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SAMUEL TRUFANT
We had arrived in India only a few days 

earlier and had spent our time in the comparative 
shelter of a seaside resort near Bombay. It was 
a lovely spot with a broad beach, swimming pool, 
palm trees and the inevitable snake charmer, with 
his gunny sack of cobras, his wailing pipes and his 
mongoose. We had been escorted on our few trips 
outside the compound by Mr. J. H. Doshi, an in
dustrialist, to whom we had been introduced by Ted 
Knaggs. From there we went on to Delhi for one 
hectic day while I met with the Agency for Inter
national Development director and Ann andthe 
children went sightseeing. Among other things 
had visited the American Express Office where I had 
arranged to travel from Delhi to our destination 
239 miles northwest at Ferozepore. I had elected 
to travel on the day train, a 12-hour-trip, depart
ing at six in the morning. The idea was that this 
would be a way to see something of the countryside. 
And it was.

At five o'clock next morning the room- 
bearer knocked on our door and brought us "bed tea" 
which in our case was coffee. He was followed 
shortly by waiters bringing large English type 
breakfasts of cereal, eggs, toast, marmalade, jams 
and more coffee. We were pretty well organized 
travelers by this time and at 5:30 we were ready for 
the bearers to collect our bags and depart for the 
Old Delhi station of the Northern Railway, five 
minutes drive away. Two taxis had been summoned 
and off we went. This was to be one of the few 
times that we used two cabs - we soon learned that 
a cab, a bit larger than a Renault and a bit smaller 
than a Peugeot could be made to accommodate two 
adults and four assorted children with their luggage 
on top. What's more it saved haggling with the two 
drivers. The station in Old Delhi is a relic of 
the heyday of the British Raj, a large, red brick 
building with turrets, surrounded by a great iron 
fence and inhabited at all times by hordes of people 
some moving to and fro with what are probably all 
their worldly goods under their arms or on their 
heads and others squatting patiently watching the 
passing scene. Some I suspect live in the station.
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In the driveway at the station entrance the cab 
competed for right-of-way with horse drawn tongas, 
bullock carts, scooters and bicycles. The bustle 
of humanity at the station gives one a sense of 
excitement and expectancy.

The cabs had hardly pulled into the drive 
when we were surrounded by swarming little men in 
baggy khaki shorts with long, red rags wrapped 
about their heads and with large, numbered metal 
badges pinned to their shirts. They were the 
porters all clamoring to take our luggage - each 
we learned later was trying to tell us that he 
could manage all of our luggage alone. I finally 
settled for two of them who had a small cart on 
which the bags were piled and we set off for the 
interior of the station. When we got into the main 
waiting room the porter indicated that he would 
have to take our gear the long way around and that 
we should take the bridge over the tracks directly 
to the platform. Naively I assented. I say naively 
for just as the porters pushed the cart away the 
railroad man from the American Express office 
appeared and inquired as to our luggage. He threw 
up his hands in horror, pointed us in the direction 
of the train and disappeared down the platform.
You may be sure that never again did I let a piece 
of luggage out of my sight. The disappearance rate 
is said to be phenomenal.

We had no difficulty finding our compart
ment once we'd found the correct platform - there 
chalked on the side of the carriage was "Dr. S. 
Truffant & fly. FZR" (Perozepore). The man from 
American Express had found our porters and the 
luggage was being stacked away on the racks. With 
the distribution of tips the porters withdrew with 
appropriate gestures of salaam and noises of 
gratitude.

The scene on the station platform was 
something to behold. On a track opposite to ours 
a train pulled in and running alongside were porters 
and others who turned out to be prospective passen
gers. The porters wanted to take luggage and the 
others wanted to get into the cars, and find a 
seat. Meanwhile as the train stopped rolling
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luggage was being tossed out the windows - sometimes 
to porters, sometimes to waiting relatives but 
oftentimes just onto the platform. Children were 
handled like luggage, and then much to our surprise 
out came the passengers. I later understood why.
A third class bogey holds hordes of people includ
ing those who sit in the aisles and in the vesti
bules always far in excess of the numbers for which 
the car was built.

