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Om bhoor bhuvah swaha
Tatsaviturvarenyam bhargo devasya dhimahi
Dhiyo yo nah prachodayat

May there be peace in mortd, immortd and
divine planes | meditae on the brilliant
gplendour of the Sun God. May He simulate

our intellect and drive awvay ignorance.
Gayatri Mantra
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Preface

A bref  higoricd background is in order to
introduce this work, which is an expresson of my
experiences of thelagt violent decade in Kashmiir.

Having faled through three mgor was to annex
the gate of Jammu and Kashmir, Pekisan haiched a
low intengty proxy wa by fudling insurgency in
the dae She cashed on the rdigious sentiments of
its Mudim youth and provided them incentives to
cross over to traning camps in tha country for
reigious Indoctrination ad indruction in
subverson and guerilla wafae During the years
1986-1990 thousands of these trained youth were
pushed back in baches as wariors (Mujahids) and
equipped  with  sophigicated ams and  lethd
anmunition to wage a wa of ‘liberation’ (Jhad)
under the command of numerous terorist outfits
remote-controlled in Pekigan. The ‘Jhad darted
with threets, abduction, torture and killing of the
minority Hindus of the Kasmir vdley (the
Kashmiri Pandits), who were forced to flee It
resulted in the exodus of nearly three hundred and
fity thoussnd people into the neighbouring
province of Janmu and the plans of India in the
firg haf of 1990. Meanwhile, desth and dedtruction
continue in



the vdley, the amed bands buning down
educationd inditutions, bridges  ad vital
communications, looting, vanddisng and  buming
the leftover propeties of Pandits enforcing Idamic
diktat on the masees and holding civil sarvants to
ransom in order to run the adminigtration by proxy.

Soon wha was beieved to have dated as a
freedom movement degenerated into a massve
operation of loot, extortion and rgpe. The mgority
of Kadmiri Pandits having fled, the guns were now
turned towards the moderaes amongst Mudims and
the common village fok. Ther intid enthusasm
and support for militancy cooled off as the
Mujahids who darted as ther heroes showed ther
true colours as they indulged in a rdentless soree of
plundering forests, looting properties,  collecting
forced donations from the sdaies and eanings of
every working person, coercing people to enlig
thar young boys for traning in the camps ad
demanding ther unwed girls in marimony. As a
veded interest deveoped in militancy, new power
equaions evolved and fordgn mecenaies were
pumped in to fill the vacuum crested by the capture,
surendr and deth of ‘locd militats  in
intenecine  batles ad counter insurgency
operaions. In soite of some contanment of
militancy, the militant groups have expanded ther
fidd of operations into Jammu



with thar hit and run tectics of cauang bomb blasts
in busy bezaars, bus sands and rallway daions and
the sdective killings of Hindus in remote villages,
the militants entrenching themsdves in  ineccessble
dense foredts.

Thee poems written during the lagt ten years
have been aranged in three sections The firg
sdion unfolds the rise of militancy in Kashmir
which was touted as the basion of Hindu Mudim
anty ad the epicatre of cutud synthess
(Kashmiriyat) and rdigious tolerance. The Pendits
and ther gods ae under dtack as the Mudim
fundamentdiss sk to demnse the vdley of
‘infidds, credting teror, charge dheding them for
treason, exhorting the masses to revolt and throw
them out of their homeland.

The second section describes the exodus and the
rootlessness of exile the hurt, trauma and anguish
of an itinerat exigence away from home the
haunting memories of the past and the present
pascutions  the wulngrability of life and  the
gectre of desth in the refugee camps  Ther
preoccupation with the search for their roots and
their gods and the menta debate as to whether they
faled ther gods or the gods faled them is an
ongoing process of sdf-goprasd with the Pandits
The crids of identity on the one hand and the
atempts to recreate the lost paradise on the other is
pat of the unfolding mord, psychologicd and



soiritud  druggle that goes on Sde by sde with the
gruggle for day to day survivd in exile
The third section depicts the urge to redam the
roots a hope kindles with the reports of
containment of terorism  coupled with  the
condliaory podures of Mudims in the vdley and
& vigtos from thee bring the noddgia of
homeand to the Panditsin exile
The poem ‘Arrivd’, cgpturing the images while
on his travds to his exiled rddives in India, is
authored by Dr Robin Chowdhury, my brother,
living in Audrdia | ocoud not resg the urge to
indude it in my collection hee and ‘On Your
Arrivd’ ismy response to his sentiments
The poems bear the date (or month) and the
place of writing. Becase of arangement in three
sections some poems written on an earlier dae
aopexr later or vice varsa, but the poems in each
section follow achronologicd order.
K L Chowdhury
Jammu - October 1999
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The Mists of Sva

The migs dance around you
four seasons through

Lord Siva,

ensconced in your sone temple
on top of the Shankaracharya hill
rechrigened Suleiman

by the fervent fathful.

Themigsplay hide-and -seek
asthey dternady cover

and lay bare

mortar, metal, brick and concrete
hauled up to build houses

on the torso of this hill

for ministers and mandarins.

The migstantaisngly course
where the contoursfal apart

aswe bore and blast

aspird road and parking lot
for mator treffic

up to the hill top.

Themigs gently glideand dide
asthey deftly seek to hide
the ravages of the security guards
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littering this sacred hill

with eggshells, empty bottles,
phlegm and excreta,

while they guard you,

Lord Sva

The migs play the cosmic dance
while they come to mediate
fresh digputesfor ownership
of this drip of temple land

as adherents of the other faith
clam to have dug up evidence
of atomb’sexistence,

and fearsgain currency

of aMahabharata bresking out
not only in the valley

but dso on this smdl mourt.

Srinagar - March 1988
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Caged Goddess

Wefed let down goddess Zeystha
asour rolesreverse

anditisour turn

to protect you

and thwart wanton designs

of idol liftersand iconodasts

on the prowl in our land.

We build you acage

and haveto makedo

with a latticed dar shana
astheiron bars

Criss cross your visage
intherigng aun'srays

But that s|emsto us

ahdf measureat best,

asthe zedots seek other ways

to carry you away,

and we move you to asafer place
of aniron vault in aseded room
with security on guard!

Y et the fear lurksin our minds

of the guards turning conoirators
and joining hands

with the abductors.



Isthere away out of thisdigtress,

our protectress,

except for you to become un-manifest
and repair to the bosom of this spring,
(from where, aeons back

you didgt riseto rule our hearts)

and bide your timeto reincarnate

till we settle scores,

in this accursed vdley of ours?

Srinagar - April 1988
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The Battle Cry of Jihad

Time - autumn of the year 1989
Scene-Precincts of amedicd inditutionin
Srinagar, Kahmir.

First spesker:

Fellow medics, students,
doctors, nurses, resdents,
technicians and atendants,
ambulance drivers, gatekeepers,
of Azadi - dl soldiers.

L et usto the mosgue,

to the prayer,

the Friday sermon,

heer, hear.

Come hurry, your work can stay,
the petients are not running away,
prase beto Allah,
thedl-meraful,

the eternd hedler,

Lalahi -illdah!

Second speaker:
Wecome yefaithful,
chosen worshippers,
truebeievers

of Idam - dl soldiers.
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Gird up your loins, comrades-inrams,
unitefor theholy Jihad,

let usin thisdomain

usher in God' sreign,

thetrue Nizame Mustafa,
Lailahi-illalah!

Third spesker:

Forward brave Mujahid youth,
destroy thisevil, forsooth,

teke the suffering in its Sride,
dl sificeisbut trite

for the noble cause diving
asmuch yoursas mine.
Success knocks at the door,
elsemartyrdom

and heaven, for sure.

Fourth speaker:

Cleansethisland oncefor al

of the usurper, the polluter,
theinfidd, the informer,

the Dal e Batta and Batten,
symbolsand agentsof Bhar at

that erode our Kashmiryat.

Follow them to their working place,
kick them out of your grace,

hound them out of this place,

wipe out their every trace.

Chorus
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KP go back.

Indian dogs go back.

Sikhs and Mudims are brothers,
wherefore dl others?
Thislandisours.

Idam Zindabad!

Pakistan Zindabad!
Praisebeto Allah,
Lahilaha-illalah!

Srinagar - September 1989



Civil Curfew

They cdl it the avil curfew,

avilian groupsenforang it

on fdlow avilians

by word of mouith,

adecree from the mosque,

or adiktat through the newspaper,
aday and night curfew

on one pretext or the other...

the Pakistan day today,

that is sought to inspire;

tomorrow, the Indian independence day,
ablack day for ever;

and aday to look forward to,

the Kashmir day, the day &fter!
The martyr’ sday yesterday,

in memory of the mujahidean;

and the day before, aprotest day,
againg the police crackdown.
There are the Fridays too-

the Friday before and the Friday after...
Thecvil curfew kegps repedting

a the behest of militant groups
the Hizeb- ul- mujahidin today,

the Harkat- U-ansar tomorrow,
the Hurriyat the day after

and otherswaiting their turn,
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vying with each other.

The hapless citizensseeno end,
nor does anyone dare

to cdl off the curfew,

90 the dvilianstoo declare
acurfew againd the avil curfew.
Pray when will the curfew dear?

Srinagar - September 1989



The Martyrdom of Pandit Tikkalal

Sir, did you hesr,
Tikkad is dead.
Tikkad Tapiloo, gr,
the Jan Sangh fdlow,
the Pandit |eader,
the petty pleader.

Yesdr,

he has been shot
likeadog

right near hishouse
while on hisway
to the law courts.

But why

do you turn pde, gr,

a the death

of one Tikkad

when day after day
scores of Mujahid youth
are gunned down

in their noble pursuit

for Nizame Mudafa

Y ou need not panic, Sr,
nor fear the revolution,
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for it is decreed

that dl Panditswill be ssfe
aslong asthey pay heed

and do not dare or dream

to work againg the ‘ cause

but quietly join the maingream.

Don't you think, g,

that agood-for-nathing fdlow
likethat braggart Tapiloo,

had to pay the price,

sooner or later,

for opening his mouth

rather wide.

