll have to find a way to disguise it, but if
you don’t do it, we can't manage.

Mountbatten thonght a moment. He loved a challenge and this
‘was a formidable one. His personal esteem for Nehru, his affection
for India, his sense of responsibility, left him no way of escape.

*All fight,’ he said, the admiral back on his bridge, ‘I'll do it, and
Tcan pull the thing together because I do know how to do it. But we
must agree that nobedy finds out about this, Nobody must know
you've made this request. You two will ask me to set up an Emer~
gency Committee of the Cabinet and I will agree, Will you do that?*

"Yes,’ replied Nehru and Patel.

‘All right,’ said Mountbatten, *You've asked me. Now, will you
invite me to take the chair?* .

*Yes,' replied the two Indians, slready dazed by the pace at which
‘Mountbatten was moving, ‘we invite you.”

“The E Committee® Mountt fnued, ‘must
consist of the people I nominate.”

“Oh,’ protested Nehru, ‘you can have the whols cabinet.”

‘Nonsense,’ said Mountbatten, ‘that would be a disaster, T want
the key people, the people who really do things, the Director of

Cuvil Aviation, the Director for Railwa; it
o Tation, 1t i Y3, the head of the Indian

wife will take on the volunteer organizati
2nd the Red Cross. The committee’s secretary will be ch;:rnals
}’.rshne—Crumh < B"xt?s{; c:)n(mnec msccretl:lny. The minutes will be typed
in relay by Bri ypists so they’ll be ready when the ing
over, You invite me to do all this? v ¢ mesting's
. *Yes,” replied Nehru and Patel, ‘we invite yon.®
‘At the meetings,’ Mountbatten continued, ‘the Prime

Minister
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will sit on my right and the Deputy Prime Minster on my left. 1T
always go through the motions of consulting you, but whatever I
say yoo're not to argue with me. We haven™t got tizme. I'li say: “I'm
sure you'd wish me to do this," and you'll say: “Yes, please do.”
That's all I want. I don't want you to say anything elsc.”

“Well, can't we , . .* Patel began to protest.

“Not if it’s going to delay things,” Mouatbatten said. *Do you
want me to run the country or not?"

“Ah, afl right,' growled the old politician, ‘you rua the country.”

In the next fifteen minutes the three men put together the list of
the members of their Emergency Committee,

‘Gentlemen,” Mountbatten said, “we will hold our first mecting
at five o'clock this afternoon.”

After three decades of struggle, after years of strikes, rmass move-
mments, after all the bonfires of British clothes; above all, after barely
three weeks of independence, India was once again for one last
moment being rus by an Englishman.



The Greatest, Migration in History

New Delhi, September 1947
It was as though some extraordinary turn of the wheel of {ife hag
Aelivered Louis Mountbatten back o an earlier i ion, He was
the Supreme C again, ically filing the role he knew
best. Within hours of receiving his invitation to head the Emergen:
Committee, he had the red sandstone palace Luytens had designed ag
2 backdrop for the ceremonials of an cmpire Tunning like an army
headquarters in wartime.

Indeed, one of his aides noted, Nehru

his study before ‘all hell broke

and P;
his old Viceroy's Executive C

atel had barely fefe
Ioose’, Mountha

tten commandeered
ouncil Chamber for the meetings of
the committee. He ordered Ismay’s office next doo
into 2 map and intelligence

T 0 be converted

Teports on every refugee column; its size, its length, ity Progress, its
apparent route.

Railway lines were placed undet aeriat surveillance, Wiy his
passion for communications, Mountbatten sketched out apd got
into being a radio net linking Government House to the key areas
in the Punjab. He got Maj..Gen, Pete Rees, whose Punjab Bm.mdary
Foree had carher been broken down into jts Pakistan and Indian
halves, to take charge of the intelligence centre Determined every-

some contribution to the crisis, he 2ssigned his
B1-year-old daughter Pamela to work with Rees as hiy secretary,

Mouatbatten opened the Emergency Committee’s first session by
exposing the Tndian leaders to the terrifying reality on the aps ar.é
charts ringing his intelligence centre. For ANy it way theq first

* The Boundary Force bad been divided at the Insistence of both the Indien
and Pakistani Governments who elammed there WA D0 possibility of Festony,
order in the Punjab if the forces operatin,

:u‘m 2 thind authority, Theit insist
ol
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graphic glimpse into the magnitude of the problem confronting
them. To Mountbatten’s astute press attaché, Alan Campb_ell-
Johnson, their reaction was ‘one of dazed bewilderment and aim-
fessness before the unknown’, Nehru scemed ‘incxpressibly sad and
resigned’; Patel ‘clearly disturbed", seething with *decp anger and -
frustration’.

Mountbatten drove ahead. In the wecks to come the men around
that table wonld discover a new face to the urbane and charming man
who'd been India’s last Viceroy. The dominant quality now would
be h and a ruthless d ination to get things done. His
Government House typists had copies of the committee’s first de-
cisions ready for distribution when the meeting broke up; the rest
would be delivered by motor cycle in an hour, The first item of
business at the next meeting, he said, would be roaking surc the
directives on them had been carried out.

A number of distingnished men in that room would in the period
ghead feel the culting edge of Mountbatten’s wrath because they
could not keep that pace. One day, recalled H. V. R. Iyenagar,
Nehrn's Principal Private Secretary, the Director of Civil Aviation
failed to get an aeroplane with emergency,medical supplies off to
the Punjab on schedule. .

“‘Mr Director,” Mountbatten said, ‘you will leave the room. You
will go immediately to the airport. You will not leave, eat or sleep
until you have personally seen that plane go and reported its de-
parture back to me.” Hurt and humiliated, the man staggered out of
the room, but the plane left.

At the opening meeting the committee got a stunning glimpse of
the toughress of which Mountbatten was capable. If the security
guards on traing failed to open fire on theéir assailants, he had a
solution to propose. Any time a train was successfully attacked,
Mountbatten said, round up its security guards. Sort out those
that were wounded. Then court-martial and shoot the rest on the
spot, That, be told the meeting, would have a salutary effect on the

guards’ discipline.

It was the situation in Delhi, however, that most concerned
Mounutbatten. ‘If we go down in Delhi,’ he said, ‘the whole country
will go down with uvs,” The city had to have first call on resources.
He ordered the army to get additional troops into the capital in
forty-eight hours, assigned his own Governor-General’s Bodyguard
to secunty duties, requisitioned civilian transport, arranged to collect
and burn the corpses littering the streets. Public and Sunday holidays
were cancelled, steps taken to get government employees back to
their offices and the telephone system working again. Above all, he
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ordered a programme begun to get Sikh and Hindu refugees out of
the capital and to prevent more from coming in.

It would take weeks before the committee’s efforts would have
their impact on the cataclysm overwhelming northern India. But at
last, as one Indian participant noted, at the vital centre things had
shifted almost overnight ‘from the pace of the bullock cart to the
speed of a jet acroplane’.

For the next two months the unparalleled tide of human misery
washing across the face of the Punjab would be abstracted down to
Tows of litle red pinheads crawling like columns of ants across the
maps in G House. d in those inani beads
of metal ¥as an enormity of anguish and suffering almost beyond
Luman competence to imagine or the human spirits® capacity to
¢ndute, One of them alone represented 800,000 people, a caravan
almost mind-numbing in dimension, the largest single column of
tefugees Man®s turbulent history had ever produced, It was as though
all of Glasgow, every man, woman and child in the city had been
forced by some prodigious tragedy to flee on foot to Manchester.

At the outset, Jinnah, Nehru and Liagat Ali Khan had opposed
the fan!asuc flow, 50 contrary to their own ideals, by urging their
Yerrified populations to remain in place, The amplitude of the prob-
Iem, _however, had overwhelmed them, forcing them to accept this
imassive exchange of populations as the price of their independence.
On both sides of the Punjab civil authorities now sought to hasten
the exchange, both to make room for the floodtide of humans
‘e‘;:'glgelohv:zrds t::exx:hand 1o finish it before winter would add still

rror to i, i f

Proviae: e nightmare enveloping their once lovely

Each day in that Government House Map Rogi, with its grim,
lm!ltary air of purpose and efficiency, of men and women in crisp
uniforms shuttling about Like officers planning a war game, the
tortuous progress of each column’s advance was recorded by the
m:b;nz forward of another red pin.*

ven Gandbl himself imy d iy

i gy ity

ly reached New Delhf he came to call on the ex-Viceroy.
wmb:lg; shovn arosmd the new beadquariers, he setted kto 1he nudﬁn
Nty re d bea:d Mountbatten pot to parution India.
_;v&fmcuéﬁﬁ sald, *I'm glad you bistened to the voice of God, and not the
U, Gandhijl,' Mountbstten rephed, somewhat puzzled, *
Teioe I'd soone hiten to than yours, but fa what respect dd 1 ke Gt s

“God must have 101d you not to listen to old Gandhi, whe's a fool, when be
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And cach day at dawn the reconnaissance pilots took off to pick
the tolumns up again o they emerged from under the mantle of
fight to crawl a few more miles towards safety. The sight spread out
below their wings on those¢ September mornings was 2 ‘SP‘“?“"Cle
such as no human eyes had ever beheld. One pilot, Flight-Licutenant
Patwant Singh, would always remember ‘whole ant-like herds 9(
human beings walking over open country spread out like cattle in
the cattle drives of the westerns I'd seen, slipping in droves past the
fires of the villages burning all around them’. Another {cmem.bﬂ’td
flying for over fifteen breathtaking minutes at 200 m.p.h. without
reaching the end of one column. Sometimes, slowed by some io-
explicable bottleneck, it bulged into a thick cluster of humans and
carts, then became a thin trickle a few miles on only to coagulate
once more into a bundle of people at the next road-block.

By day pale clouds of dust churned by the hooves of thousands
of buffaloes and bullocks hung above cach column, staiss along the
horizon plotting the refugees’ advance. At night, collapsing by the
side of the road, the refugees built thousands of little fites to cook
their few scraps of food. From a distance, the light of their fires
diffused by the dust setthing above the columns merged into one dull
ted glow,

It was only on the ground, however, among those pumb gnd
wretched creatures, that the awfulness of what was hap_pemng
‘became apparent. Eyes and throats raw with dust, feet bruised by
stones or the searing asphalt, tortured by hunger and thirst, enrobed
in a stepch of urins, sweat and defecation, the refugees plodded
dumbly forward, They flowed on in filthy dhotis, saris, baggy trousers,
frayed sandals, sometimes only one shoe, often none at all. Elderly
women clung to theit sons, pregnant women to their husbands, Men
carried invalid wives and mothers on their shoulders, women their
infants, They had to endure their burden not for a mile or two but
for a hundred, two hundred miles, for days on end with nothing to
nourish their strength but a chapati and a few sips of water.

The crippled, the sick and the dying were sometimes hung in
slings tied to the middle of a pole, each end of which rested on the
shoulder of a son or friend. Strapped to backs collapsing under their
burden were bundles surpassing a man’s weight. Balanced on their
women’s heads were precarious piles of what 2 desperate people had
been able to salvage from their homes: a few cooking utensils, a

urged you to give up this house,” the Mahatma said "Now T sce thus 18 the heart
of India. Here 1s where India 1s governed from This s the sanctuary in the storm
‘We must keep it up and all your successors must live here.”
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portrait of Shiva, the guru Nanak, a copy of the Koran. Some men

balanced long bamboo staves on their shoulders, from each of which,

Iike the pans of a balance, hung their belongings: an infant, perhaps,

in a sack at one end; the ingredients with which to begin a new Lfe,
* ashovel, a wooden hoe, a sack of seed grain hanging from the other.

Bullocks, buffaloes, camels, horses, ponies, sheep, goats mixed
their misery with that of the distraught owners forcing them ahead.

Bullocks and buffaloes lurched forward tugging the ships of this

exodus, d heeled platforms heaped with goods.

There Were pyramids of ckarpois, straw pallets, rakes, ploughs, pick~
axes, bags of last year's harvest, Life rafts to their owners’ ship-
vgrecked hvgs, they were heaped with bundles of old clothes; occa-
sionally a wedding sari ghttering in gold and silver peeping from
tawdry piles; hookahs; the souvenirs of a better time, a couple’s
wedding presents; pots and pans, their number, if they were Hindus,
always ending in ‘I’ because a number ending in ‘O’ like ‘10" was
inauspicious, There were, in those columns, sledges, tongas, the burga
carts used by the Moslems to carry women in purdah, haywains,
anything with wheels or runners to which the emaciated frame of 2
horse of bullock could be hitched.

It Was not just a brief trip to another village those helpless Indians
and Pakistamis were making. Theirs was the trek of the uprooted, a
Journey with no return across hundreds of mules, each mile menaced
with exhaustion, starvation, cholera, attacks against which there
was Pnen no defence. Hindu, Moslem and Sikh, those refugees were
the innocent and the unarmed, illiterate peasants whose only life
had been the ficlds they worked, most of whom did not know what
a Viceroy was, who were indifferent to the Congress Party and the
Moslem League, who had never bothered with issues Like partition
or boundary lines or even the freedom in whose name they'd been
Plunged into despair.

And always, stalking them from one end of the horizon to the
o@cr‘was the sun, the cruel, remorseless sun compoundimng their
'Sm?ncS. forcing their haggard faces to a blazing sky to beg Allah,
c:r';':- the gurir Nanak, for the relief of a monsoon that refused to
cr‘;O‘ri}-t. Ram Sardital, escorting a column of Moslem refugees out
mc:. ,‘;-h"“ﬂ image would always remain of that harrowing experi-
Wit ¢ Sikhs, hike vultures, following the caravan line, bargaining
to 12k, © unhappy refugees over the few possessions they were trying
mile ufﬂ"l‘lw&yc, tl‘;gsldmgl cutras the price dropped with each passing
prssessions for g g’f‘"’:‘o‘; ::a;'csffﬂ were prepared to pive awav their
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Copt. R. E. Atkins and his Gurkhas spent weeks escorting
refugee columns, taking Sikhs into India, then bringing 8 horde of
Moslems back over the same route. At the beginning of  march,
he remembered, the refugees would be relieved, almost happy, to
be en route. *Then with the heat, the thirst, the fatigue, the cadless
miles, they started throwing things away uatil, at the end, they had
almost nothing left” Occasionally a plane would appear in the
merciless sky to drop food. A panicked rush would follow. Atkins’s
Gurkhas would have to protect the pitiful rations with fixed bayonets
to insure their just distribution. Once, he was startled by the sight
of a black-and-white dog running away with a chapatl and a crowd
chasing it, ready to kill the dog to get the chapati back.

Worst of all were those who could not make it, those who were
100 young or too old, too weakened by illness, exhaustion or hunger
ta go on. There was the pitiful sight of children whose parents no
longer had the strength to carry them, left behind to die in the wake
of & caravan, There were the elderly, resigned to death, tottering off
tnta the fields in scarch of the shade of & tree under whose comforting
‘branches they might await their end. Engraved in the memory of
Margaret Bourke-White would be the image of a child left by the
side of the road tugging the arms of its dead mother, failng to
comprehend why those arms would never pick it up again,

Kuldip Singh, an Indian journalist, could never forget ‘an old
Sikh, flowing beard flecked with grey® thrusting his baby grandson
towards his jeep, begging him to take him, “So at least he will live
to see India”. H. V. R. Iyenagar, Nehru's principal secretary, came on
two Indian Army licutenants in a station wagon riding behind a
column of 100,000 refugees. Their job, they explained, was to look
after the newborn afid the dead. When a woman went into labour,
they would put her into the back of their wagon with a midwife.
They would stop just long enough to allew her to deliver, Then,
when the next candidate for their improvised delivery room arrived,
the mother, only hours perhaps from delivery, would have to
;2::; :cr newborn infant, leave the wagon, zad resume her walk to

The human debris leRt behind by those columns w: il
Tbg forty-five miles of roadside from Lahore to Amriat:a:c:ll:::.
which so many passed, became a long, opes graveyard, Before goi &
down it, Capt. Atkins would always sprinkie & panderchiot olte
aft o wor ways sprinkle a bandkerchief with

er-shave lotion and tie it around his face to temper the terrible
:’;"u";&"'}' yard of the way,’ he remembered, ‘there was a body,
me butchered, some dead of cholera, The vultuces bad becorme $0
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bloated by their feasts they could no longer fly, and the wild dogs
so demanding in their taste they ate only the livers of the corpses
Lttering the road.’ .

Protecting those chaotic columns, spread out over miles of road
and field, was a staggering problem. They were Likely to be ntlac_ked
almost anywhere along their march. As always, it was the Sikhs
whoss attacks wete the most formidable and the most savage, They
would tise in shrieking hordes from the sugar cane and wheat fields
{o strike helpless steagglers or those parts of & caravan that were
most valnerable. Lt. G. D. Lal would never forget an old Moslem
in & column be was escorting tugging towards Pakistan the only
possession he'd saved from his homestead, a goat, A dozen miles
from the frontier of his niew home, the old man’s goat began a dath
towards a stand of supar cane, The old man followed in frantic
pursvit, Suddenly, like a vengeful wraith, a Sikh rose from the sugar
tane, beheaded the old mas and ran off with his goat,

Ofen it fell to a handful of heroic Sikh army officers to defy the
sentiments of their own people by defending helpless Mosiems.
Outside Ferozpore,Lt. CoLGurbaksh Singh came onthe moest ghastly
sight he'd ever seent the corpses of a Moslem columan waylaid by
Sikhs, being devoured by wvuitures. He marched his two Sikh
platoons to the site. He made them stand at attention i the heat
and stench while be 101d them: *The Sikhs who did this disgraced
their people. For you to let it happen to those under your protection
would be an even worse disgrace to our people.”

Marching columns of refugees often passed each other on the
highways of their exodus. Occasionally their embi d P
lespt on esch other in a Last spasm of hate, adding & few victims to
the toll each bad sufered. More rarely, & strange phenomenon would
occur, Hindu or Moslem peasants would call to each other the locas
tions of the homestead they'd ﬂcd&:rging those pasting [a the other

direction to lay claim to their lan

Ashwini Kumar, a young police officer, would always remen
(ke sight of two refugee columns streaming down the gmt Tn;::!:

callop. the czeak of wooden heels, weary
thffm:cllhom:dxcﬂ«(,‘m(heon}ytwn;:ﬁinm
columan, lxmu\hw;‘x‘bthdmhn{mm-—.m the



324 FREEDOM AT MIDNIOHT

refugees in cach colurmn had instinctively understood the misery of
those passing the other way.

Whether moving cast or west, those columus all eventually spilled
into human pools by the riverbanks of the three of the Punjab's
great rivers barring their route, the Ravi, the Sutlef, ard the Beas,
There, around each of the ferries, canal headworks and bridges
offering a route across the waters, they waited for hours, sometimes
days, to infiltrate the flow of traffic pouring over those hopelessly
encumbered passages. Escape valves along the rovte of Cyril
Radcliffe’s wandering pencil, those bridges and ferries would be for
ten million Indians and Pakistanis in that awful autumn an end 20d
a beginning,  point of transition from the lives and Jands they'd left
‘behind to the uncertain destinies towards which they were fleeing.

Lost in the faceless bordes pouring across the Sutlej at Sulemanki
Head one September afternoon was a stocky 20-year-old youth,
He had wide, dark eyes, thick lips glazed by a sparse moustache,
and a dense shock of jet-black hair. It was Madanlal Pahwa,
the young man who'd fled in his cousin's bus while his father
had stayed behind waiting for the auspicious date picked by his
astrologer.

The Pakistani soldiers at the western end of the bridge had con-
fiscated his bus and everything it contained: furniture, clothes, gold,
currency, pictures of Shiva. As millions of others would that autumn,
Madanlal was entering his new country without a coia in his pocket,
with the clothes he wore as his only baggage. Stepping from the
bridge into India, Madanlal felt *naked, as if 1'd been totally looted,
thrown on the road’. Embittered, he vowed that the Moslems of
India should flee as ke had, without a suitcase or & soiled rupee note
to comfort them.

His angry face was just apother in an indistinguishable flow of
miserable faces, each etched to a common design by coromon suffer-
ing. Yet Madanlal was a man picked by the stars India worshipped
1o be set apast from those anonymous Sgures shuffing over the bridge
:lv:cl? c‘lng One ‘day. shor;lay anerkll:is birth, the astrologers had pre-
ed his was ‘a name that g
e e Was ' pame would be known throughout all India’,
‘I did not notice the postman standing beside Dece
day in 1928 until he shook me to give m%: the tel::a:r’r ;t ‘was 1‘1‘:1;:;
my own father, A son had been born to me the previous night. I had
become a father at the young age of 19. I gave some tips to the
~ostman because he had brought me good news, and bought
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some ladoos, sweets, for my office colleagues. Then 1 hursied
ome. .

" “When I reached home I touched the feet of my father as a sign

of respect. He put sugar in my mouth because it' was a happy

teunion. I took the child on my lap. I thought: “I will give him the

best education, Let him be an engineer or a doctor so that he should

bring a good name for the family.”

«f called the learned pandits and astrologers to choose a name for
him. They said it must begin with “M". I chose “Madanlal”. The
astrologers studied their charts. They prophesied Madanlal would
grow up well. One day, they announced, my son’s was a name that
would be known throughout all India.

*Evil eyes fell on me, however. Forty days afier Madanlal was
‘born, my wife died of a chill. My son was bright and mischievous
n his schooldays, but slowly he became a problem child and began
10 show sebellious tendencies. In 1945 he ran away from our house.
1 contacted all my kith and kin throughaut the Punjab, but none
kunew his whereabouts. After same months, 1 received a letter. He
had run away to Bombay to join the navy. When he came home,
he began his political activities with the RSSS, attacking the Mos-
fems. I was worrtied for him. So in July 1947 I went to Delhi to see
my friend Sardar Tarlok Singh, one of the secretaries of the great
Pandit Nehru. I asked him to help save my son from his evil com-
panions. He agreed. He promised to send me a letter recommending
my son for the finest position I could have asked for him, an ap-
pointment to the prade of Assislagt Sub-inspector of Police.”

Madm‘l:d learned from relatives shortly after teaching Indian soil
that his father had been severely wounded in a train ambush. He
found hm-f in Ferozpore Military Hospital, There in that enormous
ward recking of blood and antiseptic, the sufferings of India suddenly
had a face for Madanlal, that of his father ‘al} pale and teerbling,
covered over by bandages®.

By some miracle, through the chaos snd confusion of the Punjab,
the letter Kashmiri Lal had sought in Delhi had reached him.JM.:
P_rn.'sscd it on his son. Go to Delhi, he begged. Start 2 new bfe and
)eit\s: udgom! povernment service',

adantal took the lester, but he had no interest in joining a
3 good
§o prnment :;r:;oel;:;l‘he 1 had been right. it would not
is distiny. ome a8 Anonymous polics; i
provincial police station. His won 3 P s e some

uld fndeed be
onc day be known throughout al! India. pame that would

Steppunz aut of that hospital, the vision of s mutilated father
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still before him, one emotion pervaded Madanlal, an emotion felt
by thousands in India that autumn, It had nothing to do with joining
the police. *I want revenge,” Madanlal vowed.

The life of Vickic Noon, the beautiful English wife of Sir Feroz Khan
Noon, depended on the contents of a small, round, tin can. It con-
tained Kiwi mahogany shoe polish. The respite Vickie had found in
the palace of the Hindu Raja of Mandi had becn short-lived. The
whole countryside was after her. Sikh bands had threatened to kid-
pap the Raja’s children if he did not turn her out.

‘The Raja and Gautam Sahgal, a young Hindu cement-dealer
hier husband bad sent to sescue her, bathed her in permanganate of
potassiom to darken her skin, Now they stained her face with the
shoe polish that was going to have to convince any Sikh who
encountered her in the hours ahead that she was an Indian. At
sunset, the Raja’s Rolls, its curtains drawn to give it a mysterious air,
'was sent racing out of the palace as a decoy. Vickie, wrapped in a sari,
a red nilak mark on her forehead, a gold ring attached to her left
nostril, followed a few minutes later in Gautam’s 1947 Dodge.
That first manceuvre was a success, As her tension eased, Vickie
had to stop for a call of nature. It was pouring with rain and in the
darkness the can of shoe polish suddenly tumbled from the un-
familiar folds of heg sari. Listening to it rolling away on the pebbles
in her roadside ditch, Vickie groaned. The lashing mountain rain
was washing away her disguise. She was becoming either a zebra
or an easily identifiable white woman. That can was her only hope
of retreating back into the dark anonymity that Could save her.
Cursing, she groped in the darkness among the pebbles and brambles
looking for it. Finally, with a shriek, she found it. Clutching the can
as though jt contained diamonds, she rushed to the car where Sahgal
smeared & newr xt dol‘ polish on her face,

Just short of rdaspur the car ran into a roadblock manne

a band of Sikbs. They Rurzounded the car. Sahgal spetion + ooy
merchant with whom he’d done business.

‘What's going on?’ Sahgal asked.

“The English wife of Feroz Khan Noon h:
Maharaja of Mandi,” the man ex
si(kh was looking for her.

, said Sabgal, he'd passed the Raja’s Rolls tw: il
oad. He was going to Amitsar with Iis pregnant wie. The
peered into LI_:: car. As he did so, Vickie prayed for the ‘eﬁcacy of
her shoc polish and that the Sikh wonldn't address her in Hindi.
He stared at her with curious eyes. Then he pulled back and waved

A as escaped from the
plained. Every Sikh in the country-
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them through the roadblock, As their car rolled off towards Indian
Army Headquarters and safety, Vickie sank back on to her seat.
Absentmindedly she began to tap the lid of her shoe polish can with
her fingernail. She turned to her companion. .

. ‘You know, Gautam,’ she said with 2 smile, ‘my husband will
‘never buy me a jewel I'll treasure as much as this tin can.’

Vickie Noon’s experience was umrsual, She had been the target of
the Sikhs hatred, not becanse she was English but because she was
married 1o a prominent Moslem. The English were rarely mofested
in that tempestuous autumn. During the worst weeks of August
and September, Faletti's Hotel in Lahore remained an oasis in the
exploding Punjab, its orchestra playing for dancing every night,
Englishmen and ladies in dinner jacket and evening dress sipping
cocktails on its moon-lit terrace only blocks away from the gutted
ruins of a Hindu neighbourhood.

And yet, of all the hundreds of refugee columns streaking the
face of the Punjab ‘that autumn, the most incongruous was not
Hindu, Sikh or Moslem, but British. Two buses guarded by a com-
pany of Gurkba soldiers carried dozens of elderly retired Britishers
away from that isolated and secluded haven to which they’d retired,
Simla, In charming dark-beamed little cottages called *Trail’s End’,
*Safe Haven' and “Mon Repos®, their fagades enlivened by rambler
roses and violets, they had chosen to end their lives along that aloof
1idge which had symbolized so well the Raj they’d served. Many of
them had been born in India and knew no other home, They were
the retired Romans of the Raj, ex-colonels of the best regiments in
the Indian Army, former judges and senior officers of the ICS
who'd once 2dministered the lives of millions of Indians,

‘They and their wives had had little more time in which to prepare
their flight than the desperate Punjabis on the plains below. When
Simla’s situation had deteriorated sharply the buses had been sent
10 bring t‘hcm to Delhi and safety. They'd been given an hour to
pack a suitease, close their bungalows and board their bus,

Fay Campbell-Yohnson, the wife of Mountbatten’s press attaché,
rode down to Delhi with them. Inevitably, most of the Englishmen
on the bus were over 65. Like most men of their age, they.suffered
from a common affliction, weak bladders. Every two hours the buses
stopped and the men tottered out. ‘Watching those old men who
h_ad once ruled India urinating by the roadside under the irapase
sive, bronze stares of their Gurkha guards, a strange yet haunt-
"{Bli appropriate thought flashed across Fay Campbeli-Johnson's
mind.
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“Drive right down the middle of the parade ground,” he ordered a
terrified Behr, ) L
Erect, supremely confident, the unarmed English officer in his
Drigadier’s cap, dressed for a game of tennis on a Sunday morning,
rode straight into the middie of his men’s fire, bellowing as he did
“Cense Fire’. The magic of the Indian Army remained stroager than
the hatred dividing Sikh and Moslem. The firing stopped.
Peshawar was not, however, to escape so easily. Rumour was
probably responsible for more deaths in India that autumn than
firearms, and while Morris was restoring order the rumour that Sikh
soldiers were killing their Moslem comrades swept the tribal areas.
As they had for s visit, Pathan tri swept into
the city in trucks, buses, tonga carts, on horseback. This time, how-
ever, they came not to demonstrate but to murder.
And murder they did. Ten thousand lives would be lost in bately
a week because of that one round of ammunition accidentally dis-
charged by a Sikh soldier. Inevitably, in its wake similar outbursts
swept the frontier province, hurhng yet another wave of refugees
on to the highways of India. That so minor an incident could pro-
duce s0 ternble a result was indicative of the volatile emotions lurk-
ing just below the surface. Bombay, Karachi, Lucknow, Hyderabad,
Kashmir, all Bengal needed ouly a spark similar to Peshawar's stray

rifle bullet to explode in their turn with a savagery equal to Pesha-
war’s,

New Delhi, 9 Septentber 1947

Still weak from the strain of his fast, Mabatma Gandhi arrived in
Delhi from Calentta on 9 September 1947, never to leave again.
This time there would be no question of Gandhi’s staying among
the Untouchables of the Bhangi Swecper’s Colony. The area had
been overrun with wretched, erubittered refugees from the Punjab,
A worried Vallabhbhai Patel insisted instead on taking Gandhi from
the railroad station to another residence at 5 Albuquerque Road, a
broad and handsome avenue in New Delhi’s best residential area.
‘With its protecting wall, its rose-garden and beautiful lawns, its
marble floors and teakwood doors, its army of bustling servants®
Bisla House stood at the opposite end of 1he Indian social spectrum
from. those miserable sweepers” huts which were Gandhi’s usual
Delhi residence. Yet, in still another paradox of his puzaling career,
the man who rode in third-class railway carriages and had renounced
possessions would, because of the pressures of Nehru and Patel,
agree to move into that millionaire’s mansion,
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1t owner, G. D. Birla, was the patriarchal head of one of India's
two preat industrial familics, 8 monetary Moghul whose array
interests included textile factores, insurance, banks, rubber, and
manufactuning. Despite the fact that Gandhi had organized Indian
tabour’s first stnle fn one of his mills, he had bctn one .nf
Gandhi's earlicst followers, He was one of the principal financial
supporters of the Congress Party. Now he offered the Mahatma four
rooms in onc of the two wings of his palatial estate, 1t would be the
most ¢legant site in which Gandhi had lived since his return to
Indsa, It would also be the fast, 5

The capsta) of India beyond Gandhi's new abode continued to
reel with violence. There were so many uncollected corpses litteriog
the city that one policeman remarked ¢ w3s ‘na longer possible to
distinguish between a dead man, a horse or n buffalo’. At the
morgue, the P d coroncr d about the insi of
the police that he continye 1o fill out proper burcancratic forms for
cach of the bodics pouring into his establishment. “Why do the police
make me examine cach of them for “cause of death™ 7" e protested.
*Anybody can sce what happened to them.”

Finding people to handle the corpses littering the streets was
dificult because of India’s caste and religious taboos. One day
Ldwina Mountbatten and her husband’s naval aide, Lt.-Cmdr.
Peter Howes, passed a bloated corpse in the centre of New Delhi.
She told Howes to stop and waved a passing truck to a halt. Its
Hindu driver looked at the corpse, as a caste Hindu, and refused
to touch it. Unperturbed, India’s last Vicereine picked it up herself
with Howes's help and foaded it into the truck.

“Now,* she ordered the astonished driver, “take him to the morgue.*

:1hi’s Moslems, most of whom now wanted to flee to Pakstan,
were assembled in a scries of refugee camps where they could wait
in relative safety for transportation to Mr Jinnak's Promised Land.
Cruel irony, those Moslems were herded into two magnificent
monuments of that brief era when their Moghul forebears had made
Dethi the most splendid city in the world, Humayun’s Tomb and
the Purana Qula (old fort). Between 150,000 to 200,000 people were
g0ing to Live in those relics of Islam's ancient grandeur in conditions
of indescribable filth without shelter from the sun or the monsoon's
cataracts. So terrificd were those wretches by the thought of Jcaving
their protective walls that they refused to venture out even to bury
fhen- dead. Instead, they threw them from fthe ramparts to the
jackals. Tnitially, the Purana Qila had two water taps for 25,000
people. One visitor noted its inmates defecating and vomiting in
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the same pool of water in which women were washing their cooking

ois. .
® Sanitation was by open latring, and the c:nnstmints of India’s
soclety remained in vigous. Despite the growing ﬁlth., the r:fugcgs
in Purana Qila refused to clean their latrines. At the height of Delhi’s
troubles the Emergency Committee had to send 100 Hindu sweepess
under armed guard into the fort to perform the chores its Moslem
jomates refused to carty out.*

Another of Delhi's curses, its bureavcracy, remained vnmoved
by the catastropbe, When the refugees in Humayun's Tomb began
to dig additional latrines, a ive of the New Dethi Com-

issioner™ i} d because ‘they were spoiling

's Office

promgp
the beauty of the lawas”. Incvitably, cholera broke out. Sixty people
died of the dread disease in forty-eight hours at Purana Qila. The
Health Department chose to give the cause of their death as *gastro-
enteritis’ to cover their failure ta provide serum in time, When the
department's representative finally arrived, he brought 327 batches
of serum aud no needles or syringes.

Despite these probiems, the efforts of the Emergency Committee
set up by Mountbatten, Neheu and Patel began to be felt. With
troop rejeforcements in the city, a 24-hour curfew was proclaimed
and a series of arms scarches carried out. Gradually, the tide of
violence began to ebb.

The otdeal of those days brovght Louis Mouatbatten and
Jawaharlal Nebru even closer together, Nehru met with the ex-
Viceroy two ot three times a day; often, as Mountbatten noted at
the time, ‘simply and solely for company, to unburden his soul and
obtain what comfort 1 can give him". Sometimes Nehru would
write to him, beginning: ‘I don’t know why I am writing this letter
c;oept_ 1hat ¥ feel I must write to someone to get my troubles off my
chest,’

The Indian leader drove himself without pity during that period.
In a few months he went, one of his female admirers noted, ‘from

.? Thete were other, similar incidents elsewhere. In Pakistan, the Hindus and
Sikhs n & refugee camp contplained bitterly to their Moslem gmards that

they
i i, Jinnah's capital, the city’s samtation and street-
¢leaning services began to collapse because of the fught of Hindu Untouchables,
To check the the &ity’s Mostem the Un.
fauchables what they always had been in Hindu society, a people apart, Instead
of making them nahs, however, they made them a privileged sect. They were
:}}m |°a[ xm;‘zdgm'sh lh;m;‘;v:c wearing green and white armbands simitar
e Moslem Natio: uard. The police were gi
tions to protect anyone wearing thase m& 7 1A mgicous lstruc-
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1ooking like a 33-ycar-old Tyrone Power to n man wha'd spent three
years in Belsen’. His seceetary, H. V. R. Iycnagar, caught him one
day, his head on Ius chest, catching five minutes” sleep,
*I'm exhavsted,” Nehru said. '1 sleep only five hours a night. God,
I wish I could slecp six. How many do you sleep? he asked.
“Seven or ¢ight,’ was his seeretary’s reply. .
Nehru looked at him with s grimace. ‘At times like this,” be said,
‘six hours is essential. Seven is a luxury. Eight is a positive vice.”

For Gandhi in Birla House the dimensions of Delhi’s violence
were a surprise and a shock. The man who had opposed Pakistant
50 resolutely would now replace Jinnah as the jdol of the Moslems
who'd beent Ieft behind in India. As soon as Gandhi arrived in
Delhi, & stream of Moslem delegations flooded Birla House, their
Jeaders cataloguing the ills they'd suffcred at Sikh and Hindu hands,
begging Gandhi to remain in the capital, blindly certain his presence
would guarantee their safety. Stunned, the Mahatma argeed not ‘to
leave Dethi for the Punjab until it has once again become its former
peaceful self*.

Gandhi was never more faithful to the ideals by which he’d lived,
never more wholly consistent to the message he'd preached, than in
that sad twilight of his life. Confronted with the cataclysm he'd
predicted, he clung to the principles that had sustained him since
South Africa: love, non-violence, truth, & belief in the God of all
Mankind. Their relevance to Gandhi had not changed, his faith in
thera remained intact. What had changed was India.

To preach love and non-violence to India’s masses as a means of
opposing her British rulers had been one thing: to preach love and
forgivencss to men wha'd witnessed the massacre of theic children,
the rape of their wives; to women who'd had their relatives® throats
cut before their eyes; to people despairing in the totality of their Joss;
was something else. Gandhi desperately believed in the validity of
Ius message as the only escape from the cycle of hatred. But it was a
message for saints, and there were few saints in the refugee camps of
India that autumn,

Despite 'ln's uncertain health, Gandhi went each day to those
camps, trying somehow to reach their embittered inmates crying for
vengeance, “Tell us, O apostle of non-violence,' screamed the in-
habitants of one, *how are we to exist? You tell us to give up our

arms, but in the Punjab the Moslems kill Hindus at sight. Do you
wa‘x;; “ﬁ tc}.l bePbutclt:ercd like sheep?
all the unjabis were to die to the last man witl il A
Gandhi replied, ‘the Punjab would become immorlall;o:ls ‘:B lgid

=t
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¢ Ethiopians, the Jews, the Czechs and the British, so

@ﬁ“ﬁu‘:ﬂm hxg enraged Hindu countrymen: ‘Offes yourselves
iolent, willing sactifices. .

“}‘;‘i’:’aﬁ:wcrt'was 2 c;‘hurus of outraged jeers and ‘go to the Punjab
and see for yourself’. His reception in the Moslem camps was often
10 better, desite his achievements in Calcutta. At one, a man thrust
20 orphaned 2-month-old baby at him. Tears in bxs. eyes, Gandhx
could only console the Moslems looking on by saying: Dne'wuh
God’s name on your lips if DECeSSaTY but do_not lose heart.” As-
tonished, the Moslers in their turn jeered at him,

When he drove vnescorted into Purana Qila camp, a mob of
Maoslern refugees switled around his car, cursing him. Someone pulled
open its door, Unperturbed, he stepped out of the car into their
midst. His voice was so weak from the fast that somecone had to
repeat his words gs he addressed the angry crowd. X

There was no difference as far as he was concerned, he said,
*between Hindu, Moslem, Christian and Sikh. All are one to me.’
The reward for that fraternal message was an outraged roar of protest
from the Moslems around him.

Ard yet nothing would enrage many Hindus that autumn as much
as his solicitede for the Moslem victims of their violence, his insist-
ence that pain and suffering knew no religion, and a Moslem's
wounds could be as gricvous as a Hindu's. The Miracle of Calcutta
had won the little man the gratitude of many an Indian Maslem, but
it &lso set many a Hindu heart against him,

Gandhi was not a man to compromise with the etnotions which
were stirred up by his fidelity to his own beliefe, He had always
mized Christian ‘and Hindu hymns, readings from the Koran, and
the New and Old Testament with those of the Gita at his prayer
meetings, and despite the tension he went on reading from the Koran
at his meetings in Delhi.

Suddenly one afternoon a furious voice in his assembly called
out: ‘Our mothers and sisters were saped, our people killed to those
verses! ‘Gandhi Murdobad — Death to Gandhi,} another voice
shricked. The rest of the audience joined in the uproar, There was
pandemonium, Stunned, Gandhi was unable to 20 on, He was
shouted down, What the British and the Boers of South Africa
had never been able to achieve, Gandhi’s own countrymen succeeded
i doing. For the first time in his life, Gandhi was unable to complete
& public prayer meeting.

For Madanlal Pahwa, the young man whose .
be ¥nown throvughort young name would one day.

India, the road to revengs began @8 & B
s .
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doctor’s office. The office was located in the city of Gwalior, 194
miles south-east of Dethi, the capital of the state whose maharaja
had been addicted to electric trains. With his batd, high-domed bead
and toothless smile, the homeopathist who occupied that office bore
an eeric resemblance to Gandhi. Dr Dattatraya Parchure was
famous throughout Gwalior for his sita phaledi, & pature cure of
cardamom seeds, onions, bamboo sprouts, sugar and honey with
which he treated bronchius and poeumonia.

He was famous for something efse as well. 1t was not a chest
complaint that had brought Madanlal to his office. Parchure’s real
passion was politics. He was the leader of the Hindu extremist
orpanization, the RSSS, in Gwalior.

An anti-Moslem fanatic, Parchure maintained a private army of
1000 followers with which, as he would later boast, he would drive
€0,000 Moslems from India, Most of the six-anna fees be collected
from his patients and of the political funds he raised went to pur-
chasing clubs, knives, tiger claws and firearms for his little army.
He was always op the lookout for new recruits, and this smcb-
refugee with his batred of the Moslemns and his :xpcncnoc m thc
RSSS scemed an ideal candidate. Parchure
chance to savour the vengeance he sought. In retumn for nﬂ:gmm::,
the homeopath offered Madanlal food, lodging and all the Moslems
he could ktl,

Madanlal accepted, For the next month be operated in one of
Parchure’s ‘commandos’, slanghtering belpless Moslems fleeing from
Bhopal to Dethi exactly as Moslems had tried to slavghter bus father
in Pakistan, ‘We waited at the station,’ Madanlal would secall, “We
stopped the train. We got on board. We murdered them,”

Their activities became so blatant that they incurred Delhi’s
wrrath, Gandhi himself denounced them at a prayer mecting.
gwalx'or‘s Hindu Maharaja finally counselled Parchure fo rein in

s men.

Frustrated, Madantal ket for Bombay. He was beginning to enjoy
the life of a professional refugee. This time, however, he'd decided it
was his turn to play the leader’s role. He registered in a refugee
camp and organized & band of fifty young followers. Then he raoved
into action.

“We would go every day to Bombay to the Moslem quarter. We
would enter & hotel, the best, order & big meal, things I'd never eaten
before. Then, when they asked for money, we would say we had
none, we were rei‘ugees If they didn’t like it we would beat them
and break

“Other times wc would beat Moslems in the street and take their
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money. Or we would take the trays of Moslem vendors and sell the
things on them ourselves, Every night at the camp my boy§ gvou_!d'
report to me and give me what they had taken. I would divide it.
1t was a good life. Slowly, I was getting wealthy.” .

