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A veteran journalist and former member of Parliament, Kuldip Nayar is India’s most well known
and widely syndicated journalist. He was born in Sialkot in 1923 and educated at Lahore
University before migrating to Delhi with his family at the time of Partition. He began his career in
the Urdu newspaper Anjam and after a spell in the USA worked as information officer of Lal
Bahadur Shastri and Govind Ballabh Pant. He eventually became Resident Editor of the
Statesman and managing editor of the Indian news agency UNI. He corresponded for the Times
for twenty-five years and later served as Indian high commissioner to the UK during the V.P.
Singh government. His stand for press freedom during the Emergency, when he was detained;
his commitment to better relations between India and Pakistan, and his role as a human rights
activist have won him respect and affection in both countries. Author of more than a dozen
books, his weekly columns are read across South Asia.
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an account of my life, has taken far longer than I had anticipated. I began writing in 1990 when,



as India’s high commissioner, I had some leisure. That tenure did not however, for political
reasons, last long and I was back in the mill to resume work on my syndicated column.I wish I
could have said more about myself and less about the events that were engulfing me. There
were some constraints. For one, I was conscious that I was willy-nilly, writing a contemporary
history of India, Pakistan, and Bangladesh – countries I had seen and experienced from the time
they came into existence. Two, I wished, as far as possible, to minimize the personal pronoun in
order to avoid accusations of projecting myself and propagating punditry.I have seen the great,
the despotic, and nonentities among politicians, bureaucrats, and industrialists, media
magnates, and journalists. The performance of a majority has disappointed me, and my
experience has been that most who occupied high positions were unworthy of them; they were
authoritative but lacked substance.I do not claim to know of all that has happened in India,
Pakistan, and subsequently Bangladesh, prior to Partition or after, but I have written honestly
and frankly about all that I do know. My problem was to reduce all that I had seen, sensed, or
known in a book of reasonable length, and this has meant leaving out a great deal.In the course
of my life I have endeavoured to have as wide an experience as possible, and have tasted failure
in many of my efforts. Had I had greater energy I might have achieved many more of my
dreams.The book opens on the day the Pakistan Resolution was passed in 1940 when I was a
school student of 17 years, present in Lahore where it happened. This book encapsulates much
inside information which would not otherwise have been known, from Partition to the
government of Manmohan Singh.It has taken me almost two decades to write this book because
I would select an episode, write about it, and leave it at that. As I was not working to a deadline I
could afford to do so until I realized a few years ago that I was not immortal. As I write in long
hand it takes me time to complete a manuscript.It was difficult to decide when the book should
begin. Should it be from the day I reached Delhi on 14 September 1947, as a refugee from my
home town, Sialkot in Pakistan? However, many people I consulted, both in India and Pakistan,
insisted that I should write about Partition because they wanted to know why and how India
came to be divided. I have told all because I have lived through that period and have helplessly
witnessed the events as they unfolded.I have depended largely on my memory to write my
memoirs, but the notes I maintained were useful as were my articles which I have had bound,
beginning in 1968 when I left the United News of India (UNI), a news agency, and joined the
Statesman as its Delhi editor.If I were to identify a watershed moment in my life, I would say it
was my detention during the Emergency when my innocence was assaulted. I began my life in
India with Rs 120 which my mother gave me when I left home. Although Partition compelled me
begin life afresh, I was then young and took whatever happened in my stride. The Emergency
woke me up from the cocooned life I had led and obliged me to face the realities of politics,
prejudice, and punishment.That was also the time when I began to feel for the violation of
personal liberty and human rights. The young boys interned in jail for no fault of theirs who were
made to wait upon politicians in detention shook my conscience to the core. It lessened my faith
in the system. I have seen how our political masters are violating it, not just the mafia who, in any



event, cannot be expected to have any respect for human life or individuals’ rights.Readers will
find much discussion on India–Pakistan relations. Improving them has been my passion as well
as my prayer. Mine is a commitment, not just nostalgia. I hope one day I am able to see a region
of friendly states working together for their mutual benefit.I have seen Bangladesh developing
from the days when it was liberated. My contact with many people in Pakistan and Bangladesh
are personal and I am proud to own the relationship. I believe that some day all the countries in
South Asia will form a common union like the European Union (EU), without abandoning their
individual identities, and this will help fight against the problems of poverty and to span the ever-
yawning gulf between the rich and the desperately poor of all our countries. I am convinced that
South Asians will one day live in peace and harmony and cooperate with one another on matters
of mutual concern such as development, trade, and social progress. This is the hope I have
clung to amidst the sea of hatred and hostility that has for far too long engulfed the
subcontinent.I have won many awards, including one named after Lord Astor awarded to the
best journalist in the Commonwealth. What I value most is my membership of the Medill Hall of
Achievement, the American school from where I earned an M.Sc in journalism, and the
doctorate in journalism I received from Nagarjuna University, Andhra Pradesh. I was conferred
PhD in philosophy by Guru Nanak Dev University, Amritsar.I can honestly say that failures have
not deterred me from pursuing the path I have considered correct and worth fighting for. I have
suffered in consequence and I carry many raw wounds. What has sustained me is faith: Hum
honge kamyab ek din [We shall succeed one day].I have no idea of what the art of living is. I
have lived just following my usual daily routine. Circumstances have buffeted me from one
situation to another, and I have tried to adjust myself to them, often wondering whether I control
my life or whether life controls me. Time has passed by like an unfettered stream, just
flowing.Occasionally, I am shaken when I pass through a slum or when a poor helpless child
spreads his hand before me for alms. ‘How do they live? Why do they live?’ I ask myself. I often
imagine myself engaged in a slew of activities to transform their destiny; a genie fighting against
evil. Wishful thinking perhaps, but the tedium and tension involved in the very process pushes
aside such cogitations and I return to a self-centred life of good meals and an air-conditioned
room.I believe that perhaps some day everything will miraculously right itself. Some magic wand
will help wipe tears from every cheek and awaken the people to something deeper and nobler.
How? When? These questions gnaw at my conscience. I try to push them away but they keep
reappearing, each time with greater force, like a refrain from a piece of forgotten music, leaving
me feeling sad, shaken, and helpless. I wish I could find a peg to hang my worries and doubts
on. If only I had faith. Those who believe the present life is a continuation of a past one and that
we are now reaping what we had sown have some explanation to cling to. Others have prayers
as their anchor. At least they are not a rudderless ship like me. What is the purpose of life?My
mind goes back to the time when I had just begun life. Would I be an entirely different person
were I to begin all over again? Then what about my critics and supporters? In some way, how
similar they are.I do not think my time is up. I am buoyed up by the feeling that I still have time to



do something worthwhile, and this elates me. If I only knew what would be worthwhile; and how I
should go about it!It is beyond my capacity to describe what has goaded me to go on and on for
over eight decades: destiny or determination? Could it be both? After all, the show must go on,
and I concur with the great Urdu poet, Ghalib who wrote: ‘Shama har rang mein jalti hai sehar
hone tak [The flame flickers in every colour until the morning].’I had titled the book, A Lifetime is
not Enough. But the publisher preferred Beyond the Lines, taking a cue from my column,
‘Between the Lines’. I am indebted to Shyam Bhatia, Seema Sirohi, R. Ramachandran, and
Manjur Ali for the valuable suggestions they have made and to Gopal who has repeatedly and
tirelessly typed and retyped the manuscript. Even so, the book would not have taken the form it
has but for the meticulous editing by Adil Tyabji sahab and the advice given by Nandini, my first
pupil in journalism, and Mandira Nayar, my granddaughter, who alone in the family has taken up
journalism.1Childhood and PartitionEvery new beginning in life is unique and my example is
worth recalling because it was unplanned; I stumbled into journalism by accident. My chosen
profession was law, in which I had a degree from Lahore, but history intervened and before I
could enroll myself as a lawyer in my hometown, Sialkot, India was divided. Making my way to
Delhi, I found a job in an Urdu daily, Anjam (meaning end). That is why I always say that I entered
the profession of journalism from the end, not the beginning: Mere sahafat ka agaz Anjam se
hua.Were the Almighty to take me back to 15 August 1947, the day of India’s Partition, and ask
me what I would like to be, a journalist or a lawyer, I would choose the former. That is not
because I have done well in this profession but because it has given me an opportunity to write
what I have considered to be correct, notwithstanding multiple pressures. Ironically, I failed to
pass a journalism diploma course in Lahore, and also the optional paper in Urdu for the bachelor
of arts degree.After Partition, we were among the very few Hindu families who did not want to
migrate to India. We mistakenly thought that as large numbers of Muslims would continue to live
in India, the same would be true of Hindus in Pakistan. Our resolve was strengthened when a
few days prior to Partition, Mohammed Ali Jinnah, founder of Pakistan, categorically pronounced
that people were free to go to their mosques or temples and practise their faith because the
state would never mix religion with politics. He reinterpreted his thesis of two nations, Muslims
and Hindus, to mean Pakistanis and Indians.Jinnah’s encouraging statement apart, there was
his gesture to select a Hindu poet, Jagan Nath Azad, to compose the national anthem of
Pakistan. The anthem was changed after Jinnah’s death for communal considerations: a Hindu
writing the national anthem of a Muslim state appeared unthinkable.Moreover, our family’s
lifestyle was also so comfortable that we did not wish to uproot ourselves. We had substantial
property and my father was a leading medical practitioner in Sialkot. How could he, then past
sixty, begin his practice afresh in a new city? He had already spent most of his savings a few
months prior to Independence building a new house, a new dispensary, and an array of shops.I
have fond memories of my home, at Trunk Bazaar, a two-storey house with a garden at the back
where there was an old grave which my mother said was the kabar of some pir (saint). The grave
was like a family shrine where we prayed in our own way and sought refuge from the outside



world. It was here that we lit a lamp every Thursday and made an offering of sweets which we,
the children, subsequently distributed amongst ourselves. A few years before Partition, some
Muslims demanded a passage to the grave on the plea that they should have free access to
their religious site. We had to yield to the demand but the passage, which cut through our
property, was rarely used.Ours was a joint family, with my grandmother as the effective head. My
grandfather was alive but he took a back seat. Grandmother was a great one for astrology. She
had horoscopes of every child prepared by a leading pandit, forecasting the future. I recall one
occasion when the pandit dropped in at the house. A visit from him was always eagerly awaited
because he would also read our palms. He said that I would read the malechh vidya (a language
of foreigners), thereby meaning English. He also predicted that I would travel a lot by udhan
khatola (plane). When my youngest brother Sindhu showed his hand, he was dismissed in a
second with the remark that the lines on his hand had not properly developed. This was perhaps
his way of saying that Sindhu would not live long.When my grandmother died, I rode a horse
alongside the cortege of family and friends who carried the coffin to the cremation ground.
Women, some of them hired, rhythmically beat their breasts. Brahmins were fed one day and the
poor of the locality on another. My grandmother apparently evoked a great measure of respect
because scores of people were gathered at the cremation ground. I remember I went to
Haridwar with the family to immerse her ashes in the Ganga. I do not recall crying because the
whole ceremony of her death wore an aura of festivity. This was the custom among Hindus when
a woman died at a ripe old age.My immediate family comprised my father, mother, and four
brothers – Rajinder, Hardip, Surinder, and a sister, Raj, who lived in Jamshedpur at the time of
Partition. Sindhu had died of cholera a few months earlier. I can never forget his last moments:
he passed away with his head resting on my lap. He called me bhapa (elder brother), and when
his moment came, he asked me to hold him tight so as to prevent anyone from taking him away. I
held him tight, but I could feel his body going limp. His last words were, ‘Bhapa leave me, I can
see the light. I am going there,’ and then he was gone. His loss left me distraught for a long
time.His parting words often make me wonder whether there is indeed a higher power
controlling the universe. The light, to which Sindhu referred, represents a power which eventually
leads us in our journey from life to death. Why, how, and when, I cannot say, but notwithstanding
my leftist leanings I have come to believe that there is power beyond: be it god or any other
name you may choose to give it. I have oscillated between faith and doubt for many years but
have come to accept that there is a force which I feel within but which I cannot explain. I am
neither an atheist nor an agnostic; I am a believer, but notwithstanding this I have failed to curb
my doubts and misgivings, and prayer has not helped either.I envy those who have an implicit
faith in god. They do not have to seek explanations because they don’t need any. I am convinced
that there is something called destiny which makes you choose a particular path from the many
before you. In my own life, I have preferred one option over another without really knowing why,
and that has made all the difference. I studied law but settled on journalism. I tried to join the
Indian Administrative Service (IAS) but failed to make it. Had I been successful I would have



retired 25 years ago, but this is destiny. Perhaps my faith springs from something I read years
ago inscribed on a tablet on a restaurant wall near Jama Masjid in Delhi: Waqt se pehley nahin,
Mukaddar se ziada nahin [Not before your time, nor more than your destiny].My wife, Bharti, is
quite the opposite. She has implicit faith in god and is a practising Hindu who goes to the temple
every day and fasts on the days enjoined by her religion. She organizes havans for her children
and grandchildren on their birthdays and has dragged me along to many pilgrimages, from
Amarnath in the north to Rameshwaram in the south.I have, however, always believed in the pir
buried in the back garden of our house in Sialkot. I respect him as a family elder or patron,
protecting us all from any unpleasant events. Even when I left Murray College at Sialkot to join
Forman Christian College in Lahore (Government College refused me admission), I carried with
me the blessings of the pir, my unseen guardian. I feel he represents something spiritual;
something akin to bhakti or sufism. Did this dependence make me a coward? Anyone could
bully me. I accepted beatings in the brawls in which I was unwillingly involved. A physically
strong person always impressed me. Aptly, my mother had nicknamed me Bhola
(innocent).Over the years, I developed a taste for classical music, both Indian and Western. My
wife helped me appreciate the nuances of Indian classical music, particularly the ragas. I have,
however, been unable to assimilate or appreciate even the rudiments of the other fields of art. I
have no skill whatsoever in assessing a drawing or a painting.I once had a humbling experience
when I tried to buy some paintings. Many years ago, near Charminar in Hyderabad there were
some shops offering a variety of small paintings. Pretending to be an expert, I went to a shop
and selected twelve from which I thought I would shortlist three. The shopkeeper, a venerable
old man, watched me intently and after some time he stopped my selection. He curtly told me
that I did not understand the paintings and those I had selected had little merit.Hurt but
dumbfounded I looked at him. He took back all the paintings I had put aside and reached for a
small one on the shelf I had scanned. ‘Take this,’ he said, handing over the painting. ‘This is a
present from me on the promise that you will never buy a painting on your own.’ I have kept that
promise and the painting I was gifted has been praised by many, and adorns one of the walls of
my sitting room.Much later in life once M.F. Hussain came to my house in New Delhi. He was
transporting canvases on a bicycle while walking alongside it. He requested me to buy at least
one painting and the price he sought, if I recall correctly, was Rs 100 or so. I refused because I
could not afford it then, and in any event I remembered the advice of the Hyderabad shopkeeper
that I should not buy any painting on my own.My mother, Puran Devi, was very particular about
customs. She really believed that antiquity gave them credibility. She burnt her spinning wheel
when my first son Sudhir, her grandson, was born. The custom had it that a grandmother would
be so occupied by her grandson that she would not have time to sit at the spinning wheel. A
practising Sikh, my mother regularly attended the gurdwara regularly. Marriages between Hindus
and Sikhs were common in those days. She would read us the Guru Granth Sahib every
Sankrant (the first month of the Indian calendar) and give us halwa prepared at home. My father
had ‘Singh’ affixed after Gurbaksh, his first name. However, unlike the Sikhs, neither he nor my



