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Dedicated to our father
Late Prem Sukh Maheshwari
who left for heavenly abode on 25.05.2019
with a deep spiritual legacy for us to imbibe.

Initiation
This book draws its base from various real life incidents of Uttar
Pradesh. The State of UP represents nearly one sixth of the country.
Though the incidents belong to the twentieth century, they
remain relevant in order to understand the legacy with which we
are still continuing to suffer. The stories woven around thematic
reflections of chosen incidents rattle us enough to ask ourselves
some ‘probing questions’. Why are we not able to emerge beyond
the sub-cultural trade-offs and contradictions? Are we aligned in
the right direction? It is a question of the mind-set that generates
a particular ‘thoughtware.’ It is a question of zeroing down on
the right value system that sets us in the appropriate direction. If
otherwise then all the structures, technology and diverse resources
may prove to be totally ineffective and even fatal if these two vital
aspects are missing.
The book was originally penned down in Hindi inspired by the
renowned author ‘Shivani’, who fortunately happened to be my
neighbour in Gulistan Colony, Lucknow. She said, “Maheshwari
ji, why don’t you write? Being a Cop, you come across so many
incidents that may form good stories for the benefit of the people
at large.” On my humble submission that I did not really know
how to write a story, she benevolently agreed to help me. That is
how the original Hindi version came to be. Luckily enough, the
book was formally launched by the then Prime Minister Shri Atal
Bihari Vajpayee in Raj Bhawan, Lucknow on 30.01.2001. He was kind
enough to accept the Royalty of the book in the PM National Relief
Fund in aid of the victims of a devastating earthquake that the state
of Gujarat had just faced.
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The book in Hindi has received wide scale applause from the
readers for over 17 years now. On a positive feedback from the
literary quarters, we have now attempted to rewrite the same in
English with a view that it might permeate through wider readership
and invoke discussions to re-position the vectors relevant for a
much coveted ‘people friendly police’ – a police that may provide
a secure environment for democratic values to healthily thrive,
a police that may assure the rule of law, the ‘National Will’, right
up to the last man on the street. We are adequately aware that a
rightly focused developmental agenda whether for an individual,
family, commune or the country, is mandated only on a peaceful
and a coherent grid.
Here is a small attempt to provide the spark that could invoke
people, in particular, those in the police service, to reorient a right
‘Mindset’ and a truthful ‘Value system’ – a value system that will be
good for all people across all timelines.
I am grateful to all my seniors, friends, family members and
supporting groups in making this mission possible. Shri Durgadatt
Pandey’s sketches provide thematic reflections to the subject issues
under each story which I thankfully acknowledge. I am especially
grateful to my sister Vineeta Chandak who has assisted me in
rewriting this book in English. She, thus, assumes the status of the
co-author.
Nothing in this book amounts to an ‘official’ version whatsoever.
Any semblance with any character or life situation would be purely
coincidental as enough precautions have been taken to avoid
specific detailing. This narration finally emerges as a literary work.
Seeking the blessings of all.
Dr. A. P. Maheshwari
New Delhi
alongwith co-author
04 December 2019
Vineeta Chandak

Foreword
by Ruskin Bond
One sprightly winter morning a few years back, a police official
had paid me a visit and in the course of our conservation had made
a passing remark “In the near future, I am going to be writing a
book on the issues that have left a deep impact on me during the
course of my career and it shall be a matter of great pride for me
if you should consent to write the foreword for the book of mine”.
I didn’t really give it much importance – a policeman writing
a book; well it didn’t seem feasible.
But then after all these years, here I am writing the foreword
for his book Hukum. As I went through its pages, the realization
slowly dawned upon me that this was a dexterous piece of writing
a very touching and enlightening endeavour to bring to the fore
not just the suffering of the common hapless public but also the
chagrin, the mortification that the police has often to face despite
its noble intent and effort.
I found this book to be a studied, yet a stirring and
compassionate evaluation of our social inequalities and
exploitation.
It is an adept effort to connect the common reader to a side
of the police that is not inhumane, not uncaring, not callous
but one that holds genuine ‘empathy towards their problem’. It
reveals a side of the police that is not just trying to exploit the
weakness of the common man ’take every possible opportunity
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to extricate their pound of flesh with callous disregard for the
man desperately reaching out for help, but a considerate rational
public servant giving his best and honestly committed to serving
people selflessly with little consideration for their own safety.
As I scanned through these chapters, I realized that in its
pages he has poured that essence, the very soul of his professional
experience coursing through the expanse of his career when he
was posted in different ‘districts’ and had come in close contact
with the public.
The result is this sensitive piece of work penned by a policeman
with a heart, a heart that has shared the pain of the helpless that
could identify with their misery, understand that magnitude of
their suffering.
This pleasant, gentle, sentimental side of a police official has
come as a complete surprise to me. Expecting the book to be a
conventional, on the beaten path, austere unrelentingly clinical
work was what I anticipated. Yet I must confess that this book
has touched my heart and has allowed me to see this force in a
different light.
IVY Cottage
Landour Cantt,
Mussoorie – 248179

7 th December, 2019

Prefatory Remarks
I am always hesitant in writing any preface. In my view an excellent
creation itself is its own preface. But I myself had suggested it to
Shri Maheshwari that being a police officer he should pen down
his experience – based on sensitive life incidents in such a lively
way that they not only create positive emotions in the readers
but also present before them various dimensions of compulsive
circumstances that drive a person to commit crime, the unheard
plight of the victims, suppressed feelings of the exploited women,
who are striving for their sustenance, and the state of dwindling
scale of justice under varied political pressures. I am happy that
the writings of Mr. Maheshwari have candidly advanced in the
desired direction.
We should always remember that a coward is even scared of
his own shadow, even though he may be a dreaded dacoit. This
very weakness of a criminal makes him spiritually challenged. He
can’t follow either the truth or the path of non-violence. Some
people believe that only a fear of severe punishment can perhaps
bring him back to the appropriate course of life. Is it possible in
the present era to follow this option?
According to Kautilya, timely fair trial and due punishment
to the offenders was one of the prime duties of the King. Rule of
the law was regarded a pious duty. The King who would let the
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criminal go scot-free and punish the innocent has been termed
as a great offender himself. Our spiritual leaders have described
human nature as basically accursive. Hence pious people are
rare. Largely, fear of punishment alone can be a deterrent for the
criminals to push them on the right course. ‘Dandasya Hi Bhaya
Bheeto Bhogoyev Pravartate’. Today the penal code is becoming
ineffective. If a criminal has deep connections, he has no fear of
punishment.
Once a highly placed retired officer narrated to me an
incident that a disgusted Minister had complained to him on
the Guard of Honour not being hosted to him by a police officer
on his arrival in the district. When he enquired from the police
officer of the concerned unit, he promptly responded, “Sir,
earlier a police officer had a cane in his hand, now he has been
handed a flag. Hence, he has been losing sight of the ceremonial
traditions.”
Today’s era has taken an emotionless turn. No doubt police
may hold the ‘flag’, the significance of the ‘danda’ in their
hand should not be undermined. Until and unless the intrinsic
purification leads to an upwardly change in the level as well as
pace of the inner-self, a person remains susceptible to control
only through ‘fear’. The fear of death or the culminating state of
decay alone germinates the seeds of spirituality. Every incident
narrated by Maheshwari ji, one way or the other, focuses on
internal refinement, underlining the beauty of his unique style of
depiction. Twentieth century attained its end somehow. The new
century presents an era of self introspection before us. The author
has culminated each story with a full thought out poetic essence
and an indicative ‘food for thought’ that is so appropriate. His
efforts in this respect are appreciable. This is a nice literary work.
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My best wishes are always with Shri Maheshwari. May
his writings progress well with the bold and unquestionable
expositions that are unique to his expressive style.
Gaura Pant ‘Shivani’
Lucknow
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Street Urchins
The car came to a grinding halt at the busy Hazratganj crossing,
the heart of Lucknow’s business activities. The oncoming traffic
was already at a standstill as the traffic light had blinked to red.
The traffic on the right, however, was still moving past. Another
two minutes and the green light would signal their lane to move
on. The car’s engine was idling as the impatient driver, a senior
manager in a private firm, was squirming in his seat waiting to
move. He was late for his scheduled meeting. A young lad wearing
tattered shorts and carrying a faded, soiled length of cloth, hurried
to the car. Without waiting for the owner to give the go ahead, the
boy began cleaning the car’s glass window. The driver beckoned
him. Hopeful of being rewarded, the boy’s skinny contours lit
up and he scampered to his window stretching out his hand in
anticipation of a tip. Today’s morning was going to be his lucky
one. His stomach juices were starting to churn with the hope of
finally laying his hand on the Vada pao, he had been eyeing in the
mithaiwala’s front window.
“What is it with you…you brat? Look what you have done? You
good for nothing, scum. Now you have soiled my window pane.
This is the latest technique to beg that you people have come up
with,” he snarled.
“Saab, this is not true. I am all alone in this world with nobody
to turn to. I haven’t eaten a morsel since morning, Saab, I am very
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hungry, please help me,” pleaded the boy.
“So, then go find some work. What has God given you these
limbs for? Use them. What about your parents?” And without
waiting for a reply, he put his car into first gear and moved on.
As the boy turned away, the desolate expression that crossed
his face stayed there only for a few seconds. He had become used
to these standard, predictable, repugnant rebuffs coming his
way. Another car had come to a stop, but this time he did not
make any effort to move towards it. Something from within had
stopped him, it would be a repeat of the earlier episode. The man
would wound down his window glass, throw some expletives in
his direction and move on. Then he noticed a little boy hanging
out of that car’s window busily biting an already half eaten apple.
Thoughts started to race through his mind, this boy is a lucky
brat. He has parents to care, good clothes to wear and a car to
travel in.
Still lost in his train of thoughts, he did not realize when he
had approached the car and his hand was already busy cleaning
the glass with the soiled wiping cloth. The little boy in the car
had been watching him all along. Tugging at his mother’s pallu to
catch her attention, he said, “Mama give him two rupees please.
See, he has got nothing, no toys and not even his mummy.” The
mother though reluctant at first, conceded to her son’s insistence.
However, she had noticed the street urchin watching her son with
envy and thus, sensed negative vibes coming from him. The car
moved on.
After making many relentless efforts in the scorching sun
for hours, his day’s earning was a princely sum of rupees eight.
He finally stretched out on the rough, deserted Hazratganj’s
long winding verandah along with his friends. They shared their

Street Urchins

3

experiences, ribbed each other, exchanged playful punches till
sleep took over their exhausted frames. It was the cold hard
floor that provided them their homely comfort, the much needed
solace, and a sense of belonging.
The bright and hot sunbeams falling on his face shook him out
of his deep slumber. Rubbing his eyes, he stood up and got ready
to be off on his errand to sell the daily newspapers.
Devoid of any apparent name, he was christened ‘Babu’ by his
friend, Raju and was now known by this name.
At the far end corner of the long verandah, an omelette seller
would set up his cart. His omelettes would get sold like hot cup
cakes. Babu would get to eat the left overs for his dinner every
night and in turn, he was expected to wash the dishes.
Every evening his dreams would come alive as he observed
the rich group of boys stopping over to enjoy the omelettes.
When they would roll their car’s window down to take the
steaming hot omelette plates from Babu’s hands, he would
feel the cool breeze against his skin and also get a whiff of the
expensive perfumes that adorned their bodies. And for that brief
moment, he would live out his dream of enjoying the very lap of
luxury and a classy lifestyle. However, he failed to understand
what they were talking about as they generally conversed in a
language that was foreign to him. Sometimes, the boys were in
the company of charming, fairy-like nymphets similar to those
models whom he had seen on the cover of the magazines sold by
the magazine seller.
A few days back, he witnessed a wedding at a rich
businessman’s house in Hazratganj. Cars had been lined up for
almost a kilometre. It was an extravagant affair with thousands of
invitees moving to and fro in those expansively decorated tents.

4

Hukum!

Babu had been up all night watching the folks go past.
But for Babu it was one of those unlucky days where
instead of tips, he received rebukes from the car owners, every
time he had attempted to approach their cars to clean their
window glasses. It was not easy to sleep on an empty stomach.
His stomach protested against the hunger pangs with constant
rumbling that gradually intensified and kept him awake till the
wee hours of the next morning. Not able to bear the hunger
pangs any further, he quietly moved to the wedding tents.
Lifting the tent screen, he cautiously slid his head in. The entire
area was strewn with half eaten plates which carried enough
food to last him for over a year. These were the unexpected
joys that brightened up his life. And of course, he had his
partner in crime, Raju, ever willing to oblige. So, off he went,
to find Raju and then, the two, as was customary, crept back
into the tent and enjoyed a hearty meal. A satisfied tummy
and a tired body, lulled them finally into deep slumber, dotted
with colourful dreams. In his dreams, Babu would visualize a
typical rags to riches story which always climaxed with him
turning into the next super star of the silver screen. Babu had
his own unique style. He would see himself thrilled to dance on
the beats and tune of the band in a wedding procession moving
past, and then transform him into his favourite silver screen
hero. Inspired from the movie stars, he had convinced himself
that he too was a star in the making.
But as the years drifted past, he was beginning to asphyxiate
with the thought that these Hazratganj crossings and its streets
were becoming narrower and narrower. A harrowing sense of
claustrophobia had begun to set in.
These streets were no longer his oyster. He was now thirsting
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for the mirabilia to happen. The constant rebuttals, tick offs, ‘I
know it all’ stance and unpleasant instructions from the car owners
he approached were becoming intolerable for him. Searching for
alternatives, he pondered over a long standing proposal made to
him by the omelette seller, “I can set you up at my friend’s dhaba.
At least, it will give you the possibility of a better future. Give it a
thought.” Babu decided to accept the offer.
At the dhaba, his working hours stretched from five in the
morning till eleven at night. Exhausted to the bone, he would
fall off to sleep oblivious of his surroundings. But at least, he
no longer had to worry about filling his tummy. However, there
were also some best forgotten moments when the ‘dhaba’ owner
would choose to vent his frustration on Babu. There would follow
a long tirade of unrestrained corybantic expletives, with poor
Babu bearing its full impact. In fact, there were a few violent
moments when Babu even bore physical abuse at the hands of the
dhabawala.
Babu often made innumerable attempts to count the
passersby but he could never manage to. Lack of education was
the eventual deterrent. Finally, he gave it up. The diversity of
shapes and sizes of these people had always intrigued him too.
The dhaba had all kinds of them paying a visit. Their numbers
kept trickling in throughout the day and many would tip him
without him asking. There was a regular stream of truck drivers
coming at the dhaba till the wee hours of the morning. They
were loud and noisy, narrating their colourful experiences
related to the places they traveled. That’s how Babu had his first
unofficial education. There were other lads working along with
him. At night, they would all lie down on the benches and spend
their time together. The boys had strict instructions from the
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owner that the rear side of the dhaba was beyond their bounds
and under no circumstances were they to step foot there. The
man was running an alcohol den there.
One day, when Babu was sleeping on the bench, he sensed
somebody attempting to crush him down. He felt himself making
frantic attempts to escape but unable to get away from the clutches
of that vice like iron grip. He woke up, drenched to the skin. It was
slowly registering with him that there were other threats besides
hunger. But what were they? His mind was in a state of frenzy
yet nonplussed. Though he was unable to decide what was the
right thing for him to do, he could sense a veiled threat looming
to engulf him. He concluded that he was unsafe here and needed
to run away. One day, he mustered up the courage and escaped
these bondages.
The ever increasing population in our world has resulted
in a destabilized social strata where every lesser fortunate
being with little or no material resources is frowned upon as
either a thief or a complete buffoon. Poverty had now become
Babu’s faithful companion refusing to desert him ever since he
had stepped into this world. One day, as Babu happened to be
travelling on a train, the GRP constables arrested him. They
were convinced that his suspicious countenance was that of a
thug. An enquiry was conducted and it was proved that he was
arrested while attempting to rob other passengers and he was
put behind bars.
The poor lad had so far committed no crime yet he was
adjudged as guilty. He was transferred to the reformatory. When
a man finds himself desolate, he gropes for a comforting hand
to help bide him through his pain. When in this pitiable state,
Babu found himself surrounded by others who were also in a
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similar state. Desperate to be consoled, he searched for a friend
amongst them. Gradually, he discovered that he was not the only
one wallowing in his misery. In the juvenile reform centre, every
entry had his own personal load to carry, his own personal misery
and pain, his own moving tale.
Necessity, they say, is the mother of invention. When the
opportunities are limited and circumstances are threatening and
unfriendly, then the survival instinct surfaces, ingenuity and
resourcefulness takes over and one’s ability to circumvent those
adverse circumstances become adept. Thus, one finds unique
survival skills and abilities developing in oneself. The reformatory
followed its own code of procedures. Babu could now perceive the
layers upon layers that were unveiling before him in the mirror
of life’s reality. He came across several children who had faced a
similar fate; children whose life had been unkind with no fault
of theirs. Some had been abandoned, dumped by their parents
and left to fend for themselves. Some had been unable to bear
the atrocities showered on them by their so called relatives and
had run away to escape the constant torment. They all, however,
had one thing in common – they were all the sons of the street.
Life had already extracted its pound of flesh forcing them to learn
how to fight for themselves and survive on their own. They had
undergone physical abuse, had been forced to do bonded labour,
with nobody to help them, to support them or to give direction to
their life.
To them, the meaning of life so far had been, to somehow
satiate their hunger and fulfil their bodies’ other basic demands.
The manager of the Reformatory, Rudraji enjoyed a
considerable political patronage as is not an uncommon practice
in these type of institutions. Rudraji had instructions to prepare
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these abandoned children into firm, tough, physically strong
human beings. He encouraged them to stand up for their rights
and even go to the extent of physically defending and fighting to
safeguard their needs. They were being trained in the martial art
and to kill, if need be, without even batting an eyelid. When these
children reached an impressionable age of fifteen or sixteen, they
were inducted and deputed specific ‘duties’.
“Rudraji, we urgently need to recruit three to four of your
boys. Make sure they are ready and well instructed,” directed
Pramodji, a very shrewd and crafty player in the diplomatic
circles.
“Not to worry. I already have one such boy – Babu. He and
other two boys will be ready for the job in a few days,” Rudraji
confirmed.
“Hmm! We will instate these boys along with those already
settled on the other side of the Gomti River. We will get
this area ‘regularized’ before the next elections,” Pramodji
informed him.
In the course of the next few days, Babu and his companions
became thoroughly trained and were moved to their new home
under the patronage of Pramodji. Babu felt he now had an
identity. Who really cared about the outside world when in his
own new found environment he now mattered and was effectively
garnering a new found respect. Egged on by his comrades, his
burgeoning ego and a growing sense of self-importance, he was
convinced to be somebody special who can make a difference in
people’s lives. So, the urge to become ‘Babu Bhai’ from merely
being ‘Babu’ began to gain ground. Performance came very easy,
as he found himself comfortably slipping into his role.
One day, Pramodji organized a special celebratory function in
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the colony with a local netaji as the chief guest. The colony had
gained a legal credibility. Flushed with a sense of self-importance,
Babu lacked the maturity to realize where his life’s course was
taking him and where it would culminate. Still green about
the ways of this world, he was stepping from his childhood to
becoming an adolescent.
A few days later, he noticed Pramodji handing over an
handsome sum of Rs. 2000 to one of the local drunkards in the
colony and saying, “You better ensure that the fire is set alight
effectively so that it does the necessary damage. If you do the job
well then reach the farm in the evening and I will reward you with
English whisky.”
Babu failed to fathom what all this was about. He had been
successful in registering only the last bit of their conversation
having approached them in the interregnum part of their
exchange.
Noticing him approaching, Pramodji beckoned him. “Salaam
Saab,” Babu responded moving upto him.
“How are you faring, Babu?”
“Doing well, sir.”
“I want you to come to my house. I have an urgent work for
you,” Pramodji instructed while leaving.
Babu appreciatively watched the Black Maruti Car till it
disappeared in the self created haze of dust. A cool draft of air
would always hit Babu whenever the car’s rear door was opened
for Pramodji to be seated, leaving him feeling refreshed.
Around 7 o’clock the following evening, when Babu had
gone to visit Pramodji at his house, his entire colony was set
aflame. The dry summer air fanned the fire so it spread quickly
destroying everything and the colony was reduced to ashes
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and rubble. Several fire brigades reached the spot but the fire
had already done its damage. Nothing survived its rage. When
the news reached Babu, he rushed to the spot. The police had
pulled out nineteen charred bodies from the smouldering heap.
Some were completely burnt beyond recognition and some
partly. Eleven of those charred corpses were of children, three
of women and five of them were men. Nobody knew how the fire
had started. Something clicked in his mind. The partially heard
conversation between Pramodji and the other man replayed
itself before him and the missing part of the puzzle began to
come together. Babu began his hunt for the drunkard man. He
started questioning everyone around. But the colony folks were
still in a state of shock, having lost their near and dear ones, they
were in no position to give a focussed response. Someone moaned
that one of the children who had been consumed by the fire was
the drunkard’s son. But there was no sign of him. Babu rushed to
Pramodji’s farm. There laid the drunkard in an inebriated state,
his belly satiated by the English alcohol, oblivious to the dire
consequence of his action.
“You fool, you abominable nincompoop. You are lying here
sozzled by this English alcohol that is racing through your veins.
This is not just the alcohol that you are drunk on but you also
have the blood of so many innocents on your head. You have even
sacrificed your own child to your greed,” Babu screamed repulsed
at his sight. But the words fell on deaf ears. The drunkard was in
no state to register the abysmal consequence of his action. Greed
and alcohol had taken over humanity.
Babu reached into the drunkard’s pockets and pulled out a
neat wad of soiled currency. A crystal clear picture stood before
him – Pramodji. He was the wretched demon behind this inhuman
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act, the drunkard was his mere pawn. But the reason behind this
sin still baffled Babu. He had heard several tales that how people
burnt to cinders their own godowns. Probably, money was the
motivating force behind such dastardly acts. Why would Pramodji
steep to such a level? They believed him and his goodness, they
worshipped even his footprints, they voted for him, then why?
Babu’s head was boggled, he was unable to understand what he
was dealing with. Was it a long thought out political game, or a
mere gimmick to divert attention?
He took a cursory look to survey the farm’s premises. He
noticed that the watchman was the sole occupant. Pramodji
had left. The watchman informed, “He had some urgent work in
Kanpur so he left. He will be back tomorrow morning.”
Babu returned to the colony. His mind was working overtime
analysing the confusing series of events in a desperate attempt to
solve this complex enigma, this mind boggling puzzle. Meanwhile
Pramodji already had the latest update. He sent word to the colony
folks that he was shocked and would be returning immediately.
People were hopeful, waiting eagerly for him, their ‘messiah’.
The police was doing its business and the magistrate was busy
assessing the extent of their losses.
The very next day, Pramodji generously distributed funds and
extended help to the bereaved families.
The papers went to town singing Pramodji’s praise for
his classic generosity and selfless dedication to work for the
welfare of the poor and the downtrodden. For the families of
the bereaved, a grant of one lakh rupees was declared by the
government.
Once the effect of the alcohol had waned, the drunkard
gradually came back to his senses. The previous night’s event

12

Hukum!

slowly played in his mind. He returned to the colony. Before he
could reach his quarters, a passerby informed him of his son’s
demise in the terrible fire last night. Shocked, he stood there
transfixed to the ground. Without uttering a single word, he fell to
his knees and broke down wailing and repeatedly hit his forehead
against a stone platform. People rushed forward to control him.
The oft repeated words of his son kept ringing in his ears, “Papa,
our school ma’am says that liquor is poison. Its a ‘venom’ that not
only destroys the one who drinks it but consumes his family too.”
Suddenly his gaze fell on Pramodji standing at some distance.
His eyes were ablaze with anger. He leaped up and rushed
towards the event’s mastermind. Sensing what was in store for
him, Pramodji immediately turned to the police officer standing
a stone’s throw away from him, “That is your man! That is
your culprit, the man who in his inebriated state set fire to this
colony. He is the one responsible for this immense loss of life and
property.”
The drunkard stopped in his track aghast at the turn of
events. Even before he could understand or react, the policemen
had pounced upon him and arrested him. The man, crazed with
rage, kept screaming like a lunatic. He protested and threw
allegations at Pramodji but it fell on deaf ears. No one present
there would even dream of opposing Pramodji, no one! Babu
saw it all. For the entire day, the drunkard’s screams echoed
in his ears and the scene kept playing out before his eyes
innumerable times. He felt his heart fill up with a sense of guilt
and remorse. His palms clenched into tight fists. Overriding
emotions had taken over his common sense as he approached
the farm house. Pramodji was busy in consultation with a few
people around him. Fuming with anger, Babu went and stood
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right in Pramodji’s path. Confounded, the latter let out a frantic
shrill scream, “Chowkidar, how did this man get here?” Seizing
the opportunity, Babu tried to grab at Pramodji’s collar but was
held back by the chowkidar. He struggled to free himself but the
chowkidar, an old hand held him in a vice like grip. Something
broke within him, he started crying hysterically and screaming.
“You did it. You are the monster responsible for this tragedy.
You have the blood of all those innocent people on your hands.
You are not a human but a demon, a murderer…”
The chowkidar dragged the wailing Babu to a nearby outhouse,
shoved him into the room and locked the door. Babu kept banging
the door till he realized the futility of his act and he sank down
into a corner of the room. The helplessness of his situation began
to settle upon him as the surrounding’s darkness continued to
deepen.
After a couple of hours, the people present in the farm began
to leave. The path that led to the main gate passed in front of his
room. Pramodji words came floating into his ears, “Look, it is all
very simple – only he who holds the stick controls the buffalo. I
had warned them earlier that since you do not have the knowhow to wield the stick why even own a buffalo!”
Confusing thoughts raced through Babu’s immature mind. Is
this the outcome of becoming an important figure? If he were also
to become one would he have to behave in a similar fashion? Was
this what grown ups are expected to do?
Life began to play itself out before his eyes all over again –
from the ‘crossroad’ to the ‘dhaba’, from the ‘dhaba’ to the ‘farm’.
Babu remembered all the major episodes that had taken place in
his life till his tired, aching frame slipped into a deep sleep. But his
mind won’t rest.
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The first words that crossed his mind as he woke up in the
morning were, “When one does not have the ability to wield a
stick why then own a buffalo? It is only he who holds the stick
controls the buffalo!” Babu had learnt his first important lesson!
He had to become somebody, a ‘Babu Bhai’ from this puny little
Babu.
Whether Babu found his roots and if he achieved something
meaningful during the course of his life remains a question mark.
But what about all those children on the streets? Would their lives
have any meaning? Would they manage to traverse the right path
through the course of their lives? To tell the truth, even the street
does not really care. All the roads converse at the crossing and
take you round and round in circles. It is people’s conjecture that
it will carry them from one place to another. But the honest truth
is that it continues to remain where it always was!

