
Location: Malumghat Christian
Mission hospital.
Name of the girl: Maushumi.
She was a tribal girl from
Murang tribe from Rangamati.
She had been sent to study to a
school in Cox Bazaar, where she
was staying with a relative. At
the end of march, 1971, after
Major Zia Ur Rahman went on
Chittagong radio station and
declared the revolt of the
Bengali officers and men in
Pakistan army, the Pakistan
army retaliated and went on a
shooting and killing spree, in
which a lot of women and young
girls were abducted and raped.
As she was a young and beauti-
ful girl, her relatives sent her to
Malumghat, where another rela-
tive was working at the
Christian Mission Hospital, run
by American Christian
Missionaries because they felt
living in a American adminis-
tered area would keep her safe.

Here, by the end of April, she
moved to the American hospital,
where she was housed in the ser-
vant quarters with similarly
placed girls. They were comfort-
able and well fed and were
required to attend English lan-
guage classes, run by the wives
of missionaries. In their spare
time, they helped the nurses in
cleaning the wards and similar
tasks. She was very happy here
and felt safe. Plus, she was able,
to communicate with her par-
ents, sometimes, by telephone
via Rangamati.

One day after she finished
work in the ward, she met Dr.
Donn Ketchum. He was a
Missionary doctor and was the
head of the hospital and had
been there at Malumghat for sev-
eral years. He was a well-known
person in the area. He spoke to
her and inquired about her well-
being. He told her that he had
heard good reports about her

work. He then told her that he
would like her to work in the
main office. She should join
from the next day. She enjoyed
the work and the office, all that
was involved was cleaning the
furniture and running errands
for staff. After working for 15
days or so, Dr. Donn Ketchum
called her and gave her a bunch
of papers and files and told her
to deliver it to his room. He also
said that he won’t be in the room
and would come in the room at 8
pm.

Here, she was raped for the
first time. She was raped for next
6 months till the liberation of
Bangaldesh. She was used and
abused repeatedly by the
Pakistan Army and when she
had taken refuge at the Mission

Hospital, her ordeal did not end
for she was again raped by men,
who were supposedly men of
God. This seems to have become a
habit by some men who claim to
be representatives of God.

The story of Peter and
Chaitali is only one such story
from the 1971 war. She was repeat-
edly abused and raped, first by the
Pakistan army and then by the
American missionaries at the
Christian Mission hospital at
Malumghat. The head of the
Missionary Hospital was a med-
ical Missionary called Dr. Donn
Ketchum. Her story and the story
of Brig. Ghosh were picked up by
Air Commodore Krishnamurthy
and made into that account.
Concluded ||||
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I was born in a refugee camp that
was set up in Kamalpur, near

Agartala in August 1947. My par-
ents and another three survived the
cross over into India and the severe
Cholera epidemic and moved on to
Silchar town, up north east of the
camp. My father soon passed away
and we were under the patronage of
a Missionary. At the age of sixteen,
I joined the Academy in the far off
Pune and was commissioned into
an Infantry arm. My Bengali, that
was passed on to me by my mother,
still remained that of my native vil-
lage south of Sylhet which was the
reason I was inducted into the
enemy territory.

History has told us all why and
how it was necessary to fight with
our neighbor on the refugee issue
but the lady PM had taken a daring
step. Not many even consider it as a
bad tactic in the regional geopoli-
tics. Apart from bits and pieces of
what I did, in that period between
March and December, 71 that I
want to remember, I am not privi-
leged to tell you all but something
very personal and private, took
place during the monsoon 1971.

I am barely five feet and three
inches and my physique, though

strong, appeared frail. I could very
well get mixed up with the locals,
clad in a lungi. So, one evening,
with the fish I had picked up from
the local market, I was returning to
the Parish building, when I noticed
a small gunny parcel on the road-
side. The Parish building was iso-
lated and away from the town. The
dogs had not picked up the scent
but the parcel moved a bit side-
ways. I was curious and I immedi-
ately sent for the priest and addi-
tional help.