We boarded the train and settled into our 
compartment. This was a first-class carriage of 
the "new" type, which means that it is built of 
steel, not wood, and one boards from either end 
as in our own cars. A corridor ran along one side 
and compartments opened onto it. Exploring we 
found that the washroom facilities were at either 
end, those at one being labeled "western style" with 
the usual toilet facilities and the other "Indian 
style" with the facilities consisting of a steel 
plate with two raised areas obviously intended to 
accommodate one's feet; in the center was a large 
hole which opened to the track bed, flushed out by 
pulling a chain. I confess that I found the Indian 
arrangement more satisfactory than the Western.

But we were off at last. The sun was 
barely up and the dew still on the ground. We 
pulled out of the Delhi station with much huffing, 
puffing and high pitched whistle tooting. The 
train which runs on the left hand tracks, British 
style, wound slowly through the yards to the out
skirts of the city. Here one gets a glimpse of the 
tragedy of urbanization, for all along the right- 
of-way are hovels of tarpaper and remnants of packing 
cases which have been converted to housing. These 
where possible, arenestled against the remains of 
the old walls of the ancient capital's fortifications, 
or possibly walls of an old palace, temple or tomb. 
Sometimes bricks or stones have been taken from the 
ruins to help in construction, although the dese
cration of these structures is forbidden by the 
Archaeological Survey of India.

After a bit we rolled out into the plain 
surrounding Delhi where we saw people walking into 
the fields with little bronze pots about the purpose
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of which we wondered. As we went along we realized 
that the squatting people were using the fields 
for their morning ablutions and that the pots con
tained water for handwashing. The train rumbled 
along gathering speed (though I later learned the 
absolute maximum on this line was 55 mph.) Gather
ing speed meant gathering dust and we closed the 
windows in an effort to shut it out. It was all 
very well to do this in the early morning hours but 
as the sun rose higher the heat became intolerable 
and windows were opened out of sheer necessity.
There is an arrangement of sorts that helps, with 
screen and shutter - like components which keep 
out the worst of the dust and glare but at the same 
time fairly well block the view.

We were well on our way to the northwest - 
to the Punjab. We went in fits and starts. The 
train is truly a local in our terms, stopping at 
every village and where the village is some distance 
off the line there are junctions which often con
sist of only a station house, platform and banks 
of manually controlled switches. As the morning 
passed and the stops became a monotony of passengers 
piling on and off, food vendors and water sellers 
paraded up and down hawking their goods. We found 
that if we left the windows up we were pressed to 
buy. The sweets were tempting, some fresh and 
crisp, some with flecks of silver foil but more 
often than not covered with flies. We settled 
down to napping or reading, paying little attention 
of the goings on.

I knew however that at about lunch time 
we would be at Bhatinda Junction, a main stop where 
we shcriLd have a relatively long wait for a connect
ing train coming up from the southern desert. I 
wasn't concerned about food even though the train 
had no dining car for the hotel had packed box 
lunches for us and we had brought fresh water with 
us.

The big station had shed-covered platforms 
and we opened the protective window sash. The scene 
on the platform was different from anything we'd 
seen. There were tall, turbaned men, wrapped in 
sheetlike dhotis, wearing shirts with tails out and
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long beards - all of them armed! Some of them 
carried long, vicious looking pikes, others swords, 
pistols, ancient rifles, (including muzzle loaders) 
and nearly all had daggers at ther waists. My as
tonishment at this array of weaponry was not with
out doubts as to what we might be getting into.
I realized that we were in the Punjab, the Sikh 
country, but had not been prepared for such a 
startling show of force.