Soon Madanlal was forced to justify fus right to leadership by
actions more substantial than petty theft. At the Moslem festival of
Bairam he took two followers and three hand-grenades and set out
for the city of Ahmednagar, 132 miles away. There they threw
their grenades at a passing Moslem processton. As they exl?loded,
‘Madanlal dashed down the city's unfamiliar s.lle'yways, looking for
a place to hide for a few hours. Suddenly, floating from a balcony
on the first floor of a dilapidated hotel called the Deccan Guest
House, he saw a familiar object, the swastika-staroped orange
pennant of the RSSS. He ran inside.

‘Hide me,” he said, bursting into the hotel keeper’s office. ‘I've
just thrown a bomb at a Moslem procession!”

Seated at his desk in the office was the local leader of the RSSS,
the pudgy 37-year-old owner of the Deccan Guest House, Vishnau
Karkare, Karkare leapt up and threw his arms into the air in 2
gesture of thanksgiving. Then, opening them wide, he gathered up
the young bomb-thrower in a fraternal embrace. For Madanlal, the
road to revenge would no longer be a solitary one.

New Delhi, 2 October 1947

An independent India and the world along with it celebrated the
seventy-¢ighth birthday of the greatest Indian alive. By the thousands,
telegrams, letters and messages flooded Gandhi's suite at Birla House,
bringing the Mahatma the affectionate homage of his people and
his friends around the world. A procession of refugees and Hiadu,
Sikh and Moslem leaders flowed through his room, placing at his
feet their offerings of flowers, fruits and sweets. Nehru, Patel, Lady

b fni: newsmen, diple gave the day with
their presence the stamp of a national holiday,

There was no holiday spirit in Gandhr’s quarters, however, Each
of his visitors was struck by the physical weakness of India’s ageing
leader, and above all by the profound melancholy dampening his
usually cheerful spirit. The man who had once vowed he would
live to be 125 years because that was the time needed by a soldier
of non-violence to fulfil bis mission, had decided to mark the passage
of another year in his life by praying, fasting, and spending most of
his ‘day. at his beloved spinning-wheel, He wanted his birthday

3! tobeacel ion of that primitive device and the virtues
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it stood for, the virtues 2n independent India was hastening to forget
“in savagery and violence.

Why was everyone showering congratulations on him, he asked
his evening prayer meeting. It would have been more appropriate
“to offer condolences’.

“Pray,’ he told his followers, *that the present conflagration ends
or He takes me away. I do not wish another birthday to overtake
me in an India in flames.”

“We had gone to him in elation,” Vallabhbhai Patel's daughter
noted in her diary that day, ‘we returned home with heavy hearts.”

The radio of independent India honoured his birthday that eve-
ning with & special programme, Gandhi did not even listen. He
preferred instead solitude and his spinning-wheel, hearing in its
whir the murmuring of ‘the still, sad music of humanity’.

The Punjab, September-October 1947

‘The tragedies of partition would not have been complete had they
not been accompanied, as every conflict since the dawn of history,
by an outpouring of sexual savagery. Nearly all of the atrocities
cursing the unhappy province were erabellished by their orgy of
rape. Tens of thousands of girls and women were seized from refuges
columns, from crowded trains, from isolated villages, in the most
widescale kidnapping of modern times,

If they were Sikh or Hindu, 2 woman’s abduction was usually
followed by a religious ceremony, a forced conversion to make a girl
worthy of her Moslem captor’s home or harem. Santosh Nandlal,
2 16-year-old Hindu, the daughter of a lawyer near the Pakistan city
of Mianwali, was taken after ber kidnapping to the home of the
village mayor.

‘I was slapped & few times,’ she remembered, ‘then somebody
arrived with a piece of beef they forced e to eat. It was atrocious.
1 had never eaten meat in my life. Everyone laughed, I began to cry.
A mullah atrived and recited a few verses of the Koran which he
forced me to repeat after him.*

Then he gave her a new name, Santosh became *Allak Rakih - She
whom God has saved’. The girl God had saved was offered at auction
to the village males, Her purchaser was a wood-cutter. ‘He was not
2 bad mas,’ she would recall with gratitude = guarter of a century
after her ordeal, *he didn't make me eat any more meat.’

The Sikhs' tenth guru had specifically enjoined his followers

\gainst sexual intercourse with Moslem women to prevent what
1appened in the Punjab. The inevitable result was a legend among the
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' Sikhs that Moslem women were capable of particular sexual prowess.

Under the impact of events in the Punjab, the Sikhs forgot the guru's
admonishment and gave free rein to their fantasies. With morbid
{renzy, they fell on Moslems cverywhere, until a trade in kidnapped
Moslem girls flourished in their parts of the Punjab.

‘Boota Singh, a 55-year-old Sikh veteran of Mountbatten’s Burma
campaign, was working his fields one September afternoon when he
heard a terrified scream behind him. He turned to see a young gitl,
pursued by a fellow Sikh, rushing towards him. The gir! threw herself
at Boota Singh, begging ‘Save me, save mel*

He stepped between the girl and her captor. He understood in-
stantly what had happened. The girl was a Moslem whom the Sikh
had seized from a passing refugee column. This wholly unexpected
intrusion of the province’s miseries upon his plot of land offered
Boota Singh a providential opportunity to resolve the problem most
oppressing him, his own solitude, He was a shy man who'd never
married, first because of his family’s inability to purchase him a wife,
then because of his natural timidity.

*How much?" he asked the girl’s captor.

*Fifteen hundred rupees,” was the answer,

Boota Singh did not even bargain. He went into his hut and
returned with a soiled pile of rupee notes. The girl.whom those
banknotes purchased was 17 years old, thirty-eight years his junior.
Her pame was Zenib; she was the daughter of smallholders in
Rajasthan. To the lonely oid Sikh she became an adorable play-
thing, half daughter, half mistress, a wondrous presence who com-
pletely disrupted his life. The affection he’d never been able to be-
stow burst over Zenib in a floodtide. Every other day Boota Singh
was off to the nearest bazaar to buy her some bauble: a sari, a bar
of soap, a pair of embroidered slippers.

To Zenib, who'd been beaten and raped before her flight, the
compassion and tenderness poured out to her by the lonely old Sikh
was as overwhelming as it was d. Inevil

i her response
was grateful affection and she quickly became the pole around which

Boota Singh’s Lfe turned. She was with him in his fields during the
day, milked his water buffaloes at dawn and dusk, lay with him at
night, Sixteen miles from their hut, the wretched tides of the refugees
flowed up and down the Grand Trunk Highway. Boota Singh’s
twelve acres of Jand became a lump of ice cut apart from the hatred-
filled floe to which it belonged.

One day that autumn, well before the dawn as Sikh tradition
dictated, 2 strange melody of flutes advanced down the road to
Boota Singh’s house. Surrounded by singers and neighbours carry-
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ing sputtering torches, astride a horse harnessed in velvet and
bangles, Boota Singh rodt up to the doorstep of his own home to
claim ss his bride the little Moslem girl he'd purchased with a soiled
stack of rupee notes.

A guru bearing the Granth Sahib, the Sikh Holy Book, followed
him into the house where, trembling in the new sari he'd bought her,
Zenib waited. Radiant with happiness, his head covered in & new
scarlet turban, Boota Singh squatted beside Zenib on the floor of
his house. The priest explained to them the obligations of married
life, Then, while the gathering mtoned his phrases after him, he read
from the sacred text.

‘When he'd finished, Boota Singh stood up and clutched on¢ end
of an embroidered sash; Zenib clutched the other. Four times, Zenib
followed him in Jawans, four mystic circumambulations of the Holy
Book, At the instant the fourth circle was joined, they were marcied.
Outside, the sun of another day rose over their fields.

A few weeks later the season which had brought so much horror
and hardship to his fellow Pupjabis bestowed & last gift on Boota
Singh. His wife announced she was bearing the heir he’d despaired
of ever having. It was as though some special providence had singled
out the elderly Sikh and the Moslem girl for its blessing, That was
not the case. For that unlikely couple, a long and cruel ordeal which
would one day become for millions the symbol of the evils of
partition was soon to begin.

Slowly, the wriggling lines of red pins on the maps of Government
House advanced towards their destination, a refugee camp, For both
the Indian and Pakistan Governments, the deluge of homeless,
wandering millions pouring across their borders posed problems
such as few nations had been called on to face. Those suffering
multitudes expected miracles, They had won the panacea of freedom
and they believed that somehow it would give their leaders the power
to efface their ills.

D. F. Karaka, an Indian journalist, found a dazed, elderly Sikh
wandering around a camp in Jullundur clutching in his hands a
sheaf of paper torn from a schoolboy’s notebook. On it, 4 public
writer had inscribed a list of all the belongings the Sikh had lost in
Pakistan; his cow, his house, his cot, pots and pans. To each item
the Sikh had assigned a value, The total was 4500 rupees, He was, he
told Karaka, going to present his bill to the government because the
government would pay him.

“Which government?” Karaka asked.

‘My governmént,” replied the old Sikh. Then with touching ignor-
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ance he added, ‘Please, Sahib, can you tell me where I can find my

overnment?’ .
8 “The rich suffered as well as the poor. One Sikh officer in Amyitsar
turned his garage into a private refugee camp. It was filled by ha!l‘ a
dozen of his friends. Two months before they had been millionaires
in Lahore. Now they were destitute. Another officer would recall a
man weeping uncontrollably on the refugee train he was esccr}ing
towards Delhi. The man, well dressed, told him he'd been wiped
out, ruined,

‘You really have nothing 1eRt 7" asked the officer.

“Only 500,000 rupees,’ answered the man,

“But,’ protested the officer, ‘you’re still richt” 5 X

No, was the reply. *I'm going to donate every pie of it to having
Nehru and Gandhi killed.” .

Handling the influx of refugees was a task of unbelievable dimen-
sions. Millions of blankets, tents, vaccines had to be found and
distributed. Providing the food to keep them alive demanded a
logistical effort of staggering size. As the camps overflowed conditions
‘ecame unbearable. The stench of death, decay and disease seemed
1o rise above each one like the morning mist off a lake,

*The stench of freedom,’ bitterly complained a Sikh colonel,
driving into such a camp near Amritsar. Inside another, an Indian
journalist noted one young man keeping a vigil beside his dying
mother ~ not to comfort her last hours, but-to be sure it was he
who would seatch away the blanket covering her body when she

ied. -

Gandhi excepted, none of Delhi’s political leaders would be as
familiar to the inmates of those camps or as loved by them as a
brown-haired Englishwoman in a crisply pressed St John uniform.
As the wesks preceding parttion had in 2 sense belonged fo her
husband, so the weeks of India's trial would be Edwina Mount-
batten’s. She drove herself during that autumn with a relentless fury,
a self-discipline that not even her husband could surpass. It was as
though in the squalor of those camps, comforting the sick and the
-_iying. the was somehow atoning for every extravagance of her self~
indulgent youth. Her compassion, backed by her innate sense of
authority; her devotion enhanced by her knowledge and talent for
organization, made Edwina Mountbatten an unforgettable figure
to é:ousands of Indians.

e was at her desk every morning at 6 am., with barely &
hours® slegp ‘behind h;r. All dgy she moved from camp to Lm‘:;,
from hospital to hospital, probing, studying, criticizing, correcting,
Those were not perfunctory visits. She knew how many water taps
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a camp should have per thousand inmates, how to make sure no one
mssed an inoculation, how to organize hygiene and sanitation.

H. V. R. Iyenagar, Nehrw's chief secretary, remembered her arriv-
ing for an Emergency Committee at six o’clock one evening after
twelve hours touring the camps under a beating sun. Her ADCs col-
lapsed in sleep in the committee anteroom, while inside Edwina,
‘cool, precise, pragmatic, perfectly groomed, set out her observations
and recommendations on a whole range of problems’,

She hated to fly and was violently ill every time she was jn the air.
Yet she flew whenever she could to save time, putting a fresh coat
of lipstick on her vomit-stained mouth before each 1anding. She had
no hesitation in ordering RAF war heroes to take off against all
safety regulations in total darkness when an urgent problem awaited
her.

“The one stupid thing to tell her was, Your Excellency, I don’t
think it would be suitable for you to do this,” Lt. Cmdr. Howes,
ger.husband's ADC, recalled. ‘If you did, she would immediately

o it.”

No sight was too gruesome, no hut too filthy, no task too demean-
ing, no Indian too 1ll for her consideration. Howes would atways
remember her squatting up to her ankles in mud beside men dying
of cholera, one of the most frightful of deaths, calmly stroking their
fevered foreheads during the Iast moments of their existence.

Those tragic weeks in India and Pakistan were a time of horror,
but they were a time of heroes as well, most of them unknown and
unthanked heroes, their deeds forgotten as soon as they were
accomplished. The sentiments of many were summed up by Ashwini
Kumar, 2 Hindu police officer in Amritsar, *The only way to cling
to one’s sanity in that hell,” he noted, ‘was to try to save one Life a
day." It was a task to which the young policeman consecrated himself
with a notable and successful ardour. There were Sikhs who hid
Moslem friends for months or saved them from the mobs; Hindus,
Like an unkoown travelling salesman who pulled Ahmed Anwar, a
22-year-0ld Moslem railroad clerk, from the mob trying to kill him,
shouling_‘He‘a a Christian"; Moslems, like the eaptain of the Frontier
Force Rifles who died defending a column of Sikhs against his
countrymen.

Gradually, a semblance of order began to emerge from the chaos,
Discipline in both armies improved, effective tactics for protecting
(ra{ns and refugee columns were devised, The Emergency Comamittee,

which Nehru would call ‘the best lesson in administration a new
*\ povernment ever had’, began to get its grip on the Punjab. The
\& millions of refugees staggered on, but the violence which had pro-
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voked their flight began to diminish, Its waning was signalled in
one laconic line In an intelligence report submitted to the Emergency
Committec,

*The practice of throwing Moslems from train windows,” it noted,
“is on the decline.”

One last malediction awaited those unfortunate multitudes. The
monsoon artived. The heavens, from which the Punjab’s miserable
milkions had begged succour in the scaring heat of August and
September, finally hurled down the rains they'd hoarded with a fury
such §s India had not seen in half a century. It was almost as though
a pantheon of the Punjab’s angry gods were flinging a parting curse
upon a people who had displeased them. Turned into torrents, the
five rivers of the Punjab, the rivers which had given the province
its name and ined and ished its d children, were
now to become the final instruments of their destruction,

Coursing off the great slopes of the Himalayas, swelling their tides
with melted snow, the rains burst into the plains in walls of water
the height of a house, Riverbeds which had been dried to a ¢rickle
by the summer sun became foaming torrents. Partition and the
Punjab's chaos had disrupted the flood warning system installed
under the British, Almost withou? notice those walls of water swept
into the heart of the Punjab on the evening of 24 September, surging
past their riverbanks, drowning in a rumble like the end of the world

tens of thousands of refugees who'd collapsed there for a night’s

sleep,

,AbdulRahaman Ali, 3 Moslem smallholder, had stopped for the
night with hundreds of fellow villagers by the banks of the dried-ont
riverbed of the Beas. A special air of joy and relief had animated
their camp; Pakistan and the safety of its frontiers was only fifty
miles away. For most, those froutiers would remain a dream. Barely
n‘;ore among them survived the frenzied rush of the Beas that
night.

Ali, his bullock cart planted on & lip of high ground at the outer
ridge of the camp, was awakencd by screams and the thunder of
the onrushing water. He scrambled on to his cart with his family,
The water leapt up to the hubs of its wheels, to its platforms, to
their kuees, finally to their chests before its rush abated, For two
days Ali’s family clung to their cart, without nourishment, trembling

with cold, watching the waters carry past them in an indiscriminat
tide the splintered bullock carts, bloated animals an, c
their friends 2ad neighbours. 4 corpscs of

Bridges that had held fast for decades were submerged or tipped
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from their pilings by the water’s terrifying force. Major U.C, Dubey,
of the Indian Army, saw the waters of the Beas inundate the railway
bridge over the river outside Amntsar, Bullock carts, their bullocks,
their owners were being swept along by the rver, then smashed
aganst the girders with a force that “snapped the carts like mateh-
boxes and killed the humans and animals’.

Life Magazine’s Margaret Bourke-White had to flee the banks of
the Ravi in water up to her waist, her bife saved by the frantic warning
of an Indian officer. When the waters finally receded, she went back
to the site, a meadow between a railway ramp and the river where
4000 Moslems had halted for the night. Less than a thousand had
survived. The meadow ‘was like a battlefield: carts overturned,
household goods and farm tools pressed 1ato a mash of mud and
wreckage’.

For Gurcharan Singh, a Sikh police officer, one image would al-
ways remamn as a symbol of that final agony. He saw 1t in the sub-
lime sunlight of early morning the day the waters began to go down.
Festooned in the branches of a peepul tree, above the remans of the
refugees he'd been assigned to protect, was the corpse of a Gurkha
solduer, his remains being methodically devoured by vultures.

* * *

No one would ever know how roany people lost their lives during
those ternible weeks, So chaotic were the circumstances surrounding
them, so complete was the province’s brief admunistrative collapse,
that 1t was unpossible to make any accurate canvass. The number
of those left to die by the roadside, thrown m wells, cremated in the
flames of their homes or villages, was beyond reckoning The most
extravagant estimates would talk of one or two million deaths. The
foremost Indian student of the massacres, Judge G. D. Khosla,* set
the figure at 500,000. Brtain’s two leading historians of the period,
Penderel Moon,** who was serving 12 Paksstan at the time, and H.
V. Hodson,*** would place the deaths at between 200,000 and
250,000. Sir Chandulat Trivedi, India’s first Governor of the Punjab
and the official most connected with events m the province, estimated
the toll at 225,000,

The number of refugees, at least, would be known. All that autumn
and well into the winter they would continue to flow through ‘Waga,
across Sulemanki and Balloki Heads, 500,000 this week, 750,000 the
next, until the full complement of ten and 2 half mitlion had been

* Stern Reckoning by Gopal Das Khosla, Borbay: Jaico Books 1963,

** Dwide and Qunt by Penderel Moon, London: Chatto & Windus Ltd , 1961,

*42 The Great Divide by H V Hodson, London: Huichunson and Co., 1969,

i
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reached. Stll another million would cross the frontiers in more
peaceful ci in Bengal. itably, the horrors of tlte
Punjab cast 2 wave of criticism on the last Viceroy and India’s
politicat Ieaders. From London, Winston Churchill, so la}\g afoeof
Indian freedom, d with ill led sati on the
spectacle of people who had dwelt in peace for generations under !he
*broad, tolerant and mpartial rule of the British Crown®, throwing
themselves on each other “with the ferocity of cannibals’

Clement Attlee asked Lord Ismay in early October if Britain ‘had
ot taken the wrong course and rushed things too much®. His was,
of course, an impossible query to answer. What had happened, had
happened. What might have happened had not the conviction that
speed was essential if Indra was to be saved from» discm:r. goven}:d
the last Viceroy’s actions, had not, One thing was certain. India’s
Jeaders had not only endorsed Mountbatten’s policy to move as
quickly as possible, they had, without exception, urged that course
upon him, Speed, Jinnah never ceased repeating, was the essence of
the contract, Speed was the element Vallabhbhai Patel had bargained
for by making it clear Congress would accept membership in the
Commonwealth only if power was transferred immediately. Nehru
constantly warned the Viceroy that delay in reaching a decision
would confront India with the risk of civil war. Even Gandhi,
despite his opposition to partition, stilt urged one course on Mount-
‘batten: get out of India i d N 's
Lord Wavell, was equally convinced of the need for speed, even at
the price of the province-by-province evacuation he had urged in
his Operation Madhouse, .

Lord Mountbatten himsclf would always remain persuaded that,
given the circumstances he found on his arrival in India in 1947,
following any other course would have plunged India into civil
strife on an unprecedented scale, strife Britain would have had neither
the resources nor the will to control.

The violence the partition agreement produced in the Punjab was
far worse than anything Mountbatten or the experts counsclling
‘him had envisaged. The 55,000 men of the Punjab Boundary Force,
created to maintain order in the province, were overwhelmed by the

sheer d of a lysm without Yet however
terrible the consequences of that upheaval were, they Wwere still
confined to one Indian province and one-tenth of India’s population,
The risks of any other course was that it might expose all India to
the horror which partition had visited on the Punjab.

For the millions of victims of paruition, the long and painful

months of resettlement and reinttegration stili loomed ahead, They
I
M
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had paid the price for freedom, and that price would Jeave jts bitter
impoint for years to come. That autumn it found its extravagant

in a cry of rage and ion, a cry shrieked to a British
officer by an embittered group of refugees starving in a Punjab camp:
“Bring back the Rajt’
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million rupees and an annual tribute of six shawls spun from the
gdssamer thin paskmina wool that grew on the necks of the goats
pastured in Kashmir’s mbuntain ranges. That was just a dream, how-
ever. A brutal awakening was barely forty-cight hours away.

‘While the nobles of Kashmir, in Hari Singh's brilliantly illuminated
Durbar Hall, were performing their ritual act of obeisance to their
tuler, another group of men were forcing their way into a machinery-
packed room fifty miles east of Sninagar,on the banks of the Jhelum
River, One of them strapped & clump of dynamite sticks to a panel
cluttered with levers and dials. Shouting a warning, he fired it with
a match and ran out of the bulding. Ten scconds [ater, an ear-
splitting roar shook the power station of Mahura. As it did, from
the borders of Pakistan to Ladakh and the mountain walls of China,
the lights went out.

In one terrifying stroke, the hundreds of bulbs glittering in Hari
Singh's crystal chandeliers blinked out, plunging his palace into
darkness. At that same instant, power disappeared throughout his
lovely capital, On their flower-bedecked houscboats moored in the
glimmering waters of Lake Dal, scores of Englishmen and women
pondered the meaning of the mystifying darkness. Those retired
colonels and civil servants could not reabize it yet, but the failing
lights were an omen ing the end of their existence
in a paradise of sunshine and flowers where a man could live the
dream of the Emperor Jehangir on thirty pounds sterling a month.

In his bedroom in his father’s palace where an operation on his
leg had confined him, Karan Singh, the Maharaja’s cldest son,
listened to the moaning of the wind driving down the Vale of Kash-
mir from the glacigrs of the Himalayas, Then, like his father, his
guests and thousands of other Kashmiris, the young Karan Singh
heard another sound drifting along the wind’s bitter currents, His
bl_obd ran cold as, lying in the darkness, he listened to it. It was the
distant cry of jackals descending on the city. -

A horde of jackals of another sort was also sweeping towards
Srinagar and the Vale of Kashmir on that night of 24 October 1947,
For the past forty-cight hours hundreds of Pathan tribesmen had
pcen spilling into Hari Singh’s state to put an end to his dream of
i}x;ddcprem:;nce. Ttbc a;;:ivg:; u.rény heed had counted on to defend him
, for the most part, either deserted to the invader: i

e o them A vaders ot disappeared

The origins of that brutal and unannounced assault almost certain~
ly lay in an innocent reguest made two months earker, on Friday,
24 August, by Mohammed Ali Jinnah to his British Military Secre
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tary, Exhausted by his week of difficult pegotiations, weakened by
the unforgiving disease in his lungs, Jinnah had decided he needed 2
vacation. He instructed the Sceretary, Col. William Bimie, to go to
Kashmir and arrange for him to spend two weeks resting and relaxing
in mid-September.

The choice of Kashmir for his holiday was entirely natural. To
Jianah, as to most of his countrymen, it seemed inconceivable that
Kashmir, with a population over threcquarters Moskem, could
‘become anything but a part of Pakistan,

The British officer, nonetheless, returned five days later with an
answer that stunned Jinnah, Hari Singh didn’t want him to set foot
on his soil, cven as 8 tourist. The reply gave Pakistan®s leaders a first
indication that the situation in Kashmir was not evolving as they
had complacently assumed. Forty-cight hours later, Jinnah's govern-
ment infltrated a sccret agent into Kashmir to evaluate the situation
and ine the M. ja's real i i

The report ke brought back was a shocking one: Hari Singh had
no intention of joining his state to Pakistan, That was something
the founders of Pakistan could not tolerate. In mid-September,
Liaqat Ali Khan convened a secret meeting of a select group of
colfaborators in Lahore to decide how to force the Maharaja’s
hand.

The conspirators dismissed immediately the idea of outright in-
vasion. The Pakistani Army was not ready for an adventure which
could well lead to war with India. Two other possibilities, however,
presented themselves, The first had been outlined by Col. Akbar
Khan, a Sandhurst graduate with a taste for conspiracy. He proposed
that Pakistan supply the arms and moncy to foment an uprising of
Kashmir's dissident Moslemn population. It would reguire several
months, but the end, Khan promised, would see ‘forty or fily
thousand Kashmiris descending on Srinagar to force the Maharaja
to accede to Pakistan®,

The second ive was even more intriguing, Hs sponsor was
the Chief Minister of the Frontier Province, and it invelved the most
2nd feared lation on the sub i the Pathan

tribesmen of the North-west Frontier. Pakistan bad inherited from
Britain the problem of keeping the peace in their turbulent tribal
preserves, and the tnbe’s loyalty to the government of their Moslem
brothers in Karachi was not to be taken for granted. As Britain’s
last Governor of the Province, Sir Olaf Caroe, had predicted, the
agents of the king of Afghanistan were already arousing the tribes
seeking thewr support for the expansion of his kingdom to Peshawar
and the banks of the Indus. Sending those dangerous hordes to



‘EASHMIR - ONLY KASHMIRI 349

inagar had considerable appeal, It would force the swift fall of the
i‘hhmja and the annexation of his state to Pakistan, And offering
the tribesmen the opportunity to loot the bazaars of Kashmir, would
keep their covetous eyes off the bauars‘of Peshawar, »

The gathering closed with a stern warning from the Prime Minister,
The operation must be a complete secret. Finance would be provided
by seeret funds from his office. Neither the officers of Pakistan'sarmy,
her civil servants, nor, above all, the British officers and adminis-
trators in the service of the new state, were to be given access to the

t.

s‘ec'lr‘:me days later, in the cellar of a ramshackle building in Pesha-
war's old walled city, a group of tribal leaders met the man chosen
to arouse their emotions and lead them on the march to Srinagar,
Major Khurshia Anwar, Anwar, a volatile character with a penchant
for getting himself up in weird disguises, seemed an unlikely choice.
His conventional military carcer had ended when he had been
cashiered from the Tndian Army for appropriating mess funds to his
own use, The tribal leaders around him, with their loose robes and
untrimmed beards, looked like the warriors of Saul and David.
Sipping their scented tea, drawing on their hookahs, they listencd to
Anwar’s sombre assessment of the situation in Kashmir, The infidel
Hindu Maharaja was about to join his state to India, If something
was not done urgently, India, he warned, would soon occupy
Kashmir, and milltons of their Moslem brothers would fall under
Hindu rule. They must assemble their tribal fevies, to begin a Holy
War for their brotkers in Kashmir, Implicit in his invitation to join
that patriotic crusade was another equally ancient but less heroic
lure. It was more likely to galvanize the ardour of the Pathans than
any spiritual appeal - the promise of loot.

‘Within hours, in the mud-walled compounds of their villages, in
cocampments, in Landi Kotal, along the Khyber, in the hidden
grottoes where for decades they'd manufactured their rifles, in the
secret depots of their smugglers’ caravans, the Pathans passed the
ancient call of Islam for Holy War, Jihad, From bazaar to bazéar,
secret emissaries began to buy up stocks of hard tack and gur, #;
mixture of corn meal, ground chickpeas and sugar, A few mouthfuls
of that mixture, taken two or three times a day with water or tea,
could sustain 2 Pathan for days. Gradually, the meg, the weapons
anq the supplies be; assenibly points frome
which they would launch their crusade to save their Kashmis™
brothers and slake their ancestral thirst for pillage. Q

-

Not only were the voices at both ends o!'lfxg telephone line Fnolicts
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but they belonged to two of the most important men in Pakistan.
Sir George Cunningham wasthe governor of the North-West Fronticr
Province, and the man to whom he was tclephoning from his office
in Peshawar was Lt.’Gen, Sir Frank Messervy, the Commander-in-
Chief of the Pakistani Army.

“I say, old boy, I have the impression,’ Cunningham told Messervy,
“that something strange is goiog on here.” For days, he said, trucks
crowded with tribesmen chanting ‘Aliah oAkbar® had been pouring
through Peshawar. His own Chief Minister seemed to be the man
stirring up the Pathans. Everyone.in the city except him appeared
aware of the destination of that enthustastic armada,

“Are yon absolutely certain,’ he asked Messervy, ‘that the govern-
ment is still opposed to a tnbal invasion of Kashmir?

Cunningham’s telephone call had caught the general in the middle
of his preparations for a trip. The government of Pakistan had made
certain that, when the tribal invasion began, the British Commander-
in-Chief would be 6000 miles away in London trying to purchase
arms to replace those India had failed to deliver.

‘I can assure you I'm opposed to any such 1dea,” Messervy told
his colleague, ‘and the Prime Minister has personally given me his
assurance he is too.”

‘Well, Cunningham said, ‘you'd better inform him of what's
going on up here.”

Messervy called on Liagat Ali Khan a few hours later on his way
to London. As serene as 2 Buddha on a bas-relief in the temples of
Gandhara, Liagat Ali Khan reassired the commander of his army.
His fears were groundless, he said, Pakistan would never tolerate
such an action. He would immediately contact the Chief Minister of
the Province and order him to stop his outrageous actions. Thus
reassured, Messervy flew off to London to purchase the shell and
cannon to fuel the conflict that had been so carefully designed to
erupt durmg his absence,

The Fakistani-Kashmiri Frontier, 22-24 October 1947

Its lights out, its motor cut, the pre-war Ford station-wagon slfid
through the glacial night to draw to a stop a hundred yards from the
bridge. Behind it stretched 2 chain of dark shadows, a column of
trucks each filled with silent men, The fracas of the torrents of the
Jhelum River rushing through its rocky bed below them filled the
night. fn the station-wagon, Sairab Hayat Khan, a 23-year-old
leader of the Moslem League’s Green Shirts, nervously picked at the
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tips of his flaring moustache. The territory of the state of Kashmir
Jay at the other end of the bridge before him. :

Eyes fixed to that bridge, he watched for the flare which would
tell him that the Moslem troops of Hari Singh's army on the other
side had mutinied, killed their Hindu officers, cut the telephone line
to Srinagar and seized the guard at their end of the bridge. Suddenly
he saw its roseate tail cut an arc against the black night sky. Sairab
Khan started bis station-wagon and lurched across the bridge. The
war for Kashmir had begun. -

A few minutes later his column rolled nnopposed into the customs
shed of the little city of Muzaffarabad. A pair of skeping customs
agents stumbled out to wave it to a halt for their inspection. Shricking
their warcries, the Pathans leapt on them, They pursued one of them
back to his shed where he desperately tried to click some life into his
dead telephone, There the angry Pathans tied him up with the cord
of the useless instrument,

"The young leader of the invasion’s advance guard was jubilant.
The operation could not have been more successful. The route to
Srinagar lay open before the Pathans, 135 miles of paved, un-

defended road, a promenade without danger they could complete
before daybreak, With the first light of dawn, thousands of Pathan
tribesmen would sweep into the sleeping capital of Hari Singh.
Sairab Hayat Khan and his advance guard would overwhelmt his
palace. He would, he thought, bring the Maharaja his breakfast
tray and with it the news that was going to fly around the world on
this 22nd of October 1947, Kashmir belonged to Pakistan, .

‘The young man was quickly disabused of his dream. The strategists
who had conceived this jnvasion had made one fatal miscalculation.
‘When Sairab Hayat Kban wanted to set his force on the road to
Srinagar, he discovered it had disappeared. There was not a single
Pathan aroun.d his vehicles. They had faded into the night. Their
crusade to deliver their Moslem brothers of Kashmir bad begun with
a nocturnal excursion to the Hindu bazaar of Muzaffarabad.

Because of lhe. loot iu its scores of shops, Mohammed Ali Jinnah
would never agaia visit the Vale of Kashmir. ‘It was every man for
himself,’ Sairab Khan recalled. “The tribesmen shot off locks
smashed in doors and ripped out anything of value,’ '

_ Despairing, Sairab Khan and his officers tried to stop them,

htefally tugging at their robes in an effort to pull them away fron;
their loot. ‘What are you doing?’ he kept pleading, ‘We have to go
to Srinagar.”

It was 2 concert for the deaf. Nothing copld chéck that instinctive *
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t responsibility. It’s the penalty o!: bav.ilgg the job, Bu.: I'm not
g::aing tg’ answer for what will happen if British troops get involved.”

rollowing afternoon 2 DC3 of the Royal Ind@n Air Foree put
3—::1: on thcgabnndoncd dirt strip of SrmasxrvAerart. It carried
V. P. Menon, the civil servant who had presided over so many
princely accessions to Indég, Colonel Sam Manekshaw of the Indian

, and an air force officer. )
Ar"x?hy: decision to send the threc men ta Srinagar fiad been taken by
an extraordinary meeting of the cabinet’s Defence Committee that
morning. The committe¢ had been confronted with a plea _for hg]p
from the beleaguered Maharaja, Womed by his_ conversation with
Auchinleck, aware of how jntense Nehru's feelings were, Mount-
batten had realized military intervention was likely. Determined it
should have a legal k, he had i his go
that India should not send her troops into Kashmir until the Maha-
raja had officially acceded, thus making lus state legally a part of

13,
xu;]-lc went even further. He was as attached to certain democratic
notions in India’s service as he had been 1n the service of George Vi
Just as he had always believed it would be impossible for Britain to
remain in India against India’s will, so he believed there could be
10 solution in Kashmir that ran athwart the sentiments of its Moslem
majority. He had no doubt what they were. ‘I am convinced’, he
would write in a report to his cousin the King on 7 November, ‘thata
population containing such a high proportion of Moslems would
certainly vote to join Pakistan.”

Despite Nelira’s reservations, he persuaded his Prime Minister
and his Cabinet to attach to Kashmir’s accession a capital provision.

M ja's ion would be idered temporary. It
would be rendered permanent only after law and order had been
testored and it had been confirmed as representing the will of
Kashmir’s population by a plebiscite. .

V. P. Menon was ordered to Snnagar to present the Cabinet's
terms to the Maharaja while the officers accompanying him studied
the military situation, While they flew off, the former Supreme
Allied Commander South-East Asia set 1n motion the preparations
for an historic aiclift to Kashmir. He ordered all India's civil air
lra![l;lyort to drop their passengers wherever they were and head for

elht.

* » *

Shortly before midnight on Saturday, 26 October, yet another refugee.
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joined the greatest exodus in history, To the ten and & half miltion
Hindus, Sikhs and Moslems who had fled their homes that autumn
was added one more figure, Hari Singh, l_he Mnh':lrnja of Kuhu}lr.
His bullock cart was 2 ble A s - leading
a caravan of trucks and cars into which bis most precious belongings
had been packed, No marauding bands were going to menace his
flight: his well-armed bodyguard would watch over his voyage.
Nor would his trip deliver the downcast Maharaja to a cholera-
infested refugee camp, but to a pleasurable exile in yet another
patace, his winter palace in Jammu, where he had once welcomed the
Prince of Wales and his young ADC, Lord Louis Mountbatten,
‘There, where his subjects were predominantly Hinds, he could hope
to dwell in safety.

Mr *A’ and his futile hopes of independence had been engulfed
by the precipitons rush of events. All Hari Singh's manceuvres had
won him barely three months outside the apple basket Louis Mount-
batten had tendered him. On the advice of V. P. Menon, he was
leaving his menaced capital while Menon returned to Dethi to inform
his colleagues that the Maharaja was ready to accept any terms they
proposed in return for their aid.

He would never again set foot in the palace he was flecidg this
night. In a few years, when the palace had been converted into a
luxury hatel, the corridors along which he had frolicked with the
officers of the army whose loyalty had proved so fragile would
welcome wealthy American tourists. While his servants empticd
his strongboxes of their pearls, emeralds and diamonds, Hari Singh
himself sought out the two objects he treasured most, his matched
Purdey shotguns with whose blue-black barrels he had blasted his
way to the world's duck shooting recor2. A glum expression on his
face, he caressed their well-oiled stocks. Then, earefully locking
them into their leather case, ke carried them to his waiting car
himself,

After a diflicult h trip, the Maharaja’s caravan
reached Jammu. The exhausted Hari Singh went immediately to
his private quarters to retire, Before going to sleep, he calted an ADC
to issue his last order 25 a ruling maharaja, *Wake me up only if
Y. P. Menon returns from Delbi,’ he said, “because that will mean
Tndia has decided to come to my rescue. If he doesn’t corue before
dawn, shoot me in my sleep with my service revolver, because if he
hasn’t arrived, it will mean afl is lost.”

As soon as they'd returned to Delhi, V. P. -
s Soon a5 5 Menon and the two

*d accompanied him to Srinagar made their report to

)
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another meeting of the Cabinet’s Defence Committee, Their words
made sombre hearing. The Maharaja was ready at Jast to present
Kashmir to India, but the Pathan raiders were only 35 miles from
Srinagar and could at any moment seize the only airport in Kashmir
on which India could land her troops.

The British commanders of India’s army and air force both raised
objections to military intervention. It would be a distant, dangerous
operation in the midst of a population which could well prove
hostile. Sensing the intensity of Indian emotion on the issue, Mount-
batten overruled them. He warned that the operations they were
embarking on could be long and involve far more men and resources
than anyone might foresce. But with his Cabinet determined to act,
Mountbatten threw the full weight of his own military experience
into the balance.

He ordered an airlift to start flying troops to Srinagar at dawn the
following morning. Every available transport in the country, civil
and military, was to be used in the effort. The troops would have to
cling at all costs to the airport and Sriragar until reinforcements
in armour and artillery could reach them by land. Those remforce-
‘ments were ordered to leave immediately by the only land link jorning
India to Kashmir, the inadequate road Cynl Radehffe’s penail had
providentially delivered to India when he had assigned New Delhi
the town of Gurdaspur with its Jargely Moslem population.

‘While the frenzied preparations for the operation were under way,
Mountbatten ordered V. P. Menon to fly to Jammu, Harj Singh
would not die of a bullet in the brain on the first night of his flight,
V. P. Menon reached his bedside before the expiration of the ulti
matum the Maharaja had given his ADC. With him, awaiting only
Hari Singh's sigrature, was the Act of Accession which would pro-
vide a legat framework for India’s action,

V. P, Menon was back in his Delhi home late on the evening of
that same Sunday, 26 October. Alexander Symon, Britan’s Deputy
High Commissioner, joined him for a drink a few minutes after his
return. Menon was jubilant, He poured them each a stiff dnnk. As

they szt down, an enormous smule spread actoss his face. He raised
his glass to Symon. Then he pulled a piece of paper from his Jacket
pocket and waved it gaily towards the Englishman.

‘Here it is,’ he said. *We ha'e Kashmir. The bastard signed
the,Act of Accession. And now that we've got it, we'll never let it
£o.

. . *

India would be true to V. P. Menon's promise. The 329 Sikbs of the
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First Sikh Regiment and eight tons of material landed by nine DC3s
on a miraculously empty Srinagar zirfield at dawn, Monday, 27
Octaber, would be just the first instalment in an uninterrupted flow
of men and material India would pour into Kashmir, Eventually
100,000 Indian soldiers would fight in the snowy highlands that bad
been paradise for so many trout fishermen and hunters of the elusive
ibex.

Curiously, it was not so much to military penius or to the energy
and determination of their soldiers that the Indians would owe their
initial success in Kashmir, as to fourteen French, Scottish, Spanish,
Ttalian and Portuguese nuns of the Franciscan Missionaries of Mary.
By pausing to sack their convent in the little city of Bmmgxl!a.h
only 30 miles from Srinagar, when they should have been driving
on the capital of Kashmir and its vital zirfield, the Pathan raiders
would end Jinnah’s dream of joining Jehangir’s beloved vale to his
nation. All day, Monday, 27 October, while the First Sikhs secured
their fragile hold on Kashmir's only airport, the Pathans in Bara~
mullah were giving vent to their ancient appetites for rape and
pillage, They violated the nuns, massacred the patients in their little
clinic, footed the convent chapel down to its fast brass door-knob.

‘That evening, clutching her crucifix and praying for ‘the conversion
of Kashmir', the convent’s Belgian Mother Superior, Sister Mary
Adeltrude, died of her wounds. Her sacrifice and that of her sister
nuns and patients would not shake the hold of Islam on its ancient
Kashmiri stronghold at the foot of the Himalayas. But they had
given the soldiers of Jawaharlal Nehns the critical hours they needed
to install themselves in the Vale of Kashmir.

‘They would not leave again. By the time the Pathans resumed their
attack jt was too late. The Indians stemmed their advance, then,
when their first armoured cars arrived over Radcliffe’s road, routed
the raiders in a pitched battle outside Srinagar. Gradually they drove
them in disorder back up the Vale of Kashmir, along the valley
through which they’d descended on Srinagar, towards the bridges
they'd seized on & bitter October night believing all Kashmir might
be theirs without firing a shot. Seething with anger, Jinnah defied
the British commanders of his army by sending Pakistani units
disguised a3 irregulars to Kashmir to stiffen the demoralized raiders.
More tribal levies were raised, and for months in the hostile cold of
winter the war would rage on.

Ultimately, the dispute would rcach the United Nations. The
Tovely vale, whose name had been the last words 40 pass the lipsofa
dying Moghul, would take its place alongside Berlin, Palestine, and
Korea in the gallery of the world's unsolved problems. The plebis-
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cite to which Mountbatten had with such difficulty secured Nehru's
sgreement would be relegated to that vast file of forgotien good in~
tentions. The state would remain divided along the battle lines of
1948, the Vale of Kasbhmir in Indian hards, the northern territories
around Gilgit with Pakistan, A quarter of a century later, Kashmir’s
disputed possession would remain the principal subject of discord
between India and Pakistan, the ope secmingly insurmountable
barrier to their reconciliation.
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Two Brahmins from Poona

Poona, 1 November 1947

The young Hindu militant who had led his followers on 15 August
in sheir salute to the swastika-stamped banner of the RSSS contem-
plated with wondering eyes the whitewashed shed which was about
o become the new home of his newspaper the Hindu Rashtra, the
Hindu Nation. The shed sheltered a flat-bed press and 2 teletype
machine of the Press Trust of India. Next to it, a lean-to stretched
over the few upturned packing cases and trestle tables that con-
stituted the paper’s editorial offices.