grandfather had long hair. It would be fair to say that we blended the traditions of Sikhism and
Hinduism.The first name of my brothers, like mine, was chosen by a granthi (preacher) from the
Granth Sahib, the holy book of Sikhs. There was no such custom for girls. My sister got her
name from my grandmother. My name at birth was Kuldip Singh but I dropped the ‘Singh’ after
Partition, not wishing people to think I was a Sikh when I wasn’t one. I also saw no validity in
claiming to be a Sehajdhari (a term used for people who have cut hair or shaven beard but
believe in the Sikh Gurus and Guru Granth Sahib).In keeping with the intermingling of the two
faiths in our daily lives, we celebrated both Hindu and Sikh festivals. Diwali was the biggest
celebration in our house, and then my parents would insist that we wore new clothes. There was
always a Lakshmi puja which my mother performed and subsequently the tradition was followed
by my wife. Once, a Muslim couple, family friends of ours, dropped in while we were performing
the ritual Lakshmi puja. My mother abruptly stopped the puja, and requested them to join in.
They did, in the sense that they sat quietly on the floor and watched the proceedings.The idol of
Lakshmi (goddess of wealth) was placed on a pedestal and everyone bowed before it. My
mother asked them to do the same. They just smiled and kept a distance. She did not realize
even later that for a Muslim to bow before Lakshmi was tantamount to idol worship, which is
prohibited in Islam. Our Muslim friends were, however, well aware that my mother didn’t mean to
hurt their feelings. She was just ignorant of their religious practices. This was true of most Hindu
and Sikh families who lived in the midst of a Muslim majority in Sialkot. All that they knew was
that Muslims ate halal meat, unlike Sikhs who relished jhatka, but we respected communal
sensitivities.My mother was a liberal and bore no prejudice against Muslims. She would say that
they were just like us. She however practiced discrimination without even realizing that she was
doing so when it came to the untouchables. She would not allow the girl who swept the floor at
home to enter her kitchen. Once when she did by mistake, I heard my mother shouting at her
endlessly while washing the kitchen floor with buckets of water, which ironically were brought by
the same girl from a nearby well.I would watch the girl intently. Wearing a thin white dhoti, she
showed her shapely legs and a swash of thick hair between. I was twelve or thirteen then, and
felt an indescribable surge of desire whenever I saw her nakedness. I did not go near her, not
because she was a dalit, the preferred term today, but because of fear of what the family might
think. I was just scared.The untouchable girl, however, made me conscious of the caste system
in Hinduism. Even in my school, some boys sat on the bare floor while we had the benefit of jute
mats. Once I startled my teacher when I asked him why everyone couldn’t have a jute mat. He
gave me the stock reply that they did not pay the full fee. However, when he saw that I was not
convinced, he said it was because they were untouchables. I found it revolting but did not raise
my voice. Upper castes remained upper and lower castes lower. This had been accepted for
centuries and even those who felt repulsed did not challenge the practice. I did however wonder
how long this order would survive.My mother gave me an explanation of sorts: The untouchables
were those who had committed ‘sins’ in their previous life and were paying for them in this birth. I
did not accept the rationale then and I continue to be confused about the philosophy of inflicting



punishment now for deeds committed in another life. The philosophy of karma, as preached by
the Gita, is what the Hindu philosophy is about. It made me somewhat smug but not accepting of
injustice or inequity.Despite the somewhat tense atmosphere in Sialkot, we led a normal life until
the announcement of Partition on 12 August 1947 which changed everything. I was twenty-four
year old. It was like a spark thrown at the haystack of distrust. The subcontinent burst into
communal flames. The north was the worst affected and to some extent Bengal. Pent-up feelings
among both Hindus and Muslims, stirred by the communal propaganda disseminated over
several years, gave vent to widespread anger. This was aggravated by the fact that the
administrators were divided along religious lines.Trouble began almost simultaneously on both
sides of the new border on 13 August. Lahore and Amritsar got engulfed after the killing of Sikhs
at Rawalpindi and of Muslims in the Sikh-ruled states in East Punjab. Soon it became a
bloodbath, with furious mobs roaming the bazars with weapons. People went on a rampage of
killing, looting, and kidnapping, especially of women and children, and setting homes ablaze.
Even the sky of the relatively quiet Sialkot was radiant. We helplessly watched the fires in the
distance. My mother tiptoed to me and whispered in my ear: these are only lights; today is your
birthday (14 August).Initially, we had taken shelter with the jailor, Arjun Das, who later
supervised the hanging of Mahatma Gandhi’s assassin, Nathu Ram Godse, at Ambala
Cantonment.I did not witness India becoming an independent state on the night of 14–15 August
because I was with my family in Sialkot. Radio Pakistan played nationalist songs which were
Islamic in tone. I switched over to All India Radio and heard the replayed version of Nehru’s
speech. His words still resound in my ears: ‘Long years ago, we made a tryst with destiny, and
now the time comes when we shall redeem our pledge, not wholly or in full measure, but very
substantially….’Our family decided to visit India for some time till the communal frenzy subsided.
Even for one-bag travel I had to return to the house to bring my clothes. My brothers and parents
too needed some things. My mother and I hired a tonga at Sialkot cantonment, a comparatively
safe place where we had taken shelter, after moving from Arjun Das’s residence, at a bungalow
owned by Ghulam Qadir, a multi-store owner and a friend of my father.My mother and I did not
know the tongawalla, who was a Muslim. It was a distance of some 10 km from the cantonment
but not even once did it occur to anyone that someone could attack us on the way at a time
when people were baying for each other’s blood.When we had hurriedly left home on 14 August,
my mother had carried with her a precious shahtoosh shawl. She carefully folded it and put it
back in her trunk, taking with her an ordinary Kulu shawl. She said she did not want to spoil her
good shawl by taking it to India. I had taken with me the hardback edition of Jean Christopher by
Romaine Rolland. I put it back on the shelf and picked up a paperback which I thought I could
afford to throw away in India before returning home. My mother packed three suitcases, one for
me, the other for my two brothers, and the third for my father and herself.My mother and I sat for
some time at the dining table. We were sad, probably struggling to avoid the thought that we
might never return, not to mention the feeling that we would have to start our lives afresh in India.
Neither of us realized that it would be our last visit to our home.I wish I had words to describe the



poignancy of those moments. How can I express the thought of leaving everything behind? It
was akin to being crushed in the embers of memory. I feared that everything had been reduced
to ashes. My mother did say when, locking the outer door, that she had a strange premonition of
never returning again.On 12 September, when we were discussing our travel plans, a Hindu
army major who had decided to go to India came to bid my father goodbye. He was indebted to
him for the medical attention given to his children. The major inquired if he could do anything for
him. ‘Take my three sons with you,’ was my father’s request. The major was obviously
embarrassed. He said he wished he could but there was no space in his jeep. At best, he could
accommodate only one person with a handbag.The entire family insisted that I should be the
one to accompany the major but when they found I was unwilling, my father suggested we draw
lots. Whether it was managed or accidental, I was the reluctant winner. I tried my utmost to
wriggle out but everyone said that it was destined. I could not sleep that night, and after a long
time I put my head in my mother’s lap, asking her to caress my hair as she used to when I was a
child. I was afraid to face the future.I wanted to return to the days when I had no worry, no fear.
Now I wanted to cling to each member of my family, apprehending that I might never see them
again. Even before embarking on the journey, we had heard innumerable stories of migrants
being killed on their way to Pakistan or India. On many trains in Pakistan, all non-Muslim
passengers were killed, while Muslims were butchered on trains in India. I imagined the worst as
I fell asleep. We had decided not to travel together, only one at a time.The major’s jeep arrived
with his wife and two children on the morning of 13 September. It was crammed with luggage
and there was also an orderly sitting at the back. My mother had packed two trousers and two
shirts for me in a handbag. She also gave me Rs 120. With tears rolling down her face, she
reminded me to stay at Daryaganj, Delhi, with her sister, Kunto masi, who was married to a head
clerk at the central secretariat.It was an avalanche of migration. Humanity in its entirety
appeared to be on the move on both sides. No one expected it; no one wanted it, but none could
prevent it. The two countries blamed each other as they tried to grapple with the unexpected
tragedy and the other concomitant and chaotic problems of Partition after experiencing a few
heady days that Independence had brought.Jinnah picked on the Sikhs whom he had tried to
wean away from India on the promise of an autonomous state (Azad Punjab) on the border of
Pakistan and India. His secretary, K.H. Khurshid, many years later told me in Lahore that Jinnah
had never visualized such large-scale massacre and migration occurring after Partition. His idea
of Pakistan, Khurshid said, was that of a parliamentary democracy where there would be no
difference between Muslims and non-Muslims on the basis of religion.In India, Vallabhbhai Patel
was anxious that all Hindus and Sikhs should leave West Pakistan; he cared little for the Muslims
who he thought had better leave India as they had achieved what they wanted: Pakistan. For
Jawaharlal Nehru, secularism was a matter of faith and he was known to personally chase away
Hindus looting shops owned by Muslims in New Delhi.The refugees carried with them not only
bitterness and vengeful thoughts but also stories of atrocities in the cities and villages where
they had lived peacefully with other communities for centuries. If Partition was on the basis of



religion, the killings only served to carve deep furrows.Whoever was to blame, or rather, more to
blame, these few weeks of madness on both sides of the border embittered relations between
the two countries for decades into the future. Three generations have already suffered and one
does not know how long this dark alley is. The two countries have differed on every subject, at
every step. Fear and mistrust of each other has made even trivial matters major issues.So wide
was the hiatus soon after Partition that Jinnah thought at one time of breaking off diplomatic
relations with India. He confided to his chief of staff, Lord Ismay, in September 1947, that ‘there
is no alternative but to fight it out’. Jinnah genuinely believed that India wanted to dismember his
country, a fear that haunts Pakistan to this day.As I got into the jeep, I looked towards my mother
who was trying to hold back her tears. My father was stunned and distraught. However, they
were relieved that at least one member of the family would be making it to safety. My brothers
were laughing but how unreal their laughter sounded! Wistfully, I looked towards them and
waved my hand in farewell.The journey to Sambrial, about 20 miles from Sialkot, was uneventful,
but as soon as the jeep reached the main road it stopped. A wall of men blocked the road. It was
a stream of Hindus and Sikhs from distant towns trekking to India. It was a harrowing sight. They
looked haggard: gaping wounds, torn clothes, and meagre belongings all told the story of their
suffering. They were victims but not of ‘riots’, a word that fell far short of describing what had
happened. A sadistic desire to kill each other had overtaken the two communities.I still
remember an old Sikh with a flowing beard flecked with grey, nudging me and trying to hand
over his grandson. ‘He is all we have in the family,’ he implored, ‘take him to India. At least
someone from the family should live.’ A young woman thrust her child into the jeep. ‘I shall
search for you and collect my son,’ she said. How could I take their children into the jeep when I
did not know about my own future? I just kept silent. How could I explain? How? How?Leaving
these helpless people behind was heart-wrenching but there was nothing I could do. It seemed
as if we had lost the past but were not sanguine about the future. I was worried about my
parents. I wished I could tell them that there was no going back to our home. They must come
out quickly and forever. We had to start from scratch.The catholicity of Hinduism and the
compassion of Islam: if such sentiments survived, they made no difference. Villages after
villages had been annihilated, the Muslim habitations destroying and burning the Hindu–Sikh
ones and Hindus and Sikhs, in turn retaliating or taking the initiative in wiping out the Muslims. I
had a glimpse of all these as I travelled in the jeep.Riots, in fact, had erupted in Punjab in March
1947 itself. Rawalpindi and Jhelum were the most affected, where many Hindu and Sikh women
jumped into wells to save themselves from rape and kidnapping. Lahore became a battleground
between Hindus and Sikhs, on the one side, joining hands, and Muslims on the other. This was
the city where Master Tara Singh, a Sikh leader, had unsheathed a sword in front of the state
assembly building and had raised the slogan of Khalistan.The killing of Sikhs in Rawalpindi as
well as the rape of women who did not jump into wells to save their chastity was the turning point
for the community. Till then Master Tara Singh, their leader, was equivocal in his thinking,
wondering whether to stay on in Pakistan where Guru Nanak Dev, the founder of Sikhism, was



