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THE ORDEAL OF LIEUTENANT WAIN

By Rear Admiral Zahir Shah (Based on true events narrated by Admiral TK Khan and Captain Wain
of Pakistan Navy - A tale of humanity, amidst the ravages of War)

In March 1971, I flew to East Pakistan to take  weeat
over command of the destroyer PNS Jahangir, then at
Chittagong. Law and order had collapsed in the town
and people were rioting everywhere. Jahangir was
waiting for me out at the anchorage, but before I could
go to her, NOIC (Naval Officer in Charge) Chittagong
told me to go and see what was going on board MV
Swat. She was the PNSC ship that had arrived with an '

important cargo of ammunition for the Army, but her

THEEA

unloading had become a bone of contention between
the East and West Pakistanis. o,

hT
(Source: quora.com)

It was about sunset time when I took a boat up river and clambered up on board Swat. There was
no crew on board, and the ship was being guarded by Colonel Shigri with some Bengali soldiers. They

hadn’t been able to do any unloading because the soldiers didn't know how to operate the ship’s cranes.

I got in touch with NOIC’s CSO (Chief Security Officer), Captain Zamir, on the Motorola and
told him that the immediate requirement was to arrange for food for the soldiers guarding the ship,
and to have them replaced by West Pakistani troops. It took some time for the soldiers to arrive with
the food, by which time everyone was nice and hungry. And while the Bengali soldiers were tucking
into their food, their weapons were taken away and the West Pakistanis took control of the ship. Next, I
asked Captain Zamir to send some men to help unload the cargo. Since his men were already spread

very thin, I suggested to get some technical personnel from Jahangir to work the cranes.

They came next morning, Lieutenant A.H. Wain
(rhymes with wine) and three or four engine room
artificers (ERAs are petty officers of the Engineering
Branch) from Jahangir. Between them and the soldiers,
the unloading work started. The ship’s crane was used for

lifting the boxes of ammunition (probably of 106 mm | s :

recoilless rifles) out of the hold and placing them onthe |

o

jetty. o PS ]ahnir

(Source: en.wikipedia.org)

As the unloading work was going on, I especially warned Lieutenant Wain to watch out for
the big gaping hole in the deck, the open hold from which the ammunition boxes were being lifted.
However, as the work progressed, what I had feared happened; Wain walked backwards while giving
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hand signals to the crane operator and fell into the deep hold. He landed on his back and lay spread-
eagled at the bottom of the hold, paralysed.

Everything came to a halt and all our attention now was on how to lift an immovable Wain out
of that deep hold. It wasn't easy, for we couldn’t find a Neil Robinson Stretcher on board. I told the two
men who were down in the hold to place Wain carefully on the platform that was being used to lift
the ammunition boxes. That was how he was winched up from the hold. Wain was carried carefully out
of the ship and taken to the nearby Port Trust hospital in the dock area. There was a Bengali doctor on
duty there; he said he needed to take X-rays, but the machine there was not working. He said Wain had
a serious back injury along with other fractures and needed to be shifted to the hospital in town right

away.

It was a tricky situation. There was no point in taking Wain back to
Jahangir, nor was there any point in taking him to the Naval Base. In both cases,

they would send him to the main hospital in town. Sending him directly to the

hospital was therefore the best solution. But how to get him there? There were

roadblocks all over town and the Bengalis there were tearing West Pakistanis N .

Bell of PNS Jahangi

limb from limb. And who would go with him? fSou(r)é: mwikizdiﬁglr
Curiously, it was the Bengali doctor who suggested a way out. He said that the patient had the skin

colour of a Bengali; if he could be dressed up as a Bengali worker, then he, the doctor, would accompany

him to the hospital and get him admitted there.

The question now was — could I trust the Bengali doctor? I had to decide quickly. From the
little I'd seen of the doctor I decided to put my faith in him. Wain was an officer of a ship I was to take
over command of, so I felt responsible for him. The doctor had given him a shot of morphine for the
pain and he was semi-conscious. I bent down and speaking very slowly, I explained to Wain what we
planned to do, that it was the only way out, and that we had to trust the Bengali doctor. He nodded and
said — whatever I thought best.