That was hardly an i to inspire a Rott ora
Hearst, yet no Anglo-Saxon* press lord ever exulted over his glass
and steel headquarters with & purer joy than that radiating from the
face of Nathuram Godse. He was dressed in the spartan wardrobe
that was his uniform: a bagzy white shirt, a vest of raw cotton, and
a sarong-like dhoti carefully arranged in the traditional Maratha
style, its left end hooked under his leg and the bulk of its folds
gathered on his right hip. His usually dour mien was enlivened by a
wide if somewhat tense smile as he moved from guest to guest,
solemnly assuring cach of his determination to rededicate his journal
to the Hindu cause.

At the centre of the parking lot was a small table whose contents
Godse had arranged himself with the fussiness of a hostess setting
out tea for the visit of the local dowager. As this was an auspicious
occasion, it was laden with artfully displayed piles of sweets: rich
mounds of darfi, coils of halga, gelatinons squares of amber and
emerald candies dusted with sigar, Behind them, percolating gently,
was an enotmous pot of coffee. Godse was noted throughout his
native Poona for three things, his politics, his monk-like life style,
and his addiction to coffee. He would literally walk miles to drink a
<up of coffes in & café whose brew particularly pleased him.

As he passed out his coffeecups, another figure slipped among
the guests accepting their congratulations. There was nothing
spartan about the wardrobe of Narayan Apte. Tonight he wore his
favourite hound's tooth tweed jacket, grey flannel slacks and a soft
sports shirt whose open collar was pressed neatly over the lapels of
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his jacket. If Godse had passed through the crowd with abrupt,
almost brusque movements, Apte glided from guest to guest, his
Pprogress governed by a hint of furtiveness, a kind of understated
stealth, His smile was never full, but always quick. He was Godsc’s
partncr and alfer ego, the business manager and administrator of the
Hindu Rashtra, His dry, black hair had already begun to retreat back
across his scalp, At the back of hit head, however, its coils protruded
from the underside of his skull 5o that, in profile, Apte, with his
sloping forchead aad long fine nose, resembled a kind of masculine
Nefertiti. His dominant facial feature was his eyes, They were solt
and black and their gaze never left his interlocutor’s face. Apte, one
of his friends said, ‘spoke with his eyes and when those eyes spoke,
people listened”,

At 34 Apte was three years younger than his partoer. He was as
immersed in the world as Godse was detached from it. He was a
doer and a mover, an organizer and a planner, I'.Xow that the guests
were served, he stepped to the centre of the parking Yot and clapped
his hands for attentson.

For a few moments the chairman of the board delivering his
annual report to his stockholders reviewed the history of the Hindu
Rashtra. Then he presented the first attraction of the evening, a
speech by his partner. Tense as a tenor waiting for the first bars of
his arja, Godse stepped to the centre of the parking lot and waited
for silence.

As he did, imperceptible to the crowd below, a window slowly
opened on the fourth floor of the building overlooking the parking lot.
The silhouette surreptitiously sliding into its frame belonged to a
policeman, & plain-clothes man of the Poona CID. Intently, he leant
forward to listen to Godse's speech, Since 15 Avgust, the Poona
police had been keeping a discreet watch on Apte and Godse as well
asthe city’s other Hindu extremists. Weekly reports on their activities
had been forwarded to Bombay and Dethi. Each man was identified
by name, profession and political persuasion in the secret files of the
CID. Apte’s entry bore an additional notation that Godses did not
have: ‘Potentially dangerous.*

Carefully orchestrating the rising virulence and passion of his
discourse, Godse worked through the subjects that had preoccupied
him since Louis Mountbatten had published his partition plan:
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i, Congress and India’s division. *Gandhi said India would be
g:?dd:g 'o?:r !Eirsedead body, heintoned. ‘India is divided, but Gandhi
lives. Gandhi’s non-violence has Ieft the Hindus defenceless before
their encmies. Now, while Hindu refugees are starving: Gandhi
defends their Moslem oppressors. Hindu women are throwing them-
sclves into wells to save themselves from being raped, and Gandhi
tells them “victory is in the victim”. One of those victims could be
my motherl

“The motherland has been vivisected,” he called, his voice now a
strident shriek, ‘the vultures are tearing her flesh, the chastity of
Hindu women is being violated on the open streets while the Congress
eunuchs watch this rape committed. How loog, oh, how Jong can
one bear this?

A roar of applause followed his conclusion. That it should was
not surprising. For three and 2 half centuries the vocation of the
city of Poona, 119 miles inland from Bombay, had been extreme
‘Hindu nationalism. It was in the hills beyond Poona that Hinduism's
preatest hero, the warrior Shivaji, had been born and had opened
his guernlla campaign against the Moghul Emperor Aurangzeb, His
beirs, the peshwas, a tight clique of Chitpawan — ‘purified by fire’ —
Brahmins had resisted India’s British rulers until 1317, From Poona's
streets had come a stream of men like Bal Gangadhar Tuak, the
militant chieftain of Indian nationalism before Gandhi had turned
the movement to non-violence.,

Poona's Hindu fanatics had a new hero now, 2 man they wor-
shipped as the authentic continuation of the Line of Shivaji, the
peshwas and Tilak, He was not physically present in the parking lot
of the Hindu Rashtra, but as his image, cast by a 16 mm movie pro-
jector, flickered on to a cement wall an expectant hush stilled the
gathering, Even to the camera’s jittery rhythm, with his voice dis
torted by the crackle of an ineffectual sound system, there was some-

thing spelibinding =bout Vinayak Damodar Veer ‘the Brave’
Savarkar,

Abaove all, he was 2 fiery, brilliant speaker revered by his followers
as the Churchill of Maharashtra, In his fiefs in Poona and Bombay
Savarkar could outdraw cven Nehru. Like Nehru, Jinnah and
Gandhi, Savarkar had completed his education in London’s Inns of

- The lessons he had drawn from his stay in that sanctuary of
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the law were not theirs, however.

Arrested in London jn 1910 for baving commanded from 2
distance the ination of a British t he wriggled out
of a porthole in Marseitles from the ship taking him back to India
for trial. Eventually deported from France, he was given a double
life-sentence to the penal colony of the Andaman Islands, only to
be released in a post-war political amnesty.

Savarkar detested Congress with its pleas for Hindu-Moslem
unity and its Gandhian non-violence. His doctrine was Hindutva,
the doctrine of Hindu racial supremacy, and his dream was of re-
building 2 great Hindu empire from the sources of the Indus to those
of the Brahmaputra, from Cape Comorin to the Himalayas. He hated
the Moslems, There was no place for them in the Hindu socicty he
envisioned.

Twice he had presided over the Hindu Mahasabha - the Great
Hindu Society - the right-wing, nation-wide Hindu political party.
His real interest, however, was its Fascist para-military arm, the
RSSS. Its central core was a secret socicty, the Hindu Rashtra Dal,
‘which Savarkar had founded in Poona on 15 May 1942, Bach of its
members swore an vath of persopal allegiance fo Savarkar who was
referred to as the movement’s *dictator’. Besides their almost blind
allegiance to their ‘dictator’, another mystic, even more binding tie
linked the Dal’s leader and its charter members. They shared that
most restrictive and meaniogful of Indian bonds - caste. All came
from Poona’s elitc of Chitpawan Brahmins, the heirs of the peshwas,
Among them were the editor and the administrator of the Hindu
Rashtra.

An almost worshipful silence followed the end of Savarkar's film,
‘That brief celluloid appearance of the Hindu Messizh had been the
highpoint of the evening. Arm in arm, Apte and Godse walked to
their press. Fifteen thousand rupees advanced by Savatkar had
launched their journal and no one doubted it was His Master’s
Voice in this citadel of militant Hinduism. While their guests
clapped, the two young men posed for a picture, Then, with a jubilant
shout, they thrust their fingers at the red button which set their flat-
bed press in motion for the first time,

With the clanking press spewing forth the Iatest episode in the

Hindu Rashirg’s continuing assault on the evils of Gandti and the
Congxe§: Party, the little gathering began to break up, At his window

> the policeman who'd watched the proceedings was about to close
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his notebook when he started. In the shadows in one corner of the
lot he'd spotted Apte in ani d ion. His ! of too
was known to the police. His dossier bore the same notation as
Apte’s: P iall * The policem ibbl hasty
note. Apte’s name would henceforth be linked in the files of the Poona
police with this visitor who'd journeyed sixty miles to attend the in-
auguration of a printing press. }t was Vishno Karkare, 1he owner
of the Deccan Guest House in Ah He was the i

into whose embrace Madanlal Pahwa, the man whose name would
e known throughout India, had fallen afier throwing bis bomb at a
Moslem procession. ‘

*

The two young men whose fingers bad jointly pushed the button of
the Hindu Rashtra press had only two things in common, their
ardently held political convictions and the membership their birth
conferred upon them in the clect of Indian society, the Brahmin

caste,
Held by legend to have sprung from the brain of Brahma, the
ins in Hinde logy ded from the Seven Penitents,
the rishis, whose spirits shone in the heavens from the seven stars of
the Great Bear, Originally penitents and philosophers living apart
from the world and its temptations, they had been transformed
through the centurics into a priestly and social elite, They were, in
Hindu tradition, ‘twice born’ like the birds. As a bird was held to
enjoy two births, when his egg is dropped and when his beak breaks
his shell, s0 too was a Brahmin, at delivery and at the age of six when
the double-stranded gut of the Sacred Thread officially making him
a Brahmin was 1ooped around his neck,

Nathuram Godse’s Life truly began when his father and a group
of mantrg-chanting Brabmin priests passed over his left shoulder
hose two coils of gut marking his entry into a fraternity in which
only 2%, of India's vast population might claim ip. They
thrust young Godse to the apex of India’s social pyramid and con-
fronted hixz;d\h a bewilderingly comp

that henceforth were

eX network of privileges and

t . d to govern his life,

The privileges the Brahmin caste carried were not necessarily
cconomic, Godse’s father was o postman earning fifteen rupees
month. But that humble civil servant brought up his sons in the
strictest Hindu orthodox tradition. Once be had taken his thread,
Godse was foreed to leam and recite daily in Sanskrit verses of the

- lllﬁ!‘zx': sacred texts, the Rig Veds and the Gita,

¢ most strict Brahmins, his father was & tarian,
ate with eayone who was pot a Brahmin, Godsem\hcﬂg ;rx::ev:;
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only to serve his father. Before eating, he bathed and donned clean
clothes which had been washed and dried where no impure being -
a donkey, a pig, or 2 menstruating woman — could touch them. Asa
good Brahmin, he always ate with his fingers of the right hand, first
sprinkling water clockwise around his plate, then pushing aside a
portion for the birds or the needy. He never read while he ate: ink
‘was impure.

Young Godse revelled in that strict Hindu upbringing and de-
veloped a taste for To the i of hisk hold
he displayed a capacity for & rare form of worship, the kapalk pufa.
Nathuram applied fresh cow dung to one wall of the family house,
‘Then he mixed soot with oil and spread the resulting paste over &
circular lead platter which in lurn was leant against the wall before
a sphuttenng lamp. The 12-year-old Godse would squat in front of
that platter in & kind of trance, seeing figures, idols, Ietters or scraps
of verse he’d never read in the moving patterns of oil and soot.
‘When the spell was broken, he would have no recollection of what
he’d said or seen. Only he could read the signs in the soot and that,
the family believed, destined him for a life of great achievement.

There was nothing in Godse's young manhood, however, to justify
any such hope. He failed Englsh on his matriculation and did not
get into & university. Out of school, he drifted from onc job to
another, nailing up packing crates for a shipper in a freight. depot,
peddling frult, retreading tyres. A group of American missionaries
taught Lim the gestures of the only profession he really mastered,
one he continued to cxercise in 1947, the tailor’s trade,

His real passion was politics. He became a rabid follower of
Gandhi and the first visit Nathuram Godse ever made to a jail was
on the ’s behalf for ing his call to civil di
In 1937, however, Godse had abandoned Gandhi’s movement to
follow another political master, a man who was, as he was a Chit-
pawan Brahmin, Vecr Savarkar,

No leader ever had a more devoted acolyte. Godse followed
Savarkar across India, a faithful and indefatigable shadow minister-
ing to his master’s most modest needs. Under the master's tutelage,
Godse blossomed, to realize, at last, the promise of the youth who'd
1eid the portents in the soot. He read and studied constantly,
elating everything he absorbed to Savarkar’s doctrine of Hindutva.
He turned himself into an eccomplished writer and orator. Although
limited by his fanatical devotion to Savarkar and his doctrines, he
became an astute political thinker. By 1942, the Gods of the youth

brought up in the most religious of households were no longer
Brahma, Shiva and Vishou, but a gallery of mortals, the martyal
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{eaders who had led the Hindu uprisings against the Moghuls and the
British. He abandoned for ever the temples of his boyhood for a
new kind of secular shrine, the headquarters of the RSSS.

It was in one of those temples that Godse met Narayan Apte for
the first time. Their paper, founded at Savarkar's request in January
1944, was the most strident journal in Poona. Called at first 77 he
Agrani, it was closed by the Bombay provincial government for‘xts
virulent support of 2 *Black Day’ protesting against partition which
was proclaimed by Savarkar and the Hindu Mahasabha for 3 July
1947. Clearly benefitting from the complicity of someone in authority,
Godse and Apte had reopened the paper in ten days under its new
name, the Hindu Rashira. B

Their roles on the paper were typical of their relationship: Apte,
the fast-dealing businessman, Godse, the outraged editorialist; Apte,
the chairman of the meeting, controlling its flow, Godse, the fiery
orator; Apte, the formulator of their political schemes, Godse, their
vocal proponent.

Godse was as rigid, as unbending in his fussy morality as Apte
was supple and accommeodating in his, Apte’s eyes were always on
the maia chance. He was always ready to deal, to acquire discreetly
a few rupees, to arrange and accommodate. Godse was a determined
ascetic, Apart from tus irrepressible fondaess for coffee, he was in-~
different to food, He lived in a monk’s cell opposite his taifor’s shop.
‘The only picce of furniture in it was his rope-bed. He rose at five
thirty every morning to his special alarm clock: his water fancet,
left open so that the first gush of the municipality’s morning ration
would waken him.

Apte was 2 good-lver. He was off to Bombay to see his talor
whenever he’d accumulated a few rupees. He loved rich food, a
glass of whisky, as well as most of the other pleasures life offered.
Unlike Godse, who had lost interest in Hinduism as & rcligion since
falling uader Sasachat’s sway, Apte, the man of the world, was fore
ever running into some temple to jingle 2 bell and cast a few rose
petals at the fect of a. icious god. He was f: d by ast
and palmistry. :

Despite his advocacy of violence to reawaken the Hindu people,
Godse couldn’t stand the sight of blood. One day, dniving Apte’s
Model A Ford, he was hailed by a crowd 1o take 2 badly injured boy
to hosptal, ‘Put him in the back where [ can't see him,” Godse
gasped. *I'lf faint if I see i that blood?

Yet Godse had a cunious fondness for Perry Mason detective
storics and films of violence and adventure, Many an cvening he
would spend alone on a two-rupee seat 1n Poona’s Caputal Theatre
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savouring films like Scarface and The Charge of the Light Brigode.

While the gregarious Apte never missed a meeting or gathering,
Godse, who was painfully ill at ease socially, avoided alf he could.
He had few friends, ‘T do not wish to meet society because I wish to
remain aloof with my work,” he maintained.

1t was above all in their attitude to women that the two men
differed most radically, No task, no matter how urgent, ever deterred
Apte from a possible seduction, Married, his first child had been born
deformed, which had convinced him an ‘evil eye® had cast its spell
on his wife. He had ccased to have sexual relations with her, but he
more than made up for that elsewhere. For years he had taught
‘mathematics at an American Mission High School in Ahmednagar.
His real interest there had been introducing his female students to
the erotic message of the Kama Sutra rather than the principles of
2lgebra. The dark eyes with which Apte spoke talked as often to
women as to his political associates and with results at least as
effective.

At the age of 28, Godsc had finally taken that ancient Hindu vow
whose observance had 0 concerned and troubled Gandbi, that of
the harya, the voluntary iation of sex in a!.l‘its forms.
He spparently remained faithful to it for the rest of his life.

.

Three times in its turbulent history the little town of Panipat, fity-
five miles north of Delhi, had been the sitc of battles which had
secured the road to India's capital to Moghul hordes, Now, on the
orders of Mountbatten’s committee, it had become a terminus
welcoming & new wave of invaders, the train-loads of miserable
refugees still pouring into India from Pakistan,

Their passage through the town en route to refugee camps had
provoked a number of alarming situations, but none to compare
with that confronting Panipat’s terrified Hindu station master,
Devi Dutta, one afternoon in late November, Victims of a savage
Moslem attack in Pakistan, the Sikh refugees aboard a train arriving
in his station that day stormed on to the platform shricking for
revenge, The first Moslem in their path was Dutta’s assistant, A
score of enraged Sikhs, brandishing their kirpans, grabbed the help-
less man. Terrified, the Hindu station master screamed out the only
words that came into his head, a phrase that reflected the instincts

. he'd absorbed in bis lifetime as a good bureaucrat,

\
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“Please, please,’ be cried, ‘no massacres oo the station platforml®

The Sikhs obliged him. They carried his colleague to the rear o'f
the station and beheaded bim. Then they set out for Panipat’s
Moslem quarter.

Ninety minutes later a station-wagon raced up to the entrance
of the station. From it descended the only force that would come to
the aid of Panipat’s Moslems that afternoon, Mahatma Gandhi,
Panipat had had an important Moslem population since the days
when its strategic location on the banks of the Jumma had made it
the key to Delhi, and that population had & i i
to the Saviour of Calcutta.

He walked unprotected into the mob of refugees milling around
the station. ‘Go, embrace the Moslems of this community and ask
them to remain,’ he said. ‘Stop them from leaving for Pakistan.”

A stupefied, angry roar grected his words. ‘Is it your wife they
raped? “Is it your child they cut to pieces?’ voices cried at him,

“Yes,” replied Gandbi, ‘it was my wife they raped, it was my son
they killed; because your women are my women, your sons are my
sons.” As he spoke, a garland of swords, knives and spears glittered
in the sunlight around him. “Those tools of violence, those tools of
hatred will solve no problems,’ he sighed.

‘Word of his presence sped through Panipat, In the station
square Panipat’s municipal authorities hastily erected a loudspeaker
for an improvised prayer mecting. Moslems arrived from their
barricaded quarters. Hindus and Sikhs followed until, like the
Maidan of Calcutta, two and a half months earlier at the feast of
1d-ul-Fitr, the central square of Panipat was filled with & multitude
hanging on the words of an elderly man from whom it expected &
new miracle. Constantly obliged to clear his throat as though his
inner turmoil would not allow his voice its freedom, Gandhi turned
on the crowd the only weapon in his armoury: his words. Again, he
reiterated the essence of his political belief, ‘that ideal which makes
us all, Hindus, Sikhs, Moslems, Christians, the sons and daughters
of a common Mother Indiz’. He offered all the compassion of his
soul 1o the sullen refugees whom the exodus had dumped on the
station platform of Panipat. But he begged them not to allow
cruclty and vengeance to dehumanize their hearts. Find in their
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sufferings, he pleaded, the seed of a more noble victory.

A timid current began to stir the crowd. Here and there an armed
Sikh extended a hand to a Moslem. A Moslem offered a coat or vest
to a Stkh refugee trembhing ia the winter wind. Other Moslems began
to bring food and water from their homes for the refugees.

‘Welcomed by curses, the Iittle man was able to leave two hours
later to a tumultuous ovation, carried to his car in triumph, To his
intense chagrin, however, his victory would prove ephemeral, His
action thdt afternoon had saved many lives, but 1t had not been able
to eradicate the fear 1n the hearts of Pampat’s Moslems, Less than a
month after the Mahatma’s visit, the 20,000 heirs to what had
been one of the oldest Moslem communities m Indiz decided to
leave their birthplace for Pakistan, ‘Islam,” Gandhi sadly noted the
day they left, ‘has lost the fourth battle of Panipat.” So too had
Gandhi.

Poona, November 1947

‘The sadhu in a soiled orange dhot and unkempt black beard to whom
Narayan Apte addressed an intense regard usually reserved for hus
female students, was not a sad/us at all. It was for his police record
rather than his piety that Digamber Badge was best known in Bom-
bay Proviace. The orange robe and spiritual air happened to be his
favounte disguise for carrying out his activities as a petty arms
teafficker.

In severteen years, Badge had been arrested 2 record 37 times on
chatges from bank robbery to murder, aggravated assault and a
dozen arms violations. Qut of all those charges, the police had been
able to make only one stick: cutting down trees in a protected forest
in 1930 during one of Gandhi’s civil disobedience campaigns. It had
carned Badge a one-month jail sentence.

Behind the innocent fagade of a bookstore, he ran an arms shop
in Poona. The back room of his store was a jumble of home-made
bo!nbs, ammunition, daggers, axes, tiger claws, brass knuckles, pen-
knives, all the crude instruments of slaughter populatized 1n the
Punjab. Between customers, Badge and his ageing father kmtted
up the garment for which they were known to thugs, bootleg-
gers and union busters around Poona, a chain-mail, bultet-proof
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vest bearing a startling resemblance to the armour of a medieval
knight.

Apte was onc of Badge’s best clients. The administrator of t}ie
Hindu Rashtra had purchased 3000 rupees’ worth of arms from him
since June, Apte, as Badge knew, was forever hatching some plot
or other. Once it had been to throw hand-grenades at a Dethi
meeting of the Moslem League, hopefully killing Jinnah in the pro-
cess. Later, Apte had determined to Jead a team of nssassing to
Switzerland to kill Jinnah during a visit to Geneva. To Apte’s
distress, however, the ailing Jinnah had never left Pakistan. Most
recently, he'é been organizing guerrilla actions in Hyderabad, can-
vassing the possibility of an attempt on the Nizam's life.

‘I'm on to something,’ he now hissed to Badge. ‘Something very
big. I'm going to need hand-grenades, gun cotton slabs, some
pistols.”

Badge pondered a moment. He had none of those items at the
roment in his stores, and pistols were hard to find. Badge, however,
was not a man to let a deal pass him by. ‘Penny-pinching meanness
of mind,” a close observer would Jater remark, was ‘his most im-
portant trait’. Wait, he counselled, he’d have the stuff by late Decem-

ber. Apte hesitated a moment. Then he nodded. His *big thing’ could
wait a bit longer.

To Pyarelal Nayar, the faith{u) secretary who'd served him for years,
Mahatma Gandhi appeared in the first days of December 1947 “the
saddest man one could picture’. Now that they had settled into the
corridors of pawer to which they'd so long aspired, Gandhi sensed a
psychological barrier arising between him and the colleagues he'd
led in the ind: d struggle. T ingly Gandhi dered if
be was not becoming an anachronism in the land whose independ-
ence be’d done so much to secure, an embarrassment to his col-
leagues.

‘If India has no further use for non-violence,” he noted, ‘can she
have any for me? He would not be surprised if India’s leaders said
one day: *We have had enough of this old man. Why doesn’t he
Jeave ns alone ' *

Until that day, however, he had no intention of giving them any
respite. He bombarded Nehru and Patel with illustrations of India’s
growing corruption, of lavish banquets offered by their Ministers
while refugees starved, He accused them of being ‘hypnotized by the
glamour of the scientific progress and expanding economies of the
West', He assailed Nehrw’s dream of a welfare state because of the
centralization of power which it implied, That always Jed, be said,
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to the people ‘becoming a herd of sheep, always relying on a shepherd
to drive them to good pastures. The shepherd’s staff soon turns to
iron and the shepherds turn to wolves.”

India’s town-bred intellectuals, he warned, were forming a new
elite, drawing up their schemes for the nation’s industrialization
without regard to the interests of his beloved villagers. With a touch
of Mao Tse Tung, he proposed that elite, ‘with their town-bred
bodies®, be sent to the villages. Let them ‘drink the water from
the pools in which the villagers bathe, and in which their cattle
wash and roll; let them hend their backs under the hot sun as
they do’. Then they might begin to understand the villagers®
concerns.

I Indje’s leaders were jgnoring him, however, Gandhi could
ignore thim too. One day, in December, he called to Birla House
the Bombay cotton-broker in whose beachside hut he had recuper-
ated in 1944 after his release from British prison. To him he confided
a secret mussion he instructed him not to reveal to anyone in India,
not even Nehru and Patel. It was the realization of a dream Gandhi
had cherished for weeks. Go to Karachi, he ordered, and make plans
for a visit by Gandhi to Pakistan. )

The broker gasped. The idea was madaess, he told Gandhi. He
was certain to be assassinated if he tried to carry it out. .

“No one can shorten my life by a minute,” Gandhi replied. ‘It
belongs to God.”

Before setting out for Pakistan, however, Gandhi felt he had first
to make another effort to get India’s house in order, ‘What face can
I turn to the Pakistanis,’ he asked, “if the conflagration still rages
here?”

Nowhere did the conflagration disturb him as much as it did in
Delhi. The Moslem leaders continued to insist that their only
assurance of safety lay in his presence in the capital. The police,
their ranks swollen by refugee Hindus and Sikhs from the Punjab,
were violently anti-Moslem. Hindu and Sikh refugees were seizing
for their personal use mosques and Moslem homes, some abandoned,
some not.

‘What distressed him most, however, was the fact that only a large
contingent of troops kept the city from exploding into another orgy
of violence similar to that it had endured in September. That the

peace of an independent India’s capital rested solely on the force of
arms and not his cherished ‘soul-force’ haunted Gandhi. How could
ke hope to exercise moral authority in Pakistan if he had not been
able to exerase a simular authority in India’s capital? Increasingly
he lapsed into those contemplative silences which always preceded
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2 major decision on his part. As the year wound to a close, his
i med to grow.

mgg(‘:gi::;s;:o;heu agx:d erecting churches to their memory after-
wards had been the way of the world through th? ag:s,: he told a
group of Englishmen oge night. *Today we worship Christ, but the
Christ in the flesh we crucified.” 3

In any event, he said, as far as he was cogocmed, he intended to
be guided by the ancient snying.ot Confucius: “To know what is
right, and not todo it, is cowardice.”

Karachi, October-December 1947

The dark circles the size of ping-pongballsdi dbyaphysician’s
X-ray continued inexorably to spread their deadly stain across the
tungs of Mohammed Ali Jinnah, The prognosis of his friend and
doctor in Bombay was not to be denied. For a while, the intensity
of Jinnah's will had seemed to impose a kind of remission on the
disease’s progress, Now that the realization of his long dream had
eased his spirit, the disease had once again begun its advance.

On Sunday, 26 October, Jinnah had Ieft Karachi for a brief visit
to Lahore. Watching him go, his English Military Secretary, Col.
‘William Birnie, thought he looked 60. When he returned, five wecks
later, he thought he looked 80. Jinnah had spent those five wecks
in bed with a cough and a debilitatiog fever that had left him weak-
ened and exhausted.

As he felt his strength ebbing away, 2 strange melancholia gripped
the Moslem leader. He became more remote than ever from his
retinue and his followers. It was almost as though in the closing
months of his ife he could not bear to entrust kis realized dream to
hands other than his own. He gathered into his frail fingers almost
all the strings of power in Pakistan and refused to share them, He
would not delegate authority and, as he lay ill, dossiers awaiting his
decision piled up unread and unacted on in his office. He became
bypersensitive 0 criticism. He was, Birnie noted in bis diary, “ike a
child who by some miracle had been given the moon and won't
lend it to anyone, even for a moment®,

A perplexing meanness of spifit overtook the man who'd ordesed
his ADC to get back his croquet set. His personal aircraft sat unused
for weeks on end, its erew standing by, yet he refosed to lend it to
anyone, even to his own people to help evacuate refugees, becanse
!xc didn't want to *ereate a precedent’. He plunged his household staff
into despair by picking at every detail of their administration, saving
penties with one hand and, with the other, insisting that the best
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Bordeaux and the most delicious food be set upon his table nightly.

Above all, innah was hausted by the idea that his old Hindu foes
1n Congress were determined to prevent his state from taking root
and to destroy it after hus death. On all sides, Junagadh, Kashmir, in
the Punjab, he read indications of a vast Indian design to undo the
achtevement of partition. The crownng blow came in mid-December.
After weeks of arduous negotiations, India and Palistan finally
reached agreement on the division of the last financial and material
assets ing to them. At ds India’s cash reserves
had totalled four billion rupees. Pakistan had been given an im-
mediate advacce of 200 million rupecs. Under the agreement, she
was to recesve as the balance of her share an additional 550 mullion
rupees (about 45 million pounds). Argung that the money would be
vsed to purchase arms to kill Indian soldicrs, India refused to pay
the sum untif the Kashmir problem was solved.

The decision Jinnah with @ situation. His
new nation was almost bankrupt. Only 20 of the original 200 million.
repees remained, Cwwil servants® salaries had to be cut. Finally,
the proud Jinnah had to accept a crushing humitiation. A cheque
issued by his government to the British Overseas Airway Corpor-
ation for aircraft chartered to carry refugees was returned - for in-
sufficient funds.

The sojourn in the city of Ahmednagar of Madanlal Pahwa, the
20-year-old whose name the astrologers had foretold would be
known throughout India, had been a particularly pleasant one. His
Ife as a professional refugec was proving far more agreeable than a
policeman’s lot would have been. Under the guise of his newest
mentor, Vishnu Karkare, the owner of the Deccan Guest House,
Madanlal had organized the 10,000 refugees in a camp five miles
from the city.

With Karkare, Madanlal decided *to tax all business and particu-
Tarly Moslem businesses for a fund for refugees’, The technique they
employed to collect their tax was a classic and simple one. “Those
who wouldn’t pay,” Madanlal noted, ‘we burned down their shops.’

The funds they amassed were not destined solely to ease the lot
of tlaa refugees. They also embellished therr own existence and
nourished a dream of Karkare, a zealot of the RSSS. The cell-lke
rooms on the top floor of his Guest House were cluttered not with
travellng salesmen but with arms. Like his friend Apte, the business
manager of the Hindu Rashira 1n Poona, Karkare cherished visions
of leading a guernlla movement against the Nizam of Hydcrabad.

Katkare’s ambitions of 1mitating the exploits of Shivaji were
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punctured, however, on New Year’s Day 1948, when the police,
searching the room of Karkare's hotel manager in connection with
a murder, came on a pile of arms. The terrified manager immediately
admitted they belonged to Karkare, Four days later, Karkare and
Madanlal, at the head of a squad of hoodlums, broke up a meeting
of the Indian Socialist Party advocating tolerance of India’s Moslems.
They were detained by the police, reprimanded and let off,

The following morning, leaving behind their arms cache, Karkare
and Madanlal fled Ahmed Their ination was a city 60
miles away, Poona. There, Karkare assured Madantal, they would
find shelter and spirits akin to theirs,

New Delli, 12 January 1948

So much had changed since th2ir crucial meetings in this same vice-
regal study in the spring of 1947. Then, Louis Mountbatten and
Mahatma Gandhi had scemed to hold the destiny of 400 million
people in their hands. Now events appeared to have passed both men
by: The Emergency Commuttee with which Mountbatten had given
India her rapid and secret return to English rule had been dissolved.
He had become again what it was always intended he should be, 2
constitutional head of state whose powers were largely limited to
whatever authority he could derive from his friendship with India’s
leaders.

His bare feet as always drawn up under the edge of his shawl, his
air drawn and saddened, the elderly prophet in the armchair op-
posite Mouatbatten seemed to bear all the misery of his nation on
his countenance, His teachings rejected by many of his old followers,
hus doctrines contested by 50 many of his countrymen, he seemed a
piece of driftwood cast up by a passing tide.

Yet, despite the pain India’s division had caused him, Gandhi’s
personal esteem for the Englishman who had felt it his duty to
impose it on India had never stopprd growmng. Gandhi felt only

A had really und d the ings of his actions
since independence. When, a few weeks earlier, the Mountbattens
had flown to London for the wedding of Princess Elizabeth and their
nephew Philip, whom they had brought up since childhood, Gandhi
bad manifested his affection for them with a touching gesture.
Packed into their York MW102, along with the ivory carvings, the

oghul miniatures, the jewels, the siver plates offered the royat
couple by India’s former ruling princes was a wedding gift from the
liberator of India to the girl who would one day wear Victoria’s
crown, a tea-cloth made from yarn Gandhi had spun himself, ™"
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Gandhi had implicit faith in Mountbatten's integrity and was
persuaded that, as fong as he was Governor-General, he ‘would not
countenance any dishonourable act by India’s government, Indeed,
for the Iast month, all Mountbatsen’s actions had been devoted to
what was in Gandhi’s eyes the most honourable of ends: preventing
an all-out war between India and Pakistan over Kashmir, He had
placed his friendship with Nehru under almost intoferable strain to
get Indra to submit the issue to the United Nations. He had even
suggested that Clement Attlee should fly to India to arbitrate between
the two dominions. He had opposed India’s decision to withhold
Pakistan’s 550 million rupees; an action, he feared, that might drive
a desperate and bankrupt Jinnzh to war. He also belicved the
decision had no moral basis. The money belonged to Pakistan, and
refusing to pay it was almost an act of international embezzlement.
His arguments, however, had failed to move Nehru and Patel. They
were not going to risk inflaming an already disturbed public opinion
by giving Pakistan money which would almost certainly be used to
pay for arms that would fire on their own troops.

Now, in his still small voice, the elderly man in the armchair
opposite him revealed to Mountbatten a decision he had not yet
discussed with either of those two colleagues of his, For weeks, he
said, his Moslem friends in Delhi had been begging him for advice:
should they stay in India and risk death,.or give up the struggle and
go to Pakistan?

His advice had always been ‘stay and risk death rather than run
away’. He could not, ke felt, go on offering that advice without
himself taking a grave risk.

He hoped Mountbatten would not be angry, he told the Governor-
General, but he had decided to nndertake a fast unto death until
there was ‘a reunion of hearts of all the communities in Delhs’, a
r:l_ugion provoked not by ‘outside pressure, but an awakened sense
of duty’.

The Governor-General sank back fn his armchair. Mountbatten
koew full well there was no arguing with Gandhi. Besides, as he
noted at the time, he admired ‘the extreme courage, based on a Life-
tm}e's creed and convictions', which this decision implied.

‘Why should I be angry?” he said. ‘I think 1t’s the most magmficent
and fine thing anybody could do. I admire you immensely and,
furthermore, I think yow'll succeed where all else has farled.”

As he spoke those words, a thought suddenly occurred to Mount-
batten. Gandhi’s action would give him a unique moral force.
Duning those houts or days whea, on his straw pallet in Birla House,
he would tiptoe towards death, he would have a power over the
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to success than had been the-case in Calcutta. The capital was over-
flowing with refugees crying out their batred of the Moslems. To
escape the cold and misery of the refugee camps, they had seized
mosques and Moslem homes all across the city. Now their Mahatma
wanted them o return those dwellings to their hated Moslem owners
and go back to their wretched camps. Gandhi’s decision to make the
payment to Pakistan of its 550 million rupees a condition for ending
his fast also infuriated a wide segment of public opinion and divided
the Indian Government.

All those considerations, however, now lay behind the skinny
octogenarian sleeping in the sun outside Birla House. For weeks,
even months, it might have scemed to some that Gandhi was
India’s forgotten man, the message he had preached a conveniently
discarded doctrine. No more. By turning on his own countrymen
that ancient weapon of the rishis which he had used so dramatically
against the British, Gandhi had suddenly reminded all India who
he was and what he stood for. For the last time, he was forcing his
countrymen to ponder the meaning of his life and the message he
had sought to deliver them.

)
Poona, 13 January 1948

Seven hundred miles from the capital of India, in the white-washed
shed in which barely ten weeks carlier they had inaugurated the new
offices of their Hindu Rashtra newspaper, two men stood transfixed
before the glass window of a teletype machine. The fiow of urgent
‘bulletins pouring from their teleprinter would alter jrrevocably the
destinies of Nathuram Godse and Narayan Apte. They announced
the beginning of Gandhi's fast and the conditions he’d set for ending
it. One of them catalysed the virulent emotions of the two Hindu
zealots and thrust them on the road to a crime that would horrify
the world. It was Gandhi’s demand for the payment of Pakistan's
550 million rupees.

Natheram Godse paled. It was political blackmail, The man for
whom he had once gone to jail and whom he now loathed with such
intensity was trying to coerce India’s government into surrendering
to the Moslem rapists and murderers. Like Apte, like all the other
Hindu fanatics of Poona, Godse had often proclaimed it would be
a blessing if Gandhi were forcibly removed from the Indian political
scene, His words, as theirs, had been nothing more than the ravings
of a political fanatic. -

Godse turned to Apte. All his grandiose plans for guerrilla caro~
paigns in Hyderabad, for killing Jinnah, were ‘sideshows’, be said,
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The Last Fast, New Delhi, 13-18 January 1948

The Jast fast of Mohandas Gandhi's hife began at 11.55 on the morn-
ing of Tuesday, 13 January. As all his days that chilly winter had,
that one had begun with a pre-dawa prayer. “The path to God,’
Gandhi had sung in the darkness of his unheated room, ‘is for the
brave, not cowards.’

At 10.30 he ate a final meal: two chapatis, an apple, sixteen ounces
of goat’s milk, and three grapefrmt sections. When he had fnished,
an 1mproroptu religious service in the garden of Birla House marked
the formal beginmng of his fast. Only a few close friends and the
members of lus community were there: Manu, whose straw pallet
was still stretched out each night beside his on the fioor of Birla
House; Abha, another great-niece who was lis sccond ‘walking-
suck'; his secretary, Pyarelal Nayar, and Nayar's sister, Sushila,
the doctor who would care for Gandhi during the fast; his spiritual
heir, Jawaharlal Nehru. The service ended with Sushila singing the
Christian hymn whose words had never ceased to move Gandhu
since he had heard them for the first time on the veldt of South
Africa: “When I survey the Wondrous Cross,”

After she had sung its last notes, Gandhi stretched out on his cot.
1o snooze in the midday sun. A strangely confented aur seemed to
invade the pinched features on which so much sorrow had been
reflected in the past weeks. Not since returning to Delhi in September,
his secretary thought, had Gandhi appeared as ‘cheerful and care-
free" as he did now that his fast had begun.

‘The concentration of the Indian and international press in Delhi
immediately gave Gandhi’s new ordeal a dimension hus Calcutta
fast had not had. But the fast also perplexed many because, unlike
Calcutta, no outburst of violence had preceded Gandhi's “sudden
decision to begin it. Delhi was tease, but the communal massacres
1n the city had stopped. Yet Gandhi, with his intuitive fechng for
hes IFI”"I"C' had W';ﬂps scn?vd something others did not: that
another massive explosion of viol
cruption in Tadta, i lence was dangerously close to

}hs countrymen grected the news of his fast and the conditions
he"d set {or ending it with 2 mixture of confusion, consternation and
cven outright hosthity Conditioas in Dethi were fur lass conduciva
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ecome again ‘true Indians, by repla ing bestiality v:ith i
ll‘tb:' caf\:al do 0, my living in this world s futile.

A worried silence stiled the garden, while Manu gathered up his

ittoon and his Gita. Then, wordlessly, the crowd parted, opening an
:ﬁl:yothmugh which the little man migl;t pass back actoss the Jawn
to Birla House, Margarct Bourke-White watched him go, photo-
graphing with affectionate eyes his lean brown figure disappearing
from the garden, wondering with so many others, “whether we would
ever see Gandhiji again’,

Poona, 13 January 1943

No prying eyes observed the meeting of the four men in the office of
the Hindu Rashtro this time. The policersan who, three months
earlier, had discreetly watched the inauguration of the paper’s press,
had been ordered to discontinue his activities, It was a tragedy, for
the words spoken by Nathuram Godse that night were the most
important an Indian policeman could hear. Beside him, uncharacter-
istically silent, was his partner Apte. Opposite him were Vishou
Karkare, the owner of the Deccan Guest House, and Madanlal
Pahwa, the Punjabi refugee whom the stars had destined for
notoriety.

Godse reviewed the Indian political scene for them. Then he
vowed, *We must take action.” +

‘We must stop Gandbi,” he declared.

His words elicited Madanlal Pahwa's i
Before Madanlal at last was the opportunity to savour that revenge
©ie'd sought since he'd feft his father on his bospital bed in Ferozpore
six months easlier. Karkare agreed as well,

From the Findu Rashtra, the four men went to the home of the
arms peddler who watked about Bombay Province disguised as a
sadhu, Like a jeweller laying out his earrings and necklaces on his
black vetvet cloth, Digamber Badge set on to 2 rug on his floor the
choicest items in his armoury. He had cverything except the most
vital tool of all - an easily concealable automatic pistol, They made
a selection of hand- des, d and high explosives. Apte
asked them all to meet him after dark on ‘Wednesday, 14 January,
in the office of the Hinds Mahasabha in Dadar, a wntking-das;
Quarter of Bombay. Then they discreetly slipped off into the night.

b‘sldto;:i l;gvi;:g'lhc dtg' lin wh;ch he'd been born and in which he'd
obsor! is zealot’s philosophy, Godse had al
Like the eader he wanted 1o munte it to perforn,

: T, Nathuram Godse was a man
ew passessions. His were msm{:é by the two slips of paper :5
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Only oge act should concern them now. They must concentrate all
their energies, all their fesources, on one supreme objective. ‘We
must kill Gandhi,' Godse declared,

The last shafts of Delhi’s Winter sunlight warmed the slender brown
figute of Mahatma Gandhi es be advanced with steady strides across
the immaculately trimmed lawn of Bitla House. One hand resting
lightly on Manu's shoulders, the other on Abha's, he shufiled up the
four red sandstone steps to the beart of the garden, a raised lawn
the size of & pair of tennis courts, its perimeter ringed by a knee-high
‘balustrade rising above 8 scarlet swathe of roses. There, in the tran-
quil beauty of that garden, Gandhi bad found the spot he preferred
in Delhi for his regular rendezvous with his countrymen, his evening
prayer mecting.

At the edge of the rajsed Jawn, under the decorative arches of a
sendstone pavilion lining one of its sides, Gandhi’s followers had
installed 8 wooden platform six inches high. On it were a straw pallet
for the Mahatma and a microphone. Manu carefully set out beside
his pallet the three articles that aiways accompanied him to the
prayer ground: his Gita, his notebook with the text of his address,
and his brass spittoon. Because of the extraordinary importance of
this day, over 600 peopls crowded in front of the platform, Gandhi
‘began the prayer by asking the crowd to join him in singing Tagore’s
hymn which he bad sung each day a year earlier as he had strode
through the marshes of Noakhali on his Penitent’s Prlgrimage: ‘If
they answer not thy call, walk alone, walk alone.’

A hush stilled the crowd as he prepared to speak, His fast, he
declared, was ‘an appeal to God to purily the souls of all and make
them the same. Hindus and Sikhs and Moslems must make up thejr
mind to live in amity here as brothers.”