Street Urchins

Life Realities
This is the era
of the rich
but with poor values;
The time for sky rocketing profits
but plummeting relationships;
We are traversing the moon
yet fail to reach out to our kids;
Time for splitting the atom
yet bonding with morbid angst;
The era of high rise skyscrapers
but with spiralling narrow lanes.
Where ostentation is catered to
but children are left orphaned and unkept;
Time for accumulating wealth
but diminishing life’s morals;
This is not the time for the Babus of this world
but is the time that nurtures the ‘Babu Bhais’ of the land!
(Babu – the innocent child; Babu Bhais – the goons)
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Does It Matter?
Life is and will continue to remain an unresolved mystery. Pleasure
and pain are flip sides of the coin of our life. They are the two
wheels of our life’s cycle that determine where our life will head
for at any given hour. However, it is impossible to predict which
side surfaces when or at which turn an unforeseen joy confronts
us or a joyous advent becomes a source of immense pain and
disaster. Our destiny’s inclination cannot be determined till they
come to glare us in our face. Just when we are least prepared, we
may find ourselves at the very threshold of our lives’ culmination
or at the footsteps of death which may snatch life even in its youth.
So, caught in this complex maze called ‘life’, to be able to realize
one’s dream and know oneself is an arduous task not exactly easy
to accomplish. Bogged down in the very heart of this fitful turmoil
of life is the protagonist of our story – Smita.
Her dream to reach out to the stars acted as the constant
motivational force that had impelled her to excel in academics.
Hailing from a middle class background, she had seen her father
constantly struggling to make both ends meet. A fair share of his
salary went in paying for the education and hostel expenses of
Smita’s elder brother, Rajeev, thus leaving little opportunity for
her. Her father was a man of firm traditional values, yet his secret
dream was to provide similar education rights to his daughter too.
He hoped that she too would add a feather to his cap bringing
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additional laurels to his name and family. Yet, as Smita blossomed
into womanhood, both relatives and friends started gently
rebuking him for not bothering to search for a suitable match and
marrying her off. Under this constant niggling pressure, Manohar
Lalji caved in to a proposal from a well to do, business class family,
thus setting aside his dreams for his daughter. The prospective
bridegroom, Rakesh, had completed his studies and was now
managing his father’s business. Bansidhar, his father, carried a
lot of political clout in their area. After careful consideration,
Manohar Lalji came to the conclusion that he had found the right
match for Smita and she would be happy post her marriage in
that family. He made peace with himself believing that this was
where his daughter’s destiny eventually lay. So, he brought
Smita’s further education and her career dreams to an abrupt
end. Though, it was not easy for her to accept it as there were so
many demons that she had to struggle with, before she could put
her dreams to rest.
Her close friend Rajni’s advice to her was also, “What is so
special about taking up a job? You are getting married into a
reputed and cultured family. There is going to be no dearth of
money. Life will be a constant bed of roses, then why the dilemma?
Be assured that whatever is happening is for the best. Life is
offering you a golden opportunity on a platter. It would really be
foolish on your part to let it slip away.”
Gradually, Smita brought herself around to accepting this
sudden turn of events and coming to terms with this reality. The
woman in her now surfaced, laying to rest her other personal and
professional aspirations.
The marriage took place in the coming third consecutive
month. Rakesh had found a perfect fit to his dream in Smita. They
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went to Mauritius for their honeymoon where they bonded closely
in the heart of an idyllic scenic environment amalgamating to
become ‘one’.
“I am blessed to have you as my wife,” Rakesh whispered
fondly into Smita’s ear. “Oh, come on, I am sure this is mere lip
service to make me happy,” Smita endearingly nudged him on,
coaxing him to shower on her some more niceties, some more
compliments.
“No, believe me, I love you from the bottom of my heart. We
will spend the rest of our life together sharing each other’s joys
and sorrows. You will always find me by your side. I will never fail
you,” gushed Rakesh in the heat of his overwhelming emotions.
Man suffers from this inevitable tendency to say and believe
things when in a state of ecstasy, expressing feelings that he does
not really have nor has the capacity to understand the enormity
of or the far reaching consequences of his injudicious innuendo
made in those moments of intensity. Rakesh then was blissfully
ignorant of what life had in store for them. People with a greater
understanding about life tend to be more conservative in their
expression.
Woman though endowed with a unique ability to identify the
extent of the credibility of the person she is reposing her trust in,
yet where matters of the heart are concerned, she goes ahead and
submits herself in totality. That is her destiny.
Barely four months had gone by when the reality of their
marriage began to unfold.
“Father, our business is not faring well. In order to survive, we
need to make further investments but from where am I supposed
to arrange for these additional funds escapes me,” a worried
Rakesh sheepishly informed his father.
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“Why don’t you ask your father-in-law to help you out,”
Bansidhar suggested.
“I probably can but I feel a little uncomfortable in doing so.”
came Rakesh’s hesitant reply.
“What rubbish! Talk to him,” Bansidhar admonished Rakesh.
Rakesh still considered it unwise to directly involve his fatherin-law. He pondered over the issue and decided to consult Smita.
A startled Smita reacted, “Him, but why him? We will do what we
can on our own and find a solution together. If required, I will take
up a job. To ask for financial support from my parents, after they
have married me off, goes against my moral grain.”
“Why such a sharp reaction, my dear? There is really no
need for you to get so agitated and worked up. I will be taking a
temporary loan from him and will return the entire sum as soon
as possible,” Rakesh tried placating her.
“No, I am sorry but there is no room for further discussion
on this issue. I have decided. I will take up a job to support you,”
Smita stood her ground.
However, both Bansidhar and Rakesh had already decided
their course of action and chose to ignore her resistance.
Their double standards were now becoming apparent. Man
often maintains false pretensions and goes about living them out,
maintaining fallacies that are far removed from the stark and ugly
realities. Thus, Smita was suitably snubbed and the demand for
money was placed before her father.
Manohar Lalji could barely manage to feed his family. With
his limited resources, he humbly expressed his inability to extend
any financial help. Though, the constant niggling thought that his
daughter needed him, made him reconsider the option of taking
a loan to support her in-laws. But what if Rakesh was unable to
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return the amount or put together enough to pay back the loan on
time? Such contradictory thoughts kept him up all night.
Meanwhile, with no financial support coming their way from
Smita’s family, Bansidharji’s attitude towards her underwent a
dramatic change. Having failed to get his way with her father, he
made her the target.
Smita was now constantly bearing the brunt of her father-inlaw’s anger and frustration at every given pretext. Slights, hurtful
digs, heavily loaded sarcasm and misbehaviour became the order
of the day for her.
It was midnight. Physically and mentally exhausted, Smita lay
in her bed reminiscing how things and life had changed. She had
considered herself so fortunate when she got married to Rakesh.
Man is so bound by his self-centeredness. The very same Rakesh
who earlier didn’t get tired of praising her, citing innumerable
examples of how she formed the centre of his world and he would
never even in his wildest dreams hurt her was cursing her now.
Her father-in-law who had constantly pampered her, addressing
her as their ‘beti’ and considered his family, privileged and lucky
to have her in their lives, now spouted venom against her. Today,
her husband and in-laws considered her a curse to the family.
“God, was this my destiny? What have I got myself into!” She felt
like an animal who is trapped in a cage!
In his public forums, Bansidhar waxed eloquent about the
women: they being the privileged lot, should be placed on a
high pedestal, treated with immense respect and nurtured and
cared for. But at home, he was a completely changed person.
Added to Smita’s woes was her mother-in-law who previously
had sung praises of her but now sided with her husband and son,
despite being the president of the city’s women association and
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running a publishing house that printed a magazine on ‘Women’s
awakening’. What a hoax! She was reminded of the saying which
held true in her circumstances – ‘A woman was another woman’s
biggest enemy.’ With similar thoughts crowding her mind, Smita
gradually slipped into deep slumber, hoping for a miracle to
happen, expecting all this to turn out to be a bad dream from
which she would be pleasantly awakened. Tomorrow would be a
new day that would bring fresh cheer and hope. But would it be?
Early next morning, she was jolted out of her sleep by a
scathing, sharp rebuke coming from her so-called beloved hubby,
“Still asleep! When will this beauty venture out of her bed? The
sun has almost moved overhead.” This was just the beginning!
The next few hours turned out to be a nightmare for her. Things
took a nasty turn, where the most loutish and spiteful insults
were heaped upon her. Her husband and in-laws had ganged up to
test her ability to absorb atrocities in the true sense. Smita pitted
against the three, quietly suffered not uttering a single word in
self-defence till their rebukes reached a point where they began to
hurl abuses at her parents. No daughter will tolerate disrespect of
her parents. Whatever the distance that may separate a daughter
from her parents, the emotional connect never ends. Bansidhar
and family had reached a new low; their human instincts were
now enslaved by their avarice. Like gruesome beasts, the trio
attacked their helpless victim. They first grappled with her and
then set her ablaze. Desperate to save her life, Smita fought back
and somehow, managed to free herself from their clutches and
rushed out of the house. On the busy street roads, people were left
horrified as they saw a burning living being. They watched her
running from one house to the other asking for help. But no one
dared to come to her rescue. Only a few houses away her professor
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resided. In a frantic attempt to escape death, she fled towards his
door. Hysterical and writhing with pain, she finally collapsed
at his doorsteps. Probably, God had ordained that Professor Lal
would be her eventual saviour.
Hearing the commotion and her agonising screams, a bemused
Professor Lal came out of his house to check.
The horrific sight of Smita burning left him unnerved for a few
seconds. Alarmed, he then ran towards her calling out her name
and spreading out his arms in an instinctive protective reaction
to hold her. But no response came as Smita slumped to the floor
losing consciousness. Mustering up courage, he rushed inside to
get a thick blanket and covered her with it to snuff out the angry
flames. In the meanwhile, Mrs. Lal too had come out. Realizing the
seriousness of the situation, she advised her husband, “Look, this
is now a police case. It will be wise to keep ourselves away from it,
else we’ll find ourselves unnecessarily dragged into it.”
“How can you even think like this? I wouldn’t do that even to
a stranger and she is my student. I cannot leave her to her fate.
God forbid if something worse happens, I would never be able
to forgive myself. Look at her, she already has severe burns. She
needs my help and you are advising me to leave her in this state
and walk away. Do as I say, sit here and watch over her while I go
and call a doctor.” Saying, the professor headed for his telephone.
In a short while, an ambulance arrived and Smita was taken to the
district hospital.
“This is a police case. We need to wait till the police has
completed their formalities,” said the duty-in-charge in a typical
hands off manner.
“Arey, what formalities? Don’t you see the patient is serious?
By the time the police arrives, she will die. She needs immediate
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attention,” the tense Professor croaked his mouth going dry.
Fortunately, a senior doctor had arrived on the scene. He
barked out the instructions, “Move the patient immediately to the
OT. In the meanwhile, please inform the police, Professor.”
Realizing it was now his moral responsibility, the Professor
proceeded to contact the police. On reaching the police station,
he found only a constable present. “I am a professor of a degree
college. A girl, who was my student, has been burnt. She is admitted
in the district hospital. Please hurry up and come with me.”
No reaction came from the constable who continued to remain
seated on his stool.
After a few seconds, still maintaining a dead pan expression,
he enquired, “What is the issue? Has there been an accident?”
“Please don’t waste time in senseless talk. Whether the young
girl was purposefully burnt or she suffered a freak accident, it is
not clear,” the Professor impatiently persisted.
“Theek hai, you go ahead, I will follow. I cannot leave the
chowki unattended, I have to wait. The inspector has gone to have
some tea. I will come once he returns,” the constable waved him
away.
A harried professor snapped, “Gawd! It really is of no
importance whether someone lives or dies, all you people seem to
be interested in is your damn cup of tea.”
“How dare you lecture me? What is your problem, professor?
Have your students stopped bothering to attend your lectures,”
came a sardonic retort from the constable. Realizing this was not
the right time to settle social issues, the professor immediately
softened his tone and requested, “Do try and make it as soon as
possible. It is a question of somebody’s life and death.”
On his return to the hospital, the doctor handed him a long list
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of medication expressing his inability to administer them to Smita
as the hospital had ran out of stock, “Please get these medicines
immediately. We are trying our very best to do whatever we can
to save her.”
“I think I should inform her parents now. They live nearby,”
suggested the Professor.
“You can inform them from the medical store. They have
a phone facility. The hospital phones are not working due to
non-payment of long overdue bills.” Soon, after making a quick
apology, the doctor warned, “But, please do hurry. Her condition
is critical.”
After collecting the medicines from a nearby medical store,
the professor informed Smita’s parents from a local PCO. They
were completely shattered. Still struggling to let the news sink in,
the father pleaded on phone, “We are coming, please don’t leave
her alone till then.”
“Don’t worry, I am not leaving her, but you must hurry.”
Back in the hospital, the professor handed over the purchased
medicines to the doctor. With concern writ across his face, he
asked, “Doctor, what are her chances of survival?”
“Let us wait and watch. We are referring her to the medical
college as we are not equipped to treat her here,” informed the
doctor.
“Please sir, you can save her. I know you can, sir,” Manohar Lal
had just overheard the conversation as he approached them. Then
losing control, he broke down weeping, “Please save my daughter,
please…” The doctor did not pay any heed to his request.
With Manohar Lalji’s presence in hospital, the Professor
considered leaving for home. But then his conscience pricked him
to stand by Lalji’s side and not to desert the heartbroken father.
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He immediately discarded the idea.
The much awaited ‘Darogaji’ finally arrived. Walking up to
them with a leisurely gait, waving his baton in a crass show of
authority, he started showering a volley of questions at them.
Manohar Lal pleaded, “Please be considerate, first let the patient
be attended to, then you can ask all the questions you want.”
Ignoring his plea, the inspector directed his question to the doctor
attending to Smita, “Doctor Sahib will she die? I think I will call
the Magistrate to take her dying declaration. It will make the task
of arresting the culprits easy for us.”
The doctor’s assistant walked over and handed Smita’s release
papers along with a reference letter for the medical college to
Manohar Lal. He seemed to be showing an extraordinary urgency
in conducting his job.
At such dire times one considers the doctor and the police to
be the messiahs who bring us relief and hope.
With folded hands, Manohar Lal looked at them, his eyes
speaking volumes, “You are our only hope. Do not turn us away,
please.” He urged for mercy. But alas! His pleadings fell on deaf
ears. The government officials did not have the sensitivity to
realize that a little more concern, a little more care, could earn
them loads and loads of blessings from this helpless father. But
no! Their only concern was to deport Smita to the medical college
and be done with the case. They were happy to be rid of this
complex burden!
The next day’s newspapers carried headlines of this
sensational news – Woman repression and political oppression!
So daunting was the political clout that it was only after a good
twelve hours the chowki in-charge finally registered the FIR.
Bansidharji and Rakesh were advised to leave the town on some
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business pretext. Bansidharji’s wife was told to declare that his
daughter-in-law had been cooking in their kitchen when this
unfortunate mishap took place. It was a mere accident. There
was nobody else in the house when this happened so Smita had
no option but to rush to their neighbour, the Professor’s house,
to seek his help.” Anyway, whatever was carefully decided was
written in the statement!
Sometime after Smita gained consciousness, she narrated the
whole incident to her father with much difficulty. Her voice was
barely audible. Her father strained coming close to her mouth to
hear her as she painfully mumbled her traumatic experience. He
already had an idea of what may have transpired with her in-laws,
being privy to the recent developments. The neighbours had a lot
to talk about, though in hushed tones. Manohar Lalji managed to
put two and two together and filed a fresh complaint incorporating
all the details that he had now discovered. The incident was filed
and put under enquiry.
In the meanwhile, the leaders of the opposition party had come
out with their own assessments and statements squarely signalling
out Bansidharji and his family as the culprits. What followed was a
sequence of blames and counter-allegations, charges and counter
charges, proceeded by the newspapers’ explosive headlines. But,
in the midst of all this Smita’s pain and her sufferings remained
her own private angst. Though, physically she was recovering,
with her scars healing externally, yet internally her suffering,
her agony continued to intensify. Her mind kept playing and
replaying the torture, the humiliation, the abject fear and horror
of what she had undergone. It was all beginning to sink in now. Is
this what a husband-wife relationship can deteriorate to? Is this
the other side of an intimate relationship? What a woman can
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have is only false dreams? When a man aspires for special favours
from a woman he promises her the world and then? Where is the
dearth of anything? Hypocrisy and more hypocrisy, was this the
essence of our life? When would this deception end? Why was she
cheated by those whom she had entrusted with her life? Why was
she let down by the one whom she had showered with all her love?
Despite their brazen indulgence in greed, forced extraction, and
day light horrific deed, they were called the pioneers of society
and the social good doers. These were the ‘framed’ well-wishers
of those people from whom they extracted the last pound of
flesh and sucked the last drop of their blood. God has given us
enough, yet man’s greed, his hunger for more is never appeased!
Such thoughts kept racing through her mind till she realized
that she was drowning in her own emotions, her dreams all
shattered brutally. She felt a wave of contempt arising in her for
all relationships. They all seemed shallow and meaningless to her!
Smita was now regularly scanning newspapers. Several
voluntary, social service organizations had put forth her case
while taking up issues related to atrocities on women along with
their photographs splashed all over the newspapers. They were
all busy drawing free publicity for their own organizations. Some
even went through the trouble of visiting Smita but except for a
few token words of sympathy and some false promises nothing
came of it. Had it been a weaker human being in her place, she
would have in all probability caved in under the emotional and
psychological torture. But Smita was not so! She was an educated,
self-respecting, courageous woman. Her mother had become her
stalwart and continuously egged her on, till she made up her mind
to fight for justice and battle it out herself.
Another three months had elapsed. Smita submitted a fresh
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petition and filed another FIR. A fresh order was forwarded from
the court to the police station. Yet, she had to make innumerable
trips to the police station before the correct version of the incident
was written and submitted. The moment police staff would notice
her approaching, they would scuttle away from their seats. To top
that, Bansidhar had managed to find favour with the local political
leader holding influential clout of which the police inspector was
well aware.
Hence, he immediately went to Bansidhar’s house, “Sir, the
case needs to be carefully established under the correct articles.
I think you are already aware that the directives have come from
the court. But don’t you worry, just leave it to me. I will handle
the case. Only the final report will be eventually submitted.” The
‘kotwal’ made his attempt to appease the ‘neta’. Not in a mood for
any ‘ifs’ and ‘buts’, the neta growled, “Look, I don’t want to hear
any last minute excuses. You better stay alert. If you go back on
your word, you may find your stars changing for the worse.” The
neta not so subtly signalled to the inspector.
Taken aback, the ‘kotwal’ still struggling to regain his lost
colour and composure, responded with a nod and a sharp salute.
But, then after all, both could play the game and he certainly,
was not a novice at it. “Oh yes, indeed, to be talking about the
weightage of your word. You are all chameleons, you change
colour according to the wind and the time. Whichever direction
the wind blows, your words too dance to their tune,” his mind
raced with such thoughts as he left.
Smita had knocked at all possible doors to have Rakesh and
family arrested. But to no avail. She had pleaded for justice, going
from door to door to all the concerned authorities but everywhere
she had to swallow a bitter pill of disappointment. She was fast
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coming to realize that in the government functionary there was
no place for any genuine concern or humane regard. Everyone’s
stance underwent a 360° change from the paper to the files and
eventually, the truth was lost under the garb of the ‘order’ for
the ‘necessary action’ to be taken. She was, in fact, now hesitant
to go to the police station as repeated derogatory questions were
posed to her. All kinds of shady people would walk past directing
a filthy, lecherous glance at her, checking out if she was a possible
item to be explored. All this had begun to unnerve her. Moreover,
the entire exercise seemed pointless. She sat there for hours on a
soiled corner seat with nobody willing to even give her a hearing
and devote sometime to understand her plight. To state it plainly,
there was no decency, no decorum left in the treatment she
received at the police station.
Eventually, carrying her sixth appeal papers, she made her
way to the Superintendent of Police’s office.
The peon on duty was already familiar with her case having
read about her misfortune in the local newspapers. He appeared
to be a good soul as he requested her to find a seat. He then
assured, “I will make sure that you get to meet Saab. But, it may
take sometime before your number comes as the MLA Sahib is
with him. Only after he leaves, people in line will get to meet him
before your turn comes. Some journalists are also waiting to meet
him.” The waiting was irrelevant. The assurance of getting an
audience with the SP was enough for her. Her earlier righteous
attitude had gradually given way to resignation. She was no
longer perturbed by the gross injustice of people in positions of
authority who callously ignored the common man’s urgency for
immediate help. Instead, it was satisfactory that in this existing,
insensitive environment of lassitude and corruption at least she
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had been granted an audience.
Eventually, after another hours wait, her turn came. As soon
as she entered the office, SP Sahib enquired, “What can I do for
you madam?” Even before she could answer, he further queried,
“Have you been to the police station with your issue?”
“Yes Sir.”
“Fine, I will then take the details from the Deputy Sahib and
look into the matter.”
“But Sir…,” she had scarcely managed to begin when the SP
intervened, “I’ve already given the necessary instructions, your
case will be immediately attended to. If not, then approach me
again after a week.” A thought crossed the disgruntled Smita’s
mind, “As if anything can ever be achieved in a week’s time in this
society. And then to top it, was the involvement of an entity who
had a lot of clout and political influence.”
The week too came to pass and Smita found herself again at
the SP’s doorsteps with her misery still unabated.
The SP enquired, “What? Your work has not been attended
to?”
“No sir,” came Smita’s desolate response.
“Alright, I am sorry to hear that but don’t lose heart. I will
take up the matter myself. Please allow me a little more time,”
said an apologetic SP without looking up.
“Sir, if you please. I have been running from pillar to post
but to no avail. No one is willing to give me a hearing and lend a
sympathetic ear to hear my woes, my sufferings. I have returned
from the clutches of death. I have seen it at such close quarters
that nothing scares me now. I just want you to give me an answer
to a single query: Would you show the same apathy and extend
the same shallow, meaningless assurance if your own sister
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had undergone a similar emotional trauma, the same physical
humiliation, and the same angst as I have been suffering?” Tears
had welled up in her eyes.
“Enough! Speak no more! You can go now. Talk to me at 4
o’clock today,” the SP reacted. The clock had just struck one
o’clock in the afternoon. The officer clearly meant business.
With complete loss of words at this unexpected reaction from
the officer, a baffled Smita still unable to comprehend what had
transpired between them, left for home.
Smita’s words were still resounding in SP’s ears. They were
like repeated lashes hitting out and bruising his very core. His
conscience was now pricking deep at his insides.
Honest compassion within him had been stirred. In that
moment, his memories came flooding back. That day, when soon
after his sister’s wedding he had gone to visit her, she had wept
bitterly resting her head against his shoulder. A very minor issue
had agitated her insecurities. He had spent so many restless
nights trying to find a solution to assuage and lay to rest her
miseries. Smita’s poignant question had shaken him up, stirring
his emotions and his sense of duty and responsibility. Instead of
his orderly barking out instructions, the SP himself immediately
dialled a number and gave stern instructions to the receiver, “This
is SP speaking. Put the SHO on the line immediately.” “Jai hind sir,
this is Vikram subedar at your service. What are my instructions
sir?” came a voice from the other end.
“What is the time now?”
“Quarter past one, sir.”
“By 3, I want all the culprits in Smita’s case arrested and
produced or be prepared to bear the consequences of your laxity.
You have exactly two hours at your disposal starting now.”
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Vikram was well versed with the SP’s disposition. If he had
said that he wanted results in two hours then he would stand by
his words. He was not a man who minced words.
Not wasting another minute, the SHO immediately proceeded
with his force to Bansidhar’s house. Arresting Rakesh, Bansidhar
and his wife, he put all three of them behind bars. Following that,
the SHO, a shrewd character, went to the local politicians’ house
to keep him in the loop so as to avoid any adverse repercussions
coming his way from that front. “My Lord, what could I have
done? My job was at stake. I was left with little choice but to
carry out the SP’s instructions. Now, the ball is in your court.
Please handle him, sir. I was helpless, I had no other alternative,
I beg your forgiveness. I am sure you realize my situation was
desperate then. But now sir, I will handle the case diary and they
will soon be out on bail. The case as it is, does not carry any
weight,” explained the SHO.
The news of the arrest of Rakesh and his family spread
like forest fire throughout the city. After all, Bansidhar was an
important political entity. Smita also got the news. Now, she
understood why the SP had laid so much stress upon waiting till
4 o’clock. A huge weight had begun to lift off her chest as she had
finally overcome the first hurdle of her long drawn battle. She
could finally see the light at the end of the tunnel. Everything
was, after all, not yet lost. Someone had finally heard her appeal.
Her belief in mankind was rekindled, there was still an element
of humanity left in this self-centred callous civilization. She ran
to the telephone and dialled the SP’s number to express her
gratitude. But the number was engaged. “If the phone is engaged,
wait for sometime and dial again later,” pacified her mother who
had silently crept up behind her.
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“Yes ma,” agreed an emotionally charged Smita as tears welled
up in her eyes and then trickled down moistening her cheeks. Her
mother gently stroked her forehead. Running her fingers through
Smita’s tousled hair, she chided, “Why the tears now? Everything
is gradually falling into place. My darling girl will finally get
justice and her culprits will be punished. Remember, there is a
‘God’ still watching above us. Just don’t cave in now, stay strong,
and keep your faith, your trust in Him.”
“Yes ma, I had truly lost all hope. I wasn’t expecting anyone
to pay heed to my suffering, my pain, my urgings. There is a
God above ma, you are right. He is fending for the weak in this
heartless world,” sobbed Smita.
In the meantime, the politician had called for an explanation
from the SP. In a razor edged, sardonic tone with a sly veiled
under current of a subtle threat, he said, “SP Sahib, you are indeed
a messiah for the underdogs of this town. The entire city is citing
your example as a truly just administrator. Every tongue in the
city is wagging in your praise. Kamaal Hai.” The SP had already
sensed what was coming next. Ignoring the underlying sarcasm,
he responded with a deadpan expression, “Yes sir, what are your
instructions for me?”
“Ahha, na na, who am I to give you any orders? After all, I am
just a humble servant of the public. You people are the rulers, the
final sayers and the doers. This town is controlled and run only by
your darn whims and fancies. What are we?” His true intent and
colours were gradually surfacing.
“I am, in fact, very pleased and, in all honesty, truly impressed
by your quick garnering of enough evidences in Smita’s case to
arrest the culprits. Irrespective of a person’s stature or clout,
the police must adhere to its duties and treat him like any other
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common criminal, if he has committed a crime. And yes, this
reminds me. Could you send to me the last two months’ crime
data?” came the sly loaded comment from the politician.
“Of course sir, I will send it across to you immediately,”
assured an expressionless SP. From next day onwards, there
started a deluge of negative publicity in the local newspapers
against the unsuspecting Smita and the police force. A horde of
negative statements from political sources became routine: ‘The
district witnesses a sharp increase in the crime rate’; ‘Police
atrocities on the poor are the order of the day’; ‘Police harassment
is on an increase’; ‘Criminals have a field day after escaping from
the clutches of the police force’. The papers screamed out against
police atrocities. The department sensed the ongoing tug of war
for power. Experience is a great teacher. The complexities of the
social norms, facing life in all its nasty colours and hues during
the course of their duty, makes the police officers extremely
adept at smelling out a rat. ‘Cock fights’ is the hobby that the
old regal consummates indulged in. Is there any shade of life
and indulgence that they have not been privy to? So, the old,
the so-called experienced hands of the department entered the
fray, adding fuel to the already smouldering fires. The local
politician was slowly achieving his goal. He openly condemned
the performance and calibre of the police force thereby indirectly
targeting the SP and bad mouthing him.
The DIG called to forewarn the SP in a telephonic exchange,
“Take heed and keep your people’s representatives satisfied
and on your side. Adverse reports pertaining to you are being
infiltrated in the secretariat. An adverse opinion and negative
propaganda are being gradually generated here. Be warned and
control the situation before it is too late.”
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“Sir, I have done nothing for which I should feel guilty and
placate them. The politician’s close acquaintances have been
arrested in Smita’s case and therefore, the adverse publicity and
antagonistic reactions are happening towards me,” explained the
SP.
“I am well aware of the facts. But somehow, you have to
control the situation and set things right. They are insisting that
an incompetent SP such as you should be immediately transferred
or they will sit on dharna,” the DIG indicated a new addition to the
ongoing politics.
“Sir, they are welcome to do whatever they want to but I have
always done what is right and will continue to honestly abide by
my duties. Simply because a transfer threat is looming over my
head, I will not deter myself from performing my duty. I will not
burden my soul with guilt merely to prevent a transfer, sir. Please
forgive me but this is not what I have vowed to do. It goes against
the very grain of my scruples. They have attempted to burn a
hapless woman. I cannot stand on the sidelines as a mere mute
spectator. In fact, if I had my way…,” retorted the highly charged
SP.
“You are at the moment getting carried away by your emotions
so you are not using your common sense and just reacting with
passionate vengeance. But this will get you nowhere. Anyways,
within the next few days, take out some official work and come
and meet me personally. Or even better, come in the evening and
join me for a couple of drinks,” advised the DIG and hung up.
The very next morning, the office orderly came to the SP and
quietly extended his hand, handing over a sealed envelope “What
is it?” enquired the SP.
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Dichotomies
I know the longitude and latitudes,
but cannot evolve a clear ‘locus-standi’;
There is knowledge in abundance,
but not enough wisdom;
We have adequate experts,
but problems still outnumber them;
Remedies too exist,
but diseases are no less;
One has so much to show,
but nothing to bank upon;
Indeed the ‘house’ is beautiful,
yet it lacks the real ‘home’ within!
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Smouldering Leaves
This story is set in a region which is faraway from today’s civilized
society. Located deeply in the remote, its denizens still follow a
lifestyle akin to the ancient era. They do not have the faintest
idea of what development is all about. You can find no sign of
any man made roads or modern conveniences and resources in
this region. In fact, the region is very barren and rocky and it is
next to impossible to find even a trace of water till hundreds of
feet deep. During the monsoon season, whatever little rainfall
the region is fortunate to receive is the only cheerful possibility
to bloom and flourish offered by mother nature. Both nature’s
callous indifference and man’s ignorance and backwardness have
increased the inhabitants’ sufferings. With a complete lack of
education and awareness, the people here live in a state of abject
penury. They suffer the godforsaken inhuman conditions often
finding themselves helpless to fight against the prevailing odds.
Still subjected to old rudimentary conventions, long defunct value
systems and outdated traditions, life is far from a bed of roses for
these inhabitants. This region is a far far cry from anything you
could address as modern. It is a black spot on the name of this land
of democracy.
“I have heard that a commission from Delhi is here to conduct
a survey of this area. It is no wonder that the ‘Daroga’ can be seen,
for a change, moving around in full uniform. He seems to be really
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going around his business today,” smirked a self-proclaimed
social worker to one of his followers.
