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Foreword 

 

“Al – Qaeda is fake” 

 

 

“9/11 was a conspiracy hatched by the US government” 

 

 

“Jihad is just a recruitment strategy for the politically – motivated 

‘pseudo – war’ propagating organisations created by various 

governments” 

 

 

“Post – Godhra Gujarat riots of 2002 were political, not communal” 

 

 

These and other such statements were something that I never could 

have believed to be true till I came to know about the truth from an ex–

terrorist’s life story. Till that time, I was living blindly, without paying 

any heed to the fact that we cannot take all the things on their face 

value. The things that we read in newspapers or see on the news may 

not be the truth; they may be politically – controlled and manipulated 

to hide the reality. It is not uncommon for politicians to create a false – 

truth and feed it to the people in such a manner that the masses close 

their eyes and their minds to the reality and build false perceptions 



 

 

about issues like Religious Extremism, Cross – border hatred, and the 

necessity of War. His story made me sit up and try to form my own 

opinion and views on such issues based on facts and logic rather than 

hearsay and official releases.  

 

 I was never religious and used to consider myself an Atheist. However, 

this story made me realise that it isn’t God that I do not believe in; it is 

the way ‘God’ is manipulated everyday behind the veil of ‘Religion’, the 

biggest lie of all. I am quite sure that by the end of this story, you 

would agree with me on the fact that all of us are manipulated on a 

daily basis in the name of religion or ethnicity or colour or race. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

How it began 

 

 

07th June 2014. Hazrat Nizamuddin Station, New Delhi 

 

I don’t like waiting but I still reached the station half–an–hour before 

the scheduled arrival time of ‘Sampark Kranti’ Train on which my wife 

was arriving from Jabalpur after a four–day wellness and meditation 

camp at Bhera Ghat, near Jabalpur. I just wanted to be there the 

moment she stepped out of the train. But, I had committed the 

proverbial sin of not checking about the running status of the train 

before leaving for the station. As it turned out, and as is expected from 

the Indian Railways, the train was running an hour–and–a–half late. 

That meant that I had two hours to kill.  

 

Towards the beginning of 2014, I had started a blog about my views 

and opinions on a variety of topics. However, after a few posts, I got 

busy on certain things and could not post as frequently as I wanted to. 

So, to kill the time, I decided to write a post for my blog. I had read an 

article in a newspaper about a week or so prior and thought about 

writing something on it. It was an article about developments in a court 

case involving some terrorists caught after a bomb blast outside Delhi 

High Court in 2011. 

 

I was carrying my laptop so I started searching the net for related 

articles and more details about the case. For good fifteen/twenty 

minutes, I did not realise that the person sitting next to me on the 



 

 

bench was keenly going through the articles I was reading on the net. I 

ignored him but couldn’t help glancing at him every couple of minutes, 

using my peripheral vision, and every time, I found him reading the 

articles on the screen. 

 

After about ten minutes or so, I started typing my thoughts away, 

which were full of contempt for the heinous crimes committed by the 

terrorists in the name of religion. I was going with a flow and had put 

down more than five hundred words within fifteen minutes. Just as I 

was about to start a new paragraph, the person sitting next to me 

spoke, 

 

“Are you sure they are the real culprits?” 

 

I was surprised at his sudden attempt at a dialogue and turned my 

head to the right to look at him and asked, 

 

“What?” (I had heard him but just wanted to make sure I had heard 

him correctly) 

 

“They (pointing towards my screen) .... Do you really believe whatever is 

written in the articles about them?” he asked. 

 

“Do you know them?” I couldn’t stop myself from asking. 

 

“No. I don’t know them. But I know for sure that the police reports and 



 

 

the ‘supposed’ evidence in such cases are not completely reliable and 

the newspaper articles or other articles based on such reports and case 

materials merely skim the surface.” 

 

“How do you know that? I mean .... What makes you say that whatever 

is written and mentioned everywhere is wrong and you know more 

about it?” I asked with a mixture of contempt and curiosity in my tone. 

 

The person went quite for a while and started staring at something in 

the distance. It was a good five minutes before he said anything. 

 

“Are you a writer?” he asked. 

 

“Yes. Not a famous one yet. But, yes. My first book came out last 

December.” 

 

“And .... Are you writing this for your next book?” he asked, pointing 

towards the screen of my laptop. 

 

“No. This is a small piece for my blog. My next book is a romantic love 

story,” I replied. 

 

“Ah! A love story. That’s good. But, then, why waste your time on an 

article about terrorists? What good would it do?” 

 



 

 

“I try and write my viewpoints on everything that I feel strongly about 

or that touches my heart. Every year, hundreds of people lose their 

lives due to terrorist activities. They call themselves Jihadis or freedom 

fighters or revolutionaries. But, the fact is that they are mere 

mercenaries who probably feel a sadistic pleasure in spreading death 

and suffering. These misguided Muslim youths feel they are raging a 

“holy” war but they are, in fact, working against God and are spreading 

hate. Do you know more than ninety percent of the terrorists in the 

world are Muslims? So, what does that say about their religion?” 

 

He did not reply. He simply smiled and shook his head and went silent. 

 

After a few seconds, I asked “What?” 

 

“Who do you think is behind these terrorists?” he answered with a 

question. 

 

“Their organisations like Al–Qaeda, Indian Mujahideen, Lashkar, etc.,” I 

replied. 

 

“And ... Who do you think is behind those organisations?” he asked. 

 

“Agencies like ISI and CIA” 

 

“And, who runs those agencies?” 

 



 

 

“Their governments” 

 

“And, who runs governments?” 

 

“Politicians” 

 

“So, if politicians are the ultimate source of all the mayhem called 

terrorism, how is it about money or religion or belief? Is it not about 

politics and power?” 

 

“Uhhh ...” I couldn’t say much. 

 

“Anyway, what would you do if you got to know of the truth behind 

these terrorists?” 

 

“I would write about it. I am the kind of person who does not like the 

truth buried beneath any kind of layers. If I will come to know about it, 

I will let the world know about it from me,” was my first reaction. “But, 

why do you ask?” came the question soon after. 

 

He ignored my question and asked, “Let me ask you something 

important. If someone were to give you an excellent and true insight 

into the world of terrorism, why should the person trust you? I mean, 

would you be honest enough to mention everything truthfully? Would 

you have the courage to mention the truth? Would you not simply run 

to the police with the details?” 



 

 

I sat up, thought about myself for a few moments, turned to face him 

and said, “I am an atheist, so, religious bias is out of the question; I am 

an idealist and am yet to vote in any elections as I believe that an 

honest politician is a myth, so, political bias is out of the window as 

well. And, I am not a policeman looking to simply close a case without 

caring about the truth. My wife tells me that I live in an imaginary 

world in the clouds where everything is as it appears and which is built 

in an ideal way or, in other words, I am a simpleton with a different set 

of ideals and morals. Well ..... if that can make you trust me, you can 

tell me what you know and I will write about it.” 

 

“What makes you think that I am that person?” 

 

“I may be a simpleton but I am not a fool” 

 

He stopped for a few moments, rocked back and forth a few times, with 

his hands pressed hard on the bench on his sides, while looking 

somewhere far away, pursing his lips every now and then. During those 

few moments, I looked at him closely, which I had not till then, and 

found him to be around my age, 32, may be younger but definitely not 

older. But, even with a fair bit of stubble and moderately dishevelled 

wind-blown hair, his face had a calmness that is rarely seen in anyone, 

especially at our age. A relatively new blue jeans paired with a white 

cotton shirt with sleeves folded till the elbows coupled with a simple 

pair of white sneakers, and, he looked just like any other fairly 

average–looking Indian guy. The only thing different about him, apart 

from the calmness on his face, was the plain innocence and gentility of 

his eyes. 



 

 

“Okay. I will tell you. I do not know why but I feel in my heart that I 

can trust you,” he said after almost an eternity and while still looking 

at some non–existent horizon. Then, he turned his head towards me 

and asked, “How much do you love your wife?” 

 

“She is the only person in my life and I probably love her more than 

myself. Why?” 

 

“And what about truth? How truthful and honest do you consider 

yourself? To what extent can you keep a secret that can destroy 

someone’s life if divulged?” 

 

“I consider myself to be a truthful person. I mean, I have lied but never 

to harm someone, maybe an excuse to take a leave from school or office; 

or when my wife was still learning to cook and I would say a lie or two 

to avoid discouraging her; and maybe a few small ones here and there 

for some small benefits, but, I have never said a lie that would harm 

anyone. As far as keeping secrets is concerned, I have a black hole in 

my heart .... whatever goes inside stays there and never comes out.” 

 

“If that is the case, I would like you to swear on your wife’s life that 

whatever I will tell you to write, you will write absolutely truthfully and 

without changes, and, you would never tell anyone about me till the 

time the story is out.” 

 

That piqued my interest and I looked straight into his eyes. I did not 

think about what he would say and what I would write and, even 



 

 

though it seemed a bit childish to me, I blurted out two words: “I swear” 

 

“Great. There is a lot of stuff I need to say and it is almost time for the 

train to arrive. I am here to receive my wife who is coming from Jhansi 

by the Sampark Kranti so ...” 

 

“What a coincidence! Even I am here to receive my wife who is arriving 

by the same train.” 

 

“Cool. So ... let’s meet up some other day at some other place when you 

have time. Give me your number. I will call you and will tell you when 

can we meet up.” 

 

“Why don’t you come over to my place? Or, I can come to yours,” I said. 

 

“Nope. You cannot tell even your wife about it till the story is complete 

and released or about to be released. And, my wife does not know 

anything about it and I would like to keep it that way. Therefore, we 

will meet at some coffee shop. So, tell me when and where?” 

 

I asked him to meet me the next Sunday at the Coffee Home in 

Connaught Place, the one located opposite the Hanuman Mandir. I do 

not know why but he gave a wry smile when I mentioned Connaught 

Place. He took my number down but did not give me his number. He 

did not even give me his name. By the time he took down the number, 

the train, for which we had been waiting, had started entering the 

station. We parted ways with a slight shake of hands and he went a bit 



 

 

further away from the main entrance as his wife’s coach was three 

coaches down from my wife’s. 

 

He glanced back once to look at me. He had a smile on his face. It 

wasn’t a clever smile or a scheming smile or cynical or twisted or 

anything else that may be construed as bad. It was an innocent smile 

full of hope and a belief that something good is about to happen. 

 

*************** 

 

The following Sunday, we met at Connaught Place as we had discussed. 

He had called me up the previous Saturday to check on the timing and 

we had mutually agreed at a meeting at 11 AM. Interestingly, his 

number did not display on my screen and it simply flashed as “Private 

Number” when he called me up. I am a heckler for punctuality so I 

reached the place five minutes before time. But, he did not arrive at the 

scheduled time. I had to wait for a good twenty – five minutes before I 

got another call from that “Private Number”. He apologised for being 

late and asked me to come out of the Coffee Home and go to Barista in 

the Regal Building complex opposite Janpath and wait for him there. 

 

I had half a mind to give up on the meeting and go home as I found it 

irritating that he changed the venue on his own and after making me 

wait for long. But, within seconds, I had second thoughts and I decided 

to go to Barista. I got out of the Coffee Home, crossed the road and took 

the side–lane adjacent to the Mohan Singh Place and reached Barista 

within five minutes. Once I reached there, I had to wait for another five 

minutes before I saw him enter the place holding a black helmet in his 



 

 

hands. He was looking quite different from the day that I had met him 

at the railway station. He was wearing a bandana on his head that he 

had probably worn under the helmet but had not removed even after 

taking the helmet off. And, he was sporting a proper beard, unlike the 

heavy stubble he had the other day.  

 

He came straight to me and apologized for making me wait and making 

me move from the Coffee Home to Barista. 

 

“Once I tell you about everything and you have come to know a bit 

more about me, you would realise why I got you waiting and asked you 

to move to a different location than the one that we had decided upon. I 

just wanted to ensure that there was no one else with you. I am sure 

you would understand that it is difficult to trust a person whom I have 

met only once. I waited near the Coffee Home to make sure no one was 

waiting outside or near the joint. I asked you to come to Barista as I 

wanted to double–check that there was no one with you or following 

you as a lot of things can be arranged at a pre-decided location. I am 

sorry I had to do all that.” 

 

“That is okay but what exactly is it that you wish to tell me that 

requires all this secrecy and precautions?” I asked. 

 

“You haven’t brought any writing material or your laptop to make 

notes ... so .... how do you plan to note down whatever I am about to 

tell you?” he asked. 

 



 

 

“Well ... there are two reasons for that. One, I do not know what are 

you going to say and whether it would be good enough for a book or not. 

Second, if it is good, I would rather listen to everything that you have to 

say and absorb it and reproduce it later in my own manner. But, before 

we begin, why do you not write it yourself if you believe it is good? Why 

ask someone else and that too, a complete stranger?” I answered and 

asked. 

 

He took a long breath, looked at me and said, “It is my friend’s 

autobiography.” 

 

“Okay ...,” I said, waiting for something more, wondering how big a deal 

his friend’s autobiography could be. 

 

He looked all around and once sure no one was listening to us, he took 

another big breath with an audible exhalation and said, “Till 2008, my 

friend, Dhiren, ..... was a .... terrorist.” 

 

I sat there speechless and wide–eyed for at least five minutes. My mind 

was saying a lot of stuff but nothing left my mouth. 

 

“Damn!!!” 

 

“Is he joking?” 

 

“He looks quite serious. Should I be scared?” 



 

 

“He said ‘was’ a terrorist, so what is he now? Did he surrender?” 

 

“Should I stay or should I run?” 

 

“Was he a terrorist as well? If his friend was, then, he too must have 

been.” 

 

“He doesn’t look like a terrorist.” 

 

“What am I doing here sitting with a terrorist? What if I get into 

trouble?” 

 

I did not say anything but, probably, he could read my expressions as 

he said, “Do not worry my friend. I am not a terrorist and my friend 

isn’t a terrorist anymore. He gave up being a terrorist six years ago, in 

2008. Nobody knows about that chapter of his life. The organisation, 

that he used to work for, thinks he is dead and the intelligence 

agencies never knew anything about him. So, nobody is looking for 

him .... yet. He is a different person with a new identity, new work, new 

life and new thoughts. So .... you can relax.” 

 

“So nobody in his present life, except you, knows about his past and 

nobody from his past knows about his present, and, that is the reason 

he wants someone else to write about him so that he is not exposed. 

Am I right?” I asked. 

 



 

 

“You are smarter than I thought. Yes, that is the reason. One, if he 

writes the book and gets it published, the world will come to know 

about his new identity. Till a few months ago, only I and his Godmother 

knew about his truth. And today, it is only I who is aware of it. Second, 

he is not a creative person and no good in playing with words. And, it is 

the same with me. I am good with English, Hindi, Urdu and Arabic, but, 

I do not think I can write a complete story and even if I do, it would not 

be able to express everything that he needs it to. Third, I researched 

about you and read your book. It was a good first attempt and I am 

sure you would do justice to what he wishes to express. I dug up a bit 

of your past as well and did not find anything there that would make 

me give up this endeavour. And, finally, it is a coincidence that I met 

you and that coincidence made me think as if fate wanted me to get my 

friend’s story out to the world some way or another and that is why it 

brought you to me. So, tell me, would you like to pen my friend’s 

autobiography, his thoughts, his story and his emotions, in your 

words?” 

 

I was still lost in my thoughts about his proposal and about the fact 

that he had done a check on me and had invaded my privacy in some 

way, when he said, “And, before you decide, let me tell you that he does 

not want anything out of it. He just wants his story to get out there in 

the world. He does not want any money for this and, definitely, 

absolutely definitely, no credit.” 

 

“I was not thinking about money. In fact, I do not know what I was 

thinking about. It is not every day that you get such a proposal. I was 

wondering how would it be an Autobiography if I write it and not your 

friend.” 



 

 

“You are simply the medium my friend. It is his story and in his own 

words. Yes, you would be constructing sentences for a proper structure 

but that would be more like the work of an Editor than that of a writer. 

Since you would not be adding anything to the story, not even your 

views or opinions, it will be an Autobiography. So .... are you game?” 

 

“Yes ..... I guess .............. Let us start” 

 

*************** 

 

I just sat there, sipping my coffee, waiting for him to start his story. He 

seemed lost in his thoughts and I could make out that he was 

searching for a thread to begin with and, therefore, I did not disturb 

him and let him be for a good ten minutes after which he said, 

 

“Before I begin my story, we need to lay down some ground rules. One, 

you would never ask for my name or my friend’s name. Just call me 

‘dost’ and for my friend, I will use a fictional name .... say .... Akbar. 

Two, you would never ask for our contact details or address. I would 

contact you whenever required.  Three, he has changed the names of 

everyone related to the story and we will not give you the correct names 

of those people as he does not want anyone to locate him through them. 

So, all the names in the story are fictitious. But, 'fictitious names' does 

not mean 'fictitious people'. They are as real as you and me. Four, you 

would not add anything of your own to add flavour to the story or to 

make it more interesting. Lastly, try not to interrupt me as I try and 

recollect all kinds of details while narrating the story. After all, I need 

to recollect everything he will give me and mention the same to you in a 



 

 

proper manner. Are these rules okay for you?” 

 

“Yes, I think I can live with that. But, there is one thing that I believe I 

should say right away. I do not trust anything blindly. I dig deeper into 

everything that I am told about before accepting it as truth. So, 

whatever you say, please know that I will verify and authenticate it on 

my own.” 

 

“That is okay. Shall I begin?” 

 

“Yup. Whenever you are ready.” 

 

Again, as was probably his habit, he took a deep breath, sat still for five 

minutes, and, said, 

 

“I will begin his story from the day that started his transformation from 

a Terrorist to an ‘Ex–Terrorist’. He wants me to run you through 

everything as it happened as he believes that a simple narration would 

not bring out the emotions and feelings. He will give me the exact 

words that were spoken, the exact situations and the precise details of 

everything that happened with him with as much minuteness as 

possible and I would replicate the same for you, And, please remember 

that I will be narrating everything in First person to keep it exactly as 

he will tell me.” 

 

 



 

 

Chapter 01 – That day 

 

 

(13th Sept. '08). The second–most important day of my life (if you 

can call it a life). 

 

It started out as just another day for me, but, I did something that day 

that made it important. I had been looking forward to that day for the 

previous six months. And, when that day arrived, I almost wanted to 

rush out and complete that job that had been assigned to me by the 

group leader. 

 

The morning tea tasted better than ever, and, for some strange reason, 

the water was a bit cold compared to the previous day, and, the day 

before. A nice shower, a refreshing breakfast, and, I knew it was my 

day. I had a strange tingling sensation in the pit of my stomach that 

was telling me that something bad was going to happen. 

 

But, shrugging off that feeling, I picked up the bag that contained the 

package that I was supposed to deliver to our main location that day. 

That package had been carefully prepared by my team and it had taken 

us a week to finally assemble it and pack it up. There were ten such 

packages to be delivered at various locations. But, my package was the 

biggest and most special and was to be taken to the main location. 

Those packages were part of the fourth lot made by us. We had already 

delivered three consignments in Bangalore, Ahmedabad and Jaipur. 

There were two dozen more consignments that we were to prepare for 

delivery throughout India. 



 

 

I had drawn a “location - map” on my arm according to our surveys 

that we had undertaken in the previous weeks. That map was 

supposed to guide me out of the area after delivering the package in 

case of unexpected developments. Everyone in each team had those 

maps on their arms corresponding to the specific location that had 

been assigned to them. We had not used any papers as it was easier to 

destroy the map on the arm. We simply had to wet our sleeves and the 

water was to do the rest to the special water–soluble ink with which we 

had drawn the maps. 

 

The location that had been assigned to me and my partner is a very 

crowded market–place. The weekend is the busiest shopping time at 

Karol Bagh, our focal point, as is the case at almost all major shopping 

areas in Delhi. We had selected Saturday and not Sunday as another of 

our target, Connaught Place, is usually closed on Sundays. So, 

Saturday was the best day for our business as more people around in 

the markets meant more customers for what we were selling.  

 

“CUSTOMERS!!!” 

 

It is an interesting word in our field of work. I would not elaborate 

much upon it at this point of time as it would become quite clear by the 

time I end my story. 

 

As to what we sold, let me tell you that we sold something that is the 

least popular as well as the most popular thing on the planet ---- 

“DEATH”. Interestingly, we are not called salespersons like the people 

engaged in selling other products. We are called “TERRORISTS”. 



 

 

Why are we called terrorists? I am not really sure. Till that day, and, in 

fact, till about a few days after that, I used to believe that I was fighting 

for “OUR” people's cause, a rightful cause, for their rights and for what 

is rightfully theirs. I believed we were “fighters” destined by Allah to rid 

the Earth of the evil-doers. Within that feeling of fighting-for-a-cause 

was mixed a feeling of revenge for me. Revenge for what was done to me, 

revenge for what was done to us, and, revenge upon those who think 

that this is not our land. 

 

Today, I believe we were just furthering our business and were simply 

doing what our organisation was paid to do. 

 

In neither of the cases, “Terrorist” would apply as a term to explain 

what we do. 

 

So .... why “Terrorist”? I don't know. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Chapter 02 – That day continued 

 

 

I reached the location when there were about thirty minutes still left in 

the scheduled time. Shaukat (name changed), our group leader and my 

partner for that location, reached the designated tea–stall for the show 

from another direction. Upon reaching the stall, he handed a bag, that 

usually contained packets of tea, to the person running the tea–stall, 

but, which contained something different that day; a new kind of 

package. He placed the package towards a side of the stall. The stall 

owner, a friend, handed a cup of tea each to Shaukat and me and 

motioned to us to sit down and wait for the time when we were to 

justify our love for our people and our cause. 

 

There were more than twenty customers at his stall and almost the 

same number at an eatery stall a few feet away. And, between us, a 

multitude of our “customers” was flowing back and forth with their 

shopping bags. 

 

It was 18.00 hours on that colder–than–usual Saturday evening in 

Delhi. Shaukat gave me a signal, which meant that just twenty 

minutes remained. He picked up a bag with actual tea bags and started 

to move away from the stall while our friend, the stall–owner, picked up 

a kettle of freshly cooked tea and a few tea glasses and moved in the 

opposite direction. The package had been perfectly placed to cause 

maximum damage. I don't know why but something was stirring inside 

me. For some strange reason, my hand wanted to reach out, grab the 

package and run away. Shaukat's voice and a tap on my shoulder by 



 

 

him somehow jolted me out of my trance and drove away those feelings 

of .... I don't even know how to describe those feelings in my mind and 

my ......... “Heart”. 

 

*************** 

 

We just glanced back to take a last look when we noticed a man 

picking up that shopping bag, the one that contained our package 

wrapped in black polythene, and walk away with it in the opposite 

direction, towards Ghaffar Market. Karol Bagh, like any other shopping 

area in Delhi, can have thieves walk away with people's stuff unnoticed. 

Since the bag was lying near our stall that had several customers 

sitting around, the thief might have assumed that it belonged to 

someone there and just picked it up and walked away. 

 

We were stunned for a second as we had not expected it to go that way. 

We started following him quickly but did not run or shout as we did not 

want to bring anyone's notice towards us or that bag. We were 

following him as fast as we could but even he was walking as fast as 

possible, probably to get away from the area as soon as he could. 

 

After going about fifty metres, he glanced back, probably to check if 

someone was following him or not. I am quite sure he saw us moving 

towards him as he picked up pace and glanced back after every couple 

of seconds. First two or three times, the glance was as if he was 

scanning, but, then, he started looking at us directly. Then, after a 

couple of minutes, he probably thought it wise to give up and left the 

bag on the road near an Auto rickshaw parked there and almost ran 



 

 

away. We went up to the bag to pick it up but when I was just about a 

few metres from the bag, Shaukat grabbed me from the shoulder to 

stop me. When I glanced back, I saw him looking at his watch. I 

immediately looked at my watch and guessed the reason for the same. 

It was already 18.10 and just ten minutes remained. There was no way 

we could pick it up and replace it at the stall in time and move away 

quickly without raising suspicion. We took a look around and saw that 

even though there were lesser people at that location, the number was 

still substantial. We decided to leave it there and get away. 

 

*************** 

 

But, the feelings that I had been carrying since the morning were not 

for nothing. The bomb went off earlier than scheduled. We had gone 

just about two or three metres when it happened. The two of us were 

caught in the explosion. I knew it there and then that I was destined to 

die, to be killed by it. I had to explode that day. 

 

The force of the blast hurled me a long way. I hit a pole with the side of 

my head first, rebounded to the left, and, then, landed on the ground 

on my back with a resounding “thud”. 

 

*************** 

 

I know that I am going to hear that “thud” for the rest of my dead life. It 

seems that it wasn't a bomb that we had kept at the stall that had 

exploded. What I had kept there, closely wrapped up inside that 



 

 

package, was my life. And, it had exploded. My life had been shredded 

to pieces and I could see those pieces flying away, slowly but surely, in 

all directions. 

 

*************** 

 

Akbar’s friend, the one narrating the story to me, then, said, 

 

“Something happened to him at that time that he would like me to 

describe in exactly the same words as his own, as a feeling that runs 

over him every time he thinks about it. It is something that does not go 

away with the past. It has stuck to him and he can feel it happening to 

him again whenever he shares it. Therefore, please bear with me as I 

explain it to you as if it is happening to him right now.” 

 

With that he closed his eyes and went quiet for a few minutes. I kept 

looking at him intently, waiting for him to speak. A part of my mind 

wanted me to break the silence and ask him to speak but my heart and 

the rest of my mind kept me from doing so. I could sense the intensity 

of emotions in that stillness on his face and I thought it better to wait. 

 

After about ten minutes, which seemed to stretch for almost an hour, 

he started speaking. 

 

 

 



 

 

Chapter 03 – The First Piece 

 

 

The ground beneath me is rising and my hand is getting lighter than 

air. It seems something inside me wants to pluck one of those pieces 

from the stillness that is hovering over my now dead body. 

 

My body has started to rise slowly and is moving towards those pieces. 

The closer I get, the bigger they become. One of the pieces is coming 

towards me now. It is getting bigger and bigger. It has become a huge 

bubble with unending darkness inside it. It is all over me now and it 

has started gobbling me up from my feet upwards. I want to move away 

but I can neither move nor stop it from enveloping me. I am inside that 

bubble now and cannot see beyond the unintelligible haze inside that 

dark envelope. But, wait ...... there are some shapes that are emerging 

out of that darkness. 

 

*************** 

 

I have grown quite small. The mysterious shroud has squeezed me 

down. I feel quite small. I can't open my eyes and I do not feel any 

strength in my limbs. I don't feel any weight and can't open my palm to 

clutch at anything. I wish to get up but I cannot. I can hear a lot of 

voices around me but I cannot speak. It is as if I am an infant. 

 

Oh yes! That is right. I am an infant now. I can feel someone has been 

rocking my cradle for the last couple of minutes. I can hear two women 



 

 

talking. 

 

*************** 

 

“Is that Mr. Patel’s son?” asked the first female voice. 

 

“No, No. Mr. Patel’s son is in the special ward. He is Mr. _______’s son. 

They are from out–of–town. Somewhere near Ahmedabad I believe. 

They came to Surat to attend a relative’s marriage and the mother 

developed some complications. Didn’t I tell you about the beautiful 

Muslim woman who gave birth to a beautiful boy?” asked the second 

female voice. 

 

“Oh .. Yes, yes. I remember. You said something of the sort last night.” 

 

“Yes. She had been in the hospital for almost a month due to the 

complications and she died today, in the morning, just a few hours 

after the delivery.” 

 

“Ahh! That’s sad. Losing his mother less than a day after his birth. 

Tragic, I must say.” 

 

“Yes. Tragic. The poor soul couldn’t even see her son. And, look at this 

angel. Couldn’t see his mother even once. I just wish I could be 

Yashoda to this Krishna.” 

 



 

 

“But, you can’t. Isn’t it? He being a Muslim and you being a Hindu.” 

 

“Yes. That is why I am feeling so sad. I believe I will just satisfy myself 

by sitting here, with this angel, till the time he is here. I believe they 

are leaving tomorrow morning with the body. So, I will stay with him till 

then. And, since the mother has died, there isn’t anyone to feed him. 

The family is looking for someone in their circle who would be the 

lactating mother to this child. But, I doubt they will be able to find 

anyone so quickly. And, you know I just had a baby about six months 

back and am still lactating. So, I will feed him today. By doing that I 

will be his mother for a day at least.” 

 

*************** 

 

I can now feel her carrying me up from the cradle and bringing me 

closer to her bosom. I can make out that she has picked me up quite 

carefully and gently. 

 

It has been almost ten minutes that I have been feeding and she has 

caressed me softly on my head and my back several times. I cannot 

remember ever feeling so loved in my life. To me, she is not a Hindu. 

She is a mother. To her, I am sure, I am not a Muslim but a child 

hungry for motherly affection. I am feeling sleepy now. Her love, her 

warmth and my satiated hunger have probably combined to have this 

effect on me. Going .... Going .... Gone. 

 

*************** 



 

 

I do not know for how long did I sleep, but, I am just waking up due to 

some loud noises I can hear. It seems to be some sort of an argument 

over something. 

 

“Why are you shouting lady? This is a hospital and you are supposed 

to stay quiet,” said the first voice. (It was a male voice). 

 

“And your hospital is supposed to look after the children that are born 

here, OUR children,” replied the first female voice. 

 

“And we do that. All the infants in this ward are in good hands,” said 

the male voice. 

 

“Oh yes! I just saw this nurse of yours kissing my new–born nephew 

and my niece here, his elder sister, has just told me that she saw this 

nurse feeding my nephew. Can you just ask her what she is trying to 

do?” asked the first female voice. 

 

“I am just taking care of the child. It has lost its mother and I didn't 

want him to go hungry through the night while waiting for you and 

other family members to come and feed him. He is just like my own 

child for me and I was just nursing him,” replied the second female 

voice. 

 

To this, the first female voice almost shouted, “But he is not your son. 

He is OUR son. We do not want your Hindu milk going into our son's 

body and we do not want your care ......” 



 

 

“Then I would suggest you leave this hospital at the earliest as I do not 

think our nurse here did anything wrong,” interrupted the male voice, 

and continued, “and, for your information, the doctor who handled 

your sister–in–law's delivery and helped bring this child into this world, 

is also a Hindu. Just think over it.” 

 

I can hear my aunt's grunts and the nurse's soft sobs and the doctor's 

heavy breathing during the silence that has taken over after the last 

statement by the doctor.  

 

*************** 

 

In all that exchange of words, there is one thing I could not understand. 

“Hindu Milk”. What did my aunt mean by it? Is it any different from 

any other milk? Can milk be different on the basis of religion? 

 

I am not completely out of my slumber yet. My aunt has picked me up 

and is carrying me away and is rocking me in her arms continuously. 

And, the sleep is coming back again. Going ..... Going ..... Gone. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Chapter 04 – The Second Piece 

 

 

I am waking up again. I am in a different piece now. I feel quite 

different. I feel bigger. I am five years old now. I am at my home. It 

being a Sunday, I do not have school today but I have to go to the 

Masjid with my father around three hours from now. Our house is not 

a very big house, but, the two–storey structure is enough for our family 

to live comfortably in. My room is on the ground floor and is the closest 

to the living room as well as the main gate. Being that close to the 

living room, I could always hear everything that was ever discussed 

there unless someone spoke in whispers. 

 

Sitting in my room and completing my home – assignments, so that I 

get free in the evening to play Cricket with other boys of the locality, I 

can hear the voice of Shahid uncle (my father's close friend). He was a 

loud–talker, which was quite a giveaway that he wasn't well–educated, 

and I can easily hear whatever he is saying. 

 

It has been about half–an–hour now that I have been listening to 

Shahid uncle and my father's discussions about their work. They both 

have a cloth shop, albeit in different markets, and they buy their 

supplies from the same distributor. Their discussions seem to have 

been interrupted by a round of tea as I could make out from the 

slurping noise made by Shahid uncle while sipping it. 

 

The discussions have now, suddenly, turned to my schooling and it 

seems it wasn't the first time they were discussing it.  



 

 

“So bhaijaan (brother), what have you thought about Akbar's studies? 

Do you still want to send him to that English medium school in 

_________?” asked Shahid uncle. 

 

“Shahid ..... I have already told you earlier that I have quite made up 

my mind about it. I would not be sending Akbar to a madarsa like his 

elder brothers. I agree with your point that they would not impart any 

religious instructions or teachings to him in the school but we can take 

care of that at home. His brothers, sisters, sister–in–law, I and his 

ammi (mother) would be able to teach him everything he needs to know 

about our religion,” said my father. 

 

“But, would his thoughts and mind remain pure after learning what all 

rubbish they teach? Would he remain pure?” asked Shahid uncle. 

 

“What do you know about what they teach in those schools? You have 

never been there nor did you send your kids there. Whatever you have 

in your mind are mere misconceptions and nothing more. I do not want 

my Akbar to get corrupted. But, I do want him to get a modern 

education. He is smart and grasps things easily. I am sure he would do 

well in his life with such an education and would not be a shopkeeper 

like me and his brothers,” replied my father. 

 

“You do not know what you are doing bhaijaan,” said Shahid uncle. 

 

“I know what I am doing and I am quite sure that I would do him a 

world of good.” 



 

 

“You are mistaken bhaijaan. You cannot trust them with our kids.” 

 

“What do you mean by THEM? There are several of our own teaching 

there and several more studying there and no one has any problem 

with anyone else's religion. And, I am sorry if it sounds offensive to you, 

but I cannot be blind towards the fact that Islam does not ask us to 

differentiate amongst men on basis of religion. I live by it and teach the 

same to my children.” 

 

“As you wish bhaijaan. As you wish. I just wanted to speak out my 

thoughts and my concerns and nothing more. Rest is upon you.” 

 

“And I thank you with all my heart Shahid, for your concern. But, you 

worry too much. Whatever Allah has decided for us would happen and 

it would surely be good my dear brother,” said my father. 

 

*************** 

 

That very night, my father called me to his room and told me that I 

would be sent to _________ school, which is one of the best schools in 

our town, once the session got over. 

 

And, three months later, my father lived up to what he said. I was 

admitted to the ___________ school, with the hope that I would carve 

out a good career for myself and would choose a good profession that 

would earn respect not only for me but for my family as well. 



 

 

Chapter 05 – The Third Piece  

 

 

The second piece spewed me out right after my admission and my first 

visit to the school. 

 

Another piece has now started engulfing me from my feet upwards. 

 

I had celebrated my tenth birthday a few days ago and today, there is 

an Independence Day celebratory function at my school and I am part 

of a play that is the mainstay of the whole celebration. Strangely, 15th 

of August is tomorrow but, instead of celebrating it tomorrow, we are 

celebrating it today itself, on 14th of August, which is not our 

Independence Day. And, it happens every year, and not only in my 

school but in almost every school in the country. I am not sure whether 

the South Koreans also do the same in their country or is it only in our 

country. Also, I know why Pakistan changed their Independence Day to 

14th August, but, what I do not understand is why so many schools in 

India did that. One day I had even asked one of our teachers as to why 

we celebrate Pakistan's Independence Day and she replied that it is 

because there is a holiday on 15th August every year and they do not 

want to come to the school on that day. That sounded quite strange to 

me at that age that we put our holiday and comfort over our love and 

respect for the country. But, then, there are several things in life that 

do not follow any logic. 

 

Coming back to the function, the play will depict various milestones in 

India's struggle for Independence. The hour–and–a–half long play will 



 

 

shed light on instances leading up to the revolt of 1857, the various 

battles of 1857 and following years, the formation of INC, the Partition 

of Bengal, the Jallianwala Massacre, the rise of Gandhi, the Civil 

Disobedience Movement, the Dandi March, the Quit India Movement 

and 15th August 1947, marked by the famous midnight speech by 

Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru. The play will culminate with the events of the 

partition and the death of Mahatma Gandhi. And, that end is my 

favourite part as that is where I will appear in my role. 

 

The way that particular part has been conceptualised and portrayed is 

quite different from the stories that I had heard from my grandfather 

and his friends over the years. The play shows people fleeing from the 

newly–formed Pakistan and their trains being attacked by Muslims 

resulting in Mass Killings, Rapes, Lootings, Arson, and destruction, 

and, it shows the Muslim leaders of Pakistan laughing their heart out 

in the background. 

 

But, the way all of it is being shown is considerably different from the 

real–life accounts I had heard. What I had heard was that it was not a 

one–sided affair. There was as much suffering on one side as the other. 

Trains filled with dead meat were received by Indians and, in lieu, 

trains filled with similar meat were sent back to Pakistan. Millions of 

people on both sides of the border had lost someone and everything. 

 

My grandfather had (he passed away last year) a large group of friends 

comprising of as many Hindus as Muslims. Sometime I used to wonder 

how had they remained so closely knit for so many years especially 

since all of them seemed to have a different opinion from everyone else 

in the group no matter how large or how trivial the issue. The huge 



 

 

'Bargad' (Banyan) tree in front of our house had a huge platform of 

compressed mud built around it with a one–brick–thick cemented 

border around it to prevent the mud from seeping away. That platform 

was large enough for all the members of the group, numbering above 

two dozen, to sit comfortably every afternoon after lunch and play 

cards, and, indulge in their discussions while playing cards. Those 

discussions spanned every subject that they could think of right from 

Politics to Sports, Inflation to Economy, Education to Agriculture, from 

the quality of Milk in the tea to the movement of Armed Forces on the 

border. However, the most common topic was Politics, and, it would be 

the only topic during the days of the elections and we used to have a 

lot of elections I must say, like Panchayat Elections, Assembly 

Elections, and Lok Sabha Elections. 

 

My grandfather was not an educated man but he had grown to be as 

wise a man as anyone else. I wasn't a playful kid and, instead, was a 

curious one who would rather spend time listening to that grand old 

group than getting dirty in the field. During all those countless 

afternoons, I had come to realise that he usually had the most logical 

and poignant point in every discussion and he never minced his words, 

never filtered out anything for the sake of softening their impact. And, 

he had the same attitude even in the discussions about the partition. 

There were several who used to blame the Pakistanis for starting the 

carnage and a few who said it started on both the sides almost at the 

same time. Almost everyone, except my grandfather, agreed upon one 

thing. They used to say that people were angry, sad, dejected and 

disappointed over losing their homes and livelihoods and over being 

forced to go to a new place to start their lives from scratch, and, it was 

that anger that made a few people more flammable than others and, 

suddenly, somewhere the wind turned those embers into flares and the 



 

 

flares simply ran like wildfire. Everyone seemed sensible in calling it a 

mistake to which no one can be held guilty irrespective of religion. 