born, or migrate to India where the Master was confident of security because of Hindu–Sikh
religious kinship. Both shared the same beliefs and held sacred more or less the same gods and
goddesses. The Sikhs had not forgiven or forgotten the Mughal atrocities at the hands of
Aurangzeb and some other Muslim emperors. Similarly, the Muslims recalled the killings
perpetrated by Hari Singh Nalwa, Maharaja Ranjit Singh’s chief of the Sikh army. I have often
wondered why the Punjabi Muslims never cultivated the Sikhs. Both were ahle kitab (people of
the book or scripture), the Sikhs have the Guru Granth Sahib and the Muslims the Quran-i-
Sharif. Neither suffer from the caste system or prejudice.I saw corpses lying on both sides of the
road and empty suitcases and bags which bore testimony to the looting that had taken place
either before or after the killing. The storm of fury seemed to have blown over. There was
nervousness as we neared Wagah.The men in khaki – the army, the police, and other services –
were meant to bring the riots under control but they too were infected by the communal virus. To
expect them to be impartial and punish the guilty from their own community was to hope for the
impossible. They had lost all sense of right and wrong. These custodians of the people knew
they would go scot-free in their ‘own country’ after the transfer. I think it was a blunder to give the
choice to civil servants, the police, and the armed forces to opt for India if they were non-
Muslims and Pakistan if they were Muslims. A mixed administration would have behaved
differently and infused the minorities with confidence.Jinnah would not believe the reports that
thousands of people were migrating from both sides of the border. Both the Congress and the
Muslim League had rejected the proposal for an exchange of population and had insisted on
Muslims and non-Muslims staying back in their homes. Jinnah remained sullen for a few days
and then accused India of seeking to undermine Pakistan. Even so, he was deeply concerned
not only about the migration of people but also recurrent news that several lakhs of people had
been butchered on either side of the border.One day when Jinnah was in Lahore, Iftikhar-ud-din,
Pakistan’s rehabilitation minister and Mazhar Ali Khan, editor of Pakistan Times, flew him in a
Dakota over divided Punjab. When he saw streams of people pouring into Pakistan or fleeing it,
he struck his hand on the forehead and said despairingly: ‘What have I done?’ Both Iftikhar and
Mazhar vowed not to repeat the remark. Mazhar took his wife Tahira into confidence and told her
what Jinnah had said, and she communicated Jinnah’s comment to me long after her husband’s
death.It was late in the afternoon when our jeep reached the outskirts of Lahore. It halted, but
nobody knew why. Word was that a convoy of Muslims had been attacked in Amritsar and that
Muslims in Lahore were waiting to take revenge. We waited in silence. There was some stray
shooting in the distance and from nearby fields came the stench of decomposed flesh. We
heard cries of ‘Allah ho Akbar, Ya Ali, Pakistan Zindabad’ but there was no attack. Our fears were
proved unfounded.It was then that we heard ‘Bharat Mata Ki Jai’. That was it; the end of the line.
We drove past the hurriedly erected, whitewashed, overturned drums and the Indian national
flag aloft a bamboo pole marking the border. There was rejoicing and people hugged one
another. It was great to be alive. The major’s wife in the jeep distributed sweets from a packet
which she had apparently been hiding under her seat. It was still daylight.As I looked around, I



saw people huddled in trucks and many on foot passing us going in the opposite direction. They
were Muslims. Our jeep stopped to make way for them. I got down to see around, just to see. No
one spoke, neither they nor I, but we understood each other; it was a spontaneous kinship. Both
had seen murder and worse; both had been broken on the rack of history; both were refugees. I
hoped the new India would know no killings in the name of religion. How wrong I was proved!I
was taken for a Muslim in the second-class compartment in which I travelled from Amritsar. Non-
Sikh Punjabis on both sides looked alike. They spoke the same language and dressed in the
same way; ate the same food and even behaved in the same manner. Everyone was
condemning their leaders for letting them down, but I was abusive and that too at the top of my
voice. I undoubtedly attracted attention, but also some hostile glances.My bare right arm flashed
the crescent and star which I had got tattooed at Sialkot at the insistence of my friend Shafquat. I
heard whispers of suspicion about my identity. Was he a Muslim abusing loudly to cover up his
religion? The tattoo heightened the suspicion and convinced more and more people that I was a
Muslim.I was pulled out of the compartment at Ludhiana, coincidentally the city where most
people from Sialkot had migrated. Burly Sikhs with spears and swords joined a hostile crowd
around me at the platform, asking me to prove that I was a Hindu. I could see blood in their eyes.
Before I could pull my pants down, a halwai from Sialkot, from our very locality, came to my
rescue. He shouted that I was Doctor Sahib’s son. Another joined him to confirm this and the
unbelieving crowd dispersed. This ended my agony as well as the excitement of the spectators. I
was let off, but those few minutes still haunt me. There was no mercy in those days.Meanwhile,
my parents and two brothers came separately through another route, across Narowal rail bridge
which had to be negotiated on foot to reach the Indian soil. My father, who was carrying all the
jewellery and cash the family had in a small suitcase, was pushed at the bridge. A young man
snatched the suitcase and melted away into the crowd. My parents, by then in their sixties, had
to start their life all over again in Jalandhar where they decided to settle. They borrowed money
and bought earthenware pots and pans to enable my mother to cook.My father, however,
narrated to me how some Muslim youth at Sialkot had saved them. One day, not knowing the
fate of their children, both he and my mother boarded a train for Narowal. Some Muslim youths
recognized my father and asked him not to travel by that train. When my parents resisted, they
told them that the train would be attacked 10 km ahead, and that was what actually happened.
All the passengers on that train were butchered. The youths took my parents back to the house
and brought them back the following day, ensuring them a safe journey.There were many such
instances of Hindus saving Muslims and Muslims saving Hindus. A report by Ashis Nandy, a
leading Indian academic, has analyzed many incidents and says that the number of Muslims
saved by Hindus in India and Hindus by Muslims in Pakistan averaged 50 per cent, an equal
number on both sides.Estimates of the scale of the killing and migration vary, but one figure
generally accepted is: one million killed and 20 million uprooted. Lord Louis Mountbatten, who
was the last governor general of free India, put it between two and three million. The enormity of
what occurred is beyond conjecture. In the two Punjabs there was a wholesale transfer of



populations, which amounted to ethnic cleansing. The city of Lahore, former capital of Ranjit
Singh’s kingdom and a great centre of Sikh culture, became an exclusively Muslim city within a
matter of days, while Delhi, the capital of successive Muslim empires, saw most Muslim families
leaving for Pakistan. It was an irony of the times that the grounds around the great Red Fort, built
by Shah Jahan as a symbol of Mughal power, became a refugee camp for Delhi’s Muslim
community. Even so, many Muslims argued that the British had seized rule from Muslims and
should have returned the country to them.The unbounded ferocity witnessed on both sides of
Punjab was exceptional. Bengal did not experience that, nor did Muslim-minority provinces, the
United Provinces (now Uttar Pradesh), Bihar, or the Central Provinces (now Madhya Pradesh).
However, bulk of the Muslim middle class from these states migrated in huge numbers to the
urban centre of Sindh where they came to be known as Mohajirs, a description that still
lingers.Nonetheless, all across India, Muslims were under considerable pressure to go to
Pakistan. Still, with the exception of East Punjab, Muslims, by and large, stayed back, and the
migration of people was limited and mostly voluntary. The Muslims who remained in India
constituted about 12 per cent of the population in comparison to 2 or 3 per cent Hindus and
Sikhs who stayed back in Pakistan.The fact was that from the very day the two countries came
into being, recriminations began piling up. Pakistan, in particular, blamed India for not letting it
establish itself. When the riots disrupted train services, delaying the dispatch of government
records from Delhi to Karachi, Pakistan saw it as an Indian plot to destabilize the administration
of the new country. The delay, however, helped Karachi because it was able to avoid excessive
red tape.The Joint Defence Council was disbanded on 30 November 1947, four months earlier
than scheduled. This caused the Pakistani government to infer that it was a ploy to deprive it of
military stores. I was greatly disturbed by the growing hostility because I wanted the two
countries to settle down to normalcy and talk about cooperation rather than engage in
confrontation. New Delhi still had not sent all the equipment and stores pledged to Pakistan
when the assets were divided.Even Field Marshal Sir Claude Auchinleck, commander-in-chief of
India before Independence, accused India of having designs to ‘prevent Pakistan receiving her
just share or indeed anything of arsenals and depots in India’. It was Sardar Vallabbhai Patel
who was the stumbling block. He would say that India could not send Pakistan weapons in the
midst of a war in Kashmir. When Mahatma Gandhi’s advice to Patel to release Pakistan’s assets
had no effect, Gandhi went on a fast, forcing New Delhi to honour its pledge. Even then India
returned only Rs 20 crore as part of Pakistan’s assets out of the fixed Rs 75 crore.Delhi was in
the throes of rioting when I reached the city on 15 September 1947. Our train was rerouted and
detained at Meerut for 24 hours because of the riots. Muslims were fleeing the city as Hindus
and Sikhs had been doing from West Punjab. It was a replay of the same bloody drama, only the
victims had changed. I had not witnessed killings in Pakistan because I had left home only a
month after Partition but I saw it in India’s capital, New Delhi.As Muslims were not safe on the
streets of Delhi, most of them were moved to Purana Qila for security. Rioters went to the
residence of diplomats in search of Muslim cooks and bearers, and this was rationalized as



retaliation. The majority of the troops in Delhi were Hindus and Sikhs. The government
suspected they were partial and were not wrong. The communal virus had infected many. By
contrast I saw soldiers from southern India restoring law and order, without any favour.Strangely,
both Patel and the president of the constituent assembly, Dr Rajendra Prasad, reacted strongly
to Jawaharlal Nehru’s proposal to reserve certain residential areas in Delhi for Muslims. Nehru
wanted to employ Muslims to protect the Muslim refugees. A few years later, when I, as the
home ministry information officer, was part of the team escorting Rajendra Prasad after his
retirement to Patna, his home town, he confirmed that he had written a letter to Nehru to warn
him that ‘his proposal would lead to undesirable and unexpected results’.I could not understand
the objection as the arrangement to house Muslim refugees was a temporary measure in order
to make them feel secure. It reflected the general anti-Muslim bias, which I never imagined
would exist at the level of Rajendra Prasad. He told me that he did not like Nehru’s exhortations
to his countrymen to behave in a civilized manner after hearing the news of killings from across
the border. Prasad said that Nehru’s speeches had only defamed India. I failed to understand the
logic of remaining silent when dastardly acts were tearing asunder the fabric of pluralism in
India.Nehru found himself isolated in governance. Firstly, he had never thought that Pakistan
would come into being. Secondly, he was confident that there would be no communal trouble
after the British left. ‘Was I not wrong?’ he admitted later to a foreign dignitary. Nehru, however,
pulled himself together and began depending upon Abul Kalam Azad and Rajkumari Amrit Kaur,
the two minority members in the cabinet. Patel and Shyama Prasad Mukherjee invariably
opposed him.Gandhi supported Nehru’s efforts to protect the minorities but he could not help
him in the administration. Nehru constituted an emergency committee of the cabinet and got
Mountbatten to preside over it, feeling it was beyond his capacity to handle ‘so many problems
at the same time’.Mountbatten’s version was that Nehru and Patel jointly appealed to him to
handle the situation for them, and that he agreed provided his active role was kept secret for the
time being and, while he would go through the motions of consulting his ministers, what he
decided would be final. These conditions were accepted.Patel also joined issue with Nehru on
the powers of cabinet ministers. According to Patel, the prime minister could not interfere with
the functioning of a ministry. He was only a leader among equals. If the prime minister wanted to
overrule a minister, he (the prime minister) must bring the matter before the cabinet for its
collective verdict.I could not live in the past. Whatever my agony, I had to start my life afresh.
After leaving my bag at mausi’s place in Daryaganj, I went to Birla House where Mahatma
Gandhi lived. I wanted to see him, not only because he had won us freedom from the British but
also because he had given us dignity. I remembered how in my early teens in Sialkot, a white
soldier in a sola topi had caned me because I was part of a procession shouting slogans for
azadi. I did not approach the Mahatma but looked at him from afar. He was walking up and down
in a veranda with his arms on the shoulders of two young women. I thought that one day I would
tell my children and grandchildren that I had seen Gandhiji with my own eyes.He would address
a daily prayer meeting, when in Delhi, in the garden of Birla House. After a couple of bhajans,



there were recitations from the Bible, the Quran, and the Gita, in that order. The venue was
largely thronged by Punjabis who had come from Pakistan. The day I attended the meeting, one
person objected to the recitation of the Quran. Many of us requested him to sit down but he kept
standing. Gandhiji said that there would be no prayers because of the objection raised.The
following afternoon, the person withdrew his objection. Addressing the gathering, Gandhiji said
he knew that many in the gathering had lost everything, even family members, but the country
‘we are trying to build will be pluralistic and democratic’ in character as envisioned during the
freedom struggle. Taking off his spectacles, he said: ‘Remember, Hindus and Muslims are my
two eyes.’ I live with those words to this days.Jama Masjid, near Daryaganj was an area which I
most frequented during those days. The non-vegetarian food there was cheap and delicious.
Conspicuous was a red flag atop a building opposite the masjid. This was the headquarters of
the Communist Party in Delhi. I went up the rickety staircase to inquire about my radical friends
who had worked with me in the Students’ Federation at Lahore and received no worthwhile
information because the bespectacled Mohammed Farooqi, then secretary of the party’s Delhi
unit, lectured me instead on the British designs to stay back in India using the maharaja of
Kashmir and the nizam of Hyderabad as their proxies. Subsequently, I learnt that the
Communists had been advised by Moscow to wage a war against the Indian bourgeoisie who
had taken over the country. The Communists went underground and then resurfaced to
participate in the first general election in April 1952.Farooqi asked me to go and sell the
Communist weekly, then called People’s Age. I stood at a corner of nearby Sadar Bazar with a
bundle of newspapers. A middle-aged woman approached me and began crying. She gave me
a ten-rupee note, remarking that she did not know that the Doctor Sahib’s family had reached
the stage of selling newspapers. Apparently, she knew my parents. I tried to explain that it was
not what she had imagined but she went on wiping her tears. I returned to the office and told
Farooqi that I wanted a job. He asked me whether I knew Urdu. I was a graduate in
Persian.Farooqi was the person who, unwittingly, initiated me into journalism. Any job was good
enough at that time and it did not necessarily have to be in the legal field. An affluent Muslim,
Mohammed Yasin, who had stayed back in India, was the owner of an Urdu daily, Anjam. He had
requested Farooqi to look for a Hindu who knew both English and Urdu. His was a pro-Muslim
League and pro-Pakistan daily, which had poured venom against the Hindus but the paper felt
rudderless after Partition.Alongside the job at Anjam I also had to teach English and
Mathematics to Yasin’s two sons. He was more interested in my religious credentials than in my
educational qualifications, viewing me as a liaison man who could help him secure his brother’s
property which had been sealed after the latter’s departure to Pakistan.When my visiting cards
were delivered, I was surprised to see the designation of joint editor. In the proprietor’s estimate,
a joint editor would open more doors in the government than a low-level reporter. The office was
located in Ballimaran, a Muslim locality, which looked forlorn; the atmosphere seemed
congealed with submerged personal tragedies; the suffering of a community without any
tangible sense of hope.The Muslims felt cheated, not having realized that they would have to



