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Om Khurana was born in 1931 into a Hindu family in an area of India that, with the Partition in
1947, became Muslim Pakistan. Almost overnight, law and order in that part of the country
disappeared. Om and his family witnessed murderous atrocities as they and hundreds of
thousands were forced to flee to safety in India as inter-religious violence erupted. Now a 16-
year-old destitute refugee, Om lied about his age to get a job as a policeman in Delhi. Fast
forward to 2018 where Om and his wife (82) still work full-time at their snack-food manufacturing
and packing business in Essex, UK.Volume 1 of this very personal and often intimate
autobiography describes how Om almost died at birth; his childhood in a Gurukul (a Hindu
religious boarding school) that was a mixture of happiness and very dark incidents; his life on the
family farm and how he learned animal husbandry; a harsh school; how his mother’s life was
saved by a healer; the horrendous Partition years; his induction and service with the Delhi police
force; Om’s role at Gandhi’s funeral; how, with help from a brother, Om studied engineering at
Gwalior, and experienced happiness, despair and horror during his 4 years there. Volume 1 ends
in 1958 with Om’s family helping him to get a one-way ticket to England for further
studies.Volume 2 continues Om’s story as a non-returning Indian in England.Om has harsh
words about the British Raj, Nehru, Jinnah, and even Gandhi. By turn tragic, moving, funny,
uplifting, with strong opinions, Om’s story and writing, with a lilt of Indian phrasing, is always
compelling.



A JOURNEY THROUGH PARTITION AND BEYONDVolume 1 – Living in IndiaOm KhuranaA
Journey Through Partition and Beyond.Copyright © 2018 by Om Khurana.All rights reserved. No
part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means
including information storage and retrieval systems, without permission in writing from the
author. The only exception is by a reviewer, who may quote short excerpts in a review.First
edition, March 2019Republished with minor changes, May 2019Cover designed by David
SkipperEdited by Keith OugdenOm Khurana. Visit my website at
www.omkhurana.com ContentsAcknowledgementsIntroductionChapter 1: The Family
TreeChapter 2: My Life At GurukulChapter 3: A New BeginningChapter 4: Exit from
PakistanChapter 5: Some ThoughtsChapter 6: Enter IndiaChapter 7: Om – Don’t Just Stale
there, Move on ManChapter 8: A Delhi PolicemanChapter 9: Gwalior, the Seat of my Educational
DreamsChapter 10: The Life at GwaliorChapter 11: Goodbye Gwalior & Welcome
DelhiAcknowledgementsIt all started one summer evening when we were visiting our daughter
DJ Ritu, who planted a seed in my head to write my autobiography.‘Dad, why don’t you write
your autobiography? It would be nice to read about your experiences of life.’‘What! I write a book!
Impossible! My English is poor. I can’t write even good letters. In my English exams, I hated to
write essays or examine paragraphs, even though they carried the highest marks. I have no
original thoughts. Even if I have, to express them with my rudimentary knowledge of English, it is
an impossible task to put them into words. I do not fathom how some writers dig out gems from
the profound depth of existence and express them into beautiful words.’However the challenges
of life are always invigorating. With single-mindedness and determination they bring out the best
in you. I read books on writing auto-bios. I did not get it. With repeated reminders from the DJ,
one day about fourteen years ago, in 2004, I sat down to write. Thoughts were moving faster
than the pen. There was no co-ordination between them. Frustrated, annoyed, demoralised, I
wrote a page, rewrote, corrected, and rewrote again and again. Every time I found mistakes,
ambiguity, and lack of continuity in thoughts. I paused for weeks, gave myself a cooling period,
and then went back without quitting. After writing and rewriting after so many attempts, I
discovered that it was not I who was writing these pages but the inspiration and the thoughts
flooding into my head from nowhere, during any time of the day, night, eating, or just resting. The
only precaution I took was to jot down those thoughts on a piece of paper before those gems
were lost into the subconscious and be difficult to retrieve. We all get these inspirations from the
unknowns as long as we listen to our inner voice and do not suppress them.Here I am
presenting my experiences in my own words for you to judge, to criticise, to enjoy, and to learn.
Every story has something good in it to tell, and by reading it one enhances one’s knowledge
without living through it. Therefore, I thank you DJ for planting that seed and then reminding me
again and again to pursue it. That seed has now sprouted into presenting my autobiography. I
wish you enjoyable reading. You may disagree with some of the views I have expressed here but



they are from my heart and without exaggerations; no remorse; and with no hurt to anyone.
Freedom of speech is the birthright of every individual and I have used that right. If you disagree
and feel aggrieved I apologise for it. IntroductionWho am I? Should I know? How would I know?
Would anyone enlighten me? No! Well, I am just confused.They ask me, who am I? I don’t know
and I don’t care to know. I have no clue and I have no intention to find out. There is no need for it.