We took oft Wain’s uniform very carefully and dressed him in a vest and lungi. Then we got hold
of a small open civilian van and laid Wain in it; the doctor climbed up and sat beside him. As I backed
the van driver out of the dock area and into the hostile city, I wondered whether I had made the right
decision; whether I would see Wain again. Then we returned to the business of unloading the ship. Later

that day, NOIC recalled me to the naval base for some other work he had in mind for me.

For the next few weeks I had my hands full. I took over command of Jahangir, carried
out bombardment of the rebellious East Pakistan Rifles Headquarters, and so on. After that, when
Chittagong had been brought back under the control of the Army, Jahangir entered harbour for the first

time, and the Bengali members of the ships company were removed from the ship.
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There were dead bodies everywhere in the harbour, the sight of them made me very worried
about what had happened to Wain. I went to the Naval Base and enquired about him, and was very
relieved to learn that not only had he been recovered, he had been evacuated to Karachi as well. I

breathed a sigh of relief; my trust in the Bengali doctor had not been misplaced after all.

Wain’s personal effects were still onboard
Jahangir. About three months later, after Jahangir had
been relieved by PNS Badr at Chittagong and we arrived
back at Karachi, I took Wain’s suitcase and went to see
him in the Naval Hospital. He was recovering now, and
he told me about the two weeks of living hell that he

endured in Chittagong before he was flown to Karachi. PNS Badr ~ (Source: enawikipedia.org)

After he and the Bengali doctor had left us in the van, the latter had been true to his word; he
had talked his way through all the road blocks, and finally made it to the hospital. There also, the doctor
had done all the talking and got Wain admitted as a Bengali dock labourer.

For many days, Wain just lay there in the big general ward on the top floor of the hospital,
surrounded by Bengalis. He couldn’t dare talk to anyone. He had fused lumbar vertebrae, a fractured
right arm, a fractured right leg; he couldn’t move at all. A bundle of shooting pains, he kept passing in
and out of consciousness. No surgeon came to treat him; the nurses kept giving him painkilling tablets

for a while, till they ran out of those also.

While he was still there, three Sabre aircrafts of
the Pakistan Air Force (PAF) came and carried out strikes 5‘-‘!@__
on the radio station nearby (That was probably the time J
I was carrying out my bombardment from Jahangir). P -

He could see the aircrafts through the windows of the

big ward he was in. The Bengalis all around him were
very upset and outraged by the strike. And it wasn't long ‘
before they found that they had a Punjabi in their midst. PAF Sabre Aircraft r———

That night, soldiers from the East Bengal Regiment came to finish him off, brandishing knives
and bayonets. But a young Bengali nurse stood in their way. She was like a tigress protecting her cub.
“Bengali or no Bengali,” she shouted at the soldiers. “He is my patient, and you can get to him only
over my dead body!” They came for Wain three times, and luckily for him on all those three occasions

that nurse was on duty. Wain owes his life to that brave Bengali nurse; she had become his guardian angel.

First, that Bengali doctor; and then this nurse. It just goes to show that when the majority lose
their heads, there are still some who keep theirs. Such incidents had taken place during the carnage

of Partition also, on both sides.

|
Number 1/2019 | 45 |IIIB



Bugle & Trumpet Summer 2019 -

As the sounds of battle in the town came closer and closer, the doctors and then all the patients
around Wain, started leaving the hospital one by one. And when the Pakistan Army finally entered
the hospital and took over, Wain was the only patient in that big general ward. They carried him to one
of their safe houses in Chittagong where he stayed for a few days. He made contact with the Naval Base,
and an ambulance came and shifted him there. Thus, on 9 April he was flown to Dacca and finally to
Karachi and PNS Shifa.

As related by Admiral (Retired) T.K. Khan, former Chief of Naval Staft (CNS); and Captain
(Retired) A.H. Wain, the Navy had to place Wain in a low medical category. He walked with a limp, but

continued serving in the Navy ashore for another twenty-one years, finally retiring as a Captain in 1992.
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