pay the price of Partition: a pronounced bias against them and the Hindus’ demand that they go
to Pakistan. Even today the same thing echoes in the ears of some of them. Muslims were afraid
and confused, yearning to turn a new leaf but the Hindus were too bitter and too hostile to allow
them any quarter.The attitude of my Muslim colleagues at Anjam towards me indicated what
was going on in the mind of the community. They treated me as if I was a first-class citizen and
they were second class. Their dependence on the generosity of the majority community was
pathetic. They behaved like people with a hat in hand, little realizing then that Pakistan was the
cross they would have to carry for generations.It was futile to argue who was responsible for the
partition of the subcontinent. With the sequence of events stretching back decades, such an
exercise could only be an academic distraction. It is, however, clear that the differences between
Hindus and Muslims had become so acute by the mid–1940s that something akin to Partition
had become inevitable.Nothing has had a greater impact on me than Partition because it
severed me from my roots and forced me to live in a new environment, embark on a new life. It is
an irony of history that Muhammad Ali Jinnah, the founder of Pakistan, himself had not wanted it
this way. He had fought for the creation of Pakistan but did not favour an exchange of population.
Over the years what I have learnt is that Partition could have been averted. In any event, Jinnah
was not happy with the way India was divided. From what I have heard, he regretted the events
because in the final analysis he was uncertain about the way Pakistan would shape in the
future.K.H. Khurshid, Jinnah’s private secretary, a Kashmiri who spoke fluent Punjabi, narrated
to me years later an incident that occurred a few days after Partition. Jinnah was at the helm of
affairs as Pakistan’s first governor general. Sitting for lunch in the palatial residence in Karachi
were Jinnah, his sister Fatima, Khurshid, and a young naval officer attached to the governor
general. The officer was very perturbed because he had heard that his parents had been killed
in India as they were trying to get to Pakistan.He asked Jinnah bluntly: ‘Sir, was creating
Pakistan the right thing to do?’ There was an eerie silence in the room. Jinnah paused a while
before replying: ‘I do not know young man. Only posterity will judge.’Jinnah, it seems, had in
mind some arrangement for free travel between the two countries. His reply to the Indian high
commissioner in Karachi, Dr Sitaram, indicated as much. Jinnah had a sprawling house at
Malabar Hill in Bombay (now Mumbai). Before declaring it to be evacuee property, Nehru wrote
to Sitaram to find out from Jinnah what he wanted to do with the house. Jinnah’s reply at that
point was that he would like to retain it because he proposed spending a few weeks a year in
Bombay.The house remained in his name for a long time until it was taken over by the
government of India. Subsequently, Pakistan tried its best to convert it into a consulate but New
Delhi hedged all pressure. At one time the government of India had decided to hand over the
house to Islamabad and even conveyed its decision but in the end changed its mind. Jinnah’s
daughter, Dina Wadia has raised her claim to it and the case is pending before the Bombay High
Court.The late Louis Heren, South Asia correspondent of the Times, London, who was stationed
at Delhi in 1947–48 told me that Jinnah was not willing to accept the onus of Partition. I met
Heren at his office in London in 1971 when I was collecting material for my book, Distant



Neighbours (1972), a story of India–Pakistan relations. I asked him if he had ever met Jinnah
after Partition. He said, ‘Yes’. Soon Heren was reminiscing about the past. He described an
evening he had spent with Governor General Jinnah at Kohat, a cantonment in the North West
Frontier Province (NWFP). Heren complained to him how unhappy he was over the division of
the armed forces. To this Jinnah responded: ‘Do not blame me; blame Nehru.’In a letter to me
dated 3 October 1971, Heren wrote: ‘We [Jinnah and I] had a drink together one evening when,
while acknowledging the creation of Pakistan and the political necessity for it, I regretted the
partition of the Indian subcontinent. I can recall referring to the tragedy – for anybody who knew it
in the past – of the division of the old Indian Army and the ICS. Strangely, he acknowledged all
this and then went on to blame Nehru for Partition, as I said when we met in London.’Heren
recalled Jinnah’s words: ‘Had he [Nehru] agreed to the Muslim League joining the UP Congress
government in 1937, there would have been no Pakistan.’ He went on to add: ‘Maulana Abul
Kalam Azad, a venerable old leader of the Congress, regretted that Nehru’s rejection gave the
Muslim League a new lease of life.’ Jinnah’s allegation, according to Heren, suggested ‘that
Nehru’s judgement was impaired by Purushottam Das Tandon, a Hindu nationalist who was a
senior Congress leader in UP’. Azad said more or less the same thing in his book, India Wins
Freedom (1988). He regretted that even Mahatma Gandhi did not intervene ‘as he should have
done’.I personally do not know whether the refusal of two seats to the Muslim League in the UP
Congress government hurt the Muslim community so acutely that it went on to demand a
country of its own. Nehru’s point of view came to be known many years later, in 1959. He
maintained that Azad was wrong in his assessment. He was hurt by the Maulana’s description of
him as ‘a vain person’, the words which were mentioned in the 30 pages withheld for 30 years in
consonance with Azad’s wishes. The pages were released for publication in 1988, 24 years after
Nehru’s death.Humayun Kabir, Azad’s secretary, who gave the manuscript to the archives seven
months after Azad’s sudden death, told me that Azad did not want to publicize his views at that
time because he felt it might weaken Nehru. However, the pages, when finally released, did not
even create a ripple. Azad’s judgement about Patel being pro-Hindu was well known. In the
unreleased pages he said that the role Patel played was not always consistent with the ideals of
the Congress. In fact, Azad’s comments on Krishna Menon, who later became defence minister,
were more telling. Azad considered Menon ‘not trustworthy’ and wanted his actions as high
commissioner of India to the UK be investigated before appointing him a minister. Azad felt so
strongly about this that he sent in his resignation when Nehru first spoke of including Menon in
the cabinet in 1954.Khaliq-ul-Zaman, a leading Muslim leader, would have been a member of
the UP cabinet had the League been given the two seats. He supported Azad. However, when I
met him many years later in Karachi when he was suffering from protracted illness, I found him
lamenting India’s division and nurturing a sense of guilt as if he had betrayed the Muslims he
had left behind in his home state of UP. He was far from being the only top Muslim League leader
who regretted the formation of Pakistan. The party’s treasurer, M.A.A. Nawab of Mehmoodabad,
too shared the feeling that the division was a mistake. He wrote from London, where he had



settled after Independence, to a well-known physician A. Faridi, a friend of his who lived in
Lucknow, that ‘the experiment we made was wrong’.Regardless of these afterthoughts (there
were thousands of Indian Muslims who regretted Partition) 90 per cent of them had supported
the demand. I was in Lahore where a resolution was passed on 23 March 1940, supporting the
formation of a country for Muslims on the basis of religion. (Ironically, Israel is the only other
country to have been founded on the basis of religion.) The name ‘Pakistan’ was not mentioned
in the resolution, but it subsequently came to be known as the ‘Pakistan Resolution’. I was 16
years old then. The chief reporter of Tribune, A.N. Bali, a family friend, had taken me along to
cover what proved to be a historic occasion.I vividly recall that the pandal where the All India
Muslim League session was being held, was metaphorically on fire with the radical idea of
creating a new and independent Islamic country dividing the subcontinent. Thousands of people
thronged the venue, traditionally used as an arena for wrestlers. What struck me was the
mood. Those participating were defiant but disciplined, noisy but resolute, emotional but
determined. This was no ordinary crowd but a multitude of people who had their eyes set on the
stars. The Muslim League was not popular in Punjab in those days, although the party was taken
more seriously than the other two formations: the authoritarian ‘Khaksar’ and the somewhat
liberal ‘Ahrar’.Volunteers in green shirts, the hallmark of the Khaksars, carried belchas (shovels)
and unsheathed swords as they conducted the League’s president, Mohammed Ali Jinnah, thin
and straight as a spindle, dressed in a tight-fitting black sherwani, to the dais amidst deafening
slogans of ‘Pakistan Zindabad’. The other person who was accorded a similar unsheathed
sword reception was the bulky Bengal premier Fazl-ul-Haq.Lahore, a national centre of learning,
was the capital of Punjab. Even so, its premier, Sir Sikander Hayat Khan, a known Jinnah
supporter, was conspicuous by his absence at the inauguration. Hayat, head of the unionist
party of zamindars, represented a viewpoint which favoured the integration of Muslim-majority
provinces into a separate state with ‘some form’ of central government for the whole of India,
and with at least a common defence policy. The army had a strange fascination for the British.
Hayat, who was close to them, reflected their way of thinking. He visualized a series of
autonomous states in India within the British Commonwealth. This was, indeed, the plan devised
by Professor Reginald Coupland, a renowned constitutional expert, and adviser to the Cabinet
Mission which came to India six years later. Hayat had declared earlier that he would have
nothing to do with Pakistan if it meant Muslim rule in some states and Hindu raj in the rest of the
country.I must admit that I did not take the demand for Pakistan seriously at the time. How could
a mere resolution tear apart the Hindus and Muslims who had lived together for over a thousand
years? They had shared a life which had over the years evolved into a unique subcontinental
culture, with the communities retaining their identity and yet meshing into an ethos of
coexistence. How could a mere piece of paper make them strangers, and how could my bosom
friend Shafquat be alien to me? Both of us had studied together in the same school, the same
Murray College, and lived in the same city, Sialkot, since childhood, like two members of a family.
Still, the frenzy that I witnessed frightened me. Religious slogans like ‘Yah Ali’ were repeated



time and time again, giving the entire atmosphere a religious tinge, suggesting that Pakistan
would be a theocratic state.In his address, Jinnah reiterated:Hindus and Muslims belong to two
different religions, philosophies, social customs, and literature. They neither intermarry nor inter-
dine, and, indeed, they belong to two different civilizations that are based mainly on conflicting
ideas and conceptions. To yoke together two such nations under a single state, one as a
numerical minority and the other as a majority, must lead to growing discontent and final
destruction of any fabric that may be so built for the government of such a state.A.K. Fazl-ul-Haq,
the then chief minister of Bengal moved the Pakistan Resolution (also known as the Lahore
Resolution), little realizing that the Muslim independent state he was endorsing would 31 years
later split into two countries (Pakistan and Bangladesh). The resolution, passed by a show of
hands, stated that no constitutional plan would be workable in the country or acceptable to the
Muslims unless it was designed to follow certain basic principles. These were that
geographically-contiguous units should be demarcated into regions with such territorial
readjustments into areas where the Muslims were in a majority, as in the north-west and east,
making up ‘independent states in which the constituent units would be autonomous and
sovereign’.My reading is that Jinnah intentionally selected Fazl-ul-Haq as the mover of the
Pakistan Resolution, fearing that East Pakistan might one day try to secede from Pakistan and
hoping that he, coming from Bengal, would block any such move. Similarly, the selection of
Punjab as the launching pad for the demand for Pakistan was intentional. This province had only
a paper-thin Muslim majority. Jinnah could, however, foresee that if and when Pakistan came
into being, Punjab would be its mainstay.The use of word ‘states’, implying more than one
Muslim country, was not noticed until the following day when Jinnah clarified that the word was a
typographical error and should have been ‘state’. Khaliq-ul-Zaman commented that the
president on his own could not change the wording of the resolution. Years later, after the
liberation of Bangladesh in 1971, Zulfikar Ali Bhutto, the then president of Pakistan, quipped
during an interview to me at Rawalpindi: ‘Quite a costly typing mistake. I must be careful about
my stenographer.’The use of the word ‘states’ might have been deliberate on the part of the top
Muslim League leaders (not Jinnah) who drafted the resolution with the idea of constituting
Muslim states on either side of the majority Hindu India. Many years later I found in the archives
at London a document spelling out the same concept of two Muslim states: one in the north-
west (Sind, Baluchistan, NWFP, and Punjab, together with Delhi after amalgamation with
Punjab); the other in the Northeast (Assam and Bengal, excluding the districts of Bankura and
Midnapur together with the district of Purnea from Bihar). The document was prepared by a
Muslim League committee appointed soon after the adoption of the Pakistan Resolution.
Surprisingly, the committee did not say a word about Kashmir, the state which subsequently
drew India and Pakistan into three wars. This committee probably had in mind a federal structure
in the subcontinent because its document suggested a central machinery concerned with
external relations, defence, communications, customs, and safeguards for minorities.It was in
fact the unity of Muslims that the speakers underlined at the League’s session in Lahore. They



shared Jinnah’s belief in the two-nation theory. Virtually all the speakers criticized Maulana Abul
Kalam Azad, then the Congress party president, who they said, was opposed to a Muslim
homeland although himself a Muslim. He was dubbed a ‘show boy of Hindus’. The remark
surprised me because it reflected almost unbridgeable differences between the two
communities.In his presidential address at the Congress session held earlier, Azad had
vehemently criticized the two-nation theory as it suggested religious separatism. He had
exhorted Muslims to preserve a united India as both Hindus and Muslims were Indians who
shared deep bonds of brotherhood and nationhood. He had said:Islam has now as great a claim
on the Indian soil as Hinduism. If Hinduism has been the religion of the people here for several
thousands of years, Islam also has been their religion for a thousand years. Just as a Hindu can
say with pride that he is an Indian and follows Hinduism, so also can we say with equal pride that
we are Indians and follow Islam.The idea of Pakistan was nothing new. I had heard of it earlier.
The bulky and overbearing Mohammed Iqbal, an eminent Urdu poet from Sialkot, had proposed
the amalgamation of Punjab, the NWFP, and Baluchistan into a single, free Muslim state. On the
other hand, he wrote to the Punjab governor that he was not the author of the Pakistan idea,
which came from Rahamat Ali, living in London. I wondered how the same person who had
written ‘Sare Jahan Se Achha, Hindustan Hamara’ could also articulate a proposal for India’s
division and subsequently write: ‘Muslim hain hum watan hai sara jahan hamara.’ Did Iqbal ride
two horses at the same time or did he undergo a metamorphosis? Significantly, when meeting
Jawaharlal Nehru in Lahore, Iqbal remarked: ‘What is common between you and Jinnah? You
are a patriot and he is a politician.’ Iqbal embraced Nehru, hailing him in Punjabi: ‘Mera sher
puttar [my lion son], mera dilare puttar [my courageous son].’ Iqbal’s point of pride was that
Nehru’s ancestors, like his, came from Kashmir.My friend Shafquat, who lived near Iqbal’s
house, took me there once to meet the poet. Iqbal was sitting on a charpai which was touching
the floor under the strain of his weight. He was hurling such vulgar abuses in chaste Punjabi that
we literally fled from there.The Pakistan Resolution became widely popular among Muslims,
exceeding even Jinnah’s expectations. It was like an avalanche that swept away all other ideas
and threw up the Muslim League as the most influential body among Muslims. Only the Pathans
in the NWFP were unaffected. They had been grounded in pluralism by an austere, secular
Muslim leader, Khan Abdul Ghaffar Khan, popularly known as ‘the Frontier Gandhi’. Baluchistan
too remained distant, opposing the League. Punjab was interested in a general way, but there
was no evident enthusiasm.The Muslims who were truly dazzled by the demand for Pakistan
were from the Urdu-speaking UP, Bihar, and Delhi, the areas which it was apparent would never
form a part of Pakistan if ever it came into being. Their psyche was not difficult to understand.
They considered themselves the ones who had ruled India for thousands of years, and could not
reconcile themselves to the idea of a post-British dispensation where they would not enjoy
superiority, either in numbers, power, or status. The dream of being rulers blinded them to the
reality that in a democratic polity the majority would be at the helm of affairs.Jinnah relentlessly
kept elucidating his two-nation theory. Muslims and Hindus should have their own separate