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without living through it. Therefore, I thank you DJ for planting that seed and then reminding me
again and again to pursue it. That seed has now sprouted into presenting my autobiography. I
wish you enjoyable reading. You may disagree with some of the views I have expressed here but
they are from my heart and without exaggerations; no remorse; and with no hurt to anyone.
Freedom of speech is the birthright of every individual and I have used that right. If you disagree
and feel aggrieved I apologise for it. IntroductionWho am I? Should I know? How would I know?
Would anyone enlighten me? No! Well, I am just confused.They ask me, who am I? I don’t know
and I don’t care to know. I have no clue and I have no intention to find out. There is no need for
it.I fly around with my eagle eyes on every country, in every nook and corner of the planet; I
notice that all the major and minor, significant and insignificant, attentive and inattentive - all the
major seats of influence have been occupied. The occupiers are sitting tight on them and are
jealously guarding their positions with vigour and power at their command.All the control freaks
and egotists on this planet are thundering from their seats with roaring and deafening orders to
frighten the invasive intruders. The Pope, the priests, the pundits, the mullahs, and the practicing
politicians all are watching the newcomer imposters jealously to nullify their importance. The rich
and powerful, the academicians, the professionals, the union bosses - they too are guarding
fiercely against the invaders’ challenge to their positions. I am too late; too late and too timid to
seek out any of those positions. I do not have their calibre and the courage to challenge them.
So, I persuade myself to accept my lot and be happy with it.I cannot be a twenty-fifth Avatar of
the Hindu religion. That list is already closed as they cannot have more than twenty-four Avatars.
The list had already been extended once before from ten Avatars to twenty-four. The Jains also
cannot extend their list of Tirthankra any more as they too have already got twenty-four. It is a
competition between these two religions to keep the numbers to twenty-four. Jainism banned it
when Mahavira, the twenty-fourth Tirthankra, declared that there would be no more added to
that list. He had to compete with so many other claimants to be crowned to this honour.
Buddhists have twenty-four buddhas and Jews have twenty-four prophets. Even the disciples of
Jesus said to him, ‘Twenty-four prophets spoke in Israel and they all talked about thee’.
Amazingly, from wherever this magic number of twenty-four has come, these four religions have
adopted it. I do not practice the other three religions. I am an alien, an outsider. The Jews even
crucified Jesus, a practicing Jew, when he claimed to be the son of God whom the Jews still
await. No, no I do not wish to be crucified. I am happy to stay away from those closed-minded
crowds. I am happy not to knock at that door. Let those doors stay closed forever. Ah, what
about becoming a Guru, a messenger or a son of God? They all have been already occupied or
their lists are also closed. There is no vacancy in those titles either. No, even to think about that
route is foolish as those paths are laid with thorns. Would I like to be boiled in hot oil; get myself
beheaded; crucified; or burnt alive? No, no, no thank you. For God’s sake spare me from that
ordeal. I have come on this planet just to live this one precious life and not to create competition
for those golden chairs or peacock throne.What if I join a long list of Maharajas, Nawabs, or
Kings? Well, they are rolling in riches with plenty of women and wine available on demand, and



food is served on golden and silver plates instead of ordinary crockery like mine. They live in
palatial buildings with beautiful well-maintained gardens, with en-suite gold-plated toilets and
bathrooms. They sleep in cosy, well-furnished and comfortable bedrooms. But hang on please,
before we go any further on such stupid comparisons. Why did Buddha, with all those comforts
and with plenty of women on demand walk away stealthily one night and become a beggar after
roaming around in thick forests for fourteen years? Why did Mahavira leave his palace and
became a naked fakir? Would eating from golden plates improve their appetites? No, it cannot.
The stomachs of the rich are of the same size as mine and cannot hold more food than my
stomach can, with of course some give and take. They cannot increase their appetite beyond
what nature has given them. They will still suffer from stomach upsets, constipations and food
allergies as I might do. They may have comfortable beds, but they may not be better tigers in
them and may suffer from the same insomnia with which I may have when a little thought turns
me into a sleepless wonderer and robs me of my peace of mind. It may force us to seek out help
from a doctor to give us some sleeping pills. It is possible that they may be using gold-plated
toilets, but they may not facilitate them better for the morning ease. No, no let me reject this idea
of joining this crowd who always thrive on killing the innocents in the battlefields. I’d rather seek
out some sanity elsewhere.However, there is a vacancy available to become a Messiah. Jews
have been waiting for centuries for a Messiah to appear. The danger is that they have waited for
the Messiah so long that they would find it difficult to accept any Tom, Dick, and Harry like me.
They did not accept Jesus’ claim for that title and crucified him. I love this life. That is the only
one I have got. There may not be another one although Hindus claim that we live millions of lives
until we earn Nirvana. So, I do not wish to be killed. I love to live.
