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"The Darwesh with God's love replete
No kinship claims with West or East:
To Spahan, Delhi or Sornercand

I do not trace my native land.

I utter what is true and right

Without the thought of fear or fright:
The fool of Mosque I am not,

Am nor the child of Western Thought."

Friends and foes are all alike

In contempt for me and dislike:

For I could never honey call

What is bitter like the gall
Igbal
Bal-i-Jabril
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PREFACE

Stanley Wolpert, in the Preface to "Jinnah of Pakistan" said, "Few individuals significantly
alter the course of history Fewer still modify the map of the world. Hardly anyone can
be credited with creating a nation State Mohammad Ali Jinnah did all three."

A more apt and deserved tribute would be difficult to find for my leader and
inspiration Mohammad Ali Jinnah.

Many people have prodded me to complete this book commenced in 1961 in
Hyderabad Jail. I have completed it in fits and starts over 32 years sometimes
discouraged by my own inadequacy for such a venture. I was dissuaded further by the
state of politics prevailing in Pakistan the insatiable hunger for power of bureaucrats,
Generals, and lastly the neophyte politician agreed the endemic corruption created by
them. They have all been factors in my reluctance to complete the task.

Thanks are due, however, to the encouragement and assistance of my dear friend, Dr.
Anwar Haidar, of Stoke-on-Trent, who chivvied me into completing this book. I must
confess that without his constant urging, that this book would have provided essential
information to our coming generations of the tremendous sacrifices offered by our
people for the creation of Pakistan. But for his exhortations the completion of this book
would have been improbable if not impossible. I am beholden to him for the devotion,
at the expense of his professional time, to go through the manuscript several times. In
fact, the credit for the arduous task of overseeing, its translation into Urdu is entirely
his. May God bless him.

I am also grateful to those friends who encouraged me to complete this book inspite of
my in health, wishing me to throw some light on the nascent Pakistan movement and
Pakistan's present day malaise.

I must also convey my gratitude to Professor Akbar S. Ahmed, Fellow of Selwyh
College, Cambridge for agreeing to write the foreword.

I must offer my thanks to Mohammad Ismail, my Steno-Secretary, for the back breaking
work of typing the manuscript and his devotion to this job and lastly to Muhammad
Riaz, my Computer Operator/Composer, for completing this book.

Addition in the revised edition.
Some unkind critics, without bothering to read this book have thought it fit to castigate

me for showing disrespect to my leader. Their hasty conclusions have caused me much
pain. I wish they had taken the trouble to read the text. They would have found that the
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book is primarily dedicated to our great Quaid-i-Azam. Or the chapter six dealing with
Quaid-i-Azam's personality and had noticed my sincere devotion to him.

I would welcome fair suggestions to improve this book, but at the same time would
exhort young readers to understand it in the context before passing their hasty
judgment. I have recorded my memoirs honestly according to my own perception. Let
them also try to understand it fairly.

Sirdar Shaukat Hyat Khan.
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Foreword by Professor Akbar S. Ahmed Khan, Selwyn College
Cambridge, to 'The Nation that Lost its Soul' by Sirdar Shaukat Hyat
Khan.

Pakistan society in South Asia is characterized by people of action; few write. This is in
contrast to Indian society. Take the drama of the independence of Pakistan and the
partition of India in 1947. It generated a treasure trove of books on the Indian side.
Gandhi, Nehru, Azad all wrote their accounts. On the Muslim side there is a notable
lack of memoirs or political accounts. It is therefore doubly welcome when one of the
stalwarts of that period, one of the main actors in the Punjab, Sirdar Shaukat Hyat,
presents us with his memoirs.

Sirdar Shaukat's book is important on several counts. Firstly, it is a remarkable story of
a remarkable man whose long life has seen both the high noon of the British empire and
its demise, the struggle for Pakistan, the creation of Pakistan, the debacle in 1971 and
the present malaise in the 1980s and 1990s. For the last half-century the author has been
either, at the centre of where the action was or near the centre and therefore in a
position to comment meaningfully.

Few books give us such a picture of a society undergoing change as this one does. The
book provides a unique span covering cataclysmic upheaval in society: from the time of
his grandfather, Hyat Khan, who established the family fortunes in the middle of the
Victorian 19th century to that, of the author, himself who is now on the threshold of the
21st century, contemplating the coming time; from the time of the Mughal Empire
which finally collapsed in 1857 and one chapter of Muslim history came to an end, to
the opening of a completely new era of world history, of new technology and instant
global media communications dominated by the West in the 1990s.

The author's family traces its origins back to early Islam. Indeed there are genealogical
links with the first Muslim conquest of Spain. A doorway at Cordoba provides
archaeological evidence. There are fascinating historical anecdotes: for instance of
Mughal emperors on their way to Kashmir, passing through the family stronghold at
Wah.

Secondly, the book is important because it provides unique insights into Punjab.
society. We have accounts of Sirdar Shaukat's marriage and happening almost
simultaneously, accounts of his father's death and burial. We learn of the weddings in
the family and the values of the elders: how his father, as the Prime Minister of the
Punjab, invited wedding guests with the sentence, "No presents, please, for my
children" printed on the invitation card. Sirdar Sahib does not miss an opportunity to
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compare the past with the present. We have a unique insight into a bygone world of
north Indian feudal life. Feudalism may have had its great flaws and sins but it also had
a certain elegance and style, a code which matched and reflected aristocratic elements of
the British Raj which allowed, someone like Sirdar Shaukat Hyat to be accepted into
London society without much of an ethnic or racial problem.

How many readers outside Pakistan would know that stroking the moustache implies
an unspoken threat, in feudal body Language? We have a fascinating episode in which
the powerful Governor of West Pakistan Nawab Kalabagh, in the 1960s, calls Sirdar
Shaukat, for a meeting during which he uses this language Sirdar Shaukat responded
by fighting back. The authorities victimized his property and family.

Third there is an important comment on contemporary issues in the light of the
Pakistan movement. We are informed about the central debate in Pakistan raging now
about society is Pakistan to be fundamentalist i.e. religiously orientated or seculari.e. to
divorce religion from political life? The, debate is invariably informed by references, to
Mr. Jinnah, the Quaid-i-Azam. The paradox is that both sides cite Mr. Jinnah. Sirdar
Shaukat Hyat is clearly against the fundamentalists. Mr. Jinnah, he argues, never
wanted a theocracy. He was a tolerant humanist. The outcome of the debate is
important because on it depends what kind of society will emerge in Pakistan.
Unfortunately this central issue has not been resolved and society swings from close-
minded, intolerant, religious leaders on the one hand, to close-minded, intolerant
secular leaders on the other. By pointing out the dilemma Sirdar Shaukat clearly
underlines its importance for us.

Sirdar Shaukat reminds us that many of the ulema called Quaid i Azam, kafir-i-azam or
the greatest of unbelievers. The ulema continued to fight against Pakistan. "Today" the
Sirdar exclaims with indignation "they have the cheek to call it home of Islam and that it
was created for it". He points, out that it was the slogan that small children chanted
during the movement "Pakistan ka matlab kia laillaha illalah" that people used later to
reinforce this argument. General Zia used this slogan to reinforce his own rule. He
argues that God belongs to all, to Hindus, Muslims, Christians and Jews. God is not the
sole property of the Muslims.

But the Sirdar is not against Islam itself. On the contrary. To him independence meant
"all sacrifices seemed worthwhile because 'Islam' the motivating force for the Pakistan
movement has been unshackled and freed from the slavery of the twin dangers' of the
British as well as caste Hindu imperialism"

We learn of the dramatic story of the rise of the Hyat family. As a child growing up in
north Pakistan near Wah I had heard of the legend from my Hyat friends at school. It
began with Muhammad Hyat Khan Sirdar Shaukat's grandfather, who was on the staff
of General Nicholson. He had accompanied Nicholson to Delhi to put down the mutiny
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in 1857. Both had been wounded and Hyat Khan had rescued Nicholson at the risk of
his own life. A grateful Nicholson while dying wrote a letter to Lord Lawrence the
Lieutenant-Governor of the Punjab in his own blood. The British government rewarded
Hyat Khan and thus was established one of the great feudal families of north India.

Like his father, Sir Sikander, Premier of the Punjab from 1936-1942. Sirdar Shaukat was
educated at Aligarh University which immediately brought him into contact with
Muslims from all over India. It was a remarkable culture and it created and laid down
the foundations for what would become the Pakistan movement. It was also creating a
kind of Muslim renaissance.

Sirdar Shaukat relates the story of two cousins both claimants to property worth
millions of rupees. The rich person visited his father's office to try to influence him by
leaving behind half a million rupees, a great deal of money then. When his father
enquired what this was the visitor said that this was so that he could buy some sweets
for his children. Sirdar's father picked up the money and threw it at the gentleman and
told him never ever, to enter his presence again, adding that the day his children lived
on ill-gotten gain he would prefer to see them dead. However, after the man left, he still
saw his official file and felt that, in spite of his foolishness, the case was in his favor. In
order to preserve impartiality, he sent it up to the Governor for him to decide. The
Governor, too after studying the case agreed that the same man be awarded an estate.
He recounts how Sir Fazl-i-Hussain and Muhammad Shaffi both the Viceroy's executive
councilors never made a penny, out of their great public offices and when Sir Shaffi
died he left a debt of Rs. 200,000. Fazl-i-Hussain's only possession was the little piece of
land which he had inherited and a small house worth Rs. 30,000 which he built from his
savings as a lawyer. That was his only investment after twenty years of holding some of
the most important positions in India.

There is no concealment in the book, no hypocrisy here, no attempts at projecting
something false. Sirdar Shaukat describes his visit to London in a rickety sea-plane
during the war. His fellow passenger pulled out a bottle of Cognac and shared it with
him. He thinks, back to Lady Willingdon, ex-Vicereine of India, taking him under her
wing because her husband the Viceroy, had known the Sirdar's father. She reminded
him that he represented the great traditions of the Indian army as an officer of the
Bengal Lancers and he must keep up his dignity and not behave like some of the other
Indians boys by being seen with cheap company. He was invited to the big houses and
the people there treated him like a gentleman and were hospitable and magnanimous.

He describes London and the havoc caused by the blitz in Hitler's bombing. His
warmth and his humanity are reflected in his account of Britain during the siege in
Hitler's war. He had been asked to tour military units and give them morale boosting
lectures.
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Sirdar Shaukat relates an incident in Aberdeen which gave him confidence in the
British. While waiting for his talk to the service officers he went to the cinema. The
cinema was full of soldiers, girls and boys and a few old people. Soon after the trailer,
an announcement appeared on the screen saying the air-raid shelter was below in the
cellar and people should rush to it. The Sirdar was astonished that only one man who
was seventy and seated next to him asked the attendant how to get there. No one else
stirred. People were not bothered. They continued to see the film and enjoy themselves.
That incident assured Sirdar Shaukat that the bull-dog spirit of the British would defeat
their enemy in the war.

We learn of the Sirdar's idyllic young life as the son of distinguished father, the Premier
of the Punjab, one of the richest provinces of India, as large as a major European
country. We learn of his joining the British Indian army, of his scraps on the North-West
Frontier Province with the legendary. Faqir of Ipi. We learn of his decision to join Mr.
Jinnah and the Muslim League. Giving up the Unionists who were opposed to Pakistan
and joining the Muslim League of Mr. Jinnah meant incredible pressure. We know that
Sirdar. Shaukat Hyat lost not only property but other crude pressures were put on him
by the British administration. We learn of the creation of Pakistan, his appointment to
government, his subsequent opposition to government and his landing in jail. The
author is highly critical of General Zia's attempts at Islamization and the story is
brought right up to date.

Sirdar Shaukat describes himself as a young man walking in Murree one evening with
his small sisters. When he passed the British Medical Hospital amounted, British officer
moved up to them and whipped them mercilessly with his hunting crop. His little sister
fell down the steep side of the hill. This was colonial rule.

Sirdar Shaukat describes his illness in 1924 from the dreaded disease, tuberculosis, and
the fears of the family that they would lose their young boy. The disease, Sirdar points
out, eventually claimed his great hero, Mr. Jinnah. He describes how the Quaid-i-Azam
(Mr. Jinnah) himself visited him when he was ill with a high temperature, a rare gesture
for the Quaid who rarely visited people otherwise everyone would want him to visit.

The author's great hero is Mr. Jinnah. Indeed the book is dedicated to Mr. Jinnah, to
Allama Igbal and to the author's father, Sir Sikander Hyat. This is a very impressive trio,
a formidable combination of Muslim talent. With Mr. Jinnah, Sirdar Shaukat had found
a surrogate father. Indeed Miss Jinnah, Mr. Jinnah's sister, confirms that he was like a
son to her brother.

In this book we relive the horrors of partition again and we must keep in mind that the
eye of the storm was Lahore. Here Sirdar Shaukat Hyat's powers of description and his
own humanity are clearly expressed. He works round the clock not only to ensure some
kind of refuge and order when the unending stream of refugees pours in from India,
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destitute and ravaged, but also to maintain harmony for the Hindus in Lahore and for
the protection of their lives. This, the Sirdar reiterates, is what Islam demands of him.

We learn of the skullduggery in the Kashmir case, of how the great names were
involved in obtaining Kashmir for India. We learn of how the Pakistani surprise
invasion that Sirdar Sahib was planning with his colleagues unofficially was ruined
because one of the key member had disappeared in Peshawar on his honeymoon. In the
meantime India had deployed her troops.

During his long life Sirdar Shaukat has suffered immensely. He was jailed on several
occasions for long periods for standing up to the authorities. The grant of forty squares
of prime land in Sahiwal district was cancelled by the British Governor and his cabinet
because Sirdar Shaukat refused to abandon Mr. Jinnah. Pakistan, too, would behave in a
similar manner. The Wah cement factory was taken from his family because he refused
to bow to the Pakistani President.

He describes the savage cruelty meted out to his son Sikander who, as a young boy,
stood up to President Ayub Khan in the 1960s. Sikander was sent to prison (and
tortured) then to a lunatic asylum. In a famous exchange the Governor, Amir Khan, the
Nawab of Kalabagh, said to Sirdar Sahib, "I am a dog and I will bite whoever my master
wishes me to do so." He simply obeyed Ayub Khan's orders. The Sirdar stood up
saying, "Amir Khan, I am nearly fifty years and throughout this period I have never sat
with a dog to partake food and let me prophesy that you will die like a dog." Indeed
this is what happened when Kalabagh was thrown out by Ayub Khan from his
governorship and eventually murdered in a most horrific manner.

There are moments of humor. During the campaign of Miss Jinnah against Ayub Khan
in the 1960s she was often tired and therefore bad-tempered. Her staff came up with a
solution to save her time. They persuaded one of their colleagues (Mr. Anwar) who
looked like her to drape a scarf around his neck and sit in the back seat waving his hand
to the crowds along the roads. People thought that he was their "Madr-e-Millat", mother
of the nation, and waved and cheered to catch a glimpse. Since then the title Madr-e-
Millat stuck to Mr. Anwar.

We have one of the most penetrating accounts of the dramatic days early in 1971 when
the fate of Pakistan was being decided. The bungling, the intrigue, the indecisiveness of
the Pakistani leadership is clearly brought out. The situation changes from moment to
moment and it spins out of control leading to the division of Pakistan and the creation
of Bangladesh. India's shrewd handling of the Bangladesh crisis and Pakistan's inept
handling of it are underlined. Pakistan's tragic failure to understand and manipulate the
world media is once again high-lighted. This failure has a resonance today as Pakistan
struggles to project the Kashmir case to an increasingly hostile and indifferent world.
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At the end of the story Sirdar Shaukat Hyat makes a devastating comparison of
Pakistan, between the ideal in the early years and the reality of today. He recounts the
simplicity of the founding fathers, of Quaid-i-Azam travelling into huge public
meetings without any protection, with just one motor cyclist leading him; of Quaid-i-
Azam checking even trivial expenses at the Governor-General's house and charging one
rupee as a token salary; of Liaquat Ali Khan, the first Prime Minister, travelling with
other paying passengers on the Orient Airways. He recalls staying with Chaudhry
Muhammad Ali, then Secretary-General, and finding his bedroom furniture consisting
of one ordinary bed with one sheet on it, one small chair and one small table. He then
compares this with the legacy of General Zia: "tons of lies, deceptions, lavish standards
of living and free for all loot." He condemns General Zia for tampering with justice, for
inefficiency, greed and corruption. Pakistanis, it may be inferred, are great believers in
Einstein's theory of relativity - getting relatives plots, jobs and licenses!

In concluding, the Sirdar reflects that although he was forced to sell ninety-five percent
of his inherited property to survive, with the help of God he has refrained from
accepting or offering bribes throughout his life. He has accumulated no wealth by
unfair means and withstood every temptation.

Towards the end he reminiscences about the importance of Pakistan as an ideal. This is
a point made by few in Pakistan itself as the elite of the country appear to be wrapped
in a mood of disillusionment and cynicism. He points out that, there were many forces
determined to undermine what he believes was the "vital machine that could spearhead
the renaissance movement that is Pakistan". Even Israel is suspected for "it suits neither.
the Zionist capitalists nor the students of crusades of the Middle Age or the disciples of
agnosticism to see the idea of Islamic justice prosper".

Bernard Shaw said of the average politician: "He knows nothing; he thinks he knows
everything - that clearly points to a political career." To arrogance Sirdar Shaukat would
add other vices like corruption and nepotism in the Pakistani politician. Sirdar Shaukat
is disillusioned with the state of Pakistani politics. It is a shattering critique. He does not
spare any one. All the big names are included; but he ends on a note of optimism.

It is generally said that an autobiography reveals nothing bad about its author except
his memory. Sirdar Shaukat disproves this maxim. His memory is sharp and like an
honest writer of autobiography Sirdar Shaukat Hyat does not wish to be tactful or
diplomatic. He holds the mirror up steadily. He holds it not only to himself but for
Pakistani society to look at. It will know the ideals that helped create it and the
disappointments and failures that it confronted. But Sirdar Shaukat holds up the mirror
in the hope that Pakistanis will benefit from history.
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In his conclusion he once again refers to his own father who advised him of the
different stages of a man's growth which reflected a nation's growth. The stage in the
evolution would bring hope and triumph. The book thus ends on an optimistic note.

We may agree or disagree with the author - and many will find much to criticize in the
book - but we cannot ignore the richness and originality of Sirdar Shaukat's account.
There are stories of bribery, nepotism and corruption, stories of honor and integrity,
stories of heart-break and passion. It is the full panorama of a full life. It is not an
academic exercise, nor an anthropological or a philosophical one; neither is it a
journalistic one. If is simply a warrior sitting down with his pen to describe his long and
eventful life as best and as honestly as he can. The hook is essential reading for anyone
interested in the history of Pakistan and its present predicament.
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CHAPTER -1

MY YOUTH.

"The Congregation carries idols up its sleeves
Am ordered proclaim there is none but He."
Igbal - Zarb-i-Kaleem

The following is neither a narration of a war hero nor is it the biography of a great
patriarch. It is just an ordinary story of a very ordinary man, one of those hundreds of
millions who were fortunate, or more appropriately, were unfortunate enough to have
been born in the Colonial East in 1915.

I was born during the First World War in Amritsar, the city famous for the Golden
Temple of the Sikh community, in the old Punjab of British India; it was the city to
which my mother belonged. My father had come from the more rugged North, the
soldier - producing part on the banks of the River Indus.

I was the second child in the family, the first was my sister Mahmooda. Being the much
sought after first son, my birth is reported to have been an occasion of much jubilation
and festivity. In the closely knit family life in India a son was, in those days, considered
a blessing, for he was supposed to be a prop, an heir, as well as an old age insurance for
the parents. Having given birth to a daughter, my mother was very keen to beget a son.
She visited many a shrine praying and seeking divine benevolence in the form of a son
and heir.

However, before I recount my own experiences, perhaps it would be more appropriate
to give a brief background of our family and the then prevailing conditions in the
country.

My father came from ancient stock from the area of Taxila, famous for its Buddhist seat
of Learning and, later, as the headquarters of the Greek rulers after the invasion by
Alexander the Great. His name was Sirdar Sikander Hyat Khan. Sikander is the
transliteration of Alexander.

Actually our tribe had Arab lineage. Ibn Khattar, our forefather, was a Captain with
Tariq who had carried the Arab invasion into Gibraltar (Jabal-el-Tarig) in Spain One of
the old gates in Cordova I believe still carries the family name Sonic Spanish admixture
must have taken place in our blood there as did the Judo Grecian during our later
sojourn in Taxila.
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Later, one of our forebears seems to have fallen out with the Ommayyad Rulers of
Spain left the country and took service in the Court of Abbasides in Baghdad They
flourished there for a time but their independent streak did not make them the best of
courtiers as it was also to be in subsequent generations! Therefore the head of the clan
was transferred to the remote part of the Empire of Sistan, West of Afghanistan, as a
Governor. As the place later became desert, on account of erosion the junior branch
(younger son of the then Independent ruler) came into India with Mahmud of Ghazni
and remained on the banks of the Indus.

Dissatisfied and perhaps attracted by the idea of new conquests, the head of the elder
branch later joined Mohammad Ghouri in the 12th century (1176 AD) as a General to
invade India. Our forebears and their children fell in love with the verdant hills to the
south of the River Indus and spread out along that range Later our branch the Ferozal
settled in the area of the lake and springs seven miles north of Taxila. They made their
Headquarters at a place where springs flowed from the top of a limestone hill, and was
named after his son as Jalal Sar (The springs of Jalal). The rest of the tribe spread itself
into the adjoining mountain running north and west of Jalal Sar This preference for hilly
country, was in keeping with the economy of that period, where cattle were the real
wealth and grazing grounds were a prize held by the strongest and the most warlike.
The tilling of low lands was left to the less virile and their produce was always at the
mercy of the marauding highlanders.

Sardar Jalal Khan's descendants enjoyed their supremacy till the time of the Mughal
Emperors. They even provided an army for the Mughals, in, the time of Emperor
Akbar, for the re-conquest of India, as they had for his grandfather Babar. General
Ahmad Khan fell out with the Mughals, after his refusal to give his daughter in
marriage to the Royal family, and walked out of Delhi with his seven thousand cavalry.

A further breach in our cordial relations developed during the rule of Akbar's son
Jehangir, on account of a petty-minded Governor of the Emperor. Jehangir, while on his
way to the summer Palace in Kashmir, beheld the lovely waterfall created by the
springs of Jalal Sar. He spontaneously exclaimed the term of wonderment "WAH" and
ordered a Rest House to be constructed there for him. Ever since the place has been
called Wah. His non-Muslim Governor pitched his tents on the spot where the Mughal
gardens and the palace was to be constructed Sensing strangers our dogs barked all
night and cockerels crowed early in the morning which disturbed his sleep. Under the
pretence that the Emperor would be discomforted he ordered our village on the
opposite side of the Lake, to be razed to the ground and re-situated half a mile away.
This insult was too much for the proud 'Khattars'. They refused to pay homage to
Jehangir during his next visit to Hassan Baba (Abdal). They were dubbed malcontents
by Jehangir and as a punishment they were ordered to be deported to the criminals
settlement in Kangra. However the strong and young amongst them escaped arrest and
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took to the mountains They came back after Jehangir's entourage left and became
progressively independent as the Mughal Empire weakened and lost its hold on the
outlaying and remote parts of the country. Those who were deported flourished in
Kangra till 1947 when they were all murdered by Hindus barring two young boys who
were miraculously rescued, and later came back and settled at Hassan Abdal. Dr.
Sikander Hyat is running a flourishing Private Hospital there.

Thereafter another scourge visited us in the form of the Sikh dictatorship of the Punjab
These vandals came in force to Wah looted and burnt the Mughal palace and maltreated
the villagers. Thereupon our forebears under the command of my Great grandfather
Shah Wali Khan and later his son Sardar Karam Khan took up arms against the Sikhs.
The latter raised a large cavalry force and started to harass the Sikhs boldly and
continued the process till the British under Brigadier General Nicholson from the south
and our people from the north finally encircled and defeated the Sikhs at Margalla Pass
south of Taxila. A monument still marks the Historic Site.

This battle started a long lasting friendship between our family and the British to be
broken finally a century later by the British Governor, Sir Bertrand Glancy, in 1944.

To continue the narrative, a calamity fell upon the, family with the murder of Sardar
Karam Khan by his real brother, because of a dispute about the division of land, and on
account of Karam Khan's demand for extra property to meet the expenses of hospitality
etc., which was part of the duties to be performed by the eldest son who wore his
father's turban.