 

However, my grandfather had a completely different take on it. As per 

him, it was all political. I am not sure if he was right or wrong but he 

used to say that the partition took place because of the ambitions of 

Jinnah and Nehru. They both wanted to be the Prime Minister of newly 

independent India and neither was ready to back off. They were both 

from the non–royal Upper–Class, rich, well–educated (both were 

lawyers who studied in England), charismatic, vocal, diplomatic, and 

quite popular on their own accord. And, both were sure to win in case 

General Elections were held in a unified India. And, with Gandhi being 

neutral to both initially, they had to play other cards to prove their 

superiority. And, due to lack of options, Jinnah straight–away played 

the “Religion” card, like he had done on earlier occasions. There was 

already a widening rift between the Hindus and the Muslims, and the 

political leaders from both communities were exploiting it to the fullest 

for their own benefits. Jinnah had hoped that the idea of a separate 

nation would not go down too well and he would get the opportunity to 

become the leader of the country. However, Nehru didn't budge. My 

grandfather even said that it was probably the British themselves who 

gave the idea of partition of India way back when India was still 

fighting for its independence and it was still not in sight. They had 

divided Bengal in 1905 in keeping with their “Divide–and–rule” policy 

for easier rule and weaker opposition to their rule. The idea of a 

separate nation came up in 1930, most probably fuelled by the British 

to weaken India's demands for Sovereignty by getting Indians to fight 

amongst themselves. 

 



 

 

Anyway, both Jinnah and Nehru planted their feet firmly for their own 

benefits rather than that of the people and it resulted in the partition. 

But, even after the partition, there was every chance that the two of 

them would lose importance due to the burden of the blame for the 

partition. So, they had to shift the attention to something bigger. All 

they wanted was power and votes. So, Muslims were asked to go to 

Pakistan while Hindus were asked to shift to India. Jinnah wanted a 

Muslim majority in his country and Nehru did not want the Muslims to 

present any threat to his control. On the surface, both kept saying they 

want a secular state, but, beneath that cover, they just wanted what 

they wanted. And, so, everyone's attention was turned to possibly the 

largest exodus ever in the modern world. 

 

But, then, voices started accusing them of being a cause for such an 

exodus and of doing nothing to stop it. And, then, when Gandhi 

became quite vocal about the issue and others followed him, something 

drastic had to be done. The flares were already there; the people were 

already simmering; all it needed was some Kerosene from the political 

giants and it exploded. And, the results were as expected. Several 

hundred thousand murdered, several thousand raped women and 

widespread arson later, the division became permanent on the paper 

and in the hearts forever. And, both Jinnah and Nehru gained supreme 

power, though Jinnah did not enjoy it for long. On the other hand, 

Nehru enjoyed it till his death and did everything he could to keep the 

two nations separate forever including creating the Kashmir issue. 

 

The fire ignited by them has continuously been stoked by their 

successors to keep their thumbs on the pulse of the nation. Continued 

hatred means continued fear and that fear has been thoroughly 



 

 

exploited by the politicians to earn more votes. 

 

So, my grandfather used to blame the politicians and their selfishness 

for two separate nations, that later became three, and a large chunk of 

the problems that the three nations (India, Pakistan and Bangladesh) 

face today due to that. 

 

But, as I had mentioned earlier, I would never know whether he was 

right or wrong or were those just the ramblings of a man in his twilight. 

People have been known to have some stupid notions come to their 

minds with seemingly logical theories to support those notions. But, I 

would never know. I can simply wonder. 

 

Oh! There is one more thing that is quite odd about that play. All the 

kids, who are acting as Pakistanis in the play, are Muslims. Mr. 

Waghela, our Drama teacher, had told someone the other day, during 

the rehearsals, that “these kids are perfect for the role”. But, I really do 

not understand what he meant by that. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Chapter 06 – My First Death 

 

 

The third piece has thrown me up towards another piece floating in 

this new world of mine. But, this fourth piece is not enveloping me like 

the previous three pieces. Instead, the pull of that piece has just kept 

me hovering on the top. I am not able to break free from its pull no 

matter how hard I try nor am I able to enter it. 

 

The raven clouds in this piece have now started to part to let me look 

inside. I have recognised this piece now. I remember that day. I can 

never forget it no matter what. It was the day when I died for the first 

time. 

 

*************** 

 

That day, 28th Feb. '02, twelve years ago, is still fresh in my memory, as 

if time and space have frozen and are refusing to flow out of my heart. 

My heart went numb that day and had been the same for the next six 

years since then. Three men were killed that day, two women were 

raped, and, a young teenager was left half–dead to rot and die a slow 

death. The three men, one aged fifty, second twenty–five, and, third 

twenty–one, were dragged out of their house, badly beaten by a mob of 

over thirty men, stabbed a hundred times by knives, daggers and 

swords, and, finally, their badly mutilated bodies were torched by the 

mob, all in front of their family. The two women, a young girl of 

nineteen and a newly–wed woman of twenty–three, were dragged out of 

their house while the three men were being "operated" upon. They tore 



 

 

apart the clothes of the women and burnt those clothes. Then, they 

took turns to rape the women, brutally assaulting them when they 

tried to resist. Thirty men raped two women. Thirty men proved 

humans are different from animals as even the animals can't do what 

they did. Thirty men were enough to put devil to shame; even the devil 

disowned them that day. The two women were left there to die on their 

own. And, all of it happened right in front of the eyes of the young boy 

of sixteen, who was the first to be dragged out and beaten. 

 

*************** 

 

I was holed up in my room since the day before. Not by choice but was 

forced to. I didn't know what was happening but evidently, something 

bad had happened the day before and there was a lot of tension in the 

village. One of our neighbours was yelling to my father that the Hindus 

have gone mad everywhere in Gujarat and we should be careful. When 

my brothers looked at my father, he told them that nothing could 

happen in our area, which is just on the outskirts of Ahmedabad, as 

the Hindus and Muslims have lived closely–knit with each other for 

long in this predominantly Industrial area that had boomed due to 

proximity to two highways, the Railway station and the Airport. He 

asked all of us to stay in our rooms just as a precaution, though. 

 

Suddenly, around 9 AM, we heard an explosion somewhere. All of us 

ran to the well of the house where our father was sitting. He had 

probably jumped out of the sofa and was just staring at the main gate. 

Suddenly, he ran to the main gate and asked everyone to close all the 

doors and the windows of the house and shut themselves in their 

respective rooms. My brothers protested and stayed with my dad and 



 

 

asked all the women and me to hide inside. After about half–an–hour, 

we started hearing a lot of shouting coming from a bit afar but getting 

nearer by the second. Within a few minutes, the shouts became so loud 

that it was quite obvious that they were quite nearby. The roars kept 

growing and growing and it soon became evident that it was a very 

huge crowd that was swelling to horrifying proportions. There were only 

about five hundred Muslims in our neighbourhood and no more than 

2000–2500 in the whole locality. The din told us that the crowd was at 

least ten times our number if not more. 

 

I just opened my room's door a bit to take a look at my father and my 

brothers. I found them absolutely petrified with fear and wide–eyed 

with anticipation of something horrible. My father saw me looking at 

them and immediately shouted at me to shut myself back in my room. 

But, just as he shouted at me, our main door flung open and a number 

of men rushed inside and lunged straight at my father and my brothers. 

Our door obviously did not stand a chance against their large number. 

With a couple of seconds, there were at least thirty men in our house. 

Till then, I was unable to make out what they were shouting, but, once 

they were inside, I could make out their words: 

 

“Kill everyone. Do not spare any katua.” 

 

“They have killed our people. We will wipe them out. Jai Shri Ram.” 

 

“Find the women. Bring them out.” 

 



 

 

My father and brothers tried to fight them off but three against thirty 

was a little too much. I could just stand there watching and started 

crying with fear and helplessness. Suddenly, a couple of them saw me 

watching and ran towards me. My father saw that and shouted at me 

to run. But, where could I run to. My room had no other exit. I jumped 

under my bed. The two men tried to pull me out. I fought them as best 

as I could. I kicked and screamed and held on to one of the legs of the 

bed as hard as I could. Then, one of them got up and hit me on my 

knee with an iron rod. I screamed with pain and let go of my hold to 

grab my knee. As soon as I let go, they grabbed hold of my legs and 

pulled me out of the room, out of the house and kept dragging me for 

another thirty–forty feet outside our house right past the banyan tree. 

 

They threw me in front of some young men, who were definitely just 

past their teenage, and asked them to take out their anger on me. 

Those few started kicking me and hitting me with sticks as I lay there 

on the ground. While I was being pulled out, I saw that similar scenes 

were taking place in other Muslim houses in the neighbourhood as well. 

Large groups were dragging out people from their houses and throwing 

them in front of even larger groups and everywhere Muslim men and 

boys of all ages were being beaten up brutally. Within a couple of 

minutes, I saw my father and brothers being dragged out. They were 

already bleeding from various places and had already been beaten 

quite badly. But, that was not enough for those people. I had already 

had enough beating and was drenched completely in my own blood. I 

lay there motionless with my head turned towards my house. My eyes 

were open and I could see everything. 

 

And, then, it happened. I saw my three sisters and my sister–in–law 



 

 

being pulled out of the house forcefully. A few of them pinned my 

sisters to the compound wall and four of them lifted my sister–in–law 

and took her to the platform around the banyan tree. They tore her 

clothes off and the other guys did that to my sisters. All the clothes 

were kept together and doused in kerosene and burnt. Whenever my 

sister–in–law or my sisters resisted, they received a slap or a punch or 

even a stick. They shouted at everyone to see what they were doing and, 

with that, they started raping my sister–in–law and took turns. Seeing 

them, another group brought my eldest sister to another part of the 

platform and started raping her as well. At least thirty men raped them 

one by one. They literally mauled them to death. I could hear their cries 

for at least twenty minutes, and, then, there were no more cries and 

shouts. It seemed that those men were simply raping them without 

knowing whether they were alive or not. Then, I looked over at my other 

sisters and saw that they were being carried off. Slowly, they 

disappeared from my sight and I could hear their shouts no more. 

 

I kept hearing a lot of shouting and cries for help and people yelling at 

their helpless victims for another hour or so. Then, I blacked out. 

 

*************** 

 

I woke up three days later in a hospital that was crowded with patients, 

almost all of them victims of that day.  

 

Two days after I woke up, my aunt and her husband came from Surat 

to take me home with them. They told me that they had been looking 

for me ever since the rioting stopped and had finally found me at that 



 

 

hospital. They informed me quite painfully and reluctantly that my 

father, my brothers, my sister–in–law, and my eldest sister died that 

day and my other two sisters are missing and police had not been able 

to find any trace of them anywhere. 

 

I don't know why they left me alive. I don't know why they killed my 

father and my two brothers. I don't know why they raped my sister and 

my sister–in–law. I don't know what happened to my other two sisters 

who were taken away. I didn't know anything. I don't know anything. 

 

*************** 

 

Some of MY people later told me that they were Hindus, that they hate 

us, that hundreds of our people were killed during those riots, that 

dozens of our women were raped during that time, that they say it is 

not our land. They gave me a lot of answers but I still don't know why 

they did it. Why? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Chapter 07 – Beginning of a new journey 

 

 

The fourth piece has again started growing black and the blackness is 

growing thicker and thicker. It started out with a soot–like greyish–

black colour, progressed to coal black, and, now, is the blackest black 

that I have ever seen. It has started to move away from me and is 

getting farther by the moment. 

 

Another piece has now started taking its place. I cannot see inside this 

piece. No, it is not covered in black like the previous piece. It is covered 

in a misty haze. 

 

The maze is slowly parting to accord me a glimpse inside that little 

world. 

 

*************** 

 

I was sitting by the riverside in Surat. It was the middle of the day but 

the sun was not visible anywhere. Surprisingly, there wasn't any cloud 

in the sky and yet, the sun was hidden somewhere. 

 

I used to visit our Aunt's (my father's sister's) place in Surat every year 

for at least a week. Once, my cousin, her eldest son, had taken me to 

the riverside to show his favourite spot, the spot where he would go to 

whenever he had to clear his head and get away from something that 



 

 

bothered him. It was a secluded place and we would just sit there for 

hours, sometimes looking at the bridge over the river, sometimes at the 

horizon on the opposite end, and, at some other times, would just stare 

at the flowing water. He used to collect pebbles and keep them in a 

polythene bag and would take that bag with him to our spot whenever 

we would go there. We used to throw those pebbles in the river. 

Sometimes we would compete about who could throw the pebbles the 

farthest and, at other times, we would skip them on water. I used to 

tell my cousin that I would create a world record one day for the 

maximum skips of a stone on water. 

 

It were those memories, perhaps, that had pulled me to that spot every 

day ever since I went to Surat after losing my family and my life. It had 

been two months since that day and I had spent almost every 

afternoon at that spot. I had not been able to speak since that day and, 

thankfully, no one had forced me to speak either. My aunt had pleaded 

with me on several occasions, my uncle had tried to speak with me on 

several topics, and my cousins had tried to make me laugh or watch a 

movie or two. But, no one had forced me at all. 

 

So, just like every other afternoon, I was sitting there, at that spot, just 

staring at the running water, when a man came and sat about ten feet 

away from me. I saw him from my peripheral vision but did not care 

much about his presence. Yes, it was my spot, my secluded world, and 

I preferred not to have anyone around at that time, but, since that man 

had already invaded my privacy, and since it was not my personal 

property, there was hardly anything I could do about it except leave. 

But, I did not wish to leave either. Going back to my aunt's house every 

day reminded me of my family and took me back to that day every time 



 

 

I saw them. It was better to tolerate this stranger's presence than going 

back to those memories. I looked at him through my peripheral vision 

three or four times and, then, got back to staring at nothing. 

 

“It is not good to bury up things inside you and not talk about it. You 

have been silent for too long Akbar.” 

 

I almost jumped up at hearing my name from that stranger. He had a 

calm and soothing voice and he had spoken in a very comforting 

manner and, yet, hearing my name suddenly, and from a stranger, was 

as shocking as it could be in the frame of mind I was in at that time.  

 

“Don't be shocked Akbar. I know you quite well as I do all my brethren 

who have not been able to sleep properly for the last two months 

fearing that they might see those brutal scenes playing back in their 

dreams, those that took place that day, two months ago, and destroyed 

our lives.” 

 

He stopped for a moment, probably expecting me to say something as a 

reaction, but, I was still wondering about who he was. 

 

“I am not a stranger to you Akbar. Trust me, I am not. You do not know 

my name and you have never seen me in your life, but, we are brothers. 

Not by blood surely, but, definitely by faith and by suffering. I suffered 

at the hands of the kaafirs (infidels) eight years ago just like you 

suffered two months ago.” 

 



 

 

He paused and looked at me. My expressions were no longer of shock 

or wonder. I was somewhat curious. I wanted to hear him out.  

 

“My name is Imtiaz. Imtiaz Ali Beg. My parents and my brother were 

butchered in Kashmir eight years ago in much the same way as your 

family was. The only difference is that they did it to you on the pretext 

of revenge and they did it to me on the pretext of locating some people 

they called terrorists, but, who I now know to actually be our freedom 

fighters. More than two hundred million of us live in this country, and, 

yet, every once in a while, they make us realise that it is not our 

country, it is their country. We are living in this country at their mercy 

and they can do whatever they wish to; to us, to our families, to our 

brothers and sisters, and to our faith and rights.” 

 

“They?” 

 

It was the first word I had spoken in two months. It was a question to 

him because I had heard everyone repeating they did this, they did that 

and I had been wondering for two months about “them”. I had never 

asked anyone about “them”, though. But, somehow, it seemed that he 

knew the answers to a lot of questions I had in mind. 

 

“I am talking about the Hindus, Akbar. The Hindus. The Kaafirs 

(infidels). They are the ones who killed your family and who raped your 

sisters. And, they did it to hundreds of Muslim families. And, they have 

done so to thousands and thousands of Muslim families in the last fifty 

years.” 

 



 

 

“But, why would they do so? We did not have any fight with them. We 

had never caused any harm to anyone. Why then?” 

 

“Because they want us to be weak and afraid of them. They have been 

ruling this country since Independence and they want to keep doing so 

forever. There are two Indias in this land. One, the free Hindu India 

and the other, the subdued and chained Muslim India. The first has 

always managed to force itself upon the second in order to rule this 

land. And, to control us and to keep us in perpetual fear, they kill some 

of us and heap atrocities on our women and children to instil fear in 

the hearts of the rest of our brethren to keep us enslaved.” 

 

“But, why would they do that?” 

 

“Power my brother ..... Power ..... That is the main reason. They know 

that we are very powerful. Allah has made us more powerful than 

others and that is why all of them are afraid of us and, therefore, they 

try and intimidate us, wherever and whenever possible, through 

numbers. They strike us at places where they are much larger in 

numbers and do that as ferociously as possible to make us fear them. 

And, the people in power turn a blind eye towards such massacre as 

they are their people, we are not. They even incite them and encourage 

them to pile on misery. They kill us, maim us, rape us, torture us and 

by doing so, believe that we would grow weak and would never be able 

to rise up to them and prevent them from crushing us and our 

freedom.” 

 

“So … should we …. Should we be scared?” 



 

 

“Scared … why should we be scared? Allah has given us his power. He 

looks after us and protects us from all these evil–doers ….” 

 

“Protects us …. Where was he when my family was being tortured and 

everyone was killed? He did not protect us then. He did not protect 

anyone. Hundreds were killed. Hundreds.” 

 

“He tests us,” said Imtiaz while pointing towards the sky, “he tests our 

community to see what we do against such crimes and criminals, 

people who do not believe in him and act against his will. And, 

everything he does is with a reason. The crimes committed by those 

kaafirs pave the way for their destruction. Our people died for the 

greater good of humanity. Allah needs some of his men to rise and fight 

for him. Do not think of the deaths of those few hundred as murders. 

They have laid their lives down on the path created by Allah for the rise 

of his warriors. And, his warriors will rid the world of all sinners, all 

non–believers and all criminals.” 

 

“Who are those warriors? I want to meet them. I will ask them to take 

revenge for us.” 

 

“You” 

 

“Me?” 

 

“Yes. You Akbar …. You and a few others like you who have been 

chosen by Allah to fight for him. Everyone who lost someone in those 



 

 

killings wants revenge for what was done. And, from all those, a few 

have been assigned the task, by Allah, of cleansing this world. Now, it 

is upon them, upon you, to realise that they have been chosen and it is 

time for them, for you, to wake up and do what they were sent in this 

world to do.” 

 

“But what can I do? I am just a teenager fresh out of school. I have lost 

everyone in my family, I am not rich, I am not powerful, and I am not 

physically strong enough to kill everyone. What will I do and how will I 

do it?” 

 

“Akbar, my brother, you are not alone. God has given you several 

brothers, several like me. We will help you. You do not have to keep all 

that anger buried inside you as it will burn you from inside. Nothing 

would happen just by sitting here. Come with me. I will take you to 

your other brothers and together, we will bring Allah’s wrath upon all 

sinners. You need your revenge, they need their revenge, I need my 

revenge. All of us will work together to make those criminals pay for 

what they did.” 

 

*************** 

 

It was too sudden for me. I did not know what to say. It is true that the 

only thing on my mind at that time was revenge and I was seething 

with anger and helplessness. He had brought an option to me but I 

wasn’t too sure. I neither agreed to it nor declined it. I needed time. I 

told Imtiaz about my dilemma and he told me to think it through as the 

path he was offering me had no way back. But, he told me to think 



 

 

about what happened to my family and to several other families of our 

community while taking a decision. 

 

He kept meeting me every day for the next ten days and even brought a 

couple of other boys of my age with him one day so that I could hear 

their stories and their viewpoint as well. His persistence paid off and I 

agreed to join them. He went ecstatic when I told him about my 

decision. He told me that he would make all necessary arrangements 

and I was to leave with them in another ten days. He did not tell me 

about our destination and told me not to tell anyone about our plan. I 

was to leave my aunt’s house without informing anyone. 

 

*************** 

 

Through those ten days, one part of my brain kept telling me not to go 

through with it as I was venturing into the unknown. But, my heart 

kept pushing me forward. Whenever I would fall into the dilemma of to 

do or not to do, some words from Imtiaz would help me out: 

 

“We are a part of Allah’s army and you too would be. Do not think 

about useless questions that would deter you from fulfilling your 

destiny. Just think about what was done to you and your people. We 

need to end the oppression being faced by our people and for that, we 

need people like you to join us. By joining us, not only would you be 

able to exact revenge upon those who committed the atrocities on your 

family, you would also be rendering service to Allah and to your 

community.” 

 



 

 

To be honest, the word that kept ringing in my head and that clouded 

my heart was “revenge”. I knew I had to take revenge somehow but 

could not think of any way to do so. I did not even know about the 

people who had committed those crimes upon my family and others 

from our community. So, I, eventually, made up my mind to go through 

with it and leave the rest in the hands of Allah. 

 

After ten days, I quietly left my aunt’s house in the middle of the night 

with whatever little I had. Imtiaz met me at a nearby bus stand where 

he was waiting with a car. We picked up two more boys, Imran and 

Majid, and were on our way. Imtiaz told us that we were to reach 

Dabhel where we were to stay for a couple of days while arrangements 

would be made for our crossing over to Pakistan by water. 

 

In Dabhel, we were introduced to a couple of senior men who, said 

Imtiaz, were the ones managing everything in Surat and Ahmedabad 

since the riots and were helping the survivors get back on their feet 

and resume their lives in a new manner. We stayed there for a couple 

of days and, then, left for Mandvi in western Gujarat where we were to 

stay for a day and, then, were to leave for a makeshift jetty around 

eighty kilometres away, near the Pingleshwar beach, at night to take a 

speedboat to cross over the maritime waters into Pakistan and reach 

Korangi Creek at Karachi. 

 

I was extremely afraid throughout the journey as were the other boys 

with us, but, Imtiaz was extremely calm and composed. He tried to 

calm us down by saying that he has already crossed over the waters 

thirteen times and had never faced any problems on any occasion. It 

was the middle of the night when we reached the jetty. We had changed 



 

 

the car at Mandvi and had taken a relatively smaller car. Imtiaz told us 

that it was a brand new car and certain modifications were done in it to 

ensure that it made as little a noise as possible as we were travelling in 

the middle of the night to a place which is a bit away from population 

and even the smallest of noise would be heard far away. 

 

When we started off in the speedboat, I realised that even that made 

very little noise. Imtiaz told us that it was an imported boat with a 

German engine and special efforts were made to ensure it made very 

little noise. It was because we had to avoid the coast guards at all costs. 

 

A few more boys had joined us on the speedboat as they were already 

waiting for us when we reached there. Once on the boat, I counted and 

found that there were ten other boys apart from us, a couple of other 

men who had accompanied the other boys, and two men who had 

brought the boat. 

 

Within a few hours, we reached Karachi from where we were to travel 

by road to Northern Pakistan, which is the nucleus of the hard–line 

Islamic trysts around the world. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Chapter 08 – Surati Zalzala – Part 1 

 

 

Something has started pulling me up. It is as if someone has caught 

me by my back and is forcing me upwards. I am quite helpless as I am 

not able to do anything. The piece that I was looking at has again filled 

up with mist and I cannot look inside it anymore. 

 

Several pieces whizzed past me but none stopped. I am slowly climbing 

and the ascent has been going for quite a while. I have suddenly 

stopped with a jerk. Whoever was pulling me up is gone and I am just 

hanging in nothingness.  

 

Someone has, now, started twirling me and is trying to spin me faster 

by the moment.  

 

I am spinning at a very fast speed and all the pieces are lost in the 

blackness.  

 

I am slowing down now …. Slower …. Slower …… still slower …. And I 

am about to come to a stop it seems.  

 

I have stopped spinning now. 

 

I am looking at another piece now while hovering over it. It is quite big, 

much bigger than the previous ones. It is not dark or hazy or covered 



 

 

with mist but, still, its contents are not clearly visible. It is raining 

inside. It is a forest area surrounded by small hills. It seems to be a 

valley filled with dense vegetation except a clearing right in the middle 

where a lot of men are running around doing something. But, it is too 

far and I cannot make out what are they doing. 

 

The clearing is, now, moving closer. Slowly. It is as if I am zooming in 

with a camera and the view is getting clearer and clearer. 

 

It is I. I and the other boys that had left India with me are practising 

hand–to–hand combat techniques. If I remember it correctly, it was just 

six months after our departure from India that we were sent to this 

training camp. During those six months, we were taken from one place 

to another in Pakistan and had been introduced to several Maulvi 

Saabs, several other religious heads, a few clan heads and, finally, a 

few officers from the Pakistan Army. 

 

Everyone who met us praised us for our decision to walk on the path 

shown by the almighty. The Maulvi Saabs gave us various religious 

discourses to highlight how Allah had showered his affection on the 

ones who fought on his behalf and his benevolence upon those walking 

on the path of righteousness. They spoke at length about all the jihads 

undertaken by our men against sinners who committed a sin by not 

believing in Allah or by committing atrocities on his men. I must say 

that I was mesmerised by the tales of the heroic deeds of some of our 

Jihadis who had fought against heavy odds but, still, managed to win 

the war for Allah and for our community, and, I am quite sure all the 

other boys felt the same. There were several instances when I actually 

had Goosebumps all over my arms. 



 

 

When we met the army officers, one of the officers checked our arms, 

shoulders and backs to assess our physical standards and declared 

that we needed a lot of work but had the potential to make it big. 

 

Then, in October 2002, we were taken for our initial training to a 

training camp located about sixty miles North of Muzaffarabad in Azad 

Kashmir in the Makhair Reserved Forest area. I can easily make out by 

looking at what is being done right now that it is our fifteenth day into 

the training. It was the day when we pledged our blood to our cause. In 

the morning, after our first namaz of the day, we were asked to sit in a 

semi–circle facing our camp leader, Commander Haider Ali. 

Commander Saab asked us to pull out our arms in front with palms 

facing the sky and to follow his prayer aloud. After the prayer, he asked 

us to take out our knives and make a small cut on our left arm and let 

a few drops of blood drop on the sacred ground. At the same time, we 

collectively took a pledge to devote every drop of blood in our body to 

our war, and to lay down our lives without fear, for the liberation of our 

people from the clutches of sinners. 

 

We spent six months at that camp and the primary focus of training 

was to build our strength and stamina and basic training about 

various kinds of arms and ammunition that we were to use in our war. 

We were Allah’s soldiers and, hence, we had to be strong, fearless and 

well–equipped with knowledge of various weapons. 

 

After those six months, in April 2003, we were divided into groups of 

four or five and were sent to different training camps for advanced 

training. I, along with three others, was sent to a camp near Gilgit in 

Azad Kashmir. I spent another six months at that camp where I was 



 

 

introduced to newer weapons. In our first camp, we were trained 

primarily on AK–47, AK–56 and AK–74 along with some exposure to 

certain other weapons like UMGs, Rifles, Pistols, Grenades, and basic 

usage of RDX. In the second camp, we were exposed to various new 

technologies and other weapons like Advanced LMGs (Light Machine 

Guns), Advanced MMGs (Medium Machine Guns), Advanced Sniper 

Rifles with latest muzzle technology for longer range and higher 

precision, RPGs (Rocket–propelled Grenades), IEDs (Improvised 

Explosive Devices), Hand–held Grenade Launchers, Electronic 

Detonators, Other Detonators, Night–vision Goggles and Binoculars, 

and etc. 

 

One day, towards the end of that camp, in September 2003, from all 

the trainees, four of the trainees were called out for discussion with our 

Commander Saab. We, the four of us, I, Imran, Majid and Maqsood, 

were told that we had been picked from the lot for another round of 

advanced training and were the only ones going through such training 

from our lot. Further, we were told that in October 2003, we were to 

proceed to another camp in NWFP Pakistan, at a location about forty 

kilometres west of Peshawar. And, as told, we moved to the new camp 

in October 2003. 

 

That third camp was where we learnt advanced techniques about 

explosives. We were properly trained on creating various kinds of 

explosive devices, on the techniques of avoiding detection, techniques 

of conducting a recce (reconnaissance) mission and the important 

points to note during such a mission, and various other procedures. It 

might come out as harping one’s own bugle but I definitely earned 

some bragging rights in the training as I was a quick learner and 



 

 

mastered assembling, dissembling, arming and disarming of all kinds 

of bombs known to our organisation. After that camp, which ended in 

August 2004, we spent a couple of months in Faisalabad learning finer 

nuances about the chemicals and explosives from ‘Professor Saab’ from 

Jamaat–ud–Dawa (Professor Azam Cheema, Former Chemistry Professor 

with Lahore University) at his personal laboratory.  

 

*************** 

 

I believe I should mention the details of my organisation here. The 

name of our organisation was “Lashkar–E–Jehadi–al–Islami (LeJI)” 

and had close tie-ups with various other groups including Harkat–ul–

Mujahideen (HuM), Lashkar–E–Toiba (LeT), and Al–Sulema (an offshoot 

of the mythical ‘Al Qaeda’).  

 

Once Taliban lost strength in Afghanistan and became weak due to 

continuous US action, a lot of reorganisation had taken place and new 

outfits and groups had come up and we had relations with almost all of 

them. I learnt a lot from our Commander Saab about all the 

organisations active in Pakistan and Afghanistan. He trusted me a lot 

and believed that I had the potential to become a really big name in our 

world. 

 

He gave me a lot of information about various set–ups of our 

organisation and organisation like ours. I am not sure whether those 

set-ups still exist or not, but, I would like to tell you about the ones 

that definitely existed till 2008. As per what he used to tell me, 

Muzaffarabad, capital of ‘Liberated Kashmir’, was the biggest training 



 

 

hub in the whole region with at least Twenty–three active camps. Then, 

there were camps in regions near Gurdaspur, areas facing the Rajouri 

(Sixteen Camps), Naushera (Twelve camps), Kupwara (Five camps) and 

Poonch (Twenty camps) sectors of ‘India–occupied Kashmir’. An 

approximate break – up would be as follows: 

 

Muzaffarabad region – Total Twenty–three (23) active camps 

 

To the north of the city – Five camps – Jangal Mangal, Mor, Pir Chinasi 

and Ghori 

To the north-west – Four camps – Garhi Habibullah, Uttar Shish and 

Muaskar–e–Aska 

To the south – Five camps – Nashri, Cheneri, Bhoi, Lohar Gali, Domel 

and Kot Jaimal 

In all, those camps housed around six hundred revolutionaries under 

training, and experts training them.  

 

Gurdaspur region – The headquarters of Lashkar–E–Toiba (LeT) were 

in Murdike, about thirty kilometres west of the Indo-Pak border, and 

quite close to Lahore. At least three hundred LeT and a few HuJI 

fighters used to train there till 2008.  

 

Area opposite Rajouri sector – Sixteen camps – Kotli, Sensa, Nikial 

and Khuiretta – located between five and twenty–five kilometres west of 

the LoC – Approximately three hundred fighters. 

 



 

 

Area opposite Poonch sector – Twenty camps – Lanjot,  Hazira, 

Palandri, Rawalkot, Forward Kahuta and Rawalpindi (opposite the 

Mendhar sector) and Muree – Five kilometres from the LoC – Around 

three hundred trainees. 

 

Aliabad - Nine camps – Chakothi and Sharian–Reshian opposite Uri 

Sector – Ten kilometres from LoC – Around two hundred trainees. 

 

Area opposite Naushera sector – Twelve camps - Samani, Bhimbar 

and Mangla – Between five and twenty–five kilometres from the LoC – 

About three hundred fighters 

  

Area opposite Jammu region – Seven camps – Chhamb, Putwal, 

Sialkot, Shakargarh in the general area including Zaffarwal – About 

two hundred revolutionaries – About a hundred – odd Jihadis were 

being trained in those camps. 

 

Area opposite Kupwara – Five camps - Tangdhar, Manshera – Over a 

hundred Jihadis 

 

 

In addition there were another Thirty–One camps in total in Naukot-

Lipa Valley (Six), Tithwal (Six), Zura – Athmugam (Seven), Dudhniyal 

(Seven), Kel (Two), and Neelam Valley (Three) housing close to Seven 

hundred odd fighters. 

 



 

 

I am quite sure that those camps are still in operation in those 

locations, though I cannot be absolutely certain. 

 

*************** 

 

After small tasks and missions that spread through the next twenty - 

odd months, we, the four of us, were given our first major task. It was 

more of a test than a task. In August 2006, we were asked to cross over 

to Afghanistan with one of our trainers. Upon reaching Kabul, he 

handed over the details of the task to us. We were to cause an 

explosion at the US Embassy in Kabul and cause as many casualties 

and as much destruction as possible. 

 

*************** 

 

When we had started training, just after leaving India, we used to have 

a lot of questions. I, especially, was known to ask a lot of questions. 

Why this? Why that? Why then? Why there? But, the years spent in 

training had moulded us in such a way that we had stopped asking 

any questions. We had started believing that whatever the organisation 

did had a purpose, and a good one at that. So, when our trainer told us 

that we had to kill as many as possible, it did not matter what was the 

reason behind the mission and what did the organisation intend to 

achieve with it. 

 

*************** 

 



 

 

Once we had the mission details, we started out immediately so that we 

could prepare ourselves for the date set for the mission, 11th Sept. 

2006, fifth anniversary of our biggest victory on the west. We were told 

that it was a suicide mission and one of our operatives in Kabul had 

already been prepared for the same. We had RDX, other explosives, 

other necessary material and a couple of cars, with money and 

anything else that we could require, in abundant supply. Imran set out 

with our trainer to procure RDX and other necessary material for the 

bomb from the organisation’s cell in Kabul, which was well supplied by 

the Taliban. I, Majid and Maqsood ventured out to conduct a recce of 

the location. On the first day, I was supposed to identify locations 

where we could place our bomber for maximum impact, Majid was to 

identify escape routes and Maqsood was to locate the best observation 

points. In the evening, we reassembled at a pre–selected location and 

went to the hideout that had been assigned to us for the duration of 

the mission. The hideout was in one of the by–lanes on the riverside in 

the Mandawi Market area, which is one of the busiest market areas in 

Kabul.  

 

After the evening prayers and the supper, we sat together and 

exchanged notes. The next day, we repeated the procedure but 

exchanged the responsibilities; I took a look at the escape routes 

proposed by Majid and made my notes on the same and also looked at 

the possibilities of other routes; Majid had a go at the observation 

points picked by Maqsood the previous day; Imran went out to check 

out the bombing locations identified by me; and, Maqsood went to 

obtain supplies with the trainer. The trainer had to accompany us on 

our each visit to the location from where we were to obtain our supplies 

as those were being provided by the Taliban and they would not give it 

to anyone except the trainer as he was quite an old member of our 



 

 

organisation and they knew him well especially since he was ex–

Taliban himself. 

 

We repeated the procedure for two more days after which we had 

enough data to properly analyse everything and create our own maps of 

the targeted area. After that, we discussed and decided upon four 

observation points where we were to spend the next three days to 

observe the embassy and the nearby area. Each of us took one point 

each and spent the next three days keeping an eye on everything that 

was repetitive and everything that was non–repetitive. We also prepared 

an estimate of the security arrangements inside and outside the 

embassy. It was quite clear that an explosion inside the embassy was 

out of the question as no one could enter the embassy without an 

appropriate check and the only other way to cause explosions inside 

was to launch bombs from a high vantage point inside the complex, 

which would have required grenade launchers or rocket launchers and 

using them would have brought us easily to the notice of the security 

forces or the police in Kabul. 

 

Our observation revealed to us that placing the bomber openly at some 

place without getting noticed was impossible and the high–level 

security could have even immobilised him even before the explosion. 

After a lot of discussions, we arrived at a conclusion, upon a suggestion 

from Majid, that it would be better to go with a suicide attack using a 

car. We had noticed certain things that supported this view. We had 

noticed that two American Humvees (High Mobility Multipurpose 

Wheeled Vehicle – HMMWV), situated just outside the complex, stayed 

put at the same location throughout the day and made only a few 

occasional rounds around the complex. Also, we had made notes of 



 

 

certain times during the day when the vehicular traffic was lower 

compared to the number of people walking around in the vicinity. After 

calculating everything and rechecking our notes, we decided that we 

would cause an explosion at 10.15 AM on 11th Sept. 2006. 

 

Once all of us had agreed to the same, the question of arranging for a 

car came up. Our trainer, Fareed, told us that he would make the 

arrangements for the same and asked us to prepare the bomb while he 

did so. He took Majid with him on the morning of 04th Sept. ’06 to 

arrange for a car and a place where we could work on the car without 

anyone noticing what we were doing. It took him only two days to 

arrange for a car as well as a shed near the Bus Stand that looked like 

a garage. By that time, we had assembled most of the components of 

the bomb. We took all the components to the shed one by one to avoid 

unwanted notice. The car that Fareed had brought was a Toyota 

Corolla. We made certain modifications to the car to maximize the 

effect of the explosion. We loosened all the joints of the car so that it 

would get shredded and open up to let the energy expand as much as 

possible to impact a much larger area. A properly jointed car would 

contain a good part of the energy liberated by the explosion limiting the 

damage. We packed the car with explosives that we had rigged to 

explode immediately upon impact. An impact was to loosen the joints 

further, allowing for an even larger area to be affected by the explosion. 

The explosives were, then, layered with shrapnel for which we had used 

small iron nails and ball bearings. 

 

Once our car was ready, it was the bomber’s turn. We explained 

everything to him. Even though we had set–up the explosives to go off 

upon impact, we had set–up a manual detonator as well. We briefed 



 

 

him about the complete set–up, about the route he was supposed to 

take and about the speed he had to achieve to have sufficient impact to 

open up the HUMVEE so that the explosion could cause as much 

damage to the occupants as possible. He was to start–off from the Bus 

station and move to Asmayi road and reach Route A1 and continue on 

the highway till Abdul Haq Square, take a left from there towards 

Massoud Monument, take a left from Massoud Monument towards the 

main gate of the US Embassy and accelerate immediately to hit a 

HUMVEE with good impact. 

 

We asked Fareed to arrange for two more cars for a dry run. We wanted 

to time everything before the final execution. It took him just a few 

hours to get the same for us. Next morning, as per our approximate 

calculations, we started–off from the shed at 9 AM and followed the 

pre–decided route. Imran was with our bomber in one car and the rest 

of us followed them at a bit of a distance in the second car. All our 

calculations turned out to be precise and we crossed the main gate of 

the US Embassy exactly at 10.15 AM. We were quite pleased with how 

the plan had shaped up. It was only the 07th of September, which 

meant we had three more days for all kinds of testing before the day of 

execution. 