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competition between these two religions to keep the numbers to twenty-four. Jainism banned it
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that list. He had to compete with so many other claimants to be crowned to this honour.
Buddhists have twenty-four buddhas and Jews have twenty-four prophets. Even the disciples of
Jesus said to him, ‘Twenty-four prophets spoke in Israel and they all talked about thee’.
Amazingly, from wherever this magic number of twenty-four has come, these four religions have
adopted it. I do not practice the other three religions. I am an alien, an outsider. The Jews even
crucified Jesus, a practicing Jew, when he claimed to be the son of God whom the Jews still
await. No, no I do not wish to be crucified. I am happy to stay away from those closed-minded
crowds. I am happy not to knock at that door. Let those doors stay closed forever. Ah, what
about becoming a Guru, a messenger or a son of God? They all have been already occupied or
their lists are also closed. There is no vacancy in those titles either. No, even to think about that
route is foolish as those paths are laid with thorns. Would I like to be boiled in hot oil; get myself
beheaded; crucified; or burnt alive? No, no, no thank you. For God’s sake spare me from that
ordeal. I have come on this planet just to live this one precious life and not to create competition
for those golden chairs or peacock throne.What if I join a long list of Maharajas, Nawabs, or
Kings? Well, they are rolling in riches with plenty of women and wine available on demand, and
food is served on golden and silver plates instead of ordinary crockery like mine. They live in
palatial buildings with beautiful well-maintained gardens, with en-suite gold-plated toilets and
bathrooms. They sleep in cosy, well-furnished and comfortable bedrooms. But hang on please,
before we go any further on such stupid comparisons. Why did Buddha, with all those comforts
and with plenty of women on demand walk away stealthily one night and become a beggar after
roaming around in thick forests for fourteen years? Why did Mahavira leave his palace and
became a naked fakir? Would eating from golden plates improve their appetites? No, it cannot.
The stomachs of the rich are of the same size as mine and cannot hold more food than my
stomach can, with of course some give and take. They cannot increase their appetite beyond
what nature has given them. They will still suffer from stomach upsets, constipations and food
allergies as I might do. They may have comfortable beds, but they may not be better tigers in
them and may suffer from the same insomnia with which I may have when a little thought turns
me into a sleepless wonderer and robs me of my peace of mind. It may force us to seek out help
from a doctor to give us some sleeping pills. It is possible that they may be using gold-plated
toilets, but they may not facilitate them better for the morning ease. No, no let me reject this idea
of joining this crowd who always thrive on killing the innocents in the battlefields. I’d rather seek
out some sanity elsewhere.However, there is a vacancy available to become a Messiah. Jews
have been waiting for centuries for a Messiah to appear. The danger is that they have waited for
the Messiah so long that they would find it difficult to accept any Tom, Dick, and Harry like me.
They did not accept Jesus’ claim for that title and crucified him. I love this life. That is the only
one I have got. There may not be another one although Hindus claim that we live millions of lives
until we earn Nirvana. So, I do not wish to be killed. I love to live.Buddha once said in his
sermons that there have been millions of buddhas before him and there would be millions after
him. That is tempting. That door is wide open. I just must declare that I am a Buddha. This route



is available to any commoner. I would join those millions and why not. The only thing I must do is
to learn the art of meditation, empty my head of all sorts of thoughts of jealousy, greed, desires,
and anger and become nobody. But it is not that easily done as said. I cannot spare fourteen
years of my life to roam about in Jungles. It is a very daunting task and that is why humanity in its
whole history of existence has produced only a very few saintly people that are countable on a
single finger.How about becoming a poor commoner? There are billions of them. Anyone can
join them. The welcoming doors are always open. Their dreams are never fulfilled. They are
condemned to death even before they have a chance to take their first breath. They were
sentenced to suffer without even allowing them expression of opinion. However, if none of the
present politicians like them, admire them, or care about them, at least they will have a chance
to be counted amongst the poor of the world whom Abraham Lincoln hankered to be counted
among - if not in the real world then at least in his dream world, we call it Heaven. But please
wait. There are still enormous opportunities for me. This mother earth never makes anyone a
commoner. It only creates unique souls with unique bodies in the animal kingdom. Nature never
repeats its creation even within the same species. We humans may have a consciousness
superior to the other species.But that is because we are gifted with superior brains. Even on a
lower level, the animal world too has their consciousness, ego and self-respect but at different
levels. The other day I wrongly whispered in a dog’s ears, ‘Hello god, how are you?’ He
annoyingly whooped at me as he if he was going to attack me. I could understand his annoyance
and I could understand what he was trying to say to me: ‘How dare you call me god, when I am
proudly known to be a dog.’ I had hurt his self-esteem and self-respect. I tried to explain that I