My grandfather, Nawab Sardar Mohammad Hyat Khan, was only sixteen years old. His
Pathan mother advised him to take his four brothers to her parents' village in the
Gangar Hills, North of Hazara district, and take refuge there. They were hidden by
some loyal tenants at night before escaping. My grandfather carried two brothers on his
shoulders and escaped during the night, guiding the others. Soon the murder was
avenged by his cousin from the village of Bahtar-Dharek.

Mr. Abbott, the British Commissioner of Hazara and Derajaat Division, founder of
Abbottabad, learnt of the tragedy that had befallen their erstwhile ally, sent for the boys
and undertook their education at Government expense, under his own supervision. He
offered a grant of a vast area adjacent to Wah and Hassanabdal to their mother, but the
old lady, already smitten on account of property dispute, declined the offer.

Later Nawab Mohammad Hyat returned to the village. At that time the British Army
was camping near Hassanabdal. A letter written in Persian arrived for the commander,
and General Nicholson was on the lookout for someone who would explain the
contents. My grandfather, who happened to be there for a visit translated the contents.
Thereafter, he showed a desire to join the General on the expedition North. The General
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did not wish to expose such a raw youth to the hardships of war, but the persuasiveness
and youthful competence of his late friend's son won in the end. Grandfather was taken
as an orderly officer and went with him. Soon the news of the great Indian Mutiny
brought the General rushing back to Delhi.

Grandfather accompanied the General to Delhi. The force was camped on the famous
"Ridge". The General, accompanied by Nawab Mohammad Hyat Khan, went for a
reconnaissance to the Kashmir Gate. There, two of the mutineers fired at them, both
were, wounded, the General very seriously. Not caring for his own wounds,
Grandfather picked up his friend to carry him back. On his way back a Sardar of
Mardan assisted him to carry Nicholson and the commander was brought back to the
Camp at the Ridge. Having handed over the General, he fell exhausted.

When the General regained consciousness, he found many including the Mardan
gentleman, who claimed credit for his rescue. Nicholson sent for Mohammad Hyat
Khan and asked for a paper, pen and ink. Though paper was found, no ink was
available. He dipped the pen in his own blood and wrote that this gentleman had
rescued him, at the risk of his life, and should receive the highest esteem, which was his
due. The paper was handed over to my grandfather. Soon Nicholson succumbed to his
serious wounds.

Later the letter was shown by my grandfather to Lord Lawrence, the then Lieutenant
Governor of the Punjab. He is reported to have kept the letter and taken it with him to
England, where it is believed to be part of the archives in a Museum. A poem describing
the event was translated by Lord Lawrence and is given in a book on General Nicholson
by Trotter, dated 1898, and published by ]. Murray. A copy exists in the British Army
Museum in Chelsea and also in the Cavalry & Guards Club Library at 127, Piccadilly,
London.

Grandfather was appointed as the First Indian Sessions Judge, having been for some
time a Settlement Officer of Kohat and later of Lahore. He, became a founder member of
the Charitable Muslims' Education Conference and Anjuman Himayat-i-Islam in the
Punjab. He took up the cause of Sir Syed Ahmad Khan, the great founder of the
Mohammeden Anglo-Oriental College at Aligarh, later to be famed as the Muslim
University. He was one of the group working for the renaissance of Islam at the time.
They wanted to reinstate the Muslim to pre-eminence in the political field, by
cooperating with the British as the Hindus had done so successfully after the Mutiny to
oust the Muslims. Hindus had got preference in the Government services, as well as
business, on account of their acquiring knowledge of the English language and by
serving the new masters against the old (the Muslims) in order to win their favor.
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Many a story is told of those colorful days after 1858; when the British had turned their
business interest into that of paramount power, ruling supreme in the Indian sub-
continent. I will recount just a few concerning my grandfather.

One is about his youngest and favorite brother, who had been convicted for murdering
a servant of the rival party, headed by his uncle, just because of the servant's
disrespectful remark. Sikander Khan, my grand uncle, was kept in the death-cell for
convicted murderers. He was made to lie down on hard ground and was treated
harshly. My grandfather, who, at this time had retired, was sorely grieved, gave up
food and started sleeping on the ground himself. Soon he was too weak even to move.
The Lieutenant Governor happened to pass Wah and was surprised to find the old
Nawab missing. On enquiring he learnt that Nawab Sahib was seriously ill. He decided
to visit him. When he found the weak old man he asked why was he lying on the
ground. Promptly came the answer "What else can a gentleman do when the Queen's
representatives have such a short memory as to convict an ally's brother?" The
Governor was smitten by this remark and immediately granted the Royal reprieve to
Sikander Khan.

The second story was of the old man's marriage to my grandmother while he was
posted as Sessions Judge at Jullunder. The young lady's father, a son of a respectable
Ansari family, had been for decades a Prime Minister of the Indian State of Kapurthala
and owner of a good proportion of the State's lands. On his death he left jewels and cash
worth over several millions of rupees, apart from the property. Both his sons liked
wine, women and song and were in a great hurry to go through their legacy. Their
mother was a wise old lady and decided to marry, her daughter to an influential and
sober man. For this purpose, she arranged her betrothal to my grandfather.
Grandmother's brothers, fearing that their mother would pass their share of the fortune
to their sister, vehemently resisted. She sewed the jewels in eiderdowns and packed in
pillows and money was sewn into quilts which were sent along with her dowry.
Grandmother was quietly married without any outward ostentation. Grandmother was
a pious lady and possessed a great deal of common sense. With her money she bought
nearly a thousand acres of newly irrigated land in Sheikhupura, and a Tea Estate in
Kangra, after its British owners fled on account of the terrible Earthquake of Jawala
Mukhi. It was a lovely, scenic property in the foothills of the Himalayas. In this area my
grand uncle, then managing the Estate, found a cave full of sapphires, brought some as
a specimen, but died without telling its exact location, which he had carefully concealed
for their children!

My Grandfather won a great political laurel, during the new settlement operation of the
fertile land of the central Punjab, under Mr. Thorburn. He persuaded his superior 'to
enact a law prohibiting land-alienation by Agriculturists to rich non-Agriculturists of
the mercantile class. This act was completed by his son, my father, during his
Premiership of the Punjab in 1936-42.
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As a reward for the role he played during the Settlement Operation, Grandfather was
awarded an estate of 25,000 acres adjoining the then city of Lahore. The old man refused
it with a note of thanks. The Governor was surprised at this and asked to see him. The
Nawab insisted that to accept such a gift would turn his sons into members of the idle-
rich, who would squander their wealth on worldly pleasures. He would prefer them to
grow up as ordinary people and struggle for their existence. He expressed his
confidence that they would become Leaders, and may occupy even the Governor's Seat.

Such was the philosophy followed by this grand old gentleman. His prophecy came
true. His sons ended up as Prime Ministers and Governors within fifty years.

A similar grant of land was made to him within the newly planned city of Lahore, the
McLeod Road recreation area, Cooper Road and Empress Road's residential areas for
development. Almost all of it was generously given away to friends, free of cost and he
just kept enough to build a house for each one of his sons in the Cooper Road area. In
his later life he was appointed a member of an Advisory Council of the Viceroy at
Calcutta. He however preferred the quiet life of retirement in his village, where he built
himself a palatial house and a mosque where he spent much of his time meditating. He
died in 1901 at the age of sixty-three, leaving behind six sons and two daughters.

My father was then ten years old. His two elder brothers were in service. A guardian
took over the property and did well on it. Much of the wealth had disappeared by the
time my father returned from the Aligarh College, where he and his brothers had been
educated. My father, the late Sir Sikander Hyat Khan, did well both as a student and as
a sportsman, captaining Aligarh's renowned Hockey team, the All India Champions.

Aligarh had a Faculty which could boast great scholars both British and Indian brought
by Sir Syed Ahmed Khan from Universities in the UK. Graduates from the College were
sought after for the Services. Every enlightened Muslim family sent their boys to the
institution as a social must. Sir Syed Ahmed Khan had conceived and constructed the
place on the pattern of Oxford by collecting dimes from the liberal Muslims who helped
build it by collecting funds. Sir Sayed did not consider, it below his dignity to make
collections, even from the dancing girls. Once he was asked to dance before local
dancing girls if he wished to obtain a donation, Sir Sayed performed without hesitation.
Later Aligarh's students became the leaders of Muslims both in Services and as well as
in Politics.

Having completed his course of studies, father decided to go to England to study
medicine. However, the first dissection of a frog was enough to make him quit. There,
in England he saw the Englishman, in his own country; breathed the fresh air of liberty
and freedom; listened and took part in soap-box orations at Hyde Park Corner, this
wonderful British Institution which provides an outlet for pent-up emotions. This
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brought him into contact with other kindred Spirits who had a burning desire to see
their own country free. Along with Mr. Sravarkar, later to be the President of the All
India Hindu Mahasaba, and some others, he joined a terrorist organization called the
Ghadar Group. They planned to blow up the Coronation Procession. However, the plot
was discovered. Some were tried and some deported back to India. My father was one
of the latter. The British, for Diplomatic reasons, did not wish to try a loyalist Nawab's
son, lest other such families in India took a cue from my father's example and followed
him. They quietly entered in his secret dossier that he should never be allowed to hold
Government office. Fate must have been smiling up its sleeve for it was destined to be
quite otherwise.

At first my Uncles holding responsible jobs in the Government thought my Father's
action was a stain on the family's good name. They tried to have him enlisted as
Tehsildar (a very junior civil service post) but His Majesty's Government's Orders
helped him to escape the ignominy of starting from the lowest rung in the Government
Service ladder.

He took to business and bought his brother's share in the Kangra Tea Estate, which was
almost in racks and ruin on account of absentee landlordism. Having acquired a two
thirds majority interest, Father converted the factory from making hand rolled tea to a
mechanized rolling and power-driven system. Soon his tea was in great demand in
Afghanistan and Central Asia. Merchants who came to Amritsar paid handsome
premiums for the Wah Tea Estate tea. Father was soon, reaping big profits.

In the meantime he got married to a young lady belonging to a most respected family of
Kashmiri merchants and mystics, Zubaida, daughter of Mir Obaidullah, and niece of
Khawaja Ghulam Sadiq the rich, world-renowned purveyor of cashmere shawls
belonging to Amritsar, in India.

Being the eldest child she was the favorite of her parents and uncles. She wanted to stay
in Amritsar. Father was only too eager to oblige. He bought a lovely house in the
modern Civil Lines, mostly inhabited by the British or a few top Indian families.
Nothing he could do was too much trouble, as she was a most beautiful girl of her time.
She visited Wah, our home village, occasionally and won over the respect, not only of
the family, but of all the tenants of this utterly feudal society. She introduced them to
previously unheard-of reforms, whereby the poor people gained respectable human
standards. So, in 1912, started a blissful existence the journey in spring to Wah with its
blossom-laden Moghul gardens, the summer sojourn in the Himalayan Tea Estates
under the glittering snow capped mountains, and winters in the business centre of
Amritsar, punctuated by the birth of my elder sister, Mahmooda on 9th June 1913, mine
on the 23rd September 1915 and my youngest sister Talaat on the 22nd September 1917.
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But it was too good to last. The 'war fever', as influenza was then termed, ravaged not
only half the population in Amritsar, but also destroyed the happiness of our home.
Within a week my young maternal aunt, her brother and my mother succumbed to the
disease. Seven corteges moved out of my Grandfather's house within a few days. None
of us clearly remembers the doting mother, but we are told that just in her last moments
she had us brought to outside her closed windows to have a peek at us through the
glass. Soon after extracting a promise from our father that he would affectionately look
after us till we were all married, and then join her, she quietly passed into the next
world in March 1918. I must have wept though I cannot remember, but she left a void in
my life.

Life changed considerably for us. Father went to war as one of the first Indians to be
granted a King's Commission in the army. The Government conveniently closed their
eyes to his dossier, because they wanted to win over the Indians' sympathy, many of
whom were clamoring for Home Rule.

The mowing down of a helpless audience at a meeting after barricading all the exits of
the Jalianwala Bagh, Amritsar, by General Dyer, and subsequent riots, forced our
grandfather to dispatch us to the protective atmosphere of Wah, tinder the supervision
of our ayahs (nannies). It was not a very happy experience. We were soon neglected and
handled roughly by the ayah in charge. Our health suffered and not long after had
telling results. Our father came down for a short spell of leave and decided to send us to
our grandparents in Amritsar.

This was in 1919 and is the first pleasant memory of my life. I can still feel the taste of
the sugar-coated aniseed and almonds from vendors at Wazirabad Railway Station, and
the mounting excitement as Amritsar grew closer. The ride from the station was in a
horse drawn four-wheeler belonging to my grandfather, it was all shuttered and drawn
by two fine looking horses. The welcome we received from our maternal Grandmother
who was sitting beside the fire late at night waiting for us, was overwhelming. I can still
see the tears of joy and sorrow running down her cheeks When she hugged each of us
in turn. So also can I recollect the aroma and color of the delicious Kashmiri fare she
had cooked with her own hands, and coaxingly fed each of us in turn. Her affection
soon made us forget the tedium of 230 miles tiring train journey, as well as the
maltreatment received at the hands of servants. Once again we sensed a feeling of
belonging.

Here was a grand old lady who had lost three of her Own children, and bravely
devoted her affection to three orphans. Nothing that she could do was too much. Little
did we know at the time that the hidden canker of sorrow was quickly eating her up,
and she was going through an agony while tending the three Of us, and little Rahat, the
two years old daughter of her late son. She could see her time running out and did not
spare a second in her devotion towards us.
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How can I forget her frenzy when a small boy provoked the large wild bee hive in a
mango tree by hurling a stone into it. The infuriated swarm attacked all and sundry. I
was a helpless on-looker when some dozen of them stung me. Swollen and in
excruciating pain I was in the lap of my Grannie who spent many sleepless nights
tending me so gently.

Our life was just bliss. The war was over and we were too young to understand the
Khilafat movement demanding that the Caliphate of Turkey be restored and the ill-
fated trek by the Indian Muslims to the freedom of Afghanistan where, instead of being
welcomed, they were betrayed and robbed. The dispirited remnants of them returned to
tell the harrowing tales of woe in the so-called free land of Afghanistan. Some of the
more adventurous spirits proceeded on; a few were trapped by the Russian
Communists; others, dejected by the Ata Turk's modernism, ended up in Medina. Our
role in this period was merely to sing patriotic songs and raise slogans in support of the
Khilafat movement led by the brothers Maulanas Muhammad Ali and Shaukat Ali, both
Aligarh student leaders.

There were other exciting experiences. Our road was hedged by cactus bushes. Soon the
bright purple prickly, pears seemed irresistible. A foray was made by three little girls
and me. We braved the prickly bushes and collected a basketful. There was no one
nearby to instruct us that the pears have to be depricked first. The result was three
howling culprits on the hands of the grandmother and poor old Dr. Manneckshaw, who
had to drive down in his buggy to clean out our mouths and throats. Another was my
show of bravado to my sisters when I jumped over the running-board of a moving four-
wheeler, the result being an arm in splints and a terrible loss of face with my sisters!

Soon my maternal grandparents decided, in our interest, to marry their youngest
daughter Ameena, who was betrothed to her cousin, to my father instead. She was an
angel of a woman and, in keeping with the traditions of those times, she obeyed her
parents and sacrificed her own happiness for that of her late sister's children. My father
was not inclined to marry again but could not stand up against the logic of his father-in-
law. They were married and she gave birth to my brother Amat. It was a quarter-
century-long saga of suffering, sacrifice, self-effacement and devotion by this great
Lady. May God bless her soul. She literally lived and died, after great suffering for us,
who were placed under her young care. She was the only real mother known to us till
her death.

Soon after giving birth to her only son she developed cancer and she allowed her
husband to take a second wife. The second mother gave birth to six children, three girls
and three boys, named Tahira, Zahida, Ismat, Riffat, [zzat and Ghairat. Our aunt had
tabooed the word step-child in the family. Therefore, till this day it is difficult for me to
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think otherwise despite all the strains and stresses of later life. Both our mothers get
credit for this.

I was only six when a local Hindu merchant of our village celebrated his daughter's
wedding. Unlike the Muslim marriages, it was customary for the Hindu wedding
parties to arrive in starlight accompanied by Kitson gas lamps, a motley brass band and
a considerable quantity of fireworks. Before proceeding to the house of the bride, the
party used to visit our house to pay respects to the village 'Sirdars' and receive our
blessings and presents. At this wedding I was intrigued by the fireworks and played
about with them, while carrying a torch in my hand. That proved to be my virtual
undoing as, during the process, I inhaled a considerable amount of noxious fumes. The
next day I could hardly breathe. Complications set in, pneumonia, pleurisy and then
that dreaded disease, which in 1924 was quite incurable, Tuberculosis.

The next three years must have been a veritable hell for both my parents. It was no
better for me with poultices, inhalations and spitting blood. I was taken from one
doctor's door to another's. British specialists counseled despair. The only advice was to
go to the pine covered hill stations of Dalhousie and Murree during the summer, but
their winding slippery roads made me sick. When there, sun-bathing in a hammock
stretched between two trees, Sharp's Toffees as a bribe to coax me to take unpalatable
potions. I kept myself amused with a Meccano set. At night my mother slept with me or
rather kept awake because of a fear of my sleep walking that I suffered from. During
the winters I had to sleep out in the open in the freezing weather of Wahl along with
my pet bunnies, under mosquito nets and blankets. My temperature was charted from
four to six times a day, with a seemingly unending tedium of swallowing pills and
mixtures. Food was confined to tomatoes, spinach and soup. It was just hell for a
youngster of ten who could not understand why he could not run and play like other
children.

Three long years this ordeal lasted. I had even forgotten how to walk. My poor father
and aunt were getting pale and gaunt, worrying for me. Then a virtual miracle
happened. A doctor named Permanand, attached to the Jail Department, came to spend
his summer vacations in the cool of the Murree hills where we were spending that
Season. He also used to practice Homeopathy along with his allopathy. He happened to
visit our house and examined me.

He prescribed my favorite foods, curried chicken and kebabs, for the next day and came
over with vial containing some, small white pills of homeopathic medicine. Then he
enjoyed watching the sight of a starved patient guzzle down delicacies. I could not
believe it when he ordered me to get up. I could hardly stand, but this kind gentleman
helped me along. Seven days later I was walking; a week later running along. No more
blood in the sputum, no temperatures and the thermometer was ceremoniously broken.
Almost thirty years later Professor Rossier, of Kantonspital in Zurich, while screening
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my chest was surprised to see the old scars and wanted to know how I had been cured
when anti-T.B. drugs had not then been discovered.

I used to go for long walks with my maternal grandfather who had came up to see us in
Murree. Because of my grandmother's death he had become a lonely man. The first
happy news he had heard for a long time was that of my complete recovery. He wanted
to be near us but would not stay at our house in keeping with the old tradition of not
staying in a daughter's house. So we spent most pleasant hours in his charming
company. He used to carry me aloft on his shoulders on steep parts of the road and
spoilt us, as only grandparents can do, with daily gifts.

The first shock of Colonial slavery came at this time. One day my little sisters and I
were out for our evening walk in Murree. The road from our house joined the main
road near the entrance of the British Medical Hospital. Just as we reached this spot,
some patients were being carried out of ambulances on stretchers. Being curious we
stood on the road side to watch. Soon, a mounted British officer passed this point and
on seeing us standing there, rode his mount right into us, and whipped us mercilessly
with his hunting crop and we ran pell-mell; my little sister fell down the steep side of
the hill. I could never forget this abominable action.

During the First and the Second World Wars the British had recruited all kinds of men
into the Army as well as the Civil Services. These people's unbecoming. behavior was,
eventually, to lose them the brightest jewel in the British Crown. It was a common thing
to see British occupants of the Railway carriages barring the doors to Indian passengers
holding tickets for the class. Such actions lost them respect. The decline of British Rule
in India had started.

After I had fully recovered, I rejoined the living. I was sent to the local primary school.
It was opened by Mr. Butler (late Sir Montague, father of Lord Rab Butler, Deputy
Leader of the House of Commons and Chancellor of the Exchequer in the Conservative
Government). All the students were dressed in white with turquoise colored turbans.
Our Sikh Head Master was quite rough and made use of the cane quite liberally.

My sisters and I attended the Madrasah to learn the Quran. Here too an old teacher,
Abdul Karim, taught us. He earned his living by sewing clothes and gave his free time
to the Religious Education of the village children. He was a master of inflicting novel
punishments, such as making one catch one's ears by passing the hands, under the knee
and making one croak like a crow. I still can remember this old terror with gratitude, for
it was he who first imparted the noble moral values which are so rare in today's society.
After I graduated by completing the Quran and memorizing a part of it, a party was
thrown in celebration and sweets were distributed to all the children. Thereafter the
Master became a real friend and guide; it was a pleasure to turn to him for advice when
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needed. He died later in Madina during his Pilgrimage to the Holy Land. It was a great
personal loss.

Soon after, my younger brother and I, together with two sisters, were sent to the
Aligarh to attend the Muslim University Schools for Girls and Boys. Our father insisted
that we went to his Alma Mater and were imbued with the spirit of Islam, i.e,

Brotherhood and true Democratic values laid down by Aligarh's great founder, Sir Syed
Ahmed Khan.

Azmat, my younger brother, and I were given the same room in the English House that
had been occupied by my father, Sir Nazimud Din, and the Nawab of Chattari before
us. We had the same House Master, Syed Nur Hussain, who had been there during
father's time but a new English Matron had been employed.

The first few days were rather rough for the freshmen but soon we were accepted and
became part of the Aligarh's brotherhood. The mornings were spent at the school while
afternoons, after the preps, were devoted to Cricket and Hockey for which the Aligarh
Team had an all India reputation.

Those years from 1926 to 1931 passed too quickly. It was a life one would like to be
repeated again. The Annual Exhibition where I went to see my first Theater and Cinema
in 1930, and the Kabob and Pratha parties, still make one's mouth water. The annual
Sports, Riding and Tent Pegging, the Tours with the cricket team all over India, even
the Friday Prayers and the two rupees (about five pence) weekly pocket money, which
was spent with the aplomb of a millionaire, can hardly be forgotten. But what made
those years most memorable was the Spirit of Aligarh, the Liberal Islam and of the
Democratic way of life inculcated in us at Aligarh. The brotherhood still exists and it
was the students and ex-students of this great Campus who later spear-headed the
freedom movement for Pakistan.

A picnic and cycling trip proved to be my undoing. Being novices in the art of cooking,
four of us packed four dozen hard-boiled eggs and a loaf of bread and a pat of butter
for food; and we cycled out some twenty miles down the Canal. Those dozen eggs and
the dirty canal water landed me in the Hospital with a severe bout of dysentery which
nearly killed me. As a result I was brought to Lahore, never to return to my beloved
University, again as a student.

In the intervening years my father had taken to public life. At first he became an
Honorary Magistrate of his area and was later elected to the Provincial Assembly. There
he worked hard and got into the top echelon of the Agrarian Party, the Zamindara
League, lead by a brilliant leader, Sir Fazl-i-Hussain, the Governor's Executive
Councilor. Soon the Leader was elevated temporarily to the Viceroy's Executive Council
and my father was nominated to act for him on the Governor's Council, as member in
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charge of Revenue This was, till then, the pinnacle of power to which an Indian could
reach in a Province, along with one Englishman who controlled the Department of
Finance.

The other portfolios such as Education, Agriculture, Health Cooperative, Local
Government were with Ministers who were just a class below. This was the system
known as Dyarchy.

On Sir Fazl-i-Hussain's permanent elevation to the Viceroy's Council, father became
permanent Revenue Member in 1930. In this capacity he became the leader of the Party
as well. In 1932 with the Governor's illness and departure from India, my father became
the first Indian to be the Governor of the Punjab. The Officer who had rejected him for a
junior government post as Deputy Commissioner was fated to work under him as his
Chief Secretary.

On recovering from illness, I passed the Matriculation Examination of the Punjab
University and also Senior Cambridge in 1934. I was rather proud of the latter result
because, on account of the Urdu medium education of Aligarh, both my English
teacher, Professor A. S. Bokhari, and the Latin teacher had held scant hope for my
success six months later. I joined the Government College at Lahore which was one of
the best Educational Institutions of India. Sir Geoffery de Montmorency who, on
retirement from Governorship of the Punjab, had become an Honorary Don at
Cambridge, fixed a place for me in a famous college to work for my Tripos and also to
become a Barrister. Fate willed it otherwise.
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CHAPTER -2

SERVICE IN ARMY

I was rather weak and easy-going on account of my previously indifferent health, and
the spoilt favorite of the family. Therefore my astonishment almost amounted to a
shock, when, on the day the family was celebrating my success in the Senior Cambridge
Examination, my father turned round to me and asked why I had not thought of joining
the army. I explained that my physique may stand in my way and in any case I had got
admission to Cambridge. His argument was that a bit of kicking around in the Army
would make a man of me and I would be keeping up an old family tradition. In those
days sons never argued with their parents, a father's worldly wisdom and experience
was taken for granted. Though Father was very friendly and unusually free with us, I
do not remember ever initiating a conversation. One spoke only when spoken to not
because of any fear, but just as a mark of respect. I consented, the only condition
stipulated was that I may be permitted to join the Air Force. To this he promptly
agreed.