In the months before our departure Ihad 
read on the history of India but my reading had 
been fairly general. It had surveyed the develop
ment of the country, the religions, the various 
occupations and dwelt a good bit on the political 
movements of the last 50 years. It had only briefly 
touched on the details of the various regions in
cluding the Punjab. We had seen Sikhs in our brief 
stay in Bombay and Delhi, where they drive most of 
the taxis, but these assume Western dress and I 
didn't recall sidearms as being conspicuous. Some
where I dredged from my memory the fact that Sikhs 
by religious dictate always went armed but the book 
had said they carried a short dagger in symbolic 
fashion. Maybe they did in Delhi but things were 
different in the Punjab. I determined then and 
there to learn more of this land and its people.

Over the next few weeks we were deeply 
occupied with getting into the life of the hospital 
compound. But all through this period we were told 
of the greatness of the Sikhs and how unique they 
were among the many peoples of India. I learned 
that the big, handsome, sometimes blue-eyed men 
were Punjabis and that those who wore turbans, had 
full beards and were named Singh were Sikhs.
Across the road and a bit up from the hospitalwas a 
small, simple, unadorned temple with lovely grounds - 
a Sikh gurdwara.

At first I depended on word of mouth to 
learn about the Sikhs. But Ferozepore being a 
garrison city one could hardly escape the memorials 
to those who fell in the Sikh wars. Indeed the 
gurdwara was dedicated to fallen Sikhs and the walls 
of St. Andrews Anglican church had many memorial 
plaques to Brish who died fighting. But most con-
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spicuous of all was the Sikh Light Infantry Regi
ment stationed in our midst. These handsome men 
with full beards and dark green turbans were an 
impressive reminder of the warrior character of the 
Sikhs.

When the Aryans came to India in the 
second millenium B.C. there had already been an 
earlier civilization at Harappa dating back to 
3000 B.C. Harappa is located in the heart of the 
Punjab but the Indus valley civilization had died 
out.

The Aryans had seen the seven rivers of 
the area and had named it Land of the Seven Seas. 
Later one of these dried up and the Indus which 
formed its western boundry was dropped from the 
count. At that time the region became known as 
Pentopotamia or in the vernacular of the region, 
Punjuad, land of the five waters.

The people who live there are descendents 
of a mixture of indigenous tribesmen who inter
married with the seemingly endless procession of 
invaders from the lands to the west, Persians under 
Darius, Greeks under Alexander, Mongoloid Huns, 
Pathans, Afghans and Muslims. Pew invaders brought 
wives with them and those who remained in the con
quered domain took local women. Thus the blood 
of the many races came to mingle and many tongues 
were spoken.

The naturalistic beliefs of the aboriginal 
tribes gave way to the Aryan - Vedantic, Jain, 
Buddhist and Islamic faiths. By the end of the 14th 
Century, A.D. the people had lost the nostalgic 
memories of their origins and took on attachment 
to the land of their adoption. In religion two 
faiths were about equally represented between the 
Hindus and the Muslims and somehow a rapproachment 
had grown up. A desire to live and let live was 
the rule. The chief factor was the evolution of 
Punjabi as a common tongue from a babel of languages.

Taimur the Lame invaded Northern India 
in 1398 A.D. and ended any organized government.
Local governors threw off their allegiance to the
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Sultan at Delhi and assumed the role of independent 
monarchs. Thereafter there was constant strife as 
each petty prince attempted to gain the upper hand. 
The rulers, who were largely Muslim, turned to 
robbing the wealthier Hindu trading community with 
the cry of "infidel". The Hindus responded in kind 
and the air of tolerance disappeared. Writing 
later, Guru Nanak, whose teachings were to become 
the basis of Sikhism, described the times: "The
age is like a knife. Kings are butchers. Religion 
has taken wings and flown. In the dark of night 
I cannot see where the moon of truth is rising...
The Muslim Mulla and the Hindu Pundit have resigned 
their duties. The Devil reads the marriage vows... 
Praises of murder are sung and people smear them
selves with blood instead of saffron."

