
11/8/42 - No. 14

THERE IS NO CONSCRIPTION IN INDIA

WITH INDIAN TROOPS INTO BATTLE

Following is the script of tonight’s 9.25 broadcast - by
(l) on Indian Officer and (2) a British Officer:-

P.IHST

I aii a Hindu Jat fron near Delhi and I carno over here from India, last

March. Before I cane here I was serving at Jcllandur which is one of the

principal training centres for Indian recruits. You may like to hear how

recruiting work in India is done.

The first thing I would like you to remember about the Indian Army
is that every Indian soldier is a volunteer. There is no conscription and

there never has been.

Indians consider the Army a noble and honourable profession. It

isn’t a question of being attracted by good pay because the pay of the

Indian soldier is not high. Yet Indians have always been ready to volunteer

for the Army.

I can’t give you up-to-date definite figures of recruiting, but I can

say this - that since the war started recruiting figures have gone up by

many hundreds per cent. In fact in one month we are now recruiting something
like half the pre-war strength of the Indian Army.

For recruiting purposes, India is divided into 12 areas and in each

area there are a number of what are called Paid Recruiters. They are nearly

all ex-soldiers, generally N.C.O's with a good, record. Its their job to go

round the villages, according to a programme drawn up by the Recruiting

Officer, and collect recruits.

This work goes on all the year round. In pre-war days there used, to be

certain seasons which were better for recruiting than others; that depended,
on the harvest time which, of course, varies in different parts of India,

Nowadays, since the war, the seasons don't make much difference. Paid

recruiters are always going round and the people know that there's a demand for

men and they are ready to come forward. The harvest may suffer a bit, but

there are always other members of the family at home to carry on the work.

In the same way, before the war, most of the recruiting was done from

certain classes and certain districts, but since the war it has been extended,

to other parts of the country and all sections of the people.

Maybe you would like to know what on Indian village looks like. Well, in

my part of the world a village will have anything from 100 to 2,000 or 3 ,000

houses, and in each house there will be on the average four or five people. In

some villages the people will be mostly Hindus with a few Mohammedons; in other

villages it will be the other way round.

Most of the houses are built of brick and mortar, but there’s no plaster
and no glass. Instead of glass in the windows you have iron bars. There will be

a few shops to supply the daily needs of the people. Lots of trees and, of

course, there will be a village tank for washing and swimming in and also

plenty of wells for drinking water.

Now lets imagine we’re going to one of these villages with a recruiting party.

We would, go to the place called the Chaupal; that’s the meeting place of the

village. Its a sort of big pavilion, open on some sides, with a high wooden roof.

Everything affecting the village life is decided at the Chaupal by the village

Council.

Whom, we get there with our recruiting party, we will be met by the head man

or the village and any pensioned Indian officers who are living in it. They won’t

be in uniform - they'llbe in civies - plain white clothes, baggy trousers, a

shirt and turban. We’ll sit on chairs at a table.

One of the pensioned officers tells the village Chowkidar - that’s to say a

sort of village policeman - to go round and bring so-and-so and so-and-so and so-

and-so - all the men he knows will make the best recruits. /The
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The Chowkidar goes round the houses and says, "You, so-and-so and so-and-so,
come to the Chaupal because the recruiting party is here". They don't need to ask

any questions because they've already heard from the retired Indian officers in the

village all about life in the Army. In many cases they have relations in the Army
and so knew quite a lot about, it before they come forward.

When they've all come to the Chaupal, the Paid Recruiter - who is trained to spot

any obvious physical faults - examines each recruit and picks out the best of them.

The Paid Recruiter says, "All right, I'll come back at such and such a time. You

be ready and I'll take you off to the Medical Officer for a final examination. After

that, you'll go straight to your training battalion."

That would be in the case of infantry; in the case of men who want to join the

Armoured Corps he would send them to the Indian Armoured Corps Training Centre,

The recruit is always given the choice about that. Generally they want the Armoured

Corps - that used to be the old Cavalry.

Now at this stage, you'll likely want to ask me, "What effect have the political
movements we've bear hearing about on recruiting work?"

Once a recruit is in the army, political questions don't affect him any longer;
he considers himself a soldier and he thinks that a soldier should carry out his duties

and not concern himself with politics.

As to recruiting, the political people will probably try to prevent men from

coming forward; but in most villages - at any rate in my part of India, where most of

the army is recruited - there are plenty of old soldiers who will counteract the

political propaganda. It is really to them that the young men of the village look for

advice and guidance, and if they are popular - and they usually arc popular - then

what they say goes. So far as recruiting is concerned, it should go ahead all right.

Second Speaker

I know nothing of the internal conditions in India, but during the last year and

more I have seen Indian troops of all kinds in battle in Syria, Egypt and Libya.