 

However, something happened that forced us to make haste. 

 

As soon as we reached our shed after the test drive, we got news of an 

unexpected development. Fareed got a message delivered to him by the 

Kabul cell that the security was being beefed–up at the Embassy as the 

Americans had received hints of something big taking place on 11th 

September. Though they had no information about what exactly was to 



 

 

happen, they had decided not to take any chances and had decided to 

fly–in fifty more soldiers by the afternoon of 08th and cordon–off 

everything around the embassy for five days starting 09th, which meant 

no cars could enter the vicinity on 11th September. They had got that 

hint after the explosion by another group on 04th September that killed 

one British soldier and four Afghans.  

 

But, we were not a bunch to be put–off by any problem. We, 

immediately, started making suggestions about alternate routes, 

alternate explosion points and alternate times. However, when even 

after an hour we were stuck without a solution, I suggested an 

alternate date. I proposed that since the reinforcements were to arrive 

the next afternoon, it would be prudent to execute our plan on the 

morning of 08th itself rather than wait for the 11th of September. 

 

Fareed immediately shot me down saying that the statement the 

organisation intended to make was to carry weight only if it 

commemorated the sacrifice of our martyrs of the 9/11 attacks. 

 

“But Fareed bhai, a failed attack would not make a statement either. In 

fact, it would embarrass us and would make us look weak,” Said I. 

 

“The Taliban high–command would not agree to it. They do not want 

just another attack. They are not interested in killing a handful of 

soldiers. They want to make a psychological impact and want the world 

to remember this explosion and remind the Americans about their 

defeat in 2001. They always plan these things in such a manner that 

the world might remember them. Do you remember 2001? Why do you 



 

 

think they chose 11th September as the date then? Tens of thousands 

of Americans dial ‘911’ every day for one emergency or another. They 

wanted them to remember our attack and think of our Jihad every time 

they dialled that number. And, now, they do think about ‘9/11’ every 

time they think of dialling ‘911’. So, they would not agree to pre–pone 

the attack no matter what I say,” said Fareed. 

 

“Bhaijaan, at least let me talk to them and explain the situation.” 

 

“Be my guest. I will set it up. We will have to go to our main cell 

location for that.” 

 

With that, he called up our brothers at the main cell location and 

asked them to set up a call with them while we reached the location. 

Once we reached there, we were connected to the Taliban High–

Command, a group of ten commanders headed by the supreme 

commander. Fareed spoke to them for a few minutes before he asked 

me to step in. He had already presented all the facts to them along with 

our apprehensions. Initially, they were quite angry but, after about 

fifteen minutes, they seemed to be mellowing down towards our 

apprehension that the attack might fail and cause embarrassment to 

the organisation. But, by then, Fareed had run out of all his points and 

wanted me to take over. It had been about an hour since I had first 

suggested the change in date and, since then, I had been thinking 

about some way to give the new date a reason. 

 

“As–Salaam–Alaikum Commander Saab. This is Akbar. I am a part of 

the group handling this mission.” 



 

 

“We know, we know. Wa–Alaikum–Assalaam. Say what you want to say” 

 

“I would like to plead with the high–command to consider our proposal. 

I understand that we were assigned the task of causing this explosion 

on the 11th but in light of the new developments, it would be better if 

we go ahead with our attack tomorrow itself instead of taking a risk of 

a failed attack. I understand that we need to make a statement with 

this attack and that you are upset and concerned that by changing the 

date we would be compromising on that aspect. However, I have a 

solution to that. Everyone remembers the killing of Commander Ahmad 

Shah Massood and there are plans of commemorating his death by 

Afghans who are anti–Taliban rats. If we go ahead with this explosion 

tomorrow, we can announce that it was done to deter people from 

remembering the name of that American agent. It would gain 

significance easily as we would be causing the explosion near the main 

entrance of US Embassy, which, incidentally, is near the Massood 

Square, the one that was named in his honor.” 

 

With that I stopped. There was silence on the other end. I could 

imagine a group of people sitting in a semi–circle with the Supreme 

Commander in the center and looking at everyone with questioning 

eyes and waiting for their answers. 

 

“Wait,” he suddenly bellowed from the other end. 

 

Then, the line went silent for five minutes. It seemed that they had put 

the line on mute from their end. Those five minutes seemed almost 

unending and all of us at our end were anxiously looking at each other. 



 

 

I saw that Fareed had a hint of a smile on his face as if he knew what 

the answer would be. 

 

“Go ahead. May Allah bless you. Fareed, inform us as soon as the 

operation is completed.” 

 

With that the line went dead and everyone congratulated me for 

succeeding with the high–command. One man from our cell even said 

that it is extremely unlikely for a new operative to get the high–

command to agree to his view–point and it was the first time he had 

ever seen something like that happening. But, we did not spend too 

much time celebrating it. We immediately rushed out as we wanted to 

reach our shed at the earliest to ensure everything was in prime 

condition for the assault next day.  

 

Each one of us checked the car from end to end to ensure all circuits 

were in place along with the other objects that we had placed to act as 

projectiles. We went through the route once again with the bomber. All 

of us synchronized our watches to make sure we all worked in a 

properly timed manner. 

 

*************** 

 

The operation went off as planned. It was the deadliest suicide attack 

in Kabul since 2001. The blue Toyota Corolla, driven by our bomber, 

sped past another car on the inside lane and rammed into a US 

HUMVEE.  



 

 

The blast tore apart the HUMVEE and left it in a twisted and mangled 

mess. A huge amount of brown smoke emanated as a result and went 

high in the sky. The force was such that all the windows in the 

apartment building, restaurants and businesses on the other side of 

the road were shattered and our projectiles flew as far off as two 

hundred feet away. It also left a six–feet–wide crater in the road at the 

point where the impact took place. It hurled pieces of uniform and body 

parts of US soldiers all over the road and trees along the road. The 

trees were, in fact, set ablaze by the fire caused by the explosion.  

 

The explosion managed to kill two US soldiers along with at least 

twenty others. In addition, it wounded more than fifty people. The 

official statement that appeared in the news, though, stated that only 

sixteen were killed in total and twenty–nine were injured. 

 

Everything had gone according to our plan except for a five minute 

delay. Instead of 10.15 AM, the bomber managed to hit the target only 

at 10.20 AM. 

 

Later in the day, somewhere around mid–afternoon, we found out that 

Taliban spokesperson Qari Yousaf Ahmadi had claimed that the attack 

was organized by Taliban. When we asked Fareed about it, he said that 

Taliban is our partner and we were trying to help it out and, therefore, 

it was Taliban that had claimed the responsibility rather than our 

organization, but, internally, everyone knew who did it and why. 

 

*************** 

 



 

 

The success of the mission propelled the four of us into the limelight 

and earned us the epithet “Surati Zalzala”, which loosely translates 

into “Earthquake from Surat”. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Chapter 09 – Surati Zalzala – Part 2 

 

 

The Kabul mission created a lot of demand for us. Soon, we were 

travelling to a lot of places handling bombing missions for a number of 

other organisations that were supporting our organisation. Within a 

few months, we had built such a reputation for our group of four that 

our name was the first on any shortlist for any planned explosion 

anywhere. If we were not the ones executing the attack, we were the 

ones asked to train the ones executing the attacks and plan the 

explosive devices according to the needs and requirements or were 

consulted on one aspect or the other. 

 

For example, in April 2007, we helped the Al Qaeda unit in Algeria plan 

a suicide attack on a government building in Algiers. The attack killed 

thirty–five people and wounded hundreds more. That was also a 

suicide attack. 

 

Then, in December 2007, we, again, helped the Al Qaeda in the Islamic 

Maghreb conduct two suicide attacks near the United Nations office 

and other government buildings in Algiers, Algeria. These were properly 

co–ordinated and happened within minutes of each other. It was the 

most successful attack in Algeria in more than ten years. These attacks, 

coupled with the one in April 2007, increased our stature manifold in 

the world of Jihadist war. We were amongst the handful of Indians who 

were well–respected in that world. 

 

In the beginning of 2008, another member was introduced to us. Till 



 

 

then, we had only heard about him and knew him to be the most 

successful operative amongst all organisations working towards 

defeating India. He had the largest and the deepest network in India. 

His people had contacts in almost every government agency in India 

and he had established good contacts with other jihadist groups 

working in the country for mutual benefits. Shaukat Aziz, the Kashmiri, 

was our leader from then on and our group was to report to him. The 

day this announcement was made, we were told that it was done so 

that we could prepare for our mission in India. Upon hearing that we 

were to, finally, conduct a mission in India, our group's joy broke all 

bounds and we congratulated each other for finally getting a chance to 

fulfil our dream.  

 

We spent the next thirty days preparing for our mission in India. 

Shaukat gave as much info to us about the mission as possible and 

about the cities we were to cover. We had to know about all the cities in 

detail along with all necessary information about our contacts in those 

cities. We prepared detailed plans of the locations we were to hit, the 

routes we were to use to transport the necessary equipment and 

explosives, and the money sources we had to exploit to fund the whole 

operation. We were sent basic briefs about various cities from our 

operatives working in those cities. We used that data to prepare a 

sequence of attacks. We decided to conduct attacks in fifty cities 

including Delhi, Mumbai, Bangalore, Hyderabad, Chennai, Pune, Goa, 

Kolkata, Patna, Jaipur, Lucknow, Kanpur, Ahmedabad, Chandigarh, 

Srinagar, Jammu, Amritsar, Dehradun, Bhubaneshwar, and Kochi 

amongst others. We wanted to shake the Indian government from its 

very foundations and wanted each and every Indian to shudder with 

the thought that we could hit them anywhere and anytime.  

 



 

 

From Shaukat, we came to know that the grand mission was in 

response to the arrest of one Safdar Nagori in March 2008. He, as we 

were told, was responsible to a large extent for the transformation of a 

part of SIMI (Students’ Islamic Movement of India) to ‘Indian 

Mujahideen (IM)’. It had started out as an off–shoot organisation to be a 

contact for ISI in India and to coordinate relations between ISI and 

existing revolutionary organisations in India like LeT (Lashkar–e–

Tayyeba), JeM (Jaish–e–Mohammed), HuJI (Harkat–ul–Jihad–al–Islami), 

and etc., but, its founders, Riyaz Bhatkal and Abdul Subhan Qureshi, 

wanted IM to have a much bigger role and were not content with just 

being another organisation working for ISI. With that in mind, Riyaz 

Bhatkal met our higher–ups in the tribal regions of Af–Pak border 

which are completely controlled by our religious leaders and not the 

Pakistan government. 

 

After a few days, Shaukat took us to meet Riyaz. Riyaz gave us 

complete details about the new bases IM had opened up in Goa, Ranchi, 

Darbhanga, Samastipur and Mangalore. We were to co–ordinate our 

plans and preparations using those new bases as well as the existing 

bases in Delhi, Mumbai (their biggest base thanks to the support from 

Dawood Ibrahim and his underworld control), Bangalore, Ahmedabad, 

Hyderabad, Pune, Lucknow, Kanpur, and others. We decided to start 

off the mission with blasts in Jaipur followed by Bangalore, 

Ahmedabad, Delhi, Mumbai, Pune, Ranchi, Kolkata, Hyderabad, 

Jammu, Chennai and Srinagar, in that order. 

 

In April 2008, we reached Jaipur through the highly porous Rajasthan 

border. Vast expanse of sand, darkness and a couple of dishonest 

people made it easy to enter from that region in the night. We crossed 



 

 

over on foot and reached Jaisalmer in the night using a jeep waiting for 

us on the Indian side. In Jaisalmer, we changed over to an old SUV and 

travelled over to Jaipur. 

 

We conducted our first series of explosions in Jaipur. There were a 

total of nine blasts in a short span of fifteen minutes that killed, as per 

official records, sixty–three people and injured more than 200 people. 

We followed it up with seven explosions in Bangalore that killed two 

people and injured more than twenty, again as per official records. 

Then came Ahmedabad, the city that destroyed our lives, where we 

conducted twenty–one successful explosions that killed more than fifty 

people and injured more than two hundred. 

 

Jaipur 

 

Most of the preparation work was done by operatives from HuJI–B 

(Harkat–ul–Jihad–al–Islami, Bangladesh). They purchased regular 

looking bicycles in the city and brought in a lot of necessary 

ingredients for the bombs from Bangladesh by road. IM operatives in 

Jaipur, which were local to the city and were in good numbers, 

conducted the recce throughout the city and presented the various 

maps to us of various locations in the city. We visited the various 

suggested locations to have a first–hand idea about those places and 

ascertain what kind of impact was required and how. After a few 

discussions, we decided on starting off with two blasts at Manak 

Chowk to force the crowd to run towards Johri Bazaar. We decided on 

two blasts at the National Handloom Centre to block the exit point for 

the crowd. Those blasts were to further increase the panic in the crowd 



 

 

directing them towards Tripolia Bazaar and Chandpole area. Two more 

blasts there were sure to cause a lot of casualties and that is what 

happened later. We decided on more bombs, at Hawa Mahal, at a 

Hindu Temple at Sanganeri Gate and at another Hindu temple at 

Chandpole. 

 

We prepared a mixture predominantly of Ammonium Nitrate and 

packed it in Tiffin boxes along with metal pellets, shrapnel and ball 

bearings. We shaped the bombs in such a manner that the pellets and 

shrapnel would blast away in a sixty–degree arc to inflict maximum 

damage with minimum explosives. After all the preparations were done, 

we conducted a dry–run and made necessary tweaks to our plan 

accordingly. On 13th May 2008, we caused the first explosion at the 

decided location at 19.25 PM and completed the whole round of nine 

explosions in a short span on twenty minutes. There was a tenth as 

well but it did not go off, probably due to some wiring issue, and the 

police claimed that they diffused it in time. 

 

The IM claimed responsibility for the attacks after two days. I think 

there was some confusion in their ranks about the claim as they were 

supposed to send in the email right after the blasts, but, I can’t really 

be sure of the reason.  

 

Bangalore 

 

We followed up Jaipur with Bangalore. Here, we tried something new 

that had never been tried before in India. We inserted a high–tech 

micro–chip and programmed the bombs to go off on 25th July 2008 at 



 

 

set times and used Mobile phones as triggers. We placed ten bombs 

near Hosur and Mysore Road, which were to go off between 13.20 PM 

and 14.35 PM. And, as planned, the bombs went off at the specified 

time with the exception of one that was located by the police the next 

day. 

 

Ahmedabad 

 

We planned twenty–one explosions in the city in the space of an hour. 

Eighteen were low–intensity explosions on the tracks of the Jaipur 

mission, explosive–laden Tiffin boxes accompanied with microchips and 

timer devices, full of pellets, shrapnel and ball–bearings, wrapped in 

blue plastic and placed on bicycles. Three explosions were to be high–

intensity explosions, on the lines of what we had done in Kabul, with 

explosive–laden cars that had gas cylinders as well to multiply the 

effect.  

 

The Ahmedabad branch of IM had rented a house in Vatva right after 

the Jaipur blasts. It was there that we planned our strategy for both 

Bangalore and Ahmedabad. Once everything was arranged, we went 

with a few IM operatives to Bangalore and met with the IM operatives 

there and made all necessary arrangements and gave instructions for 

them to place the bombs as per the places selected by us. We returned 

to Ahmedabad on 22nd July. On 25th July, we vacated the 

accommodation in Vatva, right before the blasts in Bangalore. We had 

already given instructions to a number of IM cadres to place the three 

cars at LG Government Hospital and the Civil Hospital and the other 

eighteen bombs in pre–identified locations in commercial areas full of 



 

 

evening shoppers. 

 

And, as we had planned, the blasts started with the one at Jawahar 

Chowk at 19.45 PM and all of them exploded within an hour except one 

car bomb at LG Government Hospital that failed to explode. I am quite 

sure that the IM agents that had taken the car had, inadvertently, 

messed up something with the intricate wiring attached to the bombs. 

 

After Ahmedabad, we had planned strikes in Surat as well but the IM 

operatives turned out to be a hard lot to train. We had prepared 

everything for them and they were simply to take care of the final set-

ups and placements. However, none of the twenty–nine bombs went off 

and all were recovered by the police. It is quite probable that they could 

not understand the complexity of integrated circuits that we had 

planned for those bombs and could not set them up properly.  

 

At the same time, there was another operation being planned by ISI 

through another 'for–hire' organisation. We had no idea about it but 

the 'all–knowing' Shaukat had fairly good idea about it. As per what 

Shaukat had told us, another organisation, with the help of ISI, was 

planning to conduct a massive operation in Mumbai, India's Financial 

Capital. As per him, they were planning to reach Mumbai by Sea and 

attack major points like the Taj Mahal hotel, a Railway Station, some 

famous cafe and some non–Islamic religious building. A big difference 

between our operation and theirs was that all the operatives in that 

operation were from Pakistan while ours mainly had Indians. He told 

us that two fake cells had been set–up by that organisation and 

messages were exchanged between the two in such a manner that 

portions of those would be captured by the monitoring cells of CIA, MI6, 



 

 

RAW and DIA. Those snippets would be red–herrings for those agencies 

so that they stay confused and keep following false leads and are not 

able to construct the whole picture till the time the suicide–mission is 

completed. 

 

*************** 

 

I have started spinning again and have lost view of the piece as not 

only am I spinning, I am moving to the left as well. This time, the 

spinning has started slowing down quite quickly unlike the last time 

when I was spun for eternity. 

 

I am facing another piece now and it looks as familiar to me as the 

other pieces that I had encountered earlier. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Chapter 10 – The Seventh Piece – Delhi 

 

 

This is Delhi. The heart of India and the seat of power. We wanted to 

give them heart–burn and what better than hitting them where it hurts 

most. Jaipur, Bangalore and Ahmedabad were our trials and Delhi was 

the beginning of a new phase. After Delhi, we had plans for all the 

other major cities of India. 

 

In Delhi, we decided on a new plan to conduct recce and scout possible 

target locations. The police in the city and the intelligence agencies had 

stepped up the vigil after our successful missions in Jaipur, Bangalore, 

Ahmedabad and the failed one in Surat. We had even received 

information that some of the IM operatives had been arrested after the 

blasts though I could not recognize any of the names when I read about 

them in the newspapers. As part of our new strategy, a number of IM 

operatives from its sleeper cells in Delhi were asked to set up Tea–stalls 

and eatery stands in all the major markets of Delhi like Karol Bagh, 

Connaught Place, Rajouri Garden, Sarojini Nagar, Kamla Nagar, Lajpat 

Nagar, Greater Kailash, Gandhi Nagar, South Extension, Sadar Bazar, 

Chandni Chowk, and etc. We disguised ourselves as Tea–packet 

suppliers and suppliers of other raw materials so that we could visit 

the markets every day without suspicion and scout the areas for their 

viability as potential targets. We used to jokingly call our operation 

“Operation Tea Attack”. By the way, the name that had been 

designated to the operation by the high–command was “Operation 

B.A.D.”. 

 



 

 

It is not a difficult task to set–up a road–side stall in India. Let me tell 

you a bit more about how the whole process works. To set–up a stall, 

one needs to get in touch with the local goons that “manage” the 

markets and co–ordinate everything. You pay them an initial amount 

whose quantum depends on the location that you wish to set–up the 

stall at. They have different rates for different locations like on the road, 

inside a by–lane, at a corner, in the middle, near a school, and etc. 

Once you have paid that amount, a weekly amount is fixed with you 

that you have to pay every week. Now, both the initial ‘fee’ and the 

weekly ‘charges’ are not for sole benefit of those poor souls. They have 

to share it with the local municipal officers, local policemen and local 

politicians. Once you have struck that deal, you are free to mark your 

‘territory’ and set–up your stall accordingly. After that, they also 

arrange for an electricity connection if you need one and the charges 

for the same keep varying. We used to pay three hundred rupees per 

week for using a light–bulb and a tube–light at the stall. For weekly 

markets (the markets that assemble only once a week), the rate is 

usually hundred rupees a week for one light–bulb. Then, you need to 

pay the local sweepers as well else they would never clean the area 

around your stall. Further expenses are dependent on the kind of stall 

that you are setting–up. For example, a tea–stall would mean free tea 

for the local goons and the local policemen and an eatery would mean 

free dishes every now and then to them. Arranging for LPG Gas 

Cylinders for use without any official connection is even easier. You 

just need to find out about the local delivery boys that supply refills in 

the locality and you can easily buy off a cylinder from them at double 

the actual price. But, the double charge does not pinch much as stall 

owners would not be able to arrange for a proper connection for their 

use and it is good for the delivery boys as they get to pocket the 

difference (though they have to share it with the distributor from where 

they arrange for the cylinders).  



 

 

So, it took the IM men less than two days to set–up their stalls and 

start the business. After all, there was no dearth of money coming from 

the ISI from various channels.  

 

Shaukat was the one managing everything. He was very good. Even 

though he was a Kashmiri, he had completely transformed himself for 

the operation, as did we. We wanted to appear different from our usual 

self to avoid being conspicuous. A Muslim man can be easily identified 

in a crowd if he is in a Kurta–Pajama, wearing a Muslim topi (skull–

cap), with a beard but no moustache. Our training had taught us to 

change our appearance and mingle with the people as someone totally 

different. And, that is what we did in Delhi.  

 

It is difficult to live as a different person, to live day in and day out as 

someone you hate. But, for the sake of our operation, we had to do that. 

It was painful for us to be what we were not. Shaukat wasn't Shaukat 

anymore. He was Bhagwati Prasad Yadav. He could be Bhagwati 

Prasad Yadav as he could speak fluent Bhojpuri having spent a fair bit 

of time in Bihar to train IM and HuJI men. He looked an authentic 

Bihari with his permanent stubble coupled with an old pair of shirt and 

trousers that he deliberately kept dirty. Imran became Jaidev Rane as 

he was fluent in Marathi. He used to live in Ahmedabad before joining 

the organisation but his family had moved there from Mumbai due to 

his father's transfer. He was born and raised in Mumbai and had spent 

all his childhood and most of his teenage days in Mumbai. Therefore, 

he could be a good Jaidev Rane. Maqsood had a similar case. His 

family had moved to Surat in 2001 from Hyderabad. He had the 

darkest complexion amongst us and was good with his Telugu. So, he 

was as good a Srinivasan Reddy as could be. Majid and I were the only 



 

 

ones actually from Gujarat. Hence, Majid became Kantibhai Patel and I 

started living as Hiten Mehta. We had all kinds of fake IDs and 

paperwork to support our new identities. 

 

So, with our new names and our new faces, we decided to go to the 

various markets on a daily basis to observe and make notes. We went 

there at different times of the day, on different days of the week, and 

took a close look at all ways in and all ways out as well as various 

locations where we could place our packages without getting noticed. I 

started out with Karol Bagh as it reminded me of my visit to Delhi as a 

child with my family. It had become much more crowded than I could 

remember. I looked at all lanes and by–lanes right from Hanuman 

Murti to Khalsa College and from WEA till Tibbia College. I was quite 

interested in Ghaffar Market due to the closed space and the crowd 

packed in that closed space. However, the sheer number of 

shopkeepers and stall–owners meant a large number of eyes that could 

see us planting our package. So, I had to look elsewhere. 

 

The best part about Karol Bagh is the huge number of roadside stalls 

selling things from clothes to a wide variety of accessories and from 

artificial jewellery to shoes. Everything that can be bought from the 

various shops and showrooms in the market has a cheap imitation 

available on those roadside stalls and such a large number of stalls 

means a huge crowd. I can easily bet that on a weekend, there are 

more people in the Karol Bagh market, both buyers and sellers 

combined, than most small towns of European nations. And, such a 

huge number means a lot of potential as a bombing target. I explored 

all lanes and by–lanes cutting through the market, right from the main 

roads, i.e. Pusa Road, Arya Samaj Road and Deshbandhu Gupta road, 



 

 

to peripheral markets like the bike and motor parts market in Naiwala 

and the decorations and gift items market in Channa Market. I found 

out that one could enter the market from any of the lanes at one end 

and come out the other end through some other lane without ever 

encountering any kind of security or surveillance, especially 

considering the fact the policemen roaming around are more concerned 

with the weekly collections from the 'Teh–bazari' market than keeping 

an eye out for suspicious persons. 

 

The case was even better in Pahar Ganj and Sadar Bazar where I did 

not come across even a single policeman scouting the markets for 

suspicious people even though there are two main police stations in the 

immediate vicinity. It was for the first time that I had visited that area 

on my own. When I had visited it with my family, I was quite young and 

we had not gone inside the markets, we had just crossed it on our way 

to the Railway Station. The first time I went there for observation, I was 

accompanied by an IM man, Atif, and he took me through a wonderful 

maze of lanes, by–lanes, and alleys, varying in width from two feet to 

ten feet, starting from Bara Hindu Rao, full of various small eateries 

smelling of delicious and authentic Mughlai and Indian cuisines, along 

with a wide array of curries, kebabs, tikkas and breads. From there, he 

took me all the way to Sadar Bazar, the wholesale hub of Delhi that 

sells everything that can be sold (except perhaps an airplane), from 

where we crossed over to Pahar Ganj, the hotspot of all backpackers 

passing through Delhi. I was amazed to see the number of hotels in 

that small area. I am sure that that small area has more hotels than a 

city like Surat or even Ahmedabad.  

 

At Paharganj, Atif took me to meet a couple of their resources at a 



 

 

small hotel run by one of them near a Masjid. They were the ones 

arranging for a lot of stuff for our mission including metal shrapnel and 

ball bearings along with the Ammonium Nitrate we needed to prepare 

the packages. The chips for the circuit and triggers were being 

arranged by another team and as per the procedure, they were not 

aware of the identities of the members of that team.  

 

From Paharganj, we crossed over to Ajmeri Gate from where we 

reached Jama Masjid, again criss–crossing through various lanes and 

alleys. There, we went to Karim's where we entered separately and sat 

facing away from each other such that if anyone else came and sat with 

Atif, he would not be able to see my face. After about ten minutes, a 

couple of men came and joined Atif on his table. After the customary 

greetings, they told Atif that they have made arrangements for packets 

of Biscuits, Noodles and Chocolates, our codes for Integrated Circuit 

Chips, Circuit wires and Cell-phones, respectively. He told them that 

there was a requirement of nine cartons of each, to be delivered to Atif 

at Nehru Place. After the delivery, Atif was to hand over the same to 

Maqsood and Maqsood was to take the stuff to the house at Jamia 

Nagar, where we were staying. 

 

Next day, I went with Atif to Greater Kailash followed by Lajpat Nagar 

and Sarojini Nagar. Another day was spent in the markets in East 

Delhi like Gandhi Nagar and Lakshmi Nagar and Connaught Place. At 

the same time, others from my group, i.e. Shaukat, Imran, Majid and 

Maqsood, were also going through their rounds in all the markets and 

were making notes. Our first visits were in company of one or the other 

IM man but the subsequent visits were on our own. We made at least 

four visits to each market. After every round of visits, we would sit 



 

 

together and discuss our notes and observations. Yasin, the main co–

ordinator from IM who was helping us with everything, had already 

given us details of their operatives and their stalls in the various 

markets, and, on our rounds, we would make notes of the crowd at or 

around the stall at various times during the day. And, all the operatives 

knew us by our new names and were under the impression that we 

were IM members as well. They knew that something was to take place 

but what, when and where was something they did not know. Their 

main work was to be our reason to visit the markets again and again 

without raising any suspicion. 

 

After a careful analysis that ran for two weeks, we decided to go ahead 

with explosions in Chandni Chowk, Pahar Ganj, Karol Bagh, Janpath, 

Sarojini Nagar, Greater Kailash M–Block Market and Lajpat Nagar. 

However, just a day after we informed the high–command about the 

choice of locations, we were asked to target only three markets, Karol 

Bagh, Connaught Place and Greater Kailash M–Block Market, in order 

to concentrate our efforts instead of unnecessarily spreading out the 

operations. It seemed out of place to all of us, except Shaukat, as it did 

not make any sense to us. We could easily have arranged for explosions 

at all the markets selected by us. However, our training had taught us 

not to question the orders given to us. So, we planned nine explosions 

in all, Six in Connaught Place, Two in Greater Kailash and One in Karol 

Bagh, and each was to be managed by a team of two or three including 

the five of us and the operatives of IM's Delhi cell that had been 

assigned to our group for the purpose of the mission. I and Shaukat 

were to take care of the Karol Bagh task; Imran, Maqsood and Majid 

were to take care of two explosions in Greater Kailash; and, six pairs of 

IM's men were to take care of six locations in Connaught Place. The 

bombs were again with integrated circuits and timer devices that we 



 

 

were to trigger using cell–phones. The triggers for two packages for 

Connaught Place were with Shaukat in addition to the one for Karol 

Bagh, two triggers for Connaught Place were with me while Imran, 

Majid and Maqsood had two triggers for Connaught Place in addition to 

the two for Greater Kailash. 

 

Finally came the day when everything was to be completed. Weather 

forecast (I am a heckler for news) had predicted a maximum of 34 

Degrees Celsius and a minimum of 26 Degrees Celsius. On the 

morning of 13th September, Yasin took six packages from us to 

distribute them to the six pairs waiting for them at six different 

locations in the city. They were to set–off for Connaught Place towards 

late afternoon and upon reaching there, were to place the bombs at the 

specified locations at 18.00 hours. We had given clear instructions to 

Yasin to ask every pair to place the packages on or outside six dustbins 

that we had identified at strategic locations. At the same time, Imran, 

Majid and Maqsood were to leave for Greater Kailash. They were to set–

off the bombs at Greater Kailash around 18.30 hours and were to 

trigger two bombs in Connaught Place ten minutes after that. I and 

Shaukat left for Karol Bagh a bit earlier than everyone else as we were 

to start–off the whole sequence. After triggering the blast in Karol Bagh, 

we were to set–off one blast after every another every five minutes from 

the first one. But, as they say, you would be God if you could know 

everything about the future. 

 

*************** 

 

I and Shaukat took a bus to Connaught Place from where we took 

another bus to reach Karol Bagh. We entered from the Pusa Road side 



 

 

and reached the tea–stall at Arya Samaj Road where we were to place 

the package. The IM man managing the stall, Salman, knew Shaukat 

but he did not know about me, which was done intentionally. We had 

planned everything in such a manner that no IM man, with the 

exception of Riyaz, Yasin and Atif, knew more than one member from 

our team of five. Even amongst those three, Riyaz was the only one we 

knew about all five of us. Yasin knew about Imran and Majid while Atif 

knew about only me and Maqsood. And, all of them knew us through 

our fake identities and not our real names. Shaukat was the least 

known of all as only Salman at Karol Bagh knew him but that too by 

his ‘new’ name and behind the new look that we had created for 

ourselves. We had done a good work hiding behind a permanent 

stubble that was on the heavier side, a pair of ‘zero–power’ spectacles, 

and a cap to boot. We would wear only regular looking clothes like 

jeans or trousers paired with a regular shirt or tee, and a cheap pair of 

sandals or sneakers. 

 

While sitting there and waiting for the time to arrive, I glanced at the 

bus stand near the stall, and saw a baby wriggling in the arms of his 

mother. Its innocent face and attempts to free itself from its mother 

caught my attention for more than a couple of seconds. After a few 

seconds, maybe the baby’s instincts told her that it was being watched 

or maybe it was just a coincidence, it turned her head around to look 

at me. Her eyes darted in right through to my heart. The joy in those 

eyes was extraordinary; gentle, carefree, without any hatred, without 

any discrimination and open for all. For those five minutes, that baby 

was just a baby, not a Hindu baby or a Muslim baby ... just a baby. 

They say Allah sends every child in this world in his own image and 

places a piece of his self in its heart and soul. At that point, I saw 

Allah’s purity in those eyes. It was weird seeing it in the eyes of a 



 

 

Hindu baby. I had already made up half a mind about aborting the 

mission and leaving with the package from there. However, I 

remembered the words of our Commander Saab just in time. He used 

to say, 

 

“Do not show any lenience to their women or their babies. Today, their 

babies may appear innocent, but, tomorrow, they will grow up to be of 

the same kind, filled with hate and cruelty towards us and our babies. 

You may feel compassion and may leave them today, but, they would 

not feel the same compassion for our babies tomorrow. Tomorrow, they 

will kill us, will kill our babies and will rape our women. To give a safe 

future to our people, we need to kill those murderers–in–the–making. 

Don’t be fooled by how they appear today, think about tomorrow.” 

 

With those words ringing in my ears, I turned my face away from that 

baby. For a few seconds, it seemed as if I had given up on humanity, 

innocence, and even on Allah. But, those feelings disappeared slowly as 

I played back Commander Saab’s words in my mind again and again. 

 

At the stall, Salman and Shaukat acknowledged each other with a 

slight nod of head. That was a signal to Salman to get ready to get 

away from the stall at the next signal. We had approached the stall 

from different directions and Shaukat sat at the opposite side of the 

stall from me squeezing in on one of the wooden stools around the stall 

that were meant to sit three but had always had five people squeezing 

into that small space in keeping with the age–old tradition of the 

Indians of ‘thoda adjust kar lena bhai’ (Please adjust a bit brother). I 

am quite sure that had the British conquered the whole of India, they 



 

 

could have simply asked the Indians to adjust a bit with their presence 

and the Indians would have complied. 

 

At 18.00 hours, Shaukat nodded at Salman, who immediately picked 

up a kettle full of tea and a few tea–glasses to move towards Hanuman 

Murti. A second later, he signalled to me with his eyes and we got up to 

move towards Pusa Road through the main market. While getting up, I 

saw Shaukat pull out one of the cell–phones from his pocket and push 

a couple of buttons, which mean that he had activated the twenty–

minute timer in the package that he had given to Salman, who had 

kept it right next to the gas cylinder at his stall. The explosion’s effect 

would have been compounded by the definite explosion in the gas 

cylinder and the dozens of glasses on the stall were to act as shrapnel 

in addition to the metallic shrapnel from the bomb. But, then, 

something happened that we had not expected at all. Every Indian 

knows that leaving your stuff unattended is an easy call to thieves who 

keep roaming in all markets to lift bags and packets off of careless 

shoppers. What Salman had done was keep the package towards the 

side where customers usually sit, and were sitting, and it seemed that 

the bag belonged to one of the customers and our mistake was that 

instead of a normal looking polythene bag, we had kept the polythene 

covered package in a good looking shopping bag. What had happened 

was that while on the way to the location, the polythene bag in which 

we were carrying the package was scraped by another passenger’s 

metallic bracelet and it was no longer possible for us to carry the 

package in that polythene. At that, that passenger gave us a shopping 

bag by emptying its contents into another bag that he was carrying. So, 

that shopping bag probably appeared quite inviting to a thief who 

conveniently picked it up without anyone noticing it and walked away. 

We would never have known about it had I not happened to just glance 



 

 

back in time to see the guy pick up the package. And, I have already 

mentioned what happened after that. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Chapter 11 – Rebirth – The Last Piece 

 

 

There are plenty of stories in the world where people have discussed 

their encounters with the other side when they came back from the 

brink of death, when they died or almost died but the other world was 

not yet ready for them and they came back with unbelievable stories 

about the passage from this world to the other and about what they 

saw in that other world. But, I did not see anything of that kind. What I 

saw was completely different. Let me tell you about what I saw when I 

'died'. 

 

*************** 

 

Now, I am growing small. Very small. Very, very small. Tiny. Miniscule. 

Microscopic. I have become smaller than the pieces floating in the air. 

Slowly, I am being carried off by the air. I am floating amongst those 

pieces now. It seems all the pieces have come to a rest and I am 

spinning on an axis. I can touch them but cannot feel them. And, 

whenever I try to hold on to them, my hands go right through. I am 

getting slower and slower. I have stopped spinning now. Now I can 

move from one piece to the other and see what all lay inside them. All 

of them appear quite familiar. I can recognise all of them except that 

one over there ..... there ..... at the top ...... the pole star of this new 

world around me. I do not know this one. Let me go inside it and see. 

 

It's quite strange in here. There is a mosque I can see here. The strange 

thing is that I have never seen this mosque before in my life and, yet, it 



 

 

is a part of this new world of mine. I have been to several mosques in 

India and a few in other countries, but not this one. It is quite strange. 

The walls are so white and shiny that light reflecting off them is nearly 

blinding me. But, with every step that I am taking towards the mosque, 

the colour is fading away and the shine is going down. I am at the gate 

now and the walls have turned completely black. I have never 

witnessed anything as black as these walls. Just as light spreads out 

when the sun comes up, the darkness from this mosque is spreading 

all around. It has grown so dark that I cannot see my hands. I better 

move on. I can feel the door right in front of me. Should I open it? My 

heart says I should but my mind is stopping me. 

 

Wait! 

 

The door is opening on its own. Has it heard what my heart just asked 

me to do? 

 

I have just taken the first step inside the mosque and I am getting the 

same feeling that I had when I stepped out of the house in the 

afternoon to place the bomb in the market. I don't know why? 

 

What is that? There .... right in front of me .... I can see an idol of 

Krishna, the god of Hindus. Its beauty is hypnotic and I am not able to 

move my gaze off it. I do not know why but I am moving towards it. It is 

as if I am in a trance of some sort. But, what I cannot really 

understand is that what is this ...... this idol doing in this 'mosque'? Is 

it a 'Mosque'? I do not know .... I cannot understand it. I better get out 

of here. 



 

 

What is this now? 

 

Where did the door vanish? 

 

And .... and why is this cross here ... with  ..... with this man hung on 

it? 

 

I ... I think I turned the wrong way. I better turn left and run away. 

 

Oh no! There is that photo of the turbaned holy saint .... the one I saw 

in a Gurudwara I had visited while surveying Delhi for our mission. 

Why is he here? 

 

Why is all this 'stuff' here? 

 

And ... what is there on the remaining wall? I do not have the courage 

to look at that side. Should I take a look or should I not? Should I? 

Should I not? I can't decide. 

 

I think I should look. 

 

Finally! .... Finally I can see the Quran in this 'mosque'. But, what the 

hell! All around the Quran, on the wall behind it, there are inscriptions 

from Bhagwad Gita. I have suddenly realised, and, I confirmed it by 

looking around once more, that there were inscriptions on all the other 



 

 

walls as well. Behind the cross, there were inscriptions from Guru 

Granth Sahib; behind the idol, there were verses from the Bible; and 

behind the photo of that turbaned saint, there were inscriptions from 

our Quran. 

