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Dear friends,
| am a student.

Former Prime Minister V.P. Singh made a commenthadiis
stopping the youth of our country from becoming =G’

How does one become a Maoist? Please let me know.

* From ‘Maoist Revolution’ Internet Newsgroup,

December 2006
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INTRODUCTION

Naxalbari has not died and it will never die.

» Charu Mazumdar, ‘Long live the heroic peasants iNaxalbari!’, Liberation, July
1971-January 1972

Naxalbari lives. It took a chat with B to set metbe road to find out how deeply. I've
known B for some years. He’s been around in thparate world and in the by-lanes of
some major multilateral agencies. I'd suspectedaferhile that he was a closet Maoist,
but never realized how plugged in he was till 208Ben at my request we met one
March evening at his swank apartment just outsieiD

‘What brings you to town?’ he wanted to know, as la@ked out over high-rise neon
suburbia: BPa haven.

Research for a book on left-wing armed movementsdra, | replied.

‘Why?’ he asked, casually, almost as an afterthguglaching for a remote to turn down
the Sufi-rock playing in the background. Becaused tragic story of a country at war
with itself, | said, and it can do with all theltey. He didn’t seem very interested, but
listened anyway.

Maoist strikes have been adding up in the new mmilem. In October 2003, then chief
minister of Andhra Pradesh N. Chandrababu Naidwyss security level was only a
notch below the prime minister’s, was nearly killgden the convoy he was travelling in
was wrecked by nine claymore mines between theleetopns of Tirumala and Tirupati,
600 kilometres south of Hyderabad. Naidu’s bulletfircar was mangled and flung on its
side and he miraculously escaped with some cuts fexploding glass, a broken
collarbone and a massively dented ego. The stunopegation was conducted by the
Communist Party of India (Marxist-Leninist) PeogléNar [CPI (ML) People’'s War],
and it happened at the peak of Naidu’'s hype to Amdhra Pradesh-specifically the
turbulent state’s capital, Hyderabadinto ‘CyberabBérhaps he should have paid more
attention to his professed friend Bill Gates’s pisamof danger implicit in the ‘digital
divide’, the software billionaire’s way of explang the gulf between the ‘haves’ and the
‘have-nots’.

In less than a year, Naidu had lost the electionthé state assembly by a landslide.
Besides reasons of politics, it was widely intetpdeas a rejection of glib capitalism in

the hope of allround, inclusive development. Nasdsticcessor, Y.S.R. Reddy, initiated
peace talks between his government and CPI (MLpR&oWar and its regional allies.

Only a few months later, by the spring of 2005kd¢ahad broken down; there was no
meeting ground.

Meanwhile, the two dominant groups of Maoists idi#aCPI (ML) People’s War and the
Maoist Communist Centre India (MCCI)-had joinedftem the agglomerate that now



controls the show across the country: the Commupaty of India (Maoist) [CPI
(Maoist)].

From 2004, even before this merger, Maoist stril@se been spectacular. On 6 February
2004, they carried out a mass, synchronized attagleting eight buildings at Koraput in
Orissa. Several hundred tore into the districtdnearters and the armoury, lifting
anywhere between 200 and 500 weapons-including &8@B self-loading rifles, light
machine guns, sub-machine guns, revolvers andigigtal a huge stock of ammunition
and grenades. For good measure, to create confasmmmg defending forces and to
make a point, they also attacked the district tag, Koraput police station, the office of
the district superintendent of police, a policetpmgside the city, a camp of the Orissa
Special Armed Police Centre, and the district neas

In Jehanabad, Bihar, just an hour’'s drive soutthefstate capital Patna, over 200 active
Maoist men and women armed with semi-automatic artdmatic weapons, and some
800 sympathizers armed with everything from crudeimetes to ancient rifles,stormed a
prison on 13 November 2005. They freed 341 jail@teagues and took away with them
20 sworn enemies-also jailed-of the Ranvir Sera,ughper-caste vigilante army that has
for decades fought pitched battles with MaoistBilmar. It was part of a concerted effort
that drew reluctant admiration even from army @fficamazed at the planning behind
synchronized strikes at the district court, thegpid residence, the main police area or
‘police lines’, a paramilitary camp and the didtrermoury. On 9 February 2006,
Maoists raided the main store of the National MaheDevelopment Corporation at
Hirauli in Chhattisgarh’s Dantewada district. THaymped off the guards and made off
with a massive haul of explosives and other mdteriithe 20 tonnes of loot was
reportedly spirited away by several hundred miitidundles slung from bamboo poles.
Nearly every other week there is news of strike$ eounterstrikes by the Maoists and
the security forces. But what stand out are theipety planned and focussed Maoist
attacks-on the security forces, on vigilante groiesthe Ranvir Sena and Salwa Judum,
and on state property. In Maoist parlance thisnewn as Tactical Counter Offensive
Campaign, or TCOC. An unlikely, dispersed army 6f0D0 ‘hardcore underground
cadre’-to use a phrase of the central Ministry ofrié¢ Affairs-largely secreted in forests
and remote villages is taking on the might of ttages flatly disproving current notions of
democracy and its most visible symbol, an electtigment. They carry, according to
intelligence estimates, between six and seven #mlgegular weapons-AK series
automatic rifles, INSAS rifles used by the armyciant .303 Enfields, and a range of
revolvers and pistols-some bought, but mostly gedbbrom police and paramilitary
personnel or guards at railway stations in snatch+an or kill-and-take strikes. In
addition, they carry an entirely incalculable aeden countrymade handguns, choppers,
knives, bows and arrows. They build rudimentarydeuasta tingly effective mines from
robbed explosives using know-how initially learndrh the Liberation Tigers of Tamil
Eelam (LITE). They have also developed basic dssifgm rocket launchers, made
through fronts in small foundries across India.

Vast swathes of the country are given up to arnealutionaries and militia: local
guerilla squads-called dalam in 3 southern andraknhdia-and groups of active
sympathizers, the militia, called sangham. Maoistitim is estimated by several
intelligence analysts at over 50,000; and sympathjzon account of many being



underground in urban India, as well as in sevewtforganizations, are a shadowy army
of as yet inestimable numbers. In July 2006, forineme minister of Karnataka M.
Mallikarjun Kharge announced in the state assertty members of 5,000 families in
Bangalore alone were in one way or another invoiveNaxal activities-as fronts, for
active propaganda or in providing shelter and koggs During my research for the book,
a Maoist intellectual in Hyderabad would tell meilsmgly, “You would be surprised to
know where all we have friends.” In 2002, a top remuic advisor to former Prime
Minister Atal Behari Vajpayee claimed to confidatiigt he lost sleep over the rising
Maoist ‘problem’. This is not paranoia; it's prolhabwvorse: the inability of India’s
security agencies to correctly gauge the abso&aetr of India’s Maoists.

There is little debate that the spread of Maoifli@nce is at its core the consequence of
bad governance-or plain nongovernance-and crusépgpitation in the world’s next
superpower. There have been instances in BiharJaatkhand where illiterate tribals
have been told that they own just six inches oirtlaad; what lies below the six inches
belongs to others: the state, the local trader)dba moneylender-now established via-
media for mining interests. Such reality makes d¢begratulatory data and conclusions
abo,ut today’s India, much of it true, seem aditibllow.

The world is sitting up and taking notice of Indiacause the ‘good news’ stories are
coming at a faster clip than before. Finally, Indsain a position it has wanted for
decades: From being known as a country of littleehand few jobs, it is now known as a
country with a future and one that takes away F\etld jobs. From being a geopolitical
minnow, it is now badgering the world for a perm@nseat in the United Nations
Security Council. And by playing host to the Wo8dcial Forum in January 2004 and
other major forums since, for the ‘have-nots’ abeen-slighteds’ of the world, India also
appears to have arrived at the balance of victdnaetim-a country that both Bill Gates
and the Brotherhood of Man, the increasing compéaglobally networked activism,
could praise.

This is what ‘India Shining’ was built around. Bibe slogan, among other things, broke
the back of the Bharatiya Janata Party (BJP) in20@4 national elections. It entirely
missed the plot in rural India, where three-quartdrthe country’s 1.12 billion still live,
and where about 280 million comprise landless adtical labour, traditionally trod
upon. It also missed the point by trumpeting theieaements and aspirations of the
middle classwhich the most optimistic estimates @u250 million. According to the
National Sample Survey Organization, a similar nemlkwhich constitutes a third of the
rural population, lives on less than Rs 12 a dag [dwest 10 per cent, or 25 million, live
on less than Rs 9 a day). In Orissa and Chhattistjae proportion of rural people living
on less than Rs 12 a day is between 55 and 57epé&rin Bihar, Jharkhand and Madhya
Pradesh, it is between 46 and 47 per cent; everelatively wealthy and hyped
Maharashtra and Karnataka, it is’ 30 and 32 pet, aespectively. All these states, in
their rural entirety or in vast rural pockets, cbueftwing extremism as severe
manifestation.

The United Nations Development Programme (UNDP)jcéinand the World Food
Programme have other depressing statistics: closehalf the children here are
malnourished or stunted, and a fifth of the totapyation of the country go hungry.
Nearly three quarters of Indians still don’t haeeess to safe drinking water or sanitation.



Reports by Transparency International regularly liglia as among the most corrupt
nations in the world. These are numbing cliched, ttragically, lead to blindness, as if
the numbers are too large and, therefore, meamsisigleThe country’s policymakers
remain mesmerized by the promise held out by theatled BRIC report of 2003 that
made headlines around the world, and in India nead&ar of Roopa Purushothaman, a
co-author of Indian origin of the report issuedthg global investment firm Goldman
Sachs. Dreaming with BRICs:The Path to 2050 predi¢hat Brazil, Russia, India and
China would over the next four decades overtakeettemomies’ of UK, Italy, France,
Germany and Japan. Between 2015 and 2025, Inditddwoove past Italy, France and
Germany. Around 2032 or so, it would bid sayonardapan. By 2050, it would emerge
as the third largest economy after China and the(AIR007 edition of the BRIC report
has speeded up India’s goals, spurred by impregsiosomic growth rates of 9 per cent
ayear.)

If the BRIC report were published in 1991, the yéadia’s fits-and-starts economic
liberalization programme took root, derisive lawghtvould have sounded across the
world. In 2003, there was grudging acceptance ahraad euphoria at home. As ever,
though, the caveats were there: greater macroedorsiability is required, along with
more transparent institutions and smoother funatgrmore openness to investment and
trade, and much better education, social care eatiiitare. The report stayed away from
issues such as corruption, social inequity anddgnm poverty-after all, it was a ‘good
news’ document.

In 2020, just over a decade from now, around tingetimy daughter would have
graduated from university and would be looking &gob, and around the time, going by
the BRIC report, that India’s economy would be sgag to zip past Germany’s, our
urban population would have gone up from aroung&3cent of the total now to 40 per
cent. In absolute numbers, this would mean shoatmfrom 285 million to 540 million,
an immense challenge, even with a rapidly growingnemy. Alongside, while die
proportion of rural population would lessen, it uastill be in the range of 820 million.
The same area, 350 million more people, and arthmdame number of new jobs to be
created, with the average growth in wages expdatedmain below the rate of inflation
through much of this century. As for feeding thdood grain production would have to
increase to 260 million tonnes a year, up from1B& million of 2005. In the past 15
years, food grain production increased by 29 nmillionnes; in the next fifteen, it needs
to more than double.

Meanwhile, the squeeze on India’s creaky cities langkly unorganized, only-good-for-
votes rural India would be massive, and so, toe,clances of anger and resentment at
being bypassed by growth.

‘Sorry, India is not a superpower,” Fortune magazumsually upbeat about India this past
decade, would scathingly reflect in an article byop editor, Cait Murphy, quoting
numbers of destitution and apathy to show thatcthentry wasn’t much better off than
some down and out African nations. Indeed, Murphggested that given how much
India needed to fix before it could assume theemsbn of a world power ‘that is
probably the wrong ambition for it anyway.’
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The spokesperson for CPI (Maoist), who goes byndraee of 6 Azad-Free-says strikingly
similar things: ‘Our beloved country, so rich intmal wealth, human power and
ingenuity, has been reduced to a condition thanisome respects, worse than that of
countries of sub-Saharan Africa.’

Both the exuberant and the cautious signal a sétutlis. But both are agreed on one
point: With extreme inequity, the two Indias wiltevocably remain two.

And often, at war with each other.
‘Yeah,” B watched me, unblinking, after | had laidt some basic observations. ‘So?’

So | am not really surprised, | said, that the esseof Naxalbari, the movement that
began in 1967 with farmers fighting landlords itirgy patch of rural Bengal abutting the
tea gardens, still lives as a reality check. ledivmore than 30 years after the government
killed off several thousand idealistic, often naarened activists~mostly students towards
the end-and tortured and scared,the rest into |gioni and assimilation. So much so,
that while present-day armed revolutionaries t¢adhiselves Maoists, in public discourse
they continue to be interchangeably known as Naxalslaxalites.

‘Oh, they’re much more organized

‘Compared to the Naxalbari folks, these

disciplined, closer to the book.’

now,’ B intervened.

people are far more

B meant the Red Book, a popular name for the vgstiand revolutionary philosophy of
Mao Zedong, with its cornerstone phrase: ‘To rabdustified.” Mao once described
himself as ‘a lonely monk walking the world witHeaky umbrella’. In 1945, as World
War Il was winding down, he wrote, ‘Without a Pesipl Army, the people have
nothing.” By 1949, the people, and the people’syamad an entire country, driven by a
ruthless, determined man who united a troddent apt dispirited nation. Of course, in
China today, Mao, ‘The Great Helmsman’, exists myaas a watermark on currency
notes, as a portrait at T'ian An’men Square andhés memento, an unlikely witness to
the country’s runaway economic growth (Mao’s p@scare now diplomatically labelled
by the leadership as ‘70 per cent good, 30 7 pat bad’). And, disturbingly, in a
parallel that commentators who thrive on ‘the Dragersus the Elephant’ comparisons
of China’s and India’s economies often choose twig, China is a country where three-
fourths of the population is forcefully kept awayrh the urban magic of the eastern
seaboard. In January 2006, the Ministry of Pubdicusity admitted that ‘mass incidents’-
riots and protests, in simpler language-relategawerty, corruption and loss of land and
livelihood in the previous year totalled 87,000isTWwas nearly seven per cent more over
2004. And this was what the communist governmentited to publicly. Tellingly, the
Chinese appointed a senior minister just to detid poverty.

India’s Maoists have taken general guidelines fidao:

broad strategic imperatives like ‘protracted pe@plear’, and extensive use of guerilla
tactics to build ‘guerilla zones’ in rural areaben ‘liberated zones’, before finally
‘encircling’ the city-or ‘Citadel’ of Maoist lorelndia’s Maoists have also, chillingly,
gone lateral, moving with the times: they belielattwhile rural action remains the core,
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ground must simultaneously be prepared from thalensut; from the heart of urban,
industrialized, consumerist India. A document ¢tl&rban Perspective: Our Plan in
Urban Areas trom 2004 by CPI (Maoist) declareswe will have to concentrate on the
organization of the working class, which being teadership of our revolution has to
directly participate [in] and lead the agrarianaketion and the people’s war...On the
basis of revolutionary workers movement we willdige to mobilize millions of urban
oppressed masses and build struggles against mfiperiand feudalism...The urban
movement is one of the main sources which provickdres and leadership, having
various types of capabilities essential for thepte’s war and for the establishment of
liberated areas.’ This involves creating legal fsoto agitate on a wide range of issues
from dowry to WTO, harnessing the fear and angemdifa’s workers and of India’s
slums, and recruiting tech-savvy people to enritie tmovement’s arsenal and
communications.

The stealthy spread of Maoist practice and intemndia is stunning. Yet, the Ministry of
Home Affairs in its reports mildly terms Left extnesm as ‘another area of concern’-
itself an admission of the riven state of the nmatimat also counts the 8 arterial bleeding
in Jammu & Kashmir, Islamist terrorism and insurges in the North-East as ‘areas of
concern’. Till the spring of 2006, Naxalism haditglly clocked in at number three in
the Ministry’s reports, after the premier spot hejdseparatism in Jammu and Kashmir,
followed by the North-East insurgencies. Evidenttgding from India holds greater
primacy as an internal security threat than Letraarism, which doesn’'t seek to cede
from anything or assert regional identity but t@lently change the political system
altogether by discounting the present constituteord dismissing electoral politics.
However, the ministry does acknowledge that Naralis not merely a law and order
problem but has deep socio-economic dimensionsadamission . that has, ironically,
been paid little serious attention. In its anmeglort for the year ended March 2004, the
ministry admitted that ‘55 districts in 9 statesamely Andhra Pradesh, Bihar,
Maharashtra, Orissa, Madhya Pradesh, Chhattisghdtkhand, West Bengal and Uttar
Pradesh are afflicted with Naxalism’. This, evea thinistry now acknowledges, was in
pursuit of the rebels’ aim of creating a Compactd@ationary Zone extending, to begin
with, from the borders of Nepal to the depths ofdAra Pradesh-sometimes luridly
referred to by politicians and the media as the Redidor. By the next annual report,-
for 2004-5, the states ‘afflicted with Naxalismimained the same but the district count
had climbed to 76. By the time the new-look, mudtipolour-photograph report for
2005-6 came in, the ministry had blatantly IYeguimesse data, sometimes in the same
paragraph. In this report, the same nine statesisaesel in the opening section on Left
extremism, but with the heading ‘Naxal Violenceadged to ‘Naxalism’, and the phrase
‘afflicted with Naxalism’ changed to ‘badly affeckethough in varying degrees’. After a
sentence, the report admits that ‘Naxal violence haen reported from 509 police
stations in 11 States including these nine Stabeg’qualifies this by reminding us that
the total number of police stations in the counsyi2,476. | would hear from caustic
intelligence officials and security analysts tha¢ tHome Ministry might as well begin
counting the number of households affected by Nsxalas that approach would present
an even rosier picture.

This somewhat unreal and confused presentationneee® in the same report, with a
chart listing a twelfth state-:-Kerala. It alsor&cludes some mention of Karnataka and
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Tamil Nadu. By the time Prime Minister Manmohan gbirtermed Naxalism as India’s
‘greatest internal security threat’ at a meetind\pril 2006 of chief ministers and senior
officials of states ‘critically, moderately and rgarally affected’ by Naxal violence, the
count of ‘affected’ states had climbed to 14, tdude Uttarakhand-bordering Nepal-and
Haryana, bordering Delhi.

Punjab, well represented in the late 1960s ang 48i10s during the Naxalite movement,
is next in line. Here, too, it is the anger of #ieenated and insulted: failed crops, high
debt, humiliation of lower castes, a feeling ofrigetrapped without a voice in one of
India’s most prosperous regions. Bant Singh, a-8ikimber of an avowedly progressive
faith that broke from caste-bound Hinduism-is todaguadruple amputee because in
January 2006 ‘upper caste’ Sikhs whom he helpgautan jail for raping his daughter
took brutal revenge. He has emerged as a beacdinefdower castes and budding Naxals
of Punjab. He sings songs from his hospital beduabhow the days of ‘oppressors’ are
numbered. Broken and angry men, women and chilgiagmer around him.

By the Indian government’s own admission, the nundféNaxalism-affected districts is
16S-that’s nearly 30 per cent of the country’,altaf 602 districts. It isn’t surprising,
then, that the Home Ministry’s reports for publmnsumption do not carry maps of this
reach. Maoist links have grown, and despite theeguwent's ruse, it's becoming a
gradually recognized truth, occasionally seen i tieps that appear in the print and
electronic media at times of a spike in Maoist erae. When | met the revolutionary
poet and Maoist ideologue P. Varavara Rao-populantywn as VV-in Hyderabad, he
gave me an interesting perspective on statisties.rmovement began around one village,
West Bengal’'s Naxalbari, he said, and was crushesixi months. Yes, it had by then
hyper-jumped into several areas of Bengal, Bihardha Pradesh, Punjab and Orissa,
but the original uprising in Naxalbari was crushedix months. ‘Likewise, in Andhra,
our revolutionary movement was inspired by the &ikam struggle, in the areas of
Vatapatra, Parvathipuram and Palakonda. Even Sri&ak ended soon.” Charu
Mazumdar-Naxalbari icon-had said that the Indianyawould not be able to do anything
to Srikakulam, which had 10 been declared a ‘litestazone’, and that by 1975~the
whole of India would be liberated. But it was allostly over by 1972. ‘Even the
Telengana armed struggle of 1946 to 1951 was ealemm two districts, Warangal and
Nalagonda,” VV pointed out. ‘And [now] see wherehias gone,” he gloated. ‘Two
districts. One village. Three areas. And today, dbeernment itself acknowledges that
revolutionary movement exists in 14 states anddeeiasing all over the country.’

People tasked with combating the Maoists on thergiare aware of the true import of
this spread. They are not taken in too much byntivaber and nature of ‘skirmishes’. |
heard Chhattisgarh’s director general of police. ®&hor, for one, dramatically caution
a room full of senior policemen and intelligencedis from acrOss the country in Raipur
in February 2007, at a time when the Maoists wégarly on the defensive in Andhra,
but not elsewhere. ‘Statistics of incidents nevee @ real picture on the ground,” he
warned. ‘Whatever is visible is only the tip of ticeberg. Whatever numbers [of Maoist
cadre strength] are coming up, there are ten ti@® underground. Unless caution is
exercised, volcanoes can erupt...Instead of goynstdtistics we should grapple with the
problem.’
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For much of middle-class India, Maoism today is stiing vaguely alarming, to do with

shifting lines on the country’s map that they sgery once in a while in the mainstream
media. To me, these are as significant as the bheontrol on India’s western border

with Pakistan and northern borders with China. sehees within India mark ideologies

of the ‘oppressor’ and the ‘oppressed’; they markd lost to landmines, crude bombs,
gun battles and ‘encounters’-a euphemism for kirduring faked escape attempts.
They are the connected lines of conflict acrostvipolice and paramilitary forces battle
daily against bands of the desperately disaffected.

The danger lies in increasing the degree of deBualall accounts, half a billion people
will remain a long way away from the country’s higilowth party in the foreseeable
future. They won't like it one bit, and many-evemadest one per cent of this amounts
to five million people~ould do anything to craste tharty, to destroy the framework, if
they cannot join in the merrymaking. There is algeanough ill will and resentment 11
about for generations. Here’s just one ‘exampleth@ygovernment’s own reports, of the
40 million people displaced since Independence dnyous projects like dams and big
industries, less than a quarter have been refabilit For the rest, policy is as you go, or
none at all. There was the incident of the chiefieeer for a dam on the Narmada river
in Madhya Pradesh simply painting ‘162’ over thppeoved’ figure of ‘101’ when the
number of villages submerged by the dam projecteded the latter amount. According
to a report by Amrita Patwardhan, ‘Dams and TriBabple in India’, more than 1.7
million tribals have been displaced by major damojgmts. The areas for which these
numbers are highest match the Naxalite-affectedsacé Orissa, Bihar, West Bengal,
Andhra Pradesh, Madhya Pradesh, Maharashtra aachkiiand. .

Meanwhile, there is a steady growth in urban inffluem the’ neglected rural areas,
bringing with it a fallout of development that fesanned for.

The story isn’t very pretty in urban India. Mumiii60 per cent slum. In Delhi, there is a
continuing political battle to ‘regularize’ vasltabal colonies of migrants, little more than
tin shack and exposed brick laced with open sewaryof which, in typical Delhi
acronymic, are called JJ Colonies. Nothing to dthwiawaharlal Nehru, the country’s
first prime minister, as | had erroneously assummechy university days. 11 is simply
fhuggifhonpri. Hovel-hovel. Bare sh.ack-bare shdtk how an estimated 50 million
Indians in large cities live. Tinder for the takingiways the first choice i~ politico-
religious pogroms, and according to Maoist docusemtmajor component of their
blueprint. It is increasingly being accepted ip 8&curity and policymaking circles that
India carries the potential to explode in socioremuic cataclysm that would in
comparison make a conflict between India and Pakistppear as a mere flash-bang
grenade blast. Wars fought on account of standafdkving and opportunity will
continue to have increasingly greater purchasee NIhoists, their sympathizers, or any
emergent left-wing movement, will be present telage this.

The Maoists are patriots, by their own admissidn. this, they have even received
bizarre endorsement from the unlikeliest of sourdgal Thackeray, leader of the
virulently right-wing and Hindu chauvinist Shiv Semparty, who called the Maoists
‘patriots’ 12 in the autumn of 2006.) India’s Masiglo not want a separate country.
They already have one. It’s just not the way theyl like it-yet.
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I want to find out more, | told B that March evegirPut faces and thought to statistics,
obfuscation and denial.

Finally, B reacted. ‘Revolution is a no-brainer tims place!” he exploded. Then he
unleashed a string of curses that included sewdrahe present-day cabinet of the
government of Indiaincluding the Prime Minister Biglf-and high-profile policy makers
like the deputy chairman of the Planning CommissMantek Singh Ahluwalia.

‘The ingredients are all there,” B ticked them dff.India life continues to be cheap, the
system corrupt, governance patchy, and basic tiaséind human dignity a matter of
daily struggle. He rattled off numbers, using tmevarsal million and billion instead of
the traditional Indian units of lakh and crore. (Yapprove 150 billion rupees for fresh
paramilitary forces, you can write off 1,000 biHioupees in non-performing assets of
companies, but you can’t write-off the 75 billiom agricultural indebtedness that will
immediately raise the lives of the 700 million wlepend’ on agriculture! Farmers. are
dying by the hundreds and they're following theVWdoBank prescription of reducing
subsidy to agriculture, to food, and handing owerdl to companies for what is nothing
more than contract labour for cash crops. But sywe, have no problem allocating a
billion dollars to promote Indo-US partnership. wlgcan these guys ignore more than
half the country and then expect those who hatle kir nothing to roll over and play
dead?’

It's how angry people talk, in suppositions andtaway figures to make general points.
But B wasn't far off the mark. In India,numbers amnedanger of losing all meaning,
remaining just numbers when they ought to tell @ysto shake the country out of
slumber.Agriculturethese days may account for anlfffth of India’s gross domestic
product (GDP), ceding space to booming servicesrasdrgent manufacturing sectors,
but over two-thirds depend, in one way or anotbaragriculture to make a living. As B
and | spoke, in early March 2006, more than 30né&xs had 13 already committed
suicide in Andhra Pradesh, Maharashtra and Punjafei first three months of the year,
primarily over indebtedness arising from increasgalt costs, crushing interest rates
charged by private moneylenders and unsold prodacaccount of oversupply and low
prices.

To be fair to B, he is in good company, though nfooen Civil Row than Angst Avenue.

‘... Yet even a hundred Bangalores and Hyderabali:ot, on their own, solve India’s
tenacious poverty and deep-seated inequality. Trg poor in India get a small-and
basically indirect-share of the cake that inforimatiechnology and related developments
generate,” Nobel Prize-winning economist Amartyan Se&ites in The Argumentative
Indian: Writings on Indian History, Culture and idiey, a collection of essays that hasn't
moved from bestseller lists in India since its jeddion in 2005 and is a well-regarded
gift among the upper-middle classes. ‘The removabaverty, particularly extreme
poverty, calls for more participatory growth on aevbasis, which is not easy to achieve
across the barriers of illiteracy, ill health, ungaeted land reforms and other sources of
severe societal inequality.” In November 2006, argeanother person say this, and as
politely, to an auditorium full of students, actts and a smattering of leaders from
Dusiness and politics. Anu Agha, chairperson of Ehae-based heavy ,engineering
company Thermax Limited, widely respected as bosuecessful businessperson and
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also one - with a conscience, crumbled India’s slehal ideas of progress. ‘The state
has to. uphold ethical values,” she said, and lohgekboth state and business to guard
against ‘unjust development that excludes and alésnthe poor’. She urged more
spending on education and healthcare, mentionedhbdargest single cause of deaths in
India is diarrhoea, and how a rank of 126 out & Ivthe global Human Development
Index is a matter of great shame, an indicatohefdistance India has yet to travel. She
guoted a newspaper article to call for a secondpeddence, ‘independence from hunger,
ignorance and marginalization’. Two months laterJanuary 2007, at the high-powered
World Economic Forum meet at Davos, an Indian cairclof the summit, Bharati
Telecommunications chairman Sunil Mittal, among Wealthiest people in the world,
said more or less the same thing: ‘At the upper, @nd a very small pyramid of high
growth.People outside have to be brought in. Ifwloeld does not harness this restless
pool, we could be looking at trouble.’

In India the call of the market through helter-sielcapitalism and that of Mao are
proving to be both seductive and immensely dangerou

‘Are you going to help me?’ | asked B.

‘No problem,” he said smoothly. ‘I'll make some IsalYou never know who might agree
to meet you.” He turned sombre at the door, ag ugaafter thanking him for the drinks
and conversation. ‘I suggest you be careful. ltasyvmessy out there. Both the
government and the Maoists are on edge. Thingsrea#y escalating now. The
government may be confused but there’s factionatéisthparanoia among the Maoists as
well, with the state turning on the heat.’

Togo anywhere alone without telling those who miblp you is to be silly, he said.
‘“Try not to get caught in the middle. Neither ty@/ernment nor the Maoists like to be
told they are wrong. If you're seen to be playirgngs, you’re marked.” | would soon
come to realize it. As an independent researchemytiwas welcome, as it signalled no
ties to any media organization, the establishmentiee anti-establishment. But
independence was an’ irony that cut both ways. Wakn't affiliated to any m~dia, a
university, or some tangible organization, who waally with, what kind of story
would I tell? Could | be trusted? Was | playingtbstdes? If | wasn’t ‘one of us’, was |
then ‘against us’? While numerous doors were opetied uncertainty cost me some
closed doors. This is particularly true of my imigion with the Maoists; on the
defensive in Andhra Pradesh, and acutely awarenb&reced state security in several
other key states where they dominate and operagy, Wwere deeply suspicious, and
stopped the kind of easy access-which some josteatall Maoist Travel Service-that
they had provided the media through much of 20@btha early part of 2006. (It was far
easier to gain access in Nepal, where the Maoiat® lior long had the run of the
country.)

From the beginning | was clear that | would no¢w@ipt a history of Maoism in India; I'm

not qualified, and | believe the 15 best histonéshe movement have been and will be
written by those within it. This book is more avebogue. Essentially, | wanted to adopt
the role of storyteller, to attempt to tear thd wéidenial that urban, middle-class-and-up,
policymaking India lives behind without realizingetre’s a poison pill inside the nationof
the nation’s own making. | wanted to portray thergdayness of Maoism and reactions
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to it. It seemed important to me to expose thekihonof both the Maoists and the state;
get a sense of how people, subject and victim dh &ides, play the game, or are caught
in the middle. What | found is both revealing ardisturbing.

As a child in Kolkata-t~en Calcutta-in the late @86and early 1970s, Naxals for me
were young men in jeans and batik kurtas who tHviahlotov cocktails and soda bottles
at police, fought battles with knives and handgwig.family and | had been caught at
the sidelines of pitched battles between groupNadals and the police while shopping
for someone’s wedding or visiting family, or whidbeit to Sunday lunch. Shielded by our
parents, my sister and | looked out at an urbaglguwe couldn’t understand, with boys
falling to their face on the street, and sometinpdicemen. It was like the movies.
Screaming, sirens, explosions, blood.

Walls, especially near colleges and university casep, werecovered in graffiti, in angry
letters and exhortations against ‘oppressors’, flagls, depictions of police firing and
torture in lurid blood-red. Studies would be blatiker days, even after the Bangladesh
war of 1971, the euphoria of victory forgotten &slence peaked in the streets.

For me, personally, the climax came with an ovdrnhigperation by the Indian Army
against a university residence right across ourtegeet that housed students of
the )adavpur University, established, ironicallyfrnAmerican money. Using a work-in-
progress drainage ditch that had eaten up the tatedone night the army massed attack
with automatic weapons trained on windows thatrduthe evenings would be full of
students. My sister and | saw soldiers marchinthiough the gates. Seeing our open
window, some of them shouted at us to shut it. Wieahd discreetly opened another one
further along. Then we heard 16 automatic weapioing)f what sounded like pistol shots,
and what sounded like bombs. Then we heard scrédnswent on through the night.

It was quiet the next morning. Even the crows gratfrews seemed to have flown away
somewhere safer. We watched students being martfaedis above their heads, like
prisoners and several being kicked and beaten stitks and rifle-butts. Some were
taken into the adjacent police station, others vereled into trucks. For close to a week,
we heard the frequent sound of screaming from thiecep station. It confused and
frightened us. The government of India and In@@ndhi-depicted in West Bengal as
the goddess Durga after the 1971 war-whom we veerght to revere by the family and
at school, appeared to us to do a lot of killing: fdther, a mild-mannered businessman
more comfortable with theatre and languages, wask&u at the extent of it. He had no
answer when | innocently asked him why some pew@e picking up guns and why
they were being killed when there wasn’'t any cabmower ruling us any more. Why
were they fighting? To gain freedom from what?

| would ask these questions even today. This b@skthken me across several states in
India, from air-conditioned offices and homes iagas like Delhi, Mumbai and Kolkata
to lesser cities, dirt-poor villages and mosquitfested forests in Chhattisgarh, West
Bengal, Andhra Pradesh, Bihar and Jharkhand t@ gense of India’s little understood,
most misunderstood war. If J have focussed on filkparh, it is for the same reason
that the Maoists and the government have focussei. ¢-or the former, it is both a
sanctuiry from the establishment and a laboratdrgoots, well-meaning and savage in
turn, for its rural government and the developmaind base area; for the latter, it is a
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laboratory, too—and seldom less than savage-fde steackdown camouflaged as a
people’s ‘counter movement’, the riotously contnei@ Salwa Judum. In the local
Gondi dialect, Salwa Judum means ‘purification huftte government’s translation of it
is ‘peace march’, another card in the game of aaunsurgency, which essentially pits
groups of state-sponsored vigilante tribals-thasghtened by the Maoists as well as
those forced by police and paramilitary to herdoimspecial campsagainst Maoist-
indoctrinated and controlled tribals.

Chhattisgarh, and the region known as Dandakaraayh/ where the current stage of
Left revolution will meet its glory or death. Eithevay, | believe the movement will
morph into something unrecognizable by today’s sacéls, in much the same way that
today’s state of revolutionary play would have b&sromprehensible 40 years ago in
Naxalbari or the streets of Calcutta.

In 2006 India’s economy touched a growth rate gheiper cent a year. The World
Economic Forum in Davos heralded India as a shavcasintry. Outsourcing became
India.

In neighbouring Nepal, Maoism won, and the revétuj after getting rid of the king’s
absolute power, engaged in co-writing an interinmstibution, showing what armed
revolution triggered by decades of neglect, nepoasid corruption can achieve. It was a
classic case of privileging violence: Nobody lisen this part of the world until a fire is
lit.

The same year, in India, nearly 750 people diddaoistrelated violence across 14 states,
second only to Jammu & Kashmir and ahead of theybmmlint in the North-East.
Through the first half of 2007, nearly every web&re has been news of Maoists, mostly
in ones and twos, being apprehended or killed inlka, Chhattisgarh, Maharashtra,
Orissa, West Bengal, Bihar and Karnataka. A squeézgou will, on the Maoists. But
there is also news of how the Maoists are shedslimgeven as they lick rheir wounds.
In spite of some spectacular, brutal strikes, saglthe one on Rani Bodli police post in
Dantewada, Chhattisgarlr, in which 55 policemen amhscripted ‘Special Police
Officers’ of the Salwa Judum were killed in mid-Mbr2007, the relative Maoist lull into
the year is to just ‘lie low, regroup and devisevrstrategies’. For the time being they
have moved away from directly taking on the mighttlee state. The focus is on
selecting targets to attack through propaganda medisely planned armed strikes.
Documents, including the ones mentioned and exeerpt this book, suggest that
Maoists have now a basic command and control cewiress two-thirds of the country,
even in seemingly unlikely places like Gujarat, ldehal Pradesh and Rajasthan. Also,
getting squeezed in Andhra Pradesh simply meansadipg further and wider into
Chhattisgarh and the surrounding forest areas ofdBlkaranya, Orissa and Jharkhand.
And, according to doctrine, merging with NGOs, Hbdur unions and other front
organizations to carryon, to continually spreadrttessage of revolution in India’s urban
spaces. As Union Home Minister Shivraj Patil acklesged in Parliament on 5
December 2006: ‘...Like forests provide safe hidedn Naxalites in tribal areas, the
cities also provide them cover. Taking advantagehas, they plan to target major
installations in cities.’
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There is no indication of Maoism wrapping up, besathe key triggers for Maoism-
massively skewed development, massive corruptiord great social and ethnic
discrimination-show no signs of wrapping up eiti{egdf course, it doesn’t have to be this
way-if the central and state governments do as sheyld, if India’s prejudiced millions
do as they should, and do the right thing. If tkhey't, if a country desperately seeking
superpower status is blinded by unrealistic ambigmd social sores, the Maoists and
others like them will be there to show the way.

October 2007

BOOK |

Standing Orders for Armed Squads

1. Abide by squad discipline. Do not function adbog to one’s wish.
2. Squad must move only in the formation that leenldecided.

3. As soon as the squad reaches its den, the senisy be posted and protective covers
must be immediately taken. 4. Weapons rl{ust &&neld every day in a proper order.

5. Roll call must be conducted every day and rsacgsmatters must be instructed in
brief.

6. Protective patrolling must be taken up every dapund the den.

7. Everybody must keep their respective weaponhdiy side.lt must not be given to
civilians.

8. Only those who can throw grenades beyond 20esetust be provided with them.

9. Read Jung [the military manual]. Get others ¢éad it on one’s behalf.

* Central Committee, CPI (ML) People’s War

1

Dawn comes reluctantly to Dantewada. It's a quaafesr five in the morning, and this
one-street town is waking up under the fading lighta half moon. Along with the
vestige of night, there’s a lingering chill. Thewty district headquarters for an
eponymous district, is ilt the edge of the for&str some, this is the edge of civilization.

It's been a long night. The 7 p.m. service fromRaithe previous evening on Payal Air
Lines-a bus-was the typical Other India specideta or leave it. My sleeper berth, on
top of a tier of two diagonally across from theveri was a bed of musty rug stiffened
with dirt and decorated with rat droppings. Sdtup meant hitting my head against the
ceiling. Scant air came from tiny cracks in thenggithat jammed the windows shut, and
from exhalations of breath.

As it turned out, this was the luxury option foetten-hour ride south from the capipl of
Chhattisgarh. Those of us on the top tiers wereespthe crush. The lower berths on
either side, the twin aisles and the single rowstoéight-backed seats were all packed
with people by the dead of night, as we crossedirge of low hills that divide

Chhattisgarh into Relatively Safe and Torn. Darmtésy also known as South Bastar, the
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southernmost district of the tamarind-shaped statthe heart of India, lies in Torn.
People stood two-deep in the aisles. Tribal menm&o and children who had scraped
together a few rupees for the bonerattling ridenfreomewhere that few care about to
somewhere else that few care about; patient, vaegotessions, barely able clothes,
impervious to the sudden cold that shook me tdotiree as we crossed the hills. My fare-
Rs 260-is worth ten days’ earnings in good timethase parts. In bad times-well, bad
times are bad times, anything more than the alesdluitality of zero is a blessing. It's
how a third of the country lives, and half of Crttsgfarh.

In these parts, if you don’t have your own carwo-twheeler, you ride broken buses or
broken jeeps on broken roads. There is one majlovaathat cuts the state in half, at
Raipur, running from Mumbai to Kolkata. Another raegty line goes north to Delhi,

and runs east to end in urban Orissa, close tostatg’s own death lands seething with
stories of deprivation and turmoil. The Nationalghivay system largely follows a

similar pattern, leaving the rest of Chhattisgashbe ribboned with minor secondary
roads, dirt tracks and most often nothing but impi@ens made by the directional instinct
of generations. A slim, occasionally mined highvames run west from Dantewada into
the northern cleft of Andhra Pradesh, but only Igl@olice and the truly desperate use it.

There is now irony in the non-development in thilsal heartland. It is hard to get here,
and harder to move around, except on foot. Whenidflaevolutionaries scouted the
region over 25 years ago in preparation for a mstaging area, they found sanctuary to
regroup after being nearly annihilated twice: ia ttaive uprising of the 1960s and 1970s
over issues of food, land and notions of class; latet, in the early 1980s, when caste
anger and tribal disaffection boiled over. Theyrfdun these ancient jungles a place to
breathe, to hone tactics, to plan so~ial experimémtelevate the lot of India’s ignored
and trampled populations and recruit them into Mamist fold. A true-blue ‘guerilla
base’ to upgrade to a ‘guerilla zone’. GB to GZMaoist-speak. ~ In this play of anger
and arms, it was logical to assume that a places®te and forsaken would also deter
the police and paramilitary forces. No longer. ‘Ybsee a lot of road-building work in
the villages there,” professor of sociology at Bedhi School of Economics and human
rights activist Nandini Sundar, a long-time obsereé Bastar, had told me in Delhi
several weeks earlier. ‘Even near villages thatehbgen forcibly emptied by Salwa
Judum,” she added, referring to the belligererntro¥iolent state-sponsored programme
of resettling tribals and denying Maoist rebelsirthiggeatest assets: food, shelter and
sympathizers. ‘Nobody bothered with roads for desad hey’re now building roads to
carry troops and supplies. It's a war out there.’

Nandini had also told me of other things. Of how #dministration, to inspire terror,
spreads rumours about the 24 paramilitary Nagalbatt stationed in Bastar to combat
the Maoists-rumours that these hardy soldiers fidagaland ‘are not above cutting off
heads and eating human flesh’. The otherwise gé&tagla troops, mostly boys in their
early twenties transported 2,000 kilometres frormédo fight someone else’s war, have
sometimes fuelled the rumours with their actionan®lni told me of an experience while
on a fact-finding mission as part of Delhibased ghge Union for Civil Liberties in
December 2005. ‘I saw them slaughtering confiscatgtle in front of us. There have
been many other instances of grabbing.’ It's a vaad alienation and thoughtlessness
come with it.
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It's a war of propaganda as well, often fought m&ghe jungle. Invitations from Maoist
front organizations arranging meetings to protespldcement of tribal villagers often
add on ‘sayings’, like one that purports to be ‘@pplar saying of the Muria Adivasis of
Bastar, Chhattisgarh’ and uses the image of thaumé#idee, the fragrant flower of which
is a key source of livelihood:

Heaven is g feast of miles and miles of mahua tre&sd hell is a feast of miles and
miles of mahua trees with a forest guard in it.

Politicians too routinely exaggerate things. Forn&iP minister and member of
parliament Arun Shourie would claim to delegatea Bebruary 2007 security conference
in Raipur that all civil rights groups were to bedted with the deepest suspicion, and
that he had severed links with the People’s UnarChivil Liberties-active, among other
places, in Chhattisgarh-several years ago wherealzed that it was ‘populated with
Naxals’. The climate is poisoned in Bastar, anel times vicious. For deterrence and
revenge, people have been raped, beaten, murderée Istate, their homes reduced to
ruin, footstock destroyed for even a tiny hint afll@boration-ready or forced-with
Maoist rebels. The Maoists too have done their damacking to death suspected
informants, blowing up both police personnel andniers of Salwa Judum, as well as
innocents who happen to be at the wrong placeesatitbng time.

On 25 October 2005, near the small town of Bhai@timgn west Dantewada, the Nagas
and Salwa Judum toughs ran through a tribal villegibed Mukavelli. They burnt
down some huts,demolished others, and shot deadvtwawen, wives of a suspected

Maoist sympathizer. One of the ladies was pregrfastray bullet grazed a child’s head-

he lived. A few days earlier, near Usoor, furthersty police and toughs had smashed

through Pangodi village. They burnt the place dotmugh not any people, as the
inhabitants had escaped into the surrounding junggieMankeli, a village in the nearby

Bijapur area, Nagas and Salwa Judum randomly srdeete burnt huts, and descended

upon a suspected Maoist sympathizer and his presi@e, who were farming at the time.

They first beat the man, then axed and knifed lgouged out his eyes, cut open his chest,

cut off his limbs and, for good measure, smashedhkiad. His wife and two smaller

children were made to stand and watch. Of the dbdgrthere’s been no news since that

day. This happened on Gandhi Jayanti, 2005.

The police and Salwa Judum have cut a swathe throwgr a hundred villages and
hamlets in the region. And in almost every casijngion has followed. On 28 February
2006, a truckload of Salwa Judum activists metanaine planted by the Maoists on a
hard-packed dirt road in southern Dantewada, aadtida, near Errabore. They were
returning from a rally to mobilize support agaitise Maoists. Twenty-six died; over
forty were wounded.

On 25 April 2006, villagers of Manikonta were ambad by some Maoists as they
returned from a relief camp to collect utensils andh from homes that the Salwa Judum
had forced them to abandon in order to enforceoacked earth policy. Two hundred
Maoists-some cadre in olive green uniforms and drmih guns, and the re~ militia
carrying a range of household weapons from axésiutaboo staves-attacked the villagers.
It was to be a lesson to turncoats. Two villageerewlynched. Nearly fifty were
abducted and beaten. Thirteen of them were exetwatede the rest were released.
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On at least one occasion, revenge went horriblyngrd\ little to the north in Kanker
district on 24 March 2006, just a month beforedktiohe bus to Dantewada, elements of
PLGA or People’s Liberation Guerilla Army of the ICfMaoist) blew up a jeep full of
traders and tribals returning from a weekly markeateighbouring Kanker district. It was
meant to be a warning against extending Salwa Jubeyond Dantewada district.
Fifteen 26 died, torn apart in the landmine exmosiand five were injured. The CPI
(Maoist) was forced to issue an apology, faxed deesgl media organizations: ‘We
publicly apologize and are keen to help the famité those killed in whatever way we
can...The incident was a total failure of our ilgeince network in which we mistook a
private vehicle for a police jeep.’

In this, the Maoists are one up on the state, sacht is-Chhattisgarh has offered no
apology for any police, Central Reserve Police EdiCRPF) or Salwa Judum action
beyond the bounds of operation, passing off exseaseit happens’. It happens for the
Maoists, too. In the collateral damage of retribatiterror and terrible justice, infants
have been burnt alive, people blinded or their 8rhiacked off. In one instance, a dead
body was booby-trapped, so those who came to seastue and investigate would be
blown up. It happened near Bhairamgarh, where Mauibtia killed a Salwa Judum
member. They placed a bomb under his body. As apgai Special Police Officers
(SPOs)-Salwa Judum cohorts paid and armed by thkat@$garh government-
accompanied a team of police to remove the bodypbtimb exploded. Two SPOs were
killed and several others injured. In another ieaig two Salwa Judum members picked
up a radio that sat innocuously in their path teseting. It blew up in their faces.

Rebels match the state of Chhattisgarh in guilebantility.
It's a dirty little war

Punjab Provision Store, ,a collection and droppaiiht for Payal Air Lines in Dantewada
town, is shut. | have to wait an hour to use thenghit advertises, as the mobile network
| subscribe to and all other private networks aeless here. Only state-run BSNL works
this far into Chhattisgarh, and that, too, patchiNew Suruchi Store, a tiny shop across
the street, is open; the owner is pumping a pristage to get tea going. | ask him for a
glass of it, and settle down on a bench to waitoElasionally leaves what he is doing to
try and kick awake the helper, asleep foetus-lik¢he floor on a piece of packing board.
The dusty glass cabinets hide garishly colourecesy@already flyblown this 27 early in
the morning. On the wall shelves are half-litretlest of Sprite lemonade and Thums Up
cola. And smaller bottles of the mysterious Max &olhich, the label proclaims,
‘Confirms International Standard and good tastetolsts Rs 8 a bottle. The owner tells
me it's a hit with some villagers on occasionalusgé. Nearby, the Bright Institute of
Technology & Education in a decrepit two-storey ifthimg encourages prospective
computer operators with the slogan ‘Step Into thglgness’. Sweepers, all women from
Andhra across the border-several key Maoist leadadscombatants in Dandakaranya
are also from Andhra—come by, raising clouds oftdssthey clear the debris of the
previous day into neat piles: pulped tomatoes, harmeeels, bottles of Zingaro beer and
plastic trash. A man, a co-passenger from Payalines, stands outside the run-down
Amber Lodge yelling to be let in. The Nagar Panehaffice, the record-keeping and
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administrative power centre of the town, has twang&ing new Samsung split air
conditioners perched outside, bits of plastic paglgtill stuck to them. (I will see none
anywhere else, except in the offices of a senioeducrat of the district and the police
chief.)

Two pigeons become four, then six, then dozenskifmsting on the dirt of the brofen
sidewalk. A few tribal boys cycle past on rustecchiaes, sliril fishing rods tucked under
carriers. A sturdy tribal boy wearing ‘faded trgzknts and a worn T-shirt that proclaims
‘L.A. Gigolo Business'—cheap rejects from India’edming garment export trade that
unites students on pocket money with the urbanrarad poor-walks past balancing two
huge loads of chopped wood on a pole. His namak&&n, and he tells me he’ll sell the
entire load, up to two days’ work, to eateries hndseholds for anything between Rs 20
and Rs 45, depending on negotiating capacity.

Just then, Punjab Provision Store opens with &ratftiron shutters and proffers from a
dangling sign the acronymic triumvirate that link®dernizing India more than any
amount of state propaganda: STD-ISD-PCO: Subsciiherk Dialling;

International Subscriber Dialling; Public Call Q@#. My hosts at the Vanvasi Chetna
Ashram, a local NGO, are only 12 kilometres awaye Tall goes through at first attempt.
I’'m early, Himanshu Kumar tells me. He’ll send same to collect me in a half-hour.
Remarkably, someone turns up in just twenty minutés a 28 taciturn man on a
motorbike. ‘Namaste,” he introduces ‘himself. ‘I'omgu.” And we’re off, scattering the
pigeons.

Just 200 metres behind Dantewada’s main streetdidisc watercolour country: Some

farmland; meandering streams, red from iron ore rand, that feed the Shank ani and
Dankani rivers; clusters of people and buffaloeibg in large ponds; tall, proud tribals
walking in ant-like line; carpets of sal trees gmatches of palm; the cry of birds and
cicadas. The green ore-rich range of Bailadila-Qmp Hill-stretches away to the

horizon to the left. It's a glorious cliche of nedlibeauty, as with that other faraway
conflict zone, Kashmir.

Of course, all isn't as it seems. The Chhattisgdwiman Development Report of 2005,
prepared with the blessings of the UNDP, whichiatéd the practice of what is now

universally called HDR, put things plainly enoughhe role of forests in people’s lives

and their livelihoods is the defining charactedstf Chhattisgarh state...It is apparent
that for many people, forests are not just a supigary source of livelihood but are
central to their lives.

‘This high dependence is found mainly in the theeeithern districts [Maoist-heavy
Dantewada, Bastar and Kanker] as well as in Surd(jme~and the forested belts of
Kabirdham, Janjgir-Champa and Raigarh. Access \gekier increasingly regulated and
governed by policy and unsympathetic policymakdise control of the state is all-
pervasive and is operationalized through the fogsirds and their administrative
hierarchy.” The root of harassment of tribals: aption, which is ammunition for the
Maoists Nearly a third of Chhattisgarh’s populatistiribal, the report says. Twelve per
cent more are low-caste, spread in the periphefgrests, rural areas, and at the bottom
of the urban heap. Eighty per cent of the ruralypapon, including tribals, depends on
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primitive mono-crop agriculture, and in a bad y#®s group has little recourse except to
scrounge in the forests-if possible--.:-ormigrateshut up and put up.

Perversely, the region is actually extremely rinhmineral and coal deposits, and the
Chhattisgarh government has signed a series of aeath over Rs 130 billion (13,000
crores) for companies to manufacture steel andrgenpower. The designated areas are
29 all within Maoist territorial ambit. The roottranale of Maoist presence in the state
has thus escalated from protecting tribals from petty thievery of traders and
moneylenders to what rebel propaganda labels awl dasceny perpetrated by business
houses, in compact with the state, by taking oaed |that belongs to tribals. If the
Maoists don't protect them, nobody else will. Lindrives fast and efficiently over the
ribbon of tar. A turn left before Faraspal villaged we have arrived. He switches off the
engine. We're in the middle of a forest, the ongnsof habitation, two low buildings and

a hut. There's absolute silence. For all practipatposes, we've disappeared in
Dandakaranya. In the Ramayana, Dandakaranyaptbstfof Dandaka, is where Prince
Ram settled down for his fourteen years in exil®tgereclaiming the throne of Ayodhya.
It was a cursed wilderness; full of demons andilgeste, and it was to remain so cursed
till Ram set foot in it, accompanied by his wiféeéSand brother Lakshman. Peace was
fleeting. Sita was abducted from their forest hdmyethe demon king Ravan, and in
Ram’s lofty chase to recover his bride, men, amnsgbds and demons, all displaying
various shades of good and various shades ofjewikd the battle. True to epic form,
good andl evil are often interwoven in the Ramayana perception holds the key.

Today's Dandakaranya covers an area of nearly 92ddfuare kilometres and spans
impressive chunks of the states of Andhra PradeShissa, Maharashtra and
Chhattisgarh-mostly Chhattisgarh. The area is peawaiice the size of Kerala. It is quite
hilly, and thickly forested, easily seen as a dagr&en deciduous vastness on Google
Earth or any proficient school atlas. Patches aplssof similar dark green link it all the
way north to Nepal and all the way south to Keralae forces of establishment and the
police, the assumed forces of good, simply cdlKt The forces of anti-establishment,
the hardcore of left-wing revolutionaries who cormsprthe CPI (Maoist) also call it DK,
but they have an additional acronym for the ard&SD, or Dandakaranya Special Zone.
It's been their home for over a quarter centungcsithe early 1980s, when armed action
began against landlords and moneylenders.

The Maoists too insist they are the forces of goAdpost at the popular web log
‘Naxalrevolution’ says: ‘The notion that a 30 Naxalsomeone who hates his country is
nalve and idiotic. He is, more likely, one who Bkkis country more than the rest of us,
and is more disturbed than the rest of us wheneles & debauched. He is not a bad
citizen turning to crime; he is a good citizen énvto despair.’

And to radically break the law, for which he is keshand killed.

Good versus good. As ever, reality can be deceptitvell inside Dandakaranya, I'm in
the four-room cottage Himanshu calls home. It's engprawling hut. I'm refreshed after
bathing in chilled well-water, and the simple lunahroti, dal, and potato curry tastes
heavenly after greasy eggs and glasses of sickieistga at a Payal Air Lines pit stop in
the middle of the night. Himanshu’'s wife Veenafegding their daughter Haripriya
lunch in an adjacent room, from which Mallika themgrel has been banished for the
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duration. She sits and whines outside the mosquiges door. Sampatti the maid brings
us fresh rotis.

‘Tell me about Salwa Judum,’ | ask Himanshu afterch as we stroll towards his office,
a low air-cooled building powered by solar energforkers and volunteers-young men
and women, a mix of tribal and non-tribal-are feedin data into several desktop
computers, data onLTTEracy programmes, water usesanitation. ‘There must \be
some root for Salwa Judum to take hold. It canfigem out of nothing.’

‘The Naxalis did get a little overconfident,” henaits. ‘And some cadre were clearly
pushing villagers. They would say, Don’t do thiglaton’t do that. Don't collect tendu
leaves [used to roll bidis] if you don’t get a leetprice. But what will villagers eat if they
don’t work? They would decide on projects and samet even marriages. In some
places this became a problem. ‘Equally, | beli®awa Judum is wrong. It's not a
spontaneous Jan Jagran [People’s Awakening] asgthernment claims, but a
government-sponsored movement. The governmentfpayverything. | tell them, you
can't fight violence with violence.” Himanshu clanto be a believer in the Sarvodaya
movement, a manner of post-Gandhian simple-liviteggooder philosophy propounded
by Vinoba Bhave, whose framed photograph findsepatlplace in the homestead. It's
also what prompted Veena to give up the middlesathisam of an American Green Card
and join her activist husband in these junglegehbir years earlier.

‘This Pisda, the collector, he’s a tribal himselfjmanshu refers to Dantewada district
collector K.R. Pisda, the seniormost civil admirasbn official of the region. ‘I told him,
You are giving away bows and arrows in the nam&aifva Judum. As a collector you
should be giving away pens.’ Pisda is in good rmatompany. Just days into Salwa
Judum, the local paper Haribhumithe Land of KrisbhalO July 2005 carried a
photograph of Pisda’'s counterpart in Kanker, S.KjuRposing with a standard military-
issue INSAS rifle. ‘They say, Listen to us, or weknd the Nagas,” Himanshu says. ‘It's
like asking children to shut up or a nasty dog vilte them. This is how the
administration scares villagers.

A young man drops by Himanshu’s desk to take at drfad letter to Pisda, mentioning
that a Dutch doctor has volunteered to work in aldum camps in the area, so could
he be given permission. lraise my eyebrows. Himanshgrinning. 1 ask if the
administration has ever put pressure on him, a kdatwe-say-orelse sort of thing.

‘The collector has said to me more than once, anbse the police-You must be giving
in(ormation to the Naxalis because you travel flame place to andther. 1tell them llive
in the forest, 1 can give information to them amgj 1 don’t need to travel for that. You
see, we empower people, teach them to read and, welt them about basic rights, and
this goes against local landlords, politicians, eanders and traders. So they call me a
Naxali...Let us just say the administration anddintain our peace.’ But this qualifier is
evidently too much for Himanshu. ‘1 mean, look la¢ tmentality of the administration,’
he says with more frustration than anger. ‘Somesdayo 1 wrote a letter pointing out
that there are no facilities in Salwa Judum carapsl, yesterday the concerned minister
announces flamboyantly, “Kaun kahta hai nahin HaasaWe will have ten lakh toilets
in Dantewada.” A million toilets for 2,00,000 fame$ in the area. These people say
whatever comes into their heads.’ A sturdy locakli®lev, drops by to say Salwa Judum
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have called a meeting towards the end of April drad they have requested use of the
ashram’s computers and printer to design posterd.félimanshu folds his hands and
raises them to his forehead in a classic gestuexa$peration. ‘Please thank them and
tell them to let us be.’

‘We’re caught in the middle in this civil war,” lsays, turning to face me. ‘The Naxalis
think I'm with the government as | don’t openly papt them, and the government thinks
I’'m with the Naxalis because | live in the foresdd criticize Salwa Judum. Both think
if you're not with us, you’re against us.’

We sip some tea and lapse into silence.

‘Hum to buri maut marengey,’” Himanshu says suddeig then escalates from how he
will die a ‘terrible death’ to ‘a dog’s death’: ‘Hu kuttey ki maut marengey.’

2

The news was pouring in as | prepared to trav€hbattisgarh on 20 April 2006. Nepal
was exploding with popular protest. CNN-IBN hasltary about the secretary to Nepal's
home minister being arrested fOfwarticipating inaami-king rally-if it had come to this,
the monarchy’s autocratic rule was all but overaj Aak, the Hindi news channel,
showed visuals of street battles in Kathmandu betweot-police and protestors,
including women. A boy screamed: ‘We have fought ¥4 days, we will fight for 14
weeks, 14 months and 14 years, but we want the tigp. Gyanendra chor!” Times
NOW zoomed in on Karan Singh, special envoy of Brifinister Manmohan Singh to
Nepal, as he settled into his business-class se#he Jet Airways’ Delhi-Kathmandu
flight. ‘“Yes, it's a delicate mission,” minced tlsen of the former maharaja of Kashmir,
related by marriage to King Gyanendra, as manyammdioyals are. ‘But I'm not
awed.. .overawed by it.” The channel then cut stoay titled ‘Cradle of Death’, about a
staggering 180 infant deaths in two months at aegowent-run hospital in Agartala,
capital of Communist Party of India (Marxist)-ledigura. But expectant mothers keep
going there, said the reporter, as the poor doewehan option. India’s health secretary
came on camera for a convoluted retreat: ‘.. .\Welaok into it. It shouldn’t happen,
and if anything had happened we would have knowut, dtill...” Sitaram Yechury,
Communist Party of India (Marxist) [CPI (M)] spokesson and dear friend to Nepal’s
Maoist chief Pushp Kamal Dahal, better known astaada, or 33 Fierce One, looked
every which way but at the camera: ‘...In such @tadisease can pick up...increase
before the rains...and...we are asking the statergment to look into it...’

In this part of the world excuses are used byelfteright and centre.

Seat 10A on the flight to Raipur from Mumbai wabitacramped, but there was enough
elbowroom for me to open a recent issue of Busmedd magazine that | found tucked
into the reading material and barf-bag flap in frohme. Blunt-talking economist Omkar
Goswami, a longtime acquaintance who runs the Nelitbased CERG Advisory, had
a column in it. He explained how former columnisidacurrent minister of state for
commerce Jairam Ramesh (who would in June 200éhsecAndhra Pradesh’s political
leadership by wise-cracking that the state hadtetdea Special Economic Zone to export
Naxalites) had told him years back about an ‘E&d$€anpur characterization of India’.
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Jairam’s point: the regions west of Kanpur, markgdhe longitude 80°24’ (East), were
doing better, wh~le those to the east of it wergh®ring away’. Omkar wrote that he
decided to go and check Jairam’s hypothesis byeciitly detailed data on India’s
districts, development blocks and villages. Hideajues and he pored over this data for
two years and, alongside, used data from the Ceofsinglia 2001-the most recent such
exercise-to map an India based on ownership ofcoess to 11 assets and amenities:
whether the household had a bank or post-officeéwtds a pucca house; electricity
connection; owned a TV set; owned a scooter or mgtte; used cooking gas; had an
in-house drinking water source or one within 500re® had a separate kitchen area; a
separate toilet; a separate and enclosed bathawgsp telephone. CERG then took the
results of these indicators of necessity and basjgration, what it termed Rural India
District Score, and put it on a map. The distriatere ranked in six grades, with
accompanying colours: Best (dark green), Good {(lggeen), Better than Average (very
light green), Average (white), Worse than Averagmaiige) and Very Poor (red).

All of central India showed as great patches oftavl@nd orange, with a couple of
splotches of red. Moving east into Jharkhand, QGlduarh, eastern Andhra Pradesh,
eastern Maharashtra, Bihar, Orissa, West Bengaharsd of northeastern 34 India, it's a
sea of red and orange with peripheral white andgkamds of varying shades of green-
one of these in the region of Kolkata. The whitalbaf ‘average’ spreads into peninsular
India, with some orange penetrations of ‘worse thaerage’< in Karnataka and Tamil
Nadu.

‘These “east of Kanpur” districts are dropping dffe development map,” Omkar
concluded. Anyone going through the ‘red’ and ‘@@ndistricts of the east, he wrote,
‘can easily trace the hotbeds of Maoist insurge@mstting the benefits of growth to these
districts is the greatest challenge of developraedtpolitical economy.’

If police and intelligence officials were to opetatsstical tables of socio-economic
growth and demographic spreads of the marginalaretithe dispossessed, and look at
maps of attacks by the Maoists, they would eastlg the future course of the ‘red
enemy’. Across much of rural India. And much ofambindia. We had taken *9ff for
Raipur as | read Omkar’s column. Bits of convemsat.ame from my companions, |OB
and 10C. | stole a glance. 10C had her manicuredfifger on a multicoloured
price/earnings (PIE) graphic in IOB’s magazine-TW&eek, with CPl (M) general
secretary Prakash Karat on the cover. (‘Is thedefhg right?’ a blurb on the contents
page asked when | later read the magazine. ‘A nef it emerging in India. One that
loves American capital and loves beating the ingbists at their own game.’)

‘When P is more than E, it's not very nice,” 10Cswalling IOB, a quiet gentleman. ‘The
PIE of tech stocks are very high, generally the &ihdian shares are higher than, say,
China’s. You should look at funds, mutual fundatie reeled off some names: Franklin
Templeton, SBI Mutual...

| leaned forward. ‘Ah, the gentleman is gettingtalised,” she said. No, | told her, just
surprised to hear this conversation on a flighReopur, the capital of India’s premier
Maoist-embattled state. They smiled politely.

10C, as it turned out, was Ritu Jain, a graduatéyolerabad’s Indian School of Business,
and employed at American Express in New Delhi aghaestment specialist. She was
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visiting hometown Raipur after 15 years for a fgmget-together. IOB was S.D.
Karmalkar, manager, human resources and admimistratith the cement company
ACC Limited and recently posted to Raipur.

He would be travelling onwards to an ACC plantamiil, near the industrial township of
Durg, a militant labour hub, to carryon negotiasamth recalcitrant union workers there.
His father had worked at the same plant for sewgrats, but this was one homecoming
he wasn’t looking forward to.

Karmalkar's main worry was restive contract worke&noop Singh?’ | asked. Singh is
a well-known labour leader in the area, and a leafl€hhattisgarh Mukti Morcha, an
organization that, among other things, had predsedthe state’s breakaway from
Madhya Pradesh. Police accuse him of Maoist links.

‘How do you know?’ Karmalkar was surprised.

‘I heard somewhere. What does he want?’

‘Permanency. Permanent positions for contract labou

‘Will you do it?’

‘No. We'll take some, make some permanent, but arét@fford to do it with all. It's the
contractor’'s responsibility, too. ..it's also thesponsibility of the state.’ It's political at
any rate, we agreed.