After dl, gr,

he was nothing more

than a sdf- proclaimed rhetor
of the RSS gospdl

and | wonder

if Panditsever

acknowledge a leader

or honour a pd

least s0 Tikkad,

the funny old Tikkad.

Srinagar - 13 September 1989
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19 January 1990

On thet fearful night
| happened to be
athousand kilometres away

from the blitz and bludter,

but when | recdll

the distress phone cdl

of my horror-grickenaster

who let me hear

through her spesker

the cantankerous uproar

from athousand loudspeakers and more
hoisted atop the mosgues

thet rent thevdley

exhorting the faithful

to come out of their homes

and throng the Streetsfor aJihad,

to drivetheinfidds out,

banish the Pandit maes

and subduetheir females,

| plug my earsto shut off the echo

as| gill shudder with the reverberations
of that cacophony of rdligious frenzy
which sent three hundred and fifty thousand
of my fath

marching from their homes

intothe Indian plains
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They say, ever Ince,

the ghogts of that holocaudt night
gak the length and breadth

of my homdand

and the big bang of that mob outcry
dill re-echoes

from hill and dde

likeacurse.



Execution

Three brazenly blugtering youth
sormed into Azad colony

on that grim wintry afternoon
and in aswift operation

two staked out near the door
whilethe third, brandishing agun,
forced into the Pandit house

and fished out their only son.

Terror-gtricken, the neighbourhood weatched
from behind the window blinds

while the helpless family begged and cried
as they shoved him into an automobile

and sped fadt through the lanes.

‘Routine questioning,’ they ydled

asthar victim groveled and sruggled.

From what people had heard and seen

of ‘routin€ interrogation by the mujahideen
we could hardly believe our eyes

when he returned at eventide,

and thewhole mohdla - Mudimsand Pandits -
kissed and hugged him in fdicitation

and showered peanuts, dates and candy

in atraditionad demondration.
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‘These mujahid youth,” aneighbour daimed,
‘0o by that drict code of discipline

not to abduct, torture or kill

unless when driven by reason

to haul up an agent or informer

or one suspected of treason.

They are no terrorigts indeed

as some make them out to be

or they would not have set him free

and acquitted him honourably.’

But in the deed of the fallowing night
they swooped on the house once again
and the next morning his body was found
sde by sdewith thet of afemde

with sgns of torture and bullet holes

and anote staked into their breasts—
‘Bewarethewagesof Sin.’

‘It seemstherighteous warriors’

the neighbour was forced to conclude
‘mugt have gathered fresh evidence

of thisirrdigious dliance

between two persons of different faiths,
and punished them in accordance

with their scrupulous ordinance”

Srinagar - 10 February 1990
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The Hizeb Credo

The Pandit cowards

are known to get incontinent

even a the digant scent

of an adversary or opponent;
why waste your bullets

why cause needless bloodshed
when hands can be usedinstead?

We need to spare the guns
for the bigger beattles
againg the heathens.

Look how the chickenhearts
vent their spleen

a the very name
Hizeb-ul-mujahideen.

Srrangle one
and scare and scatter adozen.

Srinagar - 14 February 1990
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Declaration of Non-allegiance

Beit known

thet | and my family

disdam dl dlegiance whatsoever
to any palitica party,

State or Centrd,

and that we forswear

ay link

that we or our ancestors

might have had even remotdly ever
with any group or organisation
that works againg the revolution.

We further solemnly aver

to distance oursdves for ever

from any adverse politica views
and aonefor any Sns

of misunderstanding, pain or disress
caused by word, deed or conduct
from sheer oversght or ignorance.

We dso notify and declare

through the columns of this paper

that we would never dare

even to consider being amember

of any group, subversive or under-cover,
that operatesfor the enemy



to undermine the cause 0 dear;

and that we will guide our life

through sruggle, srife and care

onthedhining tral

blazed by the brave mujahideen

and volunteer to offer

any sxifice

thet falsin our share

Srinagar - signed by Z and family on 23 February 1990
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The Scoreis Equal

What is the score today?
Four, they say.

Pray, who are they?
Two Mujahideen -

went down fighting

the Indian war machine
And the other two?
Need you imagine who -
Pandits, it istrue,
agentsand informers,
brought to justice

by our brave warriors.
The scoreisequd then?
Y es, two martyrs
againgt two conspirators.
No Indian dogs?
Comedon’'t dismay,
Inshdlah, in hegpstomorrow,
if not today.

Srinagar - March 1989



Witness to a Massacre

Thereisacemetery a Omahabeach
near the sea
Thereis another

seven thousand feet above
here, under amountain lea

At Omaha, near the seq,

lie buried

nine thousand and seven eghty-three,
who fought thewar glorioudy

laying down their lives

for their country.

Here a Pahadgam

under the mountain lea,

in an undedared war
there has been akilling soree
of awhole pinewood.
Thenestly sawn Sumps
of every tree

dand in rows

on ther graves underneeth
asamute tetimony

to the bruta tyranny

not of Hitler or Mussolini
but of criminds e large
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from amongs you and me.
Srinagar - March 1990
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Sege of Kralkhod

Asthe cawing crows darkened the sky
inthelr flight back home to roost

and the mynahs chirped and squabbled
to sttlein the eavesfor the night,
somewherein midtown Srinagar
ashouting horde of near three hundred
descended on ancient Kralkhod.

Thedogan+ mongering menacing crowd
in pherons, mufflers, blankets
skullcgps, hdmets, turbans

kangris, lathis and handguns

dashed in different directions

and some more took up positions.

While the Vitagta flowed its meandering course
and the muezzin from the nearby mosue
beckoned the bdiever to the evening prayer
they rounded up from the neighbourhood
Pandit familiesthat had withstood

the threats to run away for good.

Pushed and herded into acompound
walled with houses dl around

and the exit to the entrance lane
blocked by aramshadckle barricade
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were a hundred and fifteen souls
mae and femae; young and old,
sheking with fear, shivering with cold.

They were charged to stand there

in that cramped yard, wet and bare,

and warned of lashing, bashing and death
unless they recited the scripture

and chanted Allaho-Akbar

till the early morning hour.

Infants tugged a their mothers breedts,
little kids kicked and cried in terror,

the old and the infirm could barely muitter,
whilethe otherswere l&ft with little choice
but to recite loud and dear

for the whole of Krakhod to hear,
Allaho-Akbar, Allah-o-Akbar.

The Pandits pitched thair voicesright

and the chorus progressed into the night
asthe sneers of the zedots and their jeers
yielded dowly to cheersand tears

and the militant crowd chose to disperse
leaving behind afew warriors

to seeit run to the gppointed hour
when the muezzin called the morning prayer.

The chants died down at daybresk
and the released captives limped awvay
but that was the last we heard of them.



Kralkhod weeps for itsinhabitants,

for its centuries-old descendants,

who never returned to their waiting homes
but were forced to become ‘migrants .

Srinagar - 16 March 1990
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The Charge Sheet

O, you fugitive Pandit,

you Batta migrart,

wandering like avagrart,

why do you run avay,

your motherland to betray,
that waitsfor ddiverance
from crud Indian governance?

Lured by Jagmohan

aceinfidd, arch villain-

to those plains of dust and sand

and the promised plots of land,

for petty doles, cash and kind,
leaving the tyrannised Mudims behind
canon-fodder to Indian guns,

to be bombed out of existence.

Y ou betrayersof Azadi,
chicken hearts and cowards,
flying likefrightened birds

to those pigeon holes
spourning dl thet is deer,
cheating your Mauj Kasheer.

Together we had lived and suffered,
together we should have persevered,
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and fighting Sde by side,

accepted degth inits stride

for the noble cause divine

tha frees usfrom the Indian swine.

Y ou do not haveto care

when we are with you here,

nor get ascare

by afew threstening letters,
phone calls, or warning posters
or when taken away in fetters
for alittleinterrogation

if only to dear the notion

that you have something to hide
and are not bonafide;

and if your kin get killed,
throttled, drowned, hanged or peded
for being unholy members

of CBI, RSS, RAW,

moles and informers

agent provocateurs.

If you had a clean record

why run away of your own accord
to spread lies about us
besmirching Azadi thus

Mischief-mongers, saif-seekers,
decaivers, double-deders,
with your renewed treachery
you hatch another conspiracy
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to carve out a place from our land
you dare cal your Homeand?

Asthe revolution reaches every door,
Inshdlah in afew months more,
Nizame-Mustafa as of yore

will be here once more.

Srinagar - April 1990



Seve

How do you suppose
| can record

the impressions

of these vidlent times
when every bullet
that mamsor kills
punches ahole

inmy sou

which by now
islikeanet

ced inariver inflood
with innocent blood?

Srinagar - April 1990
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Plaint to Kheerbhawani

In the company of ancient chinars

that sge-like in meditation gand

and seated in the midgt of the Spring,

you reign supreme, Mother Kheerbhawani,
astheriver Sndhu sendsa dream

to skirt round you in reverential embrace,
and halowsthis piece of chosenland
where countless foreheads bend in delight,
of your devotees sanctified.

Little earthen lamps dance around you
in bright sunshine and evening hue,

be it summer or freezing winter,

the chants resound, the hymns pervade,
the conchs sing, the belsring.

Wedeck youin flowersof al hues,

of dl seasons - reds, whites, and blues -
the hyacinth and the chrysanthemum,
vena, pansy and lotus,

guelder-rose and narcisaus,

marigolds liliesand the rest.

Weflock to you day after day,
and every eghth day of the moon,
when you are a your bes,

most benevolent and kindest,

we wash your feet with our tears
and bathe you in ambrosia,
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Sweeten your spring with candy cakes,
and with our most prized gppard,
sweep the floor round the Octagon,
asinwonder, awe and admiration
we watch your changing moods,
transforming the colours of the Spring
that symbolise our destiny,

from turquoise to sgpphire blue,
Nabadi to emerdd green,

amber yellow to rose pink -
herdds of peace, plenty and joy -
and at timesthered of war

or the frightful black

that presages death.