Listening to those words, cach pronounced with such burning
conviction, Life Magazine’s Margaret Bourke-White suddenly
thought, “This is really it. He has a religious position of his own
to defend, his belief in the brotherhood of men.’ Like many in the
gardel‘:h:f Birla House that evening, she sensed ‘greatness hovered
over that frail little figure talking so carnestly § i
tolight' gy 4 tly in the‘ deepening

“Delhi is on trial now,’ he warned. ‘What I demand is that
amount of slaughter in India or Pakistan should deflect z}sl:pe::;:
of Delbi from the path of duty.’ Should all the Hindus and Stkhs
m Pakistan be killed, ‘the life of even a puny Moslem child in this
country must be protected'. All communities, all Indiass, should
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his weighing,SushilaMNay dmitted toherself that she did not know
how much strain the system of the man beside her could stand.

The needle of her scale gave a tentative and disconcerting answer

to her question. The first twenty-four hours of the fast had cost
Gandhi two precious pounds. His weight that morning was 109
pounds. There was little fat to spare on his slender frame, and
Sushila knew that, before long, what little Gandhi had to burn
would be gone. For Gandhi, as for anyone on a fast, the critical
moment would come then, when he had consumed those reserves of
fat and his system began to devour its protein. That began a process
which, if not stopped, would be fatal. Is Gandhi’s weakened con-
dition it could begin, Sushila Nayyar knew, with brutal swiftness,

‘That in those crucial hours of his fast Gandhi should have con-
fided the task of caring for him medically to a young woman instead
of one of the eminent physicians in India’s capital, reflected a little
koown but essential part of his philosophy. From the moment he
had launched his first civil disobedience campaign in South Africa,
women had always been in the forefront of his movement.

There could be no hope for the emancipation of India, he had
never ceased to maintain, 3o long as India’s women were not emanci-
pated. Women were ‘the suppressed half of humanity’ and the roots
of their servitude lay, he believed, in the narrow circle of domestic

I Je-dom socicty cond: d them. With

chores to which a
the establishment of his first ashram in South Africa he had decreed
that men and women would share equally in domestic tasks. He
abolished separate family kitchens in favour of a common mess,
The women, thus unburdened of their household drudgery, would be
free to participate equally with men in the community’s social and
political activities,

And pasticipate they did. At every stage of India’s freedom
struggle they had stood equally with men before the charges of the
British police. They had filled the jails and led the mass movements.

Gandhi would not have been Gandhi, however, had not his
efforts on behalf of India’s women been accompanied by their
piquant contradictions. His advice to girls menaced with rape in the
Punjab had been to bite their tongue and hold their breath until
they died. He had always rejected modern birth control as a solation
to Indias soaring population rate because he felt the devices it
required were incompatible with his ideas on natural medicine, The
only form of birth control he accepted was the one he himself
practised - sexual continence. -

Nonetheless, a society which centuries earlier had condemned its
widows to leap into the blazing funeral pyre of their deceased
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set before a clerk in the Poona office of the Oriental Life Insurance
Co. They were a pair of life insurance policies to which Godse had
never stipulated a beneficiary. He made over the first, number
1166101 for 3000 rupecs, to the wife of his younger brother Gopal
who had agreed to join him in Delhi with 2 pistol. The second,
number 1166102 for 2000 rupees, he assigned to the wife of his
partner Apte. Like a condemaned man who'd drawn up his last will
and testament, Godse was nQw ready to die in his effort to murder
the man half the world held to be a saint,

As long as his strength permitted, Gandhi insisted on carrying on
with his normal routine during a fast. And so, in the cold dawn of
Wednesday, he was up as usual reciting his Gifa. A few minutes
later, while he massaged bis gums and the few teeth left 10 his mouth
with his ‘toothbrush’, a carefully shredded stick, Manu heard him
exclaim: ‘A, I really don't feel like fasting todayl’

At those words the young girl, who twice during the night had
woken up to make sure her Mahatma was properly shiclded from
the cold, handed Gandhi his first ‘meal’ of the day, a glass of luke-
warm water and bicarbonate of soda. Gandhi looked at it with a
grimace, then gulped it down.

‘When he had finished, he turned to a task he had been brooding
over since the day before, answermg a moving appeal from his
youngest son, Devadas, to renounce his fast. ‘What you can achieve
while living, you cannot achieve by dying,’ his son had written.
Calling Manu to his side, he dictated his reply.

‘Only God who has ordained ths fast can make me give it up,’
he wrote. *You and all the others should bear in mind that it is
equally unimportant whether God ends my life or allows me to
survive. I have only one prayer to offer: “O God, keep me firm
during the fast lest I should hastily break it in the temptation to
hve,””

His chances of survival were already a concern to the young girl
who was his doctor. His physical resources had diminished notably
since his return to Delhi. His kidneys had still not recovered from
the strain his fast in Calcutta had placed on them. His anguish at
events in the Punjab had destroyed his appetite and subjected him
to fits of labile blood pressure whose precipitous rises could induce
spasms 10 his blood vessels.The only medicine ushila Nayyar
could get him to take was a potion made from the bark of the
Sarpagandhg tree, and even that was now proscribed by the rigorous
rules he’d faid down for his fast. Anyway, no medicine could mitigate
his age, 78. Guiding him to what would be an agonizing daily ritual,
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Toside, in the darkened room where Gandhi Iay, the sound drew
closer. Weak and dizzy, Gandhi was strefched out in the shadows
on his charpol half asleep, Finally, as the demonstrators reached the
gate, the rumble of their chanted slogans vibrated through the room.
Gandhi beckoned his secretary Pyarelal,

*“What's going on?” he asked. N

“I’s a crowd of refugees demonstrating,’ Pyarelal replied.

“Are there many?”

‘No, pot many.”

“What are they doing?

*Chanting slogans. )

For a moment, Gandhi listened, trying to understand the rumbling
echo of their chant,

“What are they saying?” he asked.
Pyarelal pavsed, pondering his answer. Then he swallowed.
-y are chanting, “Let Gandhi diel” ’ he said,

- Bombay, 14 January 1948

Three men who wanted Gandhi to die stood in the darkness before
aniron grille barring the entrance to a tawdry two-storey building of
weather-beaten cement in the porthernmost suburb of Bombay. The
only trace of elegance on its facade was a marble plaque sealed into
one wall. It denoted in Marathi the building’s function: Savarkar
Sadan — Savarkar’s House.

Few men in India loathed the man lying on his charpof in Birla
House with an intensity comparable to that animating the self-
styled dictator of militant Hinduism who lived in that residence,
Veer ‘the Brave’ Savarkar detested almost all the principles for
whick Gandhi stood, If Gandhi had made Birla House and every
other place he'd Lived temples of non-violence, Savarkar Sadan, set
innocently among the palms and medlar trees of Rombay’s Ketuksar
Road, was a shrine to violence. Nothing was more natural than that
the first act on arriving in Bombay, of the men who wanted to
wurder Gandhi, had been to make their way to its gate.

One of the three bore under his arm a tabla, an Indian drum. This
evening Digamber Badge had chosen to dress not as a sadhu but asa
musician, & disguise which came naturally to a man born into the
caste of wandering minstrels who had gone about early India singing
and dancing. The drum under his 2rm concealed the selection of
arms the conspirator had made at his shop in Poona.

A guard showed the trio into Savarkar's cluttered reception room.
Very few people had the right to move immediately past that room
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husbands, had so cvolved under Gandhi's prompting that 2
member of the first cabinet of an independent India was a womas.

Just before midday, the members of that cabinet gathered arovnd
the man who was becoming again the conscience of India. Headed
by Nebru and Patel, they had sbandoned their sumptuous office
buildings to hold a cabinet meeting around the charpoi of the man
who had opened the doors of those edifices for them, The subject
that brought them to Gandhi’s bedside was his demand for the pay-
ment of Pakistan’s 550 million rupees.

That demand had shocked and angered most of the cabinet and
particularly Vallabhbhai Patel. Nehru, then Patel, tried to justify
the decision to withheld the money. Gandhi, weak and dizzy, Jay
on his pallet staring silently up at the ceiling as they pressed their
arguments. He said nothing. Patel pressed on. Slowly, painfully,
tears in his eyes, Gandhi raised himself on his elbows and looked at
the man who had stood by his side during so many bitter struggles.

“You are not the Sardar I once knew,” he said in a hoarse whisper,
and tumbled back on to his matiress.

All that day a stream of Moslem, Hindu and Sikh leaders filed past
his bed begging Gandhi to abandon his fast. Their concern sprang
from an awateness of a phenomenon of which Gandhi’s entourage,
wrapped in the protective shelter of Birla House, did not know.
For the first time, a fast by India’s leader was stirring the active
resentment of a number of his countrymen, In New Delhi’s com-
mercial heart, Connavght Circus, in the crowded alleys of Old
Delhi’s Chandni Chawk, every conversation turned on the fast. But
as a shocked Congress Party official, G. N. Sinha, discovered as he
mingled with these crowds, no ardent desire o save Gandhi’s life
animated them. To many, the sufferings of the man on his charpoi
in Birla House scemed 2 prejudiced manceuvre designed to aid the
Moslems, The question Sinha heard most frequently that Januvary
afternoon s Delhi’s bazaar was not, ‘How can Gandhi’s life be
saved? but “When will that old man stop bothering us?" In the
centre of the city an angry gang of refugees even broke up a demon-~
stration calling for communal peace to save Gandhi’s life.

.E'irly in the evening, a faint yet familiar sound drifted towards
Birla House. Hopeful and eager, Gandhi’s entourage listened. They
had heard that sound in Calcutta, the chanted slogas of a distressed

4 2 their Mah to abandon his fast. One of
Gandhi's secretaries raced to the gate, In the indistinct glare of the
street lights he could see the procession moving to vards him down
Albuquerque Road, a forest of waving bannacs 2ad blasred Figores.
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Inside, in the darkened room where Gandhi lay, t]lc sound drew
closer. Weak and dizzy, Gandhi was stretched ont in the shadows
on his charpoi balf asleep. Finally, as the demonstrators reached the
gate, the rumble of their chanted slogans vibrated through the room.
Gandhj beckoned his sccretary Pyarelal,

‘What's going on?" he asked, 5

‘I's a crowd of refugees demonstrating,’ Pyarelal replied.

- ‘Are there many?
‘No, not many.”
‘What are they doing 7"
K ting slogans,’ |
For a moment, Gandhi listened, trying to understand the rumbling
echo of their chant.
“What are they saying?” he asked.
Pyarelal pansed, Ppondering his answer. Then he swallowed.
“They are chanting, “Let Gandhi die!” * he said.

- Bombay, 14 January 1948

Thees men who wanted Gandhi o die stood in the darkaess before

aniron grille barring the entrance to & tawdry two-storey building of
eather-beaten cement i the northernmost suburb of Bombay., The

only trace of clegance on its facade was a marble plague sealed into

One wall. It denoted in Marathi the building’s function: Savarkar
2dan - Savarkar’s House.

Few men in India loathed the man lying on his charpo! in Birla
House with an intensity comparable to that animating the self-
styled dictator of militant Hinduism who lived in that residence.
V“_l ‘the Brave’ Savarkar detested almost all the principles for
Which Gandhi stood, If Gandhi had made Birla House and every
other place he'd lived temples of non-violence, Savarkar Sadan, sct
innocently among the palms and medlar trees of Bombay’s Keluksar

0ad, was 1 shrine to violence, Nothing was more natural than that
the first act on arriving in Bombay, of the men who wanted to
murder Gandhi, had been to make their way to its gate.

One of the three bore under his arm a tabla, an Indian drum. This
¢vening Digamber Badge had chosen to dress not as & sadhubutasa
musician, a disguise which came naturally to 2 man bora into the
Caste of wandering minstrels who had gone about early India singing
2nd dancing. The drum under his arm concealed the selection of
arma the conspirator had made at his shop in Pocaw, ~

A guard showed the trio into Savarkar's cluttesed rbepéion room,
Very few people had the Fsight to move imm: N
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»up a flight of stairs to the personal quarters of the dictator of the
Hindu Rashtra Dal. Nathuram Godse and Narayan Apte were
among them, Diamber Badge was not and so, taking Badge's abla,
they went upstair, without him.

Godse, Apte and Badge were not the first of their little group to
penctrate the headquarters of Veer Savarkar that January day.
Earlier, Karkare had ushered Madanlal into the master’s presence.
Karkare had described the young Punjabi s ‘a very daring worker",
Savarkar's response was to bestow one of his glacial smiles on
Madanlal, Then he had caressed his bare forearm 2s a man might
stroke a kitten’s back. ‘Keep up the good work,’ he had urged.

Their mecting with Savarkar finished, the trio split up for the
pight. Badge went to the common dormitory of the Hindu Moahas-
abka. Apte and Godse, the two Chitpawan Brahmins, left for 2 more
becoming destination the Sea Green Hotel.

As soon as they'd reached the hotel the irrepressible Apte made a
telephone call. The number he requested was the last in the world
which one would have expected from the man vowed to commit
India’s crime of the century. It was the central switchboard of the
Bombay Police Dep ‘When the swil d d, Apte
Tequested extension 305. There at the other end of the line wag the
welcoming voice of the gir] who would share Apte’s bed that evening,
the daughter of the Chicf Surgeon of the Bombay Police,

The critical mément Gandhi's young doctor had been watching for
since he'd begun his fast arrived with a swiftness so shocking that
even she had not foreseen it. Analysing his urine on the morning of
Thursday, 15 January,Sushila Nayyar found in it the dread presence
of acetone and acetic acid. The fatal process had begun. Gandbi's
reserves of carbohydrates were gone. His body was starting to gnaw
at its own entrails, to consume its life-sustaining protein, Barely
forty-cight hours after he'd launched his fast, the exhausted octo-
genarian was already gliding into the medical danger zone.

Nor was that the only sign worrying the girl who'd given up &
United Nations® fellowship in the United Stazg:sx to care fgr Gangm
The meticulous examination of his urine had uncovered another.
In the previous twenty-four hours he had absorbed sixty-cight or
of the lukewarm water and bicarbonate of soda he so detested.

. careful tabulations showed he had eliminated only l:v:nty-e'i?hclf
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is kidneys, damaged by his Calcutta fast, werenot fmmiqning
g:;th; Deegy concerned, Sushila tried to explain to Gandhi the
seriousness of his condition, why this time he might never recover
from his ordeal. He would not listen.

‘If 1 have acetone in my urine it is because my faith in Rama is
incomplete,” he murmured, \

‘Rama has nothing to do with it, Sushila replied. Patiently she
explained the scientific process beginning with '.h'e appearance of
those foreign bodies in his discharge. He Listened in silence, When
she’d finished, he fixed his eyes on her face,

‘And docs your science really know everything?” he asked. ‘Have
you forgotten the Lord Krishna's words in the tenth chapter of the

Gita - “I bear this whole world in an infinitely small part of my
being™ 7

At 7.20 the following morning, while Gandhi reminded his young
doctor of the limitations of her science, a well-dressed Narayan Apte
walked into the office of Air India Ltd in Bombay. He asked for
iwo tickets on the Bombay-Delhi DC3 service on the afternoon of
Saturday, 17 January, for Mr D. N. Karmarkar and Mr §. Marathe,
While he began to count out the fare, 308 Tupecs, the clerk politely
enquired if he would be requiring return passages as well,

Narayan Apte looked at him and smiled. No, he s2id, he and hiy
l.:skodm bad no plans for their return. ‘They only wanted one-way
tickets,

Despite his sharply weakened condition,
would every day of his fast, on that titual that constituted a regular
part of his hygienic code, an enema, Its purging liquid purified the
b.ody, he maintained, as Pprayer purified the soul. The

peration was the self-effacing
little Manu to whom Gandhi had on the eve of his fast,
‘You are my sole partner in this great sacrifice,”
Hers was not an casy role, It exposed the slender girl to a sur-
prising number of petty demands and petulant outbursts from 2
ctachment, A

Gandhi insisted, as he ’

man whose external image was one of serenity and d
few moments' delay in bringing the warm water for bhis eneraa
provoked a surge of annoyance in Gandhi. Then, regretting his im-
paticnlge. he f;ll b;«;.k ©n his bed exhausted. *One becomes aware of
one’s faults,” he whispered contritely to Manu, *on}, the

atrial such as a fast? i + Oy When one faces



386 FREEDOM AT MIDNIGHT

The enema left him, Manu noted, limp with exhanstion and ‘white
as a roll of cotton’, Seeing him crumpled up in his bed, the frightened
girl, afrald he was dying, started to go for help, Sensing what
she was doing, he beckoned her with a weak movement of his

wrist.
“No,’ ke told her, *God will keep me alive if he needs my presence
here.

ere.

Now into its third day, his fast began at last to affect the mood of
India’s capital. Ten thousand people came to Red Fort to hear
Nehru plead that ‘the loss of Mahatma Gandbi’s life would mean the
loss of India’s soul’. It was an important gathering; yet half « million
people had rallied to the same site on 15 August the year before.
At Government House, Louis Mountbatten had ordered all recep-
tions and official meals to be cancelled out of respect for the suffering
of the frail men he so admired. A few processions calling for com=
raunal peace began to make their timid appearance in Delhi’s strects.
‘That was, however, hardly comparable to Calcutta where, from the
first day, Gandhi’s fast had provoked a dramatic shift in the city’s
mood. Sensing the capital’s indifferenice, an uncasy feeling invaded
‘Manu, the fear that Delhi might, after all, “let Gandhi die’.

It wae in Pakistan that emotions seemed strongest, A telegram
from Lahore informed Gandhi, ‘Here everyone asks only onc thing:
how can we help save Gandhi's life? All across their new nation,
leaders of the Moslem League suddenly began to praise their ofd
edversary as ‘the archangel of fraternity’. In the country’s mosques
sheikhe offered prayers for him, From the scclusion of their purdah,
thousands of Moslem women called for Allah’s mercy on the 78-

. year-old Hindu holding out the hand of brotherhood to India’s
Moslems.

No picee of news from Dethi would move Pakistan as dramatically,
however, as that flashed across the sub-contirent by the teletypes of
its news agencies late on Thursday afternoon. Gandhi had won his
first victory. The pain and hunger to which he was submitting his
body had saved Mohammed Al Jinnah's state from bankruptcy.
As a gesture to restore the sub-continent’s peace, and above all ‘to
end the physical suffering of the natjon's soul’, the Indian Govera-
ment had announced it had ordered the immediate payment of
Pakistan®s 550 million rupees.

Bombay, 15 January 1948

Like a group of crapshooters, the men who had decided to kill
Gandhi because of those rupee’s knelt in a circle on the floor of the
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Hizda temple in which Badge had hidden his tabla full of arms the
evening before. The false sadhu opened his drum and set jts contents
before them, Patiently, like a salesman demonstrating a new kitchen
knife at a country fair, he showed them how to insert fuses into the
slabs of high explosive, how to arm their hand-grenades,

While Badge talked, Apte contemplated with dismay the Jast
weapon he’d drawn from his fablg, the weapon they needed most of
all, a pistol. It wasacrude, h ds aslikely, Apte
to Godse, to blow up in their hands as it was to kill Gandhi. A
pistol, the simplest clement of the murder they planned to commit,
was proving maddeningly difficult to find. They had been able to
locate enough high explosive to blow up a three-storey building, but
still lacked the arm that was essential to their success. Even money
had been easier to find than a pistol. A day of opportuning his
extremist friends for money and a revolver had produced the wad of
1000-rupee notes in Apte’s pocket, but no gun.

‘Watching Badge’s agile fingers dance over his-explosives, Apte
suddenly realized that his X ledge mipght be indi in
Delhi. Badge was not a part of their conspiracy. Neither Apte nor
Godse entirely trusted him. His aid now stemed so essential, how-
ever, that Apte called him into the courtyard. Looping his arm over
his shoulder, he whispered to Badge, ‘Come to Delhi with us.’
Savarkar wanted (andhi, Nehru and Subrawardy “finished off”, he
said. He aad Godse had been entrusted with the job, Then he added
the phrase that convinced Badge's avaricious spirit: ‘We'll pay
expenses.”

The enlistment of an srms expert completed the ciccle of the
conspirators. The time had come to start the trek across half the sub-
continent o India’s capital and their rendezvous with the architect
of Indian independence. The arms Badge had furnished were care-
fully concealed in Madanlal’s bedding roll. He and Karkare would
‘begin their two-day journey that night, catching the Fromtier Mait
at the Victoria Terminus, the station in which so many young
Englishmen had had their first introduction to the land they’d come
to rule. Badge aud Gopal Godse, Nathuram’s younges brother,
would follow by separate trains 48 hours later. Apte and Godse

would travel in a more suitable manner, flying with the tickets Apte
had purchased that morning. Their rendezvous would be the Hindu
Makhasabha Bhavan, the Hindu Mahasabha Lodge. 1t was attached
to Birla Temple, the rococo Hindu shrine which had been offered to

Delhi by the family in whose sesidence the man they planned to kill
was living,
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Hundreds of faithful czowded the lawns behind Birla House at dusk
on Thursday evening, koping some miracle might allow the legendary
figure to attend his prayer meeting. It was a doomed hope, Gan:
no Ionger had the strength to walk or even sit up unsupported. He
offered his andience the only picce of himself he could, a few words
whispered into a microphone by his bedside and delivered over 2
Toudspeaker to the gathering on the prayer grounds. The familiar
voice that had galvanized India's masses for three decades was so
faint that it scemed to some on the lawn that evening that he was
already addressing them from beyond the grave.

Contemplate their nation and its need for brotherhood, he urged,
not his suffering. ‘Do not be worried on my account. He who is
‘born in this world cannot escape death.

‘Death,’ he went on, ‘is a great friend to all, It is always worthy
of our gratitude because it relieves us of all sorts of miseries once
and for all”

‘When the prayers had finished, a clamour rose from the gathering
for darshan, for a glimpse at least of their beloved leader. Women
first, then men, the audience assembled into a long column. In a
poignant silence, palms pressed together jn the ritual gesture of
namaste, they began to flow past the glassed-in veranda where Gandhi
slept, exhausted by the few words he’d addressed to them. He was
curled up in a foctal position, a white shawl drawn over his emaci-
ated frame, his eyes closed, his face Lined yet somehow radiating an
almost supemnatural glow. His hands were clasped in the position
of namaste, returning even 1 sleep the greeting of his sorrowing
admirers.

Manu could not believe her eyes. The vnpredictable old man who
the evening before did not have the strength to raise his torso from
his bed was now standing up, shuffing painfully across the room to
take his place at morning praye-s. After the prayer, Gandhi sat down
to an activity as remarkable as it was curtous in a man who had gone
‘without ‘nourishment for four days and was menaced by death, He
b.cgan I_:us daily study of Bengah, a language he'd striven to master
since his tour of Noakhali. Then, with a voice that was surprisingly
ﬁrm,_ he began to dictate the message he wished read out at his
evening prayer meeting.

}lgs apparent vigour was an illusion, however; like the periods of
remission accorded a patient with terminal cancer Quring his descent
to the abyss. A few minutes later, trying to get to the bathroom on

:“hse ;::; his head began to reel and he collapsed unconscious on
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Sushila Nayar rushed to his side and helped carry him back to
is bed. She knew what had happened. Gandhi's lean brown frame
was becoming waterlogged because his damaged kidneys were un-
able to pass the water he was absorbing, The strain was now affecting
his heart. She had foreseen it a few minutes earlier when she’d put
him on her scale, Its needle had remained set on the figure it had
registered for 48 hours: 107 pounds. A check of his blood pressure
and pulse confirmed the young girl’s diagnosis. The cardiogram of a
heart specialist rushed to Birla House provided the fisal corrobor-
ative evidence of the deterioration in the 78-year-old Gandhi's vital
organ. A sudden, fatal end to Gandhi’s fast had now become a
distinet possibility. Almost worse was the danger that, if the fast
continued much longer, the result, even if it ended successfully,
would be permanent and irreparable damage to Gandhi's vital
organs.

Her own heart aching, Sushila took a pencil in hand and wrote
the first of her twice-daily bulletins on the state of Gandhi’s health,
1t was a grief-stricken cry of alarm. Unless a rapid term was set to
his sufferings, she wrote, the strain his system was undergoing would
leave India’s beloved Mahatma an invalid for the vest of his days.

Once again, that di current which -how linked India’s
millions to their Great Soul emanated from Birla House., Instinct-
ively, even without the warning of Sushila Nayar’s bulletin, Tndia
had sensed that Friday morning that Gandhi's life was in danger.
As had happened 50 often before during his fasts, the mood of India
changed with puzzling speed. The second most populous nation in
the world began to hang attendant on the struggle between a man
and his conscience in Birla House.
All India Radio started to broadcast hourly bulletins on Gandhi’s
dition direct from Al Road. Dozens of Indian and
foreign newsmen gathered in a death watch at its gates. Hundreds of
Maidans in every city and town suddenly swarmed with shouting
crowds waving banmers, crying ‘Brotherhood’, ‘Hindu-Moslem
Unity", ‘Spare Gandhi’. Everywhete in India ‘Save Gandhi's Life’
- i sprang up, their b ip carefully selected to reflect
a full spectrum of political views and religious communitics, Post
office employees all across India cancelled millions of letters that day
by writing ‘Keep Communal Peace ~ Save Gandhi’s Life' across
their stamps. Thousands gathered in public prayer meetings, begging
for his delivery. There was not a mosque in India that did not pray
for him at Friday prayers. The Untouchables of Bombay sent o
moving cable telling Gandhi “Your kife belonga to us’.  *
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Baut it was above all in Delhi, Delhi the heretofore indifferent, that
the change was most startling. From every ncighbourhood, every
bazaar, every l1a, the chanting crowds now rushed forth. Shops
and stores closéd in acknowledgement of Gandhi’s agony. Hindus,
Sikhs and Moslems formed ‘Peace Brigades’, marching through the
capital with linked arms, thrusting at passcrs-by petitions begging
Gandhi to give up his fast. Convoys of trucks rolled through the
city jammed with clapping, cheering youths erying “Gandhiji’s life
is more precious than ours’. Schools and universities closed. Most
moving of all, 200 women and children, widowed and orphaned by
the s!augh(crs of the Punjab, paraded to Birla House that
they were going to renounce their miserable refugees’ rations to join
a fast of sympathy with Gandhi.

It was an extraordinary, overwhelming outburst of emotion but it
Jeft the man on his cot in Birla House quite unmoved. It had taken
more time than anyone had expected for Gandhi’s fast to stir his
countrymen but, now that it had, he was determined not to let go,
to drive himself as close to the darkness as he could go so as to force
the deep and meaningful change he waated into his countrymen’s

hearts.,

*] am in no hurry,” he told the worried crowd at his prayer meeting
in a voice that, even magnified by loudspeakers, was barely a whisper.
‘I donot ‘wish things half done. Gasping for breath with each word,
he said, ‘I would cease to have any interest in life if peace were not
established all around us over the whole of Ind!a. the whole of
Pakistan, That is the meaning of this sacrifi

Nehru brought a delegation of leaders to hls ‘bedside to assure him
there had been a radical change in Delhi’s ntmosphere Almost
cheerfully he told them, ‘Don’t worry. I won't pop off suddenly.
‘Whatever you do, should ring true. I want solid work.”

As they talked a telegram arrived from Karachi. Could Moslems
who'd been chased from their homes in Delhi now return to re-
occupy them, it asked.

‘That is a test,’ Gandhi murmured as soon as the text was read out
to

Ta!ung the telegram, Gandhi’s faithful Pyarelal Nayar rushed off
on a tour of the capital’s refugee camps, explmmng to their em-
bittered Hindu and Sikh inmates that Gandhi’s life was now in
their hands. Over 1000 of them signed a declaration that night
promising to welcome returning Moslems to their homes even if it
meant they and their families wonld have to endure the winter cold
in & tent or in the streets, A group of their leaders returned to Birla
House to convince the Mahatma something had really changed.
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*Your fast has moved hearts all over the world,’ they told_ the
shrivelled Jittle figare on his cot. “We shall work to make India as
much a home for Moslems as it is for Hindus and Sikhs. Pray break
your fast to save India from misery.”

Sushila Nayyar watched th dle’s i ith hed eyes.
1t might seem a paradox yet, on this fifth day of Mahatma Gandhi’s
fast, she desperately wanted the scales to indicate ber weakening
patient was losing weight. They did not, The needle came to rest
an almost immeasurably small distance below the figure on which it
had remained fixed for the past three days, 107 pounds., Gandhi's
Kidneys still refused to discharge the 70 ounces of water he was
absorbing regularly each day. To the strain that five days without
food was placing on his heart was being added the steadily increasing
burden of the superflrous body fluid his faltering kidneys could not
evacnate.

AU the other cxaminations to which she and the three physicians
who had joined her put him that morning preduced cqually dismay-
ing results. The excess of acetic acid in his vrine was now a grave
problem. Even Gandhi’s breath reeked of acid, His blood pressure
was 184, his pulsg fast and feeble, the beat of his 78-year-old heart

irregular,

The four doctors had not in fact needed their instruments to
determine Gandhi’s condition. Their eyes alone had been enough to
tell them it was desperate. They quickly reached a common con-
clusion. Gandhi could not survive on bis fast for more than 72 hours.
Far worse, all the conditions which could lead to his death in Jess
than 24 hours were now present. Their first bulletin that Saturday
was terse and straightforward.

‘It is our duty’, they wrote, ‘to tell the people to take immediate

sieps to produce 1he requisite conditions for ending the fast without
delay.”

Poona, 17 January 1948

A shiver of nervous excitement fluttered through the stocky woman
as, in & cloud of hissing steam, the Bombay Express rolled 10 2 halt
in the Poona railway station. ‘I am the only one,’ she thought, her
cyes scanning the faces of the crowd pushing past her husband
towards its third-class wagoas, ‘[ am the only oge who knows why
my husband is going to Delhi.”

s¢ was going to Delhi that morning to kill Mabatma
Gandhi. He had been good (o the word he'd pledged his brother
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Nathuram. Tn his bedding was & -32<calibre pistol he'd purchased
for 200 rupees [rom a fellow worker in Poona's military stores depot,
He had cven tested it in the woods near his home. His wife, who
shared his passionate convictions, was the only person to whom he'd
revealed the use to which he intended to put that pistol. She had
blessed him for it,

Now she held their 4-month-old daughter Asilata - *$word Blade™
up for his final embrace. “We were in the bloom of our youth,” she
would remember 25 years later, recalling that parting in a crowdsd
railway station. *Romance and revolution were our dreams.”

As Gopal reached the carriage door, she pulled him to her.
*Whatever happens, don’t worry,' she whispered, °I shall find 2 way
to take care of myself and the child.” She pressed into his hands &
packet of chapatis she had made for him to eat during the voyage.
Then she drew back and watched him settle into his scat. In a
eacophony of banging couplings and shouted farewells, the train
began to lurch forward, Waving their daughters chubby arm, she
stood transfixed on the platform, waving goodbye, watching his
proud tilhouette disappear, silently wishing him “the best of success’
with all the ardour of her militant’s heart,

Despite his critical state, Gandhi’s mind remained crystal clear that
$aturdsy morning. He had entered the third and final phase of a
fast, The first 48 hours were always characterized by intense stomach
cramps and hunger pains. Then the need for food passed, to be
followed by two or three days of nausea and dizziness. When they
in turn had run their course a strange tranquillity fnvaded him,
Apart from a constant aching in his joints, which Manu and his
other aide massaged with ghee, he no longer suffered, While Sushila
and her three colleagues debated how many hours of fife remained
to him, he was tranquilly writing a few words in Bengali onthe backs
or‘l‘:,i; o]clh ex:lv:églpcs.

en he'd finished he gestured to his secretary Pyarelal Nayar.
His unfailing sense of timing had not zbandoned hxmpylnf his fast {vas
on the verge of achieving its goal as his followers promised him it
was, then the time had come to make sure that what it secured
wm}ld permanent and not just the result of a compassionate
desire to save his fife. He dictated to Pyarelal a seven-point charter
of the conditions he wished fulfilled if he was to end his fast, The
Ieadership of every political organization in Delhi, including his
foes of the Hindu Mahassbha, would have to sign it before he would
consider his terms had been met. The conditions were unobjection-
able in principle, yet reached out to touch almost every phase of the



‘LET GANDHI DIE!® 393

city’s life. They ranged from returning to the Moslems the 117
mosques seized and converted into homes or temples by refugees to
ending the boycott of Moslem shopkeepers in the bazaars of Old
Delhi and guaranteeing the safety of Mcs}e.m voyagers,

Nayar rushed off to prescnt his conditions to the Peace Cpm-
mittee established to save Gaodhi’s life. Delhi was wrapped in a
mood of tension and excitement such as it had not seen since
Independence Day. A wave of popular fervour exploded from
Connaught Circus to the most remote alleyways of the city. Every-
where people marched about in chanting crowds, Delhi’s commercial
Life simply stopped. Offices, stores, factories, bazaars, cafés, all were
closed. Almost a hundred thousand people of all castes and com-
munities assembled in 2 mammoth ratly before Old Delhi’s Juma
Masjid, shouting for their leaders to accept Gandhi’s demands.
‘The Hindu fruit pedlars of Sabzimandi, one of the capital's most
explosive aseas, rushed to Birla House to inform Gandhi that they
were ending their boycott of their Moslem colleagues.

Ynside, Gandhi swung between bursts of lucidity and a comatose
state. S d adding a few teasp of orange juice to
his water. Alert, he opened his eyes and proclaimed that would be
a sacrilege which would oblige him to fast for 21 days. Sushila
Nayyar begged to be allowed to *cup’ his kidneys, to cover them
with suction cups which might speed up their slowing thythm. He
efused,

‘But Bapu’, she protested, ‘it’s a part of the nature cure you accept’s

‘Today,’ he murmured weakly, ‘God is my enly nature cure.’

His most devoted disciple, Jawaharlal Nehrt, abandoned his
Prime Minister’s office to sit by his pallet. The spectacle of the old
man’s decline was too much for the Jeader who'd been his favourite
son over the long years of their crusade together, Unable to bear ity
Nehru turned his face to a corner and wept.

Louis Moustbatten and his wife came in their turn, The ex-
Viceroy was astonished to discover that, despite the torments he’d
endured, Gaadhi still had a *chipmunkish glow®, he was still capable
of little bursts of bumour.

“‘Ah,” Gandhi said in greeting,
the mountain to Mahomet.*

. Edwina was profoundly saddened. As they left his room, she burst
into tears, ‘Don't be sad,’ her husband told ker. He had been in-

spired by the sight. “He’s doing what he wants to do,’ be sajd. ‘He's’
a most brave httle man.’

‘it takes a fast on my part to bring

r B

Mo phenomenon was as deeply rooted in 1he Tndian peyche, nor as
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defiant of precise definition, as the mystic rite of darshan. A peasant
expericnced darshan when, after walking barefoot for hundreds of
miles, he fiest glimpsed the waters of the Holy Mother Ganges. He
knew it again when the first rivulets of that sacred water coursed
down his skin. A man might have it in Hinduism’s most sacred
shrines, at a cremation, at a political rally, in the crowd around a
great teader or, above all, in the presence of a holy man, Darskan
produced an indefinable current, passing from giver to receiver, &
blessing, & diction, the ion of some spiri
influence.

On, the afterncan of Saturday, 17 January, that ancient and
imperious Indian need for darshan found expression for two
men separated by 700 miles, by 2n almost unbridgeable gulf of
sentiment, yet whose names were soon to be linked by the tides of
history.

The voice that reached the faithful who crowded on to the lawn
of Bitla House that afternoon for Gandhi’s evening prayers was
little more than a faint gasp. Gandhi barely had the force to speak
for three minutes, and even those minutes were punctuated by long
silences as he groped for the strength to go on. ‘It is not within
anybody’s power to save my Ufe or end it,” he said. ‘It is only in
God's power.”

‘Today he told his audiencs he saw ‘no reason® for ending his fast,
A worried groan escaped the crowd. As soon as the prayer was
concluded all fell into a Jong columa for their evening darshan. The
sense of anguish filling those men and women was terrible. The news
of how close Gandhi was to death had by now touched them all.
Many a sorrowing Indian walking slowly across the Jawn of Birla
House in the fast-falling sunset wondered whether he was zbout to
see India’s Great Soul for the last time, For almost an hour their
touching darshan went on, the long and silent column shufiting by,
many faces wet with tears, while on the sun-porch the frail and
withered little thing that was the centre of their attention tossed in
fitful sleep under his white shawl.

Everything was ready now. Madanlal and Karkare were in i
with their hand-grenades, time bombs and the home-made g::?l
Badge had found them. Gopal Godse with a second pisto! was en
route to Join them. Badge would leave in his turn that evemung. And
in barely an hour’s time, Apte and Nathuram Godse would board
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the Air India DC3 that would set them irrevocably on the road to
Birla House,

‘The two men were Welcomed to Savarkar Sadan with the same
deference they had been shown on chn.csday evenipg. This time
their stay was brief. Savarkar accompanied them back down thc
stairs to the grille of his sadan. His most ardent disciples were setting
out to murder & man Veer Savarkar detested with all the fury of
which his zealot’s soul was capable. Dv:spnc.thgt fact, there was
nothing in his rigidly composed demeanour to indicate the cnormity
of that moment. Hardly an emotion registered on his glacial regard,
his tant, pursed lips. He laid a band on Godse and Apte’s shoulders:

*Be successful,” he whispered, *, . - and come back.?

Tn New Delhi an interminable flow of human beings converged on
Birla House, its members beseeching Gandhi to end his fast. They
poured down Albuquerque Road, & column 100,000 strong, three
miles in length, waving a galaxy of colourcd flags and baaners, the
roar of their cry "Live Gandhil’ ten thousand times stronger than
the cries of “Let Gandhi Die’ that kad rung out on that same street
five days earlier,

‘The Association of Tonga Drivers’, ‘The Rallway Workers’
Union', *Post and Telegraph Employess’, “The Herijans of the
Bhangi Sweepers® Colony', “Delhi’s Women's League'; they bore
the sigus of an entire people seized by the urgent need to rush to-
wards the pallet where the Mahatma lay dying. They flooded through
I.h:7 ga:’cs of Birla House, trampling its tlf:awci"abeds and rose gardens,
 bobbing tide of heads crying out their slogans of brotharho:
offeting their live§ Yo save Gandhi's. od,

Sensing their mood, sensing perhaps that the climax of Gandhi's
efforts was at hand, Nehru moved tb the microphone on the prayer
ground from which the Mahatma addressed bis followers,

‘1 saw the frecdom of India as & vision,” he said. ‘I had charted
the future of Asia on my heart.” It was Gandhi, he told the crowd,
‘an odd-looking man with no art of dressing and no polish fu his
way of speech’, who had given him that vision.

‘:ﬂ:ere is something great and vital ia the sofl of our country
which ean produce & Gandbi, he cried. ‘No sacrifice was too pgreat
ta save him because only he can Jead us to the true goal and not the
NsAt da‘;m of out hopes.* : -

sudden discordant note, the angry cty of protest of a refngos
inlhecmwdmﬂﬁnginl’mntcfﬂkhﬂ:;,u‘ﬂedi' e, @
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came from the lips of Madanlal Pahwa. Driven by a kind of morbid
curiosity, Karkare and Madanlal had followed the crowds to Bitla
Honse, listening to them besecching the man they had come to Delhi
to kill to end his fast, Unable to control his emotion at Nehru's
words, the 20-year-old Madanlal ha itted the i dib};

stupid blunder of shricking out his protest.

Karkare watched in despair as two,_ policemen took him into
custody. If the hated figure inside the house survived his fast, Karkare
told himself, he might now, because of Madanlal’s idiotic gesture,
never have to face their attempt on his hife.

Karkare’s fears were groundless, A few minutes later, as the
crowds drifted away, Madanlal was released. Disgruntled refugees
were commonplace in Delhi. The police had not even bothered to
question him or take his pame.

Late in the evening a man rushed into Birla House. In his hands
Pyarelal Nayar bore the one message which could save Gandhi
from the death his doctors feared was imminent. Gandhi’s life hung
on a thread that night. His pulse was weak and irregular. He had
‘been delirious earlier in the evening, His continuing inability to pass
urine seemed to foretell a general collapse of his system.

Gandbi was asleep when Pyarelal entered the room, but a funereal
atmosphere pervaded his quarters, Pyarelal whispered to his beloved
employer. He did not move. Finally, he shook his shoulders. Gandhi
stirred and his eyes opened. Pyarelal drew a paper from his pocket,
unfolded it and held it up to the Mahatma’s face. It was a charter
the Peace Ci ittee had just signed, h lained, a pledge to restore
‘peace, harmony and fraternity between the communities’,

Gandhi gave a sigh of satisfaction. Then he asked if all the city’s
Jeaders had signed it. Pyarelal hesitated. It still lacked two signatures,
he admitted, those of the Jeaders of the local branches of the organi-
zations headed by his most implacable foes, the Hindu Mahasabha
and the RSSS.

They would sign tomorrow, Pyarelal said. The others guaranteed
their signatures and their acceptance of the charter. Break his fast
now, Pyarelal bepged, take something to sustain him through the
coming night.

Gandhi shook his head in an impatient little gesture, With diffi-
culty he turned to his secretary,

‘No,’ he murmured. “Nothing must be done in haste, I will not
break my fast until the stoniest heart has melted.”

A telephone’s jarring ring interrupted the meeting in the office of
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De Rajendra Prasad, the President of the Congress Party. The call
naml:alj'rom Birla House. Gandhi’s condition h_ad taken a sudde'n
turn for the worse, If the resolution accepting his seven points, this
time signed by all the leaders whose signatures he'd requested, was
pot rushed to his bedside it might wellarrivetoa late. It was 11.00a.m.,
Sunday, 18 January. For almost an hour, Gandhi had been danger-
ously close to slipping into a coma.

Ayshmercd :x?rnessicn on his face, Prasad passed the news o the
men crowding his office. They were there to put the last signatures
on that critical dogument, the paper his secretary .had s}wwn Gam}ln
the evening before, Taking a few key leaders with him and teﬂgng
the others to follow as fast as they could, Prasad rushed to Birla
House. Gandhi was lying unconscious on his bed, the members of
his entourage hovering around him Like nurses around a dying
patient., As he had the evening before, Pyarelal tried to call him,
then to wake him by gently caressing his forchead. He did not res-
pond. Someone brought a damp compress which was applied to his
head. As its chill penetrated his being, Gandhi stirred, then opened
his eyes. Secing the gathering around him, a faint smile creased his
face. He had accomplished a miracle of which only he was capable.
‘Tha men standing by his bedside were divided by rivers of blood and.
antagonistus centuries ofd, There were Sikbs in the blue turbans of
the militant Akali sect next to Moslems in fezzes and flowing robes;
Congressmen in dhotis; Parsees and Christians in London-made
lounge suits; Hindu Untouchables from the Bhangi Sweepers'
Colony; orange-robed sadhus; the leaders of the extremists of the
Hindu b and even the scld ive of that
brotherhood of zealots, the RSSS, standing tranquilly alongside the
High Commissioner of Pakistan.

