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Transcription of AUOHEN0015 (Mountbatten)
Transcription of Earl Louis Mountbatten’s speech during the commemoration programme at

St. Pauls’Cathedral, London, October 1969

[00:00:00]

Earl Mountbatten: We, of all the nominations and creeds, are gathered here to do honor to

the memory of a man who was revered as a saint by more than 1/6 of the

human race. He was born 100 years ago. His formative years was spent in

London; his family murdered 21 years ago on this very day by forces who

seek to silence his message of brotherly love and peace.

During the last 10 months of Mahatma Gandhi’s life, we had become real

friends. Our meetings had never been formal and we’ve been able to

establish a degree of confidence and understanding which will remain

forever a precious memory.

He’d been one of those Indian leaders who had strongly supported the

new government of independent India and inviting me to stay on after

the transfer of power as their first chosen head of state, who was seeing

troubles at the time of partition in August, 1947 particularly when Bangor

and the Punjab were themselves to be divided, I’ve gathered a boundary

force of 55,000 hand-picked officers of men to keep order in the Punjab.

They were overrun by millions of migrating refugees who were

mercilessly attacked by opposing communities. In Bangor, the vast city of

Calcutta, the second biggest in the Commonwealth, I realized troops

would be useless.

So, I invited Mahatma Gandhi to go there to ensure inter-communal

peace in the Punjab. By his saintly personality, he achieved in Bangor

what 55,000 soldiers failed to accomplish in the Punjab, peace – a truly

modern miracle. Not without reason did I call him my one-man boundary

force.
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So, my feelings may be imagined when on the evening of the 30th of

January and anxious ADC rushed to tell me that shots had been fired at

Mahatma at his prayer meeting in the grounds of Birla House in Delhi. I

ordered my car. The driver said he just heard on the car radio that

Gandhiji, as his adherence affectionally call him, was dead.

In a corner of a large ground floor room lay the frail body of Gandhiji on a

mattress on the floor. A young girl held his head.

There was a peaceful serenity about his face, yet, it seemed to have an

unfamiliar look. Then, I realized that his [steelhem] [00:04:19] [Phonetic]

glasses have been removed. I had never seen him without them. Now, he

looked even more simple and addressed. Strangely, Gandhi had a

premonition of the manner of his death.

10 days earlier, when my wife had congratulated him on escaping a bomb

attack, he turned that congratulations gently aside with a remark, “If

somebody fired at me point blank and I face the bullet with a smile

repeating the name of God in my heart. I should indeed. He deserve me a

congratulations.” This is how death did come to him and he died with a

Hindu name for God on his lips.

[00:05:21] All his life, he had venerated Christ and the symbol of the cross. This was

the way he faced his own martyrdom. At this time and at this distance, it

is hard to realize the cataclysmic shock of the assassination of one frail

old man. But this one man had been regarded for many years as their

father, Bapu, by Indians in every walk of life, from the peasant in the

village to the minister in the cabinet.

The life of the nation seemed to have come to an instant standstill.

Certainly in his hour of death, all see none. Much as I sincerely shared

their grief, I felted my duty to try and restore some positive action.

At my last meeting with Gandhiji, he’d expressed his concern at the

worsening relations with the Pandit Nehru, the Prime Minister, and

Sardar Patel, the Deputy Prime Minister, and call on me to help him

affect a reconciliation.
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