‘Have Naxals 1tassled you?’ | asked. ‘Here andvéieee?’

‘Yes, but not now.’

‘For what? Better terms for labour?’

He nodded.

It turned out Ritu had a Naxal connection too. ldeliceman husband, a management
graduate, away in the US to attend a programméetlohn F. Kennedy School of
Government, had been head of the anti-Naxal célladhya Pradesh till four years back.
These days he is posted on deputation to Sastaetrma Bal, armed paramilitary that
patrols the India-Nepal border. ‘Every morning weuld talk about the Maoist problem
in India, Nepal.. .about how it's spreading. Heltate, “If you spend some time in that
area, you begin to empathize with the Naxals. \eitsas a law and order issue, but it's
a development issue. You should see what happengetiels of exploitation are so
high.” | showed her Omkar’s column, and the adracarticle on indebtedness driving
farmers to suicide in Andhra Pradesh. That artieéntioned how several micro finance
institutions in rural areas funded by major privagetor banks like ICICI and HDFC
were hitting farmers with sky-high interest ratBsites ‘as much as 40 to 50 per cent per
annum’, according to the Krishna district 36 cdibecNavin Mittal. (That's more than
double the ra~e at which | repay ICICI for my caan.) In addition, Mittal alleged, they
were taking collateral like blank cheques and hamaenership documents-unethical
practices according to current banking law on migrance.

The plane wobbled. ‘Bad landing,” Ritu warned.sltjoing to be a bad landing. | know
it.” It was a hard landing on Raipur’s short runwBg@ng. Screech to a crawl. Hard left at
the apron turnoff, and 180-degree turn to parkelttlike riding an auto rickshaw fitted
with jet engines.

‘Where are you going?’ Ritu asked in farewell. B&#rmalkar and she were smiling.
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‘Dantewada,’ | replied. The smiles disappeared.

A small twin-engine B200 King Air, white with blugtriped livery, was readying for

departure as | walked towards Raipur's modest temilt's a plane owned by the

Chhattisgarh government, inherited along with Meoghen the state was carved from
Madhya Pradesh in November 2000.

As | entered the terminal, it became clear whomptllaee was being readied for: K.P.S.
Gill, former director general of police of Punjaithe hard-driving man credited with

annihilating Sikh militancy in a run from the lai®80s to 1995. He'd also had an
emphatic stint earlier in Assam. The retired pahea, and now controversial president
of the Indian Hockey Federation was only a dayiolflis job as security advisor to the
government of Chhattisgarh.

A day before Gill took office, thousands of Maoistgrounded Usoor village in Bijapur,
near the border with Andhra Pradesh, and basicltyoff the village of 2,000-odd
inhabitants from the rest of the state. The Timke#ndia quoted Chhattisgarh’s chief
minister Raman Singh as saying that 3,000 Naxaditddiers and militia-had taken part
in the operation. As there was a threat of landsjittee CM said, police from an outpost
22 kilometres away in Awapalli wouldn’t reach tHage before evening. As it turned out,
the Maoists merely roughed up some villagers, teresd all to keep away from Salwa
Judum cohorts and, point made, melted into thelgung

Two days prior to that, on 16 April, the Maoistsaaked a post of the Special Armed
Forces at Murkinar, about 30 kilometres 37 fromapijr, with AK-47s leading the
charge. They killed 11 policemen, injured five maad cleaned out the armoury. As it
stood, then, the score since Gill's appointmend ietao Zedong: 2, Kanwar Pal Singh
Gill: O. On account of fair play, | hadn’t countdte strike of 19 April. That day Maoists
blew up an armoured landmine-proof vehicle in Gédtloti district of neighbouring
Maharashtra-part of DKSZ, but out of Gill's juristion-killing two policemen and badly
injuring a dozen others.

Given the tag of ‘~per cop’ by the media, Gill isdkvn to be a stubborn but crafty man.
‘He won’t simply employ old strategies,” D, with @&ttisgarh intelligence, would tell me
later. ‘He’s a very practical man. So far, he listenore than he talks. He will not do
what he did in Punjab and Assam. [Here] he willaagey’ | said I'd believe it when | saw
it. The super cop’s philosophy, articulated by arfer minister in the Union government,
is known to be quite simple: ‘Out-gun them, out-conmicate them, outrun them’. Old
habits.

Gill, past 70 now, walked slowly, sharply dressegeérfect turban, full-sleeved shirt and
iron-crease trousers, and was accompanied by arsefiicer in camouflage gear. A

couple of state police commandos with Heckler & Kaab-machine guns shielded him,
accompanied by a dozen or so less emphaticallycapukcemen and some officers and
men of the Central Industrial Security Force (ClI$9ked, among other things, with
protecting India’s airports. Even stooped, Gill &ved over everyone. They didn’t waste
time; as soon as he was in the plane, along withcdmouflage-gear officer and the
commandos, it turned propellers and rolled for tafe
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‘Where’s he going?’ | asked a CISF guard.

‘Mujhe kya malum?’ he snapped. How should | know® h¢fted his rifle. “‘Why do you
want to know? Who are you?’ The office of Chhatiiggs Directorate of Public
Relations, Jan Sampark, is a IS-minute rickshaw frdtm Stambh Chowk, Raipur’s
choked centre, a mess of pedestrians, rickshawagsly honking auto rickshaws, buses,
cars and all manner of twowheeled transport. Aduad are decrepit buildings. In thi’s,
38 Raipur is reflective of the subcontinent’s pladmrban poverty and vehement, up-by-
the-bootstraps prosperity. Advertisements for #test./.mobile phones, DVDs and home
loans front open sewers, uncollected garbage astitide dogs and humans. At Jan
Sampark, in the relatively quieter enclave of gaweent offices, additional director Alok
Awasthi was holding court with a group of mediaguers. They were settled in rows of
chairs arranged in front ‘of his desk and on seti@e®und the room. One or two left
every 15 minutes or so and more arrived. Afternaas the time for the story, a ‘tip’, a
‘briefing’, or just plain chitchat, tea on the heusmewspapers and magazines on the
house, web browsing on the house. In Raipur, lowdia rarely moved out of the city,
generally on account of the Maoists and particylanh account of the Chhattisgarh
Vishesh Jan Suraksha Adhiniyam, or Special Puldiet$ Bill, enacted into law, by the
President of India’s consent, just weeks earlieis little more than a gag law to prevent
media and human rights groups from presenting theisl point of view.

| waited for the crowd to thin. Awasthi receiveg@laone call.

‘Achcha? Three blasts?’

‘What? Where? When?’ the bureau chief of PresstTotigndia, a major wire service,
put down a magazine to ask. ‘Batayengey, batayenh@evasthi imperiously pacified
everyone. ‘Let me get more information first.” Hegplaced the phone.

A wag took a break from checking email. ‘Super agp hai, na. This is his welcome.’

‘Achcha? Achcha? Where is he?’ Awasthi was blastitlal quenes.
Wire service had the answer. ‘He’s off on a helteopour of Bastar .’
‘No, he is not,” Awasthi reclaimed territory. ‘Ha& taken a plane.’

‘Achcha, plane, is it?” The notebooks came out. 8fhto?’ Awasthi reeled off the
destinations, all in the Zone: ‘Narainpur, BijapDantewada, Jagdalpur and back. Bas!’ -
Somewere furiously scribbling, others made callsnawbile phones. Gill was always
news.

| looked around. A TV anchor was exulting over 8ensex, the benchmark index of the
Bombay Stock Exchange, reaching 39 12,000. ‘It@oebch 13,000 in another week,’
she shrieked. ‘And punters say 14,000 is-not dthe question.’ Finally, the journalists

went away to file stories with promises of upddtes Awasthi.

‘So tell me,” he turned to me. ‘What can | do fauyji?’ Not much, just some numbers,
and Chhattisgarh’s latest budget papers. Also,py @b the Jan Suraksha Adhiniyam,
2005. ‘Why?’

‘For my research. These are all public documentsn'athey?’” He flung a mauve
Rexene-bound 2006 diary at me, standard Chhattisgavernment issue. ‘All the
numbers you need are there. Call and ask them yolbatvant.’
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Budget papers?
‘| don’t have them. They’re available in the goveent press in Rajnandgaon.’

But that was several hours away, | protested. hecked in several bookshops that stock
government documents in Raipur; none had it. lh&e one spare, I'd be happy to buy it.
‘Go to the Chhattisgarh government website on #té n

| had. The link for the budget papers didn’t work.
‘So what can | do? Ask National Informatics Cenireey maintain the website, | don’t.’

Could I at least have the full text of the Adhimya

‘| don’t have it. Go to the law ministry websité'slthere.’

I'd searched, but hadn’t found it.

‘Why do you keep asking about the Act? What isoitybu?’ Nothing, except that it
seemed like a gag law to me. ‘Why do you need litasked. ‘Aren’t existing laws
enough?’ The Act allows imprisonment for up to thgears if anyone is caught making
contributions to ‘unlawful’ organizations, evertlife contributor is not a member of such
an organization. A district magistrate has the trighseize any building or area where
‘unlawful activities’ take place, and evict occupanThis includes even a meeting, a
conversation, let alone writing and preparing visnaterial such as posters-anything that
the authorities feel can .’create risk’ or ‘endangeblic order, peace and tranquility’ or
‘impede the administration of law’. If Chhattisganfants to push it, anyone criticizing
the government’s handling of the Maoist issue wooddprosecuted. So would |, if |
wrote about it, and any journalist, writer, anyboByont organizations of the 40 Maoists
would certainly come under the ambit of this Acyt bso would human )rights
organizations that legitimately function as wataofyglo

In response to my observation, | got a stream dfempeak laced with sarcasm.
‘Bhainchod un logon ki fati pari hai (Those sisteifers are shit scared). Sab chaley
deshpremi banney (they're all lining up to be ma#). They meet Naxalis, they take their
interviews, they print them, they attend their presnferences. Gandu hain sab (They’re
all assfuckers). Now there is a law, sabki fati pai. But why are they scared? Chubha
kya (Has it poked them)?’

We smiled at each other, drily. The invective waeaed as much at me as everyone
else. He knew he could stomp on local media-offieiecess” and ‘advertisements’ were
as ever the magic ‘words. Media from outside Cliggdtrh either didn’t know about the
gag law or didn’t care. Or the government was stremough to realize it would trigger
off a PR nightmare should anything happen to wetivn, well-connected journalists
and human rights activists from New Delhi or MumbBBC’s David Loyn, the
network’s developing world correspondent, was oviar Dantewada recently,
videographing Salwa Judum relief camps and trekkingee villages destroyed by ‘Sr.
South Asia bureau chief of The New York Times, Surdengupta, had zipped in and
out less than two weeks back. In a 13 April stdrg wrote about this ‘deadliest theatre of
the war’, where ‘government-aided village defencecés have lately taken to hunting
Maoists in the forests. Hand in hand with the igsacy, the militias have dragged the
region into ever more deadly conflict.’
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If Awasthi and his ilk ambushed Loyn or Senguptéhwhe gag law, a hard rap on the
knuckles would descend from Delhi, no matter thiah&tisgarh was run by the BJP, and
the country by a Congress-led coalition. No méttat Chief Minister Raman Singh and
his rival Mahendra Karma, the leader of the oppasi{Congress), ‘are together’, as a
top Chhattisgarh police official told me. ‘They lea& joint strategy against Naxals.’

Still smiling a ‘fuck-you’ smile, Awasthi rolled kieyes at the diary. ‘What you need to
ask, you ask them, okay?’

‘Yes boss,’ | promised.

The British have long gone, but Authority of Empisemaintained in these parts with
small, potent symbols. Like the bearer wearingdasash over white native uniform who
waits outside the office of K.R. Pisda, IAS, thdlector of Dantewada. The bearer takes
in my business card, and is back quickly. ‘Sa’ab sge you,” he says with a short bow.
‘Please come.’

A scruffy guard carrying an AK rifle with a largbdnana’ ammunition clip won'’t let me
take my small backpack in. Used to Delhi’'s secupdiyanoia, | open the zipper and show
him notebooks, tape recorder, camera, useless enpbhdne. | press various buttons to
demonstrate that the gadgets aren’t bombs or tsgge one. Satisfied, he nods an okay.
| notice he’s nursing an ugly cut on one foot, hmog&s when it scrapes against the
sandal-strap. | give him a couple of strips of aille= gauze | always carryon trips, and
our compact of trust is complete. | enter a lameconditioned room decorated with
other touches of empire: a regulation photograptheihead of statenow the President of
India-and a wooden honour-board that lists in méifdettered white the names of the
previous collectors of Dantewada. Pisda’s namealsvay down the board, with a blank
for when his tenure ends. He’s a wiry, polite mamg offers me laal-chai, black tea with
a dollop of sugar.

He speaks eloquently, mostly in formal Hindi, watliew words of English thrown in. He
begins by outlining a superstructure; a bureawstsgiping on hot coals in a very hot zone.
‘This problem of Naxal-badi, it's not just a lawdnrder problem, but also a social and
economic problem. If I look at it from an admingtr’'s perspective then along with law
and order we have to bring total development amdjness to this region. And this we
need to do with maximum effort.’

That's been known for years. So?

‘There are several reasons for Naxalism growinthis area, but the main one is there is
no connectivity. This is the largest district inl@ltisgarh and there are just a few main
roads, that is all. People from outside find itfidiflt to go in. Those inside find it
difficult to come out. Fifty per cent of the peogiEDantewada have not seen this district
headquarter. They don’t 42 know what a train is arahy don’t know what it is like to
ride in a bus. Ther~s no electricity, so there’sradio or TV. Their life is about their
village and a radius of 20-25 kilometres aroundwitiage. Whoever gets to the interior-
whether Naxals or the administration-the peoplesptcthem. If they see more Naxals,
they think of Naxals as their own.’
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Pisda calmly continues, without pause: ‘Law andeordnd police will take care of
exactly 50 per cent of the problem...if we use gmlstrength to suppress them, shake
them, force them to run, or kill them, we can osbjve 50 per cent of the problem. You
cannot solve this problem as long as the publimotswith you.’

| wonder aloud if his bosses in Raipur listen todjadvice from their tribal officer. Pisda

ignores me. He still has the preamble to complatel he won't be denied. ‘So the
problem is not going to disappear. It is going scaate if there is no development. In
this region, hamlets and villages are really spm@atd and this makes it very difficult for

us to bring electricity, water, health facilitiesdaanganwadi [community creches] close
to individual houses. It's easier to do it in astler of houses.” ‘Like in resettlement
camps?’ | venture.

Pisda rushes on: ‘If we move rapidly, link villagesiucate people-of course, all this
can't happen in a day or two, but with good plagnithange can come about in five, ten,
twelve years.” So the best insurance for developriet an undeveloped region has is to
trigger a Naxal problem, | joke. No developmentdecades, and when Naxalism begins
to peak: Boom! Development. Therefore, Naxalismm ithe long run good for India.

It's a cynical snare, and Pisda doesn’'t even gaean it. He fixes me with an unblinking
stare.

| try another approach. ‘Do you watch TV? Read ttladonal papers? These days the
media is full of news about rampant Naxalism in @tiegarh. And about Salwa Judum-
it's one thing for the state to send in police gadamilitary; it's another thing altogether
to set tribal against tribal with a state-sponsdigde of vigilantes. Isn’t this escalating
the situation? Do you know what the internationalsg is saying about it?’ | wave a copy
of The New York Times article by Somini Sengupt#iat. He pulls a copy out as well,
like mine a printout from 43vww.nytimes.com There’s a yellow highlight over a part
that reads, ‘Villagers, caught in between, havea gbeir hamlets burned. Nearly 50,000
are now displaced, living in flimsy tent camps.tlas counter-insurgency tries to cleanse
the countryside of Maoi’'St support.’ | put my firrgen it, and he admits smoothly, ‘Yes,
we are aware of what people are saying, and we toetol something about it.’

‘Do you know how Jan Jagaran began?’ he asks,atslyi avoiding the term Salwa
Judum, instead using the state-endorsed term: @sdplvakening.

He picks up a pen and starts sketching on his adtéfee, this is Talwandi.” Dot. ‘I'm
talking about eight to ten hamlets near Kutru géld Dot. Dot. Dot. ‘This is in June
2005. People of the hamlet were discussing how tiselpnger wanted to put up with the
Naxals. They decided that they would ask all samgmaembers in their hamlet and
nearby hamlets to surrender and nobody would elp\taxals. Some sangham members
didn’t agree, so the villagers and these peopldestao fight. Not to the death, just
simple maar-peet.’

While this was happening, a sangham fellow [adkila®ist sympathizer] slipped away to
tell the Naxals, Pisda says. The Naxals arrivedfaad in the air to scare the villagers.
About 80 ran away, though all came back within fdays or so. There was uproar in
Chhattisgarh about villagers getting the wrong ehthe stick as police stood by doing
nothing.
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Then, a couple of days later, according to Pisdaple in Jangla village held a meeting
and managed to convince sangham members therelooger cooperate with the Naxals.
Jangla folk also decided to go to nearby Kotrapiége ‘and make them understand’,

too. But the Naxals got wind of this. When theyaelked Kotrapal on 20 June 2005,

about 5,000 villagers were gathered there. Oneopedged on the spot, another on the
way to a health centre, and a dozen were kidnapifjezlvillagers were upset, says Pisda,
‘that there was no trace of government in Dantewatda

‘So something had to be done?’ | prod.

‘Something had to be done. There were rumoursthigaNaxals were entering villages to
loot, beat and kill. Anger began to spread, andugehcrowd of 20,000-25,000 people
gathered and started to move towards Bijapur otexrafon. We got the 44 news but
wereahle to leave only the following morning, anmd arriving, found 15,000 or so in
clusters of a couple of thousand around Bijapur. &f@ablished camps and organized
food, in Bijapur, Kutru and Jangla. Then we askeniad, checked, and discovered there
was no looting or intimidation as rumours hadSo in four to five days, people began to
return home. ‘Then Mahendra Karma arrived theeetddired the area, talked to people,
held meetings with important people, with eldeRisda speeds it up here, once he has
named the architect of Salwa Judum. Karma, a Ceagran and leader of the opposition
in Chhattisgarh’s assembly-the BJP and Congres®fficeally united over Naxals in
these parts-decided to brazen his way to Kotrapighpur's superintendent of police
Dasrath Lal Manhar accompanied him even as Naxal® wngaged in fighting with
police on a nearby hill. Karma held frequent megtim the area, on 1, 3, 7 and 11 July,
whipping up anti-Naxal sentiment till poorly attestimeetings became mass gatherings.
‘Then in the middle of all this we appointed Spédralice Officers, created village
defence committees. Naxals started to attack thesplethat continues.’

Naxals are hitting out, | counter, but Salwa Judamappears to have gone out of control,
with rampaging SPOs-tribal boys and girls-forcilslgaring entire villages. | draw the
Collector’s attention to a report by a group ofmpmoent civil and human rights activists-
dismissed by most security officials as a bunchvViabist sympathizers-presented at a
press conference in Raipur on 2 December 2005.r@pat, which first blew the lid on
Salwa Judum, claimed:

1. The Salwa Judum is...an organized, state-maregedprise that has precedents in the
Jan Jagaran Abhiyans that have occurred earlieerutite leadership of the current
Dantewada MLA, Mahendra Karma. The Collector hirhbak been part of 75% of the
Salwa Judum meetings and security forces have leanng the Judum’s meetings. The
main cadre of Salwa Judum are comprised of SpPalkte Officers who are being paid
and armed by the state, at a rate that is standardunter-insurgency operations across
the country.

2. The Salwa Judum has led to the forcible dispherd of 4S people throughout
Bhairamgarh, Geedam and Bijapur areas, under polaoel administrative
supervision...People have left behind their cattld most of their household goods. The
entire area is being cleared of inhabitants eveneas roads are being built and more
police and paramilitary stations are being sefliye region is being turned into one large
cantonment...
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3. When Salwa Judum meetings are called, peopte freighbouring villages are asked,
to be present. Heavy security forces accompanyntbetings. Villages that refuse to
participate face repeated attacks by the combioece$ of Salwa Judum, the district
force and the paramilitary Naga battalion, whichsiationed in the area...These raids
result in looting, arson and killings in many inmstas. In some villages, the raids
continue till the entire village is cleared and plechave moved to camps, while in other
cases only old people, women and children are Ndiny villages are coming to camps
to avoid these attacks in the first place. 4. Onceamps, people have no choice but to
support the Salwa Judum. Some of them are forcetvdrk as informers against
members of their own and neighbouring villages padicipate in attacks against them,
leading to permanent divisions within villages. ilndual families are sometimes being
split between Judum supporters and those who wiskrhain in their villages. We also
came across instances where the Salwa Judum tamigymeople away from the village
and their families were unaware of their whereaboub. Salwa Judum members man
checkpoints on roads, search people’s belongindsantrol the flow of transport. They
enforce an economic blockade on villages that resisiing to camps. They also try to
force civil officials to follow their dictat.

6. FIRs registering the looting, burning, beatitg$dre by Salwa Judum mobs and the
security forces are not recorded. We were tolgpefific instances where security forces
threw dead bodies inside or near villages. Theniiaa seems to be to terrorize people
into leaving their villages. These killings aret neported, and therefore hard to
corroborate. Some reports suggest that 96 peopha 84 villages have been killed.

However, the only killings that are 46 officiallgaorded are those by Maoists. In the
period since Salwa Judum started, it is true thatkillings by Maoists have gone up

substantially and the official figure today stanals 70. Rather than being a ‘peace
mission’, as is claimed, the Salwa Judum has aleatsituation where violence has
escalated.

7. Salwa Judum has strong support among certatiose®f local society. This section
comprises some non-adivasi immigrant settlers fotiner parts of India, sarpanches and
traditional leaders whose power has been threatéyethe Maoists...Both the local
Congress and the BJP are supporting the Salwa Jtafjether.

8. We have heard from several high-ranking offgthlat there is an undeclared war on in
Bastar, and we fear that the worst is yet to cameaddition, people are being
encouraged to carry arms. Village defence comnsitége being created, SPOs are being
trained and armed, and the entire society is baogpmiore militaristic...

And so on.

Pisda is agitated. The play in the national medra a subsequent report by these
activists in April 2006, Where the State Makes Wdar Its Own People-being widely
circulated as we speak-has hit hard.

‘These things can happen in a griha...” Pisda stbgsispect he was about to use the
Hindi word that translates as ‘war at home’, thetftime | might have heard a serving
official use the word ‘civil war’ on record in thisontext. Pisda resumes, ‘Sometimes
excesses can happen, by police or SPOs...in morokatgyer...some wrong things may
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have happened...these things happen. We try totkesp in check. But it's wrong to say
it’s out of control. It’s fully controlled.’

He misses the irony of admission. ‘Then what althist?’ | point to two other places in
the NYT article on his desk. One reads: ‘Salwa dudkeaders say they have waged their
campaign with a singular goal in mind: to clear thitages, one by one, and break the
Maoists’ web of support. “Unless you cut off theusze of the disease, the disease will
remain,” is how the group’s most prominent backerd influential adivasi politician
named Mahendra Karma, put it. “The source is theplee the villagers.”” 47 | point to
another place, a few paragraphs up. It relatesttingy of an adivasi named Baman from
Kotrapal. ‘Last September the Salwa Judum, backethé local police, swept through
Kotrapal with a clear message: Move to the campgaca th~ Salwa Judum’s wrath. “We
finished off the village,” said Ajay Singh, the $%al Judum’s leader in a nearby town,
Bhairamgarh. Then he clarified: “People were ecitOf course they destroyed the
houses.” Ajay Singh is a key associate of Mahemthana, and local Congress tough.

Pisda looks at his watch, and presses a buzzeealwiton his side of the desk. My time
is up.

I can understand why. It is difficult to pass Salliedum off as a spontaneous mass
movement, though nobody denies increasing resemtmemany villages with Maoist
pressure tactics. Neither is it the first time @#l thought has been put into play. In its
report for 2003-4, the Home Ministry picked on acident in Lango, a village in East
Singhbhum district of Jharkhand that got its bapkagainst Maoist intimidation which
includes kangaroo courts, infamous for passing sarpnudgement for a variety of
‘crimes’ from exploitation to collaboration with eéhpolice. ‘This feeling needs to be
harnessed and channelized [into] making peoplesistance groups to counter the
atrocities committed by the Naxalite outfits.” Timnistry further suggested, ‘States have
been requested to explore the possibility of appwnsPas, Nagrik Suraksha Samitis
(NSSs) [or civil defence groups] and Village Defer@ommittees (VDCSs) in the villages
affected by Naxalism. These local groups are reguio be encouraged to come out
against Jan Adalats and also to expose other nisdekethe Naxal outfits and their
leaders. This will help reduce the overground supjaothe Naxalites.’

Soon, manipulated by local leaders like Karma anpperted by the administration,

including the chief minister (Raman Singh of thd”Bd this case), the battle is corrupted
as tribal is set against tribal. And those in thessfire, too, are tribals. It may have
begun innocently enough, as a document, generateud-200S by Pisda’s office-and

filched by the Maoistscorroborates:

‘.. .itis imperative that the campaign receive
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administrative support...Firstly the campaign need®mmon leader who can direct the
campaign in a planned way. Secondly, adequate iseauust be provided to the
participants so that they can overcome pressura faxalites. And thirdly, during the
campaign villagers must be provided transport asvemen needed, as well as food and a
place to stay at government expense.’
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Further, ‘It is proposed that young men and womemfthe villages be made Special
Police Officers. Depending upon the size of théag# 5-10 SPOs would be needed.
These SPOs will receive Rs 1500 per month as hdoora

‘Apart from imparting training to the villagers,quiding them with traditional weapons
such as bow and arrow, farsa, axe, stick, hallam ist extremely important...While

villagers are asking for guns or licence to userthieis is not advisable. Even if licenced
guns are provided, [these] can be looted by Nasalitr the licencee could be killed to
get his gun.. .Besides, an armed person can lat@im the Naxalite organization which

will enhance the strength of the Naxalites. Thersfwillagers’ request is not worth

accepting and they should only be provided trad#étioveapons.’ (This suggestion was
over-ruled. Many SPOs in Chhattisgarh are now arwiddrifles.)

And here’s the clincher: ‘If we look minutely atlm® work in Naxalite affected areas it
is more defensive and less aggressive. Now the ias come when the police have to
change their style of work. Police have to beconoeenaggressive. Although sometimes
because of reasons beyond one’s control some @scdedake place and some innocents
do get affected. But keeping in mind the overalhteat of major operations it is
important that the higher ups remain silent.. .omhen people see Naxalites fleeing or
getting killed will they side with the administrati. Therefore, this policy must be
pursued strictly. And for this police officers stabe given a target.’

The Plan incisively suggests including unarmed Bang members in the ambit of
surrender and government rehabilitation schemedevanmed cadre of the dalam are
obvious targets, sangham members provide grasssopisort to the Maoists, and are
provided for by their mentors; therefore ‘to end giroblem of Naxalites it is not enough
to kill Naxalites but more imp6rtant to crush anestloy their system operating at the
village level’

Finally, to get it all going ship-shape with appriape spin, errant media needs to be
handled, as * ... Media coverage of Naxalite adatiakes it look as if they are gaining
the upper hand’. The way out-and this is the rdoClehattisgarh’s gag law-is to reach
out to all media with meetings and requests, amgest that state business and business
of the people have greater currency than what theidts or their sympathizers do and
say. It's a tactical stick of state control. Treerot of media freedom implicit in India’s
constitution can, basically, be chucked out of avemient window.

People like Kamlesh Paikra learned this the harg, waay from the relative glamour
and immunity of big-city, big-name journalism. Mdarlier in the year, he used to write
for Hindsat, published from Jagdalpur, the headgusrof the neighbouring district of
Bastar, and lived in Bijapur, deep inside Dantewaddaw he runs for his life, and
scratches around for a livelihood-Himanshu has eplat the ashram for Kamlesh’'s
brother Nagesh but Kamlesh is too much of a palitot potato even for the belligerent
Himanshu. The Paikras live in a one-room tenenreBtaintewada town.

‘| used to write what the administration did, analskd to attend press briefings called by
the Naxals,’ he tells me, this tiny, soft-spokeminas we share tea at the ashram. ‘I did
not take sides, but believed that what the Naxald was as important as what the
administration said. The administration did notlik’ Kamlesh says he was asked many
times to stop writing about the Maoists, but hendidBijapur SP Manhar spoke to me in
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the worst possible way with the worst possible esrdde threatened me and told me |
would be responsible for my actions. They wouldofelme around. | was scared | would
be killed off in an encounter.’

The administration, according to Kamlesh, leanedlistributors to stop selling Hindsat
at key outlets, like the local bus and train statidt got to the point when the family-his
parents, pregnant wife and brother-decided it wasdangerous for them to continue in
their village, Chernapal, near Bijapur, so they tefe night after arranging for transport
with the help of a friend. They haven’'t been backs.

‘I have these new clothes now,” Kamlesh says, ‘bsedriends 50 helped me. We used
to sleep on newspapers on the floor. Now we hav#resaes, again because friends
helped us.’” But he says he leads the life of thikiwg dead.

4

Salwa Judum
Rape Two,
Murder one for free!
Hurry!
Offer open till Tribals last!

* Message at naxalrevolution.blogspot.com

Salwa Judum is never too far in images or realitythe summer of 2005, when the
‘purification hunt’ was in full flow, Maoists tappleinto a conversation in Hindi between
the person they claimed was the superintendenbladepof Bijapur, a man called D.L.
Manhar, and his subordinates. Officials publiclgmlissed the recording as fake-though
few believed them-but were in private stunned & tiloup. Among other things, the
authenticity was endorsed by bureaucratese indheersation. The police never took up
the Maoist offer of voice print analysis to establthe truth.

It's quite a story. Listen.

[SP Bijapur]: You will have to take out a party ayal should go to every village in your
police station area... the villages that are awa#lenessage us separately about them.
Two lakh rupees have been sanctioned for each angdkeéllage.

And for villagers who will help retrieve arms thegethree lakh rupees for LMG, two
lakh for AK-47, and one lakh for SLR. You will hate inform the villagers. If anybody
helps recover a small pistol, 500 rupees, and fagaistol 1000 rupees should be given
immediately... And if anyone kills a Naxali he lglet awards from 51 the central and
state governments...you need to tell them all thi@sgs.

[Voice]: Roger, sir. Roger.

[SP]: Call Reynold and ask him to talk to me antl ttee steno and ask him to talk to
me.. .steno ko bulao. In Bhairamgarh, there ignation of Jan Jagaran in the Keshputul
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area today and there is a chance of an encourdghe®e will be large-scale attacks ~n
Naxalis and their supporters, the sangham meml@nsthat reason, put Mirtur and

Gangalur on high alert...If they run away we willarm them-from 9 a.m. onwards every
wireless will be on listening mode. Nobody shoutdj&ge; these should be on listening
watch. Did you understand? This is a permanentrdialeyou. Whenever there is a

function like this on any day everyone should rema high alert.

In Kotrapal nine [Naxals] were killed. Had a [p@]garty come from the other side they
would all have died...So this is the situation, askryone to be on high alert, and don’t
keep the button pressed in your machineso thatyifraessage needs to be passed on to
you, it can be done. Everyone should inform eableroof what they are doing...Did you
understand the point?

[Voice]: Point noted, sir. Point noted, sir.

[SP]: Steno ko bulao.

[Voice]: Sir, the sentry has gone to call him.

[SP]:All officers and forces should be well distribd. And be on high alert. If any
journalists come to report on Naxalis-get thenmekillDid you understand?

[Voice]: Roger, sir.

[SP]: Put one person on 24-hour work to note dola tehicle numbers for all the
people going to that side. And put one personaara list of how many villages there
are, how many have joined Jan Jagaran, how marghaan members there are. Your
records should be up to date.

[Voice]: Yes, sir, point noted. I'll do it.

[SP]: ...And act accordingly, today’s message & this very tense. They [Naxals] have
challenged villagers and villagers have also daad they will go for a direct fight.
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They will also come with sangham members todag..if.you get any message, check
with Alpha saheb... The telephone line here is deagiou need to do hard work; spend
maximum time in the cOntrol room.

[Voice]: Yes, sir, all points clear, sir.

[SP]: You should send just one message: all wotkb&idone...The other point is-all this
is keeping in mind the situation here and in ya@asas soon as this area is covered they
will enter your area. So don’t shout at any workditsere is enough rice, pulses; there is
no problem...What is the view of people in youra&re

[Voice]: Three encounters happened, nine peopld,da&d Jan Jagaran people have
burned all the grain storage. [SP]. Today Kotragangham members will
surrender...They are saying people are dying onother side, no development is
happening, so they will surrender today...The Zmarthn people are telling villagers very
clearly, “You come with us...If you do not cometfafbeing told for the] third time, we
will burn your village.” Their challenge is direatiderstood? That's why there is no need
to worry...So Kotrapal sangham members will suregridday. After that, we will make a
team including them and send it to your area...&hl Jagaran people are telling us,
‘You don’t need to do anything. We will go with obows and arrows and bring them
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back on our shoulders after killing them...todagrgthing will be done as organized.
Understood? It is possible that Kotrapal people RithWirmalakka today. So that is the
situation in Kotrapal. Some [Naxals] will try tocagpe and they will kill Nirmalakka.

[Voice]: Okay, sir.

Radio jockeys of Dandakaranya, proposing countestoéion, ethnic cleansing of tribal
by tribal, scorched earth-all rolled into one.

Chhattisgarh’s police chief O.P. Rathor has thegta term it ‘public movement with
police support’. His political bosses, howeverglim a world of their own making.

In February 2007, at a great remove in time andesfram the circa-day of this recorded
intercept in Dandakaranya, | would 53 hear Chhgdtis's chief minister Raman Singh
make a boast. ‘Salwa Judum cannot be defeateddaSaildum is a turning point in the
Naxal history of the world,” he would tell senioolce and intelligence officials engaged
in anti-Maoist operations from Chhattisgarh andesalother states. ‘It will be written a
hundred years from now. Salwa Judum is showing @Giasdlive, showing non-violence
is alive.” The senior police officer seated nextnte choked, and hastily reached for a
glass of water to cover his discomfort. The roondupeople heard Raman Singh glibly
add, ‘Salwa Judum is like the fragrance of thegbine summer.’ Resettlement in times of
conflict is not a fresh idea in independent Indier are the ideas of village defence
committees and SPOs. For instance, village defeooamittees were used extensively,
and with remarkable effectiveness, during the Rurgacessionist insurgency of the
1980s and 1990s, and continue to be used in Jamriastamir with patchy success.
SPOs in Jammu & Kashmir are trained in basic hagdhf arms and ammunition as a
wing-and-a-prayer holding strategy against heaartyed, welltrained and ultra-zealous
Islamist terrorists and fidayeen or suicide squads.

As far back as 1966, the Republic of India contextgal a deliberate resettlement strategy
in Mizoram, when in March that year Mizoram Natibaont ‘President’ Laldenga
declared the region’s independence from India &edMizo National Army launched a
withering guerilla insurrection. It led to thousanaf ethnic Mizos fleeing the region to
other parts of India and many more being squeeetslden demands of the ethnic rebel
army and Indian troops. ‘The years 1967-9 saw titegeerural population of Mizoram
(roughly 80 per cent of the total) uprooted froreitthomes, to be relocated miles away
in what were euphemistically called “Protected aPabgressive Villages”, writes
Vijendra Singh Jafa in ‘Counterinsurgency Warfddse and Abuse of Military Force’,
an essay in a volume of Faultlines, a publicatipithe Institute of Conflict Management.
It was among the most brutal military campaignspehdent India has engaged in: open
season for the brutality of peace.

Jafa, a former IAS officer and chief secretary afsAm state 54 was clinical in his
observations made in 1999: ‘The army argued thatsigregation and control of the
population by this method was necessary for a ssfglecounter-insurgency campaign.
The general humiliation, loss of freedom, of prapeand, very often, injury and death
involved in this process of so-called “groupingvidfages” were incidental to the military

operations in Mizoram, as perhaps they are tonatewars anywhere. But it appeared to
many then, as it would appear to many more acutely, that the policy of “grouping”

40



was tantamount to annihilation of reason and séitgiand certainly not the best policy
to follow against our own ethnic minorities.’

Towards the end of the essay Jafa comes to twdusioas, both chillingly mirrored in
Salwa Judum. First, that such resettlement is cutably destructive. And second, that
there is a code for it, in the best tradition ofskiag a hostile takeover: alibi at any cost.

‘Darzo was one of the richest villages | have esegn in this part of the world,” Jafa
guotes an army officer who was involved in relomatin Mizoram that included
destroying anything that couldn’t be carried awagef, belongings and shelter-so that the
enemy would be denied all such resources. ‘.. .Nfgh and | had to persuade the
villagers to come out and set fire to their honidésbody came out. Then | had to order
my soldiers to enter every house and force the lpemyt. Every man, woman and child
who could walk came out with as much of his or Ikelongings and food as they could.
But they wouldn'’t set fire to their homes. Ultimigtel lit a torch myself and set fire to
one of the houses...

,...1 called the Darzo village council presidend &is village elders and ordered them to
sign a document saying they had voluntarily askette resettled...as they were being
harassed by insurgents.. .Another document stdted had burned down their own
village, and that no force or coercion was useddxyurity forces. They refused to sign.
So | sent them out and after one hour called themgain, this time one man at a time.
On my table was a loaded revolver, and in the gosteod two NCOs with loaded sten-
guns. This frightened them, and one by one thayesidoth the documents. | had to do it,
as | had no choice in the matter. If those chajisgome to the civil administration or the
courts with complaints, there would have been ald& of ss criminal cases against
us.. .All individual officers were expected to gaaut their tasks in such a manner that it
left no scope for embarrassment to our higher ftiona.’

In turn, India bought peace. Mizoram has the higha#o of government servants to the
population of any Indian state-one in every ninegbe. If that is narrowed to the
working-age population, then it is one in everyrfou

Alibi at any cost.

In Dantewada, the alibi came in the form of lett®ged by villagers. Pisda himself had
shown me a dozen, and then generously providedpbypies for me to keep as record.

Each is addressed in formal Hindi to ‘Shriman Guitle Mahoday' and has as subject
line: ‘With reference to being protected from Nabted.’ In these, between four and
thirteen inhabitants of a dozen hamlets-among thHengur, Kodepalli, Hinjmeta,
Aramarka, Musli, Chhotebodli-have put their namesvid and affixed thumbprint
signatures to identical applications in a styla thaggests these either being recorded by
the police or the administration. In rough transikat they submit, ‘In our area Naxal
terror is so pervasive that we are unable to ptateclives and property. They torture us
and forcibly take away our belongings after scaangd threatening us and insist that we
send our mothers and daughters, young men and waevitenthem or we would be
punished.

‘Therefore, we request the Government of Chhattisgad the Collector to either save
us from Naxalites or give us leave to die anddsliwe see fit.’
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There is no date of writing these letters, butaai shown as received on 14 June 2005,
several days before the incident at Kotrapal that@ claims started the buzz of a

people’s movement, and several weeks before thessef meetings Mahendra Karma

held in the first fortnight of July that year. Byidnlune, the administration already had

its alibi for tribals of Chhattisgarh versus tribadbf Chhattisgarh, signed, sealed and
delivered.

By August 2005, Salwa Judum had made it to disonssi India’s Parliament, in the
Lok Sabha, and was endorsed by the Governmentd-imaturally, with none of the fire,
brimstone and death contained in dry, parliameritarguage used for affairs of the state:

GOVERNMENT OF INDIA

MINISTRY OF HOME AFFAIRS

LOK SABHA

UNSTARRED QUESTION NO 2337, TO
ANSWERED ON 09.08.2005

FIGHT AGAINST MAOISTS

BE

2337. SHRI JUAL ORAM

Will the Minister of HOME AFFAIRS be pleased toteta

(a) whether the tribals in Orissa and Chhattisdgebe joined hands with police to fight
against the Maoists/ Naxalites;

(b) if so, the details in this regard along witre thteps taken by the Government to
encourage and assist them in this mISSIOn;

© the success achieved by such move of tribalfféctad areas;

(d) whether any action plan has been prepared byGbvernment to promote such
groupings against Naxalites/ Maoists; and (e) jftse details thereof?

ANSWER

MINISTER OF STATE IN THE MINISTRY OF HOME AFFAIRS SHRI
SRIPRAKASH JAISWAL)

(a) to (e):Available reports indicate that villagemncluding tribals in Bijapur and
Dantewada Police districts in Chhattisgarh are ihgldinti-naxalite rallies against the
atrocities being committed by the naxalites desthiteats from the latter. Anti-naxalite
rallies are picking up momentum in Bastar regiod #re villagers have vowed to resist
the naxalite activities. Keeping in view the redddry action of the naxalites, the State
Government 57 has been asked to provide to thageits and encourage formation of
‘Village Defence Committees’. The Central Govt. tessured all possible help to the
State Gouvt. in this regard.

5

Sukhdev takes me for a spin. He sticks to the Idgclonly as far as a turn-off just
beyond Mahendra Karma’s village home at Faraspasine there-past a nearby CRPF
camp. We're tracked by two sentries positionechatdgates and a half dozen more from
the veranda of the camp commander’s office. We tpermff-road, on treacherous dirt

42



tracks in a wilderness, expertly manoeuvring thiolgose earth and scree. We're
heading for the looming range in the horizon, tldglila hills, on to a winding cut and
then through them, into a dense forest of shrubsahd The government never bothered
with this route, which saves nearly 40 kilometresaojourney to Bhairamgarh, where
we’re headed, bypassing the much longer route bgd&m. But there are signs of
awakening. Small road crews here and there aregedga patching up sunken portions
of track near where we cross the hills. The slashlaurn remains of trees and bushes are
10 to 15 metres from the verge; Sukhdev says pétamiforces did it several weeks
earlier to ensure that Maoists can't easily sngakmfoot patrols and convoys, spraying
bullets or triggering IEDs-improvised explosive o®s: material crammed into crude
boxes of iron sheeting and set off with timers. feweth this shrubbery insurance, trees
and shadows are everywhere. A tiny hamlet flaplaess, Sukhdev not bothering with it
except to point out a gathering of tribal folk n@asmall trader’s truck, here to collect
mahua and tamarind, the so-called ‘minor forestipee’ listed in innumerable reports,
classification by which 90 per cent of tribals mese regions subsist. Or used to, till
Salwa Judum came their way. People warily turngd@as we pass, women with carved
faces and men on their haunches, already at migingsalti, drink made from the sap
of an eponymous palm look-alike, with narrower,denleaves than the 58 palm. They
drink from leaf cups stitched together with twiglding the sides with ginger fingertips,
and reach out for more from a container of hollowyedrd.

We hit the slim dusty-black ribbon to Bhairamgassignated National Highway
Number 16, the much-bombed road that snakes sosthheweéAndhra Pradesh-after half
an hour, a little distance from Kodoli village. ‘@Nagas were here two months ago,’
Sukhdev growls. This is also the first place | geth Salwa Judum signage-in Hindi,
bright white on blue: ‘The core mantra for freedfyom Naxalism-Salwa Judum. Get rid
of Naxalis and save Bastar. Get rid of Naxalis aasgte the country.” With typical
bureaucratic flourish, all Salwa Judum boards dng¢eron blue. This differentiates them
from the yellow boards of Sarva Shiksha Abhiyane (thationalLTTEracy for All
mission), the blue on white boards of the Rajiv @arWatershed Management Mission,
the plain black on white of the Prime Minister'srRuRoads Programme, and the rust on
rust of long forgotten ‘missions’. These marketted the highway as well as dirt tracks.
They are often the only indication to a visitor ttleahabitation exists-and suggest that
being a contractor for government signage is aabixex practice.

The signs follow us all the way to hell.

There are two Bhairamgarhs. Type One is the typic#hemiddle-of-remoteness Indian

village that has come of age as nucleus, markem t@wd administrative centre to other
nearby villages. It has brick units for tradergders and the police and mud hovels for
the rest.

Type Two is the Salwa Judum camp. Past a barbezenttosed, well-tended but basic
den of CRPF is a large field, about half the sifeacdfootball pitch, covered with
‘sheeting-blue’-often, roofing for India’s teemirsjum dwellers, and victims of natural
disasters, riots and those displaced by projedtserxinds of roofing are evident as well:
tattered canvas, holed tin, scrap wood, straw dath @ir. The camp is unguarded.
Nobody bothers to ask Sukhdev and me our busittessgh eyes follow us everywhere.
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Pits in and around the camp have become open seWlessmell of garbage, urine and
faeces overpowers the aroma of cooking fires ankdaoice. Children with distended
bellies walk around. Women cook, sit or lie listllgs A lady feeds her child and herself a
tiny meal of rice and dal from small leaf bowls. Msit in knots; here the pleasures of
salti are denied. Some sleep. There is littleato d

The camp has been in existence since July 200%® manths as 1 visit. Through

torrential rain, heat, bone-chilling winter andwndaking heat. There will be more rain
on the way in five to six months. Collector Pisdad liold me of two kinds of people in

camps. The sort that want to remain in camps oteaf of the Maoists, and those who
would like to return once there is peace. To nuth Iseem indefinitely consigned to the
cesspit of the camp. Budhram Apka, an 1S-yearh@dch Pondum village, an eight-

kilometre walk from Bhairamgarh, isn’t sure whichtegory he belongs to. Sukhdev
translates from Hindi to Gondi and back as Budhnmanmbles in desultory conversation,
not once looking at us, as if that one act woulsb@le him of guilt if prying SJ informers

came calling---or perhaps so that we, who canttle,lwill not probe too much and leave
him to privacy.

‘How long have you been in this camp?’

‘Since the rains.’ Last July, Sukhdev clarifies.

‘Why did you come here?’

‘| was afraid of Naxalis.’

‘Did they threaten you directly?’

‘No, but 1 was frightened.’

‘What do you do?’

‘Sometimes, 1 get daily wage work. Most of the titnere is no work.’
‘How do you eat?’

‘Salwa Judum people give us some rice, some ratibnwe days ago they gave us pots.’
He points behind him. There are two by a dead olagn, blackened from wood smoke,
badly dented. They were to be new.

‘Do you want to go back to your village?’

‘When there is shanti.” He tears. Sukhdev and E ¢iim a couple of minutes to calm
down as he stands, gripping the slim wooden-pgbpau of his riddled-plastic home.

‘Do you have to ask Salwa Judum for permissione@vé camp or go back to your
village?’

‘Yes.’

‘Have they allowed you to go back to your village?’

‘No.’

‘Where is your family?’

‘In the village. Mother, father, sister.’

‘So why did you come, all by yourself?’

‘They told me to.’

‘Who?’

Budhram jerks his head, and looks around nervousbalwa Judum.” Sukhdev adds in
aside: ‘Maybe they thought he would join Naxalis.’
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| press on. ‘When will you go back?’

‘I don’t know.” Budhram replies savagely and walksay. We walk a few metres and
come to the tin-roofed, open-sided home of Sonfarmerly of Alvoor, further on from
Pondum. A year older than Budhram, his responsesnaarly identical, with one
difference: his family moved with him.

‘We were afraid of both Naxalis and Salwa Judune,’slays, as a small, naked girl with
distended belly and fly-encrusted nose and mowthdst by his side and stares at us; by
her side is a snotnosed boy, a little older, alsiked, identically adorned with protruding
belly and flies. Two women watch us warily. A thiids on a reed mat, covered by torn
cloth, eyes open and glazed, unmoving. Pots and f@aaround her, some plastic bags,
and a plastic pot of water. | am transfixed. Fipadhe blinks. | exhale. ‘Is that why you
moved? Because you were afraid?’ | ask Somaru.

‘No.’

‘Then?

‘Salwa Judum said we had to leave the village.’

‘Did they force you?’

No response. Somaru looks away.

‘What do you want him to say?’ Sukhdev snaps at‘@an he say more than he already
has?’

Few can, by many accounts. ‘There is complete psdaf civil administration,” Nandini
Sundar had told me what seems like a lifetime amvadyew Delhi. ‘SJ can stop vehicles,
check them and people, ask questions. The stataldthsated to SJ.” (Sukhdev and |
were spared the honours at the barrier before Bimgiarh.

‘They wouldn’t dare stop me,” he had growled whemduired as to why we were let off.)
You make, it sound like 1970s’ Cambodia or Vietn&imad told Nandini. *

‘It's exactly like that,” she agreed. ‘Nagas andvisit villages and ask people, even those
not part of the sangham or even seen as Maoist atymprs, to attend meetings and
come into camps. If they refuse, they are attadkedo reason. And once they've been
herded into the camps, they are completely undecaontrol of 5J.’

The 5alwa Judum is evidently a strange and conmgelinimal: part imagination, part
administration, part intimidation, and part coriopt

5ukhdev and | move on. Normality comes in the shafpe creche school-anganwadi-in
progress on a raised concrete platform, under hieéies of sheeting-blue. It's the only
visible saving grace of 5J-such as it is. A tenryad girl, Kumari, cares for younger

children, combing their hair after a dai, ayah-coetper, in bright yellow sari rubs a

thrifty finger-dab of mustard oil into their scalpSnother dab is used to rub gloss into
the chapped arms, legs, faces. They bathed théopeegay; they will bathe again a day
later. Water is in short supply at the camp. Rehdigey head on to school, right there.

This is clearly the high point of the day, as psseand hangers-on in the camp come to
life and crowd around to see children spout alpteati&rem Kumari Nishant, formerly of
nearby Dhuma Ghotpal and now headmistress of thated, takes care they get their
sentiment’'s worth—even though she hasn’t been pardRs 1,000 a month salary for
two months, the same as the two dais haven’t baghhalf that for as long. The money
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for 5J is routed through Karma’s henchmen in theaamowerful local Congress

functionaries whose word is law. It's a long wagrfr Raipur’s treasury to the destitute in
Bhairamgarh and elsewhere. As with many confliztagions in Jammu & Kashmir and

almost the whole of India’s northeast, nobody ceuhtvelopment funds, just as they
don’t the ‘collateral damage’ of both protest amtinénistration by force. Pisda says he
has asked the Chhattisgarh government for immedi&ision of 300 crorethree billion-

rupees to spread around Dantewada district and #eMaoists at bay. It will be an

impressive gravy train.

Prem Kumari turns to a paper chart of Hindi alphslaed pictorial cues nailed to a dead
tree that is part roof support, part classroom widtle children loudly intone the lesson
on vowels in chorus: ‘A se Angur, Aa se Aam, Edrsé...” Then, onto consonants, ‘Ka

se Kabootar, Kha se Khargosh...’

Grape, mango, tamarind, pigeon, rabbit. Such exotits the first time | see smiles and
hear laughter in the camp.

6

The sun is merciless as we walk back towards Bimgjeash’'s market and the thread of
highway. The CRPF camp is to our left, fenced wliiee strands of barbed wire. A few
trucks, a jeep. And one olive green personnelearastrengthened to withstand mines-a
recent export to Chhattisgarh and already a casuak Maoists simply pack in more
explosives into IEDs and rain bullets on whoeveergas from the ‘mine-proof’ vehicle.
The previous year, in September 2005, Maoists bdee up, killing 26 policemen.
There’s a sandbagged gun emplacement near theneatra the camp. A few unarmed
khaki-clad police and paramilitary stroll about. apfrom these, a few boys in faded
olive green-resident SPOs.

‘Bas?’ I'm astounded. ‘If the Maoists mount a maka#ack...” ‘Anytime,” Sukhdev cuts
me off. ‘They can do it anytime, and nobody caradgthing about it. Where all will the
police keep watch?’

Jai Bhairam General Store and Gift Corner is to wgint. Sukhdev and | are both
parched and he eagerly nods to my suggestion taatep for water or soft drink. We
settle for ?Up. Sukhdev is tense. There are tBfee boys at the shop, armed with .303
rifles and bandoliers stuffed with magazines, tlite &er of a band of 5,000 created by
the state that is permitted to carry guns, moreilpged than those left to the device of
bows and arrows, axes and spears. They're hangmuma; it's why | suggested the pit
stop to Sukhdev. They track us as we approach. ydueSPOs, | ask politely. One of
them, in rubber slippers, jeans, full-sleeve T4shird knitwear skullcap, nods. The other
two keep staring. Why don’t you sit beside me,dgrst, patting 63 the rickety bench by
empty cases of soft drink. He comes by. His two ganons don’t. They remain at the
store counter, looking at us.

That's how | meet Lachinder Kondh, 18, formerlyRstarpara village, now stationed as
PSO at Bhairamgarh. He rests the rifle butt-firstlee ground. | opt for shameless PR as
icebreaker and offer him a fizzy drink. He declingth a shake of his head and holds up
a plastic tube of something cola-like. It's icedacd?opsi Cola. The boy-men of SJ are all
nibbling on it. They seem relaxed. Maybe it's hesmthe Salwa Judum is in a lull of
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sorts, ostensibly as a reaction to media and poblicry after the last major drive, in the
second week of April 2006, where Mahendra Karmageally led Salwa Judum teams
to ten villages; human rights activists spoke dd 8duses burnt. (The lull would last all
of a month; on 8 May SJ cadre along with police M@torm villages near Konta and
burn an estimated 50 houses.)

Must feel good, | try, to be in a town, to carrgan, to be able to pay for things with
money earned. Lachinder nods. Then he tells meabkdéen here since the previous July.
The boy speaks broken Hindi, so Sukhdev takes akldrem translating. ‘Why did you
join?’

‘To stop Naxalites.’

‘Are you afraid of them?’

He straightens up, takes a huge pull of Popsi @othtells me matter-of-factly: ‘With a
gun in your hand you feel less afraid...you doedlfafraid.’

‘How much do you get?’

‘Rs 1500 a month.’

‘Is that why you're here?’

No answer. Then in a torrent, ‘In Bhairamgarh ibetter, we get rations. In other SP~
camps, you don’t get rations, you have to buy wioateat.” Another method of finessing
the distribution of ‘development’ funds.

‘You stay in that CRPF camp?’

He nods, smiling. | would, too. It's a step up fréme broken,

catatonic life in the State sponsored sewer beb#dnd relatively safe from Maoist att
ck. I turn to look at his companions, and adoptimgy body la guage, stick my chin out
and raise my eyebrows in query.

‘He’s my senior.’
‘Senior?’ | burst out laughing. Senior is laughitgp. ‘How old is he?’

‘Seventeen. Raju. He’s from my village, He’'s myisenHe became spa a month before
me.” That would be June, when SJ took wing. WhejuR@as 16 and Lachinder
nearabout 17. Even if they wanted, they wouldn'tdide to vote ‘No’ to what was
happening to them-or be made part of the statdisgforce, or the country’s army.

Over in Maoist areas, attitudes towards engagiegyttung are only marginally better.
Pre-teen tribal children-part of what is known ad sangham, a children’s ‘army’ of
indoctrinated sympathizers-are not given guns.tBey are prepared for the time when
they will: the cadre encourage them to playa sfigad@vised game, a variation of cops-
and-robbers. In Hindi, it's chor police. HeresiMaoist-police.

A group of children walk in single file holding skis like guns, the same way police
patrol the jungles. Another group, the preferredugrsome with the Maoist-red scarf
tied round their heads-stay behind bushes and, ttemsching, on their bellies, silent. At
a word, they attack with their own stick-guns. Mgstlice’ drop ‘dead’, as they must,

being on the wrong side of the system, the wrodg sif propaganda. Those who don’t
die are taken-‘arrested’. The Maoists always win.

In Dantewada, democracy is quite dead, on botlsflthe battle line.
‘They have not paid me for two months,” Lachindénines.
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‘Money always comes late, sometimes many monthsndehSometimes they ask us to
make our own arrangements.’ | look to Sukhdev fanglation. He discreetly rubs a
thumb and forefinger in universal language. Brib€sts’ from passing buses and trucks,
individual travellers. Sometimes, cuts for sometmnstay alive.

‘Can you do something about it?’ With his free haoachinder shakes my arm.

Tll see,’ | reply, with what | hope is sufficierduthority. | take his rifle and insp ct it.
There’s neat etching near the butt: 1945. No 1kMHr 0 522. Then with white paint,
Chhattisgarh’s inventory is add to 60-year-old dagtmarkings: No 28. ‘Must weigh 20
kilos, | joke, handing the .303 back to him. ‘Nour and half,” he corrects me. ‘Fifty
rounds. Forty-two in the belt and eight in the handeven in the magazine,’” he 6S fine-
tunes, looking around, ‘one in the chamber.” Thera’small knot of people. We're
entertainment.

‘Chaalu hai?’ | ask, using speak-easy for ‘Is iPon

‘Haan, chalu hai.” He shows me.

‘Have you ever fired it?’

‘Many times. We go to the hills to practice.’

‘What about action? Have you seen action?’

‘Yes, just last week. We were out late at night. Wége in a truck. | fired three times.’
‘Did you hit them?’

‘No, but they were shooting back.’

‘Were you afraid?’

‘A little, but there is no time to think. You jufite.” He turns to look at me. ‘You become
a brave man with a gun in your hand.” Do you knoswho clean the rifle, | prod.
Dismantle it? Put it back together again? Yes,dpties, as others crowd around. ‘See,
this part comes away,’ he shows the trigger houshlgthis comes off.’

He slides open the chamber to show me how it wafksound pops up from the
magazine and he slams it into the breech and ibak®ne smooth motion. Then he aims
the rifle at a nearby wall. A woman and child aesgng by. | hold the barrel and force
the weapon down. Lachinder rests it on the groand,then, demonstration over, puts a
hand over the barrel in repose. | quickly snatcwiay, saying he might blow a hole in
his hand.

The small gathering laughs.

It then quickly descends to dangerous farce. Topamsate for loss of face, Lachinder
angrily opens the breech to eject the round. ésfbbff and lands at my feet. | pick it up,
rub the dust off the sleek brass bullet againsteans and hand it back. He presses the
bullet back into the magazine, ensures the chamsbempty, and again, to regain face,
aims the gun at the wall of people near us andspeethe trigger. Click.

Lachinder fin~py smiles. Senior smiles, too, pats/d the camouflage cap on his head
and fiercely pulls on his Pepsi Cola.

| get up and sa ute Lachinder. He is grinning, sapkip another round of la ghter. ‘Hope
to see you again,’ | tell him. ‘Remember my falfeyou’re on patrol and come across
me..." The smiles freeze. G me over. Sukhdev takgarm and pulls me away.
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As we drive off to Matwara, further down the highyw@6 towards Bijapur, to see more
relief camp hell, | notice a small shop festoondthwlothes: khaki tunics and pants,
camouflage caps, T-shirts-liberally displayed amergort-surplus garments, clothes for
a mix of work and play, war and peace. The shopahsign for male innerwear as well.
It's called Macro Man.

And it reminds me of my meeting in Delhi with B, mlpset-Maoist friend, from whom |
hoped to get some contacts as | planned my trawdi&xalite country. We had found
ourselves talking a lot about Monty that evening.the Delhi manner of assuming
familiar diminutives for the powerful, this was ho® referred to Montek Singh
Ahluwalia, deputy chairman of India’s Planning Corssion. B doesn't at all like Monty.

B doesn’t care much for Prime Minister Singh eitiBtoody Monty and Manmohan,’
he had railed at me. ‘Like other policy chaps, thal} kill the half of India that is
weakest and that will kill India.” The Prime Mingstand Ahluwalia had formed a team in
1991 when Singh was appointed India’s kick-stamaiice minister and Ahluwalia-an
alumnus of the World Bank and former Prime Mini®Rajiv Gandhi’s 1980s’ think tank-
his crack finance secretary. B accused them oflingelindia’s agriculture to
multinationals by corporatizing the farm sector arehkening it to the point of starvation
and death. Their big-picture crap is killing theadhman. Macro is killing micro.’

B’s views are extreme, but he’s right about onaghi

development has become an internal security issné,lack of development a self-
inflicted, festering wound. To calm B down, | haifleenpted Americana, and jokingly
referred to Ahluwalia as ‘Macro Man.’

B had dissolved in laughter. And | had my contadttaughed at the memory. But how
could I explain it to Sukhdev, who slowed the mbtke to ask me if all was well?

v

There is hardly any sign of life at Patarpara. Secatde roam barren fields. A couple of
children watch the world from a hut under the shefde large banyan.

We are travelling on a broad packed-earth roadedaia 67 couple of feet from
surrounding fields. The road wasn’t there two mendigo, Sukhdev says. It's new, to
transport troops. The road has been laid with &#lp bf the Border Roads Organization
(BRO), which is in itself an admission that thera’'svar raging in the heart of India: the
BRO usually works way to the north, along India’dtdsly contested border with
Pakistan and China, and in the death zones of Ja#nKmashmir and the North East. Few
civil contractors will risk death and destructiaorh the Maoists. It's got too tense in
these parts for traditional permission-a percentdgbe contract, between ten and twelve.
It can amount to crores of rupees a year, as sh@ks, a parallel administration, need to
be clothed, fed and armed, and families of theetaken care of. Bihar's chief minister
Nitish Kumar is among a few to actually put a figto it; he estimates the Maoists in his
state pull in Rs 150 crore a year-not countingdbst of outfight looting of money and
snatching of arms and ammunition from security dsrfrom contractors, traders and big
business engaged in a range of activities fromstgpeoduce and timber trade to mining
and construction. Raman Singh, Kumar’s countenpa@hhattisgarh, says he estimates
the Maoists pull in Rs 100 crore a year from Badtae Danclakaranya zone within his
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state. We are in Patarpara because Sukhdev dettidess too dangerous to move
beyond Matwara; SPOs were on hair-trigger furtbgrards Bijapur-two of us were too
few for the journeyand he was also getting restléé®r we had tramped through yet
another SJ refugee-holding pen in Matwara, he hidhly asked me: ‘How much more
of this do you need to see?’

‘Fine,” | had shot back. ‘We’ll do as you say.’ Hed turned

around, scorching~bber on the road, and roared &lack) the

highway, past dozen of special forces emplacenadsSJ pickets, not caring VI at they
thought of us, doing 80 kilometres an hour on ar@avhich | wouldn’t go beyond forty.
‘An |[ED went of here a few days ago,” he shoutedwas hurtled over a culver,
Bhairamgarh behind us. Then, brief revenge oveicdoded to a more sedate speed. By
the time we reached the turn-off for Patarpara &wthdum several minutes later,
Sukhdev was again his affable self.

Two men had waved us down some distance past theofti | feared they were SJ
thugs. But they were unarmed, and turned out tdrégsed in torn, soiled vests and lungi,
not quite SJ chic.

They rattled off a stream of dialect. They wantedney, Sukhdev said, disgusted.
Money to drink. ‘Drink is the downfall of us adivas

But it wasn't quite like that. At my insistence,KBalev probed further. It turned out that
they were complaining about not being paid for wdtér some days of roadwork done
in October 2005, they had been paid only two dagdies-the ‘food for work’
programme at Rs 58.89 a day, the rate fixed byCthieattisgarh government. They said
they hadn’t been paid for any work since. ‘Whaupposed to pay you?’

‘The sachiv.’ The local panchayat secretary.

‘Why hasn’t he?’

‘Maybe he has drunk it all up.” They bent over laung.

‘Where does the sachiv get the money from?’

‘Block sahib.” In Bhairamgarh, under which this gatfalls, the power of dispensing
belonged to Ajay Singh, a crony of Mahendra Karia.wasn'’t in during our trip into
Bhairamgarh, but | knew the name from conversatisitis Nandini and Himanshu, and
the NYT article that had Pisda in such foul temg&jay Singh would be killed a month
later, on 22 May. The Maoists snared him as heasi@ut from Bhairamgarh, confident
it was now relatively Maoist-free. Ajay and his lealgues found a tree across a track.
When they stopped, the Maoists blew them up withidaden pressure bomb. Ajay and
three others died, on home turf. Police officiatef told me several villages are strewn
with such booby traps, the exact locations of wiadhknown to villagers.)

‘Where does all the money go?’ | asked Sukhdevejty, he looked at the sky.

One of the adivasis was more forthcoming. ‘He ked#pse said. ‘When there is
“imgency” gives it.” Emergency was when he couldarty lon er payment.

‘Sachiv, sachiv; the two adivasis started shoutsga motorcycle came closer. We
moved to the middle of the road to stop him. Thehsawas nattily dressed in full-sleeve
shirt, trousers, new sandals and large sunshadesadilistache was neatly trimmed.
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‘These two say they haven’t been paid for theirkybsaid in Hindi. ‘When will they get
the money?’

The two adivasis stopped their chatter in Gondi touk up 69 a chorus in Hindi to
demand money, putting on a show. ‘Paisa do, pais®dy do.” They looked at Sukhdev
and me for approval. Sukhdev seemed to be anawety from clouting the sachiv. The
man gunned his motorcycle and scythed a path thrasgcovering us in dust.

‘These people even steal relief money,” Sukhded, said spat on the track.

| was reminded of an article by Debal K. Singhaldyread recently in the Economic

and Political Weekly, entitled ‘Peasant MovememtsCiontemporary India: Emerging

Forms of Domination and Resistance’. In it, thesswnention of an incensed tribal lady
in West Bengal’s Khanpur village, and her refrain:

Hamra mathot karong kam

Thaakong bhanga ghorot

. Porong fata sari, charong gorur gari

Hamar babur hol sada dhoti, Paichen fotfoti

Pakka hol ore bari

(We work in the fields, stay in broken huts

Wear torn clothes, and ride on bullock carts,

While our ‘babu’ wears a clean white dhoti,

Has a motorcycle and lives in a pucca house.)