But now the clamour, cacophony, and curse
drown the chants, hymns, and verse
asthe fanatics rave and rage

and open the barrels of thar guns

on your loving daughters and sons.
Why don't you arise and strike

rather than stand there sphinx-like,

why does’t the Spring turn blood-red
to 9gnd war on the tyrant,

why does't it changeto pitch-black
and chase evil fromitstrack?

Srinagar - April 1990
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Farewell

It was only ametter of time

for meand my family

to leave the town and run away,
but thet tdl-tae threstening letter
that | was served yesterday

helped me to decide without delay
and fix tomorrow, thefirst of May,

as the departing day.

Left withasngleday,
we ask each other,
isthere a better way
than to spend it together,
thiswarm spring day,

in our garden here,
asamak of farewd|?

Aswe gt and groll

and admire and extol

the lineage of each plant and tree
how spontaneoudy

each member of the family

picks up one implement or the other
and setsto work furioudy.

We mow the lawvn,
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trim the bushes,

turn the sail in the flower-beds,
water the pandes and the phlox,
fondle the flowers and the buds,
Spruce and sweep

and gtrew thefetiliser,

here, there, and everywhere.

Isthisflurry of ativity,

this spontanaty in the family,

the ladt rite of a sacred duty;

or isit becausewe dl fed guilty
thet we are leaving behind alegacy,
alarger part of oursdves,

this garden family,

to theterrorids mercy;

or isit to escape from the redity

of the pain of exodus and turbulence
which we dl experience;

or isit out of asanguine hope

thet thislove slabour and tail

will never befutile

but gay with us afond memory

of our bonds to this soil;

or isit thefaith in our tenecity

that each time we faced the exodus,
fivetimesin our higory,

we staged an honourable re entry?

Srinagar - 30 April 1990
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A Hundred Kilometre Tunnel of Fear

Hrg of May, ningteenningty,

we snegk out of home

in the blanket of night,

we drive, huddled together-

the whale family,

idolsand icons,

images and framed photographs

of deitiesand ancegtors,

some prized letters, books and clothes
and aclod of mother earth

cutting through the valey

adong ahundred kilometre tunnd of fear.

Wedrive,

breaths suspended,

lips sedled,

ears cocked,

hands on our breests,

trying to muffle our hearts
that flutter in unison

with the pisons of the engine:
our telescoped gaze

shutting off the cresing phantoms
and focussed draight ahead
without once looking back
till we cross the Banihd pass
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as the dawn breaks
intolight,

into freedom,
intolife

Banihal, Kashmir - 1 May 1990



Lamentation

Seeted doft the hill

how londly you fed,

Lord Shankara,

while your hgpless devotees,

victims of the word, the sword and the gun,
fleein terror

yet once again.

How dry and parched you must be
asthereis none to massage thee
with sandawood and ghee,

wash you in potfuls

of milk and rosewater

and weave petd paterns

on your body.

Thereisnot asound

of the chants that would resound
of your votaries going round,
and an egriedlencereigns
where hymns once regded,

the bells chimed,

the conchs halled.

The breeze no longer waftsthe incense
nor do a hundred flameslegp in cosmic dance,
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O, whereisthe touch of faithful foreheads,
of passonate hands that caressed thee!

Theair isheavy, dill and sultry,
the sky adull dreary haze,

O, whereisthelingering mist
that your feet did kiss,

where the cool breeze

that fanned your brow,

where the myriad clouds

thet saled in sute

in the deep blue vault abovel

Theheart criesin pain

as| seek you hereinvain

in this hot desart plain.

The Aravdli isapoor consolation
and remote from the Hima ayas,

the thitle, thombush, and the wild vine
apitiful imitation

of the chinar and the pine.

Try ashard as| may

to sculpt you in gone and day,
the lingam dips further

from my dumsy gragp

and dl my muse and meditation
isof no aval

to bring you anywhere

within my mind spale.



All that we treasure now
isavidon of the past
asthefuture, dim and dismd,
isgetting irretrievably lost
while the present

isaplaint desp within
Sruggling to reach your digant ears
and a picture of pathos
which hasfailed to betir you
to open your Third Eye,
acdl of digress

from your deserted devotees
cast inthetempest of Time.

Delhi - 10 June 1990
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The Burning Pyre

Snce the Pandits arrived
there have been long queues
waiting for ther turn

to go up to the pyre.
Y oung and old,

mae and femde,

robust and frall,

they are here without fall
and thefire

in the funerd pyre

has hardly ceased
thiswhole year.

The bodies kegp waiting
not thet there isadearth here
of shroud or firewood,
but afamily priest

for thefind rites

isso hard to get,

and a other times

the corpses haveto bide
awhole day

for thefind adieu

from ther kith and kin,
scattered asthey are,
ariving by busand train,
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from near and far.

Wonder why
thereisthisrush

to go on the pyre?
Besides other things
it does appear

thet it isthe heat
they cannot bear,
and thesun here
has burnt them up
much before
thefire on the pyre

Jammu - September 1990
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| dentity

| Ieft behind my identity

when | was forced to flee

and | need to prove my pedigree
whilel am here

asareugee.

| possess nether the ration card
nor my school diploma

nor the date subject certificate
nor the voterslig-

my own, or of my family.

My gtatusisunder question,

my identity suspect,

for | am unable to adduce

any documents or evidence

or proof that | and my ancestors
have lived in my motherland

for five thousand years.

There are three hundred and fifty thousand here
who could vouch for me
but their testimony is null and void

for they, like me,
roam without identity.

Whoaml,



oft do | ask mysdf,
and others too,

but areply
ishard to come by.

Jammu - December 1990
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To Kashmir

Many are your daughters and sons
who patiently St

through thiswintry wilderness,

awating the end of thelong night.
Elsawhere, their kin wander, homdess,
in many dties and towns

waliting to be let back into the paradise.
Sometrickle out of the shadows

to the freedom beyond,

bearing tdes of your wounds

and the muffled whisper of conspirators.
Thewalls of the victims of the gun

are apart of your profound sorrow,
the slence of the mgority

your undying shame.

There may yet be hope

in the forbearance of your snged forests,

the tranquillity of your soiled streams,

and the loftiness of your weeping mountains -
mute witness to your tragedy.

Jammu - January 1991
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Twin Shame

They tore me
from the lgp of my motherland,
threw me out of my home,

usurped my estate
and forced meinto exile,

because | belonged

to afath different from theirs
Now perchance when they meet me
| cannot fathom why,

much as | would like to greet them
likein the days gone by,

neither can | accost them

nor look them sraight inthe eye.

I mdt with the twin shame

of thevidim

who falled to defend himsdlf

and of thetormentors

who felt no remorse

a the betrayd of thetrust

that was reposed in them.

Jammu - 1 March 1991
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Dried Offerings

A middle-aged woman keeps eyeing
the bouganvillaeain my lavn

as she passes dong the walkway

on her way to thetemple,

evay day.

Shelingersfor amoment, one day,

her eyes dight a the exuberance

and she attemptsto pick some flowers

but fails to reach the wall

from where they overhang in gay abandon.
She pauses, peeps and opensthe gate,
furtively advances towards the luxuriant bush
and plucks them tenderly, one by one.

Sheishardly done

when she catches me spying

from insde the house.

Shefdters, her colour fades,

the flowersfdl from her hand

and blow with the morning breeze.

| come out of the house

and amileanod of assurance
as shefumblesfor words,
‘All my lifel offered flowers,



fresh, fragrant and brimful,

but now exiled and pauperised
| tried to Sed them like athief
to please my angry God.

How can he ever forgive me
thistranggresson, thissn?
‘Likeyou, | am an exile,
atenant inthishouse,

and these flowers agift of god,
as much mine asyours

Take as many asyou pleass,
God cannaot get angry

with his own devotee

who hasnot logt faithin him
even in such adversity.’

Shequickly gathers

the flowers scattered on the ground
and fumblesin her goron pouch
for agmdl bundle

which she tenderly unties

for meto see.

‘Thisisdl | caried with me
when in afeaful hurry

we were forced to flee.

| offer with dl humility

this humble token

of whatever worth it may be.
Takeit, it will pleeseme’

| gether in my hands
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her touching gift of love-

dried rose petalss, greyish white,
picked nearly ayear before

that one could hardly tell

but for the sweet tinge of nogtagia
and devotion so strong

that perchance may pleasemy lord

as| adorn him with this prized offering.

Jammu - 16 April 1991



Dole

Herea‘'migrant’ dandsinaqueue

in this blazing afternoon sun

for hismonthly dlocatior

three hundred and seventy five rupees,
akilo of sugar, two of whest,

ten and ahdf of Sderice

and alitre of kerosene.

He has gone through fire and hell
to establish his credential
asabonafiderefugee

from the terror-amitten valey,
and every quarter or haf yearly
he is directed to produce
evidence and fresh documentation
affidavits, recent photographs-
to back up hisidentification.
Y, invaigbly,

he hasto part with

achunk of hisrelief and raion
asalittle graification

to the greedy officds

in charge of the digtribution.

And yonder in that prison
isdetained aterrorit,
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euphemidicdly cdled amilitart,
who recaives four fifty amonth;
milk, mutton and eggsto boot
hisdaly share of cered;

menus of histagte to suit;

and an unlimited supply of water;
playground and a prayer-hdl,
toiletry, and laundry-

overseen and monitored regularly
by humean rights groups

and many avigting dignitary

from the country and abroad.

And to boost the prisoner’ smorae
are the many directives from the court
to the adminigration and thejall

to uphold the mandatory standard
for his convenience and comfort.

Askshisvictim, the ‘migrant’,
‘Why don't | turn amilitart,

pick up agun and surrender,

if only for abetter dedl

for food, amenities and shelter?
The prison & Koteisa safer haven
than the dungeon a Muthi,

more promisein baing amilitant
than awretched refugee’

Jammu - July 1991

67



Camp School

In the wild outskirts of the aty,

on abarren piece of land & Muthi,

five tattered tents each twelve feet by twenty,
flgpping in the wind, holding tenuoudy,
meake our school for a hundred and thirty.