“Really Guruji, what exactly is all this buzz about?” enquired
the curious colleague without taking his attention away from
the serious chore of preparing his Khaini to pop into his already
tobacco stained mouth.
“The word is going around that some people have forced
themselves upon the women here. I wonder why? When they are
ready to offer themselves for a paltry sums of five-six rupees.”
Their discussion was discontinued before it got more colourful
due to the sudden ear deafening sirens of a motorcade of around
five-six vehicles approaching. As they rumbled past, it resulted
in a sudden flurry of commotion, raising a temporary dust storm
that left behind a fresh coat of dust on the recipients. Both of them
immediately reacted and made an effort to cover their faces but
without much success as some of the dust found its way into their
eyes making them water copiously. Rubbing his eyes vigorously,
the social worker raised himself from his squatting position and
announced, “I’d better go to the police station and find out what
the latest excitement is about.”
At the police station, a few representatives of a voluntary
organization ‘ASHA’ were having an animated discussion with the
commission members. Manoramaji, ASHA’s chief coordinator, had
been consistently attempting for the last several years to convince
the concerned authorities to turn their attention towards this
godforsaken area and work on its development, particularly on
bringing to a permanent end the incessant exploitation of women.
Manoramaji had reached the ripe age of fifty. For the last
ten years or so, she had been untiringly devoting all her energies
and limited resources in a selfless, sincere attempt to bring about
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a change in the district for the better. In fact, her efforts and
presence had endeared her to the locals who reverently addressed
her as ‘didi’. Following a caring thought process, she lived a simple
lifestyle. She used to be always dressed in simple attire, alternating
between two sets of white khadi sarees with a thin running green
border all along its length as its only adornment. This was coupled
with a pair of worn out hawai rubber slippers which were now
barely capable of preventing her feet from getting scalded or cut
by the burning, jagged stones that she was constantly treading
upon.
Manoramaji was still keeping her cards close to her heart
to first gauge the seriousness and the ulterior motive behind
the commission’s arrival. She was carefully weighing the words
of the commission’s representative, Ramkumarji. In all these
years, didi had witnessed multiple shades of these government
representatives. She was well versed with their farcical intent
and publicity stunts and was beyond being easily influenced or
impressed by their flowery dramatic narration. Moreover, their
crass and bawdy behaviour made it an all out ordeal. In cases,
where they happened to be decent in their interlocution, they
would often make lots of verbal assurances but would take no
action after leaving. In all these years, she had pleaded the case
before innumerable officials and offices but so far to no avail. The
area continued to agonize and suffer under the trauma planted
on them by nature’s unsympathetic stance and human atrocities.
After observing him for a while, didi assessed that he for a
change meant business. So, she gradually opened up, narrating in
detail the district’s issues that needed to be addressed.
“If you were to take my opinion, unless and until education
is promoted amongst the locals, due effort and energies are
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invested to improve the infrastructure, and daily resources are
made available, such unfortunate and ignominious incidents will
continue to occur. And the harsh truth is that not a soul here
will have the sensibility to bring it to light,” said didi drawing
Ramkumarji’s attention to the pathetic plight of the people here.
“Could you please elaborate in plainer terms?” questioned the
attentive Ramkumarji.
“This area offers no opportunities of employment. Since, this is
a draught affected region so water is a very scarce commodity. Also,
there are no or little possibilities of irrigation, so agriculture is a big
no-no. People here are living in a state of abject poverty, misery…”
“Then how do these people survive and make their ends
meet?” came a confused query.
“The entire region has a dense cover of ‘Tendu leaves’ which
is used to make ‘bidis’. These people pluck and gather these leaves.
The contractors pay them a paltry sum of five to eight rupees per
day as their wages. The more unfortunate side of this work is that
it is available to only a handful of the locals and that too only for
a limited period of three to four months in a year,” Manoramaji
enlightened him.
“Oh really, that means that the per capita income here is far
below even the poverty line,” remarked Ramkumar in typical
urban style.
“Honestly speaking, it is ludicrous to use the term ‘income’
for these people as many families are surviving on a ration of 5
kilograms of grain for the entire month. Their daily staple diet is
sattu, a drink made from powdered grain and water. As a result,
majority of them have lost their ability to function normally both
physically and mentally. Women have turned to selling their
bodies in order to satiate their hunger and feed their babies. This is
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their only resort and they are compelled to do so. You may find it
difficult to absorb but this is the stark truth of this community. For
a princely sum of five rupees women are sexually exploited. This
is not something that should come as a surprise to you. I am also
aware that some people have indulged in forced immoral activities
against some women of Patha. But it is no big deal for the people
here. They will not talk about it as it is an accepted way of life and
they are the least affected by it,” Manoramaji further elaborated.
“That is so strange! I have read about it in the Lucknow and
Delhi newspapers. It is making the headlines there. Questions
pertaining to the case have been raised in ‘the House’ as well,”
Ramkumarji commented.
“I am well aware of that. Yesterday, the District Magistrate
and Superintendent of Police had also visited. They have taken
down the statements but could not get any positive results.
Their queries were totally fruitless. Some of these women even
underwent a complete medical examination. The report says
that nothing unusual was detected as it appeared to be a regular
feature. No proof was found and so the report was sent in the
usual course of events with no evidence pointed out. However,
they did mention that investigations were still being carried on,”
Manoramaji elaborated further.
“What is your take on this issue? You have been around for
sometime; therefore, you must have a better insight.”
“Hmm, well yes and no! Would you be willing to hear
me through?” Manoramaji counter questioned. “And most
importantly, after hearing me out will you be willing to take the
initiative to help these people and resolve the issue. If agreed,
then I am ready to enlighten you further,” Manoramaji continued.
“Yes, yes of course, where is the doubt?” Ramkumarji gave his
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assurance nodding his head to further reinforce his intent.
“I don’t really want just words from you, if that is the case
the conversation between us is over. I hope you are already aware
that not a single soul here will be ready to testify. These folks are
divided on the basis of their caste. In fact, many dacoits and their
gangs have surfaced here purely on caste basis. The tribals of this
area are governed and controlled by their chieftain. He is most
influential and controls the biggest gang. You…”
Cutting her mid-sentence Ramkumar interjected, “What are
you trying to say? Are you trying to tell me that the terror of the
dacoits is so deeply ingrained in these folks that they will refuse
to give testimony against them?”
“No, that is not what I meant. The locals have been
constantly persecuted and exploited by the influential, that is
the administration, the police and the higher castes. So, they
have resigned themselves to their fate having long given up any
hope of deliverance and receiving any justice and cooperation
from this lot. The dacoits have become their only ray of hope for
some support to fight for their cause and get justice. People have
no expectations left from the government so they extend it no
support nor divest any information.”
“Oh ho! This is truly a very complicated situation. Honestly
a complex situation to find oneself in. Has nobody so far tried to
resolve or diffuse this condition?”
“Well, there has been no dearth of official visits but even
before they can really apply themselves to the issue and begin to
make a difference or find a solution, they are transferred. Then
begins the complex process of moving the concerned files of
course, notwithstanding the red tapism involved it is already a
long lost cause. Sometimes, schemes were introduced, but they
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fizzled out without giving any results. The local dacoits compel
the contractors to pay a 25% commission besides the government
officials who also extract their pound of flesh. So far, all efforts
have been non-starters.” Manoramaji was gradually becoming
more and more agitated as she narrated the wearisome plight
of this area. “We have reached a point where the government
officials are misappropriating funds in the name of these dacoits.
The district has been officially declared a ‘dacoit infested region’
and, therefore, huge forces have been deployed. This has resulted
in the police terrorizing the locals and extracting their own pound
of flesh as well. The situation has worsened with an additional
group extorting money, molesting and exposing the people to a
fresh bout of atrocities.”
“Are you truly serious?”
“Every bit of it is true. During my last visit to the capital, I
had met the DGP. He expressed his intense frustration on knowing
that the gang, which was active during his service, continues to
dominate the area. He updated me that he had already instructed
the DIG to intensify and launch fresh operations in the area
to ensure some sanity of discipline. Taking advantage of the
pervading jungle raj in the area, the other concerned government
departments had conveniently shifted the blame and their
responsibilities stating that the prevailing conditions had made
it impossible for them to successfully conduct any developmental
measures in the region. The poor DIG became the hapless victim
and had to bear the brunt of all the attacks and allegations
ricocheting between the media and his superiors. It’s all in the
name of professional business. All the related departments are
conveniently minting money, accruing unwarranted wealth
under the garb of the ‘dacoit threat’. Not to be left behind, the
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police is also extracting their pound of flesh in the name of the so
called ‘operations’,” Manorama further elaborated.
“You are talking in the threatening language of a rebel,”
sensing Manorama’s veiled anger, Ramkumarji pointed out.
“Yes, I am well aware of my feelings. But I can assure you that if
you camp here for sometime and manage to keep your conscience
alive against all these odds, you will also find yourself thinking
and voicing the same sentiments,” came Manorama’s repartee.
It was already 2 in the afternoon. Tehsildar’s orderly had
peeped into the room informing that lunch was awaiting them at
the ‘Dak’ Bungalow.
Ramkumarji extended the lunch invite to Manorama but she
politely declined saying, “Thank you so much but I already had
my lunch. I have been following the practice of having lunch-cumbreakfast at 10 in the morning before stepping out on my trail.”
When Ramkumarji rose to move to his car, he noticed a large
congregation of the local men and women squatting at the far
end of the premises. He knew that he needed to talk to them
but for the moment, he chose to ignore them. Postponing the
issue, he moved to his car instructing the driver to take him to
the ‘Dak’ bungalow. ‘They would anyway leave behind a detailed
report about their issues and he would go through them,’ he
thought. A written detailed report would make it easier for him
to take the issue further than to get embroiled in a controversial
discussion in an alien land. It would not be the most wise step to
be taken. Suddenly, something struck him. Reminded of an earlier
experience, he decided to retrace his decision and immediately
forwarded the message that he would be meeting all the villagers
at 4 p.m. in their village itself.
In the meanwhile, Manoramaji had gone over to meet the
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congregation of the local group in the verandah and enquire
about their welfare. Noticing Ketaki in the group, she enquired,
“Why didn’t you come to attend the evening class yesterday?”
“Sorry didi, but munna started crying uncontrollably.”
“I understand, but in the future, bring the child along rather
than miss the class. Leave him to me. I will deal with him.”
Without saying anything, she pulled down Ketaki’s saree to cover
her exposed skin. The daroga who had been eyeing Ketaki lustily,
catching Manoramas’ eye sheepishly shifted his gaze away.
“These are poor and hapless folks. They should be at the
receiving end of your mercy and understanding. They are no
different from us, only less fortunate. You should be looking into
their real issues, their sufferings and try to extend all possible
help that as a government official you are duty bound to give.
Instead…,” Manoramaji reprimanded the Daroga reading aloud
his name from the nameplate pinned to his chest, “…all you can
do is ogle at her assets. You should feel ashamed of yourself. I
hope that you will in future do no such thing that will make you
fall in your own eyes,” saying she hastily moved away.
Promptly at 4 p.m. Ramkumarji reached the village. He
surveyed the area. It was made up of nothing but unfriendly, harsh
and rocky terrain. The only human contribution was a hand pump
that seemed to have never delivered water and a handful of straw
huts with a few gaunt faces peeping out of the doorways, mere bag
of bones with no sign of any plump flesh to adorn their emaciated
figures. Ramkumarji moved towards one of the huts. As he entered
it, he was greeted by an old, wrinkled, scrawny excuse of a human
figure sitting deep at the far end of the hut. Though still breathing,
he was the picture of a cadaver, left in a squatting posture against
the weak, dilapidated excuse of a wall of the hut, a cover that
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had failed to preserve the remains that seemed to have gradually
accumulated layers and layers of dust over the passing years.
Sensing the entry, the old dusty posture moved with some
obvious effort and raising both his arms squawked, “Is that the
patwariji?”
Darogaji quickly moved to explain, “Sir, the old man has gone
senile since last one year. He utters gibberish nonsense that makes
absolutely no sense and is totally unrelated.”
“That is not the truth,” a voice from the outer realms of the
hut vehemently denied. Ramkumarji turned in the direction of
the voice. An elderly man moved towards him greeting him with
folded hand, “Namasteji, I am Matadin – a colleague of Manoramaji
in ‘ASHA’.”
“Hasn’t Manoramaji come as well?”
“Yes, she is on her way.”
“What were you about to tell me?” Ramkumarji returned to
the issue at hand.
“Yes, I was going to tell you that this wrinkled, so called
demented old man was not like this before. This insanity has been
thrust upon him. He has spent a lifetime waiting for justice. His
land which was his only means of earning was unjustly confiscated
by a local muscleman. The patwari assured him that he will get his
property back. Time has rolled past and he is still waiting. So every
time somebody visits, he assumes the person to be patwari who
has come to give him back his land. When he was in his senses, the
poor man ran from pillar to post, trying to get help to regain his
land but it was of no avail. Every time he filed an application, it got
lost in the humungous mountain of the already existing files. Such
is the irony of fate. First and foremost, the injustice inflicted upon
him was that the land that legally belonged to him was taken away,
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then the administration failed to support him and retrieve it for
him and finally suffering this gross injustice, the man went into
a depression feeling asphyxiated by the prevailing condition of
helplessness and frustration. But folks rather than sympathizing
with him and reassuring him to stake his claim have conveniently
declared him ‘crazy’ and have gotten rid of his issue.”
“Does he have no family to support him?”
“Yes, he does. He has a daughter, Ketki. She too has a child,
however, her husband is in jail. During a crime drive, the police
randomly charged him for carrying drugs that were found with
him.”
Overwhelmed and gradually finding himself unable to cope
with these tales of abject misery and grief, Ramkumarji was
finding himself inadequate to absorb any further tales. Reaching
a point where he was now feeling tethered by these inhuman
conditions, Ramkumarji decided that he had had enough for
the day and headed back. It dawned upon him that taking quick
decisions on files without experiencing the concerned issues live,
was a cakewalk but to focus on the stark reality was a different ball
game altogether. This dark side of life was becoming very painful
and next to impossible for him to digest. Stepping out, totally
shaken Ramkumarji wondered why God had exposed him to this
side of life. A completely disillusioned man, his feet carried him
on the road to his dak bungalow. As he walked, he kept stopping
the passing strangers to make enquiries. Lost in his own thoughts,
he did not register reaching his room.
But the following day was a new day.
Totally focussed, he arranged for a meeting with the DM and
SP. He also requested Manoramaji to join them.
Both the officers informed that despite several enquiries they
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had not been successful in extracting any substantial information.
The police conclusions were that it was the handiwork of a dacoit
gang. According to them, a new gang the ‘Kallu gang’ had become
very active in the area.
“Sir, if permitted may I put a question to SP Sahib?” Manorama
requested.
“Of course, go ahead.”
“I have been informed through some reliable sources that
police is also involved in this nefarious act.”
“How can you make these accusations with such conviction?”
“Well, in the same way as the police manages to extract
information about one criminal from another, and by following
the policy that one policeman if intelligently tackled can land up
squealing on the other.”
The SP’s facial contour suddenly underwent a change, colour
draining from his features. The fact was that the SP too had been
aware of some such development. However, so far it had been
taken as only here say, as the incident had not been verified in
detail. If a statement to this effect would be released, it could blow
up in their very face. Giving it some thought, he finally responded,
“If what you are saying is proven true, rest assured not a single
one of them will be spared.”
The SP conducted further enquiry but nothing relevant came
to light. Finally he worked out a plan to get definite results. The
very next day he summoned the DSP and declared, “I have come
to know that some of our police force was also involved in that
gang rape. I already have their names with me.”
This strategy worked. The Deputy’s expression changed.
Visibly flustered, he defensively rattled off, “Not at all sir! That
is just not possible. Somebody has filled your ears with all kinds
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of false data. If myself or anyone of my men are found to be even
remotely involved, I will hand over my resignation there and
then. Sir, you can be rest assured.”
The SP responded, “Not at all, not at all. I am myself surprised
to receive this information. I cannot bring myself to believe it as I
am convinced that you are a good officer and a man of integrity.”
Raising himself a little from his chair, the SP extended his hand
to grasp the deputy’s palm in a firm handshake and reassuringly
instructed, “You are a capable officer. Go, extricate the reality and
revert to me.”
Ziledar Singh left but the SP’s mind was working overtime. The
deputy’s reaction had further convinced him that his suspicions
were not unfounded. He was sure that the deputy was involved
and there was a connection between the two. He called for his
most reliable and trusted police officials and explained to them
his plan of action.
The very next day, one of them presented before him the entire
course of events bringing out all the facts of the incident. But he
could not garner together any evidence or witness to corroborate
his details. In order to wipe out the main dacoit gang, the police
had promoted another less influential gang by providing to them
indirect support. This ploy had been initiated by Ziledar Singh
himself and he had felt it was wiser to keep his seniors in the
dark regarding this strategy. To successfully conduct this game
plan, he had actually inveigled some of his men from the police
into Kallu’s gang. Unfortunately, it were the members of this very
gang who had committed this barbaric act.
Immediately, the SP ordered Ziledar Singh to appear before him.
An extensive question and cross question session ensued. Eventually,
Ziledar Singh broke down and blurted out the entire incident. “Sir,
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this was my secret operation. But I had never imagined that these
bloody policemen would turn out to be such despicable animals. If I
had any inkling, sir, of how irresponsible and undesirable they were,
I would never have carried out this strategy.”
The SP waved him off reproachfully, “Check your language.
You need to control your expression. If any proof is found then
I will make sure that necessary legal action is taken against you
also. You really have some gall taking the law into your hands.
And to play such underhand games! You are maligning the very
integrity of your uniform. There are certain resolves that you
undertake when you become the representative of the law of
this country. But looks like you have forgotten your duties and
imagined yourself to be bigger than the system. You are no longer
capable of conducting your duties honestly. I am from, henceforth,
relieving you of them and forwarding your suspension orders.”
For quite sometime, there was a studied silence from the
police department. In the meanwhile, various rumours were
doing the rounds. The SP filed an FIR against all those policemen
who were party to this horrendous, carnal and debasing bestiality
and forwarded the report to the DGP. The matter was handed over
to the CID, a good opportunity for the local police to get rid off
its burden. The deputed commission could not lay their hands
on it without any clear cut glaring evidence. Statements were
collected from random mouths and a file was generated with the
declaration that they had done whatever was possible. The file
was conveniently passed on to the CID for further investigations.
It was the final curtain on the issue. The whole incident died a
natural death. A final lull had settled in. Nobody then onwards
really cared what was the final outcome of the outrage that had
left scars only on the unsuspecting victims.
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But two of this story’s main characters were still alive!
Manoramaji suffered another blow. As they wisely say that
however hard you may try nothing can be kept under wraps. A
word got around about her contribution in the case. She became
the target and started getting threats to her life. The doings and
the idiosyncrasies of the police force are indeed unique! In order
to put a full and final end to this matter, the police conducted an
encounter against the entire ‘Kallu gang’ and deceitfully wiped
out all its members thereby finally burying the matter for good.
A strong silent message was thus sent to the others. Many backed
out fearing the aftermath.
As they say it is safest to follow the policy of ‘See no evil, speak
no evil’.
After the blood and toil that she had invested all these years
for the welfare of these people, Manoramaji could not sustain the
blow. She was broken to the core realizing that this was her final
defeat. She could not bear this final blow to her life long effort
to bring about a sea change in the lives of these people. She felt
she had failed them. This weakened her morale so much that her
body caved in to the niggling mental torment. Ailments took over
her already frail form weakening her further and she took to
bed. Ketki came forward to take care of her. Despite Manoramaji
dissuading her, Ketki insisted on attending to her. Pressing her
limbs, she pleaded, “Didi, please don’t deprive me of this. You do
not know what you mean to me and how deeply indebted I am to
you. You are the only person who fought tooth and nail for our
cause putting your entire life at stake. How can I ever repay all that
you’ve done for me? That night, I had also been a victim to…” Her
eyes welled up and her frail structure shook as she wept bitterly
hiding her face in her pallu. Her heart wrenching sobs continued
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unabated, a few of her tears trickled down on Manorama’s feet.
She felt scorched, the heat of the tears singeing through her
veins. She was moved by Ketki’s hapless tears. Moving her fingers
through her entangled hair, Manorama gently pushing her away
mumbled, “Ketki, now you leave and take care of yourself. I am
afraid I have not been able to be of any help to you. I have failed to
do anything for you. I had hoped to bring a change but I couldn’t.
And now this is impossible as I am aware that I am dying. I do not
have much time left. Forgive me, if you can.”
Unable to bear it, Ketki ran out of her house. Reaching her
hut, she sank into a corner and sobbed uncontrollably, loud sobs
shaking her emaciated figure. The old man heard her. Realizing
the reason for her emotional outburst, he let her cry till her
tears had dried out. Staring at the gap in the roof, he spoke in an
undertone that was barely audible. “Even death is playing truant
and refusing to visit us,” saying he hurled his frail structure
against the mud stained wall. Ketki slowly got up to give her
father support and lifting him spoke, “If you die at least you will
get a quick release from this cursed life. Don’t you worry I have
already set aside five rupees for your coffin. But what about me?
I am not as lucky as you are. What choices am I left with? I have
to go on living and suffer this cursed existence for the sake of my
son. Along with the tendu leaves my body has to still smoulder
and burn for some more time.”
Just then a voice from the door called out for her, “Oh Ketki!”
Unmoved she sat, still as a statue. The call persisted, “Ketki, O
Ketki are you there?” And after sometime the calling stopped.
The man, whoever he was, having got no response from
within the hut had probably moved on to find some other who
was available!
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Silent Communication
He knows everything
but would not even nod,
he has a deep wound on his head
yet will not let out a yell,
you are incapable of rendering justice
therefore he won’t even lodge his complaint,
At least you can begin to be scared of ‘Him’
who won’t say anything just yet,
but definitely seek, account of your ‘Karmas’
when you eventually go to Him;
Then your conscience shall burn
in place of ‘Ketki’,
But then there may not be
any further chance
to evolve into
the higher echelons of consciousness!
(Ketaki – the exploited woman)
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Mithailal
Poverty is that lethal weapon which can drive a man to the
extreme. A god forsaken, helpless hungry man can be made
to stoop down to any level in order to survive. Our two states,
namely, Bihar and Orissa are the markets from where hordes of
such penniless people are brought in as bonded labourers. It is
a flourishing industry where the established agents conduct and
control the regular supply of the labour force. The experts in their
respective fields are in great demand in foreign horizons too but
their situation is not so much to be frowned upon. What happens
within our national borders is worse – the developed states have
a regular flow of labour from our backward regions – a picture of
extreme exploitation, despair and sheer helplessness! Such cases
are still very frequently witnessed which are glaring sights of
sheer inhumanity. To add to this, the doers give a justification for
such atrocities: these labourers are pathetic specimens, wretched
creatures who are lazy to the core, a curse on humanity, not fit to
be alive, a cursed leach on society and mankind, looking for ‘a free
meal’ always, are incapable of putting in any worthwhile labour
and are there to simply sponge off the others.
In the town of ‘Basti’, thirty five such labourers had been
rounded up to work at a brick kiln owned by Vinod Sahu. It was a
glaring case of enforced labour where they were even prevented
from venturing outside the kiln’s premises. They were paid
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only half of their salaries while the other half was retained as a
safe guard against their attempt to flee this hell. Sahu had put
together a temporary roof over their heads to protect them from
rain and the sun. These roofs had been made by attaching plastic
sheets held together by placing bricks where they overlapped
in order to prevent them from slipping away. But there were no
measures taken to protect them from the wrath and the evil eye
of the munshi, the kiln’s incharge. The middle aged slime would
often creep upon some unsuspecting women labourers bathing
or a malnutritioned mother unsuccessfully trying to pacify her
hungry infant by repeatedly putting it to her dry breast. The
language that the munshi spouted was crude to the core and very
often he would even resort to physical abuse. To top it all, at a
day’s end, he would count and recount their wages to make them
feel that it was not their hard day’s earning but alms that were
being handed out to them. This was blatant humiliation but then
where was the choice? The desperation to survive makes a man
servile and submissive. Probably, adversity actually strengthens
the urge in a man to survive come what may. Even when life is
worse than death, man continues to persist, so strong is the urge
to live! Life and its irony! Riches endow man with shamelessness
and conversely poverty condemns man to suffer degradation.
When the next morsel itself is a challenge then self-respect flies
out of the window.
“Munshiji, you have to pay me rupees five hundred that is due
to me from my last month’s salary. And for this month, you still
haven’t given me anything,” pleaded Mithailal.
“Thank your stars that since we brought you here, you are
alive and kicking probably. If we had left you in your village, you
would have been long dead, you nincompoop,” Munshi reacted
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condescendingly.
“Hey, isn’t this the fellow, the trouble monger who had been
caught instigating his people to flee elsewhere. He is a behari, they
are an absolute good for nothing lot, they won’t work and they
will incite others not to work either,” responded the Munshi’s
aide spraying blood red betel leaf juice that he had been chewing
for sometime much like the cow chews its cud, right at Mithailal’s
feet. Instinctively, Mithailal jumped back yet a portion of the spit
managed to find its way onto his feet. But then what of it? His feet
were caked with mud and their soles were hardened because of
treading barefoot on the unforgiving jagged ground. If only God
had shown him some consideration, blessing him with hooves
then life would not have been so tough. His hands too were rough
and scaly with blisters and deep cuts at several places. Paucity of
proper nutrition had given him an emaciated look with his facial
bones ready to pop through the barely visible layer of skin.
“Sahib, we have had nothing to eat. Where do we look? What
do we do? I have no alternative but to look at you for help, this
hunger is killing us,” Mithailal further pleaded their case.
“Ah, so you are in need of money. But look at the arrogance in
the man. Why did you not send your ‘mehru’, your wife last night.
Fine, I understand you love her. Then go to her, she will satiate
your hunger,” Munshi preened above his thick set glasses.
“Munshi, don’t you have women in your home?”
“How dare you? You have the gall to answer me back, you
wretched, pathetic specimen of a human being. I will show you
what I have. Take him away, bind him and throw him into the
furnace. This will set him right. He has far too much hot blood
racing through his filthy veins,” the Munshi roared directing his
men.
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Realizing what was to come his way, Mithailal turned and
tried to flee. But he was not fast enough and soon Munshi’s men
were upon him. He grappled to escape but they were one too
many. They had him bound down and what followed was a brutal
session of merciless brick bats where Mithailal was pulverized to
pulp. He kept imploring, his screams tearing through the quiet
night air, “Please have mercy on me. Let me go. Forgive me. I will
not complain, I will not say anything.”
“No, no, you wait. I need to teach you a lesson personally so
that you forget every shred of your leadership. You filthy piece of
human excreta,” the Munshi roared.
Everyone around could hear Mithailal’s screams that rent
through the night air but no one dared to help him. Fear had
them nailed in its icy grip. None of them could muster up the
courage to resist the gross injustice being meted out. Those who
probably could have helped were already lying in some gutter in
an inebriated condition oblivious to the plight of their colleague.
After sometime, the screams stopped, replaced by a cold, stony
silence. All waited with bated breath for the sounds to resume, for
the screaming to resurface but nothing reached their straining
ears. Gradually, sleep took over their exhausted hungry bodies.
With the dawn of morn, Mithailal’s wife went from one
hutment to the other, enquiring about her husband’s whereabouts
but to no avail. “Please help me, how can he just disappear into
thin air. Somebody should have an idea of what they have done
to him,” she wailed. But what followed was a studied silence as if
the cat had got their tongue. God knows whether anything still
remained of Mithailal. They had all heard his piercing screams
shattering the peaceful night air and Munshi’s thundering voice
announcing, “Throw him into the kiln, he does not deserve to see
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the light of another day.”
Gradually, they assembled together. They had all come to the
conclusion that Mithailal had been thrown into the kiln and was
dead. They huddled together. No one went to work. The munshi
arrived to call them.
Mustering up some courage, one of them stood up and looking
around for support from the others, he hollered, “Munshi ji, you
dare to come here after what you have done? You have committed
a beastly act of thrusting Mithailal into the burning kiln and burnt
him alive. You really think that you will do with us whatever you
like and we will take it all lying down. You really think that we
are so in awe of you that we will let you get away with anything,
even this heinous crime. Then, I am afraid you are sadly mistaken
because now there will be a repercussion and you will live to rue
it.”
“Are you people out of your mind? Nothing of this sort
happened. Nobody has thrust Mithailal into the kiln and burnt
him alive. This is just a figment of your imagination and nothing
more. In fact, he has sneaked away in the cover of the dark and
has fled,” responded a visibly flustered Munshi.
“Now you think you can pull wool over our eyes? With my
own eyes, I have seen his blood spilt all around the kiln.”
“And the kiln is also partly falling apart from one side,” came
another voice from the crowd.
Another voice from the crowd suggested, “In fact, why don’t
we go and check it out for ourselves.”
Together, all of them rushed towards the kiln. Fearing that
they would destroy the kiln, the Munshi ran to inform the owner
of the imminent danger.
The crowd was increasingly becoming agitated and gradually
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turning violent. It did not take much time for the news to spread
like wild fire across the small town that a labourer had been burnt
alive in the kiln. The local politicians arrived on the scene and
soon a procession was formed. The procession moved towards the
police station shouting slogans like ‘Arrest Sahu, the kiln owner’,
‘Sahu is a cold blooded murderer’, ‘Justice should be done’, ‘Sahu
deserves to be hanged’, ‘Punish Mithailal’s murderers’. They
surrounded the police station. Somehow, after collecting the
petition from the crowd, the report was filed.
The very next day, the case details and the testimony of those
present became the headlines of the local newspapers. Some
screamed foul play. In his plea, Vinod Sahu denied all the charges
and claimed them to be falsely framed against him as neither he
nor his men had pushed Mithailal into the kiln, killing him. But
media is very powerful and the common man believes whatever
he gets to hear and to read. Public pressure was beginning to gain
momentum. The police too became a target and was not spared.
Allegations were openly thrown at them that they were working
hand in glove with the kiln owner having received bribes and
were, therefore, attempting to squash the case. The police faced
its fair share of brick bats.
However, neither the bodily remains of Mithailal nor
any other substantive evidence were recovered. When the
pressure became insuppressible, the police had the kiln dug
open and collected a cartful of ash which was declared to carry
some indecipherable remains. These were sent for a chemical
examination to the laboratory. Some people gave the testimony
of Mithailal being dragged away while he had been shouting and
screaming in pain. Consequently, Vinod Sahu, his Munshi and
their henchmen were arrested on charges of murder.