 

Hey!! .... Hey!! .... all the walls and everything else, the Quran, the Idol, 

the Photo and the Cross, have started revolving around me. They are 

moving fast ..... very fast .... everything has become a big blur .... I 

cannot make anything out. 

 

They have started coming closer. Stop them ..... stop them .... please! 

 

*************** 

 

The idol, the Cross, the photo and the Quran. All of them have entered 

my body one after the other. Now I can remember that there were four 

doors in that mosque when I was walking towards it, not one. The walls 

inside the mosque were red when I first entered it. I was inside it then. 

It is inside me now. I can feel it under my left shoulder, somewhere ..... 

somewhere deep ..... deep inside. Probably .... it is my ...... 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Chapter 12 – Beginning of the afterlife 

 

 

I woke up in a hospital after seven days (as I was informed by the head 

nurse looking after the ICU). The hospital was not far from Karol Bagh 

and a number of injured from the blast were admitted there including I 

and Shaukat. In all, I spent nearly two months in the hospital, with ten 

days in ICU and the rest in the general ward. That whole ward was full 

of people who were injured in the blast. Let me take you through those 

days as I lived them and felt them. Those days completed my death. 

 

*************** 

 

20th Sept. 2008. XXXXXX Hospital. New Delhi. 

 

I woke up with a searing pain in my head that slowly shot down my 

whole back right down to my feet when I tried to move. I wanted to 

move my arms but they felt quite heavy and numb and I could not 

move them despite my best efforts. It was the same with my legs as well. 

I tried to speak but could not. I could feel that my face and head was 

completely wrapped up in something. There was a slight chill in the air 

that I could feel through my lips and nostrils that I believe were still 

uncovered as were my eyes. It took me a few minutes to open my eyes 

fully as the eyelids felt like they were carrying iron weights on them. I 

wanted to look around but I was lying completely flat and could not see 

anything but the white ceiling and the still fan hanging somewhat 

precariously.  



 

 

I tried to call out but only a mumbling sound came from my throat, not 

words. After a few minutes, I tried again. After I had tried for the third 

time, an elderly woman came up to me and patted down my head. 

 

“Relax. Relax son. Do not try and put pressure on yourself in any 

manner. You are in a very delicate condition. You are fortunate enough 

to have survived and escape death by a hair’s breadth. Lie still and let 

your body heal itself and let the medicines work. You still have a few 

days left here. My name is Asha. Ashaben Mehta. You are in the ICU of 

the XXXXXX Hospital and I am the head nurse looking after the ICU 

and the adjoining Burns Ward. I would come back every one hour to 

look after you so do not strain yourself in trying to call me. Just be 

patient and I would come to you. You broke a lot of bones, your head 

was split open and the injury was quite big, due to which you had been 

in coma for the last seven days, and there were a lot of wounds all over 

you especially on your back. The doctors say that they had to take out 

quite a few pieces of metal shrapnel from your body. So, take this 

(handing me a couple of pills with a glass of water) and relax. I will 

inform the doctor that you are out of coma. I will be back in an hour. 

Try not to move much till then.” 

 

She helped me up a bit to take the pills. With that she left. 

 

Once she had left, I closed my eyes and tried to sleep a bit. But, I could 

not. I could feel every inch of my body aching due to stitched wounds 

and stiffness. Suddenly, it struck me that the nurse had told me I had 

been in coma for seven days. I laid a bit of a stress on my mind and, 

slowly, some visuals and sounds started coming back to me. I could 

remember the day of the explosion, how I and Shaukat got caught in it, 



 

 

how I was hurled several feet away, how the Auto rickshaw was thrown 

several feet up in the air by the force of the blast, how I landed on my 

back and could clearly remember all that I had seen after the blast. I 

could not make up whether all of it was an illusion or whether I had 

actually crossed over or something else. Slowly, I started remembering 

a lot of sounds as well. Soon, the words became clear. There were 

several sounds that I could remember hearing in my sleep. One was 

surely of that nurse, Ashaben Mehta. 

 

*************** 

 

“Ah! Poor soul. I am feeling so sorry for him,” said Ashaben. 

 

“Why Asha didi (sister)? What happened? Didn’t the doctor say that he 

is getting better quite quickly?” said the other woman, who I believe 

was another nurse dedicated to that ward as I had heard her voice a 

number of times. 

 

“I know he will get better physically, but, there are certain things that 

never get better,” replied Ashaben. 

 

“Like what?” asked the other woman. 

 

There was a silence for a few seconds after which Ashaben replied, 

“There are scars that do not heal. I am not talking about the ones on 

the body, but, about the ones on the heart and soul. He is a young boy, 

maybe 23–24 years old, just about the age of my Dhiren. He was 



 

 

twenty–six when he was killed.” 

 

“Killed? What are you saying didi? You never told us about it. I thought 

your son passed away in some accident,” said the other woman in a 

shocked tone. Even in my sleep I could imagine her widened eyes and 

dropped jaw and a sudden restlessness. 

 

“Yes. He was killed .... killed by the Muslims in anger over their own 

people mauled by Hindus who were retaliating against the death of 

Hindus charred by Muslims,” said Ashaben, and paused for a deep 

breath before continuing, “I am talking about Godhra. You must have 

read about the riots in Gujarat post the Godhra massacre, but, I ..... I 

and my family lived it. I should say I lived it to see my son and his wife 

being butchered by a mob of Muslims. I was very happy when they got 

married six months prior to that dark day of my life. But, my 

happiness did not last long. Several Hindus were killed by a Muslim 

mob in Godhra. In retaliation, thousands of Hindus killed hundreds of 

Muslims, and, in retaliation of that retaliation, Muslims killed a few 

hundred Hindus including my son and my daughter–in–law. They had 

pulled my son and his wife out of our house and set it on fire while I 

was still inside the house. I was watching and shouting for help from 

the upper floor of our two–storey house while more than a dozen from 

the mob were busy stabbing my son and my daughter–in–law. The fire 

on the lower floor kept me from going down. After a few minutes, the 

mob went away and one of our neighbours climbed from his balcony 

into ours and rescued me from the fire that had engulfed most of the 

upper floor as well. Sometimes I wish it would have been better had I 

been able to reach out to my son and daughter–in–law as I would have 

been killed by the mob along with them. Now, I have been living all 



 

 

alone for the last six years. Dhiren’s father had passed away long back 

and Dhiren was my only reason to live. But now ....,” said Ashaben, 

and, I could see tears in her eyes even through the veil of sleep. 

 

“I am sorry didi. Please don’t cry. I did not know about this pain of 

yours,” said the other woman in as caring a manner as possible. 

 

“These tears are not for their death. These are for the fact that the real 

culprits are still out there enjoying their lives and hundreds of 

thousands of people follow them without realising the truth about their 

double – faced personalities.” 

 

“You mean the Muslims. Isn’t it?” asked the other woman. 

 

“No. I do not care much about their religion. I am not talking about the 

whole religion in general. I am talking about the actual people who 

killed my son and my daughter–in–law. Everyone says it was a Muslim 

mob. The police said that the mob does not have a face and, therefore, 

they could not catch anyone for those murders.” 

 

Then, the voices trailed off and I do not remember anything after that. 

 

*************** 

 

On another occasion, I remember Ashaben talking to me. Even in my 

sleep I remember getting confused over the way she was talking to me. 



 

 

“You poor child. I wish I could tell your family about your condition. I 

am sure they are worried beyond consolation about their son. I wish I 

could find something about you. Alas! Your clothes were badly torn 

when you arrived and I am sure your wallet etc. might have fallen 

somewhere when you were being brought here. You know you remind 

me a lot about my son. He looked a lot like you when he was your age. 

He was almost as fair–skinned as you are; almost the same height; 

similar round face; and on 02nd March 2002, he lay motionless in front 

of me just like you are right now. The only difference is that, thankfully, 

you are still breathing. Don’t worry. I will take care of you .... I won’t let 

you die .... I will look after you till your real mother is able to find you.” 

 

She went silent for a couple of minutes and, then, began again. 

 

“You know the doctor was saying that you have a severe head injury 

and you might even lose some part of your memory, like maybe a few 

days or a few weeks ................ but, I hope you lose all your memory. 

Then, when you will wake up, I will call you my son and you would 

take me as your mother and I will have my Dhiren back with me.” 

 

I could hear her sobbing through that last part. She sobbed for a 

minute or so before she said, 

 

“I am sorry. I am going mad. How can I think so selfishly and stupidly? 

I am thinking of my happiness but not about your mother’s pain. Oh! I 

wish ..... I so wish I could locate her and give her the good news that 

her son is alive and well ...... I even spoke to the Head Constable who 

came in yesterday to again take statements from the people who got 



 

 

injured in the blast that got you, but, he said they could not find any 

details about you nor could they find any missing persons report about 

you from anywhere. I wonder if your parents even know that you were 

at the place where the blasts took place.” 

 

After another lull lasting a couple of minutes, she continued, 

 

“I am not sure why I am sitting here speaking to you when you cannot 

even reply back. Maybe these blasts and the resulting deaths and 

suffering have brought back the memories of the riots that destroyed 

my life. When I talk to you, it seems to me that I am talking to Dhiren, 

my son. After his father’s death, I used to talk a lot with him and he 

would patiently listen to everything I would say. It has been more than 

six years now that he is gone and I have not had the chance to speak 

with anyone like I used to speak with him. Therefore, I am just saying 

all this and am talking to you even when you cannot reply to anything I 

am saying as I feel like talking to you. I am not sure if you can even 

hear whatever I am saying but even if that is the case, it is enough for 

me that I can finally open up to someone and talk to someone just like 

I did with Dhiren. He was a sweet little boy and ever since his father 

passed away, he had started acting as if he was the one taking care of 

everything and responsible for everything. He was the kind of kid that 

neighbours mention as an example to their kids due to his academic 

achievements and his maturity. Everyone, including me, was sure that 

he would grow up to be someone very successful and would create a 

name for himself in this world. But, these people ....... they ..... they 

killed my son (I could sense the seething anger in her voice) .... I wish I 

could punish them for what they did. And, the worst part is that 

everyone is blind enough and stupid enough not to see and understand 



 

 

what they did.” 

 

I lost track again. I do not remember anything after that. Either she 

stopped speaking or my mind has blanked everything after that. 

 

*************** 

 

On another instance, I remember her telling me about the other people 

who were injured in the blast and were admitted in the hospital. 

 

“I feel so helpless now–a–days. There is so much suffering around me 

and I can hardly do anything to alleviate the pain and suffering, the 

best I can do is to help them with their bodily wounds and injuries. But, 

I cannot help anyone with anything else. There is this man, Ramsharan 

Awasthi (name changed), I think 67 years old if I can remember his 

patient sheet properly, who has lost his arm in the blast. There were 

some complications during the amputation of his arm and he will have 

to spend another month in the hospital, at least. He is a thorough 

gentleman I tell you. He is an educated man and quite sensible in what 

he speaks about. You can understand easily whenever he starts 

speaking that it is not a man who is losing his marbles with age or a 

man who has not learnt anything from his years. And, there is a very 

strange calmness on his face ..... 

 

..... Then, there is a girl, Deepa (name changed). She is just a teenager, 

I think 15 years old, and she has burns over her arms and legs. There 

is some allergic reaction that happened during the initial first aid given 



 

 

to her and the doctors are waiting for the effects to subside before they 

can operate on her to treat her burns fully. She keeps crying almost 

throughout the day and I am not sure whether she cries due to the 

physical pain that she is going through or the pain of losing her father 

and brother in the blast. Her aunt, who comes every second day, had 

told me that she had lost her mother when she was just a baby. So, 

now, with her father and brother gone, she is all alone in the world, 

and, would most probably spend her time dependent on her 

relatives .....  

 

...... There is another boy like her in the ward at the opposite end of the 

corridor, Mohammed Iqbal (name changed). He lost his parents in the 

blasts. They had taken him to Karol Bagh market to celebrate his 

birthday. They had just done their shopping and were going to a Pizza 

outlet near Arya Samaj Road when the bomb exploded. Iqbal was just 

behind his parents and he got shielded from the blast a bit. However, 

there is a piece of metal shrapnel lodged in his neck and the doctors 

are consulting some very senior specialist doctors from other hospitals 

to devise a way to get it out. I get it that it is lodged somewhere soft in a 

very delicate situation ...... 

 

...... And, the list does not end there. It keeps going on and on. There is 

an infant here, in the ICU, who is facing a lot of trouble with his 

breathing. He wasn’t hurt by the blasts but he inhaled a lot of smoke 

and it has stuck to parts of his lungs and his wind pipe. The worst part 

is that no one knows anything about the identity of the baby as no one 

has come forward yet to claim the baby. In fact, no one has even filed a 

missing child complaint as per the police. I am quite sure that his 

parents were amongst those who died in the blast. They say that they 



 

 

would be sending the baby to an orphanage after it gets well unless 

someone comes to claim the baby or the police manage to find any 

corresponding ‘missing child’ report ...... 

 

..... There is one more person for whom I feel bad every time I think 

about his condition. Parminder Singh Sandhu (name changed), a 

young Sardar Ji from somewhere in West Delhi. I have been told by the 

nurse from his ward that he had lost his parents in the communal riots 

that took place in Delhi in 1984 and he was just a child at that time. 

His elder brother has been taking care of him since then. Then, he got 

married to a beautiful girl but lost her to Cancer a year ago. And, now, 

thanks to those heartless demons who caused the blasts, he has lost 

his eyesight. The metal shrapnel pierced his eyes in such a manner 

that the doctors could not save his eyesight despite their best efforts. I 

am not sure how he would survive the rest of his life without being able 

to see his world ...... 

 

...... There are several others in similar conditions though I do not 

know much about them. I am sure my heart will explode with pain if I 

will come to know about any more distressful stories. And, it is time for 

you to rest as well. I have already unloaded a lot on you and I am sure 

you are feeling the pain and anguish of those poor people like I am and 

it would pain me even more if that stress results in some adverse 

impact on your condition. Sleep my poor child, sleep.” 

 

With that she stopped and I could hear her going away slowly from the 

room (more of a partition actually). 

 



 

 

Chapter 13 – Godhra – A Political Conspiracy 

 

 

Once I was out of the coma, I was shifted to the General ward post 

some tests that took three days. Once the tests were over and the 

doctors were sure that there was no danger of my slipping back into 

coma, they shifted me to that ward. 

 

For the first two days, after I was out of coma, I was unable to sit up as 

there was a lot of pain and my medication was such that it kept me 

sedated almost through till the third day. On the third day, upon 

Ashaben’s perseverance, I decided to try and ignore the pain as much 

as I could and sit up, though I still needed Ashaben’s help to get up. 

But, again, I could not sit for long due to the seething pain that gripped 

my back after a few minutes. And, I forgot to mention that my jaw was 

broken as well and when I sat up, the downward pressure caused 

unbearable pain that would have surely killed someone weaker in spirit 

than me. 

 

During those few minutes that I sat up, I looked around a bit and 

found a number of people sitting around the beds of other patients in 

the ward. I do not know why but, as if by a will of their own, my eyes 

searched for Deepa and Iqbal immediately but there were no female 

patients in the ward, which told me that the ward was only for male 

patients. And, even amongst the males, most were grown up with only 

a couple of teenage boys but neither of the two looked as young as I 

could guess Iqbal to be from what Ashaben used to say while I was 

asleep. After about half–an–hour, Ashaben guessed that I was 



 

 

searching for someone. She said, 

 

“Are you searching for someone dear? Was there someone with you at 

the time of the blasts? Do you recognise someone in here?” 

 

I did not respond to any of the questions. I could not speak but I could 

have nodded, but, for some unknown reason, I did not wish to answer, 

especially since the questions were somewhat similar to what the 

policemen had asked me a couple of days after I regained 

consciousness. Not only was I in pain but I was angry as well. I was 

angry that our plan did not go according to the plan; I was angry that I 

got hurt in the blast; I was angry that I was lying amongst so many of 

my enemies; I was angry that I could not say anything; I was angry 

that I could not be happy at the punishment that we had meted out to 

all the culprits; I was angry that I had to control my anger and not 

show my hatred off to anyone; I was just angry ..... extremely angry. 

 

“Are you looking for Deepa or Iqbal or Awasthi Ji or Sardar Ji by any 

chance?” asked Ashaben as if she could read my mind and was simply 

reading a scroll running on my forehead. 

 

That question forced me to look at her. It wasn’t a sudden movement 

as I was not completely shocked by what she had just asked me, it was 

as if I was half–expecting her to understand me just like my father 

used to understand my thoughts without even a word coming out of my 

mouth. It was the first time that I had looked straight at her. Before 

that moment, I had always avoided looking at her as I did not want to 

confront the feelings that had sneaked into my heart during the time I 



 

 

was ‘sleeping’ and while she used to pour her heart out to me during 

that sleep. Her bespectacled eyes bound me in such a manner that I 

could not move my gaze away even though my mind kept tugging at my 

heart to let go. Her black eyes had no ‘blackness’ and the purity of her 

heart seemed to seep through them. She had an ocean of motherly love 

flowing in those godly eyes and the same love was clearly evident in her 

countenance as well as every gesture she made and every word she 

spoke. In that moment, she was not a Hindu’s mother; she was just a 

‘MOTHER’. She had surely made a big dent in the hatred against 

Hindus in my heart that had grown by the day for more than six years. 

But, a couple of minutes later I realised that that dent was specific to 

her and not the community as such. 

 

After those couple of minutes, and after looking at me intently for an 

answer through that duration, Ashaben asked, “I am right, am I not? 

You are indeed looking for them, isn’t it?” 

 

After another ten seconds during which I made no reaction but kept on 

looking at her, she said, “Deepa and Iqbal are not in this ward. They 

are in the Children’s Ward. Sardar Ji had developed some 

complications the day you were transferred here and he had to be sent 

to the ICU. He is better now and should be back in a couple of days. As 

for Awasthi Ji, there he is (pointing at an old man sitting cross–legged 

on his bed at the extreme right corner from my end with a newspaper 

sprawled across in front of him) busy with his paper as usual. Just let 

the Lunch time pass and let him have his afternoon nap, and, at the 

tea–time, you would realise why I talked so much about him.” 

 

She kept looking at Awasthi Ji for a couple of minutes. I am not sure 



 

 

what was going through her mind. She looked back at me after that 

and continued from where she had left, 

 

“He loves to read and he reads a lot. This is his third newspaper of the 

day. Last week, he got one of his nephews to bring him a couple of 

books from a library, which he finished by the end of that week, and 

got another two after that. The books that are lying on his side–table 

are the third lot that his nephew brought yesterday. And, let me tell 

you, none of the books are story–books or some other useless kind of 

books. All of them are of the no–nonsense category. I caught a glimpse 

of one of the books the other day. It was titled “The truth about 9/11” I 

think. I read on the back–cover that according to the author, who is 

some well–known journalist in America, the bombings in New York on 

9/11 were part of some government conspiracy. It has facts and figures 

and what not and even a simple person like me could make out that it 

was not all fiction and no substance. Awasthi Ji reads all that stuff. 

There was also a history book last week. I so wish I could develop a 

taste for such books. As it is, I do not have much to do at home with no 

one waiting for me or to sit with me for dinner or tea or to talk to me 

(her voice trailed off in the last bit and she walked away with her tray).” 

 

*************** 

 

Awasthi Ji was exactly like what Ashaben had said. In fact, I would say 

that he was even more than that. He was actually a very learned man, 

a man who, I am sure, loved to dig deeper into everything that excited 

his curious bone. And, that bone was quite easily excitable. Another 

thing .... he loved to talk. He talked much more than anybody else in 

the ward but none of it was small talk or any kind of nonsense. He 



 

 

made more sense than those who spoke a tenth of what he did. The 

reason he talked the most was that everybody else would listen to his 

very knowledgeable words and would merely sneak in a question or two 

or a comment here and there, every now and then, and, every question 

would open up a whole new avenue for him to lead them to explore 

with a renewed round of unbelievable facts and details that nobody else 

knew about. He explained everything in such detail, and in such a 

matter–of–fact manner, that everyone listened to him with some sort of 

awe and reverence. His views were quite different from everyone else 

and, more often than not, defied common beliefs. He never forced his 

opinions on others. He asked questions and gave facts and left it to the 

others to decide what they wanted to believe. It is probably due to that 

fact that he had aged quite gracefully. His face had quite a different 

aura that had not diminished with age. His wrinkled, old face was not 

the face of an irritating old man who had lost his marbles. It exuded a 

charm and that charm was there even with the physical and mental 

pain caused by the amputated right arm. The stump, which went 

almost till the elbow, was completely covered in white bandage and was 

clamped to his torso by another huge bundle of bandage going around 

his chest to prevent any movement of that damaged stump. His eyes 

had the excitement of a young voyager who still had a lot of world to 

explore and who was not tired of the journeys he had taken and not 

afraid of the journeys in the future. 

 

*************** 

 

In the afternoon, at precisely 4 o’clock, a pantry–boy came with a 

metallic tea–canister kept on a metal–trolley and started handing out 

tea to everyone in disposable Styrofoam cups. When I held the cup that 



 

 

he gave me, it immediately transported me back to the days when I 

used to go to the tea–stall set–up for our use in Karol Bagh. Salman, 

the operative who managed that stall, used to hand–over tea to his 

customers who wanted to take it on the go, instead of sitting at the 

stall, in exactly similar disposable white cups. The events of that day 

flashed–by in my memory in a span of a few seconds.  

 

While I was still lost in my thoughts, I heard someone call out 

seemingly to me, 

 

“Come, join us son. Why are you sitting there all alone? Come, join our 

afternoon discussions.” 

 

When I looked in the direction from where the voice came, I found out 

that I was right. Awasthi Ji was looking at me and was motioning with 

his left hand to me to join them. Everybody in the ward had grouped 

together in the middle of the ward, probably for some discussion, and 

the whole group was looking at me while Awasthi Ji motioned. I was 

still pondering over whether to answer or not when Ashaben came in 

the ward and said, 

 

“He is not allowed to walk yet. It is good enough that he is able to sit 

with all that pain, wounds and soreness. It would be better if we let 

him stay where he is.” 

 

“In that case, let us all move over to his bed. Now that he is in our ward, 

he should be a party to our talks as well,” said Awasthi Ji. 



 

 

With that, everybody moved near my bed. Half of them were limping or 

walking using crutches of some sort with only those with injuries on 

upper body walking properly like Awasthi Ji. It seemed as if I was in a 

war zone of some sort with every single person in the ward heavily 

bandaged. 

 

As soon as everybody had settled down, plenty of words started getting 

exchanged, most of them about the latest news in that morning’s 

newspapers. A few minutes later, a discussion ensued between the 

patients that jolted the very foundations of my beliefs and got me 

thinking about the validity of the path I had chosen. 

 

*************** 

 

“Why are you so sad and quiet Narottam Ji?” asked Awasthi Ji. 

 

“I am not sad. I am angry. I was just reading the newspaper and I read 

about two more Muslim men being caught by the special cell of Delhi 

Police for their involvement in these blasts. I am feeling angry about 

not being able to take revenge for all the Hindus who were hurt in the 

blasts and for the families of those who died in these blasts. I just want 

to kill those Muslim bastards with my own hands,” said Narottam Ji 

(name changed / another patient in our ward who was just a few years 

younger than Awasthi Ji, who was the oldest in the ward at 67 years). 

 

“Are you talking about all the Muslims in general or the particular ones 

who caused those blasts?” asked Awasthi Ji. 



 

 

“ALL OF THEM. Each and every one of them is the culprit for what has 

happened to us,” replied Narottam Ji in a voice that almost choked 

with emotions. 

 

“How so?” 

 

“All of them are terrorists. They either become terrorists or support 

terrorists. Either way, they kill us. I wish I could kill them.” 

 

“That is exactly what the politicians in our country want. They want all 

of us to harbour such hatred towards each other so that we never get 

united and understand what the politicians are doing to us. They are 

dividing us on the basis of Religion, Caste, Region, Occupation, 

Education, and every other possible way that they can think of. They 

are the root cause behind all this hatred, all these explosions and all 

the terrorism affecting our country today.” 

 

“What are you saying Awasthi Ji? Are you trying to say politicians were 

involved in these blasts?” asked Narottam Ji. 

 

“Politicians have been involved in each and every bomb blast that has 

ever occurred for warring purpose in the history of humanity. Even 

though they may not do it themselves, they are the ultimate cause 

behind all of them.” 

 

“How?” 



 

 

“Just think logically for some time. Why would a Muslim give up 

everything in his life, including his family, his education, his career, his 

possibility of having his own family, his enjoyment and everything else, 

to lead a life of anonymity so as to bring pain and suffering upon 

others?” 

 

 “Because they are MAD and they hate us.” 

 

“If you are saying they are ‘mad’, it is your own assumption and 

ignorance. And, when you say they hate us, have you ever wondered 

why?” 

 

“It is their stupid religion and the idiotic verses in their Quran that 

makes them hate people from other religion.” 

 

“Every religion is stupid. Stupidity isn’t specific to any religion. It is the 

basis of each and every religion be it Hinduism or Islam or Christianity 

or Sikhism or any other. As for the verses, I do not find anything idiotic 

in them. The content of Quran is as philosophical as any other 

religious book in the world. And, just like any other religious book, in 

case of Quran as well, a lot of people have presented the meanings of 

the verses of Quran in an extremely twisted manner to further their 

personal and political interests. What is idiotic is that a lot of people 

actually believed all the lies and it is those false beliefs that are making 

those men vulnerable to the scheming of the actual culprits. Those who 

make the bombs or place the bombs and actually commit these acts 

are not the real culprits. You hate them but I don’t. I pity them. They 

are as much a victim of all the political conspiracies as we are.” 



 

 

“What ‘political conspiracies’ are you talking about Awasthi Ji?” asked 

Varun Ji (another patient in our ward). 

 

Before Awasthi Ji could reply to that question, Narottam Ji butted in 

with his comments, “Must be some Muslim politician who wants to 

create panic in Hindus so that Muslims gain power and their 

candidates win elections by scaring us. Isn’t it Awasthi Ji?” 

 

“No. It is not that simple Narottam Ji. It is not that simple. Let me give 

you an example,” said Awasthi Ji. Before continuing, he looked at 

Ashaben quite apologetically and said, “I am sorry Ashaben that I am 

taking your tragedy as an example. I mean GODHRA.” 

 

I was merely sipping my tea during the conversation till that point and 

was just leaning a bit towards the left to aim my empty cup at the 

dustbin by my bed. I had just thrown it when Awasthi Ji mentioned 

‘Godhra’. I was startled by that one word. I completely froze in that 

awkward looking pose with my gaze fixated on Awasthi Ji, who, at that 

time, was trying to avoid an eye – contact with Ashaben. After a few 

moments, during which there was complete silence, I looked at the rest 

of the group and found all of them looking at Ashaben in confusion. I 

traced their gaze to Ashaben’s face, which was calm as usual except 

the fact that the smile that seemed like a permanent fixture had 

vanished. She hadn’t said a word nor had she reacted in any manner 

except losing that smile. I am not sure if anyone else could see it but I 

could definitely see a question in her eyes that was clearly for Awasthi 

Ji: Why are you bringing up the one thing that I do not wish to 

remember? 



 

 

After those few moments of dreadful silence, Awasthi Ji started 

speaking and asked, 

 

“What do all of you know about the Godhra incident and the post–

Godhra riots in Gujarat of 2002?” 

 

Varun Ji (name changed) was the first to speak up, 

 

“Everyone knows about it. Some Kar–Sevaks were returning from 

Ayodhya and they had some scuffle with some Muslim tea–vendor at 

Godhra station and that pig called out to other Muslims living nearby 

who stopped the train a kilometre from the station, killed several 

Hindus inside the train and, then, set fire to it killing even more. I 

think some sixty–odd Hindus died including women and children. 

When the news broke out, riots started all over Gujarat with angry 

Hindus targeting Muslims and, at some places, the Muslims retaliating 

in a similar manner. Some thousand–odd people died in a span of three 

days and out of that number, three–fourths were Muslims.” 

 

Surya Kant Ji (name changed / another from our lot in that ward) was 

the second to speak about it, 

 

“No .... No .... you are mistaken. There wasn’t any scuffle at the station. 

It was a pre–planned attack by those Muslims at Godhra. I had read 

about it in the newspapers. They had already arranged for Kerosene Oil 

and Petrol beforehand and they had stopped the train as per their plan. 

Upon stopping it, they butchered people inside the train and poured 



 

 

the oil and petrol all over and set fire to the train to kill a lot of 

innocent Hindus including women and children. And, they were 

specifically targeting Kar–Sevaks returning from Ayodhya in Sabarmati 

Ashram after lending hand to the temple reconstruction project at 

Ayodhya. The Muslims are against the construction of a temple at the 

disputed site and, hence, they killed all those Kar–Sevaks to scare 

Hindus to prevent the construction from going ahead. But, we gave 

them a good response in the next three days.” 

 

At that point, Narottam Ji decided to speak out his mind, 

 

“Yes, you are right Surya Kant Ji. They deserved that. They believe in 

killing. They kill animals and call that mass–killing a festival. They are 

a group of butchers and if they think they can scare us and subdue us 

by launching such attacks on us, they are completely mistaken. If they 

can kill, we can kill as well.” 

 

“That is where the problem is. Just because Muslims killed Hindus and 

Hindus killed Muslims, and because there were scores of frenzied mobs 

that indulged in Arson, Looting, Murders, Rapes, and etc., that 

belonged to one or the other religion, we, the stupid common people of 

India, mistakenly believed, and still believe, that those riots were 

‘communal riots’. But, no sir, they were not communal riots. They were 

given a communal colour by the actual masterminds,” said Awasthi Ji. 

 

At that point, Ashaben, who had been looking at Awasthi Ji with numb 

eyes since he had mentioned Godhra, spoke, but not with any rage or 

hatred that could easily be felt in everybody else’s voice, eyes and 



 

 

demeanour, 

 

“What are you saying Awasthi Ji? How could they not be communal 

riots? They killed my son. He was a Hindu and they were Muslims. 

They killed a lot of other Hindus as well. They had killed so many 

Hindus on that train as well. And, then, there is no denying that our 

people killed hundreds of Muslims in retaliation. So, when Hindus 

killed Muslims and Muslims killed Hindus, how is it that those riots 

were not communal riots?” 

 

Awasthi Ji looked at Ashaben with eyes filled with regret, possibly 

feeling guilty about raising the Godhra issue with Ashaben present in 

the ward, and said, 

 

“I am sorry Ashaben but it is a fact that all of us were fooled into 

believing that those riots were communal. Let me explain.” 

 

He took a long breath before continuing, 

 

“In 2002, ten years after the Babri Masjid demolition, with their 

political face BJP (Bhartiya Janta Party) in power, RSS (Rashtriya 

Swayamsevak Sangh) decided to force the construction of Ram Mandir 

(Ram Temple) at Ayodhya. It was an effort to raise the euphoria around 

the sensitive Ayodhya issue and garner Hindu votes across the country 

for future elections. The government at the centre was a coalition 

government with a large number of partners due to which it was quite 

weak in character and everybody knew that it could fall at anytime. 



 

 

Keeping that in mind, they wanted to create a wave in their favour by 

dividing the electorate on communal lines and bringing the majority, 

the Hindus, in their favour. That made Congress to think about 

devising a means to put a stop on that plan. There was already a 

petition pending in the Supreme Court to get the highest court to stop 

the construction on the temple. The prime reason given in the petition 

was that it would cause communal flare–up. However, with the BJP 

government in the centre submitting to the court that the construction 

would be completed in such a manner that it would be out of the 

restricted area demarcated by the court, the court wasn’t feeling 

inclined to put a stay on the plans. That was making Congress uneasy 

and everyone knew that they wanted to somehow put a stop to that 

construction and not allow the Hindu votes to polarise in favour of 

BJP .....  

 

..... Now, let me tell you about some interesting facts. In 1999, BJP had 

formed the house in Godhra Municipal Council with the support of 

Congress and Muslim Corporators. However, in 2000, all Muslim 

Corporators, along with those from Congress, moved a ‘No–Confidence 

Motion’ and BJP lost the house. Worse still for BJP, a Muslim 

Corporator became the President of the House. The case was the same 

in the rest of Gujarat as well. It was due to the bad performance in the 

Municipal and Panchayat Elections of 2000 that Keshubhai Patel was 

removed from the position of Chief Minister and Narendra Modi was 

brought-in in his place. BJP had to do something drastic to break the 

pattern and rearrange the electorate on communal lines ..... 

 

..... Suddenly, something happened on 27th Feb. 2001 that did exactly 

what they wanted. A train full of VHP activists, i.e. hardcore Hindu 



 

 

fanatics, arrived at Godhra, a predominantly Muslim region especially 

around the Godhra Railway Station that had Muslim population in 

hordes in areas like Signal Falia. Then, a few of those ‘Kar–Sevaks’ 

went ahead and misbehaved with Muslim tea–vendors and other 

Muslim vendors on the platform even though there is a good Muslim 

population in the vicinity. A tea–vendor was beaten–up in Coach S–6 

and, from somewhere, quite mysteriously and at a blazing speed, a 

rumour spread that a Muslim girl had been kidnapped and forced 

inside that coach. The rumour immediately reached the people of 

Signal Falia and Muslims started gathering to raid that particular 

coach to free that girl. Somehow, the train was stopped once by pulling 

the chain from somewhere inside the train and, then, a second time by 

damaging the pipes for vacuum breaks. That gave enough time for the 

mob to swell to a substantial size. The mob pelted stones at that coach 

and attacked it with sticks. Someone ill–advised the people inside the 

coach to close all the doors and windows and block them with all the 

baggage inside. Once all the exits were blocked, somehow, smoke 

started building up in the coach as a precursor to a violent blaze. When 

the smoke reached dangerous levels, people tried to get out but the 

blocked doors and the frenzy caused by the smoke delayed their exit 

long enough for fifty–nine people to lose consciousness. Around a 

Hundred and Fifty people managed to escape from the Northern exit of 

the coach which was the only way out with the East and the West side 

blocked by the mob and the South side blocked by the heavy smoke 

that started out from Seat 72 .....  

 

..... The next three days saw huge violence on communal lines, where 

misled Hindus butchered a Thousand Muslims and, in retaliation, 

Muslims killed almost Three Hundred Hindus. Interestingly, the 

attacks were well–coordinated with mobs picking up Muslims from 



 

 

their homes using voter lists and the police was always moved away to 

a different location from the one where an attack was to take place like 

the one on the Gulbarg Society, Naroda Patia, Naroda Gram, and 

others. Police was nowhere to be seen and whenever seen, the only 

victims would be Muslims. BJP, immediately, blamed Congress for the 

Godhra conspiracy and implicated one of their Corporators from 

Godhra, Haji Bilal, in the same along with the head of the group of 

Muslim Corporators of Godhra, Kalota. Nine BJP–men, including three 

Corporators from Godhra, one of whom was physically beaten by 

Kalota in the Municipal Assembly, came forward as ‘witnesses’ for 

everything and claimed that they saw everything unfolding as part of a 

plan. It is a different thing altogether that in a sting operation 

undertaken last year, in 2007, by a news agency, ‘Tehelka’, it became 

clear that they had lied along with several other witnesses like the two 

petrol–pump attendants and two small–time Muslim criminals who 

were coerced into making false statements.” 

 

He stopped to catch his breath and to allow everything he had said to 

sink in the minds and hearts of all around him, including me. After a 

few seconds, he began again, 

 

“Has no one amongst you ever wondered why the incident took place in 

a town in Gujarat and not in any other state with an even higher 

number of Muslims like UP? Why only one coach was burnt and not 

the whole train? Why only those sixty–odd people died and not the 

other hundreds in the train? Why is it that there is a rumour still in 

the air about a Muslim tea–vendor and his daughter when, in truth, 

nothing of that sort happened at the station? How is it that the coach 

burnt from inside out when the inflammables were poured from the 



 

 

outside and the outer and the undercarriage of the coach did not show 

any signs of immediate fire?” 

 

“Okay. Even if I agree with what you have said and believe that the 

Godhra incident was a conspiracy by a political party for its political 

gains, what about the riots that ensued for the next three–four days? I 

am sure you would agree that they were communal,” said Narottam Ji. 

 

“Not at all. In fact, they were an excellent example of the game of 

political chess. The next three days saw various local BJP leaders 

inciting Hindus to exact revenge upon the Muslims and lead mobs to 

Muslim dominated areas and indulge in widespread massacre. 

Examples of such leaders are Maya Kodnani and Babu Bajrangi. At the 

same time, the police was forced into an inactive mode and they hardly 

did anything to prevent the riots. In fact, there have been reports that 

several policemen actually joined hands with the murderous mobs and 

helped them kill Muslims. Of course, such reports never made it to the 

official files and were suppressed through selective investigation. The 

scale of violence depressed the Muslim population in the state to such 

an extent that BJP won the next elections with a good majority, with 

tremendous Hindu support for the party and the scared Muslim 

populace. The Naroda Patia incident, the Gulbarg Society Massacre, 

the Best Bakery incident, are all examples of the brutal onslaught by 

the state BJP on Muslims to subdue the Muslim population that 

Congress was hoping to side with. There were a few places where the 

Muslims tried to retaliate and killed several Hindus but the overall 

onslaught by the Hindu outfits was such that the Muslim population in 

the state would take several years to return to a ‘not–scared’ state of 

mind. Thus, BJP was okay with 9% Muslims of the state siding with 



 

 

Congress as long as they did not vote and the almost 80% Hindus 

whole–heartedly, and blindly, went with BJP. Even though BJP lost the 

momentum for the Ram Temple after some time, it had gained a strong 

hold over Gujarat, which is evident from the fact that Modi has won 

comprehensively for the second time.” 

 

There was an eerie silence that followed Awasthi Ji’s words but there 

were questions and remarks floating around in the room through gazes 

filled with disbelief and scepticism. Everybody was looking at everyone 

else and was either asking some question or was making some remark 

through the eyes. Finally, Surya Kant Ji broke the silence and asked, 

 

“But how can you be so sure Awasthi Ji that what you have said right 

now is correct and that is what had happened for sure? Is it not 

possible that it is simply one of the explanations for what had 

happened and is just a theory? I mean ... there are so many conspiracy 

theories about so many major events in the past ... and .... it is not 

easy to segregate fact from fiction. Isn’t it possible that you are 

mistaken?” 