Theonly furniture or upholstery
isabare blackboard, solitary,
rough and ridged ard rickety,
that refusesto be writ upon

with any chak, coloured or white,
hard, soft or powdery.

The'migrant’ teacherstry their best

with words, gestures and pantomime

but often leave the dassin disgust

as the wind blows hat, the sun pesps through
or therains seep in to flood the school

and the skin smarts and burnswith the“loo’.

But that doesn’t dampen our spirits

in this veritable laboratory

wherethe briar and bush isour botany,
the insects and worms our zoology,
the sand and stones our geology,

the dements our physcs and chemidry,
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mother nature our library
and we oursglvesthe higory.

Oursisnot just acamp schoal,
but amini open universty.
Jammu - 15 August 1991



The First Right to Forcible Seizure

| am arefugee from Kashmir,
having been forced to abdicate
and takeflight.

No sooner had | left

than my house was plundered,
my kindly neighbour informs,
Disembowelled one by one
of dl its contents-

fumiture, fittings fixtures-

right under hisnose.

‘They would kill me

if | intervened,

heexplains

Mr. X from somewhere downtown

has moved into my house,

removed my nameplate from the door
and affixed hisown,

S0 says my good neighbour.

He can gand it no more,

heishiting hisnals

tearing hisinnocent heart out,

as he now repentsfor having demurred
and not being the firgt to occupy my house.

To befair to the good Samaritan
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he never had an eye on my house

but having shared a common boundary,
he argues

hadn't he theright,

thefird right,

to the forcible seizure of my house?

Jammu - 26 December 1991
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Testimony

Who will bear testimony

to my identity

when the bits and pieces of evidence-
the ration card and the municipd certificate,
the passport and the driving license,
the revenue records and the land papers-
have dl been inundated

in theflood of violence,

and human evidence

ather unavalable or inadmissble,
unlessit were possble

for my abandoned house

where | lived and loved and dreamt,
or the londly chinar nearby

that often itsbreezelent,

or the lovelorn birds

that of amorning flew in for the grain,
or the sulking dog

that never barked in vain,

or the deserted lanes

thet | traversed every day,

or thetemplein ruin

where | would worship and pray -
oneor dl of them-

to speak up one day

and vouchsafeto the identity
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of aKashmiri Pandit?
Jammu - 24 May 1992



A Spaceto Die

“Your father issnking day by day.
Why don’t you change your doctor, say?
The refugee medicswill teketheir time

to grasp the efflictions of thisdime.
A phanda may help, or amantra
till you seek out Dr Gandotra’

| had no choice but soon to cdll

the cdebrated physician before nightfall
but father grew from bad to worse,
enfeebled, suporous unable to nurse.

‘If dl the messuresfail to revive,
your patient may not long survive.
Inview of his criticd date

you better move beforeit istoo late.
| can dlow afew days grace

till you find another place,

but no mishaps herein my residence,
NO Mourning, No impertinence”’

| rushed back to my own doctor

as the condition deteriorated from hour to hour.
‘Pray prolong hislifeafew days

till 1 shift to an dternate place.

Some shots, some freak remedies,
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alittle bresther, adender lease’

Off | went from door to door

to rent a space judt five by four,
where father may rest in peace awhile
ere Yama takes him from exile
towhere hewishesfor ever tolie

in his native place, 0 glad to die.

Jammu - June 1992



Drought

Whiledsawherein the dity
water tanks overflow caloudy
and the life-fluid goes down the drain
the refugee camps & Muthi
faceascarcity.

In spiteof incessant rains

thar taps run dry

for thefifth successve day
while their dear departed

wait petiently

for oblations of water,
thisbeing the Pitra Paksha,
the moonless Ashvin fortnight,
90 sacred to their memory.

The dead will haveto persavere
and go thirsty for now

and wait until the next year

for theshradda ceremony
asthereisnot even adrop

for theliving here.

Jammu - 1 September 1992

7€



Lovesick

Like the parched earth

in the summer of Indian plains
waiting for the firgt shower of rains
we look forward to your arriva
and count on every moment

of your company

herewith usin our exile

Y our mother
ralsa the suggestion

that some sick or needy

may seek your consultation,
and shewould not let go

even aminute of your proximity,
for like adevotee

she likesto have her god

to hersdlf completdly.

There cannot be, in her view,
anybody more sick or needy,

if you undergand

whet lovescknessin exile means
when thereis nathing dse

to fal back upon.

Jammu - January 1993
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Ode to an Amaltas

Y ou showered blossoms each day.

Like rain they poured down my way-

soft petd's, gossamer gay-

that | patiently swept away,

lest the devotees, when they cometo pray,
tread, trample and scatter away,

this sacred flord tribute you pay

to my lord, night and day.

Fresh flowers rained down every day
inydlow grandeur dl the way,

agan did | sweep them away

and athird time each passing day,

as you poured your heart awvay

in pure devotion day by day.

‘Stop awhileif you may,

my cupisfull’, | prayed one day
and this prayer of mine, curse nay,

s0 readily back did you repay

as the blossoms thinned each day,
the flowersfindly vanished away,

the leaves fell down and faded away,
the sparrow, dove and the jay
one by oneflew awvay

and by the following month of May
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the body dowly went to decay.

The devotees were scared away,

‘the curse, the curse,’ they were heard to say,
‘who brought it on? Let us chase him away,
blasphemer, rdigious-runaway.

Should | open my bosom and betray

my petition to the lord thet fateful day

that | was dowly wasting away

sweeping the blossoms night and day?

Or should | believe what some others say
asthe ddals are given avay

of that ominous day in May

when in fodlish fervour, if | may,

the devotees had afidd day

as cement, concrete and marble-inlay

filled where they dug awvay

the soft, warm and fertile dlay

that held your roots, O! Amatas gay.

A corpse now gandsin the way
where your mgesty once held sway
and poured fresh petals each day
on pilgrims coming dl the way

to the lord, thair homageto pay.

Jammu - 1 May 1993



Saga of the Student

A bus skids off the road,

hurtles twenty feet down agorge,
bang into a boulder.
Threeingant desths,

four fractured skulls,

fiveflal chess

ascore broken bones,
bruises, gashes gdore.

Who arethe victims?

Worn out and wasted,

battered and bedevilled,
depressed and distressed,

they arethe Pandit sudents,
Brahmin boystreated as pariahs,
refugeesin their own land.

Snatched from the bosom of their motherland,
forced into exilein their teens,

they grow up in tents and tenements.
Segregated into ‘camp’ schools,

few graduate to college leve

while most drop out

as heartless mandarins of education,
remote-contralling their degtiny,

deliberately harass and procradtinate
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admissons, examinations, and resuts,
asthreeyears of curriculum

drag on to Sx or seven,

while graduation fades into a distant dream.

Desperation drives the hepless youth,
in search of thar rights,

from schoolsto secretariesto satraps,
from classroomsto courts,

dret rdliesto hunger drikes

to face batons, handcuffs and jails,

as every other method fals.

Thisisthetragic ssga

of innocent boys and girls,

victims of aconspiracy

where the militant and the bureaucrat,
the police, palitician and the prosecutor,
have ganged up againg them,

and not to be left behind
accidentsreadily join the grind.

Jammu - March 1994
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Arda Shankara

Up the Roop Nagar hill
there resdes Arda Shankara
in an open temple,

ahdf lingam

of grey golden-brown stone
basking under the open sky,
away fromthehue and ary.

A Gujjar nomed, they say,

in his heyday

of idol bresking frenzy

axed the lingam,

and from itsbosom, asit split
into two unequd haves,

flowed atorrent of blood.

The bigger half

isour Arda Shankaraatop the hill.

Nobody knowsfor certain

about the other half.

TheGuijjar rudic, thereisabdief,
caried it dong and cameto grief.

The Arda Shankara
thet ragnsfrom thishill
to bless his people
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isnot acommon idol

of solintered $one

nor amere hdf-god,

nor amaimed lord,

but matchless in his grace
divine, with ahumen face

Unwittingly the iconodast
saized by fandic rage

sculptured a beadtiful lord,

the unique Arda Shankara,
whom we worship

for his wholesome benevolence,
and not out of vengeance,
because an ignorant morta
rased hisaxe.

Jammu - 16 September 1994



Funeral of a Monkey

‘Ram Nam Sat Hai’, resoundsintheair,
the procession moving through the Sreets
apier adorned with buntings and saffron flags
carying the mortd remans

of amonkey.

The pallbearers take dow measured steps,
adozen urchinsin the vanguard

dancein frenzy

to the tune of atragic film song,

the more venerable form therear,

and others beating drums, tolling bells,
asthe crowd jostles and swells

toward the pyre,

each one eager

to lend ahdping shoulder.

‘Ram Nam Sat Hai,’

the solemn refrain rises above the din
asthe processon takes aturn
toward the Hanuman temple

for the blessings of the monkey god.

Not far from thetemple,
on thewaysde,
lies an abandoned corpse
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haf shrouded in dirty white,
mourned by a moth-egten dog;
aflock of ravensin ther black gppard
and aswarm of buzzing flies
complete the funerd crowd;
this being the deeth

of an unknown mortd,

not thet of amonkey,
theincarnation of Hanuman
but of man,

the offgoring of Mammon.

Lucknow - 10 January 1995



Devotion Gone Overboard

Inthis pilgrim aty
thereisaunique cderity,
an ancient peepul tree
chosen for worship

by many a devotee.

In adeed of devotion,

asweeping show of piety,

and possibly in memory

of spouses and sons,

the zedous ones

flagged the earth around the tree
with grey and white marble stones.

Easy in their treed

they circumambulate the tree
on this shining marble stone,
which, unknown to them,
dowly drangulates,
swffsthear out of itsroots,
sapsit dry

and darvesit of susenance.

Curious pilgrims throng

in ever-increesng numbers
and marve how long
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budless, ledfless and Serile

the tree gands

asthe bark peds off,

the brittle twigs breek

and fungus and moss overtake.
But that does not dacken
their adoratio n nor fervour
asthey adorn thetree

with iron bellsand light bulbs
that hang from itsenfeebled limbs,
and make use of the hollows
for tharr banners and flags

and on the sagging shoulders
mount aloudspesker

to beckon the fathful

and the bdiever.