Mithailal

63

After a few days, the police forwarded its final draft of the
report to the court. The proceedings then began against the
presumed culprits charged with Mithailal’s murder.
No one was willing to believe Sahu and Munshi’s side of the
story. The police and its torturous methods can actually break the
strongest will. Sahu and the Munshi did not take long to cave in
under the usual police pressure tactics and admitted to having
committed the crime. But during the court proceedings, their
lawyer submitted their defence where they pleaded not guilty.
Court hearings generally have the tendency to drag on and on,
which happened with this case too and went on right from the
month of March to the end of November.
Sahu’s wife complained to her imprisoned husband, “Life
has become truly tedious for us here. It’s difficult for me and the
children to step out of the house. People are spouting venom right
on our face, calling us names that I dare not repeat. You have
landed us in a real mess. Scornful digs and gazes come our way
the moment we leave the house. You have to do something. Even
the children don’t want to attend school.”
“Abha, you just have to trust me. We are not to blame. We did
not commit the murder. Our case hearing is going on. Hopefully,
something good will come out of it. We just have to wait it out and
bear with the present. Let us see what happens,” Vinod said to his
wife.
“I have sent some money to Mithailal’s wife,” Abha informed.
“Only God knows his will. I really have done nothing to
deserve this. What is this ‘karmic’ offence of mine that has
brought this upon us?” Vinod lamented.
“Madam, you will have to leave now. Meeting time is over,”
announced the jail guard.
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Just then the jail gong struck five times. As the sound of five
strokes on the jail gong fell on Abha’s ears, she felt a piercing pain
inside as if the gong hammered her heart instead. Wiping her
tears as they streamed down her face, she left the jail premises.
A distant cousin of Vinod, Mohanlal also worked at the brick
kiln. He was a thirty five years old young man with a pleasing
disposition. Business related issues sometimes made him travel
to Bombay. It so happened that he had to visit Calcutta regarding
a business work. There, one fine day as he was standing next to
a Paan Wallah’s shop that happened to be right next to a ‘dal
mill’, he crossed a man that made him stop in his tracks. The face
was very familiar. He looked harder and lo and behold! At last, it
struck him, “Oyo! Mithailal? What in the hell are you doing here?”
he let out a strangled whisper.
Hearing his name, Mithailal turned around. But no sooner
did he realize who he was, the colour drained from his face. An
unknown fear gripped him and dropping the paan which he was
on the verge of putting into his mouth, he fled from the scene.
He had recognized Mohanlal. Insecurities took over. Panicking, he
kept on running. A man once bitten is twice shy. He increased his
pace but Mohanlal still kept coming behind him. Finding himself
unable to catch up with him, Mohanlal called out, “Mithailal,
please stop. Don’t be scared, please. Don’t run away, listen to me,
please.”
But Mithailal ignored his beckonings and did not stop. Finally,
noticing a policeman at a crossing, Mithailal stopped near him.
Panting heavily, his frame heaving with the exertion, his breath
coming in starts, he stopped to gain back his composure. He
carefully considered his situation and thought it wiser to face
Mohanlal under the policeman’s eye deciding to give up this cat
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and mouse game. Mohanlal stopped next to them still struggling
to catch his breath. He mumbled, “My God, can’t believe my eyes!
You are actually alive! And there for the last year, poor Vinodji is
rotting in jail on charges of your murder, with legal proceedings
going on against him. And here you are alive and kicking!”
“What… My murder?” a befuddled Mithailal squeaked.
“Yes, because everybody believed you had been murdered
having been pushed into the burning flames of the brick kiln to
roast alive.”
Mohanlal narrated the entire sequence of events as they had
taken place, how after Mithailal had been discovered missing the
next morning, the charges and counter charges that had ensued
and how the police had conducted the investigation till legal
proceedings had taken over.
A visibly shaken Mithailal, shared his part of the story,
“That night, when Munshi and his aides were beating me, I was
really scared that they would most certainly kill me. Despite me
resisting, they dragged me towards the burning kiln and all the
while, they threatened to dump me in it. Somehow, I managed
to wrest myself from their hold and fled towards the highway in
a desperate attempt to escape from their clutches. At the same
time, a truck was passing by. I managed to get a grasp on its rear
mudguard and made my way to its rear coach. The truck brought
me here, to Calcutta. For a number of days, I could find no shelter
and loitered on its streets till I landed a job with the dal mill owner.
I was so frightened that I informed nobody of my whereabouts. I
dared not even contact my own wife.”
Mohanlal noted down Mithailal’s present address. Then he
tried to persuade Mithailal to accompany him back to the Basti so
that his imprisoned brother could be acquitted from the murder
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charge. But Mithailal was far from being so easily convinced that
going back was the right thing for him to do. So deep rooted was
the fear of what could happen to him again if he were to return
that he couldn’t bring himself around to returning and all over
again jeopardizing his safety. He felt it was wiser to vamoose once
again. He tried to get away saying, “Look, right now I really don’t
have the money. So, whenever I have it, I will come.”
“Not to worry about the expense. I will pay for everything,”
Mohanlal insisted.
Fear accompanied with a deep rooted insecurity, a sense of
uncertainty changes the entire perspective of looking at one’s
life’s dimensions. Fear is a consuming emotion and completely
blights one’s thought process, behavioural patterns, interactions
and belief in oneself. It completely shatters one’s confidence and
ability to rationalize issues.
Mohanlal struggled, tried all possible measures in a desperate
attempt to convince Mithailal to accompany him to Basti.
Eventually, his continuous persistence bore fruit. Mithailal
relented agreeing to go back with him. The very next day, they
bought two train tickets to Basti. Before boarding the train,
Mohanlal had intimated his relatives on the phone about this
latest development.
After undertaking a two day journey, their train chugged
into the Basti station. The platform was choking with a sea of
people surging and waiting to catch a glimpse of Mithailal. The
police too expecting some possible trouble were present in full
force. Mohanlal descended from the compartment accompanied
by Mithailal. Still skeptical, the people were agog to see him.
Mithailal was actually there for real! Cordoning the immediate
area around Mithailal, the police pulled him away from the
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crowd and carried him away in their jeep. Slowly people’s
reactions started coming in and their stance took a complete
somersault. They started denouncing the police atrocities,
their irregularities and their irresponsibilities and now raised
sympathy with Vinod. Different voices could be heard stating the
same opinion: ‘The poor man Vinod had been victimized’, ‘The
police had made a false case against an innocent man charging
him for the murder of a man who was fine, alive and kicking,
and had put him behind bars’, ‘An innocent man had been put
through mental and physical abuse and was exploited due to the
police negligence’ and so on. Common man and the media had
discovered their latest scapegoat!
Mob behaviour is indeed unpredictable. Public opinion is so
fickle and transitory. At one point of time, they were surrounding
the police station, raising slogans, demanding Vinod’s immediate
arrest and imprisonment. They had in fact insinuated and made
allegations against the police for accepting bribes from Vinod
Sahu to save him. At present, the same public was condemning
the police for arresting Vinod, the poor guy, who was at the
receiving end of police injustice. Newspapers had found their
fresh headlines! Mithailal’s discovery and his photographs were
splashed on the front pages of the newspapers. The political
opposition leaders immediately came to the fore to criticize the
ruling party, leaving no stone unturned to draw attention to their
inadequacies. Did they really deserve to run the administration?
Was it fair to leave the fate of the people in the hands of such an
irresponsible party? Mayhem had become the order of the day.
The police was in a state of complete bedlam with constant brick
bats coming their way. Other allegations were made like in case of
having not found the dead body, what business did the police have
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to submit a charge sheet of murder against Vinod Sahu? Had they
laid hands on some other evidential facts? The list of questions
being raised by the public was never ending.
To avoid any further mudslinging and of course to save their
faces, the senior officials decided to move the case to the Crime
Branch.
Mithailal’s wife too had been present at the railway station
when he got off the train. As soon as she had caught sight of him,
she was overwhelmed with contradictory emotions. Unable to
stand there any longer, she ran back. A year back when Mithailal
had disappeared, she had no inkling of how she was going to
survive. A lone woman becomes an easy prey in our lecherous
society. It had been getting more and more difficult for her
to survive. A woman needs protection against the evil eyes of
this world and slowly, she had come to terms with the fact that
Mithailal was now no more. So, she had started living in with
Bhikhulal of the same village. The recent development had put
her in a strange predicament. What would she do now? Poor
Mithailal when he came to know about it was broken inside, but
there was little he could do to get her back. After all, to some
extent it was his own fault. He had given no indication of his
still being alive. Only as long as a man is alive can he impact the
lives of the living. Once declared dead, he is nothing but a pile
of earth. A strong draft of wind can carry it away to unknown
lands. This is the irony of life! This is what we call destiny! Life is
doled out to each in its own unique form! Every man has his own
story to narrate, his own special impressions to leave behind!
It still remained to be proved before the court that this man
was ‘the’ Mithailal. This was a case of a living man having to prove
his identity all over again. Vinod Sahu’s lawyer came forward to
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help Mithailal accomplish the same and to complete the required
formalities. The date for the case hearing was set for the coming
Monday.
The entire town had descended to hear the verdict of
Mithailal’s murder case. The court was jampacked with people
curious to know the outcome. The judge arrived and the
proceedings began.
The court peon announced, “Mithailal to be present, please!”
Dimensions
Poverty was my sole folly
along with the will to stay alive!
My home was reduced to shambles long ago
yet hope still continues to linger on!
Not ignorant to the bleak reality
that my future holds only pain and more pain!
Those that once had raised their voices in my support,
today, no longer stand in my support!
What prevents them from denouncing
that this is the curse of my destiny!
To search my true identity is now my only claim.
Then why those voices no longer declare
He is nothing but a breathing cadaver!

5

Abduction
“Are you aware that Rohit is back? But his father is not ready to
let him meet anyone,” Sub-inspector Ram Singh informed his
colleague Vijay.
“Yeah, we did learn about it. We were told that his father had
to cough up a hefty sum of one crore for his release. I believe that
for the last two weeks there had been negotiations going on over
the ransom money,” was Vijay’s update on the case.
“The police tried to intervene and extend their help but the
family was most disinclined to take their support. In spite of
their repeated efforts, the family members refused to divulge any
information, preferring to keep them totally in the dark and away
from their dealings with the abductors. And then, we have people
carrying this chip on their shoulder that the police does not come
forth and help them.”
“Well I hope you realize that Rohit happens to be their only
child. And I believe the abductors had threatened them with
dire consequences if they were to seek help from the police. So,
naturally, the parents couldn’t bring themselves to believe that
the police would be able to save their son. They happen to be very
affluential folks and preferred to rely on their riches instead.”
“But one must concede that the present SP Sahib has formed
a team of very efficient detectives and has selected a very bold
and bright set of inspectors to deal with this gang. Unfortunately,
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this gang has now tasted blood so there will be no holding them
back. And as you are aware this city has umpteen rich houses. I
truly fail to understand their compulsion to refuse our help and
hand over the ransom for their son’s release. Now the other rich
families will have to bear the brunt of their omission. Their poor
kids stand exposed to a grave threat, their lives and safety being
at stake. The families are truly in a fix. Our sympathies are with
them.
“As it is, the entire police force is having to sweat it out and
is trying their best to nab the culprits. But really, the public
should also be ready to take some risk, and extend some support
in sabotaging the evil intentions of these rogues,” Ram Singh’s
indignation was becoming apparent as he rambled on.
“Arre, what are you saying? Are you aware that for three full
days after the abduction nobody had an inkling? Do you know
how word spreads? The amazing part is that even when the news
was out in the open, the family refused to file an FIR. It was only
after we had tapped their phone lines that we came to know about
an exchange going on between the family and the abductors over
the ransom amount. It was then that Kaptan Sahib asked for an
Enquiry Report from Deputy Sahib and on that basis the case was
filed,” Vijay elaborated.
“Oh yes, I am aware that you had been managing this case on
the instructions of Kaptan Sahib himself,” Ram Singh agreed.
“Yeah, that’s true. Actually, I was present when Kaptan
Sahib had called Ghanshyam Pandey, Rohit’s father and met
him personally. Kaptan Sahib had been very sympathetic in his
dealing with him and had tried very hard to placate him. In fact,
he had even gone to the extent of reassuring him that he would
personally handle the case but it was to no avail. Ghanshyam
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did not deter from his resolve and in spite of repeated urgings
and questionnaire sessions, we could not get anything out of the
man. His mouth remained sealed. Kaptan Sahib even made an
attempt to arouse his conscience after no amount of personal
assurances and consolation had worked. He warned Ghanshyam
of the repercussions of his action, of his self centered stance, of
how he was putting the life of so many other children at risk but
Pandey remained adamant. In spite of the fact that he knew the
name and the whereabouts of the gang, he refused to divulge any
information. All that came out of Ghanshyam mouth after every
query was, “You are the police. It is your duty to find out, I know
nothing.”
“Strange are the ways of these people. After all, we are also
human. What was he trying to insinuate, that, we have the ‘third
eye’ of ‘Lord Shiva’ which will help us to discover all? The only way
we can find out is through investigation and by making enquiries
here and there, asking people…
“And listen! not just that. That day Ghanshyam went out of
line. You know he has the gall to say whatever comes into his head
without giving it any thought. He threw a challenge at Kaptan
Sahib saying that the kidnappers had a lot of clout. So, in such
a scenario the police could not touch them with a barge pole let
alone talk of harming them. And even if some gutsy police officer
did have the gumption to take up cudgels against these rogues
what would eventually come out of it was that he would simply be
transferred and then what? Where would he find protection then?
Who would save his child?” Vijay’s throat had begun to feel dry
and his voice was beginning to crack.
“Well, come to think of it. Ghanshyam has a point in what he
said. But then what was Kaptan Sahib’s reaction to his outburst?
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After all, he is a man with a lot of steam. I am sure he must have
lost his temper,” enquired Ram Singh in awe of his ‘Sahib’.
“Oh yes! There and then, had come his retaliation. He had
said, “Mister, I know my job, you do not need to tell me what is
within my jurisdiction and what is not. I can work out this case
without your help. You may leave.” He instructed all of us to keep
away from Ghanshyam Pandey. In fact, Sahib is related to retired
Director General settled here. Kaptan Sahib met him. Since the
gang had been active even during the retired General’s service so
he happened to know a lot about their working.”
“Okay, what are Kaptan Sahib’s orders for us?”
“We have been told to be ready and wait as he may give orders
for a raid anytime very soon. In fact, after the ransom amount
had been handed over, a lot of other things have come to light.
An informer of mine has also provided some details about which I
have already updated Kaptan Sahib. I suppose the only reason he is
still holding back is that no FIR has been filed so far by Ghanshyam
or Rohit, nor, are they willing to give their confirmation, so it is
difficult to establish the case. His hands are tied for the moment
as he has no ground based on which he can give orders for the
‘raid’.”
Vijay and Ram Singh spent the major part of the day discussing
the pros and the cons of the case while they waited for instructions
on a further course of action.
All this while, Kaptan Sahib was busy working out a plan to
circumvent this hostile situation. Strange are the scheme of things!
Meanwhile, the DGP was also being kept in the loop. There was
one crucial bit of information that the Kaptan Sahib had managed
to lay his hands upon. In fact, he further had the information
confirmed through the informer. And still no complaints! No FIR!
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No formal applications!
Influential people were involved, one of them was an elected
representative of the people. The police was well aware of the
vicious loop they were in. They were well aware what an immense
embarrassment it would mean for them if they went ahead
and took action and found nothing that would implicate the
scoundrels. How would they save their face then? Even the victim
would conveniently feign ignorance. But not to be dissuaded, the
police had gone ahead studiously covering their backs. They had
thoroughly done their homework and now had all the necessary
information with them.
Once again Ghanshyam was called for. Fresh efforts were
made to convince him that he and his family were safe with the
police on guard 24x7 but to no avail. The man was freaking out,
hysterical, “Look Saab, spare me. Only if they let me live will I
enjoy my family ‘na’. My son is back with us. Nothing else matters
to me beyond our safety. You may be here with us today but what
about tomorrow? I have no wish to take up any action against
these people. Saab, I am an ordinary man, please let me live my
ordinary life. I can’t afford to bear the brunt of their enmity. Saab
please let me go, I don’t want to file any FIR against them please.
No sir, no sir.”
“Calm down, I know that you are right in your opinion. But
please, for a few seconds, think beyond yourself and your family.
We are all living in a society and we owe something to it and our
other brethren too. Please consider, today this has happened with
you, tomorrow the same could happen with somebody else. If
these people are not stopped now, they will feel encouraged and
will brazenly conduct further kidnappings. In fact, if this is not
stemmed at its very onset, it will become a daily affair as they
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will realize that the victims will not squeal on them, thereby,
leaving the law and order machinery helpless and unable to take
any action against them. In such a situation, don’t you think it
becomes your responsibility too?” Kaptan Sahib persisted.
But his words fell on deaf ears. “Look Saab, I’ve already told
you, this is not my job, it is yours to nab criminals. I really don’t
know anything, so please, I am begging, let me go.” Ghanshyam
insisted with a strait-laced expression.
“Look, we too are working on this because we are committed
to perform our duty with honesty and to the best of our ability
in order to safeguard people such as you. You did not bother to
inform us of your child’s abduction. Anyhow, it is not possible to
hide things from the police so we managed to find out all the major
details regarding this kidnapping too. You know we will eventually
catch the culprits. They cannot escape our net, but how do you
think punishment can be meted out to the deserving if you do
not agree to give your testimony. Herein lies your responsibility
as a sincere citizen to come forward and testify once the police
action has been taken. Kindly give it due consideration and think
it over. To tolerate injustice is to encourage crime. Thank you so
much,” curtly and without waiting for a response from him, the
SP showed him out.
No doubt, the job was not without its risk. If the police
were to galvanize into going ahead and taking necessary action
and fail to find any concrete evidence against the culprits,
they were doomed. They would face condemnation from every
possible direction. Still to ignore it, sit idle and do nothing
was not acceptable. Finally, putting their heads together the
police officials chalked out a plan of action – a few reliable
and efficient officials were deputed to keep a constant tab on
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the prime suspect. Around a week later, he was seen visiting
the Netaji’s house. When he came out, netaji too accompanied
him to see him off. ‘The moment netaji’s back was turned the
police pounced upon the suspect and arrested him. Even before
netaji could realize, turn and come out of the house, the suspect
Abhimanyu Singh was whisked away in a police vehicle. The
officials monitoring the operation were about to follow in their
respective vehicles when they were stopped by ‘netaji’. Lot of
acrimony, heated exchange and a mild tussle ensued with both
the parties threatening the other with dire consequences.
“You will rue this day. I will be seeing you soon.” But the
officials deputed to perform this task were tough and prepared to
take on such a bold action.
The police officials were galvanized to get onto the top of
the situation. Abhimanyu Singh underwent gruelling sessions
of interrogation. One after another questions were thrown at
him. Many times he changed his statement but the police was
well prepared. His statements were immediately corroborated
with the facts that the police team had very meticulously put
together. In a time span of ten hours, Abhimanyu Singh kept
changing his statements and all of them turned out to be false.
The frustrated group of officials, fed up with his lies, threatened
him, “Okay! It looks like the only language you will understand
is the Daroga’s.”
True to their word, Abhimanyu keeled under Daroga’s
pressure tactics in four hours. Obviously, he had never had the
taste of physical brutality behind bars. It was after several years
that he had fallen into the police trap. In the meantime, a second
police team raided Abhimanyu’s house and his other joints where
they laid hands on pass books, letter heads, incriminating letters,
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telephone bills, diaries, etc. After scrutinizing these evidences and
their contents, several new names came to the fore and a police
force was immediately dispatched to pick these people up.
During interrogation, the police played a vile trick on the
arrested. They showed them a video of their leader being brutally
tortured and beaten up, then of him pleading for mercy and
squealing some facts to the police queries. As a consequence, one
by one, all the gang members revealed their working details and
how they had carried out the abduction. One or two of them who
seemed to be wiser and were holding out were given the assurance
of being made witness and be spared the punishment.
As the saying goes, ‘A lie has no wings so it does not go very far’.
To hide a lie, one lands up speaking several more and somewhere
in the process one’s lie is finally revealed and one stands exposed.
Abhimanyu opened up, “Saab, this is a very dangerous business
though the rewards are equally hefty. It was another team that
had kidnapped Rohit. Then after picking him up, they handed
him over at the pre-decided meeting place to a second team, who
kept him under their custody till the nitty-gritty of the deal was
thrashed out. The task was carried out by Sanjay Shukla who is a
resident of this city itself. He had received a sum of rupees five
lakhs.”
“Is he your man?” enquired the police official.
“No sir, we hired him. He belongs to a gang known to be
effective.”
“Why was Rohit chosen to be abducted? Was there any special
reason?”
“No, not really! It was because of Rohit’s habits and his
richness that made him an easy target for kidnapping. Rohit
happens to be the son of a very rich father. He goes around in
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his own car, carries an expensive mobile, maintains a number of
girlfriends. He has a coterie of friends with whom he is a regular
at a well-known prestigious gym. In this entire network, there
are informers and others who conduct surveys and are small time
petty criminals. If the case appears to be of interest to the main
gang, these guys also make money around ten to fifteen thousand
rupees,” Abhimanyu gave the information.
“Who was the informer in Rohit’s case?”
“A friend of Rajan, he is studying in D.A.V. College. Rajan is
one of Rohit’s good friends, and is familiar with his daily schedule
and activities. He happens to hail from a poor family but all his
financial and other personal needs are footed by Rohit.”
“You mean to say that college boys are involved in these kind
of activities?”
“Yes sir, these boys have so many nefarious tendencies and
indulgences that they require this kind of pin money to fulfil their
needs. Hence, it becomes easy to involve them in these activities.”
“Amazing, what a deal eh! So all this show of ‘student power’
is a mere sham. This is what lies behind their postings,” reacted
an upset official as he stamped hard on the informer’s foot.
“Saab, I’ll die Saab, spare me please Saab, it is hurting, ouch!
I am telling you the absolute truth and nothing but the truth.
Please sir, don’t hit me,” pleaded Abhimanyu Singh.
The other officer in the room stopped him and prompted
Abhimanyu to continue.
“Sir, you need to arrest Sanjeev Shukla, Rajan and Manoj.
They will be able to tell you the rest.”
“No way, you tell us all of what you know. I understand that
you are very much in the picture so go ahead and tell us about
the entire course of the event. You know we people are not so
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bright. Come on, out with it all. When and from where was Rohit
picked up? Where was he kept in hiding? Who negotiated the
entire deal? How did they make the payment and what was the
meeting ground? Where was Rohit dropped off after the ransom
was received? How was and between whom was the ransom
amount distributed? Which is the other group who kept him in
their custody?” the impatient police official bombarded him with
a volley of questions.
“Saab, my throat is parched. Can I get some water? Then, I will
tell you and sir, a cup of tea would be really welcome.”
“Hey, you good for nothing nincompoop. What do you think,
you are sitting in your party’s office?” roared a police constable
on the side. “Why? What a change of heart eh!”
Abhimanyu responded with a cautious nod not certain of
what was expected of him.
Life is unpredictable. But at present, the stars seemed to
be favouring the police force. They got success in whatever or
wherever they reached out. Two police squads arrested Rajan,
Manoj and Sanjeev. It took very little effort and coaxing to get
them to disclose whatever they knew as Abhimanyu’s arrest was
in their knowledge. It was of no use to put up any resistance.
Slowly, several facts which had not been revealed so far by even
Abhimanyu began to come to light.
Both Netaji’s and Abhimanyu’s telephonic numbers and their
bills were extensively analysed by the police. Some of the mobile
numbers were also identified from which or on which frequent
calls had been made from the day of the kidnapping to the final day
when the ransom was paid. Though technological advancement
comes with pros and cons, it expedited the identification of the
involved kidnappers. They had all the necessary details in their
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custody: when and from which mobile number the call was made
and what was its duration. In fact from the mobile, the location
was also identified. Although most details had been gathered yet
they had to make them admit their crime.
Abhimanyu, an assembly legislator and a political worker in
past, had become a very seasoned criminal. He had changed his
party thrice as per the change in the political scenario. Despite all
the evidences, he hadn’t admitted his involvement in the crime.
The entire day passed. Next morning, he had to appear before
the court. As per law, nobody can be detained in jail for more than
twenty four hours without the court’s jurisdiction.
Abhimanyu knew that the police already had laid their hands
on his ‘illegal documents’, ‘diaries’ and ‘telephone bills’. Realizing
that the tide was turning against him, he played another card
and changed his statement, “I have decided to reveal the truth.
This deal was conducted at netaji’s behest in his residence. Two
of netaji’s nephews are staying in the university hostel. On the
first day, Rohit was kept there and then he was handed over to
members of Sabir gang in Matiyari. He was with them after that,”
Abhimanyu declared.
“’Aha! To save your skin you’ve cooked up a new tale, is it?”
“No sir, I am well aware that I am trapped. I cannot escape. So,
I am telling you the truth. You need to arrest these two nephews.
You will find Sabir in Maityari. You have your police force deputed
there as well, why don’t you call them up and check for yourself?
Everything will be clear, Saab.”
By morning 6 o’clock, both the nephews and Sabir were
arrested. Most of Abhimanyu’s information turned out to be
correct.
The initial ransom demand had been for rupees one crore

82

Hukum!