had only mistakenly reversed the order of the letters, but my attempt failed to convince. So, there
you are. Even the dogs have their egos and you cannot call them gods even innocently.So, I am
happy to be a unique soul, a commoner, an unknown individual without any desires to belong to
any groups, associations, and organisations. I just want to be a simple soul like billions of others
now, before me, and after me whose destinations would only lead them to bewilderment with no
destination and to nowhere. Life always moves to new territories. It never treads on a beaten
track. No one would ever know where they had come from and where would they go. There
would be no goal, no ambition, and no final place of abode. I do not wish to compete with
anyone. I would like to remain the master of my destiny and my future. That is good enough for
me and for all the poor, the destitute, the underdogs, and the rejects of the society like me. Only
the egotists would like to belong to the elite clubs. I heard in the news today a woman killed
herself in a five-star hotel in New Delhi. She was the wife of a central government minister. She
had no peace even in that luxurious hotel room. Riches and comforts of life have never brought
peace and tranquillity to anyone. Otherwise people like Buddha, Mahavira would never leave the
comforts of their palaces, stacked with women and wines, to become beggars and naked
fakirs. They say that death is a leveller. That is true. Everyone fears death. If you wish to see that
fear on the faces of the people, then go to funeral congregations. The women have no make-up
on their faces; they look haggard, ugly, and fearful. They are scared as if it is they who are going



to be the next on the death list. Of course, it will be everyone’s turn one day. It is only a matter of
time. We are queuing up for our turn. It is the law of nature. All religions and philosophers have
given explanations in one way or another to calm down the nerves of the believers for the fear of
death. They have propounded a theory that there exists a hell and a heaven. In heaven the
virgins are waiting to receive them as if the virgins are commodities and not humans and they
are only created to satisfy the lust of a man. And they also never think that a woman is a virgin
only once and that after the first time going into bed with a lover she is not a virgin after that. To
overcome that handicap, the Hindus have proposed to console the weary mind that the ladies in
the Hindu heavens always remain sixteen to perpetuity and never grow in age. They like to
hypnotise their believers so that they still stay loyal to their religious beliefs even after leaving this
physical body. Again, some others are made to believe in a wishful thinking that a day would
come when God would descend on this planet and with his magic wand revive the buried out of
their graves. If that is so, why should he let them die in the first place? If that ever happened
there would be billions of bodies exhumed from the loving care of mother earth, surrounded by
trillions of microbes destroying them and eventually decaying them. Where would they all go with
the limited space available on the planet, and how would they all be fed with limited resources?
It all goes against the law of nature. What comes must go and be destroyed and a new one takes
its place. It is a cycle of life and death that must be completed. Everything in the Universe moves
in a circle or in a cyclic manner but never in a straight line. Like clouds in the sky, life has no
destination; it has no charted path; and it has no aim. It just moves. If life has come, it must grow,
decay, and finally must wither away – from birth to youth, to old age and finally to death. After
that the new cycle must begin. It may not be the beginning of the same life. It could be another
life in totally different form. We see this every day in the sky. The stars are shining, they are
exploding at the end of their lives, and then they regroup and re-form into a totally different star
with the same kind of materials and structure to shine again but with totally different
characteristics. This mother earth is always in the melting pot.I was born in India into a Hindu
family. My mother gave me birth at a railway quarter at Bahawal Nagar. It was simply by chance
that I was born into that unique country. And I am very proud of it. You will read more in Chapter
1.Then came the time when I immigrated to UK in 1958. That was my destiny. I have adopted the
country to live in and work in, but I will never be proud of its heritage and its exploitation of other
people on the planet. Again, you will read more in Chapter 1.Yes, I have passed my life, some in
socialising; some in mischief; some in arguing and debating; some in earning my living; and lo
the life has just slipped away in dreams like smoke. I sum up this life with four words, beginning
with f: food, fun, fighting, and f…. This is how most of humanity lives and then it withers away to
the unknown eternity. We are all visitors on to this planet. This is our temporary abode of 70 to
100 years. However, some feel that they have a permanent home here and so they feel and act
that way and hence they get the biggest shock when, finally, death knocks on their doors. All
living creatures must face that end. Nature has not created anything which is permanent.
Everything is moving and changing with the time. The day it stops, that would be the end of this



universe.I know you are getting ready to disagree and have a punching match with me. But hold
on, please wait, and don’t go any further. Just imagine the wind just stops and does not move at
all. The whole environment would be polluted resulting in the death of all living creatures.