countries after the departure of the British. He would argue that Muslims didn’t want to live in a
country where Hindus would be in a majority and hold the reins of government. Nehru, however,
pointed out several times that when even a small village had Hindus and Muslims living together,
how was it possible to separate them? The Pakistan idea, I found, was more captivating in cities,
not in the countryside.When Jinnah’s opponents questioned the economic viability of the
proposed state, he would say: ‘Then leave us to our fate.’ When some spoke nostalgically about
the composite culture of Hindus and Muslims, he would answer: ‘Our sense of values and
objectives in life and politics differ greatly.’ When Hindus referred to the Pakistan demand as
‘vivisection of their motherland’, he said that for the Muslims it was ‘a struggle for survival’. The
parting of ways had begun, I regretfully noted. Nastiness in discussions had also entered the
political discourse.Pakistan became ‘the promised land’ and Jinnah its Moses. As time passed,
Muslims from different walks of life and from different age groups rallied behind him. They saw in
Pakistan a realization of their dreams. Educationally and economically, Hindus were far ahead of
the Muslims who were primarily tillers of the land or artisans; Hindus controlled industry and
business. I recall that the Mall, Lahore’s posh shopping centre, had only one shop owned by a
Muslim.Economic backwardness apart, I saw Muslims coming around to believing that Islam
itself would be in danger in India with a vast Hindu majority. Bengal, on the one hand, and UP,
Bihar, and Delhi, on the other, would express such views openly. Little thought, I could see, was
given to the fate of those Muslims who would remain in ‘Hindu Hindustan’ after Pakistan was
created. Azad would warn in vain that the Muslims would ‘awake and discover overnight that
they have become aliens and foreigners. Backward industrially, educationally, and economically,
they will be left to the mercies of what would then become an unadulterated Hindu Raj.’ His
warning touched many hearts.Many years later, a central government minister, M.C. Chagla,
Jinnah’s lawyer-friend from Bombay, told me that when he asked Jinnah what would happen to
the Muslims left behind in India, his reply was that they would have nothing to be afraid of as
‘Hindus would be living in Pakistan just as Muslims in India’. This hostage theory advanced in
the early 1940s frightened me. I thought Nehru had a point when he said that the division of
India would not solve the problem of ‘two nations’ because both communities were spread
throughout the country. Even so, I could sense the atmosphere getting polarized by the
day.Some British experts warned that once broken into separate and independent entities, India
would lapse into a welter of contending powers in which free institutions would be suppressed
and in which no one element would be able to defend itself against an external attack. They
thought a federation was a better solution.I found that the Congress leaders did not oppose the
idea of a federation. Their only condition was that the British should stay out. Even the Indian
States’ Peoples’ Conference, a Congress-led body, agitating for people’s rule, did not outrightly
reject the federation proposal. However, Jinnah told Lord Linlithgow, the then viceroy, that the
League could not support any federal scheme which would ‘produce a Hindu majority’. I feel that
India and Pakistan becoming a federation or a confederation did not fit in with the Muslims’
demand at that time. Pakistan had first to be created for these ideas to take shape. Such



proposals came to be mooted in Pakistan many years later.I don’t think that the opposition of the
League or the Congress was material because the central player in this scheme of things was
the comity of princely states. When they rejected the idea of a federation, the British put the
proposal in cold storage.Lord Mountbatten told me later when I met him in the UK that if the
princes had not been so ‘foolish’ as to reject the federal idea, India would not have been
partitioned. I met him after his retirement in his sprawling mansion, Broadlands near London.
This assertion was strange because the princes had no entity of their own. They were
marionettes in British hands. My experience told me that whenever the Congress intensified the
Independence movement in the princely states, the British responded as if the Raj was under
attack and bolstered their support to the rulers. I think London changed its mind about the idea
of a federation because of Jinnah’s pressure.In the 1940s, a change, more psychological than
real, began manifesting itself in relations between Hindus and Muslims. The two began to feel
more at home with members of their own community. Social contacts began wilting. Many
Hindus still sent sweets to their Muslim friends on Diwali, as my mother did, and Muslims, in
turn, sent us meat after a Muslim festival like Bakr-Id but many wondered whether the practice
had outlived its utility.However, the Muslims in the north had a different perspective from those in
the south. The latter had got integrated with the Hindus and had developed a composite regional
culture. Muslims in the north had a complex of superiority having once been rulers. Islam unified
the Muslims in the north and south. Jinnah had sensed this and used religion to forge unity
within the community and create a sense of a separate identity.Surprisingly, public discussion on
Pakistan was rare. The dialogue was between the leaders of the Congress and the Muslim
League. College students like us avoided the subject. Nonetheless, loyalty to the idea of
Pakistan was expected from Muslims, just as opposition was assumed from Hindus. Some
Muslims would themselves scoff at the whole idea, particularly the word ‘Pak’ which meant
‘pure’. My Persian professor at Forman Christian College, Lahore, opposed the concept on that
ground alone. Azad told me after Independence that the very term of Pakistan went against its
grain. It suggested some portions of the world were pure while others were impure.Yet, fear
impregnated the minds of Hindus; fear of the unknown. My family, peaceful in every way, thought
of protecting itself. My father travelled by train to Multan to obtain a double-barreled gun through
Nakul Sen, the deputy commissioner transferred from Sialkot. It was a hush-hush job and I never
saw the gun. It remained hidden till my younger brother, Hardip, fired it in a room out of curiosity.
It made such a loud bang that people gathered outside our home to find out what had happened.
However, aware of my father’s Gandhian traits, no one suspected us of having a gun. The
speculations, however, reached our ears and it became a problem to decide what to do with the
weapon. Finally, we dumped it in a well in our premises.Some Muslims questioned what
Pakistan was supposed to achieve when more Muslims would be left behind in India. Jinnah did
not spell out the concept of Pakistan because he wanted both London and the Congress to
concede equality between the two communities.I watched the demand for separation slowly
becoming a rallying point for Muslims who saw in Pakistan a panacea for their economic, social,



and political backwardness or what had been ‘denied’ to them. To blame only Jinnah for the
differences that divided the Hindus and Muslims would be unfair. He merely gave shape to the
latent estrangement between the two communities.The hiatus between them had been visible,
at least in the urban areas, for a long time. They lived in separate localities, had separate eating
places, and separate places for social gatherings. Railway stations had separate water pitchers,
with ‘Hindu’ or ‘Muslim’ written in bold letters. A similar segregation was visible in government
offices. There were no protests against the practice; no indignation. In hostels, the kitchens were
separate. Whenever I wanted a better-tasting mutton curry, I would get food from the Muslim
kitchen and Muslims would order vegetables from the Hindu kitchen.The demand for Pakistan
also evoked among Muslims a longing to find their roots. They would trace them to earlier
Afghan and the Mughal regimes in India. Otherwise too, Muslims looked back to the days when
they had ruled India for 600 years. They became conscious of how ‘different’ they were from ‘the
polyglot, caste-ridden Hindus’. Urdu, a language born around Delhi, gave them a sense of
superiority. The British, who exploited these differences, were shocked in 1857 when Muslims
and Hindus united to fight a liberation struggle. The British crushed it brutally but were shaken by
the solidarity between the two communities.In 1909, when the British introduced separate
electorates, with Hindus voting for Hindu candidates and Muslims for Muslim, along with
reservations in the services on the basis of religion, the division between the two communities
became institutionalized. From then on, they rapidly began drifting apart. Azad wished the Indian
Muslims had led the national struggle for freedom. He said that Arab and Turk revolutionaries,
with whom he was in touch in the 1920s, could not understand why Indian Muslims were mere
camp followers of the British. The demand for Pakistan, some believed, covered up the
stigma.Being the idealist I was, I imagined that the differences between Hindus and Muslims
would disappear once the British left. However, my five years in Lahore, two in Forman Christian
College and three in Law College, convinced me that the mistrust between them was so deep
that either they would sit across the table one day to thrash out their differences once and for all
or they would continue to live in hostility.Jinnah recognized the scenario much earlier than the
Congress, which was totally absorbed in the struggle against the British. To begin with, Jinnah
appealed to Hindus to accept the Muslims’ demand for separate electorates to win the
confidence and trust of the community. Until then, the Congress had not formally accepted the
proposal, whether for legislatures or the central assembly. Jinnah rationalized: Separate
electorates were not a matter of policy but a necessity for Muslims who needed to be raised
from the torpor into which they had sunk. The Congress slowly came around to accepting the
proposal. This only gave a new edge to the two-nation theory and widened the chasm between
Hindus and Muslims. Whenever we, the Hindus, discussed the separate electorates, we felt it
would alienate Muslims from us.There was a narrowing of the gap when Mahatma Gandhi
brought about Hindu–Muslim unity in 1920 over the Khilafat movement, which supported a
sectarian demand for a caliph among Muslims. The demand ended when Kamal Pasha of
Turkey jettisoned the entire idea. Yet, the brief togetherness between the two communities was a



welcome development. Muslims stayed away from the Congress for numerous reasons. They
feared that their historical and religious culture would be submerged in a Hindu-majority party.A
chasm was already growing between the Hindus, who had taken advantage of English-language
education and Western thought to widen their horizons and improve their economic conditions,
and the general run of Muslims who had not. Then there was the well-crafted policy of the British
government to keep the Muslims down after the 1857 uprising where they had been in the
forefront. Gandhi’s emphasis on the worship of cow, which the Muslims ate as part of their daily
diet, did not help matters. A vast majority of Muslims considered Islam as much an ideology as a
religion. Islam provided them with a system that was complete in itself.Culture and religion were
so fused in Hinduism that there was hardly any distinction between the two. Thus Indian
nationalism had come to acquire a somewhat Hinduized character, and Muslims could not
stomach this. Many years later, in 1938, when the Muslim League appointed Raja Sayed
Mohammed Mehdi of Pirpur to examine the Congress governments’ performance, it was
‘proved’ that Muslims had been ‘maltreated’. This was an exaggeration but there was some truth
in the allegation that the Congress rule in the states had given Hindus a sense of superiority. It
was reflected in the governance. A few chief ministers of the Congress-run states had, indeed,
behaved in a partisan manner.Muslims saw in Pakistan an alternative to Congress rule. They
were belatedly supported by the British who helped Muslim landlords and wealthy members of
the community to form the All India Muslim League on 30 December 1906 as they had done in
the case of the Indian National Congress on 28 December 1885 with A.O. Hume, a Britisher, as
its leader. He was asked by the British rulers to create a forum to ventilate grievances. They
believed such a step would take the wind out of sails of the aspiring nationalists who were still
stuck on the glimmer of freedom that had flickered in the 1857 uprising.The Muslim League had
little impact or respect until Jinnah took over in 1916. He had left for London in disgust because
he did not feel at home with most of his colleagues in the Congress party, who mixed religion
with politics. His greatest grievance was against Gandhi who spoke of Ram Rajya and political
emancipation in the same breath.On his return from London Jinnah said his experience in the
Congress party had taught him that Muslims had to fend for themselves. His terminology came
from Islam as did his politics. He soon emerged as the Muslim’s Quaid-e-Azam (Great Leader),
a title bequeathed by Gandhiji. I heard Nehru explaining at a meeting that Jinnah ‘had left the
Congress, not because of any difference of opinion on the Hindu–Muslim question, but because
of his failure to adapt ‘to the new and more advanced ideology, and even more so because he
disliked the crowds of ill-dressed people, speaking in Hindustani, who filled the Congress’. Once
hailed by Congress leader Sarojini Naidu as the best ambassador of Hindu–Muslim unity, Jinnah
was now considered an inveterate separatist. He, however, had the satisfaction of knowing that
he was uniting the Muslims of India into one nation and giving them a platform and a
voice.Jinnah used the Pirpur report to highlight the differences between Hindus and Muslims,
and made it appear as if the Congress governments had been wreaking vengeance on ‘the
helpless Muslim minority’. On the other hand, he joined issue with Gandhi and Nehru, making it



clear to them that he would plough a parochial furrow. When Gandhi wrote to Jinnah to inquire:
‘Are you still the same Mr Jinnah, the staunchest of nationalists and the hope of both Hindus and
Muslims?’ he shot back, ‘Nationalism is not the monopoly of any single individual and in these
days it is very difficult to define it’.I think the personal rivalry between Jinnah and Nehru was not
limited to issues, and this made the scene murkier. They were two very different personalities.
Both were brilliant in their own way and had a magnetic appeal for the masses but ideologically
they were poles apart. I feel one of the reasons Jinnah left the Congress was that there was not
enough space for both him and Nehru. Gandhi was inclined towards Nehru and Jinnah realized
that Nehru would inherit the Congress mantle.Two letters exchanged between them, underlined
the differences between Nehru and Jinnah. In reply to Nehru’s letter of 16 April 1938, contending
that ‘the Muslim League is an important communal organization but the other organizations,
even though they might be younger and smaller, cannot be ignored’, Jinnah said: ‘Your tone and
language again display the same arrogance and militant spirit, as if the Congress is the
sovereign power’. Unless the Congress recognized the Muslim League on an equal footing and
was prepared to negotiate a Hindu–Muslim settlement, Jinnah said he would depend upon ‘our
inherent strength’.Jinnah also objected to the Congress using ‘Vande Mataram’ as the national
anthem. This was odd because people were used to singing it at every meeting held to call for
India’s Independence. Nehru argued that his party could not compel large numbers of people to
abandon what they had come to associate with the freedom movement. The song was adapted
from a Bengali novel, Anandamath, which personified the motherland as Goddess Durga. This
was repugnant to Muslims who opposed idol worship. The first two stanzas of the song, which
the Congress used, should not have caused any offence because there was no reference to the
goddess, but that did not mollify Jinnah. I found it ominous that whatever he said would become
normal vocabulary for the Muslims.After Independence India adopted the song as an alternative
national anthem. Humayun Kabir, subsequently appointed education minister in Nehru’s cabinet,
once told me: ‘It was very unfair for a secular India to have adopted “Vande Mataram” because of
its religious overtones.’ I was unable to understand why Muslims objected to the compromise of
using only the first two stanzas which appealed to nationalist sentiments alone.While Gandhi
travelled from one civil disobedience meeting to another, Jinnah propagated his two-nation
theory from one Muslim League platform to another. The latter repeatedly plugged the same line:
Gandhi was fighting for the supremacy of Hindus and the submergence of Muslims within the
Congress party. Gandhi posed a question: Did he become a different nation overnight if he
embraced Islam; Jinnah did not respond.However, the British were overjoyed with all these
developments. It gave them a credible excuse for remaining on in India. They cited the growing
distrust between the two communities as an argument to convince people abroad that British
Raj had to stay. Hindus and Muslims were at daggers drawn and needed the overlord to
maintain peace.The Muslims who supported the Congress were known as nationalist Muslims
but they became increasingly equivocal in their attitude towards the party because of Jinnah’s
pre-eminence in the community. The distance between the Congress and nationalist Muslims