I joined the local Flying Club which was some six to seven miles from our house. I
continued to attend College. Since there was less turbulence early in the morning, I
elected to take the early six o'clock period for flying. In those days we had two family
cars and there were the Governor's official cars at our disposal, but I was not allowed to
avail myself any of these. Like any other trainee I had to cycle those long seven miles on
frosty winter mornings; complete an hour's flying in the open cockpit of a small D.H.
Gypsy Moth; cycle back home for a quick bite of breakfast and cycle on to the College. It
was also a part of my training, so as not to get swollen-headed on account of my father's
high political office and to be just, like any other of my peers at the College.

Our college was run on the lines of English colleges. It had the pick of the professors,
British as well as Indians, to teach us. Their Lectures and Tutorial group discussions
were experiences in themselves. My favorite professor was Mr. A. S. Bokhari, later the
head of All India Radio and who eventually represented. Pakistan at the U.N. as its
permanent representative and later still he became Assistant Secretary General at the
U.N.O. He never touched a book nor lectured in the orthodox manner while teaching
us. He used to talk to us. His wit, his knowledge, his cutting remarks if you had not
read up his suggested books during the previous week, were in themselves an
education thus his students became his adoring friends. During the course of his
lectures, he made them master the works of William Shakespeare. He was also in charge
of our College Dramatic Club and the College Debating Union. No student of his will
ever forget his contribution. College was a haven which none of us liked to leave. My
only regret is that I had to leave it so soon.
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The peremptory order to join the Army had been given in April just a few weeks, before
the Competitive Examinations. There used to be stiff competition among some one
thousand boys from all over India. In those days there were just fifteen vacancies for the
Army and only one for the Air Force. I appeared anyhow. I learned that I was placed
sixteenth in merit for the Army and second amongst the Air Force. In those days twelve
vacancies were allotted by competition and three were filled through nominations by
the Commander-in-Chief on the basis of family background.

We were in the Himalayan summer capital of Simla which was shared by the
Governments of India and the Punjab. It was a gay place and the daily official parties
were a routine. Its steep and winding roads were busy with rickshaws going up and
down, propelled by five livened men - a most monstrous and inhuman occupation for
those poor coolies who had to propel the fat madams and their bemedalled husbands to
gay parties. However, human life was then as it is now, the cheapest and the most
expendable commodity in this sub-continent. What can be said for the rickshaw driver
of Simla is that he rushed towards his death in a most scenic and verdant land. His was
a choice of an asthmatic death in the cool climate of Himalayas of exhaustion instead of
heat stroke and hunger in the sweltering plains.

My results were to be announced during the course of the week, when the Commander
-in-Chief was to dine with my father, the Governor of the Punjab. That night father
forbade my attending the dinner party, to avoid giving an impression that he was
wishing to get me nominated The C-in-C spotted my absence. He asked my father to an
informal lunch the next day. There he broke the news that since I had just missed the
tifteenth place by a single mark, he proposed nominating me. My father begged him off
this course and informed me of his action on return I was naturally upset and told him
that this would mean losing six months of Seniority, in the Service. He said that it
would be better to try again and succeed on my own merit rather than to lean on him
for the rest of my life. Succeeding on my own merit would stand me in good stead for
the rest of my life.

I must admit that this was the finest advice I have ever received. He was quite correct
and to this day I am grateful to him. The next examination was four months away and I
passed out sixth without much effort. This time there was no vacancy for the Air, Force,
and I was destined to join the Indian Military Academy at Dehra Dun, a newly created
counterpart of Sandhurst, but a longer course of two and a half years instead of the one
and a half at Sandhurst.

The Indian Military Academy was sited in a beautiful setting at Dehra Dun. It was away
from the town and a picturesque road led through miles of tea gardens and forests. Just
before one reached the Academy, one passed the famous Indian Forest Institute, which
trained officers of the Indian Forest Services. The Institute grew plants from all over the
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world. Its grounds and the buildings and trees afforded weeks of pleasure which many
of us enjoyed.

The IL.M.A. itself at that time consisted of four, residential blocks, two old ones
belonging to a Railway Officers Institute situated there before creation of the IMA and
two new ones added to accommodate the balance of 150 cadets who comprised the five
terms. The classes were held in the old Railway Institute building. On the dais was
engraved IMAs motto given in his speech by the then C-in-C, Lord Chetwood:

"The safety, honor and welfare of your country comes first, always and every time.
The honor, welfare and, comfort of the men you command come next.
Your own ease, comfort and safety come last, always and every time."

The old blocks were built more lavishly and were occupied by A and B companies.
Therefore, it was considered a prize to get into A or B Company. Luck was in my favor
and I drew a billet in 'A" Company. The Instructors consisted of a fine lot of Officers,
posted from the Indian, as well as the British Army in India. All were British, from the
Brigadier-Commandant to a sergeant.

One thing which must be admitted is that they were all dedicated people and were
determined to produce officers better than those from Sandhurst, so that this new
experiment of partial Indianisation of the Army succeeded. This scheme had been
forced through the Indian Legislative Assembly by Mr. M. A. Jinnah, who had played a
leading role in its passage. The Officers and the British staff lived in separate quarters.
The new term's arrival was a major event; all the Senior Cadets were ready with a
titting reception for these newcomers. We were really kicked about and were the butt of
many a practical joke, including a fire parade which gave us a cold drenching at the
end. That day was spent answering whistles of the Cadet Sergeants and Corporals on
the double and hardly a minute was wasted. But it was part of the game, which we paid
back to the next term's arrivals as well as the senior term which passed out four months
later.

The next day we were issued with new uniforms. I can well remember how difficult it
was to raise one's feet in those Army issue boots, and the 303 Rifle seemingly weighed
almost a hundred weight. It Was a struggle to get used to the queer shaped solar hat
then in vogue. It kept slipping, to all rakish angles other than the Regulation Straight.
On top of those boots one had hose-tops covered by woolen putties a thick piece of
woolen cloth which had to be wrapped in a fashion so that the distance between each
turn was exactly equal. The short sleeves had to be folded in a regulation pattern and it
took a large tip to our orderly to teach us to tuck a piece of cardboard between the folds
in order to give them a straight, even look.
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The first few weeks were a regular nightmare, getting up in dark of frosty winter
mornings at 5 am, shaving, changing into P.T. white shorts and singlets, rushing for a
hot cup of tea and dashing for the Parade Ground. Fifty minutes of non-stop
calisthenics were, followed by a mad dash for the quarters to change into khaki Drill
outfit, withdrawing rifles from the armory, polishing them, adjusting straps and pulling
through the barrel, shining it with cold hands. All this happened in twenty minutes.

Then the real ordeal of inspection by the British Sergeant Major started. The directly
recruited G.Cs, (Gentlemen Cadets as we were called) were quite new to the art of drill
and rifle exercises, as compared with the other fifty percent of the Army Cadets, who
had enlisted in the Regiments as ordinary soldiers either to circumvent the open
competition or as a promotion, or those direct cadets who came from the R.I.M.C. who
had gone through this training at their College and were naturally, far ahead of us in
arms Drill and where the ancillary activities of the Drill Square were concerned.
However, no consideration was, shown to the novices who suffered quite a bit while
catching up with the tricks of the trade. My constitution, 130 pounds at a height of 5 feet
10 inches was not much of an asset. It was real agony both physically and mentally;
facing the drill period an inferiority complex was the order of the day, in the earlier
stages of one's training and led to many humorous and humiliating, episodes.

One day I misunderstood the Sergeant Major's word of command and 'Ordered arms'
instead of 'Presenting arms' or some such thing. The traditionally, humorous and
sarcastic British Sergeant Major was not slow, in reacting. He ordered the squad to
stand at ease, walked calmly up to me and asked me what my height was. I jumped to
attention and replied, "Five feet ten inches, Sergeant Major." Pat came the reply, "Every
inch a B.F., Sir." It took me a long time to live this one down.

Such clumsiness saw me more frequently than not on the Drill Square every Saturday,
doing extra Drill as punishment. Digging trenches and route marches for seemingly
unending miles proved, no easier. Both my feet and hands were covered with blisters
when I returned to Lahore, to spend Half Term break with my family. I was in a poor,
shape, but by that time I had resolved to accept the challenge, and make good. Soon I
was to earn the distinction of getting a First Class in Physical Training (PT) and my Drill
was second to none. By the end of the term I loved every second of that hard, back
breaking, busy life.

In the second term, more interesting subjects came up and progressively increased as
the term went by. I did well both in academic subjects and took part in games and
sports like any other G.C. Map reading, military history and strategy fascinated me, so
did riding in my Fifth Term I was lucky enough to get the commandant's
commendation.
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I considered it a great honor because I felt that I had really earned it through sheer hard
work and grit in competition with cocky youngsters, who had joined five terms earlier,
and without the aid of any outside agency.

This period was one of the happiest in my life, second only to that at Aligarh. I made
good friends, such as the late Colonel Leslie Sawhney, the late Abdul Ali, Taj Khanzada,
to be DSO bar, M.C., Altaf Qadir, S. K. Malik and many others, some of whom were to
play a major role in my later life.

The excellent training imparted to us during these two and a half years made us into
tirst class soldiers who could give a good account of ourselves, as compared with the
Sandhurst graduates who had done only one and half years at the British Military
College. Apart from the confidence that we had the spirit instilled in the minds of a
good many graduates that we were not inferior to our British counterparts. Therefore,
apart from commanding well in our own Regiments, it was our basic national duty to
rid the country of the yoke of the foreign masters. I can well remember the secret
meeting held by some of us on the night before the passing out parade, where all of us
swore on whatever we considered holy to exert every effort to free our country of the
British rulers. Inadvertently, Lord Chetwood the C-in-C India, had provided this
inspiration when he suggested the motto mentioned earlier, especially the first part.

The day we were granted our Commissions still lingers in my memory. In the morning
we marched past General Lord Gort in a parade which would vie with any Changing of
the Guard at Buckingham Palace. After the inspection we formed a hollow square and
were addressed by Lord Gort, Director Military Training, later to be Commander of the
ill-fated British Expeditionary Force in Europe. We got a month's leave and were
Commissioned into the Army with effect from August 1936, getting a year's ante-date to
match us in seniority with our age group from Sandhurst. That night we were
entertained by the Juniors and the Directing Staff of Officers.

Next day we said good-bye to the lovely town of Debra Dun with a real wrench at our
hearts. I still owed a few extra drills so I telegraphed an 1.O.U., to the Sergeant Major at
Debra Dun. In the IMA we not only learned the practical meaning of discipline, esprit de
corps and the military science, we were also taught grit, tenacity and a forthright
manner, to be able to call a spade a spade. The self-confidence and character instilled by
our commandant, Brigadier Collins and his successor Brigadier Kingsley and their staff,

was to stand us in a very good stead in our later careers. Here I would like to say thank
you LM.A!

The next month was spent getting ourselves equipped with officers uniforms and kit,
attending parties in gay Simla. There was plenty of excitement after the spartan
existence at Debra Dun.
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DAYS WITH THE BRITISH REGIMENT: THE 48TH

We had to join a British Regiment for a year. Two Indian and two British officers were
posted as Unattached Officers. I purposely asked for and got my posting with the
Northamptonshire Regiment (the 48th) who were at the time engaged against the
famous Fagqir of Ipi in the Waziristan Operations, at Razmak in the North West Frontier,
Province. This service was an excellent training facing live ammunition.

My companion, Zahir, and I travelled together from Lahore to Bannu, both looking
forward to the prospects of seeing active operations. Perhaps equally exciting was
receiving and returning salutes from soldiers and N.C.Os for the first time. At Bannu
we drew our revolvers and waited for the next convoy to take us up to Razmak. After a
couple of days we were lucky to get seats in Bagai Bus convoy and left the dusty plain
of Bannu for the mountainous country of Waziristan. All the hill tops on both sides of
the road were picketed by troops to save the convoy from a possible ambush. We were
rather nervous going up on that winding desolate road. All one could see was an
occasional village tower or a permanent fort-like picket on top of a hill. The drivers of
the convoy were, however, experts in their trade. The transport belonged to an
enterprising businessman who had employed drivers from amongst the tribes as an
extra precaution and insurance.

Razmak was a beautiful sight to behold. It was a small Brigade Garrison Town located
in a bowl-like plain, surrounded by a ring of mountains. It was a Brigade Headquarters.
Our Brigade consisted of the 48th, the 6/13th Force Rifles (Piffers) and a Gurkha
Battalion. Each Regiment had its own permanent barracks and officers quarters. The
whole town was surrounded by hills and barbed wired and picketed up to small arms
range.

Our colleagues, all British officers, were extremely kind in making us at home. It was
one happy family except for the odd misfit. My company commander was an old man
who had seen the First World War. On account of the post-war block in promotions
many Senior Officers had to stay as Captains till a ripe old age, without much prospects
of advancement. This tended to make them dissatisfied and perhaps a little spleenful!
One had to be tactful and bear up with their perennial gripes. I was assigned a platoon
to command. It was real fun working with the British Tommies. Soon we became good
friends.

We were assigned the duty of opening up the country occupied by the Faqir of Ipi, who
had declared Jihad (a holy war) against the British infidels. One day we used to picket
the hills, while the sappers and other battalions were busy digging the road. We had to
go up the steep hills, rising several hundred feet on both sides of the valley. Many a
time this task involved fighting and removing tribesmen from the top of the hills. Small
3.7" Howitzers, which were carried by mules, covered us from the valley. The real task
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was getting up the heights at a brisk pace under enemy fire, a back-breaking job, with a
tull pack and a full quota of ammunition and grenades.

It was great fun listening to the grumbling, cursing and griping '"Tommy' struggling up
the hill. It started with 'Damn the Army', next came an expletive against the commander
and four letter epithets continued progressively. One came to learn that the British
soldier really meant business and fought for his life when Royalty became the butt of
his jibes. Then you knew that no enemy would be able to stand in the way of our
capturing the position. The really dangerous time was either while taking up the
position or, worse, when you were withdrawing after the task was completed. This was
a particularly favorite time for the Tribals to come up and take over the position. At this
time the Platoon Commander was the last to leave with his orange colored flag to show,
and if necessary, calling the gunners to plaster the position as he left. Several times
pickets got scuppered when leaving because the wily Pathan was a master in ambush
and of making use of cover and camouflage. His cunning was enough to make one
hurtle down the steep mountain equaling the performance of a mountain goat in speed
and agility.

The next day the Regiment had to take its turn at the back-breaking job of digging out
the mountain side to construct a road. It is surprising how a man can cut his way
through. It Was a pleasure to travel over the road that our brigade had constructed.
Most of the roads on the North Western Frontier were built by the army. I Wish to God
that our army was utilized for this kind of task during summers nowadays. Half a
million soldiers working on the roads or, other public works would both save the
Nation millions in debts as well as keep the soldiers busy.

Sunday was normally an off day and time for us to call on a sister Regiment. The 6/13th
was popular with us, as that was one of the few Indianised Regiments which was being
officered by Indian officers. Sunday lunch in their mess was Indian fare which was a
welcome change from the bland English food one had in the British Regiment.

During our not infrequent visits to the 6/13th, I met and made friends with the five
Lieutenants Sher Khan (later Brigadier Sher Khan), Akbar Khan (later a Major General)
Mohammad Musa, M.C. (later a General and Commander-in-Chief of the Pakistan
Army) and Adam Khan, MC. (later a General). Those earlier friendships lasted
throughout our life. They were a fine lot of officers, keen in their profession, brave and
friendly. Many of them were decorated for velour. One felt safe during operations when
the 6/13th were picketing the hills. Both our Regiments were on excellent terms and
there was an unprecedented 'esprit de corps' amongst various components of our
Brigade and also with the Tochi Scouts, who were the Irregular Force permanently
stationed in the North Waziristan in those days.
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Soon we were sent out on a Flag March to the Shahur Tangi area, where a column had
been scuppered by the Tribesmen. It was a lively affair going to Kotkai, Sararogha and
other places, on the way to meet the Brigade from Wana in south Waziristan. The
Tribesmen gave us a run for our money. We were shot at when going up or coming
down from pickets. Sleep at night was not too tranquil with whistling bullets and
screaming men and mules that happened to get hit.

It was hard marching fourteen miles, interspersed by picketing once or twice during the
day. Pickets had to go up two thousand feet or more above the valley. At one picket site
I found an old shell fired during the Third Afghan War in 1919-20 and I carried this and
other mementoes down and put it in my pack, but it was, heavy work. It seemed to get
heavier as we went on.

One day I was really tired carrying the pack and decided to jettison some of the
unwanted hardware. On opening the pack I learnt the cause of the excessive load. The
rascal of my batman had thought of lightening his own load by stacking it with my
boots, cleaning material, pots and plates into my pack. You can well imagine our
confrontation that evening I still cannot forget the sheepish grin on his face when being
rebuked. This incident, however, made a hero of him amongst the camp followers while
I had ajob, living it down in the Officers Mess. Thereafter Kit Inspection became a daily
ritual with me!

Those were happy days: Hard work during the day taught one the dignity of labor; the
snipers made us adept at the use of cover and proper deployment, while the going
made us as tough as nails. Evenings were spent in sipping tea laced with stronger
refreshments. We gambled hard at night, as there was no place to spend any money and
the 'devil may care' attitude was bred into us by the helpful tribesmen. It was a training
ground par excellence for a soldier.

Soon the winter set in; the peaks got covered with snow. There was an enforced but
uneasy truce. Rain was appreciated as it meant a chance to stay indoors for a change.

Christmas came along; brisk preparations were made to serve the ritual Turkey and
Christmas Pudding to the British troops. Officers were invited by the men and Warrant
Officers to celebrate the Yuletide. There was chorus singing which was getting less and
less pious as the evening wore on; some over did it with beer from casks, even watered
down by the avaricious contractor. The next morning's Church Parade was a sight to
watch: different shades of complexions ranging between green and yellow, and some
with black eyes.

On the Christmas day I was rather touched when my platoon gave me a present and
made kind speeches. Apart from the gesture, it was a token of being accepted by those
simple, kind-hearted British soldiers drawn from the unemployed of Northampton.
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Once they trusted you nothing was too much trouble. I was shown family snaps and
letters, confided in about family problems of wives left behind and I would console
them and help them unburden their minds. In their company one almost forgot (for the
time) that there was either any color bar or any lack of respect for an Indian officer.
Adversity brought put the best of human nature and fine fellowship.

Soon after, the Regiment's tour of duty in Razmak came to an end. There was a spate of
farewell parties by various components of the garrison. They were poignant affairs, as
all of us had shared danger and drudgery together. It was snowing when the Regiment
was piped out of the station. I was commanding the Rear Guard. Luckily there was no
mishap brought about by the Tribes. However, snow took its toll and we spent a rather
cold and miserable day pulling out trucks, which had skidded off the icy road. I was so
tired at night that I could hardly stand.

The next morning I was off from Bannu on a ten days casual leave while the Regiment
went off by train to its new station at Danapur Patna in Bihar Province. It was a wrench
leaving for the plain from this fascinating mountainous area to which one got so deeply
attached.

I left Bannu for Peshawar and from there for Wah, where my father was staying during
his annual Winter Holiday at the village. He had come to the Moghal Rest House
Situated by the Springs, to receive me in pouring rain. Unfortunately he slipped and
sprained his wrist. It was a pleasure receiving his affectionate paternal hug. He was
happy that I had come through the baptism of fire, unscathed.

Next morning we left together by car for Lahore. On the way he asked me to light a
cigarette for him as he could not manage it with his injured wrist. It was embarrassing
as I had never smoked in his presence, as a mark of respect. After I had lit the, cigarette
for him, he insisted that I should light one for myself. It was an unheard of concession
in those days therefore he hastened to add, "It is better that you smoke in my presence
so that I can keep your smoking under control."

On reaching Lahore I was given a surprise present of an Opel Super Six Convertible.
Father agreed to be my first passenger. Ten days of holidays passed too soon, visiting
my family and friends and dining and dancing at the Nedous Hotel and eating at the
Stiffles, which were fashionable places in those days. It was a pleasure visiting the
Government College and meeting Professor Bokhari and my other teachers who
surpassed each other in their kindness. I had also an opportunity of seeing my boyhood
friend; she had become a debater and a partner with my cousin Mazhar, who was a
Champion debater at the University of the Punjab.

Three days before the expiry of my leave I packed up my luggage and with AJ, my
bearer, got into the car and left on a long journey to Danapur, nearly a thousand miles
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away. On the way I visited Delhi and Aligarh; my old Alma Mater. It was delightful to
meet friends of 1931 who were still there, trying to prolong their stay by either missing
the exams or else taking up new courses after attaining their last set of degrees. Kanwar
Saadat Ali, my closest friend in the school, was now a Senior Student and a Grandee.
He came along with me from Aligarh to see me off at the next railway station, but
somehow our reminiscences kept him going till we reached Patna. On arrival I was
immersed in the dull routine of Regimental life at a peace time Station. Arthur Best, 2nd
Lieutenant, and our new Irish Regimental M.O., Capt. Darcy became inseparable and
were regular visitors to the large Railway Colony. Vaqgar Sheikh was then a junior
Executive in the East India Railway. He and his English wife introduced us to their Club
and were extremely kind. Arthur Best very nearly got into trouble for mixing with an
Anglo-Indian girl, which was taboo for British Officers. We had a job extricating him.

It was in Danapur that my second serious clash with Imperialism took place. One
evening while we were dining in the Mess a British Officer started bragging that he had
sent a wog (a derogatory term used for an Indian) for a sixer. I could not restrain myself
and asked for the reason. "The so-and-so brushed passed me on the road while carrying
a load of grass on his head." I was very angry and told this officer that the man had as
much right to use the road as he had himself, and an accidental brush was no reason for
the thrashing he was given; moreover, if that poor man had not been carrying the
burden after a hard day's work to earn a few pennies and pay his dues the Captain
himself would be unemployed, living on dole. The man who paid the tax was his real
paymaster. Furthermore, I told him that he should have been more careful about his
bragging in front of me, that poor man's compatriot, and I challenged him to a fist fight
outside the Officers Mess. Some of the British Officers intervened and a fight was
avoided.

Later an apology was extracted from the officer concerned but I was highly incensed
and the next day went to see Dr. Rajindra Parshad (later a President of India) who was
living in Sadagat Ashram at Patna. Dr. Rajindra Parshad, was kindness personified,
when I offered my resignation from the army and informed him of my determination to
serve the cause of National Freedom, thence forward. He promised to communicate
with Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru, who was handling the youth, on behalf of the Indian
National Congress. I waited for a reply impatiently and fretted for my country's poor.

A week later I saw Panditji's reply. He argued that it was absolutely essential for
nationalist-minded Officers to remain in the Army so that they could lead free India's
Forces later. Moreover, he was reluctant to create embarrassment for my father who
was heading the Anti-Congress Unionist Government of the Punjab. Later when I had
Joined my Regiment I had the good fortune of meeting Panditji when he was a guest of
my dear friend Mohammad Yunus Khan (the author of "Frontier Speaks"), in Peshawar.
Panditji met four of us, all belonging to the 16th Cavalry; We had surreptitiously,
moved ourselves into the house, dodging the Secret Police. Panditji was very gentle and
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his kindness was overwhelming. That meeting was to be the beginning of a life-long
friendship with that great man of India. He exhorted us to become top notch
professionals and equip ourselves for the great task that lay ahead of us.

Soon afterwards Colonel Caldwell, our friendly C.O., was transferred from the 48th and
after him the atmosphere in the Regiment changed considerably. A good Commanding
Officer can make a great difference in a Regiment's life. I met him and several of the
brother officers of the 48th later in England during the war, when he was serving in the
Home Guards.

My period of attachment soon came to an end and my dear friend of college days and
the IMA, the late Leslie (Duggie) Sawhney got me posted to his Regiment, the 16th
Light Cavalry (originally the 1st Madras Lancers and the senior most Regiment of the
Indian Cavalry). The Regiment was in Peshawar and I got two months Privilege Leave
before joining. Captain Darcy, the Medical Officer in the 48th, known for his addiction
to the bottle and mad antics, such as smashing one car a week (he kept two so that one
could be used while he got the other repaired for the next smash), decided to come and
spend ten days with my family in Simla, the Summer Capital, where my father was
living during the Summer.