Therefore, I am not unique to this phenomenon of nature. Every passing day brings me nearer to
my end and I am ready for it. I am part of the universe. I live in the universe, came from the
universe, and I would go back into it. Hence, I am as old as this universe. It is only the god-gifted
body that is 80+ years old which would go back to its source as the Christians say, ‘Dust to
dust’. I am now 80plus. The age has caught up with me, but I am in a unique position. I know the
generation before me, the way they lived; the type of transport system and the modes of travel
they used; the unique social system now and then; the way people courted or arranged
marriages; and the non-existing communication then and sophisticated modern mobiles now. I
have seen them all. This experience also enhances my knowledge more because I was born
and brought up in a working-class family who were not rich but at the same time they cannot be
classed as poor either.I am grateful to all those, saints and sinners, who bumped into my life and
made me richer in the social sciences. I am also lucky that such events as I narrated in this text
had happened, thus making my life story interesting and instructive. Without these people and
the interesting events, I would have nothing to say here. It would be a very dull tale to tell. It
would have no juice in it. The real excitement would be missing. It is a unique journey like anyone
else’s, different but unique.In my early days I had never seen aeroplanes, cars, telephones and
electricity because there were none in that part of the world. There were hardly any roads. To
move from one place to the other there were only dusty footpaths. We had to find out our ways
by enquiring from the locals who would guide us, even sometimes feed us, and if thirsty would
offer water or some other drinks. The mode of travel for long distances was the railways which
were constructed by the colonial British to transport their troops from one area to the other to
control the population of the subcontinent. The shorter distances were covered by walking on
foot, on the poor backs of donkeys, horses, camels, or even sometimes on a bullock cart. The
journey was slow, full of uncertainties and dangers. You might be robbed, killed and thrown into a
ditch for the feast of vultures. No one would ever know your identity, and nobody cared anyway.
Furthermore, on long journeys you might come across some natural disasters such as floods,
landslides, snakes, and the other dangerous animals of the forests. But we were not fearful of
them as the people of today are. We were part of them and were sharing the common habitats
with them. We just went without even thinking about the hazards of travelling. I had done it when
I was only 9 years old. Mine was a unique childhood. I was on my own without any grown-up
adults around me, except sometimes with my peer groups nearly of my age.I had lived my early
childhood in a Gurukul (boarding school) and a village, leading to nowhere. Then came the
partition of India in 1947. I was thrown into the turmoil of the partition, the political upheaval, and
the slaughter of humans in the name of religion. The humans of the subcontinent had turned into
beasts. The British had abandoned their responsibilities to the continent they had ruled and
plundered. They were now running scared back to their country. Their main aim of plunder and



looting of the wealth of that continent was now complete. There was nothing left in that country
to interest them anymore, except the problems of poverty, the hunger, the deprivation, the
unemployment, the divide and rule policy, resulting in the death and the destruction. They had
reduced the local people of that rich country into destitute and ‘naked fakirs’ as Churchill called
them. They had reduced the country into the begging bowl of the world. There were never any
efforts or investment made to open schools or colleges to educate the Indians; open the basic
industries to provide jobs. The only jobs available were in the colonial railways and the
administrative offices to manage the administration of the colony. Rather than encouraging the
opening of seats of learning, basic industries, and small businesses, the British opposed them.
They were using the people of the subcontinent as war fodder; for managing their other colonies
where the sun never set; safeguarding their economic exploitation of them; and effectively
expanding their empire around the world. Their own population was not enough to support their
ambitious jingoism on the world stage. They were reserved only to boss upon the ‘natives’. The
Indians and the Nepalese were the two nationals who provided the soldiers to prop up their
warmongering and human exploitation. The moment they could not keep them under their foot,
the whole colonial and slavery system collapsed. In that brutal scenario of 1947 partition when
the whole country was on fire - the fires on the railway stations; the fires from the guns of the
murderers, the police, the army; the curfews in the towns and the cities – I had just turned into a
youth of 16. At that critical age of making I was thrown out of my birth place to nowhere. I was
nurtured by the dust of that land of birth; I had breathed the fresh air of that land; I had ploughed,
harvested and watered those fields of that land; I had made friends with my pets and cherished
their company of that land; but now they had all gone at the stroke of the hour and never to be
seen or visited again. The British had now abandoned the responsibilities to that land and ran for
cover to their little island.India has seen many such tragedies throughout its history. I would only
hope that that would be the last one. That land of the subcontinent is soaked with human blood.