I was reminded, too, of a story that D, an inteltige officer, had told me about former
Chhattisgarh chief minister Ajit Jogi, himself watlnt the reputation of a saint. According
to D, Jogi used to say that if all the funds sperBastar since 1947 were added up and
totalled with int rest, there would be one crofetts ten million rupees, f each family.
‘Where did all that money go?’ the’ asked me rhetdly. ‘There is still nothing. You
move around and there’s nothing anywhere. So tbitheir advantage, na?’ he said,
meaning to the advantage of the Maoists. ‘For yeatsody checked how money was
being utilized. Corrupt administration and poldits were so sure nobody would bother
to check. It's a fact. Everybody knows it. But tiernothing we can do about it.’

Good money continues to be poured after good. Datte and 54 other Naxal-affected
districts tagged by the Home Ministry for specigatment in 2003 were each provided
an additional Rs 15 crores a year of central gowent funding for three years 70 under
what is called Backward Districts Initiative ‘so asfill in the critical gaps in physical
and social infrastructure’. More jam. We stop unitie banyan for a break. The massive
tree is at a crossroad. The children we’'d seeherhut, a boy and girl, approach us, as |
move towards a nearby building. It's the local angadi, now empty. Sukhdev says
there’s no teacher for the remaining children. €ea sign, painted on the walls of the
locked anganwadi that the 5J hordes have overlooked

‘Hathiyarband sangharsh se hi adhikaar mileygarméd struggle is the only way to
empowerment. The message urges people to boyeatticgls in ‘April’-probably a
reference to the national elections of 2004. ligned off with ‘Marxbad, Leninbad,
Maobad Zindabad. Navjanvadi kranti zindabad,” wighliong life to M-LM ideology and
also to the revolution to create ‘new people’. VW= Pondum, 5ukhdev asks the little
girl. ‘Idikey,” she replies, pointing at a narromeack winding south past the tiny school
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building. After a kilometre through forest, we coaxoss a large clearing with work-in-
progress clusters of houses of a 5)-mandated réf'sbhctually two hamlets, as we soon
discover. To the right of the track is the new lemf Pondum. To the left is the new
hamlet of Polliwaya. 5ukhdev gestures to a young oasting mud bricks from a pile of
clay scooped from the roadside. Where’s Pondum?

‘Idikey,” the man says, in now familiar bisyllablgointing up the track, into the forest.
‘Then what is this?’

‘This is now t w Pondum. And that,” he points a&0%s now Polliway: . 5alwa Judum

gathered everyone and brought us here under agégppachayat.” The young man, who’s
called Chaitu, gi es us some details of the resatht. A hundred families from Pondum
and 71 from Polliwaya resettled in adjacent fieMdh no shelter from trees, two newly
dug wells between them, and no help to make thedwbeyond Rs 12,000 per family
from the Chhattisgarh government.

Rs 12,000 for the house, and a supply of asbestdmg sheets on purchase that replaces
local thatch, wood and palm leaf with a dangerampmosite that will bake anyone inside.
The 71 mud bricks are Rs 2 per brick, and the twy-room cheek-byjowl houses take
about 2,000 bricks to build. Those able to makekisrsave money. They anyway have to
make their own house. It was the same story,d&hsin the refugee village up the road
from the sewer of Bhairamgarh. And in Matwara. Re@mmeshed in the drag and drop
of instant SJ resettlement that takes inhabitarden fopen habitat that often sees a
kilometre separate one homestead from anotherusiectk of instant slum. From a
livelihood, however basic, some farming, tendintfleaand gathering forest produce, to
nothing at all. SJ can better keep its eyes ometsl so the Maoists cannot poach. As
always, broken people are collateral damage.

We move along the track to vociferous protest filGhaitu-SJ has expressly forbidden
anyone from going to Pondum-the real Pondum. Suklzahel | choose to ignore him;
there aren’t many people around in the blazingauhthose who remain are busy setting
up home.

It would have been better if we had stayed. Itaartbreaking to see an empty home, a
dead village. Huts large and small are silent,ipgebroken. Even those resettled down
the road aren’t allowed to return to undertake irepend so their former homes and
farms waste away in the shade of sal and gum ttleegreenbrown-red of leaf, tree and
earth dusted with the brilliant white fluff fromagt simal trees. Still life.

We walk into a home at the edge of Pondum-I coarceluctant Sukhdev. That is how
we meet the beautiful Bhagwati. It's difficult say who is more surprised. But there is
fellow feeling once Sukhdev assures her we’re monhfSJ. Her young daughter, a wisp
of six or seven, comes out from behind the huittbysher mothe~es a twig to keep flies
off drying mahua flowers.

Bhagwati speaks with great intakes of breath, hewars incomprehensible to me except
for sighs that wrack her slight frame. Her husb&mt around, she tells Sukhdev, but
does not say where he is. She knows how and whyrolkles began but has no idea
when it will all end-in that the Prime Minister bifdia and the wretched of India are one.
Her clan is helping build a hut in New Pondum, amalybe she will request them to help
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dismantle the roof of the old hut and crown the @& with it. What will she do when
the money the government has given 72 runs out? Wwidwhey live? What will they eat?
Bhagwati answers in sighs and silent tears. Heglakau reaches out to cradle her. .

Sukhdev, crOhed’ lowers his face. These are hiplpeand there is little he ca do to help
beyond empty words and gestures. | leave quittking care to not disturb the tableau
of grief, shame and desp ate longing.

8

‘These guys came in quietly,” says Prabir Kumar.D&lse dalam would move in. Eight
to ten people. Flags, Mao bands and slogans. Ejgétycent were these bloody guys,
these Telugu fellows. They would go to villages arst do “Hello, hello, how are you?”
That'’s all. What would they offer them? Nothingstithe arms they carried. They would
say, “We have opposed them, we have chased thegn"awa

He lights a cigarette, taking a break in the teglliof a short history of Maoism in

Chhattisgarh, from the time it was nothing but amaistrative backwater of Madhya

Pradesh, before 2000. He is describing how theisfmbegin claiming territory, show

they care, by chasing away forest guards, moneglsngetty traders, even police, the
traditional scourge of tribals and other forest liisvs.

‘Then they reach a level where they can be bralfgrou read Mao’s philosophy, there
are various stages-you know, the struggle stagm the guerilla stage, and then the
liberated stage...they follow Mao’s book page bgepa

‘Have you studied it?’ | ask Prabir, the superiolent of police of Dantewada.

‘No, just read it here and there. So here, theges gontinue in the struggle stage and
guerilla stage. When they found they had enougluente, they introduced weapons,
started creating local dalams. Then they createdrsans in villages. These villagers
don’t know what Maoism is, what democracy is, tkagw nothing-it's like four per cent
of the people control 96 per cent of the populatioimey would hammer down the whole
village 73 into submission.” | swallow a comebabl:is now the reversed hammer, and
people caught in between are pulp.

The atmosphere 1 as relaxed as it can be with awharalways travels in armed convoy,
the way to whose office has four barricades. Arngehr s at the entrance to the
compound; then a sandbagged gun empl cement witachine gun and carbine crew; a
thick mud and rick wall with firing slits frontinghe main door; and personal se urity
detail outside the door to his office. ‘Then, tHescame so powerful they thought they
could challenge the police. It was a bit of a beeng,” he uses boarCling school slang,
‘there were some blasts in the south... they killéell8 policemen. This was 1988 or so.
We never expected it. Things didn’t really registeen. They suddenly reached the
guerilla stage. The government of India was hatldére. It was purely a police thing. It

became police versus these guys, or Naxals asnbeythen called.’

Prabir lights another cigarette. He is tense arehlsp in bursts, not with the practiced
smoothness of Pisda. His edgy urbanity, courtesglitd education, makes him seem a
little raw compared to Pisda with his slick poliéic-talk. Policing these parts isn't easy
for a man like him.
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‘See, Andhra had been suffering from this probleont a little earlier,” he resumes.

‘There, they created their counterinsurgency fortes Greyhounds, in 1985. But

Chhattisgarh at that time was part of Madhya Priadesl too far away for those in the
capital, Bhopal, so nobody bothered. Till they wieitesystematically, and very hard-‘89,

‘90, ‘92, ‘93. A lot of people died. A time came & Dantewada, the southern part of
Dantewada at least, was overrun.’

‘You mean the Konta region?’ | refer to an areapdeethe south, near the state’s border
with Andhra Pradesh, near the Andhra town of Bhatltlam. It's where Chhattisgarh
police took critically injured survivors of a landme blast in Konta that shredded a truck
carrying SJ supporters on 28 February 2006. “Kesita. You go now and see; most of
the roads are kutcha type. Where the kutcha stastsuldn’t like to drive on it. It sends
shivers, you know.’

There’'s a good reason. Unlike Kashmir, where mastds are blacktop, attacking
security forces is a matter of ambush or plantiB®4 and mines on the verge, on
embankments, under 74 bridges. I've seen OPs-rpadiog patrols-painstakingly make
their way in pre- awn, and only when they signé&lckdar is traffic allowed to ass. In
Mauoist zones, packed or loose earth roads andstaokhide a pressure mine or remotely
activated mine with no tell le. D, the intelligenaficial in Raipur, had called the 80-kil
metre stretch from Sukma to Konta ‘a mess, extrgrdahgerous for us; all tracks are
full of IEDs’. The Maoists, he had sa.id, use puessnines triggered by explosive caps
and even hypodermic syringes; other IEDs are deteafiotely” using wires as well as
wireless signals. ‘This is LTIE-inspired,’” he hadd me. ‘It's a kind of favour returned.
During the blockade of )affna in the late 1980ppe’s War helped to get arms across
to Jaffna. We believe that the LTIE are still paivg training and also arms.” These
arms are easily available to anyone with money @dacts, he had continued. If they
want to supplement the grassroots method, as &,veérlooting armouries or snatching
weapons from guards, landlords or police-kill, taoists can easily shop around in
India’s northeast and Nepal with the LTIE-or go evwerther afield courtesy of ‘friendly’
networks in Pakistan and Bangladesh.

‘So naturally we walk,” Prabir is saying, ‘and yoan’t walk hundreds and hundreds of
kilometres. You roam around one village and youehaalked seven kilometres on
average. It suits the Maoists very well-and they'dallow roads to be constructed. Why?
Because once roads come in, it's a threat to th&fou can see it here,” he gets up and
paces in front of a large map of Chhattisgarh el#ft of his desk. It's marked with red
and green crosses and stars-signs of Maoist atelsttangholds, huge patches of green
marking dense forest. He moves a forefinger up ftloenbottom, travels east tracing the
state border with Orissa right along to the nofiinis entire region. Then here...” He
travels back down to the lower third of the map aunts across the state west to Kanker
district, which is separated from Dantewada by iaktlslice of Bastar district. The
forefinger moves west into Maharashtra across the line of Indravati River, slashes
north and south, and then arcs back east to elkkdraé. ‘They dominate in all this area.
This is bad. You could call it a sort of “liberatacea”.’

I’m too stunned to react. An official who speaks thuth.
The Maoists do call it ‘liberated zone'. It is osep up from the concept of ‘guerilla
zone’ at one time practically all of northern arastern Andhra Pradesh in which the
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state and rebels are matched for domination andrgance, a stage that allows flat out
offensive. A ‘liberated zone’ is arrived at wheretrebels’ level of domination exceeds
that of the state. Which, it would appear from wthet Dantewada SP is showing me on
an official state map, includes large parts of Beut Chhaftisgarh and parts of
Gadhchiroli, along with a few heavily forested bardlistricts along the Orissa-Andhra
border.

Prabir is on a roll.

‘Smoke? No? Okay. | joined in February 2004 andpmnil you had Lok Sabha elections.
The situation was quite bad.” There was no votmghis area simply because it was too
dangerous and the Maoists wouldn’t allow it. ‘A lot these guys came in, from
Gadhchiroli, south, east-there were more than h20unters during the elections.’

It didn't let up afterwards either, as Andhra Pfdewhich had held elections to its state
assembly along with parliamentary elections, haéw government, led by the Congress,
and the new chief minister Y.S.R. Reddy initiateeage talks with the Maoists in
October that year. This temporary detente had ffieeteof the Maoist cadre regrouping.
When peace talks broke down in a matter of montitis-aoth sides trading charges of
peace being used as an excuse for greater inblrand armingincreased pressure from
the Greyhounds led to many Maoists spreading ousvéiom Andhra, mainly into
Chhattisgarh. The way Prabir and his fellow offssand of course the state-see it, the
Salwa Judum was just waiting to happen in Chhattlsghe Maoists were on a high and
they basically went ahead and asked for it witholdgical extremism, browbeating
tribals into their cause. It's a logical reactionaopeople pushed into a corner. The same
as when the state went right ahead and invited dtaadecades earlier with extreme
callousness, and continues to, by usurping traditidribal lands and condoning all
manner of malpractices that are so inherent inalndi believe that even if you were to
give the adivasi a car, telephone, a pucca houseadto each house, they would still
have revolted against the Maoists-Mahendra Karrsiagave it a shape, and we gave it a
name.’

The Maoists, says Prabir, echoing the words otbikague Pisda, and numerous others
across the spectrum, let loose their own reignpgre@ssion, imposing barriers on a
people who were used to nothing beyond living va#tture. He mentions the control

of tendu leaves that Himanshu had also talked ab&ithen we entered an area 50

kilometres from here, deep inside, we found theg bioken hand pumps. Initially, we

thought it was to deny police water. Later, whenwent to areas we hadn’'t been to
before, there too the pumps were broken. Villageld us that they were asked by the

Maoists to drink only from wells and other natuveter sources.” Hand pumps were

provided by the state or by NGOs with state fungthgy were a sign of oppression, and

therefore taboo.

‘If villagers had to go to the weekly market, [tMaoists] would say, “All of you can’t
go, only such and such people can go.” If a grotiprikagers were talking, these
sangham guys would appear like the KGB and ligten i

‘So we realized something was happening. A yearnvegovould not get a single villager
to help us, not a single guide. Today, | get soynalunteers. And these People’s War
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guys [Prabir uses the old name out of habit] misst have realized it, so they went about
hacking and killing people. They are doing it evenv.’

So, if the Maoists are bunch of nasties and SJretbof angels, why does the world
know about SJ brutality more than Maoist excesses?

‘We just like to do our work and to hell with itrépaganda is a very, very weak aspect of
this operation. We have just not been able to ptoj@rabir pushes back his chair,
agitated, rocking back on spring. ‘If you ask meget fed up talking to press people. And
then, secondly, a lot of the local press-from heetet of them are involved.’

‘Can you prove it?’

‘Involved in the sense...you look at press peo@eehthey are not really staffers of big
media. Some of them run shops, small factories; inage some business or the other.
The local press had no guts to write against thealdaToday, this has changed a bit.’

Well, you guys took care of that with your gag ldwytervene. He ignores me.

‘The Mauoists, of course, are very good at this.’ddatest. | can vouch for it. ‘They have
a legal set-up, they have a propaganda set-upiirPsays. ‘The Naga forces have
done a damn good job here. They talk about how Nagas here are doing nothing
but head hunting. There’s not a single case..ethey have been an excess here and

there, but when you're talking about operationgmarea of 30,000 square kilometres,

you can’t avoid a few s:ases.’

‘Collateral damage?’

Prabir nods. ‘If you compare it with Kashmir andhet places, we haven't done
anything.’

Ah, Kashmir, beautiful Kashmir, where militantst she throats of innocent men, women
and children as retribution. They toss grenadessatirity posts in crowded market areas
in Srinagar that often bounce off barricades anglagle among innocents mostly

Kashmiri. And hair-trigger forces that detain aflwmnake people disappear, and have
sometimes killed gruesomely to make a point.

I will never forget a conversation | had with arficér of military intelligence at Delhi
airport at the turn of the millennium. Dressednafti-bearded, in scruffy Kashmiri (iran,
the voluminous poncho that can conceal a tiny braand submachine gun with equal
ease, his real ID now flashed by the tiny brasdstdiy Intelligence symbol worn on a
beret-he was on his way to Srinagar and active dit¢y a few days with the family. His
colleagues were scattered across the lounge. Miyfaamd | were heading to Goa, our
eventual home. After giving the gentlest of hugatplittle daughter with a tearful ‘she’s
just like my daughter’, he told me some tales. @®#the came to have a bullet wound in
his right palm-still healing. Of how one time heddms team hacked off the heads of six
militants deep inside a forest, to petrify theilaisist colleagues, of course, but also as
spiritual insult-to ensure that their journey taguise would be confused, with headless
torsos not knowing which way to go. ‘Then we hetirdse human rights chaps were
coming,’ the military man told me in flawless, ggd English. ‘So we put the heads back
on somehow, crudely stitched them up. We didn’hbotvith matching head and body.’

Cynical laughter. ‘Don’t know if we’ll meet agairhe said.
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‘Have a nice holiday.’
‘Something wrong?’ Prabir asks, puzzled by my siéerNo, | tell him, and relate the
military officer’s story, and few others, seen d&érd over the years.

‘You see?’ he says in self-vindication. ‘And we Bait resorted to any false encounters
as such. We even know where the family membersamfynof these guys stay in Andhra-
in Khammam, in Bhadrachalam, but we have neveregickhem up. We’ye never played
any dirty games like that.’

‘But if you did, wouldn’t the Maoists target thenfidies of your people? Wouldn't the
whole thing escalate?’

‘Yes. In fact, when one of my sub-inspectors waduabed by these People’s War
fellows, in August-September 2004, there was a Huggama. The press went in,
interviewed the sub-inspector. | even talked t@&a he says, referring to the openly
pro-Naxal balladeer from Andhra Pradesh, a culignown right, who is always dressed
in short dhoti and wrapped in a black shepherd&anvhand known for singing popular
lines like, Grease leni bandi eppudu nadaraledhithrghgam leni viplavamu mundhukku
podhura. Without grease a cart cannot move forwaitthout sacrifice revolution cannot
move forward. ‘I took the name of their fellow wha'V channel had interviewed, who
said all sorts of nasty things about us,” Prabintcwes. ‘| told Gadar, “Give me one
instance when we have. troubled anybody’s familAndhra. If | was playing a dirty
game, | could have killed 150 of them by now.” Sodaid, “I assure you no bodily harm
will come to your sub-inspector.” He sent a letteme on my fax. And then | secured a
release.’

‘All you guys are in a funny business. Overgroumaglerground, overt, covert,” | say.

‘The overt [among the Maoists] are the legal setpgople who advertise openly because
they are not banned. The propaganda set-up is merg. A lot of journalists are with
them.. .But something has gone wrong for them her®astar, Dantewada-l have
crosschecked this with my colleagues in Andhra.dpreading. Why are they prepared to
crush the Salwa Judum at all costs in Koma? WhyGaBse it can spread into Andhra.
Then it will spread into Orissa, into Jharkhand.rigbt now, their major cadre is in my
area. They have inducted their real firepower inarga-to divert us, to engage us and,
somehow, to defeat this thing called Salwa Judum.’

‘And together you will create a deathscape.” | wkis holding back before | say
anything more indiscreet. ‘Do you consider what Wéppen in the future?’

Prabir waves that away like batting a pesky flyeiithe gathers his hands together,
steeples his fingers and rests his arms on the.tbdd voice has lost all agitation, and he
speaks calmly. ‘I like to stay in the present, ymow. | have to crush it. | can’t keep
thinking about what’s going to happen. Professigndts not my job to think all that.
Focus. Crush it. At face value. Crush it.’

9

| say my farewell to little Haripriya and her fditth companion Mallika. Himanshu and
Veena have gone to Dantewada town to do some ¢haresk email. Sukhdev tells me |
will probably meet them on the way. It's gettingkdahe warns, | should be off or I'll
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miss the bus. He will remain in the forest. Lingul weach me to Dantewada. After a
warm handshake and embrace Sukhdev turns and dmagpto a postcard dusk.

Kamlesh and two friends, both journalists, are wgifor me at Punjab Provision Stores.
| have a berth on the 7.30 p.m. Payal Air LineskitadRaipur, and there’s an hour to kill.
Kamlesh makes the introductions. One works for EZ¥jg Andhra Pradesh-based news
and entertainment channel, the other for Dainikd8haa a major national daily in Hindi.
We retire to Tip Top Ice Cream Palace. It is opgrdiay, the garlands of marigold are
fresh over the door, but there’s no ice cream. Adesfor sweet, milky tea, with diesel
fumes and the smell of fresh paint as accompaniment

‘How was your trip?” ETV asks. Interesting, | repletween journalists, there’s
sometimes a bit of trying to out-cool the othepad of initial wordplay.

‘Ah. Interesting meetings, haan?’

Not bad, | allow, and say | wish | could have metahdndra Karma and D.L. Manhar.
Neither was around.

‘Karma is these days between Jagdalpur and Raipar.difficult to talk to him,
especially for journalists. He’s keeping a low fpieofAnd you won't find Manhar. He’s
now posted to Raipur to the Manavadhikar Aayog.éyitaugh as | choke on tea. The
heavy-handed SP of Bijapur, now posted to the QGislgarh State Human Rights
Commission!

‘I saw his people molest two good-looking tribatlgiof the sangham about two months
ago,” ETV says. ‘They had surrendered. | can’ttbey raped them, but | can definitely
say they molested them. Their father was outsidging and asking for help.’
‘Shoshankariyon ka raja,” Dainik Bhaskar adds. King of exploiters.

‘They are all in it. The police, administration,licians,’ it's ETV again. ‘They eat up
funds. Then there’s smuggling. A lot of smugglirmeg on here. Sagun trees find their
way from Bastar to Bangalore, Bhopal, Mumbai, DeKwlkata. Everyone is involved.
There is hardly anyone in government who is noblived in everything from smuggling
to the liquor business to the Salwa Judum. I'vendeere for four months; it took me not
more than two to understand the level of explatatand corruption. Why won’t the
Maoists succeed?’

‘Aren’t you scared of the law?’ | ask all three.

Kamlesh answers for them. ‘I am out because of PA@i PUDR." People’s Union for
Civil Liberties and People’s Union for DemocratidgRts. ‘But with the new law
(Chhattisgarh’s Special Public Security Act, 20a@Bgy can put me or anyone inside for
three years without producing any charge or evidenc ‘“You know, | think often I'm
pushing the government line,” ETV says, ‘becausrehs no other line these days.
Independent reporting has become dangerous.’

Kamlesh nods, tea forgotten.
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‘Arrey, did you hear about the killing?’ Dainik Bslear intervenes in the silence. He
turns to me. ‘The former block president of thigamwas beheaded by Naxalis this
morning at three.’

‘That's. what the administration says,” ETV cuts fiitis actually not a beheading. They
hit his jaw, face. Then he is supposed to havaugaind run for 500 metres with Naxalis
chasing him, and then he fell onto the rocks byriver. They say Naxalis asked him for
Rs 1300. Naxalis don't take such small amounts-dianley kill him for that? It's
something else: who or why is unclear.’

| spot Himanshu's car, a white, worn Maruti sedaithwbDelhi plates. Himanshu is
cheerful as he gets down from it, accompanied bgnde

‘So, your yatra is over, is it?’

‘Only for now.’

‘Did you hear?’ he asks as we shake hands. ‘TheNdave killed a former president of
the block, just a few kilometres from here, near tilver. Said he was a police informer.
Ran after him with choppers.’

Payal Air Lines arrives. The driver has crankedhgvolume on the scratchy stereo. It's
a perennial pan-India favourite from the iconic @9%vovie Mera Naam Joker: ‘Mera
joota hai Japaani/ Yeh pat/oon IngListaani/ SarLpk topi Roosi/ Phir bhi diL hai
Hindustani.” My shoes are from Japan, trousers fesrgland, a red hat from Russia, and
yet, a heart that is all Indian. An up-tempo gldadion song.

‘Achcha? Choppers?’ | deadpan to Himanshu’s telhgnother version of the story.
Truth is only what you see, what you hear, andediffit people see and hear different
things. But if indeed the man was killed by the Mé&g it would have been Police
Informer Execution No. 36 in the past two yearthiese parts.

‘We cannot defeat Naxalism with force,” D’s tellinggs a bell. “That has been tried and
we have failed. We have to try other approacheseDement, for instance. There has
been so little of it in Bastar, from the Britisimgs. Even Noronha, a well-known officer
who later became chief secretary [Ronald ‘Ron’ €.V Noronha of the colonial Indian

Civil Service, and later wellregarded chief seanetaf undivided Madhya Pradesh] did
nothing. People would come, live well, go huntimgite about half-naked people and
their dances, their jewellery and their way of diyi They would write books on

anthropology and culture and go away. No developmen

‘Bad business,’ | shake my head at Himanshu.
Himanshu smiles. ‘Go in peace.’

BOOK I

We have tried to develop the army in some aredsowitclass struggle and have failed.
Without class struggle-the battle of annihilatidretinitiative of the poor peasant masses
cannot be released, the political consciousnegheaiffighters cannot be raised, the new
man cannot emerge, the people’s army cannot baexte@®nly by waging class struggle-
the battle of annihilation-the new man will be dexh the new man who will defy death
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and will be free from all thoughts of self-intere&nhd with this death defying spirit he
will go close to the enemy, snatch his rifle, awetige martyrs and the peoples army will
emerge. To go close to the enemy it is neccessamyriguer all thought of self. And this
can be achieved only by the blood of martyrs. Tigpires and creates new men out of
the fighters, fills them with class hatred and nsa#teem go close to the enemy and snatch
his rifle with bare hands.

» Cham Mazumdar, at the First Congress of the CPI)(\@klcutta, May 1970

The grammar of left-wing extremism in India is quimple if you accept the fluid
nature of things.

‘Naxal’, in singular and plural, derives from a neonent that sparked off as an anti-
landlord campaign in the Naxalbari area of Darjegldistrict in West Bengal, in May
1967. It was fuelled by fiery handling of the isdmean extreme-Left faction of the CPI
(M). CPI (M) had split from the Communist Party laflia in 1964, but was itself riven
with divisions soon after. This extreme factiond Iby Charu Mazumdar and other
disenchanted party members from across India-Wesig8l, Andhra Pradesh, Orissz,
Punjab, Kerala, Uttar Pradesh, Bihar-formed the IAtlia Coordination Committee of
Communist Revolutionaries after the initial Naxaibacident of farmers’ protest and
police retaliation in May 1967. This faction wodlarmally break away from CPI (M)in
1969 and call itself the Communist Party of IndMa(xist-Leninist)-the source of all
‘ML’ parties-and adopt annihilation of ‘class enesii as a key plank to achieving
revolutionary success.

The 1967 movement grew beyond everybody’'s expectsitimainly because of the
reaction to massive crackdown by the state. Istergly, Jyoti Basu of CPI (M), who
was later to become West Bengal’'s longest servimgf aninister, was then the home
minister of the coalition government. The oftenthhgovernment crackdown resulted in
the movement spreading to other areas of BengalBamal, and into cities, primarily
Calcutta, where it became a straightforward ‘statesus the revolutionaries’ battle.
Soon it crossed the class barrier and consumekiectteals and students, even those with
no background or interest in communist principl#sgrew into the now legendary
Naxalbari movement, which emptied an impressivetioa of several universities in
Calcutta and Delhi, among other cities, and in AadRradesh, which was on the boil
with a similar movement of its own. The phase imdAra-the ‘Srikakulam phase’-began
in 1968, when, inspired by the peasant uprisinjaxalbari, a group of dissident CPI (M)
leaders from Orissa and Andhra Pradesh, among thentonic Nagabhushan Patnaik,
Tarimala Nagi Reddy and Chandra Pulla Reddy, dddidenitiate two nuclei of armed
revolution in Andhra Pradesh: Srikakulam in thet @asl the Telengana region-the entire
northwest of the state which already had a histdérgeasant revolt. Some of its leaders
met Charu Mazumdar in Calcutta the same year. \Whew returned, a decision was
taken to immediately launch an armed struggle; tzgapened on 25 November 1968,
when Patnaik and others, along with about 250I8jlztacked the house of a landlord in
Parvatipuram, took away food grain and destroyecu@nts that formally indentured
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labour. The following year, the movement spilledoas to the border regions of Orissa,
strikingly similar to current areas of Maoist adfv

The movement was more taken with the principleslab , than of Marx or Lenin. Mao
was alive then, while the others were history; lffered a combination of punchier
ideology, clever strategy, and greater romanticiannell-meaning young man from an
impoverished corner of China who undertook the dmog March, rose to dominate
China, and was making it a power to match the $dvieon, and challenge America.
Mao’s Red Book offered tactical and strategic sohg along with rhetoricthe notion of
‘protracted’ guerilla war, ‘People’s War’, to captufirst the countryside and then
encircle urban areas before taking them over. Alitg agrarian revolution, he said, it
was crucial never to lose sight of the ultimatel gba&apturing political power.

But in India it would prove to be asking for too ahtoo soon.

When the relatively naive, relatively disorganizewvement was shattered by state
action in 1972, and squeezed almost completelyhieytime Indira Gandhi imposed

Emergency in 1975, blanking out civil rights andnadating brutality of the state, the

cycle was ended. Over the remainder of the 1978seanly 1980s the movement broke
into several dozen ‘ML’ factions, mainly nitpickingver personalities, doctrine and

whether the ‘objective conditions’ for revolutiorewe right. (It is a trend that continues
among the subcontinent’s left-wing revolutionariggre 86 are a bewildering number of
groups, often with similar sounding names, who hanaken away-and continue to-from

larger parties.)

Several Naxalite leaders went underground. Someseated themselves, primarily in
An.dhra Pradesh, Bihar and West Bengal. This asorgtion of sorts was further aided
when the Janata Party-led coalition assumed paw&®77 after the landslide defeat of
Indira Gandhi’'s Congress. Many jailed Naxal leadeese released after public pressure
and petitions by national and international humghts groups and activists.

In Andhra Pradesh, the state committee of the @HL) (regrouped and started a
discussion about what had gone wrong with the Netalmovement. Among other
things, this introspection led to the conclusiomtthwhile CPl (ML) was ‘basically
correct’, it had made serious mistakes. For exaripleas wrong to have expected a
quick victory; annihilation could not be the onlyrin of struggle; it was wrong to have
discouraged the building of a mass organizatiortdgning it ‘revisionism’; it was a
mistake not to have focussed on building the parganization. This line of thought
gradually led to the formation of CPI (ML) Peopl&ar and another faction, CPI (ML)
Party Unity, which took root in Bihar. (The latt@ction would merge with People’s War
in 1998.)

Another major group, the Maoist Communist Centréyl€C, dug deep into Bihar by the
early 1980s, including areas of present-day Jhakheeflecting the increasing trend of
consolidation for better operational stability. @603, MCC and a Punjab-based group,
the Revolutionary Communist Centre of India-Maowtuld merge to form the Maoist
Communist Centre of India, or MCCI.)

These groups were openly ‘Maoist’, rejecting panketary democracy, believers in
organized, steadily evolving armed action leadiogrévolution. They set themselves
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apart from several other Marxist-Leninist breakasyaynost notably, CPI (ML)
Liberation, that were-and are-open to contestiregt@Eins and conducting overground
propaganda even as they don’t entirely write off pgossibility of selective action if a
situation demands it. This is where the real bagim of present-day Maoists can be
located, and they eventually evolved far beyondrthaxalbari roots. Even as they
continued to revere Naxalbari icon Charu 87 Mazuimtthey dispensed with his primary
notion of immediate military mobilization to pustoag the uprising of the people-a sort
of peop le-are-ready -and -they-will-join -us-ifeth -see-us-rebel approach. That had
been tried, and it had failed. Today’s rebels aceenfiocussed. They believe in, and work
for, the long haul of armed revolution, using arnsadres and unarmed cadres to work in
tandem, staying true to Mao’s doctrine of PeopWar. And so a second M has been
added to ML, to form the ideology of M-L-M: Marxiteninist-Maoist. (It was first
expressed as ‘Mao Thought’, and later, after a nmageting of rebel minds in 2001, was
smoothened to ‘Maoism’.)

CPI (ML) People’s War emerged as the most powafalip in Andhra with its northern
ally, CPI (ML) Party Unity. The group began to data its activities after 1980,
kidnapping state legislators, bureaucrats, killpgdice, triggering landmines. The party
leadership had already taken a call to establisériltpu zones in Andhra Pradesh-
Karimnagar, Adilabad, Warangal and Khammam in tekefigana region-Bihar, Madhya
Pradesh (including present-day Chhattisgarh), @riasd eastern Maharashtra. The latter
part comprises the area that is Dandakaranya. ‘Besa&s’ were to be established. To
achieve that, armed squads were formed-a resuibanfssed village-level propaganda
incursions from 1978 onwards. These ingressed dieepthe Telengana region of
northern Andhra Pradesh, to begin with. This regi@s in many ways the ideal choice-
among the least developed areas in the countiyadt already seen a communist-led
peasant revolt in the late 1940s. Later, in 1969tf@re had also been violent student
protests demanding a separate Telengana stateugRidmand for a separate Telengana
state continues. )

From Telengana, armed squads were sent into Danadigkea In Bihar, a decision was
taken to develop and base squads in the Palamaest farea-in present-day Jharkhand.
Everywhere, the primary goal, besides ingress, wafcus on a ‘land-to-the-tiller’
approach, by encouraging and inciting tens of thods of landless peasants to take over
land; in numerous cases, the Maoists themselvastniedted land. In large parts of
central Bihar, horrific skirmishes between uppesteadandlord armies like the Ranvir
Sena and the Maoists would become routine. Newsagsacres committed by either
side, with the state playing expedient 88 participélled the pages of newspapers and
magazines. Turf war would also break out intermitie between People’s War and
MCCI.

By 2000, in several areas controlled by People’s,\Waerilla squads had been stitched
together and upgraded to the People’s Local Gaehitiny, which doctrine and pratice
calls to be ultimately scaled up to the Peoplelsetation Army, when the numbers are
big enough and the time is ripe enough for allreublution.

The day of the deliberate, systematic left-wingotationary had arrived.
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Over the years, both People’s War and MCCI cleanedeveral smaller ML factions

along the way. In October 2004, these two groupmgdicly announced a merger, after
two years of talks, to form the Communist Partyirafia (Maoist). They had attempted
merger several times earlier, to end major skirmgglover territory as People’s War and
its ally, Party Unity-by now merged into People’safmoved into MCCI strongholds,

but nothing had come of it. CPI (Maoist) is toddye tunquestioned extreme Left
conglomerate, and accounts for over 90 per cebéfbfrevolutionary violence in India.

Its intention was made clear on 14 October 2004, joint press statement by Muppala
Laxman Rao,or'Ganapathy’-People’s Leader or Pesfiehefactor-the general secretary
of People’s War and now chief of the unified CPla@ist), and ‘Kishan’, the general
secretary of the central committee of MCCI. The twapped their ‘immediate aim and
programme’. It could be Mao talking: ‘“This revolui will be carried out and completed
through armed agrarian revolutionary war, i.e. @aated people’s war with the armed
seizure of power remaining as its central and galdask, encircling the cities from the
countryside and thereby finally capturing them. éterthe countryside as well as the
Protracted People’s War will remain as the “ceofrgravity” of the party’s work, while
urban work will be complementary to it.’

Small ML groups still remain, such as the CPI (Mlanashakti, with an estimated 300
armed and active cadre in Telengana and small afelkaharashtra and Chhattisgarh.
This group, formed 89 in 1992 by coalescing sevaatdired factions out of the chaos of
the 1980s, when the detritus of the Naxalbari me@nmanifested itself in several
‘leaders’, is now allied to CPI (Maoist). Then theare a few ML groups that practice
revolutionary thought, such as CPI (ML) Kanu Sanyed by a Naxalbari leade’r who
even then emerged as a critic of Charu Mazumdaichwis now renamed, like the
original, as CPI (ML), and is engaged in organiZiaigour in several tea gardens in the
Naxalbari area. Another such group is CPl (ML) drédgion, prevalent in Bihar,
Jharkhand, Orissa, Punjab and West Bengal, that asenix of overground and
underground activism in the twilight zone betweendhLeft and extreme Left. It's a
tricky business. For example, in Bihar, Jharkhand Runjab, this group has contested
elections to the state assembly and won. Whileomesparts of Bihar members of this
group have been hunted not only by the state apdrugaste vigilante groups but also by
CPI (Maoist), with whom it has a running turf battbccasionally resulting in deaths but
mostly limited to sniping in party journals. Onlpwards the end of 2006 was an uneasy,
unwritten truce worked out. As a result of thesersingly chaotic splits and mergers and
alignments, over the past decade radical leftistadia, including the ‘softer’ ML patrties,
have all come to be called both Maoists and Nealdr Naxals. In vernacular, for
instance, they could be ‘Naxali’ or ‘Maobadi’-or &dvadi’, depending on the language.
The terms have come to be interchangeable, fresdd by revolutionary intellectuals,
academics, media, government, the public, and soreethe MaoistsINaxals themselves.
India’s Ministry of Home Affairs refers to all extme-Left attacks as ‘Naxal Violence'.

This is where the relatively simple matter of nagniends-the tortuous journey from
Marxism-Leninism to Marxism-Leninism-Maoism-and tim®re complex matter of what
the nomenclature actually portends comes into ittene.

11
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The central Ministry of Home Affairs prefers notrelease much of the data on Maoist
activity and planning that its own intelligence @@encies, in collaboration with the
police apparatus of the affected states, have gath&/hat the ministry must know, but
chooses to conceal, is occasionally revealed thritgrcepted Maoist documents and in
People’s March, the exhaustive CPI (Maoist) jourfldese show very precise plans,
worked out in astonishing detail, to drape Ind&jtavere, in red. The Maoist plans have
gone into high churn in the past five or six yeavgh minimum fuss relative to grand
affairs of state: a burst of Hindu nationalism; pectacle of elections; the high drama of
coalition politics; the high tide-low tide of thadia-Pakistan relationship; and, of course,
the noisy, much-feted growth of the economy. 102Ghe visible picture was relatively
simple (Map 1 in the opening pages of the bookdpkes War was spread out in Andhra
Pradesh-barring a few districts in the south-andea@stern Maharashtra, southern
Chhattisgarh, the southern tip of Madhya Pradeshramote southwestern Orissa. Its
compatriots in MCCI held operational sway over herh Chhattisgarh~ northeastern
Orissa bordering West Bengal and Jharkhand, neatlyof Jharkhand barring the
industrial belt in and around Jamshedpur, and sontiBihar. The emerging, near-
contiguous ‘Red Corridor from Andhra Pradesh tlylouive states into Bihar was
already evident.

By 2005, after integration, the scene had dramltichanged (Map 2). In the ‘Highly
Affected’ category were 51 districts, essentiahlg area of influence recorded in 2001,
with a notable new blip in northern Bihar, nearigunction of its borders with Uttar
Pradesh to the west and Nepal to the north. Thed8dvitely Affected’ (18 districts) and
‘Marginally Affected’ (62 districts) areas prettyurh filled the blanks in Andhra Pradesh,
nearly all of West Bengal, the northern reache®nésa, the remainder of Jharkhand,
most of Bihar, the eastern part of Uttar Pradegh aittle more of Madhya Pradesh.
There were also large pockets of moderately affeeteas in northeastern Karnataka,
bordering Andhra, and the southwestern regions hanthickly forested hills of the
Western Ghats, and in small parts of Kerala andhilleeof Tamil Nadu.

If ‘Targeted’ areas in 34 districts were to be uungd, it would mean more chunks of
Madhya Pradesh, Orissa, Chhattisgarh and Bihaetlass three to near-total spread; the
entire eastern half of Uttarakhand that bordersMiaeist haven, Nepal; and the tribal-

dominated forests just north of Maharashtra’s itriaishub 91 of Nashik that extend

across the border into Gujarat. According to Nas@écialists, there is evidence that
operations have been extended to new areas, sucujasat, Rajasthan, Himachal

Pradesh, Jammu & Kashmir and Meghalaya.

To grow, and to manage operational revolutionagagsr Maoist planners have already
carved out various cqtegories of zones, accordingdgrees of ‘people’s war’, both
armed and unarmed (Map 3). State Committees ateerettecently appointed or
operational in 13 states and. union territoriegriafrom the currently critical nine to
include Delhi, Haryana, Punjab, Karnataka and T&tadu.

Besides these, two Special Area Committees (SAGs)earmarked. One comprises
eastern Uttaranchal, the entire northern portiobJttdéir Pradesh, and the contiguous part
of north Biharall bordering Nepal. The second SACludes eastern Bihar, northeastern
Jharkhand, and entire chunks of the West Beng#iiads of West Dinajpur, Maida and
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more. This could provide a stranglehold on the ated chicken’s neck portion of West
Bengal, a crucial road and rail link between naagtdndia and the rest of the country.

The elite tier comprises three Special Zonal Coteeg (SZCs). These, for all practical
purposes, are the maximum impact-and maximum abdiflorth Telengana,
Dandakaranya, and Andhra-Orissa.

The level of planning gets even more complex aratailgh at this stage. To ensure
perpetuity in all these areas, CPI (Maoist) haal#isthed five Regional Bureaus (Map 4).
The Northern Regional Bureau includes Delhi, Puni#dryana, Uttar Pradesh and Bihar.
The Eastern Bureau comprises West Bengal, Jharkiwashdhssam. The northern halves
of Chhattisgarh and Orissa make up the Orissa-@bpath Regional Bureau. The
Southwestern Regional Bureau has with it enormeustdry: Maharashtra outside the
Dandakaranya Zone, Karnataka, Tamil Nadu and Kefald all of Andhra Pradesh plus
the three Special Zonal Committees comprise thet:htee Central Regional Bureau.
The Central Military Commission oversees plannitigining and operations in all the
divisional and zonal military groupings. This isetoperative, underground core. A
technology committee oversees R&D and procurentembuld be in charge, for instance,
of getting the best communication devices and waykout how to fabricate rocket
launchers and other weapons. There 92 I[ a sub-d¢beenon military assessment. ‘Agit-
prop’, also increasingly in play, is looked aftgrthe Agitational Propaganda Committee.
A network of underground and overground politicalrkers and sympathizers look after
recruitment, besides acting as couriers and frétselaborate network of cells ensures
both interplay of functions and watertight funcsomlepending on perception of security
risk.

All these are manned at the very least by 10,00fedrMaoists, with sympathizers in
rural and urban India-including both willing conigeand those caught between a rock
and a hard place-who are altogether beyond coum. specialists also suggest that
Maoist recruitment exceeds death, arrest and sidgrerin Chhattisgarh, for instance, the
director general of police, O.P. Rathor, speaks06f Maoist armed cadres, including the
militia, being killed in the past three years-thedists see this as exaggeration. In the
same breath, the officials say Maoist recruitmengsiber 10,000 in three years, and put
the total strength in Chhattisgarh at 7,000 hamédaoists and 40,000 militia.

In Orissa, former director general of police of thtate, N.C. Padhi, speaks of two
districts in the state, Malkangiri and Rayagadandpeakin to ‘liberated zones’-where
Maoist writ runs. He also mentions that both thegérency and intensity of Maoist
attacks have gone up; the Maoists are ‘not af@igot in for frontal attacks’. ‘There are
open [Maoist] front activists in Bhubaneshwar,’ $88/s. ‘Training camps are being held
in the jungles. Cadre strength is fast increasing.’

G.S. Rath, a senior official involved in anti-Naxgderations in Jharkhand, simply terms
the situation in his state as ‘alarming’. NeaHg entire state is vulnerable.

What is happening now is of little surprise to #asho track revolutionary intent,
amazing as it may seem as to how rapidly the atdibéishment keeps pace with changes
in the establishment. For instance, to underseosense of solidarity, and trumpet
spreading Marxism-Leninism-Maoism, the Second Ahn@onference of the
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Coordination Committee of Maoist Parties and Orgaimons of South Asia, or
CCOMPOSA, declared in August 2002:

...People’s Wars waged by the oppressed massele@my the Maoist Parties of Peru,
Nepal, India, Turkey, 93 Bangladesh and Philippiaesi armed struggles in other
countries provide living testimony to this truthoNonly the oppressed countries of Asia,
Africa and Latin America, but also the people opamalist countries are fighting against
‘globalization’ and ‘privatization’, which has plgad the working class and sections of
the people of the imperialist countries into crexl despair never felt before.

The Declaration then listed out a ten-point agendach later provided the cause for
officials and the media describing the South AdWaoist swathe as the ‘Red Corridor’-
the Maoists were content to simply call it ‘Comp&stvolutionary Zone’. The agenda
was: . Our unity will be based on the scientifieatbgy of our class, which is Marxism-
Leninism-Maoism. The Great Proletarian Cultural &ation is the pinnacle of this

. development, a path through which we march ah@ad.common goal is to achieve
Socialism and Communism

on a world scale by accomplishing the New DemocrB&volution and continuing the
revolution under the . dictatorship of the prolgtarWe are committed to opposing all
shades of revisionism . including armed revisionsna parliamentary cretinism. We
must propagate M-L-M widely, particularly in thebsaontinent and also worldwide, to
counter-revisionism in all its forms. . We must Idusolidarity with anti-imperialist
struggles . throughout the world. Build a strongi-anperialist resistance movement,
particularly against US imperialism and Indian exgaanism.

. Build a broad front with the ongoing armed stileggof the . various nationality
movements in the subcontinent. Lend mutual assistamd exchange experiences and
deepen bilateral and multilateral relations amomdabist forces in the subcontinent. .
Coordinate and consolidate the unity of MaoistiBarand . Organizations in South Asia.
Bring out journals and periodicals as instrumeifiisl@logical and political propaganda.

The agenda ended with trademark exclamatory flouridold high the red banner of
Marxism-Leninism-Maoism! Spread the flames of reni@n from the high Himalayas to
the seas! Develop South Asia as the storm centerodfl revolution and as a base area
for marching towards world communism?!’

CCOMPOSA and the Red Zone are all a~out the gebgrag demand, justice,
perversion or disregard of law, and bloodshed. dieam is to have a red sunrise.

‘Parliamentary cretinism,’ | tell Ajai Sahni. ‘I \@ the sound of that.’
‘Oh, these guys are full off interesting phrases.’

We sip green tea at his cosy office on Talkator@adRm New Delhi, in the heavily
guarded residential campus of K.P.S. Gill. Ajainguthe Institute of Conflict
Management and the South Asia Terrorism Portahirk ttank and information service
where Gill serves as president. In the universeeoiial that India lives in, Ajai is among
a handful of people who closely observe and stuayasmIMaoism and comment on it.
He calls this a ‘relatively tiny pool’ that trackke country’s greatest internal security
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threat. It would take the Home Ministry till Oceb2006 to establish an exclusive Naxal
‘desk’-the quirkily titled Naxal Management Divisio And then, too, a pure-bred
bureaucrat, of the rank of additional secretarys a@pointed to head it. The desk would
take even longer to become operational. A poli¢eeaf with the rank of joint secretary,
would assume office only in February 2007, with skantiest of support staff.

‘Is that all?’ | ask Ajai. ‘Interesting phrases?éjhmust have more than that.’

Ajai is professorially deadpan as he pours teatinig delicate cups. He could have been
discussing the weather-a gathering of cumulonimbusweather nevertheless. ‘I'd like
to suggest that Maoism is, in fact, the ideologythef future. Not only in terms of the
preaching in the Red Book. There is an enormougeontrof strategic and tactical
material that goes with the ideological. And atdant is very difficult to differentiate 95
between ideological and instrumental-in the sehaethe ideology comes with a method
of realization, which makes the two inseparablenétkes it one of the most coherent
systems availablewhether valid or invalid is nggadgement | would care to make.’” ‘Are
you talking of its application in matters of waf&s an ideology of rebellion. Of course
you can learn a great deal about matters of warsamradegy from Mao...this ideology
provides one of the first organizational structul@srevolution. And that is going to
kick us in the face.’

He sips some tea, taps a few keys in a sleek nokketmmputer perched precariously by
the side of the tea tray and scrolls up data angsniais a blur of action-plan. He sees
my dumbfounded expression and smiles. ‘When youlseelegree of detail with which
Maoist enterprise has been planned in India..whees his hand at the computer screen.
‘Why do | say this? Very crudely, you have smalbjsoof great prosperity emerging in
vast seas of poverty.” This marginali~ed populatioas been attracted-this is the
principal population attracted to these mass mowtsnd eadership, of course, comes
from a different category. If you see any of thejonanovements of violence in this
region, whether it's Islamism, ethnic fundamentalisthe left-wing insurgency, the
leadership always comes from the region’s elitee’ days these are, in part, people who
have fallen out with their backgrounds, well-to-@dlucated, upper caste (in the Indian
context), and angry enough with the world to takeviolence on others’ behalf. These
leaders feed on the process of marginalizations phocess of marginalization can only
become .more and more widespread, more menacingays echoing the thought of
some economists.

What prevents policymakers from seeing poverty rasnéernal security threat, | ask.

Why are they more amenable to intelligence withardgto Pakistan or jihadis or

separatists and not to intelligence about on-tloewgsl, destroying-your-heart India?

‘Because we don't like it. There is no foreign hane’ll have to face our own failures in

this particular case.” After the thumb, he tick$ with forefinger: ‘Then, more than the

failure of governance, there is the near-complbeteace of governance. You go into the
villages, and you try to make an assessment of inowh is the individual consciously

aware of the government’s presence as the dispesfsgood health, clean water,

education...’

‘Not to speak of justice,’ | offer, meaning ‘gowenent’ in the traditional, inclusive sense
of mai-baap-literally, mother-father; the statgasent, as benevolent dictator.
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Ajai laughs. ‘Not to speak of justice. You don’tMeato move out of Delhi and Mumbai
to know the government has little role in the disgaion of justice.’

There is now a growing sense of urgency about theidfl issue in New Delhi, especially
since late-200S, but not nearly enough, he explémgreat part, it has to do with how
the bureaucracy works. The bureaucrat tends tasfoauhe file brought to him. ‘And in
that file, only what concern’s me...When you're ko at internal security, files are
being thrown up to you every day. One of which,gidy every third day, is connected
with Naxalism. And then he [the bureaucrat] saysg“allocated a battalion to deal with
the problem,” which is basically what they do i tHome Ministry, or approve funding
for modernization of police forces.

“I've done it,” he will say, “now things will sorthemselves out.” And he’s the only
person who knew what was going on, because thefréds¢ Home Ministry, which is not
connected with Naxalism is not even looking atifiseles.’

Given this, the only people who really know whatgsing on are the people in
intelligence, says Ajai, but that even here thera ireigning philosophy’ imposed on
everyone, which is then internalized.

‘'ve been told at the highest level, at the lewdl certain DIGs, whose wisdom |
otherwise greatly respected, that “no, this isrimae we can handle it, we can sort it out
anytime. The main problem is Islamism, Pakistars0”l said if it's so easy to sort out,
why don’t you? Where is the premium in keepingtienkeys alive if we can neutralize
this thing in days, weeks and months? And thes fetus on this Kashmir that you're so
worried about.

“No, no, there are other priorities,” they woul@llt me. “You don’t know how
government works.”” Ajai shakes his head disgustedihey are beginning to shift now.’

‘Meaning what?’

‘They have to decide on things. For example, isicpad a nondevelopment, and
consequently, in some sense a wasteful expenditdus? as you have to build
infrastructure, you have to 97 build police stasioarm and upgrade them. Look at the
policepopulation ratios in Maoist-affected state§ai says Andhra Pradesh, among the
best equipped at this juncture, has a police tajadipn ratio of 99, lower than the Indian
average of 123 per 1,00,000. In Bihar it's 66; Bhand, 74; and 92 in Chhattisgarh and
Orissa. All are way below. Compare this with 702 $ikkim and 620-odd for Mizoram.
‘Obviously you're creating jobs, nothing else. Smhcan you have a response?’

Most government responses are in the form of skegajai insists. Development versus
Maoism. ‘But how will you develop these areas? Ywyve no penetration into these
areas any more. The only people who can go irdsetiplaces are cops—central or state.
People with guns. Government teachers, health warBtock Development Officers are
all absent. Or they are present in arrangement théhMaoists: ‘bhai, itna paisa ayega’-
this much money will come-‘we will spend it accaordito your directions, and you will
get a cut'. It is the Maoists who define the prggedt doesn’t matter if the money comes
from the Government of India or the state goverrnmeévhat matters is that the local
dalam commander says, “Put the money into a trame lor a pond there or into
waterworks.”

68



| let him go on. ‘You know, we can be as patriatioout these things as we like. The
point is if you don’t govern an area, it is not y®UuExcept on the maps, it is not part of
India. At least half of India today is not beingvgoned. It is not in your controL. you

have to create a complete society in which locapje have very significant stakes.
We’'re not doing that.’

‘And that is giving the Maoists space to move i ataim...” ‘Precisely,” Ajai snarls.
‘And then, there is a crucial asymmetry that youshmecognize in people’s expectations.
It's not as if the government is not doing anythibtyen with leakage and corruption,
roads are being constructed, wells are dug. But thié amount of work that needs to be
done in India, even if government builds thousaofdkilometres of roads and irrigation
there are people who will be left out, and are goio say, there is nothing for us.
Conversely, if the Maoists go into a new area amé ducket and pail operation people
will say, “See, these people are fighting, sadnfictheir lives, they are concerned about
our development.” Nobody expects anything from xalige, so everything they do is a
bonus.” By default, the perception that the 98 M&ocare more than the government is
married to the reality of inequity.

Ajai stops abruptly, then adds, ‘But leakage-I'mrgpactually there is only leakage of
funds. The delivery mechanisms don't exist.’

He’s angry, but | want his feedback on another fpane on which I'm getting mixed
signals. CPI (Maoist) claims unity in the rankswewer, many police and intelligence
folk | talk to claim cracks are beginning to appe#hat’'s your take? Is there a sense of
unity among CPI (Maoists)?’

‘Absolutely,” Ajai has calmed a bit. ‘Anyone teltinyou differently is doing wishful
thinking.” He sees my disbelieving look. | tellnhil've heard too many things to the
contrary; if there is unity, it is enforced in soet.

He steps in. ‘It is an ideological unity, a unitgposed by a plan. And if you study their
plan documents...And it's also not unity imposed dydirect command and control
system where a person from Andhra is ordering agpefrom Bihar to do something.
They have common goals. They have a Central Myli@@mmission in which the Bihari

sits, the Andhraite sits, the Oriya sits. Aftergatng data they define vulnerabilities:
caste problems, declining wage rates, problems nglibion.’

‘I've heard they are moving in on Punjab in a bigyw | say, to take the discussion away
from unity; | am not as convinced as Ajai on tlisre.

‘Yeah. And they've brought in this guy called LanRapi Babu Reddy. He was initially
secretary of the Telengana Special Zonal Commiteh Telengana SZc. NT was the
critical base area for the PWG.’ In 1996, PeopWar declared North Telengana as a
‘Guerilla Zone’, when they deemed themselves aseplulvas the government. ‘He later
became secretary of Dandakaranya Szc. So you cirsiand the criticality of their now
attributing to him Delhi, Haryana and Punjab Spledane.” ‘They seem pretty
confident.’

‘Oh yes! You see, people don’'t seem to understhadcbherence of their plans-and the
state’s apparent lack of coherence...Whatever [pfenMaoists] implement, it's life and
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death for them. For the government, it's just aehucratic job. That's a very crucial
difference in the psychology of the Maoists andghlgchology of the state.’

‘Till then the Maoists have a free run, | guesshake my head.

Ajai isn’t done scare-mongering. ‘You've seen theb&h Perspective document these
chaps put out in 2004? It involves mobilizationstfidents and the urban unemployed,
and they've targeted two principal industrial beéttdegin with: Ahmedabad-Surat-Pune-
Mumbai and Bhilai-Ranchi-Dhanbad-Kolkata.” One safehe tape ends just then, so it
doesn’t record my ‘Bloody hell!” as | scramble tipfit.

13

The path to revolution is occasionally paved widipital letters, and nearly always with
exclamation marks. Posters at Ganga Dhaba, thdingusthai-and-chitchat heart of
Delhi’'s jawaharlal Nehru University UNU], are fudf them.

75 YEARS OF MARTYRDOM OF BHAGAT SINGH, RAJGURU ANBUKHDEV!

AGAINST UNITED PROGRESSIVE ALLIANCE'S ABJECT SURRHDER BEFORE
US DIKTATS! FOR NATIONAL SOVEREIGNTY, EDUCATION, KIPLOYMENT!

It isn’t as incongruous as it can seem at firshgéa this celebration of Bhagat Singh and
company by the ‘revolutionaries’ of one of the ctyis premier universities with
perhaps its largest concentration of radical ort-lesining students and intellectuals.
Bhagat Singh was hanged by the British for terror@nd treason against the state in
1931. He is today a symbol of Indian resistancamerial rule, eulogized in song and
cinema, acknowledged by politicians from left tghti enshrined in India’s Parliament
and at countless crossroads across much of thergoBouit he was something more than
popular history usually lets on: an antiimperialigés, but also a communist-trained,
armed and emphatically Left, as evidenced by amstant of his from an 100 often-
qguoted Draft Revolutionary Programme: ‘We don’thvie suffer by inviting a black evil
to replace the white evil. Indian workers must cdorevard-overthrowing imperialists as
well as their Indian agents who wish to perpetihagesame economic system rooted in
exploitation.’

The poster | see at Ganga Dhaba is signed by A6SAIl India Students Association,
the student wing of the CPI (ML) Liberation. Thertyas in the twilight zone of India’s
often bizarre political scene. It's both openly dvand openly covert, with some
underground cadre in Bihar, Jharkhand and Orised, the bosses and ideologues
headquartered in Delhi with strong chapters inghstates as well as in We~t Bengal and
Punjab, where they attend rallies, publish magazipket, fight for-and occasionally win-
elections to state assemblies.

The immediate reason for vitriol in the poster appeto be the visit to India at the
beginning of March 2006 by George W. Bush, Pregidg the United States, and a
nuclear deal he’s pushing with the UPA governmédrthe day. Below the slogans, the
poster carries a programme for the week beginngdarch 2006, packed with shows
and speeches. That day, a series of speeches iat tfem morning at the Gandhi Peace
Foundation, based on all the exclamatory points2@March, screening of a short film
on Myanmar’s student movement, and another shoBamt Singh, the low-caste farm
labourer from Punjab whose limbs were hacked off upper-caste Sikhs after he
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demanded justice for the rape of his daughter.rAftese, a screening of Damul, a movie
from 1985 that is well known in the art house dirdwere and abroad. It details the
brutalization and eventual massacre of low-cadieuain a Bihar village by a Brahmin
landlord with political connections. Also listed ashighlight of the film schedule is
Omar Mukhtar, Lion of the Desert, in which an ageAnthony Quinn stars as the hero
who sets ‘Arab nationalism against Mussolini’'s armyVW II".

Listed for 30 March is the ‘Chandrashekhar Memotiatture’ to commemorate the
1997 killing of the eponymous party leader, popgyl&nown as Chandu, by thugs of a
rival political party in Siwan, Bihar. 31 March widucap the week of commemorative
protest with a torchlight procession at night.

I’'m to meet AISA’s leader in a students’ resideaceoss the street. | drop the paper cup
into an overflowing waste bin and make my way pastng men and women just
hanging around, under scrub trees, on bouldersickaty benches. The scene at Ganga
Dhaba has been this way ever since my universiyg dathe early 1980s, give or take
fashion, mobile phones, the cost of a cup of tek @garettes. It's also pretty much
similar to the time of Baburam Bhattarai, deputyNipal’'s Maoist supremo Prachanda,
and now star alumnus of JNU.

The way to the interview is past a temporal batibme. A right-wing poster at the

entrance to the hostel decries the ‘perversioreotilgrism’ and curses the ‘Lef-shits of
JNU’ for it. Overlaying the words ‘Red Flag’ at tleed of a torn poster are the words
‘Brown Shit’. A narrow, dank passage past a meoiet reeks of urine and weak

disinfectant. Motorcycles and scooters are parkdtieacentre of a hallway with rooms
lined on either side. Peeling, faded paint, cradksats. To the left of the door to IIB are

two large self-explanatory stickers. ‘No Escapenfroorporatization?’ says one, quite
cleverly. ‘Resist Corporate Take-over of Campusc8pb24/7 Dhaba, Yes! Nestle outlet,
No!" The second one is worded simply, with no agpérat humour: ‘Bush the Butcher

GET LOST! SHAME on Manmohan For Playing Host!!" Theeom is tiny, seven gentle

paces by four. There are two cots. One is pilett wgh leaflets, pamphlets. Rolled-up
flags on bamboo staves are stacked to its sideh©nther cot, a young man is trying to
catch some sleep under a faded quilt, in the gd&r@ neon lamp. In one corner, three
people are hunched over a personal computer thisre racket, loud disk drive plus
very loud fan in the Cpu. A wallboard is tackedhwiblour photos of Yasser Arafat and
postcard-sized leaflets that scream ‘Go back Bushbther wall has a large, lurid-red

poster of Bush with fangs, and the legend, ‘GimnawBd’.

The knot at the computer are loudly criticizing editorial in the day’s Indian Express
that sarcastically talks about ‘a horde of exceglgiphotogenic protestors’. It's a blatant
reference to author-protestor Arundhati Roy, amathgrs, who lends her face, voice and
words to a great variety of protests-against latgms that displace thousands of people,
against judges of India’s Supreme Court who muprtgest, against George Bush and
big business. The editorial urges India’s minigterwater resources 102 Saifuddin Soz
and his bureaucrats to not give in to such inducespeto ‘resist the temptation to
perform to their chants’ and just go ahead ancertdie height of the Sardar Sarovar Dam
on the Narmada river in central India.
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The stale air crackles with invective. ‘Bourgeosstards,” sneers a lady. ‘Of all the
papers, never thought the Express would...” Theicaone.

The lady straightens up from the knot at the compuRegulation activist: unkempt hair,
slightly crumpled ethnic blockprinted churidar-lkarzero make-up, tired eyes.

‘Hi,” she says. ‘Yes? Ah, okay, we spoke. I'm KaviSorry for the mess in the room.
This is Tapas, my husband.” We shake hands. Tapdsessed in regulation left-wing
academic: plain half-sleeved shirt worn over trosistayed at the bottom. Simple flip-
flops. Several days’ growth of beard.

Kavita is impatient. ‘It's too crowded here. Shak go get some tea?’

Are you sure, | ask, can the movement spare you?

She glares at me and then figures I'm joking. ‘Ravorry.

There will always be someone else.’

We get ourselves some sickly sweet tea at Gangaddaad settle down on some rock
surrounded by cigarette butts, away from the crowd’re below the approach path of
aircraft landing at Delhi’s Indira Gandhi Interratal airport. There’s a steady stream of
international carriers and home-grown ones, thesltpwf overhead aircraft two decades
ago turned to nuisance with India’s burgeoningl@aviation sector. There will be more;
India is now among the top five purchasers of pagseaircraft in the world, with orders
in the pipleline in the region of $15 billion. Iti oddly appropriate setting.

‘So tell me. What do you want to know?’ Kavita askell me about your movement, |
say. Tell me about yourself. | get a stream ofrteed to ‘build social hegemony’, and
that is enough. Not this book talk, | tell her dlynPlease talk to me. For someone I've
met for the first time, and have just been rudéawshe is remarkably calm. ‘I'm 33,’ she
says softly. ‘I'm the general secretary of All Indstudents Association and on the board
of Liberation, our party journal.” She is also agated with an extension of the party, the
All India Progressive Women’s Association.

The girl from Tamil Nadu grew up in Bhilai in thedt of Chhattisgarh, where her father
worked at a major steel plant. He is retired theter mother teaches English at a local
college. ‘My father is not at all interested in piok. He calls up his daughters to ask
whom he should vote for,” she laughs. ‘But my motisekeener, and she would have
joined us, you know, but for commitments, like louk after my father.” Her younger
sister works with an environment magazine in Déltgall her a “caderized Gandhian”.’
Kavita is grinning now. ‘She’s very spiritually gian.’

Her graduate year at Mumbai's elite St Xavier's |€g¢, where she read
EnglishLTTErature, was the turning point. There same into contact with the All India
Revolutionary Students Federation, the studentsgwf People’s War. ‘They would not
even bother with most people, saying they are @ilsamerist bastards-they didn’t club
me with this lot. They would keep to themselvest Buas deeply affected with the post-
Babri riots and bomb blasts in Bombay. | went te #ffected areas, and | saw the work
students were doing. | got really upset and ber#tech for not letting me know they
were working to help people in riot-hit areas. lswgite drawn to them, the organization
was how they recruited students into People’s War.’
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She was drawn to Left ideology, not the irrevocadsyreme Left of People’s War, but
the softer extreme Left of CPI (ML) Liberation, esplly its work related to caste and
gender issues. This happened after she had mowidlUd. The crunch shift came during
her PhD programme. ‘My instructor asked me to chdmstween the party and PhD,’ she
says, swatting at mosquitoes. ‘So | dropped otihh@fprogramme. | chose this.’