Their devation unflagging

they anoint the trunk daily

with 9ndhoor, saffron and sandalwood,
burn incense and gicks of resin,

and chanting with passon

move earthen lampsin a Snuous mation
and wash and mop with ardour

this marble sone around the tree.

Thisrevered peepul hasto hold on
and gand aslong asit can

asthey embdlishit

with wishknots

of many-hued threads.
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It dare not let them down
and thar faith disown.

Jammu - 20 February 1995
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I nvocation

O! Teg Bahadur,
preceptor, guru, guide,
saviour of our ancestors,
we offer our obeisance
in everlaging gratitude
for your deed sublime.

Even angdsarejedous

of your sacrifice supreme,

not for your own kin or community
nor region nor religion

but for atyrannised people

of faraway dimes

who sought your help.

O compassionate one,

true crusader of rights,

in an unprecedented act of courage
you laid down your lifeto sdvage
our oppressed ancestors

from persecution and conversion,
from flight and extinction.

Oimmortd soul,
worship-worthy Teg,

we crave your reincarnation

as Aurangzeb surfaces yet again
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in 0 many forms, a so many places
in our sacred land

with gppetite whetted evermore

by the blood of Tapiloo, Premi, Prana
Ganjoo, LassaKaul, Raina

and hundreds of innocent souls.

O blessed spirit

revererd guru,

we seek your intercesson once again,
for ddiverance

from the deedly triumvirate

of armed insurgents,

scheming bureaucrats and

conniving palitidans:

perpetrators of crimes

againg our race.

Jammu - March 1995
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Kashmir - Lust for Savagery

Merethregts are but athing of the past
caumny, abuse something to last
physicd assault amereroutine

loot and arson a common sport
kidnapping a happy pastime
extortion and rgpe astgple diet
pigolsand gunsan inane Sght

plain murder atame dish

RDX and bomrs something to rdish.

The eyes seek agory scene

more tantdising, never before seen
of bodies hacked, sawed, nailed
eyes gouged out, earsdiced

tongues chopped off, noses levelled
jointstwisted, ligamentstorn

bones crushed to rubble and sand
hair wrenched from itsroots

skin pinched, burnt, peded

throats dashed, heads severed
bellies ripped open, genitals snipped
the viscera thrown to hungry dogs
and the remains urinated and spat upon
to put to shame beast and demon.

The heart craves more violent desth
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many adegth for every bregth
abomb blasgt in abusy bazaar
bodies blown to bits and shreds
limbs, torsos, faces and heads
raining down from the sky

here, there, low and high

blood flowing down the drains
and nothing human thet remains

Jammu - September 1995
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Paush Amavasya Night

Thereis nothing as srene and quiet
asthe Paush Amavasya ngt
while on your dimb

to your rendezvous

with thelord up the hill.

On thisdoudless faultless night
the garslean low

to touch your brow

asthey come out in formations,
gdaxies, duders, congdlaions,
the whole treasure trove,

vying with eech other

to make areverentia bow.

The hillsaround you, oneand dll,

in trance- like embrace rise and fall,
the bushes dissolve in the hush of night,
the lagt of the birds flits home to rood,
and angdslead you by the hand

on your onward upward march.

Wrongly hasthe Arnavasya nigt
been dreaded and decried

and unfair dlusons made

to thisfifteenth night



of the moonless fortnight

with unganliness and fright
when it dands out to epitomise
the supreme lunar scrifice

as she obliterates hersdf

0 the dars may shine

their brightest and the best
onthiscosmictrys.

And it is not without reason

thet thelegendary Yaksha
chooses Paush Arnavasya ngt
for hisyearly earttly trip

to feast on adinner

of rice, radish and raw fish

in the tranquil Sarlight,

and offer you a chance bright

to snetch hiscap if you might

and secure it under amillstone,
for then and then done,

and for aslong asit remainsthere,
fortune will amile onits heir.

Only the Paush Amavasya night
offersthis opportunity bright

to transform adark night

into a beneficent Sght,

only the Paush Amavasya nigh.

Jammu - December 1995
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Frankenstein Monster

Why don’'t you let me be
and leave meto my fate,
why follow me
hereinexile,

my ex-mate?

During the peek of exodus
when | was on therun

you cameto me

and lackadaigcdly

advised meto stay on

but added that you yoursdf
were S0 draid of the gun
and hardly inapostion

to stop the killers

nor anyone.

While you adopted thisruse
rather nonchdantly,

| was given to understand
that you had joined,

dbat dandegtindy,

those forces let loose

and arraigned againg me.

Having thus contrived and



forced meto flee

you aso fudled arumour

in the manner of abusy bee

that | had renounced everything
and so had thousands of others,
in amass hyderia of wanderlug,
wilfully forsaken the paradise-

our brothers, sgters and others:
our homes, hearths and habitation
of five thousand yeard

Alas to your horror

now when you find

yoursdf inateriblebind

asyour own kith and kin

St upon you colour-blind,

it does seem my foreboding

today rings loud and true

that the mongter you helped creste
one day verily would consume you.

Now you follow mein exile,

and appease yo ur curiodty awhile,
to look a my barren date,
compare your fate with mine,

to share with me amoment

and possibly givefree venrt

to your choked sentiment

in the freedom of this refugee tert.

| beseech you, my friend,
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gither let me be

or spesk of anything to me
except about the madness
that made meflee.

Jammu - December 1995
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Journey Into the Land of the Exiled

Arrivak1

Herel am now
onthislad rductant age
of my journey of love.
For long have | stayed
away from here,

as destruction raged,
dedlt desthly blows

to community and pride.
Dignity and trust

suffered athousand cuts.
Diggudt and disagtefilled us,
fear and vadillation

held complete sway.

Hasthe primeva beast

of ignorance and folly

paused in its rampage?

Will desecration ceas=?

As| arive with hope,

and with your beckoning

whet will | see around me here?
| ponder thisawhile

as| wait for you now.

Arriva-2
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Vanly | look

for faces, shapes and spaces,
anything that will unlock

joysof yesteryears

or just the memories.

Humble dwdlingswhich

light with the laughter

of children s games;

sounds and songs of Spring;
chinars summer shdlter,
Autumn’'s colours,

the crunching of leaves

winter welcomed

with snow fights and snowmen,
askahva and kangris keep uswarm.
But thereisonly aslence

vast and widespread,

profound sadness permesetes dl
as | wait for you now.

Arrivak3

| see no folk around,

neighbours nor kinsmen,

traders nor artisans.

Gone are the narrow winding lanes
where children loved to play truant;
Slent are the playing fidds

where goranswere sustained

in contests and matches

from *kabaddi’ to cricket.



What isthisderile dillness
surrounding these damaged dwellings?
Weeds overtaking this vast wilderness.
The city isfractured and ‘freg

as | walit for you now.

Arrivak4

| wait for you now

amidg theseruins

of aonce beautiful land,
hallowed over centuries,
graced by saints and Sufis.
Wherecan | find them

to solicit and seek

thar blessngs agan?

Am | too late?

Or, with al landmarks gone,
havel log my way?

Have | cometo adifferent land?
Who will come and find me
beforeitistoo late?

| can't dand thisslence;

this moonscape frightens me.
To keep despair at bay

| remember meanwhile
those recent Sages

of this graduated journey.
Brief, lovegble sojourns,

in other dties
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amongd the young and the old.

In houses and bazaars

| tasted once more

the joys of welcome,

and loving farewdl,

lisened to Sories of sruggles,

of survivd in sorrow,

deprivation and desolation,

the medtings with the ‘migrants;

exilesin thar own land,

charming characters,

sharing fredy forever

their livesand tharr loves

Their amiling faces sudain me

as| wait for you now.
Australia - January, 1996
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On Your Arrival

Ever ance you wrote

about your intended visit

we prayed and hoped

it would come off well.

We waited with bated breeth,
drank often and drank deep

the dreams of reunion,

now that it wasto be

away from home, in exile

We scoured placesto vist,
urveyed waking tralls,

discussed menusto suit your taste,
mowed the lawn,

trimmed the bushes,

planted new saplings

and cgoled themto flower intime
to welcome you

after 9x long years

Sx years

of theacme of our life,

gpent in the anguish of exile,

over hdf adecade

of rootlessness,

of hatred and intolerance,

of bloodletting and mindless violence,
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of people tortured and killed,
and awhole community banished,
of kith and kin

dying beforetime

of disease and damnation.

And when you did arrive
we suppressed our Sghs
and snuffed our cries,
brushed our agonies asde,
lest they pollute the joy
you carried on your wings.
Wewore smileswide

and would not permit

even ashadow of the pain
to flit between us

lest it blemish the bliss of reunion.
Wewould not let you carry
the burden of those images
back with you.

Jammu - January 1996

103



Satus Change

My friend and neighbour of yore
comesto me harein exile

and exhortsme

to vigt my abode erswhile,
whatever little of it

has withstood

the militants depredations.

Heinvitesme

to gay in hishouse

wherefrom | can look

a my battered home

and take stock

of the prevalling date

of my homdand

and, inthe bargain,

make a pilgrimage to the temple
on top of the Shankaracharya hill.

He wdl remembers

that in days gone by

before exile was forced on me

| would dimb the hill every morning
to pay sdutationsto my lord.

The grestest tragedy of exile,

it dawns on me now,
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isthat the deity within my daily reech

has receded into aremate pilgrimage,

my own house become ardlic of the pad,
my homdand an dien place,

and my status of atourist a best.

Jammu - June 1996
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Promises

Oft | hear loud promises

thet return to the homeland

with honour and dignity

isbut amatter of days,

that my house would be rebuilt,

my annexed lands reclaimed and restored,
my gatusin my job retained,

the temples of my gods consecrated agan,
and whatever |osses compensated.