 

“Yes ... Yes, it is quite possible that I am wrong and everything that I 

have said is merely my belief and not fact. However, I have not formed 

this belief by mere conjecture. I have gone through the details and 

various reports related to the Godhra incident and the riots. I have 

based my belief on the way the events unfolded, the unanswered 

questions, the inaction by the establishment before, during and after 

the riots, and the shoddy investigations carried out to prevent the truth 

from coming out. But, even after all that, I might be wrong. However, 

how can you say that I am not right? Have you tried to find out the 



 

 

truth by yourself? Have you gone deeper into the issue to dig up facts? 

Have you ever tried to find out whether what you have learnt through 

the media is correct or not or have you been fed lies for the last six 

years? And, not only about Godhra .... Have you ever tried to find out 

the truth about other major events of the past like the 1984 riots in 

Delhi, the Ram Janmabhoomi issue, the Mumbai riots, and a host of 

other such incidents and issues that have affected our lives, especially 

Terrorism? What we do is that we simply go through the paces of our 

lives and believe everything that is fed to us by the politicians. We 

simply look at the surface and take everything at its face value and 

never bother to dive deeper to look at the undercurrents. If the 

politicians tell us that Muslims hate Hindus, we believe them; if they 

say Hindus hate Muslims, we believe them; if they say Pakistanis hate 

us, we believe them and start hating the Pakistanis; if they say that 

Indians living in one state are different from those living in another 

state, we believe them and start referring to each other as Biharis, 

Marathis, Gujaratis, Haryanvis, etc.; and, worst of all, we keep them in 

power even when we know they are corrupt. Lalu Prasad Yadav still 

manages to win several seats in Bihar even though he is embroiled in 

scams. Jayalalitha still polls millions of votes in Tamil Nadu even 

though she has a disproportionate assets’ case against her and had 

openly spent millions on her foster son’s wedding. Mayavati and 

Mulayam Singh Yadav are the two major forces in UP even though a 

huge number of MLAs and MPs from their parties have criminal cases 

against them and the two of them have seen their personal wealth 

increase exponentially since they have become major players in the 

political arena. And, it is not limited to them. Almost every MP and 

MLA manages to increase his wealth manifold during the time he stays 

in power. We never think about how their corruption is eating our 

country away as we are all too concerned about our personal benefits. 

They divide us and we get divided, and upon division, we only think 



 

 

about us or our group and not about the whole country.” 

 

There were a lot of emotions in his voice when Awasthi Ji said all that.  

However, those emotions were not rage, anger, hatred, annoyance, 

irritation or any other belonging to that family. His voice was somewhat 

dejected, sad and pitiful. I am not sure why but I felt his words had 

some weight. For a person like me who hated Hindus from the core of 

his heart, his words were not enough to convert me or my heart, but, I 

could sense that he was not just making things up and that there was 

a semblance of truth in his views and explanations. I was just a sixteen 

year old teenager when all of it happened and since it happened to me, 

the pain had numbed any logical part of my brain that could have 

made any sense of all that mayhem. And, I am quite sure that it was 

the same with the rest of the world as well. There was a lot of pain, a 

lot of anger and too much of a loss for anyone to think straight and 

logically and, in such situations, hatred and revenge are the first things 

that spring up in the burnt hearts. It happened to me. It happened to 

my friends who joined the revolution with me. It happened to everyone 

who lost someone in that carnage. It happened to everyone who felt 

empathetic towards those who bore the brunt of it all.  

 

I wanted to speak out about what was going on in my mind but my 

broken jaw helped contain everything inside me. But, since not 

everyone was in a peculiar condition like I was in, both physically and 

mentally, they were free to speak, and they did. Narottam Ji started out 

first and said, 

 

“So .... Awasthi Ji .... you are saying that it was all a political 

conspiracy ... so .... the people who lost their loved-ones in the riots 



 

 

and want revenge for their death ..... should they kill the politicians?” 

 

“Yes. Absolutely. For a clean, united, honest and humane society, we 

should kill ALL the politicians. Or, a distant second option would be to 

start thinking properly about everything and not react blindly and most 

importantly, we need to become honest. Since we, as a society, are not 

honest, we have leaders, sorry POLITICIANS, who are not honest. So, 

for all these problems, we need to blame ourselves first and, then, our 

politicians and should forget about blaming any class of people based 

on religion or region or caste or any other such stupid criteria.” 

 

“Okay. Fine. So, Godhra was a political conspiracy. But, what about 

these bomb blasts that have destroyed so many lives? Would you 

blame these on the politicians again and not on those Muslim 

terrorists?” asked Varun Ji. 

 

“Yes Varun bhai. All the terrorism in the world ever has been caused by 

politicians and their political interests. For these so–called Muslim 

terrorists, the main bone of contention has been Kashmir. What is 

Kashmir? Is it not a political issue? It is, in fact, the biggest political 

problem that has plagued India and Pakistan since 1948, i.e. for the 

last sixty years and I do not see any solution to it for the next sixty 

years as well if the same political conditions persist in the two 

countries as they are at the moment. And, you know what, all of it is a 

conspiracy of the western powers to keep a check on India and contain 

its growth ....” 

 

His words were cut short when one of the nurses came in rushing and 



 

 

announced, “Bade Doctor Saab (the senior doctor) is coming. Go back 

to your beds and lie down. He is coming for his round for the day. Do 

not make any noise when he is here. All family members ... go out ... 

come back after thirty minutes.” 

 

After five minutes, a senior doctor, followed by three other doctors, 

definitely his juniors, came for his daily round. He stopped at every bed 

one by one and discussed the medical sheet of the patient with his 

juniors and had a word or two with the patient about his condition. 

 

*************** 

 

I wanted that conversation to go on and wanted to hear Awasthi Ji’s 

views but the same discussion never took place again in that ward. It 

wasn’t until about a week later that I got my answers but from a 

different source. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Chapter 14 – A cocktail of emotions  

 

 

The discussion that had taken place in the afternoon kept running in 

my mind right through the night. Next morning, the temporary plaster 

on my right arm was taken off and after a quick X–Ray, the doctor 

proclaimed that the arm had healed completely and there was no 

requirement of any plaster on that arm anymore. It was a relief for me 

as till that time I had plasters on both my arms except my hands. 

Fortunately, my hands had escaped unhurt. But, with the plasters on 

the rest of the arm, my hands jutting out of the white tubes looked 

quite weird. With the plaster gone, I had my right arm free to take care 

of some small things like reading a newspaper. After coming back to 

the ward, without a plaster on my right arm, the first thing I did was to 

borrow a newspaper from Vinod Ji, whose bed was right next to mine, 

and went over all the news items. I was reading it thoroughly but 

somewhere in my heart, I knew that I was looking for some news 

related to the blasts. There was no news related to it but there was a 

lot of coverage of some encounter that had taken place six days after 

the blasts. Delhi Police had killed two boys, some Atif and Sajid, and 

had arrested a third, in some locality called Batla House, which, as I 

later came to know, was quite near the place where our group of five 

had stayed to prepare for the attack in Delhi. It was declared by the 

police that they were the ones involved in the blasts. I read some more 

newspapers from previous days that were lying with Vinod Ji. Some 

reports had even suggested that Sajid was the expert bomb–maker who 

made all those bombs and those boys were the masterminds behind 

the whole operation. All of it came as a big surprise to me as the five of 

us had discussed the names and identities of all the people involved in 

the whole operation throughout the country, but, I had never heard of 



 

 

those names. 

 

In a way, I felt relieved that the Police and other investigating agencies 

were not looking for us and had no clue about us, and, they were 

merely going after scapegoats to cover up that fact. On the other hand, 

I was feeling annoyed that we had done so much and had even suffered 

for the sake of the operation, and, yet, no one knew anything about us 

and about the reason behind the blasts. Nobody knew that it was our 

revenge. Our revenge for what was done to us, to our families and to 

our people in Gujarat in 2002.  

 

It had been just about a couple of hours that I had returned to the 

ward after the plaster was removed when a new patient was brought 

there. He was a Sikh man, quite well–built and around six feet tall. I 

usually misjudge heights of Sikh men due to their turbans, but, I am 

quite sure about that one because he wasn’t wearing a turban due to 

heavy bandage covering a large portion of his head and face, and, 

because one part of his head was shaven–off (probably to conduct some 

operation as I could see some very large stitch marks on the scalp in 

that portion). He was conscious when he was brought in but was 

absolutely quite and still as if no life remained in him. He was 

accompanied by another Sikh man who was definitely slightly older 

than him, maybe forty. 

 

I noticed that the bandage on the Sikh patient’s face covered both his 

eyes completely and that portion was the most heavily bandaged 

portion of his body. Till that time, it had not occurred to me that he 

was the same man about whom Ashaben had told me when I was 

asleep.  



 

 

I had already finished reading the newspapers when the Sikh man had 

arrived. It was almost lunch time and right from his arrival in the ward 

to the lunch time and through it, I could not take my eyes off him. His 

stillness had stirred something inside me and I could not shake off a 

strange feeling that had started gathering storm in my angry heart. 

After lunch time, Ashaben came to the ward to give me my medicines. 

It was her routine. She would always bring my medicine herself even 

though it was not her duty. There were other nurses assigned to my 

ward and they were the ones to bring medicines to all the other 

patients and took care of their dressing. For me, it was an exception. 

Ashaben had given strict instructions to every staff member not to do 

anything for me as she wanted to take care of everything herself as far 

as I was concerned. 

 

When she came to give me medicine that day, she noticed that I was 

quite preoccupied with the new addition to the ward. She came closer 

to me and said, in almost a whisper, 

 

“That is Mr. Sandhu. Parminder Singh Sandhu. The tall guy sitting by 

the bedside is his elder brother Satinder Singh Sandhu. Parminder has 

lost his eyes in these blasts. Not just eyesight. His eyes. Sharp metal 

pieces and glass shards had pierced his eyes in such a way that the 

doctors could not do anything but remove his eyeballs completely. This 

means that he will now live the rest of his life without being able to see 

the world around him. I had spoken to you about him when you were 

in the coma, but, I am not sure whether you heard me or not. He has 

had a very tragic life. Wait! Let me call his brother here. He will tell you 

about Parminder.” 

 



 

 

I wanted to stop her from calling the elder Sandhu but even before I 

could decide upon it, she had called out to him, 

 

“SANDHU JI! PLEASE COME HERE. I WANT YOU TO MEET 

SOMEONE.” 

 

The elder Sandhu smiled at her, got up immediately and kept the 

newspaper, that he was busy with till that time, on the bed–stand, and 

walked up to my bed. Ashaben motioned at him to sit at the wooden 

stool placed by the bed for visitors to sit. His big frame usurped almost 

the whole stool that was meant for two people. He wasn’t fat but very 

well–built and stood at nearly six feet three if not more. But, his body 

language displayed a gentility that is hardly visible in men even half his 

size. ‘Gentle Giant’ would not be an incorrect assessment as far as 

elder Sandhu was concerned. 

 

“Meet Dhiren (Since no one knew my name, she used to call me Dhiren, 

which was her son’s name). He was in Coma for a few days and he was 

also in ICU like Parminder. He is much better now. He is quite lucky as 

there are no permanent injuries on him. I had made a passing 

reference to Parminder when he was in ICU but could not introduce 

them to each other as it wasn’t allowed there. Do you think we could 

introduce him to Parminder now? Is he relaxed now? I have come to 

know that he has stopped speaking to anyone ... not even you,” said 

Ashaben. 

 

“I do not think it would be a good thing right now. Maybe after some 

time. Maybe later in the day ... maybe tomorrow. I am not really sure 



 

 

about him now–a–days. He is not the same person that he was till a 

couple of weeks ago. We have had a very tough life since childhood but 

even amongst the two of us, he has had it worse. We lost our parents in 

the communal riots of 1984 in Delhi where hundreds of Sikhs were 

killed by Hindu mobs driven to madness by some a***ole politicians. 

Pardon me for my language but that is how I feel about them. They got 

the people to take so many innocent lives without any reason or 

purpose. They killed men, women, children, babies .... and ... they 

killed without shame or guilt. We brothers lost our parents. We would 

have died in the frenzy as well had we not gone on a visit to our 

maternal uncle, our mother’s brother, who lived near Kapurthala in 

Punjab. A visit that was supposed to last for a week lasted for almost 

three months. It would have been longer but I decided to come back to 

Delhi and rebuild our lives. I left my studies and started running the 

metal works’ shop that our father used to run. But, I got Param to 

continue his studies. He was just ten years old then and I was fifteen. 

We had to struggle a lot. We did have some support from our maternal 

uncle but we did not want too much from him. We wanted to make it 

on our own. I worked without any care of time and he studied as hard 

as he could. He used to take care of the house as well. He used to cook, 

clean the house, wash the clothes and every other household work. We 

never had enough money to allow him to buy books of his own. So, he 

would borrow from friends, from School Library and from the nearby 

Public Library; and, for practice, he would make do with loose sheets 

gathered from school or from friends or neighbours. I would work 15–

16 hours a day and take care of earning the bread and he would take 

care of everything else. He worked hard, very hard. He topped his 

school in High School and even topped his college from where he 

graduated with a degree in Commerce. He started managing accounts 

for our shop and, soon, for the adjoining shops as well. Within a year, 

he had started managing the same for the complete market and had 



 

 

even tied up with a CA to file returns and take care of other paperwork 

like obtaining licences and registrations. Within a couple of years, he 

had started earning quite well. Then, five years ago, a client brought to 

us a marriage proposal and Param married his daughter. However, 

about a year into the marriage, he found out about his wife’s affair with 

some unemployed man that had started a long time before marriage 

and they had continued the same even after the marriage. When he 

confronted her, she blamed her father for forcibly marrying her off and 

bluntly told him that she would continue seeing her lover no matter 

what. At that, he was forced to divorce her and end the marriage. 

However, the whole episode turned him extremely bitter towards girls 

and he refused any other marriage proposals that came his way. But, 

as they say, time is the best healer. I and our uncle managed to get 

him to agree to marry again. On 13th September, I had sent Param to 

Karol Bagh to purchase a new dress for the ring ceremony. But, 

waheguru had something else planned for us. Since that day, I have 

been cursing myself for forcing him to go and buy a new dress. He did 

not want to go and was continuously insisting on wearing some suit he 

already had. But, I forced him. Now, he has lost his eyes because of me. 

The girl he was supposed to marry has refused to marry him now and 

even he has refused to get married as he says that he does not wish to 

ruin any girl’s life and he does not want to be dependent on anyone. 

Sometimes, life makes you wonder why it has chosen you for every 

wrong thing that can happen. I go to the Gurudwara every day, the one 

right opposite to the hospital, and I ask Waheguru about the crime we 

had committed, more specifically that Param had committed, due to 

which he is facing such horrid times. We lost our parents .... then, he 

got divorced ..... now he has lost his life and am quite sure he would 

never get married and would never have a family of his own. He is still 

young, just 34 years old. There are plenty of years left for him but he 

would never see anything now. His career is gone so he might not even 



 

 

earn anything now. That would really break him. It is very difficult for a 

self–made man to accept any sort of dependency on anyone even if it’s 

his brother. I will always take care of him. I love him a lot and would 

never make him feel unwanted or uncared for. But, I know him. It will 

not be easy for him. It was different when he was a child. But, even 

then, he would take care of all household chores in our house to earn 

his share from our income. He has always been self –reliant but 

now ..... now .... he would need help with even basic things. And, the 

doctors say that it will not be possible to even arrange for new eyes for 

him. They say that they had to take out both the eyeballs as they were 

completely damaged and the damage was not limited to the eyeballs, it 

had extended to the nerve optics behind the eyeballs that connect the 

receptors to the brain. Therefore, there is no way to give him eyesight 

even with new eyes. His life is .....” 

 

He could not finish the sentence as he was choked with emotions. I 

could see the pain in his eyes but the elder Sandhu was too proud to 

shed tears in front of anyone. I could see the tears swelling up in his 

eyes and, then, mysteriously disappearing somewhere as none fell. I 

could sense the same pain running through his face that I had once 

felt. He was not the one who got hurt, it was his brother but the sense 

of loss was the same. I had felt a similar pain when I had lost my family. 

There is a concoction of various kinds of feelings and emotions that the 

heart drinks every moment in such a scenario and the worst ingredient 

amongst those is ‘Helplessness’. We want to do something ... something 

that could reverse everything. We continuously think about what we 

could have done and what we could have done differently. We find 

reasons to blame ourselves. That is exactly what the elder Sandhu was 

doing at that time. He was blaming himself for sending Parminder to 

Karol Bagh. But, how could he have known about us? It was not his 



 

 

fault. And, yet, he was blaming himself. 

 

The strange thing about all of it was that I was not feeling elated about 

the pain that I had brought upon them. I was feeling guilty somewhere 

in some far – away corner of my heart. The feeling was weird .... 

irritating .... illogical .... and definitely unwanted. I could feel something 

stirring wildly inside me and I wanted to get out of that place at the 

earliest. However, my legs were still in cast along with my left arm and 

add to it my broken jaw and there was no way I could leave on my own. 

Then, I had no money and no contact details to approach anyone. 

When I was hurt in the blast, all my clothes had been shredded by the 

shrapnel. I was not carrying anything with me to avoid identification if 

caught and only had some money with me and a cellular phone that 

was obtained on fake papers. But, Indians are great. The money and 

the phone went missing. I was told that no possessions were found on 

me when I was brought to the hospital. So, without money and without 

contacts, it made no sense for me to go away from the hospital. I was 

told that the government was paying for the treatment of all the 

severely injured victims and that made me decide to stay on and 

ENDURE those idiotic emotions. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Chapter 15 – Deepa – First death revisited  

 

 

It had been two days since Sandhu had been shifted to the ward and I 

had tried everything possible to avoid looking at him. The elder Sandhu 

nodded at me with some silently murmured words once when I entered 

the ward after coming back from the X-Ray room and once more when 

he had come up to Ashaben to ask something. I did not want to but, 

still, acknowledged his nod with a slight nod of my own. 

 

In the evening, I was lost in my thoughts. I so wanted to read Quran 

and immerse myself in its verses to get rid of all the stupid emotions 

and thoughts wringing my brain but, alas, I could not do so as I did not 

wish to tell people about my religion. There was a copy of Bhagwad 

Gita that Awasthi Ji had circulated around the room for people to read. 

I was the last one to get it but I did not even touch it. How could I? 

 

As I was still fully immersed in those thoughts, I did not realise when 

Ashaben came to my bedside. I was almost startled when she called 

out to me. When I looked at her, I realised that she was not alone. 

There was a girl on wheelchair by her side. I looked at the girl and, 

then, looked at Ashaben quizzically. She was already ready with the 

answer. 

 

“Dhiren, she is Deepa (pointing towards the girl on the wheelchair). I 

am sure you remember about her. I had told you about her when you 

were sleeping. I remember that you were looking for her and Iqbal when 

you had first arrived in this ward. I want you to meet her.” 



 

 

Then, she looked at Deepa and said to her, 

 

“Deepa .... THIS is Dhiren. I told you na that even he has been badly 

injured.” 

 

Then, she moved closer to her and whispered, 

 

“You can talk to him as much as you want. He cannot talk right now 

and trust me ... he is a very patient man. I have spoken to him so 

much and he keeps listening to me. I love talking to him. Try it. You 

would like him for that. He never reacts badly to anything. Never. And, 

dear, it would be good to you if you speak out to someone, and, even 

better if you speak to someone closer to your age. He is not much older 

than you. You can consider him to be an elder brother and say 

whatever you want to. Trust me.” 

 

Then, she leaned towards me and said, 

 

“I know Dhiren that you must be wondering about what I have just told 

Deepa. I need your help Dhiren. She is in a lot of pain right now. I 

know that even you are in extreme pain, both physically and mentally. 

But, in all my years as a nurse, 36 to be precise, I have never seen 

anyone deal with both of them as stoically as you. I can feel it in my 

heart that you have endured pain much bigger than this. I believe you 

are the best person to alleviate the pain of this sweet girl.” 

 

She leaned a bit more and whispered in a much lower voice,  



 

 

“I have spoken to her and have tried to go deeper into her mind but she 

has not opened up to me as much as I hoped. There are several knots 

that are badly entangled in that little heart of this innocent girl. You 

have to help her untie all of those. Please Dhiren, help me with her.” 

 

I could not understand at that time what that woman had done to me 

but I could never ignore her or tell her to leave me alone. However, at 

that particular time, I had more than half-a-mind to decline her 

request, but, then .... it happened.  

 

I looked into that girl's eyes. 

 

They pierced right through my heart and my soul. I could see the pain, 

not physical, but heartfelt. I looked deeper and I saw my elder sister's 

eyes, my Zainab Apa (Apa - Elder Sister in Urdu). She was the second 

youngest amongst all of us, the kids, and elder only to me. More 

importantly, she was the closest to me amongst all my siblings. Deepa 

had the same brown, pointed eyes with a heavenly serenity. I could not 

pull my eyes away. I believe Deepa could sense the brotherly affection 

that had swelled up in my eyes, my heart and my mind as I saw a tiny 

droplet appear at the corner of her left eye before she fluttered her eyes 

and made it disappear. And, Ashaben saw that too. She did not say 

anything more. She simply walked away quietly. With my peripheral 

vision, I saw her go over to Awasthi Ji. She murmured something to 

him and he immediately called over everyone to his bed to discuss 

something. It was quite obvious to me that she wanted to give us some 

time without any disturbance. 

 



 

 

*************** 

 

We sat there quietly for at least ten minutes. I could not speak even if I 

wanted to and she could but, probably, could not bring herself up to 

open up to me. At last, she broke eye–contact and lowered her eyes. 

She looked at the floor for a couple of minutes and, then, in a very soft 

voice, spoke, 

 

“I am sorry bhaiyya (brother). I do not know what to say to you. I am 

not sure what Asha Aunty wants me to share with you. In fact, I cannot 

understand how talking to someone can reduce any kind of pain. How 

would it help me if I tell you about all the problems I have faced in life 

and the ones that are bound to come my way in the future due to what 

has happened to me in these blasts? But, I will still tell you about my 

life if that is what Asha Aunty wants me to do. She has taken good care 

of me and has supported me not only in her capacity as a nurse but 

also as a human being and most importantly, as a mother–figure. This 

is the least I can do for her.” 

 

She looked up for a few moments and lowered her eyes again. After a 

few moments, she said, 

 

“My family is from a village in Bihar, which is located about 100 

kilometres from Bhagalpur. My elder brother and I, both, were born 

there. However, at my birth, my mom developed some complications. 

Her health kept deteriorating by the day and she passed away when I 

was just a year old. My elder brother was ten years old at that time. 

After my mom, my brother and my father showered me with love to 



 

 

make sure I did not miss what a mother can provide. Even my father’s 

younger brothers loved me a lot as I was the only female child in the 

house. However, my aunts, their wives, did not take too kindly to that. 

The day I started understanding words, they began raining their well–

timed taunts at me. At first, they avoided doing it in front of anyone 

else, but, soon, they started doing it in front of their kids, then, their 

husbands, then, my brother, and, finally, it did not matter to them 

even if my father could hear their taunts and comments. My father 

took it for as long as he could but one day, he retaliated and the fight 

escalated with his brothers involving themselves on their wives’ behalf. 

The fights became quite regular and in a couple of years, when I was 

eight years old, it got so bad that all the three brothers decided to 

divide the land and the house amongst themselves and go their 

separate ways. However, with just one–third land, it became impossible 

to earn enough money to sustain ourselves. Then, when I was ten years 

old, there was a shortage of rainfall in Bihar and the situation got so 

bad that my father decided to sell the land and the house and move to 

Delhi to try his luck in this city. He used to say that big cities mean 

better luck and better possibilities at creating that kind of luck. He 

earnestly believed that he could build a better life for me and my 

brother in this mega city. But, he was wrong. When we came to the city, 

the small amount of money that we had was not enough to buy even 

the smallest of houses. We had to live in a rented one room house. My 

father had promised us that he would work as hard as possible and 

would buy a house for us. He got me admitted into a school and my 

brother took admission in a college of Delhi University. My father 

started a roadside stall to sell cheap clothes. He had a knack of finding 

good deals and worked hard and earned enough to set up a small shop 

in a rented premise, within two years of arriving in Delhi. Then, for four 

years, he worked hard and worked smart to earn good and saved 

enough to buy a plot in East Delhi and constructed a temporary 



 

 

structure on that fifty yard plot. We had shifted in that plaster–less 

structure two months ago. It wasn’t beautiful; it wasn’t in a posh 

locality; the people living in the colony could not be called well–

mannered  at all; the roads leading to the colony had more potholes 

than road; but, .... for us, ....... it was a new ...... beginning, a 

promise ....... of an even greater ............ future.” 

 

By that time, she was almost choked with emotions and words were 

coming out in a patchy and broken manner. I could not help myself 

and on an instinct, I dragged myself towards the bedside table on the 

right side of my bed and picked up the glass of water that Ashaben 

always kept there for me and handed it to her. She took the glass with 

shaking hands and sipped some of the water. It was at that time that I 

noticed the bandages on her hands and arms. The bandages were not 

tightly wrapped and there were several patches of skin visible here and 

there and I could easily see burn marks and burnt skin peels and some 

yellow cream or lotion was smeared all over them. It was the same with 

most of the lower portion of her face, her neck and the bulge in her 

shirt suggested that there were bandages on her torso as well. I looked 

back at her face and saw a couple of tear–drops slowly gliding down 

towards the glass of water that she had on her lips but from which she 

was hardly drinking. By the time she removed the glass from her lips, 

the two drops had fallen into the glass and had mixed up with the 

water left in it.  

 

She kept the glass down and caught me staring at her face. Her eyes 

again met mine and she spoke, 

 

“There isn’t much pain in these wounds bhaiyya. I can bear it. Anyone 



 

 

can bear it. What I cannot bear is the fact that these are the only 

things that I got to share with my father and my brother in the end.” 

 

She took a pause for a few moments and continued, 

 

“We, the three of us, had gone to Karol Bagh to purchase some 

furnishings for our new house. I had picked curtains, bed–sheets, foot–

mat and even a set of tea–cups. I had picked everything on my own and 

the two of them kept indulging in all that exploration with me 

absolutely patiently and never complained even though I took them to 

each and every shop in Karol Bagh and saw hundreds of items before 

deciding on the best and the most cost–effective. We were on our way 

home when it happened. There was a flash followed by a loud bang. I 

do not know what hit me but I felt hundreds of stings all over my body. 

There was a lot of smoke after which my body started burning all over. 

I saw my father and my brother being shredded by something that 

came from the direction of that flash. Since they were in between me 

and the bomb, their bodies shielded me from that thing. But, even they 

could not shield me from the flames that had caught my clothes and 

burnt me all over. But, you know what, it wasn’t my skin that was 

burnt, it was my future; it wasn’t the body of my father or my brother 

that was shredded, it was our life. We weren’t three people, we were 

ONE. We were a family. The blast did not kill two people. It killed a 

family. What was my fault? What was my father’s fault? What was my 

brother’s fault?” 

 

She stopped speaking for a couple of minutes. It seemed as if she was 

trying to answer those questions for herself; maybe she was trying to 

decipher the gravity behind those questions. She turned her gaze to my 



 

 

casts. While looking at them, she started speaking again, 

 

“Don’t you think about it bhaiyya? I mean .... your fault. Don’t you ever 

think why destiny chose you to inflict all this pain and misery? Was it 

destiny that made you suffer or was it the work of those terrorists? 

Who are those terrorists and why did they do what they did?” 

 

Her gaze darted back from my injuries and she looked straight into my 

eyes and asked, 

 

“Do you know about it bhaiyya? Can you tell me why they did it? Why 

did they kill my father and my brother? Did I kill their fathers and 

brothers? Did I destroy their families? Did I snatch away their lives 

from them? What did I do bhaiyya?” 

 

Her last few questions plunged deep into my heart and there was a 

sudden electrical surge in my heart and my mind. It came as a shock 

to me that that sweet, innocent girl sitting on my right was in the same 

kind of situation that I had found myself in about six years prior. She 

was sixteen, exactly like I was; she had lost everyone dear to her, 

exactly like I had; her life had been destroyed and she had been left all 

alone in the world, exactly like I was; and, all that misery was caused 

by someone whom she had caused no harm and who was completely 

unknown to her, exactly like me. 

 

By that time, a small stream of tears had started flowing from her eyes 

though she was still looking at me with an unbroken gaze. Her 



 

 

innocent eyes were still waiting for an answer from me. Her questions 

had shaken me up from my very core. The questions she had asked 

were exactly those questions that I used to think about while sitting by 

the riverside in Surat. I got answers to my questions from Imtiaz bhai, 

from the Maulvi Saabs that used to visit our training camps every 

Friday and from our Commander Saab. But, I could not understand 

what answers I should give to her. 

 

While I was still lost in my chain of thoughts and was still trying to get 

over the shock, she continued, 

 

“Someone in my ward was saying the other day that those terrorists are 

Muslims who believe that they are taking revenge for the wrongs done 

to them. But, do you have any idea who are they taking revenge upon? 

Me! .... a sixteen year old girl who is still in school and who has never 

done anything to harm anyone. My Father! ..... a simple–minded 

shopkeeper who took pride in giving a special Eid discount twice a year 

and used to welcome his Muslim customers with folded hands. My 

Brother! .... a twenty–five year old Post – Graduate student whose 

closest friend in the whole world was Waqar, a Muslim boy from his 

college. And, if anything wrong was indeed done to them, does that 

justify these killings. How can it? How can one wrong justify another 

wrong? What should I do now? Should I tow their line and commit 

atrocities upon any Muslim who comes my way? Then, someone from 

his family would kill some Hindu and someone from that Hindu's 

family would kill some other Muslim and this would keep happening 

Ad Infinitum.” 

 

A few more tears later, she said, 



 

 

“I am not the kind of person who would hurt anyone. I am angry .... 

extremely angry. But .... despite all that anger, I cannot harm any 

person and it does not matter whether the person is a Hindu or a 

Muslim or of some other religion. But, if I forget about revenge, what 

else is left in my life? I do not have any family to live for? Half my face 

and half my body has been burnt, so, there is no hope of getting 

married and creating a new family for myself.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Chapter 16 – Iqbal  

 

 

I could not sleep that night. Deepa’s words kept ringing in my ears. Her 

questions were like nails that were being driven into my brain by 

something or someone. There was a long train of thoughts that kept 

criss–crossing in my mind. It would emerge from one point, would 

disappear into some other random point and, then, would reappear 

again from somewhere and would keep continuing that run unabated. 

 

I do not know when the night turned into day. I just remember that the 

light had suddenly disappeared sometime in the night and had 

gradually reappeared progressing from faint to faded to clouded to pale 

to foggy to visible and, then, there was a sudden burst of light that 

illuminated everything.  

 

Usually, at breakfast time, I am given my regular liquid diet (I could 

take only liquids at that time due to the broken jaw). But, that morning, 

I had to go for a full–body scan to identify the remains of the internal 

injuries that I had suffered. Therefore, I had to go empty stomach. That 

day Ashaben was involved in something important in the Emergency 

Ward. Therefore, someone else had to take me for the scans. Most of 

the patients who could walk used to go for such tests on their own or 

somebody from their family would take them for the same. However, in 

my case, somebody from the staff had to push my wheelchair whenever 

any test was required. It wasn’t normal for all hospital staff to treat the 

patients as one of their own but, in my case, they had made an 

exception due to Ashaben and her closeness to me.  



 

 

Another nurse assigned to my ward took me for the scans that morning. 

When we reached there, we were told that I would have to wait for a 

couple of hours as scans were being done on some emergency cases. 

The nurse told me about it and since even she had to leave for the 

Emergency Ward, she asked me to wait there itself as it was at quite a 

distance from my ward, and left. She parked my wheelchair in a corner 

before leaving to ensure no one ran into me in any rush. 

 

It had just been about fifteen minutes since I sat down in that corner 

and I had spent all those minutes and every second of those minutes 

thinking about Deepa, about her family, about Param, about Ashaben, 

about Awasthi Ji and about everyone else who died in the blasts 

caused by us. And, it was not only Delhi that I thought about. I 

thought about Jaipur, Ahmedabad, Bangalore, Kabul and etc. 

 

I was still engrossed in my thoughts when I felt a light shove on my 

wheelchair. 

 

“I am sorry .... I am sorry son. I was just trying to park my grandson’s 

stretcher here. I did not mean to hit your wheelchair. Please forgive me.” 

 

It was an old man standing by my side and there was a stretcher that 

he was trying to adjust by the wall, on which lay prostate a small boy. 

The man must have been at least sixty–five. He was earnestly looking 

at me for some words that could tell him that I understood him. After a 

few seconds, though, he realised that I had a cast on my jaw and said, 

 



 

 

“Oh! I am sorry again ... I .. I did not realise you had ... you had a 

problem with the jaw.” 

 

He continued with adjusting the stretcher for a minute more and once 

satisfied, he went around me and sat on a chair kept on the other side. 

Once seated, he said, 

 

“So! How did you end up with so much plaster all over son?” 

 

But, he immediately corrected himself, and said, 

 

“Aahh! ... so stupid of me ... You can’t speak right now .... I am sorry, it 

is my old age, and I tend to make more mistakes than a person your 

age.” 

 

He went silent for a couple of minutes but it seems that he could not 

keep quiet for long as he again started, 

 

“This is my grandson (pointing to the kid on the stretcher). Iqbal. He 

has a problem with his spine. Actually, it is his neck. There is a small 

metal piece lodged in his neck. The doctors say that the piece is lodged 

in such a place and in such a way that they cannot remove it easily. If 

they will try and remove it, there might be permanent damage to his 

nerve cord. They are trying to find out means of doing something about 

it. Till that time, we have to come for weekly scans to make sure that 

the piece is not causing any more damage and is not moving from its 

place.” 



 

 

He stopped for a moment to catch his breath and started again, 

 

“I am sorry, I cannot sit quietly. I was a teacher you know ... and used 

to speak a lot before retirement. The times have changed but the habits 

do not go away you know. I cannot help myself. Usually, I would speak 

with my son or my daughter–in–law and most of all, my grandson here. 

But, now, I am all alone. I do not wish to bother you much as I see that 

you are battling with your own issues here. But, I cannot help it. My 

grandson is on continuous sedatives to restrict his movements and 

avoid any danger of that piece causing any more damage internally. 

Due to that, I cannot talk to him at all. His parents, my son and 

daughter–in–law, died in that explosion in Karol Bagh. I am sure you 

must have heard or read about it. You know .... I talk a lot but I am yet 

to tell my grandson about his parents. I mean, how do you tell a ten–

year–old child about the death of his parents? ............... Every time he 

wakes up, he asks about his mother and his dad and the only thing I 

can do right now is make excuses. Sometimes, I tell him that his father 

has gone to work; sometimes, I tell him that he has gone out of town; 

sometimes, I tell him his father had come while he was sleeping. 

Making excuses for his mother is extremely tough though. I have told 

him that his mother is not well and she is at home waiting for him to 

get well and come back home. I am not sure how would I tell him about 

them. Even I have not fully come to terms yet with the fact that I will 

no longer be able to speak with my Taufiq (name changed), I will never 

be able to hug him, or have dinner with him, or complain to him about 

him not spending much time with me. And, then, my daughter–in–law, 

Mariyam  (name changed) ...... she was more a daughter than a 

daughter–in–law. My wife has passed away when Taufiq was still a 

teenager. So, Mariyam was the only woman in the house and it was a 

home because of her. She was the pillar for the three of us. For Iqbal, 



 

 

she was his best friend and he would share all his problems and his 

joys with her. For Taufiq, she was the one with whom he would share 

his dreams and his plans for future. For me, she was the one with 

whom I could talk all day and she wouldn’t get bored of my incessant 

blabbering.” 

 

He stopped speaking at that point of time and scanned me from top to 

bottom for a couple of minutes. He, then, looked all around as if 

scanning the corridor for something. While still looking here and there, 

he asked, 

 

“It seems there is no one with you either. You are sitting here by 

yourself. Isn’t it?” he asked me, and looked at me for a response. I 

turned my face towards him but did not give any reply. There were two 

reasons for that. One, my jaw was broken and I could not reply even if I 

wanted to. Second, I just did not want to. I was feeling bad for him and 

his grandson but I was still fighting with the questions, feelings and 

emotions that had been tearing up my heart and my mind for the past 

4–5 days. I was still fighting with what Awasthi Ji had said; what I had 

heard from the elder Sandhu and everything that Deepa had said to me. 

I was fighting hard to keep his words out of my mind but I was quickly 

losing ground and not replying to him was a last ditch effort on my part 

to deter him from going any further. At that very moment, I realised 

that his grandson was the child that Ashaben had told me about, the 

boy with the metal shrapnel in his neck. 

 

Even though I did not wish to reply to his question, I turned my face 

towards him upon my realisation and that told him something, and, 

my face followed soon. He said, 



 

 

“I know you cannot speak but I can read the answer in your eyes. The 

pain in there is not physical, it is emotional ..... the pain of not having 

anyone in your life to look after you and care about you. Maybe I 

wouldn’t have been able to see this pain about a month back, but now, 

I can see it quite clearly. Now, I understand the pain of being alone, the 

pain of having your loved ones being snatched away from you for no 

fault of yours, the pain of not being able to find out about the killers of 

your loved ones, and, the pain of not being able to speak about it. And, 

do you know what the worst part in all this is? ..... Even though I am 

the victim here, I am the one who has lost his son and daughter–in–law 

and it is my grandson who has lost his parents, I am being asked 

about the terrorists. The police questioned me about my son and about 

me and the reason why they were in Karol Bagh at the time of the 

blasts. Why? Because I am a Muslim??? ..... Can they not understand 

that bombs and death do not differentiate between people on the basis 

of their religion? Maybe the ones who caused the blast were Muslims, 

maybe they were not. But, even if they were, they were not truly 

Muslim. What Muslim kills his own brethren? And, even if they were 

avenging something, who did they kill? Did they kill the real criminals 

or mere innocents? Let me tell you .... they only killed innocents. 

People who, most probably, have not done anything to anyone. And, 

who is left to bear the punishment for their act? We .... we, the victims. 

I have lost the one who would have taken care of me in this old age. 

Iqbal has lost the ones who would have supported him in his tender 

years and would have helped lay a foundation for a bright future for 

him. I do not have any pension or any other means of sustaining 

myself. At this age, I will have to start working again for the sake of my 

Iqbal. But, even then, I do not know how many years are left with me. 

What will happen of Iqbal if even I leave the world? Taufiq and 

Mariyam’s death has already left me half–dead and I do not know for 

how long would I be able to survive this pain.” 