‘This’ is a strange business for her party, a bgdralfway house between a partial
acceptance of parliamentary democracy and a sometuiolent rejection of it through
armed action. ‘See,” Kavita says, ‘we were toldthg SP of Jehanabad [Bihar] that we
can't be both-overground and underground. :'Youod®o Either you become CPM,”
she uses the common reference for Communist Pathd@ (Marxist), “or you become
PW or Maoist. | won't let you be both. You can’t bee thing in the day and another at
night.” Another SP in eastern UP told us the samregt But of course we need to be both.
We have to be both.’

‘So you do believe in armed action,’ | find myseffiispering, 104 almost relieved with
her admission, and look around to see if anyométtsn earshot.

‘It's okay,” Kavita says. ‘Nobody except those Idm will drop in. Look, armed action
and political action both have to be used. Armedtbads to be used for tactical purposes,
but not indiscriminately, not for revenge and t&ition, but for a specific purpose, for a
political end.’

‘Do you folks have a chance? Besides the statdngetfter you, you have other
revolutionary organizations after you.’ | tell Hewas discussing her group with someone,
who said her party-usually referred to as ML-haalext back underground activities in
Bihar to the advantage of the Maoists. A lot of ktdre left in the lurch went bag and
baggage to People’s Warnow CPI (Maoist). And thayehnow taken to attacking and
killing ML cadre and activists, their erstwhile pzrs in revolution. On 13 November
2005, Maoists looted an armoury in Giridih, JharkhaAfterwards, the Maoists’ Bihar-
Jharkhand Military Commission issued a sarcasthlipistatement slamming into ML:
‘The seizure of the armoury of Giridih is a victospng of the armed struggle...This
action is also a slap in the face of the officialxdlites of the CPI (ML) Liberation who
indefinitely postpone the armed struggle.’ | remiualita of this.

‘We haven't scaled back.” She is angry now. ‘We édilled... but targets are not
individuals in that sense. They represent somethviog can’t just kill. State retribution
and retaliation by groups like the Ranvir Sena iceke life very difficult for a villager.

A political situation must be created to spreadrawass. People must be educated about
issues, politics. If you kill innocents, it goesaagst you.’

‘Maoists will tell you we’ve been killing their ppte,’ she says. ‘The fact is, they have
killed ML cadre. Our office was attacked in Paliganthe dead of night. Five people
were Killed...there was a lot of demand for retalia But our leader, Dipankar
Bhattacharya, kept requesting our cadre to notiatgabut work politically to isolate
these people. We raised such a hue and cry-* ‘S0 rgvolution is right and others’ are
wrong.’

‘Look, there have been instances in Jharkhand wiegx@du contractors, in collaboration
with Maoists, have got a truck partially filled Witendu leaves blown up. Then the
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contractor claims Maoists have blown up severatks, gets compensation, and that is
divided between him, Maoists and the administratidmmed squads can be tricky,” she
adds, as her mobile phone beeps. ‘Ek minute,’ alks tnto it and looks up to finish. ‘It
can happen that the leader of an armed squaddesdase of power and is corrupted. A
poor man or woman has a terrible life and then tietya gun...’

She returns to the call. It's an update on theyparganized visit to mark Chandu’s death
anniversary in Siwan, they’'ll take along some fdlgmactivists and journalists. | hear her
say the local administration in Siwan has givermpssion to take out a procession \~)Ut
trouble is expected from ‘the MLA’s thugs’. A fnid of B’s, A, more radical than he,
had been quite dismissive about the commemoratioenw had dropped in to see him
one morning. ‘It's ten years after Chandu’s deathhad fumed’in dismissive anger as
we sat cross-legged on a modest Kashmiri carpkeisien in south Delhi with a grand
view of the Qutab Minar, ‘and all they are doingigiting up a statue of his in Siwan for
birds to shit on. Where is the next logical steptfie movement? Where is the structure?’
ML is all ‘phoos’, he had said, using the Hindilogluialism that suggests air escaping
from a punctured balloon. ‘Inmay abhi dum nahin’hEney have run out of steam. Only
Maoist formations, whatever their state of prepamathad any, he claimed, keeping pace
with changes in society, neatly moving from claskMaoist exhortations of ‘land to the
tiller to more contemporary hooks of displacementaccount of projects, privatization,
glohalization, and the danger of worker redundaar@y unemployment.

| relate A’s rant to Kavita as she ends the cdile 8lazes her eyes at me, then takes a
deep breath, calms down, and says in a quiet vthoed out how many of those who
helped kill Chandu are still alive.’

B drops by just then, jauntily twirling his car le2yAh, the capitalist-pig communist,’ |
joke, to thaw frost.

The area around Ganga Dhaba is filling up with ¢lening crowd and loud drone of
conversation. It's amazing to see India gatherethis small patch of open space, all
manner of racial }06 and ethnic representationotaf gender, skin colour and language
in this melting pot of a university; in JNU ther® no overt shame in being of a lower
caste, backward caste or tribe, unlike in many tedinniversities and colleges where the
economic and academic order have not quite mantgeeplace ancient social order
even with all manner of voluntary and state-imposdiirmative action. The state’s
propaganda balm for all ills ranging from caste atlohicity to religious turmoil has
always been ‘Unity in Diversity’. And at Ganga Dlaabt seemingly is. But in its
presumption of greatness and assured success)diam Istate never figured what to do
about the opposite: Diversity of equity. Thatdied has a bigger bite than ever before.

As | leave, Band Kavita are in animated conversatioFucking media,” B is railing.

‘Forty thousand farmers show up for a protest railyDelhi and the media completely
ignores it. We need to make news...anyway, Pasmalylis in Delhi at the invitation of
ICRIER.” B is talking about the director generaltbE World Trade Organization, and
former trade commissioner of the European CommsaidT O is a pet hate with B. And
ICRIER is the Indian Council for Research in Intranal Economic Relations,
sometimes a seminar-and-perks way station for anpeated bureaucrats.
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‘Why don’t you picket Pascal Lamy?’ B animatedljlgde&avita. ‘His big meeting is to
be held in Pragati Maidan. The idiots have deerm&shfe”. Just sneak in as many people
as possible on the 1S-rupee entry tickets and ghieira. Make him miss his bloody
flight-that will make news.’

As it would turn out, Pascal Lamy would make thghil, though not before receiving a
memorandum from farmer activists. Kavita, and mathctivist Delhi and activist India
were busy elsewhere, rallying around Medha Pat@nyener of the Narmada Bachao
Andolan. She was on a hunger strike along withdedleagues, at Jantar Mantar, down
the road from Parliament, hoping to pressure theegonent into abandoning plans to
raise the height of the Narmada Dam and prevergrabthousand more people being
displaced, to be ‘rehabilitated’, if at all, in @ind-asbestos slums on barren land.

14

‘You see that?’” my brother-in-law Pradip asks a feimutes after we cross the stunning
oriental-fan cable suspension sweep of Vidyasagdu &om Kolkata into Howrah
district. He is pointing at paddy fields to thehigas we move along at close to 120
kilometres an hour on a new expressway, more thambld the maximum pre-
expressway speed. Like the ‘Second Howrah Bridgeir @ muddy, filthy tributary of the
Ganga, the expressway is a symbol of resurgent B&sgal. ‘That’s going to be called
International City. Wodd class. As good or bettamt anything in India.’

Fields of paddy have already given way to scatténedidel’ apartments. A slew of
bulldozers are parked here and there on levelled. l& few minutes later, Pradip points
to a huge stretch of paddy. ‘Tata Motors want taipea plant here.’

The plan is to make low-cost cars, enable hundoédeousands of Indians to upgrade
from motor scooters and motorcycles to four wheBlst by December 2006, too far
away for us now in April, the deceptively peacefuitch would be roiled in \
confrontation: Chief Minister Buddhadeb Bhattackarhad offered two massive chunks
of land to Tata Motors, a flagship of the Tata Groindia’s biggest privately run
business house, for the plant to manufacture teegle’s car’. Only, by choosing Singur
over the other, the company and the governmentdvealk headfirst into controversy
over buying fertile agricultural land at knockdoynces. There would follow allegations
that cadres of CPI (M), the party in power in WBshgal and a crucial ally of the UPA
government in Delhi, were using strong-arm tactecbend those unwilling to sell their
land.

Protestors, shepherded by the Singur Krishijami sRakCommittee—committee to
protect farmland-would be beaten up by police. 8@an-year-old Tapasi Mallick

would be found in a field, her body charred. Allllveould break loose with accusations
that guards protecting the site had first molested then killed Tapasi. The chief
minister of the state would be red-faced; officialsthe company in charge of the
proposed Rs 10,000 crore, or 100 billion, projeatuld insist on going ahead and, with
technical correctness, suggest that land procuremves the state 108 government’s
problem. By January 2007, it would become a magiitipal issue. Life and business in
Kolkata would be shut down several times by membéthe Trinamool Congress, the
opposition party led by the fiery woman leader M&amBanerjee. Homes of . CPI (M)

activists would be attacked by villagers-and, alscpaand intelligence would allege, by
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front organizations of CPIl (Maoist). By then a leosonfederacy called the People’s
Democratic Front of India would have emerged, stageaged mainly by the gentle-
voiced Professor Darshan Pal-seen by intelligemedysts as a core front player for the
Maoists in Punjab, Professor Pal is co-convendhefRevolutionary Democratic Front.
An alliance of convenience, the People’s DemoaraEtiont would count among its
members people like Medha Patkar and CPl (ML) laben’s secretary general
Dipankar Bhattacharya. They would make trips tay8in protesting a raw deal to 6,000
villagers, and the bigger trend of turning Indid#&smlands into factories that would
ultimately put a squeeze on food production. Biddthrya’s ‘class enemy’, the chief
minister of West Behgal, would publicly announcattthe state needed to rethink its
land procurement strategy. Debate would rage as&ther the state should procure land
on behalf of prospective business using all manh&gal and political muscle power, or
should the business negotiate directly with tho$®se land they would like to buy.
Singur would become, like Kalinganagar in Oriss#gpur district-the proposed site of
the Tata Group’s steel plant in the Kalinganagdusgtrial complex-a leitmotif of urban
versus rural, big business versus small peoplegldpment versus displacement struggle.
(Police firing killed 13 tribal protestors at Kafjanagar in January 2006. Exactly a year
later, 10,000 people, mosly tribals, would gathetha site to mark the day, about half
with their heads tonsured in ritual mourning.) BydfMarch 2007, Singur would be
overshadowed by Nandigram, also in West Bengalic®alould fire into a crowd,
killing dozens, for the sin of protesting possillisplacement by a Special Economic
Zone (SEZ) to be run by Salim Group, an Indonebisiness house.

Yet another leitmotif.

The churn would surprise few who track Naxalismwath the comparatively smaller
incident at Gurgaon’s Honda factory in 109 earl9&0t would surprise few in the know
of the mechanics of organized protest related ¢oséveral hundred suicides by cotton
farmers on account of indebtedness in Maharashtialarbha region. Four districts of
the region are deeply Naxal-affected. Of these,hGlaidoli, part of which marks the
western extremity of Dandakaranya, is only a sleeroight bus journey south from the
industrial hub of Nagpur, where Boeing and Airbuanpto establish major airplance
maintenance centres.

It would also come as no surprise to those whottaked an incident of caste atrocity in
Khairlanji village in Naxal-affected Bhandara distr of Maharashtra, just 150
kilometre~ from Nagpur. On 29 September 2006 fo@mbets of a Dalit family, the
Bhotmanges, were killed by upper-caste farmersi@fillage of 700, because they were
witness to an earlier beating of a relative who isted on their behalf and on whose
account the uppercaste folk were arrested. Upptecpeople wanted to cut a track
through the Bhotmange farm to reduce commute timetheir own farms. The
Bhotmanges refused. So that evening, with patri&ichyyalal out in his fields, a mob
descended on the Bhotmange household. His wifekBaysons Sudhir, 21, and Roshan,
19, and daughter Priyanka, 17, were all strippagagied naked through the village and
beaten. Then the boys were forced to have sexthattadies, who were then gang-raped
in public view. With little left to do after thighe upper-caste men killed all four and
threw the bodies into a nearby canal.
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It took more than a fortnight for Maharashtra’s iabgustice minister to drop by, offer
Bhayyalal money, shelter and police protection, ansgpend the local police inspector
who ignored both the threat and the incident.

The brutalities of the caste system and the callesponse of the authorities to caste
violence and discrimination are routine in the doynThere are over 2,00,000 pending
cases of atrocities against lower castes across, ladd the conviction rate is just a little
over two per cent. A book, Untouchability in Ruhadlia, records numerous instances of
continued humiliation, old and new, by so-callegp@pand intermediate castes that can
daily be supplemented by media reports. It mentitweskilling of Dalits in Chundru,
Andhra Pradesh, because a Dalit youngster accitletdached with his feet an upper-
caste man while watching a movie at the local cimdall. It mentions a judge of the
Allahabad High 110 Court using holy Ganga watendge his chambers purified because
his predecessor was a Dalit. It records the puilimiliation and beating of the Dalit
panchayat president of Chottahatti village, in Tlddaidu’s Sivaganga district, who dared
to do his duty by unfurling the national flag aethanchayat’s official function during
Independence Day celebrations in 2003. Each sugbent-and there are many every
single dayprovides justification to the revolutiona MaoistLTTErature was found
among civil rights protestors in Nagpur who whipped public sentiment against
government inaction over Khairlanji. Letters wesent to major newspapers by the
party’s North Gadhchiroli-Gondiya Divisional Comtei, bluntly stating:

‘Khairlanji Dalit hatyakand ke doshiyon ko sazayaundengey! Sashastra sangharsh ke
siva Dalit mukti nahin.” Death to the perpetratofsthe Khairlanji killings! Dalits have
no alternative but armed struggle to break freee Maoists and others like them who
think of extreme solutions-an emerging brand oftamt Dalit leaders, for instance-have
enough of a pool to pick from. There are an es&ohdi62 million untouchables in rural
India, according to the National Federation foriDizhnd Rights Movement. Seventy per
cent of them don’t own land. Public reaction toaiktanji began as a slow burn, and then,
seemingly out of nowhere, exploded into protestthe urban areas of the region,
especially in Nagpur. For the Maoists and thosthensecurity establishment who track
them, it was a perfect operation: take anger froralrareas, merge it with disaffection in
urban areas, and then give it a highly visiblefptat. The show of force in Vidarbha is
an example. The management of protest in Singurdideam and Kalinganagar, too, are
examples. All this gelled with the plan outlined Urban Perspective-Our Work in
Urban Areas, a 2004 document. It's a long-term pliaiihe Maoists to prepare the ground
for greater Maoist influence in India’s towns artles. ‘The urban areas are the centres
for struggle by various classes, under the leadgedfhseveral organizations representing
them,” the Plan suggests. ‘It is essential thatuwike with such struggling organizations
and build up broad struggles against the rulingsd#a. Thus a significant part of the
party’s work in the urban areas concerns jointtfictivity. This includes the formation
of various tactical united fronts, as well as buitdthe worker peasant alliance, which is
the basis of 111 the strategic united front. Thiteleds from the task of building basic
working class unity, to solidarity with the peasgnto unity with the other revolutionary
classes like the semi-proletariat and petty bousgeoright up to maintaining relations
and even joint activity with national bourgeois anen ruling class organizations.” This
‘Urban Perspective Plan’ is, in several ways, diltlige of thoughts that resulted from a
major 19-day gathering for introspection and shdvsteength that CPI (ML) People’s
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War held in 2001, at the end of which it identifiselveral tasks. Among these, to develop
a strong underground party structure, and increas®itment from what it called ‘basic
classes’-workers, lower classes and castes, ssjdamellectuals-to broadbase the
movement. It sought to upgrade the fledgling Peésp&uerilla Army in numbers and
quality-the very corporate phrases ‘quantitativeahyg qualitatively’ were used to signal it.
And build ‘united fronts’ with all manner of orgaaaitions to take on the ‘fascists’ of
Hinduism, economic repression and globalization.tfy end of 2006, this action plan,
underscored by the Urban Perspective Plan, wouloh ibell flow. The tempo of urban
recruitment would be speeded up. The buzz in ig&ice circles would be about
militant Dalit groups tying in with the Maoists. tli@r, more overt, alliances such as with
farmers’ groups, would emerge as key propaganddoptess. The Ministry of Home
Affairs would acknowledge this in dry languagets annual report for 2006-7: ‘The CPI
(Maoist) have also been attempting to intensifyirtb&orts at social mobilization. The
Revolutionary Democratic Front (RDF) set up in M2805 for this purpose has been
enlarged into the People’s Democratic Front of dn@DFI).” Morph, morph, morpho
It's happening in Nepal. It's happening here.

But as we drive through the Bengal countrysideesliby the impressive expressway, all
these events are of the near future. Right nogvpuddies are a soothing green blur.

‘You've seen the Wipro Campus in Salt Lake, havem@ti?’ Pradip asks. | nod. The
previous day, we had cut through a new developinesdstern Kolkata, where towers of
steel and glass were blindingly shining, even ashhaf the metropolis lay decrepit and
in disrepair. Pradip turns to me. ‘Cal is rockinBcking with a communist government.
Led by the CPI (M) 112 for an uninterrupted runceiri977, riding primarily on massive
development of cadre, land redistribution in ra@aas and providing cultivation rights to
bargadar, or sharecroppers, West Bengal has, erggoublic relations estimation, gone
from scourge of capitalism and centre for rampawlustrial and civic disruption to

poster boy of the ‘reformed’ Left in ‘new’ Indiaf the Left wants business in its bastion
state, then India must indeed be shining. And slka€a is today a hyped destination for
real estate deals, sprawling suburban townshigps pdlons of dollars of actualized and

promised investment in business and industry. rAftembai, Delhi, Bangalore, Chennai
and Hyderabad, it's now Kolkata’s turn to play megiegs with its hinterland. The thing

is, the Brotherhood of Mao lives here, too.

We speed on towards Santiniketan. We are to megtargnts-inlaw. My father-in-law
is a former revolutionary who lapsed into the cogt® world and later into aeronautical
engineering, and | am eager to talk to him abosetdhd times, learn his ideas about
what’s going on now. Are the objective conditioierfor revolution?

We pass endless fields of paddy. Place names flash Shaktigarh, Bardhaman,
Panagarh. Between Bardhaman and Panagarh, theepdulie an accompaniment-brick
kilns, or bhattas. This eastern edge of the Gangésins is well known for it. The soil is
rich, and has provided food and shelter for millannt's from where Kolkata's growth
comes, a brick at a time. This region and oth&esitiin a ring around Kolkata will help
build International City.

Brick kilns like these are also symbols of soméhef greatest exploitation in the area and
other parts of the country, where profits are maidehe back of cheap labour from dirt-
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poor tribal men and women trucked in by brokersardars, often tribals themselves,
hardened by their own ordeal and survival-for redupay and maximum work to lead

lives of bonded labour. What they get at home tsrofess, their traditional rights over

forest land lost to legislation that allowed lanadig by the state-revenue land-and to local
and migrant traders, petty businessmen, landlardsr@neylenders.

‘The sardars prefer young unmarried girls. They laetter workers and good for sale,’
activist and writer Mahasweta Devi elaborates recent collection of her work, Dust on

the Road. The brokers, she writes, force the dwlssleep with the owners, the

supervising staff, the truck drivers, ‘khalasis docal mastans’. To ensure cooperation
and minimum trouble, a girl is made to drink hepwkfore she is sent to pleasure the
men. Any girl who refuses is locked up in a roomaten and seared with a hot iron. ‘In
politically conscious West Bengal these [people denied a minimum wage, medical

facilities, maternity leave or any kind of leavedaof course, the right to form a union.

There is no attendance or pay register, identityl Ga@ employment card... ‘These

unfortunate beings live in jhopris worse than padels. There are no sanitary

arrangements, nor drinking water where they wor&ugh the summer days. The kiln is

closed with the onset of the monsoons and [thelysarg home.’

Mahasweta Devi wrote this in 1981, in the fourttaryef CPI (M) rule. Till 2006, the
government of West Bengal refused to even acknayeldtbnded labour existed in the
state. This habit of denial continues. Chief MimiBuddhadeb Bhattacharjee, in a fit of
pique against card carriers of the extreme Left whe his’ cadre as target practice and
pick them off at will, claimed in 2006 that West i@l didn’t really have a Maoist
problem of its own. Jharkhand, Orissa and Biha,dtates that share borders with West
Bengal, were to blame for it. R.K. Majumder, g@bfessed Naxal-hunter, and director
general of West Bengal Armed Police, had claimednte in an interview that
Bhattacharjee is partly right. That West Bengal'adidt problem ‘is a two on a scale of
ten, compared to states like Chhattisgarh, Jharklzaxd Andhra’, which he said were
close to the top of the scale. ‘We don’t have moich problem,” he told me, ‘an average
of a couple of murders a month. That's hardly.nw €2eing my raised eyebrows, he had
stopped.

‘Tribals are fighting back, aren’t they?’ | querieHow many armed Maoists are there in
West Bengal?’

‘The core strength would not be more than 200. Etanel
People who have been trained in tactics, weapoths@ion.
When they go to a village, the entire village isith.’

‘So there is a Maoist problem in West Bengal.’

‘Well, they have armed squads. In Belpahari thermenie.

There’s one in Bandwan, one in Lalgarh, one in Galtabhpur.” All these are in the
three districts of West Bengal flagged extreme Wkt Medinipur, Purulia and
Bankura-where land reforms on the scale effecte@Bl (M) in other parts of the state
haven’t taken place. ‘Then the Dalma Squad com&®»m Jharkhand’-this, among other
things, is the basis of the chief minister’s staatnthe squad is named after the Dalma
forest near the industrial city of Jamshedpur iardhand; the Dalma Hills overlook the
city. ‘When the squads go in for a big operatidhpfthem combine.’
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That was more like it. ‘Like the Jehanabad jaildk® ‘Jehanabad, yes,” Majumder
allowed. ‘With the platoon drills we found in soro@mps [we know] they definitely have
some people from the army or paramilitary forcevach them army movements,
battle plans, field craft, weaponry techniques. Marople join the army or some other
force from rural areas. Even a driver in the armayai combatant, they have basic
knowledge. They are 40-45 years old when theyerethd come back to the village.
They have to survive in the village; they havedopmerate with them.’

Them, the Maoists. But with just 200 cadres in VBetgal?

| voiced the thought, but Majumder had batted wag. ‘If you have ten people

underground in a rural area, they can walk downigttt and annihilate any person they
want. Police can't be on every inch of territorfde then offered a variation of a
timeworn, universal saying, but it sounded weirdiptly, like something from Mao’s

Red Book. ‘If you throw a pebble into a pond, theves will travel.’

‘You're saying 200 hardcore Maoists with some techlinexpertise can control vast areas
across three districts?’ | persist, despite hauimegrd similar assertions from other
security officials. One of them, from Andhra Praldehad waxed about the Maoist
philosophy of ‘destroy to build’ and ‘kill one tcerrorize 10,000’-pretty much the
standard doctrine of political violence. It tooklyad9 radically converted young Islamist
men to bring down the twin towers of the World Teadentre, attack the Pentagon and
trigger the still unwinable global war against ¢&rr So numbers,’ I've been told by many,
as | was by Majumder, don’t need to be large. Timeyely need to be effective for the
purpose at hand.

‘I mean, they wouldn’t know how to fly an F-16,”@jumder said, ‘but they know the
basics of infantry weapons, other techniques. Thaye engineers helping them.’
Majumder had said impatiently, sitting forward dwe settee of his living room in central
Kolkata, crowded with rallying memorabilia; formgmn avid motor sport rallyist, he is
today a fan and organizer. ‘These explosions thath@ppening, these IEDs-I have
actually physically measured in five cases the tlerd the wire leading from the IED

over ground, and it was never more than 100 métres.

He was describing an Improvised Explosive Devideo$iewith something as basic-and
as powerful-as depressing the plunger in a flaBhligchool physics. ‘It has four
batteries,” Majumder explained. ‘Four into 1.S gol®ix volts. That goes to an oscillator
circuit, DC current is converted into AC, and tlgt stored in a capacitor. When you
press the switch the capacitor discharges, butcimeent passes through a small
transformer and as a result you get very high actirwéone kilovolt as a pulse. But if the
length of the cable is more than lob metres it wdi€ able to send a pulse of that
magnitude.’

‘Where would the person be?’

‘Hundred metres away, in the jungle with a flashligA basic plunger.” Used to deadly
effect in the mud-tracks of villages and jungleédias decimated trucks, jeeps and even
armour-plated ‘mine-proof’ vehicles, in addition security foot-patrols. While this
relatively old technology still continues-a basimencan be put together for as little as
Rs 500-these days Maoists in key areas of Andrade3h, Chhattisgarh and Jharkhand
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are also known to use wireless sets for detonasioch as the Americanmade leom IC-
V8 hand-held transceiver that can trigger explosioom five kilometres away.

And stealthily, a recruit at a time, the Maoistg @uilding up strength, finding some
more to depress that plunger, press the buttorherrémote, and fire the rifle when
police and paramilitary scatter from the blasttHa old days, the late 1960s and 1970s,
there wasn’'t such sophistication, more blind aragainst socioeconomic injustice and
the romance of being part of something path-breplthat Majumder without a trace of
irony called ‘Shokher Naxal’, Bengali for ‘hobby-k&l'.

How did it work in these parts now?

‘I have spoken to a lot of people in this area,’jiviader had explained after taking a call
to discuss logistics for an upcoming rally. ‘A fitthe poor people have been told: Your
father is not well, you don’t earn anything, youlkver get married. We will organize
food for your family, we will find a good wife orusband for you.’

‘That's better than their lot now,’ | said.

‘Well...money for the family, two square meals &,dsome pocket money-and power.
One person we captured said, “Sir, | am from a foeaste. In my village high-caste
people would not even permit”-here Majumder uséé Bengali ‘Amader chhaya

maratey deeto na’, they wouldn’t even allow us dkwon their shadows. “But now I sit

on a charpoy above them, and they sit on the groBaedause | am a Maobadi. When |
am not there people go and ask my parents how #ney This would never have

happened otherwise.” Majumder spread his hand=eif®) this, other people have also
joined, become part of armed squads and militias.’

One recruit at a time.

In July 2005, a gentleman calling himself ‘Dhruba’member of the Central Committee
of CPI (Maoist), announced through the media, Wiitte fanfare, the state of play in
West Bengal. He said that work was going on in sehdistricts: in North and South 24
Parganas and Howrah, the three districts thatKmigata; in the west, in Bardhaman; in
the north, from Baharampur, Murshidabad and Maldridts along the border with
Bangladesh to Krishnanagar and Nadia to their sAlththis is very far from the chief
minister’s glib alibi.

‘Our mass base in Murshidabad, Malda, Bardhaman Mdadia is ready,” Dhruba
announced. ‘After five years, we will launch ounilsgs.’

Going by CPI (Maoist) doctrine, he was planningctmsolidate, get comfortable, and
then hit. He knew that when the state hit baciyauldn'’t at first know what to hit. And

the more the state hit, the more people would ganag it. The strategy was largely
copy-pasted from elsewhere in India, and thendaltyi fine-tuned to suit the situation in
Bengal's wretched rural poverty and urban tendioAndhra Pradesh it sparked off with
caste and domination by landlords, as was theipaB#ar. In Chhattisgarh the leverage
117 was provided by tribal destitution and exploita and has recently shifted to
displacement on account of large mining and mepatgects, the same as in Orissa.
Eastern Maharashtra provided leverage with tribaplatation, but the planned

expansion expects to capitalize on the resentmgainst caste exploitation, massive
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farmer indebtedness and seething unrest. In Kddaats a combination of both; in
Punjab, agrarian crisis and caste issues; and iiyjaHa, mainly caste issues-building on
incidents like the burning of Dalit houses by uppaste Jats in the village of Gohana in
August 2005. Security officials in Haryana point militant farmers and youth
organizations like the Krantikaari Mazdoor Kisanidm (a ‘revolutionary’ union of
workers and farmers), Jaagruk Chhatra Morcha (@ests’ front), Shahid Bhagat Singh
Mazdoor Morcha (a workers’ front), Naujawan Dasdayfuth organization) and Disha
Sanskritik Manch (a cultural organization) as beimgdgeheads to Maoism. The
television channel CNN-IBN ran a news report inutag 2006 mentioning such groups
are ‘active in the Jind, Kaithal, Kurukshetra, Yaragar, Hisar, Rohtak and Sonepat
areas of Haryana'.

Any toehold, anywhere.

And there are new issues to exploit almost evemyr.y&ake for example the rant of
‘Comrade Sujan’ of CPI (Maoist) on GM-geneticallpdified---crops and seeds, which
constitutes an already developing line of battlénidia, especially in the cottongrowing
states of Maharashtra, Andhra and Karnataka. Iidéubn the ongoing, raging
controversy in India and elsewhere that GM seedsfdependency on corporations that
manufacture these, as seeds cannot then be gatrmrethe crop. ‘... There is evidence
that these inventions of Dr Frankenstein damage. hbalth of the soil and reduce
national sovereignty,’ claims Sujan. ‘...Aren’t wew trapped in the cage of Monsanto
and other giant companies whose seeds, herbicidéspasticides we have become
dependent on? The vast expanses destined for @lving native forests and forcing out
poor farmers. The highly mechanized form of farmangates very few jobs; instead it
exterminates small farm plots and orchards with ploéson it spreads. The exodus
accelerates to the big cities...’

Sujan then rubbishes India’s leadership, dismisthegn as ‘shameless’, saying that none
have sovereignty ‘in their hearts’.

‘What they have in their mind is how promptly thegn follow the projects dictated by
the imperialists, more patrticularly, at preseng WS imperialist. Mr Manmohan and Mr
Pawar (the agriculture minister), with great enthsim, have been peddling the UN
Millennium Development Goal of reducing hunger afftby 2015. So under the cover
of suitable slogans, as dictated, they are intriodubiotechnology to meet imperialist
hunger for more exploitation and plunder.’

Going back to Dhruba, if he and his cohorts hitwhlé depopulate his chosen region of
all civil governance. Bureaucrats will pick up théiags and run to the district
headquarters. Schoolteachers and health workgrkeed by the state will run. And it

will happen long before someone finally wakes u@ declares, ‘This is a Naxalite area.’
About Maoist plans for Kolkata, Dhruba had calméds ‘We do not plan violence in

Kolkata because we know when we establish our bae, people will be forced to

obey us.’

A handful of incisive security analysts well-versedth Mao’s doctrine and the
progression of Indian revolutionary intent have years warned that the way to assess
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Naxalite activity or threat is not only by killing#’s by the degree to which they have
created an infrastructure, and the degree to wthiey have succeeded in mobilizing their
institutions and front organizations and sympatfsize

Moreover, as far as armed cadres go, these anahgstgain, there is a need to clarify
what exactly is an armed cadre. It is importantid through the fog of obfuscation
floated by the Ministry of Home Affairs. The numbeton’'t matter-small, sophisticated
ten-person operations or a thousand people armédjugt bows and arrows and pipe
guns. The point is that all of them would have gthaigh Maoist military training. The
day a person is given even a bow and arrow heersshin armed cadre. He/she has made
the psychological transition already and is waitimdpen will | be upgraded from bow
and arrow to pipe gun? From pipe gun to .303 rife@m .303 to a self-loading rifle, to
an AK-47 or AK-567

‘Revolution is not a dinner party, or writing ansag, or painting a picture or doing
embroidery,” Mao wrote in A Report on an Investigatof the Peasant Movement in
Hunan (1927). ‘It cannot be so refined, so leisuald gentle, so temperate, kind, 119
courteous, restrained and magnanimous. A revoluigoman insurrection, an act of
violence by which one class overthrows anotheringsny available tactic. While Mao
binds India’s Maoists in ideological bear hug, e greaches adaptation, finetuning. |
hadn’t had the heart to remind Majumder about Darubmight have ruined his rally.
And now, as we breathe fresh, glorious air sceftgdhe paddies and damp earth,
buffeted by speeding, overtaking cars, | haverd tieart to tell Pradip about Dhruba
either. It will ruin his jolly we’re-on-the-highwaynood, enhanced by Chicago-blues at
great volume on the car stereo. There’s a suddempur. We stop at Baba Hotel at the
crossing after Panagarh, called Darjeeling Mor, neha right turn pulls off the
expressway that heads on towards Delhi, and intiooped chaos. We drink sweet tea and
munch on Frito-Lay potato wafers. | go to wash mayds and look up to see a poster:
‘Happiness is the Everyday Sunshine of Your Lifginted on a picture of a sunset, palm
trees and breaking surf. Near the exit is another:

‘Where there is a Will, There is a Way'. This walbme in handy for the 40 kilometres

through early dark, blinding rain and bad roadpeemlly as | have offered to drive on

this stretch. Outside, plastered on the wall, tfacky mural of Ganga descending from
the Himalaya, her force dammed by a benevolenteéShéfore she finds her way to earth,
a lot gentler, and brings succour to parched I8k land in the mural is lush green.

Ganga pours into a vast lake. There are a few saibost, some trees, a few elephants,
some deer, and a tribal lady painted ashgray, iogrmyood on her head. A meeting of

heaven and earth. The picture-perfect idyll ofhftisthinking.

It's a bit like the Republic Day parade each yeaDelhi that sweeps down the grand
expanse of Rajpath-literally, the Avenue of Kingfter the long line of dashing soldiers
in perfect marching order and the long line of estat the art weaponry that can get
patriotism brewing in the most sceptical Indianmnes a long line of farm and tribal folk
from across the country. It's a singing, dancingvetase of colourful, choreographed
Other India that completes the picture of a whalesaation.
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Of course it's a misrepresentation, as all suchghiaremore dream than reality, and a
morale booster for a tortured country at the hajflvause. Naxalism, or Maoism, is only
the newest star-scourge in official documents, ghaith the Al Qaida. On a visit to the
Ministry of Home Affairs website in September 200fund listed 34 active, violent,
and potentially violent organizations-several tintlest number if all factions and front
organizations were to be counted.

In this order, neither alphabetical nor based orcgmion of threat, it includes United
Liberation Front of Asom (ULFA), and another, thetldnal Democratic Front of
Bodoland (NDFB), that seeks a smaller portion o$as, banned despite pretension of
peace talks with the first, and partial assimilatiof the second through negotiation,
surrender and electoral participation in the stdetions of 2005. Neighbouring Manipur
lists seven such organizations: People’s Liberathmmy (PLA), United National
Liberation Front (UNLF), People’s Revolutionary ®arf Kangleipak (PREPAK),
Kangleipak Communist Party (KCP), Kanglei YO1 Kanbap (KYKL), Manipur
People’s Liberation Front (MPLF) and RevolutiondPgople’s Front (RPF). Nearby
Tripura has two: All Tripura Tiger Force (AITF) andational Liberation Front of
Tripura. Meghalaya rounds off northeastern Indithvidynniewtrep National Liberation
Council (HNLC) and Achik National Volunteer CouncfANVC). Major militant
organizations from Nagaland are off the list, as ¢bntral government engages them in
regular talks, and this uneasy peace has limped e six-month ceasefire to another
for the past several years.

More than a decade since active religious and etfoment that took many lives,
including Indira Gandhi’s; Punjab lists three:

Babbar Khalsa International, Khalistan Commandac&dKCF) and International Sikh
Youth Federation.

Then there is a flurry of Islamist outfits, a miX those concerned with Islamist
domination and liberation of Jammu & Kashmir taatheist domination and consequent
liberation of the world. The list has Lashkar-efd@Pasban-e-Ahle Hadis, Jaish-e-
Mohammed!T ahrik -e-Furgan, Harkat-ul- Mujahideeswkht-ul-Ansar/Harka t- ul-
Jehad -e- Islami, Hiz b- ul- Mu jahideen/Hizb-ul-jdhideen Pir Panjal Regiment, Al-
umar Mujahideen, Jammu & Kashmir Islamic Front,detuts Islamic Movement of India
(SIMI), 121 Deendar Anjuman, Al Badr, Jamiat-ul-Mhbjdeen, and towards the end, Al
Qaida, and Dukhtaran-e-Millat, a radical women’'gamization in Jammu & Kashmir.
These form the A-list of extemist threat, the ptitdrio recruit from even a tiny fraction
of India’s 120 million Muslim population perceived grave danger by the state.

The LTIE occupies solus space, even as the rulopgess party toys with its historical
aversion to the organization since it assassinBgdy Gandhi, former Prime Minister
and husband of current party president Sonia.

Then come the CPI (ML)-People’s War, all its formaas and front organizations; and
Maoist Communist Centre (MCC), all its formatiomgldront organizations. It’s either a
sign of vagueness or being out of touch with theet that the list does not include ultra-
radical ML groupings, or even acknowledge thatsiSeptember 2004 People’s War and
MCC have combined in new nomenclature: CPI (Maoist)
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The little-known, somnolent Tamil Nadu Liberatiommy and Tamil National Retrieval
Troops taper off the list. And the end is reserfedAkhil Bharat Nepali Ekta Samaj, a
pan-India organization that forms arguably the n®ghificant catchment for Nepal's
Maoists, should the Maoists ever require a topping

There’s a patch of dense forest after Islampur. Aédeedlights of our air-conditioned Tata
Motors sedan suddenly illuminate Santhal tribal&ingtheir way through the pitch dark,
walking in a long line, or on cycles. We take oght with us. We leave them behind.
How they see in this dark is a mystery.

15

Deepankar, my father-in-law, snorts when | tell l@bout my intention to visit Naxalbari,
the once intended ‘liberated zone’ where it alldedgNowadays they talk about liberated
zones, but there was one way back, much before kikakulam. Around 122 the time
of Telengana.” He is referring to the peasant ugnagainst the landlords and agents of
the Nizam of Hyderabad, the jagirdar and deshmblktyveen 1946 and 1951. It was
controlled by the undivided, outlawed CommunisttyPaf India-established in 1925-in
conjunction with Andhra Mahasabha, and led to thathl of several thousand activists
and protestors. The Telengana movement was formathdrawn after the accession of
Hyderabad State to the Union of India, and jusbieefree India’s first general elections
in 1952. But life in democratic India wasn't tetyilalifferent for farmers and lower castes,
and for some intellectuals. This later provided spark for the next cycle in Andhra, in
Srikakulam. .

‘That was the Tebhaga movement,” Deepankar say€LiElly, three parts; to share by
thirds. Sharecroppers in undivided Bengal dematiagtitwo-thirds of the crop belonged
to them, not zamindars and other landlords-theylshieceive no more than one-third-as
they tilled it, and received less than subsistenaeturn. It coalesced into an organized
movement from 1945, helped along by the Kisan Sallmmmunist Party of India’s
farmer-front, and became very active in Jalpaigisirict, not far from Naxalbatri, in the
24 Parganas area to the north and south of Kolkaig,n several areas of present-day
Bangladesh. A law enacted by the provincial adrrati®n of the time, the Bargadar Act,
to lower temperatures, wasn't effective, owing tegsure from the powerful landlords’
lobby.

After the division of the province of Bengal in 4nd more so after India’s

independence a year later, protests turned bedliger The administration and police
waded into protestors, beatings and torture wenenoonplace. Several dozen protestors
were shot in 1947, and another short-lived [1).ometrhad the legitimacy of revenge:

‘We will give our lives but not our crop’.

We're both sipping a light Portuguese wine I'veriat as a gift from Goa, an import
now made easier and cheaper by Indian ~w. .

‘In 1948, the area around Kakdwip [an estuarine a@ith of Kolkata] used to be called
Lal Ganj-the Red Borough. People used to quake.’

| draw closer. It's story time. The rain has easEdere is no electricity, a common
feature. Hurricane lamps and candles complete thedn Santiniketan, Place of Peace,
created as an ideal 123 community for learning thiedarts by Rabindranath Tagore in
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the early twentieth century in the middle of westBengal’s tribal zone. Nouveau riche
sahibs from Kolkata have now bought up land arotimel campus, building brash

bungalows where earlier stood understated homesn#&fiectual, spiritual getaway is

today a weekend getaway. Little has changed foratiea’s tribals, though. They still

drink, squabble and work as maids, gardeners akdhaw-walas. They see Kolkata
sahibs buy their land and relocate them into slusas;well-meaning culture tsars of the
university celebrate their simplicity in art, sculpe and song, while they sell trinkets at
village fairs and lead a life made simple by design

‘A group of us went to the house of a jotedar chlkrur Das,” Deepankar begins-the
simplicity of his tale is chilling. ‘We killed thguards and went in, and found nearly 100
tola of gold ornaments stuffed inside pillows, adwbut 1.5 lakh rupees in cash. Can you
imagine the value of it those days?’

After looting the landlord, Deepankar and his agdes escaped and went in different
directions. He was soon doing a steady, shambkmg-trot through the clayey soil of
the paddies. ‘Kadam-chaal,” he says, in Bengéhat way, you don’t sink into the mud.
The momentum keeps you going.’

Then he heard someone calling out to him. What, iseé asked, without stopping. The
man, a. villager, pointed out four armed policemethe distance. ‘They were after me
in the same half-trot.” They went on like that thgh the night. He says he ‘had the edge
on them’ and made his way to the station, justnretto catch a train to Ballygunje-part
of then, as now, plush Calcutta. But the policerad made it as well; he saw when he
looked out. He jumped off on the other side, madenay to a vendor’s coach and hid
himself among the sacks of vegetables and basKefislo ‘They couldn’t imagine
someone would hide there, in all the muck and thells He got off at Ballygunje
station and in broad daylight walked down Rashhehaenue to the uppermiddle-class
repository of Hindustan Park where the family theed.

‘When | walked into the living room, my mother amdhicle and some house guests
jumped up screaming! He guffaws and sips more witieelax,” | told them, it's me,
Deepankar-Khokon.” He was sunburnt, had a beamiwas wearing a dhoti in the 124
way farmers still do, wrapped tight about the baayl hiked above the knee; and his
hands and feet were caked with mud. My. mothdawn- Kalyani, calls out to us for
dinner. It's her priceless chicken curry, accompdnby healthy unpolished rice, fried
eggplant, lemon and green chillies freshly pluckedc the modest garden outside.

Later, he lights up a cigarette and we move aswia family chitchat to carryon with his
past. “You know, it's difficult to explain the romee of the times, for a just cause. There
was a famine. People were eating roots.’

I've heard worse of the Bengal famine. My mothed bald me stories of how on the
streets of Kolkata she saw starving people pickgtans of undigested rice from the
vomit of others and eat it. A sordid chapter indrg subsumed by the greater immediate
histories of India’s freedom struggle and PartitioBeepankar tells me another story,
from 1949, two years into India’s independence,ravé® new world. ‘People were
starving in these three villages in Sandeshkhaé.|®d a raid.” The jotedar there, like all
wealthy landlords, lived off tenant farming and sgred the tenants. He had thirteen
large stores of paddy. ‘There was a stream aroisigrbperty, and barbed-wire fencing.
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There was a Muslim fellow in the group. He wentahea short sword clasped between
his teeth, crawled under the fencing and got ridhaf guard by slashing his throat.’

Deepankar is matter of fact. ‘Then we went in apéned the doors to others. There
were thirty maunds of paddy.” Well over a tonne. gfoup of starving villagers were

with us, about 200, but many more were waiting. fdfened a chain gang and managed
to roughly distribute the paddy.’

The police caught him while he trying to make hesape, and beat him badly. His eyes
never quite got all right and his head, at 76) athes blindingly every few days, the
legacy of an angry life he left behind to returratavidowed mother and younger brother.
And eventually, a career first with blue-chip Butm&8hell and later as a top engineer
with Hindustan Aeronautics Limiteda compromise h#l &éinds difficult to accept.
Deepankar was first taken to the nearby Bashirait e says, where he was tied to a
tree and beaten for eight to nine hours with akthiope. ‘After a while, | lost
consciousness. When | awoke, | had lost all sehsiene and place. | don’'t know how
long | was there. The jail was 125 filthy. | gozema. But one day, when they found out
that | was a “student comrade”, not a local villagbe threat perception went up. They
immediately moved me to Alipur Jail in Calcutta.elays the judge threw his case out
because he simply wouldn’'t believe the police wersthat a bunch of bhadralok-
genteelrevolutionaries and scrawny villagers wduwdde the strength to spirit away so
much grain in a few hours of night. Fortunately Bieepankar, the judge didn’'t know of
the logistics support provided by hunger and anger.

Do you think it was justified, | ask him, this soiof the elite tier of Calcutta society, a
graduate of St Xavier's School, holder of an engiimgy degree from Jadavpur
University, who spurned the legacy of a father wiemt to Cambridge.

‘It was absolutely justified,” he roars, waving amradip who sticks his neck out from
the dining room to see what the ruckus is all ab®&wen now, | think it was absolutely
justified. We were determined to bring justicetite poor-at any cost. And for that we
were willing to give up our families, wealth, oivds, everything.’

‘Would you do it all over again?’

‘Yes.’

Several months later 1 would find the same quietvimbion and dignity in an ill Ram
Naresh Ram, in his seventies, like Deepankar, anieégn Bhojpur, Naxalism’s fertile
breeding ground in Bihar. Bhojpur is home to EkwBrhar's Naxalbari, and a bloody
battle zone in which left-wing rebels fighting flaw-caste peasantry took on the Ranvir
Sena, the vigilante army of the upper castes. flNetime MLA with CPl (ML)
Liberation, and a member of the party’s Politbungs seated on a wooden bench,
dressed in lungi and tattered sweater, soaking wpak February sun in 2007 by a tiny
outhouse at the back of the party office in PatRam, still better known as Paras, his
name from days underground, gently dismissed nkydhhis adopted party being both
underground and overground-with five elected MLAsBihar's assembly, and one in
Punjab. ‘You can be underground from your dushneaeinies],” he told me with a tired
smile, ‘but you can’t be underground from the pepman you?’ ‘I find that a similar
sense of justice is prevalent now,” Deepankar oomls. ‘Though conditions are quite
different in many parts of 126 India. And also, gared to Nepal, where the objective
conditions are very different to India’s. Here, rihés growth, a sense of movement, not
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the complete lack of diversity of wealth as in Nej®o, what is your sense of what is
going on?’ The sudden question throws me off baahte smiles, the clever so-and-so.
It's always easier to ask questions than providsvans. Journalists-and revolutionaries, |
assume-know it only too well.

| first started thinking about modern-day Maoism1897, | tell Deepankar, when |
worked at India Today magazine. As editor of a gpessue to commemorate 50 years
of India’s Independence, | also had to handle twajgets, one an opinion poll with
ORGMARG, among India’s top polling organizationadahe other a futuristic study to
map India in 2047 by New Delhi-based Centre foridyoResearch, a major think tank
that was already into the process of its own docuati®n in this regard. Both threw up a
few startling assertions that have stayed with me.

The opinion poll covered a fairly large sample 8f6b1 respondents, and cut across age,
income, education, caste, religion and rural-urlbanriers. Thirty-four per cent felt
corruption was the number one evil; unemploymehofieed with a number one ranking
by 20 per cent; and rising prices were at 18 pet.cCEhis is a pretty standard mix of
admission and concern: India Today’s semi-annualtéSof the Nation’ polls usually see
these three parameters move around the top thotse sl

The finding for me was the answer to the questidm you think India will stay united in
the next 50 years, or disintegrate into independeaions?’ In a year of both
propaganda-led and spontaneous burst of patrietebration, only 41 per cent answered
‘Yes'. A stunning 36 per cent answered ‘Yes’ tosiiitegrate’, and an equally stunning
23 per cent belonged to the category termed DKI@SMKnow/Can't Say.

The India 2047 projection by the Centre for PolRgsearch threw up some grave
concerns, at the other end of the spectrum of wiwest people even then took for granted,
that if India were to keep even a semblance of rprttee sheer momentum of 127
economic growth, greater public accountability ageopolitical progression would
propel it into some sort of reckoning in the glolpaicking order. To begin with, the
report said, India’s count of 25 states would deulol 50 or more to satisfy continuing
inequities in development, and regional aspiratithnee have already been carved out
since the poll, the present-day Maoist stronghofdShhattisgarh (carved out of Madhya
Pradesh) and Jharkhand (from Bihar), and Uttaraki{om Uttar Pradesh), where the
Naxals have begun to make inroads and which Nepdsists freely use as sanctuary.
The formation of Telengana in the near future, fribv@ volatile north-central chunk of
Andhra Pradesh, is a near certainty.

The report added: ‘The challenge of providing basivices like adequate food, clothing,
housing and water will be enormous. For instanee,will need about 400 million
tonnes of grain by 2047, or more than double threeati production, on more or less the
same arable area. Productivity must therefore @guihich means huge investments in
irrigation and on improved land and water managemen

‘A demographic explosion over the next 50 yeard wiéate any number of political,
economic, social and environmental tensions. THierdnt growth rates of different
communities, castes, and regions could become iacpbkime bomb.. .Above all, the
consumption standards of the poor will be erodeddigg numbers.’
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The study remarked that while insurgency in themand northeast would recede on
account of various political solutions, there wielly to be great churning of society.
‘There will be more empowerment of submerged ompsessed social classes. The tribal
awakening will quicken, especially in the Northeastl Middle India. The larger Dalit
assertion will seek equality, identity and selfedatination within the Indian state. There
will probably be a major political upheaval arou2@d5-10 on the issue of agrarian and
social relations, particularly in Bihar and Anditeadesh, as “stability” finally gives way
to change.” There wasn’t a word on Naxalism asleiged movement or threat to internal
security. In 1997, Nepal’'s armed rebellion was aalyear old, dismissed by many as a
romantic notion. In India, already in the throeschést-beating economic liberalization,
Naxal formations were either a thing of the past, splintered 128 movements
concentrated in parts of Andhra Pradesh, and wtelivBihar, Madhya Pradesh and Uttar
Pradesh. Generally out of sight and, thereforepbutind.

Yet, the very concerns as expressed in the projeetie being leveraged by the Maosists
and others.

| never gu” around to asking the experts at theti@efor Policy Research-out of
politeness, | guess-whether the tone they usedseeasibdued because they wanted to
appear balanced and credible. Or becau~e they dature that scared the hell out of
them and they didn’t want to make it any scariantft already was.

‘There was this chap who recruited me,” Deepanlamtly intervenes. ‘Ashish Bose. |
guess he understood | was extreme Left in my thistigh

As a student Deepankar would sell Swadhinata-Inudgece-the journal of the

undivided Communist Party of India. The police wbibleat him up, and he would go
right back and sell the paper. ‘He drew me in. Bid,s‘Go teach at Kakdwip. You don’t

have to do anything else.” That's it. And | did Tthe young and old came to learn the
alphabet from “engineer-dada”. And | was in, juls¢ that, without even fully realizing it.

When the police later caught me, | heard they whittehold a condolence meeting for
me-they assumed | would die. My providing justttel bit of education had that effect

on these people.’

In” 1992, he heard again about Ashish Bose. Hedwd underground for 44 years in
Chhattisgarh under an assumed name. ‘He was invatverganizing villagers to assert
their rights and ask for their constitutional dugse police shot him dead. His wife came
over to gather his documents and later handed thesnto Kalantar, the successor’ to
Swadhinata.” ‘We were dedicated. But we made mestaken,” Deepankar continues.
‘We were not well organized. Now things are muctidseorganized.’

He looks at me for a while before speaking. ‘Thgotive conditions for revolution exist
in many more ways than ever before.’

16
It's quiet as | ride a rickshaw into Bolpur, thatsin for Santiniketan, a little after 10 p.m.
More than two hours still for the Darjeeling Maol &rrive from Kolkata’s Sealdah station
on its overnight run to New Jalpaiguri, the gatew@ayortheast India. In the old days, it
would carry sahibs of the tea gardens, childrethefelite from schools in Darjeeling,
Kurseong and Kalimpong, and holidaymakers to Ctdcammd back. Then, as now, it was
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difficult to obtain a reservation. Better roadsftée cars and cheaper flights haven't
reduced the popularity of the train. Only one placavailable from Bolpur tonight and |
have it, in what the railways cryptically term 1As@-conditioned first class sleeper, the
‘burra-sahib’ class.

The usual flotsam of poor and dirt-poor is millingar the entrance, around the nuclei of
a late-night chai shop and a ramshackle cart gelioiled eggs and greasy omelette
sandwich. Villagers squat, waiting out the darbyered with light, tattered shawls. A
lady with matted hair is loudly demanding moneynira sheepish man. She could be his
wife, or a comforter of the poor;

| don’'t wait to find out. Inside the station, theese is more cosmopolitan-destitute.
There is no place to wait, so deformed beggars ghesa humans and homeless dogs and
the middle-class share benches and platform spaae eddies of air created by noisy
fans.

As | find out, to move away is to be feasted upgrGndzilla mosquitoes. A ragged boy
has found a solution. He sleeps kneeling, faceetliraideways on the floor of the
platform, collar pulled up, presenting the minimyossible profile to mosquitoes. A
loader has found another solution; he naps ondrisby a small pile of burning rag-and-
paper egg trays.

The notice board past the stationmaster’s officelastered with fantastic promises and
blunt demands. UBR Productions is hosting the A¢h&al Solo Dance Talent Hunt,
organized by an ‘Eminent Nritya Guru & Eminent Reraities of India, entry Fee Rs
10/- only'.

An undated notice exhorts dancing to a differenetuFight for our Legitimate Rights’,

it emphatically announces. ‘Join O.B.C. Railway [Hoyees Federation’, it reads,
announcing solidarity for 130 r'Other Backward @ast political-administrative
finessing to | describereservation in governmebsjand state-funded education ! for a
clutch of low- and intermediate-caste groups. ‘T@rOBC , Associationis our birth right
and can not be criticised...opportunity wasgiventty Grate Union of India...” It lists
some demands: clear up anomalies in pay scalespfihe backlog of reserved seatsin
jobs with the railways, form ‘OBC cells’ in variouailway zonesand divisions, ‘check
against excess harassment’ and provide ‘promotamilittes to OBCs'. It is signed
‘Yours Fraternally’ by R.P.Singh, Zonal Presidarid J.P. Ray, Zonal General Secretary.
Take out a few words here and there, especiallyréference to the greatness of the
Indian Union, add bourgeois-compradorimperialistestrepression, and you might have
a Maoist leaflet. At midnight, the Howrah-Jamalfixpress arrives on Platform No. 1.
Railway Protection Force (RPF) personnel with desamld .303 rifles and sub-machine
guns are located in every coach. The previous 8a&pril, a section of track between
Gaya and Dhanbad was blown up by the Maoists-reoséiction this train will go on, but
any train heading to Bihar, Jharkhand and Uttardésh, or through the Maoist
borderlands of West Bengal, has armedguards. *

I Not that it always works. On the eveningof 13 Mar2006,an estimated 50 Maoists
hijacked a train going from Barwadih in Jharkhaod/ughalsarai in Uttar Pradesh. They
stopped the train in a patch of jungle in Jharklhariew onboard Maoists made the tasks
easier by uncoupling the vacuum link between caac8everal hundred passengers and
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railway security men | were held hostage till aftirybreak, when the rebels simply |
melted away. The area’s senior police officer wolatkr claim that the Maoists had
pulled off the trick for two possible reasons. Tinst was retaliation for the death of an
‘area commander’, Jagannath Koiri, in nearby Palatea days previously. The second
reason was a corollary: The Maoists had actuallyedado ambush security forces who
they knew would inevitably arrive. Suspecting thiee police had deliberately delayed
their arrival, and the Maoists, not having planf@dan extended siege, let the train go.
Either way, a point was made by both sides. Séwspaths later, on 10 December 2006,
about 25 Maoists would board a train from Tatandgatharagpur. Near the border of
Jharkhand and West Bengal they would emerge in18iecolours, snatch a couple of
rifles from railway guards, stop the train, takeagwhe engine driver’s walkie-talkie,
inform the stationmaster of Chakulia of what they ldone and, before disappearing in a
couple of hours, past noon, take along Rs 1,00f6@® the salary being carried for
railway staff. One result of this would be thatlway policemen in outposts at
Manoharpur and Donguaposi in southern Jharkhanddwiogist they were better off
being unarmed. At least the Maoists wouldn’t th#gack their posts to loot their weapons
andj in all probability, kill them.

Less than half an hour after the Howrah-Jamalpuyor&ss, the Sealdah-Varanasi Express
checks in. A group of vendors get off from a coasar where I'm standing, with
vegetables for the morning indulgence of tradeis lzetbus of Bolpur and Santiniketan,
huge sacks of onions, spring onions, potatoesaspirokra and capsicum. An argument
breaks out. One of two RPF personnel steps down the coach as the train begins to
move and snhatches a bag of capsicum with a cuestedrin Hindi:

‘Bhainchod, ek paisa nahin diya.” Sisterfucker,mdidjive us a single paisa.

| notice a railway official next to me. | start shimg for him to do something, but the
train moves on with the evidence, and he calmlyrrest to the depths of the station after
flagging off the train.

Now the cursing is in Bengali, from the vendors.hdtkir bachcha, gandu saala,
banchot.” Son of a whore, assftick, sisterfucker.

One of the group of five turns to me. ‘We have itcegnoney to these station-walas also.
You started shouting so he didn’t take it. But torow? Will you be there tomorrow?’

The now awake loader helps them pile on the saokBi® trolley and they move out,
cursing each other-the vendors because the loadeasked for too much money, and the
loader because the vendors had beaten him dovao tdtte.

My train arrives soon after. The coach is a littlay away from where | am, so | walk
towards it, my small backpack weighed down with atley selection of books |
purchased at Subarnarekha, a bookstore that hasnbean institution in oncegentle
Santiniketan. The Blue Mutiny, The Indigo Disturbas in Bengal 1859-1862 by Blair
King; a book in Bengali on Mughal-132 era agraremonomy and farmer revolts, by
Gautam Bhadra; The Naxalites and their IdeologyRrbpindra Ray; and Truth Unites, a
collection of essays edited by Ashok Mitra on ageof subjects from feudalism and
resistance to food-grain prices to realism in Msirgultural movements. Over-the-
counter records of anger and violence againstttte.s
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There are some poems, too, in Truth Unites. Theyeé&s in a chapter on revolutionary
poetry-‘Cannons Buried in Flowers’-written by SurteBanerjee, a long-time observer
of the Naxalite movement. The poem is by Murari KMogadhyay, and it is as much
unfinished agenda as unashamed romanticism:

When in love,

Do not become the moon.

If you can,

Come as the sun.

I'll take its heat

And light up the dark forest.

When in love,

Do not become a flower,

If you can,

Come as the thunder.

I'll lift its sound

And pass the message of battles to every corner.

The moon, the river, the flowers, the stars, tmdbi

They can be watched at leisure

Sometime later.

But today

In this darkness,

The last battle is yet to be fought.

What we need now is

The fire in our hovel.

Abhijit Mazumdar meets me at the gates of SiligDdllege, where | arrive from the
station, a bone-jarring 70-rupee ride in an autistiaw through a long street of slums
and tenements. Siliguri, West Bengal’'s second &rgeban sprawl after Kolkata, is
today a crowded, polluted, stupendously noisy altityftrade-and-133 transit hub that,
with New Jalpaiguri, straddles the routes from ¢bathern plains to the hills of Bengal,
the state of Sikkim, Bhutan, and onwards to Chemag from the Gangetic plains to
India’s roiled northeast.

Abhijit's ancestral home, a structure of wood aité, is being repaired. So while his
family occupies part of it, Abhijit rents a one-bedm apartment near the college. | had a
false notion that the weight of being Charu Mazurisdson might make for a sombre life.
As | will discover, Abhi-the name is soon shortethegisn’t need forced sobriety. Nor
does he feel any need to dress the part of theosanrevolutionary, or the Darjeeling
district head of CPI (ML) Liberation. In his fulleeve striped shirt, faded Lee jeans,
Velcro strap-on sandals, and with curly hair, trieghbeard and trendy spectacle frame
he could be an academic anywhere, or a paintelges, phe creative director of an
advertising agency.

It's a compact, walk-up apartment on the first flechere he lives. A cot in the living

area is to be my bed. Pride of place on the wadings to a black-and-white photograph
of his father. It shows a handsome, delicate-fegflnhadralok in western clothing, circa
1953. Very different from the emaciated, grimacimgn in the iconic photograph taken
at Lalbazar Police Station in Kolkata, of the rexminary surrounded by policemen,
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before his incarceration between 16 and 28 July2 iiting which he died. It isn’'t yet
clear if he died from ill-health or rough prisorethpy that became the hallmark of West
Bengal's anti-Naxal operations. It was when cuisiodeatings and torture and faked
‘encounter’ killings were popularized by the pol&ag an important secondary method of
dealing with extremism-the primary method beingatbats during real encounters.

Charu Mazumdar had written about the rapid tramsébion, to his mind, that the
Naxalbari movement had undergone from peasantingris something more ambitious.
| had also read about it earlier this morning oa titain, in Rabindra Ray’s book. Ray
had quoted Mazumdar from the June 1968 issue ddratlon, a journal he founded (a
journal of the same name is now published by ML)am article titled ‘One Year of

Naxalbari Struggle’

‘This is the first time that peasants have strugglet for their partial demands but the
seizure of state power. If the Naxalbari peasanggte has any lesson for us, it is this:
militant struggles 134 must be carried on not &nrd, crops, etc., but for the seizure of
state power. It is precisely this that gives thedlaari struggle its uniqueness.’

No ambiguity whatsoever about intention. Today'\sotetionaries have also taken a leaf
out of another of Mazumdar’s writings, the calféomally break away from CPI (M) and
form a revolutionary party, what led to the forroatiof CPI (ML). Ray, a scholar,
sneeringly terms this call to revolution a ‘utopiame, rhetorical and plaintive’, a write-
off. He had researched the book in 1983, and it fia$ published in 1988. The
movement has adapted and spread, in bizarre yé@tahke fashion, from a smallcluster
of villages to an ideological and operational pl@ymd across half of India’s landmass.

‘...Revolution can never succeed without a revohary party,” Ray quotes Mazumdar,
‘a party which is firmly rooted in the thought ofh@rman Mao Tse Tung, a party
composed of millions of workers, peasants and meiadtss youths inspired by the ideal
of self-sacrifice...a party whose members put jprtactice the Marxist-Leninist ideal in

their own lives and, by practicing the ideas thdwese inspire the masses to make
greater self-sacrifices and to take greater imgain revolutionary activities; a party

whose members never despair under any circumstasogsare not cowed by any
predicament but resolutely march forward to overeamOnly a party like this can build

a united front of people of different classes hoiddifferent views in this country. Only

a revolutionary party like this can lead the Indiemolution to success.’

The other visuals in Abhijeet's room are a photpgraf Abhi’'s wife, who teaches
history at Purdue University in the United Statasd a crowded black-and-white
calendar for 2006 from the local chapter of theo&sstion for Protection of Democratic
Rights (APDR) that is more poster of protest. Hfspersed between the dates are
photographs of protest icons and occasionally,tpoin

I scan it while wolfing down a breakfast of chapattir-fired vegetables and black tea.
There is Irom Sharmila from Manipur, calendar gl January, February and March, at
the time into the sixth year of her hunger strikendnding the revocation of the Armed
Forces (Special Powers) Act which allows securiiycés in the North-East and in

Jammu & Kashmir-all ‘disturbed areas’-135 to ‘enterd search without warrant any
premises to arrest’ anyone they suspect of doiytharg remotely construed as antistate,
and be immune from prosecution without ‘previouscs@an of the Central Government’.
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The act has often meant abduct-atwill and shoddttolrom’s is a classic case of the
state ‘privileging violence’, to use Arundhati Reyphrase, by ignoring non-violent
protest.

The next few months of the calendar change throaglush of photos, sayings and
slayings: Martin Luther King Jr, nuked Hiroshimayumg San Suu Kyi. And Thangjam
Manorama Devi, tortured, raped and killed allegdghtroops of the Seventeenth Assam
Rifles in Manipur on 11 July 2004 on suspicion ef lassociation with the insurgency
outfit People’s Liberation Army. The UN Charter 8845 and the UN Declaration of
Human Rights, 1948, flow into September and Octolwéh photos of Bob Dylan, Paul
Robeson and Pete Seeger. Some photos from the Bualieconcentration camp, circa
1945, bring in November and December.

‘It's time to go,’ says Abhi. He has taken the ddfyto take me on a tour of Naxalbari, to
meet some of his father’s old comrades.

There really is a place called Naxalbari. It's aaimiown with its own tiny railway

station and state highway, straddling the route timks northern Bihar to northern
Bengal, through forest, farmland and tea gardens.tBe Naxalbari of revolutionary
grammar is really a cluster of villages and hamieith quirky names from nature and
history: Hatighisa, after elephants;

Phansideoa,LTTErally, hanged; Bagdogra, derivethfbagh or tiger. These are places
on the way to Naxalbari from Siliguri. Abhi andjét on to a small bus at Hospital Mor.
We're off to a place just shy of Naxalbari. Fromdgdal Mor all buses lead through a
slice of the region known as Dooars to Panitargilly, water tank-at Nepal's eastern
border. A sliver meanders on to Khoribari for a dguth towards Katihar in Bihar. It

takes an age to negotiate Siliguri’'s former prichel oy, Hill Cart Road, the sedate

avenue of my childhood, now a smoking, honking nesiylof pedestrians, rickshaws,
auto rickshaws, buses, 136 scooters and motorgyales all manner of cars, sub-
compact to luxury sedan.