Into these times Nanak was born in a village 40 miles from Lahore, on April 15, 1469, 
just 500 years ago. The son of an accountant he 
was a precociuous child; at the age of 5 he began 
asking questions about the purpose of life. At 7 
he was sent to a pundit to learn the alphabet and 
numbers, and to a mulla to learn Persian and 
Arabic. He is said to have taken little interest , 
in his studies and had spent his time with holy 
men or in solitude. His family complained that he 
wandered about with fakirs. In the usual custom 
his wife of a marriage at age 12, came to live with 
him when he was 19. His brother-in-law used his 
influence with the Lodhi Kahn at Sultanpur to 
secure for him an appointment as an accountant.

While there a Muslim minstrel, Mardana, 
joined him and the two organized the singing of 
hymns in the town. The historians of his life, 
writing in the Jamansakhi describe these affairs: 
"Every night they sang hymns...They fed everyone 
who came...Before sunrise they would go to the 
river and bathe and by daylight he would be at the 
durbar doing his work".

It was during one of the early morning 
ablutions that Nanak had his first mystic experience. 
The Jamansakhi describes it as a communion with God 
who gave him a cup of nectar and charged him with 
the mission in the following words:
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"Nanak, I am with thee. Through thee will 

my name be magnified. Whosoever follows thee, him 
will I save. Go into the world to pray and teach 
mankind how to pray. Be not sullied by the ways 
of the world. Let your life be one of praise for 
the Word, charity, ablution, service and prayer, 
Nanak, I give thee my pledge. Let this be thy
life's mission.... Thou art the Guru, the Supreme
Guru of God."

He was missing for three days and nights 
and it was assumed he had drowned. When he appeared 
on the fourth day he came home and gave away all 
that he had and was left only with his loin cloth. 
The Kahn came and asked, "Nanak, what happened to 
you?" He remained silent and people who had 
gathered said, "He was in the river and is out of 
his mind."

Nanak went and joined the fakirs taking 
Mardana with him. A day passed and the next he 
spoke: "There is no Hindu, there is no Mussulman"
and when he spoke that was all he would say. This 
took place in 1499 A.D. He now went forth to pro
claim it to the people. He visited the Hindu holy 
places including Benares and Mathura. In the 
Himalayans he spoke with Buddhists of Ladakh. But 
he also spent much time with the Muslim holy men 
at Pak Pathan and Multan. His last journey was a 
pilgrimage to Medina and Mecca. Between times he 
roamed the Punjab finally settling with his family 
on the banks of the Ravi in a new township that he 
founded and named Kartarpur (abode of the Creator).

During his travels he was accompanied by 
various disciples and his hymn-singing companion, 
Mardana. Though he set up many places of worship 
most of them disappeared within a short time after 
his visit. It is not hard to understand why, as 
the Guru preached in Punjabi. It was in the Punjab 
that his message took root and that his hymns were 
sung. When he finally settled in Kartarpur with 
his followers who had come to be known as Sikhs 
(probably derived from Sanskrit sisya meaning 
disciple, or siksa meaning instruction) there 
developed a pattern of daily life. The people were 
roused before sunrise to bathe in cold water and
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to pray and sing hymns in the temple. A service 
was then held again in the evening and they dined 
together in the temple kitchen. Sikh groups in 
other communities followed the same pattern.
Nanak's hymns were copied and distributed. Every 
center had a leader to instruct newcomers.

Guru Nanak died on September 22, 1539 in 
early morning hours he loved so well. His end was 
in a manner befitting a man who had devoted his 
life to bringing Hindus and Muslims together. Of 
his death the Jamansakhi says: "Said the Mussulman:
we will bury him. Said the Hindu: we will cremate 
him". Nanak said: "You will place flowers on
either side, Hindus on my right, Muslims on my left. 
Those whose flowers remain fresh tomorrow will 
have their way. He asked them to pray. When the 
prayer was over the Baba pulled the sheet over him 
and he went to eternal sleep. Next morning when 
they raised the sheet they found nothing. The 
flowers of both communities were fresh. The Hindus 
took their; the Muslims took those they had placed".