would become more visible during the election. The latter constituted a unity board, thinking that
this would have greater appeal for the Muslim electorate but the strategy annoyed Hindus,
embarrassed the Congress, and evoked little support among Muslims. I felt helpless when the
Indian press, largely owned by Hindus, was hard on nationalist Muslims whenever they tried to
distance themselves from the Congress. Even their opposition to the demand for Pakistan was
considered dubious. They suffered silently for their commitment to the Congress ideology and
opposition to the creation of Pakistan.Strangely, Jinnah did not shake hands with Azad while
doing so with Nehru and Patel after a meeting. Azad was different. Many years later, when his
plane was stuck at Karachi on its way to India, he went to Jinnah’s mausoleum to say prayers
(Fateha).My disappointment knew no bounds when I found the All India Students’ Federation, a
left-of-centre group, supporting the demand for Pakistan. Even some leading Muslim
communists joined the League. Subsequently, I learnt that this was at the instance of the Soviet
Union, which by then had sided with the Allies in their war against Germany. Supporting the
British in India was Moscow’s policy, and so was that of the communists. Only a few days before
the Federation had labelled the demand for Pakistan ‘an imperialist ploy’ but it was now hailing it
as ‘a genuine expression of Muslim identity’. Those who protested against the volte-face were
denounced as votaries of vested interests. However, those who supported the demand for
Pakistan, nawabs or zamindars, were hailed as progressive. It was a dialectical materialism of
sorts.Khan Abdul Ghaffar Khan was labelled an agent of the capitalists because he opposed the
demand for Pakistan. How could the comrades consider feudal lords in the Muslim League, such
as the Nawab of Mamdot and Sir Feroze Khan Noon from Punjab, as progressive? I asked. The
reply was that after the Soviet Union joined, the scenario had changed the Allies. True, it did not
mean that the rich had become the proletarians but the League, unlike the Congress, did not
oppose the British rulers for having pushed India into the war without consulting it.I would
proudly mention in public the names of Jayaprakash Narayan, Aruna Asaf Ali, and Achyut
Patwardhan, the three left-of-centre leaders, who had kept alight the flame of defiance against
the British through an underground movement following the wholesale arrest after Gandhi’s
slogan of Quit India. I was, however, crestfallen when Patwardhan told me several years later
that the Quit India Movement was ‘a waste of time and energy’. India, he said, would have
achieved independence in any case after the war as the British were in no position to sustain the
empire, and neither had the money or manpower required to suppress a turbulent India.
Patwardhan’s words were: ‘We had many people killed and imprisoned unnecessarily.’I admired
the manner in which Aruna Asaf Ali infused life into the Quit India Movement while remaining
underground. Her dodging the best security arrangements and flying the Congress flag at
Gowalia Tank Maidan of Bombay on 9 August 1942, the Quit India Day, was a daring act.
Millions admired her for it, especially at a time when they felt leaderless as Gandhi and other top
Congressmen had been detained a day earlier.Aruna was a picture of rebellion even when I met
her many years later as the owner of Patriot, a daily newspaper, and Link, a weekly magazine.
She was among the very few who disseminated the Left perspective in India which had adopted



a mixed economy model under Nehru’s prime-ministership. She said she was proud of being
associated with the Quit India Movement and recalled how she, along with her husband, Asaf
Ali, had met Bhagat Singh in jail a few days before he was hanged. For her, he was a role model.
She called me once when some of her staff were trying to take over her publications. I was of
little help but she was able to retain ownership.Britain tried to limit the increasing unrest among
the people following the Quit India movement by sending a senior cabinet minister, Sir Stafford
Cripps, to meet the Congress and the Muslim League leaders. His mission in 1942 was to offer
India ‘power’ after the end of the war. At the heart of his proposal was the creation of a de jure
cabinet at the Centre, to be called an Executive Council under the viceroy who would be the de
facto boss. The proposal had the seeds for germinating Pakistan because it said that any
province which did not want to accede to the union, could remain outside it as a separate
entity.Gandhi, who guided the Congress, rejected the proposal outright and characterized it as a
post-dated cheque drawn on a failing bank. There was, however, more to it than that. The reality
was that Gandhi did not want to be part of the war, not only because of his faith in non-violence
but also because he honestly believed that the Allies would be defeated. From his perspective,
accepting Cripps’ proposals meant participating in a war, which he thought the US and Britain
had almost lost. Nehru, for his part, was in favour of Cripps’ proposals because he wanted to join
the global democratic alliance against fascism. He was keen to re-establish his credentials as a
liberal democrat which some in the West had begun to doubt when the Congress imposed
conditions for joining the Allies.Jinnah, known to be a personal friend of the then British prime
minister, Winston Churchill, was equivocal on Cripps’ proposals. He wanted to know what the
Congress had in mind because he often played his cards after the Congress had announced its
decision. He knew that without Congress backing, Cripps’ proposals were as good as dead.
Accordingly, he too rejected them when the Congress said ‘No’. The real reason for the
rejection, as Azad, the then Congress president, recounted, was the last-minute change in the
proposal by Britain: from an undertaking to grant Independence at the end of war to a mere
favourable consideration of India’s demand for freedom.My own view, as I recall those critical
days, was that if the Congress had accepted Cripps’ proposals, it would have saved India from
partition. True, the proposals held the seeds of division but the federal structure that the
proposals provided would have forced the Congress and the Muslim League to work together for
a single country. It would have meant depending on British goodwill, but that would have been
temporary. Any one could see that London would be in no position to maintain its hold over India
after the Second World War.Following the failure of the Cripps’ Mission, a group of Hindu
extremists suddenly emerged on the scene and warned that the millions of Muslims who
continued to live in India after the formation of Pakistan would pay the price of ‘Bharat Mata’s
vivisection’. In other words, the Muslims left behind in India would have to face the
‘consequences’. Azad angrily scotched the thesis of hostages. Yet, in a way, he was proved
wrong because the Muslims in India after Partition were victims of reprisals in the form of
prejudice, neglect, and mistrust. They continue to face the same fate.The atmosphere in the



subcontinent became increasingly murky. Both Hindus and Muslims, primarily those living north
of the Vindhyas, began to feel that the parting of ways was inevitable. It was not as if the country
was sharply divided into Hindus and Muslims. There was a vast grey area, but it was shrinking
rapidly. The desire for separation had overtaken most of the Muslims. They increasingly flocked
to the League, which was emerging as the only representative body in the community.Nearly a
year before the creation of Pakistan, Azad described what would happen to the Muslims in an
interview to an Urdu magazine, Chetan, in Lahore:Today the Muslims are not walking, they are
flowing. The problem is that Muslims have not learnt to walk steady; they either run or flow with
the tide. When the group of people loses their confidence and self respect, they are surrounded
by imaginary doubts and dangers and fail to make a distinction between right and wrong. The
true meaning of life is realized not through numerical strength but through firm faith and
righteous action.He cautioned Muslims that the formation of Pakistan would stop the spread of
Islam in India.Despite acute differences between the Congress and the League, a flicker of hope
appeared when they joined hands to defend members of the Indian National Army (INA) put on
trial in Delhi in 1945. The INA was a 20,000-strong force drawn from Indian soldiers captured by
the Japanese after the fall of Malaya and Burma. Led by the fiery former Congress President
Subhash Chandra Bose, a passionate advocate of Indian Independence, the INA was in a way
an anti-colonial movement. Bose was not bothered about the niceties of method, an article of
faith with Gandhi, but with the ends alone. Bose said he would achieve Independence without
violence, if possible, but would use arms if necessary. This approach distanced him from
Gandhi. He stealthily left his home in Calcutta where he had been detained by the British. I have
seen the place in Kabul where he stayed before slipping into Europe. It was a solitary room on
top of a dilapidated building when I visited it some 40 years ago. His escape, first to Germany
and then to Japan was applauded by India.Nonetheless, I had reservations about the INA which,
however nationalist, was dependent upon Japan, a fascist country fighting against the
democratic world. I was happy that the INA had demanded India’s freedom but wondered
whether the Japanese would have freed us had they won. My fears were somewhat allayed
when Gandhi praised Bose, recalling not only his bravery and patriotism but also his contribution
to the freedom struggle. He did not criticize the creation of the INA. Subhash Chandra Bose
never returned to India, dying in ‘an air crash’. The authenticity of the accident is still doubted
even after three probes at the behest of the Indian government.The trial of three INA officers
(between November 1945 and May 1946) – Shah Nawaz, a Muslim; Prem Sehgal, a Hindu; and
Gurbax Singh Dhillon, a Sikh – forged a unity of sorts. There was a joint countrywide demand for
their release. This had its impact because the British government bowed to the pressure and
released all three. It was one of the rare occasions when Nehru, who had a law degree from
London, donned his lawyer’s robe to appear in court. The way in which Hindus, Muslims, and
Sikhs came together at the time was proof that the Congress and the League could overcome
their internecine quarrels on an issue that transcended their differences.However, not a single
member from the INA was taken back into the army. The British top brass refused on grounds of



‘morale and discipline’. Nehru could have insisted on absorption of the INA men into the Indian
army and the nation would have backed him, but he faltered and went along with the British who
made it an issue. The nationalists, and 20,000 soldiers of independence lost the opportunity to
be integrated in the armed forces.A similar angry outburst, national in scope and secular in
character, was visible in the wake of the Royal Indian Navy uprising in February 1946 against the
general conditions in the naval force. Once again, both Muslims and Hindus stood together to
defy the British. Nearly 3,000 ratings from the two communities marched on the streets of
Bombay. There was an exchange of fire between the British soldiers and the ‘mutineers’. Sardar
Patel, the Iron Man of the Congress, was against the uprising. Nehru joined him to condemn the
‘mutiny of ratings’. It was called off but the bourgeois character of Congress leaders became
ever more visible. This made me wonder if a post-Independence Congress government would
respect popular agitations and ideological challenges.The INA trial and the Ratings uprising
made us feel good. A pleasant mood of expectancy over, the country looked towards London for
some important announcement on India’s future. The Labour party’s victory in the 1945 British
elections strengthened the impression that Britain’s policies would change. This proved to be
true. London announced fresh elections in India. The British also held out the promise of an
‘early realization of full government’. Both the Congress and the League expressed their
disappointment over the wording of the announcement; the former missing any reference to
Independence and the latter to Pakistan.Yet, whatever their reservations, the two parties
participated in the polls to prove their support among the electorate. The League likened the
polls to a referendum on Pakistan; the Congress characterized them as a path to Swaraj (self-
rule or Independence). The Communist Party of India, which otherwise opposed communalism,
clung to the old formula of supporting whatever the Soviets wanted. In this case it was the
creation of Pakistan. The Hindu Mahasabha fought on the platform of Akhand Bharat (United
India). I recall that Nehru, accompanied by Sheikh Abdullah, then popularly called the Kashmiri
Gandhi, came to address an election meeting in Sialkot. Both, clad in khaddar achkans, urged
the gathering, which had waited for five hours to listen to them, to vote for the Congress. The two
travelled together in many parts of India.The results of the poll held in 1946, a year before
Partition, demonstrated that 90 per cent Hindus were with the Congress while 90 per cent
Muslims supported the League. Of the 102 elected seats in the Central Assembly, the Congress
won 57 and the League 30. Every Muslim seat in the Central Assembly went to the League. It
also won 442 out of the 509 Muslim seats in the provincial assemblies. Once again, the League
lost the NWFP assembly where nationalist Muslims won a majority. Baluchistan too rejected the
League and in Punjab, the pro-agriculturist Unionist Party took seven Muslim seats away from
the League. It was obvious that a line had been drawn between Hindus and Muslims.
Meanwhile, London announced the visit of the Cabinet Mission to India.2The Nehru YearsThe
Road to PartitionIn this chapter I have dealt in detail with the Cabinet Mission’s plan because I
believe it was the last scheme, and the last opportunity, to save India from division. The
Mission’s three ministers – Frederick Pethick-Lawrence, then secretary of state for India; Sir