Rajendra Prasad knelt down beside the figure crumpled up on his
charpol, His seven-point charter, he told Gandhi, now bore all the

i he'd d. It was their i deeply-felt wish
that he break his fast. One by one the men around the bed confirmed
Prasad’s words with their own. At their recital, an air of serenity
flowed across the Mah s He indicated that he
wanted to speak.

. Manu pressed her ear against fiis lips. She noted down each phrase
ina notebook, then passed it to Pyarelal wha read it to the gathering,

They had given him everything he had asked for, but he was still
not quite ready to pronounce the words they so desperately wanted
to t}gu, What they had achieved in Delli they must now seck 1o
achieve thraughout all India, he warned, If they were pledging peace’
in Delhii but were going to be indifferent 10 vintenss slsaphars Al
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pledge was worthless and hie would be making a mistake to break his
fast.

Even in his feeble condition, the cunning despot of brotherhood
knew he had the men around him where he wanted them, and he
intended to extract the last measure of accord from them. Panting,
he paused for two minutes to gather his strength before beginning
again, Pyarelal, overcome by emotiop, could no longer read out the
scraps of paper Manu passed up from Gandhi’s charpol. He banded
the task over to his sister Sushila,

“Nothing could be more foolish than to think India must be for
Hindus alone and Pakistan for Moslems alone. It is difficult to reform
the whole of India and Pakistan, but if we set our hearts on some-
thing, it must become a reality,

“If, after listening to all this, you still want me to give up my fast,
1 shall do s0. But if India does not change for the better, what you
say is a mere farce, There will be nothing left for me but to die.”

‘A tremor of relief rippled through the room. One by one the men
present came to Gandhi’s bedside to assure him they understood the
full import of their covenant with him. The Ieader of the RSSS, the
organization that claimed the ellegiance of the commando which
was in Delhi to murder Gandhi, added his pledge to the others.
“Yes,? he vowed, *we swear fully to carry out your commands.”

When the last of their protestations of good faith had been
uttered, Gandhi beckoned Manu back to his side. I will break my
fast. God’s will be done,’ she wrote on ker pad. A shriek of the
purest joy burst from her lips as she read those words to the gather-

ing.

An extraordinary air of relief and triumph swept the room, a
‘burst of enthusiasm as exuberant as that greeting the news of a
popular candidate’s electoral triumph. When it bad stilled, Gandhi
insisted that all join him in prayer, 2 Buddhist mantra, readings from
the Gita, the Koran, the Bible, the *Mazdah' prayer of Zoroasterism,
finally a hymn to the Sikh’s great gurs, Govind Singh, whose feast
day it was. Gandhi’s eyes remained closed, A radiant air of joy
illuminated his pinched little face as be listened, his lips moving at
each prayer.

Forcing her way through the crowd of newsmen and photo-
graph_ers w!m‘d swarmed into the room at the news that Gandhi was
breaking his fast, Abha brought a glass of orange juice reinforced
with gluoos; to Gandhi’s bedside. Maulana Azad, a Moslem and
fo'rmet pm.ndem of Congress, and Jawahatlal Nehru, both trembling
with emotion, took the glass in their hands and raised it to Gandhi’s
Xips, The glare of exploding flash-bulbs filled the room with dazzling
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white light as Gandhi took his first ¢ip. It was 12.45. At the age of
78, Mohandas Gandhi accepted his first nourishment after existing
for 121 hours and 30 minutes on lukewarm water and bicarbonate
of soda.

A roar of cheering broke out in the crowded gardens and alley-
ways outside as the confirmation of the news that Gandhi had at
last broken his fast came from the house, Inside, all the women of
Gandhi’s entourage moved up to his bed carrying trays covered
with orange sections. It was prasad, the gift of God. A feeble wave
of the Mahatma’s hand gave the gift his blessing. Tears 6f joy
streaming from their eyes, the girls pushed their way through the
crowds, offering their mounds of orange sections, the hoste of 2
gigantic and mystic communion binding those disparate and divided
T

en,
By the time it was finished, his emotion and the energy he had

in addressing the gathering had left Gandhi ir such an
exhansted state that his doctors cleared the room. Onjy one man
remained behind. His face figured by happi Jawaharlal
Nebru squatted cross-legged by his old guru’s charpol. When the
others had gone, he bent to place his lips cJose to the Mahatma's ear
and whispered to him a secret he had shared with 1o one, ot even
his own daughter. Since the day before, he too had been fasting in a
symbolic gesture of sympathy with his spiritual father.,

His body reinvigorated by glucose as his triumph had revived his
£pitit, the voice that had been a whisper for the past 36 hours found
again some of its old strength &s Gandhi addressed his faithful on the
lawn that evening,

‘I can pever forget all my life the kindness shown to me by all
of you, be said. ‘Do not differentiate between Delhi apd other
places,’ he begged thers. Let peace return to all India and Pakistan
83 well, “If we remember that all life is one, there is no reason why
we should treat one another as enemies.” Let every Hindu study the
Koran, let Moslems ponder the meaning of the Gita, and the Sikhs®

Granth Sahib,

‘As We respect our own religion so must we respect other peoples.
What is just and right is just and right, whether it be inscribed in
Sanskrit, Urdu, Persian or any other language,

y God bestow sanity on us and the whole world,” he con-

doded, *May He make us wiser and draw us closer to Him so that
2 and the whole world may be happy.”

. darshan that evening was an extraordinarily moving spectacle,

1aced on & chair, wrapped in warm blankets like 2 new-born, baby,

the diminished figure was carried out to the terraces in full view of
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the crowd. Then his supporters hoisted him to their shoulders.
Like a triumphant boxer who'd just knocked out his foc to become
heavyweight champion of the world, the little man waved happily
to his jubilant admirers. His ecstatic Manu could only think of the
ancient Hindu legend of the Lord Ramchandra returning to his
people from fourteen years in exile to hear them proclaim: *Lord,
we ask oaly one boon ~ to serve you.”

Three hours later, while a festive Delhi celebrated the end of his
fast, Gandhi absorbed his first meal, ¢ight ounces of goat’s milk
and four oranges. When he had finished, he called for that primitive
device which had embodied his message to his people, his spinning-
wheel, No pleas from his doctors or his entourage could deter him,
With the first strength returning to his body, his trembling fingers set
the wheel in motion.

“‘Bread obtained without labour is stolen bread,’ he whispered.
‘1 have now started to take food, therefore I must Jabour.”
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The Vengeance of Madanlal Pahwa

New Delhi, 19-20 January 1948

It had been years, Pyarelal Nayar thought, since he'd seen Gandhi
as cheerful, as radiant with fervour and enthusiasm, as he was in the
aftermath of his fast. The successful conclusion of the fast, Nayar
noted, had opened before Gandhi ‘boundless dreams and soaring
hopes’. Not since the 1929 Salt March had one of his actions so
galvanized the world.

A deluge of latory cables and poured into Birla
House. Newspapers around the world hailed Gandhi’s exploit, “The
mystery and power of a frail 78-year-old man shakes the world and
inspires it with new hope,” wrote the News Chronicle. Gandhi, the
paper said, *had demonstrated & power which may prove greater
than the atom bomb and which fhe West should watch with envy
and hope'. The Times, not always among his admirers, noted: *Mr
Gandhi’s courageous idealism has never been more plainly vindi-
cated’, and the ’ i d that Gandhi
might *be a politician among saints, but he is no less a saint among
poltticians’. In the United States, the Washington Post remarked that
the “wave of relief” sweeping the world because his life had been
spared was ‘a measure of the sainthood with which he has been
invested'. Egypt hailed ‘a noble son of the East dedicating his hfe
10 peace, tolerance and brotherhood’, and Indonesia saw in his
achievements “the dawn of freedom for all Asia®. '

The little man in Birla House was hardly indifferent to that
avalanche of accolades. 19 January, as alt his Mondays, was his day
91' silence, but the mischievous gaiety bubbling through his spirit
infected everybody in his entourage. The bleak despair that had
shrouded Birla House during the last days of his fast was replaced
by & kind of mystic euphoria, a conviction that grand new horizons
were ahout (0 open for Gandhi and his doctrine of non-violence.

The Mahatma remained weak and confined to 2 liquid diet of
f“"l Juices, barley water and glucose, yet even his health scemed
infected by the new spirit pervading his quarters, For his followers,
lb_t most reassuring moment came at the daily ceremony which had
stirred such deepening anxiety during his fast, his weighing. That
g‘l:!l;n::gw‘ bx‘shw;ig‘b!:t [leu og: lpo;x{nd, to 1!;6 pounds, It was the

c farthful in Birla House could have had, ¥
watcrlogsed Lidoeys were besinning 1a fonetion asain fr e ®
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India's resilient, indomitable Great Soul was emerging from the
shadows.

At about the same time as Gandhi was mounting his scalcs, six men
emerged into a little clearing in the dense undergrowth stretching
behind New Delhi’s Birla Temple, There, well out of earshot of any
curious visitors, they paused. Before deciding when and how to make
their attempt on Gandhi's life, Nathurem Godse and Narayan Apte
wanted to test the weapons with which they planned to kill him,

Gopal Godse took out from under his jacket the -32 calibre pistol
te'd bought in Poona for 200 rupges. He loaded jt, picked out &
tree, backed 25 feet and pulled the trigger. Nothing happened. He
shook it and pulled the trigger again. Again pothing happened,

Apte motioned to Badge to take out his pistol.. While his fellow
conspirators looked on tensely, Badge pointed the gun at the tree
at which Gopal had been miming. He pulled the trigger. This time
there was a sharp report. The conspirators rushed to the tree to check
the mark the bullet had made, There was none. It had fallen to the
ground halfway to the tree. Badge fired again, This time the round
fled well to the right of the tree, He fired four more times. Not a
single round hit the target, As Apte had feared in Bombay, his pistol
was as likely to kill them as it was to kill Gandhi.

A dismal silence settled over the conspirators. Nathuram Godse
watched with silent fury as his brother began to pick at his pistol
with his incxpert fingers. Everything had worked perfectly, be
thought, everything except the vital element that was at the heart
of the matter, a fircarm that could kill a man at 25 feet. They had got
themselves and their Iuggage to Delhi undetected. They were all
committed to the deed. But now, unless his brother could fix his
firearm, they would have to kill Gandhi with one pistol that dida't
work and a second that couldn’t hit anything,

‘The most important visitor to enter Birla House that day was the
Bombay cotton-broker whom Gandhi had sent to Karachi to arrange
his visit to Pakistan. As Gandhi had been living his ordeal, Jehangir
Patel had been conducting secret negotiations with Jinnah for & trip
whigh had npgeucd less and less Iikely ever to take place with each
passing day. Jinnah's first reaction had been wary and hostile, His
deep, ingrained mistrust of the man whose factics hud driven him
years before from the ranks of the Congress Party remained un-
s!mlgen. In addition his almost paranoiac suspicion of India’s in-
tentions prompted him to look for some wlterior motive in the
proposal of the man he'd once [abelled a ‘cunning Hindu fox'.
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India’s decision to pay him the rupees he so desperately needed,
and the growing realization among his own countrymen that it was,
after all, for their fellow Moslems in India that Gandhi was suffering,
softened Jinnah’s stand, If Gandhi's fast had not opened the door
to his heart, it had at least opened the doors of his new nation. On
the day the fast ended, Jipnah §inally agreed to welcome his old
political foe to the soil of Pakistan,

The decision aroused a soaring sense of purpose 4nd vigour in
the Mahatma. A great turning-point in his life had been reached. At
last he could move his doctrine of non-violence out of India. He had
always refused to do so before because Indian independence was his
first task. Now independence was secured and his fast had set his
countrymen back on the course he’d charted for them. Where better
1o begin his new mission than in Pakistan? The Indian sub-continent
had lost jts physical unity, but he, at least, would strive to restore its
spiritual unity,

Not only would he go to Pakistan, but ke had a vision of how he
would go. It was a dream that had been stirring within him for weeks,
JYinnah wanted him to go by boat from Bombay to Karachi, but that
was too banal a means of locomotion for a man with Gandhi's
genius for the d i Ashehad marched borders
of the Transvaal, as he had gone down to the sea for his fistful of salt,
as he had gone to a thousand villages to preach brotherhood, non~
Vviolence and proper hygiene, so would he go to Pakistan: on foot.
He would walk to Jinnah’s new hation across the sore and bleeding
Punjab, along the roads of the exodus on which 50 many of his
{ellows had suffered and died. Just a year before he had been walking
through the marshes of Noakhali delivering with each step of his
PCn;\ttnl’s Pilgrimage his healing message. Now he would set off
again on a new pilgrimage, 2 pilgrimage of hope to bind up his
nation’s wounds and substitute a spiritual bond of brotherhood and
Justice for the physical bonds partition had cast away.

For the moment the feet Gandhi wanted to carry him to Pakistan
could not carry him even scross the lawn of Birla House. He was
not, however, going to let that handicap keep hirm from the most
tegular and revered of his i his daily it
with his countrymen at his evening prayer meeting, Despite the pleas

of his fentourage that he was still too weak to attend in person,
Gandhi josisted on being carried to the meeting in a chair, Borne
aloft on the shoulders of a pair of his followers, ke rode liks some
Oriental potentate through the waiting crowd, his hands joined, hiy
h“,d bowing in the namaste greeting to the scores of people who
weited for a new darshan with India's resuscitated prophet,
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Every cye in the crowd followed kis progress past Bitl's losg
trellis, billowing with its orange and scarlet bougainvillaea blossoms,
up the little flight of sandstone steps, across the lawn to the platform
from which a week earlier he had announced his near-fatal fast. Not
all the eyes scrutinizing his movements as he settled on tO his straw
pallet studied them with awe and revercnce, however. At widely
scattered intervals on the lawn, three pairs of eyes watched with an
assassin’s glare. Nathuram Godse, his brother Gopal, and Naray?
Apte had not come to the prayer meeting to receivé Gandhi’s
darshan. They were there to study the grounds of Birla House and
to find & way to assassinate him. )

Tt was the first time in his life Gopal Godse had scen Gandhi. He
wasn't i by the wan silh ing on his prayer
platform. To Gopal he was just a shrunken little old man'. He did
not feel any surge of hatred fooking at him. ‘Killing him,” he would
one day declare, *was an impersonal thing to me. He was a bad
influence on the people.” What the wary Gopal Godss did sense
was the presence in the crowd of a number of plain-clothes police-
men. Leaving the prayer grounds he noticed a sub-machine-gun on
the camp table of the police tent at the gate. 3

“We have very little chance of getting away,’ he thought to himself.

Forty-five minutes later, taking precautions to sec that they were
not followed, the principal conspirators slipped one by one into
Room 40 of the Marina Hotel in New Delhr’s Connavght Circus
where Apte and Godse had registered as S. and N. Deshpande.
Karkare ordered whiskies for himself and Apte.

Apte announced the time had come to take a decision. His obser-
vations at Birla House had convinced him there wa$ only one
moment when they could be certain Gandhi would be ¢xposed and
vulnerable, That was when they would strike.

‘They would kill Gandhi, be said, at five o’clock the next afternoon,
Tuesday, 20 Janvary, during the ritual which had copstituted the
Mahatma’s most faithfully kept appointment with s people, his
prayer meeting, .

Shortly after 9 a.m. on the following morning, a taxi rolled along
the red brick wall screening the rear of the Birla estate up to the
yvhitcwash:d wooden gate that was its service entrance, Unmolested,
its two passengers walked through the gate into a Jittle courtyard,
on one side of which was a one-storey cement shed divided into cell
Iike roorus. It housed the estate’s servants. The rear of that shed

constituted the red sandstone wall of the pavilion in front of which
Gandhi held his evening prayers. pavilion fn fr
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it would burn. Badge lit the cord. It flamed up in 2 cloud of smoke
that left the seven conspirators coughing and choking. As the acrid
fumes billowed through the bathroom, they all began to pufl
frantically on cigarettes to cover the smoke that seemed certain to
betray them.

When calm was restored, Apte assembled them in the bedroom
to assign each man his task. The man whose sudden determination
to kill Gandhi had brought them to Delhi took no part in the dis-
cussions. Nathuram Godse lay groaning on his bed, crippled by a
migraine fadanlal, Apte j would hide a time
‘bomb against the outside edge of the brick wall behind Birla House
near the prayer gathering, Its explosion would launch their action
and set'off a wave of panic to facilitate the assassination.

Badge and Gopal Godse would in the meantime have entered the
servants® cell that he and Badge had reconnoitred that morning. If
someone stopped them, they would explain that they were going to
photograph Gandhiji from the rear as he addressed his prayer meet-
ing. At the instant Madanlal’s bomb went off, Badge would open fire
on Gandhi from almost point-blank range, Gopat beside him would
push a hand-grenade through the aperture.

To be absolutely certain their victim did not escape, Karkare,
armed with a grenade, would be in front of Gandhi, mingling with
the faithful. He too would hurl his grenade on Gandhi at the moment
Madanlal’s bomb went off. Nathuram and Apte would control the
operation. Nathuram would signal to Apte when Karkare was in
place in front of Gandhi, and Apte would give Madanlal the sign
to detonate his bomb.

In their determination to exterminate Gandhi, innocent lives, Apte
admitted, would be lost. That could not be helped. A few more
innocent ives was the price India would have to pay for the death
of the man he held responsible for the slaughter of so many hundreds
of thousands of Hindus in the Punjab.

An excruciating tension settled over the room, Nathuram Godse
lay sprawled on his bed moaning softly under the torture of his
headache. So that there would be no visible hink between them
they dressed themselves as differently as possible. To accomplish
the supreme gesture of his existence, Apte, the lover of well-cut
tweeds, put on a dhotf. Karkare darkened his eyebrows and pressed a
red tilak dot to his forchead. Madanlal donned a new blue suit ke
had bought in Bombay. The refugee from the Punjab was going to

the rendezvous the astrologers had predicted at his birth dressed as
L2 gentleman. For the first time in his life, Madanlal Pahwa was wear-
*ing a coat and tie,
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told him to go into his room. Badge took half a dozen steps towards
the door and froze. Nothing would ever make Digamber Badge go
into that room. No hatred, no passion, no menace would be strong.
enough to drive him across its threshold. A voice had spoken to
Badge. It was the voice of an India as old as its rishls and its rain
forests, the India of signs and portents. The owner of the room,
sitting basking in the sun, had one eye. There was no omen as in-
auspicious as that. Trembling, Badge returned to Apte. ‘He has one
eye,’ he whispered, ‘I'm not going into his room.”

Apte hesitated. On the prayer ground the hymns had finished and
Gandhi was beginning to speak. His voice was so weak that Sushila
Nayyar had to repeat each phrase he uttered to the crowd. Clearly,
the exhausted Gandhi’s speech was not going to last long. Apte
realized he did not have time to argue. He told Gopal Godse to go
into the room as planned and push his grenade through the window
when be beard the explosion of Madanlal’s bomb. He assigned the
reluctant Badge a new mission. Mix with the crowd in front of
Gandhi, be said. Get in as close as possible and fire at him head on
when the time comes.

Gopal Godse walked to the servants’ room, nodded to its one-
eyed owner, and closed the door behind him. In the darkmess he
started to move towards the Light pouring through the windows
from which he would thrust his grenade tawards the Mahatma’s
back,

On the prayer ground, Gandhi continued his address. *He who is
an enemy of Moslems is an enemy of India,’ he declared. Gopal
Godsg could hear Sushila repeating his words as he moved through
the darkness towards the grille, When he reached it, he discovered
to his horror the first grave flaw in Apte’s scheme. Apte had not
bothered to enter the cell on his morning inspection. The grille
through which Godse was supposed to push his grenade was eight
feet above the ground. Apte had not understood in making his
calculations that the level of the prayer ground lawn was consider-
ably higher than the Ievel of the courtyard in which the servants’®
quarters were tocated. Even with his arms extended full length,
Gopal’s fingertips barely reached the base of the grille. Desperately,
&e groped in the darkness for the one-eyed man's charpoi. Finally
locating it be frantically began to pull it towards the window so
that it could serve as 2 base on which to climb,

Outside everything was set. Nathuram Godse saw Karkare in
position, pr=p§:ed to throw his grenade at the man who at that
instant was discussing the ‘cruel treatment’ of blacks in America.
‘The time had come. Nathuram put his hand to his chin and scratched,
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Apte saw him, He in turn raised his arm to Madanlal. The Punjabi
was ready. The moment for which he’d been waiting since he'd
walked across the bridge at Sulemanki Head that August afternoon
had arrived. He was going to get his revenge. It was a chance he was
not going to miss. Calmly, deliberately, he drew on his cigarette.
“Then ke bent over and pressed its glowing tip to the fuse of the bomb
at his feet.

‘If we cling to the excellent decisions taken,” Sushila was repeating
to the assembly, ‘with God as our witness, we shall rise to a much
higher moral plane . , .

At that precise moment the roar of Madanlal’s exploding time
bomb burst over the prayer ground with fghtening fury. A column
of smoke spewed up from the borab site. ‘Oh Mother? Sushila

d,

gasped,

“What better death could you ask,” Gandhi asked her, reproach
in his faint voice, ‘than to dic in the act of prayer?"

In the cell just behind them, Gopal Godse was climbing on to a
charpoi to reach the gnile above hum. The ropes of the ckarpoi which
he'd counted on as a platform were so slack that they sagged almost
to the dirt floor. Hus efforts had added barely three inches to his
height, Balancing on its wooden frame, Gopal pulled himself up as
far as he could. His eyes still did not quite reach the base of the
opening. The only thing he could do was push the grenade blindly
through the grille and let it fall on whoever was sitting there. He
reached for the grenade. As he did so, he realized no sound of

ing, no roar of Karkare’s exploding grenade was coming from
the prayer ground. All he could hear was the voice of Gandhi calling
for order,

With all the strength of his weak frame, Gandhi was pleading
to the crowd. ‘Listen! Listen!” he said. ‘It’s nothing. It's just the
army having some practice. Sit down and be calm, The prayers
continue.’

Confusion had swept the garden in the wake of Madanlal’s bomb,
No one had been injused by the explosion, but it had provoked
exactly the burst of panic the conspirators had counted on to cover
the assassination. Under its cover, Karkare pushed up to within
fifteen feet of Gandhi,

‘The weakened man was an exposed, helpless target, as defenceless
as a cripple in a wheelchair. s

kare started to pull out his grenades. As he did so he looked
st the grille behind Gandhi’s head for the confirming glint of a pistol

barrel or the tumbling black shape of a grenade. There was nothing,
Karkare froze. -
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Gopal Godse jumped down from the charpof. He wasn't going to
doit. Let the others strike, he thought. He wasn’t prepared to drop
his grenade with no idea whom he would kill. He hurried through
the darkness to the door and grasped for its clasp. He couldn’t find
it. When his nervous fingers located it, they couldn’t make it work,
A sense of panic swept him. He was going to be trapped there in
the room of the one-eyed man.

In the garden, Karkare, his fingers wrapped tight around his
hand-grenade, continued to stare at the little grille, waiting for some
gleam of a pistol. With each passing instant, the courage of the
owner of the Deccan Guest House faded. Suddenly he saw Badge
in the crowd 30 feet away. “What's he doing here ?” Karkare thought.
“Why doesn’t he do something?” N

Badge no longer had dny intention of doing anything except flee.
The man who'd had 37 arrests did not propose to get another.
He was not an idealist or & political fanatic but & businessman, His
business, he told himself, was selling arms, not using them. Avoiding
Karkare’s glare, he slipped off mnto the crowd.

To the rear of Birla House the mother of a 3-year-old boy playing
behind the brick wall had seen Madantal hight his bomb and walk
away. Now she pointed him ont to an air force officer. ‘It’s him}
It’s him!’ she screamed.

Gopal, solving at last the riddle of the door-clasp, emerged from
his cell blinking at the sunlight, He heard her screams, then saw two
Toen, one in a blue uniform, dragging Madanlal to the ground. He
spotted Apte and his brother in the crowd. They seemed bewildered,
not yet comprehending the enormty of their failure. Gopal joined
them. The three Chitpawan Brahmins hesitated a second then,
realizing their effort had been a total failure, headed for the green
Chevrolet taxi Apte had hired. Without a thought for their fellow
conspirators, they got in and told the driver to head for downtown
Delhi as fast as he could.

A few seconds later Karkare saw the police bundling Madan]al
along the drive at one side of the garden towards the tent they'd set
up in front of the house. Whatever resolution he had left now dis-
appeared. He relaxed his grip on his grenade. He had only one
thought: how to escape.

On the platform, Gandhi had at last restored order, While the
Tumour that ‘a crazy Punjabi refugee” had made a demonstration
;gm;:.tki h:m swept Itfhteh crowd, he calmly announced: ‘] may start

or stan now, e government and i
start immediately.” | © doctors permit me, I can

Then, smiling happily, quite unaware of the miraculous escape
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be'd fust experienced, Gandhi was lifted back into his chair and
cxrried in triumph from his prayer meeting.

An.overwbelming sense of failure assailed Apte and the Godses in
their tax] heading back to town. Nathuram buried his head in his
bands, the pain of his headache had become unbearable, They had
20 idea what their next step should be. Their confidence in Apte's
scheme had been 50 complete that none of them had even envisaged
the possibility of its failing, They were in grave danger now. Madan-
4! did not know their pames, but he knew they came from Poona
124 be knew the name of their paper. With that, it would not take
the potice long to get them.
To the bitter draught of failure was ndded the pang of humiliation.
bad failed the fanatics in Bombay from whom they'd taken
money for their ‘important mission”, Above all, they had failed the
ztalot et Savarkar Sadan to whom they'd sworn allegiance.
Nathuram aroused himself from his stupor and told his brother in
Marathi to go back to Poona and establish an alibi. He had a family
10 worry about, He and Apte would decide on the next step. Apte
J the driver to stop. Gopat got out. The taxi bearing Apte and
Es brother disappeared in the traffic,
At Birla House the mood was similar to that which had followed
his escape from death when he'd broken his fast two days
before, Telegrams began to pour in congratulating the Mahatma,
The phone rang incessantly, Nehru and Patel rushed to embrace
Scores of visitors descended on his quarters, Among the first to
stive was Edwina Mountbatten.
‘T have shown no bravery,” Gandhl gaily told the ex-Vicereine,
e prally had thought Madanial's bomb was an army unit practising.
‘Ab,’ he ighed, ‘but if someone fired at me point blank and I
fared his bullet with a smile, repeating the pame of Rama, then I
120uld jndeed be deserving of congratulations!”

Thrte messapes reached the bedside of D, W. Mchra, the Deputy
laspector-General of Police for Delhl, and the man who would
Bormally have been responsible for investigating the attempt on
CQandhi's Lfe was that evening lying in bed with the fiz and a 103*
frver, The first simply informed him someons had exploded a bomb
At Gandhi's prayer meeting a0d the bomb throwet had been arrested,
The second, two hours after the first, iaformed hira the bomb
thrower m::x redsting interrogation, Mehra acthorized thind-degree

Tt wms the thind and fast mesmape be received (hat was golug W
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determine the course of the ipvestigation. It came from the man w
was the nominal head of the'Delhi police, D.J.Sanjeevi, a politi
policeman whose real function was directing India’s Central Inte
gence Bureau. A tacit accord existed between the two men.Sanje
had arranged to be assigned the top job in Dslhi because, as
explained to Mehra, *before I retire I want a flag flying on my ©
a jeep escort and a guard presenting arms when I get to the offic
He got that by making himself Delhi’s police chief, but ke had afw:
left running the police to Mchra. Now, to Mehra's surprise,Sanje:
bluntly informed him: ‘Don’t bother about the Madanlal case. .
handle the investigation myself.”

1n his cell in the Parliament Street police station, Madanial v
beginning to pay the price of his notoricty. Bruised and exhaust
he began to cave in under the pressure brought by the three poli
men who had been lmenogatmg him for two hours. Madanlal v
still loyal to his fellow conspirators. Despite the fact he alone b
acted, he was sure they would try again. He wag determuned to v
them as much time as he counld by refusing to talk.

at the very beginning he yiclded a vital picce
fuformation. He admitted he was not & crazy Punjabi refugee acti
alone, but one of a group of killers. He gave the number of peo;
involved, seven. They bad agreed to Xill Gandhj, he said, beear
‘he was forcing the refugees 1o give up the mosques, was responsil
for giving Pakistan her rupees and helping the Moslems every w
he could’.

‘Then, calculating that the others had by now had time to flec,
gave a harmless account of their activitics in Delhi, Suddenly, ir
moment of sclf-assertion, he gave the police a second clue. He ¢
mitted he had been at Savarkar Sadan with his associates and boast
be had personally met the famous political figure. The police th
forced him 1o describe cach of his fellow conspirators, His deser
tions were not very helpful He gave only ont name, Karkare
and managed to give it wrong: ‘Kitkree.”

Hxs description of Godse, bawever, Ccnmmd a third vital scr

He gave his He saiq he was the ‘edit
ol‘ the Rashitriya or  grani AMarhatta Inuguagg Dews T

name of the pap~ compl ‘8- -spelled, + o1
were still the r us § rmndom
have
‘While the §
Hindu M

Badge and hi
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Karkare and Gopal Godse were registesed under false names in a
hotel in Old Delhi. Apte and Godse had di d
from the Marina hours before. On the desk of Room 40, however,
the police found a fourth vital clue, It was a document denouncing
the agreement produced by Delhi’s leaders to get Gandhi to end his
fast. The man whose signature it bore, Ashutosh Lahiri, an official
of the Hindu Mahasabha, had known Apte and Godse well for eight
years. He knew well they were the administrator and editor of a
Savarkarite Marathi newspaper called the Hindu Rashtra.

At midnight the police ended their interrogation of Madantal
for the night and closed their first daily register of the case. They
had every reason to be satisfied with the results of their seven hours’
work. They knew they were faced with a plot. They knew how many
people were involved. They knew it involved followers of Veer
Savarkar whose organization had been under regular police sur-
veillance since May. They had information which, with a little
patient effort, would allow them to identify Nathuram Godse and,
with him, Apte. It was an impressive performance. No reasonable
policeman in Delhi that night would have given the conspirators more
than a few hours before they were identified and the stage set for
their arrest, Yet that inquiry, so well begun, was now to be pursued
in 2 manner so desultory, so ineffectual that it would still, almost
thirty years later, inflame controversy in India.
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“We Must Get Gandhi Before the Police Get Us’

. New Delhi and Bombay, 21-29 January 1943

Gopal Godse’s half-eaten biscuit clung to the roof of & month
suddenly gone dry at the sight before him. Handcuffed, a hood into
which eycwslits had been cut over his head, a score of policemen
surrounding him, a man was being marched straight towards the
Tunch counter at which Gopal and Karkare stood in the Old Delhi
railway station. Petrified, Gopal recognized his rumpled blue suit.
Tt was the suit Madanlal had so proudly donned the day before to
kill Gandhi.

As unobtrusively as possible, he turned back to the counter trying
to disappear into its dark wooden bulk. Under his stifling hood,
‘Madanlal continued his march. For the fifth time since dawn, in their
search for his co-conspirators, the police were forcing him to
scrutinize the passengers boarding a train in Delhi station.

Hungry, dizzy with fatigue, he contemplated the crowds rushing
towards the cars of the Bombay Express with the restricted vision
imposed by the sack over his head. As his eyes fell on the familiar
‘bulk of Karkare’s back hunched over the lunch counter, be started.
A policeman, sensing his movement, caught his arm, Madanlal
coughed to cover his inzdvertent gesture. Then he marched straight
past Godse and Karkare to the waiting Bombay train. The last two
conspirators left in Delhi would flee undetected.

The major preoccupation of the police in the aftermath of Madan-
l1als l?omb explosion was assuring Gandhi’s safety, If his nominal
superior,Sanjeevi,had taken over ity for the i igati
Gandhi’s protection was stdl. the responsibility of the flu-stricken
D. W. Mehra. Bundled up in an overcoat, his fever still raging,
Mehra presented himself at Birla House at midday,

. a‘;)oub!e mubarak,” he said, as he bowed in greeting to India’s
lcader.

:glhy thx's double nmgar;k'l‘ asked Gandhi.

‘Because’, Mehra said, “you successfully completed your fast and
did what my polics ‘conld not do. You bronght pea{;e to Delhi.
ety Gy et with

rother,’ i replied with his toothless smile, ‘my life is in
the hands of God." It was precisely because he wanted the Mahatma
‘0 put it in his hands that Mehra was in the garden of Birla House.
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‘The man who had tried to kill him, Mehra explained to Gandhi,
had not acted alone. He was one of a group of seven plotters. There
'wWas a serious likelihood that the others would try again, He wanted
his permission to increase the guard at Birla House, and to scarch
suspicious characters coming to his prayer meetings.

‘L will never agree,” Gandbhi said in a sort of half shriek. ‘Do you
search people going into a temple or chapel for prayer?’ i

“No, Sir,” Mehra replied, ‘but there is no one in them who is a
target for an assassin’s bullet.”

‘Rama is my only protection,” Gandhi retorted, ‘If he wants to
ead my life, nobody can save me, even if a million of your policemen
were posted here to guard me, The rulers of this country h_ave no
faith in my non-violence. They think your police guard will save
my life, Well, my protection is Rama, and you will not violate my
prayer meetings with your police or stop people coming in. Xf you

0, I will leave Delhi and denounce you as the reason for my
leaving.*

Mehra was crestfallen. He knew Gandhi well enough to know
ke was not going to change his mind. He would have to find a way
to protect the Mahatma in spite of bimself.

“At least,” Mehra said, ‘will you allow me to come to the prayer
meeting every day personally?

*Ab,’ said Gandhi, ‘as an individual you are always welcome.

At ten minutes to five, despite his fever, Mehra was back at Birla
House in civilian clothes. He had already increased the police
contingent around the house from five to thirty-six, most of them
Pplain-clothes men ordered to mingle with the crowd. Hidden under
Mehra’s coat, Joaded and cocked, was a Webber and Scott 38. The
veteran of the Frontier could get it off his hip and put three rounds
in a bull's-eye twenty fect away in less than five seconds. As the
Mahatma left his quarters for the prayer ground, Mehra took up
the spot he intended to occupy every afternoon while Gandhi
ftemaited in Delhi. It was right at Gandbi’s side. As long as he was
there, the veteran poli felt no assassin
was going to kill Gandhi.

Once again, Gandhi had to be carried to his prayer platform. His
first words were for the hate-filled young refugee who'd vowed to
take revenge for the sufferings partition had thrust on him and his
family. ‘Do not bate or condemn the man who threw the bomb,’
Gandhi pleaded. He urged the police to release Madanlal. “We have
10 right to punish & person we think wicked,” he sajd.

AR

For the man who h2d so unexpectedly taken over the investiestion
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into the attempt on Gandhi's life, one thing was obvious, The
conspiracy with which he was confronted had been hatched in Bom-
bay Province, Madanlal had indicated his fellow conspirators were
all Maharashtrans. He himself had come to Delhi from Bombay
where he admitted having visited Savarkar's residence. Sanjeevi’s
first action, therefore, was to alert the Bombay police and ask them
to assign someone o the case, To co-ordinate Bombay’s investiga-
tion with his, Sanjeevi ordered two officers of the Dethi CID to fly
to Bombay to present the Bombay police officer assigned to the case
with ‘alt the facts® uncovered in Delhi.

Their trip would produce the first, almost incomprehensible
blunder of the investigation into ihe attempt on Gandhi’s life, The
two Delhi policemen neglected to take with them 2 copy of the key

1al's prelimi

in the 34
completed and typed before midnight the evening before. The only
document they took was a two by four card on which a few salient
facts had been jotted down by hand. They included Karkare’s name,
mis-spelled as *Kirkree’. Missing was the most vital information the
Delhi pokice p: d, the i identification of Apte and
Godse’s newspaper.

‘The man for whom their report was destined already had more and
better information sitting on his desk than they had on their Little
slip of paper. At 32, Jamshid ‘Jimmy" Nagarvalla was a Deputy
Commissioner of Police in charge of the Bombay CID Special
Branch’s Sections One and Two, responsible for the gathering of
local political intelligence and the surveillance of foreigners. It was
not for his abilities as an investigator, however, that Nagarvalla had
‘been assigned to the Madanlal case, The reason spoke volumes about
the dilemma confronting the Indian police in selecting men for the
investigation. It was his religion. To give the case to a Moslem had
seemed inappropriate. To put it in the hands of a Hindu risked
selecting an officer who harboured secret anti-Gandhi sentiments.
Nagarvalla, fortunately, was neither, He was a Parsee.

Bombay Province's Home Minister,Morarji Desai,had given him
the case along with the precious scrap of information on his desk.
Desai had received this from a source to whom Madanlal had boasted
of his intention to kill Gandhi the week before. Madanlal’s prineipal
associate, the source revealed, was a man named Karkare. He came
from Ahmednagar.*

* By an extraordinary colncidence, Desal on 12 January had come upon
Abmednagsr police report of the distovery on 1 lmmugy of Karkare's Ig
cache 1 the room of the manager of his botel. Desat had immediately demanded
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Nagarvalla set the machinery in motjon to identify him. For the
young officer there seemed no guestion that, sooner or later, the
road to the men who had tried to murder Gandhi had to pass by the
quiet house among the palms and medlar trees of Keluksar Road.
Nagarvalla had asked Desai for permission to arrest Savarkar on
the basis of Madanlal’s visit to him the week before. Desai had
refused with the angry query: “Are you mad? Do you think I want
this whole province to go up in smoke?”

U Nagarvalla could not confine Savarkar to a prison cell, however,
he could at Jeast confide him to a brilliant organization created by
the British that was the pride of the Bombay CID, its Watchers’
Branch, The branch was composed of 150 men and women whose
identities were known only to their commander. Blind men, beggars
with stunted limbs, Moslem women in burgas, fruit pedlars, sweepers,
they had kept Bombay’s political agitators under their gaze for a
quarter of a century. During all those years, they liked to beast, not
a single figure assigned to their scrutiny had escaped them. Nagar~
valla’s first action in his new assignment was to fix their watchful
eyes on Veer Savarkar and his Bombay residence,

Nagarvalla’s investigation began with the same promising swiftness
s Delhi’s had, Within a few hours be had got the full identity of
Vishnu Karkare, as well as his occupation and the fact that he had
been missing from Ahmedpagar since 6 January. Shortly thereafter,
be learned from a police informer that ‘one Badge of Poona’, a
Peity arms merchant, was an associate of Karkare in his ‘conspiracy
to take the life of the Mabatma®,

Immediately informed of the report, the Poona police called on

ipe’s shop to find he was missing. They told Nagarvalla he was
Pprobably hiding ‘in the jungles around the city’.

Unfortunately, the Poona police never bothered to verify the
<continued absence of the wanted arms pedlar. A few hours after the
first enquiry, Badge returned to the ity from his expedition ta Delhi,
For the next ten days, while the police who'd associated his name
with Madantal's bomb less thaa forty-sight houts after its explosion

wBy Karkars bad not been arrested. The slow journey of bis query through the
channels of the lndsan police provided & painful illustration of another factor
destined 1o retard the Investigation of the bomb at Burla House, the Crushing
Mmolmdh.w|wmlw‘mymwdmh tock seven days, urtil 19 Jan-
vary, for Desal's query to reach the Ahmednagar  CID. There, it would sit for
Ancther five diys before & warrant for Karkare's arrest would be fssned on 24
z:;;u:z.:‘s: hhﬁ!,l;‘v‘ho saw tundreds of sunilar papers croas his desk sach
e rememt feport at the time be received the name of Madesdel'y
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were looking for him, the fake sadhu would be sitting in the back
room of his arms shop knitting up the bullet-proof vests of which he
was so proud.

Given the progress of his own investigation, Nagarvalla was not
impressed by the information handed to him by the Delhi police
officers. Moreover, the two men, one of whom was a Sikh, had elected
1o stay in a hotel whose proprictor was known to the Bombay CID
as a Sikh extremist agitator. That hardly seemed to Nagarvallz a
judicious action on the part of officers assigned to investigate 8
conspiracy to kill Gandhi.

He decided he didn’t need their help. Brusquely, he ordered them
to return to their botel and stay out of sight until he eent for
them. The following day, 23 January, he called them, gave them the
information he had uncovered, and ordered them to retumn to

On their return, the senior of the two officers submitted a police
case diary covering their visit to Bombay. It contained an astonishing
declaration. They had, he said, laid *special stress’ on the ‘immediate
apprehension’ of the editor of the *Hindu Rashtriya or the Agrant
newspaper’. To substantiate the report, the officer 2ppended to his
diary a ining that i ion which he claimed to
have shown to Nagarvalla, The Bombay policeman had never laid
his eyes on it. Years later, it would be conclusively established that
the document was written after the Delhi policemen had feft for
Bombay, and appended by them to their diary following their return
to the capital.

At midday on the Friday following the attempted murder, the in-
vestigation into the conspiracy in India’s capital took an enormous
leap forward, Madanlal finally broke down and told his i

he was ready to make a full statement. ‘The Punjabi refuges would
claim his decision was the result of torture, & charge the Delhi police
would always deny.* It took his interrogators almost two full days
g? rcgord acrgi:ype hl;is °eS«]?l-pxsge confession. Madanial finally re-read
it and signed it in his at 21,30 on the evening of 24 Januvary. It
was immediately rushed in triumph to Sanjevi’s desk, g

* In & series of intarviews with th
actutmn o 197, it tho suthors of this book i the spring end
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. This time, Madanlat had not held back. Everything he knew was
in his statement. Although he did not identify Badge by name, he
described him as the owner of the Shastra Bhandar of Poona. He
gave Karkare’s name and the details of his political activities, Above
all, this time the name Madanlal gave for Godse and Apte’s paper
was almost letter perfect, Hindu Rashtriya. Most important, he gave
its Jocation, Poona. To identify its proprietor and editor was now
for Sanjeevian act ofalmost juvenile simplicity. He had only to send
an inspector to one of two places in Delhi, the Home Department
or the Information and Broadcasting Department, to examine a slim
Vplume called the Annual Statement of Newspapers, Borabay Pro-
vince. One of its pages contained the following entry:

‘Hindy Rashtra. A Marathi daily of Poona.