‘What's so surprising?’ Abhi snorts, when | poinitoexpensive cars. ‘Siliguri was
always a centre for timber, tea and smuggling. Now have new businessmen in old
businesses, and there are new millionaires in nactgin.’ After crossing the sewer of
Mahananda river that marks the boundary of Siligue take a left at Tenzing Mor-to the
right is the road to Darjeeling. There is a sprag/idevelopment just outside town, work
in progress, neat, clean, a clone of suburban bowgaand condominiums in scores of
cities across India. ‘Uttarayan,” a board says.at#n on earth in Siliguri.’

‘The babus find the city too noisy and unclean,’hAhotices my curiosity. ‘These used
to be tea gardens, the land now converted for camiataeise with government help. All
the labourers of the garden lost their jobs andtvagray.” He laughs. ‘The communist
government of West Bengal has done this. You krfom)s here in Bengal, the greatest
enemy of the Left is the Left.” Soon, there is wkan expanse of tea gardens, old and
new, on either side. Matigara Tea Estate, PahargtoMea Estatewhere that other
Naxalite icon Kanu Sanyal controls the union-AteRTEstate...

Then it's time to get off.
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We walk into a hut a few yards off the road. Itt®ken, a patchwork of mud, straw and
tile that covers an open veranda-like area, a @aprooms and a tiny kitchen. A few
hens and a rooster strut around, small potatoekigreut on a coir-strung cot. The wall
facing the open area is in disrepair, basic woowwacked and peeling. There is a
poster on the wall of the Hindi movie star John &iam on a humongous Yamaha
motorbike. There’s another poster washed withsddéron, white and green of India’s
flag. The pitch is simply worded: ‘Love your Cowitr Punjab-da and | shake hands as
Abhi introduces us. He’s an old man in his seventigh stubble and epileptic shake,
eyes awash with cataract. | sit beside him on amatht; Abhi pulls up a rickety chair.
‘Someone here likes motorcycles,’ | offer. Punjalggias. ‘I love my country, my two
sons love motorcycles.” The door leading to theriot is open, and | can see some
framed photographs on the wall. From left to ridWigrx, Frederick Engels, Lenin, Stalin,
and dirt marks left by a removed frame. ‘The pola®me now and then to ask me
guestions. The 137 police came a few months agobaokie it Punjab-da is still
grinning. ‘It was a photograph of Mao Tse Tung.ydung boy, whom we had seen at a
tiny bicycle repair shop by the road comes anddstarear Punjab-da.

‘Why only Mao?’

‘Everyone talks of Maoists. They are scared of Mti ‘Oh, they are really scared of
Mauoists,” Abhi chips in. “The border [with Nepal¢img so close and porous.’

Punjab-da’s wife walks in then. Abhi and she ge=mth other with raised fist and ‘Lal
salaam’. There is an offer of the inevitable |aa&-drom Boudi, as Abhi calls her, elder
brother’'s wife. After she leaves, Punjab-da gelittla pensive, and after a little verbal
nudging from me that his name, Punjab Rao, seelitdea'foreign’ for Naxalbari, he
says he’s originally from Amravati in the Vidarbhegion of Maharashtra. A posting in
the army brought him to these parts in the 19604, married a Nepali girl and settled
here after being decommissioned. They are all dead he tells me, his Nepali wife and
the three sons they had together. ‘She is my sewdfied he says of Boudi, ‘and this is
one of my two sons. They run a cycle repair shapvaorship this,” he nods at the poster
of John. ‘I still farm, do a little party work. &his not for them. Each to his own. But
they have never held me back. | have been fortuffdtey said, “You go and do what
you have to, we are with you.”

Respectfully, the boy brings a plague wrapped astt from a shelf to our right that has
some broken farm implements, a plate, a few stssntgeel glasses. The plaque reads:
‘2" All India Conference of All India Kisan Mazdoor i@, On & to 11" Sep 2005,
Jallandhar. Presented to Com. Punjab Rao, In Howbudis Glorious Services to
Revolutionary Peasant Movement. Presented by AIKMS

‘Did you feel proud when they gave you this?’

‘No, not proud. People like us should have no pfaceride.

We are workers. We should work.’

The same year he travelled across the countrydeive this honour, he approached a
landlord near home and told him that as he haddores of land, but really needed only
four, could he spare one and settle landless peasam that land? Amazingly, the
landlord agreed. ‘But the panchayat, which is CPdtlled, stopped it. They were
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upset that they weren’t seen to be doing it. H &range world in this state. Left versus
Left.’

Abhi and he laugh. It's clear Punjab-da is verydfah Abhi, and seems to treat him like a
son. | mention Charu Mazumdar’s name, and he plaiseband to his heart. There’s a
pacemaker there, Abhi tells me later, courtesyafations from friends that cut across
all ML factions, and party colleagues in CPI-ML (NeéDemocracy). This faction is
relatively safe here-for now. In Andhra Pradesh’sakimam district, CPI (Maoist)
cadres would in a few days visit Bironimadava géaand beat up residents, threaten
them to keep away from ML (New Democracy) folksxtrEmely radical Left versus
radical Left.

‘Do you remember what happened on that day?’ IRPagijabda. He knows what | mean.
‘Twenty-fourth of May, 1967. Just up the lane frainis house,” he points behind him,
eyes alight, voice sharper. ‘Landless peasanthhdcenough.” Anger had been brewing
over scarcity of food, issues of landlessness amdiéd labour for a year. ‘There was talk
of revolution, but they just wanted to assert thigihts,” he recalls. ‘They had taken over
land. Then the police came, called by the jotearsoon as we heard about it, we set off
with whatever we had-swords, bows and arrows, spé&mming implements. The people
with us, as soon as they saw the group of policklandlords, they let the arrows fly.
One hit the landlord, another hit someone on the [Ehe police ran away. That was the
beginning.’

The police came back in large numbers the next tteyygh, Punjab-da recalls, and
destroyed houses, broke what they could, mixedarwk lentils with dirt, destroyed all
other food. By then the spark had spread to Beotgaijust beyond Naxalbari; eleven
protestors died by police firing that day.

‘Naxalbari had its first martyrs,” says Punjab-ttmking at Abhi, tea forgotten. ‘And the
Naxalbari movement was born. Bas.” Revolutionaseske of it in glowing terms:
‘Spring thunder struck all over India.’ It spreanl Ekwari and Mushahary in Bihar,
Lakhimpur Kheri in Uttar Pradesh, parts of Punjaid Srikakulam in Andhra Pradesh,
areas of pressure-cooker rural poverty and casiidiination. In two years, in April
1969, the CPI (ML), newly formed and energized, lddae powerful enough to hold a
massive public rally at Shahid Minar-Martyr's Colamrenamed from the earlier,
colonial Ochterlony Monument-in Calcutta. In a reatbf weeks, most leaders were
underground, several were jailed, some killed.

By 1972, this edition of revolution would be prethyich over in Bengal and elsewhere,
utterly steamrolled by the state. One of the worassacres took place in August of that
year in Kashipur and Baranagar areas near Calautian policeLTTErally dragged out

and killed known and suspected Naxals. There i€redible estimate of the numbers
killed, beyond ‘*hundreds’. Dozens disappeared uiticlg some well-known Naxalleaders
like Saroj Dutta and Sushital Roychoudhary, suaed-te-do intellectuals who looked

like kindly uncles or indulgent grandfathers-as rewevolutionaries are difficult to

discern till they speak, act, or wear battle g&kirmishes continued well into 1973, a
year when the number of Naxals in jails acrossdrediceeded 30,000. Little remained
thereafter, barring sentimental outpourings by neb@mnants before they were killed or
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had revolution squeezed out of them. JournalistMaxal chronicler Sumanta Banerjee
recorded such a moment:

‘On 3 May 1975 five Naxalite prisoners were killbg the police in Howrah Jail, West
Bengal. One among them was a 22-year-old studeftiPRoy Choudhury, whose pet
name was “Pakhi” or bird. When they heard about kitleng, Prabir's comrades in

Presidency Jail, Calcutta, inscribed the followimges on the wall of their cell with a
piece of stone (they were not allowed the use pépand pens):

Silence!

Here sleeps my brother.

Don't stand by him

With a pale face and a sad heart.

For, he is laughter!

Don't cover his body with flowers.
What's the use of adding flowers to a flower?
If you can,

Bury him in your heart.

You will find

At the twitterings of the bird of the heart
Your sleeping soul has woken up.

If you can,

Shed some tears,

And-

All the blood of your body.’

Banerjee writes that 300 academics and writers faocnoss the world, including Noam
Chomsky and Simone de Beauvoir, wrote to the Ind@avernment on 15 August 1974,
Independence Day, asking it to take a compassiaiateof matters. It was ignored. So
was a call later that year from Amnesty Internaipmvhen it listed in its annual report
several cases of illegal detention and torture @ixdls in jails across India. The
imposition of Emergency in June 1975, which lednassive censoring of news and
banning of any form of public protest, brought thetain down on Naxalbari-Maoism in
India Mark 1.

As Abhi and | leave, | try a lal-salaam in farewed see how it feels. | do it like a

nervous novice-hesitant voice, heavy hand. | ikeld bad actor, but it's oddly satisfying

when Punjab-da bellows his response. Thirty-fowargesince his guru’s death, and this
man still has religion.

As we wait for another bus to take us to Naxalbawn, | see the old movement’'s
alternate guru zip past riding pillion on a motaley hunched against the wind, firmly
gripping the back of the seat, broad pyjamas flagm the wind.

‘Kanu Sanyal,” Abhi says, pointing out the man wirtoke with his father, a development
that many believe proved the death-knell for aefaty Naxalbari Mark 1. ‘He’s out
campaigning for elections, or could be that he'sdmg on to a tea estate. He's
organizing tea garden labour these days. You kiaiv'tYes, | say. | hope to meet him.
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But that is for tomorrow. Meanwhile, there is Khokda. Khokon Majumdar wasn’t part
of the first uprising, but after that he claimsvias there all the way with Charu-da, as he
calls Charu Mazumdar. Now 78, and member of andthierfaction, the militant CPI
(ML) Janashakti. Materially he seems only a littketter off than Punjab Rao. The low
wooden house with a tin roof on the lane to NaxalHandi High School is ramshackle,
but m01;esolid than his former comrade’s. Anothle; but not tired, man, dressed in
regulation lungi, vest.

In the beginning he doesn’t look me in the eye,diuvbhi, as if for clearance to talk, for
trust. That gradually changes as | 141 tell himualoy chat with Punjab-da, about how
he persists with the revolutionary movement.

‘Kissu nai.” He viciously spits it out, speaking & dialect commonly spoken in
Bangladesh. There is nothing. ‘Movement kothai?~fEhis nothing as in Andhra, in
Nepal. In Bengal there are only factions, he sagd\epal they are organized. | went to
Nepal. They are not forcing people to do anythimg-tRoyalists are spreading
propaganda. When | was there, | saw that those jwhed the movement went
voluntarily.’

The part about royalist propaganda is true, asushnof the part about volunteering, but
recruitment by the Maoists in Nepal is not alwaydumtary and that fact is well-
documented by local human rights groups. Rightsiggdn India have recorded similar
trespasses by India’s Maoists. | look to Abhi. ldases what I'm about to do and shakes
his head. Khokon-da misses our sideshow and casriesle has travelled back to the
past, talking to himself as much as to us. .

‘When | went to southern Bengal once, | referredhita-his father,” he jerks his head at
Abhi, ‘as “Charu-da”. They were most upset and te@dwiolently. They said you should

say “respected comrade Charu Mazumdar. Shraddimyeade Charu Mazumdar.” His

eyes blaze. ‘For us he was “Charu-da”. All thesér&8dheya” types created all the
trouble-they were more loyal than the king. How Wole get caught otherwise?
Traitors!” There was reason for it, according tol @HAL) lore. It says Mazumdar was

arrested in mid-July of 1972 in Calcutta only bessayolice arrested a courier, then
squeezed the information about Mazumdar’s hidemmfhim. Those like Khokon-da

believe the leak had to have come from higher-upslamger interested in instant
revolution. Mazumdar’s 12-day incarceration in tbek-up of Lalbazar Police Station,

which had gained quite a reputation fOf strong-aactics, and his eventual death in
custody, have only added to the resentment of tiwbwestill care. The police ensured he
was cremated with minimum fuss, with only immeditamily in attendance as the police
watched over: ensuring the ‘martyr’ lost the legeraof emotion with the cadre. But
whispers and rumours still abound among old-timassthey inevitably will: the only

reason he wasn't released to greater public adulas that after days in the care of
police, he was gruesomely marked.

This blind belief in Charu Mazumdar isn’t uncommeéunjabda hinted at a similar thing
during our conversation. The core Charu Mazumdalytes on ground zero still
consider the actions of other leader-intellectumish as Kanu Sanyal who publicly
dismissed readiness for armed revolution as notstiogt of treason.
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‘There are so many factions today,” Khokon-da earon, almost reading my thoughts.

‘Why don’t you unite? You say if all groups unitewywill have a force larger than all the
insurgency groups in India put together. What'gptog you?’

‘Yes, we should,” he replies, looking out of thendow. ‘ldeally, we should. But people
say different things. They feel differently.’

Battle now or battle later? Overground or undergtbar both? Forego armed revolution
and instead adopt militant confrontation with tkeges and business? Kill as policy or Kill
as last resort? Factionalism is the greatest weako&the extreme Left movement in
India. And among the greatest points of leveragettie Indian state-apart, of course,
from the violence unleashed by the Maoists thenesebn people they suspect of being
informers, or of defying their diktats, or simplgihg at the wrong end of law as they see
it-the dreaded Jan Adalat, or People’s Court, whschttle more than kangaroo court.
These acts are as gruesome, and gratuitous, aghvehitaoists accuse state security of.
And they would peak as | worked on the final difthe book, a period during which
the Maoists would claim they were scaling back thess’ violence, in a bid to reclaim
public confidence.

Towards the end of 2006, Rajkumar Perchelwar, @sfaguard in Gadhchiroli, in the DK
zone, had his throat slit by the Maoists on susepidf being a police informer. In April
2007, two brothers from Tamba village near Ranadrienirst tied to a tree and beaten on
suspicion of being police informers, and then bdedaln August 2007, Arjun Dehuri, a
shopkeeper from Talab village in Sambalpur, Orisses beheaded-again on suspicion of
being a police informer. But on slim evidence: GaisState Armed Force personnel from
a nearby camp had shopped at his establishment.

Also in August 2007, Maoists in Jharkhard at a Adalat in )43 Arki, near Ranchi, held
two men, Hero Singh Munda and Rajesh Singh, guoiltsape and extortion. They were
picked up from their homes, beheaded, and theireBadlimped on the highway, where
police patrols found them.

Sometimes, folks are penalized for aspiration. OrS8ptember 2007, Bandu Narote, a
tribal youngster, was killed in Etapalli tehsil Gadhchiroli for daring to appear for
recruitment in the police force. In the same mormtthoolchildren in Aurangabad, a
Maoist-riven area of Bihar, took out a processiequesting the Maoists to let them study.
Schools in the area suffer from attacks if schoalharities don’t pay up money
demanded by Maoists. This is the other side digesThe other side of a ‘just’ war.
We're on a decrepit ‘minibus’ again, our third bketday. In these parts as elsewhere in
Other India; it's rattletrap or nothing for mostbl looks tense. | wonder if it's all the
talk about the past, his father hauled out repéaiadreference. We're quiet as we go
through Naxalbari town. It's run-down, dusty, a blaweetmeat shops with fly-blown
offerings, some temples, ubiquitous chai shops.odpte of tin-roofed movie theatres
with curtained entrances advertise with posterbuwfom women; their enticement has
drawn large knots of youngsters. Past tiny Naxalb@tion the bus crosses the metre-
gauge line, and we again breathe fresh air.

We reach Bengaijote and get off. Tukuria forestmieao our left, with great tall trees,
mixed with the shorter eucalyptus. It's beautiltis a little after three in the afternoon,
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and the sun is gentle. There’'s a cooling breeze fitve direction of the hills. Paddy
fields shine liquid green. Some huts peer througtonut trees and clumps of plantain.

‘Tukuria was really dense once,” Abhi says as wessrthe road on to a bund between
fields. ‘A good hiding place. There are so manyistofrom that time-legends, really.
There was talk that Cham Mazumdar would walk abmutstilts.” He uses here the
Bengali ron-pa,LTTErally, battle legs, used to aogeeat distances at speed. ‘That Kanu
Sanyal would ride a horse with a sword in each haatling down enemies.’” He laughs.
The imagery is absurd. The two were never knowrbéomore than frail. Fiercely
determined, but frail.

The hamlet of Bengaijote is mostly a scatteringnofd huts, a handful of brick houses.

Inhabitants are a mix. Some Rajbongshi tribalsigemous to this area, some ladies in
traditional sarong, snot-nosed children in rubldeappals; a half day’'s ride to the east,
this trodden and forgotten group are fighting feit independent homeland of Kamtapur.
There are some Santhal tribals, shipped generagariger from parts of present-day

West Bengal, Bihar and Jharkhand as labour fogéedens. A radio somewhere behind
us on the narrow winding lane crackles with Nepalp music. - A turn of the lane to the

right, and we come to a small school. It's cloged.the wall facing the clearing is a sign:
‘Sarva Shiksha Abhiyan’. Mission to Educate All.dAbelow that, in English, a language

that few here can read: ‘Education for all meammgypss for all.” No side in the country’s

wars is short of slogans. The wall-sign overloeksmall clearing that has a great
expanse of paddy as backdrop. At the far end isleeshift flagstaff with a small red flag,

and four pedestals painted blood red with busteawh. Marx, Lenin, Mao, and Charu

Mazumdar. The Naxalbari pantheon.

To the right, aﬁ)preciably away from the panthesrmanother memorial, to the 11 killed
on ‘Historic 28" May 1967’, all unarmed protestors, men and wonaéimow co-opted
as ‘Comrades’. Dhaneshwari Devi, Seemaswari Malld&yaneswari Mallick, Surubala
Burman, Sonamati Singh, Phoolmati Devi, Samsab&aj Gaudrau Saibani, Kharsingh
Mallick, ‘and two children’ .

Abhi is quiet.

I’'m taken aback yet again with the realization thiaices associated with historical events
of great significance can be so ordinary. Plasdeglashi’ in Bengali, where Warren

Hastings defeated Nawab Siraj-ud-daulah of Bengdlestablished the core of the East
India Company, is today some mango trees, a madgstum and an abandoned airstrip
from the Second World War. Jallianwala Bagh in Asai, where hundreds of innocents
died under the orders of paranoid British, is todagrly done concrete and emotionally
worded plaque. The site of Gandhi’'s assassinatiddeihi is little more than a facsimile

of his last footsteps in concrete, sometimes watkest by teenagers. ‘So thisis it,’ | say.

‘Yes, thisis it

‘How do you feel being here? Do you think of yoattfer?’

‘Yes.” Abhi is looking everywhere but at me.

‘Do you hate the state for what happened? Why hegan?’

| ask after several minutes, as we begin walkingkbdYes, of course | hate the state.’
We could be discussing the weather. ‘I hate thie stdot.’
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‘The state? Or the state of affairs?’

‘The state is responsible for the state of affairs.

We stop at a hole-in-the-wall shop and buy a spedket of biscuits for five rupees and
five tiny packets of peanuts at a rupee eachlutish-my treat.

‘We were very young, my sister and I,” Abhi say$ween bites of orange cream biscuit.
‘We idolized our father, as any child would. But Wweew something big was happening
around him. People were coming and going. Peoplddvalk about him-we were very
proud. Then one day, he was gone.” Abhi was twel& walk on in silence, sidestep a
few ducklings, find a new way back to the road.

‘We need to do something,” he suddenly bursts dugou do not see with your own
eyes how people are being ill-treated and disciameith against...There is a situation
building up in the tea gardens. People are starvinthousand people have died in the
gardens since ‘99 and the government hasn’t acledyy@d a single starvation death.’

Your outrage isn’t news to me, | tell him. The dhnister of Orissa, Naveen Patnaik,
when he was told people were eating roots anddseimi drought-stricken Kalahandi, had
said that’s what they eat. In prosperous Maharasbtfrwhich Mumbai-the self-professed
Shanghai of tomorrow-is the capital, over a thodstarmers had committed suicide
from indebtedness and crop failure before a minigteught of visiting the area and
offering relief. ‘Just listen,” Abhi is insisteriVhen the going was good from the 1980s
to about ‘95, with good international and domestices and new markets, tea gardens
made money hand over fist. In many ways, the itmgus/en made up for the loss of
captive markets in the former Soviet Union.” Butemhprices dropped, he says, tea
gardens just moved away from everything, all resgmlity. ‘You have to look after the
gardens, upgrade plants, that sort of thing. Very éstates did that. The boom brought
to 146 the tea business a speculative breed; tlaele @ killing, and were the first to ditch
the gardens and their labour when markets cradtes) just walked away, leaving tens
of thousands destitute. This region survives @n liethere is no tea, there is nothing.’
We're back at the road across Tukuria forest. “€haed a half lakh people labour in
gardens in Darjeeling district, he says as we J@itour bus back to Siliguri. ‘They
don’t pay; workers get three days’ pay for worksig. They've done away with health
benefits, subsidized rations and minimum wage. [alsé agreement was on thiny-first
March 2003. Nothing has moved since. It's a hugegeh crisis. The Left Front
government in this state backs the owners. Theréd of anger in the tea gardens.. .and
the government is now really scared of Maoistshis &irea and the hills because of the
situation in Nepal.” People in this region have afinity for Nepal because of their
ethnic majority-Nepali-and, consequently, language.the mid-1980s, the Gorkha
National Liberation Front (GNLF) rode on unemploymefrustration and ethnicity to
light an emotional fire in the nearby Darjeelingjshthat is estimated to have killed more
than 1,200 and ruined and displaced many thousanasweep of terror. If brought for
ethnic Nepalis of the region, mostly unemployed ngsiers, a sense of power and,
ultimately, devolutionary governance: the Darjegli®@orkha Hill Council. Its once
righteously indignant leader, Subhash Ghising,eayfspeaker, a former writer of racy
pulp novels, is today a local fat cat-as ever, \&eabng story-peaceably a part of the
administration he once fought, through politicalmpact with the West Bengal
government.
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Evidently, the fire today is more about survivasd ethnic pride. Abhi maintains it has
created ‘objective conditions’ for protest beyohe Nepali community-welcome tinder
for the most simple-minded movement, revolutionaryotherwise. Maoist leaders are
anything but simple-minded.

And they may have found just the martyr to work thends and hearts of potential
constituents in this volatile clavicle of India. .

On 25 February 2006, a month-and-a-half after taeagement of Chongtong Tea Estate
closed the gardens, B.R. Dewan, a 147 64-yearealéémployee, hung himself in one of
the workers’ sheds. Co-workers found a letter emitin learned Nepali tucked inside the
pocket of his sleeveless coat.

It savaged the well-connected owner of ChongtonigguBiresident Ajit Agarwal,
accusing him of ‘anyay ra atyachar’, wrongdoing apgression. It talked about how for
years workers had been underpaid, but things hads@dad lately, especially since
closure without any benefit, that workers had 'séal,selling whatever they could to eat.
During earlier troubles, they sold whatever jewsllthey had at home, saved fOJ the
marriage of children and for bad days. They solanfa-bhanra’, utensils. They are
doing it again, and also selling goats, hens, wieatthey own. ‘Now sarvahara’-literally,
those who have lost everything-‘five of us haveetalan oath to commit suicide as a
protest against the garden’s owner Ajit Agarwal.’

A few days earlier, he had written in another Ietitat if he donated his eyes and bodyj, it
would help four people. If he killed himself, it wid help the 6,500 workers of
Chongtong. The incident created a brief mediar®yrbut largely in the local universe of
Siliguri, the Dooars and Darjeeling hills. Then faded from the media, but the
underground moved purposefully and swiftly-at aatey faster than the administration
that had not intervened in any way. Within daygies of Dewan’s correspondence with
a covering note had circulated among the region&diay tea garden workers and
students, helped along by a few civil rights grouffse covering note that | see calls 25
February a ‘historic day’. It raves about how théedy Dewan had displayed ‘youth’
with his act, and shown he wasn’t afraid of deaththe just cause of his colleagues’
future. At the end, it expresses ‘heartfelt sympa#imd ‘intimate respect’ for Dewan. It
is signed by ‘Parimal’, within apostrophes, a stddunderground practice of adopting
loaded aliases. Parimal means ‘fragrance’. Equathresting is another note circulated
as ‘an approach paper on human rights’ at a meettigd by Tika ‘Bhai’, or Brother
Tika, on 9 April, under the aegis of the Darjeeliigrai Dooars Sanjukta Vidyarthi
Manch, a student organization. Titled ‘Plight ofrhlan Right in Present Darjeeling’, the
eight-page note is in eager English. It's a dirattack on GNLF chief Ghising and
Bengal’s Left Front government.

‘Darjeeling is known as the Queen of Hills from teey she 148 became a refuge for the
British against the sweltering heat of the plaihBengal,” it begins sedately enough.
‘The socio-politico peace and communal harmony wes basic characteristic and
culture of Darjeeling. But the peace, tranquilliarmony and calmness of Darjeeling got
stirred in the eighties of the twentieth centurg. iA the period a violent and devastating
agitation was started by a political party nhamedGaskha National Liberation Front
[GNLF] under the leadership of Subhash Ghising. yéars of sufferings of the people
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on account of administrative lapses, lacunae, gegtie etc were used as fuel to the
agitation led by GNLF .’

Then, the twist that claims GNLF's angst-riddergorias its own by damning—correctly,
in this case-a rampaging GNLF’s excesses that atedecumented by police, media
and human rights organizations. ‘The people nosstibing and supporting the line of
GNLF were subjected to torture, intimidation, aktlut and murder on the one hand.
And on the other hand taking a plea of containing &gitation and in the name of
maintaining peace and security...awful measures rmathod was employed by the
administration with help and support of Communistty of Marxists [CPM] and its
workers. Thus, during that agitation period the HuanRight was crushed by the two
steam rollers...” The note claims ‘political theyagvas then done to clear the ills by
forming the Hill Council under Ghising’s chairmamsh ‘But the party and the leader
being on the chair by taking mandate through malitmanoeuvring and coercion but
presently by the benign grace and blessing of tn gf West Bengal has... been
carrying activities which has made the people barehuman right for several times.’ It
lists misdemeanours such as executing developnohenses funded by the central and
state governments by giving ‘top priority’ to beieflGNLF and its members’, and
focusing on villages with relatively strong GNLFdca-strength. And finally, the
reference to revolutionary Marxism, as far backl898-two years into Nepal's armed
movement, and during a presumably somnolent phaséndia. For parliamentary
elections that year, the note claims, a candidat€a@mmunist Party of Revolutionary
Marxists’-a breakaway from CPI (M)-was to contestni Darjeeling Parliamentary
Constituency. The candidate had ‘successfully &dighe unconditional support’ of
Akhil Bharatiya Gorkha League, CPI (ML) New Demaxyal49 CPI (ML) Liberation,
CPI (ML) Janashakti, Socialist Unity Centre of ladBanjukta Krisak Manch, Samajbadi
Jana Parishad, Uttar Bangla Janjati Adivasi Safdghmai United Forum, Ambedkar
Vichar Manch-a collection of radical Left organipais, farmers’ groups, regional groups,
tribal groups, Dalit groups. A coalition of the apgthe disaffected, the wretched.

Running scared in the face of reality that ‘conspicsly showed the tilting of the balance
in favour of’ revolutionaries, GNLF called a thrday strike from 20 February 1998 to
22 February-polling day-and a ‘reign of terror vetsloose’. The impact: ten per cent of
the electorate voted. The candidate supported byM)Pand GNLF won.

Ever since, the note claims, it's been a case tifnidation, deliberate neglect and
corruption, and only a ‘loose conglomeration’ offelient political parties calling itself

the People’s Democratic Front has dared stand u@hising and his state-supported
cohorts against all manner of intimidation.

‘...It is crystal clear,’ the note concludes, ‘tgeneral people of Darjeeling and Dooars
has had been robbed and plundered of their hurganh iHence in terms of human right
the region is seriously ill. The nature of the ekis shows the urgent administrative
therapy. The procrastination of therapy might léadatching of conflagration of great
intensity. Hence it is fervently requested and apgukto all concerned for the protection
of individual liberty and human right of the helgdeand forlorn citizen of India living in
the region at the earliest.’
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The media ignored this and similar pleas whichakelassic revolutionary background
work.

Several months later, on 18 September 2006, Hiadu¥tmes would run an article
qguoting ‘intelligence sources’ that a new organaatcalling itself Darjeeling Gorkha
Maobadi Sangathan had begun to operate in thes ‘bfllWest Bengal’, its leader Ajay
Dahal a former trooper of the CISF and former GNuURctionary. ‘A new Maoist
movement in the Darjeeling hills can be dangeroudrfdia,’ the ‘sources’ said, even as
a Maoist leader from Nepal strenuously denied anig bt a press conference in
Kathmandu. Sure enough, major media now pickethestoty. In news, as elsewhere,
it is usually easier to handle developments as dagompli, hardly ever as work in
progress.

In Febraury 2007, just a year after B.R. Dewan becaa 150 ‘martyr’, Gautam
Chatterjee, chairman, Tea Association of India, tNdBengal, would worry at the
chapter’s thirty-sixth annual general meeting ilig8ri about 30,000 people without jobs
in the area’s gardens and the trouble this disertedamultitude could bring. He would
also fret: ‘I am equally worried at the disruptiaets by various extremist forces... They
are taking shelter in the gardens and instigatimgrkers.’

17

Debashis Chakrobarty arrives at Abhi’'s place arotmm. with a belligerent “...if you
hadn’t insisted | wouldn’t have come’. He says tioiAbhi, but it is aimed at me, seated
on the floor by the divan. His handshake is perfoyc He takes off stylish squaretoed
black shoes, places his laptop-tote by the dodls vp the sleeves Qf his pin striped shirt,
hitches up perfectly pressed cotton trousers atttesénis stocky shape on the divan,
right under the photograph of Charu Mazumdar. Therturns to me and glares. Ah,
well. He has been angry for a while.

Debashis was released in October 2005 after 90idgg 8 on charges of being a Maoist.
Siliguri police applied broad-spectrum antibiotit®m India’s Penal Code, largely
unchanged since its inception in 1860, when the BBdg&a Company ran the subcontinent.
Like Debashis, thousands have had sections 12244 thrown at them, with sentences
that can include fines, jail terms up to life ingmhment, and in the case of offences
under Section 121, death.

Section 121 censures against ‘Waging, or attemptingage war, or abetting waging of
war, against the Government of India.” Section 12hAkes it tighter: ‘Conspiracy to
commit offences punishable by Section 121." Seclig covers ‘Collecting arms, etc.,
with intention of waging war against the GovernmeftIndia,” and Section 123,
‘Concealing with intent to facilitate design to veagvar.’” Section 124 takes care of
‘Assaulting President, Governor, etc., with intemtompel or restrain the exercise of any
lawful power.” And Section 124A covers ‘Seditionplain and simple: ‘Whoever, by
words, either spoken or written, or by signs, 1bbyovisible representation, or otherwise,
brings or attempts to bring into hatred or contengst excites or attempts to excite
disaffection towards... the Government establidethw...” Debashis was released after
a very public and sustained campaign by ePl (Mletation, APDR and a clutch of
human rights groups. He’s lucky. People chargeceutitese IPe sections aren’t released
for years together. Each time the 90-day periogfoducing formal charges expires, the
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person is slapped with accusations under anothesd®tion. Debashis is quite the hero
in the region’s left-wing space.

‘So, you're the hero,’ | tease him.

‘I'm not a hero. | never wanted to be a hero. Thegded a hero, so they made me into
one.” He glares at Abhi. ‘Yes, we made you inthexo,” Abhi calmly replies. ‘We
needed one. Politically, it was necessary.’

‘| disagree with you,’” he barks back. ‘But leavatthside for now. Let’s talk. | can’t stay
too long.’

| take the cue. Do you see yourself as a revolatigh ‘I'm just a human rights activist,’
he tells me. They all do. By this yardstick, Medtatkar, Right to Information combatant
Aruna Roy, and activist-writer Arundhati Roy wowdll be doing the rounds of jails. But
they are too public, too well known for the. gawaent to openly take them on. People
like Debashis are generally easier to snag, lessyn8ut Siliguri’s Left decided to make
a go of it with him to make a point. | tease Delmslome more, tell him he doesn’t look
like an activist, but some sort of yuppie.

He ignores me, and whips out a sleek Nokia molileng to show Abhi digitial images
of a recent meeting of tea garden workers. Abhsgmshe phone to me. | scroll down
image after image of scrawny, seemingly tense gesguiatting on the floor; a few stand.
Some officious people are at a table, speakingrmtwophones.

‘Who're they?’

‘Leaders,” Debhashis says. ‘Activists.’

‘See, this is a hi-tech Maoist,” Abhi jokes, asahld the phone back to Debashis.

Finally, he smiles, and begins to talk about hifseltaccato bursts. He came back to
Siliguri the previous year from Bangalore afterwadyear stint with Japanese office
equipment manufacturer 152 Ricoh. Earlier, he wils @estetner, till it was taken over
by Ricoh. He came back to start a business ofngetiopiers and accessories. After the
stay in jail, he’s back at his business-the day jab it were.

Short introduction over, he gets into what | witlos1 begin to think of as ‘justification
mode’.

‘'ve come up the hard way. | earned for the famity my mother, sister and brothers. |
know what not eating means. | know what not havimaney means. So | do this during
the day and my activism by night-and whenever I’can

Were you beaten or otherwise pressured in jagkl Any third degree?

‘No,” Debashis is emphatic. ‘They didn’t treat madby in jail. But they kept me with
convicts.” This isn’t an unusual complaint; the N&s, like the Naxals before them, and
separatist militants and others, wish more thanthamg to be treated as political
prisoners, not a more garden variety of criminaths, rapists, murderers.

‘They would have shunted me around to other jailother charges, but they let me go
on account of popular pressure, there were manyodsimations’-he jerks his head at
Abhi. “These people made a hero.’
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‘It made sense,’” Abhi clarifies. ‘We needed a fask needed to raise the profile of the
movement and leverage the issue. It was a perfgdrtunity.’

| put in my two-bit. “You were a perfect martyr,9bmething happened to you in jail, and
even if nothing did.’

Abhi nods his head. Debashis’ frown nearly distdvits face. 1 light a slim cigar I've
been saving for an excuse; this seems as good &@&eara moment as any.

‘Havana?’ Abhi queries.

‘No, Dominican. It's become a little dry.’ | turo Debashis.

‘Abhi says you're a hi-tech Maoist. Are you?’

He’s close to exploding. ‘We've just met,” he ssarDo you expect me to open up to
you already? | wouldn’t even have met you, or beere, if not for Abhi-da.’

‘| appreciate that. But what are you? Are you apyapor a Maoist?’ | wave the cigar. ‘I
don’t mind a bit of the good life now and then idn afford it; | work for it. But | can’t
ignore what’s going on around me, all the rubbig¥hat is it for you? | want to
understand.’

Debashis fixes me with an unblinking stare. 1 h&veally noticed a left-winger blink,
B onwards. I've ignored it like 1would a stifledugh, an idle scratch on the neck or
elbow. ‘I'm doing both,” Debashis allows after auple of minutes of silence. ‘Activism
and my work. It's like living two different livesl do it, I'm doing well. 1 work morning
to night.” He pauses. ‘But sooner or later-soohantlater-I will have to take a decision.
It will have to be one or the other.’

We are all quiet for a while. Then 1 tell him hess to be in too deep, his anger and
feelings too strong, to give up ‘activism’. ‘I ttk so too,” he admits.

‘I'd like to see you a couple of years from now tdntinue.

‘See which way you have gone, what you have become.

‘I'll have to decide in the next six months to ayéhe says.

‘See you.’

And he’s gone as quietly as he came, the laptopluggnary. He’s very angry, ltell
Abhi as we settle down to a simple meal of lefteavébhi smiles, says nothing.

I’'m spreading my own little revolution against colal vestiges in Goa, 1 say. I've been
teaching my daughter some twisted grammar. On@pdrem Portugal is a Portugoose.
Two and more are Portuguese. He laughs, but walk'ainy more about Debashis.

Abhi retires to his room; 1can hear strains ofltiiernationale behind closed doors. 1 lie
down on the divan under the watchful eyes of Chamzihdar and am instantly asleep.

18

With Ramiji as guide, 1 set off to meet Kanu Saniamiji is a sometime house painter,
when his family-a wife and three young daughtersl@se to starving. At other times, he
is a revolutionary, an acolyte of the original Ndpeai co-leader and key dissenter.
‘Kanu-babu’ forgot to give Ramiji any money yestgrddhe family would have gone

hungry but for a comrade giving him Rs 20. Thatdidwa little oil, some salt, a kilo of

rice cooked in the fire of scavenged straw, wogashand peels of banana and 154
maize. The money is over, so the visit to Hatiglgsa bit of a treat from me. Rs 2 for a
small cup of tea. A packet of Good Day biscuits R 10. And the Rs 10 bus fare. If
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Ramiji weren’t accompanying me, he would walk anidha ride for the 2S kilometres
from Siliguri to Hatighisa, or beg a neighbour &obicycle. ‘This is the price of politics,’
he tells me cheerfully, as we settle into the misibor the 4S-minute ride.

Kanu Sanyal's home is a IS-minute walk in from Iighisa post office, through a neat
village with houses mostly made of bamboo, thatuth mud bricks-some with stunning,
twisting columns of mud at the entrance. Childréaypn the rivulet of Manja Nadi-the
main stream is diverted to irrigate tea gardensoméh bathe and wash clothes a little
distance away. There are clusters of bamboo gram@mals out for a foraging stroll:
mothers leading chicks, ducklings and piglets. Tmbitants of the village are mostly
tribals from Bihar, Jharkhand and southwest Berlgalght as tea garden labour, Ramiji
informs me. His steady chatter doesn’t intrudelos tranquillity.

‘I'll fight,” he tells me. ‘Kanu-babu fights, so wight. We never take our troubles to him.
He gives me money for the bus fare but | walk, bsed can buy rice with the money.’

Cadre talk. Follow the leader. It isn’t difficulb understand why. While many Naxalites
from the old days are either killed, dead of ndtaeaises, or re-assimilated-a surprisingly
large number-into the urban elite they came froamy@al is among the few on-ground

leaders and participants who still live in and adthe ground zero of 1967.

Home for Kanu Sanyal is a two-room mud hut, glegminth a recent coat. The single
door to the hut is open, and | can look straighttrhis pantheon on the wall: Marx,
Engels, Lenin, Stalin and Mao. On the floor covesgith reed mats and plain handwoven
local rugs, is an old manual typewriter. Some filge scattered on the floor, some
newspapers; a mattress, pillow and hint of mosquetting.

He is sitting on a wrought iron stool on the vemnkkaning back on a wooden roof-
support, dressed in pyjamas and a oncewhite sksvaweater; | look for the frayed
shirt-collar of the 155 I-don’t-give-a-damn-abouwieh-things communist. It's there. As
are basic sandals, thick-lensed spectacles. Itsttake my shoes off.

‘Why are you taking your shoes off?’ he snaps. sTikinot a temple.’
‘| don’t want to dirty your floor. | can see it'sbn freshly layered.’
‘It's mud. It can always get another layer.’

He has other guests. A reporter from a major Bermgally, and a two-man crew from a
Bengali news channel. Elections to Bengal's assgmill begin in six days, so this is
sound-bite time. | sit quietly; listen to the etey of a slice of history. ‘...And sO...we
were all part of CPI (M), Charu-da, me, others,nidébabu resumes. ‘But we all felt a
little stifled. There was pressure from the govesninwe were in and out of jail quite a
lot. And in between, many things happened, it Wasd flow.

‘In 1964, Charu-da wrote an article which was psiid in Amrita Bazar Patrika. In it,
he wrote how there should be small armed groupsthaese groups should kill class
enemies-finish them off.” He uses English for engiehere and then continues in
Bengali. ‘Me and others disagreed with this suggesfThe party was also upset. They
wanted to expel [him]. The party secretary cam8itiguri. We stood by Charu-da. We
said, “How can you expel him without a show-causetife]. They agreed. Charu-da
also withdrew from his stand and promised in futbleewould show his writing to the
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party before publication. ‘So while we disagreetthvhim, we supported him in this
regard. But he wanted revolution. Instant revolutiodidn’t believe in that.’

Daily decides to get smart here. He drawls arrdgantBengali, leaning back on his
plastic chair, one leg over the other, foot flagpmear Kanu-babu’'s face. ‘Ta theek,
bip/ob to aar gachch thhekey porey na...besh, b&s$fat’'s right, revolution doesn’t

readily drop from trees, does it...?

Kanu-babu shuts him up with an impatient flap ehamRebuked, the man lowers his foot,
straightens up. He looks at me, embarrassed. lda@ly to stifle laughter.

Meanwhile, the undergraduate class in revolutiomeReion 101 if this were America
continues.

‘He wanted small guerilla groups to go and killkgaover 156 land. We felt that was
wrong. l...we...felt that farmers and workers skofitst take over land’-he uses the
Bengali word dakha/ to express it-‘and then def@nd\ matter of nuance. ‘So, there
was a difference already?’ Daily moves in.

‘Yes.. .

‘Besh,’ Daily swiftly intervenes, sensing a ‘quqtahd lays the trap for it. ‘'So you don’t
believe in armed revolution?’ He uses the phraséigstro bip/ob’.

‘No,” Kanu-babu barks. ‘I believe in it, but objeet conditions need to be there. It
cannot be forced.’

‘So the Naxalite Movement...” | wade in, tryingdool things down, only to have Kanu-
babu slash my throat.

‘The media called it that. We did not. People jadtled another ‘ism’. For us, it was
Communism, not Naxalism.” TV steps in with ‘Thenatthappened?’

‘We were back in jail. Meanwhile, conditions hadilbwp in north Bengal. Things
moved very quickly-too quickly to even keep tradkat's how it was in ‘67. | wasn'’t
really keeping track of the argument in the paMyhat Charu-da was saying...! was
either in jail or underground.

‘Then, almost suddenly, the party was formed. QW) We had differences with CPI
(M). Many of us didn’t agree with the charter ofread revolution by just cold-blooded
killing, but we joined up. We were for armed rewaua but not in this manner. ‘We
went underground from 1969 to 1972. During thisetirh also went to China.” He is
deadpan in delivery. ‘Mao-er shongey amaar dekha hétet Mao. ‘After talking to him,
discussing the situation in India, | became evementmnvinced that the way was not
correct. Mao talked to me about how the movemegabehere. At one time they had
only 150 muzzle-loaded rifles. But they worked agdhe people, built up popular
support. He told me, “You won’t need help from angooutside if you have popular
support.” TV doesn’t want history. He wants a sdunite. He asks Kanu-babu his views
on the situation in Nepal. ‘Do you think King Gyauaea will go?’

It's 11 April, the sixth day of Maoist-backed natiwide demonstrations by an alliance of
seven political parties, calling for the king’s aation at the least and failing that, his
head. It has brought citizens on to the street®egpal. It's reminiscent of the pro-
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democracy agitation in 1990. But this is much biggegrier,more we-have-nothing-to-
lose. There are daily reports of police beatinggsas and shooting. Nepal has been shut
down, but not its people.

‘You cannot compare the situation in Nepal with #iiation in India,” Kanu-babu
replies. He says he can’t, and wouldn’t like tomoeent on what's happening in another
country. ‘And anyway, | cannot foretell events. It an astrologer but a Communist.
But | agree with their stand against monarchy.’ §Mtches tack, asks about the political
situation in Bengal. ‘In West Bengal there is qoian to the Left Front except Congress.
Is Trinamool an option?’ He mentions the Congrasskaway, at the time aligned with
the BJP-its chief, the toughtalking lady with o8ty sense of drama, Mamata Banerjee,
would in some months star in the protests at Sirgud later Nandigram. ‘No...We must
fight at every level. | do not believe in electopallitics but we take part in it because it
suits us,’ the answer is roundabout, but is imparfar its admission of approach, that
some revolutionary parties have decided to do vihiakes to keep going..’People tell me
at election meetings, “If you win elections you IWbecome just like the others.” | tell
them we are different, but they don’t believe m&dAhey are right.” He spits it out:
‘Shob chor-er dol.” All parties are thieves. Dadlgd TV leave, satisfied they have usable
quotes. Elections in north Bengal are due on Magl8ctions to the assembly in this
relatively small state are being staggered over flays spread across several weeks for
security for voters and to avoid rigging of votés-tfirst mainly on account of the
Maoists.

(The Marxists would win those elections by a langargin. Buddhadeb Bhattacharjee
would return for a second term as chief ministaut Bie Revolutionary parties never
expected to derail Bhattacharjee; they want a tiokeimto the system as strategy. Kanu-
babu has openly trashed the approach taken byN&igt) and, in turn, they think him

too soft-as they do parties like CPI (ML) LiberatidBut there is a section of the Maoists,
dismissed, as ‘revisionists’, who believe, accagdio discussion reflected in internal
documents, that there is a need to participatdectaal politics if only to upstage the

system from the inside out. To quote Kanu-babusults us.’)

Kanu-babu turns to me, and continues without alkhreager to talk. ‘It all broke up, do
you know? CPI (ML) broke into many 158 factions.efM led a faction.” CPIl (ML-Kanu
Sanyal). ‘Then in 2005 | again formed CPI (ML). $hs the old name. The original
name.’

Dipu Haldar drops by, a stout, stern-faced lady whaonajor domo to Ramji's street
lieutenant-he is all but invisible in a corner,aleetly nibbling on biscuits. I've seen her
go about here and there on a bicycle before. Nassinds off a young boy to fetch the
day’s papers from a kiosk on the highway. | wartORto continue. How can you tell
when the time for revolution, armed or otherwiseright? | ask Kanu-babu. ‘Hmmm,’
he replies. ‘The Paris Commune failed because tbgeconditions were not right.’

On March 18, 1871, workers in Paris took over thg ftom “bourgeois rulers”. Ten

days later, they established the Paris Communeshwheds’ of all shades claim as the
world’s first proletarian state, a classic by-tresple-for-the-people ‘liberated zone’. The
Commune, born out of the chaos of Franco-Prussarawd abject conditions of workers
and destitute, ‘lived for 72 days and fell, afterdic resistance’, says the hefty book on
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writings by Marx and Engels on the Paris Commurmught in my last year of high
school in<1981 for Rs 3.25, the price of a tickeha movies.

‘Storming heaven’, Marx called the move to estdblie Paris Commune-basically,

laboratory Communism. During its brief existendee Commune executed a range of
orders, from banning conscription to writing up @&s to reimburse rent for three
guarters, and even freeing ‘public prostituteshirtheir ‘degrading’ slavery. It never got

around to ‘mental emancipation’, as ‘reactionangés’-‘the centralized state machinery’

of absolute monarchystruck back and broke up thar@ane.

Short and sweet: it was ultimately too ambitiousp trushed, too disorganized,
underpowered-under-armed and undersupported. okt tid 1917 for the lesson of the
laboratory experiment fine-tuned by Lenin and hifleagues to work itself into the
Russian Revolution. QED.

‘Yes,” Kanu-babu looks bemused. ‘In Russia, momentwilt up, and it happened in
1917. Not before. Not after.” | repeat my questibaw do you gauge the right time for
revolution?

‘There are four stages,’” he replies, as if lecyranstudent. ‘In 159 the first stage, you
talk and they listen to you but they will forget attyou say as soon as you leave.

‘At the next stage, they will listen to you, buetle won’t be any understanding.

‘In the third stage, they realize something needset done, and they might want to do it,
but something holds them back. ‘In the last stdgey are ready to move-do anything.
They are completely convinced.” He stops to chgmagtion, limber up a bit. ‘Charu-da
moved too early,” he says in refrain. ‘He said, if§r everything, anything-farm
implements, swords, bows, arrows, snatch guns polce...”

But still, I insist, how do you really know whenretlobjective conditions are right?

He smiles, and tries again, but he doesn’t snapthi® first time in the past hour, he is
patient, calm. ‘When you light a fire under a pdnwater, it gives out a bit of steam-but
that doesn’t mean the water is very hot. It needsertime to boil. Different people have
different boiling points. In a people’s movemenidividual feeling, individual anger

must first become crystallized for’ a people’s mment to succeed.’

‘Take the case of this farmer,’ he continues, gyesing me to the chair. ‘This is from
half-a-year ago. He lives about eight miles fromehéle came to me, complaining that
his land was being grabbed by a local landlordughoencroachment, and by using local
village authorities. | told him what to do but hdmt listen. Then they came to break his
house down, claiming that too did not belong to.h8o he went along with his entire
family and killed the landlord. That was his bagipoint.” Kanu-babu is now trying to
get the man out of jail.

He pauses to sip tea. ‘There is a situation ingdrelens.” Abhi uses the same phrasing.
Naxalbari DNA. ‘Thousands of workers are being dimtated against and ill treated.

We have to assist the motivation of the peoplels that why you stay here, | ask,

preparing to leave. Why don’t you stay in Kolkatagtivate students and intellectuals
like they do in Hyderabad, Delhi?
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‘You need to be with the people to know what thegl fwhat they think, how they live.
They need to see you. You need to see them.’

Ramiji catches up with me ten minutes later. Heiangng from ear to ear. Kanu-babu
has given him Rs 150, and that will keep him gdimiga few days. | give him Rs 10
more for his bus fare back to 5iliguri. He clutchvsat remains of the packet of Good
Day biscuits-not much; he’s shared some with Kaaloeband Dipu Haldar.

19

The crowded bus crawls as it nears Panitanki. Blatkecks with Indian and Nepali
number plates take up half the width of road, akil@metre-long line that snakes to the
main junction of the dusty, baking border town. Bisrdays, not a single truck or bus has
crossed the Mechhi river into Kakarbhitta, acrdwstiorder, the result of what has come
to be called Jan Andolan Il, the second people’sanent after the first that had won
patchy, illusory democracy 16 yearSlearlier. Nepaasternmost district of Jhapa is
firmly in the control of the Maoists. Just threeysldback there was a big ‘action’ in the
region; truckloads of Maoists swept through sevenahs.

so the stalled trucks wait. They will wait as lagjthey have to:they carry precious cargo
for land locked Nepal,consumer durables and chdsatbés is by treaty with India.
Petrol, timber, pre-cast concrete pillars to supplactric cables, liquefied petroleum gas,
even salt. When calculated across several suckittpaoints along India’s border with
Nepal, the obvious hardship and economic loss @l tdosure is staggering for any
nation, let alone one as wre’ked as Nepal throughrly 250 years of government
negligence and, now, a decade of civil war. Betriiood is almost festive in Panitanki.
Truckers have created a new town of loud songs tiomai movies and raucous Nepali
radio, instant kitchens on the side of the roatusb jokes and curses. Markets are open
and full. Indian and Nepali currencies-here antl@pal, IC and NC in exchange ratio of
1:1.6-fly freely, as happens in any border townt Buen more now, as entire families,
old to young, come by from Kakarbhitta on foot, ymle and rickshaw to shop for
groceries, sweetmeats, 161 bangles and hindi, shtassils, recharge cards for mobile
phones. Near the border, communication and ementit airwaves fly freely too, and
almost unchecked, say intelligence officials-likevalutionaries, terrorists, arms,
equipment and drugs. Subodh the rickshaw-walaeagi@ take me to Kakarbhitta and
back for 20 Indian rupees, and we set off throughdrush, and through the border. The
long, high span of the bridge provides a bird’s-ev of the river. It's an extension of
Hatighisa-idyllic. Men and women bathe in the clshallow rivulets of the Mechhi, a
cluster of children lie on their bellies or on thbacks, letting the river flow past them,
soaking up the sun like happy geckos. . Roughliag across the bridge, the river
socials dry up. Just some cattle, no people. Therformal border post, with a grand
whitewashed archway. Subodh says | must get offvaalll past the gate, past the Royal
Nepal Army (RNA) sentry posts with machine-gun emspiments and walkabout soldiers
with automatic weapons. That's the rule for all iceds. Two teenage Nepali boys have
broken convention, riding in, so a soldier makestlget off and as punishment carry the
cycles above their heads. I'Jobody checks pape&t$ags, including mine; nobody walks
up to the immigration and customs counters, neitloel: Perhaps my simple cotton tunic,
faded jeans, everyday Velcro strap-ons and smakgesck and Indian face makes for a
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commonplace package. | pass a couple of sub-maghuin toting soldiers, a young boy
brewing tea in the shadow of the massive gateway|'an in Kakarbhitta.

The main street is empty save a few people staraogt in knots near rickshaws and a
couple of tea stalls and cigarette shops, seekimatever shade they can in the blazing
sun of early afternoon. Some restaurants are apgnbut nothing else. The huge bus
stand to my right is empty except for a dozen orcarelessly parked buses, the area
enclosed by a rabbit warren of narrow lanes anelchg-jowl houses of exposed brick
so common even in Nepal's larger towns. A signbofod Mechhi Chamber of
Commerce and Industry is lost among other pitcfeesmobile phones, instant noodles,
Orange boom and Tuborg beer.

It's a picnic in the town. Families and friendsyplzarom, chess and ludo seated on tiny
stools just outside houses, or just chat and lookred. Some households have put out
strips of 162 meat to dry, others red chillies. Favenous-having had nothing but tea all
day-and settle in at the tiny Fewa Hotel. They haxectly what | want, a deep brass thali
with heaped coarse rice, dal, a dry dish of dicethf and bitter gourd, a potato curry,
pickle and ?Up. A gaggle of young girls go paskitey of friends who work in
‘Bangalore-Mysore’. An elderly retired soldier sasross me and orders fried pork and
beer. We smile companionably, and watch TV.

There’s news on Nepal 1. There’s a raging fire atlaool in Lucknow; many children
are feared dead. It cuts to Mumbai and movie stdm& Khan in jail, in a case of
poaching black buck in Rajasthan. Then it cuts MARhief General Pyar Jung Thapa
trashing the Maoists; the voiceover soon backsa shrows of captured weaponry:
machine guns on tripods, AK-47 and AK-56 automafies, clusters of hand grenades.
Fried Pork and Beer grins and winks at me, flaggilght hand in negation and goes back
to watching. | don’t know what to make of it. Ddes support the army’? Or is it pro-
Maoist dismissal aimed at the general: Enjoy beimd 'V while you still can; the general
will lose his job in a matter of months. There @wna promo for a new programme. A
young man grins into the camera. ‘Only aksun!” heuss. ‘No ten-sun!’

As | step out, the lane is transformed from pidoiprotest. A sea of red flags is coming
towards me; the lane is choked with people, shgutien, women, youngsters, children,
yapping strays in procession. The flags are mastlyhe Communist Party of Nepal
(Unified Marxist-Leninist) [CPN (UML)]-essentiallyNepal’'s version of India’'s CPI
(M)-and one of its factions. Then a handful of Neg@ongress flags, and the white
banners of the Nepal Mahila Sangh. Overall, the iM&tags are low-key, of moderate
size-simple white hammer and sickle on blood reglidss you don’t need overkill if you
control the territory. And this, after all, is ignership with mainstream political parties-
the Seven Party Alliance-to rock the king off hesgh. | step back into Fewa Hotel to let
them pass. There must be 300 or so people. And joioréhem. Jean-clad youngsters in
stylish anti-glare, teenage girls in pigtails, elgavomen beating on brass and stainless
steel plates. It's a joyous funeral procession, glete with burning incense sticks on
three biers the crowd carries, dec;:kedin marigioldllow them.

We make a circuit of the town and end up at thedvaisd. There the biers are placed on
the ground, and women fall upon the shoe-garlamdiggies with brooms. One bier has
written on it ‘Rajtantra’; the monarchy, symboligiiing Gyanendra. The second’s label
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reads ‘Grihamantri’; that would be Home Minister i@ Thapa. The third one is
labelled ‘Pracharmantri’; that would be Informati@and Communications Minister
Shirish Shumsher Rana. Both ministers are key ulisggors of the king's will and
testimonial. In Kathmandu, over a dozen are deadl ssveral thousand injured on
account of shoot-at-sight and beat-atwill orders.

All the while, the crowd swells. The slogan shogtinontinues and a meeting is
announced for 13 April. | expect RNA troops toarany second; the border post is less
than 200 metres away and they must have heardotnenotion. But here...it suddenly
strikes me; there isn’t even a trace of police. toid that these days, in several places,
especially the hill areas rof western and eastezpaN the police are in compact with the
Maoists; they stay in their barracks and the Magpetty much do as they please. But
this is still unusual. And RNA soldiers at the bercre pointedly keeping away, too. |
think to myself as | locate Subodh for the trip khacdon’t know how many more days
King Gyanendra will last in Kathmandu-but heretheg far edge of his notional kingdom,
he’s already history.

There’s too much Naxalism/Maoism in my head; | neetimeout. | decide to go to
Kalimpong and stroll around, see the hills, pick sgme Kalimpong cheese, which
enjoys cult status in the east. My train to Kolkaves only after 7 p.m. | have the
whole day.

At Sevoke Road in Siliguri, a steady stream ofdratl Mahindra jeeps ferry people to
Kalimpong and back. Co-passengers are shovellimick breakfasts of lemon tea and
pl<itefuls of steamed momo. Others read newspapa$0 buys me the last remaining
seat on a jeep that leaves in ten minutes. Casarelihes have a better life. My seat is in
the back row, near the window, above the wheebJehto sit twisted at the waist and
stick my face out of the window to avoid luxuridrdir on the head of the lady in front
from suffocating me.

‘They are breaking the law,” the elderly Bhutiantieman to my right grumbles in
empathy. ‘They are supposed to take 1+10. But sepeze in 1+11.

The Mahananda Sanctuary to the north is lush féhestmerges into towering hills of the
lower Himalaya after Sevoke railway crossing. Théway track here heads east to
Alipurduar, the stated centre of Kamtapur LibenmatiOrganisation, a relatively new

formation fighting for the rights of ethnic Rajbdrghi tribal groups; all of the state in the
north barring Darjeeling hills comes under theatstl footprint. The track goes further
east into Assam, first into the territory of thecerfeared Bodo militants fighting for

Bodoland, and then, further east, into territoryaged by the ULFA, currently under on-
again off-again truce with the Government of Indiehe truce would last scant weeks,
and the region would resume its play of bloodshé&ud)an intelligence agencies now
suspect ULFA of passing hard cash and occasiomaingimt of arms and ammunition to
Indian Maoists, adding to the logistics networktttiee Maoists in southern and central
India have with LTIE.

There are also intelligence reports of Nepal’'s Mesofraining in the forests of Jharkhand
and Orissa, being treated for wounds at ‘field’ gitads as well as those in cities like
Kolkata, Jamshedpur and Siliguri.
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There’s a large army base in the Mahananda forestieh we pass in our deafeningly
noisy jeep. But | can’t help wondering what everlsrained troops would do in an area
of thick jungle that leads from Nepal to this sthrebf India. The terrain seems even more
forbidding after crossing the Teesta River, aseav¢ behind the highway to Bhutan and
the left-fork to Darjeeling. It feels a bit like@hinsurgency-friendly pipeline of the Pir
Panjal range of Jammu & Kashmir, a maze of heidioigst and ravine leading into
Pakistan. India’s massed military and paramilittosces have battled there since 1989.
So far, the objective conditions for peace have@dcentirely elusive.

Kalimpong town is a mess of choked traffic, choledewalks and choked markets,
inundated by colourfully dressed locals, and loisiters from the plains of Bengal; large
parts of it resemble Siliguri at 4,100 feet. Iti®fane. | duck into Mr Sood'’s tiny grocery
that displays homemade meat and bamboo pickle.

‘Sorry, but do you by any chance keep Kalimpongeskee.?’

| begin.

‘Yes, yes,” he is brusque.

In frenzy, | buy three kilos.

There is still a little time before | head backctich my train, so | find a tiny cyber cafe
near the taxi stand. A bunch of emails are waitorgne with news, views, updates.
NDTYV anchor Barkha Dutt and Kashmir specialist withe Hindu Praveen Swamy, and
a bunch of other journalists have been awarded/¢la€e’s prestigious Ramnath Goenka
Award for Excellence in Journalism. There’'s anotlnner, C. Vanaja, for her
documentary on the Maoists of Dandakaranya. Isregell: a name from A’s briefing in
Delhi..

There's more news.

The government has agreed to review the heightefS3ardar Sarovar Dam and the
resettlement of displaced persons, but is unwiltmtink the two-the state wins. Kannada
film star Rajkumar has died of natural causes asdams in Bangalore have beaten up
people, smashed stores, burned buses; inexplicabietion that so often in India
accompanies the death of a wellknown person. TimseSehas tanked 307 points-‘you
would have been a braveheart to survive the market$Vednesday’, | read a news
update. Crude oil prices have eased to a little #6® a barrel. England have trashed
India in a cricket one-day international at Jamsluedthe only place in Jharkhand
conspicuously free of Maoist graffiti and overtlug@nce-yet. Affairs of the relatively
well-run city are managed by the Jamshedpur Ndtifieea Committee, comprising civic
officials and senior executives of Tata Steel, ¢cbempany that birthed the ‘steel town’
more than a century ago. Santhal tribals of thea avere evicted to make way for the
eventual industrial complex and township, but teanother story, another history.

A record 3,00,000 students have qualified to appearentrance examinations to the
seven campuses of Indian Institutes of Technoltiyy,country’s pride and joy; one in
seventy-three will make it. Bank credit has growsaty on year by four per cent.
Hollywood strato-stars Brad Pitt and Angelina Jalre in Namibia, ‘at a secluded beach
resort, prompting speculation that their baby v born in Africa...” The police in
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Mumbai have filed a case against John, the mottgagol from the poster on Punjab-
da’s crumbling hut, for negligent driving.

And ‘Naxal extremists’ have blown up the Bansinmadway post in Bihar's Gaya district.
The world is real. | was mistaken, that’s all.

On the way back, my neighbour in the sardine-cap,ja middle-aged Nepali gentleman,
falls asleep as soon as we leave the precinctatinidiong and leans heavily on me. By
the time | spot the calm, emerald-green upper esofithe Teesta through foliage at an
excruciating hairpin bend, he has begun to dré'sltime for war.

‘Maobadi!’ | fiercely whisper into his ear.
He wakes up with a start.

BOOK I

A revolution is not a dinner party, or writing argssay, or painting a picture, or doing
embroidery; it cannot be so refined, so leisureig gentle, so temperate, kind, courteous,
restrained and magnanimous. A revolution is aniiresttion, an act of violence by which
one class overthrows another. A rural revolutioraisevolution by which the peasantry
overthrows the power of the feudal landlord clas&thout using the greatest force, the
peasants cannot possibly overthrow the deep-roatgkority of the landlords which has
lasted for thousands of years. The rural areas reeedghty revolutionary upsurge, for it
alone can rouse the people in their millions to dae a powerful force... To put it
bluntly, it is necessary to create terror for a {ehin every rural area, or otherwise it
would be impossible to suppress the activities haf tounter-revolutionaries in the
countryside or overthrow the authority of the ggntr

* Mao Tse-tung, ‘The Question of “Going Too Far”,Report on an Investigation of
the Peasant Movement in Hunan’ (Selected Works ab Mse-tung, The Maoist
» Documentation Project)
20

April 2006, as it turned out, would be the ‘i’ mbnfor Maoism and responses to the
movement.

In India, as elsewhere, a problem or solution isaictified until the head of state or
government imprints it with a word or two. It do&smatter if the nation has seen, heard
or suffered for years. This imprimatur is ‘it’.

Prime Minister Singh presided over a meeting ondlam on 13 April in New Delhi-six
days before the international investment ratingnageStandard & Poor’s upgraded its
outlook on India from ‘stable’ to ‘positive’, andadists blew up an armoured landmine-
proof vehicle in Gadhchiroli district of Maharashtr Perhaps eager to impress upon
Singh its organizational acumen, the Ministry ofnio Affairs put a massive banner on
the dais for the meeting. The following day, theaga that made front-page across the
nation was of a Prime Minister with hand covering face, and ‘NAXALISM’ big and
bold on the banner behind him. This wasn’t an ste@éement. Speaking at the meeting,
the Prime Minister had said: ‘It would not be amggeration to state that the problem of
Naxalism is the single biggest internal securitglEnge ever faced by our country.’
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He had also raised an alarm a year and a haleeanhen, on 4 November 2004, he told
a conference of directors general of police andised police organizations what they
already knew, that ‘large swathes of tribal tersitttom Andhra Pradesh in the south to
the border of Uttar Pradesh and Bengal in the namth east respectively have become
the hunting ground of left-wing extremists.” Thissvjust weeks after the announcement
of the merger of the MCC and the People’s War tanf€PI (Maoist), and the failure of
peace negotiations with the Y.S.R. Reddy governrireAindhra Pradesh. Clearly, there
was a threat perception, but senior governmentiaf, even outside the precincts of the
Home Ministry, continued to downplay the situatiohhen Defence Minister-later
Minister for External Affairs-Pranab Mukherjee wdutlaim in January 2005 that
‘Naxalite activity...has caused some concerns big inanageable and there is no need
for anyone to panic. The problem is being dealhwit

Evidently, not with dispatch. The year 2005 woutdye to be the bloodiest in modern
revolutionary history, with casualty figures exceggdthose of the North-East. And 2006
began badly, too. In February, alone, ten Naga Arielice personnel were killed and
eight injured in a landmine blast in Dantewadahei§ISF troopers were killed when
CPI (Maoist) cadre attacked a major store of thdiddal Mineral Development
Corporation, also in Dantewada, and escaped witlo2@es of explosives; and at the end
of the month, on 28 February, 26 Salwa Judum mesnlere blown up at Eklagoda.