 

 

He had spoken the last bit in a barely audible voice. I looked at him. 

His head was down and he was looking at his feet as if trying to find 

some answers there. He looked up for a moment to glance at Iqbal, 

probably to make sure he was alright. Then, he got back to his 

contemplation. He sat like that for almost half–an–hour. By that time, 

the sun had come up fully and had moved to such an angle that when 

seen from my point of view, the sunlight filtering in formed a silhouette 

around his face and his face seemed covered in darkness inside that 

silhouette. I remember seeing a few drops leave that silhouette and 

falling on his trousers. By the end of that half hour, a small wet patch 

had formed on the right knee of his trousers. I looked up at his face 

again but could see only darkness framed by a light. It seemed to be 

the condition of my beliefs. What appeared to be light on the outside 

had a lot of darkness inside. That darkness had eaten up the Muslim 

there. I could not see any Muslim’s face. The darkness was inside 

me ..... the darkness surrounded me ..... I was the darkness. 

 

I had not killed any culprit, I had not killed any murderer, I had not 

killed anyone responsible for crimes committed upon us. I had killed 

fathers, mothers, sons, daughters, Hindus, Muslims ..... everyone but 

any criminal. At that moment, I felt as if I had killed humanity. 

 

Looking at that old man sitting beside me, I remembered my 

grandfather. In the six years that had passed since my first death, I 

had not thought about my grandfather’s words and views. I had 

thought about him and his love for me, but, I had never thought about 

what he used to believe in and what he wanted me and my brothers 

and sisters to believe in and live by. He would always say that there is 

no problem with any religion or with any of the people believing in 



 

 

those religions.  

 

*************** 

 

Some things that my grandfather used to say: 

 

“The problem lies in politicians and power–mongers and in the fact that 

we are stupid.” 

 

“If you repeat a lie a hundred times, it appears to be the truth. Then, if 

that lie is told by a person who is supposed to be truthful, the effect is 

quicker and more prominent, and that ‘false–truth’ becomes deep–

rooted. Then, if that ‘truthful’ person happens to wield some power, the 

deep–rooted ‘false–truth’ becomes a staunch belief and people start 

living by it. And, when such a powerful person ignites passions by 

putting forth another ‘false–truth’, one that is supposedly a direct 

result of the first ‘false–truth’, the fire spreads wildly. And, such fire is 

stoked and brought out by the hired hands sent out by those powerful 

people and who achieve their purpose by mingling in the crowd as their 

own and the sparks let out by them give rise to riots. So, riots and 

communal tensions are not sparked by any religion but by the people 

who tend to benefit from such incidents. After all, the more broken and 

splintered the society, the more powerful the power–mongers become.” 

 

“They haven't learnt anything from the British, not Administration, not 

Cleanliness, not Educational Standards, neither Strict Laws nor 

adherence. Except ONE thing. Divide and Rule.” 



 

 

“Sometimes, I wonder who is the bigger culprit, the Politicians and the 

religious–heads who divide us or we, the stupid people, who let them 

divide us?” 

 

“It is not important whether I am a Muslim, or a Hindu or a Christian 

or somebody else. God created humans. Humans created religion. 

Humanity had started dying the day we started believing in our 

religions.” 

 

“Sometimes, I feel bad for all those so–called revolutionaries fighting 

against their own country and their own people for some misplaced 

ideals and some perennial embers lent air by mercenaries appointed by 

the political masterminds who are using those children as pieces on a 

chess–board.” 

 

*************** 

 

Just like my grandfather’s words, Awasthi Ji’s words had also started 

ringing in my ears that he had spoken the day the discussion on 

Godhra took place.  

 

“It’s all politics” 

 

“Politicians are the real criminals” 

 

“We are fools as we do not try and understand what is happening 



 

 

around us and what lies are we being fed” 

 

*************** 

 

My head had started spinning due to all those flashes in my mind. I 

leaned back on my wheelchair and rested my head on the back of it 

such that there was nothing else in my view except the ceiling. I had 

probably spent 4–5 minutes staring at the blank ceiling, trying to 

imitate its blankness and capture it in my mind and drive away every 

thought out of my mind, when Iqbal’s grandfather said something: 

 

“It doesn’t matter much, you know. My pain ... It doesn’t matter much 

now. I will have to find some way to deal with it and live ..... live for my 

Iqbal.” 

 

He was still staring at the floor but that silhouette had moved away a 

bit. Maybe the Sun had moved a bit and light had started filtering in at 

some other angle. Or, maybe, it was something else that had cleared up 

that darkness and that false halo around his face. I would never know. 

After those couple of sentences, he sat still for a few more seconds 

during which two more drops made their contribution to the small wet 

patch on the right knee of his trousers. Then, he sat up, took a deep 

breath, cleared his eyes, looked here and there as if trying to make 

sure nobody saw him wipe away his tears, looked at Iqbal to reassure 

himself and, finally, looked me and found me looking at him intently. 

At that, he started again, 

 



 

 

“My first reaction was shock, despair and disbelief. It continued for a 

two whole days after which I received the bodies of my Son and 

Daughter–in–law. After their cremation, everything disappeared and my 

mind was filled with anger. I wanted revenge ..... I wanted justice ..... I 

wanted punishment for the ones responsible for all of it. I stayed in 

that state of mind for a couple of days. On the fifth day, my Iqbal woke 

up. Till that time, he had been highly sedated and had been operated 

upon unsuccessfully. When he woke up, his first words were ... 

‘Daadu .... I am scared ..... please do not leave my side .... papa was 

hurt .... mummy was hurt .... I was hurt ..... I kept calling them but 

they did not come to me ... there was so much pain daadu .... even now 

they are not here .... you have to stay with me daadu .... the pain is still 

here’ ..... and, it was then that I realised that I still have a reason to live 

and to forget about all those stupid emotions. I still want justice and 

punishment for the culprits, but, not for revenge or my anger but for 

the fact that they committed a wrong that they should not have. And, I 

am not talking about the terrorists who caused the explosions; I am 

talking about the real culprits, the ones who get them to do all this for 

their selfish reasons.” 

 

During all that, a few more drops of tears rolled down his cheeks. He 

immediately gulped them down from the sides of his lips and wiped his 

eyes dry and said, 

 

“I will raise my Iqbal to be a true Musalmaan. He will not live with any 

hate in his heart or mind. He will love everyone irrespective of the 

stupid notions like religion or caste or community. He will not be an 

idiot like those Muslims who let the Maulvis and the politicians plant 

twisted ideologies in their mind and make them commit all these 



 

 

atrocities.” 

 

I am sure he would have continued but at that very moment, Ashaben 

reached there. I saw that her first reaction was to say something like 

‘Oh! So you two have met each other’, but, then, probably looking at 

the emotion–laden face of Iqbal’s grandfather and some blankness on 

my face, she understood the atmosphere and kept her mum and simply 

wished a good morning to the two of us in a very low volume. 

 

Then, she told me that I would have to wait a bit as Iqbal would be the 

first to be taken for scans as his results had to be expedited and sent 

over to a specialist in another hospital for advice. With that, she walked 

to the scan room and called for a guy from inside to help with Iqbal’s 

stretcher. The guy came and he helped Iqbal’s grandfather wheel the 

stretcher in the room. Before leaving, Iqbal’s grandfather blessed me 

and wished me good health. That was the last time I saw Iqbal and his 

grandfather. 

 

Once they had left, I again rested my head on the back of the 

wheelchair and went back to draining my head of those emotions that 

had flooded my head during the previous week and had risen to tidal 

proportions that morning. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Chapter 17 – The Mirror 

 

 

The week had played out in such a way that I was having a hard time 

grasping on to my thoughts and my beliefs and standing firm against 

the tidal waves of the new thoughts and views that had been growing in 

force by the day. 

 

The night had come and I was still in a state of turmoil from the 

meeting with Iqbal’s grandfather. I had spent the whole afternoon 

crushing my hands against each other. My hands and arms had gone 

numb due to continuously being in cast for such a long time. The pain 

by crushing one hand with another was my way of removing my 

thoughts from the pain inside me. I was trying to overcome emotional 

pain with physical one. But, life is like a doctor hell bent on giving you 

a stronger dosage every day to change your condition and prevent the 

effects of the previous dose from wearing off. First it gave me Ashaben, 

then, Awasthi Ji, followed by Sandhu Ji, Deepa, Iqbal and Iqbal’s 

grandfather in quick succession. Before my stay in that hospital, I was 

a victim, a person wronged to such an extent that revenge stood 

justified, a young person with self–exalted ideals who believed that it 

was his God–given duty to punish those responsible for the carnage 

suffered by him and his people for long at the hands of the idolaters. 

But, those few days made my soul leave my body that day and stand in 

front of me. It grabbed me by my collar and shook me hard. It grabbed 

me by my hair, took me to the washroom and forced me to look at 

myself in the mirror. It took me closer and closer to the mirror. When 

the left side of my face touched the mirror, the cold surface transferred 

its chill to my body. My skin became numb, had Goosebumps all over 



 

 

and the hair on my arms stood up due to that chill coupled with fear 

and anticipation of something worse. I looked into the reflection of my 

left eye in the mirror. Some images started taking shape there and, 

soon, started getting bigger and coming closer. I could see images of 

Ashaben shouting from the window of her burning house for help, 

pleading with her neighbours to rescue her son and daughter–in–law 

from being mauled. Even before I could completely absorb the shock, 

Ashaben stopped shouting and pointed towards a point on the road on 

the right edge of her house. There, a blinded Parminder Sandhu was 

lying bloodied and writhing with pain while clutching his bleeding eyes. 

After a few seconds, he stopped crying and moving and pointed to his 

left with his left arm. I looked in the direction where his left index finger 

was pointing and saw Awasthi Ji sitting on the ground and looking at 

his right arm that had been severed from his body. He was holding it in 

his left hand and was howling with pain. Whenever he would cry out 

loud, a huge load of saliva mixed with blood would spurt out on the 

ground and would mix with the large pool that had formed by the blood 

dripping from his right elbow, from the place where he once had his 

arm. His howling continued a few seconds longer than that of 

Parminder, but, then, he stopped as abruptly as Parminder and looked 

up. He raised the arm that he was holding in his left hand and pointed 

it at the left side behind his back. It took me a while to remove my gaze 

from his severed arm and trace the line to where it was pointing. There, 

I saw a girl engulfed in flames trying to run away from that fire and 

falling over again and again in her attempts. Her heart–rending shrieks 

made me recoil. I wanted to reach out and help her but the mirror 

stopped me. She tried to roll on the ground to make the flames go away. 

She tried hard and finally was able to roll over to a small puddle of 

sewage water and managed to douse the flames in that puddle. Once 

the flames were out, she stood up and looked straight at me from 

across the mirror. It was Deepa. Even though the fire on her body had 



 

 

gone out, her eyes were still burning .... burning with anger. She, 

slowly, raised her right arm and pointed towards her right where a 

young boy was crying while sitting on the ground. In the glare of the 

sun, I could not make out who the kid was, and, so, I moved closer. 

After a few feet, the crying boy looked up and looked straight at me. It 

was Iqbal. He, then, looked down at the two bodies lying in front of him. 

He started shaking them and cried out: “Mummy ... Papa .... Wake 

up ... What happened to you? ...... Wake up please .... It is paining”. 

Then, he clutched the back of his neck and when he brought the hand 

forward, it was drenched in blood. 

 

A few seconds later, he stopped crying and stood up. Soon, Deepa came 

and stood alongside him followed by Awasthi Ji, Parminder Ji and 

Ashaben. Then, the other bodies lying all around started coming to life 

and came up to stand with them. There were at least twenty of them 

standing together and staring at me with questions, with anger and 

with disgust. Suddenly, all of them pointed at my hands. Till that time, 

I had my arms placed on the mirror on either side of my face trying to 

push myself away. When they pointed at my hands, I took my right 

hand off the mirror and looked at it. It was completely covered in blood. 

On an instinct, I immediately wiped my hands off on my pyjamas and 

looked at my right hand again. It was clean. But, within a second, the 

blood reappeared. I tried to wipe it off again, but, it came back like 

earlier. I tried it again and again but it would come back within a 

second. Once I got tired, I stopped trying and looked back into the 

mirror. What I saw there was the most horrifying sight of my life. 

Everybody who was standing there earlier had disappeared, and, 

instead, it was my family standing there, covered in blood and grime. 

Tears started flowing from my eyes and I started shouting and pleading 

to get away from that sight but the grip on my neck kept getting 



 

 

stronger. Then, one by one, starting from my father, my family 

members started saying: 

 

“You have killed us again” 

 

It turned into a chant and the volume kept rising with every round. 

After the tenth round, my father’s body exploded and his flesh and 

blood flew away in all directions and a large amount of blood splashed 

on to my face leaving me stunned. I stopped moving. Then, the others 

started exploding one by one, and one by one, the blood and flesh of 

my brothers, sister–in–law, and two of my sisters splashed on my face 

as if they were slapping me in their death. Finally, only my Zainab Di 

remained. She said: 

 

“You could have saved us from dying again bhai, you could have.” 

 

And, with those final words, her body exploded and her flesh and blood 

literally punched my face. The impact was such that I started bleeding 

from my nose and my lips. The grip on my neck had become even 

tighter by then and slowly, I could breathe no more and, in a few 

seconds, I lost consciousness. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Chapter 18 – Shaukat 

 

 

I woke up next morning with Ashaben shaking me hard and calling out 

to me. 

 

“What happened to you Dhiren? Wake up. Wake up.” 

 

When I opened my eyes, she relaxed a bit and helped me sit up on the 

bed. The moment I sat up, I remembered what had happened to me the 

previous night and immediately looked at my hands and my clothes 

and ran my hands all over my face. There wasn’t any blood anywhere. 

There was nothing. Ashaben saw what I was doing and asked me in a 

confused tone, 

 

“What happened Dhiren? What are you looking for? Is everything okay 

with you? Tell me son.” 

 

I shook my head in negative even though I was not sure of what had 

happened and whether it had actually happened. I was still trying to 

make head and tail of it. I wasn’t sure whether it was a dream or did it 

happen for real or did I make it all up in my mind or was it a 

hallucination or something of that sort. But, since there was no way I 

could explain anything to her, I shook my head in negative. 

 

“Not a problem,” said Ashaben, and continued, “I have something to 



 

 

say that will definitely cheer you up. You know it has been four days 

since the cast was removed from your right arm and hand but, quite 

stupidly, none of realised that even though you cannot speak and tell 

us about yourself, you can write on paper and tell us everything about 

yourself and your family. So, here it is. Take this pen and paper and 

tell us about yourself my son.” 

 

With that, she pushed a pen in my hand. I looked at the pen in my 

hand and the notepad in front of me but couldn't decide what to do. 

There was no way I could write about my true identity and even if I had 

mentioned my false identity, there was every possibility that the police 

would try and find out more about me and I did not want to take that 

chance. Quite a few seconds had passed and I was still staring at the 

notepad when Ashaben asked, 

 

“What happened son? Why aren't you writing your name? You do know 

how to write, don't you?” 

 

I realised that to avoid suspicion, I will have to write something, and, 

with that in mind, I wrote down the first thing that I could think of: 

 

“I don't remember my name. I can't remember anything. I have been 

trying to do so ever since I woke up but I cannot recall anything about 

myself.” 

 

Ashaben was left stunned when she read what I had written. She, 

immediately, took the paper to the doctor who came to the ward and 



 

 

read my medical charts over and over again. He ordered an MRI and 

EEG to be done the same day and left. Ashaben went immediately and 

made arrangements for the same. After a couple of hours, I was taken 

for the scans. The reports were produced on an urgent basis and were 

shown to the doctor in the evening. The doctor could not find out any 

significant anomaly in the reports. However, since it was a matter 

pertaining to the brain, he attributed the inability to pin–point the 

problem to the insufficient knowledge of the working of the brain 

available to the medical profession. He termed my problem as “Amnesia” 

caused by blunt force trauma suffered by me on my head. Again, due 

to the lack of knowledge, he couldn't confirm whether it was temporary 

or permanent. 

 

What that analysis did for me is that it rid me of any questions or 

queries from anyone, especially the police. And, it gave me a new 

name ...... Dhiren .... the name that Ashaben gave me. That name 

stayed with me for my remaining days in the hospital. 

 

*************** 

 

However, the reason I remember that day and made mention of it is 

that something important happened that day. 

 

When I was taken for the EEG scan, I was the second in line to be 

scanned. There was another person who was being tested before me. 

And, while I was being wheeled–in, that person was being brought out 

on a stretcher. Just a glimpse was more than enough for me to 

recognise him. 



 

 

It was SHAUKAT. 

 

I was shocked ... I was amazed .... I was happy to see that Shaukat had 

escaped from the jaws of death, just like I had. But, even though I was 

overjoyed, I could not express it in front of others and had to contain 

myself. However, I had to know more some way or the other. There was 

only one way I could get more information. I had to ask Ashaben. I 

looked at Ashaben and motioned for a pen and paper. 

 

“Do you want to write something Dhiren? Should I give you a pen and 

paper?” asked Ashaben. 

 

I nodded in affirmative. 

 

She, immediately, went and bought a pen and paper for me. She asked 

me to hurry up whatever I had to ask as the technicians were waiting 

for me to complete their scans. I wrote: 

 

“Who was the person who just left? He looks to be in a lot of pain right 

now. I guess he is in somewhat similar condition as I was in till last 

week.” 

 

She took the paper from me, read it and replied, 

 

“HE .... You are right. He is just like you. Unknown. We do not know 

about him. First get your EEG done and I will tell you about that 



 

 

person later.” 

 

With that she left and the attendants in the EEG room helped me up 

on the flat bed. Throughout the time that the test was conducted, I 

kept thinking about Shaukat and about possibility of contacting him. 

The only time I was distracted was when they applied some lotion on 

my scalp to attach wires and the lotion felt extremely cold. In fact, 

since it was a long test, I fell asleep while the technicians were taking 

the required readings and making notes. 

 

While asleep, I kept seeing images of Shaukat, our group and the 

various discussions and personal talks that we used to indulge in and 

how we had started looking at him as a big brother looking after us. I 

woke up when the technicians started removing the wires from my 

head and cleaning the lotion that they had applied. By the time they 

helped me off the bed and onto the wheelchair, Ashaben had come 

back. She wheeled me back to the ward and asked two of the male 

nurses in the ward to help me on to the bed. 

 

Once I was comfortably in the bed, she gave me a glass of water. While 

I slowly sipped from the glass, she asked me, 

 

“Why do you wish to know about that person Dhiren? Do you recognise 

him?” 

 

With those questions, she passed me the notepad and pen that she had 

kept permanently on my bed–stand for my use and took the half–empty 



 

 

glass of water from me.  

 

I had not thought about that when I had asked her about Shaukat. I 

thought hard and came up with a somewhat ridiculous explanation but 

one that suited me in the condition that I was in. I wrote: 

 

“He looked a lot like me. He has casts all over, on his legs and his arms 

and even his face is partially covered with bandages like mine was until 

a few days ago. It will sound funny but I was going in for EEG and he 

was coming out from there and, so, his situation seemed a lot like mine. 

So, I just turned curious. I have come to know so much about several 

patients like Awasthi Ji, Deepa, Parminder, Iqbal and others that I now 

feel bad for everyone who seems to be in a bad condition. That is the 

reason why I thought about knowing more about him.” 

 

She read what I had written, smiled at me and said, 

 

“It is good to know that you are indeed the kind of person that I had 

thought you to be, that you feel for people that you believe to have gone 

through the same pain as you. And, yes, I do know about that person. 

And, yes again, his case is quite similar to yours. He was brought to 

our hospital the same day that you were brought in and he was injured 

in the same blasts. He was in a much worse state though. He had 

broken limbs, fractured skull, multiple fractured ribs, and third degree 

burns at multiple locations on the whole body. The worst burns he had 

were on his face. But all those fractures and burns were not the biggest 

things to worry about this condition. The real cause of worry about him 

was that a metal piece had punctured his heart and had lodged there. 



 

 

When he was brought here, the doctors operated upon him and 

removed that piece from his heart but the damage caused by the metal 

was too severe. Since then, he has continuously been in ICU and the 

doctors have operated upon him thrice to repair the punctured heart 

and close the wound. The first two times, the procedure failed. They are 

saying that the procedure was successful the third time but it would 

take 2-3 weeks before they would finally be able to confirm about the 

extent of its success. And, since it was done last week, it would be at 

least two more weeks before they would be able to say anything for 

sure about his condition. The biggest similarity between the two of you 

is the fact that no one knows anything about him just like no one 

knows anything about you. Like you, he had no ID on him when he 

was brought in as even his clothes were all torn and no belongings 

were brought with him to the hospital that could help identify him. 

Then, most of the lower part of his face was burnt in the fire and his 

cheeks and lips had been damaged to such an extent that he could not 

speak for a few days. After a good amount of grafting, the doctors were 

able to restore some portions of his face but the wounds would take 

some time to heal. So, he cannot speak till then. If you want, I can take 

you to him in the ICU but since neither of you can speak, I do not 

think it would be of much use.” 

 

With that she stopped and started looking at me for an answer with a 

look that told me that she half–believed that I would take her up on her 

offer and would go with her to the ICU. However, I decided otherwise. I 

told, by writing on the notepad, that I would wait for him to get better. 

In my heart I hoped that in a week or two, he will start speaking and, 

by that time, the casts on my legs would have been removed as well, 

enabling me to go to the ICU by myself, all alone, and talk to him in 

private. 



 

 

But, life has a stream of its own that changes direction without 

warning, and, that is what happened with me ... again. 

 

*************** 

 

Five days later, the metal cast around my jaw was removed and two 

days after that, the casts on my legs were removed. I was given 

crutches as my right leg was quite weak even though the bone had 

regained its original structure. Therefore, due to the weakness, I was 

told not to put any weight on my right leg for at least 2 more weeks. 

They, further, told me that it was only a week more before the injuries 

on my torso and back would be considered healed and I would be 

discharged from the hospital. They seemed to be in a hurry to 

discharge patients as in that week itself they had discharged almost 

seventy percent of the patients from the previous week. In my ward, 

only Awasthi Ji, Parminder and I remained from amongst the blast 

victims. The rest of the occupants in the ward were all new admissions. 

After all, the government was paying for the treatment of the victims 

and it was not like they were politicians in power for whom the 

government would spend millions for the best possible treatment, even 

sending them overseas for specific procedures. They were just normal 

people, worthless at best, especially in non–election days. 

 

The day I got the cast removed, I came back to the ward, limping on the 

crutches, by lunch time. It was the first time that I had gone anywhere 

in the hospital without anyone’s assistance. When I reached the ward, 

Ashaben was sitting near my bed clearly waiting for me. The 

anxiousness on her face was quite disturbing for me. I did not know 

the reason behind that anxiousness but could easily make out that it 



 

 

was big enough to upset her. I was not yet comfortable with the 

crutches but I still hobbled as fast as I could and almost fell on my bed. 

She almost jumped up to support me and helped me on to the bed. 

 

Since the cast on my jaw had been removed only a couple of days prior, 

the movement of my jaw was not completely regular and there was a lot 

of stiffness inside my mouth as well. Therefore, my speech was a bit 

slurry and wobbly. In that wobbly speech, I asked Ashaben, 

 

“What happened Ashaben? You look quite worried. Is everything 

alright?” 

 

“No Dhiren, it is not. I am not sure how much importance would it hold 

for you but I wanted to give you some disturbing news. Do you 

remember the guy in ICU about whom you enquired?” 

 

I nodded in affirmative. 

 

“Well .... he is not well. His condition suddenly deteriorated overnight 

and, after some scans this morning, the doctors have said that his 

heart’s walls have given up and could not cope with the damage caused 

by the puncture wound. So, it is only a matter of time before his heart 

gives up. They are doing as much as they can but the damage is too 

severe. They are looking at the possibility of a heart transplant as well 

but the costs involved are too high with no one to bear them and there 

are extremely dim chances of finding a suitable heart in such a small 

time–window. Due to these two factors, the doctors do not have high 



 

 

hopes about his survival.” 

 

My rock–solid heart, that had become immune to pain in the six years 

since Godhra, had been pounded hard by a continuous torrent of 

emotions since the day I had come out of coma. The pounding had 

beaten it back into a pulpy ball of flesh that had started feeling again, 

and, the news given by Ashaben was too shocking for that ball of flesh 

to not to react. A couple of tears rolled down my cheeks unknowingly. I 

wiped away the tears immediately but not because I was afraid of 

anyone seeing those tears for a supposed stranger. I did so as I was 

afraid of what I was becoming. We had been taught to hold our religion, 

beliefs and targets above all kinds of emotions, feelings and pains. In 

my six years as a revolutionary, I had been hailed by my superiors for 

staying detached from everything and working towards our cause with 

a single–minded devotion. I am quite sure that had they seen me that 

day, they would have taken me to task for feeling sorry about a 

brother’s death instead of getting angry and thinking about taking 

revenge. 

 

After wiping away my tears, I looked at Ashaben for a few seconds and 

spoke again in my wobbly speech, 

 

“I am feeling sorry for him. I have experienced death from such close 

quarters that his pain seems quite familiar to me. I would like to meet 

him. Is it possible?” 

 

“I knew you would ask about it. Since you are not a relative or a person 

known to him, technically ... you cannot meet him. However, I do not 



 

 

think rules and regulations matter anymore in his case. So, I will take 

you to him in the evening, once the rounds of the doctors have been 

completed. You can have a word with him then. I have been told that 

his facial bandages have been removed and he is able to speak. 

However, it seems that the injuries he received and the heavy dosages 

of sedatives have affected him badly and he is speaking quite 

incoherently. Nobody has been able to make out since last night as to 

what is he trying to say. I am not sure if you would be able to discuss 

anything with him but I am sure he would feel better with your calming 

influence around him. And, I hope you remember Deepa. In her case, 

she was the one speaking and you were the one listening. In his case, 

you would be the one doing all the talking. I hope. So .... relax for 

now ... have your lunch ..... and after lunch, do think about what 

would you like to discuss or share with him.” 

 

With that, she left and I lay down on my bed, thinking about Shaukat. 

We had always been told that death is a friendly foe on the path that 

we had chosen and it was nothing to be afraid of. However, I had 

always imagined that we would die fighting and would be remembered 

by our brethren as ‘martyrs’. I had never imagined that one of us would 

die on a hospital bed due to injuries caused by our own explosives ... a 

death where no one would know who died and why ..... a death in 

seclusion .... a death of an unidentified victim. Nobody would associate 

him with his revenge, with his achievements against the Indian 

government and nobody would call him a ‘martyr’. I did not feel like 

eating that day and politely refused the lunch that was given to me. 

Later in the afternoon, I had refused tea as well but Awasthi Ji forced 

me to take the cup. He even wanted me to get involved in the 

discussions that day but I think he sensed my gloomy mood and did 

not force me in that regard. 



 

 

I was waiting intently for the evening to arrive. I knew that the evening 

rounds of the doctors usually ended around 07.30 PM so I hoped that 

Ashaben would come to me around that time. A few minutes later, I 

realised that 07.30 PM is dinner time, which meant that Ashaben 

would come after the dinner time as she had to take care of things in 

the ward that she was looking after. So, I had to wait till 08.15 / 08.30 

PM before I could expect her to come. While sitting with the cup of tea 

in my hand, I calculated that I had to wait for more than four hours 

before I could meet Shaukat. My chain of thoughts was broken by the 

discussions that were taking place in the ward with Awasthi Ji being 

the centre of the discussion as always. 

 

“So .. Awasthi Ji, are you trying to say that the problems between 

Hindus and Muslims or Muslims and Christians are political in nature 

and not religious?” asked Mohit (name changed), a new patient in the 

ward. 

 

“There is hardly any difference between the two Mohit. Religion grew 

out of politics and politics grew out of the hunger for power.” 

 

“But our religion was given to us by Allah through our Prophet. If it has 

been given directly by Allah, how can it be political?” asked Faisal 

(name changed), a young liberal Muslim admitted a couple of days 

prior after a motorcycle accident, and, added, “And, I believe that all 

the other religions also say that they came from God in one form or 

another like Christ for Christians, Buddha for Buddhists, and the Holy 

Trinity in the case of Hindus.” 

 



 

 

“That is not true my son. Not true at all. God created us and we 

created Religion. Let me give you an example. I am a Hindu, a follower 

of Hinduism – the ‘Hindu Dharma’. What our people understand by 

‘Dharma’ is ‘Religion’. However, that is an entirely incorrect 

interpretation of that word. As per our scriptures, when God created 

this universe, he wanted to create a small part that would be distinct 

from the rest of the universe, so he created the Earth. Once he had 

created everything on Earth and all its creatures, he wanted to create a 

creature that could maintain the balance of nature in the beautiful and 

intricately connected world created by him. For that, he created 

humans. He gave us the highest level of intellect amongst the creatures 

created by him on this Earth and the capability to control and subdue 

the elements as well as other creatures. In lieu, he gave us the duty 

and responsibility of maintaining the balance of his ‘creation’. THAT 

was the ‘Dharma’ that he gave us and all our actions and efforts were 

supposed to be directed at living up to that ‘Dharma’, and, all such 

actions were ‘Karma’. However, thousands of years after God had given 

us ‘Dharma’ and ‘Karma’, the power–mongers amongst the masses 

decided to twist the concept and present it to the masses in an 

altogether different light. They came up with various false notions and 

fed them to the masses and managed to turn the ‘love for god’ into ‘fear 

of god’. A part of ‘Dharma’ given by God was “search of the eternal 

truth”. However, they presented their concepts and notions to the 

masses as the ‘truth’ handed down by the God himself and those 

concepts, ideas, views, beliefs or propagations or whatever else you 

might want to call them, became the new ‘Dharma’, the ‘Religion’. 

Slowly, some people realised the truth and came to be known as the 

enlightened ones like Buddha and Mahavira, who chose to try and let 

the people know about the ‘truth’. However, upon their deaths, their 

followers went back to the beaten tracks and created alternate religions 

for themselves. The most prominent cases of politics giving rise to 



 

 

religion are available in the case of Christianity and Muslim faith. The 

matter of fact is that all religions are rest–stops on the path of 

realisation of the truth about God, the true power that created 

everything and the realisation that Bhagwaan, Allah, God, etc. are only 

tags given to that power. 

 

*************** 

 

After those few hours that stretched for eternity, Ashaben came into 

the ward at 08.30 PM. I was already sitting up on the bed for ten 

minutes waiting for her and as soon as I saw her enter the ward, I got 

up from the bed and took hold of my crutches and got ready to move. 

She looked at me quite surprisingly when I got up in such a hurry and 

said, 

 

“I knew that you wanted to go and meet that guy but I did not know 

that it is this important for you. I can see that you had been waiting for 

me and are almost impatient to meet him. Had I not known better, and 

had there been somebody else in my place, it would have seemed that 

you know the person and care about him unlike someone caring for a 

dying stranger.” 

 

I stopped in my tracks when she said that. At that, she said, 

 

“Arre ... arre ... It is okay Dhiren. I know you. I know you are a 

sensitive person. I was trying to lighten you up so that you do not go 

and meet a dying man in a gloomy mood. That is the last thing that he 



 

 

requires at the moment. Try and put up a better face. At the moment, it 

seems that someone has sucked out the whole blood from your face. I 

am sure you do not want that person to get upset even more than he 

currently is. And, yes, he told us his name. He is Bhagwati Prasad 

Yadav from some place in Eastern UP. Nobody could understand 

anything else about him due to his incoherent speech. He is in a lot of 

pain and has been speaking to everyone in an irritated manner and his 

irritation increases when we are unable to understand what he is 

trying to say. He started out in the same irritated manner with me but 

gradually cooled down. I am sure it would be the same with you. He 

might start off in an irritated manner but I am quite sure that he would 

warm up to you in the same manner as he did with me.” 

 

We reached the ICU in no time. He was on Bed number 17, which was 

the third bed from wall on the left side of the ward. Ashaben took me to 

his bed. His eyes were closed at that time. Looking at him, Ashaben 

said, 

 

“Oh! I am sorry Dhiren. It seems that he has fallen asleep. You will 

have to come back tomorrow ....” 

 

She had not completed what she was trying to say when he opened his 

eyes and looked at her. I was a bit behind her and not in direct line of 

sight from his position so he did not see me immediately. 

 

“Ah! He is not asleep Dhiren. You are in luck. Come ... come forward ... 

he is Bhagwati Prasad. Here .. Bhagwati ... meet Dhiren.” 

 



 

 

It was then that I moved forward a couple of steps and Shaukat saw 

me. There was a sudden glow in his eyes that overflowed with pleasant 

surprise. But, it went away immediately, probably because Ashaben 

was there and could have noticed it. However, Ashaben was busy 

introducing me and had not noticed that. 

 

“He was in the ICU as well till a few days ago but is in the General 

Ward at the moment. He is almost well now as he has recovered quite 

fast and should be leaving the hospital by next week. He is a very nice 

guy. He saw you at the EEG room the other day and comparing your 

condition to his own till a few days ago, he felt quite moved and wanted 

to talk to you. But, at that time, you were not fully conscious. Today, 

when I told him in the morning that you have gained full 

consciousness, he immediately expressed his desire to meet you and 

talk to you. I could not refuse due to the way he asked. So .... here he 

is. I will leave the two of you for some time. I am sure that two lovely 

fellows like the two of you will become friends quickly.” 

 

With that, she got up, pressed my left shoulder a bit, gave me a warm 

smile and went away. She even spread the partition in front of the bed 

to allow us complete privacy. 

 

Once she had left, I looked back at Shaukat and found that the glow 

had returned to his eyes though it was of happiness and not surprise. 

We looked at each other in silence for a few seconds before he broke it: 

 

“Kaise .. ho .. bhaijaan? (How are you brother?)” 

 



 

 

I noticed that the left part of his lips was still partly fused with the 

cheeks and he was able to speak with only two–thirds of his lips 

opening up and he had to exert a lot of pressure on his throat to speak 

up as the injuries on his throat were quite prominent. There was a 

more than usual gap between his words due to that added stress. 

While observing him and his injuries closely, I replied, in a slightly 

joking manner, 

 

“I am alright brother. But, what have you done to yourself? It seems 

you were hit by a truck and, then, somebody used you as a fire–wick.” 

 

He laughed without making a noise to avoid anyone’s notice and said, 

 

“Yeah ... I feel the same way. And, I see that you haven’t done bad for 

yourself either. You have a slur in your voice, you are avoiding moving 

your left arm much, you have bandages around your waist that are 

peeking out of your gown, and, you are on crutches. Good work 

brother.” 

 

Both of us laughed .... silently. Then, I grew silent and gathered my 

words in my mind before saying, 

 

“But you have gone one up on me brother. You would always be 

remembered for your service to Allah. I envy you.” 

 

He laughed again. However, this time, it wasn’t funny or happy or 

proud. There was a clear disdain and mocking tenor in that laugh. 



 

 

“Ha .. ha .. h .. h ... I did not know you actually believe all that 

nonsense. Do you?” 

 

“I .... I ... I do not understand brother. Did I say something wrong? I 

mean ... it is true .... what I just said .... isn’t it true?” 

 

“Yes ... it is true ... but only till the time you have realised the real 

truth behind the veil ... only till the time you are a child or a young 

person full of exuberance and with a thought–process and belief–

system that is yet to be channelled .... or if you are too blind to see 

behind the curtain .... blinded by revenge, blinded by anger, blinded by 

sadism, blinded by hunger for power or blinded by other selfish 

reasons .... or if you are dumb and stupid enough to live this lie as a 

truth all your life .... most of the people in this world fall in the last 

category .... they are too stupid and too dumb to even try to find the 

truth and too stupid and too dumb to accept the truth even when it is 

explained to them as it does not suit them and their mistaken moral 

standards ... so, yes ... taking all this into consideration ... yes .. it is 

true.” 

 

I was left speechless for some time. I could not think of how to respond. 

I was still running every word he had said in my mind to try and make 

sure I had heard him correctly when he said, looking at me, 

 

“I did not think you would be that shocked brother. Right from the day 

when we met for the first time, you had come across as a very 

intelligent person ... not clever and shrewd ... but definitely intelligent ... 

and with that curious mind of yours, I had assumed that you must 



 

 

have delved more into all these things .... I guess I was wrong .... you 

still have a lot of things to learn ... a lot to understand ... to realise ... 

and investigate for yourself. The world is not an ideal place my 

brother ..... and neither is any religion or organisation .... no matter 

what they say and try and make you believe. Tell me ... What do you 

believe about our work? .... What do you think about our 

organisation? .... What do you think our fight is all about?” 

 

There wasn’t an answer that I could immediately blurt out in response 

to those questions, but, there was a question that came up at the top of 

my mind due to all that churning going on inside it. 

 

“You were our leader Shaukat bhai. You have always been hailed as 

one of the best operatives in the world in what you do and how you 

plan the missions. You have been the pillar against whom most of our 

operatives have supported their beliefs and visions. How is it that you 

are speaking in such a manner about everything so dear to us? And, if 

you knew things that we do not know, why are you still with us? Why 

not leave for something better upon realisation of this so–called truth 

that you are talking about?” 

 

It was a sudden burst of emotions from me that was wrapped up in 

that volley of questions that I had hurled at Shaukat. But, instead of 

feeling discomfited by them, he smiled at me for a few seconds, and 

replied in a very calm and composed tone, 

 

“Now that is what I expect of you. REASON. That is the best and most 

powerful cognitive ability of a human being ...... and one that is 



 

 

continuously suppressed by a torrent of religious and political 

ideologies grinded into our minds ...... right from the day that we are 

born. The situation today is as that of a horse that is told that he is 

free to roam around ....... as long as he roams around in the direction 

that he is being turned to ...... using the reins that bind him and the 

eye-pads that restrict his vision. My mind says that a wild ass without 

any such reins and limited vision is much better than that horse ..... 

Do you know what are those reins and eye-pads? ...... They are Politics 

and Religion, respectively. Anyway, coming to your questions .... Let me 

answer them one by one.” 