That land has always been so thirsty. God knows how all that blood has been absorbed into its
soil.The battle of survival had started in earnest in 1947 after the partition of India. I feel sorry for
my parents who had lost everything they had built for their retirement but ended up as refugees
with nowhere to go and living on a handout from the government to survive. I joined the Delhi
police, then an engineering institute to train myself as an engineer for a job. And finally, I got my
passport without bribing or recommendations, borrowed Rs700 from my brother, and landed in
UK on 17th May 1958.My dreams and plans eventually became true but it took ten years to
materialise. I had never quit whatever the odds came in my way. I always found in this long
journey that some unknown forces worked behind the scenes to help me out. I have noticed
during these years that whenever some upheavals and snakes came my way, the ladders of
opportunities were also opening for me to grab. I quote a few examples:

The mode of travel for long distances was the railways which were constructed by the colonial
British to transport their troops from one area to the other to control the population of the



subcontinent. The shorter distances were covered by walking on foot, on the poor backs of
donkeys, horses, camels, or even sometimes on a bullock cart. The journey was slow, full of
uncertainties and dangers. You might be robbed, killed and thrown into a ditch for the feast of
vultures. No one would ever know your identity, and nobody cared anyway. Furthermore, on long
journeys you might come across some natural disasters such as floods, landslides, snakes, and
the other dangerous animals of the forests. But we were not fearful of them as the people of
today are. We were part of them and were sharing the common habitats with them. We just went
without even thinking about the hazards of travelling. I had done it when I was only 9 years old.
Mine was a unique childhood. I was on my own without any grown-up adults around me, except
sometimes with my peer groups nearly of my age.I had lived my early childhood in a Gurukul
(boarding school) and a village, leading to nowhere. Then came the partition of India in 1947. I
was thrown into the turmoil of the partition, the political upheaval, and the slaughter of humans in
the name of religion. The humans of the subcontinent had turned into beasts. The British had
abandoned their responsibilities to the continent they had ruled and plundered. They were now
running scared back to their country. Their main aim of plunder and looting of the wealth of that
continent was now complete. There was nothing left in that country to interest them anymore,
except the problems of poverty, the hunger, the deprivation, the unemployment, the divide and
rule policy, resulting in the death and the destruction. They had reduced the local people of that
rich country into destitute and ‘naked fakirs’ as Churchill called them. They had reduced the
country into the begging bowl of the world. There were never any efforts or investment made to
open schools or colleges to educate the Indians; open the basic industries to provide jobs. The
only jobs available were in the colonial railways and the administrative offices to manage the
administration of the colony. Rather than encouraging the opening of seats of learning, basic
industries, and small businesses, the British opposed them. They were using the people of the
subcontinent as war fodder; for managing their other colonies where the sun never set;
safeguarding their economic exploitation of them; and effectively expanding their empire around
the world. Their own population was not enough to support their ambitious jingoism on the world
stage. They were reserved only to boss upon the ‘natives’. The Indians and the Nepalese were
the two nationals who provided the soldiers to prop up their warmongering and human
exploitation. The moment they could not keep them under their foot, the whole colonial and
slavery system collapsed. In that brutal scenario of 1947 partition when the whole country was
on fire - the fires on the railway stations; the fires from the guns of the murderers, the police, the
army; the curfews in the towns and the cities – I had just turned into a youth of 16. At that critical
age of making I was thrown out of my birth place to nowhere. I was nurtured by the dust of that
land of birth; I had breathed the fresh air of that land; I had ploughed, harvested and watered
those fields of that land; I had made friends with my pets and cherished their company of that
land; but now they had all gone at the stroke of the hour and never to be seen or visited again.
The British had now abandoned the responsibilities to that land and ran for cover to their little
island.India has seen many such tragedies throughout its history. I would only hope that that



would be the last one. That land of the subcontinent is soaked with human blood. That land has
always been so thirsty. God knows how all that blood has been absorbed into its soil.The battle
of survival had started in earnest in 1947 after the partition of India. I feel sorry for my parents
who had lost everything they had built for their retirement but ended up as refugees with
nowhere to go and living on a handout from the government to survive. I joined the Delhi police,
then an engineering institute to train myself as an engineer for a job. And finally, I got my
passport without bribing or recommendations, borrowed Rs700 from my brother, and landed in
UK on 17th May 1958.My dreams and plans eventually became true but it took ten years to
materialise. I had never quit whatever the odds came in my way. I always found in this long
journey that some unknown forces worked behind the scenes to help me out. I have noticed
during these years that whenever some upheavals and snakes came my way, the ladders of
opportunities were also opening for me to grab. I quote a few examples:The death of my elder
brother at Gurukul made my parents bring me back into the world of reality.The partition of India
made me free to be the master of my own destiny, without any interference from parents.Joining
the Delhi Police, a job leading to nowhere, pricked my eldest brother in supporting me for further
education.The dead-end job at NPL where there were no promotions without recommendations
and so many young scientists emigrating to USA, inspired me to dream of going abroad for a
better education and future prospects.The help of an angel whom I had met only once when he
was coming to UK to work and live, sent me an appointment letter that helped me to get an
Indian passport that took more than a year. The prevalent racism in the housing market when
renting rooms in UK. A compassionate estate agent came in my life to put me on a property
ladder when I was a full-time student with no income and not even a penny in my pocket for the