His teaching appealed mainly to the poli
tically downtrodden Hindus of the lower castes and 
the poor Muslim peasantry. He was a non-conformist 
in a highly conformist society. He put his point 
of view without anger, sarxasm or ridicule and 
had a kindly sense of humor. What's more he was 
an uncommonly sensitive poet who loved the Punjab 
and painted its landscape with consummate skill.
His poetry was popular at all levels and even today 
poets are revered by Punjabis. One of the best 
examples we met was a wizened little Punjabi 
Christian laborer who had put the Gospels into 
Punjabi verse and traveled from village to village 
with missionaries.

It was probably the love of the land and 
those who tilled it that resulted in the beginnings 
of a new pattern of living, an agrarian movement as 
well as a new religion. His teachings had both a 
religious and secular aspect. He was a strict 
monotheist equating God with the abstract principle 
of truth. To interpret this notion he emphasized 
the need for a spiritual mentor and made an in
stitution of the Guru as guide and teacher. He
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did not approve of ascetic isolation or torturing 
the flesh; rather his ideal was the detachment of 
the Yogi while living among fellow beings to achieve 
enlightenment in life. He took practical steps 
to create a casteless society by setting up free 
kitchens in all centers and then persuading his 
followers, regardless of caste, to eat together.
He believed in the triumph of human will over fate 
or predestination.

The life of his followers began to break 
away from their older religions during the Guru's 
lifetime. It began with a difference in place and 
mode of worship. The Sikh no longer chanted 
Sanskrit slokas to stone idols or murmured Arabic 
of the Koran while genuflecting toward Mecca; now 
he sang hymns of Nanak in his mother tongue,
Punjabi. He ate with the fellow Sikhs in all 
gurdwara kitchens where he took his turn at scrub
bing and preparing food.

All of this had a political impact beyond 
the religious and communal. Nanak was the first 
popular leader in records of Punjab history and 
his creed of "There is no Hindu, there is no 
Mussulman" gave birth to Punjab consciousness and 
to Punjab nationalism.

There followed a succession of gurus 
over the next 100 years each being nominated by 
his predecessor. Regularly there waspressure to 
name an eldest son to succeed his father and this 
at times precipitated bloody disputes. The second 
guru was a Hindu convert whose business background 
aided him in filling organizational gaps. He 
organized more centers and set up a system to 
collect offerings. But his most important contri
bution was the creation of an alphabet and the 
transcribing of the hymns of Nanak. The Sikhs now 
had a common bondof written language - gurumakhi.

His successor insisted that no one could 
see him until the supplicant had accepted the 
hospitality of the common kitchen. This included 
the Mughal Emperor Akbar who luckily was the most 
tolerant and farseeing of Mughals. He forbade sati, 
the burning of widows on funeral pyres and tried to
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abolish purdah, the seclusion of women. He con
tinued the program of physical fitness games which 
were to become an important step in the raising 
of Sikh armies.

The next two gurus built the magnificent 
Golden Temple and created the holy city of Amritsar. 
They gathered Hindu and Muslim scholars in the 
temple quarters and collected the works of the gurus 
into a single volume, the Granth Sahib, copies of 
which are to be found in all gurdwaras. When we 
visited the Golden Temple we saw the Granth Sahib 
and heard the chanting of the scripture as disciples 
working in shifts read from the holy book 24 hours 
a day all year long. The Golden Temple too is a 
symbol of religious tolerance, open to all and 
particularly favored by the Buddhist refugees from 
Tibet. We saw one of these, a young woman making 
her way around the temple court dropping a small 
stone in front of her, prstrating herself on the 
ground pushing the stone forward with her nose as 
she went completely around the temple just as 
Buddhists do in going around the Great Stupas in 
Kathmandu.