We decided to leave on a Saturday morning. In farewell parties, I did not see Friday's
R.O. (Routine Order) in which the Adjutant had kept a surprise C.O's Parade for a
Saturday, morning, an unheard of thing. As I was, going on leave on Saturday no one
thought of telling me, as a result of which I missed the parade and was hauled up
before the new C.O,, for the first time, on my last day with the Regiment. Here I learned
the first lesson that lack of knowledge could not be a plea for disobeying an order. I got
away with a 'raspberry' (admonishment), but it delayed our departure by three hours.

We had planned to drive non-stop nearly a thousand miles to Simla, taking turns at the
wheel because I had fixed a Dinner and Dance party in Simla on Sunday night. Little
did we know that the condition of the roads in Bihar and United Provinces during the
rainy season was atrocious. Most of the roads had been dug up for repairs and in many
places there were diversions and broken culverts. What with a late start and seven
punctures, we got to Allahbad late at night. Mugs full of coffee and cold meat did not
lessen the fatigue. Darcy was driving almost in his sleep, which made the journey even
more hazardous so I had to take the wheel from him at 4 am. We were pressed for time
and luckily a good stretch of road south of Aligarh allowed a speed of eighty miles an
hour. That speed in the early hours of the morning was very hazardous. Bullock-cart
drivers, who usually travelled by night, invariably fell asleep leaving their carts to the
good sense, of the animals. I suddenly saw a cart on the wrong side of the road, which
was on a high embankment, with huge banyan trees flanking both sides. Since my horn
did not make any impression and I was almost on top of it, I made quick decision to
avoid it by passing the cart on the wrong side. To my horror the cart driver woke up
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precisely at that moment the cart started moving to the left side of the I road. A glancing
brush with the cart's pole smashed in windscreen. A branch ripped open the roof of my
Opel Convertible. We went along the sloping embankment, for nearly a mile before I
dared move down. This was a great shock but more of a disappointment as we would
not be able to keep our date at the party in Simla.

Police formalities wasted three hours. Chasing a flock of deer we saw on the road side
was too tempting. I took a shot with my rifle. I had killed one but wounded a doe also.
When we caught up with them later I saw such pain in her eyes that I could not bring
myself to kill her and we bandaged her instead. Ever since I have not shot a deer.

This impromptu hunt immediately after an accident convinced Darcy that the Irish
were not the only mad race. Fortunately none of us was hurt seriously and we drove on
without a windscreen and roof. However, on reaching Aligarh, we realized that we
would not be able to keep to our schedule. Reluctantly we telegraphed that we had
been delayed.

That, evening we got to Kalka from where Simla's hilly roads debouched but we just
did not have the strength to drive any more. I left my car at the Rest House, slept for a
few hours and took another car to Simla where we arrived early the next morning.

A hectic week of celebrations ensued. In those days any excuse was good enough to
throw a party and Simla had no shortage of the glamorous young. Darcy regained his
reputation for madness by jumping down from the Gallery of the Bellisington Cinema
during on interval in the show, to win a bet for a case of beer. The screams of the people
below and the hush in the Gallery were both outweighed by the spontaneous applause
the crowd gave him as he got up and walked away, bowing to each side.

Memory of another, party in the Viceregal Summer Resort is vivid. A few young
officers on leave got bored at a formal dress ball at Daivico's Ball Room. All the good
looking 'belles' were already amongst their own parties. One young bachelor decided to
turn the tables. He excused himself from his companions and reappeared an hour later
on the unused Minstrels Gallery supporting crates full of birds. Amidst a rather comely
Waltz, suddenly ducks, quails, pigeons and chickens came fluttering down to the floor.
Pandemonium was let loose; girls screamed; bemedalled Generals raised their brows
and many left the arena in a huff. The young cavalier had all the approbation and a free
introduction to all the nice young things. The party ran into the next morning, but the
end was not too happy for the bachelors. While cooling their fevered brows with ice
and long Toms (consisting of gin, fresh lime and soda), they were served with the
compliments of the Military Secretary and told to report back to their Regiments! Their
leave had been cancelled and they were in disgrace. Such were the exigencies of service
in 1937-38!
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IN 16TH LIGHT CAVALRY:

On reporting to the Regiment, the famous 16th Cavalry (Bill Williams, the International
Nine Goal Polo herb had been its C.O.), I was proudly, dined into the mess as a new
member of the family. Everyone vied with each other to get me drunk. Even the C.O.
conspired and abetted by engaging me in conversation while others surreptitiously
mixed my drinks. By all the rules of the game I should have been tight but somehow I
managed to drive my car back to my house. Although I woke, up in full Mess Dress the
next morning, I was on time for the parade. The C.O. sent for me and congratulated me
on my performance of the evening before and said, "Shaukat, remember always that a
gentleman never gets drunk and one who is not a gentleman has no place in the most
senior Regiment of the Indian Cavalry."

By this time training of recruits at the Regimental Canters had been given up because of
the economy drive and I was made to undergo training along with a few newly
recruited Other Ranks in Peshawar. It did not take long to disabuse me of any
pretensions of being a horseman, for both my childhood training as well as the laurels I
had won at the IMA. seemed child's play when compared with the rigorous Indian
Cavalry Recruit Training. Jumping over a lane consisting of 4' 6" high jumps bare back
was just a small part of the Recruits' course. If you knocked a jump down or did not
move along with the horse, you were subjected to the ignominy of riding facing
backwards through the lane, accompanied by a spate of curses from the training
Sergeant Major (Daffadar Major) to the effect, "You, a worthless man, were ruining a
priceless horse." Hours of dummy thrusting with sword and lance followed. An hour of
sword drill seemed a joke compared with sliding down almost vertical embankments
fully accoutered. However, nine months of training including numerous falls came to
successful end.

Thereafter the mornings were spent breaking in young ponies and training them for
Polo, or Show Jumping, or else doing general chores such as Malish Parade (rubbing
down of horses) and attending the Squadron Office. In the evenings six Chukkers of
Polo made something of a horseman of you. However, an officer had to be an expert
equestrian and a bit of a Veterinary Surgeon and prepared to work with his own hands
in order to command the respect of his men. One had to know every man and animal in
the Squadron by name. I do not know how, but somehow, I made the grade and passed
as a horseman, sharp-shooter and it lancer.

In early 1938 I took a fall in Polo. The horse came on top and I cracked a spinal disc. The
agony became two-fold when a septic appendicitis had to be removed. The operation
was performed successfully at Lahore by the famous Surgeon Colonel Mirajker.
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I returned to Peshawar, which in those days was the most popular and attractive
Cantonment in India. Pre-War life there was idyllic. The Peshawar Vale Hunt was well
known. Twice a week, Thursdays and Sundays, there were regular meets. Out
Regiment provided horses for most of the Club Members.

In those days Peshawar Club did not admit Indian Members. This color bar incensed
the Members of the 16th Cavalry. Col. Williams refused to lend horses as Seven Eighters
(the amount of 7 rupees 8 annas, about 3/4 of a £, which a person had to pay for use of
a Regimental horse for a month). The feed was provided by the Regiment. Col. Williams
refused to let our horses be used if his officers, fifty percent of whom were Indians,
could 'not receive equal treatment.'

As his embargo meant literally the closing down of Peshawar Vale Hunt, the Club's
Executive Committee asked for a joint meeting, hoping that our delegation would
consist of British Officers. On the contrary, Bill Williams nominated all Indians and
gave them clear instructions to withdraw our Regiment's cooperation should the going
prove to be rough. The result was a foregone conclusion. This strongest citadel of British
exclusiveness was broken and for the first time since British Rule, in the nineteenth
century the doors of Peshawar Club were thrown open to the Subject People. Many of
us became Members. This was the second victory of the 16th against segregation; the
tirst had been similar entry into the Quetta Club.

Life in those days was routine: parade at 6:00 am quick breakfast, looking after the
horses, squadron office, and at 12:30 no parade bugle sounded, a quick wash, lunch and
an hour's sleep before the ritual six chukkers of polo or a game of squash and a swim,
then dinner in resplendent Indian Cavalry Mess Kit. Thursday, Saturdays and Sundays
were off days spent in hunting, polo or languishing in the Club. In the mess each one
was called by the first name and ranks were forgotten. I was trying to get into the
Regimental Steeple Chase Team which meant keeping my weight down to help mess
each one was called by the first name and ranks were forgotten. I was trying to get into
the Regimental Steeple Chase Team which meant keeping my weight down to help
compensate for heavier members of the team like Shiv Verma (later General Verma of
the Indian Army) and) Shackles Maujumdar (who later died in an Air crash while on
Army Air Liaison duty) and Popeye' Ghanshyam Singhiji.

Evenings, other than the mess night, Were well spent at the club, dancing or calling
rounds or entertaining friends from Khyber Outposts. Toffy (later Lt. General Altaf
Qadir), a favorite friend of the Gang, Duggie KC and Self. He Was posted at Fort
Sallopin 4/12 E.F.

However, there were some amusing moments in life. One Saturday night I was dancing
with a Regimental Wife (Marth Wadalia) and brother officers wives were considered
sisters. One was rather chagrined to see bright young ladies flitting along the ball room
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with older men. One really cute one was dancing with General Dashwood Strettel, our
Divisional Commander and an outstanding Polo-Player. As was usual with all
youngsters, I was griping about it to Marth, questioning the right of those old men to
monopolize such a bright young girl. I did not realize that the old man was following
close on my heels. Soon someone tapped me on my shoulder, as I turned round, I was
dumb founded to find DWS facing me with a twinkle in his eyes. He said, "Shaukat,
you will have the same privilege when you reach my harmless age; anyway come over
and have a drink after this dance."

I obeyed and as a reward I had the pleasure of dancing with the prettiest girl on the
floor for the next tune. I blessed the General for his magnanimity and sportsmanlike
attitude.

Another exciting happening then was an operation to stop the Powindahs from entering
the Khajuri plain in Peshawar District. It was an unpleasant job as well as well as
unhealthy and hot. Water was contaminated with germs and I soon landed in the
hospital with dysentery. We managed to stop the Powindahs while the R.A.F. bombed
some of the hideouts of the ring leaders.

THE SECOND WORLD WAR:

I was at Simla on two months privilege leave when Hitler invaded Poland in 1939.
Within a few hours we were all recalled from leave. My father, who was then the
Premier of the Punjab, took up the Allied Cause and made an impassioned speech
saying that the War was against the hordes of darkness and dictatorship. If the Punjab
could help win the war it would build a Strong moral case for a free India or at least a
Dominion status, for which he undertook to take up arms, if denied after the War.

On receipt of my orders of recall on the third morning, the family got together for a
party and the last group photograph, of the Hyat Clan was taken in the tennis court of
West Field our Simla house.

In the afternoon, my father, along with some friends acomacpanied me to the Railway
Station. Just as I was getting into the railcar my father beckoned me, affectionately
embraced me and said,

"My son remember the following advice and you will never go wrong:

a) Fear God and none else will ever frighten you.

b) Remember always that the Prophet fought against tyranny, so you should
always try to follow in his footsteps.
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C) Always speak the Truth even if you have made a mistake, for truth never
tarnishes.

d) If you go up in rank and fame keep your head down in humility for the
Tree that bears Fruit always bows or otherwise it would break.

e) A 'Khattar' never takes a bullet in the, back; therefore don't ever turn your
back towards the foe."

His advice, which I have followed throughout has landed me in difficult situations but
it has brought me immeasurable happiness and contentment also, for Which I shall
always be grateful to him.

Soon after I was on my way. The only other person on the Railcar was a young
politician who had enrolled himself in the Army in the India Reserve of Officers and
was being posted as a Censor Officer at Karachi Post Office. He was not at all excited
about the prospect and sat glumly in his seat.

When we arrived at Kalka, where one had to change from the narrow to the broad
gauge train, we found a German travelling in the same compartment, oblivious to the
fact that war had just been declared against his country. The German was carrying a
revolver which made my politician friend even more nervous. He had a sleepless night.
The next morning at Lahore Railway station I handed the German to the officer in
charge of Line of Communication Unit and cajoled my other companion into a train for
Karachi. Thereafter I took the Khyber Mail to Peshawar. Nothing exciting was
happening there except for the arrival of two old officers who had been sent to the
Reserve, before my joining the Regiment and its Indianisation. They had not seen
Indian Commissioned Officers in the Officers Mess. There were far too many Indians in
the Regiment and those officers felt isolated. One of them became my Squadron
Commander, and he spent his time trying to catch me making a faux-pas. He was
unaware of the un-written understanding amongst the Indian Officers to outshine every
Britisher at work or play. He gave me difficult tasks and when I performed well he
complained to our regular British colleagues that such a seemingly carefree subaltern
always succeeded in not tripping up.

Soon the monotony was broken by our Regiment being called to aid Civil Levies in the
Waziristan area. We spent long days trying to catch up with the tribal Raiders. In the
evening we used to camp at any suitable place. Our pals in the RAF, who were very
friendly with the Cavalry and were honorary Members of our Mess on reciprocal basis,
used to drop messages giving us the location of the enemy, as well as keeping us in
touch with happenings back in Peshawar.
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A few days later the tribes withdrew and we were ordered back to Peshawar. On return
we were allowed ten days casual leave. Duggie, Kaishab Chander Khanna (known as
KKK.) and I decided to avail ourselves of it together and go to Mussourie, a lovely and
gay Hill Station above Dehra Dun, a haunt of Indian Princes and many more attractive
people.

However, on return from leave the routine again bored me and I was extremely keen to
enter the War and, since I was a qualified Pilot, I responded to a call in Divisional
Routine orders to join the Air Force. I was asked to report to the Walton Training
College, Lahore for further training. I arrived in Lahore with my Polo Ponies and all the
Cavalry Officer's paraphernalia. I had my horses stabled with C.I.LH. who were then in
Lahore, and arrived with my car and AJ at the School Hostel. There I was surprised to
see that the Principal, was a Civilian Scout Master, Mr. Hogg, who had probably been in
the Air Force in the First World War and was a Reserve Officer, and the Adjutant was a
Boxwalla (as any business man was termed by all the Regular Army Officers and our
RAF Instructors).

I was the only Officer who had been selected as such in the school; the remaining
students were raw youths from colleges and schools. The Principal could not
differentiate between an officer who had done two and a half years of Cadets Training
and had two and a half years of Commissioned Service to his credit, and the new boys.
He refused to permit me to play polo in the evenings or to keep a car or occasionally
dine in the Officers Mess of the Central India Horse. This was too much even for a keen
volunteer like me, who had expected to get further training in flying and a quick
posting to an active front where all the fun was going on. I protested and explained my
aim frankly to the Principal, Mr. Hogg, but the Adjutant, whose life had been spent
pedaling ties or the like, persuaded him to put me on the mat before the Air Vice
Marshal on his visit. I offered to go back to the Regiment but they preferred to blot my
copy book by sending me back with a bad chit.

When I returned to the Regiment I found that Baz Holmes, our Colonel, was rather
unsympathetic and was too timid to take up cudgels on my behalf I was ordered to be
produced in disgrace before General Dashwood Strettel, our District Commander.
Colonel Holmes marched me in, ordered me to salute and stand to attention. DWS
asked me to explain my conduct. When I told him my sole reason for joining the Air
Force was to see Active Service quickly and that I had not been treated as an officer but
as a cadet, not even allowed to keep my polo ponies or play polo during the off time,
the old man exploded. As a Cavalry officer he was outraged at the behavior of the R.A.F
School and dismissed my case, with an invitation for that evening at the Flag Staff
House The General thereafter banned secondment of his Division's officers to Walton
Air Training School in the future
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DEPARTURE FOR THE MIDDLE EAST WAR 1941:

I felt rather hurt at the unsympathetic behavior shown by my CO., so I applied for
transfer to any Cavalry Regiment going overseas next I got a posting to the Skinners
Horse (the 1st Bengal Lancers) then in Rawalpindi The day I arrived I found them
packing to leave for the Front in a week s time Col. Tom Scott later to be General Scott
Adjutant General of India placed me in the First Reinforcement Reserve which meant
staying back at the Depot in India This was not in accordance with my idea of seeing
active service. I managed to convince our Risaldar Major the most senior Viceroy's
Commissioned Officer, who commanded a great respect to plead with the C.O.,, to allow
me to accompany the Regiment. He convinced the C.O., that to allow me the Premier of
the Punjab's Son, would have a very healthy influence and will be a morale booster for
the Indian other ranks both because I was the first Indian Officer of Commissioned
Rank to join the Regiment and secondly, because of my parentage. As a result I was
allowed to accompany the Regiment!

We left Pindi for an unknown destination on the afternoon of July 1941 We had been
served a farewell breakfast at the Signals Mess but our lunch was missed in the
excitement of getting our baggage and vehicles loaded on to the troop train. We were
not allowed to mix with anyone at the station. It was a relief when at 130 pm, we moved
off. The Regimental Bands of Pindi piped us out by playing 'Aulde Lang Syne'. After a
sandwich, washed down with a bottle of beer, we started the guessing game as to our,
destination We were still at it, when we passed Lahore just after mid-night.

The next evening we found ourselves at the West Wharf in Karachi. We moved into the
Troopship 'H.M.S Devonshire'. The men were packed like sardines into the lower deck
while officers were given first class berths. We were still unaware of our final
destination. We were in a Convoy of some forty ships some coming from other ports
and meeting us in the middle of the Arabian Sea. Now we were told that we were to be
the Reconnaissance Regiment of the 5th Indian Division moving to Sudan. The days
were spent in Anti-Aircraft Drill and practice in abandoning ship. Most of the rest of the
day was spent at the bar.

The C.O., a graduate of the Imperial Defence College, did not approve of such a routine
and started a Map Reading and Message writing course under Major Hossack (later our
C.O.) This got me a break. The LM.A. and the 16th Cavalry had trained us well and I
was far ahead of the British Officers. My messages were declared to be exemplary, but
what really helped was my pointing out that Map-Reading taught in my new Regiment
was off standard and they were out by several yards in pin pointing enemy positions
and our own troops were in danger of being mowed down by our own artillery. A long
argument ensued I stuck to my guns. All the British officers and VCO's opposed me.
The C.O. had to be brought in and, at my request a map was drawn on the deck and
both sides gave their coordinates. The gunners fired imaginary salvos on both the
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instructions and my stand was vindicated. Thereafter I was excused classes as a pupil
and became Assistant Instructor. This won me the confidence of all Senior Officers
whose attitude towards their lone Officer of Indian Nationality, had just been
condescending so far. Thereafter Colonel Scott was very kind indeed.

Just as we were getting ready to go into the Red Sea a plane appeared over our convoy.
We were all new, and not too adept at air craft recognition and started shooting taking
it to be an enemy plane. Actually it was a Blenheim Medium Bomber from Aden which
had come to give us air cover. It was lucky for all concerned that no one hit it. We got a
rocket from the convoy commander.

FIRST ACTION IN SUDAN:

At last we reached Port Sudan unnoticed by the enemy, who were by this time in
possession of the Somali land. Port Sudan in those days was a God forsaken place. We
disembarked and went under canvas a few miles away. It was our first experience of
the desert. Heat flies and flying sand turned our lives into a veritable Hell. There was
grit in our food and it was quite an operation saving one s tea from becoming a
swimming pool for the flies. Our eyes were red and swollen due to sand blowing into
them. Ordinary goggles were no protection till Duggie Gray our astute Quarter Master,
scrounged some motor cyclist goggles after making friends with Officers of the
Ordinance Depot. This was a mixed boon. It kept sand out of one's eyes but brought in
perspiration in lieu which stung worse than the sand. Life generally was miserable.
Food consisted of hard biscuits, tinned bully beef and cheese and Australian fruit jam,
with no taste. Our men's chapatis (unleavened bread) in spite of the kerosene taste of the
field cookers, was a pleasant change. We were attached to the Gazelle Force which was
to consist of our Regiment and the Sudan Defence Force under Col. Messervy (later
famous General Messervy of 7th Armored Div and the first C-in-C of Pakistan).

Soon we were to acclimatize ourselves and learn to move cross country in the
featureless desert. Sun compasses had not yet been invented and the maps consisted of
cloth sheets with a few sand dunes shown at distances often miles or more apart. No
contours, no paths or roads were marked. They were not drawn to scale and were very
rough guides, of little use, if at all.

'C' Squadron was the first to be ordered out. It was commanded by Major Hossack. I
considered it a great compliment when he asked the C.O., to post me as his Second-in-
Command and Navigator on the mission.

We moved out early one morning well before sunrise, with enough rations and water
for twenty four hours and were asked to recce the shortest route to Mekli Wells, near
Kassala, which had been occupied by the enemy. The going was extremely rough and
the heat unbearable. We travelled some 100 miles by 4 pm; the vehicles had boiled over
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several times in negotiating unending sand dunes, interspersed by hard-caked, red soil
and pebbles. Then I found that our water discipline was lacking. Thirsty troops had not
only finished the water in their water bottles but had also gone through the contents of
the Chagals (Canvas water bags) and had also consumed all the water in reserve tanks.
The situation had been exacerbated by the spicy meal they had been carrying in their
haversacks.

We had located our objective and I had arrived there on the dot. When Major Hossack
told me of the troop's plight and the low level of petrol, oil and lubricant in our vehicles,
we got rather worried. We had calculated consumption of petrol on a normal road basis
and had not taken in account the consumption that low gear driving necessitated by
negotiation of the sand dunes. Our efforts to raise H.Q. over the primitive radio sets
that we carried with us proved utterly futile. It was decided to camp till the next
morning but somehow we had to get water; petrol and food for the next day. I
volunteered to go back with three vehicles to bring up these essential supplies. We
arrived at our Regimental Camp late at night depending mainly on sense of direction
and the stars The Langris (Indian cooks) got busy and prepared food and bread. The
Quarter Master filled us with supplies of petrol and water. We left by starlight in a
convoy of three 15 cwt and two 30 cwt Chevrolet trucks. Halfway back we lost our
previous tracks which were obliterated and got stuck in quick sand.

Our drivers were then inexperienced in negotiating sand and soon got the leading truck
stuck axle deep in sand. By the time we got sand channels dug under the wheels half
the vehicle was submerged. We unloaded water and petrol cans and then watched the
uncanny sight of a vehicle disappearing completely into the sand. We quickly backed
our own vehicle from the site, and distributed unloaded supplies into the other
vehicles. We soon learnt the trick of rushing up the dunes and then quickly sliding
down the other side. It was like skiing or sliding. The next morning we reached our
destination but were perturbed to find no signs of the Squadron. The Squadron
Commander had got impatient waiting for us and had taken the chance of returning in
the hope of crossing us. We found a message on a sand mound with a title Shaukat s
grave. We turned about and caught up with stragglers who had run out of petrol,
collected them and joined the rest of the squadron in camp by the evening.

I was acclaimed for my effort but what was more useful was that we had learnt the
lesson of being careful with water consumption. I learnt that wetting one's lips could
quench thirst and from then onwards always saved water in my bottle for my men in an
emergency like the one we had to face on the first day.

Col. Messervy came down and briefed us regarding the situation. The enemy had
moved into a watering place called Mekli Wells. Two squadrons of Sudan Defence
Force and two of ours were ordered to cut them off. 'A' Squadron commanded by Major
Craddock Watson was to move out first, later to be joined by 'B' Squadron under Major
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Denzil Holder. Craddock, had been a seconded officer; in the 16th Cavalry with us; he
liked his bottle. The C.O., ordered me to join 'A' Squadron as second-in-Command. I
was told to take care of the Squadron should it become necessary or if Craddock was
incapacitated for any reason.

We reached our point of rendezvous with Sudan Defence Force at 3.00 pm the next day
but there were no signs of them Mekli Wells was surrounded by mountains and scrub
country. I suggested to the Squadron Commander, that we carry out a fighting patrol to
check the enemy. I was ordered to lead it. We took a troop and a couple of Light
Machine Guns and moved up a valley. A mile away we saw an African signaler on top
of a hill. He beckoned us. We thought he was Sudan Defence Force but his signals were
indecipherable. We took up position and soon found that we were rather vulnerable as
the hilltops were manned by enemy machine gunners. We returned before sundown.
Col Messery arrived at our H.Q. I gave him the situation report. He explained that
Sudan Defence Force had failed to materialize and he had ordered our 'B' Squadron to
come up and become our right flank and we were, together to block the only pass
through which the enemy could escape. We tried to contact Gazelle Force H.Q. and the
'B' Squadron over the wireless but again we failed to contact them. We settled down for
the night under the scrub. One troop was deployed with eight Light Machine Guns to
hold the perimeter. By this time Craddock was at the bottle but I was too busy to keep
him company. I moved along with Risaldar (Senior Warrant Officer) Umrao Singh to
check up on all our troops and explained the orders to them.