 

He took a deep breath due to his condition. It was difficult for him to 

continue speaking in a single breath. He extended his hand to me. I 

helped him sit up on the bed and handed him a glass of water. He took 

a large sip from it and held on to it, probably for later use, and 

continued from where he had stopped, 

 

“First of all .... Did I know about it before today or is it a sudden 

realisation? ...... Yes, I knew about it ..... I realised the truth a few 

years ago. Life has taught me well .... It has taught me to look deeper 

into everything that I am told about .... to find out details ... to read 

and research about everything relevant to something that I am not fully 

aware of. That is the main reason why I am famous for flawless 

execution of missions. It is this curiosity that made me delve deeper 

into the ideology that had been fed to me. That research gave me 

several answers that opened my eyes to the truth. Now .. your second 

question ... Why did I not speak about it earlier or leave this life when I 

had realised this truth? .. The answer is quite simple ... I was scared ... 

too scared to say anything or do anything about it .... yes, I could have 



 

 

left but where would I have gone after leaving this life? .... I know too 

much ... too much for the comfort of the higher–ups .... the people who 

run our organisation and organisations like ours would never let people 

like me leave ..... People like us are the biggest strength of such 

organisations as well as their biggest weakness .... they would never let 

us leave ... not alive at least .... This was the same reason that 

prevented me from speaking to anyone about it ..... they have spent 

centuries in modifying the ideological beliefs and religious principles of 

people to gain a complete stranglehold of their lives .... people like us 

cannot cause any big threat all alone ..... but every change in history 

had just a small beginning ... So, they cannot let even the smallest of 

deviation in their grand plans ..... that scared me .... I kept doing what 

they wanted me to do .... Now, when I will die, I will be a martyr to our 

cause ... a hero ... a name to be remembered .... an ideal for others. 

However, had I spoken out, I would have been known as a traitor ..... a 

non – believer .... a lost soul ..... a person to be condemned and 

forgotten.” 

 

He took another pause for a few seconds to catch his breath and to, 

probably, chain his thoughts further. After those few seconds of inner 

turmoil, both inside me and him, he continued, 

 

“Why am I speaking about it now? I am dying and I do not have much 

time. So, I need to tell someone about all that I had tied up inside 

myself for so long. And, who better than you to speak about such 

things, an intelligent person who is not blind due to lack of faculties 

and inability to comprehend but only due to misrepresentation and 

false representation.” 

 



 

 

A huge grimace had appeared on my face when he had mentioned 

about his impending death. It did not escape his notice and he smiled 

before saying, 

 

“What?? You thought I did not know about my condition??? My mind is 

still working as well as it used to .... it is only this unreliable body of 

mine that has given up on me. All that blabber and incoherent speech 

was to prevent anyone from asking me about my identity .... Had I 

appeared sane and conscious, they would have forced me to give 

answers that I do not wish to give ..... I cannot give up my brothers. 

But, the fact is that I heard everything that they said about my 

condition. I know I do not have more than 2–3 days to live. And, that is 

why I am telling you all this. That day, outside the EEG room, even 

though I was not in the best state of mind, I caught a glimpse and 

recognised you .... since then, I had been wondering how I could get in 

touch with you .... your presence here, in this hospital, in such a 

condition, told me that our organisation has no idea about what 

happened to you just like it has no idea about me ... had they got any 

information about us, they would have taken us out of here one way or 

another .... not because they love us but to ensure we do not end up 

getting caught and spilling the beans. So, I thought why not tell you 

everything and give you a chance to escape this life ... I would have 

disappeared as well but life did not give me a chance to ..... live.” 

 

His hung face told me a lot about what all must have been going on in 

his head. There was a long silence followed by some heavy breathing. 

He was lost deep in his thoughts and seemed to be in a different world 

altogether. I broke the silence with a question, 

 



 

 

“What truth are you talking about brother? What misconceptions and 

false representations are you talking about? What is it that I do not 

know about?” 

 

“A lot ... there is a lot that you do not know about my dearest brother. 

Before I give you any answers, let me put some questions to you. What 

do you know about our organisation?” 

 

“Well ... Our organisation is a part of a large network of organisations. 

It is also called the technical wing of Al – Qaeda. We are currently 

based in Muzaffarabad in liberated Kashmir after the US attacks 

destroyed some of our major machinery in Afghanistan. We bring 

together distraught youth from various walks of life and help them find 

direction on the path of Allah. We are currently on a mission, on behalf 

of HuJI, in India and would soon force the Indian government to give 

back Kashmir to its people. That is more or less it. I can talk a lot more 

about the group’s composition and positioning but I am sure that is not 

what you are asking.” 

 

“Yes, you are right ... I just wanted to know the basics that you are 

aware of. With that bit of information, you have told me that you know 

what the world knows .... what you have been told .... just what they 

tell everyone else .... you do not know the whole picture. The truth is 

that there is no ‘Al – Qaeda’ ..... there isn’t any organisation that exists 

in the world with that name ... that name is simply something that has 

been concocted by the western intelligence agencies, primarily CIA. It is 

a blanket tag given by them to a conglomerate of groups spread across 

South Asia, Middle East, Northern Africa and Central Africa. The CIA 

had created a top–secret database of all ‘Mujahideen’ organisations 



 

 

somewhere in the mid–90s. They had named it ‘Al – Qaeda’, derived 

from the Arabic word ‘Al – Qaeda Maloomat’, which literally translates 

into ‘Database’. Prior to that, "Al Qaeda" was the database of a UN 

Group called Islamic Conference. When Osama was a CIA agent in 

Afghanistan, the “Al Qaeda Intranet” was a good communication 

system using coded or covert messages. When they decided to come up 

with an imaginary organisation to blame for their fake terrorist acts 

that they used to concoct to create a base for their wars, they simply 

picked up the name of that database and used it to tag that imaginary 

organisation. But, naming one particular organisation from that 

database would not have created a strong–enough adversary for them 

to start a war. Therefore, they brought all of them together under one 

umbrella and named them together as ‘Al – Qaeda’. Thus, ‘Al – Qaeda’ 

is an umbrella organisation created by bringing together all the groups. 

From then on, even the original names of those organisations were 

rechristened as ‘Al Qaeda’, ‘Al Qaeda in Syria’, ‘Al Qaeda in Algeria’, 

and etc.” 

 

He stopped to catch his breath and it was at that time that I got the 

chance to ask a question, 

 

“FAKE acts of terrorism????” 

 

“Yes my brother ..... FAKE ..... most of the terrorist acts that they have 

blamed on ‘Al Qaeda’ and allied groups have been fake. CIA and other 

intelligence agencies staged those acts to create fear in the minds of the 

people from their countries and justify the subsequent wars that they 

have indulged in. I am sure that you are aware of the fact that the 

biggest accomplishment of the ‘Al – Qaeda’ is the 9/11 attack. 



 

 

Everybody knows that those were the biggest attacks on Americans on 

the American soil .... about 3000 people of various ethnicities died in 

those attacks .... the US government immediately blamed ‘Al – Qaeda’ 

and Osama – bin – laden for the terrorist attack .... that gave them an 

excuse to attack Afghanistan as they claimed that Osama – bin – laden 

was being sheltered by the Taliban government that ruled Afghanistan 

at that time. However, what the world does not know is the fact that ‘Al 

– Qaeda’ had nothing to do with the attack .... it was the handiwork of 

the US government itself.” 

 

“WHAT??? That can’t be true! Our leadership did accept the 

responsibility for the attacks, did it not?” I asked in an almost 

bewildered manner. 

 

“Yes .... our leadership did accept responsibility for the attacks ... they 

had to ... they had no other option. But, let me give you the complete 

details before you ask any more questions. You would understand 

everything by yourself once you will have the complete picture in front 

of you. So, here goes nothing ....” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Chapter 19 – “9/11” – The Grand Conspiracy 

 

 

“Do you know what is more precious in today’s world than even Gold 

and Diamonds? ...... Black Gold .... OIL .... and, next to that, Natural 

Gas ..... All the wars in the history of mankind have been for power and 

control, and, with today’s situation, where Oil reserves are dwindling 

by the day and would almost vanish in the next 3-4 decades, the one 

who would control the Oil supply would be the one in control of the 

whole world ..... And, it is the same with Natural Gas. During the Cold 

War days, the world politics was bi–polar ..... Almost all the nations 

were either with the US or with USSR. When the Cold War ended with 

the break–up of the USSR, the power shifted decisively in favour of the 

US ..... Russia had become considerably weak and China had not 

become as powerful as the US and had virtually no control over any 

foreign Oil or Gas reserves. After the First Gulf War, that was ‘staged’ 

in the early 90s, US had created several bases in the Middle–East and 

had reached such a position that it could exert pressure on half the 

Middle–East countries in its favour. Now, it is a fact that Middle–East 

has more than Seventy Percent of the remaining Oil reserves of the 

world ...... And, Afghanistan is a very important piece in that game of 

chess that had Oil power at the stake .... It is the entry–point into 

Middle–East for both Russia and China ..... By blocking Afghanistan for 

itself, US wanted to ensure that Russia and China would not be able to 

gain access to any Oil Reserves in the Middle–East directly ..... Then, 

US already had its bases set in Uzbekistan and Turkmenistan and easy 

access to their Oil ..... the only problem was that access to that Oil was 

possible through a Pipeline crossing either Iran or Afghanistan and 

Pakistan or India ..... Iran was always out of the question and India’s 

Non–Alignment policy meant it was out of the question as well .... The 



 

 

only and the easiest option was a pipeline through Afghanistan and 

Pakistan, opening at the sea ..... For that pipeline, a US company 

UNICAL had expressed its interest along with an Argentine company 

BREEDUS .... Now, US asked for certain major changes in Afghanistan 

in light of continuously deteriorating situation in that country; changes 

to favour US control and major say in various policies, especially 

Economic, along with unconditional favours and discounts for the US 

companies .... Taliban did not agree to the terms laid down by the US 

and decided to go with BREEDUS for the Oil Trade ..... Then, Taliban 

had destroyed more than Ninety percent of the Poppy fields in the 

country in keeping with its staunch Islamic beliefs and it had a major 

impact on world’s Narcotics’ trade ..... So, what the US decided to do 

was launch an attack on Afghanistan and throw Taliban out of 

power ...... It entered into a pact with the rival faction in Afghanistan, 

‘Northern Alliance’, to help them with the war ..... With that war, US 

managed to wrest control over the territory and brought the ‘Northern 

Alliance’ into power ..... They made ‘Hamid Karzai’ the new President of 

that government .... the interesting thing is that Hamid Karzai was a 

Consultant for UNICAL for its interests in Afghanistan and the first 

thing that he did upon coming to power was to sign a treaty with 

Turkmenistan and Pakistan for an Oil pipeline in May 2002 ..... The 

contract went to UNICAL .... The second thing was regenerating the 

poppy fields and give an impetus to the worldwide Drug Trade, a huge 

part of which is controlled by the CIA .... CIA is the biggest earner in 

the world as far as drug–trade goes .... Currently, Afghanistan is the 

number one producer of Opium in the world ..... US attacked 

Afghanistan on the pretext of eradicating Terrorism .... but what it did 

was simply displacing one ‘Terrorist’ organisation from the top and 

putting another ‘Terrorist’ organisation in its place .... the ‘Northern 

Alliance’ is as much a gang of warlords as was the Taliban .... the only 

difference is that this gang supports the US and NATO .... And, that is 



 

 

not all ...... US and other NATO powers have hidden several truths from 

the world ...... While I was conducting some research into possible 

alternatives for making small bombs with huge explosive power, I came 

across a Journal titled, The Mining Journal, June 1984, an Annual 

Mining Review of Afghanistan. That report suggested that Geological 

surveys conducted by the USSR in the late 1970s and early 1980s 

confirmed the existence of vast reserves of non–ferrous and ferrous 

metals and precious stones like Copper, Iron, high grade Chrome ore, 

Uranium, Beryllium, Thorium, Barite, Lead, Zinc, Fluorspar, Bauxite, 

Lithium, Tantalum, Emeralds, Rubies, Gold and Silver. They estimated 

Gas Reserves of more than Five Trillion Cubic Feet. They even planned 

an Oil–Refinery to produce around Half–a–Million Tonnes of Oil 

annually. That Oil, Natural Gas, Coal, Iron and huge deposits of 

Precious metals is what enticed the US into arming the Afghan Tribes 

against the forays by the USSR and created huge hordes of 

‘Mujahideen’.” 

 

He stopped again for a few seconds for a breath of air and to rest his 

aching mouth before continuing, 

 

“Now, the US wanted all of it under its own control but could not have 

attacked Afghanistan for any of these reasons ..... it needed a reason to 

justify itself before the world and before the American public for such 

an attack ..... they found that reason in ‘9/11’ ........... they staged the 

9/11 attacks on WTC and the Pentagon ..... they handpicked Muslims 

on the payroll of the CIA and put them on four planes .... then, they 

piloted those planes remotely to crash them in multiple buildings ..... 

they even launched a blank missile at the Pentagon to cause damage to 

the building and blame it on the planes with their own men posing as 



 

 

terrorists .... after the ‘so-called’ attacks, they conducted a fake 

investigation and blamed it on nineteen Saudi Men ‘supposedly’ from 

‘Al – Qaeda’ led by Osama – bin – laden ..... and, using that pretext, 

they attacked Afghanistan accusing them of harbouring Laden .... the 

funny thing here being the fact that they had accused Saudis of 

attacking them and had attacked Afghanistan in retaliation instead of 

Saudi Arabia ..... And, even funnier is the fact that six out of those 

nineteen were found to be alive within a few months and it was found 

out that they had never gone to the US ..... initially, the group of 

revolutionary organisations denied their involvement in the attacks 

when the US blamed ‘Al – Qaeda’ .... however, in 2–3 days, they 

realised that nobody would believe them no matter how much they 

deny it ..... the attack by US was imminent whether they accept the 

blame or not ..... the US had fabricated everything as per their plan 

even though they had not been able to produce any definite evidence .... 

then, accepting that it was them who had caused those attacks would 

have elevated them to the position of top-most revolutionary 

organisation in the world .... till then, no one knew ‘Al – Qaeda’ and no 

one knew about Osama – Bin – Laden ..... I mean, at least such a big 

stature was definitely not accorded to Osama before 9/11 ..... By 

accepting the blame, the group of organisations propelled themselves to 

the numero uno position and that meant channelization of all “Anti–

American” funds in the world to that group ......” 

 

After the regular break of a few seconds, he continued, 

 

“They used to get a lot of funding and logistical support from a lot of 

sources before 9/11 including the CIA ..... After 9/11, funding to the 

Afghanistan wing stopped to weaken Taliban and related groups 



 

 

headed by Osama ..... the rest of the wings continued to get the regular 

support from US, UK, France, Saudis, Kuwaitis and others and they 

continued to operate under the assumed identity of ‘Al – Qaeda’ .... and 

I forgot to mention, Osama was never the head of anything .... yes, he 

was a senior commander of a group, but, he was never the main 

leader .... There was never a single leader of any of the organisations 

and definitely not of the conglomerate called ‘Al – Qaeda’ ..... Osama 

was simply the face given by the CIA to international terrorism ..... a 

face for everyone in the west to blame for every terrorist act, fake or 

real, be it 9/11 in US or 7/7 in UK or Spain or anywhere else ..... When 

the US started bombing Afghanistan, he was sent into hiding in 

Pakistan to stay there till the time they want to stay in Afghanistan ..... 

when they will decide to move out, they will simply get rid of him .... he 

will be killed to give them a reason to move out ..... Do you know what 

they will do to him? .... The most notorious terrorist in the world will 

suddenly be located ..... will be captured without any resistance and 

will be killed in such a manner that no one would come to know his 

truth ....” 

 

He coughed a few times, had a sip from the glass of water he was 

holding, and continued, 

 

“.... It was such a meticulous planning at their end .... they planned 

everything to the last detail .... they blasted the buildings to dust .... 

the buildings fell as if they were made of sand without any concrete or 

iron .... it was amazing to see the world being fooled into believing that 

planes crashing into such huge buildings can actually destroy the 

buildings, turning them to dust ..... even more incredible was the 

stupidity of the American public that was quick to believe that the 



 

 

buildings fell straight down into a freefall due to the iron pillars turning 

soft due to extreme heat .... those two buildings are the only 

skyscrapers in the world that have ever fallen to the ground due to a 

fire .... And, then, a third building in the complex fell down even 

without any plane strike and without any huge fire ..... and, when 

those buildings fell, they not only gave the US government a reason to 

invade Afghanistan, it even helped a couple of Multi–Billion Dollar 

corporations get rid of evidence of scams committed by them ..... trust 

me ... the American common people are the stupidest people in the 

world .... their government commits so many atrocities the world over 

and uses the people’s money to fill the coffers of Weapons’ 

manufacturers and other corporate houses in the name of war–

spending ..... they kill several hundred thousand, and sometimes 

millions, wherever they attack .... much more than all the terrorist 

attacks that have ever been undertaken ..... and, yet, we are called 

terrorists and they are not ... what hypocrisy ....”  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Chapter 20 – What about India? 

 

 

“Okay brother, I agree with you about the fake attacks and virtual 

organisation. However, when we talk about India, the organisations like 

HuJI, IM, JeM, LeT, HuM, etc. exist in real. Our organisation is quite 

real and the organisations, whom we help every now and then, are real 

as well. So, what about India? Are these organisations not real and 

working? We belong to LeJI and we have worked with it for the last six 

years. Are you saying that even LeJI is fictitious and does not exist? 

And, what about the things that have happened to us? .... You joined 

Jihad due to the atrocities committed by the Indian Army upon your 

family. I joined Jihad due to the atrocities committed upon my family 

by the Hindu rioters. Were those pains not real? Is our struggle fake?” 

 

There was a lot of anguish in my voice as I could not believe whatever 

Shaukat had told me. However, there was no consternation in 

Shaukat’s voice or manner when he answered, 

 

“Yes my brother .... there are a lot of lies that you are as yet unaware 

of .... All the organisations that you have mentioned are real .... HuJI, 

IM, JeM, LeT, HuM ..... all are real ..... but none of them are Jihadi 

organisations ..... or revolutionaries ...... or freedom fighters ..... they 

are various entities that are selling our services to the people who need 

it .... Politicians, Governments, Intelligence Agencies, Corporate 

Empires ..... Whoever needs it, gets it ..... All the bomb attacks that I 

have ever carried out ... that you have ever carried out .... that anyone 

else from our organisation or any other organisation has ever carried 



 

 

out ..... were at the behest of some government or some politician or 

some intelligence agency or some corporate house .... Corporate houses 

like Weapons’ manufacturers or Oil giants or Infra giants etc. ....... 

these groups project themselves as freedom fighters, revolutionaries 

and Jihadis ..... but that is just a marketing gimmick .... that is just to 

tell the prospective employees like you and I that these organisations 

are the best for us and they wish to work for our benefit ..... that they 

have a righteous agenda behind their work and formation .... then, they 

cloak their missions in various concocted theories and reasons .... and 

get those missions completed through us .... tell me, what do you think 

was the reason behind these bomb blasts that we have carried out in 

Bangalore, Ahmedabad, Jaipur and Delhi?” 

 

I wanted to blurt out the answer right away and say out everything that 

had been told to me before we had embarked on the mission. However, 

what he had said right before his question forced me to stop and think 

instead of being impulsive. But, even after prolonged thinking, I could 

not understand what I could have said that would have been different 

from what I knew and believed in at that time. He sensed my confusion 

and did not wait for me to answer and said, 

 

“You know what everyone else involved in the mission from the 

operative ranks knows ..... that it was a mission to show the strength of 

the freedom fighters fighting for Kashmiris in particular and Indian 

Muslims in general .... that it was supposed to scare the Indian 

government into weakening its stance on Kashmir .... that it was 

supposed to be in revenge for the atrocities committed upon Muslims 

in the recent past in India including your Godhra ..... that it was 

supposed to make all the Indians realise that they are not safe no 



 

 

matter which part of India they live in ..................... however, all those 

reasons were just multiple layers of cloaks thrown upon the real 

objectives .... multiple reasons to act as multiple red–

herrings ..................... Do you wish to know about the real objectives?” 

 

And, without waiting for an answer from me, he said, 

 

“I know you want to know about the real thing. It is all about Money, 

Power and Politics ..... MONEY ..... POWER ...... POLITICS ..... MONEY 

(while rubbing the tips of his Right Thumb and Right Index Finger in a 

clockwise circular motion) .... POWER (while clenching his fist as tight 

as possible and shaking it slightly) ..... POLITICS (while swirling his 

Index Fingers in a clockwise circular motion facing up, right near his 

temple) .... Everything bad happening in India and Pakistan is due to 

these three ..... Let me explain in detail. I know you wouldn’t take 

anything on face value ... you need valid reasons .... logical thought 

behind all of it .....” 

 

He took a deep breath and began giving his explanations, 

 

”Do you know the annual defence spending of India and Pakistan?” 

 

He stopped for a few seconds and, again, started giving the answer 

without waiting for me to come up with an answer: 

 

“I know you cannot give an exact amount and can at best give 

approximate guesses. But, do not worry ..... I will give you the exact 



 

 

figures ..... You know how I love to fiddle with numbers and have a 

tendency to remember facts and figures .... It helps me in things like 

these .... So, let me give you the figures for the last ten years for both 

India and Pakistan. I collected some data three years ago, in 2005, 

about the Defence spending of both India and Pakistan from 1997 till 

2005. I calculated the amounts in USD as well to better compare the 

spending of the two countries. Let me give you the figures ...... Let me 

start with India ..... India spent USD 14.2 Billion in 1997, 14.8 

Billion in 1998, 17.2 Billion in 1999, 17.7 in 2000, 18.4 in 2001, 

18.3 in 2002, 18.7 in 2003, 19.2 in 2004, 22.3 in 2005 and add to 

that 23.7 in 2006 and 24.3 Billion in 2007 ..... Pakistan's numbers 

are smaller in comparison .... USD 3.3 Billion in 1997, 3.3 Billion in 

1998, 3.4 in 1999, 3.4 in 2000, 3.5 in 2001, 3.9 in 2002, 4.1 in 

2003, 4.3 in 2004, 4.5 in 2005, 4.5 in 2006 and 4.6 in 2007 .... The 

total for India was USD 208.8 Billion ... The total for Pakistan was 

USD 42.8 Billion ... the total for the two countries put together was 

USD 251.60 Billion .... And mind you, this figure does not include the 

spending on their Nuclear and Missile Programs which is another USD 

30 Billion annually in total for the two, at least ..... Add to that Multi - 

Year weapons' acquisition deals for the two countries that weren't part 

of regular budgets .... plus Heavy spending by the two on R&D related 

to Defence .... plus spending on Paramilitary Forces ..... and, you get 

an expenditure of around USD 700 Billion in the last ten years ..... 

and, if you calculate right from 1947, the total expenditure for the two 

would be close to USD 2.5 Trillion in actual figures and close to USD 

15 Trillions if adjusted for inflation ..... And, if you add to that the Off–

the–book acquisitions by Pakistan from Saudi Arabia and China plus 

contributions by the US after 9/11 on the pretext of fighting terrorism, 

the inflation–adjusted total would come to around USD 20 Trillions. 

Now think about the weapons owned by the two countries .... All the 

Fighter Jets, all the Submarines, most of the Tanks, most of the fighter 



 

 

ships, and most of the heavy–artillery firepower has been purchased 

from weapons' manufacturers in the west like US, France, Germany, 

Italy, UK ... Oh! and Russia .... this means that a large chunk of those 

20 Trillions went to those weapons' manufacturers .... And, what is the 

reason behind all that spending? ..... one small issue .... KASHMIR. 

Had there been no Kashmir, the successive governments would not 

have been able to create any worthwhile reason to allocate such huge 

amounts to Defence expenditure when there is widespread poverty in 

both the countries till date. Then, the weapons’ manufacturers from 

the countries that I had mentioned earlier, would not have been able to 

earn such huge figures. Kashmir is a never–ending opportunity for 

them to keep milking India and Pakistan forever. Finally, all that 

spending on weapons’ acquisition, defence infrastructure development, 

ordnances, stores, supplies, pensions, salaries etc. gives ample 

opportunities to Politicians, Bureaucrats, as well as a few officials from 

the Armed Forces to skim the cream for themselves .... Corruption had 

conquered the ‘last frontier’ in the two countries long ago ....” 

 

With that he stopped for a while. I do not know why he stopped as he 

did not seem to be out of breath, unlike previous occasions. He was 

looking at me as if trying to magnify the suspense behind his 

explanation. After a couple of minutes, he started again, 

 

“I know you must be thinking about .....” 

 

He stopped abruptly and looked behind me. I turned to see Ashaben 

coming over towards us. Shaukat immediately whispered, 

 



 

 

“We will talk tomorrow. I will wait for you.” 

 

Ashaben reached his bed and enquired, 

 

“So, how did it go? Did you get to know each other and share stuff? I 

know there isn’t much you could discuss with you losing your memory 

and he being in a disoriented state of mind. But, what is bad in hoping 

against hope.” 

 

“On the contrary, it went very well. It is right that I do not remember 

anything about myself but I do remember everything about the people 

that I have met in the hospital. I spoke to him about them and he 

listened to every bit of it with great intent. In fact, just about a couple 

of minutes back, he had asked me to come back tomorrow, the first 

time he spoke something that I could understand during our whole 

conversation. I hope you would let me visit him tomorrow as well,” I 

replied. 

 

“Of course son. I will bring you to him tomorrow, at the same time. But, 

right now, you will have to leave. It is too late and I cannot have you up 

till so late in the night in such a condition. Come child. We will come 

back tomorrow .... for sure.” 

 

*************** 

 

Throughout that night, I kept thinking about how could money be the 

motivator for such a huge conflict and how the successive governments 



 

 

and other interested parties could keep it a secret for so many years 

and how could the people of the two countries, which make up for 

almost a quarter of humanity on Earth, not realise all of it in so many 

years. I wanted the answers to all my questions at the earliest and it 

was with great discomfort that I spent the night and the whole day next 

day. In the evening, Ashaben came exactly at 08.30 PM and took me to 

Shaukat and left me there so that we could talk. 

 

*************** 

 

“Hi brother. I do not think we will get any other chance to meet and 

talk. I can sense that my time has come and Allah is getting ready to 

send Maalik to take me to Jahannum (Hell) ....” 

 

I interrupted him and said, 

 

“Do not say that brother. You will go to Jannat (Heaven). Don’t you 

remember what the Quran says about those walking on the path of 

Allah and vanquishing his enemies?” 

 

“Don’t make me laugh brother .... My whole face pains followed by 

searing pain in my ribs and abdomen ..... Why would I go to Jannat? 

What is the path of Allah? .. Killing innocent people .... including our 

own .... Quran does not condone killing of any innocent being ..... and 

anyone who hasn’t done anything to anyone else is innocent ..... We 

have killed men and women, old and young, kids, infants, Hindus, 

Muslims ..... everyone we could .... And, on what pretext? .... 



 

 

Revenge?? .... Revenge for what? ..... Some Army–men killed my 

family ..... Did I kill any of those six men? ..... No, I did not ..... Some 

two dozen men destroyed your family ..... Did you kill any of those 

men? ..... No, you did not ..... You may reason that we did not know 

who they were .... but, tell me brother ...... those who helped us and 

gave us access to huge resources, could they not help us find out about 

those men in particular? .... Why did they ask us to kill random people, 

people who have not wronged us in any manner? ..... Let me give you 

the answer ..... They do not care what happened to us ..... they just 

want something to happen to people like us so that they may steer us 

towards a direction that would help them attain their objectives ....” 

 

There was a prolonged silence after that and I guess he was trying to 

calm himself down from that agitated state. Once he was visibly calm, 

he said, 

 

“So, brother .... let us continue our discussion from yesterday ...... 

From whatever I had told you yesterday, I am sure several questions 

would have come up in your mind .... Is the Kashmir issue driven only 

by Money? No ... As I had mentioned yesterday, it is a problem created 

to satisfy three objectives, the other two being Power and Politics .... 

they go hand in hand ..... the ultimate purpose of Politics is Power ...... 

(he took a deep breath and coughed a bit) .... Sorry .... can’t control it 

now brother .... Let me start from the very beginning ..... When the 

British decided to leave India post WW – II, they wanted to leave India 

in a weak state and ensure that India does not become self – sufficient 

post independence .... So, they divided India on communal lines as that 

was the easiest way to divide the country with Jinnah and Nehru, a 

Muslim and a Hindu, already at loggerheads over control of the Indian 



 

 

political struggle prior to independence ..... But, even after the division, 

there was every chance that the two could reunite in the future ..... So, 

they had to come up with an issue that could keep the newly–formed 

nations in a state of perpetual enmity ..... Kashmir ..... that is when 

Kashmir came up .... The ruler of Kashmir at that time was confused 

between going with India, going with Pakistan or going ahead with an 

independent state .... that confusion was also generated by the 

British ..... while dividing the country into two parts on communal lines, 

they could easily have given Kashmir to Pakistan based on the fact that 

the majority population was Muslim ...... but, they left it on the will of 

the ruler of Kashmir ..... an option given to him along with other 

princely states of the country ..... When he was leaning towards going 

solo, they got Nehru to offer something that was not offered to any 

other princely state .... He offered an option to the people of Kashmir to 

decide for themselves as to where do they want their state to go to .... 

they did that by exploiting Nehru’s personal relationships with the 

Mountbattens and the Rothschilds ..... that created unrest in the 

state .... but, the king still wanted to go solo and used his army to cull 

more than two lakh Muslims in Poonch to curb the uprising by the 

Muslims as he was afraid that once Kashmir became an independent 

state, the Muslims would force him out of power ...... When the unrest 

reached its peak, they arranged for an invasion by an army comprising 

mainly of well–equipped Pakhtoon tribals from Pakistan ..... the Indian 

Army came to his aid and he reluctantly acceded to India ..... A thing to 

note here is that the Indian Army was too powerful and could have 

taken back the territories captured by the tribals .... But, quite 

interestingly, the Indian Army, led by a British Army Officer, who, by 

the way, knew about the plans for attack three days in advance but did 

not inform the government about the same and who had the help from 

the chief of Maharaja’s army, another British Army officer, did not force 

the issue enough against a Pakistani Army led by another British Army 



 

 

officer .... And, just in time, the UN intervened and brokered a peace 

deal that created the LoC (Line–of–Control) with a large part of Kashmir 

going to Pakistan and the rest of it, an even larger part, going to 

India .... they advised both countries to maintain ‘status quo’ till the 

time a solution could be envisaged .... it has been sixty years since, and 

the so–called intermediaries have not come up with any solution ..... 

that perpetual conflict has ensured that the enmity between the two 

nations has increased continuously and there is no sign of it ever going 

away .... Then, it wasn’t enough to initiate that conflict, they had to 

ensure that it stayed as it is .... For that, the politicians from the two 

countries helped them .... Various successive governments have failed 

to force a resolution for this conflict ..... It wasn’t that they could not .... 

it was simply that they did not wish to ..... It was a money–spinner for 

them .... It was a way of preventing the rift between Muslims and 

Hindus from disappearing ..... Pakistan has been continuously 

favoured over India by US, UK and other western powers because of 

various reasons .... One, Pakistan’s economic condition was much 

weaker than India from the very beginning and it was easy to make it 

dependent by giving financial favours ..... Second, it was right next to 

Afghanistan and combined, the two were strong check–points to 

prevent entry of China and erstwhile USSR into the Middle–East .... 

Third, Pakistan is a Muslim country and control over Pakistan meant 

good access to the Muslim world for the west ..... For Pakistan, it was 

important to keep the Kashmir issue alive to remain important for the 

western powers as that importance translated into financial favours for 

individuals within the government ..... Being a Muslim nation, it has 

been easy for Pakistan to make itself appear as a friend and supporter 

of the Kashmiri Muslims .... And, on the other hand, it was the obscene 

handling of the matter by the Indian Army, Paramilitary Forces and 

Police that created an even wider rift in the hearts and minds of the 

Kashmiri people ..... the worst part in all of this is that even a child can 



 

 

give an answer to all the problems faced by India and Pakistan in their 

relations pertaining to Kashmir and even otherwise ..... they should 

simply re–unite .... REUNITE .... GET TOGETHER .... BECOME ONE .... 

and half the problems of South Asia would disappear in a jiffy ....” 

 

He had not stopped for long and I was expecting a break to come any 

time and as soon as he stopped, I asked him, 

 

“But what about our revenge brother? Are you saying that I should 

forget about our revenge because it wasn’t anyone’s fault?” 

 

“No ... No .... No .... I am not saying it wasn’t anyone’s fault .... I am 

saying that we have been prevented from looking for the actual 

culprits .... The Army–men who killed my family were working on 

someone’s orders who was, in turn, taking orders from someone else ... 

some politician .... the Hindus who killed your family, they were being 

led by some politicians .... people who had their own interest in mind 

rather than that of their community or the society or the nation .... the 

way we are taking our revenge is incorrect and wrong, both tactically 

and morally .... it would not matter to those leeches even if you kill 

thousands of innocent people using your bombs .... leave thousands, it 

would matter no more than dirt to them even if you kill a million 

innocent civilians .... what we, and people like us, should have done is 

investigate and find the actual perpetrators of those crimes and kill 

them .... we should have killed all the politicians .... all the religious 

heads who instigate communal feelings in the people be it a Pandit or a 

Maulvi or some other self–proclaimed God–man .... And, yes, the 

handful of people who actually killed our families .... But, what are we 

doing? We are killing innocent people by the hundreds .... And, are we 



 

 

killing Hindus? No ... Bombs have no religion ..... they do not 

distinguish between Hindus, Muslims, Christians, Sikhs or anyone 

else ..... or, between Indians or Pakistanis or Americans or anyone 

else .... the bomb that we had planted ..... Did it not hurt us? .... it 

shouldn't have .... it should have realised that we were the ones who 

created it and we were Jihadis fighting–for–a–cause .... But, did it do 

that? .... No, it did not ...... Just like bombs, Death does not 

discriminate between people based on their religion or their country or 

beliefs ...... it simply takes away your life and your soul ..... And, we 

have been told that we are fighting Allah's war and fighting a fight that 

he has decided for us .... We are supposed to be on a path shown by 

Allah ..... We are told that we are his own children to whom he is 

supposed to grant heaven upon death .... But, if that is the case, why 

does death come to us at all during our fight? ..... Why are we not 

immortal? ..... We should die after killing all the enemies of Allah ..... 

But, that is not the case ... every year, hundreds of our comrades die a 

gruesome and unwarranted death and nobody except their own 

kinsmen weep for them ..... they are not hailed as martyrs .... they are 

called terrorists ...... I will die today or tomorrow but no one will know 

about my fight and no one would honour me for laying down my life .... 

I am dying a worthless death .............. Do you know Allah did not 

create the differences? ..... he did not ask us to kill .... just read the 

Quran .... nowhere does it teach us to kill any innocent person and the 

religion or nationality of the person is never a deciding factor in the 

innocence or guilt of a person ...... (He coughed a bit) ..... Jihad is 

political ...... All Jihadis are under an illusion cast by their religious 

heads without realising for a second that it is all about power and 

politics and not about right or wrong or justice ..... All the conflicts are 

political struggles .... these darn politicians do not care about 

Kashmiris ..... Or Hindus .... Or Muslims ... or Pakistanis ..... or 

Americans ..... or Christians ..... or Afghanis ..... or Iraqis .... their only 



 

 

concern is staying in power for as long as possible and earning as 

much money for themselves as possible ..... who cares if a million or 

two die in the process ............. The politicians do not discriminate 

between people on basis of their religion or nationality or beliefs or 

anything else ..... Bombs, Death and Politicians .... they are too secular 

to be Partisan ..... A politician asked me to plant a bomb; that bomb 

brought Death; that Death is killing me ...... it does not care about my 

beliefs or my cause or my religion's cause or my Allah's cause .... it 

simply kills and is killing me for knowing about everything and not 

speaking about it ...... I chose to keep the truth to myself and it 

brought me death ..... Do not make the same mistake my brother .... do 

not keep it to yourself .... please find some means to tell the world 

about us ..... to tell our brothers about the lies that are being fed to 

them .... to tell them to give up all that is contrary to Allah's will ...... to 

tell them Jihad is not Allah's will .... there is nothing 'Holy' about it ..... 

the true Jihad is about killing the tyrant ..... killing the ills of the mind 

and the soul .... killing the impurities that push us towards the path of 

Jahannum ..... Jihad is definitely not about killing innocent people and 

there is no reason that anyone can use to justify the deaths of all the 

innocent people who die at our hands ..... tell them to think about 

finding a different way to fight ...... violence begets violence and Death 

is the ultimate result and that sinful death is eating away at 

Humanity .......” 

 

He started coughing a lot. I took the empty glass from his hands and 

filled it up and gave it to him. He took a couple of big sips. The 

coughing stopped for a few seconds but started up even more 

vigorously. After a few seconds, he coughed up a few droplets of blood 

on the sheet that he was using to cover his torso. Looking at the blood, 

I immediately called out to the Nurses attending to the ward. They 



 

 

asked me to move away and helped him drink some medicine when his 

coughing stopped for a second. Eventually, the coughing stopped and 

they administered an injection to sedate him. They called up the doctor 

on duty and informed him about it. The doctor came within a few 

minutes. He checked Shaukat bhai and immediately asked the nurses 

to get some scans done. It wasn't too late so he called up the senior 

doctor who was looking after Shaukat bhai's case for a confirmation. In 

the meantime, someone probably informed Ashaben as well and she 

came to take me back to my ward. I, reluctantly, went back with her. 

 

I kept worrying through the night and I asked about Shaukat bhai as 

soon as Ashaben came for her shift the next morning. She said, 

 

“His heart could not repair itself as quickly as the doctors were hoping 

for and there was some severe haemorrhage due to which blood started 

leaking internally into other organs including the wind-pipe. They are 

operating upon him right now as we speak. They have been in the 

Operation Theatre for the last two hours. One of the nurses told me 

that the doctors aren't sure of his recovery. The only thing we can do 

right now is hope for his survival.” 

 

And, that is the only thing that I could do. HOPE. A big word and the 

most common feeling in the world. Everyone hopes for something or 

else. When I joined LeJI, I was hoping to take revenge and bring the 

criminals to justice, but, I ended up replicating what was done to me 

six years ago. They killed a few innocent people and a Jihadi was born. 

I killed several innocent people and I am sure I have created ten more 

people like me ... people desperate to take revenge ... people hating 

each other for something that none of them have done .... I started with 



 

 

Hope and ended with 'Hate'. 

 

A few hours later, Ashaben came and informed me that the doctors 

could not save Shaukat. They tried to stop the bleeding but could not 

and the heart gave up. It stopped beating. She said, with a few tears in 

her eyes, 

 

“Another innocent life lost, and for no reason.” 