While promises go on piling up
and nat one getsfulfilled

| wonder

who will reverse

the dock of seven years

and restorelost childhoods,
recover youth that dipped
intomiddleage,

bring dear ones,

who died prematurely

of distressand digtraction, back to life;
make up for logt years of homage
to the daities out there,

and catch up with time

that cannot wait for my return.

Jammu - September 1996
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P.S O

lamaP.S. O.

A persond security officer.
An officer on paper,

but in practice

avassl of theone

that | secure.

| haveto bevigilant

night and day,

and move a hiswhim,
follow him like ashadow
from his houseinto the car,
office or bazaar,
maosque or awaking trail,
public function

or arecregtiond locde.

He flauntsme
shandedy

asadatus symboal,
while! sniff around

like a highbred hound
and keep in readiness
to throw mysdf in

and ssfeguard my charge
from abuse and assaullt.
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WeP. S. Os

areafast growing breed
sgncetheterrorigts creed
enguifed my country,

and every miniser and secretary
or an officid of any consequence
seeksto fortify his security

with alarge posse of police
andus.

But not uncommonly,

my charge happensto be

the very fountainhead of militancy
who, having hed hisfill

of loot and kill,

has abdicated findly

and surrendered to the army.
Not only has he been absolved
of dl crimes of insurgency

but aso accorded the status

of having formdly joined

the socio-poalitica maingtream!
His ex-mates and collaborators
now charge him and upbraid
for being adangerous renegade
and seek ways and means

to avenge his treechery.

And that iswhere | comein handy
toinslae him

from his own cullt,

andfromdl fear

from himsdf,
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and from those whom he used to hold
S0 very near and dear.

Jammu - September 1996
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Dyed in the Same Colour

Weaebeing told
that terrorism is on the wane
and that most loca ‘boys

have surrendered or been killed
and thet dl thet isleft
aretheforeign mercenaries

Frankly | never could tdl

one from the other

for they dl look dike

inther battle - dress swagger,
rough and tough and gruff,

bearing beards, guns and grenades.
Andthey dl act dike,

be they our own Kashmiris,

Pakis, Arabs, Sudanese

or the battle-hardened Afghanis.

Evenin death

when they get killed

in encounters or accidents

or ininternecine wars

and are shown lined up like sausages
for the TV news-cast

or in the daily newspapers,

they dl look dike
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dyed in the same colour
of their own blood
and the blood
of ther innocent victims
Jammu - September 1996
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26 January 1997

Y ou amaze me, my country

thet not only you grant immunity

to adreaded Ghaz

who spawned the insurgency,
conspired and took up arms againgt you,
looted, burned and raped

and gunned down innocent denizens,
with impunity-

but also accord him the privilege
and the highest honour and courtesy
to take the sdlute today,

in the Republic Day parade

right in this borough here,

S0 near to where

hisvidims shiver

in the refugee tents

pitched helter- skelter.

Jammu - 26 January 1997
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Sangrampora

O sedud ed Sangrampora

the Sght of seven bodies

of your seven proud sons
shrouded in white

dands asascathing testimony
to the sacrilege

agang dl thet ishuman

and asevereindictment

of the svagery let loose

by sensdess people

who shame mankind

and am to smother sanevoice
and sweep away

al traces of avilisation

from our sacred land;

for your brave sons chose to hold on,
vanly though, now it ssems

to their roots,

in the face of avidlent hurricane
of rdigious frenzy

to keep dive the heritage

of five thousand years

inthe veley.

Jammu - 25 March 1997
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The Religion of Killers

At Sangrampora

they picked seven degping men
from their homes

in the gedth of night,

seven Pandits

seventeen to seventy
fromfivefamilies,

glegfully shat them deed

out in the open

beforethey fled.

They spared the femdes

and the children,

soared their lives

for thesmdll price

of being widowed

and orphaned!

Who dares say now

thet the militants

widding thegun

don't have ardigion?
Jammu - 27 March 1997
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The Colour of Blood

Why thiswesping and walling
and besting of chedts,

meass ralies and protests,

just because seven Pandiits

of remote Sangrampora
were done to death?

Haven't Mudimstoo

been maimed and killed,
why then does nobody mourn them?
Istheir blood white,

isit cheap,

isit trite?

| have no answer

why nowadays

they do not mourn their deed
in the valey accursed,

nor why,

if they took to violence

and choseto kill

people of my faith,

they, aswdl,

turned thar guns

on their own

daughters and sons.

But | know that their blood,
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which thirgts for more blood,
cannot but be hot and red,
and surely not cheap

if it buys them martyrdom in ahegp.
But | grieveand cry

as bitterly for them

asfor the seven

and many others

whose preciouslives

were nuffed out

in abetrayd

without pardld.

After dl
whilel anavicim
of ther violent design
they themsdves
aethdr ownvictims,
such dad
being destiny’ swild whims.
Jammu - 10 April 1997
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Premium on Death

My vigting friend from the vadley
tellsmethat people over there
areinahurry

to meet their doom
for thereis a premium on death.

Each of itsvicims,

whether in crossfire

or in custody,

or through terrorigt killings,
leaves behind alegecy

of one hundred thousand in cash,
ajob for the next of kin,
alife-time pensgionfor the widow,
and for the orphans
amaintenancedlowance

till they come of age

My friend says

that the stakesfor death

have been further raised

for the policemen

that diein action,

from one to five hundred thousand
andthereisdways

that additiona bonus
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of another hundred thousand
from the Centrd Government
asan ex-gratiardief!

Thereisavesed interest
in desth these days

inmy log paradise,
0 my friend says

Jammu - 18 October 1997
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Death Threat

He has a degth threeat
(confessed an old one)
from aMujahid youth
(hisown son)

trigger-happy

and amed with agun

who swore one day

to shoot him down

not only because hewasold
and therefore of no use

to him or anyone,

and for hisviews

on the cult of the gun

(S0 repugnant to the son),
but more on acoount

of the fair compensation
which violent deeth nowadays
bringsto the next of kin.

Jammu - November 1997
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Wandhama

Sangrampora, ten months back,
was amere rehearsd, aconsolation,
but here in Wandhama

it istota extermination

not just seven maes

but without discrimination

of age, sex or pogtion,

the whole Pandit population

and thelr gods without exception.

Could there have been

amore austere occasion

than the devotiond Shabe-gadar nigt
when the whole Mudim population
was out in the mosques

for anight-long prayer and recitation
while their Pandit neighbours

joined the Mudim incantation

with their death throes and supplication
aslethd ammunition was being pumped
into their frames and formation,

right under the nose of the adminigration?

No orphansthistime, no hers,
no widows no widowers,
Nno gods nor their worshippers,
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twenty-three victims, without survivors,
crying to the Indian nation

on thisfo%gy morming

of the 48™ Republic Day cdebration
for their findl rites and cremation.

All that remains of the Pandits
isadark cloud in the Wandhama sky
hovering like ahuge question mark:
what was that terrible compulsion
thet drove the fanatics

to pump eighteen bullets

into the tender condtitution

of atiny kid

that hed just begun its locomaoton
when a sngle would have done?

Jammu - 26 January 1998
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Exile

Exileislike being shipwrecked,
torn from your roots,

shorn of your idertity,

thrown into destinations unknown.

Exileisalevdler.

It has no place for position,
pedigree, power or pelf.

It humblesall.

Exileisan exigentid crids,
acrigsof fath, of vaues,
achdlenge to humen soirit
that may submerge and Snk
to the nethermogt depths
or soar to new heights

in the rekindling

of the urge to survive.

Exileisapenance,

adeanang process of the soul,
aseeking of new vidas,

new vaues, new rdaionships,
anew purpoein life

Exileislike being on aralway platform
waiting for thetrain
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that takes you back to your roots
ajourney of sdf-rediscovery
drawing you inevitably

to your pag,

your idertity,

your gods,

your motherland.

Jammu - February 1998
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Need for an Identity

Astheworld moves

into the golden age

of what we cdl the globd village,
and national boundaries

dowly disappear

to merge into anew order

of agngle government,

aworld democracy,

igT't it anachronidlic,

this assartion of my identity?

A Kashmiri Pandit now in exile
but labdled amigrant

for having been uprooted,
why do | sekemy dam
asaninterndly displaced
or arefugee

in my own country?

Why saek aminority datus
asaminority Hindu
inaMudim mgority date
of aHindu mgority India?

A jigsaw puzzle, | agree,

the legacy of arace memory,
agenerdiond dgavu
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of persecution and violation,

an ongoing traumaof Sx centuries,
asacred injunction

of exodus - gtricken ancestors

for redemption,

for vation.

Yes | will need my identity

0 long asthesewdls

between caste and community,
between faiths and rdligions,
between races and nations,

are not pulled down completely,
and atrue world order

defined in dl Sncerity.
Jammu - March 1998
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Section 111
The Call of Roots






Sanctum Sanctorum

Let them bresk me

into amillion bits,

these fandtic nitwits,

I will risg

from each bit
awholeagan;

each pebble, one or shell
that you pick

from the focthill

or the bed of yonder stream
and ingdl on apedestd
with unflinching faith,

dhdl trandform into aghrine,
wherel shdl maeridiss
for | am that

which none can abduct,

nor defile, nor destroy.

The zedot and the iconoclast
may have along reech

and access to the furthest nook,
but never ever,

to my safedt, Surest sanctum,
the heart of atrue devotee.

Jammu - September 1990
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Homeland

Weliveto share your grief
and die to suffer your agony
asthey ravage you and defile
and drive usinto exile.

In wilderness we wander

sans our souls

that we left behind,

nothing do our ears hear

but your heart-rending groans
and dl that our eyes see
arethe wounds that bleed thee.

Our memories have fled us,

whet lingersisyour ignominy.
Now our feet only seek the paths
that lead us back to thee.

Our speech endsin onerefran:
Homedand

aswe take in hand the mighty pen
to fight the terrorist gun.

Dearer to usthan dl theworlds
we pledge to reclaim thee

asour qoirit craves
the land of our birth

andthelipsthirg
to kissthe earth
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of that sacred land,
our homedand.