The 'B' Squadron had made a wider detour then necessary and had missed us. They
were four miles out to the other side of the pass. They sent a Section under Daffadar
(Sergeant) Mumtaz to make contact with us. They located our position late in the
evening so I wrote out a message asking 'B' Squadron to close in and advising them of
what had to do together the next day. As it got rather late and we were not aware of the
enemy's movements. I ordered Mumtaz to stay the night in our Laager (perimeter) and
leave at the first light the next day. The squadron commander was rather merry by this
time so I issued the operation orders for the next day. One could hardly sleep on
account of the excitement about our expected first action.

The next morning, just as we were loading up, Mumtaz came rushing back to report
that the enemy was retreating through the pass therefore he could not reach his
Squadron. Major C. Watson immediately ordered the squadron to mount their vehicles
and started off before I could get the perimeter guards to load their weapons. He
wouldn't listen to my radio calls or flag signals and kept rushing on up and down the
wadis. In desperation I raced to catch up with him. As a matter of habit inculcated in the
North West Frontier Province. I kept scanning, the hills with my field glasses. I saw
movement on top of the pass and found machine guns and mortars just below the crest.
Major Watson was rushing headlong into the cone of fire, quite oblivious of the enemy.
I caught up with him just by a small hillock about three hundred yards from the enemy
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and pointed out our dangerous situation. He asked what was to be done. I suggested
that we should create a diversion while the squadron backed away from this unenviable
situation he had got himself into. He asked who should do this. Rather than waste
precious time, I offered to do it myself.

I dismounted and Arjun Singh my Sergeant and Mumtaz of 'B' Squadron who was
riding in my vehicle, we moved up to the hillock and there exposed ourselves in full
view of the enemy, who started firing machine gun at us. Bullets were whizzing past us
like angry bees. Craddock in the meantime took advantage of the engagement and
retired, taking way my vehicle as his own, was struck in the sand. When we saw them
clear of enemy fire I ordered Arjun and Mumtaz to retire one by one while I covered
them with fire from my rifle. I asked Arjun to go first as I did not want him to feel that I
had extricated a Muslim soldier first. Both of them refused to leave before me. I had to
order them away at pistol point. Arjun got a bullet in the shoulder while running, but
managed to get away. Mumtaz went back a hundred yards and took up a position to
cover my withdrawal. Just as I was coming down the hill Mumtaz shouted,"Sahib, look
out! Enemy is coming up the hill."

I quickly managed to hide myself under a big boulder. The enemy section came and
placed a machine gun on top of that very rock. They hurled grenades, one of them hit
poor Mumtaz. Two of the enemy went and killed him and brought back his arm to
prove that they had made a kill. I was almost sick to see the sight. However, I had more
important things to do. I was carrying our weekly Cipher Key, which I tore up and ate.
Ironically that day's cipher key read, "The man who ate his boots." I can assure you that
swallowing a wad of paper was as difficult as eating a boot.

PRISONER OF WAR:

I stayed in this cramped position for nearly two hours which seemed ages. I could hear
the chatter of the "wogs" (as we used to call the Italian Enemy). At last they prepared to
withdraw and their motor-cycle troops came forward to cover their retreat. I heaved a
sigh of relief but it proved to be too soon. One young motorcyclist who came to cover
them stumbled over a stone and fell on top of me. It was futile using my revolver with a
whole section on top of me. He gave out cry which brought screaming African soldiers
on to me. Some of them thought it would be best to kill me but their officer saw my
badges of rank an persuaded his men to take me as prisoner. With a few jabs from
bayonets I was herded on to the Pass. There they got orders to send me back to their
Divisional Headquarters.

I was tied, bound hand and foot, to a mule, and the journey to the enemy lines started.
On the way I was fired upon by troops of our on 'B' squadron, who had realized their
mistake of over-shooting the rendezvous the day before and were closing in on the Pass
from the other direction. Somehow we got through unscathed. Later I heard that, on
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finding me missing, my Squadron Leader posted me as missing, believed killed. This
message was relayed to my father and reached him in the midst of a cousin's wedding.
In order not to spoil the celebrations he folded the message and out it in his pocket.
Later he left for home and sent for my aunt and sisters. There was mourning in the
house but father would not accept that had been killed. He was proved right when two
days later; Middle East Head quarters sent another message informing him that I was
wounded and taken prisoner. The C.O., and Risaldar Mayor wrote extremely kind
letters in which they extolled my behavior in action and suggested that I should be
exchanged. However, my father refused to have me exchanged when other Indians
Were also POWs, like me.

On reaching the Enemy HQ, I was confined to a small tent and on looking at my
stocking tops I found them soaked in blood. As it happened I had been wounded in the
leg with splinters of hand grenade which had been thrown at Mumtaz, and had been
bleeding. All I could do was to apply my field dressing and spent the night tossing
about on the bare ground. The next day they gave me some macaroni accompanied by a
long harangue by an Italian Count from Brescia who could speak English. He played on
my nationalist feelings by saying Gandhi and Jawaharlal were against the British and as
a good Indian Nationalist it was my duty to cooperate with them. On finding my
negative attitude, I was denied any more amenities in the form of food and drink.

That night I was loaded in a truck, guarded by an armed escort and sent to Asmara. On
the way my guard fell asleep. I thought it would be a good opportunity to grab his
revolver and make a bolt but the driver caught me. I was manhandled, tied up and the
journey continued. On the way we came to where an Italian Supply Officer insisted on
having his snap taken with me to send to his girl friend back home. A piece of candy
was the price paid for my cooperation. I wonder what she thought on developing the
picture of the rude grimace and 'V' sign I showed while the camera clicked.

In the evening I was deposited in the cell of the local Gestapo H.Q. For three days I
remained in that dark hole. On the third day an Intelligence Officer started a grueling
interrogation. One moment he was sweet and offering cigarettes and the next
threatening me with dire consequences if I did not cooperate. Then something was
mixed in my food and [ started purging but was not allowed out of the stink hole. I
stuck to the Geneva Protocol and gave my serial number and name which was luckily
embossed as S. H. Khan. He commandeered the services of an Indian merchant living in
Asmara and tried to get information through him. It was my first encounter with such
sharks for whom money was God, and, they owed allegiance to nothing else. They had
heard from the other Rank P.O.W. brought with me that I belonged to the 5th Indian
Division. The Intelligence wanted to confirm whether there were five Divisions facing
them or not. I did not oblige by imparting the knowledge that it was just one Division.
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After three days of futile attempts the Colonel went into tantrums and ordered me to be
taken away to a forlorn concentration camp at Forte Cadorna, on the Abyssinian border.
I was once again put into a smoke-belching, heavy, diesel truck between the driver and
a carabineer. No food or water was offered till late at night, when the driver felt hungry
himself. We stopped at a wayside eating house. I was served with a most delicious
omelet prepared by a plump Frau. This was the first substantial meal that I had had in a
week and the last one for many months to come.

We arrived at the isolated fort perched on top of a 9,000 ft. high hilltop at midnight. It
consisted of six cells, a cooking shed and quarters for our guards. The doors of our cells
were solid steel plate. I was ushered into one of the cells where there was one South
African and one Welsh officer; others contained British Officers and NCOs of East
African Rifles captured in the Battle of British, Somaliland. Within minutes of my
arrival the news was drummed out in morse. Signals thumped on the wall.

The next morning all officers and NCOs were allowed out for cooking, our breakfast. It
meant roasting coffee beans and soaking dark brown rye rolls the size of two golf balls
and then waiting for pasta (thick tubes of macaroni), a thimble full of olive oil and
sometimes a spoon of tomato sauce for the luncheon and dinner. Occasionally an ounce
of rice was substituted for the pasta. Naturally the prisoners were getting weaker and
thinner.

One of our mates managed to get a small scale tourist map of the area. Some of us
decided to break out. The two sergeants knew something about tempering metal. They
heated up stolen shaving blades, stretched them and cut teeth to make a saw. They
started cutting round the locks. It took weeks to finish the job. The idea was for the four
occupants to slip out at night, sandbag the guard, rob him of the keys and let us all out.
On the appointed night we created a tremendous din in the adjoining cells,
simultaneously. The guards came shouting at us. During the diversion the sergeant
slipped out, sand-bagged one of the guards but found no keys on him. The sand bag on
the second guard slipped and glanced off his head. The sergeants were told to waste no
more time and get away themselves. They scaled the walls with a rope made out of
sheets and got away. They were away for three days but were eventually betrayed by
local Abyssinians, whom they had asked for food, and were brought back to the camp,
trussed up. The poor people were put on bread and water and the rest of us had our
already meager rations halved.

However, this incident convinced the Italians of the insecurity of their eyrie prison and
we were suddenly ordered to pack up for a move. We kept our eyes glued to the village
signs to keep our bearings. After hundreds of miles of driving we were dumped at a
concentration camp at a place called Adi Ugri in Eritrea. It was a German style of
concentration camp with double high barbed wire fences and lookout posts with
machine guns at every fifty yards and search lights were mounted at all angles. The

The Nation that Lost its Soul, Memoirs of Sirdar Shaukat Hyat Khan 46 |




camp was divided into two separate compounds, one for officers and the second for the
other ranks. The building consisted of barn-like structures with corrugated iron sheets
supported on wooden tresses. On one side there were two small rooms for recreation
and reading. On the other side a kitchen with a stove for cooking and two partitione
latrines and a bath room with a shower created by us by perforating a bucket. All these
were partitioned by double planks of wood. There were large 90 gallon drums for water
to use for cooking, flushing and bathing. We had iron bedsteads with straw-filled
mattresses lined along opposite sides of the walls. The floor was of cement which was
badly cracked.

There were already several Air Force Officers, a few Navy and Army Officers captured
from various places. Most of them were British, Irish or Rhodesian. I was the lone
Indian amongst them. However, soon we struck up good friendships amongst the
group. The only two exceptions consisted of an Irish flying officer who had come down
in flames and was, in the course of it, badly burnt. The Italians had nursed him well and
he felt beholden to them. The other was an officer who had shown cold feet in the
Somaliland Front, according to his brother officers. He was commanding a Machine
Gun Company but had hidden himself in a cave. The C.O. thought that he had died in
action and had recommended him for a posthumous award of V.C. which was
announced on the BBC. Officers belonging to his Regiment avoided him as a pariah. He
was a pleasant fellow and ingratiated himself with the Italians and learnt the language
and, in turn, taught a few words to some of us also.

My thigh wounds had become septic and were giving me a considerable amount of
trouble. The Commandant, after the repeated requests of the Senior British Officer, sent
the Prison Doctor. He was a charming person. His qualifications were those of
Veterinary Surgeon, but he had more interesting experiences to his credit. He had been
working as a First Aid man to Al Capone's gang in the United States. He spoke English
with an American accent and his stories of gangsterdom were most entertaining.
However, his method of treatment was rather unorthodox. As soon as a scab formed on
the wounds he removed it. It was a most painful procedure. I thought it was a way to
torture me, but he claimed that it would leave no visible scars in actual fact he proved
to be correct. The scars are barely discernible. He was a kind-hearted man and brought
me tinned milk and tomato concentrate which, as the official cook of our Mess, I could
make good use of, especially for the weak and the wounded. Cico (Chico) another
attendant was just as obliging and occasionally smuggled tobacco, at a price paid out of
our meager allowance after deductions of an exorbitant amount for the so-called rations
supplied to us. This tobacco, and that salvaged from butts thrown away by the guards,
was rolled in smuggled newspaper to roll our own cigarettes.

Soon life became rather boring and boredom led to unnecessary rows over trivial
matters. Five of us, Captain Black of South Africa, a Yorkshire RAF Pilot Fuge a
Welshman and Lindsay a Rhodesian, decided to dig a tunnel jointly to get out of the
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prison camp. The first attempt was started in the bathroom under the water drum.
Pieces of iron were cut out of the bedsteads and hidden in the roof trusses. The shaft
was dug and the earth was hidden between the planks of the bathroom partitions, but
soon our hopes were shattered, at the depth of nine feet we stuck water, probably,
seepage from the bathrooms. It was a great blow after a fortnight's hard work. We had
to start all over again.

After careful investigation, a square crack in the floor under my bed lent itself as a
perfect entrance and was selected. Soon a cover for the hole was cut out from the
wooden benches, shaped to fit the crack. The wood was ingeniously painted with ash
and oil to look like cement. An iron handle was fixed for raising it up. By now several
other POWs got interested in the project. Five parties with one original tunneller and
four helpers were formed. Two used to dig; two brought out the earth in a wooden box
with batons at the bottom; one used to raise the earth to ground level. Four members of
the second Party took the earth out to the compound where three other parties were
busy creatinga vegetable garden. One man was posted at a peephole nearest to the
entrance to our enclosure, to give warning of the approach of prison staff or wardens.

The shaft went down to eight feet and then we started on a four foot by three foot
tunnel sloping gradually to about eleven fee. Our idea was to dig about one hundred
and fifty feet and then slope upwards beyond the outer fence just behind a search light.

It was a back-breaking job: one had to crouch uncomfortably and dig with a flattened
and sharpened bars and, then fill the earth box which was pulled back by the helper.
For the first twenty feet the work was not too difficult and the disposal was not a
problem, as most of the earth was poured into the gaps between wooden partitions or
taken out in trouser pockets and quietly spilled in the so-called garden.

Thereafter serious problems arose. The color of the earth suddenly changed and became
lighter than the soil of our garden. Moreover the quantities increased and had to be
carried out in cooking vessels. Some were half filled with earth and others with water.
The new earth was quickly raked into the beds and watered.

After about thirty feet the problem of air supply started worrying us. Lack of oxygen
made work extremely tedious. We had to carry oil lamps to provide light and also to
provide a signal of oxygen shortage. Soon it was evident that without a system of air
supply the project was doomed. Fortunately we found a mound of used tins thrown
away at one end of the compound. These were quietly brought in and cut, one by one,
at both ends. They were tied together with to up bed sheets and greased with oil to
form a conduit, then leather from the boot issued to me by the Italians was attached to a
wooden bellow as valves to push air though the pipeline, via this primitive pump. Two
members now had to work on this contraption to pump in fresh air. It worked
spasmodically till we reached the first barbed wire fence. Under this a vertical hole was
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bored through the top and luckily it went through without the surrounding earth
caving in. It was a day for jubilation when the light became visible and fresh air
suddenly came in, but it proved to be a mixed blessing. Soon rodents found an easy
way down to a well-built promenade. In order to save soiling our only pair of clothes,
we used to work stark naked, therefore, these rats were not too welcome; as a matter of
fact they completely immobilized some of the more aesthetic and sensitive tunnellers.

As the work progressed more problems plagued us. The guards became rather
suspicious about the almost daily change in color of our, vegetable beds and the more
curious ones on the lookout platforms started listening keenly to the noise of digging.
We had to start a non-stop musical show during the operations and night work had to
be abandoned. Then came the problem of warning the team working at the end of the
tunnel to get out quickly enough to beat the incoming wardens, whose visits started
becoming more and more frequent. We had to tie a rope round the digger's waist, and
at a tug, one had to scramble back as fast as one could. This was not always easy.

Once I had a most trying experience. I was working at the face when I felt a tug. My
partner managed to reach the shaft but by the time I got there it was too late. A number
of guards had arrived with the Purser to pay our dues. There was no alternative but to
close the trap door and I sat helplessly gasping for breath. There was great danger of
finding me missing at pay time, and such exposure would have defeated our who
scheme, but the presence of mind and ingenuity of two British Office saved the
situation. Immediately two officers picked a sham quarrel in the reading room and
started flying at each other; one started bleeding from the nose. Other officers acted as if
they were trying to break them. The Guards rushed to the scene and forty odd officers
cordoned them off. Lindsay, my partner and another quickly raised the trap, pulled me
out and wrapped my naked body in a blanket. Another pair literally carried me as a
sack of potatoes to the Bath Room and profusely drenched me with water to wash away
the mud. I dressed quickly and was in line for receiving my pay as the rumpus had
been automatically stopped on all clear signal. I have never forgotten those ten minutes
or so spent in the suffocating darkness of the shaft and ever since I have suffered from
claustrophobia.

At about this time the Italians became too suspicious and started coming in at all hours
to look for signs of a tunnel. They could not guess that the block under my bed was the
entrance.

Christmas arrived and there were preparations for a feast, for both the prisoners and
the guards. I was becoming rather impatient and being the only non-Christian, I
thought it was a good opportunity to break out while everyone was busy merry
making. The Senior British Officer approved of my plan. I was given precious rations
and a list of addresses of their friends and families by my brother POWs. All the
arrangements were complete: a cover plan of a sing song was arranged; a panel was cut
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out of the main door and a clipper was manufactured to cut the wire. I was to get out of
the barn at 11.30 pm and cut my way out at midnight sharp. As I was saying my final
goodbyes and was moving out of the door, the camp attendants suddenly entered the
main gate. I was hastily pulled back and the panel put back rather precariously. As the
timing of my intended breakaway was known to all the inmates it was suspected that
one of them had blown the gaff. A war, council was summoned each one was
eliminated except the grateful airman whose burns had been healed by the Italians. He
was summoned and a sharp knife was handed to me to show him graphically how
tribesmen of Northern India dealt with spies and traitors. He broke down and gave his
word of Honor for future cooperation.

Back we got into our tunnel. We met with hard going for some ten yards which slowed
up the proceedings. Rats became a terror and were bold enough to come and nibble at
the diggers. It was a rather unpleasant feeling. However, by the end of March we
thought we had reached our goal. We divided into five parties each of five men led by
one of the original entrepreneurs. We gave marks for the time each man had spent in
the party in accordance with his date of entry in our venture. The party I led achieved
second position for the getaway. We had been saving our meager rations for the escape.
Bilton (dried beef) had been prepared by ten South Africans, who were expert at it. I
baked hard biscuits. Milk tins brought by our friendly Vet Doctor and some sweet-
meats, sent as a Christmas present by the Italian Air Force, were saved up for the
occasion. Water bottles were collected. Haversacks were made by tearing sheets and
sewing them up. Those who were not making the break contributed most of the daily
rations they, had saved. This tunnel is mentioned in Sir K. 'Traviskis' book on Aden,
where he was, later, the British Governor. Each party started practicing long walks. Our
aim was to make at least fourteen miles during the first eighteen hours if possible. Each
party drew lots for the five different routes chosen out of a Tourist Guide.

By this time news was trickling in, both through new prisoners and the odd smuggled
newspapers, that our troops were advancing and were held up at a cliff face near Keren
about thirty miles away, and others were approaching from the West.

Then my own plans were very nearly jeopardized. Many Indian other ranks had been
brought in as prisoners in the Other Ranks enclosure. I was allocated an orderly from
among them to act as my batman. This man proudly went and imparted the knowledge
of my presence to the others, giving my full name and my father's name and of the
important office he occupied. So far I had not disclosed this to our captors. The
Germans, on hearing of my capture four months earlier from the All India Radio, were
on the lookout for me and eager to get me over to Germany, planning to force me to
broadcast on the German Radio, in order to embarrass my father. There were evidently
stool pigeons in the Other Rank camp, who gave the news to the Intelligence. The news
was relayed to Berlin and, unknown to me, it was later disclosed by an Indian friend
from Aligarh, who was in Germany, in charge of Broadcasts to India that he had
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requested my presence. Orders came forth to send me by a Special Plane to Berlin. My
Guardian Angel came to protect me in the form of new British Hurricane fighters,
which replaced the outmoded Gladiator biplanes. They shot down two Bomber planes
one after the other, trying to reach at the air field next to our Camp. Daily Hurricanes
came and strafed the Air-field. The Italians were running short of transport planes,
most of which they required elsewhere and gave up the operation as too hazardous.
The last fortnight was spent cheering the sorties by our fighter planes.

The day for the break was fixed according to the phase of the Moon, when it Was dark
at the time of the break out operation but light enough to travel as far as possible before
sunrise. The Italians, who were now sure of a defeat on the Keren Front where the 4th
Indian Division had temporarily joined the 5th, suddenly became most helpful and
profuse in supplying extra rations, furniture and delicacies. Sofa sets appeared from
nowhere, as did large quantities of green vegetables which we had not seen for five
months, and meat, tinned fish and delicious cakes were laden on our tables. We were
foolish and fell on the food as only starved men can do, and ate like gluttons, little
realizing that nature had contracted our stomachs. Many, including myself, got acute
dysentery and there were only three to four days to go.

Just one day before 'D' Day, the greatest anti-climax occurred. We suddenly noticed
smoke belching out of the Prison Office chimneys and by mid-day the guards
disappeared. We were surrounded by beseeching Italian men and women begging us to
take their arms and protect them from the natives. Obviously they had been defeated
and their army was on the retreat. That night we became the guardians of Adi Ugri
Village, by mid-day the next morning our armored cars and ambulances arrived to
evacuate us. It was a happy moment but a real blow for those of us who had stinted and
starved for five months to dig the tunnel. All we could show for our effort was our
tunnel entrance and break out point!

RELEASED:

I was carried straight to the hospital. My Regiment came to know of it. Players'
cigarettes were piled up, as were bottles of Johnnie Walker. I think the latter produced
better results than the medicines which our very kind doctors produced! I was still
wearing a battered bush shirt, a torn pair of shorts and oversize Italian boots cut down
for the manufacture of the bellow for our air pump. Luckily my cousin M. Saeed, later
to captain our cricket team in the UK, arrived with a pair of Chappals and some kind
friend in the hospital offered me clean underwear, a shirt and a pair of shorts.

A few days later I moved to Hotel Ciao where the 5th Division H.Q. was located.
Captain Harnarayan Singh, the son-in-law of Sardar Sohan Singh of Rawalpindi, a very
dear friend of the family, was posted at the Division H.Q. and offered me a bunk till I
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was strong enough to re-join my Regiment, which had proceeded to the next Italian
redoubt in the impregnable mountains of Amba Alagi in Abyssinia.

The first night I walked into the mess every officer from General Mayne who had just
taken over from General Piggie Heath downwards offered me a drink. Being good
sports they accepted the first from me when I told them that I was celebrating my
release. Soon some ten rounds passed and General Mayne, in a jolly mood, asked me if I
would like to visit home (England) or to go to India I replied that I would like to visit
England where the people were the targets of the ruthless air Blitz and would go back
to India after I had settled my scores with the enemy. He promised to keep it in mind I
thought no more of it, believing that it was just small talk.

A couple of days later I got an order to advance from my C.O. over the wireless, to be
prepared to move forward with our armored carriers, which were under my command
during my convalescence. The message further said that he had toothache and asked if
could I fix up a dentist's appointment for him I did so. He turned out to be a good
Italian dentist. Later I met the C.O. at the hotel. He was very pleased with my
arrangements and hinted that I should get well as soon as possible, bring the carriers to
the Front and he would appoint me his Adjutant after Jimmy Coaker (Later to be Major
General, in the British Army). This was a signal honor and probably an appreciation of
my actions before my capture. I was rather pleased with myself. Maybe, the C.O. who
had gone round the night spots in the town, was in a good mood!

A week later I requested permission to rejoin the, Regiment and was ordered forward
with about fifty armored carriers It was a long journey. I passed Fort Cadurna - my first
prison. It was lying deserted and forlorn. We arrived at Amba Ajagi on the second day.
It was a formidable place. The enemy had taken up position a thousand feet above us
on an almost impregnable mountain. They had dug themselves into the precipice and
their guns were emplaced in caves. The army was commanded by the Duke of Aosta,
whose sympathies, surprisingly, were with the Allies but his General Staff consisted of
Germans and hard Core Italian Fascists. I was given the command of the 'C' Squadron
(Jats). We were ordered to go on the left flank and work round the enemy's position.
Meanwhile, another Force was approaching from the rear of Amba Alagi, coming up
from reconquered British Somaliland.

Mine was the leading squadron, and we captured our objective early in the morning,
without opposition. But it was just a lull before the storm. As soon as the Regimental
HQ and another squadron arrived, the enemy opened up with all they had. Worst were
their heavy mortars. I was still sitting with the and the Adjutant when a heavy barrage
opened and shells zoomed into our position. Each one of us, as a reflex action, started
squeezing his knees towards his chest and looking a little green in the face. One shell
cut off the telephone line from the guns to the Observation Post. A signaler went to
repair it but was killed by the next shell. I went down to look at him and managed to
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join the lines. Soon the gunner directed the guns on to the enemy. It slowed them down
but their firing continued.