Editor: N. V. Godse. Proprietor: N. D. Apte. A Savarkarite
&I0Up newspaper,”

The conclusive evidence that the man they were looking for was
“N. V. Godse’ had been deposited in the laps of the Delhi police
the day Madanial had ‘begun to make his confession. It was a pile of
laundry left behind by the occupants of the Marina Hotel's Room 40
i their hasty departure on 20 January. The spartan items of apparel
in !he.bundle turned over to the police by the hotel’s laundryman all
contained one coramon laundry mark, the initials N.V.G.

From the moment he bad taken on the case, a puzzling lack of zeal
bad chasacterized D.J. Sanjeevi’s handiing of it. He was a vain,
Secretive man and he had watched over the investigation with an
obsessive jealousy that made him hostile to any attempt on the part
of his sybordmates to become involved. He had rebuffed even the
efforts of his senior aide to join the investigation.

He now had in Madanlal’s confession the material needed rapidly
10 establish the identity of at least five of the sit men involved in the
conspiracy. Yet no one from the Delhi police, no one from his
office, ever made the rudimentary gesture of consulting the Hst of
Bomb;,y Province newspapers in which Godse’s name was to be
found. Nor did anyone question the Hindy Mahasabha official whose
text had been found in the Marina Hotel and who had known Apte
aﬂd_Godse for almost a decade. He did not communicate the infor-
mation ined in A 's jon by urgent coutier to
Nagarvalla in Bombay. Even worse, he made no effort to contact
the Poona police by telephone to ask the identity of the editor of
the Hindu Rashtra. He was the author of a series of acts of such
staggering incompetence, so close, finally, {o being criminal in‘
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that & quarter of a century later India would still be wondering bow
they could have happened.®
Nm' ‘was he the only pohee officer whose bekaviour would never
d. In Dethi fora on Smxdz);.g
hnwy was the Depnty Inspector-General of Police in charge o!
Criminal Investigation Division of the Poona Police, U. H. Rana,
Huﬁk:ml’oauoontam:d the material that could instantly have
identified Godse, Apte, Badge and Karkare, They contained photo-
gxaphla[xaxkamudAp!:whmhwuldhav:bmgwm to the
police at Birta House to prevent the conspirators returning to the
Mahatma's payer m:mngs. ‘They contzined all the reports of their
Hindu extremist activities which his own officers had been making
regularly for snonths.
Sanjeevi

summoned him to his office, and for two hours went
over Madanlal’s confession with him page by page. Almost every
line of that text shovnld have alerted the Poona police officer. It
established the fact that at least two of the men who'd tried to murder
Gandhi came from his jurisdiction in Poona. It was inconceivable
that the pame Hindu Rashtra was not almost as familiar to him as
that of the Times of India. The paper had been ordered to be closed
the previous July because of its subversive tone and it was he himself
who had cancelled in November the police surveillance, of which
the editor and administrator had been the object. Apte had even
‘been named as having furnished the only bomb exploded in Poona
the summer before.

His reaction, when confronted by that accumulation of vital
material concerning his jurisdiction, was and would always remain
moompxehensible. He did not bother to telephone his subordinates
in Poona with the information. He did not send back orders to begin
an immediate investigation. Nor did he rush back by plane with the
information to take charge himself. He did not like to fly. It made him

* Alonx n.nd padenl sffort to investigato the circumstances surrounding
M.mm. ' assassination and the fafure of the police to arrest his killers
thnaplodmofmdlﬂalm 's bomb on 20 January 1948 was undertaken in

the late 1960s by an Commission of The work Com-
wission, headed by Justios ., Ll(nyur.lnmlgg‘;lulzgao;ﬂ::m o

Court, way severely handicapped thellﬂmnyonhek:ypolneolﬁmh
the investigation, includmg Sanjee], dead, The Commission tncovered the
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sick. He took the train home, the long, slow train that took almost
thirty-six hours to cross half the sub-continent on its route from
Delhi to Bombay. He did not even taks a fast train. He took instead
2 roundabout route that added an additional six hours to his

trip.

He would claim his bizarre behavionr had been inspired by the
sttitude of the man in tharge of the investigation. If one overwhelm-
ing certainty determined Sanjeevi'sactions,itwas his belief the killers
would never come back. He dismissed them as 2 bunch of erackpots,
His was the innate conviction that after the lamentable fiasco of
20 January, they would never raise the courage to strike again. He
Was wrong, Time was running out on Sanjeevi and the 78-year-old
leader who Yad so narrowly escaped death at Birla House five days
‘before, What Sanjeevi’s investigation needed was the thing it lacked
above al, & sense of urgency.

On¢ emotion motivated the leader of the four men squatting in the
darkness just outside'the reach of the pale shafts of light falling from
the last Iamp-post along the platform of the little railroad station
of Thana, a suburb of Bombay. It was a sense of urgency, What a
high potice officer in Delhi had dismissed s utterly improbable was
going to happen. The killers were coming back. This time their deed
would not be the work of a disorganized gang. It would follow the
classic pattern of political assassination, one man, one weapon; one
2zzlous fanatic prepared to sacrifice his life to commit murder.

_ Since fleeing Delhi, Nathuram Godse and Narayan Apte had
lived in constant dread of arrest, sure they were the object of one of
the most intensive manhunts in Indian history, They had summoned
Gopal Godse and their innkeeper friend Karkare to the secret
rendezvous to hear the decision Nathuram revealed in a hoarse

whisper,

‘We failed in Delhi,” he declared, *because there were too many
people involved.” There was only one way to kill Gandki. ‘One man
must do the job whatever the risks.”

Gopat fooked at the brother who had been a failure all his Life,
who:d never been able to hold & job. His eccentric brother, with his
passion for coffee and his hysterical hatred of women, seemed trans-
formed, Nathuram, who'd been pale and trembling in Delhi, almost
mh!z\cmovcbeee.use‘ofhis migraine, exuded an ir of tranquillity
such as Gopal had never seen in him before. Even the ebullient Apte
v-hr:a\:shuany_mnu_xingsmedinnwcofhin«,)

uram's voice was composod, He who had read the
partents in the soot had read 1he meaning of Wis own life, Nathuram,
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Godse was going to fill the role to which his speeches had been sub-
consciously beckoning him since the troubled summer of pactition.
India vivisected, India raped, called out for an avenging spirit. He
was going to be that spirit.

*I am going to do it,” he announced. No one had imposed that
decision on him. *The sacrifice of one’s life 15 not a decision to be
imposed.’

He would kill Gandhi as soon as possible, He wanted two aides.
Apte would be with him. He inwted Karkare to join thern. Together
they would form a new trimurti, a trnity of vengeance hke those
mystic trinities of earth, water and fire, Vishnu, Brahma and Shiva,
that dominated Hindu lore. N

Karkare agreed. Godse told him to get to Delhi as fast as possible.,
Every day at noon he was to stand by the public water tap outside
the Old Delhi railway station. They would meet him by that tap on
the afternoon of the day they arrived in the capital.

He and Apte in the meantime would concentrate all their energies
on locating an sbsolutely reliable, easily concealed pistcl, This time
there could be no margin for error.

The most important thing, Nathuram told him in a strident
whisper, the element that counted above everything else, was speed.
*Now that the police have Madanlal, they are bound to get us sooner
or later.

*We must get Gandhi,” he said, “before the police get us.

In New Delhi a minor change was appended to the constantly
repeated scenario that governed Gandhi’s prayer meetings on the
evening of 25 Janwary. D. W. Mehra, the Delbi police officer who
had determined to walk by Gandhi's side each night with a cocked
pistol in his hip, was back in bed with the fu. He had assigned his
role to another Delhi police officer, A, N. Bhatia. Though Bhatia
was not as deadly a marksman as Mehra, he had the advantage of
also knowing Gandhi personally, That acquaintance assured him

c'fg:cing able to occupy the vital position by Gandhi’s side each
night,

26 January 1948 was a particularly memorable day in the life of
Mahatma Gandhi and his countrymen. Exactly yeighteen years
carlicr, on 26 January 1930, in every town and city in Indfa, in
hundreds of thousands of her villages, almost everywhere a Congress
Party cell existed, millions of Congress men and women had sworn
for the first time to win their nation independence. Gandhi himself
bad written the text of the vow they had sworn that day. Since then,
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2% January had become kmown as Independence Day to India’s
patriots. Like his millions of fellow Indians, Gandhi now marked
.molher anniversary of the swearing of that vow in an India in which
its words had become at last a reality, .

Appropriately cnough, Gandhi's principal occupation in Birla
House that winter day was preparing at Nehru’s request a new
constitution for the Congress Party, a manifesto to define its role and
purpose in the independent India to which he had guided it,

The robust nature beneath the deceptively fragile exterior was
showing itself gnee again. That morning the octogenarian whom
doctors had pronounced 24 hours from death barely 2 week earlier
had.begun to take solid food and had resumed a long and cherished
babit, his morning walk. Those brisk strides across the lawn of Birla

, House constituted, in a sense, his first steps towards the great vision
that thrilled and preoccupied bim, his march to Pakistan across
the ravaged Punjab.

A Moslem visitor from Pakistan had the day before conjured up
2 Vision that had become the last great dream of Gandhi’s life. He
Tooked forward, the visitor had said, ‘to witaessing a 50-mile long
P:?gsl:ion of Hindus and Sikhs returning to Pakistan with Gaodhiji
ati ',

What an exalting prospect: the slender figure that had shown
India the way for so I%ng, opening the path again; marching along,
Yamboo stave in hand, at the head of an endless chain of the dis-
Possessed, taking them home again along the highway of their
cruel exodus, And who could know; if he sueeeeded, what would
prevent him from marching back the other way, leading 2 horde of
Lomeless Moslems back to the lands and hearths from which they'd
been cast in India? What a victory for non-violence, what a triumph
for his doctrines of Jove and b ‘That would be the crown-
ing achievernent of his lifetims, & *miracle’ to dwasf in significance
and dimension all the ‘miracles’ his enraptured followers attributed
to him, Even Gandhi's humble soul thrilled at such a likelihood. He
could formulate no prayer more ardent than that God might grant
hita the faith, the strength and the time to realize it.

Returning from his walk, he called Tor his doctor,Sushila Nayyar,
1t was not for a medical consultation, however, that he beckoned hee
to his sidr, but to assign her a mission in Pakistan as part of the
Preparations for his trip. As he always did with himself and his
¢ntourage, the methodical Gandhi imposed on his attractive young
doctor a precise time Limit in which ahe was to carry ont her assign.
ment; three dsys. Sushila always walked direct

: ly in front of Gandhi
oo his way 1o evening e should be back in
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Delhil In time to occupy her regular post for the prayersonthe evening
of Friday, 30 January.

For the second time in ten days, Nathuram Godse and Narayan Apte
were fiying to Delhi to murder Mahatma Gandhi. Sested side by
side in the back row of their Air India Viking, they occupied them-
selves in pursuits perfectly illustrative of their divergent characters.
Godse had his face plunged into a copy of the book that had inspired
his life, Veer Savarkar's Jlindurra. Apte was cagaged in a more
temporal pursuit. He could not take his cycs off the attractive
stewardess gliding up and down the aisle with her b{egu':ul teays.

Their last day in Bombay had been a most inauspicious one for
the two young men. The item whose procurement kad given them
0 much trouble before their Grst assassination attempt was once
again proving incredibly difficult to find, All day they had gone from
one fanatic friend 1o another, begging for moncy and & gun. Apte
had tucked into his pocket the result of their day-long efforts, the
extravagant sum of 10,000 rupees (about £1000) He did not, however,
have even the promisc of a pistol. o

Haunted by the conviction the police were closing in on them,
sure they had to strile fast, they had decided to leave Bombay
without it. They would get their pisto! in Delhi in one of those depots
of hatred and suffesing ringing the capital, the refugee camps.

Foc the moment Apte’s mind was on other things. When she’d
finished picking up the breakfast trays, he beckoned to the haqdwmc
stewardess. He was a palm-reader, he told her. She had a fascinating
face which always reflected a fascinating palm. He suggested he
might read her hand for her, Delighted, the girl settled on the arm
of his seat and extended her hand. As she did, she saw the man
plunged in his reading in the next seat draw away, victually thrusting
himself apainst the aircraft’s window in wisible distaste at their
Betivities,

The fast seduction on which Narayan Apte would embark was
©off to  promising start. By the time their fight reached Delhi, his
recital of the girl's future had secured the immediate future Apte
sought, The stewardess had agreed to meet hum at Delhi’s Imperial
Hotel at eight o'clock that evening.

No spectacle could better justify the suffering Mahatma Gandhi
endured during his fast than the one awaiting him around the
Ql:\wwat-ul-lshm ~ the Might of Istam - Mosque at Mehrauli, seven
l'm!cs south of Dethi, at mid-morning on 27 January. That shrine,
built from the ruins of 27 Hindua and Jain temples, was the oldest
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mosque in India. Once a year, on the anniversary of the death of its
builder, the Slave King, Qutb-ud-din, Delhi's first Moslem Sultan,
thousands of faithful streamed to its pastoral surroundings for a
great religious festival,

One of the seven conditions Gandhi had laid down for ending his
fast was that the festival should £0 on unimpeded, that the Moslerus
swarming 1o it could do £o “without danger to their lives’, Even he,
hYWEVﬂ', could not have imagined a success as completc as the one
his fast bad secnred.

Hindus and Sikhs who, a fortnight before, would have welcomed
Moslems to Mchrauli with daggers and kirpans, stood at the
entrance to the mosque decorating the arriving pilgrims with garlands
of marigolds and sose petals. Inside, other Sikhs had set up little
stalls at which they offered pilgrims free cups of tea. Mingling with
that enormous, fraternal crowd of Moslems, Sikhs and Hindus, his
?ﬂx:ds on Manu and Abha’s shoulders, Gandhi was moved almost

0 tears,

As the ultimate expression of their gratitude, the mosque’s

maulyis invited Gandhi to address the faithful from the heast of their

ine, They even waived for Manu and Abha the stern Islamic
tradition banning women from a mosque’s sanctuary because, they
declared, they were ‘Gandhiji’s daughters’,

Overwhelmed, Gandhi begged all, Hindus, Sikhs and Moslems
alike, 10 ‘resolve in this holy place’ to ‘live as friends and brothers”,'
Allter g, he said, *we may live separately, but we are the leaves of the
same tree’,

He returned to Birla House exhausted by strain and emotion.

laxing under his mudpack, he lapsed into a curions, brooding
mood, 1t was 2 mood that had come upon him in recent days when-
ever he pondered the meaning of his escape from Madanlal’s bomb.

His escape, he noted, *was God's mercy’. But, he added, ‘I am
quite prepared to obey his order when it does come, 1 tatk of leaving
Delhi on 2 February, but I do not myself feel that I shal] be able fo
80 away from here. After all, who knows what is going t0 happen
tomorrow? .

As Nathuram Godse bad ordered him to, Karkare paced the circalar
gatden around the water tap in front of the Old Delhi raitway station
‘most of the afternoon of 27 January. Suddenly he saw his two friends
drifting towards him through the horde of refugees who were sleep-
ing, defecating, begping, and occasionally dying on that trampled
patch of ground.

‘They seemed completely discouraged. Their hours combing the
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refugee camps of Dellu had produced nothing. Those storehouses
of misery in which they had counted on finding a revofver ccn_tmnc‘d
only suffering and hatred. Another day had been wasted in xhexr‘v.am
pursuit of a weapon, another day mn which the police were gaining
on them, another day in which the measures protecting Gandhi were
being perfected. Their tume had just about run out. One last place
remarned where they might find the pistol, a final kope of carrying
out the assassination. It was 194 miles away in Gwalior. If even that
failed to yield a weapon they would have to abandon their eﬂort.s
and accept the humihiation of their fatlure before Savarkar aad their
supporters 1n Bombay.

They told Karkare to meet them there agnin in 24 hours. Then,
discouraged, they disappeared into the station to catch the last train
to Gwahor. Narayan Apte would miss his rendezvous with his
beautiful Air India stewardess at the Imperial Hotel at cight o'clock
that evening. He was renouncing the last seduction in his amatory
career to journcy to Gwalior in search of a pisto! with which to
Lill Mahatma Gandht. That journcy would ultimately cost him his
hfe.

It was just before midnight on 27 January when the urgent cali of
his night bell woke the Gwalior homeopath Dattaraya Parchure.,
He stumbled sleepily to the door of his dispensary, expecting to find
a distraught mother clutching a child with pocumonia, He found
instead a pair of old friends and zealots whose devotion to extreme
Hindesm surpassed even his own. The doctor who, four and a half
months earher, had set Madanlal on the road that had ended in &
Delhi jail cell was Nathuram Godse’s last hope in his desperate
quest for a pistol.

All the next day Apte and Godse sat on the spare wooder benches
of Parchure’s waiting-room under the primitive oil painting of the
doctor™s gurt, & Hindu ascetic who had spent his Life in contemplation
in the tiger-infested forests of Gwalior. The two downcast, depressed
young men appeared 2s much in need of the doctor’s care as any of
his unhappy patients around them, coughing up lungs inflamed by
bronctutts or pneumoma. While his medical aides scoured the
markets of Gwahor for the card seed, onions, bamboo spi 3
and the other plants he mixed daily into s beneficent compounds,
his political aides combed the city for his prescription for Godse
and Apte.

The two finally left Gwalior aboard the evening express just after
10.00 p.m. on the evening of 28 January. Their long and complex
odyssey was over. The search that had taken them twice across half
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{he surface of the sub-continent, Jed them into refugee camps, Hindu
temples, the slums of Bombay, to Jaundries, printing presses and
Savarkar Sadan, had ended in the seek of herbs and spices in the
Guwalior homeopath's office, Wrapped in an old rag in a paper bag
under Godse’s arm was 2 blunt, black Beretta automatic pistel,
pumber 606824-P, and twenty rounds of ammunition. All Nathyram
Godse nezded now was the skill and determination to vse it

At about the same time Apte and Godse were boarding their train
in Gwalio station, another man over 800 miles away was completing
a journey. The long, slow voyage home of U, H. Rana, the Deputy
Inspector-General of the CID in Poona was over at last. The officer
whose files contained the information that could identify Godse and
Apte and bar their entry to Birla House was back int his jurisdiction,
No inspired urgency, however, drove the policeran as he stepped
off his train in the Poona railroad station. He did not bother to go
10 his office that evening. He was tired after his long journcy. He
went home to bed instead.

We've got jti Oh, Karkare, this time we've really got it The
Jublant Nathuram Godse drew the owner of the Deccan Guest
House out of the crowds ringing the water 12p opposite the old
Delbi railway station. Thep, like & smuggler offering a fleeting
diwpse of his forbidden goods, he flashed open the folds of his
shabby brown coat. There, tucked into his waist-band, Karkare saw
the black ghint of the pistol they had despaired of ever finding,
mThm murder weapon in hand at last, events were now to carry
three men forward to theit inevitable conclusion with compeliing
wiftness, The only member of the trio to survive would recall them:

w£ we stood there by the water top, Apte told us, “this time we do not
% 10 make a mistake, We want to be sure of the pistol's alm, that the
» A«:I works. We have erough bullets, Just seel*
lf,ﬁou words, ke pulled open the pocket of his coat. He was right
Phate saw many bullets. So oll three of us dectded to go in search of a
where we could have @ trial of the shooting. But everywhere we
b‘: m{cmd the places full of people. The refugees were spread all

o we e maving from place 10 place, Nathurom told a litte fable,

¥ woging t one of the Maratha premiers, Raja Rao Peshwa, He

o e mma:laflhe wars against the Moghul Empire af that time,

erothep mul:'ways & need of money, But before one war would end,
Wty start and he would have 1o borrow more money.

bald Nathuram, *that 1s. the. gdtien, with va. We barve been
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refugee camps of Dethi had produced nothing. Those storchouses
of misery in which they had counted on finding a revolver con}mn:'d
only suffering and hatred. Another day had been wasted in their vain
purswt of a weapon, another day in which the police were gaining
on them, another day in which the measures protecting Gandhi were
being perfected. Their time had just about run out. One last place
remained where they might find the pasto), a final hope of carrying
out the assassination. It was 194 milzs away in Gwahor. If even that
failed to y1cld & weapon they would have to abandon their efforts
and accept the humbation of therr faiture before Savarkar and their
supporters in Bombay

They told Karkarce to meet them there agin 1a 24 hours. Then,
discouraged, they disappeared into the station to catch the last train
to Gwalor. Narayan Apte would muss his rendezvous with his
beautiful Air India stewardess at the Imperial Hotel at ¢ight o'clock
that escning. He was renouncing the tast seduction in bis amatory
career 10 journcy ‘o Gwahot in search of 8 pisted with which 1o
Lill Afahatma Ganodhs. That journey would ultimately cost him his
Ufe.

It was just before midnight en 27 January when the urgeat call of
his night bell woke the Gwatior homeopath Datraraya Parchure,
He stumbled sleepily to the door of his dispensary, expecting to find
a distraught mother elutching a c¢hild with pocumonia. He found
instead a prir of old friends and zealots whose devotion to extreme
Hinduism surpassed even kus own. The doctor who, four and 2 half
months carlier, had set Madanlal on the road that had ended in a
Delhi jarl cell was Nathuram Godse’s last hope in his desperate
quest for & pistol.

All the next day Apte and Godse sat on the spare wooderd bepches
of Parchure’s waiting-room under the primitive oil painting of the
doctor’s guru. a Hindu ascetic who had spent bis life in contemplation
in the tiger-infested forests of Gwatior, The two downcast, depressed
young men appearcd as much in need of the doctor’s care as any of
his unhappy patients around them, coughing up lungs inflamed by
bronchitis or pneumonta. While his medical aides scoured the
markets of Gwalior for th d seed, onions, b: t
and the other plants he mixed daily into his beneficent cump’ounds:
his political aides combed the city for Is prescription for Godse
and Apte,

The two finally left Gwalior abeard the evening express just after
10.00 p.m. on the cvening of 28 January. Their long and complex
Odvssev was over. The scarch that had taken them twice across half
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Ahe surface of the sub-continent, led them into refugee camps, Hindu
temples, the stums of Bombay, to laundries, printing presses and
Savarkar Sadan, had ended in the reck of herbs and spices in the
Gwalior homeopath's office, Wrapped in an old rag in a paper bag
under Godse’s arm was a blunt, black Beretta automatic pistol,
nutmber 606824-P, and twenty rounds of ammunition, All Nathuram
Godse necded now was the skill and determination to use it.

At about the same time Apte and Godse were boarding their train
in Gwatior station, another man over 800 miles away was completing
8 journey, The long, slow voyage home of U, H. Rana, the Deputy
Inspector-General of the CID in Poona was over at last. The officer
whose files contained the information that could identify Godse and
Apte and bar their entry to Birla House was back in his jurisdiction.
No inspired wrgency, however, drove the policeman as he stepped
off his train in the Poona railroad station. He did not bother to go

1o his office that evening, He was tired after his long journey. He
went bome to bed instead.

'Wg've got itl Oh, Karkare, this time we've really got itl® The
Jubilant Nathuram Godse drew the owner of the Deccan Guest
House out of the crowds ringing the water tap opposite the old
Ddhx railway station. Then, Like a smuggler offering a fletting
glimpse of his forbidden goods, he flashed open the folds of his
thabby brown coat. There, tucked into bis waist-band, Karkare saw
tbe black gunt of the pisto} they had despaired of ever finding.

eir murder weapon in hand at last, events were now to carcy
the three men forward to their inevitabl Tusion with 11
swiftness, The only member of the trio to survive would recall them:

As we stood there by the water tap, Apte told us, ‘this time we do not
Wan! to make a mistake, We wan! to be sure of the plstol's aim, that the
Plstol works, We have enough bullets, Just seef®

At those words, he pulled open the pocket of hls coat, He was right.
Inside I saw many bullets. So ali three of us decided to go n search of o
Place where we could have a trial of the shootlng. Put everywhere we
went, we found the places full of people. The refugees were spread all
over Delkl.

As we were moving from place to place, Nathurom told a little foble,
That was about one of the Maratha premlers, Rala Rao 3
was waging most of the wars agatnst the Moghul Empire at that time,
and he was abways in need of money. But befmmwwouldmd.
another would start and he would have ta borrow more money.

“Well? sald Natharam, that Is the position with us, We have been
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begging monzy for this task, but nothing has been accomplished. Ours
will be the terrible humiliation if we do not succeed

Finally we declded to go to the place where we had previously gone
for shooting and that place was just behind Birla Mandir or Birla Temple.
We went there. We had to imagine whether Gandhijl would be sitting
when the time for the shooting came, or whether he would be in a standing
position. We could not know which it would be, It was a matter of chance
50 we had to try things both ways.

Accordingly, Apte picked out a tree which was a babul tree set apart
from the others. He sat down beside It to imagine the helght GandRlji
would have been while he was sitting. Where his head was, he made some
marks on the tree with a knife. *Well? he sald to Nathuram, *take this to
be Gandhiji's head: this to be his body. Now find the rarget

Nathuram drew away 10 a range of sbout 20 to 25 feet, From shere,
ke fired at the target, One after anather he goes on firing, four times. He
finds his target: ke finds it O.K. Apte went up 10 the tree. He Jooked at
the place where he had made the marks for Gandhiyi’s head, The bullets
were ofl there,

‘Well, Nathuram,® he sald, 'it’s perfeci!®

Gandhi’s great work in Delhi was almost done, He had arrived
four months before in a city of the dead, its grand boulevards edged
with corpses, panic and fear rampant in its neighbourhoods, its
government frightened and in disarray. Now, the capital was calm.
Order had been restored. The agony of his fast had dramatically
altered its moral chmate, It was time for him to leave.

‘While, in a nearby glade, a man fired four bullets at a mark on 2
tree-trunk representing his head, Gandhi set a tentative date for his
departure from New Delhi. He chose 3 February, He would return
first to his ashram outside Wardha. Then, ten days later, he would
start his aged fect down the highways where so many had been
massacred, hoping with the force of his love to reverse the currents
of the greatest migration in human history, seeking in his pilgrimage
to Pakistan the last great miracle beckoning to him like a mirage
on a desert horizon.

As always, every moment of Gandhi’s day was carefully planoed
and used. He spun. He had his mudpack and his enema, He studied
Bengali. He wrote a dozen letters, He laboured on his draft of his
new constitution for the Congress Party. He received a stream of
visitors. He joked with Indira Gandhi and her cousin, Tara Pandit;
autographed a picture for Margaret Bourke-White. As he did so,
he told her America should abandon the atomic bomb. Non-
violence, he said, was the only force the bomb conld not destroy. In

an ammic_atﬁﬂﬂ.ﬁ. ‘be would urge his followers to stand firm, ‘looking
wn. watching without fear, praying for the pilot’, ’
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Suddenly, with the swiftaess of a monsoon dowspout, a dis-
cordant note intruded upon that busy, happy day- A group of
Hindus and Sikhs from the Frontier Province, victims of a terrible
massacre on the day he had announced his fast, came to call. Before
Gandhi could offer them an expression of his grief, one of their
embittered number snarled at him, *You have done us enough harm.
zﬁ;“hevc Tuined us utterly. Leave us alone. Go retire to the Him-

His words stunned Gandhi, The little body seemed to crumple 25
be heard them, as though some terrible weight was crushing down
on him. Going out to his prayer meeting his pace was laboured. The
bands that usually rested on Manu and Abha as lightly as wisps of
eotton khadi gripped their shoulders for support.

His voice soft and weak, a terrible sadness underlining each of
his syllables, India’s Mahatma began to address his conatsymen for
the last time, The shadows of winter twilight were already beginning
to thrust their stains actoss the lawn as he spoke. Incvitably, he
;‘;;‘ed 10 the exchange with the angry refugee that had so upsct
“Whom shall § listen to? be asked the silent gathering ‘before him.
‘Some ask me to stay here while others ask me to g0 away. Some
reprove and revile me, whereas others extol me. ‘What am 1 to do,
then? he asked rhetorically, Kis voice soft and full of burt. °T do
What God commands me to do. I seck peace amidst disorder.”

After 2 long and thoughtful silence, Gandhi concluded. *My
Himalayes,” he said, ‘are here.’

Shortly after the conclusion of Gandhi’s prayer meeting, a long-
distance telephone call reached the police officer in. charge of investi-
gating the attempt on his life. Since ‘Madanlal had broken down and
given his detailed confession, Sanjeevi's enquiry had made little pro-
gress. Still g ed by his keabl iction that the killers
would not return, he had moved it forward at the same leisurely
Paoedlha! had characterized it since he had taken it under his com=
man

His caller too had scant progress to report. *Jimmy® Nagarvalla’s
Bombay investigation had yielded little new after its first 43 hours.
The Bombay Watchers’ Branch continued its vigilance at the gates
of Savarkar Sadas, but the javellian leader inside was 1
to reveal his hand. And yet, some malignant radiation secemed to

ingi flow of Savarkar’s

followers in znd out of its premises spoke to Nagarvalla’s police-
man’s instincts.
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Dor’t ask me why,” he told Sanjeevi/but I just know another
attempt is coming. t's something 1 can feel in the atmosphere
here.”

‘What do you want me 10 do *Sanjeeviexploded. Nehra and Patel
bad both urged Gandhi to allow the police to search the public
coming to his prayers.Gandhi's answer, Sanjeevi cxplained angrily,
was, *If he sees a policeman in uniform at his prayers, he'll go ona
fast to death, What can we do?

‘The answer to Sanjeevi’s question lay on the desk of another Indian
policeman 700 miles from Dethi. U, H. Rana, the Deputy Inspector-
General in charge of the CID Poona, had finally obtained the infore
mation he conld have got four days earlier by the simple expedient
of a telephone call. Nine days after Madanlal's first statement, five
days after his full confession, a police officer was finally in possession
of the identities of the vengeful trinity sworn to penctrate the pre-
cincts of Birla House,

Yet Rana did not telephone or cable a description of Apte and
Godse to Delhi, He mad? no effort to rush their photos to the
guards at Birla House Gate. Badge spent the day knitting up his
bullet-proof vests in his Poona arms shop unmolested by Rana’s
men.The d ined belief th i jecvi’s actions in
Dethi apparently governed Rana’s in the capital of Hindu extremism.
‘He seemed confident the authors of the fizsco of 20 January wonld
never dare strike again, The most important information the Indian
police possessed never left his desk.

The three men who Were not supposed to come back stood in the
sparsely furnished confines of Retiting Room Musaber Six of the
01d Delhi rallway station watching the bustle of tongas, carts,
creaking buses, swarming by in the street below. The police of India
10 longer had days in whick to save the life of Mahatma Gandhi,
They had only hours. Godse, Apte and Karkare had just fixed in
that dim railroad station room their rendezvous with history. They
bad chosen the hour when they would kill Mohandas Gandhi. They
would assassinate him at five oclock the following day, Friday, 30
January, in the same Birla House garden in which their first attempt
on'his life bad failed.
Nathuran way in 2 good mood {Karkare recalled),
{i. Ee way relsxed. 41 nbautlafm, ina mdy""w.g,’:.’i":,,'u,”"c”'a;';
‘e must ol our last meal together. We must
fta;v;,. We mzm;ge ableg: h;i'marher.‘ st have a good meal, @
e went down started to walk through the station until 4
to a restaurant named Brandon’s run by n"é)mrnclar who ‘)ﬂi aw:lrign
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of such restauranss in oll the stations. ‘We can't go there,” Apte sald,
‘Karkare is o vegetarlan
Natkuram threw his arm around my shoulder and said: *You are
;ﬂr. Tonight we must all be together.” So we went in search of another
e,

We asked for @ sumptuous meal: rice, vegetable curries, chapatis.
The walter said there were no sour goat curds to drink, a festive drink
Jor @ vegetarian meal, Nathuram called the headwaiter and gave him
Jive rupees, “Look, ke said, ‘this is @ party meal. We want curds brought.
m £ g}'_nhm 'you have to go, you buy at any price, but you bring us

Satisfed with our meal, we walked back to the Retiring Room. We
were prepared 1o stay and chat, but Nathuram said: ‘No. Now you must
Iet me relax, I want to be alone.’

As Apte and Karkare started to leave the room, Karkare turned
back l‘o‘r a last glance at Godse, The man who was going to kill
Gandhi was already stretched out on his bed reading one of the two
books he had brought with him to Delhi. It was an Ede Stanley
Gardacr, Perry Mason detective story.

Mahatma Gandhi spent the final evening of his life struggling to
finish what would become his fast will and testament to the Indian
nation, his draft of a new constitution for the Congress Party. At
9~1‘5, the task finally completed, he rose.

My head is recling,’ he sighed.

He stretched out on his pallet and rested his bald head on Manu's
tap while she slowly massaged it with oil. For the handful of devoted

sciples who shared his existence, those few moments ‘before sleep

Iways constituted a restful island in theit crowded days, a brie{
quarter of an hour when their Bapu belonged to them and not to the
wotld. Relaxed, chatting gaily, Gandhi would review the day's
events, making the little jokes he loved.

This evening, however, there was 1o joy on his face, ‘He could not
erase from his memory the hateconstricted mouth of the refugee
uttering his curse. He was silent for two or three minutes while
Munw's probing fingers stretched and contracted the skin of his
scalp, Then he began to discourse on a subject his draft constitution
tad brought to his mind, the growing signs of corruption among the
Imen whose undisputed leader he'd once been.

*How tan we look the world in the face if this goes onT he asked,
“Ihe homout of the whole nation hinges on those who have partici-
pated in the frecdom struggle, 1 they too abuse their power, we are
sure to lose cur footing.” o

e tapsed into another of his melaodiily #nces. Then, fn &
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forlorn voice, he half-whispered a verse of an Urdu poet of the city
of Allahabad. 3

*Short lived is the spring in the garden of the world,’ he sighed.
*Watch the brave show while it lasts.”

After leaving Godse, Apte and Karkare were nervous, They decided
to go to a cinema.

We walked around and went Into the first one we saw (Karkare remem-
bered], It was a film based on a story of Rabindranath Tagore, the great
poet. At the infermission we were standing and falking In the [obby.
I was concerned because at our farewel] dinner, Nothuram had said, *It'll
be all over tomorrow or the day after tomorrow.®

Do you remember Nathuram's words ?* 1 asked Apte.

“Yes,' he said.

*Well, why did ke say sa?" I asked. ‘Wil ke really be able to do it,
because It's a heavy task?’

Apte drew up close to me. ‘Listen Karkare, he said, ‘f know Nath-
wram better than you do, I'll tell you what happened and you draw your
conclusion, When we left Delhl on 20 January, we went down to Cawne

pore in the first-class compartmant, We were chatting for a long time
and not having a good sleep. At about six in the morning, as we were
nearing Cawnpore, Nathuram jumped down from his upper berth. He
shook me. “Apte, are you awake?” he asked. “Listen,” he soid, “i's
I who am going to do It, I and no one else. This must be done by one
maz who is ready to sacrifice himselfs I will be that man. I will do it
alone.”*

Aple looked at me. Very fiercely, but very low 5o no one around uy
might hear, he said: ‘listen Karkare, when I heard Nathuram utter those
words, { saw before my eyes Iying on the floor of thot car, the dead body
of Makatma Gandhi. That is how much faith 1 have in Nathuram.®

A tersible fit of coughing engulfed the slender figure on his pallet
in Birla House. The devoted girl who bad shared so many of Gandhi's
painful hours during the Iast year felt tears fill her eyes as she watched
his little body quivering beside her.

Manu knew that Sushila Nayyarhad left behind a package of
penicillin lozenges for Gandbi’s use on just such occasions as this.
Life in the service of India’s Mahatma, however, was not easy, Manu
was afraid to supgest he take one, sure her gesture would offend him,
Finally, unable to bear hee Bapu’s anguish any longer, she offered
to bring bim one.

Gandhi's reply to her solicitude was exactly what Manu had feared
it would be, a reproach. She was revealing, he said, her tack of faith
in his sole protector, Rama.
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‘I 1 die of disease or even a pimple,” he gasped between butsts of
coughing, it will be your duty to shout to the world from the roof-
tops that I was a false mahatma. Then my soul, wherever it may be,
will rest in peace.’

His 52d eyes fixed the girl to whom he had tried to be a mother,
%ho had been his *partner and helper’ in so many of the struggles of
the past months, “But,” he said, “if an explosion took place as it did
Iast week, or somebody shot at me and I received his bullet on my
bare chest without a sigh and with Rama's name on my Lips, only

then shonld you say I was a true mahatma. This will benefit the
Indian people.’

Karkare ang Apte gently eased open the door to Retiring Room Six
20d peered inside. Nathuram Godse was stretched out on his bed
 the end of the room, sleeping soundly. He seemed to Karkare

thout a care in his head or mind*. Lying on the floor beside him
was the detective story he had finished reading that cvening.
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The Second Crucifixion

New Delhi, 30 Janary 1948

The last day in the life of Mohandas Karamchand Gandhi began as
all his days since South Africa, by his praying in the dark reaches
before the dawn. Cross-legged on his pallet, his back to & cold
marble wall, he and the members of his curious little company
chanted together for the Jast time the verses of the celestial song of
Hinduism, the Bhagavad Gita. For this Friday their morning recita-
tion comprised the first and second of the Gita’s cighteen dialogues.
Gandhi’s high, soft voice blended with those of his followers singing
out the familiar stanzas,

For certain Is death for the born
and certain is birth for the dead;
‘Therefore over the Incvitable
‘Thou shouldst not grieve.

‘When {he prayer was over, Manu led Gandhi into the spare room
in which be worked. He dreamed of walking to Pakistan, but he was
not yet strong enough to move from one room to another unaided.
Sitting down at the truncated table that served as his writing-desk,
he told Magu he wanted her to chant for him throughout the
day two lines of 2 hymn, ‘Whether tired or not, O man, do not take
restl’

As they had agreed the evening before, Apte and Karkare returned
to Retiring Room Number Six at the Old Delhi railroad station
shortly after 7 a.m. to find Godse alrcady awake.

For two hours we were sitting together In the room, having echats,
drinking ted and coffee together, We were joking, talking, discussing.
Then we started getting serlous. The reasons for this serlousness was that,
although Nathuram kad declded to kill Gandhijl that day In the evening,
we still had no idea at all how he was going to do it.

Accordingly, we had to find a plan. We tmagined that gfter the bomb
explosion of the 20th, the place around Gandkiji at Birla House would
Be heavily guarded and it would be difficult for us to get an entrance.
nvababa:'yd the people golng to lh;'&my(r meeting would be searched for
arms and 50 we knew we must find the safe, sure way to
and do the deed. vy 10 g6t the g fn

We discussed for some time and then Nathuram had this idea, We
would go into the street and buy from a photographer one of those old-
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#1le cameras on a tripod with a black hood under whick the photographer
works. We would, side the b f the camera, Nathiram
vould set hls eamerg before the microphone where Gandhl would be
peaking, He would put the hood over his head, take out the pistol and
wcmunmmmw, hoot kim from under the concealment of the

WA:WMM we“went downt Into the street tn search of a photographer
camera we might buy, We found one near the statlon, but after
we studled him for a while, Apte armounced It was a bad Idea. He sold
ssed cameray like that any more, and anyone going to Gandhif's
mm'bwlamhbpkmmuumamlcmwmm
sV went back to the Retiring Room 1o think of some other Lea.
b meone suggested we fake o burqa, the garment that is generally xsed
» Moslem women to move about tn the streets, There were many Moslem
Women coming to Gandhifi's prayers in those times because he was thelr
‘;mw-blﬂdﬂmrhewmmumaﬂydo:mmhbn.mmum
,;’a’""’" could get in for a close shot. We were very excited by this
-Wewmwlhbbmarmdpwdmedabmqa, the biggest one we
uld find, We brought it back 1o the Retiring Room.

When Nathuram put it on, he found out instantly that the idea would
{'Iﬂl work at olf, The folds kept getting In the way and hindering him.
hwlll never be able to toke out the plstol} he said, I will be caught

this woman's dress 10 my eternal shame without having killed 2

S0 now we had 10 think of some other idea, We had wasted most of
% morning on bad idens, We had only six hours left before the time
of the killing and we still did not have our plan. Finally, Apte said: *Well,
Nathuram, "sometimes the stmplest things are the best! He sald we
#hould dresy Nathuram in a kind of greyish military sult very nuich used
by the people at that time. It had a loose shirt which hung at the sides of
pants whick would cover the bulk of the pistol on his hip. Somewhat
I despalr, we decided that was our best idea. Accordingly, we returned to
the bazaar and purchased this outfit for Nathuram.

Then we went back to the street of the cameraman we had seen eatller
& the moming, and whose caomera we had contemplated buying, There
we made stupld, aod gesture
of having a plcture taken. N

We returned 1o the room to relax and decide on our plan. Nathuram
';;:@rofry to Birla House, and Apte and I would follow, When the

X one of us
In that way, if anyone tried to interfere with Ks shooting, we might stop
them and Nathuram would have time to take careful aim before shooting,
1t was by then time 1o vacate the Retlring Room according 10 the rules of
that place, Nathuram ook out the plstol. He carefully put seven
Instde, Then he placed tt on his hip and we left, v
We went down o the walting-room of the
#“

hours tn that

paxy the*
had been
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there for some time, Nathuram announced to us he had a desire for ground
puts, that is pearuts. It was a petty thing he was asking, and we were
Jeeling so tender-hearted towards him we were butter in his hands, He
‘was about to sacrifice himself. We did not want anything to disturb him
ar distract him. Whatever ke wanted, we would do for him.

Accordingly, Apte went off 1o search for peanufs. After some time he
came back, telling that, well, there were no peanuts available in Delkl,
would cashew nuts do in place, or almonds do in place?

Nathuram saud *No. Bring me some peanuts only.”

We did not wans fo make him upset in view of the great fask that was
before him, And so, Apts set off again in search of peanuts. Finally,
after some time, ke came back with a large bag full of those nuts, Nathuram
ook it and eagerly began to gobble them up.

By sthe time he had finished, it was time for us to leave. We decided
1o go first 1o Birla Temple. Apte and myself particularly wanted 1o pray
10 the deities there 10 have darshan, Nathuram, however, was not interested
in such things. He went around fo the garden behind the Temple, near
the forest where we had made the practice shooting to wait for us.

We removed our shoes at the entrance and went barefoot. At the
entry we rang the brass bell hanging over our head. That Is a gesture to
alert the Gods to our presence. We went first o the central idol, that
of Lokshmi Narayan, a deity, a couple, pious to the Hindus. Then we
left ihat altar for the altar of Kall, the Goddess of Destruction, to have
our darshan there, First, we bowed our heads in silence with hands folded.