The next guru was treacherously assassin
ated and his successor brought about a change in 
the Sikh outlook by developing a militant posture 
which was to be furthered by the sixth guru,
Gobind, who assumed his position at the age of 9.
He studied Persian and Sanskrit and developed a 
school of Sikh theology. He became convinced that 
the Granth Sahib could provide spiritual guidance 
and that temporal leadership should come from an 
elected council. In the year 1699 he summoned as 
many of his followers as could come to join him 
in the Feast of Baisakhi, the men to wear their 
hair and beards long.

When the crowd had collected the Guru 
appeared, drew his sword and demanded 5 men for 
sacrifice. One finally stepped forward and dis
appeared into a tent. When the Guru reappeared 
his sword was dripping with blood. Four others 
followed. He then came out with the victims for 
he had slaughtered goats. These five had been 
purified by fire and would be the nucleus of a new
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community, the Khalsa or pure ones.

He baptised the 5 men by mixing sugar in 
plain water which he churned with a double edged 
sword. Their name was changed to Singh (lion).
Five emblems were prescribed. They were to wear 
their hair unshorn and carry a comb to keep it tidy 
(khanga); to wear knee length underpants (kach), 
to wear a steel bracelet (kara) and be always armed 
with a sabre (kirpam). They were not to smoke or 
chew tobacco, or drink alcohol nor to eat animals 
who had been bled to death. They were not to 
violate Muslim women.

By symbolically taking to himself the 
name of Singh he had merged his identify into the 
Khalsa. He now exposed the other side of the 
religious medal. Nanak propagated goodness.
Gobind condemned evil.

The first two hundred years of Sikhism 
under gurus had seen the development of the ideals 
of anew social order. The next 100 developed 
traditions in support of the social order with a 
call to arms and creating heros and martyrs. There 
was now an inner core of 100,000 baptized Khalsa. 
What's more it had the active support of the 
majority of Punjab Hindus giving it the semblance 
of a holy war against Islam.

The next 50 years were marked by repeated 
clashes with the Mughul Emperors who sallied forth 
from Delhi to quell the Punjab and the following 50 
years by attempts of the Persians from west of the 
Khyber Pass to suppress them. Nine times the Punjab 
was invaded by Afghans. Each time the conqueror 
would take cities and each time lose most of his 
booty to guerrillas as he tried to get it back to 
Kabul. But the Sikhs were divided among themselves 
with a few great families ruling the land each 
independent of the other. Finally the Punjab 
chiefs fell to warring among themselves. Traveling 
through the Punjab in 1783, an Englishman, Forster, 
wrote "We may see some ambitious chief, led on by 
his genius and success absorbing the power of his 
associates, display from the ruins of their common
wealth the standard of monarchy."
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When these prophetic words were written 

the infant son of one of the ruling families was 
three years old. The family fortunes were recent, 
the founder being a peasant who had been baptized 
by Guru Gobind. The holdings had been strengthened 
by marriage into other clans. They had built a 
small army and brought a substantial area in the 
central Punjab under their protection.

Ranjit Singh was 12 years old when his 
father died in 1792. A virulent attack of small
pox had deprived him of vision in his left eye and 
his face was deeply pitted. He received no formal 
education (indeed he never learned to read) and 
all that he knew he had learned from life. He was 
a lover of the hunt and had an absolute passion for 
horses. At 15 he assumed control over the family 
holdings and in the same year was married.

