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Of late, however, the Government of Pakistan had been replaced by the
ernment of Toba Tek Singh, a small town in the Punjab® which was hig ro,
He had also begun inquiring where Toba Tek Singh was to go. Howey
nobody was quite sure whether it was in India or Pakistan.

Those who had tried to solve this mystery had become utterly confuseq .
told that Sialkot, which used to be in India, was now in Pakistan. It was
body’s guess what was going to happen to Lahore, which was currently in pye
stan, but could slide into India any moment. It was also possible that the enti
subcontinent of India might become Pakistan. And who could say if both Ing
and Pakistan might not entirely vanish from the map of the world one day?

The old man’s hair was almost gone, and what little was left had vmno:ﬁ X
part of the beard, giving him a strange, even frightening, appearance. Howeyep
he was a harmless fellow and had never been known to get into fights. Olde
attendants at the asylum said that he was a fairly prosperous landlord from
Toba Tek Singh, who had quite suddenly gone mad. His family had broug ,
him in, bound and fettered. That was fifteen years ago. 3 ;

Once a month, he used to have visitors, but since the start of communa|
troubles in the Punjab, they had stopped coming. His real name was Bishan
Singh,” but everybody called him Toba Tek Singh. He lived in a kind of limbo,
having no idea what day of the week it was, or month, or how many years had
passed since his confinement. However, he had developed a sixth sense about
the day of the visit, when he used to bathe himself, soap his body, oil and comb
his hair and put on clean clothes. He never said a word during these meetings,
except occasional outbursts of ‘Uper the gur gur the annexe the bay dhayana the
mung the dal of the laltain.’

When he was first confined, he had left an infant daughter behind, now a
pretty young girl of fifteen. She would come occasionally, and sit in front of
him with tears rolling down her cheeks. In the strange world that he inhabited,
hers was just another face.

Since the start of this India-Pakistan caboodle, he had got into the habit of
asking fellow inmates where exactly Toba Tek Singh was, without receiving
a satisfactory answer, because nobody knew. The visits had also suddenly
stopped. He was increasingly restless, but, more than that, curious. The sixth
sense, which used to alert him to the day of the visit, had also atrophied.

He missed his family, the gifts they used to bring and the concern with which
they used to speak to him. He was sure they would have told him whether Toba
Tek Singh was in India or Pakistan. He also had a feeling that they came from
Toba Tek Singh, where he used to have his home.

One of the inmates had declared himself God. Bishan Singh asked him one day
if Toba Tek Singh was in India or Pakistan. The man chuckled: ‘Neither in India
nor in Pakistan, because, so far, we have issued no orders in this respect.’

Bishan Singh begged ‘God’ to issue the necessary orders, so that his problem
could be solved, but he was disappointed, as ‘God’ appeared to be preoccupied

6. Now located in the province of Punjab in  men add “Singh” (lion) to their given and fam-
Pakistan. ily names in order to identify their religion.

7. The name of the story’s protagonist; Sikh