We ihrew a few coins at the Goddess's feet, Then we gave a few more
coins to the Brahmin priest who was there. In return, the Brahmin gave
w1 some petals of flowers and some dhista, the sacred water of the Jumna.
We threw the flowers to the Goddess, asking her for success in our en-
deavour. Then we touched our eyes with the pious water of the Jumna.

Outside, we found Nathuram standing in the garden, He was standing
by a statue of Shivall, the great Hindu warrior. He asked us *did you have
your darshan?*

We said ‘ves® and Nathuram said ‘well, I had my darshan, 100.”

The darshan of Nathuram Godse had not been with any figure in
the pantheon of Hinduism’s gods inside that sanctuary redolent
with jasmine and incense. His deity was that figure on the pillar
above him, the wiry warrior who had driven the Moghuls from the
‘hillsides of Poona. 1t was in his name, and for the dream of a militant
Hindu empire that his achievements inspired in tum, that Godse was
prepared to commis, in just ope hour’s time, & murder that would
horrify the world.
e three men strolled in the garden for several munutes. Finally
Apte looked at his watch. It was four-thirty.
“Nathuram,’ he said, ‘the time has come.”
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. ﬁlzlhuram glanced at Apte’s watch, Then he looked at his two
olleagues. He pressed the pelms of his hands together in front of
bis chest and nodded to them.

‘Namaste,” he said, ‘We do not know wh

. ther and how we shall
ever betogé\h:r again, o e
" kare's regard followed him as he climbed down the steps of
fo: ;;mplc and went through the crowd in search of & tonga. He
o Hm:c. got in and "without looking back proceeded towards
Bula House where Gandbiji was having his prayers'.

ﬂi‘“m Gandhi had lived his Friday, 30 January in strict accord-
by hi;;’“-h the injunction of the hymn he ordered Manu to repeat
ot @ that morning; ‘O Man, do not take rest?” For the first time
Hiee ,“,5 fﬂ{‘- tothe delight of his entourage, he had walked unaided.
wa‘s“’ﬂs\}t indicated he had gained halfa pound, proof the strength
G odm'mmg back to his slender frame, evidence for Gandhi that
still l3ad great tasks to lay before him.
Th“‘“ his midday rest he had gone through a dozen interviews.
h be most dnf.ﬁcy\t ‘was the last oe, the one through which he now
' oured. His interlocutor was one of his oldest and most faithful
82°W=55, the taciturn twenticth-century Moghul who had moulded
ndhi's Congress, Vallabhibhai Patel. Theincvitableconflict between
Patel, the tongh-minded realist, and Nehru, the socialist idealist,
bhad finally erupted. On Gandhi's little wniting-desk was a copy of
Patel's letter of resignation from Nehru's £ t. Gandhi and
Lotd Mountbatten had discussed the quarel during their convets
sation before Gandhi’s fast! The Governor-General had urged
Gandhi not to allow Patel to resign.

You can't let him go,’ Mountbatten had warned, *you can’t let
Nehry go cither, India needs both of them, and they've got 1o learn
to work together.”

Gandhi agreed. He convinced Patel he should withhold his resig~
pation, The three of them, he, Patel and Nehru, would sit down
together once again as they had in the old times, during the critical
moments in the freedom struggle, Together, they would thrash the
matter out.

While he talked, Abha brought his evening meal of goat’s milk,
vegetable juice and oranges. As soon B8 he had finished that austere
repast he called for his spinning-wheel. Still carrying on bis animated

dialogue with Patel, e began to turn the creaking wooden device
which symbolized him to millions around the world, faithfut down
to those closing mements of his bie to onc of the principles that
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had governed it, his dictum that *bread taken without labour is stolen
‘bread®.

The kallers were already wandering in the gardens beyond the room
where Gandhi turned his wheel. Frve minutes after Nathuram, Apte
and Karkare had in their turn taken 2 tonga to Biria House.

To our relizf and surprise [Karkare remembered), we found the entrance
of Birla House posed no problem at all. The guard had been increased,
but no one was searching the crowd coming fn for weapons. We were
relieved. We knew then Nathuram had made his entrance safely. We
walked out to the garden and there we saw Nathuram mungling with the
crowds, He seemed composed and good-splrited. We, of course, did not
speak to one another. The crowd was scattered around the lawn. As
Sfive o'clock and the time for the prayers grew near, the people began to
move together, We topk our places on either side of Nothuram. We did not
speak or glance at hir’ so as not to reveal our secret, He was 50 much in
himself, he seemed to have forgotten us, to have forgotten we were there,

Our plan was to kill Gandhi after he had sat down on the hitle prayer
meeting platform facing the crowd, To do it, we stationed ourselves at
the outer rim of the crowd rowards the right as we faced the platform. It
‘would mean an accurate shot of about thirty-five fret. Sizing up the distance
I silently wondered *Can Nathuram do 17" He was not an experienced
or particularly good shot, Will he be nervous and lose his aim, I wondered?
I glanved at Nothuram, He was stoving straight ohead, seemingly calm,
all wrapped up in himself. I glanced at my watch, Gandhiyl was coming
late. I began to wonder why. I was a bit nervous.

Manu and Abha were nervous too. It was already ten minates past
five. The gentle dictator who ran their lives hated nothing so much as
being late, and above all being late for his evening prayess. The tone
of his talk with Patel had scemed so grave, however, that neither of
them had dared interrupt to remind him of the time, Finally, Manu
caught his eye and gestured at her watch.

Gandbi glanced down at his old Ingersoll, then almost leapt from
his pallet. “Ob,’ he said to Patel, ‘you must et me go free. It is time
for me to go to God's meeting.”

As he emerged from the office into the garden the little cortege
that always escorted Gandhi to the prayer grounds formed up for
the last time. Two of its members were missing. Sushila Nayyar,the
doctor who vsually walked in front of Gandhi, was still in Pakistan,
The police officer whom the bedridden D. W. Mehra had assigned to
replace him at Gandhi’s side was not there either. He had been
summoned to an urgent mecting in downtown Dethi to discuss
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police arrangements for a general strike of Delhi’s utilities workers
heduled for the next day. 3

As she did cach evening, Manu gathered his spittoon, his eye-
glasses, the notebook in which he'd written the ext of his address.
Sheand Abha moved up to offer him their shoulders in their familiar
tole a3 his walking sticks. Resting a hand on each girl, Gandhi set
out en his last journey,

Becanse they were late, he decided to cut directly across the lawn
tothe prayer ground instead of walking under the rolls of bongain~
villaea of Birla’s arbour. All the way across the lawn he scolded the
£itls for allowing him to be fate.

on are my watches,’ he said, ‘why should I consult a watch?
1do not Like this delay at all, T cannot tolerate even one minute’s
delay at prayer.”

He was still chatting away when they reached the flight of four
sandstone steps leading up to the prayer ground where the crowds
waited, The setting sun picked out the familiar brown head with its
last rays, Gandhi slid his arms from the shoulders of the two girls,
clasped his palms in greeting to the crowd, and shuffled unaided up
the Steps, At the instant he reached the top steps, Karkare heard
hind him a soft, murmuring ripple from the crowd: ‘Bapufi,
Bapuji,

I turned, Nathuram, (0o, made a half turn to the right. Suddenly,
we saw a parting in the people and coming straight towards us through
that little volurwary path in the crowd was Gandhifl, Nathuram's hands
were in his pockets. He took out one hand, his free hand. He kept the
hand in which ke had hidden his weapon in his pocket. He flicked off the
safety catch of the automatic.

In a flash he had made the caleulation: *now ls the time to kill him.’
He knew he had Been given a providential opportunity, far greater than
the chance he would have had If Gandhijt had been seated on the prayer
Platform. He knew he needed to take only two steps fo the edge of the
lutle human corridor, Two steps. Three seconds. Then the killing would
be easy, @ mechanleal thing. What was difficult was driving himself to the
ac; :{'will to start the action, 1o take one step that made the killing i~
evitable,

Manu saw him ‘a stout young man in khaki dress” taking that step.
It brought him through the last ranks of people to the edge of the
parting in the crowd through which their cortege was moving.

‘Karkare's eyes were on Nathuram, ‘He took the pistal from his
pocket and passed it between his palms. He bad 0 make

obeisance to Gandhi for whatever useful servios: mndered
‘his country. When Gandhi -
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stepped into the corridor. He had the pistol concealed between his
hands. He bowed slowly from the waist, and he said to him: ‘Namaste
Gandhiji.”

Manu thought he wanted to kiss Gandhi’s feet. Gently, she ex-
tended an arm to motion him away. ‘Brother,’ she murmured, ‘Bapu
is already ten minutes late.

At that instant Nathuram’s left arm shot out, thrusting her
brutally aside. The black Beretta pistol lay exposed in his right hand.
Nathuram pulled the trigger three times. Three sharp reports
shattered the stillness of the prayer ground. Nathuram Godse had
not failed. All three rounds tore into the chest of the slender figure
advancing towards him.

Manu, groping to recover the spittoon and notebook Nathuram
had knocked from her hands, heard the shots, She looked up. Hands
clasped in grecting, her belaved Bapu scemed to be still moving
forward, chest bare, trying to take one last step towards the prayer
platform ahead. She saw the red stains spreadimg over the gleaming
white khadi. Gandhi gasped, *He Ram — O God!' Then a Lfeless
ittle bundle, he slowly sank to the gronnd bestde ker, his hands still
frozen 1 the final gesture to which hus spirit had commanded them,
a greeling 1o his assassin. In the folds of the blood-sonked dhoti,

Manu saw the eight-shulling Ingersoll watch whose loss had so pained
Gandhi ten months before. It was seventeen minutes past five,

* . *

Louis Mountbatten recewved the news Gandhi had been shot as he
trotted up to Government House from a nide. His first words formed
2 question nullions would ask 1n the next hours: *“Who did it?"

‘We don't know, sir,” the ADC who had given hiw the news
answered. Mountbatten rushed to change. Minutes later, as he
dashed out of Government House, he spotted his press attaché,
Alan Campbell-Johnson. He ordered him into his waiting car.

By the time the two men reached Birla House 2n enormous crowd
had already engulfed its grounds. As they pushed their way through
the throng to Gandhi's quarters, 8 man, his face contorted with
frenzy and hysteria, shrieked, ‘It was a Moslem who did jt.*

A sudden silence froze the crowd. Mountbatten turped to the mas.

“You fool,’ he shouted as loudly as he could, ‘don’t you know it
was a Hindu?"

Seconds later, as they passed into the house, Campbell-Tohnson
1urned to him. *How can you possibly know it’s a Hindu?* he asked.

‘I don’t," answered Mountbatten, ‘but if it really was a Moslen,
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India js going 1o live one of the most ghastly massacres the world
bas ever seen.”

Mountbatten’s concern was shared by thousands, The certainty
that a disaster would engulf India if Gandhi's assassin turned out to
bea Moslem prompted the disector of All India Radio to make an
ﬂl{a?rdmary and responsible decision: instead of interrupting the
radio’s nationwide circuits with India’s scoop of the century, he
ordered programmes to continue as normal, While they did, the
beadquarters of the police and army, employing their emergency
telephone cireuits, put every major army and police command in
India on emergency footing. From Birla House, the police relayed
1o the radio the most vital news of all: Nathuram Godsc was a
Hindu of the Brahmin caste. Preciscly at six o'clock, in an announce-
ent every word of which had been carefully studied, the Indian
People learned of the death of the gentle man who had brought them
freedom,

N‘Mahatma Gandhi,' the radio announced, ‘was assassinated in

W Delhi at twenty minutes past five this afternoon. His assassin
Was a Hindu,

The staughter had been avoided; it now rcmained to India to
mourn,

Mahatma Gandhi's corpse was taken back into Birla House from
the garden in which he bad been shot and placed on the straw pallet
on which he slept next to the spinning-wheel he’d turned for the
la_ﬂ time a few minutes earlier. Abha laid a woollen wrapper over
his blood-soaked dhoti. Someone set beside his pallet his handful
of belonpings: his wooden shower clogs, the sandals he'd been weat-
ing when he was shot, his three monkeys, his Gita, the Ingersoll
watch, his carefully polished spittoon, the tin bowl that was his
souvenir of Yeravda Prison,

By the time Lovis Mountbatten stepped into the room, it was
already crowded with mourners. Nehru, his face ashen, was squatting
on the floor, his head against the wall, tears inundating his handsome
features. A few feet away, a thunderstruck Patel sat like a stone
Buddha, his eyes riveted on the body of the man to whom he’d been
speaking less than an hour before.

A soft flutter of sound floated through the room: the women
around Gandhi’s improvised bier chanting the Gita. The orange glow
of a dozen oil-lamps wrapped the Mahatma’s body in their sad
and gentle aura. The aroma of incense hung on the air, Manu,

soundlessly weeping, held her beloved Bapu's head * , vo With
the fingers that had massaged it with -t



44 FREEDOM AT MIDNIGHT

(qngubzdbemmctmexpmswc,hwdthemwsonngnwhch
freedom had brought him and his fellow villagers, a radio, provided
by the Ministry of Agriculture, Instinctively, at the word of Gandhi’s

death, 1al and the entire village 1ose, Black silhouettes in the night,
Chatharpur’s inhabitants as well as those of scores of other villages,
started to march across the hills to Delhi, returning to the avenues
‘where 1hey had celebrated their frcedum s0as to mourn its an:bﬂect.
harbingers of the floed of
would pour into the capita! at dawn.

Buried in rose petals and jasmine blooms, Gandhi’s body was
carried to an open balcony on the sccond floor of Birla House. Four
oil-iamps for the five elements, fire, water, air, earth and the fight
which unites l.hexm were aligned at his head. Then, set on a wooden
board, his remains were exposed to the visitors below, clamouring
fora pamng glance at their lost Mahatma,

had been there for hours, As they had once braved the lathis
of the British police in Gandhi's name, they had brayed them all
cveping to win one swift look through the glass doors of Birla House

‘blades of grass as their personal memorials of India’s liberator, Naw,
they flowed past the baleony in their thousands, white khad! dhotis
and dresses shining in the glare of the scarchlights, the veterans of an
army of ghests come to meurn their fallen general.

On the other side of Delhi, a heartbroken wman found in the
depths of his sorrow the words he'd despaired of finding, Jawaharlat
Nehru's eyes were filled with tears as he stepped before the micro-
phose of All India Radio. As they had been on Ind: Eve,
the words he was abont to utter were spontancous, but they glowed
with unforgettable beauty.

“The light has gone out of our lives and there is darkness every-
where,’ he said. ‘Our beloved leader, Bapu, as we called him, the
father of the nation, is no more.

“The light has gone out, 1 said, and yet I was wrong. For the light
that shone in this country was no ordinary light." In a thousund
yeam,bepmhmd “that light will still be scen . . . the world will see
it and it wiﬂ give solace to innumerable heans For that Jight

ing more than the Ppresent; it repre-
sented the living, the eternal truths, reminding us of the right path,
drawing us from error, taking this ancient country to freedom.’

The Lght whose disappearance Nehru mourned belonged to the
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fest of the world as well as to India. From every corner of a shocked
#lobe, messages of candolence ponred into New Delhi.

The news of Gandhi’s death moved London as no event had since
the end of the war. Londoners passed each other copies of the sold-
out edx.uons of the evening press announcing the murder of the
grplexmg figure who'd come to their city fifteen years earlier in a

ect, a goat by his side, to ask for the return of the crown jewel of
their compire, King George VI; the Prime Minister, Clement Attlee;
S’dﬂdhx s old foe, Winston Churchill; Stafford Cripps; the Arch-

ishop of Canterbury; thousands of others sent their condolences.
]°“€ were a3 memorable as the taut tribute from the Irish
IS"YWHQI_! Gandhi had met in London in 1931, George Bernard
g:::: His murder, Shaw said, ‘shows how dangerous it is to be

In Paris the Premier, Georges Ridault, remarked, ‘All those who
believe in the brotherhood of men will moum Gandhi’s death.” From
South Africa, Gandhi's first political rival, Field-Marshal Jan Smuts,
snt 2 simple tribute: *A prince among us has passed,” he said. At
the Vat‘ican, Pius XIT paid tribute to ‘an apostle of peace and a friend
of Christianity’, The Chinese, the Indonesians were shocked at the

sappearance of the man who was the precursor of Asian inde-
Pendence, In Washington, President Harry Truman declared, “The
eatire world mourns with India.”

Jawaharlal Nehru's sister, Mrs V. L. Pandit, set out a register for
condolences in her newly opened Embassy in Moscow. Not a single
member of Josef Stalins Foreign Office entered his name in it.

‘There can be no controversy in the face of death,’ Gandhi's
Principal political rival, Mohammed Ali Jinnah, wrote in his message
of condolence, “He was one of the greatest men produced by the

indu community.! When one of Jinnah's assistants, reviewing the
text with him, suggested Gandhi’s dimensions were greater than his
own community, Jinnah demursred. Gandhi had tisked his life a
fortnight before for India’s Moslems and to save Jinnah's state
from but the Quaid-c-A was as i il

"No,” he said. “That’s what he was — a great Hindu,'

Appropriately, in that vast outpouring of tributes, it was the
Indians who produced the most imoni
of all. It came on the editorial page of the Hindustan Standard. The
page was left blank, ringed by a black border, At its centre was a
single paragraph sct in bold face type. It read:

*Gandhiyi bas been killed by his own people for whose redemption
Ae tived, This second crudifixion in the history of the world has
been enacted on a Fridsy ~ the same day Jesus was done to

as ever.
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million chests shook the plains of the Jumna: ‘Mahatma Gandhi amar
ho gayel - Mahatma Gandhi has become immortal.”

All night while the funeral pyre cooled, the mourners filed silently
past the smoking remains of what had once been a great man. Lost
among them, unrecognized and unremarked, was the man who
should have lit those flames, a derelict ravaged by alcohol and
tuberculosis, Mahatma Gandhi’s eldest son Harilal.

Another man, too, his face distorted by grief, kept an all-night
vigil over the glowing embers of the fire that had consumed the man
be had so loved and admired. An epoch in Jawaharlal Nehru's life
had ended in the blaze that had made him an orphan. At first light
e laid a hittle bouquet of roses on the still smonldering ashes.

“‘Bapuji — Little Father - * he said, ‘here are flowers. Today at
Ieast 1 can offer them to your bones and ashes. Where will I offer
them tomorrow and to whom?'

. » *

As Hindu practice dictated, the ashes of Mahatma Gandhi were
immersed in a body of water flowing to the sea on the twelfth day
after his cremation. The site chosen to receive the remains was one
of the most sacred in Hindudom, the sangam at Allahabad, the spot
where the muddy waters of the Eternal Mother Ganges join the
clear running Jumna and the mystic Saravas. There, at the confluence
of those great rivers whose names had coursed down through
India’s history, in the majestic tides that had carried away the ashes
of so many of those faceless millions whose joys and sufferings he
had made his own, Gandhi would blend with the collective soul of
his people as a drop of water in an endless sea. B

‘The copper um containing his ashes was borne over the 393 mile
journey from New Delhi to Allahabad in a tean composed solely
of third<lass cars, passing along its route through a human corridor
of millions of Ind:ans come to offer 2 final homage to India’s Great
Soul. At the Allahabad station the urn was carried to a waiting
truck which drove it through the mammoth crowds to the water’s
edge. There, a white, flower-banked Indian Army amphibious vehicle,
a *duck’, waited to bear it to mid-stream.

Nehru, Patel, Gandhi’s sons Devadas and Ramdas, Manu, Abha,
his other close associates, took their places beside the urn on the
duck. From the riverbank, 3 million people followed its progress
across the waters. -

As the sublime instant approached, a chorus of Vedic chants
and tinkling bells mingled with the dissonant wail of the Indian
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flute rose above the crowd. Hundreds of th ds of _
foreheads streaked with ashes and sandalwood paste, strode into
the river to join in a gigantic and mystic communion, They thrust
coconut shells filled with flowers, fruit, sweets, milk, bits of hair,
ontothe current. Then, thrusting their cupped palms into the waters,
they gulped three mouthfuls of the river's sacred broth.

When the duck reached the legendary junction of the rivers,
Ramdas Gandhi filled the urn containing his father’s ashes with the
milk of a Sacred Cow. He gently swirled the um's contents while
the passengers on the duck chanted a last hymn: “Holy Soul, may
sua, air and fire be auspicious unto thee; may the waters of all the
fivers and the oceans be helpful unto thee, and serve thee forever
in thy good deeds.”

Then, as their chant concluded, be leaned over the duck’s gun-
wales and slowly let the mixture in the urn flow on to the waters
bglow. Caught by the river’s current, the milk-grey slick speckled
with dark flecks of ash, slid down the vesscl's hull. Lovingly, each
of its passengers bent over and sprinkled a fistfut of rose petals on
the stain that once had been a man.

) Borne on by the river’s remorseless currents, the grey film with
its crown of rose petals glided from sight down to a distant horizon.
The ashes of Mohandas Gandhi were off on the last pilgtimage of 2
devout Hindu, their long voyage to the sea and the mystic instant
when the Eternal Mother, the Ganges, would deposit them in the
eternity of the oceans and Gandhi's soul, *outsoaring the shadows

of the night’, would become one with the Mahat, the Supreme, the
God of his celestial Gita.




Epilogue

Mahatma Gandhi achieved in death what he had striven for in his
last months of life. His murder ended forever the insensate communal
killing of neighbour by neighbour in India’s villages and cities. The
antagonisms of the sub-continent would remain, but they would
henceforth be transformed to the conventional plane of a conflict
between nation states waged between regular armies on the battle-
field. The sacrifice 1n the gardens of Birla House would stand as the
chimax of the triumph and tragedy which embraced the Indian sub-
continent in 1947-8.

Its anthor, Nathuram Godse, was taken into custody with his

p)stol in his hand. He made no effort to resist arrest. The arrest of

members of the iracy followed quickly. Narayan
Ap!e and Vishnu Karkare were betrayed to the police by Apte's
amorous appetites. On, appropriately emough, 14 February, St
Valentine’s Day, Apte answered 2 %nock on the door of the Bombay
hotel in which he'd been luding for 48 hours. He expected to find his
mistress on the doorstep. He found instead three Bombay policemen.
The police had discovered his Laison with the daughter of their chief
surgeon and had been listening to the telephone conversation ig
which he’d asked her a few mnutes earlier to come to his hotel
room,

Eight men, Apte, Nathuram and Gopal Godse, Madanlal, Kar-
kare, Savarkar, Parchure and Digamber Badge’s servant were sent
to trial on 27 May 1948 for conspiracy to murder Mahatma Gandhi.
From the outset, Nathuram Godse glaimed sole responsibihty for
the murder for pohitical purposes, and denied the others had partici-
pated with him 1n a conspiracy.

Digamber Badge’s astonishing record of 37 arrests and only one
conviction was not to be tarnished by his participation in the murder.
The false sadhu turned state’s witness and never had to stand trial for
the crime. Largely on his testtmony, seven of the eight accused were
convicted. Veer Savarkar was acquitted for lack of evidence.

Nathuram Godse and Narayan Apte were condemned to death
for the erime. Apte would pay on the gallows for the rendezvous he
had fssed with an Air India stewardess 1n New Delhi on the evening
of 27 January 1948, He was sentenced to die because he had been
present in Gwalior at the moment the murder weapon was procured.
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The judge sentenced the five men to life impri t

Parchure and Badge's servant, however, succeeded in reversing their
convictions in Appeal Court.

Their own appeals denied, thé date of Nathuram Godse’s and
Narayan Apte's execution was set for 15 November 1949, Two of
Gandbi’s sons, his close friends and associates joined in a petition
for clemency to the man who had been the most devoted follawer
of the prophet of non-violence, Jawaharlal Nehru. The petition was
denied, At dawn, 15 November 1949, as provided for by the Indian
Code of Crirninal Procedures, Narayan Apte and Nathuram Godse
‘were taken from their cells to the courtyard of Ambala prison where
they were ‘hung by the neck until dead’.

Apte haa not believed he would die for the murder of Mahatma
Gandhi until a hangman’s assistant opened his cell door that morn-
ing. !:le_knew that a last minute reprieve would come because he had
fead it in the lines of his hand. Standing at the foot of the gallows,
confronted by the terrible evidence of how failible a science palmistry
:’:‘n Narayan Apte collapsed. He had to be carried to the waiting

pe.

Nathuram Godse declared in his last will and testament that the
only possession he had to leave his family was his ashes. He chose
to postpone his entrance into immortality unti! the dream for which
B¢ had committed murder had been realized. Defying the canons of
Hiadu custom, he asked that those ashes should not be immersed
in a body of water flowing 1o the sea but be handed down instead,
from generation to generation, until they could be sprinkled into an

ﬂ;!\ls tiver flowing through a sub-continent reunited under Hindu
tule,

Dattaraya Parchure, after his conviction was .tev'ersed. rgmm:d
to the office where he still sits under the oil painting of his gury,
ibing his ions of sceds, bamboo sprouts,
onions and honey for the congested lungs of the citizens of Gwalior.

Digamber Badge, fearing for his Lfe in Poona, moved after the
trial to quarters provided for him by.the police in Bombay. There
e reestablished himself in the profession for which he was esteemed
throughout Bombay Province; knitting up his chain-mail, bullet-
proof vests. Badge has prospered, His vests now sell for 1000 rupees
{£55) and his order book contains & six months® backlog. He ells
them throughout India, most frequently to politicians who have
reason to fear an attempt of their Lives.
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Karkare, Madanlal and Gopal Godse, having served their sen-
tences under the provisions of Indian law, were released from ail
in the late 1960's. Karkare returned to Ahmednagar where he
resumed direction of the Deccan Guest House, offering travellers
the questionable comfort of one of hus charpols, set seven to a roem,
for 1:25 rupees (7 pence) a night. He died of a heart-attack in April
1974. Madantal Pahwa settled 1n Bombay, He manufactures toys ina
Toft behind his dwelling, secking to compete in his small way with
the Japanese industrial barons whose products flood the markets of
India and the Far East, The proudest creation today of the man who
tried to destroy Gandhi with & bomb at Birla House is a rocket
powered by compressed air which shoots 100 yards into the sky,
then returns to earth with its own parachute.

Gopal Godse resides on the third floor of a modest dwelling in
Poona, On one wall of his terrace outlined in wrought-iron is an
enormous map of the entire Indian sub-continent. Once a year, on
15 N ber, the anni y of his brother's i s
ashes are set before that map in a silver urn. The map is outlined in
glowing light bulbs. Before it, Gopal Godse assembles the most
zealous of the old disciples of Veer Savarkar.

No twinge of remorse, no hint of contrition, animates their
gathering. They are there to celebrate the memory of the ‘martyr”
Nathuram Godse and to justify his c-tme to posterity. Aligned before
Gopal’s wrought-iron map, stirred by the strumming of a sitar,
those unrepentant zealots thrust the open palms of their right hands
nto the air and swear before the ashes of Nathuram Godse to
reconquer *the vivisected part on of our motherland, all Pakistan,
to reunte India under Hindu rule from the banks of the Indus where
the sacred verses of the Vedas were composed, to the forests beyond
the Brahmaputra’,

As he had maintained he would from the moment he accepted the
appointment, Louis Mountbatten lard down his charge as mdepen-
dent India’s first Governor-General in June 1948. Hs final weeks in
India were absorbed with an unsuccessful effort to induce the one
Indian prince who still sat vpon his throne, the Nizam of Hyderabad,
to abandon his ions of 1nd: d and accede
to the Dominion of India.

The last offical gesture of his wife Edwina was to visit two of the
great refugee camps to whose inmates she had consecrated so much
ol_' her time and energy. By the thousands, the wretched inhabitants

hose camps rushed to bid her farewell, honeuring her departure
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with the only gift their poor existence permitted, the teats of genuine
sorrow filling their eyes.

On the evening before they left, Jawahaslal Nehru honoured the
couple at a farewell banquet in the formal dining hall of their old
viceregal palace, Raising his glass to the couple to whom he was
Inked by so many bonds of friendship and affection, forged during
lglemmost memorable year of his life, he called for a toast to them
ota,

“Wherever you have gone," he told Edwina Mountbatten, ‘you
bave brought solace, you have brought hope and encouragement.
Is it surprising therefore that the people of India should love you
an.d look up to you as one of themselves.

_“You came here, Sir," he said to her husband, “with a high reputa-
tion, but many a reputation has foundered in India. You have lived
through a period of great difficulty and crisis, and yet your reputation
has not foundered, That is a remarkable feat.’

His rival Patel added his words to Nehru's. ‘What you have
achieved in the way of friendship and goodwill,’ he told the Mount-
battens, ‘emphasizes what your pi missed as a result of
their aloofness and their failure to take into their confidence the
Igaders of public opinion.” .

The following morming as the Mountbattens rode away from
Lutyens* palace in the same gilded carriage as had delivered them to
its ceremonial grand staircase fifteen months before, one of their
six-horse team jibbed. At the sight of that ‘balking animal refusing
to advance, a voice called from the crowd the final accolade of their

historicand tumultuous months in New Delhi: ‘It is 2 sign from God.
You must remain in India.®

‘The terrible disease a Bombay doctor had discovered on Mohammed
Ali Jinnal’s lungs ended his Ufe in September 1948, just eight months
afier the murder of his old poltical foe, barcly three months after
the expiration of the death sentence his friend and physician had
pronounced on him.

With the personal courage that had characterized all his actions,
Tionah Iaboured to sccure the fulure of his cherished Pakistan as
long as his resources allowed him to do so. He dicd in Karachi, his
birthplace, the provisional capital of the great Islamic nation born
becavse of his iron will, on 11 September 1948, Even in death, Jinnah
remained faithful to his uncompromising self. At ten minutes to ten
that evening, his doctor bent close tothe dying Quaid and whispered?
'hsir, 1 have given you an injection. God willing you are gomg to

e,
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Jmnsh fixed his vnwavering glare on the fast sight his eyes would
ever see, his doctor’s (ace,

‘No, I am not,’ he firmly replied. Half an hour later he was d;:d.

His pation survived the difficult period that followed its birth,
bot the democratic institutions with which it had been endowed did
not. A military coup defar led by Ficld-Marshal Ayub Khan in
1958 ended & series of corruption-plagued civilian regimes. After 2
decade of authoritanan but effectise rule, Khan's regime was overs
thrown by another military coup.

The traumatic experience of the 1971 Bangladesh war, which
reatized Louis Mounibatten’s prophecy that the union between the
two halves of Pakistan would not last a quarter of & century, brought
civilian rule back to Pakistan under Zulfikar Al Bhutto. Dissident
tribal factions in Baluchistan and along the Frontier which the
British had found so difficult to control remain a constant concers
to Pakistan's Ieaders. Nonetheless, with the more homogencous
nation that emerged from the Bangladesh war and the possibil
of cconomic assistance from their oil-rich Moslem neighbours,
Pakistanis could contemplate therr pation’s future in 1973 with
greater serenity than at any time since its conception.

On a Karschi hilltop a superbly proud mausoleum shelters the
burial site of Pakistan's founder, a strangely appropriate tribute
from his people to the last of theie Moghuls.

As Mahatma Gandhi had predicted, the terrible legacy of partition
would trouble the sub-continent for years to come. Twice, in 1965
and 1971, the two nations sprung from a common womb would
face each othee on the battlefield. Their continuing conflict imposed
a stapgering burden of expenditure on them both, diverting their
limited resources from the development of their hungry people to
the sterile instruments of war,

Both nations accomplished in bately a decade the prodigious feat
of resettling and integrating into a new existence their millions of
refugees. The fertile fields of the Punjab, soaked with the blood of
50 many innocent victims in the autumn of 1947, found again the tints
of happier days, the gold of wheat and mustard fields, the white of
thick stands of cotton, the green of sugar cane plantations. In India,
the province, animated largely by its Srkh population, made & major
contribution to the Geeen Revolution which, before the searing
droughts of the mid-seventies and the world petroleum crisis, had
brought India to the threshold of the dream of generations: self-
sufficiency in the production of food grains.

A return to prosperity, however, did not efface the bitter memorics
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ket by the nightmare of exodus. On both sides of the frontier created

by Cyril Radeliffe’s pencil a legacy of hatred, deep and malignant,
temained, One unfortunate man, Boota Singh, the Sikh farmer who
bad purchased a Moslem girl flecing her abductor, came to symbolize
for millions of Punjabis the tragic aftermath of their conflict as well
2 the hope that ultimately man’s enduring aptitude for happiness
might overcome the hatred separating them.

Eleven months after their marriage a daughter was born to Boota
Singh and Zenib, the wife he'd purchased for 1500 rupees. Following
Sikh custom, Boota Singh opened the Sikh Holy Book, the Granth ~
Sahib, at random and gave his danghter a name beginning with the
first etter of the word he found at the top of the page. The letter
%232 “T" and he chose Tanveer — Miracle of the Sky.

> Years later, 2 pair of Boota Singh’s nephews, furious at
losing a chance to inherit his property, reported Zenib's presence

1o the authorities who were trying to locate women sbducted during

the exodus. Zenib was wrenched from Boota Singh and placed in a

mp while efforts were made to locate her family in Pakistan.

Desperate, Boota Singh rushed to New Delhi and accomplished
2t the Grand Mosque the most difficult act a Sikh could perform.
He cut his hair and became a Moslem, Re-named Jamil Ahmed,
Boota Singh presented himself at the office of Pakistan's High

mmissioner and dermanded the return of his wifc, It was a useless
gesture, The two nations had agreed that implacable rules would
fovern the exchange of abducted women: married or not, they would
be returned to the families from which they bad been forcibly
separated.

For six months Boota Singh visited his wife daily in the detention
camp. He would sit beside her in silence, weeping for their lost
dream of happiness. Finally, he learned her family had been located.
The couple embraced ih & tearful farewell, Zemb vowing never to

z:ré‘;! him and to retum to bim and their daoghter as soon as she

The desperate Boota Singh applied for the right as 2 Moslem to
immigrate to Pakistan. His apphcation was refused. He applied for
& visa, That 100 was refused. Finally, taking with him his daughter,
renamed Sultana, be crossed the frontict illegally, Leaving the girl
in Lahore, he made his way to the village where Zenib's family had
settled, There he received a cruel shock, His wife had been remarried
with & cousin only hours after the truck bringing her back from India
had deposited ber in the village. The poor man, weeping ‘give me
back my wife”, was brotally beaten by Zenib's brothers and cousins,
then kanded over 10 the police ay an iDega! mmigrant,
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Brought to trial, Boota Singh pleaded he was & Moslem and
begged the judgs to retuen his wife to him, If only, be said, he could
e granted the right to see his wife, to ask her if she would retorn
10 India with him and their daughter, he would be satisfied.

Moved by his plea, the judge agreed. The confrontation took place
a week laterina Bowing with sp alerted by
pewspaper reports of the case. A terrified Zenib, escorted by an
angry and possessive horde of her relatives, was brought into the
chamber. The judge indicated Boota Singh,

‘Do you know this man?" he asked.

*Yes,” teplied the trembling gitl, ‘he’s Boota Singh, my first
husband.” Then Zenib identified ker daugliter standing by the clderly
Sikh.

‘Do you wish to return with them to India?" the judge asked.
Boota Singh turned his pleading eyes on the young girl who had
brought so much happiness to his life. Behind Zenib, other eyes
fixed on her quivering figure, a battery glaring at her from the
gudience, tie male members of her clan warning her against trying
1o renounce the call of her blood. An atrocious tensjon gripped the
courtroom. His lined face alive with a desperate hope, Boota Singh
watched Zenib’s lips, waiting for the favourable reply he was
svl_xlre would come. For an unbearsbly fong moment the room was
silent.

Zenib shook her head, ‘No,’ she whispered.

A gasp of anguish escaped Bocta Singh. He staggered back against
the railing behind him, When he'd regained his poise, he took his
danghter by the hand and crossed the room.

*I cannot deprive you of your daughter, Zenib,” he said. *1 leave
her to you.” He took a clump of bills from his pocket and offered
them to his wife, along with their daughter, ‘My bfe is finished now,’
ke said simply.

The judge asked Zenib if she wished to accept his offer of the
custody of their daughter. Again, an agonizing silence filled the
courtroom. From their seats Zenib’s male relatives furiously shook
their heads, They wanted no Sikh blood defiling their little com-

munity.

Zemb looked at her davghter with the eyes of despair. To accept
her would be to condemn her to a Life of misery. An awful sob
shook her frame. “No,' she gasped.

Boota Sing}:, his eyes overflowing with tears, stood for a long
gnon.lent.lookmg at his weeping wife, trying perhaps to fix forever
in his mind the blurred image of her face. Then he tenderly picked
up his daughter and, without turning back, left the courtroom.
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The despairing man spent the night weeping and praying in the
m:msoleu}n of the Moslem saint Data Gang Baksh, while his daughter
slept against a nearby pillar. With the dawn, he took the giri to a
nearby bazaar. There, using the rupees he'd tendered to his wife the
aflernoon before, he hought her a new robe and & pair of sandals
embroidered in gold brocade, Then, hand in hand, the old Sikh
nnd‘ laxs daughter walked to the nearby railroad station of Shahdara.
Waiting on the platform for the train to arrive, the weeping Boota
E:u{;h explained to his daughter that she would not se¢ her mother

in.

In the distance a locomotive’s whistle shrieked. Boota Singh
tenderly picked up his daughter and kissed her, He walked to the
edge of the platform. As the locomotive burst into the station the
Lttle girl felt her father’s arms tighten eround her. Then suddenly
she was plunging forward. Boota Singh had leapt into the path of
the onrushing locomotive. The girl heard again the roar of the whistle
mingled this time with her own screams. Then she was in the black-
ess beneath the engine.

Boota Singh was killed instantly, but by a miracle his daughter
survived unscathed. On the old Sikh’s mutilated corpse, the police
found a blood-soaked farewell note to the young wife who had

im,

*My dear Zenib, it said, *you listened to the voice of the multitude,
but that voice is never sincere. Still my last wish is to be with you.
Please bury me in your village and come from time to time to put
2 flower on my grave.”

Boota Singh's suicide stirred a wave of emotion in Pakistan and
Bis Tuneral became an event of national importance, Even in death,
hﬂng:r. the elderly Sikh remained a symbol of those terrible days
when the Punjab was in flames. Zenib's family and the inhabitaats
of their village refused to permit Boota Singh's burial in the village
cemetery. The village males, led by Zenib’s second husband, barred
entrance to his coffin on 22 February 1957.

Rather than provoke a riot, the authorities ordered the coffin
and the thousands of Pakistanis touched by Boota Singh's drama
#ho'd followed it to return to Lahore. There,under & mountaia of
fowers, Boota Singh's remains were interred.

Zenib's family, however, eoraged by the honour cxtended to
Boota Singh, sent a commando to Lahore to uproot and profane
his tomb, Their savage action provoked a remarkable outburst from
the ¢ity's population. Boots Singh was ro-isderred under another
mountain of flowers, This time hundreds of Moslems volunteered
1o guard the grave of the Sikh convert, by their generous
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gesture the hope that time might eventually efface in the Punjab the
bitter heritage of 1947.*

India’s memorial to her lost Mahatma was a simple black stone plat-
form set upon the site at which his funeral pyre rested at the Raj
Ghat on 31 January 1948, A few words in Hindi and in English
on a plaque beside it bear Mohandas Gandhi’s prescription for a
free India.

“I would like to se¢ India frec and strong so that she may offer
herself as a willing and pure sacrifice for the betterment of the world.
The individual, being pure, sacrifices himself for the family, the latter
for the village, the village for the district, the district for the province,
the provinee for the nation, the nation for all. I want Khudai Raj,
the kingdom of God on earth.”

Gandhi’s vision, however, was to remain the impossible dream.
His Y praved no less ible to the lures of technology
and industrial progress than any other people. As he had feared they
would in the last year of his life, his heirs turned their backs on his
message. India chose to pursue the twenticth century’s criteria of
power and success, the development of a strong industrial socicty,
instead of following the course Gandhi had tried to indicate with
his spinning-wheel. Central planning, growth rate, basic industry,
infrastructure, the take-off point, the revolution of rising expecta~
tions, the common language of a world yearning for material
progress, became the vocabulary of an independent India’s first
generation of leaders. The interests of her half-million villages in
which Gandhi proclaimed her salvation lay werc subordirated to
those of her towns and cities, slowly filling with the great industrial
complexes for which Gandhi's successors yearned. The Congress
Party Gandhi had hoped would become a People’s Service League

inued in its more ional and comf role, in;
India’s dominant political force, increasingly prey to the malady
it had demonstrated in the first months of independence ~ corruption,

‘The most paradoxical gesture of all occurred in the spring of
1974 in the Rajasthan Desert. The government of the Jand whose
most famous citizen had urged America to abandon the atomic bomb
the day beforc he died, employing the resources of a country barely
able to feed its population, exploded a nuclear device, That event,
in the most dramatic of fashions, marked the final rejection by India
of the doctrine of ahimsa, the accession of the Jand of the prophet

* Boota Singh’s dauphter, Suttana, was adopted and raised by foster parents
in Lahore, Today, the mother of three children, she Lives in Libya with her
— engineer husband,
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;‘::n;v::lenoq to the select circle of nations possessing the ulti-
nd "1)011!1l in the arsenal of violence, the atomic bomb.
M nhuz_“- Ga‘::ugh' India had not chosen to follow in the path of
ideals et dh’s impossible dream, she had not forsaken all bis
et th“. ‘The simple cotton khadi he urged upon his countrymen
vl :ha u!mhfarm of many an Indian mipister and bureaucrat,
message of u: e man under it reveres at least the memory if not the
I A Ne man whf) espousu_i it. ‘That most elegant of men,
dothm:s b helhm. continued until his death to wear the simple
. dmonishmw ch Gandhi had dressed him. Sensitive to Gandhi's
and restrad ent to government leaders to employ simplicity in style
ina Roﬂs‘;{ in example, he crossed the capital of his country, not
Tndian bu- oyoe, & Mercedes Benz or 4 Cadillac, but in a small
Despite t‘;le‘h" as his enly escort, the driver at its wheel,
of its iplicity of lang:
g:‘“_‘“ and people, despite the cynical suggestion of many an
of mBriﬁxh that those forces would shatter its unity once the bonds
rule were removed, Gandhi’s India has remained what it
became on 15 August 1947, a strong, united nation. The enormous
areas and (‘llsparasz peoples of her old princely states were integrated
into India’s strati in relatively painless fashion.
Not a few of Gandhi's ideas which once appeared an old man’s
quirks have become, almost three decades after his death, strangely
televant in a world of dwindl and ding popula-
tions. Cutting up old envelopes o make a

notepads rather than wasting
paper, consuming only the food necessary

to nourish one’s frame,

the heedless jon of ded goods, began to

#ppear by the seventies not so much a set of charming ecoentri-

aticsas & iption for man’s in future on his d
planet.