Stafford Cripps; and A.V. Alexander – arrived in India on 24 March 1946. Cripps was an old hand
and friendly to India. Pethick-Lawrence was more sold on India’s independence than Cripps.
Alexander was, however, a Churchillian who could not brook the thought of the British losing
India, the jewel in the crown. The Mission’s thinking was clear from its observation at the first
press conference: the British wanted Indians to set up an ‘acceptable’ machinery to realize full
independent status and to put interim arrangements in place. That Jinnah stood for India’s
partition was no secret for the Mission. It did not, however, know how far the Congress was
willing to accommodate him. It therefore initiated its talks with the Congress to get a sense of
where the party stood.To the Mission’s surprise, Nehru spoke about a plebiscite in the border
districts as if his party had already accepted the idea of division. Jinnah also mentioned
partition, and told a Punjab Hindu delegation that in his scheme of things Ambala would not form
part of Pakistan. Azad, still the Congress president, was on a different wavelength. He ruled out
both Partition and a unitary structure. His thesis, which Gandhi had approved, was that a federal
constitution would give full autonomy to the provinces and transfer all subjects to them except
defence, foreign affairs, and communications. If they so desired, the provinces could delegate
more subjects to the Centre. This was, to use Pethick-Lawrence’s words, ‘a new solution of the
communal problem’. He liked Azad’s proposal: provinces getting full autonomy and, at the same
time, retaining links with the Centre to keep the country a single entity.Azad’s effort was to allay
the fears of the Muslim majority provinces. He wanted to ensure a secure position for the
community in a free India. However, at the same time he wanted the community to play a pivotal
role in creating a pluralistic society. ‘The basis of Pakistan,’ he argued, ‘was the fear of
interference by the Centre in Muslim majority areas since the Hindus would be in a majority at
the Centre.’ He tried to counter these fears by proposing full autonomy to the provincial units and
also vesting in them the residuary power. Two lists of central subjects were contemplated, one
compulsory and the other optional. The provinces would administer all affairs, excluding the
three subjects given to the Centre: foreign affairs, defence, and communications.I liked Azad’s
scheme because it kept India united and at the same time gave autonomy to the provinces. I
imagined that there was something called the Indian civilization, 5000-years old, to which the
Muslims had also contributed. If and when the chips were down that pull of civilizational links
would prevail and India would stay one. I was however proved wrong. Hindus and Muslims had
drifted too far apart. One person who could make the difference was Jinnah, and he did not want
a centralized government, however federal in character.Azad’s formula was a midway solution. It
gave space to both the provinces and to the Indian union. Azad wanted to avoid the
shortcomings of the Pakistan scheme which would leave roughly 12 per cent Muslims in India
with 80 per cent Hindus.Azad called a meeting of senior Congress leaders to stress that after
attaining freedom India would forget the days of communal suspicion and conflict, and face the
problems of modern life from a modern point of view. Opposition among political parties would
continue, but it would be based on economic and political issues, not religious. Class and not
community would be the basis of future alignments, and policies would be shaped accordingly. I



hoped such thinking would become a reality. Both Azad and Khan Abdul Ghaffar Khan were too
optimistic and failed to realize that the poison of communalism had penetrated too deeply into
India’s body politic.Cripps asked Azad whether the Muslim-majority provinces could align
themselves to administer subjects other than those delegated to the Centre. Azad’s reply was
that this was ‘worth considering’. He was not opposed to the idea but did not give a categorical
reply at that time because Patel had made it clear before Azad’s meeting with the Mission
members that every comma and full stop of the scheme had to be discussed and approved by
Congress leaders before anyone could say anything on behalf of the party. Patel’s obvious
reference was to Azad.I believe Patel’s suspicion was that Azad and Nehru were in league and
would bypass him. Even during the Cripps Mission in 1942, he was tormented by similar
thoughts. C.P. Ramaswami Iyer, a distinguished scholar from south India, with whom I briefly
worked on a committee on Hindu temples to ensure their proper administration, told me that
Patel ‘interpreted the Cripps Mission as an organized stunt by Nehru to get himself into the
forefront so that he could become the prime minister of India’.Azad’s meeting with the Cabinet
Mission was discussed threadbare by the Congress Working Committee (CWC) when it met on
12 April 1946. Members voiced their doubts over the federal structure. Gandhi came to Azad’s
rescue and silenced the critics by saying that a federal solution alone could work in a country of
India’s size and diversities. When Patel said that subjects like currency and finance should be in
the hands of the Centre, Gandhi intervened to say that it would be in the interest of the provinces
to have a unified policy in such matters but it was not necessary to include such subjects in a
compulsory central list.The Mission was clear on its purpose. It wanted a united India, with a
status somewhere between a federal structure and autonomous provinces. When the Mission
invited Jinnah for talks it placed two options before him. One was the constitution of a separate
state of Pakistan embracing Sind, the NWFP, Baluchistan, Punjab, Assam, and the Muslim-
majority districts of Bengal minus Calcutta, linked to India in a mutual defence alliance.The other
option was to group together more or less the same areas with a strong Centre. There was a
provision for a central government with an equal number of Hindu and Muslim ministers to
administer defence, foreign affairs, and communications. After 15 years, either group could
secede from the union. The princely states could either join India or Pakistan or remain
separate.Alexander in his diary, which I read in the archives many years later, had jotted down
on 2 April 1946 that Jinnah did not define what he meant by Pakistan. Neither did M.A. Ispahani
and the Raja of Mahmudabad, the two Muslim League stalwarts who met the Mission. Jinnah
first showed interest in the second option, a central government with a parity of ministers but
later refused to commit himself. As always, he wanted to see the cards the Congress held before
playing his hand.The representatives of the Sikhs, according to the Mission’s own records, ‘don’t
know what they want but are worried and alarmed’. One leader, Giani Kartar Singh, felt that the
Sikhs would be unsafe whether they were in Pakistan or in a united India. Master Tara Singh
favoured a Sikh state, or an autonomous province which Sardar Baldev Singh, later defence
minister of India, elucidated should include Ambala, Jalandhar, and Ludhiana divisions of



Punjab.The Mission wanted an all-India commission, drawing members from the Centre and the
provincial assemblies, first to work on the constitutional guarantees for the minorities and then to
consider whether India should be one or two countries. Jinnah and Nehru were consulted. Both
rejected the scheme, which was then not made public at all.The Mission members also picked
up the thread with Gandhi who wanted an undivided India, and with Azad who saw in their
efforts the last hope of keeping India united. Azad sincerely believed that Partition would divide
and harm Muslims more than Hindus. C. Rajagopalachari, a top Congress leader from the south,
wanted the issue of Pakistan to be referred to an international arbitration committee with the
Soviet Union as a member.Thus far, the Mission’s proposal had been a matter of conjecture. It
was only known that the British had decided to leave, but the formula of their departure was
made public only on 16 May. The Mission respected the wishes of both Gandhi and Azad to
keep India united but tried to please Jinnah too by giving him ‘the Muslim zones’.It was a three-
tier structure. At the top was the ‘union of India’ embracing the entire country, including the
princely states, to deal with three subjects: foreign affairs, defence, and communications. The
middle tier was that of provinces grouped as (i) Madras (now Tamil Nadu), Bombay (split into
Maharashtra and Gujarat), Bihar, the Central provinces (now Madhya Pradesh), and Orissa; this
was the Hindu-majority group; (ii) Punjab, the North-West Frontier Province, and Sind; this was
the western Muslim-majority group; and (iii) Bengal, Assam; the eastern Muslim-majority group.
Each of these groups was to be autonomous and frame its own constitution for all subjects apart
from defence, foreign affairs, and communications. After elections under the new constitution,
any province, if its legislature so decided, could leave any group in which it had been placed.
The bottom tier was that of princely states. They were treated as provinces which could join
either India or Pakistan or stay independent. The Parsis declared in a statement that despite
their differences, they would stay with the Congress on the question of India’s freedom.The
Mission rejected the suggestion of ‘partitioning’ Punjab and Bengal on the ground that it would
be ‘contrary to the wishes of a very large proportion of the inhabitants of these provinces’, and
that it ‘would of necessity divide the Sikhs’. Strangely, a few months later, Lord Mountbatten,
repudiated this thesis while partitioning the two provinces, although Nehru was equivocal on this
point at some stage.The Muslim League accepted the Mission’s proposal on 6 June as ‘the
compulsory grouping of the six Muslim provinces’ was considered ‘the basis and the foundation
of Pakistan’. Khurshid, Jinnah’s secretary, told me that Jinnah accepted the Cabinet Mission
plan ‘honestly’ and admonished his critics in the League who wanted nothing but Pakistan.
However contradictory, Jinnah wanted a Muslim state within undivided India.The Congress
endorsed the plan on 26 June 1946 but interpreted the grouping of provinces to mean that they
‘shall make their choice whether or not to belong to the group in which they are placed’.The
reservation on the part of the Congress sounded the death knell for the proposal. After its
ratification by the All-India Congress Committee on 6 July 1946, Nehru, who had by then taken
over the party’s presidency from Azad, said his party would be free to suggest in the constituent
assembly modifications to the proposal. He hinted at changing both the grouping of provinces



and the powers given to the Centre. He was echoing the fears of Gopinath Bardaloi, then
Assam’s chief minister, who did not want Assam to stay in Group Three in which Muslims were
in a majority.Azad differed with Nehru’s interpretation. He regretted having resigned from the
Congress presidency, which he described, in Gandhi’s words, as a Himalayan blunder. Azad
realized that he should have given his charge to Sardar Patel who would have implemented the
Cabinet Mission plan. Azad stressed that it was incorrect to assume that the Congress was free
to modify the proposal as it pleased. According to him, the Congress could not unilaterally
change the grouping of provinces and the Central subjects without the consent of the other
parties to the agreement. When the matter was referred to the Mission’s members, Pethick-
Lawrence said that the parties could not go outside the terms in the constituent assembly.
Cripps explained that a province could opt out of its particular group after elections had been
held under the new constitution. The British government suggested that the matter could be
referred to the Federal Court of India to advise on the Congress interpretation that a province
need not join a group from the very outset. The Congress rejected London’s proposal.Jinnah
reacted sharply and blamed Nehru for repudiating the grouping of provinces and the limited
Centre, the ‘basic form’ on which the scheme rested. He made the All-India Council of the
Muslim League change its earlier resolution by rejecting the proposal. He accused the Mission
of ‘bad faith’ and the Congress of a ‘pettifogging and haggling attitude’. When I met Azad many
years later, he held Nehru responsible for Jinnah’s reversal. In chaste Urdu, Azad said: ‘Woh tala
jo kabhi khul nahin sakta tha Nehru ne uski chabi Jinnah ke hath main de di [Nehru gave to
Jinnah the key of the lock which could not be opened].’In any event, Jinnah was chafing over the
results of the elections to the constituent assembly which had given the League 76 seats as
against 292 to the Congress. There was, however, nothing he could do as the scheme was
based on electing one member for every million of the population. This gave Hindus a head start
given their greater numbers. Jinnah had yet another grievance: The Mission shelved the
formation of an interim government at the Centre. Here, he was himself to blame because he
had insisted that Muslim members should be from the Muslim League alone.The pluralistic
Congress claiming to represent the nation as a whole could not agree to this demand. However,
it accepted that the cabinet should have an equal number of Hindu and Muslim ministers. I wish
the Cabinet Mission plan had borne fruit, this being the only way of keeping India united.
Defence, foreign affairs, and communications with the Centre would have ensured a federal
structure with the states enjoying autonomy. I apprehended that after Partition the two countries
would treat each other as enemies, given the estranged relations between Hindus and Muslims.
These fears were not unfounded.The Congress assured the League that any major legislation
would require the support of a majority of Muslims in the Central legislature. This was yet
another undertaking to assure the Muslims that their voice in a united India would be crucial. The
proposal did not, however, appeal to Jinnah who was looking for an opportunity to withdraw his
support to a scheme suggesting togetherness. Observations made by the Congress, particularly
Nehru, that the constituent assembly could amend the Mission’s recommendations gave Jinnah



an opening to forcefully renew his demand for Pakistan. He realized that the constituent
assembly would have a preponderant Hindu majority.Jinnah gave a call for Direct Action, not
against the British but as a show of strength on the part of Muslims as the Congress had treated
their demand with ‘defiance and contempt’. He argued the Congress was not willing to accept
even the proposal conceding only a ‘limited Pakistan’. This was false propaganda because the
Congress had come round to accepting the Cabinet Mission plan, but after raising doubts that
made Jinnah wary. That might have been why, when Mountbatten offered a partition proposal a
year later and asked Jinnah whether he would accept some links with India, he said: ‘I do not
trust them now.’When asked whether Direct Action would be violent or non-violent, Jinnah said: ‘I
am not going to discuss ethics.’ Direct Action was undertaken only in Calcutta and that too
merely for a day (16 August 1946). The Muslim League government in Bengal declared a public
holiday on that day, despite warnings and protests by the Opposition. The League organized a
‘grand rally’ over which Chief Minister Shaheed Suhrawardy himself presided. Bands of Muslim
League National Guards forced their way into Hindu areas and asked for subscriptions,
sometimes as much as Rs 1,000. Returning from the rally, the League’s National Guards began
looting Hindu shops for not paying subscriptions or not responding to the League’s call for a
hartal on that day. Hindus and Sikhs were attacked and the entire event appeared to have been
pre-planned.Soon Calcutta was engulfed in a communal riot, with Hindus and Sikhs retaliating
against Muslims. Parts of the city were reduced to rubble. Over 5,000 people lost their lives in
less than three days in what came to be known as the ‘great Calcutta killing’, a phrase coined by
the Statesman, the influential British-owned newspaper. Jinnah laid the blame on the Cabinet
Mission, the Congress, and Gandhi. Surprisingly, Jinnah found no fault with his National Guards
who had pledged themselves before the carnage ‘to strive for the achievement of Pakistan and
glory of the Muslim nation’. The Statesman laid the blame on the British governor and Chief
Minister Suhrawardy. ‘Arson, looting, murder, abduction of women, forced conversions and
forced marriages are everywhere and by every investigator spoken of as the characteristics of
lawlessness.’Such large-scale killing and looting should have been a warning to Jinnah that the
tension between the two communities had reached dangerous levels. A haystack of hatred was
just waiting to be lit. When Jinnah came to Law College in 1945 in Lahore where I was in my
second year and was part of the audience he addressed, I told him we would jump at each
other’s throats after the departure of the British. This was before the Direct Action Day. He
disagreed with me and said some nations had killed millions of each other’s nationals and yet an
enemy of today was a friend of tomorrow. ‘That is history.’ He told me how France and Germany
had fought for hundreds of years, ‘But today they are best friends. We shall be friends,’ he
assured me.I knew he was wrong and could envisage what would happen once the British left.
Surprisingly, Jinnah did not see things that way. I asked him another question. If a third country
attacked India, what would be Pakistan’s response? He said the Pakistani soldiers would fight
side by side with Indian soldiers to defeat the assailants. ‘Young man, remember blood is thicker
than water,’ he said, another statement that proved to be false.Before the great Calcutta killing,