The enemy was holding a well-built ring of stone bunkers at a distance of two hundred
to two hundred-fifty yards and was overlooking our position. Brigade ordered us to
dislodge them. The C.O., took us up to the top of a hillock, and asked us to attack. Both
'A' Squadron leader and I thought that a day time attack through the exposed dip in the
land between our position and that of the enemy would be suicidal. We would get into
a deathtrap as soon as we entered the depression, and would get into the cross-fire. Of
the enemy's machine guns. I told the C.O. that the Brigade Commander, who was an
Infantry man, probably had not realized that the Cavalry Recce Regiment though strong
in fire power was even less than half in man power then the average Infantry Battalion.
Most we had were Carriers Light Machine Guns but not with enough bayonets and
rifles to charge a defensive position. My colleague agreed. I offered to take two men and
sneak through with hand grenades and bomb them out of their position. The C.O.
preferred our other scheme to put in a night attack.

'A' Squadron was on the, right and 'C' Squadron on the left. 'B" Squadron and artillery
to provide covering fire. We moved forward after dusk. About twenty minutes later I
found that our advance guard was missing and our Squadron H.Q., was actually
leading the attack. Soon a sustained burst of machine gun was fired in our direction. A
soldier suddenly fell on top of me, taking me down with him. I thought he was hit and
asked if he was alright. Instead I got rebuked. It was my orderly Jan Mohammad who
had thrown himself on top of me, to save me.

I calmed him down, called up the rear section and moved it forward. We captured our
objective. The enemy had fallen back in a hurry.

During this time, all hell was let loose on the 'A' Squadron front. Within a matter of
minutes, half of them had been wounded or killed and the rest of the Squadron had to
abandon the attack to carry, back their wounded comrades. Without waiting for orders
I moved one troop to help them. The situation was getting bad. Soon we got the signal
to retire. I was rather peeved at having to give up the gained ground. On my return I
was given a word of encouragement by the C.O., but we were too busy helping Dr. John
Young patch up the wounded and taking them down the hillside in the dark.

That night enemy, mortars did not allow us a, wink of sleep. My second in command,
Dudley Hamilton, and I were in a bunker under a ledge. Each shell burst either just
above or below us. Dudley wondered if any whisky was available in my flask. It was
and up to day break the two of us twiddled our thumbs and drowned our fears of the
mortar shells.
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The next day we were moved back to the main road and carried out intensive
reconnaissance from there. One of those freaks occurred: our mess kitchen was ordered
to cook during the, day and quench the fire before dark. They did so. Food was cooked
and four cooks sat round the embers to keep themselves warm. Obviously the enemy
had spotted them and had taken a range on their place. Suddenly a shell landed right in
their midst and buried itself in the ground. Luckily it did not go off. Those fat cooks ran
for their lives and I am sure if someone had clocked their timing he would have found
them breaking world records!

The next two days were spent closing in the net. Our forces from the south also joined
us and the Duke of Aosta sued for peace. When we had a close look at their defenses,
we were astounded how anyone could give up such an impregnable position without a
fight.

Then started the mopping up Operations. The Commandant of our POW camp was
captured by us. Someone had taken off his watch which was soon located. A bottle of
whisky and a good meal surprised the Commandant. I told him that according to our
ethics we treated our prisoner humanely. He surrendered his Biretta Pistol to me and I
got him some transport. I believe he was sent to India.

While clearing the caves, we suddenly heard a Pathan V.C.O. coming out cursing and
reading verses from the Quran, seeking Divine protection from Satan. On enquiry it
transpired that he had walked into the cave where the Italians had kept their women
followers who were part of the army's morale raising detachment. They were all in
various states of undress which shocked our Pathan who was not used to such
luxurious 'appendages' in the army (or to naked female flesh!).

After the capture of Amba Alagi we moved forward unopposed to Desseye in
Abyssinia. On the way I rescued a General of Emperor Hail Salassie, who promised to
get me an award of the Lion of Judah. My Regiment was posted at Desseye and we had
a whole Italian Tourist Hotel as our Officers Quarters and Mess. Life became boring. I
started taking lessons in Italian. The only excitement that came to our town was the
arrival of the Duke of Desseye, the eldest son of King Hail Selassie, with his entourage.
Our Headquarters feared trouble and I was ordered to go and receive His Royal
Highness two miles out of the town and disarm his escort. I placed some tanks under
camouflage, on both sides of the road. We went past the cooing noises of locals in
welcome to meet H.R.H. Before he reached the crowd, and after saluting him smartly
and offering him my welcome, I informed him that I had to disarm all except his
personal body-guard. This started a furore. I explained to His Highness that this was
essential in the interest of law and order in his own country; this made him and his
entourage even angrier. They wanted to resist. I ordered the tanks to remove the
camouflage. That did the trick but a report was lodged against me, both at my H.Q. as
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well as to the Court at Addis Ababa. I feel the indiscretion cost me my Lion of Judah or
whatever the award was to have been, for rescuing their General!

SECONDMENT TO THE WAR OFFICE LONDON:

Two days later I suddenly received a message from GHQ to go to Khartoum
immediately and then report to Head Quarters Middle East at Cairo. I started
immediately on receipt of the orders. I had a very interesting lunch with some old
friends of 6/13th Frontier Force Regiment who were with me in Razmak and later at
Amba Alagi. Major (later General) Sher Khan and Musa were there; and their
hospitality was proverbial. I met many old friends both amongst the Officers, V.C.Os
and he men.

On arrival at Khartoum I was told that it would not be necessary for me to proceed to
Cairo. All I needed was some civilian clothes, and three passport size photos. In the
meantime I spent three days seeing Khartoum's life, which was most disappointing.

I managed to get hold of a pair of grey trousers, a white shirt and a coat that just would
not fit me. The next day, I was summoned to the Headquarters. handed a civilian
passport and was told that I was to report at the War Office in London along with Major
Graham of the Royal Scots Greys. We were to escort a Turkish Naval Mission which
was proceeding to the UK. to collect some destroyers presented by the British
Government, and a VIP, the Finance Minister from Yugoslavia, who was carrying his
Government's Gold Reserve to London for use by his Government in Exile. I was told
many years later that it actually reached Canada and was duly returned to the new
Yugoslav Government after the war.

We first flew to Juba where we had to put up for several days in a mosquito-infested
hotel. As a recreation we went into Uganda to see the logging operation by tall local
Africans, most of whom worked stark naked. The greenery and the surroundings
seemed as if one was back in the Garden of Eden. We took snaps of the people in the
boat who were not abashed or self-conscious in the least.

After a couple of days we were placed in a Sabena Twin-engine plane to fly to the West
Coast of Africa via the Belgian Congo. We were flying low over the jungle on account of
turbulence higher up. It was fascinating to see wild herds of elephants, giraffes, deer
and other animals. However, this hedge-hopping was not too pleasant and we were
thankful to get to Stanleyville where we spent the night. I became very friendly with the
Turks who belonged to two different generations; the older one had seen the days of the
Caliphate, and the younger was a product of the new Republic. They were all very
pleasant but the new generation knew little about the Turkish Caliphate who had been
accepted as Religious Guides of the Islamic World for centuries till the end of the First
World War in 1919 and had been keepers of the Holy Places of Mecca and Medina and
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their Satraps Governed Egypt and North African States. The Yugoslav Minister was a
jolly old fellow, only worried about his country's fate and that of the gold he was
transporting.

Next day, we went to Duala via the French Cameroons where the Gaulist Free French
were in control. After a brief stop there, we were flown to Nigeria and landed in Lagos.
The people were most hospitable. The Governor, when he heard of my background,
asked me to the Government House and I was offered a swim at his lovely private
beach where some of us were allowed to enjoy the afternoon.

Our, future plans depended on finding space on the Pan-American Clipper planes.
They were making flights across the Atlantic and it was arranged that one of them
might fly us out via Bathurst and Gambia to Lisbon in Portugal.

We heard of the German Invasion of Russia and Mr. Churchill's fighting speech
pledging aid to the Russians by sea and air and to provide arms to them.

Friendship with the Americans got us seats in a Pan-Am Clipper a week later. We were
flown in regal comfort to Bathurst and Lisbon.

Portugal being a neutral country Lisbon was chock-a-block with spies of all
rationalities. One could not walk a step without knocking against someone speaking a
different foreign language. Even in our civilian clothes we could not hide our military
stance. We spent the day pub crawling and eating fresh fruit, vegetables and other
delicacies which we had not seen for almost a year. Lisbon was a shopper's paradise. I
went round sightseeing. A few hundred yards from the harbor one came across extreme
poverty, and the slums reminded me of my own country. The contrast between the rich
and poor was, stunning,.

We were whisked away in the middle of the night to the harbor and huddled into a bare
service plane, a long distance reconnaissance Catalina Sea Plane. Seats were improvised
and we were issued old blankets. It was unheated and unpannelled. The poor Catalina
was a slow but sturdy little bird. It had to fly right out and away from the occupied
French coast and at a maximum ceiling because if attacked, it could get right down
almost touching the waves. Shortly our teeth were chattering. The old Yugoslav Finance
Minister looked grey with cold and soon produced a bottle of Cognac presented to him
by his mission in Lisbon. He was courteous enough to share it with me sitting opposite
him. It kept us warm while it lasted.

We heaved a sigh of relief when we sighted the coast of England and landed at Poole.
Soon we were in the dining car of a train to London. We were served breakfast strictly
in accordance with war time regulations. It was thrilling to be in a land which, single-
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handed, was taking on the mightiest blows from a victorious dictator. There was no
sign of panic and people went about their work with zest.

London was humming in spite of almost continuous air raids. On arrival we were to
report at the War Office. We had been booked in at the Dorchester Hotel, which was
one of the poshest in London in those days.

Major Graham took me to the War Office where I reported to the Public Relations
Directorate. Later he got me enrolled as a member of the famous Cavalry Club in
Piccadilly. Again I was the first Indian ever to have entered this most exclusive sanctum
of cavalrymen. Being a member of Skinner Horse (the First Bengal Lancers) was a good
enough credential, more so, when initiated by an officer of the Royal Scots Grays. The
India office paid me handsomely to get myself re-equipped in Military Uniform by a
famous tailor, Stracchan and Hunt, again introduced by Major Graham. My father had
sent me a thousand pounds. Sterling with a note to have a good time, for a soldier can
never know if there is to be another day. My own six months deferred pay plus
overseas and hardship allowance of a hundred and thirty pounds a month, on top of
my Captain's salary of a hundred pounds meant more money than I had ever seen
before. The Brigadier in charge of P.R. Directorate belonged to the British Nobility. He
gave me a large stock of special hand-rolled cigarettes which was a rare commodity,
and also gave me a note to his tobacconist in Haymarket. They enrolled me on their
special list for the supply of 1,000 'Crown & Rasp' cigarettes a month.

This was indeed a boon in cigarette-starved U.K. One felt guilty at this abundance.
However, people seeing overseas badges and medals used to go far out of their way to
heap chocolates and other delicacies like eggs on us, which probably meant their going
without them for a month. One was overwhelmed by their generosity and hospitality.

My first assignment was to go and give a talk on the Abyssinian Campaign, the only
Front at that time where we had been victorious, to a mixed gathering of General Staff
and a selected gathering of those taking an active part in the war effort was held at the
Overseas Club auditorium in Jermyn Street. I was rather nervous, so I prepared a
panoramic drawing of the Amba Alagi and waited hesitantly for the critical audience.
Somehow I pulled through the forty-five minute ordeal: my first effort at public
speaking. I started by quoting the following verses by Alfred Housman:

These, in the day when heaven was falling,
The hour when earth's foundations fled,
Followed their mercenary calling

And took their wages and are dead.

Their shoulders held the sky suspended;
They stood, and earth's foundations stay;
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What God abandoned, these defended,
And saved the sum of things for pay.

This start and probably my youth got me greater applause than I really deserved. After
that I was ordered to go all over the British Isles on a morale raising tour, both for the
Services as well as well as the people working in the factories.

I met Lady Willington, the ex-Vicereine of India, at the Overseas Club function. She was
still very energetic and, taking part in a great number of war activities. Her husband
was the Viceroy when my father was the Governor of the Punjab the first time in 1932,
and she had been very kind to my family. She took me under her wing and imparted a
great deal of wisdom. She told me that I was in England representing the great
traditions of the Indian Army as an officer of the Bengal Lancers, and I also had to keep
up the dignity of my respected family and not behave like some of the newly recruited
Indian boys studying in England, by being seen in 'cheap' company. She was kind
enough to introduce me to the fashionable set of the nobility which I thoroughly
enjoyed.

I was invited during my off-days to manor houses and the houses of nobility which few
other Indians could have seen. They were extremely considerate, treated me like one of
themselves, as a country gentleman. One was overwhelmed by their kindness,
magnanimity, hospitality and understanding. I established some very rewarding and
memorable friendships among the young set, their affection and unprejudiced happy-
go-lucky approach towards a stranger was most gratifying. At times, the amount of
kindness these young people bestowed on one became embarrassing.

My work took me all over the country and was becoming routine. However, a few
memories of beleaguered and blitzed England and the fortitude of its great people are
still very vivid in my mind.

One was a harrowing experience in Jermyn Street near the Overseas Club. A German
bomber had dropped a large mine down by parachute. On hitting a corner building it
just blew it to the sky. I was passing by when I heard the faint voice of a brave English
woman who had refused to leave London during this May-June 1941 Blitz and had
stuck to her post. She was crying for help. Many ARP workers joined me and we dug
frantically for hours during the whole night. We removed huge chunks of debris. By
eight in the morning, though we seemed to be getting near our goal, and we had been
struggling like mad men with lacerated hands, to rescue this bold soul, to our dismay
she stopped her wails. It was a heartrending scene. We carried on but it took a large
force to clear the place. The poor creature had been crushed by a girder and her legs
had been broken. She died from loss of blood and shock. I can still hear her cries and
recall the poignant scene of stretcher bearers carrying her to the morgue.
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Another inspiring incident was near St. Paul's in the city. Once after a deadly raid
which was aimed at the poorer quarters of London, I was passing through a blocked
street and found a man frantically shoveling away stones and plaster to clear the road. I
enquired if anybody had been hurt in the demolished house. The Cockney, without
raising his head said, "Hell, yes, my mother, wife and three young children lie buried
underneath the rubble." Rather bewildered at the statement, enquired then what was he
trying to do. His reply was that he was clearing the road so that people could pass
through and speed up the revenge of the brutal murder of his innocent family, and
help the country to win against the Devil.

Another eye opener was an incident at Aberdeen. I had two hours to wait before my
next talk to the local gathering of Service Officers so I went to see a film. Aberdeen in
those days was the practicing run for young German pilots under training and raids
were a daily routine. The cinema I went into was chock-a-block with young soldiers,
girls and boys and a few old people. Soon after the trailer, an announcement appeared
on the screen that an air raid was on and the air raid shelter was below in the cellar. I
watched to see how many people, would leave. I was astonished to find only one man
well over seventy who was sitting next to me asked the attendant how to get to the
shelter. The rest of the audience consisting of nearly a thousand people just didn't stir,
they twiddled their thumbs skywards and proceeded to see the show. Not one cared a
'tuppenny hoot' for the danger. After seeing the spirit that evening, I was convinced
that England could never be defeated in that war.

Another interesting episode was when I went to address a large airbase in Wales. A
young Group Captain came up to me after my talk and asked me if I could help by
speaking to a very old man. He had had himself brought in his wheelchair to listen to
an Indian Cavalry Officer, and said, he would be thrilled to have a short chat with me.
His father used to be the Brigadier-General in Command of the Indian Cavalry before
the First World War in 1911. The aged gentleman was really an old time 'Koi Hai' -
Poona-Poona type of British Officer. He kept on Calling me Sahib a title used for the
Viceroy's Commissioned Officer because, in his time, an Indian could only rise to the
rank of Viceroy's Commission as opposed to the King's Commission given to a
Britisher. He spent over two hours wanting to know all about his Cavalry Regiments,
most of which had since been amalgamated and motorized. The old boy could not
understand the mad rush for mechanization but was thrilled to hear that the Indian
Cavalry in its new form, was adding new chapters to its glory in the Middle East.

I was greatly heartened by a letter I received from his son some, time later, on my
return to the Middle East, to say that after our chat the old man had got a new lease of
life and was glued to the radio, listening to the actions in which the Indian Cavalry was
involved. I was most gratified by the gentlemanly gesture and to hear the news that I
had been of some little help, to fill a void in the life of an old war-horse and "bucking
him up" as a cavalry man would say.
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Another incident concerned an English Police Officer's courtesy and helpfulness, in
contrast with his counterpart in the Colonial Indian Empire. One night [ was delayed at
a late night party which ran into the early hours of the morning. When I came out into
the blacked out streets of London, I soon realized that I was lost in the great metropolis.
Taxis were rare and private cars still more scarce in those days. Soon I came across a
Bobby who asked me what I was doing. I told him that I was lost and did not know
how to get to the Cavalry club where I was living in those days. On checking my
identity, he most obligingly put a call through and got a car from somewhere to deposit
me safely at my Club. I shall never forget the kind London Bobby who was more of a
helper than the tyrannical type in the law enforcement machine in India.

I was ordered to attend the Commando School, which was located right on the north-
west coast of Scotland on the shore of Loch Ailot. I was billeted in a small inn about half
a mile away from the Commando school. It had a wooden chalet attached to it where
they put the occasional guest who came to visit the School. One night after attending
the School I came back after dinner and went to my room, changed, locked the door and
also latched the window. In those days there was an order not to leave any doors open
because of the German parachutists used to land, to spy in the United Kingdom. I got
into bed and went to sleep. I had taken off my watch and placed it on the bedside table.
Sometime after midnight I was suddenly woken up by a gust of wind and heard my
window fall open. I got up to see who had come in and found a black cat which had
somehow opened the window and got into the room. I shooed it away and fastened the
latches on the window again, with great care. I thought I would look at the time after
drawing the black-out curtains. I looked for my watch but found it missing. This was
indeed a great surprise because I clearly remembered taking it off, and putting it on the
table. I searched for it all over the, place but could not locate it. I had a rather uneasy,
sleep after that. A little while later, believe it or not, the window opened again and the
cat entered She came near my bed but I jumped out, she rushed out. As I locked the
window again I saw watch lying on the sill! I sat up the rest of the night wondering
what the phenomenon was.

Normally I was not superstitious but the next morning at breakfast at the inn I asked
about the black cat. All those, including the owner of the local pub who was at the
breakfast table, just went mum and would not say a word about it. Several years later
when we were living in Kaghan Valley in the Hazara District of NWFP, a Scots lady,
Principal Edmund's wife, came to visit us and we started talking about Scotland and I
remembered and recounted the experience of that night at Loch Ailot. She asked me if I
had not been told the story about the black cat which was supposed to be the ghost of
the Lady who had lived in the Castle, where the school was located. Since her murder
she had haunted the area in the form of a Cat. Wherever she went the doors fell open.
This story was known to everyone in that area but they must have considered it bad
luck to talk about it and were too frightened to tell a stranger about the presence of this
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cat. The Inn-keeper was especially guarded because he did not wish for publicity lest
people avoided his hotel, knowing it to be haunted.

As a rule, during my stay in England, I received extreme courtesy and consideration
from officers of the British armed forces, as well the British civilians who appreciated
our achievements in the Middle East. However, my experience with British officers of
the Indian Army attached to the India office was an exception. They still seemed to live
in the citadel of British Colonialism.

General Mouspratt, who was the Military Adviser to the Secretary of State for India,
treated me in the same manner as had Major Phillips of the Indian army Reserve of
Officers, when he rejoined the 16th Cavalry in Peshawar during the war. My cavalry
outfit and air of nonchalance which every Cavalry man was inclined to assume irked
the General but I really fell foul of him when I submitted a report to Mr. Amery, the
Secretary of State for India, regarding the morale of the Indian Soldier in the Middle
East.

Mr. Amery had invited me over to his house. There he questioned me about the reason
why my father resigned from the Viceroy's War Council. I did not know anything about
it and said so. He told me that it had been a great mistake because Mr. Churchill had
taken a great liking to him during their meeting in Cairo, and had decided to chose my
father as the Indian representative in his War Cabinet, a signal honor. As a prelude Sir
Sikander had been selected to the Viceroy's War Council from which father had
resigned on the beckoning of the Quaid-i-Azam.

I told Mr. Amery that I did not understand Politics and was unaware of the
circumstances because I had not seen my father for almost two years.

He then asked me to write a note for him on the conditions and morale of the Indian
troops in the Middle East and U.K. I was foolish enough to accept the assignment. For
days I sweated over the report which ran to several pages. I pointed out the iniquitous
treatment meted out to Indian soldiers as compared with others in the same theatre
despite the fact that they fought and gave their lives just as valiantly as any other in the
crusade against Fascism. As it was to be a secret document, I had to type it letter by
letter on a borrowed typewriter. When it was completed I showed it in confidence to
Col. (later General) Akbar Khan of the Royal Indian Army Strives Corps, who had been
evacuated along with his men from Dunkirk. He literally went into a fit about the
candid discourse. He warned me that I could be sure of a court Martial when the Indian
Army authorities learnt of it. I was too naive not to take him seriously. I thought he was
just a good-for-nothing old windbag, lacking in confidence and decided not to heed his
advice.
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Off, went the volatile report, duly signed and sealed, addressed to the Secretary of State
for India. Alas, too soon the wisdom of Akbar Khan's exhortations was to dawn upon
me. I got an urgent summons to report to General Mouspratt. I was literally marched
into the General's Office as if I was a defaulter, by the Colonel who was the General's
Senior Staff officer. I saluted and stood to attention. The General gave me one of the
dirtiest looks I had ever faced in the Army. I was rebuked in no uncertain terms, to the
effect that I was guilty of an unheard of breach of Military Discipline when I
communicated with the Secretary of State, without obtaining the General's prior
permission. I was told that I would soon hear what my fate was to be. Though inwardly
it shook my confidence, I managed to keep a straight face and replied, "Sir, since the
Secretary of State is a member of His Majesty's Cabinet, I have obeyed his order, taking
them as the Sovereign's Command, which my commission requires me to do." This non-
plussed the old man. He threatened me with dire consequences and I was ordered to be
marched out. He had a cheek to threaten me on account of a straight answer, but it was
to be a forerunner of many such experiences in my later life.

However, I must here pay a tribute to the fairness of British Statesmen at the highest
level. That evening, when drowning my anger with a good meal, a WAC. Motor Cyclist
came into my room, saluted and handed me a sealed dispatch. It was a letter from the
Secretary of the State to the effect that I had submitted my report at his behest. Thus he
took upon his shoulders the responsibility for the so-called indiscipline for which I had
been reprimanded by the India Office Brass. He also explained that there could not be
complete equality in the conditions of all nationalities. There were marked differences
even between those enjoyed by the Australian and the British Troops. Later I learnt that
the report was communicated to the Viceroy who had told my father that, if it had not
been his son, they might have thought it was seditious literature from a rebellious
Indian National Congress Member. However, on my return to the Middle East, I found
that many of my complaints had been heeded and rectified and the lot of the Indian
soldier in the field had improved considerably.

Personally, however, I did not escape the wrath of General Mousspratt. Sir James Grigg,
Secretary of Defence, had heard of my work in the U.K and of my broadcasts to India
and Germany, as well as my services in Eritrea from Sir Firoz Khan Noon. The Indian
High Commissioner in London, had been very kind to me when, Vicky Rikhy his
secretary, told him of the report which I had sent. She must have put her own word too.
Sir Firoz Khan discussed the ex-P.O.W's case with Sir James Grigg who had called for
my papers, and selected me for the then considered a great of honor of selecting me to
the Senior Staff College at Camberly, with the prospect of being a staff officer in the War
Office. When General Mospratt got an inkling of it, he ordered me back to the Middle
East as a punishment for my behavior.

I dutifully reported at Glasgow and was sent on a small cross-channel steamer down
the Atlantic. The company was good. It consisted mainly of Army Chaplains and
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Nurses going to Africa. The convoy consisted of several ships and it was heartening to
see. H.M. Battleship Prince of Wales and the aircraft carrier Warspite. Both were
unfortunately sunk off Singapore later, although they were lucky the first time to run
the gauntlet through the Mediterranean. On account of these great ships we had a huge
escort of cruisers, destroyers, mine sweepers and sloops. This gave one some comfort
while sailing through the submarine-infested sea.