but the deal was finally sealed at rupees sixty five lakhs. Several
people had their cut in this amount. Netaji had received the
princely sum of twenty five lakhs. Abhimanyu did share all this
information with police.
No matter whatever steps are taken to maintain an absolute
secrecy but somehow things have a way of leaking out. The fault
lies somewhat in the police system and the media.
The following day’s newspapers carried headlines screaming
out colourful details of the case.
But Rohit and his father maintained their silence. After
continuous persuasion and a fair share of threats, they eventually,
came out with a brief statement.
The police officials were well aware that if they were going to
tangle with some big shot, repercussions were bound to follow.
So, they decided to take the call. Why not first make the kill and
then fall! On the basis of the statements given by both Ghanshyam
and Rohit, they got a warrant issued straight from the court in
the name of ‘netaji’. All netaji’s haunts were simultaneously
raided but he was not to be found anywhere. He was constantly
making statements to the press but the search for him was getting
no success. His information network was faster than the police
informers. To top it all, as soon as the raids began so followed
their troubles.
“I am the IG speaking.”
“Jai Hind Sir.”
“Why was I not informed about the raids you carried out
yesterday, Netaji is very annoyed.”
“Sir, we have evidence against him…”
“Nothing doing. You better get down to studying the issue in
detail and let me know exactly what all this is about.”
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“Yes Sir! I will be there by evening with all the necessary
data.”
“Okay!” And the phone disconnected. By evening the
Superintendent of Police had submitted all the case details, its
findings along with a copy of the warrant issued by the court.
Within the following three days, the Police Superintendent
was transferred. He handed over the charge immediately and left
for his new posting.
A few days later, he happened to call on the IG who came
forward to meet him with an unusual show of enthusiasm.
The police superintendent, however, put forth an innocuous
question before him, “Sir, all I want from you is to learn the
reason behind my unceremonious marching orders? Had I done
something out of league from my professional commitment
and sincerity?” His question was followed by pin drop silence.
The IG spoke, “Listen brother, you are very well aware that I
am always cautioning my subordinates. I had warned you too
to safe guard your integrity…” He left the sentence incomplete
in mid-air.
“Yes Sir, of course!” the police superintendent responded. He
understood what the IG was trying to say. With a salute and echoing
a ‘Jai Hind’ he came out of the IG’s office. Multiple thoughts kept
spinning through his mind. How does one maintain one’s integrity
and for whom? For oneself or for another? For one’s principles or
for reality? For our today or for the coming tomorrow? For the
benefit of our own eyes or how the rest of the world perceives
it? He felt cheated. He felt as if his identity had been abducted or
snatched away from him. He was helpless to rebel and voice his
anger, his frustration against this gross act of injustice.
Gradually, the realization dawned upon him that come what
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may he would not submit but struggle and fight against this system
to win back his identity, his integrity. Under no circumstance
would he allow his conscience to be up for ransom. No way! He
felt a weight lift off his inner self; a sense of euphoria settled upon
him. He had made his choice. The path he would traverse now
beckoned him!!!
In the Midstream
To walk away from one’s very self
may not be so easy!
Not even an inkling he had
that he was to be dubbed
yet another dumb onlooker!
He fought off
his external circumstances
to come away as a winner,
but failed to realise
that his very own world
would finally outstage him.
Wielding his – very oar
he swung the course of the tide,
only to return to the resonance,
that it was he
who lacked the gall!
But he should know
that he is the final master
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of the high seas,
and no matter
what those standing on the brink
have to say,
their version would always be
devoid of the truth!
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Lost in the Womb of the Ganges
The telephone’s sharp, resonating, clattering ring shattered the
quietness of the still, dark night. Ramesh woke up with a start and
reached out to pick up the phone receiver. It was 2 o’clock! Who
could it be at this unearthly hour?
A nervous voice spoke, “Uncle, this is Ravi, Mukul’s friend.
Today Uncle, after having dinner together, all of us, had come to
Bithoor. We were all enjoying when Mukul slipped and fell into
the Ganges. We and the authorities here have searched a lot but
he is nowhere to be found. Please Uncle, come quickly. We don’t
know what we should do. We are waiting here, in Bithoor only.”
Stumped, with his mind still trying to absorb what he had just
heard, Ramesh mumbled, “Hello! Hello! Are you still there? How
did all this happen?”
“Uncle, please come quickly. We are trying to find him. I am
putting down the phone.”
Ramesh slumped on the bed with a loud thud, his face had
turned ashen with the blood draining from his features. His wife
switched on the light. Sensing that something had gone very
wrong, she shook her husband’s shoulder, “Ji, what has happened?
Who was it on the call? What was he saying?”
Ramesh responded unfeelingly, “Nothing, nothing to worry
about, go back to sleep.” He knew that he could not share this
information with her, she was already very unwell, suffering both
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from hypertension and diabetes. He did not want to give her any
stress so he thought better not to disclose the details of the mishap.
Rameshji was a very decent and courageous man who had
spent his life working as an Air Force Officer. After retirement, he
had joined a private firm. But age spares none. It takes its toll, be
it a prince or a pauper. Mukul happened to be their only child. It
was his last year in the ITI and he was scheduled to come home for
good after a couple of days.
Both Ramesh and his wife had been eagerly awaiting his
arrival, counting the days and preparing for a special welcome
when he would come back home. Sudha was ecstatic, she had been
pottering around the house, readying her son’s room, preparing
all his favourite delicacies. Suddenly, all her aches and pains, her
constant complaints about how miserable her ailment made her
feel had all vanished. But it seemed life had some other plans.
Ramesh somehow collected his thoughts together. Gathering
his wits about him slowly, he spoke, “Sudha, some urgent company
issues have come up, I will have to leave immediately and attend
to them.”
“What? Are you going to go all alone at this hour? Why don’t
you go in the morning? What is it that is so urgent that it can’t be
postponed till morning?”
“No, no, it can’t wait. I have to attend to it immediately,”
reacted Ramesh with an agitated shrug. Then, quickly changing
his clothes, he picked up his wallet and hurried towards his car.
He drove down along the dark, eerie desolate roads with his
mind in a state of constant upheaval. He was devastated. There
was an ongoing conflict between his head and his heart. His mind
told him that what he had heard on the phone was now their life’s
reality but his heart refused to accept it. Bithoor was around a
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hundred and fifty kilometers away. The journey would take him
a minimum of three hours to reach. Mukul’s face kept flashing
before his eyes. Something within him was keeping his hope
alive. His inner voice said that on his arrival in Bithoor, he would
find his beloved son waiting to welcome him. He kept reassuring
himself for the entire journey that by now they would have found
his son. “God, please have mercy on us. Keep our son safe,” he
prayed fervently, hoping for a miracle to happen, hoping that
what his ears had heard was a false alarm. Tears were streaming
down his anxious features. “Oh God, please spare us. No, you can’t
take him away from us. He is our only reason to live, our only
support. Lord show mercy. Mukul has barely started his life, you
have to give him the chance to experience it. If you feel that I have
done something wrong, then take me away, but spare my son. Oh
Ganga maiya, please save my son. Keep him safe.”
Slowly light spread through the skies as the day dawned.
Ramesh had reached Bithoor, he drove up to the local police
station. The guard on duty instructed him to park his car in the
allotted area for public parking but Ramesh was beyond caring.
With his mind already preoccupied, he stopped the car and
hopped out. With his heart still in his mouth he asked, “I am
Mukul’s father. Have they found him?”
“Some college boys are already inside with ‘Bade Saab’. Please,
you may go in,” saying the sentry directed him to the office.
Noticing his arrival, Ravi immediately leapt out of his seat and
taking Ramesh into a bear hug, he sobbed uncontrollably, “Uncle,
we have lost Mukul.” There were two other youngsters present in
the office, his friend Manoj and a girl, Soma.
“Sir, are you Mukul’s father?” queried Inspector Preetam Singh.
“Yes, I am,” pulling himself away from Ravi, Ramesh
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responded in a daze.
“Please be seated. Would you like to have a cup of tea? Ram
Singh, get us some tea,” the Inspector hailed the peon outside.
“Oh please! I don’t want any tea. Please tell me what has
happened to Mukul?” an anxious Ramesh persisted waving aside
the inspector’s suggestion.
“Sir, we have spent all of last night conducting a detailed
search and combing the waters. Many trained divers and fishermen
have dived into the waters and searched for him at length but
to no avail. Then, yesterday night, there was a constant, heavy
downpour, due to which the river Ganges is in a spate, as a result
so far we have not tasted any success. All the other police stations
along the course of the river have already been put on high alert
and they are all trying their level best as well,” the inspector
rattled off an explanation.
A distracted Ramesh interjected, “But I fail to understand
what these boys were doing so late in the night, and so far away,
more than 20 kilometres from their college near the banks of the
river? And which is that spot from where Mukul toppled into the
river waters? If you don’t mind I would first like to visit that spot?”
“Yes, of course, please come,” Preetam Singh nodded his head
pointing towards the vehicles. Everyone got into the vehicle.
Enroute Ravi kept explaining “Actually, as you know uncle,
yesterday was the last day of our college. All three of us along
with Soma had got together over dinner at a restaurant near our
college. Impromptu someone suggested that why not go for a long
drive. So we got into Manoj’s car and drove right upto Bithoor. In
fact, it was Mukul who gave this suggestion. We were…”
Ravi realized that Ramesh was no longer lending his ear to
what he was saying, instead his eyes were drifting repeatedly
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towards Soma as if they wanted an answer to an obvious question
bothering him.
Sensing his quandary, Ravi elaborated, “Soma is like a sister to
Mukul. She is doing her fourth year in the Medical College. They
used to often meet up.” This came as news to Ramesh. He wondered
why Mukul had not felt the need to mention it to them and now
these boys were conveniently laying all the blame on Mukul.
The driver brought the car to a halt. Preetam Singh instructed
them to get off as they had reached the spot. Everyone got off
and walked up a small hillock right in front of them. Immediately
below the edge of the hill after a twenty feet fall, were the River
Ganges waters cascading downstream at a roaring pace. Soma,
who so far had maintained a studied silence, broke down. With
tears streaming copiously down her cheeks, she said, “Uncle, this
is the place from where Mukul slipped and fell into the river.
Within seconds he was gone, we looked and searched desperately
but there was no trace of him.”
Ramesh stood there, still as a stone, yet not willing to believe
what he was being told and what he was seeing for himself. Several
questions were still racing through his harrowed mind.
Somehow, something was making him doubt the intentions
of Mukul’s friends. Something within him was telling him that it
was not just an unfortunate incident, not just a stroke of ill luck.
He sensed something more to this entire sequence of events. Yes,
there was something fishy somewhere, some of the pieces were
missing for sure. Is it possible that one of them had pushed Mukul?
Is this girl the reason behind this terrible accident? Ramesh’s
mind was in a quandary, he was just not being able to believe their
words. The loss of his son was weighing heavily on his senses. He
could somehow sense that these people were just knitting a yarn
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to convince him of other than the truth, that they were hiding the
facts to safeguard their hides.
“Inspector, I request you to immediately call for motor boats
and have nets thrown once again to comb the entire region. It
is possible that Mukul may have lost consciousness as a result of
the impact of his fall and may be lying somewhere unconscious,”
Ramesh insisted.
“Yes, why not, let us give it another try,” the inspector agreed.
Time lapsed and still no action was apparent. Ramesh
repeated his request. But, it was no longer within the inspector’s
jurisdiction. Though he had already sent word for motor boats to
be provided, he was well aware of the impracticality of this action.
Firstly, it was no mean task to search for a body in the Ganges
waters, searching for one would result in the discovery of several
other dead bodies and that would mean the opening of a Pandoras’
Box. Then would begin the monumental task of identifying each
one of them and getting their ‘panchayatnama’. It would become
an incomprehensible exercise. He was dreading its very thought.
It nixed the compassion he might have had for a father’s angst.
All he could think was to find a way to circumvent the foreseen
complex situation.
Ramesh had only recently retired from the Air Force, so
fortunately his contacts within were still fresh.
Sensing the delay, he approached his former force seniors
requesting them to help expedite action. Early next morning, Air
Force helicopters surveyed the area for several miles following
the course of the river but the entire exercise bore no fruit. The
harried father again rushed for help to the SSP’s office, “Please, do
something to find my son. You have to help me find him, please.
You can do it, please sir,” he moaned. But the SSP had nothing
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new to give, he merely repeated the same stance taken by the
Dy. SP. The Dy. SP’s report was obviously what the SSP had heard
verbatim from Preetam Singh, the inspector. If he had personally
invested his own time and effort that only he or God could tell!
For the police, dealing with such cases was a daily routine. But
for a father who had lost his only son, his entire world had come
crashing down upon him. No one could realize the extent of his
pain, his suffering and his colossal loss. The department has its
own method of perceiving and presenting a case – to do less but
present more. This is their typical mode of functioning in this
callous, self-seeking world. Enriched by their past experiences,
they draw foregone conclusions feeling no need to put in any
special effort in a fresh case.
Running from pillar to post with no signs of any ray of hope,
Ramesh had no alternative left but to compromise his stance.
“Saab, I understand that the chances of Mukul being alive
are slim but at least help us recover his remains,” pleaded the
desperate father.
“Well, we are trying our level best,” came the standard answer.
The next day, all the newspapers were splattered with
the report of the incident. Media has such long and alert ears
that they are privy to even late night happenings. Information
agencies maintain very strong networking, in fact, in most cases,
the moment a rumour of an incident floats, reporters themselves
call up their sources and get the news doubly confirmed.
However, in this case since it happened to be a flash news
and had been printed without a detailed cross examination
and confirmation, the facts that were printed carried different
versions. The more people Ramesh came in contact with, the
more different version of the incident surfaced. Everyone added
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some spice, some angle of their own further entangling the issue.
Gradually, the doubt in Ramesh’s mind began to take deeper
roots. On the other hand, the police department was unable to
take on a foolproof stance. Ramesh could feel his nerves tauten
with every passing version till he could take it no more. He broke
down and wept inconsolably. They say that when the soul is about
to discard its earthly form, the intensity of that experience is
incomparable. And if a living human being undergoes a similar
level of excruciating pain, then a wave of peace, tolerance comes to
settle upon him – similar to what Ramesh was now experiencing.
On the other hand, because of innumerable ailments, his wife
failed to absorb the shocking truth and fell unconscious. It was
too much for her to bear. On gaining consciousness, she remained
delirious and mumbled to whosoever she lay sight on, “Please find
my Mukul, I know he is alive, he has only lost his way, please find
him for me. I will remain eternally grateful, I will give you whatever I
have. I only want my son. Please bring him back to me.”
Ramesh rushed back home when he was informed of his
wife’s precarious condition. Hope was gradually snuffing out. The
tragedy had even shaken his belief in the Almighty! He had lost
his only child – a strapping young man who had just completed his
professional education and was to come back to them and to his
home. So many hidden dreams had been waiting to be realized,
so many expectations had died permanently, shattered by one
brutal blow dealt by heartless destiny. Their entire life had come
crumbling down with no purpose, hope or aspiration.
Ramesh would try to console his wife but when the pain
would become unbearable he would quietly go into a corner
and shed tears wallowing in a grief that would now last them
lifelong. All their relatives immediately turned up to share their
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loss but what difference could their presence make and for how
long. Some stayed for a couple of days, some for a few days more
while there were others who in their earnestness to return to
their work insisted that the last rites be performed earlier than
the scheduled date. None of them even once suggested that they
would join Ramesh in his effort to recover his son’s remains. But
why should he pass any judgement on others. Each has his own
level of compassion and ability to sacrifice!
A few more days went by but it did nothing to dull the couple’s
hope or their anguish. Ramesh made another trip to Bithoor and
from there to Mukul’s college. He went and met several students
and professors. Everyone had only praises for Mukul and extended
their sincere condolence for his loss. Beyond that nobody could do
much. But yes! No one was ready to answer his one query – was late
night party culture or staying out of the hostel premises till the wee
hours of the night, a part of the accepted norm in the institution?
For an inexplicable reason, Ramesh’s mind kept reverting to Mukul’s
friend Manoj who happened to hail from Etawah. It was a seedy
town, known for nurturing the criminal elements further instilling
doubts in his mind. Then Soma’s face would keep resurfacing
between the two, raising his suspicions to another degree.
Every time some new bit of information came his way, Ramesh
would rush to the SP to keep him in the loop. But this time, when
he went to the SP’s office he was told that a new SP had taken
charge as the earlier one had been transferred. He had to undergo
the entire process all over again. He narrated the entire episode
from scratch and begged the new SP to take some steps to help
him unearth the truth behind the mishap. Only after repeated
efforts had he managed to earn the sympathy of the earlier SP
and his staff but now he had to make a fresh start.
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Again as was customary his entity was reduced to a mere scrap
of paper stowed away in a case file with his son’s name stamped on
top. Whenever he would approach the office with some new bit of
enquiry, his identity would be searched from amongst the several
file racks. Soon followed the transfer orders of the then SHO as well.
Once the new officer joined, it meant another round of the
entire process and formalities. Obviously, the investigation
now was offering no relief to Ramesh’s helpless plight. But he
somehow kept on, day after day wearing out his shoes, hanging
outside the doors wherever he could sense a glimmer of hope. In
the meantime, someone advised him to meet the local minister
and get a CID investigation done. Then followed the entire process
of the CID conducting an enquiry.
But it was to no gain! The only change that happened was that
the CID office took its own sweet time coming to a conclusion.
They kept sitting on the case warming their heels. Ramesh drew
some satisfaction from the fact that at least the case was being
investigated by the highest government agency. Whether the CID
actually went to the extent of dropping the net in the Ganges water
was not clear but a lot of people from the outside world did get
entangled in the net cast by the agency. This started a new loop.
Those in trouble started to approach Ramesh to help bail them
out of the CID officer’s dragnet. As is typical of human mentality,
those who had earlier been doubted upon by Ramesh, now sweet
talked him into believing their word and convincing him that
his earlier assumptions had been misconstrued. People will go to
any extent to get issues resolved their way, so, they approached
Ramesh’s close relatives to convince him in their favour.
Time passed. The Ganges water had played its cruel joke and
had swept Mukul away. Now that he was gone, his case had become
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a joke to be trivialized with. Some part in this was played by the
gossip mongers and the rest by the investigating team. Then,
there were team managers who created hurdles in the police
functioning and its effectiveness and of course, the lesser said
the better about the role played by the so called social heraldries.
Everyone was devoting their energy to site the goal when there
was no existent goal post left. Taking turns, they would kick
the ball randomly as they passed and claim to have successfully
secured a goal. As time passed, the referee too kept modulating
the rules as per their whimsical indulgence. Only Mukul’s mother
and father still continue to stand outside the playground as mute
spectators, breathing yet lifeless.
Reflection
To play on and accept
the pain that life doles out
is in itself
quite some achievement!
But to play
with other people’s life,
is symbolic of
the devil alive within you!
To perceive, to experience,
the eclipsed shadows of suffering!
And then as each life is snuffed out
to experience the angst, the pain
behind a mother’s loss
and her untold tale!
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Beyond the Alphabets
“Issue the orders for Shamsher Singh’s suspension immediately.
No hooliganism will be tolerated within the campus! None
whatsoever!”
“Students unity zindabad!”
Noisy loud slogans were reverberating from the direction
of the Vice Chancellor’s office. Suchitra noticed the crowd of
agitating students as she entered the university gate. She was
ignorant of the recent developments around the campus, having
just recovered from a long bout of illness. Curious, she asked her
friend, Manju, “Hey! What’s going on here? Why the commotion
and police around the campus?”
“That’s nothing new. Why are you surprised? After all, haven’t
you seen the police camping here for one reason or the other
throughout the year? But yesterday something has happened
again. I believe one of the lecturers misbehaved with one of
the girls. The matter has come to light and the student union is
reacting making it a contentions issue!
“Really! Who is the lecturer? And who is the girl in question?
Good God, this is really terrible!”
“Can’t you guess? It is the same self-proclaimed ‘Mr. Romeo’,
double ‘S’. This time, it is poor Jheel who was his victim.”
“That is so shameful! His services should have been
terminated long back. But I believe he has a lot of influential
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sway within the elite corridors. And of course, you know our
Vice Chancellor…”
“You just wait and watch, all this is going to yield nothing
eventually. Some are even saying it’s because of the political clout.
Already you know there are umpteen people coming forward and
advocating for Shamsher Singh…”
“Does that give him the right to behave like a lecherous
brute? Don’t we women have a right to dignity too? It is so typical
of these men. They have always exploited us women… Seriously,
this is getting scary.”
“I think that is enough, let us just drop it. Nothing is going
to come out of all this agitation. Any ways, I come here to study
and that should be our sole interest. I make it a point to stay
miles away from this Mr. Shamsher Singh. I am heading for the
library. If you feel like seeing Jheel, you can. She is rather upset
and truly shaken.” Leaving Suchitra with those thoughts, Manju
sauntered off towards the library. Multiple thoughts were racing
past Suchitra’s mind. Is this the expected level of a professor?
Why is the Vice Chancellor not taking necessary cognizance and
relative steps to ensure that nobody dares to commit such felony
in the future? In fact, why should there arise the need for the
student union or for that matter anybody else to intervene? Other
professors are not like this at all. Ashu sir is very nice and so are
the others. It is their moral duty to fight for justice. After all, is it
not an issue connected with women’s survival and freedom?
If women themselves were to shy away from actively
participating in protesting against injustice meted out to one of
their own then who would bother to even attempt to mitigate
their suffering. Still lost in her thoughts she approached the
Vice Chancellor’s office where the students had conglomerated
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outside. “Oh look! Who is here! Suchitra has also joined us,”
Sushil, the president of the student union took a dig at her. “So,
finally you’ve managed to make it.”
“You know that is not amusing. I have been sick all this while,
so there is no need to poke fun at me, okay!” came Suchitra’s
sharp reaction. Taking the hint, Sushil immediately reverted to
the issue at hand. Updating her on the recent developments, he
informed her on how for the last three days he had been scuttling
between the offices and the campus to garner support, and how
he had gone about meeting all the officers in the administration.
The amusing part was that though each one of these officials had
expressed their anger and shunned the act, no one was willing
to extend their support in the open. Obviously, they were either
disinclined to do so or worried about the after consequence of
their act. This happening was not the first of its kind and would
certainly not be the last. It could happen with anybody. The police
had refused to register the case unless Jheel filed the FIR herself
but her parents had been strongly against this course of action.
Suchitra who had been patiently hearing him out, spoke,
“Jheel is a quiet, simple girl, an introvert by nature. But it really
makes no sense, somebody will have to take up the issue. It’s in
the newspapers, everybody knows about it and is talking about
it too, so why the hitch in filing the FIR? It’s seriously beyond my
comprehension. We cannot let Shamsher Singh go scot face. He
needs to be taught a lesson that will last him a lifetime.”
“Why don’t you try and convince her,” Sushil suggested.
“Of course, I will. In fact, I will approach the other women
organizations too to come forward and take up the issue.”
“So, it is settled. You go ahead and I will, in the meantime,
find out the Vice Chancellor’s final stance on the issue,” saying
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Sushil went back to the other fellow protesters.
Suchitra found a place to sit and relax. The entire discussion
had begun to take a toll on her already weakened body which was
still in the process of recovering. The midday sun was beginning
to scorch, her lips were parched and she was thirsting for a cool
drink. She could hear voices filtering in through the din of the
crowd assembled around her – “What was the need for Jheel to
cross Shamsher Singh’s path?” “I don’t understand where is the
need to make such an issue of a trivial thing like this?” “A little
here, a little there, is of little consequence. Where is the need
to make such a mountain of a mole hill, seriously?” So on and
so forth. The more the mouths, the more diverse the opinions!
Many earlier incidents went racing through Suchitra’s mind.
What business did the men of this world have to comment on the
ways of women? What they did? How they behaved? It is really no
business of these menfolk. Who has given them the right to come
out with their expert opinions? What she wears, eats, does or with
whom she moves around, is really no concern of theirs. But then
let’s face it, this is still truly a man’s world. Coming back to the
reality of things, Suchitra was realizing that it would probably
prove to be a futile exercise on her part, but then, whatever! She
rose to find Jheel.
A single entity can not be held responsible for the
deterioration in the working methods of institutions. If there is
a lack of good professors and guides, there is also a paucity of
decent students. Nowadays, studies have taken a back seat and
educational institutions have become the hot bed for fashion,
films, dressing, styling and if any spare time is still left then the
cynosure is politics, particularly, since the voting age is 18 years.
Political intervention has become a big deal within the realms of
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the educational havens. Appointments are now made on the basis
of several other criteria rather than just merit. It goes without
saying that when there is moral deterioration then how can
one expect the educational grounds and institutions to remain
unscathed. Such issues have been always discussed and debated
upon and this provides a check and some measure of discretion.
But if on any account, such discussions in the university campus
are not able to control perverse thinking and the negativity gains
momentum with signs of a volatile situation developing then the
only recourse left is to bring in the police force to control the
situation.
In the following couple of days, several other women’s
organizations joined hands to highlight the injustice. The
newspapers too carried details of the incident. The City Cable
carried out interviews of several intellectuals on this issue. Issues
such as women safety in colleges and work fronts, problems of
sexual harassment and gender sensitization became the burning
issues of discussion. Many got a podium to voice their opinion in
a full scale discussion conducted in the college premises, followed
by high tea. At last, caving in to the pressure mounting from
different quarters, Shamsher was relieved of his duties and put
under suspension. Considering the issue resolved, everyone went
back to their usual routine.
But Jheel’s agony, her mental suffering continued. No one
had bothered to delve deep into the core issue of the problem
by uprooting its very cause and preventing similar incidents
from taking place in the future. The act had been criticized and
condemned by all yet no one had come out openly to speak
in favour of and support the victim, Jheel. If those that are
responsible for defining and upholding the ethics of our society
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themselves turn a blind eye to the unfortunate facts then where
will the direction and the guidance come from? What is the hope
for the future generations and what possible teachings will they
imbibe?
With so much negative publicity doing the rounds, Jheel felt
she was not up to facing the allegations and the constant shallow
show of sympathy. People would stop her midtrack and put all
kinds of embarrassing questions before her, some would pass
snide, lewd remarks and others would show false concern. Did
people have nothing better to do but to butt their long noses in
other people’s affairs? Her friends proved to be no better. One
of these days, she happened to be wearing a new salwar suit to
college and Madhu, one of her classmates, with a knowing smile
on her face and a twinkle in her eyes commented for all to hear,
“Wow, somebody is looking awesome. Frankly, even I am tempted
to make a pass. How can anyone resist such a dishy treat ha!”
Astounding, isn’t it! Why complain about strangers when your
dearest friend lacks the sensitivity to realize what Jheel was being
put through. Is this the extent of human care and sensitivity
one can expect? Jheel could feel her nerves tautening, her head
beginning to reel under the emotional pressure. She stopped for
a minute and tried to calm her nerves and collect her thoughts
to understand this irrational behaviour. Time was said to be
the biggest healer, isn’t it? With time, people would move on to
other issues and this unfortunate incident would be forgotten.
Eventually, unable to cope any further she stopped coming to the
university.
However, not all were altogether callous and unaware of
the possible threat to other female students within the campus.
Realizing that their own children could be the next target, several
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parents shot off letters to the Vice Chancellor expressing their
disgust, some forwarded anonymous notes rebutting him, cursing
him, ridiculing him and some even sent veiled threats of a dire
consequence if the issue was not properly resolved. An outsider
with no personal stakes can conveniently afford to be very vocal
with their point of view but for the person at the top of the
hierarchy, it is tough to decide on a course of action as he has
to draw a balance keeping in mind all fronts. Then, there are so
many dos and don’ts, regulations and procedures to be followed,
it is not a simple case of meting out punishment. To take any
disciplinary action, one needs a solid proof based on concrete
facts. They say that happenings should not be ignored, and if one
were to put up a struggle to fend off adversity then one surfaces
as a much more confident and better human being. The entire
episode and what followed had truly shaken the Vice Chancellor.
The realization had dawned upon him that he could not simply sit
back and watch, the situation needed to be faced and addressed.
He had come to realize that acquiring a position of authority by
somewhat questionable means was pardonable. But once one
holds the position, its dignity needs to be maintained, else with
the same speed that one had raced to the top, so would come the
downfall. He immediately called for a meeting of his entire staff
and heard out their opinions and suggestions. Most were very
vocal in their expression as when you are not the directly affected
party, it is very convenient and opportune to play the blame game.
Maintaining a dead pan expression, the Vice Chancellor heard
them all. He further carried out a similar drill in the meeting with
the student union. On the basis of this, he completely revamped
the university’s working methods and restabilised the proper
educational standards while adhering to the necessary protocol. It
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looked like this time things were sincerely on the mend as people
meant business. But who can predict the future. For centuries, we
have been taught that A is for apple and B is for bat but as may be
the need of the hour A for apple may switch to ‘A’ is for ass and ‘B’
for buffoon. Does it matter? What really is the need of the time is
to step out of this interplay and delve deep into the true essence
of the words to equip one to climb up to the higher echelons to
discover the true meaning of life. But we still have a long way to
go before we find ourselves sufficiently ready and mature enough
to rise above our meaningless ramblings as in A is for apple and B
is for bat….
Petals of Wisdom
To read is of little consequence.
To read and absorb makes some difference.
But to read, to absorb and to reflect
is what matters
and makes all the difference!
To tutor is something.
To drive home your point yet another.
But to re-evolve one’s perspective
is what matters
and makes all the difference!
The essence of education
is the introspection
that it brings about.
The change in perspectivism
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is what the helmsmen
need to realize,
to step out
of their world of Alphabets!!!
When will the alphabets form real words,
When will the words take a true meaning,
When will the meaning be further churned
to finally realize and release
the intrinsic truth!!!
How far will we continue the play of
‘A’ for Apple & ‘B’ for Bat;
How long before we are
free from the Alphabetical maze
and its inter-twining loop!!!
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Drought
The term ‘hariya’ denotes ‘prosperity’ but for Hariya the reality
was just the opposite. Hariya lived in Degana, a remote village
located deep in the interiors of Rajasthan. He, at present, owned
a meagre small patch of farming land though when his father was
alive they had owned ten acres of land. After his father’s demise,
the land was equally divided amongst his five sons. The land was
sandy and barren with no sign of any water for miles on end.
Rainfall was also scanty in the area. Whatever little coarse grain
he could reap annually from the land was his family’s sole means
of survival. They had been reduced to a state of penury where he
could not provide enough to his wife to cover herself decently. As
far as he himself was concerned, he had been repeatedly putting
patches on the single dhoti that he had been managing with for
several years. Their village offered no possibility of any other
means of employment. Once in a while, the local moneylender
would call for him to run some small errands. In return, his wife
would give Hariya some butter milk and bakua to eat.
For the last several years, despite his meagre earnings, Hariya
was living a simple, content life. He enjoyed amicable relations
with the others living in that village. The crop was just about
enough for him and his family to survive. He had two children
who had become old enough to move around on their own.
Hariya used to spend major part of his days squatting under the
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shade of a neem tree present outside his hut. One would wonder
how he could sit in that awkward posture for hours but for him
this came naturally. He had been doing it since his childhood as
did many others living in that village. Ironically, this happens to
be one of the most recommended yoga postures for a person’s
well-being.
But this year, the situation had suddenly changed. Hariya
was finding himself at a complete loss of how he was going to
manage his affairs. Rains had been next to nil. The land had
become so parched that it had developed huge gaping cracks.
These cracks had not only made it impossible for his family to
put together their daily meagre meal but had also adversely
affected his healthy relationships with his fellow villagers.
Aware of Hariya’s inability to return money, the moneylender
had refused to extend any further loans to him. Not a single
soul in his community was willing to extend any help to him.
Things had taken such a desolate turn that besides food even
water was becoming a difficult commodity for his family’s
growling, starving stomachs. Every morning with very little
energy left in his body, he would still trudge at least fifteen
kilometers to draw some water. Reaching a point of utmost
desperation, Hariya had even mortgaged his piece of land and
sold off or bartered away whatever personal belonging he had,
yet he was finding it difficult to feed the starving mouths of
his family. Things were gradually turning from bad to worse
and one day, he lost his younger son who starved to death. But
Hariya was not even left with tears to mourn his son’s death. He
could not afford to perform his son’s last rites with no means to
purchase wood for his cremation. Consequently, he had to bury
him under the scorching sand of the desert.
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“Who is this man squatting outside since the wee hours of
the morning, Munshiji? He has been sitting there still as a statue
without uttering a single word,” the Mahajan queried.
“Oh! He is Hariya of our village. As you are aware, the drought
has taken a heavy toll on all the villagers but his situation is truly
pitiable. The other day, he lost his son. Look at him, he looks so
emaciated with his skin literally readying to shed off. It is sad but
there is hardly any life left in him.”
“Aha! You seem to have a soft corner for the man. Keen on his
case, aren’t you?” Countered the Mahajan, his voice laden with
sharp sarcasm.
“No, no, that is not so! He truly is in a bad way,” the Munshi
wildly protested.
“Yeah, I know, but how can I offer help. After all, this
calamity has spared no one. It’s been an ordeal for me as
well. Can’t you see my situation is no better? However, the
government has introduced a draught relief programme for
such people. They should approach them for help,” suggested
the Mahajan.
“Yes, they have been there. He has worked for them for some
time. Unfortunately, they are no saints either. They would make
these poor fellows slog the whole day and hand over a meagre
sum of rupees twenty while making them sign on rupees forty
pay slips. Even the grain provided to them is rotten and worm
infested, probably even an animal would refuse to feed on it,”
explained the Munshi.
“Then they should move to the cities! Why don’t you see I
can’t be held responsible for their survival? How can I be expected
to provide employment to the whole lot? It is just not feasible.”
Hariya sat mum listening to the exchange between the two.
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Bogged down by his suffering and pain, he felt anger rising
within him but his frame was far too feeble to react. He vent out
his frustration by continuously scratching the parched muddy
surface with a thin twig till an angry jagged hollow was dug in the
ground. He had come to the Mahajan, who was his last dying ray
of hope, believing that may be the man takes pity on his plight.
But he realized that this last door of hope had also been closed
on his face. Everyone in the village was scrambling to survive.
Bonhomie that had once been the most important factor in their
relationships was a thing of past. Each one of them was fighting
for his own survival.
Mansaram, who was the brother of Hariya’s neighbour Kalu,
happened to be employed in the army and had returned to the
village. The plight of his folks persuaded him to further extend
his stay for three days and he had tried desperately to garner
help for the villagers but all his efforts came to naught. The
better off in the village had turned a deaf ear to all his pleadings
refusing to open their eyes to the hardships being faced by the
lesser fortunate. Hariya noticed and appreciated Mansaram’s
continuous attempts including his desperate appeals to the village
folks in the chaupal, “Arey! We, who are safeguarding the borders,
have not allowed our blood to run dry in our veins in the constant
struggle to protect you country folks and… you people! Look at
you people! Just because there has been a little paucity of rain you
are allowing your relationships, your concern for each other to
whittle and dry. Shame on you!”
When Hariya realized that even Mansaram’s persuasions
had failed to bear any fruit, he decided to move to the city rather
than starve and die here. He had already lost one of his sons
and the other one’s condition too was precarious. So, taking his
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wife and son along he left the village. Nature follows strange
paths. ‘Mother Nature’ is so addressed because it is supposed
to nurture life, then how can that mother stand by and watch
her children suffer and perish? Wearily trudging along the
path, they reached Ajmer. Completely drained, Hariya felt like
his bones were ready to crack open. The dirt and dust along the
road had not made the journey any easier for his family. His wife
Paro’s lips, deprived of any moisture, were cracking up. His dog
too shorn of energy was refusing to budge and had parked itself
under the shade of a tree alongside the pathway. Hariya noticed
that the gate of a house nearby had been left ajar. Desperate,
he moved closer and peeped inside the premises. In the front
garden was a tap from which water was gradually trickling drop
by drop into a container placed beneath it. Such was his yearning
to wet his parched lips that without considering the pros and
cons of his action, he pushed his way through the gate to reach
the tap and hungrily began to drink. His entire body went into
a spin, shivering at intervals and his hands were shaking as he
attempted to noisily gulp down the streaming water to provide
relief to his parched throat’s lining.
For Hariya, the water tasted no less than ambrosia. Both
Paro and his son too quenched their thirst and sank down on the
floor. Life was gradually seeping back through their veins, when
suddenly a voice from inside the house hollered, “Hey! who is
there? How dare you enter our house premises? You rogues, you
thieves!” A man stepped out, his stance belligerent yet his eyes
lustily straying upon Paro to feast upon the exposed skin peeping
through her tattered clothing. Hariya fell on the man’s feet
imploring, “Sahib, we are not thieves, we are just travellers. We
have walked a very long way, have not had a morsel to eat since
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yesterday. We were very thirsty so we took the liberty of drinking
water from your tap.”
“Okay, okay! Just leave immediately and remember to
shut the gate as you go,” the man instructed still adopting a
threatening posture with his hands on his waist. Hariya let off
a deep sigh of relief, he was far beyond paying any heed to what
the man was now saying. They had finally made it to the city.
However, the question was, what next? They sat down under
the shade of a tree nearby. Paro stretched out to give relief to
her aching limbs. Their problems were far from over. First of all,
they had to find a shelter to spend the night. Getting up Hariya
picked up his son and started to walk, Paro too quietly got up
and followed him.
After walking for about two or two and a half kilometers,
they reached a spot where several cars were parked in a long row.
People were getting off the cars and walking through a huge gate.
Curious to learn what was going on, Hariya too moved to the gate
and came to stand next to the watchman on duty. It was obvious
that all these people hailed from an affluent community. Noticing
Hariya’s presence, a passerby inquired of him, “Are you here to
dance?” Confused, Hariya nodded his head in assent though the
fact remained that never in his life be it a festival, a community
celebration or otherwise had Hariya ever shaken a leg. However,
there had been one exception. He fondly remembered that several
years back while ploughing their field together, he and Paro had
jumped, frolicked and danced with sheer abandon as the raindrops
had come pitter-patter falling on their back soaking them to the
bone.
Coming out of his trance as the watchman nudged his
shoulder, “From where have you come?”
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“From Degana.”
“Where are you putting up?”
“I don’t know.”
“Meaning?”
“There is a terrible famine in my village. We had nothing to
eat, no means of survival left so we decided to come to the city. We
have arrived here today and have nowhere to go, Bhaiya.”
The watchman carefully considered his words. He informed
Hariya that this place was a huge stadium with a big swimming
pool. All these people had come to participate in a function
being held here. Hariya stood there intrigued listening to the
watchman rattling off the information. He had no idea what was
meant by a swimming pool. Curiosity getting the better of him,
he requested, “Can I climb up the wall and see what it looks like,
please?”
Conceding to his request the watchman agreed, “Fine, I will
show you the spot from where you can climb up and watch the
proceedings from afar.” Probably, the man too hailed from a
similar village background and could identify with Hariya and
his initial exposure to city life. The thought that crossed his mind
was that the poor guy would never get a chance to feast his eyes
on such opulence, so why not let him enjoy it. Climbing up the
wall, Hariya for the first time in his life laid eyes on a huge mass
of water with lots of people wading through it. Making himself
more comfortable, he sat down on the broad edge of the wall
to feast his eyes upon the fascinating drama being played out
before him. He was, for a while, lost to the rest of the world when
one of the folks inside noticing his presence shouted, “Hey look,
there is a rogue on the wall!” A baffled Hariya looked around him
before realizing that the man was pointing at him. Panicking,
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he jumped off the wall landing on the hard ground with a loud
thud and hurting himself in the bargain. What was wrong with
these city folks? Why were they constantly assuming that he
was a thief? Was it possible that the poor were assumed to be
robbers amidst the affluent? Or was it that the affluence amidst
the city folks had gradually deprived them of all sensitivity and
humanity?
No one was bothering to show any humane reaction towards
him and his family. No one was willing to share sympathy, even
lend an ear to hear his story of woe and hardship. Hariya may be
hailing from the backwaters, from a village but did that mean he
had no feelings, no emotions like the rest? Taking Paro’s hands
into his own, he started to walk. His son held Paro’s other hand
and walked alongside his parents. The injured Hariya limped for
a while and then, noticing a tree alongside the road, sank under
its shade to rest. A few steps away, there sat a fakir sitting under
the same tree. Identifying with him, Hariya felt relief sweep over
him. At least this man would not ‘shoo’ him away denouncing
him as a ‘thief’, was the single thought that crossed Hariya’s
mind.
The fakir seemed unaware of his surroundings. With his
eyes closed, and lost to the world, he was busy humming a hymn
written by Kabir in a soft melodious tone. It went –
“Oh you gentle folks,
Wake up to reality.
This is nothing but the land of the dead
…nothing but the land of the dead!”
Initially, baffled, not able to make head or tale of what the fakir
was singing, Hariya kept playing the words over and over again in
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his mind till the realization dawned upon him. Now he knew what
the fakir words were –
“Oh you gentle folks,
this is the land where all will eventually die,
be it a ‘Peer’ or a ‘Paigambara’ or a ‘yogi’;
be it a ‘king’ or his ‘people’
be it a ‘patient’ or the ‘doctor’.
All will perish.
The sun, the moon, the earth and even the sky
will not last forever.
Those thirty-three crore gods were also not spared and died.
Then what are you? All will die! All will perish!!!”
As the fakir sang on, people kept coming, kept passing him by,
some heard his song, some paid heed to his words, some ignored
them and a few understood what he was saying. But, whatever
else, they all had one thing in common, they dropped a few coins
before him.
And finally the fakir sang a couplet that hit Hariya hard. It
went like this“There is just one ‘Name’!
And that is what contains the essence of life!
So hold on to that ultimate ‘Name’!
Give up your wanderings,
to finally discover the ‘Ultimate’!”
Hariya having undergone the intense pain of hunger and
suffering was helpless to find relief. He knew not what to do
to relieve this constant agony. The fakir’s words were making
sense. He felt himself drawn towards a boundless force. He
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stretched out his hand to hold his wife’s, gradually his grip
tautened as he chanted ‘Ram Ram’ and slowly life slipped away,
shedding his human form. Eventually, he was free from those
worldly bondages, those agonies, those assaults. Paro too as she
felt life leave her husband’s body, followed suit leaving behind
their little child. Realizing the circumstances, the fakir took
the child under his protection. The police and administration
were informed, and their men arrived. One of them quickly tied
a twenty rupee note to Hariya’s dhoti. After all, one could not
have him declared as having died of hunger and malnutrition
due to the famine. The fakir still sitting in the same posture saw
it all, bemused at the extent of the tricks the men of this world
will stoop down to.
The ways and the vagaries of life will continue. Hariya and
his wife were dead, free of the complexities of this selfish world.
A thought crossed the fakir’s mind – the rest who are the ‘living’,
are in reality dangling under the constant threat of a ‘drought’.
He started humming again –
“Oh you gentle folk…”