In March, the headlines, only marginally less wnbJénad shifted to Jharkhand and Bihar.
Maoist women dressed as members of a marriage partbushed a CISF and police
camp in Bokaro, killing seven. Over a hundred Mao&tacked Umaria police station in
Bihar.

The word was out, through an official Home Ministepk, even before the big meeting
on 13 April: anti-Naxal forces would have renewedenment sanction. All increases in
expenditure towards raising more forces and trgirand arming them would be fully
underwritten by the Home Ministry under the headbeturity Related Expenditure. The
anti-Naxal Greyhound force in Andhra-police volwerte to this well-trained force are
better trained, better equipped and paid 50 pet ceme than regular Andhra police-
would be beefed up and let loose, and clones waillel wing in Chhattisgarh, Jharkhand,
Orissa and Bihar. Alongside, all Naxal-hit statesuld be urged to form special
intelligence units to deal with Naxalism.

When the Prime Minister met chief ministers andcadfs of the 13 ‘officially’ Naxal-
affected states, it was basically to read out tbeact to the Maoists, and, at the same
time, give it a populist spin so as not to appeati-geople. This, for all practical
purposes, would be the Government of India doctriRegme Minister Singh articulated
the point about the central government contribufurgds to combat Naxalism and dealt
the 172 socio-economic card with some elegancer &ategy, therefore, has to be to
walk on two legs-to have an effective police regaomwhile focusing on reducing the
sense of deprivation...” He spoke of the undenialeled for good governance, ‘effective
implementation of development programmes, periathaitoring and ensuring there [are]
no leakages.’ He added: ‘We are dealing, aftemath our own people, even though they
may have strayed into the path of violence.’
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On Independence Day, some months after this comrienPrime Minister would take a
harder line against Left rebels in his addressh® tation. ‘I want those who have
mistakenly taken to Naxalism to understand thatiemocratic India power will never
flow from the barrel of the gun. Real power flowsrh the ballot box. At the same time,
our state governments must pay special attentidghegavelfare of our tribals and small
and marginal farmers,” he said, perhaps drivenibyrdrent visit to Vidarbha. He then
took off his velvet gloves. ‘It is their distredsat Naxalites exploit. The path of violence
can never solve the problems of the poor. Our #gdarces will respond appropriately
to the violence unleashed by Naxalites.’

Disturbingly, through these months, nobody tookal @n the Salwa Judum. To either

stop the tactic that combines protection, fearmiaation and scorched earth. Or even to
spread it. So, Chhattisgarh would remain the staadated laboratory of combat with

the Maoists. To withdraw would mean accepting defta persist, a calculated risk.

Salwa Judum. Tricky business. The Home Ministry aiggherups have hinted more than
once about extending the play beyond Chhattisgarhso far no other state will have it.
These states would rather induct more tribals am@l-folk into various security
apparatus for jobs and consequent loyalty; theyeihawet bitten the poison pill. Not
even West Bengal, with its long history of uttethtassness by the Left for any
dissenting Leftcertainly extreme Left.

‘Salwa Judum is a double-edged sword,” Bengal AriiRetice chief Majumder told me
when | pressed him on the point. ‘Instead of gngrfor the Naxalites we are creating
another group and making them professional, liagrggendas.” ‘That’s exactly what's
happening in Chhattisgarh...” | offer. ‘Licensedogdas. You had good intentions, but
then...” he 173 trailed off with a disgusted lodkthe government announces that you're
my agent against the Maoists, does the governnreteqt you? You're not a VVIP. All
these [Salwa Judum] people are sitting ducks.’

‘What do you think they should do with the Salwauion?’

‘Disband it. The government should say, “It hasefii.

Disband it. And then do whatever has to be done.’

‘They aren’t going to do that,’ | said. ‘It's becena prestige issue for the administration.’
‘That’s a problem. Once you have taken on more glmancan digest...” He quoted a line
from a poem by Rabindranath Tagore, about howritshto remove a beautiful jewelled
necklace, and yet, how wearing it can choke a perso

‘What happens now?’

‘The barrel of the gun is not going to solve thdsags. Police, security forces, these are
used just as firefighters. There’s fire, throw sonser on it. The flames will die down a
bit. But tomorrow the fire will burn again.’

Ajay Mehra, director of the Centre for Public Affsiiand commentator on Naxal issues,
described this ‘popular fa<;:adeof resistance txdlam’ to me as ‘basically using
people as cannon fodder’. And this was inevitahke,said, given what kind of police
force the country gives itself. ‘Police roles a nlearly defined...what is the police to
do? They were not even formally invited for theA®@il meeting called by the PM. If the
police do not know their role with regard to int@rrsecurity, and forces are not
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modernized, if they are not sensitized, then, amotingr things, incidents of human
rights violations, which the police practice on ailyl basis, will continue.” And the
preferred approach of the police in ‘disturbed sreeould be to let the army handle
things, or encourage and arm people to butcher ethar. According to Mehra, whose
father retired as a police officer in Bihar, thdv&aJudum is another, dangerous proof
that government actions are not organized but adIhe to him symptomatic of another
basic problem with the nation: the Indian stat@as$ constitutionally equipped to deal
with internal security in a cohesive manner, asefal provisions largely delegate
responsibility to state-level action-and that's veh@lanning breaks down. Observers
and analysts such as Mehra and Ajai Sahni and ¥véra police officials and
bureaucrats | spoke to feel the attitude derivemfthe ambiguity of provisions in the
Indian Constitution when these are married witHityeaA case in point is Article 355 of
the Constitution, which states: ‘It shall be thdydaf the Union to protect every State
against external aggression and internal distudand to ensure that the government of
every State is carried on in accordance with tlwvipions of this Constitution.” While
Maoism would come under the ambit of this protextimbrella, law and order-or lack of
it, due to Maoism-is listed as a ‘State Subjectiefiefore, the Union government cannot
step in with regard to a local issue until theest&quests it. And, to complicate matters,
each state is absolutely free to deal with a la@ arder issue in the way it feels is
appropriate.

Andhra Pradesh and Chhattisgarh are prime examplb. can-and have-taken a cue
from the Home Ministry’s prompt clearly spelt owd policy in its Annual Report for
2003-4-an agreement reached by a conference df mimésters of Naxalaffected states-
and pretty much reiterated every year since:

‘On the one hand, there is a need to remove alsltioetcomings in intelligence sharing
and [to mount] well coordinated anti-Naxalite openas by joint task forces of the
concerned States. On the other hand, greater emspieeds to be given by the States to
accelerate the physical and social infrastructurghe affected districts. The Central
Government has adopted a multipronged strategyad&ld the problem of naxalism
which includes modernization and strengthening tué State Police Forces, better
training to police personnel, Special Task Foragsiritelligence.. .focused attention on
developmental aspect and gearing up of the pubievances redressal system and
encouraging local resistance groups at the grads level.’

But the states have reacted to it in very differesatys. For example, Andhra has
Greyhound, the specialized anti-Naxal force witlillskhoned in a decade of striking

back. Chhattisgarhnewer in the game as it admatigaly became its own master only in

2000-does not. Batches of its police, like policanf several other states, are only now
graduating from the practically brand new Countarrdrism and Jungle Warfare

College in Kanker district. It will be several ysdrefore the full effect of this training is

felt across the state.

For Andhra, ‘encouraging local resistance grouphatgrass 175 roots level’ has meant
developing ‘Cobra’ teams of anti-Naxalite forcesdmaup of local tribals and others,
under the firm operational control of the Greyhosnthfiltration has meant turning
around disaffected elements, as Andhra’s formegctiir general of police H.J. Dora
revealed. He gave the example of picking out a Ladnlribal with a grouse against the
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Naxals-they took away his land and supported d-eud set a police constable from the
same tribe to develop rapport and feed on ,hisntesnt. Two dalams of Naxals in

northern Andhra were thus decimated with the héljpgt one ‘turnaroun9’ (who, Dora

insisted, would not be armed ‘at any cost’).

‘You need intelligence that is actionable,” saidr&@dl have to win over one fellow. Then
another. And another.” He reeled off names of someese early tribal ‘turnarounds’:
Bapulal Lambada, Chadmal Tunda...

Chhattisgarh, for its part, took resentment andedrit into the fearsomely disruptive
bulldozer of Salwa Judum, providing even minordwgtins.

Andhra has completed the restructuring of sevefrdtisgpolice stations in the interiors,
learning the hard way. Perimeter walls were usethbyMaoists as shelter; these are now
of barbed wire or razor wire. Country dogs provaiether layer of alarm-and defence.
There were no positions for lookouts on the roafyrthere are, and with alarm sirens.
Where there were lookouts, they were not linkeccbsnmunication apparatus with the
control room below or in the nearest police headgus; now they are, with high-
frequency transceivers. The Maoists would shoot expposed communication and
electric cables to incapacitate police posts; tluaddes are now placed underground and
within the building, and there are generators tkh# electricity failure. There weren’t
properly placed firing emplacements, just basicdbagged and brick positions; now
there are strengthened turrets covering all vubleralirections. Living quarters of
policemen would often abut compound walls, leadingeveral cases of Naxals attacking
these in the course of destroying the police statiquarters are now more secure inside
the main structure. Few policemen wore bulletpnogsts; in several outposts these are
now standard issue.

When former chief minister Chandrababu Naidu baeslyaped death in a landmine blast
triggered by the Maoists in 2003, 176 Deshmukh dgand time for a nap. His wake-up
call was yet to come, despite large parts of Vilartwhere farmer suicides were rising-
slipping out of his grasp.

But at least Deshmukh was present. Six invitedfahieisters did not even show up for
the meeting with the Prime Minister of the courdnd instead sent their representatives.

‘The Naxals won't win,” Ajay Mehra had prophesiedriig my conversation with him.
‘But they don’t need to. They just need to be there

21

The conversation next to my table at Cafe Bhomskanaji is animated. In Goa, anytime
is good for a bit of wordplay. Even at 7.30 a.ms.] drop in for chai, a quick breakfast of
mix-bhaji and pao and a scan at newspapers andzmagal collect from the kiosk
outside. But the editorializing near me is moreliasting. The manager and a patron are
talking. The topic, unsurprisingly, is about bhaill'outsiders’ who are increasingly
moving into relatively prosperous, tourism-drivend3n search of better prospects. Over
the past two years, bhaille (bhailo, in singulsgjerences have included those from
outside who buy land in Goa; those who operatengsses in Goa; sometimes, even
people like me, who have relocated to pursue vgitn other non-intrusive vocations.
But among the majority, the targets typically aslydwage labourers and workers in the
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hospitality trade from dirt-poor areas of north&arnataka, southern Maharashtra, Uttar
Pradesh, Orissa, West Bengal and Nepal. Todatyis Against people from Orissa.

‘These Orissa people, no? Most are below poveniy. IBut after they come here they
change their colours, no?’ The manager nods.

‘What happened, no?’ the patron continues withtinegle. ‘We Goans are relaxed, no?
We don’t do their work, so they will come.’

‘But Goans go abroad and all, no?’ Cafe Bhonslereff‘Clean toilets and all. Why go
do that? Why not stay in India, no?’

178

‘Because we have people from Orissa and all, nd@vwBpoverty line. They are below
our poverty line, no?’

And so they will go wherever food and shelter bexskdndia isn’'t free from poverty,
caste, religious bigotry, corruption, deep regiomakjudice. And, as sometimes
evidenced during elections, a lot of India isn&drto vote for who it wants, either. But
yes, people can move wherever they want. In thdiahs are free. Indians are free, too,
to ignore misery in their own backyard without igalg its volatility and destructive
capability. The local paper | scan, Gomantak Tinh@s a front-page story on the utterly
miserable of Goa, far removed from the sun and sénide western strip. The last of the
three-part article argues, ‘Politicians thrive, Dbars strive.” It is about how the nearly
8,000-strong Dhangar community of Goa, naturewprshg cattle and goat herders who
live in the hilly areas of the tiny state’s densétyested east, are being denied the
classification of Scheduled Tribe as both Congeess BJP clamour to take credit. This
classification would enable the Dhangars, over sgereerations, to claw out of extreme
poverty and neglect through reservations in stateléd education and government jobs.

But it wouldn’'t necessarily guarantee them resp&beir tribal brethren, the adivasi
Kunbi, Velip and Gawda are today, despite offiakdssification as tribals, little more
than token presence in handicraft fairs and gawaiyaval parades that float through
Goa’s major towns in pre-Lent exuberance. As adsydkey have the right to be called
Goans, but remain socio-economic bhaille in classscious, colour-conscious Goa. And
the Scheduled Tribe classification would certainbt grant the Dhangars rights to the
forest they inhabit, the owner of which is the goweent. And this, in turn, would
ensure that then, as now, government would agairirecognize’ them and therefore
they would simply disappear into the cracks of d@weent-no state-sponsored primary
healthcare in or near their hamlets, no state-spedsschools, no cables carrying
electricity, nothing at all. As with their kind ass the state border in the jungles of
Karnataka, Dhangars would be non-persons, primeefofibr extortionist forest officials-
and, if they choose, catchment area for the MaoiBist even Goa’s poor, rarely spoken
of in this ‘party’ state, can fight back. Reach bwling point, to use Kanu-babu’s phrase.
On 28 December 2005, a group of villagers from ISalethe 179 northeastern Sattari
taluka-revenue district-attacked and killed a pedity connected owner of quarries and
stone-crushing units, a man of the same clan as@beef minister Pratapsingh Rane. It
stunned Goa, where rampant corruption in land sihgyknining and the drug trade are
well-known and well-documented but rarely preventedlagers are known to be
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absorbed in far more local issues, like quarrelbrmgr the intruding branch of a guava or
mango tree over a neighbour’s wall. Saleli was lielme The murdered man, Prithviraj
Rane, was khase, hereditary chieftains by anotlanenwho continue after Goa’s
incorporatiQn into India in 1961 as all-encompagdandlords and political fulcrum. The
villagers wanted a control on stone-crushing pléwetsillage had 13 such units servicing
48 mines of meta-basalt and meta-granite, and wtortix plants. The area’s coconut,
cashew and jackfruit plantations lay covered intdarsd muck, most streams were
unusable, and noise blasted the area from dawasi. ®rithviraj claimed that his family
owned Saleli by virtue of a land-lease system ,km@a®& mocasso, so he could do pretty \
much what he wanted. And so, there would be yethamncstone crushing unit, duly
cleared by compliant government agencies. Anyestomet with intimidation, and
registered complaints against illegal mining anduse of reserved forest area were
ignored for several years-documented since 19%hrdimg to New Delhi-based Centre
for Science and Environment. Perhaps Prithviraj eaboldened by the fact that his
family had political sway over the area. But thikagers had enough, and a group of six
just killed him.

Then, as the men surrendered or were caught, amdeotiundred were jailed, Saleli's
women sat in protest at the village temple on husgge, demanding their menfolk be
released and action be taken against mining anshicrgr units. On 3 January 2006,
farmers from 60 villages took out a protest marclsupport of Saleli’'s people. Within a
week, show cause notices were sent to the stors&ingiunits and they were temporarily
shut down. It was too politically volatile for Chi®#inister Ranemarried into Nepal
nobility, incidentally-to bury.

There could easily be more Salelis. Agricultural dorest land across Goa is being
converted and sold to real estate developers anthgnoperations. Public pressure has
put a governmentmandated blueprint for land coneerand use, Regional Plan 2011, on
hold, but critics maintain loopholes will be creafer business as usual.

180

Later in the morning, after finishing up at CafedBle, as | cross the tiny bridge across
Ourem Creek, which links the Latin Quarter of Pandih the business district of Patto,
to buy a bus ticket to Hyderabad, | notice a lcel splash on the brightly painted blue. It
wasn't there the previous week. ‘Nepal Rajtantradabad! Gantantra Zindabad!” Down
with Nepali monarchy. Long live the people’s relotib

The exuberance of Nepali bhaille.

22 --

Hyderabad, Cyberabad, Hyperabad. It takes forevget there. Close to fourteen hours
from Goa, skirting the northern borders of Karnatakth Maharashtra. The route allows
for minimum possible time in Andhra Pradesh andtskeémerging Maoist areas of

influence in Karnataka. I've been up since 5 awhen the bus stops for the first of

many checks almost immediately after we crossAmdhra Pradesh from Karnataka, not
too far from Bidar.

The usual. Two tired policemen clamber up and iospeggage on racks and near
footrests, while another inspects the luggage hih@. search is perfunctory. Either they
can smell an extremist when they come near onleecause this is an airconditioned bus,
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we're all spared rude tone and brusque querieslamwMaoists travel in relative comfort?
Their hair-trigger bosses haven't told them thatMsaoists don’t walk around in olive
green, carry guns and scream destruction. Or mBybg@ust tired after a long ride and
the policemen just want to go home after a longsee spirit-crushing round of duty.

The sun brings with it familiar pointers in Medalstdct, the old stomping ground of
Indira Gandhi. She was famously elected to parl#nm®m this constituency, signalling
a political comeback after over two years in théderness following the Emergency.
She still holds a cachet, | see, as we pass thestinal town of Patancheru 30 kilo metres
from Hyderabad. There she is, smiling from a béllbwith trademark white slash in her
hair. Y.S. Rajasekhar Reddy, of Indira’s and naew taughter-in-law Sonia Gandhi’s
Congress, is the new chief minister of Andhra,rafte 181 tech-savvy poster boy of IT
and globalization, Chandrababu Naidu, was votedrotlte last assembly elections. And
so, 22 years after she was gunned down by her lbaggg, Indira is summoned to lend
credence to a new rural development programme thieatstate government has just
launched: Indiramma. Literally, it means Mothedima. That takes care of sycophancy
to dynastic Congress leadership. But it's actuatiyacronym that will surely rain rose
petals on the person who thought up the doublendreeof political economy: Integrated
Novel Development in Rural Areas and Model Munitigaeas. Indiramma, the
programme, seeks to cover in stages every graegeipanchayat in the next three years
and provide what the state has not in decades.aPBrieducation to all; health facilities
where there are none and better facilities wheegetlare some; drinking water; pucca
houses with latrines; drainage; electricity conimed to all households; roads; pensions
for the elderly, widowed, disabled; even better-pamd post-natal supplementary
nutrition, and nutritional care for adolescent gjirl'The plan was officially unveiled in
Medak district in February 2006 by YSR with an ammoement that Rs 230 billion
(23,000 crore) would be spent over three yearsptyrade 21,000 villages. And it was
launched in April that year, though without any ceate indication as to where the funds
would come from. If at all this saturation coverageceeds, the Maoists won't stand a
chance. If it doesn’t succeed-as, besides sounirignds, Indiramma will also need to
deal with corruption, to which there is no knownrf saturation in India-the Maoists
will gain propaganda leverage. According to sevesiimates, only between 10 per cent
and-if some degree of honesty is factored in-20geet of funds reach where they are
intended. By this logic alone, committed applicataf the Indiramma salve on Andhra’s
wounds would take about 15 years to heal-best ¢hH®e three-year programme is not
extended by Reddy in 2009, were he to run for amdelections, or by his successor,
then the urban-rural, richpoor divide would conéna fester.

So it goes.

We're on Hyderabad’s Ring Road before | know iteus turns right, avoiding the city;
it will curve in a huge arc all the way around thy to deposit us in front of the army
camp at 182 Golconda. But before that, we traveduph the Indian Dream of the
suburbs. To our left, large outcroppings of rockl amodern office buildings, temples to
BPO, technology, modern enterprise. It even hasamen Hitec City: Hyderabad

Information Technology & Engineering ConsultancytyCiTo our right, sprawls of

elegant suburban housing. In between, multicolowsgldshes of bougainvillea, fiery
orange gulmohar, and broad tree-lined avenuest, Ngmnized. Quite lovely, really.
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Then | make the mistake of looking at the Andhrad@sh road map in my hand, and of
course | search for the Andhra of Mao’s army. Diseafrom Hyderabad to Mahbubnagar
in the south: 103 kilometres. To Kurnool: 208 kiketnes. North to Adilabad, near the

Maharashtra border: 302 kilometres. Karimnagahéodast of that, in deepest Telengana:
158 kilometres. Khammam:

198 kilometres. And beyond, into barren land, forkals. The ring of fire. If there was
an insurgency this close to New Yorkor New Delhi+guld be an army camp.

Futuring is a dynamic business. But broad projestican be made based on logical
progression.

For me, an extreme scenario would be that in the¢ 2@ to 30 years there would be
implicitly gated City States and massive urbansdtidia’s staggeringly populous large
cities will grow into City States-they already aremany ways. So we could have the
states of Delhi, Mumbai, Kolkata, Bangalore, Chénhiyderabad, Pune, Ahmedabad,
Baroda, Chandigarh, Thiruvananthapuram, Kochirh&es those that are relatively close,
like Mumbai and Pune, Ahmedabad and Baroda, Bargaod Mysore, and Delhi,
Jaipur and Chandigarh will coalesce into gatecestgieopled by several tens of millions
each. Each such urban agglomeration would haveagsive hinterland for food and
water. Each would trade with the other; become fesleral units in the future Republic
of India. State boundaries as we now know them svbelcome meaningless. The Urban
State will constitute the key administrative urfitiee future.

Already there is what is loosely called the Natlo@apital Region, roughly a 50-
kilometre radius around Delhi. This urban sprawkigking southwest towards Jaipur,
and north towards 183 Chandigarh. Mumbai has grimvdavi Mumbai, and will soon
stretch across the bay into mainland Maharashtfarta a gigantic basin of industry,
trade and habitat-if agitating farmers permit R&& Industries Limited to acquire land
for this private initiative.

The government of Karnataka has approved a propustde Bangalore Metropolitan
Regional Development Authority to decongest Bangalby developing five major
‘satellite towns and seven ‘intermediate’ townse3& will be linked to two massive
concentric circles of ring roads, the inner onel@B kilometres and the outer, 283
kilometres, further interlinked with radial roadsaver 260 kilometres to include in its
embrace commuter habitats and circles of businiesg] and livelihood. This huge
exercise, for which Rs 34.3 billion (3,430 crore}he estimated cost just for developing
roads-boosting infrastructure of the towns woulguree several times that amount-would
involve acquiring 75,000 acres of land. Cars waidaround at 180 kilometres per hour
on six-lane roads, which would also provide spaxécarry’ power and optical fibre
cables and sewage pipes. Hyderabad, too, is ggowime Hyderabad Growth Corridor
Limited has already issued large advertisementgramse of its Outer Ring Road, 162
kilometres of access-controlled, high-speed exprags ‘ORR-The Road to a
Flourishing Future’, it trumpets, ‘Making HyderabadGlobal Metropolis’. This is set
amidst images of swirling, looped ribbons of roadd a photograph of a smiling YSR
and promises of ‘innumerable satellite townshipsicivhwill propel the city to the
forefront of global business activity’. , All sucbity State regions could, in the not too
distant future, be ‘in’. What lies away-in effeeyral-would be ‘out’. Out of sight,
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possibly out of mind; the sole purpose of its etisk to service the urban agglomeration.
And those that are uprooted, such as farmers eviocyemassive acquisition of land,
would either fester in ‘in’ slums, or fester in thierunken and forsaken ‘out’.

Let's call these In-Land and Out-Land.

The have-nots in In-Land could provide tinder foouble. And more will arrive
everyday from Out-Land, in the absence of rurahgricultural growth. Many of those
who do not-or cannot-will provide tinder in Out-Lcan

The chairman of the National Commission on Farmbtss. Swaminathan, in 2006
sounded a caution at the convocation of a locavarsity in Nagpur, gateway to the
suicide land of Vidarbha. ‘Our farm populationinsreasing by 1.84 per cent each year,’
he said. ‘But the average farm size is decreasiiot) gear. The costrisk-return structure
of farming is becoming adverse, with the resultt tfemmers are getting increasingly
indebted. Marketing infrastructure is poor, paftcly in perishable commodities.” ‘No
wonder,” added the man who is arguably creditedh widia’'s once hopeful and now
faltering Green Revolution, ‘a recent NSSO [NatioSample Survey Organization]
survey revealed that 40 per cent of our farmerslaviike to quit farming if they have an
option. Unfortunately, there is little option fdrem except to move into urban slums.’

Therefore, using a back-of-the-envelope calculatmer 250 million, or 25 crore, people
at the very least are potentially at risk of givimg in Out-land, upping their lives and
moving to In-Land. Each year the pressure will duivho will take them? Where will
they go? How will India cope with this swell—eveiitlwincreasing concentric circles of
urban habitat? This remainder of India, beyonduttibean pale, would likely be abdicated
by the central government, if there is one, to lsaofvarious ‘people’s governments’,
Maoist or otherwise. (This isn’'t at all improbalilehas already happened in the
Dandakaranya region and vast chunks of JharkhaddCaissa.) These forgotten Out-
Land areas would likely keep in touch with eacheotleven form loose agreements with
the City States, to permit passage of goods angl@eds long as the Out-Land areas
don't directly threaten the City States, these dptheoretically, continue at will. The
Republic of India could become the Republic of &o#sia, a gathering of always-on-
the-edge confederacies.

A worse case scenario, besides the disintegratidmdiasomething that many feared
even in the India Today opinion poll of 1997-woble rampant warlord ism in the areas
of Out-Land, of present-day Other India.

If ever today’s still largely rural, increasinglgriored people’s movements gather steam
and are carried to the cities where the urbanligégitsia and the urban poor combine to
even partially reflect the Urban Perspective Plathe Maoists, there could be 185 chaos.
India’s cities are largely slum. The deprivationdaanger there is already tinder for
slumlords and politicians, who cynically feed dfetlowest common denominator. As it
happens, only the Maoists, apart from pan-Indi&ipal entities such as the Congress, to
an extent the BJP, and lately the Bahujan Saméay,Rae engaging the lowest common
denominator in the widest possible area. The Ma@sem to be doing it as well as the
others. A ‘Unity Congress’ of CPI (Jvlaoist) inettlast week of January 2007 in the
forests of Jharkhand, after electing a new ceotraimittee and re-electing Ganapathy as
the general secretary of the party, passed sekesalutions. Among other things, these
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focussed on combining rural, worker and urban issurel mentioned’.. .massive attacks
on the working class and vicious attempts to bialdour hand and foot, which has
facilitated a massive loot by big business..WageZde, VRS, dismissals, curbs on
recruitment, anti-labour Court Judgments, de-fawdom on strikes, etc, are leading to
greater and greater impovirisation (sic) of therenworking class.’

The party’s suggestion: militant workers’ movemeiitsis plays on the vulnerability that
results from the state acquiring land-often thropgbssure and by offering rates below
marketon behalf of big projects. When the procéssilsl, ideally, be a direct transaction
between business and those who wish to sell lanith, the state intervening only to
protect the interests of those who sell and alesdlwho choose not to.

‘The 300 planned SEZs are all set to create deficeign enclaves within our country
by grabbing lakhs of acres of prime agriculturaldaby the foreign and local sharks.
Together with this, to turn urban centers intoeekinclaves and pave the way for big
business retail chains, ruthless demolitions andtiem of lakhs of people are taking
place, demolishing slums and even permanent housimg Unity Congress of the CPI
(Maoist) calls on the people to resist the seinfrtheir lands and houses and beat back
the demolition hordes by whatever means possilhi&e major political parties, CPI
(Maoist) doesn’t just want a slice, it wants it. alind it plans to do it without fuss,
without coopting Ganapathy-who, Naxal watchers saynetimes uses the aliases
Ramanna, Srinivas and Chadrasekhar-into the regohary pantheon of India. (Unlike in
Nepal, where ‘Prachanda Path’, the way of Prachasdaart of iconic sloganeering and
his 186 face adorns the party’s website, protesnées, and even T-shirts that rebel
soldiers wear.)

Driving into Cyberabad, | wonder how far the chas Venu will see me, but first he
needs to take his uncle P. Varavara Rao to a ddd&s just been released from jail after
more than seven months under IPC Sections 1214A &8d a few other statutes enacted
by Andhra Pradesh. He’s out on bail, and not keepiell. It's the price VV, as he is
commonly known, pays for being poet-ideologue otiAra’s revolutionary movement, a
leading light of the banned Virasam-Revolutionaryité/s’ Associationand above
ground spokesman for CPI (Maoist). Venu-N. Venwdprmerly with the Economic
Times, the country’s biggest business paper, i botiful nephew and acolyte. | do
things to kill time, and there isn’t much to doSiiree Venkateshwara Hotel at Lakdi ka
Pul, a busy, noisy area of old Hyderabad, so famfHitec City and the elegant
bungalows of Secunderabad. There are no postetkisnpart of town welcoming
delegates to the ongoing ®8%nnual Meeting of the Board of Governors of theiahs
Development Bank (ADB). For starters, | tuck istame breakfast. The menu at Shree
Venkateshwara’s coffee shop advertises ‘MLA Do##, most expensive dosa at Rs 35.
All around me are wealthy businessmenmostly cotdraalressed in crisp white shirt
and dhoti, shirt and trousers, and the perenndibinfavourite: the safari suit. The lesser
among them wear gold-plated watches and pens. iHateg retain gold watches, but for
pens they have black or mauve ones with tiny wihiidssoms on the cap: Mont Blanc. To
make up for my lowly status | sternly order buttéknand an MLA Dosa. It's as plump-
and as rich, as VV and | will joke later-as an MLA.

Bloated, | stroll across the road to Krishna Comple cluster of dingy travel shops,
eateries, a barbershop, and the area’s only cyblerih the wall. Two British boys |
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earlier saw at the coffee shop, accompanying th&ients who are visiting on a cheap
medical holiday, India’s newest tourism offer, goguwo of the terminals. At Rs 15, an
hour of surfing here costs only as much as my asaklass of buttermilk.

187

My in-box has the usual mix of news and updateshiAlas sent me a message about
evictions in Sikkim. There’s another from a dumnalgigess about a revolutionary contact
in Punjab. A message from Maoist Revolution, aerimét user group, saying that | have
been approved for membership. And another, fromPé&eple’s War user group-where
again | was recently approved as member-promotingoak, Dispatches from the
People’s War in Nepal, by Li Onesto, well-known teriin global Left circles. There’s
also a link for a related video on CNN.

The desktop revolutionary. It can begin as easlyhés. ‘Andhra Pradesh has a history
of defiance,” Venu says. ‘People anger easily. &lsea reason. Take Mahbubnagar. It
has a population of about 17 lakh. Ten lakh areobttheir homes on account of extreme
poverty. It has been this way for the last 23 yesirece NTR’-former chief minister N.T.
Rama Rao, Chandrababu Naidu’s father-in-law-‘whd,s& am adopting Mahbubnagar,
the problem will be solved.” All whitewash.” ‘Thége desertification in Anantpur.
Adilabad to Srikakulam is covered with thick foreBixploited tribals live there; they
constitute 20 per cent of the state’s population.’

‘Tell me,” he switches tack, perhaps to throw mehlalance. ‘Do you know _?’ He
mentions a well-known journalist in Goa.

Of course, | say. We meet now and then.

‘And you were at India Today from...?’

1991 to 2002’

‘And then...?’ | detall it.

‘And you went to...?’

Delhi University. St Stephen’s College.

‘Ah, Stephen’s!” Venu smiles.

‘Very bourgeois. Elitist and all that. So sorry.’

‘No,” he insists. ‘Stephen’s is the hotbed of Né@sm@l’ Was. | had a teacher at school
who went to St Stephen’s, and he was full of stodEhow in the late 1960s and early
1970s, rooms at the college hostel-which Stephieadstion pompously calls ‘residence’

-would out of the blue be locked for weeks and ment signal of its occupant having
taken off to join the Naxals. Of how on a few odoas parents of errant urban
revolutionaries-those who had a change of heagt ateing the 188 violence Naxalism
involved-would receive the bodies of their sonsrimks, hacked to pieces.

A critically acclaimed movie from 2005, Hazaaronwidishein Aisi, talked about that

time and place, Stephen’s and Delhi included, aktudents drawn into the brutality of
instant revolution in Bihar, fighting the upper tess tangling with vigilante bands and
police. A friend, Vivek Bharati, several years migex, and a former journalist, World

Bank analyst and currently advisor to the FedematibIindian Chambers of Commerce
and Industry, once wonderingly spoke to me abosiffist day at Stephen’s in the late
1960s: ‘There was a red flag on the cross. It Wwaditst thing | saw.’
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In my time, the early 19805, the institutional @@ the main building at St Stephen’s
was once adorned by pranksters in a different wath underwear filched from the
changing room that the ladies’ basketball team uaédhe cusp of the initial loosening
of India’s controls by a youthful Rajiv Gandhiwgs less about life-claiming politics and
revolution, and more about preparing for entranganenations to business schools,
scoring high grades to slip away to American ursitexs. Perhaps some did dream of
changing the country through media and high-octergice in the bureaucracy. Batik
had gven way to banking. ‘Did you know anyone fr®dDR at Stephen’s?’ Venu
persists.

None, | say. The closest | got to the Left was wimemy first year a very pretty girl of
the Students’ Federation of India asked me to bgulescription coupon for the youth
wing of CPI (M). | bought the entire booklet. Ive® saw her again.

I give Venu and his companion a copy of my firsbkoas combined CV and ice-breaker.
Now, can we please get back to the business at’hand

Venu smiles. His companion Vanaja, silent all tvisile, says, ‘You look like police,
with your short hair.’

She smiles apologetically, I'm brought tea and wllaf warm, sweet payasam.

| first met Vanaja on the cover of Smarana, thet@® A, the active revolutionary, gave
me in Delhi several months ago. The sleeve of the &documentary on the parents of
revolutionaries from Andhra Pradesh speaking hesgudlingly about their children, 189
dead or still underground young men and women,iezhrher email address. We
exchanged emails, and then corresponded aftereskeéved one of India’s most coveted
awards in media, the Ramnath Goenka Award for Eweet in Journalism. It was in the
category of ‘Uncovering India Invisible’. The docentary that won Vanaja the award
was on her travels through Dandakaranya in 200&drcompany of Maoists, recording
their lives. A fortnight in the ‘liberated zone’.h& award jury took note. The Prime
Minister of India personally gave her the award. mték Singh Ahluwalia, now
irrevocably ‘Macro Man’ to B, was at the ceremowyp;tthere is a photograph of him
conversing with Vanaja on her blog.

And there she was again, on a prime-time show abatd on Naxalism, aired by CNN-
IBN on 16 April, with extensive footage from her DASit. The programme ran for close
to an hour, and made compelling, disturbing viewwgh some unintentional humour
provided by India’s Home Secretary. It went somagHike this:

Rajdeep Sardessai (the presenter): A massive ageefhindia is under the control of the
Maoists. 170 districts where the state has no .gasyby far India’s greatest security
challenge...

Maoist block chief Sannu and divisional commandané&sh Uyike talk about how the
Janatana Sarkar works a cooperative system; Adeldsrs detail how forest officials

and the patwari took money for them to live, foragel graze animals in the only home
they know, and made their life a misery on accafrthem not having the all-important

patta, land ownership paper, that says they céutfuity live in the forest.

Vanaja (after a clip showing Maoists helping withgation in a no-irrigation zone, and
helping farm fish):
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This has certainly added a new dimension to thertamage of the Naxal movement.
Chhattisgarh chief minister Raman Singh (in Hindi):

...60,000people should get pattas. We have bealy nedh these pattas based on the
Forest Conservation Act 1980. We can give it torthemorrow...

Divisional CommanderUyike: ...we will haveJanat&zakar groups ranging from 500 to
3000...

Brig. (Retd) B.K. Ponawar (director, Jungle Warf&ehool, Kanker): ...They have got
the weapons, they have got the training, they lymie¢he ideology in place-and they are
gradually spreading this red carpet.

Mahendra Karma (leader of the Salwa Judum): .hbyend of this year we will be in all
villages in Dantewada and in a position to finisdxalis.

Commander Uyike (after a Maoist dance troupe enggerformance with shouts of
‘Adivasi Kranti Zindabad’ (Long Live the Adivasi Relution)): ...we want to replace the
concept of giver and taker...98 per cent of thepfeebere are farmers...they plant a single
crop...there is no irrigation, the rest is up tadGéthe state} should give 80 per cent of
funds for irrigation...

Cut to a panel discussion with, among others, Hd®eeretary V.K. Duggal, and
revolutionary balladeer Gadar on satellite linknfrélyderabad.

Sardessai (to Duggal): Would you say this is the

biggest challenge?

Duggal: Well, | can’t say it’s the biggest challendput I'll say it's one of the challenges.
India is a vast country with multidimensional clealyjes.

Sardessai: Are you playing it safe? 170 distrit@&000-strong army...

Duggal: You know, you know, Rajdeep, you have knowa for a long time, so.. .are
these in all districts? Or part of districts? Imlyo SOO-odd police stations...of course,
there is a problem.

Sardessai: Gadar, is it true that the Naxals ane no

killing innocents with their violence?

Gadar~h violence nahin hota hai. Yeh aag hota {iis is not violence. This is fire.}
(Starts singing) Aag hai, yeh aag hail Yeh bhoogey ki aag hail Yeh aansuyon ki
angaar hail Yeh jangal ki lalkaar hai {This is eefiFire from empty bellies/ The spark
from tears/ The war cry of the jungle.} (Stops $my. So the violence is of the sarkar.
The people are only retaliating. The state hasreca terrorist.

Sardessai: Mr Duggal, do you agree that Naxalismotsonly a law and order problem
but a socio-economic problem?

191
Duggal: I...1...1...thepoint is, India is a vasidan
varied cultural milieu...
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‘I don’t get a sense of a plan, you know,’ | teleM. ‘In Nepal, it's crystal clear. The
Maoists there state intentions in public. Theyyrdlle masses, and they go about their
business. | can as a tourist walk into a Maoist.atdere, it's light and shade. I'd
probably be killed either by the Maoists or segudhaps. | don’t even get much of a
sense of what the Maoists are doing here. No sehseplan. Not even in People’s
March.’

‘You don't get this in People’s March?’ Venu is@fided. ‘I think you do.’

| promise to look harder in the CPI (Maoist) mouége. ‘It's not possible to spell out
strategy in detail. But | think you will get enoughan indication.’

‘As you say,” Venu continues, ‘it's different india. Unlike Nepal, here the middle class
is greatly swayed by consumerism. Here, it is moare complex. But really, in a
revolutionary situation you cannot say what is gdim happen tomorrow. You can’t have
a two-, five-, ten-year corporate plan. Even if yny things change from day to day-it's
very fast-paced. You have to react quickly. Somesinrvhat could take years can be
accomplished in a matter of days. But if you readgPe’s March, you will get some
sense of it.’

‘Do you see?’ Venu nudges me along, and | get aesemgain, of the Maoist Urban
Perspective Plan playing out. ‘Many antiimperiakéstd anti-establishment forces are
coming together. The anti-ADB protest here. Thetgsts against the Sardar Sarovar
project in Delhi and elsewhere. People are gettimye vocal, more angry, more
frustrated. And a time is coming when theirweiglill we more than the weight of the
state, of the bourgeoise, the capitalists.’

It fills me with a sense of the bizarre to be dgsing revolution in a living room, with tea,
surrounded by family, when the state-the Centravat as Andhra-has banned CPI
(Maoist) and all its front organizations. Whereeelgould you have all this-freedom of
speech and expression, and near-total state doomrattthe same time? No blacks and
whites as in Nepal. As always, India is full oags.

192

‘It seems the fount of wisdom has turned from IntdidNepal, reversal of order, don’t you
think?’ | venture with Venu. ‘Not too long ago, N#pook lessons in revolution from
India. Now, in about ten years, they're leveragimg country, and the king is out.’

On 25 April 2006, King Gyanendra finally gave inteaifhaving failed to crush public
protests across his stricken nation, and said hddaeinstate parliament, which he had
dissolved in May 2002. Nepal's Maoists, who hadadily pressured the monarchy to
near-impotency till growing public anger agains #ing delivered the final blow, would
now work-on the face of it-with the Seven-Partyiddice towards peace, administration,
elections, a new constitution, and writing the nrohg out of the picture. On 3 May,
Nepal's new government-minus the kingformally demtaa ceasefire with Nepal's
Maoists. (Incredibly, the Maoists would join theasngovernment in November 2006. By
September 2007, however, the dream would be over.Maoists would pull out of the
government. They would renege on an earlier agraetagush ahead with elections to a
constituent assembly, and allow that elected bodgetcide the fate of the king and the
future of Nepal’'s polity. Nepal would be back orged
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‘Here,” 1 go on, encouraged by Venu's silence, atate the obvious, ‘revolution is
nowhere near consummation.’ Venu'’s smile freezes.

| can’t seem to stop. | remind him of the electiom§Vest Bengal. On the same day as
the Nepal announcement, West Bengal went to pollthe fourth of its five phases,
blanketed with 400 companies of paramilitary foraeshe three districts of Birbhum,
Bardhaman and Murshidabad-the first two being tati@ricts’. Government officials,
of course, boastfully called it ‘peaceful’, unmintdbf staggering irony, but the fact was
the area’s Maoists couldn’t do a thing to disruna &lections that they had given a call to
boycott. So, what can India’s Maoists do if sucpleE@ation of massive force is replicated
across the countrythrough the mechanism of intittada surrender-and-berehabilitated,
or outright killing?

Venu is too sharp to not see it. But he remainstgletting me go on.

| offer a peace pipe. ‘The people | talk to in kglioint to 193 Andhra as the fount of
revolution in this country, a place where revolatioy spirit is active. Even Kanu Sanyal
told me that...” ‘But he came to Vijaywada and sgly criticized Andhra Maoists. *

‘Yes, he criticized you guys to me, too. Maybe leédves his way of revolution is better
than anyone else’s.’

We all laugh.

‘There is a lot of repression,” Venu says then.

‘The DGP is an insane man,’ Vanaja cuts in. ‘Weehdgcided to not do stories now.’
DGP Swaranjit Sen. A dapper man fond of cravats) wdrried forward the legacy of
predecessors like H.). Dora-the architect of araxd operations in Andhra-and S.R.
Sukumara. He ran a steamroller across rebel staddg in the Telengana region and the
Nallamala forests to the north of the state. Notlamg ago, dalams-armed squads-would
roam with impunity in Medak district, between 30da#0 kilometres from Hyderabad.
When | met Venu and Vanaja, that was over. Therilaeone’ of North Telengana, the
area north of Hyderabad, was in remission. Ancesdwvof its key arm, the People’s
Guerilla Army, were believed to have gone into amgation’ mode, trading in olive
green for mufti, back to the basics, blending Egrouping, waiting for an opportune
moment.

After Sen, who would retire in December 2006, a maan would assume charge.
Eventually, he too would go, adding to the changiagdscape of politics and
administration, the cat and mouse game of rebealsugethe state. In the business of
revolution, it's all about tides: high, low, eblow. Historically and cyclically, Tebhaga,
Telengana, Naxalbari and Srikakulam redux. But'sSdeparture is still some months
away as | ask Venu, ‘What about here, in the cigy?t the sense of deprivation and
exploitation in big cities as extreme as in thempygside? ‘You have to be more careful
in an urban area,” Venu allows. ‘Things can’t battobvious. You have to work with
fronts...The cities are like tinder. One day, theyl catch fire and burn everything
down.’

Venu says this calmly. And when 1 think about itela it does make sense. Cities are
indeed like tinder-things only have to get unbekrdbr a large enough group of the
dispossessed and an explosion is a given. Bechas®d nowhere to run to. In the 194

130



countryside, you run to the next village, townyciiff something goes wrong-a riot,
drought; floods, caste killing, rape, vendettapliisement on account of a project, loss of
land. Wash dishes, break stones, work as a coubé&ge tea, help build condominiums,
rent a rickshaw, somehow you survive. But whereyda run to from the city? To
another city?

Already, in places like Kolkata and Hyderabad, fetronary activity takes place just a

few hours’ drive away. From Mumbai the zone istielifurther-an hour’s plane ride to

the east, but it could be a lot closer if Nashikes area for development in the Maoist
Urban Perspective Plan, is considered.

Chaos, according to activist and senior SuprematQawryer Prashant Bhushan, would
derive from the ‘power-crazed libido of the elitwho are these days ‘low on moral
bearings’, in compact with a State and its perpetsasimilarly driven by such libido, and

similarly adrift from the reality of poverty and ger. He provides small, as yet ignored
examples of where our cities are heading. He spef®s00,000 slum dwellers of the

Yamuna Pushta area of Delhi moved lock, stock argkiato the outskirts, at Bawana,
without provision for sanitation and water. ‘| woive surprised if many are driven to be
criminals or join the Naxalswho are becoming maeyglent.’

‘The state is clueless,” Venu continues. ‘They dénow what to do. You know, | was in
Vijaywada in 1988. There was some trouble relapgaoior people being beaten up by the
state. The town erupted. In the main road | savplesgpicking up Sony coh:'1urTVs-then
TVs were quite new-and smashing them on the stiidrd.anger of the have-nots against
the haves is very strong, very obvious.’

But we've had economic reforms since then, | couMi®re people can have Sonys, and
a lot cheaper.

‘And more people will never be able to afford ttsInot just about a Sony TV, that'’s just
a symbol, like any consumer brand. | believe #rager persists and has spread to more
towns and cities. They can explode anytime.” | i@ithis smug smile. It doesn’t come.

What's it like living here in the overground-undeygnd? Do you get threatening calls?
Are your phones tapped? ‘Of course. My calls a@rded. | used to get threatening
calls quite often.’

195

‘They would call anytime, the mafia-police,” Vanajdgervenes. ‘They would threaten to
kill Venu, and tell me in detail how they would sleme his body in pieces.’

‘Did you complain?’

‘Yes,” says Venu, sipping tea. ‘At the local polis&@ation. Nothing happened. Then |
wrote to the chief of police. Then to the chief isiar. Still they didn’t stop. Then | wrote
an open letter’ to the chief minister, saying peldon’t have to come to my house to
shoot me. | will come to the Secretariat and they shoot me there, in front of everyone,
A newspaper published it. The calls stopped alftet.’t

Venu excuses himself, saying he needs to collecs Wiedical reports. Vanaja sees me
to the door, and offers some advice about just wglinto a zone, solo.
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‘If you go into a village, then the sangham wiltgou in a room, a hut, a kind of holding
area, till the squad come to question you, find who you are. It's dangerous to just
walk in. Anything can happen. It's very tense thare.’

‘In Chhattisgarh?’
‘Anywhere.’
‘What was it like for you?’ In the publicity shotsr her award, she looked quite at ease,
in denim and sneakers, with her camera among apgodsmiling, curious Maoists
dressed in olive. You could walk to a playgroundstieet corner, a slum or an office
block and have a similar effect. Everybody likesigeon camera, the same as everybody
wants a better life.
‘You see the dedication, the desire to bring alobainge. The
tribal boys don’t want to be in the sangham ordtreer teams,
like development teams. They want to join the sqii&e prestige
is in wearing the uniform.’ \
Maoists, she insists as | leave, are human, too.

23
The door to the second-floor apartment near Nalgdhwssroads is open. | ring the bell,
and VV arrives.

‘Weren’t you supposed to phone before coming?’dra@nishes.

Programme—even claiming bumper harvests and owverftp stocks of foodgrains
means little in the face of starvation deathssuggést for the Maoists to convince the
trodden and beaten of their cause would not hagea tw difficult.

Surveyors of the radical Left mapped the areasatagg whether the programme was
indeed being implemented. When they discovered be largely hollow, a ‘go to the
village’ campaign began.

The Radical Students Union, Radical Youth Leagbhe, Rythu Coolie Sangham or
agricultural labourers association, and the cultwiamg, Jana Natya Manch-of which
Gadar is ageing poster boy and icon-began to fdanirta villages, form sanghams,
occupy land. First with Telengana as focus, thehatang outwards. This continued
practically unabated until 1985, when chief minmidteT. Rama Rao, popular actor turned
populist politician on an anti-Congress, pro-Andidantity platform, used TADA, the
Terrorist and Disruptive Activities (Prevention)tA@¢987 to clamp down on all left-wing
cultural programmes, songs and meetings. The Hadefy, expectedly, pilloried this,
calling NTR ‘Drama Rao’-a key platform of his elieect campaign had been to win over
the radical Left; he even called the Naxalites fdiesaktu/u’. Patriots.

Today’'s movement, especially in Andhra, VV maingims riding on the hard work,
application and adaptability learnt over 30 actears.

‘If the state is so bent on destroying revolutioesrwhy aren’'t people like Gadar and
you in jail at this moment?’ I've waited a while ask this.

‘| was released yesterday. | am on bail. I'm imaléd in six cases.’
‘Treason against the state?’
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‘Haan.’

‘But from a human rights perspective, you do hdnefteedom.. .?’

‘I have the freedom, and that’'s why I'm saying #tate does not tolerate. When you say,
“not in jail”, you need to see the stages. | wasamssary for the peace talks. In October
2004, four [Andhra] ministers and four of us, irdig Ramakrishna’-the state secretary
of People’s War-‘were sitting across and 205 tajkopeace at the Manjira Guest House.
We were treated on par with the ministers to theegument, as emissaries. Maybe today
I’'m out [of jail], but what happens tomorrow willegend on conflict between the
revolutionary movement and the state. It's not gsvhe same relation.’

He is angry. ‘Yesterday they talked with Ramakreshfoday, as most wanted man they
will kill him. It has happened before with our esasies. Priyas was representing a CPI
(ML) general secretary in the talks. He was killeca fake encounter.” There was also a
hit on Gadar as far back as 1997. A senior polftiees from Andhra told me about how
a person was ‘hired to neutralize Gadar’-he refuseday who had hired him. Gadar
himself and several others of the movement havaysvsuspected the police of stage-
managing the attempt. ‘This poor chap stood bedadar with a 9 mm pistol.’

‘Why “poor chap™?’

‘He was nervous, na. After all, Gadar is a majox&li@ader. This chap was shaking. His
hand was shaking. He pumped some bullets into Gadaran off.’

Gadar survived. Doctors plucked two bullets frommhHe still walks around with a third
embedded in his back; it was medically too triokyektract it.

‘But you {an talk, right?’ | persist with VV, eageafter a fashion to stress the Catch-22
dichotomy in India that guarantees a person tokspegly and at the same time enacts
laws to put him in jail for doing precisely that.

‘Okay, you can talk,” he admits. ‘I even went toig3a. | talked to the chief minister of
Orissa, Naveen Patnaik. In fact, when peace tal&sevgoing on here, he too was
interested to have talks, so he invited me.” Thaswn September 2004, more like
exploratory dialogue, ahead of the structured péalks in Andhra.

‘| talked to him for two hours. | put forward a pasal, that you bring a law like 1970 in
Andhra, giving guarantee to adivasis for rightaod’-W recounts the 1970 Act without a
trace of irony-‘don’t implicate adivasis in any eas and implement land reforms in
adivasi areas. But of course he didn’'t do that.’ofign other things, Patnaik insisted that
rebels should not set any conditions for talks.nbabody’s surprise, nothing happened.
In Andhra Pradesh, though, the talks went througitoper cycle, even if the ultimate
outcome-failure-was to many of little 206 surpriseeing in 2004 a reprise of a similar
attempt in 2002, when Naidu was chief minister.

In June 2004, the state government announced e-thoath ceasefire, just over a month
after YSR assumed office. ,The word had alreadyegmit to security forces to go easy,
halt operations against the Naxals. The ceasefa® extended as peace talks began in
Hyderabad on 15 October. By then, the merger oPteaple’s War with MCCI to form
CPI (Maoist) had already been announced to thearfadi accompli since 21 September,
and a result of on-again off-again discussions behwthe two major groups since 1992,
an indication of how far back rebel leaders haggeen a need for revolutionary merger
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and consolidation. The announcement was widelypné¢ed both as pressure on the
government during talks and an indication that tm#ied rebel group had no intention
whatever of seeing the talks through, that playatang with the government’s peace
overture was merely a ploy to regroup, consolidgti®s, use some months of peace to
dig deeper and spread further.

As it happened, talks broke down on 18 October @varide range of disagreements,
primary among these the withdrawal of criminal sasgainst those overground and
underground, armed as well as sympathizers, anstate harassment in any form. The
Maoists, of course, wouldn’t lay down arms.

An uneasy peace continued in Andhra even as Mapistations were being undertaken
in Bihar, Jharkhand and Chhattisgarh. Other statesnwhile, were hitting back at the
Mauoists in any way they could.

Gradually, ‘peace’ began to unravel, quite publitfisR announced in mid-December,
quoting intelligence reports, that ‘several roadsl been extensively mined’. On 17
January 2005, CPI Maoists’ Ramakrishna and CPI (Miapashakti’s state secretary
Amar announced they saw no point in going ahead taiks. On 20 January, Director
General of Police Swaranijit Sen revealed, in camdiion of YSR’s statement, that nearly
two tonnes of explosives had been planted acrassttdte. On 1 March, the Maoists in
Andhra killed six people, in apparent retributiar tollaborating with the authorities

against them. By August, it was all over. Andhraried all Maoist organizations. And

VV, along with others, was in jail.

207

Its a while after failed talks now. In places, tMaoists are on the ascendant and
elsewhere, as in Andhra, on the defensive. As Vi laohat, Nepal's Maoists and the
establishment are heading for talks to discussrdssion of the Maoists into society, and
into government. So | persist with the ideologugetmtor. ‘What would now bring the
revolutionary front and the government, whethestates or centre, to the negotiating
table?’ ‘The first thing is to declare ceasefiréy says. ‘You need to create congenial
atmosphere for talks. Then other things will dep€lo

For that to happen, and for real progress to cdmetahe insists, three conditions would
need to be met.

‘One is the restoration of democratic rights.’” Tigtright to speech, right of association.
No illegal arrests, no ‘encounter killings’, no $8ing’ cases or disappearances.

The second, he says, is land reforms, and it wbelda prerequisite for negotiations
anywhere. This demand is also the most explosivé emntentious in a grossly
inequitable but’ growing economy like India. It heemed the basis of all major left-
wing armed movements, Tebhaga and Telengana onwérigsolves taking ‘surplus’
land, holdings of big landlords, and wasteland, drsdributing it among the landless-
land to the tiller. This has always been fair gdoredemand and distortion. And for a
change, the Maoists and the Marxists have beenhensame side, protesting both
inequity and the wildly fluctuating figures of exgchow much land is, as it were, up for
grabs.
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In 1967, Naxalbari Year, a government committee-ilt@halanobis Committee-was
tasked with finding out the extent of surplus lawailable in India for distribution on the
basis of a maximum of 20 acres per family. The @&ms®3 million acres. But when
Parliament was informed by the government in 19&@als the 28 August 2005 issue of
People’s Democracy, a weekly published by CPI (Ma)xit claimed that 43 million
acres could be ‘made available’. This dropped &rth 1971-2, when a National Sample
Survey put the figure at 12.2 million acres. ‘THéomal estimates of land distributed, as
informed by the government in Parliament last \j@@04],” says People’s Democracry,
‘shows that out of the original estimate of surglusd of 63 million acres only around 7
million acres was declared surplus, of which judt fillion was [ever] distributed.” The
reason: ‘Many States adopted 208 land reform letiyisis. However, the powerful lobby
of landlords and their representatives in differgovernments has ensured that the laws
enacted by the States remain on paper.’ It claithatlwhile only 1.6 per cent of total
landholders occupy approximately 17.3 per cenheftbtal ‘operated area’, nearly 60 per
cent of landholders together operate only 15.1cpat of it. That land redistribution can
be done, and makes a difference, is best-perhdgsseen in West Bengal. It has over
the years declared over 1.3 million acres as ssy@nd distributed over a million acres.
This is seen as a key reason-besides allegatiopslitical intimidation during various
elections-that has kept the CPI (M)-led Left Frgaternment overwhelmingly in power
since 1977.

‘We believe there is an estimated one crore [10ianjlacres of surplus land in the hands
of landlords, the state and Indian and multinaticmmampanies in Andhra,” insists VV.
The state government, during peace talks, thretheaMaoist team figures of between
two and three million acres of surplus land, thoaoffttial records show much less than a
million. ‘We said, You don’t have to take our wdit it, set up a commission with your
experts. They formed a six-member committee, bthing happened-it is only on paper.
| think they have shown distribution of three laltbres and that also wasn'’t the real
picture.” The third condition for negotiations, sayV, is self-reliance. ‘The whole
World Bank development programme.’ Just junk itshgs.

‘And WTO?’ | suggest. ‘Calibrate the approach...?’
‘Not calibrate. Come out of WTO. That would be thémate demand.’

The Maoists want a lot of things-like prohibitidioy instancemany forced by inequity,
and many by plain dogma. It doesn’'t always worlaideclared free nation. | can’t help
thinking why the Maoists in India assume that peoplll protest against the state but
they won't against rigid Maoism if ever that becantiee state. The Salwa Judum, for all
its ills, took root in intimidation and control lige Maoists. In dirt-poor Adilabad district

in northern Andhra, several tribals have opted ifdrmidation by the state over

intimidation by the Maoists. A Gond tribal dalamnumander even walked off to the
police with three colleagues, 209 claiming the loktoist hierarchy had begun to

discriminate against tribals, keeping them awaynfanning and other ‘important’ roles,
and that things were better under a former tribahmander..

If cracks and corruption can appear in the estalent, they can appear in the anti-
establishment.

135



What would it be like if ever revolution were toceeed in India, enough to impose its
imprint beyond tribal and caste-roiled areas? Nposbably, instant justice, dogmatic and
Puritanical life, Soviet-style post-revolutionantrvast May Day parades. Perhaps even
brutal China-style state control and a repeat efG@ultural Revolution of Mao himself,
that ended up killing and damning millions of unbeérs. It is 40 years since the
Cultural Revolution, which came close on the hetlthat other great disaster, the Great
Leap Forward-through which Mao collectivized Chsdarmers, and drove them to
inefficient industry, inefficient distribution systh and, helped along by three years of
bad weather, massive famine. This was sought tacdreectedindeed, the path of
revolution was sought to be corrected-in 1957, wiMeaw invited party colleagues to ‘Let
a Hundred Flowers Bloom’, through criticism andadeWhen they did, by the thousands,
Mao let loose a paranoid party cleansing on a soaéed only by Stalin, and eventually
clamped on China the Cultural Revolution. It lastetull decade until the death of the
Great Helmsman in 1976.

In Shanghai, the symbol of China’s berserk growinw schoolbooks dismiss Chinese
communism before 1979 in a sentence, and mentiandviae, in a chapter on etiquette.
But repression in China continues to this day. @tentry’s economy, which India seeks
to emulate, is wracked by protest and rioting oppde land grab by officials-seizures of
land by corrupt officials to make money, and by stete to hand over to eager businesses.
In November 2006, over 10,000 villagers fought wiblice in Sanzhou village of
Guangdong province, accusing provincial and lo¢ttials of illegally seizing land and
selling it off to developers from Guangdong and gléfong. Singur, Kalinganagar and
Nandigram in full flow in Mao’s homeland.

And why should anyone presume that the post-reimiuhdian state won’t resemble the
endgame in Nepal, fragile powersharing that cramphatic control and emphatic peace
at the same time-and fails.

210

From available historical evidence, a Maoist statght do little else but backslide all of
India’s hard-won victories despite the mire of gracorruption and the utter small-
mindedness of administration.

As it is, what VV suggests is difficult. It will k& nothing less than full-scale, riotous
peasant and worker movements for India to evenidgengulling out of WTO-an act of
last resort. Land redistribution will remain a fiddaind miasma-there is simply too much
at stake for the fat cats of government and busindhe guarantee of rights is
approached more easily, with active NGOs, court$ tie Right to Information Act-
unless the whole bag is declared void under sommaraf draconian emergency. There
are never any guarantees against that.

In hindsight, it's easy to see why talks in Andffeided, beyond the easy reasoning that
the Maoists didn’'t want peace in the first placedAvhy talks in Orissa did not move
ahead. And why talks in any other state or at gi@nal level will have little impact in
the face of extreme-Left demands. The irony is tlnatips demanding regional identities,
ethnic identities, even socioeconomic identity aedress can actually be approached-as
in India’s northeast, as with reservations basectaste and tribe. Unlike these, pure
poverty and deprivation have no strict geograpfiyere are no demarcated boundaries
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for the negotiating table, just an increasing r@thsh, which now seeks to co-opt
available leverage from any public grouse whatever.

The Maoists also gloat, pyrrhically, at a hatedtesyswithout really having a viable
alternative. In a way, it's like saying, ‘It's a @@ thing all people are suffering, one day
they will wake up and understand we are right.” Mehile, people suffer. And so, the
state will continue to attack and counterattack.wi#lbthe revolutionaries. With lesser
numbers, the revolutionaries will time and againfdreed to surrender, withdraw, lick
woundspossibly, be driven close to annihilationtreesy have been time and again. But
ever-larger numbers in Out-Land and pressurecookkand will, every now and again,
tear the fabric of facile normality ~o force change

There will always be extremist outfits led by Isftthought or pure anger to combat the
state, looking for more crumbs and the elusive afoghrity.

There is an old Chinese curse, centuries older Maa, now 211 made popular by
speakers at power seminars around the world aedettiays, in India too: May you live
in interesting times.

24

As India’s economic growth gathers great paceaks like the times will only get more
interesting. For their part, the Maoists are wglito wait for as long as it takes.
Meanwhile, they will diligently blueprint mastergpls, and every now and then, update
them for tactical application, try and move evewand from rural areas of operation. As
they mention in the Urban Perspective Plan:

‘As Com. Mao says, “the final objective of the réwmn is the capture of the cities, the
enemy’s main bases”, and this objective cannottheeged without adequate work in the
cities.” There is no ambiguity here. And the Masiate not remotely in a state ,of denial
about the movement’s current level of play in urbaeas. ‘The cities and big industrial
centres are the strongholds of reaction where tlemg is the most powerful,’” the
document flatly admits. ‘In these places the polmeny, other state organs, and other
forces of counter-revolution are concentrated aediraa dominant position from which
they can suppress the people’s forces. At the sdme our Party’'s work and
organization is extremely weak [in the cities] ageherally cannot achieve a dominant
position till the final stages of the people’s wadlr.is this objective reality which
determines our policy towards work in the urbaraare

‘In such a situation, where the enemy is much gfeonwe cannot have a short-term
approach of direct confrontation in order to achiéguick results”. Rather, we should
have a longterm approach. The task of the Patiy vgin over the masses, including the
vast majority of the workers, and to build up tm®mnous strength of the working class
in preparation for the decisive struggle in theufat Now is not the time for this final

struggle between the revolution and counter-rewaiut .our policy should be one of
protecting, preserving, consolidating and expandirey Party forces, while mobilizing

and preparing the broad urban masses.. .’

212
It lists three ‘main objectives’ of work in citiesd towns:
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‘Mobilize and organize the basic masses and bt Rarty on that basis’; build an
‘united front’ of workers and the disaffected agaifrepression’, ‘Hindu fascism’ and
‘globalization’; and undertake ‘military tasks’ thare ‘complementary to the rural
struggle’ performed by ‘PGA and PLA in the counidgs. These, the document
chillingly notes, ‘involve.. .infiltration of enemyanks, organizing, in key industries,
sabotage actions in coordination with the ruraledmstruggle, [and] logistical support,
etc.” But the primary objective is the first, withtowhich points two and three would not
work.

For this, the plan lists three kinds of mass org@ions. ‘Secret revolutionary mass
organizations, open and semi-open revolutionarysnwganizations, and open legal
mass organizations, which are not directly linkethe Party.’ It adds:

‘Urban work within the third type of organizatioean further be subdivided into three
broad categories: a} fractional work, b) party-f@sncover organizations, and c) legal
democratic organizations.” All activities, curresndd future, are minutely detailed (See
Appendix) and constructed around the superstruciiedl of India’s major metropolitan
areas.