Within no time we reached Gibraltar. We got shore leave and some of us were lucky
enough to be invited into the labyrinthine fortress constructed under the 'Rock' by the
British tunnellers. Lord Gort, VC, who had been Director of Military Training in India
during my cadet days, and who was the unluckiest General in the British Army, to have
been placed at the head of an ill-equipped BEF in France in 1939 which was evacuated
from Dunkirk, was appointed Governor of Gibraltar. Few would remember his heroic
and masterly retreat at Dunkirk. That such an able man should be the victim of such a
misfortune is one of the vagaries of war. He very kindly invited me to lunch. He was in
a reminiscent mood about India and later showed us round his fortress HQ. He had
literally made it impregnable. I greatly admired his courage, stoicism and devotion to
duty. Later he was to be the Governor and Supreme Commander in Malta at its worst
time. Such are the quirks of fate for some great Generals.

That night we sailed in full view of the German spies in Spain and could expect a hot
reception from the submarine wolf-packs which were very active on the route to come.
The next morning, when we got up, all notions of a safe voyage in the company of great
battleships evaporated, because the great ships and their escort had sailed off through
the Mediterranean. We were left with a small sloop, an auxiliary ship (an armed
merchant ship) and a few smaller escorts to accompany our cargo-ships; tankers convoy
to Bathurst on the west coast of Africa. The days ahead were disquietening. We had to
mount round-the-clock look-outs, because submarines kept us on our toes. Somehow
we approached our destination unscathed. We celebrated the occasion with a real party.
Bets were taken as to the exact time we would anchor. I pointed at a time on the clock.
No one was more surprised than me when I was handed forty pounds the next
morning. It came in very handy at the port!

RETURN TO THE MIDDLE EAST

There was difficulty in getting a passage to Cairo. Somehow the Officer, in charge of
movements managed to get me on a plane which left via Chad, the H.Q. of the Free
French; General Leelerc was training his Free French Forces there. After a night spent in
a rickety old transit camp I flew on and landed at Cairo the next day. On arrival I learnt
that the 5th Indian Division had been brought down to Cairo. I found them at Mena
Camp, under the shadow of the great Pyramids just outside Cairo. It was a real pleasure
being back with the Regiment. Many officers had left us to officer newly-raised
Regiments in India. Apart from dust storms, the ubiquitous flies and scorching sun, life
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was not too bad. I got the command of 'B' Squadron and was promoted to the acting
rank of Major.

The days were spent in training and getting used to the sun compass, which had been
invented for navigation in the desert. The officers club was a meeting place where one
met long lost friends, played cards and gossiped. It was not as high-brow as the Gazira
Club, which was a preserve for H.Q. boys who were in MEF HQ, and earned many a
derisive epithet from those in the Field. However, the Club life was a change and great
fun. They were all very kind to me. The weekly ritual of a bath in the Mena Hotel just
by the great Pyramids and Sphinx was a treat in itself.

This existence was too pleasant to last. I was going for a Commando Course on the Suez
Canal to avoid the tedium of static life, when suddenly we were faced with disaster in
Crete and Cyprus: our most strategic base close to Turkey was threatened. We got an
urgent message, to move. We drove our soft vehicles all night and left them with Line
of Communication Area on the canal. It was a dusty, uncomfortable journey and none
of us was recognizable at the end of it. At night we embarked on H.M Navy's hard
pressed destroyers, which were shuttling back and forth evacuating troops under, fire
from Crete and then moving others to Cyprus. We were warned not to accept the
hospitality for which the British Navy was famous, as their supplies were running low
but, despite our protests, the Wardroom insisted on giving us a treat. It was a touching
manifestation, for we knew this meant, their going without amenities for days. We did
not wish to disappoint those brave and valiant sailors but were unusually abstemious
that night. We ate our bully beef and hard biscuits, washed it down with tepid water
from our water bottles. It was still dark when we sighted land.

CYPRUS:

We quickly disembarked at Famagusta, where we took over from a British Armored
Regiment which had left its light tanks. These were not much better than our armored
carriers. They were veritable death traps against anti-tank weapons and barely stopped
small arms fire. This was however, an ideal, opportunity to train our men. The
Regimental HQ was located in old ruins and catacombs of the Crusade days. My
squadron had to go on detachment, on the northern coast which was vulnerable to
parachute landings. The Commanding Officer ordered my squadron to go to Kyrenia. I
left for reconnaissance, passed through Nicosia which was a bright spot full of night
clubs and cafes, but the countryside was extremely poor. There was a mixed population
of Greeks and Turks. Kyrenia was predominantly a Turkish area. Womenfolk were still
wearing veils and strict rules of morality were observed. While the squadron was
billeted in the village, I selected an adjoining orange orchard which had a two-room
lodge in it, as my Headquarters. We spent the next, few weeks familiarizing ourselves
with the local topography.
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As my second-in-command I had a young British Tea Planter from Assam, Lt. Mundell.
He had been dealing with the poor slave labor employed in, Assam's tea plantations.
He could not speak Urdu, the language our troops understood. He spoke to the men, in
a harsh manner and showed little respect for the Viceroy's commissioned Officers (now
called the Junior Commissioned Officers) who used to command the three troops in the
squadron. Thus, this raw youth had become both dangerous to himself and to his
troops to himself because while respect begets mutual respect, hatred, if generated,
could be very unpleasant if not fatal, on active service.

Leaving, aside the personal angle, lack of communication between an officer and his
men on account of a language problem or otherwise can be disastrous in war. It was,
therefore my first problem to get my second in command broken in and trained to take
over in the eventuality of my becoming a casualty. I, therefore ordered him to speak in
Urdu while in the mess and to spend most of the time with his men to learn their
language. I also knew, that a British officer could get very ill if not accustomed to Indian
food. In case of an action, the officers mess would fall back into B. Echelon and would
be unable to serve. In a prolonged action which we were expecting officers would have
to eat from the men's 'langar' (kitchen). I, therefore, ordered that Lt. Mundell should eat
one meal with the men. Mundell did not like my orders.

On the coming Sunday the C.O. wirelessed that he would come over for an inspection
and lunch. He added that he would prefer D.K. (short for Desi Khana or Indian food). I
had thy batman prepare some Pillau (rice pillaff) and Indian curry. The C.O. was very
pleased with our training, had a beer in the mess and settled down to a sumptuous
meal. I suddenly called out to take a message. Taking advantage, of my absence
Mundell griped about what he thought unfair orders.

On my return the C.O. enquired about it. I called Mundell in the C.Os presence and
asked him if he had spoken to the colonel about my order. When he replied in the
affirmative, I rebuked him for reporting to the C.O., without first obtaining my
permission. The C.O., also reprimand him for this. Thereafter I explained my reasons to
him. The C.O., complimented me on my foresight. Later Mundell wrote to me from
Italy, where he won his M.C., thanking me for preparing him for this honor. Poor boy,
he later lost his life in action.

It started snowing and I decided to camp out to prepare my troops for European
winters. Soon they were acclimatized and also learnt to find their way about in
snowstorms. Thereafter we settled down to routine life. No Germans appeared and life
became monotonous. The only break was an occasional visit to Nicosia, a bottle of
indifferent local wine and a cabaret which was worse.

The forward Brigade held an exercise; the directing staff had deliberately made it
confusing. One of my troops sent out to aid the infantry, having not quite understood
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the orders in English, charged. The Brigade Commander, a foot soldier, criticized our
failure to move the squadron to his headquarters and had a quiet dig at the Cavalry by
making some cutting remarks during his summing up.

Captain Malik, who used to be my term mate in the LM.A. but was detained for a term,
met me after years at the Brigade H.Q. where he was a G.III. He mercilessly pulled my
leg about the exercise. While I agreed that days of charging as a Light Brigade were
over, I would not agree to my redeploying my troops until I had a clear picture of the
situation. There was a thing known as deception and it would have been wrong to put
all our eggs in one basket without having a clear cut idea of the enemy's intentions.

One day I suddenly got a signal to proceed to the Airport to board a flight for Beirut, en
route to Baghdad. My father was visiting Indian troops in that area. A rickety Misr Air
Lines plane flew us to that area. On reaching Baghdad I found my father in a Colonel's
Uniform along with Mr. Anderson I.C.S. his Financial Commissioner, masquerading as
a Captain, waiting at the airport to receive me. I saluted and we shook hands.

It was the first meeting with my father since I had left India in 1940. I could see tears of
joy in his eyes. He was staying at Hotel Zia on the banks of the River. When we got
there he embraced me and kissed me on the forehead. He said this was on behalf of my
aunt, brothers and sisters. I was greatly touched and felt just like a child when he used
to fawn over me, his sick son. Later we sat exchanging the years experiences.

Next day he was visiting the famous shrines in Baghdad; special arrangements had
been made for his visit as these places were out of bounds for Indian Troops. The Iraqis
had been wanting to join the Germans under Premier Rashid-el-Gilani, but their plans
were foiled by the Indian troops who landed in Iraq. They therefore, hated us and were
most unfriendly. That evening my father took me to a bank and forced two hundred
pounds on me. I told him that I did not need the money but he insisted. That day I had
to return to Cyprus.

On the way back I stayed for a couple of days in Tel Aviv, a prosperous new town built
by European Jews. I made some good friends and was struck by the hospitality shown
me by the Jewish community. Countess Skorski, a very interesting old lady, organized
amenities for soldiers on leave, but one had to pay through one's nose for excellent
meals and drinks. A young couple, Mr. and Mrs. Lefcis from Austria, were very
friendly. Suzi Lefcis was the daughter of a millionaire. She took me to Jerusalem where
she showed me the Wailing Wall and I was able to take her to the Dome in Agsa
Mosque. We became good friends and the last I heard from her was on my father's
death in 1942.

On arrival in Cyprus I was told that I had been appointed Adjutant, an honor at the best
of times. I was the first Indian ever to have commanded a squadron and to have become
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the Adjutant of the Lancers. I still feel honored. Colonel Hossack' our C.O., gave
confidence and I hope he had no regrets.

As the German threat to Cyprus did not materialize and Army under General
Cunningham was preparing to go back on the offensive, our Regiment was brought
back to Egypt as the Recce Regiment of 10th Armored Division. While preparing to go
forward we were camped near Cairo.

A few days later vacancies for Junior Staff College were bring filled. My C.O., who
knew that I had been selected for the Staff Collrge Camberley which I had missed in
England, thought this would be better than not passing through the Staff College at all.
He put up my name. I did not like the idea as it meant getting a GSO III job which was a
lower rank than what I was holding and, moreover, things were looking up in the Field.
I wanted to serve with the Troops during the forthcoming Operations. The General
selected me and sent in name up to HQ MEF. This gave me a break. The War Office had
been looking for me for posting to the Staff College at Camberly. They had tried to
locate me during my voyage but Middle East Force did not know where I was nor did
India Command. On seeing my name on the list of selectees for Junior Staff Course,
General Sir Claude Auchinleck thought that, since the course had already started in
England, he, in my interest, would select me to the equivalent Senior Staff College at
Haifa.

I was by this time posted at Fuka Area where the RAF had a complex of forward air
fields. The Germans used to come over and bomb these and there was a danger of
parachute landings. A brigade group was formed under, my C.O. to protect these
tields. I was, therefore, ordered to be the Brigade Major in addition to my duties as, the
Adjutant. It was a terrible stint. I had to do my normal day time, work as an Adjutant
and at night I had to keep awake in case of air-raids or probable landings from the sea.
All the same it was interesting. Our three Squadrons posted separately in defensive
position around the fields. 'C' Squadron had made their HQ in an old Egyptian pyramid
which they had found. I went round to contact them and had lunch with them.

It seemed a perfect air raid shelter, 'C' Squadron was full of it - it was cool, free of dust
and flies, which were the bane of our life in the open, near the sea. However, they soon
came to regret it. One after the other the officers started coming down with high fever.
No virus could be detected in the blood tests. They had to be evacuated from the
country because the hospitals could not detect any known disease. Obviously some
unknown species of bug was inhabiting the Pyramids. The men became superstitious
and officers were ordered to get out of their so-called redoubt.

One day a signal ordering me to report to the Senior Staff College at Haifa was received.
I returned to Cairo, and put up for a couple of days at 'Sheppards'. I had to get
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instructions from GHQ and also hand over some Agents we had rounded up whom I
had escorted back.

The next evening we were herded into a train leaving for Haifa. There were several of
us going for the course as well as many troops going into Line of Communication Area
in Palestine. The following morning we were horrified to find there was no dining car
with the train. We had brought no rations and food was just not available for love or
money. At Gaza we were able to get some hard-boiled eggs at an exorbitant price and
washed them down with tepid, rather dangerous-looking water. The journey was
uneventful except for pilferage by Arab urchins who kept on breaking into our
compartments. We reached Haifa, rather tired, ravenously hungry and fairly nervous.
Those of us who had, left the desert were rather upset at having to leave our comrades
on the eve of the battle.

THE STAFF COLLEGE HATIFA:

The Staff College was located at a beautiful vantage point on top of Mount Carmel,
away from the bustle of port and the city. The work was arduous. The two years course
had been compressed into six months. The staff was absolutely top notch. The
Commandant was a very experienced General later to be the Head of Intelligence in
General Montgomery's 8th Army and the Directing Staff specially selected to train
future staff Officers to take up battle assignments at the end of the course as GSO II or
equivalent. We learnt strategy, logistics i.e., supply, transport and (Admin)
administration, planning and staff duties, signals and communications.

We were placed in small groups with a D.S. Member in charge of each. Each group had
been billeted together in pretty and compact bungalows, served by a British soldier
batman. Ours as a Cockney character full of fun and expert at scrounging and
improvising. We ate together in Officers Mess where the D.S. and students mixed
freely. Work started early in the morning. We had lectures followed by practical work,
war games and exercises. We were taken for Swimming in the sea.

On one of these Bathing Parades, I learnt how treacherous Mediterranean currents
could be. A few of us (Lonsdale of Sudan Defence Forcoll Speechly of RAAF and Peter,
a British gunner) were swimming together. Suddenly, a breaker came in and took the
sand away from underneath my feet. I tried hard to find a footing but it was not there. I
struggled helplessly. When I next looked round I found that the current had taken me
hundreds of yards away from the beach and I could only get glimpse of my other
friends occasionally. I tried to struggle back but was soon too exhausted to try any
more. I remembered the lesson learnt in the Life Saving class at the Indian Military
Academy. I turned over on my back and filled up my lungs. Some waves went over me
leaving me suffocated. I felt I was drowning, made a distress signal but either no one
saw it or did not dare get into the dangerous current. I thought I was going to meet my
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end, rather a sorry one after the dangerous life that I had passed through practically
unscathed.

What I could remember afterwards was that I had been carried about three quarter of
mile down the long beach. I could hardly breath, and was terribly sick. Some people
rushed to me and gave me first aid which removed the water from my lungs. However,
I was very groggy and had a splitting headache which kept me out of the College for
two days.

News came of the debacle on the Desert Front where our forces had been forced to
retreat to the Alamein line. The Germans were halted through the sheer tenacity of
General (later Field Marshall) Sir Claude Auchinleck's sticking to the ground, while
others were retreating pell-mell. His Punjab Regiment stood by him bravely. His efforts
to prepare a sound defence and later his preparation for a counter attack have not found
him the place in History which he really deserve.

However, the appointment of General Alexander, in place of Field Marshall Sir Claude
Auchinleck and General Montgomery as C-in-C Eighth Army, in place of General
Cunningham, was applauded. Montgomery came to our college to give a pep talk to the
future Staff Officers of his army. He spoke with great confidence and explained his
future plans. His constant use of the first person throughout his talk with us was very
amusing.

But one could understand General Montgomery. The morale of the army in Egypt had
sagged and he had to build their confidence in his charismatic personality to defeat
Rommel and destroy the image he had created in the mind of our troops.

I had a very interesting holiday with my friend Major Peter, a gunner who had been the
ADC to the Governor of Malta. We had struck up a very good friendship and decided
to spend the mid-term break in Beirut, We left for Beirut and stayed there for the night
at the famous Sea Side Hotel. We were disappointed in Beirut. The only pleasant
incident was a meeting with Prince Ali Khan who was acting as a Major in Public
Relations, in Beirut because he could speak French as his mother tongue. We had a very
interesting chat about the war in Syria and the behavior of the Syrian people. The
Lebanese were, he thought, at heart with us but he did not think much of them.

The next day we decided that the Beirut expedition was a flop and we had better go to
some more interesting place. A place called Chatura in the ante-Lebanon Range was
suggested to us which had a very interesting Hotel, a pleasant climate and an excellent
cuisine. We found it to be a wonderful place. There were natural springs. In those
barren hills this little oasis was heavenly in all respects. The French residents were
extremely kind and friendly. We regaled ourselves there for the five days we had at our
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disposal. On our return we got back to seriously making plans for stopping a German
attack should it come through Turkey, as was then expected.

We had to carry out reconnaissance in separate parties and this took us right into the
heart of Jewish Palestine, where we stayed near the Kibbutzim and met various foreign
Jews who had come and made these settlements in the desert. There were two types of
these settlements, in one there was collective living, collective cooking, the children
were looked after in Nurseries. The men and women worked together in the fields, and
once a week they went to the town for a break and to see the pictures. They were
granted a month's holiday every year at the expense of their collective farms. The other
type of farming was that of individual holders who ploughed their own lands, grew
their own orchards, but all their purchases and sales were done through a central
cooperative organization. We found that this communal system was working wonders
in that area and was responsible, not only for the thriving agriculture, but making use
of every agricultural products and by-products in industry which these people had set
up themselves. We were greatly impressed their hard work and I felt ashamed and
disappointed to see the adjoining fields, owned by the Arabs, lying fallow or very
badly, cultivated. It hurt me to see that my co-Religionists, who had once conquered the
world, had become so indolent.

I still remember the day when we had an arduous climb over a mountainous position
which we thought would make an ideal defensive line against the Germans. We ran out
of water and were rather thirsty when we got down to the road. We asked if we could
find some water. The local farmer said he could not provide water but, if we would like
to have a drink of milk, there was plenty of it. We were rather surprised, but went along
with him and were entertained with large jugs of chilled milk which they had stored for
the market. We had an excellent drink and I still feel grateful to the farmer who was so
hospitable. I also made it a point to go over to Jaffa, which Was an Arab stronghold and
met a lot of Arab gentlemen. I was surprised at their apathy and I urged them to
improve themselves by hard work and to see that their land was not sold away by
them. But they were too lazy or too fond of money to bother about their property. Very
few reacted kindly to my suggestions.

Those who did listen were young Arabs who had spirit and wanted to stop the
onslaught of foreigners. They were coming into their country in droves under the
protection of the Allies, who thought that they would bring them there instead of
absorbing them into their own countries or in the United States. They were in fact
following on the Balfour Plan of the previous war, where a homeland for the Jews had
been chalked out by the British despite the Arab help to Lawrence of Arabia which was
responsible for the defeat of the Turks in Palestine.

Another experience was a curious dream. One night at the staff college I dreamt that my
father was lying on a bed and I was massaging his feet when I saw a venerable
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gentleman walk into the room. I heard someone say that it was the Saint Sheikh Abdul
Qadar Gilani of Baghdad. In my dream I turned round to him and asked him to pray for
my father and for me. He raised his hands and prayed for some time and then said to
me, "l have prayed for your father." I looked up at him and said I knew that I was a
non-conformist type, but were my sins so great that I was not worthy of his prayers. He
turned round and told me that my prayers lay at the feet of my father. Thereupon I
kissed my father's feet; he then, sat up and prayed for me along with the saint and
wished me good luck in my future life. I suddenly woke up. I wondered what this was
all about because I had never even thought or dreamt that my father would be coming
to Haifa, as he was a very busy man as the Premier and spearhead of the War effort.
However, I wished that, if it was the Divine Will, it would happen. Amazingly, when I
went to College the next morning I was called to the Commandant's office and a signal
was handed, over to me from the Army Headquarter. It said that Sir Sikandar Hyat
Khan, the Premier of the Punjab, would be visiting the Indian troops in Haifa Area the
next day and that Captain Shaukat Hyat Khan had been selected to act as his A.D.C.
during his stay in the area. I was to receive him at the Airport and accompany him
throughout the next two days. This was indeed a great surprise.

I reported at the airport and received my father and Mr. Anderson. I went round with
them visiting various units of Indian troops who were very pleased to see their Premier
taking such a great interest in their welfare. In the evening I asked my father, Mr.
Anderson, the commandant of my college and the G.O.C. of the Area, to dine with me
at Pross's Restaurant which was run by a great-granddaughter of Lord Roberts of Kabul
fame. We had an excellent meal.

After that I accompanied my father to the hotel where he was staying. He looked rather
tired so I sat down and started massaging his feet and as I was doing it I suddenly
remembered the dream of the night before and thought that father was in 'the same
position as he was during my dream, so I got hold of his feet and kissed them. He was
always very much averse to anyone, touching his feet. He asked me what I meant by
doing that. I therefore repeated the dream I had dreamt the night before and he sat up
in his bed and prayed for me and my future. The next day he left for other parts of the
Middle East and I got back to my usual routine at the Staff College. This was the first
experience of this type in my life.

PERSIA AND IRAQ FORCE AND RETURN TO INDIA:

Soon our course at the Staff College came to an end and we were summoned, one by
one, to the Commandant who was to tell us of our, results as well as our postings. It
was usual that the first ten of the batch got General Staff jobs on the Operations side,
while the others went to the other staff jobs in the A & Q and branches of the Army. I
approached the Commandant's office somewhat apprehensive as to my future. I had
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requested previously to be posted to the 4th Indian Division which was taking part in
Operations in the Desert so that I could go into action with that famous Division of the
Indian Army. The Commandant told me that I had qualified amongst the first ten but
General Jumbo Wilson, Commanding PAI Force (Persia and Iraq) in Baghdad, had
asked for my services on his staff as a G.S.O.IL

A few days later after a lot of farewell parties, all of us, good friends that we had
become, especially Peter and Speechly and Lonsdale, dispersed to go and take over our
new assignments. I reached Baghdad via Damascus and was posted G.II Training at the
Army Headquarters. The work was fairly arduous as we were expecting a German
push in the early spring of the New Year. It was now November and we were carrying
out very intensive training programs to meet the onslaught.
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CHAPTER -3

BACK FROM WAR

One day, I received a letter from my aunt (who had brought me up) saying that she was
not feeling too well and that she had arranged for the marriage of my brother, Captain
Azmat Hyat, who was then serving in the Indian Army in India, after a stint as an ADC
to the Governor Punjab till he attained the age for a Commission. He was to be married
to Khurheed daugter of Hakirn Ahmed Shujaa, and my sister Tahira to Captain Mazhar
Ali Khan who was later to become the 'Editor of the famous Newspaper, "The Pakistan
Times of Lahore" (at the time serving on the Burma front). My aunt said that she would

be very happy if I could also join the celebrations, and she wished to see me at Lahore
before she died.

I was rather touched by this letter and applied for a month's leave after my long term of
duty overseas. But at about 12 o'clock I found my application back on my table with a
note that the G.I. thought that it would be difficult to spare me at this critical time, and
that I should consider withdrawing my application. This was most disappointing. I had
a premonition that something serious was going to happen at home and that I must
somehow get back to India as soon as possible. I remembered my dream of the great
saint at Haifa and went to the Mausoleum of Sheikh Abdul Qadar Gilani, in whom I
had great faith. I prayed there and I went back to my office Waiting for me was a note
from my Colonel saying that on second thoughts perhaps it would be best if I took in
leave immediately for a month, and came back by the middle of January, so that I could
take part in the exercises which were to take place in the early part of next year.

I approached Major Wait, G.Il Movement, my course-mate to fix me a passage to India.
He was rather apologetic and said that all seats both by air and by sea had been
reserved for the British Officers who wanted to visit their families for the Christmas,
therefore it would be next, to impossible to g:et me a seat to Karachi. However, as a
brother Staff Officer, I asked him to see if he could somehow get me across.

That night at 11 o'clock my bedside telephone rang and it was GII Movements on the
other end. He said that he had just heard that a Dakota plane carrying new aircraft
engines to Burma was at Habbaniyah Airport about 30 miles away from Baghdad, and
that if I immediately proceeded thence and was able to persuade the Captain to take me
as a stow-away, I might achieve my purpose. I hurriedly packed up and got to the
Habbaniya Airport where I met the Captain of the Dakota. I offered him a glass of beer
and I asked him if he could take me along up to Karachi. He was rather reluctant
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because the cabin was full of engines which had been tied down and there were no
seats in it. However I agreed to sit on a cushion on the top of one of the engines and
begged the Captain that, on account of my long tour of duty abroad, including the time
spent in the P.O.W. camp, he should show me some consideration. He became mollified
and agreed to take me along.