To cut the story short, there
was a small built girl of not more
than fifteen. The body had plenty of
bruises and the local doctor told us
that she had been physically
abused and sexually violated sever-
al times. She was also three months
pregnant. She remembered the
Army atmosphere and the sur-
rounding of where she was, during
the past few months. She was cared
for, in the missionary and picked
up her health. I too was among the
members of the people inside the
building who watched her grow
and transform from the discarded
one into a pretty woman. At times,
I thought that I could be falling in
love with her but very soon, we had

to shift her out of the country. She
was kept as a concubine of the
local Army Commander in the
Garrison. When he was to shift to
another place, he wanted to take
her along but the next one after
him, did not permit. He was forced
to leave her behind but when the
replacement found her with a child
in the womb, he chose to mistreat
and violate her. How she landed up
as a garbage, she did not remember
but in small dialogues, she had told
us the above. A few days later, I had
to go personally and attend to a
task in Dacca and so, I had travelled
with the diocese party that had
come from the Capital city. The dis-
tance wasn’t much between Dacca
and Mymensing, the rains made
the travel so difficult that I reached
Mymensin two days later than
planned.

There was a flurry of activity
when I reached back. The pastor
was briefing a fisherman couple to
smuggle across, to a village near
Haldibari, from where I was
brought in. The river was in spate
and the boating was difficult but
Chaitali, yes, that was her name as
per her, was taken across the river
to the east bank and was smuggled
into Meghalaya. The local Garrison
Commander was looking for her, it

seemed. Things were heating up
between the two neighbors and I
had very important missions to
carry out, in which, my pre-induc-
tion training was put to use.

The war finally broke out and
when my counter parts were in
proper ‘pittu’, I had to go ‘thro’ the
situation in the same dress. Added
concessions were a pair of canvas
shoes without socks and a tattered
sleeveless sweater. On the fourth of
December, I was getting ready to
latch on with a marriage party to
Sylhet sector and that’s when
Naren came and handed over a
plastic envelope. I quickly shoved it
inside my vest and left Mm. That
was the last when I saw
Mymensing.

One of the best things that
occurred in the next couple of days
was that I made rendezvous with
my ‘paltan’ and I wore a proper pair
of jungle boots, after a gap of sev-
eral months. Yet that pair of boots
did not prevent me from getting
shot in the ankle area during the
enemy battle encounter. Despite
this, it was truly funny to be in a
trouser, when the ‘lungi’ had
become my approved dress. Just a
day before the surrender, an IAF
helicopter evacuated me to a field
hospital.

The facilities in the field hospi-
tal were just about sufficient to sur-
vive but still it was a luxury to
sleep on a clean bed sheet and ster-
ile atmosphere. Did I spend an eon
in the enemy territory or they were
just a few months? I must have
dozed off again when the doctor on
the rounds came to check my
progress.

“Your ankle has three joints: the
ankle joint proper, the sabtalar joint
and the Inferior joint, you were shot
just between the calf and the ankle
joint and so, the damage has been
minimum. I guarantee that you’d
walk. Relax as much as possible and
you’d recover rather quickly”, Dr.
Khanna kept up his ‘morale booster’
words and moved on to next bed, a
helicopter pilot, who was shot thro’
his left thigh. He returned as fast as
he went. “Here, this was found lying

in your stretcher; probably a letter.”
He handed me over the small plastic
envelope which Naren had handed
over to me, before I had left
Myemensing.

Several years and three chil-
dren later, Chaitali and I remember
that piece of paper that brought us
together after the war. She had
written a small note in Bengali to
tell me that a male child was born
and because of her age, the child
was given away on adoption in
Shillong itself. In a simple way, to
thank me, she had named the child
too as Satyajit. By the army, I was
given the identity as Nurul Hassan
while I was in Mm and none,
including the pastor knew my
name as Satyajit but Chaitali
guessed that I was actually from
the Indian side Army and not the
garrison type. In a weaker moment,
I might have revealed my real name
to her, dangerous thing to happen
in a situation like that.

No sooner I had recovered, I
went to Shillong and met up with
her. During those few weeks, she
was away in Shillong and post
delivery, she had grown, not only in
the physical sense but also mental-
ly. With the child taken away from
her, her health had picked up. The
Mother Superior had started coach-
ing her in both English and French.
She was no more a gunny sack girl.

We were married in the Hindu
tradition but in a Church, in the
town of Silchar, in 1975. My mother
passed away soon after that. After
spending twenty five years in the
uniform including seven months in
lungi, I chose to retire voluntarily
and settle in Kolkatta.

Somewhere in the late eighties,
Chaitali and I went to bring
Satyajit Jr. to live with us.
Strapping young fellow had fin-
ished his college. He had known-
that Colonel and Mrs. Nag were his
guardians. We had discussed in
detail whether to reveal his origin
but decided against it.

“Kaka, are you there?”, Satyajit
was bringing me back to the present.

“Yes, I shall be there, by
evening.” I was telling him.