the viceroy had revived the proposal to constitute an interim government at the Centre as the
Cabinet Mission had suggested. The Congress had accepted it and had joined the Viceroy’s
Council. The League, which had rejected it, now indicated its willingness to join. The Council
was reorganized on 15 October to include the League’s nominees.Stories in the press told us
that the presence of both the Congress and the League ministers in the central government had
not in any way improved relations between Hindus and Muslims. I could see the killings in
Calcutta had set in motion riots in Bihar, UP, Punjab, and elsewhere. With the communal virus
contaminating the lower echelons of the administration, including the police, controlling the riots
had become still more difficult. Over the years, the number of British officials considered ‘neutral’
had decreased because there had been no British recruitment to the civil services in India since
1939 when the Second World War broke out. Even those who were in India were losing interest
as they could see the end of the Raj.Thousands died in the riots. The British government was so
perturbed over the disastrous events that it asked the viceroy to prepare a secret plan for
withdrawal. The plan, appropriately called, ‘Mad House’, was for the evacuation of British troops
and British civilians by March 1948, beginning the process from southern India.London was
concerned over Jinnah’s call to the League members not to take their seats in the constituent
assembly which was to meet in Delhi from 9 December. A final effort was made to get both the
Congress and the League to participate in its proceedings. Nehru, Jinnah, Liaquat Ali, and
Baldev Singh, the Sikh minister at the Centre, were invited to London on 3 December. The
meeting ended in a fiasco. After three days in London, Nehru returned home disappointed. It
was clearer to him than ever before that His Majesty’s Government would not withdraw from
India unless the Muslim League joined in framing the new constitution, and the former made no
secret of this.That meant that even if the constituent assembly were to declare India a sovereign
republic, the British would not be bound by the decision if the Muslim League did not concur.
This took the wind out of the Congress sails as the party had announced that the constituent
assembly was a sovereign body. How then could it give the veto power to London or the League?
The Congress went ahead and elected the constituent assembly. At a public meeting on 15
December in Banaras, Nehru said: ‘We have not entered the constituent assembly in order to
place our decisions on a silver plate and dance in attendance on the British Government for their
acceptance.’ The Objective Resolution he moved in the constituent assembly stated: ‘The
Constituent Assembly declares its firm and solemn resolve to proclaim India an independent
sovereign republic and to draw up for her future governance a Constitution.’ The Muslim League
boycotted the constituent assembly but continued to remain in the interim government, its only
way of forming a part of the administration. Nehru complained to Archibald Wavell, the
penultimate viceroy of India, that the League could not be part of a government which it was
committed to oppose. Patel publicly declared that if the League members were to remain in the
interim government, the Congress members would resign.Even otherwise, the experiment of the
interim government was not working in spirit to bridge the distance between the Congress and
the League. Nehru was exasperated because only a united government could give support to an



independent foreign policy, build a strong defence apparatus, and formulate a plan for economic
development. What persuaded Nehru and Patel to accept Partition was not Jinnah’s arguments,
but the unworkability of the joint interim government. The two Congress leaders were convinced
that India would not be able to move forward if the ‘intransigent’ League was yoked with the
Congress at the wheel. On 13 February, Nehru formally wrote to the viceroy demanding an
immediate dismissal of the Muslim League members. There was no response.Wavell could see
the division of India coming. He prepared a scheme for Partition and sent it to London. This
came in handy when India was actually divided. Anxious, Attlee announced the replacement of
Wavell with a new viceroy, Lord Mountbatten.Attlee did something else. On 20 February 1947 he
announced that the British would quit after transferring power to Indian hands ‘by a date not later
than 6 June 1948, whether as a whole to some form of central government for British India or in
some areas to the existing provincial government, or in such other way as may seem most
reasonable and in the best interests of the Indian people’. The future the of princely states would
be decided after the date of the final transfer was finalized.Cripps’s elaboration in the British
parliament was: ‘We could not accept the forcing of unwilling provinces into a united India,’
implying that the creation of Pakistan in some form was on the cards. This was not acceptable to
the Congress, but it could also see that the Pakistan of Jinnah’s dream would not be possible
because the party would insist on dividing Punjab and Bengal. After Attlee’s announcement,
Nehru told Krishna Menon, who was heading the freedom movement in London, that a truncated
Pakistan would hardly be worthwhile for Jinnah who might join the Indian Union on ‘special
terms’.Nehru personally approached Liaquat Ali Khan, Jinnah’s second-in-command, pleading
that they should not speak to each other ‘from a distance’ because the British were fading out.
Liaquat did not respond. In the meantime, Mountbatten replaced Wavell who went unsung. Azad
was one of the few who appreciated Wavell’s efforts and wrote him a letter of appreciation,
which was disapproved by other Congress leaders.Mountbatten, while still in London, felt that
there was ‘no escape from Pakistan’ after meeting the Mission leaders and Attlee. He told me
this when I interviewed him in 1971 for my book Distant Neighbours. He said he had not even
heard of Pakistan until the offer of viceroyship was made to him. By the time Mountbatten arrived
in New Delhi on 23 March 1947, the Congress and League ministers in the interim government
were thoroughly sick of each other, the League thwarting the Congress at every turn. It was in
the government yet against it.Unwittingly, the Congress was itself responsible for the situation. At
the time of the interim government’s reconstitution, following the League’s decision to join,
Wavell had indicated that either home or finance, preferably the former, should go to Jinnah’s
men, but Patel, who was then home minister, did not want the intelligence department and the
police to go to the League. Patel said he would rather quit the government than give up the
ministry. Azad, however, favoured handing it over to the League.Rafi Ahmed Kidwai, a senior
nationalist Muslim leader, who later became India’s most successful food minister, said that
finance was such a technical subject that the League itself would say ‘No’ when it was offered.
Little did the Congress leaders realize that Chaudhary Mohammed Ali, a brilliant Muslim officer



in the finance ministry at that time, had secretly contacted the League and assured its leaders
that he would make the Congress rue the day when it parted with finance.This proved to be true.
Every proposal of every government department had to go to the finance ministry for funds. So
much so, that the Congress ministers could not appoint even a petty clerk without the sanction
of the ministry. Patel, who himself had preferred home to finance, felt so exasperated that he
began saying openly that it was far better to divide India than to face a situation where the
Congress was paralysed. The League pressed its advantage hard by presenting a central
budget on 28 February 1947 which, while appearing to reflect some of Nehru’s progressive
thinking, hit the Hindus hard because they were comparatively rich. When the Congress
protested against a particular section of people being ‘purposely’ targeted, the League retorted
that the Congress was upset because industrial houses like the Birlas and the Tatas, which had
contributed money to its coffers, were affected.For Mountbatten, this was an ugly situation at the
start of his innings. He, however, felt gratified that the Congress party was so exasperated that it
was willing to accept ‘anything’ to be independent of the League. Patel was the most disgusted.
Mountbatten saw the prospects. He appointed V.P. Menon, then the reforms commissioner and a
close confidant of Patel, to his staff. Menon’s job was to remain in touch with Patel and report on
how his mind was working.‘Wavell committed the mistake of bypassing Patel, but we depended
on him, and that explains why we succeeded,’ Alan Campbell-Johnson, Mountbatten’s press
secretary, told me years later in London. ‘Patel conveyed to Mountbatten through Menon that
whatever they wanted to sell to Nehru they should do it through him [Patel].’ Indeed, it was Patel
who helped Mountbatten (through Menon) evolve the Partition plan. The viceroy could never
imagine that Partition, like a ripe apple, was ready to be plucked. He wanted to test the waters.
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Max Vadukul, “Never a Dull Moment. I came across this book by chance. And once I started it I
was stuck with it till I finished it. We Indians are fortunate to have him write his story and publish it
near his age of 90. His time-line encapsulates periods from pre-independence till as recent as
2011. There are a few typos and the date of Mumbai Bomb blast is wrongly mentioned. I gave a
5 Star because I loved the way he dealt with a long time line, turbulent periods and made it
interesting and easy to read. This is the second book I am reading of an Indian journalist, my first
one was Vinod Mehta's - Lucknow Boy. I must say that there must be some art of journalistic
writings which makes the books so un-putdown-able.”

Mayank Pande, “Almanac of post independence Indian politics. The book is a great account of
post-independence Indian politics: what went right and what went horribly wrong. Mr. Nayar
inspite of his left leaning ideology lets the reader draw his/her own inferences because he
maintains the same journalistic discipline of reporting facts and not opinions. Something I find
missing in journalism( in the world, not just India) today. Perhaps he and his peers are members
of a dying race and I salute his ( hopefully not his last ) endeavour to keep it alive.”

A, “Beyond the lines. This is a priceless find for all Indophiles and Indians of younger
generations.It has an eyewitness quality of narration and is mature and impartial in its
perspective.It would be a great buy at even 20 times the price I paid. 77 cents!!”

Baljinder, “Wonderful Delivery process. Item description is accurate and delivered in time as
promised in the order. I recommend this seller.”

Venkata Sahith Pulluru, “One for modern Indian politics. An excellent book. Kuldeep Nayar’s
account on India intertwined with his life is a must read. I would recommend this book to on who
is interested in modern history and biographies.”

jagdeep, “Five Stars. Item as described and fast shipping - recommended!”

Geetartha, “very rich in detail. a unique insider's view of recent history. but the narrative reads
like a school book at times. the grammar. Very rich in detail. A unique insider's view of recent
history. But the narrative reads like a school book in places. The proofreading is atrocious.”

ks chaturvedi, “Outstanding book. SirTo begin with, I enumerate many mistakes in the book
which reflects poorly on editing andthe prestige of the publisher. The book is very interesting and
fascinatingand I congratulate the writer for honest producing the incidentsand facts. This is not
an autobiography but as the writer has been editor, journalist and writerhe has produced the
reportages in a systematic way. He started hislife very modestly although his father was a



prominent doctor in Sialkot,he had to leave his house due to partition. Due to his honest
reportingwhich is a difficult task as he has to go to jail during emergency period.He was
appointed Indian High Commissioner by Mr V P Singhin U K as he advised Devi Lal to choose
V P Singh as P Mcandidate instead of Mr Chandrasekhar. As Indian High Commissioner he was
misfitand has no experience for the job. He was many times criticisedin India for his actions. Mr
Inder Kumar Gujral was P M for a verybrief period he gave him a parting gift and he was
nominatedfor Rajya Sabha.I am giving details of the mistakes which are glaring in nature and
hopethat publisher would rectify them in the next edition.Page no 116 the spelling of ' loyale' is
wrong and it should be loyal. Page 238 it is written Sheikh Abdullah which is wrong and it should
beSheikh Muzibur Rehman of Bangladesh.Page no 394 " it is written "Dalhousie was so
secretive about the spiriting awayof the Koh-i Noor from India that he took the diamond through
the South Africa routerather than the regular one through the Suez" It is wrong asSuez started in
year 1869 while dimond was taken in 1848South Africa route was only route available at that
time .The writer has perhaps no knowledge of this as this is not mistake of publisher.The price of
book is very reasonable. It is in reach of everyone.I strongly recommend the book for general
readers and to those who are interested inIndian politics and it's people. He has exposed many
great personalitieslike Dr Manmohan Singh , Chandrasekhar, Lalu Yadav, Sonia
Gandhi,Mulayam Singh for their misdeeds. I have relished the book andwhoever will read this
book will enjoy.I hope publisher would takecare of mistakes in next edition and improve
editing.Thesetypes of mistakes are not found in books published in U K or U S.”

Pratyush, “One of the best read of Political History of India for 1947-1991!. Kuldip Nayar’s book
is a treat for anyone to understand the nation’s political history in a nutshell. His observation of
Nation’s premier from close quarters show the human side of all our leaders is insightful.The first
few chapters of the book deals with the movement of the author’s family from Sialkot and trial /
tribulations while trying to find his feet in the refugee colony of Delhi. His coverage of the
assasination of Mahatma Gandhi and the way he found Nehru, Patel, Mountbatten dealing with
the death of the path bearer. A lot of details about the relationship between Nehru and Patel has
been written and there differing perspective on matters of national importance. However, a few
startling things which come out are, that partition was primarily due to the fatigue of the
Congress party, specifically Nehru and Patel to deal with Muslim League and there desire to get
to POWER before it was too late for them to accomplish anything meaningful. Secondly, for all
the Patel afficandos the fact that he wanted to give away Kashmir, as it was primarily a Muslim
majority state is startling.The author then moves to the post partition time when he works as PIB
for the Home minister GB Pant, who deals with the vexed issues of adoption of Hindi across the
country. The push back from the southern states, the disintegration of Assam into hill states over
the non-adoption of English by Assam Chief Minister of Assam. The drubbing India received in
the 1962 war. The kind of impact this had on the national psyche and especially Nehru. Nehru’s
attempt to groom Indira for the top post, brushing aside any resistance. The sudden demise and



the decision by the Congress syndicate headed by K Kamraj to place Lal Bahadur Shashtri as
the next prime minister for his lack of dynamism. The 1965 Indo-Pak war, and the bold steps
taken by Shastri to cross over to Pakistan which ultimately ended up in the Tashkent declaration.
The failure of the talks, then Russia forcing a declaration, as it was its first attempt on world
stage. The sudden death of Shashtri and the alleged murder by his family.The next interesting
phase of the Indian political history is the ascent of Indira Gandhi, splitting the Indian Congress,
sidelining the key opponents like YB Chavan and Jagjivan Ram. Her distrust for all her own party
members and the ascend of Sanjay Gandhi, her second son. The excesses of Emergency has
been detailed, and how the entire media houses, political parties were maimed. The trio of Bansi
Lal, Sanjay Gandhi, his Doon classmates ruled the roost. Indira Gandhi’s unflinching trust in her
son, and coming to his defence at every possible event, including giving him the license for
manufacturing small cars, rejecting proposals from Toyota, Renault etc. Then comes the tragic
demise of her son and the tragedy of Operation Bluestar, her subsequent assasination. The
coronation of Rajiv Gandhi, the reluctant son to the top post and Congress sweeping the 1984
election.The book then explores the blunders of Rajiv Government on Shah Bano case, Ram
Janm Bhoomi case and his subsequent flip flops, where he lost a golden opportunity to bring
change. Subsequently the book does cover the post 1991 events. However not in such details as
the event prior to 1991.The book does cover the 1947-1991 in great detail, and other books of
contemporary period i.e. post 1991 are covered better in the other books by different authors.
However, it is one of the best reads. Kuldip Nayar, maintains an easy flow and languid style
which makes this an exceptional read.”

Peter, “Nicely written, Gives 1st hand information. No one is honest and no one is above the law
is the moral of the book.All politicians and some administrators have extracted a pound of flesh
from the country.Must have in every serious readers bookshelfThe only thing that perplex me:
How did he mingle so easily with all the politicians with so ease”

Shyamal Chatterjee, “Excellent and Independent views. Must read for all who are interested in
Post Independence fate ( history?) of India and Pakistan.”

The book by Kuldip Nayar has a rating of  5 out of 4.5. 99 people have provided feedback.
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