 

'Innocent'. Not the tag that could be given to Shaukat bhai. In fact, not 

the tag he could have imagined for himself. He was guilty of killing  

dozens of 'innocent' people that were killed by our group in Operation 

B.A.D., just like I was. Come to think of it, I believe he got away easy. 

He died, I lived. I am the one who got the real punishment. It was then 

that I realised that I had to live my whole life knowing the truth about 

our “Jihad”, about its falsehood, about our mistakes, about our sins 

and our crimes. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Chapter 21 - Rebirth 

 

 

Shaukat’s death was a big blow for me. And, everything that he had 

told me about our organisation, about the truth behind our ‘so – called 

Jihad’, and about all the politics behind the hatred that has eaten up 

the whole world today, made everything seem useless to me. I did not 

see any good in continuing to live even after knowing the truth that I 

had become a murderer just like those upon whom I wanted to take 

revenge for destroying my family. I had destroyed families and lives just 

like those murderers. I was not a fighter or a revolutionary or a true 

Muslim or a victim out for revenge, I was simply a MURDERER.  

 

I did not eat or drink anything that day or the next day or the day after 

next. Everybody, including Ashaben, tried everything they could but I 

did not wish to live anymore so they could not do anything. They tried 

to force feed me but due to my injuries, could not go beyond a limit and 

had to give up. Finally, they put me on an Intravenous Drip of Glucose 

loaded a bit with some important medicines. I had given up on 

everything so it did not matter much to me what they were doing and 

simply submitted to everything. The doctors had clearly admitted to 

Ashaben that it was a question of no more than three or four days 

without food and water and especially without any will. 

 

That proclamation by the doctor forced Ashaben to devote the next two 

days wholly to me. She sat on the wooden stool alongside my bed 

continuously for almost forty hours. Throughout that time, she either 



 

 

kept praying for my health or kept talking to me. She would either ask 

me about what had happened to me and what was bothering me 

enough for me to lose the will to live, or, she would encourage me to 

forget about my pain and have something to eat or drink, while 

continuously reminding me that she was there for me and that I was 

like her Dhiren. 

 

For those three days, I did not sleep at all. I kept staring at the ceiling 

and the still fan hanging from the ceiling. It was quite dirty, there were 

layers of dirt on all its blades and the dirt had blackened with time. 

The original colour of the fan was hardly visible any more. The 

darkened dirt made it appear black, especially in the evening, though 

there were some small patches here and there that gave a hint that it 

was either dirty white or cream-ish when it must have started out. But, 

time had made it lose its original colour and something had covered it 

in entirety. But, the good thing about its darkness was the fact that it 

was not intrinsic to its being. It was something that could be removed 

and cleaned off it to restore it almost to its original state. It was highly 

improbable to take it back to exactly its original state but anything 

close to it was much better than that darkness enveloping that fan. In 

that aspect, it was in a much better condition than I was in as I felt 

that the darkness in my heart was too overwhelming to get rid of and 

the only way to lose it was to lose myself. 

 

On the third night, I finally fell asleep though I am not really sure 

whether I had actually fallen asleep or had simply entered a state of 

trance or I had moved to a different world altogether. While in that 

strange state, I saw myself walking all alone on a small trail on a 

barren mountainside with nothing but rocks, stones, pebbles and dirt 



 

 

around me. There wasn’t a single living soul in sight. I stopped at a 

high point on the trail and looked as far as I could see but could not 

see anyone else apart from me or anything else other than overhanging 

rocks, scattered stones, uncountable pebbles and enough dust to cover 

my world a hundred times over. After spending a few minutes at that 

point, I turned towards the highest peak of that lifeless expanse and 

started trudging on that path to heaven. My steps grew heavier with 

every inch that I covered towards that peak. There seemed to be an 

invisible force preventing me from moving further, something dark 

pulling me from behind and something seemingly pure pushing me 

back from the front. Somehow, with great effort, I reached the top and 

called out to ‘Allah’ to open the path of heaven for me but nothing 

happened. I called again .... and again .... and again. I kept calling out 

to him but nothing happened. My loud calls soon turned to wailing and 

my howls reverberated through the stillness. After a few minutes, I 

heard a loud shout: 

 

“STOP” 

 

The shout jolted me such that I forgot about everything in my mind 

and looked up. There was a bright mass of light in the sky enveloping a 

whole whirling spectrum of colours. The light was as bright as the sun 

and yet, was not burning my eyes. There was no particular shape of 

that mass and whatever shape it had was continuously changing. 

Sometimes, it appeared in shapes that reminded me of the shape of 

Amoeba that I used to observe under the microscope in the science 

laboratory of our school, and, sometimes, like some other kind of 

organism with a number of flagella. And, at other times, it seemed like 

the bright sun of the sky with hundreds of solar flares occurring 



 

 

simultaneously. While I was still in a state of bewilderment, the light all 

around started to fade out. Within a few seconds, the light had gone 

out completely and everything except that mass of light turned pitch–

black. In spite of that bright mass of light, the darkness all around was 

such that I could not even see my limbs. Slowly, a stream of light 

stretched out downwards from that mass and touched the centre of my 

forehead, and, as soon as it touched me, my whole body turned 

illuminated. Then, a voice came from that mass: 

 

“Why are you crying? I did not give you the realisation about the truth 

for you to lament over it and give up on your life. Who are you to decide 

about your life? I gave this precious life to you and it is only I who has 

the right to take it from you. I had sent you to this Earth to walk on the 

path decreed by me, decided by me and given to you. Why is it that you 

did not walk on that path? And, why is it that after going against me 

and choosing a path not given by me, you are again running away from 

the new, alternate path that I trying to lead you to?” 

 

It was all so ethereal for me that I had a hard time replying to the 

questions posed by that heavenly light, but, I still managed to say, 

 

”But, I did walk on your path. Maulvi Ji, Miyan Ji and Commander 

Saab, everyone told me about our duty as a true Muslim .... to walk on 

your path and rid this world of all non–believers ..... all those who do 

not believe in you .... killing them for you is the righteous path .... And, 

that is what I have done in the last six years.” 

 

“I NEVER ASKED OR TOLD ANYBODY THAT THAT IS THE PATH 



 

 

CHOSEN BY ME,” the voice roared, “I created everyone and everything. 

I created the Heaven and the Hell, the Sun and the Moon, the Stars 

and the Planets, the Rivers and the Mountains, the Animals and the 

Plants, and I created the Humans. But, I never created any religion. 

For me, everyone is my child, born of me and by me, and, to me, it does 

not matter whether he believes in me or not. I never asked anyone or 

forced anyone to believe in me. I created humans with a much higher 

intellect than any other being on this planet. That intellect was to 

enable you to walk on the path that I have actually decided for you ..... 

the path of realisation .... realisation about me. And, it doesn’t matter 

how you believe in me as long as you believe in me. The only problem is 

that you do not search for me on your own. You trust some other 

human being and believe his words over your own intellect. I gave you 

the power to reason and you gave it up for ‘Belief’. Have you ever 

considered the fact that ‘belief’ occurs where ‘truth’ remains 

unexplored? ‘Truth’ dies a slow and gradual death where ‘belief’ lives. I 

never asked any of you to kill my other children in my name. Whatever 

‘Jihad’ you lived by was created by you humans not by me. The only 

‘Jihad’ I have ever expected is upon the sins and immorality that occur 

in your minds and hearts. You lived the last six years believing a lie 

and now, when I have arranged for a new path for you to move on, you 

have given up on your life and are losing the most precious gift that I 

have given you. But, it doesn’t matter what you want. I am denying you 

the one thing that you desire the most now ... DEATH. You have given 

death to so many of my kids that now, I wouldn’t let you die till the 

time you give as many lives to this world of mine as you have taken 

from it. Go. I forbid you to die.” 

 

“But, how would I do it? I am not you. I cannot give life. I am just a 

human being, I can only take life, I cannot give life.” 



 

 

“You should have thought about it before taking so many lives. Since 

you cannot give lives, you had no right to take them. Now, it is upon 

you to figure out a way to do what I have told you to do. And, till the 

time you do that, I will not let you die.” 

 

With that the light suddenly vanished and, slowly, the darkness all 

around faded till it disappeared and everything became visible. Till that 

time, I was on my knees. I got up with great effort. There was a vast 

abyss in front of my eyes and even a single step would have meant a 

long fall down to a certain death. In spite of what that heavenly light 

had told me to do, I decided to step out into that abyss and end the 

ordeal. But, no matter how hard I tried, I could not take that step. My 

foot had grown a thousand times heavier and absolutely immovable. 

Finally, after struggling for a few minutes, I realised the futility of my 

efforts and turned back. Surprisingly, there was no weight in my legs 

on the way back. 

 

As soon as I got down from that peak, and moved around a rock that 

was blocking direct access to the path ahead, I came face to face with 

Shaukat. I was shocked at seeing him as Ashaben had clearly told me 

that he had died. I was still looking at him open–mouthed, partially in 

shock and partially in disbelief, when he came forward and held my 

hands in his hands. He said, 

 

“Where were you going my brother? What were you about to do? I did 

not tell you about everything for you to give up on life and kill yourself. 

You were to tell the whole world about the truth behind ‘Jihad’ and 

about how the politicians use things like religion, region and race to 



 

 

instil a never–ending hatred in the hearts and minds of people and 

divide us for their personal interests. You were living a wrong ‘Jihad’. It 

is time for you to go with the true “Jihad’, the true fight in God’s name. 

You do not have to kill anymore. You need to save boys like us from 

falling into the traps that we could not avoid. You have to save them 

from starting out on that dark path of death and destruction that will 

destroy their lives if you will not save them. When you will save them, 

you will prevent all the deaths resulting from their false beliefs and 

their politically–motivated missions. It is good that you have turned 

back. I request you to remain firm from now on and do not lose your 

heart again. God did not forgive me but has given you another chance 

to earn forgiveness from him. Go, change your life and change all the 

lives possible. Help each and every distraught young boy and save 

them from being caught up in the trap laid out by the so–called 

revolutionary organisations. It is time for you to wake up and wake up 

as many people as possible. Wake up .... Wake up ... Wake up ...” 

 

I felt someone was shaking me violently and calling out to me asking 

me to wake up. When I opened my eyes, I saw Ashaben by my side 

shaking me violently and asking me to wake up. It was at that moment 

that I realised that I had not gone anywhere. I was simply in a deep 

sleep and having a dream, though, it was too real to be a dream. I was 

still not completely in my senses when I heard Ashaben, 

 

“Thank god .... thank god ...... thank god you woke up .... you cannot 

die again Dhiren .... you just cannot ....” 

 

“What ... What happened? ... Why are you crying? .... Did something 



 

 

happen to me?” 

 

“Yes ... Dhiren ... you were unconscious for the last six hours. Your 

vitals had dropped quite low and I had grown quite worried. I was 

afraid that I might lose you like earlier. I was scared Dhiren ... I was so 

scared ...,” she managed to say between her sobs. 

 

“Don’t worry Ashaben ... do not worry at all .... I am not going 

anywhere now. I had given up but have found a new reason to live. I 

had lost hope but God has finally shown me the true path. I will get 

well soon. Do not worry. I have to do a lot for him, for myself and for a 

lot of others. I cannot die now. I cannot. Can I ask you for a favour?” 

 

“Yes .... yes .... anything my son ... anything...” 

 

“I am feeling quite hungry ...  can you get me something to eat? ... 

something spicy .... please ....” 

 

She laughed out loud, along with all the other nurses in the ward and 

the patients all around, and kept laughing for a couple of minutes, 

during which time her eyes leaked out a fresh stream of tears, though I 

am quite sure that those tears were not of pain or fear. Once she 

stopped, she got up from my bed and, while wiping away her tears, 

said, 

 

“I will Dhiren ... I will ... just wait for a few minutes .... I will get you 



 

 

something to eat right away .... and ... in the evening, I will cook 

something for you at my home and will bring it here for you.” 

 

With that, she left for a few minutes and came back with a plate of 

Kulche–Chholey. She helped me up and fed it to me with her own 

hands. 

 

*************** 

 

In the evening, Ashaben arrived with home–cooked food as she had 

promised. And, to make it even better, she fed me with her own hands 

and took care of me in a way that only a mother can. She had brought 

a good quantity of 'Kadi–Chawal' with a sufficient amount of salad and 

a flask full of tea that we were to have a couple of hours after supper. I 

had tears in my eyes as I remembered my own mother and saw her 

face in Ashaben's, and for those few minutes, I felt as if I had travelled 

back in time to a point when my mother was still alive (she had passed 

away when I was ten) and used to feed me, her youngest, with her own 

hands every time my dad would scold me for some naughty act or when, 

in school, I would score marks lower than expectations. I was a soft–

hearted child, a hyper–sensitive kid, and even those mild scoldings 

would bring tears to my eyes. It was then that my 'Ammi' (mother) 

would come to my room with food and would feed me with her own 

hands, all the while trying to soothe me, running her hands through 

my cropped hair, wiping away the tell–tale tracks of tears off my face 

and planting a soft kiss on my forehead every now and then. That day, 

it seemed that my ammi's soul had entered Ashaben's body and had 

come to shower her love on her youngest, the only child not present 



 

 

with her in Allah's land.  

 

After the supper was over, Ashaben said, 

 

“I know it would not be easy for you but if you believe it to be alright, 

you can tell me what happened to you that you suddenly gave up on 

life and, then, just like that, you are full of such liveliness, vigour and 

hope percolating through every pore of your skin. I treat you like my 

son and it is due to that that I am concerned about you, and, would 

like to know about what is going on in your mind. But, only if you are 

comfortable talking about it.” 

 

“I do wish to tell you about everything .... I do .... but not here. Is it 

possible to go somewhere where I could talk to you all alone with no 

one to overhear our talks?” 

 

“Yes dear .... I know just the place. Let me help you up.” 

 

With that, she helped me off the bed and handed me my crutches. She 

took me to the small garden inside the hospital premises and we sat 

down on a bench. She looked around to make sure no one was in the 

hearing distance. Once she was sure that no one was anywhere near 

us, she asked, 

 

“What is it my dear? What do you wish to say? We are all alone now, so, 

you can speak without fear.” 



 

 

I hesitated for a few seconds wondering about how to begin everything 

that I wanted to share with her. Gathering all the courage that I had in 

my heart, I asked her, in almost a stammering voice, 

 

“Ashaben ...... Can I call you ..... Ammi?” 

 

She was slightly taken aback .... slightly. But, without much hesitation 

and thought, she replied, 

 

“Whatever you want my son, whatever you want. A mother is a mother 

and it doesn't matter what word you use to refer to her.” 

 

“Thank you Ammi. I wanted to tell you that I am a ...... Muslim. My 

name is Akbar. And .... I have not lost my memory. I have lied to 

everyone, including you, but, there was a reason for that. I am sure 

you would understand once I will tell you everything about it. The most 

important thing right now is that I cannot lie to you anymore and you 

are the only one whom I can trust with whatever I am about to say.” 

 

I stopped for a few moments and, as usual, Ashaben sat there 

unflinchingly, waiting for me to come up with words. After those few 

moments of stitching together words to form sentences followed by 

multiple replacements and re–replacements, all the while staring at the 

bushes at the other end of the park, I finally managed to begin, 

 

“I am from Gujarat Ammi, just like you are, and just as you had lost 

your son and daughter–in–law in the 2002 riots, I had lost my father, 



 

 

my brothers, my sisters–in–law and my sisters. My family was 

butchered right in front of my eyes and I survived with barely any life 

in me. My Aunt, my father’s sister, took me to Surat to live with her 

family. It was there that I was recruited ..... by a recruiting agent of 

revolutionary organisations operating out of Pakistan and Pakistan–

controlled –Kashmir .... and, was taken to various training camps to be 

trained on using various kinds of weapons and building various kinds 

of bombs .... Post the trainings, I was recruited by LeJI, Lashkar–e–

Jihadi–al–Islami .....” 

 

At that moment, I turned around to look at her and found her looking 

at me with open–mouthed horror. I looked straight into her eyes and 

said, 

 

Yes ammi ... in the words of the world .... I am a Terrorist. Up until a 

few days ago, I used to believe that I am a revolutionary and a Jihadi, 

fighting a holy war against the enemies of Allah. But, the last few days 

that I have spent in the hospital, with you, with Awasthi Ji, Deepa, 

Iqbal, his grandfather, with Parminder and with Shaukat bhai ..... 

Shaukat bhai was the one in ICU with whom I spent those two days 

and who died .... I knew him .... he was a terrorist as well. The bomb 

that exploded in Karol Bagh .... it was planted by us .... it went off early 

and we were caught in the explosion and landed up here, amongst the 

victims of that very explosion. These last few days have changed me 

ammi. I have realised that I had committed a mistake in letting those 

people brain–wash me. The pain that was in my heart due to the loss of 

my family .... I misdirected it towards hatred and revenge and became a 

monster myself. I wandered off the path of Allah and walked the path of 

death, monstrosity, and hatred ... a path driven by selfish politics and 



 

 

manipulation. Upon that realisation, I had decided to kill myself as a 

punishment for what I had done, and, instead of a swift death, I 

wanted to make myself suffer and die slowly and agonisingly. That was 

the reason why I gave up on food and water to starve myself to death. 

However, when I lost consciousness, Allah came to me and scolded me 

for choosing punishment as a way of alleviating my pain and reducing 

my guilt. He made me realise that the right way of getting rid of that 

guilt and pain is to help others from wandering off in that darkness. 

There are hundreds of young boys and men like me whose pain and 

suffering is manipulated by people with vested interests to push them 

towards a way of life that makes them do all those sins that were 

committed upon them in the first place. Thus, instead of removing 

those sins from the world, they end up multiplying all the evil and 

generate even more hatred and suffering. I have given up on that life 

and I have decided to help young men, both Hindus and Muslims, and 

anyone else for that matter, to deal with their pain and tumult and to 

hold their hands to lead them to a path of righteousness and not on 

some false path of Allah or Ishwar or Christ or any other God. Allah 

has instructed me to save as many lives as I have taken to rid myself of 

all the sins that I have committed in this life. And, I want to start with 

clearing my heart of the guilt of lying to you. In the past few days, I 

have seen my ammi in you. You have cared for me, worried about me 

and have given strength to me like my ammi used to. I know it would 

not be easy for you to digest everything that I have just told you and I 

would not hold it against you if you are not able to bring yourself to 

forgive me. Now, I am ready to go through anything to right my wrongs. 

But, before you decide upon anything, I just wish to tell you that it 

would be a great help to me if you could stand by my side as a guiding 

light. You are the most selfless person that I have seen in my life and I 

would like to learn that from you and need your care and warmth to 

support me in my moments of weakness. So .... would you help me 



 

 

ammi? Would you help your Dhiren?” 

 

It was then that I noticed the tears flowing from Ashaben’s eyes. There 

was complete silence for the next few minutes. She kept looking at me 

through that veil of tears and I kept trying to look at her while 

intermittently glancing all around to escape her gaze. After those few 

minutes, suddenly, she got up and stood right in front of me. There 

was sternness on her face and it was the first time in a long time that I 

was scared. My heart was beating faster than a scared dog and I slowly 

got up somehow supporting myself on my crutches. My six feet tall 

figure towered way above the five feet four inch frame of that gentle 

woman. But, the difference in height was of no consequence when her 

right hand landed on my left cheek. The first one stunned me but the 

other four resonated right through to my soul telling me that it was too 

less a punishment for what I deserved. And, that is when I burst open. 

Tears started flooding out in an uncontrolled manner and I found 

myself crying like a baby ..... tears flowing down my face unabatedly ..... 

an overflow of water finding a vent through my nose that kept coming 

out no matter how hard I tried to pull it back ..... some strange noises 

coming out every now and then from my throat .... standing in front of 

my mother waiting to be pardoned. 

 

After letting me vent out for a minute, she moved forward and hugged 

me hard. I let go of my crutches and hugged her back. While standing 

like that, she said, 

 

“Enough ... enough my son ..... do not worry ... do not be scared, I am 

with you. I will help you. There is no sin bigger than not pardoning a 



 

 

sinner begging for help. You stopped being a terrorist the moment you 

realised that you were wrong and you need to wash off your sins. Now, 

you will have to stay strong to work towards your goal. And, I do not 

care about anything that might come in my way but I will stand by you. 

Always. I could not help my other son but I will do everything in my 

capacity to help you. From today onwards, you are no longer Akbar. 

You need to let go of the past and create a new identity for yourself. 

You are Dhiren from now on, but only for me, not for the world. We will 

think of a new name for your new life.” 

 

With that she let go of me and stepped back. She looked at me 

smilingly and asked, 

 

“Shall we go Dhiren? Towards a new life!!!!” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Allah Haafiz  

 

 

It had been more than two months since I had met that unnamed 

friend of mine at the railway station. We had shared an obscene 

amount of tea during our two dozen meetings that would normally 

stretch to three to four hours. We never met at the same location twice. 

We went to two different Barista outlets, the United Coffee House at 

Connaught Place, the Delhi Haat at INA, the Coffee Home opposite 

Hanuman Mandir, Lodhi Gardens, the India Gate Lawns, a couple of 

quiet cafes at Hauz Khas Village, at a Cafe at Cyber–Hub in Gurgaon,  

a couple of other quiet places in South Delhi and the final meeting was 

at the Pizza Hut at Pitampura at noon on a hot August day, 24th of 

Aug. ’14 to be precise. 

 

We had been sitting there for three hours. We had met up for a Coffee 

at the beginning of the day, but, when he indicated that it was to be 

our last meeting, I asked him to move to that Pizza Hut outlet to have 

our first and final proper lunch. Till that day, we had always met at 

such a time that we had to limit ourselves to tea and snacks. He was 

able to complete the story by the time we had finished half of our cup 

of Coffee that we had ordered after a full course meal. After taking 

another sip from his cup, he said,   

 

“That was the last time he ever spoke of his earlier life. Since that day, 

everybody knows him by his new name .....” 

 



 

 

“You mean Dhiren, isn’t it?” 

 

“Oh no no no .... he is Dhiren only for Ashaben, not for the rest of the 

world. He assumed a completely different name, a Muslim name, but 

new, and no, I am not going to tell you that name,” he said sensing that 

I was about to put that question to him. Then, he continued, 

 

“Ashaben completed her last few days in the hospital and got her huge 

leave balance cashed out to help him start a small business. She sold 

her house and they moved to a different locality. About eight months 

later, they started, using Ashaben’s post–retirement funds like 

Provident Fund and Gratuity, to help survivors of communal riots or 

terrorist attacks, cases similar to Dhiren, Parminder, Awasthi Ji, Deepa, 

Iqbal, and others. They help in their rehabilitation by helping them 

carve out a new source of earning their livelihood, by providing means 

of education, temporary accommodation and a significant amount of 

counselling. The best part is that they help people from all religions 

and, therefore, the discussion group that they form for group 

counselling sessions do not have people from any particular 

community and the pain and suffering of everyone slowly wipes away 

the feelings of hatred and revenge that are the usual outcomes of such 

barbarity. Those group sessions and individual therapy sessions have 

helped a lot of people from swaying on to the wrong side. However, due 

to Dhiren’s patchy background, they kept their own names out of the 

picture. They use interest from Ashaben’s savings for those activities 

along with a huge chunk of the profits that Dhiren makes from his 

business.” 

 



 

 

He paused for a few seconds and took a big gulp from his cup, took 

some time to savour its taste, and continued, 

 

“So ..... that is the complete story of my friend who gave up on his dark 

life to bring light to the life of others. I am sure that I have narrated 

every important detail of his life to you but, if there is something that 

you still need to ask me, please go ahead.” 

 

I replied, 

 

“I have already asked all the questions that came to my mind during 

your narration in the last few weeks. So, there isn’t any question that I 

need to ask about his life. However, there are a couple of other 

questions that I still need some clarity on.” 

 

“Go on, I am listening.” 

 

“First, why me? .... you did give me a brief explanation when we started 

out, but, that did not fully justify all of it .... I mean that is what I feel.” 

 

He smiled a bit, looked for a few moments into his now empty cup of 

tea, and said, 

 

“Life is all about faith. Allah showed Dhiren a new path and taught him 

to believe in everything destined for him by the choice of Allah. He 

taught him to trust in humanity and live by the choices made by his 



 

 

heart and soul. I believe that is how everyone should live. When I met 

you that day at the Railway Station, my heart told me that our meeting 

was not just another chance encounter, it was meant o be something 

bigger. However, I still could have walked out and not call you. But, 

then, my heart pushed me to go ahead. So, I checked upon you. I read 

your first book. To be honest, I am not much interested in that genre 

so did not enjoy the story as much as I wanted to. But, certain things 

in that story stood out for me. Your thoughts about an Ideal World, 

about God and religion, and your desire for a united world. Then, I 

read your poems that you have posted on a blog. Those poems spoke a 

lot about your character. I started believing in you. Then, one day, I 

closed my eyes and asked myself whether I should trust you with the 

life and story of Dhiren. And, my soul spoke out to me. My inner voice 

told me to go ahead and trust you. It was then that I picked up the 

phone and called you up.” 

 

“Well ... to be honest .... I am feeling a bit embarrassed. I had never 

thought that someone other than my wife could speak in such terms 

about me.” 

 

“Don’t be, it is the truth. So, what was your second question?” 

 

“Well .... I was wondering ..... since we have been meeting for so many 

weeks and since you have admitted that I am a trustworthy person, 

why is it that you have not told me about yourself till date? I mean ... I 

do not even know your name. And, the same goes for your friend Akbar. 

I do not know anything about him. I have his complete story with me 

and I am going to put these words out for the world to read. But, I have 



 

 

not even met him.” 

 

“No one can force you to divulge anything that you have no knowledge 

of. Once this story would come out and people would read about it, you 

might be questioned by the authorities about divulging details learned 

by you during all the talks we have had. But, by not mentioning the 

real identities of anyone, I have ensured that you would not be 

bothered much by anyone. Since you do not know anything, you would 

not be of much use for anyone who would try and track us down. I 

mean why do you think I have this nice, heavy beard and why am I 

constantly wearing this cap even in this heat? Why this trendy goggle 

even when inside? I am neither blind nor too interested in trendy 

fashion. Why have I always met you in a different get–up? ... 

Sometimes with a bandana .... sometimes with a golf–cap .... with a 

French beard .... with a heavy beard ..... with a muffler around the 

neck .... Sometimes in Jeans ..... or Kurta–Pyjamas .... or jacket ... and 

what not. I wanted to make sure that you are not able to form a stable 

image for me in your mind. Then, why have I always called you from 

different PCOs and not from the same number or my own number? It is 

all to save Dhiren, and you. Tomorrow, when NSA, RAW, CBI, CIA or 

someone else will try and find out details about Dhiren that you have 

learnt from me, you would not be able to tell them anything. You would 

not be able to give out his real name, my real name, or describe my real 

face, or give any probable address or contact number or email address. 

Yes, they might trouble you a lot, may harass you to no extent, but, 

would never be able to find out anything about us. And, when they will 

realise that you are useless in this regard, they will stop all of it, 

gradually.” 

 



 

 

I took a deep breath and though about the explanation given by him. It 

seemed to me that he was right. After rocking back and forth for a few 

seconds, I said, 

 

“I think you are right. It would be better if I do not know much about 

you or anyone else. But, if you find it alright, can I at least know your 

name my friend?” 

 

He gave his usual smile, took out his wallet to pay the bill and got up. 

After placing his wallet back into his pocket, he came over to my side of 

the table, rubbed his hands a bit and extended his right hand to me in 

the manner of a handshake, and finally, introduced himself: 

 

“Hi Raj. I am Dhiren. I will never forget our meetings. I wish you the 

best of luck for your life and pray to Allah that you get all that you 

need. We will definitely meet in some other life, hopefully in a situation 

where we would not have to go away forever. Allah Hafiz.” 

 

 

***************          *************** 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Afterword 

 

It is not every day that you come across a true account of a terrorist 

and that too, right from his own mouth. About six months back, fate 

gave me a chance encounter with a man who introduced himself to me 

as a friend of an ex–terrorist. Somehow, we connected and he asked me 

to write the biography of his friend. It was only at the very end of the 

story that I found out that the story was his own and it was he who 

had given up arms and taken to a new path to help distraught Muslim 

men in any way he could to prevent them from venturing into the dark 

path of 'Terrorism', a word that has a new meaning for me ever since I 

got to know the truth behind all of it through his story. There is one 

thing that I would like to explain here. He gave me his complete story 

over several meetings that stretched through the months of June, July 

and August of 2014. I could have easily come out with the book by 

October but I decided to check up on everything that he had talked 

about. I wanted to confirm everything that he had told me about. Add 

to that the fact that I got no reply from any traditional publisher about 

the book. All that delayed the book by four months. 

 

I do not know who he is; I do not know his current name or how his 

real face looks like or where he lives; I do not know how many people 

has he helped and how many will he help, but, what I know for sure is 

that his story told me about the blindness of the people all over the 

world; blindness towards the politics that divides us on the basis of 

religion, colour, language, and everything else that the politicians can 

think of. Money, Power and Politics are the main reason for all the 

conflicts in the world today and we, the people, have failed to realize 

that we are responsible to a great extent for living the hatred 



 

 

propagated by the politicians and living it to the core day in and day 

out. Muslims hate the westerners and the westerners hate the Muslims; 

Indians hate the Pakistanis and Pakistanis hate the Indians; 

Americans hate the Russians and Russians hate the Americans; but, 

what they do not understand is that that hatred will only multiply the 

grief spread all around. While we condone the deaths and suffering of 

our own, we never give a second thought to the death and suffering 

caused by our people. The world cried in grief for the three thousand 

killed in '9/11' and each and every American was filled with rage. But, 

the same Americans didn't blink an eye when a thousand times more 

were killed by the American forces in Afghanistan and Iraq in wars 

created by propaganda. January 2015 saw four Muslim fanatics wreak 

havoc in Paris and almost the whole of the western world came 

together to condemn that dastardly act. However, when the western 

forces will use this attack, and other attacks like this in the near future, 

to wage a war against Syria under the guise of eliminating the 

mercenaries of ISIS, and would end up killing several thousands, the 

same people would laud the efforts of their armies and would disregard 

all those deaths as "Collateral Damage". 

 

His story has inspired me to work on digging up the dirt on various 

conspiracies of this century and the last and my next book will be an 

attempt to expose the top ten of those conspiracies. I hope that like me 

the story of this guy encourages others to open up their eyes and dig 

for the truth rather than believe whatever is told to them. I pray with 

folded hands that my purpose as a medium to bring out his story to 

the world is fulfilled.  

 

"OM" 



 

 

Delhi Blasts, 13th Sep. '08 – List of fatalities 

 

(Lady Hardinge Hospital) 

 

Vinod Kumar 42/M, Churu, Rajasthan  

Prithviraj, 25/M, Hardoi, UP  

Subroto Mandal, 21/M, Kinari Bazar, Delhi 

Ganga Prasad, 40/M, Beadonpura, Karol Bagh, New Delhi 

Pooja, 18/F, Beadonpura, Karol Bagh, New Delhi  

 

 

(RML Hospital) 

 

Vikas Anand, 25/M, Lucknow, Uttar Pradesh 

Raju, 40/M, address not known  

Hanumandin Singh, 50/M, address not known  

Ram Lal, 45/M, address not known  

Babita, 20/F, address not known  

Kamini, 25/F, Baroda  

Hari Chand, 50/M, New Delhi  

Chander Bhan, 50/M, Karol Bagh, New Delhi  

Saroj, 20/F, address not known  

Amit Saxena, 26/M, Kanpur, UP  



 

 

(LNJP Hospital) 

 

Master Kishan, 02/M, Karol Bagh, New Delhi  

Ashok Bhatti, 30/M, Karol Bagh, New Delhi  

Bhaskar, 25/M, Bhagalpur, Bihar  

Unknown, 35/M  

Manoj Singh, 15/M, Bihar  

Tejender Singh, 30/M, Baljeet Nagar, New Delhi 

Pawan Kumar, Male, Rajouri Garden, New Delhi 

Kishen Bhatti, Male, Karol Bagh, New Delhi  

Nepal Sarkar, Male, Inderpuri, New Delhi 

 

 

(Gangaram Hospital) 

 

Manoj Singh, 75/M, Mayur Vihar Ph-I, New Delhi 

Rajni Gupta, 42/F, Pitampura, New Delhi  

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Delhi Blasts, 13th Sep. '08 – List of Injured 

 

 

(RML Hospital) 

 

Sibhu, 26/M, Bengali Market, New Delhi 

Avdesh, 27/M, Bazaar Sita Ram, Delhi 

Punit, 26/M, Nabi Karim, Delhi 

Prashant, 24/M, Rohini, New Delhi 

Sourabh, 25/M, Laxmi Nagar, New Delhi 

Sailesh, 31/M, Nawada, Bihar  

Govind, 28/M, East Angad Nagar, New Delhi 

Sakil Ahmad, 32/M, Ghaziabad, Uttar Pradesh 

Vikas Wadhwa, 27/M, New Govindpura, Chander Nagar  

Shiv Kumar, 22/M  

Virender Kumar, 24/M, Barabanki, UP  

Vikas Jha, 30/M, Shalimar Bagh, New Delhi 

Amarjeet, 25/M, Mukherjee Nagar, New Delhi 

Katril Muni Dubey, 30/M, Netaji Nagar, New Delhi 

Jamyang, 38/M, Majnu Ka Tila, New Delhi  

Md. Shuaib, 26/M, Zafrabad, New Delhi 

 Sonal Jain, 18/F, Kinari Bazar, New Delhi 

Suresh, 30/M, Shahdara, New Delhi  



 

 

Banarasi Dass, 25/M, Karol Bagh, New Delhi 

Arvind Pathaniya, 30/M, Bawana, New Delhi 

Farukh, 35/M, Anantnag district, Kashmir  

Renu Devi, 29/F, Ghaziabad, Uttar Pradesh  

Neha Sharma, 22/F, Ashok Vihar, New Delhi 

Aarti, 18/F, Faridabad, Haryana  

Shweta, 33/F, Dwarka, New Delhi 

Dr Shri Rang Jha, 35/M, Dwarka, New Delhi  

Rita Gupta, 34/F, Moti Bagh, New Delhi 

Sazid, 22/M, RK Puram, New Delhi 

Ashish Sharma, 28/M, Raghuveer Nagar, New Delhi 

Shishir Jindal, 21/M, Modi Nagar, Ghaziabad, Uttar Pradesh 

Krishna, 45/F, Karol Bagh, New Delhi 

Arun Kumar, 27/M, Mirzapur, UP  

PA Purusottam, 60/M, Mayur Vihar-III, New Delhi 

Ritu Pathaniya, 24/F, Palampur, Himachal Pradesh  

Jitender Kumar, 24/M, Mandir Marg, Karol Bagh 

Durjan Singh, 48/M, Vijay Nagar, Ghaziabad, UP  

Abhishek Mahajan, 25/M, Paschim Vihar, New Delhi 

Gourav, 25/M, Mandangir, New Delhi 

Akhilesh, 19/M, RK Puram, New Delhi 

Akshat Sharma, 19/M, Moti Bagh-I, New Delhi 

Bharti Khanna, 19/F, Ghaziabad, Uttar Pradesh 



 

 

Vinod Bisht, 25/M, Dilshad Garden, New Delhi 

Rama, 48/M, Karol Bagh, New Delhi 

Zahid, 26/M, Sadar Bazar, Delhi 

Ashutosh Mishra, 18/M, Ghazipur, New Delhi 

Harender Singh, 30/M, Laxmi Nagar, New Delhi 

Tahir, 22/M, Mandawali, New Delhi 

Satish Kumar, 24/M, Laxmi Nagar, New Delhi 

 Arun Rani, 25/F, Meerut, UP  

Harsh Pahwa, 30/M, GT Karnal Road  

Chamma Goel, 20/F, Sabzi Mandi, New Delhi 

Laxmi Kant, 35/M, address not known  

Amit Solanki 22/M, Puth Kalan, New Delhi 

Shahid, 20/M, Mandawali, New Delhi 

Sanjay, 25/M, Khajan Basti, New Delhi 

Rawat Kashyap, 27/M, Baroda, Gujarat 

Deepak Singh, 25/M, Pandav Nagar, New Delhi 

Prakash, 35/M, Paharganj, New Delhi  

Rama, 35F, Unknown  

 

 

(Jessa Ram Hospital) 

 

Mool Chand, 40/M, Uttam Nagar, New Delhi 



 

 

Anuj Kataria, 24/M, Panchkula, Haryana  

Kamleshwati, 28/F, Karol Bagh, New Delhi  

Gulab Singh, 74/M, Karol Bagh, New Delhi 

Surjit Kumar, 25/M, Madipur, New Delhi 

Manoj Garg, 25/M, Rohini  

Madan Mohan Sharma, 40/M, Bapa Nagar, Karol Bagh, New Delhi 

Prem Kumar, 48/M, Bapa Nagar, Karol Bagh, New Delhi 

Radhey Shyam, 35/M, Karol Bagh, New Delhi  

Hari Ram, 22/M, Karol Bagh, New Delhi 

Naval Kishor, 60/M, Karol Bagh, New Delhi 

Raj Kumar Chauhan, 30/M, Yamuna Vihar, New Delhi 

Ajit Kumar, Male, Address Unknown 

Manish Kumar Mishra, 25/M, Khajuri, New Delhi 

Vilakshan Jha, 36/M, Karol Bagh, New Delhi 

Banwari Lal, 48/M, Karol Bagh, New Delhi 

 

 

(Lady Hardinge Hospital) 

  

Raju, 20/M, Darbhanga, Bihar  

Nahid, 27/M, Karol Bagh, New Delhi 

Harheye, 17/M, New Delhi  

 



 

 

(Gangaram Hospital) 

  

Promila Gulati, F, Kirti Nagar, New Delhi 

Sonia Gulati, F, Kirti Nagar, New Delhi 

Arjun Das, M, Azad Market, New Delhi 

Ashok Gurnani, M, Karol Bagh, New Delhi 

Sangita Singh, F, Mayur Vihar-I, New Delhi 

Nand Kishore, M, Karol Bagh, New Delhi 

Amit Singh, M, Karol Bagh, New Delhi  

Sunita, F, Karol Bagh, New Delhi 

Mamta, F, South Patel Nagar, New Delhi 

Virendra Singh, M, Mayur Vihar-I, New Delhi 

Tilak Raj, M, Karol Bagh, New Delhi 
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Thank you for reading this book. If you enjoyed it, please take a 

moment to leave a review at your favourite retailer and help spread the 
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