1n one domain, above all, however, India would keep faith with
the memory of the lean brown figure With the bamboo stave who'd
1ed her famished millions to liberty. India was born & free nation:
she would remain a free pation. After all her years of travail and
struggle, despite the pressures induced by the relentless growth of
ber population, India remains what she became O i
stroke of midoight, 14 August 1947, the world's most populous
democracy. She, aimost atone of the scores of nations who in their
tucn brole the chains bindiog them to their old colonial rulers, isa
free society, respectful of the rights and dignity of its inhabitants,
whose ¢itizens have the right to dissent, to protest, Lo express them-
selves freely and openly in a free press, 10 select their government in

free, secret, honest elections. She has resisted all temptations te
P
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follow the example of her Chinese neighbour, buying progress by
reducing its millions to regimented robots, or the more numerous
of cheapjack mulitary di hips with their carefully
coached crowds of cheering citizens and their equally carefully
concealed torture chambers.
India’s is an achi of d itude, worthy of
the world’s respect, worthy, above all, of the great leader who had
led her to the liberty she had refused to cast away.*

Fiftesn days after the immersion of Mahatma Gandhi’s gshes, a
brief ceremony in the shadows of the Gateway of India ended the
era he had begun when he marched home from South Africa through
that same archway in January 1915, his copy of Hind Swaraj under
his arm, Saluted by an honour guard of Sikhs and Gurkhas, played
off by an Indian Navy band, the last British soldiers left on the soil
of an independent India, the men of the Somerset Light Infantry,
passed under thi gateway’s soaring span and slow-marched down to
its contrete landing.

As their figures disappeared through that triumphant archway,
an incongruous sound rose above the crowd of Indians along the
Bombay waterfront watching them go. It came first from a few
scattered throats, then from others, vntil finally it burst from a
thousand faces. Sadly moving, it was the strains of “Auld Lang Syne'.
Congtess veterans, some of whose skulls still bore the scars of British
lathis, weeping women in saris, tednage students, toothless old
beggars, even the men of the Indian honour guard fixed at attention
in their rigid ranks, all suddenly and intensely aware of the signifi~
cance of the moment, joined the chorus. While the last of the
Somersets stepped into their waiting barges, the sound of that
spontaneous song rang across the esplanade of the Gateway of India,
a poignant recessional for the Englishmen setting out to sea.

It was also 2 hymn to the memory of the little figure who'd walkad
up that concrete ramp on a winter morning so long ago. For, if an
era was ending there at the Gateway of India, another was beginning,
the one Gandhi had opened for three-quarters of the inkabrtants of
the earth, the era of decolonization. The last of the race of the
captains and the kings were departing and the freshening breezes
speeding them on their homeward journey were the heralds of those
winds of change which would remake the map of the world and
realign the balance of its forces in the next quarter of a century.

*This book went to press in June, 1975, Consequently it does not atteropt

10 evaluate the events of that month or 10 measurs their possibh
*“tare of Indian democracy. i possile bapact en the
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Beceuse of Mohandas Gandhi and what he had wrought i India,
many 2 spot on the globe would witness in the yeats to come 2
ceremony similar to the one that took place in Bombay on 28
February 1948, ]

Net many of them, however, would be marked by the goodwill
manifested that morning in the shadows of that once triumphant
arch of empire. It was the final accolade to India’s murdered
Mahatma, and to the Indians and Englishment who had bad the
wisdom to seize the inexorable logic of his message.



What They Became

VALLABHBHAI PATEL

Patet suffeced tertibly in the weeks following Gandhi's assassination
from & ( whicl insi d that, as Home
Minister, he shared in the responsibility for the police’s failure to
apprehend the Mahatma's Killers between 20 January and his murder.
Some of hus palitical foes even circulated the wholly unfounded
accusation that he had been indifferent to Gandhi's fate because of
his own differences with him. The strain of that campaign of in-
nuendo coming on top of the genuine grief the murder had produced
in him, led to o major heart-attack in Macch 1948, Patel recovered
and resumed his posts as Deputy Prime Minister and Home Mnister.
After Lord Mountbatten’s departure, he organized and directed the
*police action® against Hyderabad which forcibly integrated the Jast
of India’s old princely states. His conflict with his old ¢ival, Nehru,
temporarily shelved in the months following Gandhi’s assassination,
broke out apain in the beginning of 1950. Patel's death of a heart-
attack on 15 December 1950, however, prevented it from leading
to a public parting of the ways between the two men,

JAWAHARLAL NEHRU

Ustil his death in New Delhi on 27 May 1964, Nehru occupied the
office he’d assumed on 15 August 1947, He emerged as an inter-
nationally respected statesman, one of the most familiar figures of
what became known as the third world and the principal acchitect
of the policy of non-abgnment which engaged the support of most
of the Afro-Asian nations that emerged from colonial tutelage in
the fifties and sixties. He travelled extensively throughout the world,
visitiag most of Europe’s capitals, the USA, the USSR and China.
Domestically, he presided over three Indian Five-Year Plans de-
signed to provide for his nation’s industrial and social development;

e idation of India’s d ic institutions; and the forcible
integration of the Portuguese enclave of Goa into the Indian
Republe. :

His most bitter disillusionment came in October 1962 with the
massive Chinese invasion of his country’s frontier in Ladakh above
Kashmir and in the North East Frontier Agency between Tibet and
Assam, Nc_hm never fully recoversd from his shock at that action
by the nation friendship for which had been the comerstone of his




WHAT THEY BECAME 465
foreign policy for fifteen years, From that oment his health
faltered, He fell seriously ill in January 1964, recovered, but died
four months later. Among those who rushed to New Delhi to attend
h!;t cremation was Louis Mountbatten, Appropriately the parting
21t to his countrymen of that most eloquent of leaders was words,
:e words of his last will and testament now inscribed outside the
‘hthm Memorial Library in the grounds of the former residence of
lh: Commander-in-Chief of the Indian Army in New Delhi. In
i e, he asked that his ashes be scattered from an aircraft ‘over the

ks where the peasants of India toil so that they might mingle
m ;l;eh dust of the soil of India and become an jndistinguishable

er.

THE MOUNTBATTENS
In October 1948, Rear-Admiral Lonis Mountbatten returned to
Bctive naval service, taking up in Malta {he command of the First
Cruiser Squadron for which he had been destined when he had been
ppointed Viceroy of India. The.man who as Viceroy had ranked
sceond only to the King Emperor in the British Empire found himself
rasked thirteenth in Malta’s social order of precedence. i
1 His rise through the senior ranks of the navy was rapid and, on
8 April 1955, he realized his Lfelong ambition. He was appointed
First Sea Lord, the office from which his father had been hounded
by the outery of a narrow-minded public in 1914, As First Sea Lord,
be presided over the modernization of the Royal Navy which brought
Britain’s Senior Service her first puclear submarine and guided
missile destroyers. In 1958, as Chief of the Defence Forees, he began
it Yast major official task, the reorganization of the British Armed
Forces and their integration into a unified Defence Establishment.
Mountbatten IeRt active service in 1965 and now divides his time
between his estate, Broadlands, on the edge of Romsey, a London
flat and a castle in Ireland. To the dismay of his daughters and
doctors, he retaing undiminished, on the eve of his seventy-fifth
birthday, his consuming appetite for work. He is an active member
of almost 200 organizations, their nature as diverse as the Institute
©of Naval Architects, the Institute of Electronic and Radio Engineers,
the London Zoological Society, the Magic Circle, the Sotiety of
Genealogists, a Maltese skin-diving group, and the Royal Thames
Yacht Club.
His principal activitics, howewrrc concerned with the Nationat
Dlectronics Councll, * % Chairman, and the United
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‘World College, which maintains over 1500 students on campuses in
‘England, Canada and Singapore.

He maintains a close and active interest in India. In 1969 he served
as Chairman of the Gandhi Centenary Year, addressing the Remem-
brance Service which opened it at Saint Paul's Cathedral on 30
January of that year, He helped to raise and adminjster the Jawahar-
1al Nehri Fund created to honour the memory of his old friend by
sending Indian scholars to study in the United Kingdom.

Almost every day the postman delivers some plea from an Indian
to his desk. These authors, perhaps, or maharajas and generals,
bearers and bankers, are secking an introduction to someone in
England, or asking assi ia 1 the icati of
a pension fund or the regulations governing immipration to the UK.
Diverse, touching and never-ending, that flow of Ictters is evidence
of a strong tradition: India’s Jast Viceroy has become, in a sense,
her first Ombudsman,

Edwina Mountbatten continued to devote herself to the Red Cross
and the St John Ambulance Brigade, serving both with an energy
she refused to diminish even after being warned by her doctors that
she was exhausting herself. Four days after the wedding of her
younger daughter Pamela in February 1960 she left on a tour of the
Far East in her capacity as superintendent of St John. Despite her
evident exhaustion, she refused any curtailment of her busy schedule
and died in Borneo after having attended a reception offered in her
honour on 21 February 1960, When the news of her death was
announced on the floor of the Indian Parliament, its members rose
to offer her memory the spontancous tribute of a moment of silence,

Four days after ber death, as requested in her wall, she was buried
at sea off Spithead, Escorting the Brtish frigate Wakefil which took
ber to her burial place was the Indian frigate Trishul, a poignant
parting gesture from the nation she had loved to the last of the
memsahibs.

THE POLICEMEN

Two of the principal figures in the investigation into Gandhi's
murder survive: D. W, Mehra and Jimmy' Nagarvalla, the man who
canducted the investigation in Bombay. Both are retired. Mehra
is an exccutive with a brewery outside Delhi. Nagarvalla engages in
a commerce curious for a man who devoted most of his Lfc to pur-
suing fugitives. He runs a travel agency.
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THE MAHARAJAS

The princes who once ruled a third of India's people have faded so
totally from the scene that their days of glory now seem as distant
# those of the Moghuls, Their palaces have become museuns,
§‘h°°[5.]\01=l5, or crumbling ruins, Some have gone abroad, some
into business, or government service. A few, like the Raj Matas of
Gralior and Jaipur, are active in politics. After three years of
stroggle, the Indian Supreme Court in the spring of 1973 upheld a
constitutional amendment promoted by Indira Gandhi’s government
“h}d} terminated the concessions the princes had been granted in
1947 in teturn for their peaceful accession to the Indinn Union. The
EE;}‘ of gilded peacocks has disappeared for ever from the Indian
ing,
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Notes

CHAPTER 1A Race Destined to Govern and Subdue*

The material on Lord Mountbatten's interview with Clement Attlee is
based largely on an interview with the Jast Viceroy and his own notes of
their conversation made at the time. Certain material on the decision to
appoint Lord Mountbatten was obtained in an interview with Lord
Listowel, the last Secretary of State for India. Krishna Menon in a0
interview in New Delhi furnished the details of his conversation with Sir
Stafford Cripps at which he revealed that Nehru and Congress would react
to i

s
The description of London in 1947 is from contemporary newspaper
accounts plus the files written from the city at the time by Raymond
Cartier of Parls Match. o,
‘The passage on the British experience in India, the life of the British in
India and of ICS and army officers Is based on numerous interviews:
most important, thosé with & serics of former ICS men - Lord Trevelyan,
Sir George Abell, Christopher Beaumont, Sir Olaf Caroe, Sir Conrad Cor-
field, Sir Herbert Thompson, Rajeshwar Dayal, S. E. Abbott, Sir John
Cotton. Written sources include: The Last Years of British India; Britain
l:l India; British Social Life in India; The Fall of the British Eniplre; Paj_
4 Prook o

1o the ICS 1892; The
British India, 1854,

CHAPTER 2 'Walk Alone, Walk Alons*

The passage on Gandhi's tour of Noakhali is based largely on Interviews
with Pyarelal Nayer, his private secretary, and his pbysician Sushila
Nayar, Pyarelal's sister, both of whom were present, Material was also
used from interviews with other members of his entourage inchuding
Gurcharan Singh, Brikshen Chandiwallah, Padmaja Naidu and K.
Rangaswamy. No other source of written materfal fa 8¢ useful as Nayar's
2000 page epic Mahatma Gandhf, The Last Phase. The contemporary
Bewspaper accounts in the Times of India, The Hindustan Times and The
Statesman of India were also employed.

Mr Anrwar All & lawyer In Lahore who has devoted considerable time
1o the study of Rahmat AlL, provided us with the original text of his
Takistan manfesto from which the quotations used on pages 27-2
were taken &y well a3 & number of insights Into the carver of the man whe
originated the ldea of Pakistan,
CHAFTER 3 ‘Leave Infia 1o God* -

K
The account of Mountbarien's conversation with bis cousin George ¥
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Is from an Interview with Lord Mountbatten and his notes of their talk
made at the tme, plus & personal Jetter sent to him by 1he King. The
portrait of the last Viteroy Is based on Interviews with Mountbatten him-
self, his danghters, Lady Brabournc and Lady Pamelz Hicks, his vakt,
Charles Smith and a number of his staff and associates inctuding L4-Crnde
Peter Howes, Alan Campbefl-Johnson, Admiral Ronald Brockman,
Capt, Sir James Scott. Written material includes Swinson’s Mowwubatten,
Terrainc's Life and Times of Lord Mounibatten, and Lord Mountbatien's
personal diary of his tour of India with the Prince of Wales in 1921

The two passages on Gandhi in Noakhal] are based on interviews and
written material covering the same subject 23 set out in the notes in
Chapter 2. The biographical passages are based on interviews with: the
Nayars, Brikshen Chandiwallah, Gurcharan Singh, Acharya Kripalni,
Jehangir Patel, Padmaja Nalds, Mme V. L. Pandit, Wali and Badshah
Khan, the “Frontier Gandhi®, Krishna Menon and Raymond Cartier.
Wnitten material: Sheean, Lead Kindly Light and Gandhi: A Great Life in
Brief; Coolidge, Gandhi; Ashe, Gandil: A Study in Revolution; Payne,
Gandhi; Nayar, Gandhi: The Last Phase; Fischer, The Life of I{aha!ma
Gandht; Gandhi, An Autoblography or The Story of My Experiment witl
Tratk; Kripalany, Gandhl, A Life; Mcjumdar, Jinnah and Gandil.

The passage on the ch.se of Commons* deba(e zs fmm Hansard und

unts. The

departure Is based on ml:mcws with Lord Mcnnlbanm, Admiral Brock-
man, Lt-Cmdr Howes and Charles Smith.

CHAPTER 4 A Last Tattoo for a Dying Ra]

The passage dealing with Gandhi's relationship with his great-niece
Manu is based on interviews with Pyarelal and Sushilla Nayar and
‘Mayar’s book, Certain Gardhi quotations, notably those dealing with his
dream in Bombay, are from his original editorials written for his paper
the Harijan at the time.

“The account of Mountbatten's interview with Lord Wavel! is from en
interview with Mountbatten and his notes made at the ume from their
conversation. Lady Mountbatten's profile is based largely on interviews
with ber husband, hez two daughters and her three secretaries in India,
Muriel Watson, Elizabeth Ward Collins and Jaya Thadani, The quotations
and refiections referring to Lord Mountbatten’s 1921 visit are from his
private diary,

His arrival at Viceroy’s House and his swearing-in as Viceroy as well
as the account of the preparations for the ceremony are based on inters

vikws with Charles Smith, Capt. Sir James Scott, Capt. F. J. Bernaby-
Atkms, Lt-Cmdr Howes, Admiral Bm\‘.hnan and the Viceroy himself,
Written sources included contemporary newspaper accounts, Capt,
Scott's diary, Campbell-Johnson’s Mk:km wixh Meimibasten and the
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programme and instruction sheets for the ceremony furnished the
suthors by Elizabeth Collins, The descriptions of Viceroy's House come
from the Viceregal Establishment lent to the suthors by [t-Cmdr Howes.
The account of Mountbatten's first reactions to his task is based on
interviews with the last Viceroy and with Alan Campbeli-Tohason, Lt-
Cendr Peter Howes, Admiral Brockman and Mr Peter Scott, a membee
of the Vicerny’s I(S staff, His conversation with Sir George Abell is based
08 an interview with Abell corroborated by Lord Mountbatten.

CHAPTER 5 An OId Man and his Shattered dream

As described in the Acknowledgement section, Lord Mountbatten dictated
alengthy summary of each of his meetings with the Indian leaders as soon
28 they had left his study, "The accounts of his talks with Patel, Jinnah,
Nehru and Gandhi are based on lhose memoranda to which Lord Mount-
‘batten was abl tot our ‘The direct quota~
tions employed are from them.

The pom-m of Nehru is based on interviews with his daughter Prime
ﬂnk dira Gandhi, his sister Mrs V, L. Pandit, Lord Mountbatten,

his nephew, Written sources include: Das, Indla from Curzon to Nehru and
After; R. K, Karangia, The Mind of Mr Nekru; Nehru, An Autoblography
and The Discovery of India; Sahni,

The Lid 0[.
'mcpomkofh!du primarily on Interviews with his daughter
Maniben, and his secretary S, Shankar, Aho helpful were

S. Durga Das,
C.lLBhabha,Gen J. N, Chaudhur, Sir George Abell, Sir Conrad Gor‘
field, AdurynKl’ipahni.Rnymcnanﬂkr

most important written sowrces are Das’s Indla - Front Curzon fo
Mhru and After and the annotated papers of Mr Patel by the same

Tbepum:koerJmmhwubmdpnmrﬂycn(nmzwswnbhh
daughter Dina Wadia, his nephew Akhbar Peerboy, his first naval ADC
VbAdmnﬂSMAhsm.huphnHanlnncmbuyDr!.A.LhuL

Col Wi!hnnmmk,h first secretary, who made availablo his
detafled diary of ha days w.i'?,"ﬁ” Pakistani Jeader. Also belpful wero
Y:\&se!l!md’t.syedhnu Anqu!i,M.A.Baiz.mnnbtnnfhh
l or

d, among his friends Durga Das, J. N. Sabri, J. M.

account of his illness was furnished by his physiclan and danghter,
mwiuquﬂnmwmwhllwornohmo:Jmh— Crouter

'nxmmln“he ' Conlference is based om imtrwions with,
Lord Mountbatten who retains in his possession
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ference. Among those attending who were interviewed were Sir Olaf Caroc,
Si¢* Chandutal Trivedi and Sir George Abell. The description of Mount-
batten's visit to Peshawar and the Punjab is based on interviews with Lord
Mountbatten, Sir Olaf Caroe, Abdul Rashid, Deputy Superintendent of
Police in Peshawar and Col. Mohammed Khan, an organizer of the
demonstrations. Gandhi’s debate with his colleagues is based on inter-
views with Pyarelal Nayar and Acharya Kripalani.

CHAPTER 6 A Precious Little Place

The descriptions of Simla are based on interviews with M. S. Oberoi,
Mrs Penn Montague, Sir Chandulal Trivedi and a delightful 1895 Guide-
book ta the city, plus a visit to the site itself, The account of the Viceroy’s
‘Dunch’ is based on interviews with Lord Mountbatien, Alan Campbell-
Johnson, the Earl of Listowel and Admiral Brockman. The account of
Nehru's reaction was furnished by Krishna Menon who accompanied
him. V. P. Menon’s daughter, Mrs D. Misra, provided access to his per-
sonal papers which include a detailed account of the incident,

CHAPTER 7 Palaces and Tigers; Elephants and Jewels

The account of Sir Conrad Corfield’s London visit was provided by inter-
yiews with the two key people involved, Corfield and the Earl of Listowel,
‘The description of the Mabarajas, their lives and tccentricities are
based on interviews with Corfield, his deputy Sir Herbert Thompson, the
Raj Matas of Gwalior and Jaipur, the Maharajas of Patiala, Faridkot,
Ka) Bundi, Baroda, Dewas, the Nawab of Malerkotla, Also
most helpful were Lady Ruthven, the widow'of the Nizam of Hyderabad’s
legal adviser, Sir Walter Monckton, and Sir Walter’s assistant John
Peytcn Gen. Ali Yavar Jung of Bombay who was on the Nizam’s staff;
Karan Singh, a member of the Indian government and the son of the
late ‘Maharaja of Kashmir who does not choose to employ his title; and
Robin Duff, Primary written sources are Lord’s The Maharajahs; Fotbes’,
India of the Princes;and de Golish's Splendeur et Crépuscule des Maharajas.

CHAPTER 8 A Day Cursed by the Stars

‘The account of Lord Mountbatten’s visit to London, his meeting with the
cabinet and with Sir Winston Churchill is based on interviews with Lord
Mountbatten and his notes of those meetings dictated at the time, with
Sir George Abell who was also in London and with the Earl of Listowel,
the Secretary of State for India, who attended the first meeting,

The passage dealing with the destruction of the archives of the Ma-
harajas’ doings and the material they contained is based on interviews
with Sir Conrad Corfield and his deputy Sir Herbert Thompson. Sir
Conrad also allowed one of the authors to read an unpublished manu-
script covering his experiences with India’s princes, their doings and his
own career.
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‘The account of Mountbatten's meeung with the Indian leadets on 2 and
3 June s based on interviews with him and the actual minutes of the meet-
ings from his archives from which all direct quotes are taken, The account
of his conversations with Jinnah and Gandhi are based on interviews with
Lord Mountbatten and his notes taken of them at the time. The quotation
ﬁom Gandh] at his prayer meeting is from Harifan. The press conference
from the of the and interviews
Wllh Lord and Alan Campbell-Tohnson. The account of the
astrologer’s reaction is from interviews with Lord Mountbatten, M. O.
Matthai and Swamin Manaran who still retains his original cbarts and a
€opy of his letter to the Viceroy.

CHAPTER 9 The Most Complex Divorce tn History

The description of the manner in which India's assets were divided is
based principally on interviews with the two men responsible, H. M.
Patel and Chaudry Mohammed Al, A full set of the reports submitted to
themn, their recommendations and the minutes of their meeting were made
availible to the authors. The description of the division of the viceregal
catriages comes from interviews with Lt-Cmdr Howes and General Yacoub
Khm.’l'hepassagemungthebrnkmgupofthe!ndxanArmylsbasedon
Interviews with Geaeral Roy Bucher, Col Mohammed Idriss, General
Eoailh Habfbullsh, Genersd Karbaleh Singhy Capt, Samshér Singh,
Geaeral J, N, Chaudhuri, General Frank Messervy, Field-Marshal Sam
kshaw, General D. M.Mmu,GenuzlJ.T.Saunva!a, Maj.-Gen.
A, Dubey, An excellent recent bistory of the Indian Army is available in
Mason's, Matter of Honour, Much interesting material on its tactics and
campalgns is to be found in Elliott's, The Frontler 18391947,
e passage on Lord Radeliffe’s summons, his meetings with the Lord
cellor and Clement Attles is based on his own recollections as
tecorded in an interview, plus certain correspondence relative to his
#ppointment ex: between London and Viceroy’s Homse. The
eccount of his first meeting with Lord Mountbatten is taken from inter-
Yiews with the two men. The description of Mountbattea®s approach to
the problem of the princes comes from interviews with Lord Mountbattes,
Sl‘f &;ﬂﬁ Corfield, Patel's daughter and secretary and the private papers
of V. P. Menon,
Lord Mountbatten's nomination to the post of Governor-General of an
independent India and the thought which preceded it — that he become a
Jolat Governor- of the two new dominlons is treated in great
in Moon's Divide and Q:dx and Campbell-Johnson's Mission with
Mounsbatten, Tho account here i3 based on interviews with Lord Mouaot-
b-ummdmmdsothbmanyducussionsoﬁtmlhhhmﬂund the
Indian Xadenhip
1In describing tho pre-partition troubles in the Punfab, interviews with
four mmofmmbwmmd&mmmw.
. Rich and Patrick Farmer were employed. A copy of the
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weekly summaries of évents in the province was also made available to
the authors. The account of Gandhi’s first contact with the refugees is
is from Pyarelal Nayar.

CHAPTER 10 *We Will Always Remain Brothers®

The account of the Royal Assent is based on contemporary newspaper
reports. Mountbatten’s final address to the Chamber of Princes, their fare-
well dinner and the refuctance of somo of the princes to adhere to one of
the new i isbasedon i iews with Lord M and his
records of the process, the private papers of V. P. Menon who was the
Indian official most closely concerned, and interviews with the Raj Matas
of Gwalior and Jaipur; the jas of Patiala, K and Maler-
Xotla; Sir Conrad Corfield; Lady Monckton; Sir Herbert Thompson and
John Peyton, The description of Lord Mountbatten’s visit to Kashmir is
based on interviews with him, his memoranda of conversations dictated
at the time, tho minutes of his discussions with his staff on his trip and his
report on his talk to the Attlee government. The account of the aitempt to
assassinate Jinnah was furnished by G. R. Savage, who brought the in-
formation to Delhi, Lord Mountbatten, and certain documents which the
last Viceroy found in his archives relative to the plot.

‘The eccount of Motntbatten’s request to Gandhi to go to Calcutta is
based on interviews with Mountbatten and his record of their conversation
as well as interviews with Pyarelal Nayar, Brikshen Chandiwallah and K.
Ran;

gaswamy.

Jinnah's departure for Karachi and his flight was reconstructed from
interviews with his ATICs Admiral Absen, Wing Commander Ata Rabani
and Col William Birnie. Lord Mountbatten’s decision to hold back Lord
Radcliffe’s award until after independence was discussed with Lord
Mountbatten, Lord Radcliffe and Sir George Abell. The quotations are
from the Viceroy’s last report to London. The earlier passage on how Lord
Radcliffo worked is based on interviews with Lord Radcliffe and his ICS
aide, H, C. Beaumont.

‘The account of the farewell dinner at the Dethi Gymkhana Club is based
on interviews with & pumber of those present,

CHAPTER 11 While the World Slept

‘The account of Gandhi’s mission to Caleutta is based on interviews with
Pyarclal Nayar, R, N. Bannetjec and Ram Goburbhun, Written sources
include The Last Phase, Harijon and other contemporary newspaper
accounts, The account of Mouatbatten’s ride through the streets of
Karachi with Jinnah i bascd largely on an interview with the last Viceroy.
Written sources include Mission with Mowuntbatten and contemporary
newspaper acoounts,

‘The description of Independence night at the Khyber Pass, Lahore, New
Delhi, Bombay, ctc., comes from a great variety of sources. They include
interviews with Lord Mountbatten, Alan Campbell-Johnson, Generals
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Yacoub Khan, Messervy, Lockhart, Bucher and Chauduri, Col Birnie,
Brig, Moharromed Idriss, R, E. W, Atkins, Anwar Ali, Khwaja Mohiuddin,
Mrs Sucheta Kripalani who sang the Indian national anthem for the
Constituent Assembly, H. V. R, Iengar, Mrs V. L. Pandit, General and
Mrs D, Misra, Dr Sushila Nayar, Col Mchammed Sharif Khan, Rule
Dean, W, H. Rich, Among the written sources employed were the official

for the i Yy accounts,
$pecial reports on the celebrations prepared by Lord and Lady Mount-
batten, numerous letters and diaries made available to the authors. Tho
story of Nehru's telephone call was recounted by Padmaja Naidy, his
dinner guest that evening. ‘The passage on the visit of the leaders to
Mountbatten is based on his own recollections of the moment.,

CHAPTER 12 'Ok Lovely Dawn of Freedom®

‘The descriptive passage on Benares and the village of Chatharpur are
based on interviews and research in the two Jocations, The descriptions of
the independence celebrations in Delhi as well as clsewhere in India on
15 August are based on interviews with Lord Allendale, Elizabeth Collins,
Commodore Rusi Gandhi, 1t-Col Sir Martin Gilliat, 1.t-Commander
Howes; Gen. Lockart, Capt. Scott, Duggal Singh, Indira Grandhi, Lord
Mountbatien, Ram Goburbhun, Kushwant Singh, Gen. Shadid Hamid,
Gen, Habibullah, Padmaja Naidu, Ahmed Zahur. Written sources include
the Viceroy's final report to London, the diary of Capt. Scott, letters
written at the time by Elizabeth Collins, accounts
and the official programmes. The account of Pamela Mountbatten’s ex-
periences is based on interviews with her and her Oral History Transcript
of the incident on deposit at the Jawabarlal Nehru Library in New Delhi.

The story of the trains arriving in Amritsar was recounted by the
station master Chani Singh, The description of the raising of the RSSS flag
In Pooua is based on the account of the ceremony in the Hindu Rashtra of
the time and an interview with the brother of Nathuram Godse, Gopal
Godse, Lord Listowel described his visit to Balmoral without the missing
seals. Sir George Abell provided the account of the visit to Clement Attlee
‘The meeting at which Lord Mountbatten presented the Radchiffe award to
the Indian leaders was recreated from interviews with Lord Mountbatten
and the minutes of the meeting itself. The deseription of Radeliffe's
departure is based on interviews with Lord Radcliffe and H. C. Beaumont,

CHAPTER 13 *Our People Have Gone Mad"

CHAPTER 14 The Greatest Migration in History

The passages in these two chapters describing the intercommunal killing
in the Punjab, the flight of the refugees, the train massacres, the rape and ~
abduction of women from both communities are based primaeily on
particular experiences selected from those recounted by o

from both sides laterviewed jn the course of the research for'Sile
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‘Wherever possible the petsonal experiences selected for use were those
which could be autheaticated or corroborated by 8 second source. In
addition to those refugees whose names are employed in the body of the
text, interviews with a number of other people were employed in con-
structing those passages in Chapters 13 and 14, They include Sir Chandulal
Trivedi, the Governor of the Indian half of the province; Maj.-Gen. M. S.
Chopra, who supervised the military escort for the refugees bound for
Pakistan from the Indian side of the border; General Raza, Shahid Hamid
and Akhbar Khan of Pakistan; Lt-Col Nawab Sir Malik Khazar Khan
Tiwana, who also furnished a of d studi he origil
of the violence; Mr G. D, Harrington Howes; Col A, D, Iff; R, B, W.
Atkins and Edward Behr, The written sources employed included the
following: contemporary newspaper accounts, G. D. Khosla’s Stern
Reckoning, the most detailed Indian study of the upheavals; the minutes
and records of the Emergency Committee; & detailed report on the refugee
problem prepared for the St John Ambulance Brigade by Lady Mount-
batten; D. F, Karala’s Freedom Must Not Stink; Moon's, Divide and Quit;
Campbell-Johnson's Misslon With Mountbatten; Hodson's The Great
Divide; Kuldip Nayar's Distant Nelghbours. Also available is an excellent
novel of the period, Kushwant Singh's Last Train 2o Pakistan,

The account of Gandhi's Miracle in Calcutta is based on Interviews
with Pyarelal Nayar and his Yhe Last Phase, Brikshen Chandrwallah,
Nirmal Kumar Bose, Ram Gt and
saccounts, The description of the tour of the Punjab by Nehriz and Liaquat
Ali Khan is based on interviews with two of the men who accompanied
them, H. V, R. Iyenagar and Maj.-Gen, Dubey. The passage relating to
‘Mountbatten's summons to Delhi from Simla is based, first, on interviews
with Lord and a i he prepared at
he time, and, second, papers of V, P, Menon and interviews with his
daughter and with H, V. R. Tyenagar who was with him when the govern-
ment's senjor civil servants realized India was close to collapse.

The account of the Emergency Committee’s initial session and its
function is based on jts minutes, Campbell-Tohnson's Misslon Witk

and & iews with Lord C. H, Bhabha and
H. V. R. Iyenagar,

The account of the flight of Madanlal Pahwa and his subsequent en-
counters with Dr Parchure and Vishnu Karkare is based on interviews with
the three men. The story of Boota Singh and his daughter related in this
chapter and the epilogue is based on interviews with Rabia Sultan Qari
who became the foster mother of his daughter and Lahore newspaper
accounts published at his trial and death.

CHAPTER 15 ‘Kashkmir - Only Kashmirl*

The account of the lights fading during the Maharaja's Diwali celebra-
tion is based on an interview with Dr Karan Siogh, his son, and Mrs
Florence Lodge, a Brtish resident of Srinagar, Jinnah's efforts to spend
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2 vacation in Kashmir were noted at the time by Col Birnie in his diary.
The account of how the Pakistan government came to plan its tribal
Invasion of Knshmir was furnished by Gen. Akhbar Khan, now Pakistan’s
mbassador to Prague, who was involved in the planning from the outset.
The account of the invasion itself and the physical preparations for it were
furaished by Sairab Khayat Khan and Col Mohammed Sharif Khan who
™ Physically involved at a later stage. The description of the tele
between the British offi ing the two nations®

armies was provided by Generals Messervy, Lockhart and Bucher. The
Maharaja’s fught was described by his son Dr Karan Siogh, The account
of reactions in Delhi and V. P. Menon’s flight o secure the Maharajas
2ecession is based on interviews with Lord Mountbatten, Field-Marshal
Sam Manekshaw, Sheikh Abdullah, Sir Alexander Symons, Mrs D,
Musta, V. P, Menon's daughter, V. P. Menon's personal papers seen by the
authors in Bangalore in 1973 and the minutes of the India Defence Com-
fiftee which decided to intervene after the Maharaja's accession. Two
interesting accounts of the origins of the conflict have been wnitten by the
men for the military ions on each side, Slender was the
Thread by India's General L. P. Sen and Ralders In Kashmir by General
It an, General Harbaksh Singh also provided an excellent and
detailed account of the carly military operations around Srinagar.

CHAPTER 16 Two Brahmins from Poona

A more extensive account of the source material on Gandhi's assassins
will be found in the notes for Chapter 17, The description here of the
Opening of the Hindu Rashtra is from interviews with Gopal Godse and
Vishnu Karkare and the paper’s own account of the cvent, The police
watch was revealed by the Kapur Commussion. .
The account of Gandhy's actions in Panipat is based on interviews with
lal Nayar, witnesses in the city, and The Last Phase, The passage on
Jmnah’s physical decline and his concerns in the autumn of 1947 1s based
On interviews with his former ADC Admiral Ahsen and his Miltary
Secretary Col Bunie as well as the latter's diary, The descriptions of Lord
Mountbatten's i

conversations with Gandhi which closes the chapter is
ased on an interview with him and his own records of it.

CHAPTER 17 “Let Gandhi Diel*

The account of Gandhi's Jast fast is based first of all on two long inter-
views with his physician Dr Sushila Nayar and her notes made at the time.
Also particularly helpful were Gandhu's secretary Pyarelal Nayar, his
close associate Brikshen Chandiwallah, and Gurcharan Singh who served
o his Delhi staff. Others interviewed for the passage included D, W.
Mehya, Padmaja Naidu, Lord Mountbatien, and G. N, Sinha. Written
sources include 1n accounts,

dian
Harijan, Gandhi'’s own paper and three *
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7;1‘2 Last Phase, Chandiwallah's At the Feet of Bapu, Manu’s Last Glimpsea
of Bapu.

CHAPTER 18 The Vengeance of Madanlal Pahwa

CHAPTER 19 *We Must Get Gandhl Before the Pollce Get Us”

CHAPTER 20 The Second Crucifixion

‘Two of Gandhi’s assassins, Nathuram Godse end Narayan Apte, were

hanged after their conviction in 1949, The other members of the conspir -
acy -Gopal Godse, Vishnu Karkare, Madan]alhhwa.Dlgambchadge (md

first three having served out their jail sentences, All were located and
extensively interviewed. In addition, the avthors brought Godse and Kar-
kare back toDelhi for the first tume since their trial.We returned with them
toallof the places which they had visited while they were in the cityontheir
two assassination attempts. The Retiring Room of the railway station,

the Bula Temple, the woods whexe thcy beld their u.rget practice and
finally the dy of Birla d their murder,
They also took the authors to a numb:r of Godse and Apte’s associates
in Poona, the headquarters of their paper and the other places they
Jfrequeated. Gopal Godse also made available a biograpby he has prepared
in Mabaretti of his brother,

Two of the police officers involved in the i igation of thi
to murder Gandhi, James Nagarvalla and D. W. Mehra, were also ioters
viewed extensively, Nagarvalla made available the Bombay Police Diary
and his own case file. An officer who chose to remain anonymous offered
the guthors similar material on the Delhi investigation. The dmectors of
the Nehru Library in New Dethi kindly made available the full transcript
of the trial proceedingy which were restricted at the time becavse of N,
Godse's highly emotional statement in his own defence. These constitute
the sources on which the material relevant to the assassins and the police
investigations in theso chapters iy based.

The account of Gandhi's plan to visit Pakistan is based on interviews
with Jebangir Patel, Sushila and Pyarelal Nayar. Hi Jast days were de-
scribed by those thres as well as by Gurucharan Singh, Maniben Patel who
was with her father during his last talk with Gandhi, and Abdul Gani,
‘Writte sources include The Laxt Phate, At the Feet of Bopu and Last
Glimpses of Bapu,

‘The description of his funcral and the arrangements for it are based on

interviews with Lord Mountbatten, Pyarelal Nayar, Alan Campbell-John«
son, General Sir Roy Buther, General J. N. Chaudburi, Elizabeth Collins,
Field-Marshal Sam Manekshaw and numerous others, In addition to

COntemporary mewspaper accounts, written sources include The Last
Phase and Misdon with Mountbatten.

The account of the immersion of his ashes at Allahabad is based on an
mcamwmhm.amxdmmmamonmmmwmw:
Lead Xindly Light.
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The Last Phase, Chandiwallab's At the Feet of Bapu, Manw’s Last Gllmpses
of Bapu.

CHAPTER 18 The Vengeance of Madanlal Pakwa

CHAPTER 19 *We Must Get Gandhl Before the Police Get Us'
CHAPTER 20 The Second Crucifixion

Two of Gandhi’s assassins, Nathuram Godse and Narayan Apte, were
‘hanged after thelr conviction in 1949, The other members of the couspit -
acy -Gopal Godse, Vishnu Karkare, Madantal Pahwa, Digamber Badge and
Dattraya Parchure - sverc all alive when research on this book began, the
first three having served out their jail sentences. All were located and
extensively Interviewed, In addition, the suthors brought Godsc and Kar-
kare back toDelhl for the first time sinco their trial.We returned with them
toallof the places which they had visited while they were in the cityontheir
two assassination attempts. The Retiring Room of the railway station,
the Birla Temple, the woods where they beld their target practics and
finally the grounds of Birla House itself where they re-enacted their murder.

In Poona, the headduarters of their paper and the other places they
frequented, Gopal Godse also made available a biography he bas prepared
in Maharatti of his brother,

"Twao of the police officers involved in the investigation of the conspiracy
to munder Gandhi, James Negarvalla and D. W. Mehra, were also joter-
viewed extensively, Nagarvalla made available the Bombay Police Diary
and his own case file. An officer who chose to remain anonymous offered
the authors similar material on the Delhi investigation. The directors of
the Nebru Library in New Delhi kindly made available the full transeript
of the trial proceedings which were restricted at the time because of N.
Godse's highly emotional statement in his own defence. These constitute
the sources on which the material relevant to the assassins and the police
investigations in these chapters is

‘The account of Gandhi’s plan to vmt Pakistan is based on interviews
vnl.h Jehangir Patel, Sushila and Pyarelal Nzyu His last days were de-

by
waswiv.hhu‘fnth«dunnghulutla!kwﬂh&andhl,mdAbdulGnnL
‘Written sources include The Last Phase, At the Feet of Bapu and Last
Glimpzes of Bapu.

The description of his funeral and the arrangements for it are based on
interviews with Lord Mountbatten, Pyarelal Nayar, Alan Campbell-Johne
son, General Sir Roy Buther, General J. N. Chaudhuri, Elizabeth Collins,
Fie!d Mnnhal Sam Manekshaw and numerous others, In addition to

pOrary news] accounts, written sources include The Lart
Pha.w and Mi.r.rlan wnh Mountbatten,
hThewo:u.&thmmhncfhunshunAﬂahhdhbmdnnm
terview Anothe
uadxmwmm. u. Another view of it is available in Sheean’s
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Z}elaﬂ Phase, Chandiwallah's At the Feet of Bapu, Manu’s Last Glimpses
of Bapu.

CHAPTER 18 The Vengeance of Madanlal Pakwa
CHAPTER 19 *We Must Get Gandh! Before the Police Get Us"
CHAPTER 2) The Second Crucifixion
‘Two of Gnndhl‘s assassins, Nathumm Godse and Narayan Apte, were
hanged after th iction in 1949. The other of

acy -Gopal Godse,vis!mu Kaxbut Madantal Pahwa, Digamber Badge and
Dattraya Parchure - were all alive when rescarch on this book began, the
first three having served out their jail sentences. All were located and
extensively interviewed. In addition, the suthors brought Godse and Kar-
kare back toDelhi for the first time sinos their trial. We returnod with them

They also took the authors 1o a number of Godse and Apte's associates
in Poona. the headquarters of their paper and the other places they
ed. Gopal Godso also made available a biography he has prepared
in Mmantﬁ of his brother,

Two of the police officers involved in the investigation of the conspiracy
1o murder Gandhi, James Nagarvalla apd D. W. Mchra, were also inter-
viewed extensively, Nagarvalla made available the Bombay Police Diary
&nd his own case file. An officer who chose to remain anonymous offered
the authors similar material on the Delhi investigation. The drrectors of
the Nehru Ubnry in New Dethi kindly made available the full transcript
cnhe proceedings which were restricted at the time because of N.
Godse’s highly emotional statement in his own defence. These constitute
the sources on which the material relevant to the assassins and the police

investigations in these chapters is based.,
secount omedhi‘x plan to visit Pakistan is based on interviews

:m‘!edbythose!hmu_wr.ﬂuby(}mansm Mammhulwho
Abdal Gani.

talk wil
‘Written sources include The Last Phase, At the Feet o/quu and Last
Glimpses of Bapu.

“The description of his funeral and the arrangements for it aro based on
Interviews with Lord Mountbatten, Pyarelal Nayar, Ahn&mpbeﬂ-!ohn—
son, Geneml Sir Roy Buther, General J. N. Chaudhuri, Elizabeth Collins,
Ficld-Marshal Sam Musekshaw and pumerous othery, In addition to
COontlempoTAry DEWSpApEr accounts, written sources include The Last
Phase snd Mlssion with Mountbatten,

mmuntnﬂhcm;‘:aswnof ashes 21 Allakabad it based on an
idu. Anof
whdm-\)a ai ther view of it is available in Sheean’s
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