Jammu - 16 December 1991
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The Spirit Does Not Accept Exile

Why doesn't the firgt flush of dawn
titillate the numbed senses
intowakefulness

andinitigeme

tothe cdl of duty?

Why don't the myriad temples
that abound herein exile

evoke fervour and devotion
and the intengity and passon
of avotary?

Why don't theringing of bells
the chanting of bhajans,

the music of drumsand cymbas,
draw me out of my muse

to rush for the daily prayer?

Why don't the Trikuta

ard the Pirpanja

beckon meto heights
where pure joy abides
asdid the Mahadev

and the Shankaracharya hill?

Why doesn't theTawi,
asit flowsinthefullnessof rain
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sirting thistemple aity,
hold me spellbound
asdid the Vitasta

Why doesn't the sun

when it risss and sets here
draw the mantra

“Om bhoor bhuva suvab’

spontaneoudy from my lips?

Why does't the blanket of night
envelop my tired soul

in the peeceful bliss

of dresmful deep?

Why, though | eat and dressand live
and go about my chores as before,
does the spirit refuse to soar

asthe presat in exile

changes places with the past

and the mind drifts and roams

in the length and breadth

of my home of yore?

Jammu - 18 September 1992
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Floral Adoration

In times gone by
when there was relative peace and plenty

and the happiness of security
back in my homdand,
oftendid | vist you

to offer my prayers,

and aflord tribute

to your grace.

| owned a garden then,

yet the flowersthat | brought you
werenaot dl my own.

| would pick some

that were on the decay

and othersfrom the wild on the way-
common flowers and ferns,

green twigs and pine cones-

while | kept behind like the sdifish giant,
the most fragrant and the best

a my own behes.

Y ou accepted my offerings

with mgedtic grace

Now in the thraldom of exile
and forced into tenancy
| often seek you
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and offer flowerslike before.

| pinch them from my landlord' slawvn
early, before the dawn

or from the public park

away from peopl€ s gaze,

or buy them sometimes

from the flower sdler a your door.

Y ou accept them

with your benevolent grace

asinthe days of yore.

| am dying to return,

my dl-knowing, my forgiving lord,
to my dear native land,

my garden to redam,

s0 | could offer you

the choicest and the bedt,

flowers grown with my toil.

I know,

you will again accept them

with your eternd grace.

Jammu - 4 January 1993
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Magnolia

Whilgt yet asnow-white bud,
segted likealingam

haf hidden from mortd eye,
the secret of your grandeur
deftly settles on the senses
Asyou dowly swell and unfold,
whipped up by yo ur aroma,
the hormones burst the floodgates,
puffed passions pesking

from ddirium

to convulsons

to trance

to the ultimate bliss.

The embers of quenched passion
char you from white to rust

and powder you to ash

asyou lay bare your bosom

a the dtar of love.

Jammu - June 1994
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Re-creation

Lord, | have been banished
and S0 has been my whole race
forcibly torn away from you

and thrown into the wilderness of exile.
Like nomads we strugge for life
through wastdlands and barren fidds
and face the battering rain,

the pounding hail,

the howling, blinding dugt sorms,

the bone-chilling wintry nights

the swdtering, stenching, drenching summer,
in snake pits and scorpion dens,
stalked by baying hounds,

under the prying gaze of vultures

as spiders, ants and mosquitoes

join the degth dance.

What sugains usis our fath

and your mighty presence within,
replenished by the legecy

that we carried with us-

your icons, idols, imeges-

and our endeavours to re create
our lost paradise,

by raisng replicas of the abodes
of your manifold avatars-
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thetemplesof Zeysthaand Zda,
Raginyaand Sharika,

Lalaand Ropa

and the dl pervading Lord Shiva

Jammu - 21 January 1993
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Celestial Bridge

| never saw arainbow

as big, broad and high

ashereinthe wilderness of exile
acrossthe earth and ky;
asevenhued bridge

over Rirpanjd and Trikuta
acrossthe Tawi to the sacred Vitadta,
asuperhighway on the biosphere
leeding from exile here

to the motherland over there.

While the rampaging militants

that have taken over the valey

are busy burning bridges

and the bridges between people
have fdlen gpart in a breach of faith,
thisrainbow here,

thisceledtid bridge,

beyond the reach of the predator,
isa dvine intercesson,

and aprovidentid link

between man and men,

between the distanced and estranged,
between home and exile.

Jammu - 3 September 1995
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Proxy Prayer

When you were 0 near

| hardly ever

bothered to step out and enter
your mgestic redm

for aprayer;

nor did | care ever

to let the breeze ingde my home
thet bresthed of you in full gesr;
nor once bother

My eyesto peer a you, my dear
when you were manifes,
benevolent at your best.

| wasimmersed dl through

in my own care and cheer

asfar from you

asyou were near.

Now

when | am banished from there
and out of bounds from anywhere,
thereisagreat upsurge

ingde me, everywhere,

acraving to merge with you

and be near.

Till you call me back
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to your dtar,

| seek you my lord

through aproxy prayer

by an erdwhile friend, aworthy seer,
who, when hereturnsto hislar

in the aity of Sinegar,

will pay you homage and my prayer,
which please acoet,

my forgiving lord, my dearest dear.

Jammu - 6 February 1996
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Reconciliation

A refugee camp in Jammu.
A Mudim from the valey vistshiserswhile
Pandit neighbour.

Dear Pandit, dear brother,

dear friend, dear neighbour,

inleaving the accursed valley

you redly proved the wiser.

You only lost your hearth and home

we our honour and shame;

you left behind your estate and farm

our pride hath cometo eternd harm;

you escaped from fear and terror

we are condemned to unspeakable horror,
and while you give tongue to your thoughts
ours are tied in tedious knots

and truth isa caaudty with us

as we speek in the militants vein

agang what our consciences ordain.

You livein atorn, tattered tent

yet your head is ot bent

while ours are ooped in servitude

to the gun-tating muititude,

the cordon-and-search and thecrackdown
isadur to our honour, we must own,
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but worse ill

the siwoop on our privacy

and thelugt for med's, money, and maids
by the marauding boyswith AIDS,
flouting dl canons of rdigion,

destroying the movement ere it has begun.

Itisnow afree-for-dl,

no longer the holy Jhad,

but a classwar my pd,

and those who would sweep our floor-
blackers, bootleggers and more-
cary the gun and order us about
as paupers of yesterday
aretoday’ slordswith red clout,
thetrue Mujahid, dasno more,
but Arabs and Sudanis

Pakis and Afghanis,

In your flight from thet hell

your intellect precedes you well

as ours goes pdl-mell;

and the values we shared fled with you
our traditions and culture too;

and while the vdley burnsin hatred

its heritage fades from the face of the earth.
Our freedom has been snatched away
in thefrenzy that holds sway.
Asthefodlish sruggle comesto naught
we rue the Azadi that we sought.
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Canwefind away out,

can wetogether, dear Pandit,
bresk ground

and turn thewhed around?

Jammu - 11 December 1996
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The Kindling

If proof were needed

didn’t this Sxth exodus

in 9Xx centuries

dinchit

that intolerance will stay

and | will haveto find my way
and settle awvay

from my homdand.

Yes, | am fatigued Sx times over
and desire nothing better

than to be left in peace here

in my temparary shelter.

Y et the answer to thet riddle
kept evading me dl these years
asto why my ancegtors
returned to the vdley

each time they were driven out
till thiswizened old men

out from there

cameto seek me the other day.
He hed my hands

in his fesbleyet warm grip
ashe sat on the couch

and, before | could proceed,
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thrust agift in my hands

of roasted whest flour

and baked paddy seeds,

and turning his pamstowards the sky
invoked hisAllah

to return me and mine

with dignity and honour to my homedand
where we could live together,

people of hisfath

and mine,

for ever dfter.

Ever ance,

the fragrance and flavour

of thet traditiond gift,

tinged with the noddgia

of five thousand years
tinglesmy primordid urge
to return to my roots,

asmy resolve grows every day
even with the full knowledge
thet | may haveto face

yet another exodus.

Jammu - 8 March 1997
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Quantum Leap

Having ruddy stabbed me
seven winters ago

you come here

seeking mein exile,
wanting to hold my hands,
embrace metight,

left and right.

Y ou are dying to open up

and speak about the insanity

of those saven years

and shed rivers of red-tinged tears,
tears of sUffering,

mine and yours.

| hold back

but only for amomert,

as my vow to break from you
goesto pieces

and my reticenceisflung to thewinds
when | look into your liquid eyes
and reed the mute language

of regret, remorse, repentance.
Werush into each others arms
dmoginatrance
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You havesad

al that need be spoken,

and bridged the gulf of seven years
in that quantum legp

right into my bosom,
fromwheredl isforgotten
andforgiven.

For it was not you that stabbed me

but anew creed of violence

born of hatred and intolerance

thet failed to convert you

just asyour violent deed seven years back,
failed to convert me.

Jammu - 12 April 1997
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Time

AhTime

grownweary
racing dong

dl thetime,

pray pausealittlie

to catch your bregth,
giveyour Snews some rest
and look around,

and give metime

to rush back

to gather my childhood
and bring dong my youth
thet | left benind

inmy race

to catch up with you.
Time,

dear time,

tarry awhile,

giveyoursdf abresk
and meareprieve.
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Mauj Kasheer

Two men helped her

into my consulting chamber

‘What isher name? | asked.
‘Mother.’

‘From where?

‘Kashmir.’

Sure she was Mauj Kasheer
atiredinapheron,

long and |oose and embroidered,
and ahead-gear high,

the Qasaba,

quaint and tottering wel nigh.

‘What allsthee, mother? | asked.
“The pangs of separation, my son.

Y ou left us behind,

to be abused, debased and undone,
andfor my old eyes to witness

the loot and plunder,

blood, gore and murder.’

Sheraisad her quivering fingers
frosted with the chill of countlesswinters
and dlagped my hand asif in pincers
‘Eight yearsisalong time

and | canwait no more;

| cameto thisfaraway dime

to discharge the debt
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of motherhood,’

and sheraised her Qasaba
and tossed it at my fest,
‘Here, | beseech you,
come back to your mother
pray do.’