All India was in a turmoil. The Mughals 
had been reduced by the Marathas, the local princes 
were trying to consolidate their positions and the 
Gurkhas had come out of Nepal. In the midst of 
this the British were gradually spreading their 
influence and their agents in Kabul reported that 
the Afghans were once more planning to invade 
across the Indus. Realizing that this spelled 
danger to their own position in India they looked 
around for people who might put up an effective 
resistance. They guessed tha tthe Rajputs, Marathas 
and Gurkas would be unable to do so but that the 
Sikhs might, and turned to young Ranjit Singh to 
incite the Punjab in resistance.

Sure enough the Afghans under Zamar Shah 
crossed the Indus in 1796. The Sikh chiefs sent 
their families to the hills and foregathered in 
Amritsar. Ranjit urged them to keep their forces 
in the field and when a few agreed to support him 
he marched on Lahore, cleared it and kept the 
Afghans on the defensive. In the course of the 
campaign Zamar learned that his brother was attemp
ting to usurp the throne. Leaving a force of 
12,000 men in the Punjab he headed back to Kabul. 
Ranjit pursued him, harassing the column all the 
way to the Indus. There a confrontation was forced 
and the Afghans defeated. Ranjit had overnight
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risen from an obscure Sikh chieftan to become the 
hero of the Punjab.

Methodically he gained support of some 
of the ruling clans and deposed by force the others 
until in 1818 he had gained control of the land 
from the Indus to the Sutlej and had had himself 
titled Maharajah of the Punjab. Although the core 
of his support was the Sikh community he made no 
pretense of being a religious leader and built his 
strength on a sense of Punjabi nationalism, drawing 
on Sikhs, Hindus and Muslims for support.

Though he formed a buffer between British 
India and the Afghans, the strategic position of 
a strong ruler posed a threat to the English 
domination of India.

Now began a period of consolidation of 
his gains and Europeanisation of the army largely 
by French and some American officers. He also 
increased its size but the method by which this 
was done in many ways proved destructive for he 
raised troops on a regional basis and left them 
at least nominally under command of those who 
recruited them. This led to factional disputes and 
divided loyalties. The other effect was that with 
its European officers there was a rise in anti- 
British sentiment which ultimately became explosive.

Though his first years had been and his 
last were to be ones of war, the period following 
1818 was one of civil development. He began to 
codify the law, to establish clear administrative 
channels from the villages to the durbar and built 
an extensive network of roads between major towns 
and cities.

Ranjit's large army was becoming restless 
and the expansionist gleam returned to his one eye. 
He would command the way to the south and the sea 
through Sindh. This was more than the British 
could tolerate. They had already settled their 
common boundry at the Sutlej under a treaty forced 
by the British in 1809 which had limited Ranjit's 
forces to an internal peacekeeping level. The 
English noted its growth and his nibbling conquests
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along the Indus and to the south. At that point 
on a technicality his hand was forced and he acceded 
to the British demands to replace the treaty of 
1809 and further limit his conquests. Angry though 
he was he replied to his ministers who urged war, 
"What happened to the Maratha army of 200,000 
which fought the English?" A new treaty was con
cluded in 1838, the year of his death.

He had hound together the Punjab with the 
core of Sikh philosophy. A man of simplicity he 
had a peasant's shrewdness and cunning. He held 
no grudges and never sentenced a man to death.
A devout Sikh he supported the Hindus and the faith 
of Islam, saying, "God wanted me to look on all 
religions with one eye, that is why he took away 
light from the other."

He forged a strong nation built on Nanak's 
ideas of tolerance and justice for all men. But 
like many strong leaders he left no successor in 
his own image. Shortly before his death he was 
shown a map of India. "What does the red color 
stand for?" he asked. "Your Majesty", replied the 
cartographer, "red marks the extent of British 
possessions." Nearly all of Hindustani except the 
Punjab was colored red. He turned to his courtiers 
and remarked, "One day it will all be red".

It took only 10 years after his death 
to fulfill the prophecy.

Though Sikhism remains an important 
religious force in Northwest India the Punjab is 
irrevocably split by the partition of the subcon
tinent into India and Pakistan.

Samuel Trufant