Drought

The superfluous has no sustenance
To have a hunger
for the superfluous values of life
is akin to
a deceptive ‘flood’
that is no different
than to be afflicted
by a ‘drought’ of truth.
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Campaign
This is an era of ‘campaigns’. Campaigning plays a pivotal role
particularly in places where the burgeoning population pressure
is so immense that it completely annihilates the social order and
system and its working. Whatever little that could have been
salvaged is devastated by the fast deteriorating moral fibre and
depleting human values in our social structure. Consequently,
problems are increasing multifold, assuming such unwieldy
proportions and playing such havoc in our lives that no amount
of persistent effort to address these issues bear any fruitful
dividend to restore some semblance of order in the system.
When public issues go unattended and thereafter reach their
peak, the result is a wave of public outrage. At that moment,
the immediate relief that the government is left with is to resort
to campaigns. They provide some temporary reprieve aided by
public’s short-lived memory. If in the process some atrocities are
committed then the solution is to change the centre, focus and
direction of that particular issue. Quite sometime back, during
the period when emergency had been declared throughout the
nation, a sterilization campaign for ‘family planning’ had been
enforced. Following which, there were several other drives
like the Polio Drop campaign and the Literacy Drive. In the
course of these campaigns, some work and action were actually
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implemented while the rest remained nothing but a complex
maze of manipulating figures.
Whatsoever may be the purpose or the role played by these
campaigns in the multi facets of life, the moment these take on
a sinister hue they simply cannot be ignored as they may later
threaten to snuff out life itself. In fact, some of its most gruesome
faces are often revealed in policing.
Prateek had been working in the Police Department for the
last ten years which had actually been an eye opener for him.
After completing his Master in Business Administration, he had
appeared for the Civil Services Examination. He had absolutely
no interest in joining the Police Service but it was the only
service offered to him. As the saying goes ‘Man proposes but
God disposes’. Very often things do not turn out to be the way
one wants it to be. But a doer accepts it in its stride and focuses
on giving it his very best. Prateek too accepted his destiny.
Being a novice in the system, initially he decided to flow with
the tide and follow the departmental culture. With time, he was
also partially swayed by the system but he soon registered that
if he was to follow his conscience he needed to wade against the
tide. The waters of the system were unfortunately soiled and
the contamination had coloured the very depths of the current.
What followed were a series of such unfortunate incidents that
rattled his conscience to its core. He felt he was the biggest
criminal around, the culprit responsible for the injustice that
was being meted out around him. His lips were sealed and the
revolt brewing within him could find no vent, no expression.
Even today, when these memories come flooding back, he is
filled with remorse that eats him up within, but he has still not
been able to muster up enough courage to accept his failings.
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Akin to him, several other fellow officers in the process have
had similar experiences but they have been rewarded with a
volley of medals that adorn their shoulders announcing and
glorifying their so called accomplishment in the course of their
tenures.
Prateek had completed five years of being in service and
was holding the position of Assistant Superintendent of Police
for a year. This was the time when there had been a change of
government in the state and its foremost agenda was to restore
law and order in their region. Orders were issued that special
campaigns were to be carried out to ensure that the criminal
elements were wiped out completely. Experience speaks that
if criminals were to be punished then one needed to produce
witnesses, but unfortunately witnesses are always wary,
unwilling to come forward to attest, thus the criminals would go
scot free on bail. In such a situation, the only effective recourse
left for the police is to bump off the criminals in the so-called
‘declared’ encounter. In fact, in the press briefings and review
meetings, we often find these encounters discussed with a show
of exceptional bravado. It is spoken of how in direct encounters,
the police force displays extraordinary courage by endangering
their lives to make the society free of these dastardly criminals.
The underlying truth and its abominable perversity lies hidden
somewhere amidst that pompous declaration but we prefer to
turn a blind eye.
At this time, Prateek was promoted and was handed over
his first independent charge of a district as the Superintendent
of Police. Seasoned officers often tend to colour and coerce the
thinking of the inexperienced beginners in the game. Prateek had
barely taken charge when orders came for carrying out a strict
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campaign to curb crime.
One day, around 7 in the evening, a message was transmitted
from the police station that intense cross firing was going on in
an encounter with some criminals in the dense jungle located
beyond the barrage. The sub inspector and the area officer had
already reached the spot. Immediately, Prateek called for his
vehicle, and donned his uniform. When he arrived on the site,
half an hour had passed since the firing started and one of the
criminals had already been killed while the others had fled the
scene. Some locally made arms were recovered from the site
next to the dead. Prateek was updated that some eye witnesses
had been present at the place of the encounter. He personally
inspected the area and heard out what the officers present
there had to say. Then the press was briefed. The local officers
ensured that the laurels of their feat were properly propagated
in the newspapers. But the family of the dead man submitted an
application declaring that it had been a fake encounter and the
whole incident had been contrived.
“Sir, I would beg you to avoid paying any heed to their words.
They are absolute rogues and should not be trusted. It is so typical
of them to come up with these false allegations to garner publicity.
A magisterial enquiry is going on. The truth will be out soon,”
suggested the local sub inspector.
“Hmm,” nodded Prateek.
“Sir, please do not take any stress. Very soon the healthy
wheat will be separated from the worthless husk. Truth shall
prevail,” the inspector emphasized further.
A magisterial enquiry was conducted. It was a so-called open
enquiry. What could be voiced openly was spoken, the rest….
Some witnesses were monitored and compelled to utter the
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tutored version.
At the end of the trial, three officers were recommended for
being awarded medals on the basis of the final report. Prateek was
also decorated for the feat.
Nature and its laws have a unique style of functioning. Exactly
after one year of this incident, Prateek landed in the same village
regarding a public relations campaign.
It is the usual practice for every village to maintain a register
where all important information related to the village and its
occupants is maintained. Going through the local records, he
came across the name Mahek Singh which flashed across his
mind bringing back memories of the encounter. He brushed
aside his thoughts and focussed on his work. After scanning
through the register, he called for a public meeting with the
locals to discuss their issues. Several issues were talked over,
out of which some were resolved. Then an old woman labouring
painfully to pull herself up from her squatting posture on the
ground called out, “I need to talk to you, Sahib. Injustice has
been done to me. If you are fair and a well-wisher of the weak
and the needy then you need to come along with me to my hut
to not only hear but also comprehend the wrong done to me.”
The old woman’s stance was oozing with confidence with not a
sign of remorse but only an underlying resonance of her pain.
There was an intense sense of certainty and determination in
her tone that made Prateek sit up and pay heed to her words.
He agreed to accompany her.
The woman’s house stood at a distance of hardly six hundred
yards from the meeting venue. It was a single room house with
a small courtyard in the front. On entering one could gaze that
the room belonged to decent people. Although sparsely furnished,
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everything was aesthetically and neatly arranged. On the front
wall was a photograph of a man with a garland of dried flowers.
At first glance, Prateek sensed the face to be familiar but he failed
to place it.
Noticing him looking at the photograph, the old woman
informed, “Sahib, that was my son. He was the father of two young
kids whom you probably noticed playing in the court yard.”
Suddenly Prateek eyes fell on a figure sitting in the dark, forlorn
corner of the room. “She is his wife,” the old woman elaborated
further.
“Well, what happened to him? Was he a victim of some fatal
disease?” Prateek inquired.
“No Sahib, he was absolutely hale and hearty. I don’t remember
him ever being physically unwell but yes he did become a victim
of the social predators. It was a societal epidemic that consumed
him.”
“What? Sorry, I am unable to comprehend what you just said.
Kindly elaborate,” a baffled Prateek responded.
“My son was a man of integrity with immense self-pride. He
was born in this village itself. He was a well educated, caring soul.
He probably had helped all and sundry in this village at sometime
or the other. There happened to develop some bad blood between
him and some undesirable elements who had come to reside here.
The inspector incharge registered some false cases against my son
at the behest of those rowdy elements. My poor son was forced
to run from pillar to post in an attempt to squash these cases. He
had made several rounds of the courts as well but to no avail. On
several occasions, I had attempted to dissuade him but he paid no
heed to my warnings.”
A visibly upset Prateek enquired, “Are you trying to suggest
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that the police had registered false cases against your son?”
“Sahib, whom should I blame? Initially, the wily villagers
had filed two-three cases against him and had even produced
witnesses against him. Once the process began there was no end
to it. Whenever, a new Superintendent of Police was posted, he
would begin a fresh course of action against the area criminals.
The sub inspectors too were frequently changed. They would all
start off by going through the old police records. My poor son’s
name was already registered there so he automatically became a
criminal in their eyes. Repeatedly, he was pushed behind the bars
at the threat of a knife or a gun. These successive trips to jail put
the permanent stamp of a declared criminal on him,” tears had
slowly welled up in the woman’s eyes as she narrated her son’s
unfortunate sufferings.
Her daughter-in law’s sobs were now audible and were
slowly becoming louder. Prateek began to feel weighed down
with the injustice meted out to the family by his department,
“And then?”
“We were still managing to eke out a living. We own a small
piece of farm land. When he was released from jail, he took to
farming. About a year back, the police had taken up a campaign to
eradicate crime in a big way. It happened to be late one evening
and my son was in the house. Some men came at our doorstep
and called him away. People later informed us that he had gone
only a few steps away, when the police had descended upon him
and whisked him away to the police station where he was beaten
black and blue till he lost consciousness. When I was informed by
my neighbours, I ran to the police station but he was not to be
found. Some of the villagers who had seen the police taking him
away accompanied me to the Circle Officer. I repeatedly pleaded
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for mercy but no one bothered to listen to me. The very next day,
in the wee hours of daybreak, we were informed by someone that
he had been bumped off in a police encounter. The news of his
killing had spread across the village the previous night itself, but
no one had taken the trouble of informing us that it was actually
our Mahek Singh who had been their target.”
The minute Prateek heard the name, shock waves coursed
through his veins. He stood there dumbfounded for a few minutes.
He could now recognize the face in the photograph hanging on
the wall. His heart missed a beat and his entire body felt a stifling
sensation run through it.
The old woman continued, “He was our only support; the
only bread winner of our family. We are left helpless. There is
his widow and these poor children who have been orphaned so
early in their life, with no one to protect them. You are such a
‘big Sahib’ in the police department, please help us. I know you
cannot bring back my son but at least ensure that justice be done –
that the guilty in your police force do not go unpunished and also
please extend some help, some financial support to these hapless
orphans,” she broke down sobbing inconsolably. Mahek Singh’s
widow had quietly moved close to the old woman and tried to
console her. Slowly, she lifted her tear soaked eyelids to direct
a deep, piercing look straight at Prateek. Their eyes met. Unable
to meet her burning gaze, and weighed down by his increasing
guilt, Prateek looked away but not before getting the distinct
impression that the woman with the accusing eyes hailed from
a decent family. Her facial expression, demeanour and simple
dressing spoke volumes of her decency. She murmured, “Sahib,
congratulations for your medal.” And a huge tear drop rolled
down her cheek leaving behind a thin streak of smudged kajal on
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her face.
Prateek felt the ground giving way under his feet. Feeling
like a culprit who had been caught red handed, he stood before
them dumbfounded with his eyes lowered, no longer able to meet
their gaze. Gathering his wits about him, he moved close to the
old woman, “Maaji, I am familiar with the details of this case. I
will ensure that some action is taken. But for now, I will take your
leave.”
Both Prateek’s gunner and driver had noticed how his eyes
had become moist. There was a studied silence on the way. These
people follow an approach of silently absorbing all that goes
around them. During the travel, Prateek’s mind was in a state of
terrible quandary. He kept reprimanding himself for the injustice
that he had unwittingly committed against an innocent man.
The blood soaked medals that were proudly adorning his chest
now seemed to be piercing, scratching deep into his skin. He felt
stifled, unable to bear their burden. The driver softly commented,
“Sahib, we were scared of the repercussions so we had abstained
from commenting earlier. Kotwal Sahib had purposely kept you in
the dark. He had Mahek Singh’s encounter all planned out before
hand and then had it carried out. But, the unfortunate part was
that he included you in this offence making you an innocent party
to it.”
Prateek did not react. He was privy to the fact that the Police
conducts such encounters every year in which people lose their
lives. But the question was how many of them were real? Even
bigger a question was that do we really have a moral right to
take lives? Do the police have the authority to kill? In fact, it is
a raving topic of debate with the law undertakers that whether
death penalty should be given or not. If society fails to extend
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favourable circumstances and a positive environment, as a
consequence of which a person develops a mutated mentality and
distorted values then does the society possess the right to pass a
death sentence on such a person? Several such troubling thoughts
were racing through Prateek’s harried mind.
For a person with heightened sensitivities towards one’s
social responsibilities, it becomes very difficult to work and
survive in such an apathetic and callous environment. Many of
Prateek’s fellow officers were completely unaffected by similar
mutated work norms and hence, were conveniently flourishing
in the environment. Most comfortable in pursuing such and
even worse anomalies, they were climbing up the ladder of
success in their career by leaps and bounds. Such is the irony
of our life!
Getting off the car, Prateek headed straight for his camp
office with quick purposeful strides. Gulping down a glass of cold
water, he enquired about the local Kotwal’s location. The Kotwal
reached within no time. Knocking on Prateek’s camp office door,
he quietly entered, saluted and stood in attention waiting for
further orders.
Prateek looked frostily straight into the kotwal’s eyes,
his personal anguish clearly evident in them, “What was the
compelling need that made you play this foul game to use me as
your pawn? How could you make me a party to your nefarious
intentions?” Prateek’s voice was laden with a sense of both
helplessness and deep pent-up frustration.
“I am afraid, I fail to understand sir!” responded the perplexed
Kotwal.
“I am referring to the Mahek Singh’s case. He was no hardened
criminal, he was a common, simple, God-fearing man and you
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bumped him off in a false encounter. And what is even more
abominable that you made me a party to this covert, heinous
act by forwarding a misleading message to me that an actual
encounter had taken place. When I reached the spot, the real facts
were concealed from me. A totally false picture was presented
before me like it had been a case of a genuine encounter with
some hard core criminals involved. You dared to make me a party
in this terrible injustice,” Prateek thundered.
Realizing the sensitivity of the moment the kotwal spoke
softly in an attempt to placate Prateek, “Sir, you really shouldn’t
be bothering yourself over these trivial matters. Such encounters
happen to be the order of our day. They happen every other day.
It is only when our informers impart correct information are we
able to nab the actual criminal. It is our duty to ensure that they
never go scot-free or continue being hazardous to the safety and
well-being of others. For this purpose, it is necessary to carry
out encounters and bump them off. After all, sir, you do realize
that we have to also safeguard our backs in the process. Any ways
sir, I think you have been wrongly informed about Mahek Singh.
He was an outright rogue, a hard core criminal. He had a long
criminal history of being involved in seven to eight criminal cases.
Even the magistrate had conducted an enquiry before submitting
his report against him. The government of India has appreciated
and bestowed a medal upon you as recognition,” added the kotwal
making a low down dig at his senior.
Prateek was slowly realising that he was not in a moral
position to play the blame game. After all, was he also not to
be blamed? Had he not given in to the carrot and stick game?
Somewhere, somehow he had also concealed the facts, giving in
to his inherent greed for recognition. He had heard that police

132

Hukum!