Mauj Kasheer hascome
to her exiled son,

how long can | wait

to return?
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What Unites Us

Why does it need bloodshed
to bring us together,
separated that we are

like the banks of ariver,
theriver of blood

thet isour own,

fed by streams of blood
flowing down the centuries?
Our blood.

Blood isour bond,

itisour heritage,

we arethe blood.

Y et we drift gpart like the banks,
and the enemy drikes

and spills more blood.

Our blood.

Wefight apart,

but wounded we fal together
in the same battlefidd.

We dietogether,

or if wesurvive

we lie together

in the same ward.

Maimed, we recover
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only to limp back

to our separate paths,
waiting for another tragedy
to unite us agan.

Jammu - February 1998
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Nausheen

Nausheen, the new snowfdl,

born of the snow-dreams of exile -

of cosy huddles and cuddles

in kangri-warmed beddings,

of water-chestnuts baked on iron stoves;
of long boots, pherons and pull-down caps;
of fishand beansand rice -

you cometo usvirgind white,

thefird snowfdl

in eight years of aparched life,

landing S0 Soft S0 quiet

on our withered memoriesin exile.

Naushean, the angd from the skies,
you hring the fragrance

of aforgotten winter’ sddight,

ater an @ght-year-long sultry night -
amorning of divinesght,

upernd, serene, white,

Soft, amiling and bright.

Nausheen, the first snowfdl
after eight snowless Shivratris,
you arriveto replenish

the denuded peaks of soul
andtowater
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the parched marrow of soirit.
Nausheen,

the offgpring of exiled dreams,
born to the children of snow
in the snowless desarts of exile
you cometo us-

the promise,

the resurrection and the life,
the continuum,

and the generationd thrust

in our march

back to the snowy roots.

Alabama, USA - 19 July 1998
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Pride of a Nation

As Sammy Sosa catches up

with McGwire, the champion
onthe 65" home run,

the jubilant ditizens of Dominican+
forgetting the destruction and ruin
that Georges has brought upon
this brave sporting natiort

throng the Streetsin acelebration
to honour their illustrious son.

The pride of apeople

intheir great son

who, through his sporting feet,
€levates them from depression

and helps boost their determination
to face the scourge and fight on,
reminds me of my exiled Stuation,
and reinforces my conviction

thet no sacrifice or renunciation
iStoo greet to reclam my nation.

Alabama USA - 25 September 1998
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It is Now

Y ou ask meto wait
till the evening for my prayer,
now that the mornisover,

the temple door shut,
the echo of bdlsfar away,
and urgent the cdll of the day.

| would wait

till the evening and beyond,

for my wholelife,

if only I could bresk
thisjourney into the unknown.
For while | move on

| may not traverse this path again
and fed ever sorry

that your audience was denied
to an itinerant votary.

| could wait, no doubt,

till the evening and beyond,
into eternity,

if I knew the spontaneity,
the ardour and urgency

of my devation, as of now,
would remain unabated.
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Theintengty of aflower
unfoldingitsdf fromitsbud
will not gay the same
amoment later.
Itisamoment whichisnow,
one moment thet captures
the essence of my being

as| cometo offer it.

Open thine portals,
accept meas| am,

NOW.
There is no recompense
for unrequited love.

Jammu - October 1998
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Aditya

When dreams become redlity
when visons maeidise
when prayers are answered
when desires get fulfilled
you arive

Aditya, my grandchild,
inour exile

shining liketherigng aun
from behind aveil of clouds
defying dl predictions

of time, place and gender

to set your own cdendar.

Your arive, promised one,
withamission

to drive away ignorance

and to dill dl violence,

to bring peace back in place
and restore us our space

in our native land,

our homeland.

Chicago, USA - 21 June 1999
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Glossary

Aditya-thesun

Amavasya- 15" day of the dark fortnight

Arda- hdf

Ashvin - seventh month in the lunar calendar

Azadi - freedom

Batta - Kashmiri Hindu, dso called Kashmiri Pandit, (acronym KP)

Batten - Pandit female

Bhgjan - devotiona song

Cordon-and-search - an operation to flush out the terroristsin
which the security forces throw acordon around an area
and sedl exit routes before the search

Darshana- to manifest

Dad e Batta - derogatory epithet for aKP - an euphemism for a
coward and aweskling

Georges- nameof ahurricane

Ghazi - aMudim fighter against non—Muslims

Hizeb - Hizeb-ul-mujahideen, aterrorist group

Inshdlah - with the will of god

Jagmohan - tw o-time governor of &K State

Jansangh - aformer political party espousing Hindu nationaism

Jhad - holy war

Kangri - fire pot to keep one warm in winter

Kehva - Kashmiri tea

Kheerbhawani - incarnation of goddess at Tulamulla

Lalahi-illdah - thereis but one God

Lingam - the Hindu symbol of Siva - phdlic symbol

Loo - hot wind that blowsin the summer in Indian planes

KP - Kashmiri Pandit (Kashmiri Hindu)

McGwire - U S bassbdl record holder

Mauj Kasheer - mother Kashmir

Migrant - exiled Kashmiri Pandit

Movement - the secess onist/freedom movement

Mujahid - holy warrior

Nizame Mustafa - the Muslim Utopia
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Nausheen - The new (first) snowfdl of the season

Octagon - the octagond spring of Kheerbhawani

Paush - the 9" month in the lunar calendar

Phanda - traditional occult remedy for illness

Pitrapaksha - ancestrd fortnight

Qasaba - aMudim female head dress in Kashmir

RSS - aHindu socio-culturd organisation

Sammy Sosa - Dominican baseball player

Shradda - desth anniversary

Sva- lord Shiva, dso Shankara

Vena- awild shrub held sacred and used as an offering

Y aksha - Yach in Kashmiri, asupernatural being

Yama- God of death

Zeystha- incarnation of goddess at the foothills of Mt. Mahadev in
Sinegar

Zindabad - long live
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Of Gods,
Men

& Militants

by Dr. K. L. Chowdhu

N1 !
Dr.K. L. Chowdhury
Thevalley of Kashmir isfabled for its unique and many-splendored
beauty. Over itslong history it has suffered many upheavals and
political turmoail, yet it had nurtured aresilient society with
communal harmony and amity between minority Hindus- the
Kashmiri Pandits and the mgjority Mudims. Despite relentless
pressures from extremist groups and the machinations of external
enemies, this harmony seemed largdly intact in the post-
independence era until about 1989. Then malevolent and violent
desecration o Kashmir and its people was started by terroristsin a
big way leading to the mass exodus of Kashmir Panditsfrom the
valey south to other states and towns of India. The violent terrorist
ondaughts continue to this day.
Thisbook of poetry gives expression to the intense hurt, sadness,
disappointment, shock and disillusionment of awhole community.
Only ason of the soil like Kundan La Chowdhury, could provide
the right voice for these emotions and thoughts. There are severa
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reasons for this and theseinclude his family background, his
upbringing asaKashmiri Pandit inaMudim locdity, histraining
asamedica doctor, his courage, thetrust heinspiresasaheder
and his gift of communication .

A deeply sendtive poet with a great reverence for nature and the
culture of his people, Kundan Lal Chowdhury has lived through
and witnessed the rise of militancy, the exodus of Kashmiri Hindus
from the valley, the destruction of the composite culture aswell as
the degradation of the environment and theecology of Kashmir. Of
Gods, Men and militants chronicles the pain suffered by Kashmiris
as militancy took hold.

His unique perspective is a consequence of theimmense love he
has for the place and the people aswell as hisfaith and pridein our
timeless heritagein aland of saintsand rishis.

In this anthology , the individua poems evoke the dominant
emotions and frame the questions about our behavior and

rel ationships as acommentary on the vulnerability of the human
condition. The book isnot apditical tract nor doesit seek to
intellectualize the issues arising from the upheavd , deception,
cruelty and hypocrisy displayed by individuas and groupson
others. As aheder, the poet knows only too well, however that
concern for thevictim, the patient is not enough; an
acknowledgement of the invader, his processes and operations are
vitd for understanding and dedling with the disease or maady.
Kundan La Chowdhury wasbornin Srinagar, the geographicd ,
adminigrative and political heart of the valley of Kashmir, afew
years before India gained its independence from the British and
thus grew up in an era.of optimism, constructive planning and
hope. His parental homein Srinagar wasin alocdity whichis
99.9% Mudim, where his family was one of the few Hindu
families. He grew up amongst Musdlim childhood friends from
families ranging in circumstances from poor to the well connected,
the palitically savvy and the financidly well off. He studied in
mixed, secular schoals like his shlings. Prejudice was largely
absent and both mother and father were accepted by al and sundry
in the Mudim community asfriends and advisors on awide range
of issues.

Asapoet Kundan La Chowdhury is concerned with the universa
human concerns in aworld dominated by big power, big money
and big guns. The book must be read in auniversa context of our
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times embracing the historica mistakes which are being repeated
again aswell as new problems unique to thesetimes . The
anguished cry of the oppressed and the exiled isasrelevant in
Africaor Europe or North Americaor the middle East asitisin
Kashmir. It speaks both for the oppressed and the oppressor
communities. For there are many in both who lament the
destruction of their universe.
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O Gods, Men & MIlitants
Dr. K. L. Chowdhury

Kashmir - the | and of snow capped nopuntains
and | ush green valleys; the golden | and of
br eat h-taki ng beauty - torn asunder by the
intermttent boom ng of guns; the exoctic

fl ower-carpeted expanses dyed a deep, dul
red. This is how the author sees his bel oved
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homel and and his cries of anguish echo
t hrough these pages:

We |ive to share your grief and die to suffer
your agony

I ndeed, the tunmult of the exiled Kashmri
Pandits can never be stilled as |ong as the
guns refuse to be silenced and brother fights
brother with hatred that is fanned by vested
interests.

Wth the pain and nostalgia wit large in
every heart-rendi ng poem there still emerges
a glimer of hope that peace will prevail and
his m sgui ded brethren will |ay down their
arms and resolve to study war no nore.
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