The application of thought, the sheer thoroughiwéss is impressive. These aren’t thugs
planning, whatever police officials might claimtimeir spin. The planning is done by the
lucid and the educated, and without a hint of eamtr naivete-if at all, that belongs to
the old days, between 40 and 20 years ago. Ifotiedays, some Naxalleaders, when
captured, were known to playa civilized game oflpe with their captor police officers-
‘class enemies’ separated by little except whicke sif the fence they were currently on.
Nishit Bhattacharya, Azijul Hague, Romen Saha, iatkllectuals, had formed the
underground CPI (ML) Second Central Committee anltie 1970s, breaking away from
yet another post-Charu Mazumdar breakaway, CPI (MBhadev Mukherjee. One of
them was arrested twice and locked up in CalcuRagsidency Jail, in the 1960s and
then in the 1970s, but he escaped both times. Baehthat he was arrested, he gave as
his father's name that of his physics teacher aveusity, Professor 213 Prasanta
Chandra Mahalanobis-who later helped craft Indi’s-year development plan format-
and his address as CN. Roy Road. In the mid-1989syas tracked to Siwan in Bihar,
and arrested again by his old captors-becausedadel Mahalonobis’'s name yet again,
this time as an alias because he had gone undedyrtiwasn’t the cleverest thing to do,
and of course he knew it. Asked why he had donthén, the answer was childish in
simplicity: ‘I like to honour my professor.” Anothdeader, arrested after an operation
that he had masterminded, ‘broke’ in jail after A@urs of interrogation. At first, he
would refuse to mention his place of shelter incGtéh, but all of a sudden he gave in,
and mentioned that he used to stay in the goverhqearters at Satragachhi, across the
Hooghly river from Calcutta, at the home of an eegr from All India Radio. When the
police officer asked him why he was giving thenstimformation, the leader replied that
he had read newspapers for the preceding fortragiat,these had mentioned his capture.
As a rule, his party followed the practice thaa i€entral committee member was arrested
they would abandon the use of any shelter he hadwsed. A fortnight would have been
enough time for word of his arrest to have reactiedparty. Evidently not. Lack of
information and lack of discipline led to eight sgrmembers of the party being arrested
from the apartment over several weeks. Police hagedhin, laid a trap. As one member
of the group walked in, he would be incapacitaggikited away at night, and the trap set
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again. When one of them later accosted the bridggepin jail who had directed the
police to the hideout, he would say, ‘You broke thke, you suffer.” Gentlemen-Naxals,
out to set the world right for others. That wasnthThe Naxals of today aren’t known to
play bridge. Sabita Kumatri, for instance, does 8be doesn’t endlessly argue over what
intellectual approach in the movement is the rigie. She doesn’t need others to set her
world right; she is quite capable of giving it asbn her own.

Marked for ascendancy in the Bihar-West Bengal ,atea 22-year-old is now a Maoist
poster girl-masked, carrying an AK-47-after hetestzent to The Week magazine in the
summer of 2006. She had killed five people, shd.sand: ‘I will murder at least a
hundred if | remain alive for another ten yearshisTgraduate from a small college in
remote Daltonganj, 214 Jharkhand, was expecteddorbe a teacher-at least this is what
her parents expected. That was, as Sabita tellseigre moneylenders killed her two
younger sisters as the family resisted attemptsike over their land in Pabira village.
When Sabita went to complain to the police, she asked to provide sex. In November
2005, her squad broke into Jehanabad Jail to fnedrieds of colleagues. By November
the following year, Sabita, who speaks a smatteoingnglish in addition to Hindi and
Bengali, would be seasoned enough to lead her aerdgwn raid in Belpahari, the
Maoist touchstone in the West Medinipur districtBengal. It was to stall a road project
begun under the Prime Minister's Gram Sadak Yojah&.team burnt eight vehicles that
belonged to the project-a completed project woukimbetter access for security forces.
But this wasn’'t before the raiding team that laygebmprised women had encircled a
nearby post of the Indian Reserve Battalion, rateeénd muscle to the police and take
some pressure off the CRPF. The Maoists firedeat#mp for a couple of hours, yelling
at troops to come out. None did.

Meanwhile, Sabita also gave orders to her colleagelisable vehicles, asked labourers
to keep away, pasted Maoist posters in nearby inggdexcept the three they blew up,
and melted away.

Sabita’s stated mission is to ‘establish the ridildhe people in India’ .

On my way out of Hyderabad, the departure areshefdirport is a mess of noise,

serpentine check-in queues, overflowing garbage & harassed airline staff. It's early

afternoon, and every flight out, full fare and batlgs packed. Both ADB delegates and
anti-ADB protestors are headed out after ‘semimarin Cyberabad. They pass each

other, look for their own kind. Power dressing axpensive luggage festooned with

stickers of the ADB conference and frequent flyagst mark the bankers and economists
and the aid-brigade. Their enemies too are powesséd and power-geared, in T-shirts-
the ADB logo contained in a circle and a thick fie@ slashed through it-or handspun

shirts and kurtas, jeans, tote bags. Some dispeyuént flyer tags, though most 215

have only cabin baggage tags of budget airlined. tBey do carry other weapons

common to both species: smart laptops and mobibegh

It's a fly-by circus.

| squeeze into a small cyber-booth after rudelypitagp an anti-ADB protestor engrossed
in a chat room. He tugs his goatee, glares at mdegats up. I'm anxious to see if the
People’s March website has a posting about the ADBerence, if there’s any angst-
ridden spew from Maoist user groups.
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There’s nothing from People’s March, but | get gotationary quote primer from my
Maoist news group.

‘A people who want to win independence cannot ecenthemselves to ordinary methods
of warfare. Mass insurrections, revolutionary weefaguerilla detachments everywhere-
such is the only way.’ Frederick Engels.

Then another: ‘There is no revolution without vitde. Those who don’t accept violence
can cross out the word revolution from their dioioy.” Malcolm X.

And another, this one by General Vo Nguyen Giapusge of America in Vietnam,
revered for his grit and strategic brilliance, agjiden an official red-carpet welcome by
‘socialist brother’ India on an official visit just few years ago: ‘Violence is the universal
objective law of all thorough national liberaticgvolutions.’

This talk comes at a price.

| browse the People’s March siteww.peoplesmarch.comlt’s dead. | get a ‘This page
is unavailable...” prompt. | dial the mobile numlzdrK. Govindan Kutty, Kochi-based
editor of People’sMarch. There’s another promphéTserviceto this line is temporarily
unavailable.’

The security establishment had cut in.

But Kutty would switch numbers soon enough. He ask on call some months later.
The People’s March website, its server access bbtbcky the government-as
acknowledged by the minister of state for home $alBwal in Parliament-was back, too,
on a service run by Google.

216
‘Yes, I'm sorry. Thought I'll take a chance. Segaiu're feeling all right.’
‘I'm always all right. Come in.’

There’s a framed poster on the wall near me. Isi@te by Marx quoting an anonymous
worker:

But, because | tried to extend your liberties, nweee curtailed.

Because | tried to rear the temple of freedom far gll | was thrown into the cell of a
felon’s jail...

Because | tried to give voice to the truth, | wasdemned to silence...

You may say this is not a public question!

But it is!

‘Remembering Dr Ramachandran,’ a line at the botaygs. ‘Vice-president of APCLC-
AP Civil Liberties Committee-killed by police in Mui ‘85.

‘Shall we go inside, to another room?’ VV suggeaftgr giving me some time to absorb
the message. ‘It will be more quiet.” It's his bedm, cluttered with papers and books.
I’'m not surprised to see Mao there. There’s hisfilgrovith exhortation in Hindi:
‘Vargsangharsh ko hargiz na bhulo.” Never forgasslstruggle. Nearby, there’s a quote
from Che: ‘It is better to die standing than tcelion your knees.’
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We settle down, and | switch on my tape recordéhrée hundred million below the
poverty line,” | begin, hoping to get down to biess immediately-He cuts me off, and
goes off at a tangent. ‘Whenever the governmetheestablishment talk about people’s
movements or alternate politics or, in today’s eafitthe Naxal movement, they say
there’s a corridor from Nepal to South India.” ‘Rapati to Tirupati,’ | say, using a
phrase made popular by former home minister anchdorBJP president LK. Advani,
linking Kathmandu’s famous temple to the one in Ard Pradesh. ‘Pashupati to
Tirupati,” VV echoes. ‘Not once has the revolutipngeadership in Nepal or India said
anything about a corridor. The revolutionary movateeare homegrown, and essentially
internal. The external aspect is only the politicailtural and ethical-moral-support that
the revolutionary party of one country lends to@/ement elsewhere.’

197

It didn’t stop Mao’s China from extending help taetham, or Russia doing much the
same, in Vietham and elsewhere. But | keep my ooemsel. | don’t want to stop VV’s

flow. When Naxalbari happened, VV was a lectufewriter friend, Rama Rao, and he
read a small news item in the papers that thereblead police firing in a place called
Naxalbari and people had been killed. VV recalle Rdling him, ‘From now on the map

of India will not be as it was yesterday.’

‘That alternate reality has come,’ this diminutigrunken man tells me. ‘There may be
ups and downs, but even in spirit, you see alterthinking in everything-culture,
politics. Take this ADB meeting going on now. Excém one or two intellectuals, no
intellectual-even if they may be critical of ML pigis or Maoists-is appreciative of ADB,
the World Bank, etcetera. That is the real picture.

VV stops for breakfast. A small plate containingtalim dosas with chutney, which his
wife brings. I've already breakfasted, but | acc@pghack of sweetened ragi.

‘When Charu Mazumdar said the comprador-bourgebes,stooges of imperialists, are
exploiting this country, people may have laughethat jargon,” he resumes through his
meal. ‘But any true intellectual today will argueat we have become a neocolony to
American imperialism. This thinking is driven by Xdbari and alternate politics.’

‘This country is as much mine as it's yours,’ | tastop myself. ‘And I'm concerned
about where all this is going.’ Typically, he conasne at a tangent. ‘Recently | read an
article by Chomsky where he says people near Newk Yaoe upset; they say, Why
should we sacrifice everything to facilitate peojdée in New York, to go to New York?
Today this applies to so-called Greater HyderaBadyou know, an eight-lane ring road
is coming up. For that, people of Rangareddi, Mahlagar, Nalagonda, Medak are
losing their land. They are being displaced, updoSo this rural conflict with the urban
areas is a real danger .’

| tell him my pet theory about In-Land and Out-Lan®ou have coined a word-Urban
State,” VV tells me after patiently hearing me diits true. It's like what people said
earlier, a contradiction between Bharat and InBigt. how much really is India and how
much is Bharat? And how much Bharat is 198 theemen urban areas? When you say
“Urban State”, how much “state” is there in the Ban State™?’ It feels a bit strange to be
on the same side as a revolutionary, though myopatsconviction about violence as
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means to a goal is divergent. ‘To put it simphg direction to people is to get people’s
power,” he finally spouts doctrine. ‘Like all powtr the Soviets. Like all power to the
communes in China. Here, when you say all powéhégpeople, it's Gram Rajya. What
I’'m saying is.. .like the Paris Commune-Marx tallazbut primitive communism. It was

not Utopia. He had seen that primitive communisiiect communism.’

‘So it was good in thought and spirit but shabbyekecution?’ ‘Maybe, yes. Later he
may have realized that if you don’'t have a stroagyyou cannot implement it. Take
Bastar and Telengana. They have implementedvieiiy rudimentary form. You will see
that the political power will be in the hands o&theople, the weak classes, and their
economy will be a self-reliant economy. They hdwemed Village Development
Committees. The first thing is, land to the tilmly the tiller will own the land.
Whoever wants it will have to benefit from the feuof labour. Then, there [can be] land
use, primary education, primary healthcare.

All these, VV continues, will be in the hands ottKillage Development Committees
which will be guided by the Gram Rajya Committee.

‘Naxals have implemented these in various placé¥g,'says. ‘In North Telengana they

have built a dam involving people-in just six mantfihey’'ve been doing work not done
for several decades. That is the political progranafithe party, to show that it can work:
don’t take anything from the government; don’'t gaphate in elections; implement your

alternate politics, your own development programme.

‘The government is waking up now,” | counter. \Ili@ttisgarh they are getting the
Border Roads Organization to build roads to connméletges, if only to get troops in. |
h~ar the government of Jharkhand is planning tthésame thing...’

‘But it's nothing new. In 1992 Indo-Tibetan Bordeolice and the Border Security Force
were brought to Andhra Pradesh to deal with Nax@lsat's how it is. One day, the
Prime Minister talked about Salwa Judum in 13 déffet states. Another day he said, 199
“We must give voice to the voiceless.” That expdatine character of the state.

‘And they are creating roads not really for Ganhpathe Maoist chief widely believed
to be in Bastar’s inaccessible Abujmarh forest-doe&for multinationals to enter.’

It is understandable why many-and not just Maoigisdd think that. Chhattisgarh has
massive amounts of coal, iron and manganese oreydi, bauxite, limestone, dolomite
and quartz. Diamonds are the future-healthy Kinitleepipes have been discovered in
Raipur and Bastar districts, and this is reveatethé government’s own public relations
document titled, Chhattisgarh:

Rich Resources, Shining Success, High Hopes. Theaiso gold in Kanker, Bastar,
jashpur, Raigarh and Raipur. And uranium in Surgma Rajnandgaon.

It's a widely held belief in Maoist and NGO circl#sat the government has woken up to
the Maoist threat only after it realized how mucbnay there was to be made from these
resources, all of which are either in or near Masisongholds. They also believe the
move will further weaken the rights of tribals antarginal farmers to their land.
Basically, that the political economy of displacetnen account of big industry and
mining will visit Chhattisgarh, mirroring a batterrently being fought in neighbouring
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Orissa between the state and the mass activismbafs, farmers and NGOs-several of
these last suspected to be ‘* Maoist front orgainaat

When VV last went to Kerala, he says, a big huns \gaing on for Veerappan, the
notorious sandalwood smuggler, elephant poacheikelied of over a hundred security
personnel. He operated with impunity in contiguqusgle areas of Karnataka, Tamil
Nadu and Kerala. He was finally killed in Octob&l02 by a special task force from
Tamil Nadu, raised specifically to hunt him, amiehgral speculation as to why it took
close to twenty years to track and eliminate himedries have ranged from politicians
and policemen receiving a cut, to the man beingl Usedifferent parties to influence
local elections, before he became too much of aigadlhot potato.

VV parades another, somewhat paranoid theory. CEmtral government wanted to give
that forest area to multinationals.’ He then refoés that notion with a saying in Telugu:
‘When it comes to the interest of the zamindar,ititerest of the 200 bandicoot will be
sacrificed.” He unleashes a deep-throated chucKlee small thief will be sacrificed for
the big thief.’

‘Anyway,” he continues, ‘these are the issues. pheblem is, in a relative period of
peace, the people’s movement could provide and showalternate development
programme.’

‘Are you saying it has moved from relative peacedaoflictfull conflict?’

‘Yes. Full. So, in Bastar, for example, the goveemihas told organizations and those
like Salwa Judum to enter these areas and cut tfiese Maoists’] development
programmes.’ This, of course, is the opposite efgbhvernment position, which accuses
the Maoists of preventing development. Strong-aakes on strongarm. Both schools of
development suffer.

‘How do you see the movement progressing?’

‘For a Maoist,” VV adds, ‘the capital is the lagiadel to be conquered. If you can isolate
the Urban State... when you can make an enormags bad continue a guerilla struggle,
and use all your guerilla tactics and mass-lingipslunder party leadership. To capture
Peking was not a difficult thing for him.’

Him. Mao.

He had it all mapped out by 1947, the doctrinetobging to conquer that his acolytes
here in India practice-and have practiced to tretoas effect in Nepal-aided by
crumbling, obtuse governance.

It's easy enough if you follow the ground rules avait for the tide. Mao had put it down
as a ten-point strategic and tactical programmadiples of Operation’:

1. Attack dispersed isolated enemy forces firdsgckt concentrated strong enemy forces
later.

2. Take small and medium cities and extensive aneas first; take big cities later.

3. Make wiping out the enemy’s effective strengtir onain objective; do not make
holding or seizing a city or place our main objeeti.often a city or place can be held or
seized for good only after it has changed handasraber of times. 4. In every battle,
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concentrate on absolutely superior force (two,ghfeur and sometimes even five or six
times the enemy’s strength), encircle the enemgeficompletely, strive to wipe them
out thoroughly and do not let any escape 201 frbenrtet...Strive to aV9id battles of
attrition in which we lose more than we gain oryohteak even. In this way, although
inferior as a whole (in terms of numbers), we shallsuperior in every part and every
specific campaign, and this ensures victory incdmpaign...

5. Fight no battle unprepared, fight no battle ywa not sure of winning; make every
effort to be well prepared for each battle, makergeffort to ensure victory in the given
set of conditions as between the enemy and ousselve

6. Give full play to our style of fighting courage battle, no fear of sacrifice, no fear of
fatigue, and continuous fighting (that is, fightisgiccessive battles in a short time
without rest).

7. Strive to wipe out the enemy when he is on te@enAt the same time, pay attention
to the tactics of positional attack and captureagniortified points and cities.

8. Concerning attacking cities, resolutely seizeeabmy fortified points and cities that
are weakly defended. At opportune moments, seizenaimy fortified points and cities
defended with moderate strength, provided circuntga permit. As for all strongly
defended enemy fortified points and cities, waitilutonditions are ripe and then take
them.

9. Replenish our strength with all the arms andtrobshe personnel captured from the
enemy. Our army’s main sources of manpower andriebtge at the front.

10. Make good use of the intervals between campaigmest, train and consolidate our
troops. Periods of rest, training and consolidaibauld not in general be very long, and
the enemy should as far as possible be permittdateathing space. These are the main
methods the People’s Liberation Army has employediefeating Chiang Kai-shek. They
are the result of the tempering of the People’stalion Army in long years of fighting
against domestic and foreign enemies and are coehplesuited to our present
situation.. .our strategy and tactics are based paople’s war; no army opposed to the
people can use our strategy and tactics. In Indiaill need ‘very hard work’ to break
the legitimacy of Parliament, the established systeVV says. But that will make
revolutionary instincts sharper, come to party eadre alike as a ‘blessing in disguise’.
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‘It is moving to a definition-organize the broadesbvement against the state,” he
articulates the way ahead, reiterating the gameptareiled in 2004, of taking along

every kind of dispossessed, oppressed and angup.gfbhe future is in organizing all

those who are affected by the state.’

‘Is violence the only way?’ | ask. ‘Or is it one thfe ways?’ The reply comes in another
curve. ‘You need different types of struggles tptose state power. Marx says,” VV
paraphrases here, ‘those who are sitting at thke pemanot sitting only with goats; they
are protecting the peak with arms. The exploitetso whave come to power are
maintaining their power with arms. So if you waatdverthrow them, you have to use
arms. That is not the only way. That is one ofwilags. That is the inevitable way.” ‘But
what is the situation among revolutionaries in &tdi reach that goal? When you look at

144



Nepal, it seems much simpler...” ‘In Nepal, it iz a simple belief today, but it wasn't
ten years ago. In India our belief is being streaged each day. We see the class serving
imperialism getting isolated day by day..." ‘Is@d® Or exposed?’

‘Exposed more than weakened. Today, nobody wilkptgovernment as a welfare state.
Nobody.” vY claims that went out of the window yesaago. ‘In Nehru’s time, from
independence until 1964, there was an illusion effave state. During his daughter
Indira’s time there was the illusion of “Garibi hat.” Even the state, he contends, is not
claiming to be a welfare state any more. ‘In themaaf transparency, the state claims it
cannot look after the welfare needs of the people.’

But how would the revolution leverage this immemnsehold, | venture. There doesn’t
seem to be a sense of unity. There are numerotisrfacall eating away at the periphery
of the movement and weakening its core. Aren’'t eeking at the splintering of the

armed movement?

‘It's not true,” VV blazes for the first time in owonversation. He then cools down.

‘Some southern intellectuals are also saying [thasides a change of name there is little
difference between People’s War of earlier timed Beople’s War post merger. That is

also not true.’

‘This unity is just two years old,” he clarifiesThere are also various parties active in
Bihar, Bengal, Delhi, Punjab and other places. Ehahy this talk [of disunity] is there.’
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Indeed, he insists polarization will take placengl@ther lines, with ‘CPI (ML) parties’
taking to parliamentary democracy, like CPl (ML) ieDemocracy, CPI (ML)
Liberation; ‘they are slowly taking the line CPI Mid after its split with CPI in 1964’.
‘Yes, | try to lighten the mood a bit. ‘Radicals Bengal joke that the biggest obstacle
they face there today is the CPI (M).” VV laughg mud. ‘CPI (M) and Chief Minister
Budhhadeb Bhattacharjee going all the way to implenthe World Bank programme,
like Chandrababu Naidu did earlier in Andhra, oRvt®day.’

And this is the reason, VV says, why revolutionsinategy is being continually revised,
refined, honed and applied after each phase obpl@e movement, in each area, after
each setbacklike a counter-offensive by the govenirof Andhra Pradesh even as we
speak. It's the Andhra tradition, as it were. Fra®77 to 1985, radicals who went
underground during the Emergency and even earlieticolously surveyed the
‘revolutionary situation’, particularly in the Telgana region, following the example of
the Hunan Survey that Mao had undertaken.

Such surveys have become the hallmark of India&-paxalbari radical Left. ‘Reports
from the Flaming Fields of Bihar’, edited by CPI [(MLiberation guru Vinod Mishra
and brought out in the late 1980s, for instance, eassic text of detailed historical and
socio-cultural review, and strategy for unifyingetfarmers and workers of Bihar. A
series of People’s War Group documents, includieg iKarnataka Social Conditions and
Taetics’ of 2001, have in detail mapped internaltcadictions within the movement, and
the way ahead. Every armed action is analysed fat wwent right and wrong in a layer
that begins at the operational level and goes upht® Maoist Central Military
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Commission. Every stage in the penetration oflmigpis analysed by state committees
and, ultimately, the CPI (Maoist) Presidium.

Post-Emergency radicals in Andhra went ahead tosgpand

expose Indira Gandhi’s ‘20 Point Programme’. Thentions of

this programme were noble more than 30 years agbreanain

noble today: poverty alleviation, support to farsjavelfare for

labour, health and education for all, empowerméstheduled

castes, tribes and women, improvement of slumsgiese of

irrigation water, aforestation, food security, a&adon. India’s

abysmal track record in all areas marked by the@at
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| can’'t catch the screening of India’'s Moment oliffr in Jharkhand. It's on at India
International Centre, Delhi’'s premier snobintelledtwatering hole, at 6.30 p.m. The
poster seems emphatic and attractive enough. ‘Tiss cof Adivasi agricultural
livelihood. Ab aur wagt nahin [Time is running putan the loss of an entire people be
our gain?’

It's not that | don’t want to go. It’s just that' at the competition, India Habitat Centre,
and there’s a seminar on at the same time on Ndpab. people are addressing it.

Siddharth Vardarajan, deputy editor of The Hindd &lepal tracker, is one. He scored
recently with an interview of ‘Prachanda’, the EmiOne-now nearly as famous as Che
and ‘Chairman’ Gonzalo of Peru, longtime leadeiSbining Path guerillas-after he led

the first extreme Left movement in this centurhawve subdued a country.

The second person speaking at the seminar is H#&a&,Rhere to present the views of
Nepal's Maoists. He is an occasional writer on Négsmues in the Times of India, and a
PhD student of economics at Jawaharlal Nehru UsityefNobody is sure how long he’s
been around in JNU.

This is just over a month after the king was for¢edconcede defeat in the face of
continued people’s protests and restore democrablepal in late April 2006. The wires,
papers and TV channels have been’ burning thegeastral weeks. It's as if May Days
have broken out across the world of revolution. Peeples War user group has emailed
me crowing details of how, on 1 May, Bolivia’s Adent Evo Morales, fresh from a visit
to Fidel's Cuba, has nationalized the country'surat gas business. The Maoist
Communist Party of Italy (PCM-Italy) exhorts, ‘Letgo to Nepal! Let's contribute to
the Nepali revolution!, and has called a meetingere Maoist colleagues from ltaly,
France, Turkish Kurdistan, Nepal and India will War plan. ‘Zia ur Rehman’ invites me
to New York to join a week long meeting at Columblaiversity to ‘Build the Left,
Fight the Right'.

The United We Blog web log has an update on Pratdianen-point ‘roadmap to peace’
calling for, among other things, a declaration edsefire, release of all political prisoners;
dissolution 217 of the old parliament and consbtut the setting up of electoral
constituencies by ensuring representation of pefspha all classes, castes, sectors and
gender, restructuring of all state structures,udiclg the Royal Nepal Army, and holding
elections to a constituent assembly under ‘reliaiitkernational supervision’. Meanwhile,
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a Nepali Congress legislator of the reconstituteddé of Representatives, Devendra Raj
Kandel, has gone to town saying the Maoists haddakkn to ‘donate’ 1,00,000 rupees,
and as he had not, he was being threatened. Madbpal, general secretary of the
Communist Party of Nepal (United Marxist Lenini€PN (UML), a member of the
Seven Party Alliance (SPA), has bluntly stated e Ntaoists have been extorting money
on the excuse of feeding their 20,000-man army.d Baburam Bhattarai has asked
people, especially businessmen, to be patienttap with such demands and extortion,
till such time as the Maoist cadres were integratéd the mainstream. And in the
middle of all this action, a key development haetaplace: on 18 May, King Gyanendra
lost all his powers. Through the tumultuous morttiet led up to the triumph of the
people’s movement in Nepal, the hand of India dredUWnited States lay heavy. As the
Maoist insurgency began to peak, and Gyanendraedrimcreasingly obtuse, the US and
India began to panic about the spillover of Maoiand a possible game of Chinese
chequers. When Gyanendra finally conceded defeat)ridian media wrote copiously
about how his hand had been tipped in favour dbregy the House of Representatives-
in effect, signing his own warrant of ouster-aftedia’s high commissioner to Nepal,
Shiv Shankar Mukherjee, convinced the king, aftarifg first convinced the chief of the
Royal Nepal Army (RNA), that there was no other voay.

In this the Indian government had over-ridden dipes from its own army and
intelligence establishment, which preferred a heaatyded king and royal army to the
unknown of mainstream-Maoist partnership. It habalver-ridden objections from the
United States. Through 2005 and up to the time &ydra caved in, the US ambassador
in Kathmandu, James Moriarty had publicly urged 8even Party Alliance to delink’
from the Maoists, essentially arguing that NepMaoists wanted to establish a violent
swathe like Khmer Rouge did in Cambodia in the E9&nhd couldn’t be taken at face
value.
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On 13 Febraury 2006 Ambassador Moriarty had dedidtdre diplomatic equivalent of
calling the Maoists duplicitous liars. Referring the stand-off between the monarchy
and the Seven Party Alliance-‘thetwo legitimateitpzd! forces’-he said, ‘...the Maoists
will only continue to gain advantage-in the cousitg, among people tired of the King-
parties standoff, and among others who desperbtdigve, or want to believe, that the
insurgents will shed their ideological stripes goth the political mainstream. Alas,
wishing that something were so does not make itwhag, as we learn in life.’

Then, on 3 May 2006, the US assistant secretasyaté for South Asia Richard Boucher,
after a meeting with Nepal’s interim Prime Ministéirija Prasad Koirala, said the US
would not remove the Communist Party of Nepal (MBJICPN (Maoist)] from its list of
terrorist organizations. ‘They have to change theinaviour,” he said, and added, ‘We
need to work in close coordination with countrige lindia to move ahead with Nepal's
political process and economic development.’

It appeared the US was keener on outright crusbfniglaoism, while Indian officials
were keener to run the risk of containment, asatioih and, therefore, the diminishing of
Maoist influence. Settle Nepal, and in turn, othere, India could work to settle its own
house.
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The way ahead was clear much earlier. The IntematiCrisis Group (ICG), a highly
networked think tank comprising former heads oftesta diplomats, lawyers and
economists, had this to say in its Asia Report N@6 of 28 November 2005, titled
‘Nepal’'s New Alliance: The Mainstream Parties ane Maoists’

‘The Maoists’ statements of 2004 and 2005 haveistargly stressed the desire to move
forward politically. Since Indian support for a ddme military approach had thwarted
their political progress, they will welcome any ofga in New Delhi’s thinking. As the
present dialogue is the best political entry vehitley are likely to get, they have good
reason to agree and adhere to a reasonable ageikdaise, the present situation
probably offers India its best opportunity to brokepolitical solution.” The meetings that
finally set up the Maoist-Seven Party Alliance matook place in New Delhi between
16 and 18 November 2005. The ‘crucial meeting’ Wwakl on 17 November, and had
only Girija Prasad Koirala and Krishna Sitaulalué 2]9 Nepal Congress; CPM (UML)’s
Madhav Nepal and his colleague K.P. Oli; Janamdschfemik Sherchan and his
colleague Comrade Prakash from the party’s undergteving, Unity Centre-Masal;

Krishna Bahadur Mahara-one of the three future Btgmeace negotiators; and Prachanda
and Baburam Bhattarai. According to the Asia RepbtCG, ‘At the table, the Maoists
agreed in principle to multiparty democracy, resgechuman rights (including political
freedoms) and eventual disarmament, while all eartagreed to work towards a
constituent assembly.” The matters of restorindigraent and what to do with the
monarchy were stickier, and were deferred on adcoiuthe absence of common ground.
The 12-point agreement was announced by the tveoddedllies on 22 November 2005.
In public, however, both the Maoists and the SeRarty Alliance vehemently denied
that meetings took place at all. B, who had sngaké& the meetings, had a more
entertaining and colourful version than the ICG&ademic tone. T,he meetings took
place in protected rooms at Vigyan Bhavan-Delhi'segminent government-run
convention venue-and the residential areas of MalWagar and Khirkee Extension in
south Delhi. ‘Reps of the Seven Party Allianceyays of the US, UK, EU, India were
there, along with chaps from Indian intell, and soothers | couldn’t make out,” B
recounted to me. ‘Of course, Prachanda and BabBrtaattarai were there.’

B related it in his typical throwaway manner. ‘T¥éest urged Nepali parties to delink
from the Maoists and go for constitutional monarditadhav Nepal said, Nothing doing,
we’re doing a deal against the king. Indian chapsited the declaration to be made in
Delhi, but the Maoists and the parties insisted/ tiveuld announce it only in Nepal-
which made sense, you know, or Nepali janata wthiltk outside folk had brokered the
whole thing! The West was screaming the loudesta Aest-ditch attempt to stall the deal,
the Yank said, “What will you do if the RNA [Roydepal Army] walks in?” The
Maoists played it cool. They said, “Walk in whel/2 have 75 per cent of the country.”
For all the hoopla around Nepal, the Habitat Ces¢m@inar is thinly attended, about 50-
odd people in Gulmohar Hall, a room 220 that c&e @ couple of hundred. Hari Roka
scowls, Siddharth Vardarajan looks quite at homgeatanother seminar, and Major
General (Retd) Afsar Karim, the moderator, looksuad politely at the thin attendance.

As | expected, Hari makes up in bluster what tlwrdacks in attendance.
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He thunders, after exceedingly polite and vaguedhictory remarks on the need for a
‘new democratic model’ by the general:

‘I don’t know why people in India keep going on abdepal being a high-caste Hindu
country and Gyanendra being the king of all HindTikis hit is aimed at, among others,
the Hindu nationalist BJP, whose members made sioMden Nepal was declared a
secular nation after the ‘people’s coup’. ‘Not Hindhot high-caste, Nepal is full of
janjati. Only 30 per cent are Brahmin [known in [Heas Bahun] and Chhetri [the
warrior caste]; 20 per cent are Dalits; and 30 gant are janjati and tribals. The rest
practice other religions. Seventy per cent peo@eB®L [below the poverty line].’

He angrily reels off more numbers.

‘Over the years, one trillion [Nepali rupees] hasib taken out by government officials
and politicians. Fifty billion has been marked aslldebt. The finance minister has
claimed a deficit of eight billion. Just recoveritigg sums will make Nepal liquid... ‘The
monarchy gave us poverty and anxiety,” Hari conefjdglowering. ‘And now India
wants a Marshall Plan for Nepal. We don’t needrirgetion from outside.” He stops,
breathing heavily. Siddharth doesn't yet live irt@untry at such terminal crossroads.
Neither is he flush with victory of a personal pickl battle. It allows him to be more
even-toned.

‘There will be necessary involvement of the Maomt®very stage,” he gently suggests.
‘People tend to underestimate the role the Mabiat® played in the people’s movement,
the pressure they have brought to bear on the loypdnese past years and especially in
the past six months or so. People will make a grestake if they underplay the role the

Maoists had [as] the backbone of protests, in presg Gyanendra to step down, and

pushing... the political parties to force the pace.

‘It's a delicate phase. Things could easily slideoianarchy if the government and the
Maoists are unable to come to an understanding. °
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Siddharth rounds off his chat with a few quick alsaéions. It's great that the Maoists
have themselves agreed to third-party mediatigme@ally by the UN, which is seen by
many in that country as being largely influencedthbg US. If political parties don’t

move quickly and transparently, people are ag&elylito take to the streets. And, he
reminds the audience-the Maoists have said theytwe up arms before attending any
talks. It's a scary thought: a process on puret tamsel complicity with absolutely no

safeguards in place other than people not wantimoghar descent into chaos and civil
war.

‘The Maoists have all along astutely played thaids, calibrated each move,” Siddharth
is frankly admiring. ‘It will be interesting to seghere it all heads. What will be the
contours of the constituent assembly? Will the Meobe absorbed into the RNA-now
the NA [Nepal Army]? How will rebels integrate intiee mainstream?”’

Hari butts in angrily, springing forward in his @heaas the gathering breaks into gentle
chuckle.
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‘Don’t worry. We will do it. If we don’t get any e from friends, we will do it. We do
not need interference from anyone-India, UnitedeStaEuropean Union...The People of
Nepal are capable of taking care of themselvesénThe cuts viciously into Indian
stereotypes of the Nepali. ‘They are not only Bamadcooks, servants, maids and’-he
swallows-‘in India.’

‘Bahadur’ is a reference to the ubiquitous Nepabwsity guard at homes and offices,
insultingly, or at best callously, called Bahadutheout exception. The blank word in
Hari’'s diatribe, | suspect, is ‘prostitutes’. (A liimn Nepali citizens, of a population of
nearly 27 million, are estimated to live and worklndia, their earnings greater than
Nepal's exports. An ADB report from 2006 estima2e30,000 commercial sex workers
of Nepali origin in India, a quarter of them mingrs

Hari sounds a final pulpit warning, in his own wayderscoring the point made earlier by
Siddharth. ‘Everything that is being talked aboatrby the political parties, everything
that has become part of the people’s demand, Sé&tsand, was put forward first by the
Maoists. The Maoists talked about this “new demoghaabolition of monarchy,
formulation of a new constitution-these are all dematic demands put forward first by
the Maoists.’
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No contest. The Maoists did all this, as the paditparties frittered away the gains of the
first flush of Nepal's democracy in the early 19%0&l sank into the same corrupt torpor
that they had accused the monarchy of. It's a kagaon why the Maoists walked out of
Nepal's parliament, and took to the gun in 1996tek, we relax over drinks at the cozy
bar of India Habitat Centre. It has colonial-cluliglh furniture, dark wood and green
leather, and framed old advertisements for alcahdlgood health.

‘You're hoarse,’ | tease Hari.

‘All this talking,” he replies. ‘But | can now spkdreely. | have been in and out of jail for
seven and a half years for my beliefs.” ‘He’s. bapwing speeches at meetings in
Kathmandu all last week,” Siddharth joins in. ‘Wéeer | went, Hari was there. He'’s a
big shot.’

The friendly jibe cools Hari down a bit. He smiles.

As Siddharth and Hari get into a huddle to exchagma#ical gossip, Hari’s friend Bela

Malik offers an insight into another application Nepal’'s workforce in India. The

Maoists have begun indoctrinating Nepali workerslridia, she says. Their political

awareness is increasing daily, and with it a sehsmpowerment. It's been going on for
some time in ‘the Delhi region’, she says, homesd¢weral hundred thousand Nepali
workers. ‘My helper discusses political theory aights with me.” All this is, apparently,

being done to prepare a ready force that can beisenNepal for protests and other
activities if there is ever a need. Seeing my idali¢y, Bela writes on a napkin the name
and email address of a person tasked with keepiagptogramme in shape.

Siddharth and Hari return to the conversation, ldorthg up the question about the future
of Maoism in Nepal, about all the chatter in Maoigtbsites on the primacy of the
movement in Nepal.
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‘You guys seem to be the kings of RIM these daysuse the acronym for the
Revolutionary International Movement, a loose daatli of the extreme Left all over the
world that was grandiosely announced in 1984. Bxssidepal and India, the coalition
includes 223 Maoist revolutionary organizations nfroBangladesh, Sri Lanka,
Afghanistan and Iran.

‘We will very soon move away from RIM,” Hari saysfty, so quietly we almost miss it

in the hubbub at the bar. On the face of it RIMan®elittle beyond expressing solidarity-
in the same manner | had seen, during my childhNaaals splashing graffiti to express
fellow feeling for, say, Peru’s Shining Path guesl But in 2006 networking has moved
from messages on walls to messages on the Intdraéists crisscross the globe to
attend meetings. Indian intelligence agencies hawert begun to investigate global

leftists in the same manner as they probe jihdoliks. These days, networking means
everything from safe-houses and arms supplies f® ls@ankers. In a limited sense, in
South Asia, it can also mean participating in Mapienaries, as Nepal’s Maoists are
known to have done in the jungles of Jharkhand @ndsa. Or help with hospital

facilities, share notes on explosives technologlitary tactics and scores of other things.

‘What about CCOMPOSA?’ | ask, referring to the $oéisian Maoist coalition. ‘Will
Prachanda and his acolytes walk away from that too?

Hari nods.

‘You guys are changing.’

Hari brushes away my surprise, and also answersnmplicit query. ‘The difference

between us and the Indian Maoists is that we awe fighting for a new capitalism.

Indian Maoists are fighting for socialism.’

In the complicated, semantically tuned world of ttevolution, qualifications have
already begun. It will be interesting to see whénengs head from here in the
‘revolutionary zone’ of South Asia.

Roughly two months later, | am sitting in Pilgrifieed ‘N’ Read Restaurant & Bar in
Thamel, the cult tourist district of Kathmandu madexposed brick, narrow lanes and a
mesh of telephone and cable TV wiring. ‘Live fohets’, the menu suggests, quoting
Sufi wisdom. ‘The candle does not burn to illumenéself.” Attar, a Sufi poet who the
menu claims inspired Jalal-ud-din Rumi, adds 224hit: ‘The chain of steps determine
the path, but the first step makes the path apdeaould be reading Mao.

By the time | decide on a plate of potato friessee the final quote. It's from the
management: ‘Let us all do what we can to bringehqmeace of mind and peace on
earth.’

Now that peace has broken out-somewhat-‘all’ cquédhaps begin by clearing up the
garbage outside. It is piled up high here, unctdédor several days. | have visited this
area for the past 20 years, and never have | $eenpill of refuse this acute. Thamel,
awash after a sudden mid-July downpour, stinkse State of disrepair is evident across
Kathmandu, wrecked by the concert of limp admiaistn and revolution. The city’s

showpiece street, Durbar Marg, that leads riglthéogates of Narayanhity Palace, where
Gyanendra, the king in suspended animation, ligea, mess of cracked sidewalks. On
the streets, the destitute and beggars seem gneatember. Some lie by the wall of the

palace. According to estimates by human rights raegaions, up to 2,00,000 people
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displaced by internal conflict have swarmed Kathduarbroken inhabitants of a broken
country, one that several among global media haveladed is a failed state. In the
midst of this destitution, new designs of state dsible. The disembarkation card at
Tribhuvan International, the country’s only jetpdmas lost the royal crest and the word
‘royal’. His Majesty’s Government is now Nepal Govment. The ageing Boeing 757 jet
parked on the apron looks curiously whitewashethkiés a while to sink in: the livery is
hastily changed from Royal Nepal Airlines to Nepalines. The armoured cars and the
sandbagged machine gun emplacement outside thkycag@ort are gone. Security is
nearly peacetime’s worth, with two watchful armymmeith automatic rifles who form a
casual roadblock. After a massive show of stliength2 June in central Kathmandu,
when several hundred thousand Maoist cadre and atfmprs filled the city’s largest
open-air space down the road from Narayanhity lRalde Maoists have settled down.
For all practical purposes, they have won. Fordait worse, red fire has stormed the
citadel, in copybook Mao-a mere ten years fromt stacurrent state of play.

As | walk to the Himalaya Hotel in Kupondole, agdke Bagmati river choked with

refuse, into the southern part of the city, Mac@tire are painting up a sprawling wall
adjoining the 225 hotel with fresh red on whitee‘Ka-Pa (Maobadi) Jindabad’, using
the Nepali equivalent of ePN (Maoist). On an impulsraise a closed fist to the two, and
ask in Hindi if I can borrow the brush, saying thegn always paint over if | mess up.
Reluctantly, one hands me the brush. | add an matlan mark after ‘Jindabad’. Long

live!

We have a good laugh, shake hands, and carryenthi¥’ first time ever I've painted
political graffiti; there’s a guilty-schoolboy asgdo it.

Three months earlier, like them, | would have béeaten for sure, perhaps jailed-
possibly shot at-for daring to do that. Broad dgyl would have been out of the
guestion.

Times have changed. The signs are everywhere.

It's good to see Yubaraj Ghimire hasn’t changed mwxcept for a little less hair, and
tired eyes. Former colleagues in Delhi at Indiadydve’re meeting after several years.
For one of Nepal's bestknown and plugged in joustsl he’s unaffected. Simple cotton
shirt with rolled up sleeves, slightly crumpledusers, scuffed sandals, a notebook and
cheap ballpoint pen sticking .out of his shirt-peickmodest mobile phone.

In mid-June 2001, the government jailed him foresal’days for publishing an opinion
piece by the Maoist deputy Baburam Bhattarai wisieggested that the 1 June killing of
King Birendra and much of his family by the crowringe, Dipendra-who later killed
himself, according to the palace version, overgasents’ refusal to let him marry his
beloved-was really an international conspiracy, #mat Gyanendra and his cronies,
thought to be harder on the Maoists than Birendvare the direct beneficiaries.
Bhattarai also wrote that the people should ref@ganendra, and suggested the army
should, too. That was in Kantipur, the country’sgést Nepali-language newspaper
which Yubaraj edited then. He now edits Samay, aklyein Nepali. It's doors are still
open to all shades of opinion.
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How’s the king, | ask him, settling down to somealkeoffee in the hotel’s lobby, as UN
officials, along with several NGOs, the providefsNepal’'s bread-and-butter aid and
expat revenues, ensure steady traffic in the lobby.

‘He’s very tense. But he’s still trying to play. Men'’t give up.’

‘Even for the others,” he continues, ‘it's a semsittime. Talks are on; interviews are
being given for maximum impact.” All through theeprous month, Nepal’'s Maoists have
ratcheted up the rhetoric for maximum leverage.eémly June, Prime Minster G.P.
Koirala’s goodwill visit to India had the shadow thfe Maoists over it-even moderate
leftists in both Nepal and India made threateniogses in the Nepali media against
Koirala’s signing anything that went against theslvds of the ‘people of Nepal’. From
the point of view of Nepal’'s new work-in-progresstablishment, the concern appeared
justified; India had only late into the people’sofasts capitulated to the idea of
Gyanendra’'s ouster. On 15 June, just ‘a day be$tgring an eight-point pact with
Koirala on a wide range of issues-from agreeingdtaft an interim constitution to
holding elections to a constituent assembly-Maolgef Prachanda had turned on the
heat. Speaking to Reuters in Pokhara, he bashechikd King Gyanendra and his son
Paras who [are] goons and smugglers’. ‘If [the kiabdicates, then the people may
accept he has room for survival,” Prachanda hadiraced. ‘But if he does not, people
will take action, and he may be executed.’

Ye.t, talks, too, continued and the Maoists hadayetther interim deal on 16 June, after a
ten-hour marathon meeting between Prachanda, lkoamadl their representatives. This
was the third agreement with their allies since Maoists agreed on the anti-monarchy
people’s movement compact in Delhi in November 200bis was widely seen as
another crucial step towards peace and a stablalNep

On 17 June, India’s moderate Left of the CPI (MyJ @&PIsworn enemies of India’s
Maoists-were crowing about | developments in Nefaling media that the concept of
people’s power ‘through the bullet had been repedia CPI general secretary A.B.
Bardhan spoke of how the accord in Nepal would H&rereaching repercussions not
only in our subcontinent, but over Marxist extreimignking all over the world’. It was
entirely consistent with the bizarre world of redipk. After all, the person who had
soothed the ruffled feathers of Nepal’'s Maoistéil, as India’s government scrambled
to save itself the embarrassment of rooting forr@yara when the ground situation was
blindingly clear about his imminent ouster, would bone other than a top leader of
India’s mainstream communists:
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CPI (M) Politburo member Sitaram Yechury, a friidPrachanda’s and Bhattarai’s.

But Bardhan and his colleagues in the moderate inefsedor, more likely, papered
over-a crucial point while celebrating. Nepal'sa came about primarily because of
the pressure the Maoists were able to bring throexglensive, prolific use of armed
action. If there is ever a signal to go out toghbcontinent’s Maoists, it is this: nobody is
going to talk to you unless you leverage enouglu@nice. In other words: if you can,
fight some more. There is another, more disturlmmagsage, aptly demonstrated to the
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marginalized and poor in Nepal, India and elsewhérgou don’t commit violent acts,
the state and the privileged won’t give a damn &algou.

The game in Nepal is hardly over. Prachanda hinfeetéed as much in the third week of
June, when he spoke of an ‘October Revolution’ bgoldts if talks failed. In July,
Bhattarai was even more belligerent, in commentsediat government negotiators and
global observers: ‘Let us be clear. We'll neverrender our arms. We want the
restructuring of the state and the army. In thatroetured army our army will also be
integrated.” As Yubaraj and | talk in mid-July 2008aoist negotiators-Krishna Bahadur
Mahara, Dev Gurung and Dinanath Sharmaare deepriference with counterparts in
the interim government over the exact schedule the formation of the future
government and Maoist participation in it, the rofehe monarchy and the rehabilitation
of the Maoists’ cadre. Meanwhile, the cadre, noyweacetime mode, continue to openly
exercise and practice drills a mere two-hour deast of Kathmandu, in Kamidanda,
happy to pose for photographers in camouflage gé#r,epaulettes with PLA (People’s
Liberation Army) stitched on in Devnagari scripfThey wear the same gear while
playing soccer to unwind between drills and mediatp-ops. But nobody is fooled with
tnat soft play.

City-based cadre are fanning out, demanding mooeethé party and jobs for cadre from
businesses across Nepal, including Kathmandu'saiver casino industry. My friends
and contacts speak of the Maoists continuing vihrtformulaic donations, even from
farmers, teachers, government servants-usuallyderecent of their salary; those with
family members overseas contribute more.
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Even conmen are getting into the act. The prevewening, during my stroll through
Thamel, I glanced at the bit of recycled newspitiwatt held roasted gram I'd bought from
a street vendor. It had a clever headline in Nepalining a sober truth: ‘Maobadi ka
nam-ma Khaobadi.” It punned Mao with ‘khao’-eattédl a story of five men who had
recently posed as Maoists to pressure people foatdms.

‘There are a lot of concerns about the Maoists pafaj says.

‘What they want-the forward path is not clear.’

‘You mean, about disarming and integration? It'&#ejgcary. How do you put 10,000
combatants and tens of thousands of militia battksociety? Is everyone going to listen
or will some break away and continue fighting, untinto local warlords or thugs?’
‘Exactly,’ Yubaraj says. ‘There are some cadre wt®calling Prachanda a capitalist.’

A senior Maoist leader, Ram Bahadur Thapa, who ggebe nom de guerre Badal, had
a row with Prachanda about negotiations with ,tbeegyment. When later pressed to
clarify the point, he was blunt with anger: ‘Thasean issue, of whether the Maoist
leadership [should] join the government, be like UMwill not join the government or
become the President. If | do so, then | will beeara Pajero-man.’” Badal admitted he
had plans to rebel against the party. ‘It is evegy® birthright to rebel. There will be
rebellion if any party leader does injustice to gfe®ple and cadre...Every citizen should
rebel against anyone betraying the nation and ¢oplp.’
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Clearly, it's going to be a long, slow road to pea&nd in how Nepal proceeds or falters,
even fails, will evolve the script of any Maoist wveonent in South Asia.

| tell Yubaraj how Indian Maoists have already begm expected ideological distancing
from the Nepal movement, gone ahead and questibiegueace process.

‘Yes,” says Yubaraj, he knows about that.

CPIl (Maoist) spokesman ‘Azad’ made the Indian partgtand clear in Maoist
mouthpieces, replete with revolutionary angst agfains Nepali comrades. ‘We think
that Maoists forming a government jointly with tbemprador-bourgeois feudal parties
such as the reactionary Nepali Congress, revidi@iN-UML and the other parties of
the ruling classes will not really work out 229 ey represent two diametrically
opposed class interests. It is a wrong interp@tatiin the question of the state in Nepal to
expect a possibility of peaceful transition frore BA (constituent assembly) to the NDR
(New Democratic Republic).” Even some reforms, hgists, will not solve the basic
problems of the people as ‘you cannot sm<ish féswahnd throw out imperialism from
the soil of Nepal by utilizing the old state, whageembellishments one might do to give
it a refurbished image. Nothing short of a revao#ry upheaval of the masses can
achieve the above objective.’ .

‘You think the Indian chaps are upset they may lasevolutionary bulwark in South
Asia?’ | ask Yubaraj. ‘Or is it the truth, a readbncern about Nepal's anti-monarchy
alliance being unsustainable? After all, Indian Mtoaren't these days ideologically
averse to working with various non-Maoist groupgsdthieve revolutionary goals.’

Yubaraj looks out at the tiny rock garden besideansl absently taps his mobile phone.

‘You know, with so much poverty and corruption iough Asia, it's very easy to spread
the message of revolution and armed struggle.niitge difficult...In some ways it's
easier to deal with a state of conflict, becauszetls a goal. Now, because that goal is
achieved, you don't now what you will do...with ped ‘Did you tell that to your
Maoists?’

‘I have been open about everything. When | feltgheernment was doing wrong | wrote
about it. When | thought the Maoists were doing sttnimg wrong | wrote about that too.
They didn't like it, but to be fair, they acknowbget it. Right now, quite a few things are
unclear. How will the disarmament take plac~? HoNl the monitors work? Will cadre
be willing to give up arms?’ There are many mosaiés. Land reform, a Maoist demand,
will likely be tricky. Especially radical redistnittion, let alone reverse distribution-return
of land that the Maoist cadre have grabbed acromgal\ for reasons ranging from
‘noble’ communist pursuit to some villager darimgattack a Maoist or refusing to make
a ‘donation’. Institutions and elections too aremajor point of evolution. Economic
policy and gender, caste and ethnic issues aresothe

This last is of great concern to Yubaraj. As pdrtheir people’s war strategy, he says,
the Maoists diligently cultivated 230 Nepal’'s numes tribes, and ethnic and political
interest groups, from the Newaris in the Kathmamdgion to the disenfranchized
Madhesis (people of Indian origin) of the teraie thouthern plains that form Nepal’s
most densely populated but in political terms mostler-represented region. Now,
having achieved controlling interest in Nepal, asvere, the Maoists would need to
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deliver to each of these impoverished or neglegealps. Or else the danger of
breakaway groups-now armed and indoctrinated ittygprotest and survival—could
spark trouble.

Yubaraj could hardly have known how true his consewould ring. Days after an
interim parliament was constituted in January 200ifh CPN (Maoist) snug with 83
seats in the 330-member parliament, the same as(GFN) and only two less than the
Nepali Congress, clashes between Maoist cadre atthési protestors, mainly from the
Madhesi Janadhikar Forum (MJF)-uneasy allies tinéh-would break out. A key issue
would remain under-representation in the remaiseafs of parliament, divided between
other Seven Party Alliance allies and several mprmtives of ethnic minorities and
economically weaker | sections. By the end of Febyunearly thirty, mostly Maoist
cadre and sympathizers, would be dead, addinget@stimated 13,000 that died in the
decade-long insurgency. Interim Prime Minister l&rand Prachanda would promise
redress of the issues of political under-represemaThe interim government would
invite MJF, ,the Madhesi People’s Rights Forum tredJanatantrik Terai Mukti Morcha
for talks.

Even that wouldn’t help, as talks wouldn't get ttay. On 21 March several dozen
Maoists would lose their lives in clashes with supers of MJF, and the Forum’s leader
Upendra Yadav would blame the Maoists for provolatigcks. A day later, an event of
supreme irony would take place. A livid Prachandauld allege that royalists, Hindu
extremists from India and ‘other foreign powers'revéehind the attacks against the
Mauoists. In much the same way as the establishhehearlier demanded a ban on CPN
(Maoist), Prachanda would demand that MJF be banndthere would be other
embarrassments, too. There would be talk of howgiBel's secretary of state for
administrative simplification, Vincent Van Quickesrhe, was made to pay ‘tax’ to the
Maoists during a visit to the Myagdi region. In Mar2007, hoteliers in Kathmandu
would strike and take out a 231 procession to ptokdaoist collectors beating up a
hotelier upon his refusal to pay up.

After my meeting with Yubaraj, 1 stroll down toward.alitpur and the bridge. The
Mauoists have set up a base there for trade unibntess.

The place is easy to find. Take a right from thesshge Maoist banner that runs across
the road, and look to a Maoist flag, simple hamaret sickle on blood red, flying atop a
fourstorey building. People wearing Maoist badgeewd a nearby tea stall. A
receptionist waves me up when 1 mention I'm looKimgSaligram Jamarkatel, chief of
the trade union wing. Small rooms stacked with @@sbn the way up are given over to
ethnic interest groups and front organizationshsascfor women, Newaris and Madhesis,
each with a contact number pasted outside the rddwha single door is closed-this is
open season for interaction-but people behind #skslare either reading newspapers,
listening to the radio or engaged in desultory @vsation. It seems like a curious mix of
people with little to do; and people who have sundigleen thrust into public positions
and are getting the feel of it. It's too early IretMaoists’ overground existence.

I’'m invited in. ‘I have read some of your articleSaligram Jamarkatel says in broken
Hindi, apologizing that he can’t speak it, or Esglitoo well. My response in thanks is
automatic: my Nepali is worse. He smiles.
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1 sit quietly for several minutes as he attendswto visitors seated in front of the

compact trade union boss; I'm on a chair to the.sitlss a cramped room, made smaller
with protest posters and leaflets stacked waidt-loig the floor. He juggles two mobile

phones, and is both watchful and evasive when I patia number of queries, from

concerns of extortion and hostage taking to pr@sgunusinesses, and the future of front
organizations. I'm brought tea, but no answer larifccation. He continues to smile at

me, every now and then glances at my calling assds his fingers like a Rolodex to flip

it around.

‘There is peace,” 1 say. ‘But you still seem toveey careful.” ‘You have to always be
careful,” he says. ‘You should go to our main dafi©ur people are there. You can ask
them. Comrade Mahara, Comrade Sharma, Comrade Gurun

232

‘They are busy in negotiations, aren’t they?’

‘Comrade Prachanda and Comrade Baburam Bhattagag\ean more busy. We are all
very busy. War is busy. Peace is busy.” And then &ff to the main office of the
Maoists in Old Baneswor, towards the airport (theoldts would in a few months shift to
a larger address across town). The address isadiely weeks old, but my auto rickshaw
driver says he knows where it is.

From the airport road at New Baneswor, we turn tefthe older quarter. There’s the
Michael Jackson Dance Bar, yet another in Kathmanclontribution to seedy nightlife.
There’s one near the Marco Polo hotel in Thameler&h’m staying, called New Red
Fire-quite far, as | could see from transvestitagesis-on outside and slim, pretty girls
entering and exiting at regular intervals-from ttker new red fire, Nepal's crucible of
communism-capitalism. We go past Momo Mantra, aothbiquitous Kathmandu
institution, turn the corner past King Stone Bahiah reeks of country liquor, and in a
cul-de-sac is our destination. An incongruous dhstide bungalow. Dozens of people
are shouting inside and outside, in preparationafonarch. A mix of men and women
with wood and cardboard placards, some with rechéanrolled up around bamboo and
wood staves. Neighbours peer curiously from windeand balconies in this middle-class
neighbourhood, watching the circus. The drivethe® auto rickshaw that brought me
here meets a friend; after a backslapping hug atehded handshake, he disappears into
the throng with the friend. The auto rickshaw isamehile draped in red flags.

| wade into the tumult of angry faces, made andpiea stout lady screaming what to me
is unintelligible, but it has the effect of whipgithe crowd into a frenzy.

At the reception, a smiling Kogendra-ji is fieldirghouted queries and physically
preventing bits of the throng who want to stormoinbe building; a burly man is
positioned at the entrance. | locate my driver askl him what the fuss is about, all the
screaming and shouting.. .

‘Janjati,” he says simply, to my query in Hindi. dthen, ‘Budget.’

A procession for tribal and low-caste rights, dediag more from the budget,
announced the previous day, 12 July.
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‘Yeh kya chahtey hain?’ What do they want?
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‘Sab,” he says. All of it.
They leave, and the shouts and sloganeering re@sldise procession winds its way
through Baneswor.

The neighbourhood perches are empty. The circogasfor now.

It's easy to see why Kathmandu-based Maoist catFelaking to the streets in minor
protest. A day earlier, one of the three Maoistatiegors, Dev Gurung, had criticized the
budget for 2006-7, Nepal’s first under the shadédeam Andolan I, as ‘regressive’. ‘The
government has continued to increase the burddaxobn the proletariat and middle-
class bourgeoisie. Instead, it should have natimedlthe property of the king...[and
made] public the assets of the’elite class and sad@rogressive taxes on them.’

But Gurung is being uncharitable and dogmatic, famaking noise because he is
expected to make noise as a leader of the revalutidbe seen as not giving in too easily
to the machinations of former enemies. Figures ttedl story. In the year of hyped
renewal, expectations will always be high, andgwaar, there will be interest groups to
take care of. This year, the Maoists are the molsttile interest group, with a need to be
seen as doing right not just by the cadre but #alyn 80 per cent of Nepal’'s 27 million
they claim to fight for. The army will want its owpound of flesh, so will business. And
the Nepali Congress and CPN (UML), prime moverhenSeven Party Alliance, will use
the budget to keep at bay the force that will ¢elgebe their greatest counterweight: the
Maoists. In the middle are caught the middle antsamer classes, and those in industry-
the traditional drivers of a market economy.

The king is not paying taxes-yet. These will surebme if the Maoists are able to
maintain pressure. Nor are his properties natinadlyet. That too might come. As an
indication, budgetary allocation for the Palaceresluced by 70 per cent from the
previous year’s figure of about 220 million Nepalpees. The Hari Rokas of the world,
as other Maoists, would be outraged; for them iamsdlittle, as no investigation has yet
been ordered into the shifting of funds overseabléyal’'s royal family, and voices. But
they ought to be pleased that nearly six timedPthlace budget is earmarked to organize
elections to the constituent assembly.
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Finance Minister Ram Sharan Mahat has played aelang game to provide nothing at
all in the budget to mainstream the Maoist armyyirat is nothing but blatant chess play.
‘Allocating a budget for its rehabilitation is owf the question until a formal
understanding is reached with the Maoists.’ It Wwalar pressure on the Maoists to move
quicker in this bait-and-hook peace process, budlsb means the Maoists’ parallel
economy will continue to thrive-as an army of 1@@dus militia, need to be clothed, fed,
housed and paid.

But, whether due to the influence of the Maoistsiar, an impressive 43 per cent of the
proposed 143.91 billion Nepali rupee budget has ladlecated for education, health and
drinking water, roads and electricity, agricultarg irrigation. Business and economists’
lobbies may dismiss it as a ‘populist’ budget, busn’t such a bad way to spread salve
on the festering wounds of Nepal.
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Evidently, my poring over papers and documentst igré done thing at Thamel's Full
Moon Bar. Patrons and waiters are beginning teestarband, a mix of young Nepalis
and grizzled Europeans, arrives and calmly set®wupn evening of live jazz. A waiter
has had enough of my tame, low-cost tea drinking.

He comes over and suggests: ‘Fat momma knock yadialSeeing my stunned
expression, he explains kindly, among grins aluatb ‘Margarita. You like?’ He points
to the menu, by a guttering candle on a low table.

It costs 300 Nepali rupees. Nearly a week’s incdonemany Nepalis. | say yes to Fat
Momma. She and | will together contribute to thealoeconomy. For that, | don’t mind
the joke at Full Moon Bar being on me.

A sudden breeze takes away the smell of Kathmanihen the rot returns, I'm too -busy

with Fat Momma to notice. The music is nice too.this cozy den, it's a happy, hip

world, no revolution required for reconciliationt the next table a young man in trendy
haircut and clothes exchanges a cigarette anditéghivith a similarly dressed friend.

‘Jiyo, bro,’ they yell in toast.
Live, bro.
235

BOOK IV

‘Dear Comrades,
I am working in Jammu & Kashmir to prepare the grduor Marxism, Leninism and
Mao thought. | am alone here. Therefore | need yoaral support...

Though it is very hard, but I think if | get all tosupport from your side | must get results
here in Kashmir. With revolutionary greetings.’

R- Chatterjee’

* From ‘Maoist Revolution’ Internet Newsgroup,
20 August 2006
26

Gears churn out there. Attack, retreat, regroupl,deegotiate, observe, plan-in no
particular order and all at once, depending ontheatre of action, the stage of the
‘revolution’, the state response, the exigency.

B is quiet. | can’t reach A. Hardly a whisper otitDh Maybe it's a result of reworking
strategies in the shadow of Nepal. Maybe the Répulblindia is beginning to reclaim
land and governance it wilfully abdicated to thedidés. Maybe factionalism is taking its
toll among the Maoists.

In the shadowy world of the revolution and countarelution, the operative colour is
more confounding gray than red. Pressure, coyrgssure. On 11 May 2006, nervous
Maharashtra police forced some tribal villagersditemount from their bicycles and
remove a roadblock on the Etapalli-Jarabandi rag@adhchiroli. A tree had been placed
across the road by the Maoists to hamper traffat lane the police to ambush. A 25-
strong team of police, including bomb disposal sists, watched as the seven tribals,
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Dugga, Khabi Kullu, Chitka Potavi, Lebdu Gota, Afitllur, Devaji Tarote and Maksi
Kunjam, moved the roadblock and a low-intensitylegpe blew up in their face. None
died, but Dugga lost an eye, and the others wentglha blinded or injured. The Indian
Express later quoted Shirish Jain, Gadhchiroli'pesuntendent of police: ‘Such
operations are to be carried out by policemen @gton their own to protect civilians. |
have warned my men not to allow civilians to doGn 13 May, the opposite played out
in the hell zones of Chhattisgarh. Angered by dacktby Naga Armed Police on the
hamlet of Fandigua in southern Dantewada, the sfg@oists attacked a nearby Salwa
Judum camp in the middle of the night. None of N&ga police near the camp, better
trained and better armed, died. Four SPOs did. mo¢kanna, Panduram Dulla, Mulki
Sola, Funja Lachha. All local tribals, 18 to 28 ieeald. On the same day, | was in the
university town of Manipal in Karnataka, discussithg syllabus with the board of an
institute of communication, when Maoists attackedipper-caste schoolteacher across a
few hill ranges. This is the heavily forested Uddpstrict, home to good education and
Udupi town, which has birthed a sizeable populatbentrepreneurs in banking and the
restaurant business. The schoolteacher, BhojayShkith't die. But | recorded the latest
in a series of probing attacks-to intimidate lotatdlords, grab weapons from rural
police outposts, destroy state-owned infrastructdice heard already about Maoist
graffiti and meetings among the region’s landlegsolrers, people of lower castes and
tribals.

These are the first steps in a Maoist show of gtreto establish domination over an area.

Over a dinner of superb seer fish curry and riceManipal’'s Hotel Valley View
International, | discuss Maoism in the area withmeoof Manipal’'s informed and
influential. With the exception of one person, dlskaown television anchor from Bihar,
all dismiss it as idle fantasy. Ajay Kumar, of Skews (he would later move to Aaj Tak),
knows only too well the reality of caste-ruinatiand Naxalism in his home state, and
watches quietly. The Karnataka police have moveallssontingents of anti-Naxal forces
into the area, | tell them, and the director gelnefrpolice is pleading for more funds and
armoured vehicles for forest beats. The Maoistdare.

Before | can ruin dinner, Ajay Kumar diplomaticayeps in and veers conversation to
politics in Delhi. Everyone perks up. Talk, inaty, turns to corruption and the
compact of business and politics. ‘They should loat,5says a companion at the table, a
senior functionary at Manipal, neatly slicing irttee fish, suggesting a final solution for
‘these crimimals and thieves’. Middle-class Indlias for long been brought up on
suggestion of extreme solutions in casual coQviersafs a child, | frequently heard the
Bengali version of the panacea for all ills rangirggmn corruption and rape to hoarding of
subsidized food grain by traders and scalping oWway tickets: ‘Shah kata-kay ekta
dewaler shamney dar kariye guli diye udiye deaat'udkl of 240 them should be lined
up in front of a wall and sprayed with bullets. uktiversity in Delhi, the cry was more to
the point:

‘Shoot the bastards.’” At clubs, a more politelystured ‘The bastards should be shot.’
On the streets, in evocative Hindi: ‘Sab saalom#ta do’-Blow up all the shits. In one of
the biggest movie hits of 2006, Rang de Basartirach of trendy youngsters disgusted
with official apathy over the death of their fightalot friend kill the defence minister of
India. In the comparatively downmarket Betaab Batishvhich | would watch later, in a
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bus from Hazaribagh to Ranchi in February 2007 heétve kills the corrupt chief minister
of his state.