When we were nearing the coast of Gwadar, where we had to refuel, the pilot was
informed that the weather at the airport was bad and the visibility was so poor that he
would be unable to land. This was a great shock because we did not carry enough
petrol to get us to Karachi. The Captain then decided to burn all his remaining fuel and
crash-land. He came over to me and said that this was the decision that he had taken
and there was very little hope for any survivor because of the rugged nature of the
terrain and the danger of the engines breaking their moorings and crushing everyone to
death. He circled round for almost an hour and then started descending towards the
landing spot which he hoped he might be able to see. Luckily, as we were nearing the
ground, we saw very lights being fired from the airstrip, where we had originally
expected to land and refuel. He came down and very dexterously landed the plane.
When he came out of the cockpit he was drenched in perspiration and badly shaken. A
couple of cold beers in the make-shift control room at the airport restored his
confidence and he refueled and flew on to Karachi, where we landed in the late
afternoon.

I did not know where to go in Karachi when I suddenly recalled that Igbal Shaffi, who
was married to one of my nieces, was with McKinnon & MacKenzie in Karachi. I looked
them up in the Telephone Directory and rang them up. They took me to their house
where I was to spend the night, because the only train for Lahore was to leave early in
the next morning.

Early next morning I managed to get a seat in the Mail Train for Lahore. I extracted a
promise from Igbal and Surraiya not to inform anyone at Lahore about my arrival
because I wanted to give the family a surprise. Our train came into Lahore early the
next morning, 16th December. Fearing that someone might recognize me at the main
Railway station at Lahore, I decided to disembark at the Lahore Cantonment Station
which is only a small siding. Of course, there were no Taxis at this small Cantonment
station but I was able to get a Tonga (a one horse Buggey) to take me and my luggage to
our house which was only half a mile away. When I arrived at the gate of the House,
the Guard outside refused to let me enter the Prime Minister's House. Luckily our
Sweeper Sunder recognized me. He came rushing to my aid and told the Police Guard
that I was Sir Sikander's son.

I walked straight into the house and as I was entering the door my father was coming
out for his customary morning walk. He was extremely pleased to see me, embraced me
and took me into the house and woke up the entire family within seconds, and there
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were jubilations all round to find one who they had heard, at one time, was missing
believed killed in action in Sudan. My mother was ecstatic and so were my brothers and
sisters. Soon I was surrounded by the entire family and the servants, each one more
eager than the other to find out how I had fared in my two and a half years abroad. We
had a very pleasant reunion breakfast. My uncle and his family were told on the
telephone of my arrival and they rushed up from Amritsar which was thirty miles
away.

Soon the subject of my marriage cropped up and I tried to resist it. I was still on active
service and there was danger of my being killed, it would be unfair to get married and
leave a young widow behind. However, I was in the minority of one and the entire
family decided to go immediately to Amritsar to ask my Uncle to fix a date of my
marriage, on 25th December 1942, just after the wedding of my brother and sister, a
week from the day of my arrival. My maternal uncle, sporting as he was, first demurred
at the idea of having to arrange the wedding of his eldest daughter, on a week's notice,
but on my mother's entreaties he softened and agreed to consider the matter. Uncle
agreed to fix the 25th of that month. Hectic preparations were started on both sides for
the marriage. Our house was already in a turmoil because of all the relatives that had
gathered a week earlier for Azmat and Tahira's weddings. There was an old custom in
our parts of those days that all friends and relatives used to come weeks before the
marriage with an offer to help during the wedding. In fact it was a convenient custom,
as it gave an opportunity for everyone to meet and have a continuous string of parties
for weeks, where they could gossip with old friend and exchange their experiences
since the last such gathering.

The next day I had an argument with my aunt that I would get married in my uniform.
She was insisting that I should wear the traditional Indian costume of the bridegroom, a
golden brocade Achkan (customary long coat) and a Banarsi a hand woven gold-thread
turban, a pair of hand-made gold shoes woven and sewn expertly by our village
craftsmen. I would not budge from my stand. I thought that it was only proper for a
soldier to get married in uniform during the War. As we were coming back after
visiting my own mother's grave at Amritsar, I fell asleep in the car. I dreamt of a lady
who said, "I am your mother and I had extracted a promise from your father that he
would marry you in the manner that I would have wished to do, and now I believe you
are trying to resist becoming a proper bridegroom, in the customary fashion. You must
agree to dress up as everyone, has suggested. And tell your father that I shall keep my
promise with him on the day of my death in 1918, I will come over and meet him the
day after the wedding." I acquiesced.

Our whole house was profusely illuminated and there were special Shamianias
(canopies) brought from the Indian States with silver poles and all covered in gold
filigree work, and thousands of guests were invited. But there was an innovation, on
every card, my father had printed, "No presents please for my children" The reason was
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the thought that people might try to oblige him as the Prime Minister of the Punjab and
he did not wish to create an awkward precedent whereby Ministers started taking
presents from people. What a difference from the present day!

Just a day before Tahira's wedding thy father called me. He looked upset. He broke
down and said his time was running out. I protested and told him that he was still
young, barely fifty years old, and had a long fruitful life ahead of him. I was therefore
surprised at his dejection. He asked me to pledge that I would look after my younger
brothers and sisters just as he would do, when he was gone. He exhorted that I play the
role as a father after him and never allow step-relationship to interfere in the unity of
the family, which he had assiduously maintained throughout his life. His utterance
made me extremely unhappy because I adored him for the love and affection that he
showered on all of us, also for his consideration and self-sacrifice to provide us with the
best of everything a life. I begged him to calm down and to please him, I gave him my
solemn word of honor that whatever the consequences, I would do as he bade. He
kissed me on the forehead and cheered up. My conscience is clear that I have lived up
to his wishes and fulfilled my promise in its entirety.

That day Tahira was wedded to Mazhar, who had taken a Commission in the Army to
please my father, after the German attack on the Soviet Union. There were great
festivities. The whole family and our numerous friends had collected, but at home there
was an easily, dissemble undercurrent of unease. I felt so sorry for our beloved and
God-fearing father. Nawab Muzzafar Khan, Mazhar's father, who had really launched
my father on his political career, tried his best to cheer father up by showing his
gratitude to him in public as also in a private talk where I as present. There was not
much respite the next day, as we had to take out Azmat's Barat (wedding party). After
some more hectic preparations, we took a selected party with us to Hakim Ahmad
Shujaa's house. He was Azmat's father in-law, a renowned scholar of Oriental Literature
and at the time working as Joint Secretary of the Punjab Legislative Assembly. The
cream of Punjab's gentry and men of letters had gathered for the ceremony. Father was
very happy and full of life. That night after the wedding, our jovial cousin Col. Masud
Hyat and Afzal and the rest of the youngsters got together and had a merry party at the
Christmas Eve dance. I do not remember if anyone got any sleep that night.

Azmat's wedding clashed with my Henna ceremony which was to take place at
Amritsar. The Henna is painted on the bride's hands as a symbol of good luck. Henna
was sent to Amritsar with Captain (later Colonel) Asghar Sadik, who was also carrying
bottles of whiskey along with it in the back seat of the car. One of these bottles broke
and soaked the Hennal Mussarrat had the unique distinction of having been decorated
with Scotch-Henna.

The next day was to be my turn. I got up rather late on this Christmas morning. In
accordance with the custom, I had to stay away from public appearance. Late in the
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afternoon, my father's barber came to shave my beard and gave me a facial massage. I
changed into the Bridegroom's Robes. The turban (head dress) was heavy, but
mercifully one has to wear:, it only once in a life time.

We had to leave at 3.30 pm as the Barat (wedding procession) had to go thirty miles by
road to Amritsar. I therefore, came down accompanied by Zahid Salim, my nephew,
who was acting as my Sarbala (equivalent to a page boy). He was very much attached to
me. The Sehra bandi (tying a veil of gold strings) was performed by my sisters in
accordance with the custom. All the family members came forward to give their
blessing to the groom. I came out to sit under the canopy where the marriage party had
gathered. All the family friends with whom our family had customary relationships
came and gave their Tambol (a wedding gift which used to be recorded and had to be
returned when the donor's son got married), plus a large tip to the barber. After the
"Sehra Bandi" ceremony the local bard sang the Sehra (eulogy).

The Barat (wedding party) started. There was a large cavalcade of more than a hundred
cars. My father, his elder brother Sir Liagat Hyat his cousin Nawab Muzaffar Khan and
an old Sikh friend of the family, Sardar Sohan Singh of Rawalpindi, accompanied us in
the car in which my Sarbala and I were travelling. While leaving, our gardener
produced another Sehra made of flowers which I had to, wear to please him. The Sehra
was too heavy and my father tenderly rearranged it by taking out some heavy strands
of flowers, while we were travelling. On reaching Amritsar father left my car and went
ahead to join the bride's side which had gathered to receive us. This was one of many
thoughtful acts of his to show his affection for the bride's people. The local band joined
us half a mile away from the bride's house. They reduced our speed to a crawl. They
were gaudily dressed up and I remember it more for the unbearable din than for their
music.

On arrival the reception party literally drowned me with garlands, almost suffocating
me [ signaled as if I was drowning and my distress was noticed by father who came to
my rescue and unloaded some of the stuff. I was taken to the men's enclosure. My
father-in-law, Mir Magbool Mahmood, was a gentleman of great aesthetic taste. He had
put up a lovely canopy, beautifully decorated. Under the shamiana he had built brick
fire places among trees laden with citrus and huge log-fires were burning to keep the
place warm. For me he had got a dome over the Masnad (a platform on which the
bridegroom has to sit). It was screened all round with strands of flowers, the floor was
covered with most expensive Persian rugs and one rested on a bolster made of gold
embroidered velvet.

Soon the formal Nikkah (Marriage Service) was performed. A venerable old gentleman
came over, recited verses of the Holy Quran and some sayings of the Holy Prophet
about the sanctity of marriage, made me repeat some of them and asked the Vakil, Uncle
and attorney, if he had obtained the girl's consent in the presence of two witnesses.
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Then he turned round to me and asked me, if I accepted Mussarrat to be my lawfully
wedded wife, I nodded my assent but he insisted, on my repeating audibly. 'l do', three
times. Thereupon the whole congregation got up to congratulate my father and me.
Dried dates, in keeping with Arab Islamic custom, and sugar-coated almonds were
passed round to celebrate the wedlock. We moved on to a sumptuous meal. Uncle
Magbool had made excellent arrangements.

After the meal I had to face the ordeal of going to the Ladies Quarter for the customary
ceremonies. My sisters-in-law wanted me to take off my shoes which, according to
custom, they would have hidden to be returned after I had paid a ransom for them.
Soon after, a mirror was produced in which we both had a shy squint at each other.
Then we were made to read Quranic verse. It was almost ten p.m. by the time I was able
to extricate myself from the womenfolk. We then posed for the Press Photographers.

Then my father-in-law came forward and helped us board our car with an exhortation
to look after Mussarrat for his sake. My father thanked and assured him that she would
be like a daughter to him. My elder, sister Mahmuda, my, friend Gobind Kapur and his
wife and daughter accompanied us in the car on our way back to Lahore. It was late and
in those days the road was not considered safe, therefore the drivers were ordered to
move at a fair speed as did our escorts in the cars in front and rear.

When we arrived, at our house my brother-in-law Salim was standing there with a
black, goat which he insisted Mussarrat should touch before it was sacrificed and
distributed amongst the poor. According to the custom Mussarrat had to hesitate before
entering the house; my aunt as is the custom offered to sacrifice herself over the new
bride; I had to stop her. Then, after receiving a present and walking on cotton wool, she
entered the Ladies' Quarters.

We got up early in the morning to go to my parents to pay our respects. Our brothers,
sisters and their families gathered round, us for an affectionate chat over breakfast. My
father was very happy and one could perceive their felicitations. At eleven the Walima
party started. This is a Muslim function which is held by the bridegroom. Elaborate
arrangements had been made. Specialist cooks of northern fare, who were experts at
Narinj (candied orange peel) Pillau, Kabobs and Tikka (shashlik), had been summoned
from Peshawar, for the vegetarian food cooks came from Amritsar and so on. The meal
went on from 11.30 am-until 2.00 pm.

In the afternoon there was a joint-reception given by my father to celebrate all the three
weddings of my brother, sister and me. The Governor and some three thousands
notables from all over India had been invited. The three brides were dressed in white
while all the three bridegrooms were in Army Uniforms. We stood in the receiving line
and shook hands with each guest after he had met Father. It was a joyous party during
which the famous Punjab Police Band played the music.
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At the end of the function, Father insisted on bidding farewell to each one of the guests.
We begged him not to over strain himself but he would not hear of it. Later he insisted
that all our relatives who had congregated: from all over the country should dine with
him. He reminisced with them till 11.00 pm. Azmat and I were excused from the party
while Mazhar had left with Tahira for their honeymoon. After dinner Father was
adamant in going though the list of Tambol (family's cash gifts). Accepting just a few, he
ordered that the rest should be returned. He complained of stomach ache and took local
herbal medicine for it. Then he gave presents to our sisters which was customary at the
weddings of the brothers.

At nearly midnight he retired to his bedroom. Ten minutes later when my step-mother
went to the bed room she could not hear him breathe. She thought he had fallen
unconscious and shouted for someone to call a doctor. A maid came and woke me up
saying that father was unconscious. I rushed down and was told that Dr. Lorbeer, a
German doctor living in a house next to ours, had refused to attend. We called the
family doctor who was immediately on the way. When I touched my father his body
was cold. We were rubbing his feet and chest when Dr. Mahrai Krishan our family
doctor ever since I could remember, came in, raised father's eyelids and started wailing
and beating his forehead - which is a signal of death. We were all stunned. No one
could believe that our dear father, who had been alive only a few minutes earlier, could
be dead. Specialists were pulled out of bed to see him, but, alas, all of them confirmed
that he had died of a sudden heart failure. The sad news spread like wild fire in the
country. It was a shock for those who had met him at the wedding reception of his sons
just a few hours before.

I was so stunned by the shock that I just do not remember a thing, till late the next
morning. Our relations wanted to carry his body back to our ancestral village while the
Muslims of Lahore insisted that he must be buried at the foot of Badshahi Mosque,
which had been rebuilt and restored through Sir Sikander's efforts. They pleaded that
he no longer belonged alone to the family but to the entire Punjab. I could not resist
their affectionate demand and agreed to his burial in Lahore.

That evening we carried the Janaza (cortege) on our shoulders from 108 Upper Mall to
the mosque some five miles away. It was apathetic scene - to see him lying in state
under the same canopy where he had been entertaining people to a wedding reception
only the evening before. Long poles had been tied to the Janaza so that the wailing and
weeping crowds could lend it a shoulder. Lahore has rarely seen a funeral procession of
that size. It seemed as if the whole population, irrespective of their religious beliefs, had
turned, out. Women folk had climbed on to the top of the houses to pay their homage.
Police and army had sent contingents. The Viceroy was represented. The Governor and
British civilians joined the procession. On reaching the mosque and after funeral
services, I collapsed and had to be carried back. I could not weep and was completely
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stunned. To me the shock was three fold. I had not only lost an affectionate and loving
father, but also one who had mothered me during very understanding friend and a
guide, and from now onwards, I had to shoulder the responsibility of a large family,
nine brothers and, sister, my step-mother, and my dear aunt.

At the age of twenty-seven this load seemed backbreaking, perhaps it would even have
been daunting for a more experienced and older person. I had not had taken a morsel of
food or a drink since the night before, so my relations forced me to have a cup of tea. I
just could not stomach it. People kept pouring in from all over India to offer their
condolences till the early hours next morning. I came out of the trance when I saw our
dear friend R.B. Labh Chand, who used to look after our Tea Estates. He was a devoted
friend of my father and the family. On seeing him I broke down and Wept like a child.
This was sorrow and fatigue got the better of the nature came to my rescue and fell
asleep for a couple of hours under medical care.

The responsibility weighed the down. I had to change my life altogether. Apart from
other things I learnt that I could go without a drink several days, a habit I had picked
up in the army. I decided to give it up for good. Thank God that I have been rid of this
sinful habit thenceforth and have beseeched His forgiveness ever since. I had to change
my entire life style to be able to clear our liabilities and meet the challenge of educating
and settling my six brothers and sisters and to be a father to them.

The next week, from dawn to dusk, I had to receive multitudes of mourners; it was a
touching tribute. Amongst them were both Princes as well as the poor, the landed class
and from every other class of society. I received messages from Mr. Churchill, the
British Government and father's friends from all over the world.

After a week, however, those long and luxurious limousines which used to visit our
house to pay calls on my father's valet, Kalu, so that they may get access to the Premier
in case of need stopped visiting us anymore. Apart from my uncles, my father's close
friends like Khan Qurban Ali Khan, the Inspector General of the Police; Maulvi Fateh-
ud-din, the Director of Agriculture, Ghulam Rasul Mehr and Abdul Majid Salik, Editors
of the Daily Ingilab, no-one else called.

My leave was expiring, so I made a request to the GHQ to post me in Lahore till the
Chehlum (the forty days of mourning) was over. I was temporally attached to HQ
Lahore District under General Hill. I used to go in the morning to the office and
afternoons were spent trying to sort out my father's tangled affairs. He had been too
busy in the affairs of the state to be able to attend to his personal matters. His Estates
were in a shambles.

For a man who did not drink or gamble and who was a pious Muslim, an affectionate
father and exemplary husband, honest to the extreme, he left huge debts of almost half
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a million rupees. It would be over, a hundred millions today, due to nothing else but his
hospitality, charity and giving the best of everything to his family. Obviously he was
martyr to his sense of duty to the country and his family. He kept his worries to himself
and kept on sacrificing till he could bear it no longer and died at the age of fifty.
Perhaps it was merciful that he passed away at the peak of his career and after seeing
much happiness in his last few days. None can tell what stresses and strains he had
faced on account of politics and the war effort; and amount of pain suffered due to the
ingratitude of the people. I know how very painful this can be, from my own personal
experience.

Though his personal income amounted to over Rupees 45,000 a month all he left behind
him was an adverse batik balance of Rs. 500,000, in those days, which I had to clear
during the next five or six years. He had kept up the tradition of his predecessors in the
Punjab, Sir Fazl-i-Hussain and Sir Mohammad Shaffi, both of them Viceroy's Executive
Councilors neither had a penny out of the great opportunities their public offices had
offered. I know when Sir Shaffi died he left a debt of Rupees 200,000 which had to be
cleared by his successors. All he left them was barren land and this whacking debt. Sir
Fazal Hussain's only possession was a little land which he had inherited and a small
house worth about Rs. 30,000 which he had built, from his savings during his Law-
Practice. It was his only investment in nearly twenty years or more of Government
service right from the Ministership, Member of Governor's Executive Council and later
the Executive Council of the Viceroy of India.

I remember, one day, my father had to make a very difficult decision between two
cousins, who were both known to him were claimants of a property worth millions of
rupees. He had to decide which one of them would inherit it. He had gone through the
file very carefully and honestly came to a conclusion that one cousin was more
deserving than the other and should, therefore, receive this the property in the Punjab
while the other already had granted a large estate in the United Province. On the day he
had arrived at the decision the person in whose favor my father had decided, suddenly
asked for an interview and came to see him. He asked my father if he would kindly
look into his case and do him justice, which was expected of him. My father assured
him that his case would be decided on pure merits and not on any other consideration.

After this assurance the gentleman left. My Father started working on his files. A few
minutes later when he looked up he saw a bag lying on his table and wondered who
had left it, so he rang the bell and enquire from his Head Orderly who was the, last
person who came to see him and was told the name of the gentleman who had just met
him. My father then ordered the orderly to hurry and bring him back. The man was
found and he came back to my father and stood there in reverence and obedience.
Father enquired if he had left the bag. He replied in the affirmative and Father then
enquired what was in it and was told it contained 500,000 rupees. At this my father
rebuked him that he should not be so careless, leaving his money about like that. The
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gentleman turned round and said, "Sir, this was just a small present for yow children's
sweets." This infuriated my father and he told the gentleman to take it away and told
him to get out of his sight and never enter his presence again. He hoped to God that his
children died before partaking of such ill-gotten sweets.

After, the departure of the man, Father got hold of his file and pondered over it for a
long time and thought about the action. He came to the conclusion that if due to the
foolish act of that gentleman, he decided the case against him it would be doing a, grave
injustice, therefore he wrote in the file that for personal reasons he did, not wish to
decide this case and sent it up to the Governor. Incidentally, the Governor came to the
same conclusion as my father and the gentleman got the estate.

Such were the traditions, he had to maintain to justify the prestige and the status of his
office.

Sir Sikander and his predecessors had only one aim, to be of service to their people. The
majority of the society was agricultural was being exploited by money lenders (Banias).
They were being robbed, on account of usurious interest rates. Their entire produce was
being removed from their fields and yet the interest was not fully cleared, their cattle
and houses were being attached through Court Decrees. Even the rural artisans tools
were being sequestered. Therefore, Sir Sikander, with the help of his Hindu
Agriculturist minister, Sir Chottu Ram, brought about great reforms in the Punjab's
agronomy. They were termed 'The Golden' Acts'

No agriculturist's land could be bought even through a Benami transaction (where an
agriculturist's name was used illegally to make the purchase, to get round the law). No
cattle or agricultural implements or artisans-artifacts could be sequestered. Debt
Reconciliation Boards were formed to settle debt cases. They let these poor people off
the hook if they had paid more interest than the principal. All mortgages which had
lasted more than twenty-five years could not be continued because in that period much
more than the debt had been paid from the income of the land. A quota was fixed for
the agriculturists sons in the Services, commensurate with theft numbers, and many
Services were banned from recruiting non-agriculturists until the agriculturists quota
had been satisfied and filled in every tier of the service.

Sir Sikander, like his predecessor Sir Fazal-i-Hussain, created schools and employed
teachers for the rural areas, so that the backwardness of the rural population was
removed. In short, service and not wealth was the real aim and object of Sir Sikander.
The Acts promulgated by him are still remembered by the agriculturists of the Punjab
and they are grateful to him.

Sir Sikander depended on and utilized the support of the great Hindu Jat Minister, Sir
Chottu Ram in the interest of the agriculturists but he never allowed the interests of his
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Muslim compatriots to suffer on account of him. To quote two outstanding instances
which are as follows:-

One was the decision in favor of the backward Muslim area of Thal. The non-Muslim
members of the Cabinet along with two Muslims, under duress and in conspiracy with
the British Governor, tried to sanction Bhakra Dam in, lac of Kalabagh Dam. When all
the Ministers voted for the Bhakra Dam Plan, the Governor turned round to Sir
Sikander saying, "All your Ministers seem to support Bhakra therefore the Thal Scheme
had better be dropped." Sir Sikandar turned round and said, "Sir they have been very
unfair to the interests of the Muslims therefore it is the Cabinet which needs to be
dropped. The meeting better be adjourned and I will come back with a new Cabinet
consisting of fair minded Ministers." When the meeting adjourned, every Minister went
to him apologizing for their role. Half an hour later they met again to pass the Thal
Scheme without any one raising his voice in opposition.

The second was the case of promotion of an Executive Engineer in the Irrigation
Department. None of the Superintending Engineers then was a Muslim Sir Chottu Ram
with the connivance of the British Chief Engineers recommended to supersede the
senior most Muslim Executive Engineer. Sir Sikander disagreed with them and ordered
that Mian Fakhrud-Din deserved to be promoted. On his return from the Office be
retired to his own room Sir Chotto Ram suddenly called at the house. My father came
down and enquired what had brought Sir Chottu Ram after office hours Sir Chottu Ram
said that it was on account of his recommendation having been turned down which had
made his position untenable and he threatened to resign. Without batting an eye lid Sir
Sikander rang for his servant and asked him to bring the Minister a pen and paper to
write his resignation, and left the drawing room. Sir Chottu Ram was flabbergasted and
left without tendering his resignation!

Similarly, he did great service to the Muslims by restoring the Badshahi (Royal Mughal)
Mosque at Lahore which had been used as stables by the Sikhs, and later, as an Arsenal.
It was in a shambles. Many beautiful minarets had collapsed and much of the marble
had been removed. Sir Sikander levied, a small cess, on the Land Revenue paid by the
Muslims of 1/64th of a rupee which has restored this lovely monument.

The greatest service Sir Sikander did for the Muslim people was after the 1936 Elections,
held under the 1935 Act. His Unionist Party had won almost all the Muslim Seats in the
Punjab Assembly. The Muslim League had won only two Muslim Seats, of which one
was that of Raja Ghazanfar Ali, who joined Sir Sikander's Unionist Party as a
Parliamentary Secretary. The sole Member belonging to the Muslim League party was
Malik Barkat Ali. The Muslim League in that Election had lost mall the Muslim Majority
Province.
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