encounters were mostly contrived and only four to six percent
cases were genuine. In these other cases, the police simply
took them away and bumped them off in cold blood. Prateek’s
conscience was gnawing away at his insides but he did not have
the courage to announce the truth. He was well aware that if
he owns up and declares the truth, he would certainly not be
appreciated or applauded for this show of courage, on the other
hand, he would surely put his head into a noose. However, he
made a promise to himself that he would extend financial help
to Mahek Singh’s family, may be that would help ease some of
the burden that his soul was carrying. Although, he knew he
would never get rid of such a burden.
Several years have flown past since then. Constantly dealing
with the departmental handling of things over the years, Prateek
has gradually become immune to the environment. He is no
longer affected; his sensitivities and compassion have become
blunt. To put it differently, he has got acclimatized into his
work culture. He has witnessed and been privy to several bigger
campaigns. No injustice now affects him. Nothing absolutely
nothing, any longer, has access to his ‘heart’. As the famous
saying goes – ‘With the passing of time what a man thinks and
what he actually does integrate and become one’. The job is a
dark chamber from where one cannot leave untainted and
unsoiled by its clammy soot!
Year after year, countless hard core criminals are killed in
encounters and yet their numbers don’t diminish. Every little
issue becomes a subject of enquiry which takes the shape of files
and piles of paper that keep gathering dust. It is the trend in our
society where whenever any major incident takes place, people
react and revolt, followed by a diatribe and discussions to make
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reforms. These reforms come like temporary campaigns, that are
implemented for sometime and then, gradually fade away. This
is the essence of our campaign centred lives. To probably delve
deeper on this issue one would need to muster some supernatural
grit which may carry us to the ultimate truth.
Prateek’s chest still stands decorated with a bevy of medals
and they herald –
“May, the glory of the chief rein on forever.
Criminals have fled the scene!”
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Beyond Any Campaign
Is human life
a mere campaign?
Are there any amongst them
who can find effective resolves!
He creates problems
then looks for solutions;
and lands up entangled
in that very mesh
tha the knit
for himself!!!
Standing on a shallow base of lies,
revolving within the euphoria
of reaching the skies,
only with the changing eras;
Will the realization dawn,
how deep is the hurt,
and the damages so grave!!!
He dwells in piece meal campaigns,
indulging in worthless self-praise,
as does the colour blind
perceives and dwells in self-delusion,
and then proceeds
to reward himself
for the same!!!
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But whenever he reaches
the threshold of his destiny,
then he will see his honest vision,
and then no tears no sobs
but the deadly hiss of the demons alone
will then eventually greet him! Amen!!!
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Lust
Muradnagar, a small township in Uttar Pradesh, has been
notorious for the predominance of communal angle amongst
the different sects settled there. Very innocuous incidents would
soon blow out of proportion and assume a formidable threat to
the people living there.
It happened to be one of those warm and humid summer
days. The time was the twilight hour when the sun was about to
disappear far behind the brilliantly lit up fiery western horizon.
The SP, SHO and the District Magistrate of the city were sitting
outside Katghar Police station, discussing the happenings of the
day when his gunner approached them.
“Yes, what is it?” the Superintendent enquired.
“Sir, Pandit Vijay Bhushan requests an audience,” the gunner
informed.
“Why don’t you offer him a seat and ask him to wait. I will be
there with him shortly,” the Superintendent responded looking
for an approval from the District Magistrate.
“Sir, he has come accompanied by a group of thirty to forty
people. They appear to be in a foul mood. Looks like they have
come with an issue that seems to be rather grave. Sir, if you don’t
mind my suggestion, you really should meet them immediately.”
“All right then, send him in but see to it that he comes in
along with only five-six people from the group. Ask others to wait
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outside,” instructed the District Magistrate realizing the matter
probably needed urgent attention.
The gunner departed with a salute. Within a couple of minutes,
Panditji entered accompanied by a small group of his men and
greeted the officers.
Reciprocating, the District Magistrate spoke, “Panditji, please
come. What is the issue?”
A visibly agitated Panditji responded sharply, “You know, this
is truly the height of injustice. It is becoming impossible for us to
tolerate it any further.”
“Arey Bhai! Take it easy. First you need to hold your nerves.
Please, sit down and take a few deep breaths. And then tell us,
what has happened?” the District magistrate enquired with a
frown furrowing his face.
“This heinous act has taken place in a village that falls in
the purview of this police station itself. A sixty year old man has
raped a minor girl aged nine and the police is refusing to take any
cognizance in the matter,” Panditji ranted.
“Please be rest assured that the culprit will not get away scotfree. We will look into this matter right now,” the Superintendent
gave his assurance.
“Of course, we believe in you. But we cannot rely on your
subordinates. The reason for our concern is the fact that the
victim happens to be a hindu girl while the rapist, that old foggy,
is a muslim. We have been informed that some of your lower
staff who also happen to belong to the muslim community are
providing protection to the rapist. We have come here with the
hope that justice will be done and due punishment is meted out
to the rapist,” spoke a fellow supporter who had come along with
Bhushanji.
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Both the officers realized that the matter was being given
a communal hue and if not carefully controlled would blow out
of proportion. They assured the group that the matter would be
resolved by next morning. The truth would soon be out. And if
what they had said was found to be true then the culprit would be
sent behind bars before the night was out.
But Bhushanji did not appear to be very happy with the
assurance and left with a veiled warning, “Look Sahib, if by
morning justice is not delivered then do not blame us for the
consequences. We will call for a strike, all of Muradnagar will
remain closed and if our youth should go…”
The SHO moved threateningly towards Bhushanji and
responded, “Yes, so let us see what is it that you will do? You dare
stand before my seniors and threaten them in my jurisdiction.
You…”
“Okay, just let it pass. I think you people should now leave,”
the SP intervened, placating the two parties.
After seeing them off, the SP turned upon his SHO, admonishing
him with a sharp, stern look. “This is such a sensitive issue. You
have been aware of it all along and you have not bothered to
inform us. Have you kept us in the dark on purpose? What should
I conclude?”
Suitably chastened, the SHO defended, “Sir, please hear me
out. This case has been brought to light only this afternoon. We
reacted instantly, arrested the man and brought him down here.
However, some other officers intervened saying that a sixty year
old man was incapable of indulging in such an act. So, he was
released, sir.”
“Wonderful! Are you supposed to take action according to
evidences or your personal whim? Tell me the name of this good
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samaritan whose suggestion you obediently complied,” the SP
reacted with sharp sarcasm.
“Sir, I had told the CO Sahib that the man should be kept
under arrest.”
“Seriously, you people are totally beyond improvement.
However much one may try to drill some good sense in you…you
will continue to hash things up. Did you get a medical examination
of the girl done? Did you send the clothes that she was wearing
then for examination?” reacted the SP.
“Oh yes, certainly sir! The medical report has already come
while the other one will be with us by tomorrow morning,”
explained the SHO.
“Show me the medical report.”
The SHO signalled to the constable on duty to get the report. In
the meantime, he tried to convince the SP that he had conducted
his duty with due diligence and had visited the crime spot too.
Explaining himself further, “I have even made an outline of the
map, made a chronological note of events as told and of certain
circumstantial evidences that we have elicited from the people
around.”
After passing a cursory look at the entire report, the SP
turned to address the DM, “The report shows that her back has
been brutally lacerated, elbows are terribly bruised and there is a
deep bite mark on her left cheek. Even her private parts are raw
and bloody. It is quite obvious that the poor child has been badly
abused. This is a serious case and certainly, the criminal will not be
let off lightly. As per the FIR and the victim’s statement, it seems
that the rapist is the same old man with a foot in the grave.”
“It is ironical that despite all the evidence the criminal has
been allowed to go scot-free. This matter needs to be carefully
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investigated by some senior officials,” responded the DM.
“No, not at all. Without further delay, this matter has to be
resolved by you and me, else by morning we will find ourselves in
a real tight spot with this looming threat of public outrage,” the
SP responded.
“Okay, as you suggest,” the DM conceded.
Just then a group of seasoned muslim leaders arrived and
stood blocking the doorway.
Noticing their presence, the SP hollered, “Arey! Who are these
people crowding the doorway?”
Before anybody could respond, four of the leaders came
barging into the office with the greeting, “Adaab, DM Sahib.”
“Okay, so it is you. Please come Maqbool Bhai, what brings
you here?” the DM asked.
“Sir, with your blessings all is well so far.”
“Then, what brings you here?”
“Sir, one of our fellow community member has been charged
by Bhushanji with the offence of committing a rape.”
“Ah! Okay so you are here regarding the rape case. May I
request you and two of your people to remain in the office. Others
can wait outside. This way we can discuss the issue in detail.”
“Yes, of course! Brothers, why don’t you wait for us outside.
Salim Bhai and Aftab Chacha, please stay back,” Maqbul following
the DM’s orders immediately agreed and did the needful.
After the rest had left the room, Maqbul put forth their point
of view, “As you can see sir, and this is what we also know for
sure that a man of his age cannot possibly commit such an act.
Bhushanji under the garb of justice is trying to give it a communal
angle, which we will not tolerate. You really need to drill sense in
that man.”
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The SP made his stance clear, “Look Maqbul bhai, you must
understand that our actions are not driven by somebody’s personal
outlook or agenda but on hard evidences. Law will take its course
based only on facts. Therefore, I do not see any reason for you to
feel anxious. No injustice will be done but the culprit will not be
allowed to escape unscathed either. If the old man is proved to be
the rapist after the verification process, only then he will be held
guilty. The law is above all subjective considerations. Whatever is
his age, caste or community, if the man is found guilty then the
law will take its course. And for a rapist, especially in this case,
where the victim is only a minor, no mercy will be shown.”
“SP is absolutely right. I am also directly involved with the
case and we are together taking note of all the developments. You
may leave now and can meet us again in the morning,” the DM
sided with the SP winding up the meeting.
“Yes, but one last warning, do not dare to take the law in your
hands, else you will have hell to pay,” as a parting shot the SP
spoke in a steely tone looking straight into Maqbul bhai’s eyes.
“Sir, not to worry. You have our word. You can see for yourself
that we follow your instructions with due respect. We will take
your leave now. Khuda Hafiz.”
Both the SP and DM discussed the issue at hand till the wee
hours of the morning, “What dirty politics! It is a clear cut case of
criminal offence and they are all busy giving it a communal tint.”
Realizing the sensitivity of the case, the SP had already taken
precautionary measures. He had increased the patrolling in the
tense areas. Police personnels in common men’s clothing had
been deputed to keep a close vigil on the whereabouts and goings
on of both Bhushan and Maqbool. A local intelligence man had
also been deputed to keep them informed.
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After all the verifications were done, the SP confirmed, “Sir, it
is now clear that this beastly abuse has taken place and the name
of the rapist is correct. The Asstt. SP has conducted a detailed
enquiry in the village. He has also recorded second statements of
both the girl and her parents. No particular reason has come to
light that would indicate that the man was being unfairly targeted
by them.
“That the crime has taken place is also confirmed so we have
no option but to accept the statements. There was no other eye
witness at the time when the crime was committed. But seeing the
condition of the girl, her clinical examination report, and the fact
that repeatedly she has stood by her guns against the old man, we
will have to accept her word,” the SP elaborated.
“Hmm,” the DM stood there deep in thought.
The SP continued further, “The reports regarding the girl’s
soiled clothes will come in a few hours. In the meantime, I suggest
that we should call for the old man himself and take his version
as well.”
The old man was called in. A scrawny frame at present, it
still retained evidence of him being a robust young man in his
hay days. His face sported a light wily beard. When questioned, he
claimed to be innocent and that his name was being unnecessarily
dragged in. Eventually, he was at a loss for words when the SP
sharply interjected, “So, you say you are innocent then why is
it that only your name has been singled out. Why not somebody
else’s? Was it because of some past rivalry or bone of contention
which needs to be settled?”
After two hours of a long gruelling session of interrogation,
neither a clear picture surfaced nor did he accept his crime. Even
resorting to the dubious recourse of calling upon Allah met with
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no success.
All of a sudden, a lightning thought crossed the SP’s mind and
he changed his line of interrogation. He picturized in his mind
how the whole incident would have been played out. He offered a
cup of hot tea to the old man and resumed, “Look we already have
proofs that you are our man…” He went on to elaborate how the
old man had approached the girl, his movements, how and where
he had hurt the girl, and how a stranger who was now in police
custody had witnessed this act. He further manipulated that his
body hair was found on the girl’s clothes which is confirmed to be
his by experts. So, they had all the evidence required to file a case
against him whether he owned up to it or he didn’t.
Lies and deceit have a very short life span. Around 1.30 a.m.
the old man caved in to pressure and broke down weeping bitterly.
He realized there was no escaping the dragnet of the police. The
SP’s arrow had found its target. The SP spoke, “Look, you too
have a son and grandsons. Anybody can commit a mistake. If you
accept and honestly repent for your crime then leave aside ‘man’
even ‘god’ will show mercy on you. Your own near and dear ones
will also forgive you. The punishment that the law will mete out to
you will be nothing in comparison to the brunt of the hatred from
your loved ones. How will you ever be able to face yourself? This
is the pain which will be impossible to bear.”
Keeling under emotional pressure, the old man finally
squealed and told it all, accepting that he was the culprit.
Dawn had broken and the high drama had culminated in
successfully solving the crimes jigsaw puzzle. Five in the morning,
the old man prepared himself to sit for his namaz. He was truly
ashamed of what he had done.
Meanwhile, the case result was informed to the people from
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both the communities who had waited outside the whole night
wondering about the outcome. They were told the complete
truth. The muslim community after knowing the facts left and
abandoned the old man to face the music and the law alone.
The hindu too left having witnessed a tangible reflection of
justice.
The DM and the SP had barely reached their respective homes
when the telephone rang. The SHO of Katghar police station was
on the other end of the line, “Sir, the old man passed away while
paying homage to Allah. In fact, he did not rise from his bowed
down posture.”
Whenever this case comes to his mind, the SP still wonders
whether the old man’s repentance had been genuine, if it was,
then Allah would have forgiven him.
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Base Lust
His steps did not just turn
to move in that direction.
Nor his hands lift
without motivation.
To begin with –
his heart must have stopped to feel.
And his reason shut –
to the enormity of his actions.
So they say
pay heed to your thoughts.
Assess them and
then discern your action.
It is your very thoughts
that will provide insight to reason.
It is the dart of ‘pure knowledge’
that will stem your animal desires.
When you consistently keep a vigil,
on your status
in the mirror of your heart,
then and only then
can a true realization
dawn upon you.
And then alone
you will stand,
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truly blessed
under the aura of
the pristine light
of the heavenly celestia!!!
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Witness
This tale is reminiscent of those times when though corruption
had begun to find its roots in the public services, there were still a
few public servants who continued to work with integrity.
In the state capital, recently a few transfers had taken place.
A brilliant, disciplined and strict Superintendent of Police had
been newly posted here. The officer was sagacious with a sensible
head on his shoulders. He was informed that, for the past couple
of months, the policemen posted along the city’s borders were
wilfully extracting money from the vehicular traffic during the
wee hours of the morning. After carefully considering the options
possible to stem the problem, he summoned the newly appointed
Assistant Superintendent of Police to his office. As is typical of a
fresh entrant, the ASP was extremely enthusiastic, burning with
the zeal to prove himself. He was, however, a novice and oblivious
to the complexities involved in the nature of his duties.
The SP instructed him, “I want you to go in plain clothing and
sit in any random truck passing by, on the pretext of asking for a
lift, during the early hours tomorrow morning and find out where
exactly all these policemen are extracting money from these
vehicles.”
“Certainly sir,” the ASP responded.
“Are you sure you will be able to handle the situation? Any
issues?”
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“Not at all sir, I am quite clear on what is expected but there
is a small issue that I need clarity on. Suppose I do come upon
someone taking money then what should be my course of action?”
“Look, the law is equal for everyone. If you catch somebody
red handed, then file a case against him and have him arrested.”
“Now it is clear sir, thank you!” the ASP saluted and took
leave.
The sharp clanking of the table alarm clock at 3 a.m. shook
the ASP out of his deep slumber. Fumbling to turn off the alarm,
he scrambled off his bed. The alarm had made his wife Anita sit
up too, “Rajeev, what is the matter? Do you have to leave for some
emergency? But it is still dark outside dear?”
“SP sir has assigned me a job. It’s imperative that I leave
immediately,” Rajeev informed her.
“Do you mind telling me about this crisis for which you have
to rush at this unearthly hour?” Wide awake, she sat up with
concern writ across her face.
“The police personnel deputed on the borders are probably
extracting money from the vehicles that are coming in the
morning’s wee hours. I have orders to nab them red handed. I plan
to go in plain clothes, ask for a lift from one of the trucks crossing
past and then –”
“I know you must have readily agreed without giving it a
second thought. Are you expecting a medal for doing this? All that
is going to happen is that you will land up making fresh enemies
within the force and jeopardize your own safety. What if they
assault you? If you were to take my advice, which I am afraid you
should, go in your own vehicle and on returning, inform your boss
that you’ve done the rounds but met with no success.”
“No way! This is ridiculous! I am sorry but it goes against my
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very grain. I will do my duty as I have been ordered to do. If we do
not conduct a check on such nefarious activities then who in the
heaven will?”
“Okay! I knew it was a lost cause right at the start. You are so
headstrong. You always refuse to pay heed to my warnings. Well
then, go ahead and do as you wish, but kindly be careful and don’t
forget to carry your revolver with you, it is kept on the top shelf
in the cupboard.”
Getting ready in a jiffy, Rajeev left. Anita turned to resume her
sleep. Her words had little effect on Rajeev who chose to ignore
her suggestion.
Dressed as a layman, Rajeev hailed a truck to a halt at the
national highway. “Bhaiya, can you please give me a lift upto
Barabanki?”
“Fine, but that will cost you Rupees twenty. If its okay with you
then hop in,” replied the truck driver. Rajeev nodded and got in.
They had gone a couple of miles when he noticed two policemen
near Chinhut. The policemen waved the truck to a halt.
“Where is this truck coming from?” One of the policemen
enquired.
“Sir, around ten days back I had left from Howrah,” the truck
driver informed.
“Hmm, show me your papers,” spoke the other policeman.
The truck driver pulled out a diary and showed him a signature
on its last leaf saying, “Saab, I’ve already paid the toll tax at the
earlier check post.”
“Don’t be cheeky, okay! We don’t acknowledge these
signatures, got it. You have to pay a separate entry fee for this
place,” responded the policeman adopting a belligerent stance.
Realizing the futility of arguing with them, The truck driver
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suggested that they allow him to park his truck on one side for
making the payment. Rajeev questioned the driver, “What is this
entry fee that the policeman is demanding?”
The driver replied, “This is nothing but a forced fifty rupees
bribe. It is a penalty which we are helpless to pay. The police’s sole
job is to harass the common man, Saab, what to do?”
Rajeev had found his first target. He was confident that this
was a sure shot opportunity to catch these corrupt policemen
red handed. But he was a wee bit confused regarding the mystery
behind the driver’s diary. On enquiring, the driver disclosed,
“Other than the usual legal government taxes there is a so-called
‘convenience tax’ which had to be paid to these policemen at check
posts. The receiving party would then sign against it along with a
‘code’ so that the truck would not be prevented from proceeding
through the city at the forthcoming check posts. It is a mutually
agreed system. An amount of rupees two thousand is given to the
police between Howrah and Delhi. The truck owners provides this
money in advance to their truck drivers so that movement of the
truck is not impeded.” Gradually, Rajeev was beginning to get a
handle on this whole racket running right under their very nose.
He instructed the driver, “Here, I am giving you the money. Go
and pay off the policeman.”
After hesitating for a few minutes, the driver accepted the
money. As the driver was handing the money to the policeman,
Rajeev jumped out of his seat from the truck and bounded across
to reach them.
“Hey man, what are you doing here? Who are you to come
nosing in our business? Is this man with you?” The policeman
turned upon Rajeev threateningly.
Rajeev pulled out his identity card giving his introduction.
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In the meantime, his gypsy along with the gunner and two other
policemen also arrived at the scene. Getting off the gypsy, the men
saluted their senior. This parade had already been pre-decided
– the gypsy would be following Rajeev from a distance and the
moment he was to get off the vehicle they would arrive upon the
scene. Seeing them, the faces of the corrupt policemen turned
pale. They knew they were trapped. The men closed in upon them
and confiscated their rifles. Rajeev ordered them to get into his
gypsy. The two realizing that their jobs were endangered initially
pleaded, begging for mercy. But finding all this fruitless, they took
a 180-degree turn and switched their stance. Meanwhile, folks
from the nearby vicinity had crowded around them to watch the
goings on. The nearby tea stall owner happened to be on chummy
terms with the two policemen who spent most of their time lolling
around on his benches. He came forward in their defence, “Sir,
please let them go this once. They have a family too to take care
of. Have mercy.”
“You are truly the limit. On one hand, we have the public
making complaints of how these policemen are extorting money
from the truck drivers and now when we have caught the culprits
in the act, you have the gall to come and defend them, asking us
to release them,” Rejeev reacted tersely.
“Arey Sahib, do you really believe that by merely arresting
these two your entire department will stand reformed? Corruption
has taken such deep roots in your department, all these peripheral
measures are a mere sham to put wool on our eyes. You really
think we are ignorant to what is really going on?” sniggered
another onlooker from the crowd.
“I have a suggestion for you people, kindly leave the scene
and let us do our job,” an instigated Rajeev announced sternly.
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“He is obviously a new recruitee, very soon he will learn the
tricks of the trade.” Rajeev overheard the sneering comment
come from the crowd but he decided to ignore it and go about his
business.
Meanwhile, Rajeev’s gunner had contacted the local inspector
via the gypsie’s wireless set. The inspector Sitaram Pandey arrived
on the scene. He was a portly man with a huge pot belly that
seemed to be struggling for release from the constraints of his
belts in an obvious attempt to give it some semblance of decency.
A sharp kooky, one look and he had assessed the situation. Rajeev
gave instruction to arrest the two culprits who were desperately
trying to catch the inspector’s eyes, pleading for mercy. Pandey,
a wily character, attempted to convince Rajeev otherwise by
spelling out the legal hindrances as their action’s outcome.
“Sir, will the FIR be registered in your name?”
Rajeev responded, “No, it will be filed in the name of the truck
driver, take his details.”
“Yes sir, but the signature on the note are yours. You have
conducted the recovery. The complaint will have to be made
by you and sir, where is the witness?” feigning ignorance, the
inspector pursued his argument.
Rajeev pointed to two people standing in the crowd who could
appear as the witness. The moment the two noticed this, they
immediately fled the scene. Who would want their name dragged
in other people’s business? It was no concern of theirs.
“Sir, nobody will come forward to be the witness. I know these
locals, they will refuse to testify. There is no future in this case. It
will not get registered. Sir, if you were to take my advice, please
let me issue a strict warning to these policemen and let them go.
Having been caught, they have learnt their lesson and will never
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dare repeat it.”
Rajeev understood what the inspector was angling for but he
refused to give in. Instead, he barked out the orders, “Search their
pockets now. And if you go on trying to protect them any further,
I will make a complaint against you as well.”
Realizing that he was treading on very thin ice, Pandey
immediately retracted his stance and quickly followed his senior’s
orders. He ransacked the policemen’s belongings, their pockets,
socks and caps. Notes started coming out of them all. The money
was counted. It was a neat sum of rupees three hundred and fifty.
Pandey went ahead to register the FIR from the truck driver.
Saluting Rajeev, he suggested, “Sir, you may carry on if you so
wish, I will complete the formalities and register the case under
the section ‘robbery’ on the state highway, yes sir?”
“Mark my words, whatever you plan to do should be done
right. I am proceeding to meet SP sir myself and will update him
on the entire course of events,” saying Rajeev left.
After seeing off Rajeev, Pandey proceeded to send the two
policemen to jail. A case was registered against them. In the
meantime, Rajeev met the SP at his headquarters and narrated
the entire sequence of events. The SP was pleased and applauded
his efforts and patted his back.
Rajeev got into his vehicle to go home. On the way, both his
driver and gunner expressed their concern, “Sir, it would have
been wiser to let them go after giving them a strict warning for
future.”
“Arrey, what do you mean? Did you not observe how pleased
the SP was? Why should you suggest so?”
“Sir, we are in very lowly position, so do forgive us taking this
liberty…”
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“No, no, don’t be afraid. Tell me what you both have in your
mind?”
“Sir, this is not the first time that a senior official has
been privy to such illegal activities. Even SP sir has on several
occasions come across the police personnels extorting money
but every time he has let them off with a stern warning. Sir,
this is the first time that an officer has taken action against
them.” Assessing that Rajeev was open to their suggestion
the gunner continued, “Sir, he has used you as the fall guy to
cover himself. Forgive me for stating something that is much
beyond my standing but sir, we are now concerned for your
well-being.”
Rajeev responded with mixed feelings. Though a little
perturbed by what he had just heard, he chose to ignore their
warnings feeling exhausted. It had been a very long, arduous day,
sleep soon overtook him.
Later in the day when he reached office, he noticed that the
people around him were eyeing him with a peculiar expression
on their face, some congratulated him on his exceptional show
of courage and intellect while others, he could sense, were
sniggering behind his back. He began to feel that he had probably
done something really asinine. But both the press and the public
were all praise for his remarkable show of courage and acumen. In
fact, he got a volley of phone calls complimenting him personally
and announcing how desperately the force needed more honest
and upright officers like him.
Three years rolled past when one morning Rajeev received
a summon from the court. On enquiring, he found out that he
had been asked to appear as a witness regarding that very case.
Rajeev reached the court on the scheduled day. Both the corrupt
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policemen were standing across the room. And between them
stood the defence lawyer with all his preparations intact to face the
judge. After taking the oath to speak only the truth, Rajeev went
ahead and gave his statement. Then the cross questioning session
began. After some dilly dallying and preliminary enquiries, the
defence lawyer put forth the question, “Aren’t all police officers
expected to maintain a diary? Is this correct? Kindly give your
reply only in a single word ‘yes’ or ‘no’.”
“Yes, we do,” came Rajeev’s response.
“What is it that you people make a note of in it? Can you throw
some light on the matter please?”
“Naturally, we maintain a record of all the important
information, incidents and other supportive details, etc.”
“Then you must have noted down this incident too in your
diary?”
“No, I did not!”
“But why did you not consider this issue important enough to
make a note of it?”
“Yes, I did not but your assumptions are quite irrelevant here.
Since I had already submitted a detailed written report separately,
I did not think it was necessary to make a note of it in my diary. It
is as simple as that.”
“Really! But these two policemen have altogether different
facts to tell. According to them, you were the one extorting
money from the truck driver who complained about it to these
policemen. In retaliation, you went ahead and arrested them.”
“What utter rubbish is this! The truck driver himself had filed
the FIR.”
“I am sorry to inform you but the driver denies having done so.
According to his statement, you forced him to file the FIR against
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the policemen. The prosecution lawyer has already thrashed it
out with him. But his statement remains the same.”
Rajeev found himself at a complete loss for words, he was
absolutely confounded. What was going on here? He looked at the
judge with amazement. His glance travelled to the truck driver
who immediately looked away, refusing to meet his eyes.
The prosecution lawyer confirmed that the truck driver had
refused to accept that he had filed the FIR and had changed his
statement.
“What about the funds that were recovered in the possession
of these policemen?” The ASP made a fresh attempt to bring out
the facts.
“Did you make any official note of the recovery? Were there
any witnesses when you did so?” the defence lawyer counter
questioned.
“The people present then were probably scared and were
not ready to stand as witness,” Rajeev clarified with a helpless
expression.
This was followed by a sequence of counter arguments before
the honourable judge asked the defence lawyer to prove that the
policemen were innocent while the real culprit was Rajeev who
was the extortionist and was squarely laying the blame on these
innocent policemen.
The hearing drew to a close and the honourable judge gave
his verdict. The two policemen were declared not guilty and were
released while the ASP was declared the culprit.
Rajeev walked out of the court totally shaken, the colour had
fled from his cheeks. The Judge’s assistant came to inform him
that the judge wanted to meet him in his chamber. Rajeev entered
the chamber, saluted him and took a seat across the judge’s table.
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The judge spoke, “Look, I am fully aware that the entire
case was a sham and truth lies in your statement. But it was so
cleverly manoeuvred and the proof shrewdly engineered that
in the absence of any proof to prove your point I was left with
little option but to give the verdict in their favour. The petitioner
refused to testify his complaint, the prosecutor himself did not
come prepared to analyse the case in your favour properly. I am
so sorry but I had no choice.”
“Yes sir, in fact, I was myself transferred from the post within
a few days of this incident so I did not remain in the loop. I don’t
know what happened later on in this case,” Rajeev explained
himself.
“But you must realize that this one adversity should not deter
you from following a path of honesty and sincerity towards your
profession. Do not let this discourage you. If you had taken the
driver’s statement in writing, I would have prosecuted these
policemen and punished them. Anyways, no hard feelings, I hope!
I wish you all the best for the future,” the judge stood up to shake
hands with Rajeev who saluted and walked out.
As he stepped out, he was taken aback to find the truck driver
shamefacedly waiting for him. He moved quickly and bent down
to touch Rajeev’s feet, “Sir, please forgive me. I was compelled to
change my statement.”
“Why? What was the compulsion?” Rajeev responded in a
monotone with an absolute dead pan expression.
“Sir, what can I say? These policemen made my life hell,
harassing me and my family to no end. They came up to my
house, pulled me out and beat me black and blue, even threatened
to bump me off. I tried desperately to contact you but you had
already been transferred. I couldn’t get access to you and no one
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was ready to help me out. My family was bullied by the lower
ranks of the force. I had to somehow find a way to fend for myself
and for my family. After all, the small fish can’t survive unless
they befriend the bigger fish. I had to finally succumb and do
as they told me to,” so saying his eyes brimmed with tears, the
pain accompanied by the sense of guilt evident in his tormented
expression.
Rajeev stood there looking at him for a while without batting
an eyelid. He felt the vultures gnawing away at his insides while
he stood there helpless to defend. His senses were beginning to
numb turning him deaf to his own inner callings. Very gently, he
pressed the drivers shoulder in an attempt to reassure him and
nodded his head to acknowledge that he understood his dilemma.
Then Rajeev started to move on.
His gunner appeared before him and announced, “Sir, you
have a meeting scheduled for 12 o’clock. We need to leave.”
“Hmm,” Rajeev nodded and proceeded to get into his vehicle.
The Witnesses Angst
If you could have stopped them,
I would have pleaded before you.
But I had to survive in the waters,
how could have I gone against the tide?
As did the monkey in the Panchtantra,
sadly, I do not possess
that art of convincing.
Nor can I see
a support standing along the banks,
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that could successfully camouflage
my goodness.
I have no armour to defend,
so to survive, I change my principles.
And like the Gandhi’s three monkeys,
I choose
neither to see,
nor hear
nor utter my thoughts!
You can label me a coward,
but I too need to survive.
So I have had to learn
the techniques to sail successfully
across those threatening waters!
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Skirmish
In the Terai regions of Uttar Pradesh, many sikh families have
been living since several generations. They are a clan known for
being extremely hard-working and dedicated towards whatever
they are engaged in. They have been able to turn even the most
barren land into extremely fertile land, thanks to their dextrous
hands and persistent labour. Another praiseworthy quality
they all inherit is their cordial hospitality towards anyone who
happens to approach their doorstep. They are a warm hearted lot
who welcome even strangers with such magnanimity that touches
ones heart.
Terai presents some of the most breathtaking views one can
find in nature. Resplendent in its glory, you find thin rivulets
snaking down the hillsides, gurgling through the ravines and
cascading waterfalls creating sharp waves of foaming waters that
encircle the rocky water beds and emanate music soothing to
one’s ears. The entire region is a never ending sea of lush green
stretches that seem to go on and on creating such ethereal beauty
that it leaves you spell bound and gasping for breath. It is indeed
an arresting treat both for one’s eyes and soul. The unending
rows of those majestic towering ‘Sagwan’ trees standing tall,
dwarf one’s presence making one feel puny, insignificant and lost
amidst their awe inspiring stature.
In the very heart of this imposing stretch of nature that
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takes one’s breath away, many elite have chosen to build their
farm houses on it. As more and more people were drawn here,
developmental activities picked up pace in this otherwise calm,
serene and virgin vicinity.
Gradually, folks with business acumen also started coming in
realizing the immense potential the land had to offer. The area
started losing its charm and innocence giving way to insecurity
and threat to the safety of the residents who stopped venturing
out of their homes after sunset feeling unsafe. Even the police
personnels preferred to stay within the protected boundaries
of police stations. The government officials who otherwise take
great pride in announcing their movement with the blaring blue
lights fitted on their vehicles, removed them for fear of becoming
the target of the proliferating criminal population. The situation
escalated so rapidly that everyone was caught unaware and
unprepared to face this threat. Some unfortunate souls lost their
lives in the bargain. The very sikh community, which was hailed
for their warmth and sense of camaraderie, were now looked
upon with suspicion and people preferred to avoid crossing their
paths. What had happened to change the scenario so drastically?
To curb terrorism in this state of Punjab, the government had
launched an anti-terrorist campaign that had caught momentum.
Finding the circumstances becoming extremely volatile and
difficult for them to survive, the terrorists fled from these regions
to find refuge in different parts of the country. The Terai region of
Uttar Pradesh was also one of them. Initially, the local police took
some time to rise to the situation and deal with the escalating
activities. But slowly, they had learnt to successfully control the
threat and overpower the terrorists. Once again, the police with
its blue light beacons had become the order of the day.
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Unfortunately, thanks to this development, several sikh
families had to bear the brunt of its after-effects, both from the
police and the terrorist groups.
A criminal is only and only a criminal. He has no caste, no
community but people took their own sweet time to let this
register with them.
During this period an incident took place. Early one morning,
a message was floated on the police wireless set – “Eleven people
have been abducted in Nazirabad area. The terrorists have fled
along with the hostages into the dense jungle. The police station
needs further reinforcement to deal with the issue. Meanwhile,
the SHO has already reached the spot with the available police
force. Convey this message to the ‘Kaptaan Sahib’ immediately.”
The Control Room directed this message to the operator on duty
at the Superintendent of Police’s residence.
“Yes, sir, will communicate it to ‘Kaptaan Sahib’ pronto,” the
operator responded immediately.
On being informed, the SP at once took a detailed briefing
from the local officer. The area incharge was waiting with the
details ready next to his phone expecting it to ring any minute. He
had already sent forth all the available forces under his control.
“Sir, the forest area is vast. I have studied its map in detail.
In order to comb the area successfully, we will need at least ten
companies from the PAC and ten-eleven officers too.”
“Okay! I will make the necessary arrangements and reach
the spot myself. In the meantime, you determine the parties and
demarcate their operation areas,” the SP instructed.
He informed the headquarters and put in a request for
additional force.
He was directed, “Make sure that the operation is launched

166

Hukum!

under your direct surveillance. The Deputy Inspector General has
also been asked to reach the spot as soon as possible.”
The ASP was handed over the charge of the district
headquarters. The SHOs and officers with sharp intellect and
prowess were immediately summoned. Whatever additional force
could be withdrawn from other quarters was also called in.
By mid-afternoon, everyone had gathered at Nazirabad’s
base camp. Forming several platoons of the force, the combing
operations began. Some informers were also included by the
local officers. After a continuous and dogged effort for several
hours, it was discovered that the terrorists had already released
five of the hostages. They were found to be in a pathetic state,
where they were even unable to stand on their feet. However, the
terrorists had kept the other six as hostages. They were holed up
in a sugar cane field at a distance of around eight kilometers near
the ‘Jhabba Singh’s Jhale’. The Superintendent of Police instantly
set forth with his team to reach the spot and enclose upon the
terrorists surrounding the area from all sides. It was sheer good
luck for Jhabba Singh that the SP had arrived on the spot as
well otherwise the poor man would have borne the brunt of the
police wrath also. Poor fellow would have been caught between
the shark and the deep sea waters, if he didn’t provide food to
the terrorist they would have made him their target and shot
him dead. So the SP’s presence came as a blessing in disguise and
he was left alone by the police. On making enquiries, the police
was informed that the terrorists were armed with AK-47 rifles.
It was not feasible to expect that police personnel with their
antiquated 303 rifles would be able to withstand the onslaught
of their mighty bursts. However, taking all possible precautions,
the team was carefully armed and given very clear cut and well
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thought out directions to be assiduously followed. In the cover
of the night, they were instructed to set themselves up at certain
strategic points. Each manned personnel was on alert throughout
the night. In the silence and darkness of that night, even the mere
whisper of wind or the footfall of a stray wild animal was sending
a shiver down their spine as they played the wait and watch game.
The suspense was getting to be killing. Then slowly, very slowly
as the day gradually dawned, they began to stealthily comb the
fields. But to their surprise, there was no one to be found in that
vast expanse despite their meticulous hunt. It was difficult to
digest. The captain enquired about what had actually transpired?
The information that they had received was hundred percent
reliable. It was evident that there had been a lapse on somebody’s
part which had forewarned the terrorists. The SP questioned the
constables, one by one. One of them behaved a little peculiarly,
obviously wanting to say something but hesitating. The SP
grasped the situation. He took the constable aside and queried, “I
know there is something seriously amiss here. You need to tell me
the truth. Never mind whatever has happened. It is already done
with, but we need to immediately retrace our steps, take remedial
measures and act upon it. Otherwise, we will lose the hostages. It’s
okay to commit a mistake, anyone can, but now you need to tell
me the truth without wasting time.”
“Sir, please forgive me,” the man broke down cowering with
fright.
“Yes, yes, speak up quickly!”
“Sir, the previous night, they managed to escape from a nallah
right there in front of us and we stood by, doing nothing.”
“But why?”
“Sir, PC Sahib did not give us permission. He prevented us

168

Hukum!