one-third deposit.The deterioration of health in Wales got me the Green Card to go to America
where I got my health back and where our son was born.The racism in the UK job market once
again forced me to set up my own business.When the business was growing, and we needed
more space, an angel appeared from nowhere and offered me a piece of land to construct six
factories. Similarly, in the pages of this book, you will find so many more examples when
opportunities knocked at my door, someone came on the scene to help me grow. You will also
notice that on some occasions the misfortunes were also inflicted on me by fellow humans. I do
not find the answer to why they had happened, but I accepted them as and when I confronted
them. It is a great consolation to read some great sayings of the previous sages who were here
on this planet before. Guru Nanak said in Japuji Sahib that whatever good or bad happens in
one’s life, it is the making of the Divine. Accept it rather than fight it. This would lead you to the
Nirvana. Jesus also said that ‘Blessed is the man who suffers. He has attained his life’. I agree
wholeheartedly with that. Throwing flowers with thorns in our way is the job of the Divine and it
enjoys it the most. It is for us to accept the flowers and walk away from the thorns. So,
beginning from 1947 to date, I have seen a lot of changes in the way of living and that is why I
said that I am in a unique position to tell the tale of that long journey which has passed through
all kinds of terrains, the times, the continents, and has seen the numerous technological



changes. I know my previous generation and a bit about the generation before, how they lived,
what they did, and what was their social structure. I also know the social cohesion of my
generation and two more generations after me. I have a lot to talk about the history of five
generations. Finally, I am writing this episode with some meaning of mine attached to it but
when you read it your interpretation of its words and their meanings will obviously be yours.
These interpretations would change according to your moods and whims at the given time of
your reading.At certain places in the text I may be describing individuals, highlighting their
religion. The sole purpose of that is to emphasise their cultural differences and attitudes, nothing
more and nothing less. I am not a bigot and I respect and love all religions as they are. My
religious beliefs are just mine and I lead my life on some basic principles of my life and they are
not based on any religion. I am just guided by my inner voice and I hear its whispering in my ears
all the time.Chapter 1: The Family TreeDiscovering Family NameMy family name has a typical
meaning. I always wondered what this Khurana means. I was not aware of it. This name, its
origin, and its meaning always puzzled me. I tried to figure out many times but failed until one
day a man walked into our shop in Leyton and addressed me with my last name as if he knew
me well. I had never met him before.He said, ‘Hello Mr Khurana, how are you?’‘I am ok. Who are
you, sir?’‘Oh, you do not know me, but I know all about your family in India.’‘Oh! How?’ So, he
gave me a little history of his family and how his family knew my parents before partition. During
that conversation I said, ‘I know my origins where my family come from, but I cannot figure out
my surname and why we are Khurana.’‘Don’t you know it? I know it and you should be very
proud to be Khurana.’‘Oh, is that right? Tell me more about it.’‘In our language, “Khu” means a
water-supplying well on a farm and “Rana” means the landlord. So, the meaning is that you are
Lords of the Farms and your ancestors must be land-owning families.’‘Oh well, that makes
sense.’That revelation had lit a candle in my heart and made me a proud descendant of my
forefathers.The Place of our ancestorsThe forefathers must have come from somewhere where
the human species originated and then migrated. It is the area of the historians to know how
families migrated from the seat of human origination. But what I know is that our forefathers lived
at D I Khan, the gateway for the millions of settlers, the raiders, the opportunists, the criminals,
the rapists, the kidnappers, the religious bigots, and the rulers of the rich Indian soil of the
subcontinent. Our forefathers took all the brunt of these types of settlers. They took a lot. They
must have been battle-hardy and determined people, seeing a lot of their family members being
slaughtered, kidnapped, forced to change their culture, their way of living and their beliefs. If we
put the clock back to a few thousand years ago when the whole planet was dotted with lawless
tribes and ruled by the iron fist of a lone brute, survival must have been so difficult and
sometimes impossible. At that gateway to India through which Alexander, Mohammad Gaznavi,
Mohammed Gory, and many more thugs and adventurers passed, it is a miracle that my
forefathers survived and kept their way of living and their religion. India The Country of my
BirthThe mass of the Indian Plate separated from the African Continent and inched its way for
about 130 million years, fighting, battling with the Indian Ocean to join the great Asian Continent,



with China and Afghanistan as its immediate neighbours. This pushed the Chinese land mass so
hard that it created the highest mountain range on this planet – the Himalayas. This has not
stopped yet. It continues to push Himalaya to increase its height every year. For thousands of
years its tiny highest peak was unconquerable and had challenged the imaginations of humans
until in 1958 Tensing, a brave Nepalese Sherpa and Hillary of New Zealand conquered it.India is
fertile, has mighty holy rivers, canals and streams all moving with their beautiful pace to meet
their destination in the beautiful Indian Ocean, the Ocean the Hindus mysteriously forgot to
worship. They worship snakes, monkeys, rivers, cows, and even the robots and modern
machines, so how did they forget the vast Ocean? I haven’t got a clue as I am not an expert on
the Indian mythology.It has all kinds of weathers and landscapes - the plains; the mountains
covered with silky, white, deep layers of snow; the valleys full with rich forests of a variety of
vegetations sheltering under their canopies an unknown number of species and insects. They
also provide sanctuary to all kinds of birds, monkeys, lions, tigers, the fastest running cheetahs,
the slow and easy-going elephants and many more. They all live in harmony, in freedom, rather
than being hunted as the colonists did. They are worshipped by the locals whose very old
culture of so many centuries of evolution forbade them to kill them.India is a beautiful land with
so much history. India joined with Asia to live in peace and in harmony with its great neighbours.
