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them to cover themselves had failed because they couldn’t be kept from:
off their garments. Some were shouting abuse or singing. Others were
bitterly. Many fights broke out.

In short, complete confusion prevailed. Female lunatics were alsg
exchanged and they were even noisier. It was bitterly cold.

Most of the inmates appeared to be dead set against the entire oper
They simply could not understand why they were being forcibly rem
thrown into buses and driven to this strange place. There were sloga

‘Pakistan Zindabad’ and ‘Pakistan Murdabad’* followed by fights.

could be recorded in a register, he asked the official behind the desk: *
Toba Tek Singh? In India or Pakistan?’
‘Pakistan,” he answered with a vulgar laugh. ;
Bishan Singh tried to run, but was overpowered by the Pakistani guards
tried to push him across the dividing line towards India. However, he wou!
move. ‘This is Toba Tek Singh,” he announced. ‘Uper the gur gur the annexe
be dyhana mung the dal of Toba Tek Singh and Pakistan.’
Many efforts were made to explain to him that Toba Tek Singh had alr
been moved to India, or would be moved immediately, but it had no effee
Bishan Singh. The guards even tried force, but soon gave up.
There he stood in no man’s land on his swollen legs like a colossus.
Since he was a harmless old man, no further attempt was made to push k
into India. He was allowed to stand where he wanted, while the exchange et
tinued. The night wore on. ]
Just before sunrise, Bishan Singh, the man who had stood on his legs
fifteen years, screamed and as officials from the two sides rushed towards hi
he collapsed to the ground.

no name, lay Toba Tek Singh.

3. “Pakistan Murdabad,” translatable as “Death to Pakistan,” is the semantic opposite of the preceding
phrase, “Long Live Pakistan!” .