from taking any action to stall their escape.”
The captain’s face had turned red. Fuming with rage, he
turned to face PC, Naresh Kumar, “What is this man saying?”
“Sir, I am afraid he is speaking the truth. I was the one who
could not muster up courage to face the threat. I feared that if our
303 rifles missed the target then they would butcher us all with
their AK-47s.”
The captain realized where the actual problem lay. He
immediately ordered the force to reorganize and then briefed
them afresh making it clear that whatever was the lapse on their
part in the past, next time they could not afford to fail.
When the news reached the DIG, he called the SP to the sugar
mill Guest House and instructed him to immediately issue the
orders for Naresh Kumar’s suspension. There was no way they
could ignore the matter and let him get away without facing the
reprisal of this gross lapse on his part. The SP defended him, “Sir, I
realize the magnitude of his folly. I have already reprimanded him
severely, so I am sure that next time you will not find him lacking
in the deliverance of his duties.”
“The man is a coward and you are defending him,” reacted
the piqued DIG.
“Sir, it is not just about him. The entire force is undergoing
a sense of insecurity as their weapons are old, outdated and have
been discarded by the army. They have mere 3.3 bore rifles and
have not received adequate training to use them effectively. As
you are aware, sir, in routine they are a lathi wielding force. All
of a sudden, they have been handed these outdated rifles, in a
precarious condition, to use against an enemy armed with far
more sophisticated weaponry. In such a situation what else can
we expect? How can they successfully fend off the terrorists let
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alone control them. Sir, these are all brave hearted policemen,
not cowards. But we must acknowledge that the grit to face those
terrorists can only come when we are facing them on an equal
footing. Sir, you are aware that only about three months back,
we lost five of our men in an AK-47 burst sprayed upon us by the
terrorists. Even then we were severely handicapped. We failed to
face them and suitably retaliate against those powerful weapons.
Under such circumstances, if we were to create a negative
environment, pressurizing our force any further, we can certainly
not expect any favourable results,” the police captain put forth
his opinion without bothering to mince his words.
The Captain knew Naresh very closely. The boy had shown
exceptional bravado on several previous occasions. The SP chose
to stand up against his boss, the DIG’s instructions, in order to
save his force from further disgrace. The DIG not exactly in a
mood to relent warned, “If this kind of a failure to act in the future
is repeated, then I will hold you personally responsible for it. I
hope I am making myself clear.”
The DIG’s rebuff had hurt SP’s self-esteem. He rushed to the
operation area to gain lost ground. He faced his force, “I want
you all to heed my words. Listen carefully. We are the guardians
of our people. So, we need to gear up to do or die. We may not
have very sophisticated weapons, but we have the acumen and
guile to outwit them. I have a plan chalked out which if we follow
meticulously even these outdated weapons will be sufficient
to help us defeat them. All those amongst you who are willing
to follow me and fight these criminals may raise their hands in
consent,” the SP announced.
A few raised their hands.
“Don’t feel compelled to agree without carefully reasoning
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it out with yourself. You should be hundred percent convinced.
What do you have to say? Do you mean to say that we lack in
necessary brains, training, fitness and inspiration? Are we not
self-respecting? Do you mean to say we will concede to our
oppressors? Would you flee the scene and return to your children
to say that you did not have the gall to face these terrorists and
bring them down to their knees?” the SP went on and on uplifting
their morale, leaving no leaf unturned to galvanize them into
action.
“Sir, that is enough. We are ashamed of our earlier conduct.
But now, we are ready to face these rogues and we give you our
solemn word to make mincemeat out of them,” Naresh spoke for
them all.
The SP continued, “You need to have complete trust in your
abilities and stay ready to react and then nothing can defeat you.
I have personally seen villagers bring ferocious dacoits to their
knees pelting them with stones. Then why should you have any
reservation, any worry? You are more than equal to come up to
the need of the hour. All I ask of you is that under no circumstances
should there be a repeat of what happened yesterday.”
As per the new plan, teams were again formed. The platoons
began to move as per the latest information received regarding
the current location of the dacoits. The plan was flawless to state
the least. Again, the two groups came face to face and another
encounter ensued. There was a long drawn exchange of fire.
In the constant burst of the AK-47, a policeman was hit on his
neck by a bullet and he collapsed. The police force panicked and
began to run amok to find cover. But Naresh held on and kept
up with renewed firing one after another. Eventually, one of his
bullets found its target, killing a terrorist. Several of them were
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also wounded in the cross firing. So, the terrorists thought it was
better to turn on their heels and flee. They continued firing shots
as they escaped. Meanwhile, the hostages somehow managed to
free themselves and run away. Gradually, a lull descended upon
the area of exchange. After sometime, when there was no sign of
any movement, Naresh came out from behind his cover moving
towards the dead body of the terrorist. He turned to look at his
Captain for approval and met with pride reflected in the SP’s
gaze. Naresh hurried towards the SP, saluting, “Sir, I am no longer
afraid and never ever will be again, you can take my word.”
The dead terrorist was transported to the police station.
While writing the FIR, the SP wanted to rest the entire credit on
Naresh’s shoulders. In his opinion, Naresh deserved the bravery
medal, but the latter refused it, “Sir, what I did was in the course
of my duty. We join the force to perform our duty to the best of
our capabilities. I do not need any special recognition or laurels
for delivering it.”
Naresh had had his encounter with his inner self, his awakened
conscience. Now he felt neither fear nor greed. An inner ecstasy,
absolute exuberance, and ultimate effervescence had settled upon
him that knew no equal.
Naresh was heaped with innumerable applaudings and
acclaims. Yet, a senior official, finding it distasteful to digest,
questioned in passing, “Brother, was the encounter for real?” The
SP heaved a deep sigh of resignation. He ruminated, “There are so
many of these fake encounters engineered by our force, it comes
as no surprise that when a real one happens people question
its authenticity.” In the police records, there are at least 10%
situations where the police kills the criminals in real encounters.
Though it is in all fairness, a rarity to see an individual facing an
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encounter with his own self and managing to keep his conscience
alive. May be a few would finally realize and understand the
enormity of such an encounter.”
Then coming back to the present the SP looked at the DIG and
smiled, “Sir, I will leave it to your discretion to best decide either
ways. You are the boss.”
Encounter with ‘One self’
Harbouring complex reservations,
You shy away
from the final encounter.
Deluding yourself
that you are eventually the winner,
although the reality stands quite otherwise.
If you should decide
to turn your back and
let the threat escape,
soon your loved ones
will end up
in their untimely graves.
He lacks the fortitude
to face life’s struggle,
so wields the sword
and not the might of his pen.
But you have the control
on both the sword and the pen,
then tutor him
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in the language
he will eventually comprehend.
If he rebels and insists
on resistance,
then wield the sword
to cut off his head.
And then use
the might of your pen,
to set off a new era
and build a new world!
If whatever you do
safeguards your integrity,
then rest assured,
the final victory
will adorn your eve’s glory.
But lo and behold!
The real struggle lies
not with him
but within yourself.
You have to first
cleanse your inner self
and then
its over to the outside world!
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The Autobiography of a Police Station
The mere mention of the ‘Police’ intimidates the good and peace
loving folks. I happen to be the sacred haunt of that ‘police
force’. Even the most hard core criminals feel the shivers run
down their spine when trapped in my iron clasp. You will often
find people discussing me – but hardly will you hear them make
a positive statement about me. It often goes like this – ‘That is
the place where if you are unfortunate to be in you will get
beaten black and blue.’ ‘Only insults are hurled at one.’ ‘In fact,
it is simply not a place that any respectable person may want to
ever enter.’ ‘One never knows what may happen with a person
there.’ Yet in the midst of such an image, I am totally dedicated
to performing my duty to the best of my abilities. In this dark
era, I enjoy a special place and a certain level of enhanced
importance. Several integral pillars that earlier withstood
the tide of time have finally disintegrated and capsized but I
continue to survive. Although, today the responsibility that I
carry on my shoulders has increased multifold.
To set the records straight, I must announce that I am not
at all what people think and have concluded about me. I am the
product of the British Imperialism. They had brought about my
origin and design with the intention of using me as an agency
to suppress and subjugate the natives. Their intention was to
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implement their vested interest and maintain their supremacy
in this country. Pursuing the shrewd policy of divide and rule,
they used me and my police force to suppress the common
public. After my country had achieved independence, I assumed
that now my mode of functioning would undergo a radical
change for the better. I believed that now I would follow the
fair precedents maintained by the developed countries and
would be looked upon as a serving agency rather than as an
oppressing body. To my utter dismay nothing changed, but
I am still hopeful. Although when I see my battered state, I
realize that probably I have been left out from even the paper
plan of development. I am barely surviving in a completely
dilapidated state within shabby buildings that lack even the
elementary facilities and amenities. A glaring example being
the unavailability of even sufficient paper on which complaints
and reports are registered. Very often you will find me
managing under the shade of a tree in a shanty.
Kindly do not consider that these cries are merely an
attempt to garner your sympathy. I am well aware of my duties.
I am well versed with the rules and regulations of the game. I
try my level best to give those in my shelter a feeling of security
and to ensure appropriate punishment to the criminals.
Unfortunately, my hands and feet have been incapacitated.
The present stalwarts of our nation are preventing me from
putting an end to the role of oppression that I have so far been
compelled to play. Even today, once they find their diplomatic
tactics failing to divide our people on the basis of caste, creed,
religion or political issues they then steep down to exploit me
in the same unholy manner as was done by the earlier British
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imposters to extract their pound of flesh and reap unholy
benefits from the same. The definition of democracy has been
totally twisted in the name of public interest. My police force
is devoting its major energy and time to inconsequential
activities which are generally insignificant. Although, there
are also times when my force undertakes genuine issues and
sees them through successfully. This is the time when I feel
proud and elated. There are moments which provide me
immense satisfaction like when a hard core criminal is put
behind my bars or when genuine encounters end successfully
or when I observe smile returning on the faces of the poor
and downtrodden. Unfortunately, such moments are few and
far between. I feel miserable when I am privy to incidents
where the so-called protectors of law are themselves, blatantly
encouraging both corruption and exploitation. Yet, I am just a
mute spectator, helpless to prevent such inhuman practices.
The dictum, ‘Even walls have long ears’ holds true as my
walls are privy to diverse conversation and viewpoints. I feel
stifled when I hear my people say, “I have had to invest a
princely sum to get this job so it is fair that I should extort it
back.” Others say, “This is the whole purpose of joining this
force. After all, the entire day we are expected to slog like a
donkey, bear insults and repeated humiliations, so it is fair to
extract a suitable price for it.” At other times, I have honest
and upright officers working in my premises as well. They try
to cleanse the soiled system and explain to their subordinates,
“People, who are facing a crisis and are in dire straits, come to
us seeking help. After God, they see us as their sole saviour. Our
moral duty is to ensure that justice prevails. If we ourselves
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are going to be the wrong doers then we will open ourselves to
public criticism and eventually, we will suffer the consequences.
There is no comparison between us and the other government
departments.” These words leave their impact with a few
subordinates while others remain unaffected.
The nature of my work force is unique yet morbid. Murders,
dacoities, bloody murders, clashes, rapes, tears and the like
form the order of the day for my force. Close encounters with
this constant perverse side of life leaves a lasting impression on
my people generating mental tension, depression, despondency
and in some cases, shades of depravity. Overtime, they lose
the ability to be compassionate and become immune to the
sufferings of common man. The unrelenting work pressures
further dull their gentility and emotions.
To further compound the problem, in the absence of a
proper social and economic development of our society, other
institutions are proving to be totally ineffective in evolving
a healthy society, so very often my people are compelled to
pitch in their resources in order to help overcome a multitude
of hurdles like – ensuring safe and proper execution of
examinations, intervening to resolve water/electricity supply
related issues and multiple poverty related problems. Complex
issues arising due to ignorance, paucity of food, complete
inability to enforce positive thinking have negatively impacted
the effectiveness of different democratic institutions and
agencies. The dimensions of impartiality and freedom of
thought and action often keep digressing and so, I find my role
extending to all these areas.
Actually, they are my men who are managing the
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show but when the time comes for a fair evaluation I am
relegated to very poor rating. This happens solely because
I have unfortunately inherited a very coloured and tainted
reputation, all thanks to my unholy historical past. My men
are looked upon as devils incarnate in the human form with
common man failing to realize that this too is the doing of
our society. In fact, sometimes I am tempted to declare that if
I am so terrible, so heinous then why not annihilate my very
existence. But no that they will not do. As they are well aware
that without my presence this social system will crumble and
disintegrate. Without me, this society will not last even for
one single day.
In the normal course of the day, I have several leaders and
people from different stratas visiting me. Some come to speak
the truth, some utter a mix of half truths and others deliver a
series of blatant lies. I am extremely forbearing and tolerant
towards them all. It is unfortunate but one rarely sees truth
coming out as the winner. The dictum that rules today is ‘He
who wields the rod, wins’ meaning ‘Might is always right’. After
all this is the ‘dark era’. Even in the earlier era, Lord Krishna
had to resort to lying to help the Pandava’s win. So what can
we say about these modern times. Speaking of Lord Krishna
reminds me of the zeal and enthusiasm with which my officials
celebrate festivals in his glory. My people spread the message
of secularism constructing both temples and mosques to deify
the Gods yet it is ‘Krishna’ who enjoys a special place in their
hearts. As he was born behind my bars, so for my police force
he is the revered one. The reason is that Lord Krishna had
mastered all the sixteen ‘kalas’, and he was adept at his leela
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including his act of makhan stealing. That is to say that only
those of my policemen who have imbibed similar qualities and
proficiency in all these kalas, taste success. Once they have
mastered these techniques, only then will they succeed in
destroying the ‘Kansas’ of today.
During the course of time, there have been repeated
discussions on the reforms for me. Repeated lectures on human
rights have been plastered all over me. My force has been
instructed time and again on how they should modify their
behaviour. Eventually, a man only lands up behaving in the
manner that he is repeatedly exposed to. However hard he may
try to change but at the end, his thoughts control his actions. If
you enter a soot hole you can’t escape unscathed or untarnished.
So when my people are constantly surrounded by rogues, in
order to deal with them effectively they too have to turn into
a rogue. But yes, I cannot refute the fact that occasionally some
innocents also suffer the brunt of my force’s actions. I feel their
pain when good people are falsely accused, implicated and
punished within my four walls.
I am not privy to all of what goes on in those high level
committee meets but in the end, all those circulars reach
my premises and get filed. To my agony, most of those well
intentioned decisions remain on the dotted lines and rarely see
the light of day and their actual implementation for common
man’s welfare. Over the years both me and my people are
suffering, thanks to this attitude of complete lassitude. These
conditions are slowly corroding and debilitating me and my
people. Our performance does not have a fair evaluation.
Our resources are no longer up to the mark. Even the

The Autobiography of a Police Station

181

vehicles that often have to cover hundreds of miles carrying my
people to the crime spots and other related places, are outdated
and unreliable. Adding to it, my people’s travel allowance is as
little as hundred rupees. A simple thing like regular paper to
note down the reports is not available. At the time of annual
inspection, I am hurriedly drycleaned and white washed. The
money for this generally comes from some sponsorers who have
some vested interests. These days such folks are called dalals or
brokers.
Since the common man refrains from appearing as a witness,
we have a new crop of professional witnesses mushrooming who
furnish the proof against the guilty. In fact, the situation today
is becoming dismal and hopeless. I feel hapless as my hands
are tied. I am a mute observer to my people having to put up in
dirty barracks. The conditions in which my force has to survive
is inhuman. In such negative surroundings, how can we expect
them to maintain a positive outlook and a fair bend of mind?
After all, every man has to survive, so it is very rare to come
across the breed of officials who can enforce self-discipline and
control.
Overtime surviving in such a perilous state, several layers
of filth, depredation and corruption are beginning to stifle me,
though deep down I am still vibrant and raring to start afresh.
This is not the end, I am not dead as yet, I still remember what
is my final destination nevertheless, the hurdles are endless. My
guide, the milestones, are getting lost under layers of defiling in a
gradual way. I am slowing, losing out. I no longer know how I will
reach my real destination.
There are some serious issues too that I need to reveal. My
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upright and honest station officers are also extremely unhappy
with our system. For my maintenance or for certain public welfare
issues they are often forced against their principles to make a
collection on the side. I am well aware that none of these funds
are used for their own personal gains but to ensure my proper
functioning. Thus, in this context, I must confess that the very
meaning of honesty has acquired a novel connotation. As long as
you are accepting a minimal fixed sum you are considered honest
but when you resort to forcibly extorting funds then you are
declared ‘corrupt’. Many a times, I am compelled to go out of the
way and arrange funds to appease my senior officials, politicians
and law enforcers. People assume that I own Aladdin’s famous
magical lamp or probably that we are the direct descendants of
the famous ‘Phantom’ and can grant their wish with the batting
of an eyelid.
I must acknowledge that I am well aware of both my
positives and negatives. Yet, I am here standing amidst you
with my head held high because my positives still far outdo my
shortcomings.
Law enforcement in society and protection of life and
property from crime is ensured by me and my force. Whenever
we are allowed to work freely in a healthy environment, we are
never found wanting in the deliverance of our duties. So, I still
have a distinct niche and place in our society. Every year, we have
umpteen dedicated policemen sacrificing their lives for the sake
of our fellow citizens. Take my word, it is probably easier for the
soldiers fighting to safeguard our country and to successfully
conduct their duty as at least they are aware that the enemy
lies beyond our borders. On the other hand, my people have this
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daunting task of detecting and mitigating the enemy, a threat
coming from the heart of common people’s multitude. Thanks to
the tremendous risk and complexity involved in the nature of my
force’s job, brilliant candidates prefer to opt for other options.
Only those who have failed to secure a good job elsewhere, come
knocking at my door. I am left with few options, recruitment is
done from amongst the so-called leftovers. So I face a situation
today where while the complexities of the nature of the job
at hand are becoming more and more difficult and intricate,
the available candidates for the job at hand are substandard
and often seriously wanting in efficiency and capability. But
then what is life if it is not about ‘hope’, so I still maintain an
optimistic approach.
However, I do sense a gradual change as the society is
beginning to realize the importance of my presence. They
apprehend that keeping my resources up to date with the
changing times will eventually be to their own benefit. The
word is going around that soon I will be provided with the
latest computer and internet technology. This is heartening as
I frantically crave to get rid of archaic structure, antiquated
and rudimentary methods of functioning, and perverted
and tainted mindsets that have prevented my growth and
effectiveness. I too long to touch the heights of professional
excellence.
I too long for that day to dawn when people will not be scared
to come to me or detest me. They will come to me willingly in the
belief that I will resolve their issues and in turn, will win their
affection and trust.
I seek for the emancipation of my officials to enable them to
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deal fairly with the public and their grievances with compassion
and sensitivity.
No one and nothing is immortal. All I want is that we leave
behind a positive imprint on this society so after we are gone
our names should still be remembered with pride. This thought
often crosses my mind when I see people dying around me, their
human form lying, beginning to rot with worms feeding on
them. Even the ‘harijan’ musters the strength to do away with
them after he has downed a bottle of liquor. I do not intend to
disgust you with this horrific picture but only want to bring
home the point that even death should not be meaningless. I
have now for years and years been a mute spectator to life flit
past in its varied hues and colours. And because I have seen
life from such close quarters, it is the final truth that I cannot
overlook.
A few days back, a kavi sammelan was organised within
my premises and the words of one of the poets still continue
to resound in my ears. I want to share those words with my
officials and the public leaders as my ultimate message to
them –
Pen down the darkness, pen down the daylight.
Pen down the tears, pen down the fireballs.
Pen down that however unending the stretch of the ocean is,
it is still not enough to quench your thirst.
Muster that courage to pen down the name of the murderer,
however, far be his reach and whatever be his clout,
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Battling with your end, your eventual eclipse,
pen down that ‘the game of your life’ is not yet lost!
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The Walls stand Mute yet the Police Station has a Voice
Some address me as their God.
For some
I am the Devil incarnate.
But what I am is a mix of both.
Some address me
as their cure.
For some
I am just the medical shop.
But for a change
why not ask me about,
the burden I carry
on my conscience.
Has anybody ever bothered
to come forward to say,
fear not –
‘I will change your destiny’
and wash off all that muck
that sticks to your walls.
To reveal your true self
so pure, so white, so pristine
Even today
I stand alert every nite.
And my day is
a constant struggle to fight.
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So no longer am I a stark white
or a blinding black.
I am instead
a varying shade of unclear grey.
Will ever
Lord ‘Krishna’ return
to my embankment,
or the Prophets’ pristine, pure lamb
ever make its re-entry
into my fold again!
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Reminiscence
Several years back, in the course of a light hearted interaction,
a question had been posed before me, “If immediately after your
demise you were brought back to life by God and were given an
hour to write your own obituary, then what would it be?” I had
made light of the suggestion and waved it away not bothering
to even consider it. Today, when I am seventy and on the verge
of bidding this life goodbye, the question keeps popping back to
me along with different moments of my life that play themselves
out like a movie that has been rewound to be replayed. My inner
conscience coaxes me, “Mohan Singh, it is time for you to get
down to writing it, if not now then when?”
I find myself at a complete loss, wondering if there were any
positive instances about myself that I could pen. And my past
gradually begins to unfold itself before me.
On completing my studies, I had joined the Indian Police
Service as a gazetted officer. After undergoing a rigorous
training session, I had joined the force carrying with me so
many dreams, hopes and expectations, and so much enthusiasm
to excel. I started my job with such immense pride but alas! My
world came crumbling down when the reality of this field hit
me. Whatever my theoretical learning so far had been, in actual

190

Hukum!

practice their connotation turned out to be poles apart. It was
a totally different ball game. It took me sometime to absorb the
real behavioural tactics that were involved.
The first lesson I imbibed was that merely performing
was not enough. One needed to make a grand show of it only
then would one’s calibre be appreciated. I remember one such
instance when I had visited a village for inspection. It was my
first such tour. The villagers approached me with their several
issues. So I set up a week’s camp and one by one sorted out all
their grievances. I received a lot of their blessings for the help
extended to them. When I returned and met my senior officials,
I received a severe dressing down for whiling away my time
in frivolous indulgences during camping. I was flabbergasted.
Perplexed, I explained to my seniors where the truth lay. They
finally understood yet advised me to ensure that I announce
the effort put into the job or at least get others to broadcast my
work and success. They further counselled me to maintain the
right contacts, people who ‘matter’ in the organisation. As per
their advice, I gradually and consciously started to bring about
a change in my style of functioning. Today, when I evaluate
myself, I realize that the ecstasy I experienced in the initial week
of my profession when I had gone on overdrive helping those
village folks, easing their pain remains unparalleled to date. All
those tactics of sycophancy that I imbibed during my service
years did fetch me some benefits, some temporary applauds and
considerable publicity but it provided me with neither inner
peace nor it benefitted me or my esteem. Today, I feel a sense
of exhilaration settle upon me when I think of moments where I
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had genuinely helped someone or had done a good deed with no
ulterior motive.
Those moments are still clear in my memory when my socalled well-wishers had advised me that I need to find a big
league, powerful Godfather, to ensure a hassle free work tenure
and to be able to hold crucial postings. Initially, I refrained from
paying heed to such advice and was the recipient of much public
affection and adulation but gradually, for the next following few
years I took an about turn to follow their advice. The results
immediately started pouring in – important postings and
hobnobbing with the affluential were the grand benefits. Though,
I realized the real purpose of my life and the true dimensions of
our duty soon, and I pulled myself out of this trance like state.
Running after positions and postings was so irrelevant. They
mattered only as long as you held the post, thereafter, your
existence ceased to be relevant. Whatever be the posting, if your
conduct remains exemplary, your interaction compassionate
and your professional competence intact, you slowly garner
public respect and regard which stays with you long after you
have vacated the plum seat. It is your own persona that leaves a
lasting impression. Otherwise, it is human mentality that when
they have an ulterior motive they will leave no leaf unturned
to chuff up your ego, to flatter you but the next moment, when
you turn your back they will call you the choicest of names. I
underwent through all of this till the realization dawned upon
me that this was so immaterial and inconsequential, merely
a hollow facade to detract us and pull us away from our real
purpose, our true goal in life. What a fool I was, how meaningless
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a life did I live out! The realization today fills me with remorse.
What a terrible waste of my true potential! However, my only
consolation is that I woke up in the latter half of my service
tenure from this trance like state before it had become too
late. I began to realize the real purpose of my life. I refocussed
my energies to determine the route I needed to take in order
to exercise them positively. Those ‘terms’ that earlier held
no significance were now of paramount importance and their
relevance began to sink deep within me. I realized how kindness,
compassion, honesty and forgiveness provide true sustenance
to your existence. Even now, a deep sense of guilt overtakes
me as I relive those moments, when I took undue advantage of
my position to exploit, harass and hurt feelings of the hapless
recipients of my injustice. It is a well-known fact that only when
you are approaching the last lap of your race do you realize the
enormity of the distance still left to cover in order to reach your
goal. It is only in those last moments that your final evaluation
takes place. But a competent runner carefully evaluates his goals
at the very start in order to achieve ultimate success. Those who
are uncaring and casual right from the very start are the ones
who become the victim of this dictum – ‘What if they won the
race but then once a rat is always a rat!’ So, whenever I am filled
with deep remorse and regret for my earlier observations, my
wrong actions, I seek solace in the memory of my latter good
deeds.
Face it, policing is by no means easy. In the execution of my
duties, in order to control and maintain law and order, there
have been several occasions where I have landed up beating,
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victimizing innocent people and curious bystanders. In a crisis,
how does one differentiate amongst the real culprits or hard
core mischief mongers and the innocent people? At such critical
junctures, where is the time to conduct a careful investigation?
These situations are volatile and need to be brought under
control immediately by the police or else things have a tendency
to escalate to a point of no return and to blow up in your very
face. In one such instance, a dignified professor of a local degree
college got beaten up. After a few days, he happened to meet
me at a dinner function. The moment he set his eyes upon me,
he could no longer control his emotions so the torment that
he had suffered and the humiliation he had been subjected to
gave vent to a volley of emotions. His eyes welling with tears,
he burst out, “I had never imagined even in my wildest dreams
that I would ever go through this.” How could I explain to him
that it was neither his fault nor ours. All that I could do was to
apologize profusely. Similarly, several times during the course
of our investigations when suspicions arise, some innocent folks
are also pulled in for cross-questioning and they land up getting
unnecessarily harassed.
I can recall two such incidents where the case had taken an
extremely complex and ugly turn and it took us several days
to figure out who the real culprits were. There was constant
mounting pressure both from the public and press. The police
was charged with extreme incompetence. Time is always a
scarce resource for us. In order to find a fallen needle, the entire
floor has to be swept clean. So, in order to expedite the process
the police also takes to a similar recourse. The law states that
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if in the course of noble intent some mishap occurs, it is to be
overlooked and pardoned. But the real jury sits within oneself.
What must one do when your inner conscience points out your
unjust deeds? Even today, I am unable to forgive myself for
these omissions. Should I not have shown more patience, more
empathy for those innocents that suffered thanks to our reckless
conduct. If it had been a rogue whose leg I had broken I would
be able to make peace with it because in this way I would have
helped those hapless innocents who were being tormented by
the miscreant. But when the innocent suffers at my hands, the
torment gnaws away and eats me from within. When I had joined
the rat race, it all seemed to be justified but today, when I have
lived it all, those moments come back to persecute me every
waking moment. One cannot turn the clock back. What is done is
done! All that remains within my reach is to beg for forgiveness
from the God above. Today, when approached by any needy, I
try to extend all the help I can, hoping to be condoned for all my
follies committed in the past.
For the last twelve years, I have been attempting to pen down
my obituary but forget about writing it I find myself unable to
even pick up my pen for the purpose. What can I write? Have
I done anything worthwhile that I can mention? Writing about
another person comes easy but when it is about oneself, I can see
clearly what I am, what have been my deeds. That entire picture
is clear within me. How can I project what is dark as white? I
have to evaluate my true self, my honest worth, all by myself
and that too, for my own self. Even if I project myself otherwise,
I would still know in my heart where the actual truth lies. Oh!
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The dilemma…
At the very onset of my career graph, I can vividly recollect
how each dead body crossing my sight stirred me, reminded
me of my duty and how I had failed to save a life. As time went
by, my feelings were no longer stirred, my sensitivity dulled
and those dead bodies left no impression on my being. What
mattered was whether the present year’s figure of the dead was
lesser then last years. Last year ten had died but this year they
were only nine. What bigger irony can there be? It was of no
relevance that nine people had actually lost their lives. Did these
lives have no value? But then manipulating this data was more
important to suit one’s interest. And I feel ashamed to declare
that I too was a party to it. Today, these facts sicken me. I feel
disgusted with myself and with the system. Those thoughts
depress me. Why, oh why, did I lead such a life? Why did I divide
my life into so many formats? The regret is eating me up because
when I realized where I was going wrong and what was the real
purpose of my life, it was too late to make amends, to make an
impression, to bring about a positive change as I was no longer
part of the battle ground, no longer an active participant. Kudos
to you, Mr. Mohan Singh. Bravo! People who set out to achieve,
to cover a long distance make sure that they leave for their quest
even before dawn breaks. But, what about you? Ha! You have
very little time left, now what? These thoughts continue to eat
my insides! My body is weak, and becoming more and more frail
with each passing day. Soon, I will be bedridden and my bed
sores will take me to my grave. I too will become another figure
added to the data.
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Destiny had offered me the golden opportunity to help
the needy. If nothing else, I could have at least given them
some pleasant moments, been nice to them, uttered some
sympathising words, shown some compassion or a certain degree
of kindness towards them. But no! People came to me loaded with
expectations but neither did I come up to their expectations, nor
offered any support, either physical or emotional. My inflated
ego kept egging me on and prevented me from showing humility
and understanding towards the humble and the poor. Lost in
the sheen of my false ego, amidst the clicking of the heels and
salutes of the sentries around, I had lost my real self completely.
Like the bull going round and round churning the water mill, I
stayed put and when finally the curtain lifted from my eyes, I
realized I was still standing exactly where I had begun. Even my
prayers to the Lord were a farce, a mere ritual, just lip service.
These prayers were a waste as they were uttered with no real
feeling emanating from within so they did nothing to refine me.
I received innumerable medals and several letters of
appreciation, of credence, that still adorn my walls. As according
to the worldly standards, I am a capable and successful officer.
But when I sit down to evaluate myself, I no longer have the
audacity to lie any further. I find myself incapable of receiving
any kind of certification. When I turn in to sleep in my bed,
the reflections of several people, their faces, come to haunt
me on the wall in front. They point accusing fingers at me, I
wake up soaked in dreaded sweat. My past actions keep playing
themselves out, the vultures of guilt constantly eating away at
my intestines. Perhaps, this is my penance, and perhaps, this
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alone will lead me to my God where I can beg for his mercy and
for Him to ultimately put an end to this suffering!
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Thoughts emerging from My Past
When I delve into my past,
memories come back to haunt me.
They hover on the walls of my room,
to form disfigured accusing faces.
They come in the wee hours
of the dark night,
and I wake up in cold sweat –
shivering with fright!
A serpent hisses into my left ear,
then a vulture pops out
of my own creation,
and pecks away
at my ageing intestines,
and then my mind begins to ponder!
Yet my past carries some shade
of a few calming greens too –
who fan me
with blessings of the downtrodden.
There is this film of virtuosity
in this account of my ‘Karma’ –
that provides some cover
to my sufferings!
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This emboldens me
to face the threat of those vultures,
offering me some solace, some peace,
to steal a few winks of
deep untroubled slumber!
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