It is a land which has given birth to so many religions, sub-religions, and all of them live and
practice their faiths in harmony, with some hiccups at times stirred up by outer forces. It is still
active and dynamic in providing its great Eastern philosophies even today when religions are
dying all over the planet. In the west, religion is already finding its way into the history books and
the world’s museums. The coming future generations may laugh at how their forefathers had
invented gods and then worshipped them. It is the rivalry between the various religions which is
keeping the religions still in the limelight. It is also a land where Ram, Krishna, Buddha, and
Mahavira were born as princes but left their kingdoms to roam around in forests to become
enlightened beggars and naked fakirs. No country on this planet has such a culturally rich
parallel history. India is also a land where millions, maybe billions, of humans were slaughtered
throughout its history in the name of religion with various reasons. Many areas of its thirsty land
are soaked with human blood.On the positive side, it is a land of Mahan Rishis, Monies, Saints,
and Sufis. It is a land where Lord Buddha, the first ever human being, was enlightened and gave
a unique message of love and peace. It is Lord Buddha who taught meditation to the later
generations to achieve eternal peace. He spread his philosophy to other lands with messengers
of peace and has left his footprints over them. The whole world has changed forever, never to go
back to its previous mediaeval times. Such exceptional people come on this planet only rarely
but leave their philosophies for posterity. It is a country which has never colonised any other
nation, even when it was on its peak of economic and military power. To its credit, it has never
invaded any other country. It spreads its message of peace and non-violence, its religious
philosophies, with the messengers of peace, not with the sword as done by Muslim and
Christian zealots. That makes me proud to be born into a nation which has such a rich heritage.



Of course, it also suffers from some of its own drawbacks, but they are mostly due to not
changing with the times. Any culture which does not change with the times will eventually
deteriorate and die, but Indian culture has the capacity to rebound. The people of that land are
simple, religious, and believe in the philosophy of peace and non-violence. The people are
contented with their lot. They pray for world peace in their everyday prayers. But because of its
richness in minerals, gold, diamonds, coal, iron ores, and the exotic herbs and spices, it became
the prey of plunder and colonisations for centuries. It is inhabited by people who have superior
cultures over the past invaders and the colonialists. It has its deep-rooted philosophies, and
because of its resilience and rich traditions and culture it escaped the total annihilation of its
population, as happened to the aborigines of the American, Canadian, Australian, New Zealand
and South American continents. The British, the worst colonialists, tried their best to reduce the
subcontinent’s population by creating famines, as they had done to other rich colonies, but they
failed because Indians are great survivors. The British eventually wanted to inhabit that rich land
with their own kind as they did on the other continents. It was a plot by its vicious elites, not by
the commoners, I believe, which failed miserably.That is also a land where Lord Krishna had
given his first sermons in the middle of the battleground from where a famous warrior, Arjuna,
was ready to run away as a coward rather than face his related adversaries. This sermon, written
in Sanskrit script about 5,000 years ago, in a poetic form as Bhagwat Gita, is sung by millions of
devotees even today. Gita lays down the foundations of the first ever lessons in the psychology
of human behaviour. In the same land the treatise on sex, Kamasutra, was written. It is said that
so far nobody has been able to add or devise any better sexual postures than those in that book.
The yoga practice, the science of relaxation and exercises, was devised in the same land of
Rishis. The foundations of medicine were laid in one of the four Vedas. It was a land of huge
abundance in everything. It had its own universities which were teaching religions and
philosophies. It had thousands of beautiful temples which were full of endless gold and
diamonds such that, even after looting by foreign invaders for a thousand years, there is still
plenty left for the locals.The most recent son of this land was Gandhi, who invented and
experimented with the effectiveness of the non-co-operation movement to oust the mighty
British from its soil. When Gandhi died, Einstein commented that 'future generations will refuse
to believe that such a man ever walked on this planet', a great tribute for a great noble soul.
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