I do not know whether it is generally realised that an infantry brigade in the

Indian Any consists of two Indian battalions and one English or Scottish

battalion - it might be the Cameron Highlanders, the Royal Sussex Regiment, the Buffs,
the Royal Fusiliers, the Worcesters, or another.

Besides these, the gunners are usually British gunners, and the Indian battalions

themselves frequently consist of Companies from different parts of India. It may

be Punjabis, or Sikhs, or Mahrattas, or Rajpats, or Jats, or units from other

parts of India or the Gurkhas from our ally Nepal.

In spite of the language difficulty, I personally found, as I think all British

troops who net the Indians did, that somehow or other we always made ourselves

perfectly well understood, and always got on together on the best of terms.
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I was lucky enough to be present on more then one occasion when those fine

fighting troops went into action. The capture of Damascus in June last year was

largely, if not wholly, due to an Indian infantry brigade whose sole survivors at the

end of a bloody battle consisted of one Company,

I shall never forgot the house and garden in the suburbs of Damascus where these

gallant troops, having forced their way in through intense fire, held out to the

last round and to the last man, When they were finally overwhelmed by tanks and guns

at short range, there was not one of the fifty survivors who was unwounded.

Nor shall I forgot November last year at Sidi Omar, when a very strong position

occupied by Germans and Italians was being attacked by the Sussex Regiment, the

Sikhs, and the Punjabis, the stirring sight of the Indians coming up into the battle

in their trucks - packed 20 to a truck - through heavy enemy fire, singing their

battle songs, smiles on their faces, and high courage in their hearts.

My own driver was an Indian reservist, a Punjabi, with the greatest of good

nature, but inclined - like many old soldiers - to be lazy; he was a constant worry

by his contempt of enemy aircraft and refusal to take cover or to dig a slit trench

until one day his water-bottle was shot out of his hand by a ground-strafing 110 E.

Thereafter, there was no one quicker to take cover at the sign of aircraft than he.

On one occasion, however, we were amused to see his great brown face - coffee-

coloured with sand - shoot up from the trench. We thought he had been hit, but all

that had happened was that he had been so keen to bury his head in the sand that he

unwisely ohose a spot inhabited by a poisonous viper who resented the intrusion!

To tell of all their battles during the last few months would take up too much

time, I should, however, like to give you one or two examples of the sort of jobs

they did so well.

At Derna, for instance, where the Sikhs stormed the aerodrome while German

aircraft were still coming down and taking off, there is a very steep cliff or

escarpment facing-the sea with a most important road cut into its face - incidentally,
a great feat of engineering.

Huge portions of this road had been demolished by the retreating Italians and

Germans, butwithin 24 hours, by manual labour, piling stone upon stone, the Indian

sappers, had got the road open, and we were able to make use of it with our

heaviest vehicles.

Again, the roads were heavily mined; no traffic could possibly use them until

the Sappers had been along and removed the mines and other traps laid for the unwary.

The Sappers were up at work almost before the enemy had gone.

Later in the campaign, when we were on the Ghazala line, and mines were being

laid, my battalion had token up a position next to an Indian Brigade, and it was my

job to find out how far the Indian sappers would go with their mine-laying before

nightfall in order that our patrols might not unknowingly cross the mines.

So keen, however, were those Sappers to get on with their job that when night

came and our patrols went out, it was found that they had laid mines nearly a mile

beyond the limit which could have beenexpected.

You can imagine the confusion in the dark when a patrol of Scotsmen came

unexpectedly upon a patrol of Indians, This was not lessened by the Indians'

insistence on trying to extract the password - which was the only English they

could speak - from a number of Scotsmen who did not know it!

This particular minefield was a monument of labour and ingenuity, for these

sappers had suffered casualties from enemy booby traps, and were determined to get

their own back. On this occasion they filled the mine-field with so many

ingenious contraptions that I don't envy any human being who endeavoured to walk

through it.

/Whenever
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whenever one came across Indian detachments in the desert - and

they were scattered wide and far - one could always rely on obtaining
from then - if they had it - whatever one required in the way of

petrol, water, food, or anything else.

I spent a few weeks on a course in anti-tank gunnery with some

of these Indian soldiers. It mas really amazing to see how in a few

days they picked up the intricacies and the drill in spite of the

handicap of marking through an interpreter who knew no more of the

subject than they did.

At the end of 10 days, when it came to firing at moving targets,
British units did well if they got off 15 rounds with ten hits in

the allotted time. These Indians lam speaking of, however, had no

difficulty in getting off 22 rounds and making 20 hits.

In conclusion; I for one could wish for nothing better than to

fight with my unit alongside these cheerful and courageous warriors.

Their utter dependability to support their sister British battalions

in a tight spot in the past is well-known throughout the Middle East,

This high standard will, I am convinced, be maintained wherever

British and Indian troops find themselves together.

BRITISH BROADCASTING CORPORATION
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