My second son, Debu, now
a Colonel in the Army, Satyajit and
I were standing next to the coffin
that was about to be lowered. She
had breathed her last, not before
she met me and the Pastor. The
Pastor who had gone old and was in
the retreat, in Dacca and made spe-
cial efforts to come. She chose to be
buried and not cremated, in grati-
tude to the pastor for the refuge, the
Mission head, had given her. Yet,
her clear instruction was not
to erect a ‘Cross’ over her grave.
She didn’t want to be in the
vicinity of a cross.
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International Ninja Day
spionage, assassination, infiltration, guerrilla warfare and sabotage: these are some of the skills that are inherent in being a
ninja. Clad in their signature black garb from head to toe, ninja appear from the depths of the night like a hawk on stolen
wings, striking their prey and disappearing again without leaving a trace. Ninjas are rumoured to be the masters of Kuji-Kiri,
an eastern magical practice that made them capable of combining their natural ability to move like ghosts with supernatural
powers. International Ninja Day is dedicated to remembering and honouring these ancient warriors of China and Japan.E
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You’re only young
once, but you can be

immature forever !

it happens here...

ne annual celebra-
tion people will be
forgiven for not par-
ticipating in (or
even knowing
about) is World Soil
Day. Yes, soil, as in

that sticky brown stuff that
gets walked all over into
prized cream carpets! Sadly, it
is the ignorance about the
importance of soil and the
degree to which people take
advantage of all that it
offers, that have led to a
drastic reduction in its
quality all over the
world.

These are precisely the
problems ‘World Soil Day’
aims to battle as few things
could be more important to
humans, the inhabitants of
Planet Earth, who could never
hope to survive without the
land.

Soil is, without a doubt,
one of the most significant
parts of the ecosystem.
Contributing to people's food,
water and energy and playing
an important part in reducing
the impact of climate change,
soil is a vital part of life.

For all of these reasons,
it's high time that ‘World Soil
Day’ becomes known to more
people than just scientists,
concerned about the welfare
of our planet. So it's time to
get ready to learn about and
celebrate this important day!

History of World Soil Day
In 2002, the International
Union of Soil Sciences (IUSS)
made a resolution proposing
that the 5th of December be
World Soil Day. The idea for
the day was to make it possi-
ble to celebrate the impor-
tance of soil as a critical com-
ponent of the natural system
and as a vital contributor to
human well-being.

Later, 2015 was also
declared to be the
International Year of Soils, in
hopes of raising as much
awareness as possible about
the enormous role that soil
plays in food security and
therefore, the very lifeline of
humans. Unsurprisingly, so
far, it has mostly been the
global community of 60,000 or
so soil scientists who have
been the ones, celebrating this
day the most.

The chances of rather
ordinary people exchanging

'Happy Soil Day' cards in the
near future, remain minimal.
But that doesn't mean that
people can't learn to appreci-
ate the important role soil
plays in human lives.

How to Celebrate 
World Soil Day

As it turns out, there are a
number of things that aver-
age, regular people can do
that can greatly help the soil
they live off, to remain in good
condition. It's easy to get
started with observing World
Soil Day, beginning with these
ideas. Or for those who are
super creative, they can come
up with their own!

Get Educated About Soil
The best way to celebrate this
day is to do exactly what sci-
entists, the world over, so
badly needs: to get educated.
An enormous amount of dam-
age is done to the planet every
year, not due to ill will but due
to ignorance. This is because
many average people simply
do not know enough about the
earth to know when they are
causing damage to it, some-
times, damage that cannot be
repaired.

Participate in Soil-
Friendly Activities
One of the first fun ideas,
average people can partici-
pate in, is to plant a rain gar-
den. Another important 
soil-friendly activity is com-
posting.
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World Soil Day
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The Earth's foundation for life,
where plants, animals and humans,
thrive. Without it, we wouldn't have
food, clean air or water. 

aka, ami Shatyojeet”,
said the voice on the
other side.

I dropped the book
that I was reading on
the chair nearby,
changed the instru-
ment to the other hand
and held the cell phone
properly. The voice
was clear and loud but

there was static disturbance as if
there was a thunderstorm nearby.

“Please go ahead, I am listen-
ing.”, I replied.

Shatyojeet was speaking from
Mymensingh and I was instrumen-
tal in sending him there.

“Doctor has declared that she
wouldn’t last many more days, she
is keen to meet you. Tumi Ashbo?”

I didn’t reply him but I was far
away in the time clock that sudden-
ly wound back by several years.

I was not a day more than
twenty, when I was sent with two
Lungis and a few takas into the
territory. I was to report to the
pastor of the orphanage, located
close to a Church in Dacca. I was
put on a boat from Haldibari in
Jalpaiguri. The boat had to play
hide and seek with the enemy
defence forces. In my shirt pocket
was a bill dated March, 1971 of a
lungi from a shop in Mymensingh.
That we didn’t get past a sleepy
town on the bank of Brahmaputra,
barely a few miles north from Mm,
and we took refuge in a small
church out there, was the thing
that remained in my mind, in spite
of more serious and several severe
incidents, in the months that fol-
lowed till I was picked up by a hel-
icopter near Sylhet after the
‘Surrender’ instrument was
signed in December, 1971.

K

BEHIND
ENEMY
LINES

To cut the story short, there was a small
built girl of not more than fifteen. The body
had plenty of bruises and the local doctor
told us that she had been physically abused
and sexually violated several times. She was
also three months pregnant. She
remembered the Army atmosphere and the
surrounding of where she was, during the
past few months. She was cared for, in the
missionary and picked up her health. I too
was among the members of the people
inside the building who watched her grow
and transform from the discarded one into a
pretty woman. At times, I thought that I
could be falling in love with her but very
soon, we had to shift her out of the country.

PART:2

Maj. Chandrakant
Singh VrC (Retd)

Military Historian

Krishnamurthi peeping over Gen Jacobs shoulder to see the surrender document. Sheikh Hasin releasing the book Liberation 1971 which carries the true account of Brig Ghosh code name Peter.
Brig Ghosh, the real Peter with Chandrakant.

Victim of Pakistani Army at a counseling center after the war.

Representative photo of Murang Girls. The Mission Hospita of which Ketcham was the head.
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The story

Major Chandrakant Singh’s Story of Chaitali (true Story)

“T he story is a drama-
tised account of two
real-life incidents

during the war. The first is the
true account of
Brig PK Ghosh,
which was pub-
lished earlier.
This story is writ-
ten by Wing
C o m m a n d e r
K r i s h n a m u r t i
who was a young
helicopter pilot,
then. Krauts, as
he is called by his
friends, was not
only involved in
the now famous

heliborne operations during the
war which turned the tide in our
favour, but after the war was fly-
ing regular missions, in support
of my battalion which was based
in the Chittagong Hill Tracts
from 14 March 1972 to July 1972.
His story is partly based on the
factual experience of my friend
and coursemate, Brig PK Ghosh
VrC, who during his sojourn
behind enemy lines was known
by his code ‘Peter’, which was the
code name in real life of Capt PK
Ghosh who had been infiltrated
into East Pakistan and partly on
what I saw and heard some
months after the war, when I was
posted with my Battalion at
Malum Ghat near Cox Bazaar,
where a large number of Murang
and Chakma girls, who had been
sexually abused by the Pakistan
Army, had taken refuge at the
Mission Hospital.

Sadly, here instead of refuge
and shelter, they were again
molested by no one less than
the head of the Mission
Hospital Dr. Donn Ketcham.
After the war, we rescued these
girls, some of who had no fami-
lies to return to, were sent by
GOC Maj Gen Gonzalves to
Shillong and given shelter by
the nuns in the local convent.
Kecham, having no tribal girls
to satisfy his lust, now turned
his attention to the children of
the other American Missionary
Children, some of whom were
still in their pre-teens. Some of
these children complained but
their complaints were ignored
by the Mission elders in the US.
Much later, when these chil-
dren had grown up, they filed
criminal cases against
Ketcham which were investi-
gated and Ketcham was put on
trial. He was awarded twenty-
years imprisonment for abuse
of Missionary Children but no
mention was made of the local
tribal children of Bangladesh.

Krishnamurti’s

story

Donn Ketcham,
the rapist American
missionary.

Wing Commodore Krishnamurti with the author and Generals Mehta and Chauhan at the JLF at the
launch of authors’ book, Meghna.

Peter’s story
The story of Peter and Chaitali is one such story from
1971, who was repeatedly abused and raped, first by the
Pakistan army and then by the Missionaries at the Christ-
ian Mission hospital at Malumghat. The head of the mis-
sion has a medical missionary called Dr. Donn Ketchum.
Her story and the story of Brig Ghosh were picked up by
Air Commodore, Sundaram Krishnamurthy and made into
dramatic fictional story which even though, only partly
brings out the tragedy and pathos of the victims of the
atrocity, inflicted on them.