The Maoists-I say to the senior functionary in Mehj perhaps intemperately, in the
nature of such conversations-are actually pragicwhat we preach daily without a
second thought. An elderly journalist who is atb@irperson of a major media agency
turns to me and gently asks, ‘Are you a communiktignore Ajay Kumar's warning
glance. ‘No, sir, a journalist,’ | reply, as polite

| soon excuse myself, pleading tiredness. | doaitryca brief for the Maoists, | tell
myself. If the Maoists wish to convince these we#aning, cultured gentlemen, it's up
to them.

The Maoists have waited a long time in this parKafnataka, prepared meticulously,
worked the lay of the land, the economy, and spciet

In mid-2002, the Karnataka State Committee of QRL)( People’s War, two years

before its merger with the MCCI, prepared a sumttsd Social Conditions and Tactics-
A report based on preliminary social investigatmnducted by survey teams during
August-October 2001 in the Perspective Area. Therspective Area’ being Central

Malnad, including parts of Udupi district, and tlaeljacent districts of Shimoga,

Chikmagalur and Dakshin Kannad. In both Maoist ardurity circles this report has
come to be called ‘Karnataka SOCOT AC'. Liberallyoting Mao, Stalin and the

movement’s own Strategy and Tactics documentwi®@ogernment of India satellite map
showing forest areas and a district map throwroimegsy reference-it offers remarkable
insight into the mind of the Maoist, the detailddrming and argumentative conviction
and old-fashioned spin-doctoring that goes intcettgying a revolutionary base.
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Malnad is the forested ghat region of Karnatakam@sing ten districts, from Belgaum
in the northwest, across Goa, to Chamarajnagahnansouth. It includes nearly half of
Karnataka's forest area, nearly all of its iron ceed manganese riches, major
concentrations of areca-betel nut-cardamom and sthiees, and all of its famous coffee.
It also has a high tribal population and, alongsedéreme caste prejudice-untouchability
led to many being unable to take advantage of ldeaklopment programmes, as it
entailed working with those of relatively highesstas. The Maoist survey records a fairly
large percentage of landless and poor peasantryc@amgplete domination by the upper
castes-Brahmins and Vokkaligas, among others. @hdléss received daily wages as
much as 15 per cent less than the norm. In pldbessurvey recorded between 10 and
32 per cent of land without title deeds and consaguencroachment’ by wealthier
peasantry and landlords.

The survey, which refers to particular villagesyonith designated alphabets to maintain
secrecy, recorded high indebtedness, racked byemage of 30 per cent a year rate of
interest from private moneylenders. As many suclmeylenders were also landlords-
comprising four per cent of the population but awgna quarter of all land-inability to
repay led in numerous cases to a member of thelyffamsually a youngster, being
bonded as farm or plantation labour. It quotes tarea commander’ reporting the
instance of a particular landlord in a coffee-gmagvregion: ‘Landlords keep labourers in
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debt bondage. Anyone who decides to leave thdandlord of T and go for work
elsewhere must first repay his loan. The landlardsdohot provide loans to labourers who
do not work for him.” Few break the cycle.

Moving to big-picture mode, the survey tracked tak in prices of produce in some
areas. Compared to prices in 2000, prices in 208klown as between 27 and 60 per
cent less for several categories of areca; peppecardamom at half the previous year’'s
prices; and coffee, nearly 70 per cent less. Expigtdaily wages too dropped, from 25
to over 40 per cent. All this is the overall impattsemi-feudalism’, free-market pricing,
lowering of import restrictions courtesy of WTO, dann some cases-like coffee-
overproduction. Essentially, the squeeze is passdd labourers.
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In great detail, the survey notes which Brahmindlard is ‘known to break two
whipping sticks on the backs of his tenants’, wheetandlord has a link with Mumbai’s
timber mafia, where Jain landlords have evictecgés unable to pay rent, and which
temples in the region have links with the high amdghty of India-a pointer to
‘bourgeois’ indemnity. And there is, too, a listweapons in the surveyed villages: all
the easier to know where to snatch weapons fromseagainst declared ‘exploiters’.
And so, the survey recommends, the party must lie ibuhe area by ‘strictly secret
methods’. These should include secret front orgdimms of women, coolies and
Adivasis. The People’s Guerilla Army militias shdude built as village-level clusters, in
turn guided by the Local Guerilla Squad assignethab territory-one such squad would
have under its care 800 square kilometres and $quads would form an interlinked
team to control 3,200 square kilometres. The sungeyealistic and accepts that
‘reactionary forces’ of the state will inevitablpmbat revolutionaries, so even if a fluid
state of affairs prevails, in that neither theestatr the revolutionaries have clear control,
the area would be seen to be successfully establiat a Guerilla Zone.

At no time, however, would such development besgiation from urban areas:

In addition to our legal mass work, we must, inketmvn where our party organization

exists, take up work under new covers. These calayald not be exposed. We have to
allocate adequate number of cadres in Blr [Bangald8mg [Shimoga] and in towns

around the PA [Perspective Area] to work amongahbeking class.

We must build organizations for the slum youth arganizations among various
professionals and employees. As in other such $flaeports, there is no hint of any
organizational self-doubt that the urban poor ampabtsessed will unite and light a
conflagration.

Between May and July, incidents of Maoists snaighiveapons from guards of the

Forest Department, especially in the Malnad aawould increase. Shootouts between
Maoists and police would take place. Maoist aagggitwould spread a little closer to the
bridge territory in the already Naxal-affected, ulybt-prone 243 districts of Bellary and

Raichur, not too far from the Telengana region ntlAra Pradesh.

Officials would also track Maoist intent furtherttee north in new areas in Vidarbha, the
easternmost region of Maharashtra. If they lookedevolutionary material in their
archives, surely this line would show up in shamgief: ‘The party of the
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proletariat.. .relies on the peasantry-the maicdoof the revolution-makes backward
rural areas its main centre of work.” MeanwhileJarge parts of Vidarbha, India’s most
recognized agricultural death row, circumstancejyglice and state apathy is conspiring
to prime newer areas for Maoist propaganda andrtacavity.

Large numbers of farmer suicides have also occumed\ndhra Pradesh, Kerala,
Karnataka and Punjab, but the crisis has been iedlgexcute in Vidarbha. Between June
2005 and May 2006, alone, 520 farmers in the Vidarkegion, mainly cotton farmers,
committed suicide. (This figure, according to thelafbha Janandolan Samiti, a local
NGO, was a conservative estimate; they were stliting for confirmation of several

suicides from police records and other sourceshByend of 2006, the number of farmer
suicides in the region would cross 1000.) On 22 Masy Maharashtra’s chief minister
Vilasrao Deshmukh made a longdelayed visit to #gion, three more farmers killed
themselves with pesticide on account of indebtesirtesprivate moneylenders, crop
failure and lower prices of produce.

Later in the week, P. Sainath, who published thlpaaking Everyboy Loves a Good
Drought on India’s scameconomy as told from thentgts poorer districts, had yet
another major article on Vidarbha’'s woes in Theddinwhere he is editor of rural affairs.
He wrote of the fear ‘anna’, or elder brother, e®kn the region among tribals and
others. Anna is the moneylender. ‘00.Bhima Kudamat&ond...took Rs 10,000 from
him last season. “I had to return Rs 15,000 inmonths.” That is, interest of 100 per
cent. “l sold my cotton but prices were so badjised only Rs 10,000.” However, anna
has a home collection system, too. He grabbedwaiakhate’s money and also seized his
bullock cart and animals. ‘~Now | hire a pair ofllbak 244 at Rs 1,000 a month.” Yet,
“we need him. What options do we have?”

Sainath explains that anna is from Andhra Pradastong a tribe of moneylenders that
have smoothly moved in from elsewhere in India itbtfie gap left by the region’s
original moneylenders who run scared from the jge#io act mandated by Maharashtra’s
deputy chief minister R.R. Patilo This bizarre arste of enforced economic Darwinism
has had the same effect as the earlier crop ofsgmais private moneylenders had:
continued debt and brutal collection. Essentialyserts Sainath, the state is reduced to
callous, lunatic bystander.

‘No less problematic is the Rs 1,075 crore [Rs &®iflion] “relief package” announced
last year for crisis-hit cultivators,” writes Sathaln a way, he claims, three-fourths of it
was farmers’ money being returned to them; theddofederation, which buys all cotton
in Maharashtra, would earlier deduct three per ofrthe minimum support price for
cotton that farmers received. It went to a corfhat teveraged loans from banks. The
government had basically ‘gutted the fund’ to otfez relief package.

‘Even though it's their own money, farmers are igetrelief cheques for absurd amounts.
In Koljhari, [deputy sarpanch] Tulsiram Chavan skouws one cheque that gives him

“relief” to the extent of Rs 78. Others speak oéghes of Rs 5.” The reason for this,

explains Sainath, is that in bad years many sraathérs could not sell their cotton to the

federation. They had to sell to the traders to whbay owed money. The traders then

pocketed the federation’s price. ‘And so this ydae, traders picked up the refunds meant
for farmers. After all, their names were on theegakords.’
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The international voluntary agency Oxfam has mappédindia’s cotton suicide spiral.
It began, says the report, in 1991, with the longrof duties on cotton imports. With
further liberalization and the lowering of duties Zero, import of cotton lint grew at a
compounded annual rate of 75 per cent, which hadetfect of slashing India’s cotton
prices-these went down by 55 per cent between 2886003.

Jolted by a series of suicides in 1999-2000 in AadRradesh and Maharashtra, the
government raised cotton import duties first toeb gent in 2000 and then to over 30 per
cent, but it was too 245 late. Higher input pricglsabby briefing on Bt Cotton seeds,
drought-only ten per cent of the region is irrightend crop failure had already set in
motion the deadly cycle of indebtedness. Therearly 2006, evidently immune to the

farmer suicides, the government of Maharashtraaediyprocurement prices for cotton

from Rs 2,250 a quintal to Rs 1,700. A drop of o26rper cent, not accounting for

inflation. It further tipped the scale desperatgoway.

Not all people driven to despair in Vidarbha kiletnselves. On 19 June 2006 a farmer,
Vijay Thakre, and his family beat a moneylender aiglassociate to death with sticks
and stones in Pimpalgaon village of Akola distrfedbr good measure, they also hacked
the moneylender’s body with axes. The moneylendanode, had loaned Rs 50,000 to
Thakre after accepting in mortgage 13 acres of ldhdt Thakre-a ‘medium’
farmerowned. Thakre paid back Rs 3,00,000, siegirthe principal. But that wasn’t
enough for Danode, who took over Thakre’s 13 aareter mortgage. A local politician
of the Shiv Sena, Gulabrao Gawande, led a pubfigesgn to get Thakre back his land.
But Danode, confident in his own political connens, wouldn’t have it.

Thakre and his family wouldn’t have it either. Sey did what they did. They had
arrived at the ‘boiling point’, as Kanu Sanyal ntigay.

The Vidarbha region borders the Maoist-affectedasref Andhra Pradesh and
Chhattisgarh. Given this, and the crisis among éasnand general backwardness, it isn’t
surprising that the four Maoist-affected distriofsViaharashtra are in this area, including
the Naxal stronghold of Gadhchiroli. In May 200 tNaoists had given a call for a
three-day shutdown to protest New Delhi’'s econoputicies. There was talk that the
Prime Minister was being pressured to visit Vidabfor long-overdue PRo When the
Prime Minister arrived in Vidarbha on 30 June, witte Union agriculture minister
Sharad Pawar and Chief Minister Deshmukh, he lesteat a neatly organized, sanitized
gathering to three dozen pre-selected suicideistfamilies. ‘I am aware of your pain
and sorrow,’ he said to the farmers. Before herne to Delhi, the Prime Minister
announced a ‘crisis mitigation package’ of Rs Jilkon (3,750 crores) for six districts
of the Vidarbha region, mainly for providing cretbtfarmers.
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It would hardly prove a salve for seven farmerspwiould kill themselves within five
days of the Prime Minister’'s departure. The anwgednpackage had come too late for
them; they were already more than a month behiydcesdit they could have used for
summer sowing, or kharif season.

By July, the rate of suicides was quite dramatine tarmer every five hours.
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In January 2007, Chief Minister Deshmukh told a andndian newspaper, ‘Farmer
suicides will be zero. This is my vision.” Perhdgesshould have listened to the divisional
commissioner of Amravati, Sudhir Kumar Goyal, whmplee of farmers struggling for
survival in a flawed system amidst adversity, withadequate help and proper guida -
‘ce0 He wanted policymakers to focus on low-costmiag with micro-watershed
development. ‘We allocate Rs 450 billion for irriigen in 15 per cent of cultivable area
and only Rs 40 billion for watershed developmen8inper cent of the [remaining] rain-
fed area.’

But Chief Minister Deshmukh did not talk about theéssues in his media interview. He
finnessed. Maharashtra, he pointed out, accoummtedrily 15 per cent of the 1,00,000
farmer suicides in India in recent years.

‘Did you know,’ he asked, ‘that in Mumbai 4,000 pé&commit suicide annually?’

As the Prime Minister and his advisors mulled owptions to provide debt relief, by
mid-July 2006 Andhra Pradesh, also a Congress-ate,shad made a pitch in Delhi
for .1 massive Rs 700 billion (70,000 crores) splepackage for farmers, most of the
money to be spent on completing irrigation projekttgvas audacious long-term thinking
to pad short-term relief that the state had alressked for; 16 districts of Andhra, more
than half of central and southern India’s ‘suicdistricts’, have been droughtstruck for
several years. Being a practical Bharatlindia mé&iR also found time to discuss with
Germany’s ambassador to India the possibility ofk$wagen setting up a factory in the
state. YSR eventually managed Rs 96.5 billion5@,6rores) for agricultural relief-
inclusive of interest waiver of loans to farmersd amscheduling of loans-through a
special three-year relief package sanctioned bycémral government. Maharashtra got
Rs 38.7 billion (3,870 crores); Karnataka, Rs 2glBon (2,690 crores); and Kerala, Rs
7.65 billion (765 crores).
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YSR did, however, lose out to Deshmukh on one codnt29 November the board of
Volkswagen signed a memorandum of understandingh wite government of
Maharashtra to set up a plant in Chakan, Punen atital investment of Rs 24 billion.
Until that happened, Volkswagen would commencenglbut its Pasat model from the
group company Skoda’s plant in Aurangabad, justki@dnetres northeast of Mumbai.

Simultaneously, an anti-Naxal security contingeaswnoved, into Aurangabad, to pre-
empt the rebels’ expected march westward from \didar

Balanced development.
27

In mid-2006, activist Medha Patkar, fighting a fagbattle against the authorities and the
judiciary for a reduction in the height of the Naga dam that would displace many
more farmers and tribals, made a worrying statenmeatlecture she delivered in Pune.

Several organizations that had thus far believegdaaceful people’s protest and due
course of law, were thinking of asking for helprfrahe Maoists, she said. ‘The lobbies
against which we are fighting are very strong. Herbere is a growing feeling that we

should rope in all those who are fighting for jastiincluding the Naxalites.’
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(That happened soon enough. The People’s Demoénatit of India took formal shape
by the end of June, co-opting NGOs and represgetaif the Maoists, for a loosely
structured people’s protest network. It includedck&lde leaders from Punjab and Andhra
Pradesh, and senior functionaries of ‘ML’ organias. In effect, the broad front
coveted in Maoist strategy documents. On 3 Juf& 2Ratkar would share the stage at a
meeting in Kolkata with G.N. Saibaba, tagged byus&c agencies as a Maoist
functionary, to work out a strategy for protestNatndigram in particular and SEZs in
general. (Saibaba is a member of the RevolutioBDamocratic Front, which helped band
together the People’s Democratic Front.)

The Naxals themselves, meanwhile, were lying nedti low 248 during this period,
eschewing big action-in what was clearly a periddreflection and regrouping-for
exploratory stabs. They seemed content to keeggton simmer.

This included setting a huge stockpile of bidi leswon fire in West Bengal’s Birbhum
district, and in the middle of June, shooting dealdcal CPI (M) leader in Medinipur
district. In Andhra, they blew up the house of anfer Congress MLA in the
Vishakhapatnam area, and killed a police constabMahbubnagar district. On 3 July,
they bombed a police outpost in Gaya, Bihar, andhensame day shot dead an aide of
Mahendra Karma in Nilwaya village of Dantewadagaftolding the dreaded Jan Adalat.

The Naxals were lying low because the police an@dmpditary forces were suddenly,
fiercely, active. The squeeze was on. After a gtioh spectacular Maoist strikes and
operations from late 2005 into the summer of 20886, state was grinding into motion
against the Maoists. And it was showing: after sglvenonths, the tide appeared to be
turning the government’'s way, at least in termdodly count and holding operations.
The prime-ministerial kicking of posteriors in Ap2006 seemed to have prompted some
sort of inter-state coordination.

On 9 June, Orissa announced its first coherertNantal carrotand-stick policy, formally
banning CPI (Maoist) and seven organizations ihtified as fronts: Daman Pratirodh
Manch, Revolutionary Democractic Front, Chasi M@amiti, Kui Lawanga Sangh, Jana
Natya Mandali-the local clone of Gadar’s revoluontroupe-Krantikari Kisan Samiti,
and the Bal Sangham. A mix of Maoist worker, farnaetiste and youth organizations.
Alongside, as a carrot, it threw in a surrender afdhbilitation package beginning with
Rs 10,000 upon surrender, double that if the Naxalendered with weapons; bank loans
up to Rs 2,00,000, with a two-year interest moratoy free medical treatment in
government hospitals; even grants for building aseoand for marriage. Following the
example of Andhra Pradesh and Chhattisgarh, Oalssaannounced that if there was a
reward on a Naxal's head, it would be offered dmlpditiltion payout upon his or her
surrender.

Orissa also joined Chhattisgarh, Andhra Pradesh Mabarashtra in customizing its
rehabilitation policy for people-249 mostly tribalslisplaced by industry and
development projects. Orissa’s proposed payoutth&snost lavish among the states,
clearly driven by its need to minimize popular psit against massive projects the
government had signed, MOUs worth Rs 1,780 bil(Bs 1,78,000 crore)-with Korean
steel major Posco, global steel behemoth Arceldtaland Tata Steel, among others.
The steel plants and attendant iron ore mine leggemised as dealmakers-deal
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sweeteners-occupy vast chunks of Orissa’s north ssuthwest portion, with tens of
thousands of villagers and tribals in danger ohgetvicted. Then, there were power
projects and townships to support these projedtegéther, an estimated 1,31,000 acres
of land for projects, and a minimum of 1,34,000eadi0 expand residential areas around
major towns. NGOs and Maoist front organizatiorsveh systematically raised-and
continue to raise, despite a ban-grassroots pratgshst these projects. In Orissa, though,
they are on a relative low, despite having onehefMaoists’ most feared commanders,
Chalapthi, who heads the Andhra-Orissa Border mon@litary commission, running
operations in southern parts of the state. Maaeistgld also suffer a big blow here in
October 2006, when Budhni Munda, also known as Baothe wife of Prasad Bose aka
Kishan-Maoist overseer of northern and western 9@righarkhand, West Bengal and
Bihar, former general secretary of MCCI, and seconlty to Ganapathi in the unified
CPI (Maoist) hierarchy-was arrested by police nBamjodi, near Lathikata police
station. Her bodyguards were arrested along with Fieke Revolutionary Democratic
Front, by now widely recognized as a thinly veiMdoist front, put out an appeal for a
shutdown strike in the region and demanded herasele Neither worked. Andhra
Pradesh, for its part, had just turned up the aedtsteamrolled Maoists. On 6 June, three
CPI (Maoist) cadres were killed in what some newspstermed an ‘alleged encounter’
with the police and teams of Greyhound personmabray the dead was believed to be
Chandu, division committee member of Srikakulam.

On 16 June, Andhra police killed a member of thetesand Central Committee of CPI
(Maoist), Mattam Ravikumar in the Nallamala foremtea near Yerragondapalem.
Ravikumar, who went by the nom de guerre of Srictrat Anil, was an engineering 250
graduate who actively took part in policymaking gmdpaganda. The following day,
three more Maoists, including a woman leader ofatopn and a leader of a dalam were
killed, also in Prakasam district. The next dayp,tvincluding a district committee
member, were killed in Khammam district. The neawfdays were just as busy with
Maoist body count. The twenty-first of June, toda&k random example: two dead,
including Jagadeesh, Khammam district secretarfiBf (Maoist). The group’s state
secretary, Madhav, called some newspapers to gnasmartyred’ comrades and accuse
Chief Minister Reddy and Andhra’s then chief ofipe) the dapper Swaranjit Sen-whom
Venu calls a ‘maniac’-of staging false encountersitl Maoists instead of engaging
them as soldiers of a movement.

As much as the Maoists are feared-and often reWile@ruesome justice, the Andhra
police are indeed notorious for their heavy-handedra-judicial style of functioning.
According to the National Crime Records Bureau2@®5 Andhra led the country with
55 custody deaths, followed by Gujarat and Maharashith 21 each, and Uttar Pradesh
with 14. In three years, Andhra accounted for 144 af 359 custody deaths. In most
cases, while custody deaths were -recorded, chsiigets were not filed, making it
impossible to pursue trial. Fake ‘encounter deathsinother set of statistics, fuzzy at
best; a prisoner ‘killed while attempting to escapeamong the oldest, coldest, tricks in
peacekeeping. Andhra Pradesh, along with severar aitates, has practiced it for
decades. In May 1969, it earned anti-Naxal fakeenter spurs when it detained seven
Naxals along with central committee member PancKaishnamurthy at a small railway
station, bound them to a tree and shot them dead.
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After the Maoist losses in June 2006, Madhav voresenge. It didn’t come. In a month,
on 23 July, Madhav too was taken out of the eqoatsot dead by police. Death in
combat, according to the police; ‘encounter killiagcording to the Maoists. They would
claim the same end for another key Maoist figuredeBshan, who they claimed was
arrested in Bangalore in neighbouring Karnatakan theought to Andhra’s Nallamala
forests and ‘encountered’ .

Madhav and his colleagues had been beaten at twar game: networking and
information sharing that had stood-and still ddes-Maoists in good stead were now
being applied 251 against them. The state machwasytrying every trick in the book-
and adding some-in its battle to reclaim territdry Karimnagar, there was talk that in
places the police were actively encouraging temageship to keep the population away
from the ‘godless’ communists. In another instandadhra police appealed to the
secretary of the North Telengana Special Zonal Cittee Jampanna or Jingu
Narasimha Reddy, who carries a reward of Rs 1.Romjlto surrender. The message was
blatantly, cleverly targeted at Maoist cadres arilitianin the region: the reward money
could help treat nearly 50 children with heart aihts; 250 viHages could be provided
with borewells.

Andhra Pradesh and Chhattisgarh exemplify great@rdination among various agencies
of the state-and between one state and anotheingtance, on 26 June teams of CRPF
and Andhra and Chhattisgarh police destroyed seMawist camps in Bijapur,
Chhattisgarh, killing five and driving away the tte$he fleeing Naxals left behind a
dozen landlines, four pressure bombs, detonatodsabout 750 kilos of rice and pulses,
biscuits and other eatables-an army, any army{ aaarch on ideology alone.

As the relative success of the security forcesiooatl into the last quarter of 2006, there
was a seizure-on 8 September-that would indicatie haw serious the Maoists are about
their business, as well as increasing infiltratafnpolice informers into Maoist ranks.
Andhra police teams grabbed from separate raiféi4ainbubnagar and Prakasam districts
caches of 42 rocket-propelled grenade launchees)yna thousand empty rocket shells,
spare parts for launchers, several dozen landmisesks of gelignite explosive,
detonators, electronic weighing scales and liviee @mmunition. A Maoist courier in
Mahbubnagar had showed up to take possession atle drom the local office of a
Chennai-based freight company, Kranthi Transpoet.sguealed to the police. That led
to another raid in Prakasam.

Over the next two months, the Andhra and Tamil Npdlice cooperated to crack the
modus and network, tracing it back from the inifiad in Andhra to Ambattur, a busy
industrial hub in 252 Chennai. Investigators fronB@nch of the TN police, tasked with
anti-Naxal work, recruited civilians, gave themtpaof rocket launchers and shells and
made them do the rounds of Ambattur, showing theseeveral small and medium
metalworking units and asking if they could fashgamilar parts. Finally, a manufacturer
eyed a part and said a person called Raghu haceavgurst such a design replicated.
Following this break, the police traced seven uniEserest Engineering Company,
Universal Cuts, Bharath Fine Engineering, Jai Té&gigineering Company, Shanthi
Engineering Company, Arun Engineering Company ahdrialakshmi Foundry. From
the names, innocuous-like thousands of similarsisgattered across India, some close to
Maoist hubs.
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In November, Raghu-or Thota Kumaraswany, also dalleech Madhu’ in Maoist
circles-who ran Bharath Fine Engineering. and lbeeh on the run since the seizures in
Ambattur, came above ground in Warangal and suerenidto the Andhra police. On 4
November he appeared before media in a hurrieccgurolkinaged meeting and talked
about how he had trained cadre in the use of rdekeichers in the Nallamala forests,
how the party had specifically given him the respbitity of developing a
manufacturing network in 2004, how he was paid R$aRhs-2.5 million-for the rocket
launcher project, and how Maoists in Andhra, destlie seizure of seven of their units,
had upwards of 200 rocket shells with them. Theskeats, Raghu said, were being tested.

Security analysts would express surprise at thel levworkmanship, at how quickly a

‘cottage industry’ -style fabrication had takengdarom the time Andhra police came
across sketches and plans of rocket-propelled destaunchers near the borders of
Andhra and Orissa, which they claimed were modetledhe Russian RPG-7 and the
American M-1. The intercepted launchers and shdiiplayed fine craftsmanship, on

precision lathes, of the manual trigger, the triggeard, the percussion cap-which fires
the shell-and the shell itself.

Only a couple of months before the Ambattur raitds,subject of where the Maoists get
their funds and arms had come up in a chat | hall Wjai Sahni of the Institute of
Conflict Management. .

‘There’s no problem of funding,” Ajai had said. "Afe’'s the 253 problem? All the
money is out there in the open-they just need toapgun to a man’s head and take it.
They are taking cuts from contracts, including gowgent contracts. They decide who
gets contracts in certain areas. Contractors paw thff directly.” “‘What about sourcing
arms?’ | asked. ‘I was told they get some from Nleg@me from the LTIE.

‘Not to my knowledge,” Ajai was emphatic. ‘The LTIk has been there for a long

time, but they don't really need the LTIE-and tiethe danger of this movement; it's
completely self-reliant. They took training from TE. Now they are manufacturing their
own bombs. As far as weapons are concerned, aitgagil comes from snatching and

looting. If they loot an armoury and take 200 sfie takes care of an entire region. And
that’s okay. This is guerilla war; they aren’t ggito confront your armies in numbers.’

The CPI (Maoist) was also manufacturing weaponsj 8aid. Besides IEDs-basic and
sophisticated-sophisticated mortars, even misailedhers. ‘Basic machine guns, too. In
Chhattisgarh you'll see pictures of lathes in tnegjles.’ | had.

‘They source a barrel from somewhere, stock fromeghere else, so you don’t even
know what they are manufacturing. | go to you aayl &¥eh tripod stand banana hai, yeh
dimensions hain...” Machine gun stand, rocket laencstand. They're manufacturing

these things in Hyderabad and elsewhere-in anydigugrea. They take the parts and put
it all together in another place, a secret place.’

Several months after this conversation, there wdnddanother impressive haul-and a
surprising one-in low-key Bhopal, the capital of diga Pradesh, in January 2007. The
assistant director general in charge of intelligetiere, S.K. Raut, would reveal that the
arms factory had been in operation for three yeard,supplied weapons and explosives
to Maoists in Chhattisgarh, Karnataka and Gujdratdast a new frontier. An arms
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factory was in the pipeline, and the Bhopal factplgnned to train recruits for it. Raut
would say of the band of young men arrested:

‘They are intelligent and well-educated, and speaglish, Hindi and Telugu fluently.’

‘But won't they be buying any stuff at all from Nap or the boys in Assam, through
their Bangladesh routing?’ | had persisted withiAfaurely they can’t be manufacturing
and looting all they need?’
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‘No, not from Nepal-not yet,” Ajai had said. ‘Buteando know that several Bangladeshi
transports intended for the Maoists here in In@diaehbeen seized from Assam.’

But all was not going right for the self-reliant Mat army through much of 2006. After
his surrender, Raghu, or Tech Madhu, the 34-yahentrepreneur-Maoist, talked to the
media about ‘unilateral decisions’ being taken bg Maoist leadership, who, he said,
had lost touch with the cadre and with ground-leealities. The victories that the police
and paramilitary forces were registering, almosergvweek, were partly due to
differences within the revolutionary fold.

B had pointed to similar developments some mon#ierb this to explain a number of

access roadblocks that | suddenly faced. ‘In Andiimase guys [the Maoists] are

completely infiltrated. They are reviewing theietworks and strategy. You're an

outsider. They are not even sure if you're a sytimpar, they have no guarantee about
what you will write. | warned you about this.” A miact in Hyderabad, in fact, had

practically laughed at me when | requested ingrass Maoist zones in, and from,

Andhra; and from anywhere possible into DK. ‘Notspible here,” he had said on the
phone. ‘Try from Delhi. Try anywhere in the nortNot here.” Then he hung up.

| had already tried in Delhi. One senior-level @mtt after a gruff phone conversation,
asked me one afternoon to a designated place in Rukam, a sprawling south Delhi
zone of government housing. | showed up. He didrdialled the number of his mobile
phone. At first, a recorded message said it had ls@étched off. In a few hours, the
message had changed: the number was no longawioese

B would tell me later that calls from my contaati®bile had begun to be intercepted and
he got wind of it before he was to meet me.

28

As the squeeze on the ‘red army’ was at its pealAugust 2006, | returned to
Chhattisgarh, the biggest-and messiest-theatrésbfa2tion. My first appointment was
with the bureaucrat-boss of anti-Maoism. On hi§ tur

Its a big name and designation, on a big nameplBt&.S. Ray, Additional Chief
Secretary (Home), government of Chhattisgarh. Wheisited in April 2006, he was
busy organizing-bandobast, in bureaucratese-forvibié of L.K. Advani, the ageing
warhorse of the BJP, on a ‘yatra’ to spruce upipgemage.

I remind Ray of it.

‘Yes, very busy time. I'm busy now also,” Ray teilse with great courtesy over the
phone. ‘But you come. | will see you.” “Thank you.’
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‘You work for Penguin, na?’

‘No, no. I'm a journalist... writer... whateverPenguin publishes me. I'm commissioned
by them to work on this.’

‘Achha, okay. I'm very busy but please come.’

Courtesy, often missing in the zone of Dantewadapdgarly overwhelming here. The
security guards at the Mahanadi Gate of Mantraldlya, colonial-style building that

houses government offices in the heart of Raipte,shockingly courteous for a state
under siege. The two heavily armed guards, who #mhoérisk me at the side entrance
and check my small backpack, are extremely politake the plebian way up to the
second floor, by the staircase tucked into theéaner, although | am sorely tempted to
commandeer the cavernous elevator, decorated vids vof plastic flowers, that is

reserved for Chhattisgarh’s chief minister and o¥héIPs.

There is a wait; Ray is busy. His courteous sté&#rome tea and turn a PC terminal a
little my way: Sri Lanka are playing a cricket hoseries against South Africa.

‘Sit, sit, please sit,” Ray receives me, barelykiog up from a pile of files, jotting down
something on a sheet of green paper, and signitegdeFor several minutes | get a view
of the top of his head, hair severely patted dowth wil, flat around the crown and wavy
on the sides. He mutters ‘busy’ every now and thédter five minutes or so of pen
pushing, he realizes I'm still around. Either hefeowed under, or it's elaborate play-
actingpossibly both.

‘I'm also writing a book, you know.’ Sign. Jot. J&ign.

‘Really? That's very nice. Non-fiction or ‘a novél?
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‘Novel, novel. You want to see?’

He hands me a printout of a chapter. It's filledthwvguotes and elaborations from
philosopher Herbert Marcuse. At another place, @raacter asks of another: ‘Naxalism
is a failed ideology, isn't it?’

| read that aloud. ‘It’s still around, isn’t it? $eould you say that the state too has...’

‘It's set in the sixties and seventies,” Ray cuts'it’'s against Naxalism. | am proofing it
now. Then | will show it to K.P.S. Gill." ‘Why dobhyou show it to a publisher instead?’

‘After | am done, and K.P.S. Gill has seen it...tetl,me.’

| tell him.

He does a Pisda on me, launching into cause-aedteffThese people are taking
advantage of systemic failures in development. €hmin is inhospitable. Development
has not been uniform, so these Naxals exploihimy book | am criticizing the Naxals. |
believe it is a failed system. Go ahead and protagt like Gandhi-even like Nelson
Mandela. Did he use violence? No, he stayed irgjail protested.’

He dismisses the Maoists with a flutter of his an@hese people are just thugs and
extortionists. That's why in Chhattisgarh you havespontaneous popular movement
against them-these tribals are fed up of the Ndxals

‘Surely they are also fed up of the state.’
‘No. Naxals. Will you have some tea, coffee? Cd¥f€kay.’
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He punches a button on his phone and orders, ‘Ed¢die’ He punches it again and asks
for a number in Delhi. He turns to me and muttéhst very busy these days-too much.
All these Naxals and other things.’

The call comes through. ‘Ji, hallo. Where are westing? In Home Ministry, na? From
there only we will go for the meeting. The DG wilbme. Chief Secretary might also
come. Okay, | will reach 30 minutes before and vileall go together.” ‘You'’re busy,’ |
prod. ‘Meeting about the Naxals?’

‘Yes. That's the joint secretary, Internal Securltyn flying to Delhi on the seventh.” He
makes another call and asks for more’ files.

‘I'm preparing for the meeting.” He goes off at angent. ‘Do you know Lalit
Mansingh?’ he asks, referring to a former foreigorstary and then India’s ambassador
to the United States. ‘Lalit Mansingh is my brotiedaw.’
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I nod politely, accepting his extended credentials.

I notice a burly man with a crew cut and moustaséated to Ray’s left across the desk-
in the flurry of conversation I've hardly had timte focus on him. He ignores me

completely even as he looks at me. | will latedfiout he’s the inspector general of
police for Raipur.

‘What about the Naxals?’ | urge Ray.

‘Achha, why are you all coming to Chhattisgarh?’

‘Who?’

‘Journalists and all. What's the attraction?’

You're in the heart of India, a still relatively kmown heart, | tell him. There’s the
romance of the jungle and tribal culture. And thiegre’s a raging Maoist concentration,
and the out-ofcontrol Salwa Judum. You've also &w@ gag law. We journos know
that all we need to do is fly down to Raipur, dravdit and we’re in the middle of a war
zone. You've asked for it. ‘Have you been to tinegle?’ he asks suddenly.

‘Yes. In Dantewada,’ | admit. He scowls.

| shuffle the pages of his manuscript and attemptuwe. “Your style is direct.’

‘Yes, very direct. | write well.” He’s smiling agai

‘When do you write?’

‘In the night. Late at night. Early in the mornirigtakes away the tension. Oof, too much
work these days.’ He pats down his hair.

A call comes through. ‘Big meeting in Delhi,” hdks into the phone. Then he assures
the tinny voice: ‘Tumhara promotion ho jayega. Doworry. Dilli se aakey we’ll
formalize, okay?’ He hangs up and turns to me.

‘The army is holding a special meeting. We will diecsome strategy about what to do
now.’

‘What can you do?’

‘My plan is to finish them. That is what we will do Chhattisgarh. We will finish these
criminals.’

‘Do you write anything besides novels?’
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‘I have written poetry.’ In 1999 he published a kawf poems called Dream Songs and
Shadows. One poem, a fractured outpouring of dilamm titled ‘A Bureaucrat’s
Armour’:

File pads

Bunch of demi-official letters
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Rules and regulations

A decision-making soul

Hangs between positive and negative.

Executive landscape

Political dreams

Targeting the target terror

Power is the key

With politics and polemics

Pen-pushing anxieties

The fax machine speaks

Tyranny of telephones

And clouds of urgency fever

He sells restlessness.

The doctrine of discipline

A stick to kill gossips

Only write ‘Confidential’

Smiles will freeze

A shockwave is born

His job strategy

Soaked in insomnia

Incorporates a thousand thoughts

Braving theoretical perils

He runs on the crust of the earth.

He is surviving without Max Weber

With greed for power and idealism

Reconciling the opposites

Like a hot-cold beverage

Essentially, a survival philosophy.

The system has evidently got the better of Rahéniitervening years. ‘I am also writing
some poetry against Naxalism,” he tells me. He etepine department of public relations
of Chhattisgarh to publish it. (The book to be obebby Gill would in several months be
published as The Revolutionary. The poems wouldbgtiwork-in-progress.)

Ray reminds me of Rajeev Kumar, a police officeBwkaro, Jharkhand. He scripted a
radio-play called Ek Naya Savera, A New Dawn, thaht on the air on local stations of
All India Radio. The plot revolves around a few ggsters going missing from a village,
and ending up dead as Naxals. Then a bunch of BB®ers educate other villagers

about the virtue of staying away from ‘anti-socigfoups. The Maoists threatened to
blow up radio stations if the show continued. Thatige persisted with 17 halfhour

episodes aired on Saturday evenings.
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The phone rings. Ray takes in news of a skirmisth wome Maoists and gives his

blessings for search and destroy. ‘Achha, situati@f Encounter chal raha hai? Achha,
karo karo. You don’t worry. Sabko khatam karo, youwerstand. Finish them all. You

have our mandate.’

He turns to me to explain: ‘That was Surguja.” Ti@rthernmost district, bordering
Jharkhand, Uttar Pradesh and Madhya Pradesh.

‘The SP?’

‘No, no.” The large man, watchfully silent througlur exchange, comes alive like a
crystal ball. ‘The SP of Balrampur.” He sees mypsise and smiles broadly. Ray joins
him in conspiratorial grin. Balrampur made quitdéiaof news in 2005, when activists

took out a peaceful ‘yatra’ through six states dediag employment guarantee and right
to work for the poor. Economist Jean Dreze was phthis pressure group to build

support for the UPA government in Delhi to enactmanifesto promise: a National

Employment Guarantee Act. When the roadshow arrisedBalrampur and held a

meeting, they were attacked by CRPF troopers imglathes. Dreze and some others
were hurt. The CRPF men even held a gun to the chd¢ke driver of their bus, asking

him to move along.

Things tend to be edgy in Naxal-Land.

Another call comes in, this time on the phone ty’'®é#eft. He drops all pretence of

putting on a show. ‘Kaise ho?’ He looks at me aspeaks into the phone. ‘Fifteenth

August is coming, na? We should do something. iRdggically kuchch karna chahiye.

Do an essay competition in schools. Something'\ieas ya Naxalbadi hinsa’ [Progress

or Naxalite Violence]-something like that...We shibadvertise in the newspapers and
invite schoolchildren to write essays against thexalls. We have to tackle this with

psychological warfare. Don’t worry about the budde® ke paas budget propaganda ke
liye rahta hai. Provision ho jayega. You give me thquest and 1will put a note out
today only.’

He hangs up, looks up, smiles. ‘| have to do tis. want to 260 develop the place, but
these Naxal people are not letting us develop heyTstop people from going to these
areas.’ ‘Nice topic,” | admit. ‘Development or Ndisa. But isn't it a bit heavy for
schoolchildren? What will you do if a child saysathings about Naxalism?’

He ignores me. ‘I have Z-plus type security,” hgssarrelevantly. This is just a level
below the Prime Minister's security. ‘What to dofis is how it is.” He pats down his
hair. ‘Isn’t the Salwa Judum out of control?’ lkagently, copying his action, patting
down my hair. ‘A civil rights team from Delhi wasln@ost lynched recently in
Dantewada.” Among other things, SJ cohorts, bugdip to a lynch mob, had accused
Ramachandra Guha-the columnist and historian-whe wart of the ‘independent
citizens’ initiative’, of being a Naxalite activa the area. He'd never been there before.
The group-Nandini Sundar was part of it, too, alaidy journalist and commentator B.G.
Verghese, and Harivansh, an editor of the newspBpashat Khabar-got away by the
skin of their teeth, thanks to some timely intetiam by Himanshu.
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‘Well, | gave them a letter [of introduction andes@assage]. This Nandini Sundar met
me, | gave her a letter. But still, these things bappen. People have seen their friends
and family killed. *

‘But what about giving people-even children-gurisoéla sudden? Isn't that a recipe for
disaster?’

Ray goes cold. ‘It's a spontaneous people’s movérmneats hair.

‘But both movements, as you call them, are far frepontaneous. Naxalism, Salwa
Judum. These are deliberate set pieces, like ¢hess.

‘Why are you media people always like this?’ | takbe means: Why can’t journalists
shut up, why won't they listen only to the govermt point of view?

Even the state’s governor, E.S.L. Narasimhan, adordirector of the Intelligence

Bureau in Delhi, would allude to this. ‘How do weunter the propaganda machinery?
Glamourization of terrorists by the media must stbp would say while inaugurating a

conference on Naxalism in Raipur in February 20P¥ease cooperate with us in this
fight.” It was as if the governor, required to bboae politics and making partisan
remarks, had gone back 261 to his old job. The'sthbme minister, Ram Vichar Netam,
would make the samepoint. Mahendra Karma would nelpee to mention it as part of

his long discourseon the merits of the Salwa Juchafgre leaving in a flourish in his

SUV. Chief Minister Raman Singh would say it. Formhbief secretary of Chhattisgarh

R.P. Bagai would say it.

In the interest of national security, the media hohsinge.

Displacedpeopletoo must changein the interest ef rthation. ‘Industrialization will
inevitably lead to displacement,’Narasimhan wouldyad the conference.Vested
interestsexploit the agony of the displaced...Wdnteedeny Maoists [these]catchment
areas.” He would end with a flourish: ‘I am confindie¢hat in five years we’ll be able to
get on top of this problem.’

The messagewould go out over and over again. Emergmust ‘change’ and ‘cooperate’
for this to happen. Only two sections would be epemoliticians and the bureaucracy.
‘Why don’t you negotiate?’ | ask Ray.

‘We keep thinking we can negotiate. But negotiaithwhom? There are no faces.
Whom do we talk to?’

‘The Andhra boys. They negotiated before, didn&yth They have overground faces.
They are freely available to talk. But do you wemtalk?’

Ray stays quiet. I'm not sure if he doesn’t repégdusehe has no answer or because he
doesn’t want to give me one. Perhaps tactics hasaged with their new advisor. K.P.S.
Gill, I know, does not believe in negotiations-ifiesv weeks, he will tell me that himself.
Gill lays down the law-or else. The party that iatiés negotiations is seen to display
weakness. In Chhattisgarh, tripwired with ego, rihbis about to back down.

And ego is just one reason why the war will go Among others is money. It isn't just
in Jammu & Kashmir and the North-East that the eoon of war has spawned
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millionaires. Money meant for security and appeas#mof the displaced and
downtrodden mysteriously disappears in Chhattisghrarkhand, Maharashtra...

For vultures, peace is limpid nonsense.

Down the road from Ray, near the governor’s hoissethere Director General of Police
O.P. Rathor maintains his office.
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Rathor is the antithesis of Ray. Smooth, unflusteseave. A local raja had spoken to me
of him in some awe as he climbed into his modgsadese car: ‘Do you know, the DGP
drives a Mercedes!

He also likes English tobacco, and is dressed $nfartthe evening, in full-sleeve shirt
and slacks. He is headed to the local club, Ratils me. There’s a meeting of the
committee, and he needs to attend, as he is Buitdon’t worry, | still have time. They

can start without me. How can | help you?’

‘I need to talk to you about the Naxals.’

‘Naxals, is it?’" He curls his upper lip in disgu8loody nuisance. There’s no Marxism,
Leninism or Maoism about them. When | was youraj least sensed some ideology
about the Naxalites. But these chaps [now] areingtbut thugs and extortionists. *

It's what B.K.S. Ray told me. But as with Ray, Indowant to tangle with Rathor, to tell
him that while he may be right about some thuggeny certainly, brutality and extortion,
he’s dead wrong if he thinks there’s no ideologicate. These ‘chaps’ aren’t woolly-
headed youngsters, but led by several clever auelals herding anger and hatred, their
own and that of others, and they won’t give up wautha fight. That's enough ideology
for me. ‘When | was at the United Nations...” Rattells me.

‘Really?’

‘Yes,” he fixes me with a pitying look. ‘| was sety advisor to the secretary general till
2004, That would explain the car, brought home expatriate entitlement, and the
studied smoothness.

‘When | was at the UN, this high-ranking Chinesplainat came up to me and asked,
“What is this Maoism that you have in India?” # clearly rhetorical, so | stay quiet.
‘You can’'t move in these forests without their p&sion. You pay a cut and you can go
in. Thugs. Extortionists. We’ll get them.”’

Then he throws a contradictory line, and that, ® s symptomatic of the complete
confusion with regard to how exactly to deal witle Maoists’ present-day mix of urban
and rural, slick and rough, educated and relatiyietgrate, and their new-found ability
of canny adaptability. ‘These people, the leaderbey are well educated. You should
read the pamphlets and press releases they pultmitanguage and grammar is perfect.
I think it must come out of JNU or something. Dolystudy at INU?’
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‘No. But | know what you mean.’

He switches gear. ‘You see, the terrain is reaifficdlt, quite inaccessible. And they
have these bloody IEDs. If they didn’t have IEDswauld have got them by now.’
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I remind him about his meeting at the club. He smiputs through a call, and tells the
person at the end of the line that he won't benditey, and to go ahead and take
whatever decisions are required-‘I'll endorse He turns to me. ‘I've cancelled it. We

can talk.’

‘Many thanks,’ | acknowledge. ‘Do you think the amgg peace process in Nepal will
bring an end to links with Indian Maoists?’

‘It has brought an end to nothing. | don’t thinksfly, that the so-called peace process in
Nepal is going to hold.” | agree with him, but tlgsnot the time or place to discuss it.
‘Let that be for a moment. Do you see Naxalism agireg in India?’

‘I don’t know about spreading, but it is difficuld contain if we [the security forces] do
not get full support, not just with tackling it froa security perspective, but also from the
administrative aspect. And these chaps have redieedudget. We wanted over Rs 50
crore. We have got 18 crore in the budget-and ithsupposed to be the most Naxal-
infested state in the country.’ .

‘So the system is not helping?’

‘Not as much as it could. | even went to Delhi andde a presentation to the cabinet
secretary. | told him, “Please give us Rs 500 ctorgeal the borders of Chhattisgarh and
the problem will disappear.” The Cabinet Secretayl he understood our problem and
that we would get what we need. He gave instrustitm officials to follow up-but

nothing has happened. We still have only Rs 18ecfor such a large state with such a
problem.” What about the proposed raising of Indeserve Battalions mand~ted by the
Ministry of Home Affairs, | ask. Chhattisgarh wiget a couple. Isn’t that going to help?

‘They will help a bit. But IRBs are to be shareddlly[Naxalaffected] states. We need 50
battalions here-of what use are two? This is wad it has to be fought in a planned,
concentrated manner. We need to fight the gudikiaa guerilla.” He quotes the adopted
mantra of Brigadier B.K. Ponawar, 264 who runs @munter Terrorism and Jungle
Warfare College in Kanker, a man at home spoutintaatra of Mao-‘power flows from
the barrel of the gun’-and of Charu Mazumdar-‘o@rot be called a revolutionary
unless he has dipped his hands in the blood ~assanemy’. The brigadier, a restless
whippet of a man, talks of ‘360-degree battlefield®w policemen need to be able to
walk 40 kilometres a day without breaking swealyfweighed down with weapons and
equipment, ready to do battle. Train in rain onshbe trained to take ‘face-to-face’
firing without flinching, get lean and mean-all $ix weeks of the course. He terms it a
necessity to engage in ‘creeping reoccupationeditory lost to the Maoists. Kanker is
where anti-Naxal forces are currently being trained

(And such training is as far as army associatios g@ne thus far. Minister of Defence
A.K. Anthony was quite clear during celebrations fomy Day in January 2007: ‘It is
not the job of the army to tackle Naxalites... Thaxhlite problem has to be tackled by
the state police forces and paramilitary forceswas a text clearly scripted by the army
establishment. Half of India’s 1.2 million army wakeady engaged in handling other
counterinsurgency operations, the defence minedeled; it was not keen to take on
more.)
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‘Looking at it from your point of view,’” | say to &hor, ‘why aren’t you exploiting the
factions in the various Maoist organizations?’ | playing something at him that D had
shared with me, rumours that divisions among theiss, at least in the C,hhattisgarh-
Andhra region, were deepening.

‘But they are like a hydra-headed monster,” Ratiansts out. ‘You cut off one head, a
few more grow. It’s like a cellular structure. Waue an old Naxalite here, Sanyal.’ | nod.
That's Narayan Sanyal aka Navin Sanyal, senior Mtdeader and ideologue arrested in
2005 and incarcerated in Raipur. ‘He talks politiecxl theory-he talks endlessly. But
when | ask him about military tactics and moveméet,says he knows nothing.” ‘You
believe him?’

‘Not at all. They are all in touch.’

‘Are Nepal's Maoists and our Maoists in touch?’

‘One hundred per cent.’

‘So some cadre are still in touch. All this talk Ngpali Maoist leaders of breaking links
is hogwash?’
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‘Yes, hogwash.’

Just three days later, Azad, the spokespersonPor(l@aoist), and Satya, spokesperson
for CPN (Maoist) would issue a joint statement:eT@ommunist Party of Nepal (MaQist)
and the Commuist Party of India (Maoist) jointly-assert their firm commitment to
proletarian internationalism, mutual fraternal tielas on the basis of MLM. All tactical
guestions are being adopted in the respective dearin the sole concern of the parties
operating in them...It is in the interests of tleaation that Maoists divide and split
continuously. It is then no wonder that a sectibrthe media has sought to exaggerate
the difference in India and Nepal. The two partase again re-assert their firm unity in
the spirit of proletarian internationalism whilentmuing healthy debates and discussion
on issues on which we differ...” ‘Where do you #lee conflict in India heading?’ | ask
Rathor. ‘It's going to increase. Escalate. Becomere violent. They are throwing
everything they can at us.’

Why, to better a negotiating position?
‘No, because they are getting squeezed. It wilvgase before it can get any better.’
29

The guard rudely flags down the auto rickshaw I'nai the gates of Rajkumar College, a
private boarding school in the outskirts of Raipat up in colonial times to educate the
region’s princes. S, a friend from my schooldayswra contractor of security fencing
who senses a great killing to be made in this steiger siege, mentioned that the
governing council of the college was in town. ‘Gosay hi, as you're around,” he had
urged, promising an interesting evening. ‘The cduscpeppered with erstwhile royals
from Chhattisgarh and Orissa.’

At the gate, prompted by S’s brief earlier in theydl utter the magic words. ‘tIH
Kalahandi. HH Mayurbhanj.’
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The gates swing open. ‘His Highness'’ is still ahegidn India. The guard gives me a
huge salute. Evidently impressed, the auto rickskiawer neglects to ask for more
money when I'm let off near the sprawling main Hinb.

266

Their Highnesses are casually draped across cimitse vice principal’s office. S is
skulking around. He introduces me. ‘Ah, so youdmng a book on the Naxals?’ Udit,
HH Kalahandi, pipes up. ‘You should come to my plaBmazingly, there is no Naxal
situation in my place, but in every place surrongdfalahandi.’

‘I's amazing, | agree. Kalahandi, tucked into €& @’s southwest, bordering Andhra
Pradesh and close to Chhattisgarh, has immens digprivation and frequent starvation
deaths-a mid-July article in The Week had mentiomibals in the region surviving for
months together on mango kernel and wild rootsrera routinely sell off children to
buy some food for themselves and possibly a lestcived future for the children. In
places, the National Rural Employment Guarante@i®ehprovides employment for just
15 days to a person in a year, against the polstyfailated 100 workdays. In Chimrang
village,LTTEracy is zero. In Kachilekha village fiofals hushed up 25 starvation deaths
in 2005. In the absence of healthcare, midwivesimtilical cords with sharpened stone.
Two lakh people a year from the region migrate @ealty in search of jobs. According
to the article in The Week, approximately Rs 7,088re-70 billionhas been pumped into
the region over the last 20 years and successivergments have initiated several
development schemes to insignificant result.

In 1943, Kalahandi sent rice to aid Bengal's famstreick. A 1954 survey by the
Planning Commission found that people receiveda sery healthy average, 282 days of
employment in a year. Yet in 50 years the regiammpheted to among the poorest
in’India. There are an estimated 1,00,000 famiisag on less than Rs 250 per month-a
little over eight rupees a day. If families thavlaarnings of less than Rs 500 and less
than Rs 1000 a month are included, the numbersugddo half the population of
Kalahandi.

The state government claims a staggering Rs 2,006nb(2,00,000 crore) will be
injected into the area comprising Kalahandi andlaiy backward districts of Bolangir
and Koraput over the next several years, primaniyaccount of 46 projects related to
metals and mining-South Korea’s Posco, Arcelor-aliéind Tata among them. Today, in
the face of fear of safety, public protests agaitesttruction of the environment, it’s just
pie-in-the-sky talk.
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Meanwhile, Maoist front organizations are alreadsive, and the simmering place is
being primed to explode.

But it seems rude to remind the former ruler ofdfandi of it. He’'s had a busy day of
meetings, there’s a dinner to attendto which I'mited. It wouldn’t do to be rude to my
hosts. ‘Is it true what I've heard?’ Udit, HH Kakndi, asks. ‘Is the Salwa Judum really
a grouping of traders of the region who have teaupedgainst the Naxals?’ .

I've heard this too, | tell him, and it appearsit@) The Maoists even accuse some of the
country’s biggest business houses of actively eragpng and funding the Salwa Judum
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to further their interests in establishing captaees to feed their aluminium and steel
plants in Chhattisgarh. But there’s no proof. “AHH Kalahandi leans back in the deep
chair, fingering his moustache and flicking the tgton of his embroidered kurta. ‘So
my information isn’t wrong.’

‘In this war everything is right and wrong.’
Before | get morbid S smoothly intervenes with ‘Athés is HH Mayurbhanj.’

‘Just call me Praveen,” HH says genially.

‘He’s related to the king of Nepal.” S adds. ‘Gyads.’

‘Yeah, | heard. How's the king?’ | inquire of Prare ‘Low?’

‘Yes, of course, a bit low.’

Newspapers in Nepal had been splashing facts assipgabout the king: that he had
taken to late-night online gambling to beat depogssind insomnia. Wine and caviar
consignmentsalong with choice dog food for the galkennel-were stuck at customs
warehouses in Kathmandu as royals no longer enjoyedunity to import duties.
Princess Prerana, Gyanendra’s daughter, was géftngrong end of the stick-the fist-
from her commoner husband Raj Bahadur Singh. Hather, Crown Prince Paras, had
taken to lighting into his wife, Princess Himaniwho wouldn’t be low?’ Praveen
continues. ‘What he’s going through now the royaléndia went through more than 50
years ago.’

‘Prachanda is really flying now, isn’t he?’ | asialPeen.

‘Hmm.’” He’s non-committal.

‘The king won't give up, will he?’

‘Hmm.’

‘Well, Prachanda has good friends in India. He’sdnaround 268 in India long enough
during the revolution, in north Bengal, and arolrelhi. Malviya Nagar, Noida...” | start
to reel off some neighbourhoods in and near théalap

‘And Greater Kailash, where he...’ Praveen giggl&ome,’ says S, cutting into gossip.
‘Let’s get a drink.” The royals and we retire tetguest house, where a bunch of other
royals, greater and lesser, are gathered, drirttnegp whisky and trading loud jokes. .

Seeing my expression, S the diplomat drags me backroom along with Udit and
introduces me to HH Surguja, a peer of Udit’'s ara/Pen’s.

‘He’s an old Congressman,’” Udit allows. ‘Doesn’trd: A Gandhian.” The buzz is that
he’s close to Mahendra Karma, Salwa Judum’s visioaad hatchet man.

‘So you're in the middle of it?’ | ask the tall, wat, whitehaired man dressed in a khadi
kurta and pyjamas ‘Surguja is a hot zone, isn’tlit® just across the forested Daltonganj
area in Jharkhand.

‘Yes, says T.s. Singh Deo, also called ‘Baba Sahibhis ‘subjects’. He steeples his
long fingers and gazes at me through thick glas$ksre is trouble there.’

‘Have they ever directly threatened you?’

‘No.” He then launches into a long discourse onpbétics of feudalism-a point where
Udit gruffly excuses himself and leaves with a pimnto send in a supply of good
whisky. ‘There were so many states earlier. Now heae a democracy. | believe
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democracy is the best way ahead for India. Eayleer had a benevolent dictatorship or
paternalistic system, now you have democracy.’

‘So why is there Naxalism?’

‘Because there are gaps.’

The whisky arrives then. | take a glass still dédvayn a wash, and raise my eyebrows at
him.

He laughs. ‘My needs are simple.” He signs a paynoeder for fencing work at the
school and tells S the cheque will be ready thieiohg day. S looks pleased and leaves
with entreaties that | should talk to everybodynow on the Maoist trail about his
company.

Seeing my look, HH Surguja smiles and shrugs. Weesmto companionable silence.

The tiny guest room has peeling paint, a 269 naisyconditioner, a rickety table. A

small suitcase is placed in a corner, some artiofedothing and personal care neatly
placed on a chair. | politely sip whisky; he pditsips water. ‘The Naxals are very
systematic, you know,’ he resumes suddenly. ‘Thekenplans; they target. They will

first just arrive-no arms or anything. Some yeags & got reports from villagers that

some people were asking questions. Who does wihait, ave the best routes to go from
X to Y... They first do a reconnaissance. Then tmeye in deeper. Find out who owns
what. Who owns guns, who, according to them, idatpg people.’

The same everywhere. They quietly moved into Daadakya over 25 years ago, learnt
local dialects, began to bond with the tribals, a@halvly took over territory that the
government never bothered with in the first pladewch later, after the DK ‘liberated
zone’ was up and running, they moved into the tsre§ Surguja. ‘And then,’ | suggest,
‘boom!’

‘No, not boom,” HH Surguja corrects me, as | sehsewill, with a laugh. ‘After they
pinpoint the exploiter, they give a warning. Thémyt watch. Then they give another
warning. Then they watch.’

‘Then, boom,’ | try again, eager to contribute talogue, the whiskey emboldening my
casualness with this HH who is comfortable-as ttemotwo are-with unroyal folk like
me not bowing and scraping.

‘Yes,” he agrees. ‘Boom.’

We lapse again into companionable silence, noddirdheads in appreciation of Maoist
modus operandi.

S comes in then, along with Udit-who rustles us with a ‘Maharaj, Sudeep, are you
gentlemen going to talk all evening about thesed\Nakaps or are you planning to join
us for dinner too? The grub’s not bad. School ghui ,not bad.’

It isn’t.. A mish-mash of Anglo-Indian and Brownt8ia

tomato soup, bread, chicken in mayonnaise, boiledetables, and superb caramel
custard.

Kunwars, Maharajkumars, Yuvrajs and HHs float abeatiated. Taken with drink and
camaraderie, singing along with the school’'s musacher who's been appointed bard
for the evemng.
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S walks up, takes me aside. ‘Don'’t forget to tedbple about 270 this security fencing
stuff. You're travelling all over, aren’t you, alsneeting security chaps? Do you want a
brochure? Here, keep a brochure. You must putvwor@ with the DGP here. | should
have given you a brochure before your meeting.’

The brochure shows all kinds of surveillance eq@pinregular barbed wire and razor
wire.

I lose my temper. ‘I'm not bloody pimping for you,'snarl. ‘Go sell the damned stuff
yourself. Ask the Naxals if they want some. Theyeheamps, too. And the money.’

‘Take it easy, boss,” S knows he has crossed numédires.

‘You've just had a good dinner, no?’

‘It's a fucking war out there, damn you.’ | cantop myself curs mg.

‘Yeah,” he agrees, dismissing my na’ivete with augh ‘The more trouble there is, the
better it is for my business.’ ‘Good night,” he say farewell, as a former prince offers to
reach me to my hotel, but not before smartly remgrsto a car, calmly going forward
into a hedge and then reversing into another Gwod luck.’

30

| finally get through to M in September after salaveeks. We were initially to meet at
the Cricket Club of India at his suggestion, bugbébusy that day, 11 July 2006. Seven
bombs went off in commuter trains, Mumbai’s lifeirat various places during rush hour.
| had caught the mayhem on live television at thiekét Club’s first-floor bar-lounge, as
for over an hour, choked mobile phone networksseduto accept or deliver any more
calls or text messages. The explosions, apparehdywork of homegrown Islamic
militants supported by Pakistan’s Inter Servicetelligence, left 190 dead, and 700
wounded by blast force and shrapnel. Since 19%@&nwMuslim underworld kingpins
triggered serial blasts across Mumbai, in retaratior Hindu extremists tearing down
the Babri mosque in Ayodhya and the subsequentMumsiim riots in Mumbai, the city,
along with the rest of the country, had simply @ted violence as a way of life. Deny
something can explode till it does.
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This time | meet M in his second-floor office. Ilike a tomb, cut off from the romance

of granite walls, enchanting gargoyles, busy pigeand saplings sprouting from tiled

roofs: the Police Headquarter of Maharashtra issedun a glorious nineteenthcentury
structure that once housed sailors. It's a shotk iram the Gateway of India. To get

into the building takes surprisingly less rigour fo state besieged by all manner of
threats. The protocol is simple. At the ‘In’ ga#dl, you are required to do is scribble a
name, a vague address, the name-even initialsleAdf the person to be visited, the time
of visit and some sort of signature. No ID cheakchecking of bags. And I'm carrying a

tape recorder, spare batteries, a mobile phongeédintial explosive devices. A wave in

to the grand main reception area, where I'm tenaglyed to the desk to make way for a
police burra sahib making stately progress downadimate staircase. Six or so police
personnel stiffen in respect, and two in the parche to attention and work a parade
ground manoeuvre with their rifles. After a cursouery about the person | am to meet
and some more vague scribbling, I'm waved in.
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The room is sparsely decorated, like the lean M.ds if he wants to travel light; he
knows too much and doesn’t want additional baggétye.table is piled with files, on
either side of a tiny cleared workspace covereglass. A couple of telephones and
mobile phones on the desk, a shredder nearby.

‘You've been busy,’” | venture, trying to get baak the 45 minutes I'd had to wait as
M'’s boss called an unscheduled meeting. ‘Thanksalking the time.’

‘Yes, yes. Coffee? Okay, so tell me...Maoists.. &ides...” M leans back. “You know,
when | was in college, they had a saying:

If you're below 25 and not a leftist there must dmmething wrong with you. And if
you're above 25 and a leftist there must be somgtiirong with you.’

That's a good one, | tell him. | had heard it mamyes before from self-deprecatory
lapsed leftists from the 1960s and 1970s, and tkds® would shrug at their cug.’ent
careers as top executives, bureaucrats or editors.

‘Let me tell you, | was there, you know, in Changrar, more than ten years ago.
Between then and now they must have spent 100 orodevelopment in that small area.
And the problem is still there. It's even worse ndwhere has all the money gone?
What has the money done?’
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You tell me.

‘Yes, yes. Nothing. The bloody money has just diesped. What did you expect?’ We
sip unsweetened milky coffee. M then starts to médoist geography in the districts.
‘Chandrapur is partly with them. Gadhchiroli isalty with them, Bhandara, partly.
Gondiya.. .gone.’

M is describing the four districts of the extrensstern part of Maharashtra. The state’s
Human Development Report of 2002 describes the asehaving large forest cover,
tribal population and ‘high levels of landlessnes€ensus and other indicators
consistently score the four districts lowest inntgerof availability of pucca housing,
drinking water and toilets. llliteracy and schoobpout rates are among the highest in the
state.

Landlessness and low standards of living-the higpescentage of families living the
below the poverty line in the state-is true alsotted remaining part of the Vidarbha
regionthe districts of Wardha, Nagpur, Buldhana,olak Amravati, Washim and
Yavatmal-an area the size of some European coanffiee first four districts comprise
the state’s current Naxal belt. The second loth wie exception of Nagpur, is now better
known as the state’s suicide belt-and high on idteof potential Naxal threat, according
to security officials and analysts. | bring up teports of farmer suicides.

‘A CM of Maharashtra went to these areas for th& fime in 30 years,” M is livid-cold.
‘What the bloody hell do you expect? You expeatdh to change overnight?’ .

Do these guys get it, | a’Sk.Do they see what nevetbpment and knee-jerk policies are
doing? Do they see they are handing over Vidarbhthé¢ Naxals on a platter, and the
next to go will be Marathwada~the eight districts Aurangabad, Jalna, Parbhani,
Hingoli, Nanded, Osmanabad, Beed and Latur-as backwand dirt poor as the
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contiguous areas of Andhra Pradesh? In fact, iflgold at HDR parameters, next in line
will be everything north of Nashik, a short driverh Mumbai. Look at the forest cover
and concentration of tribals. That forms a linklwthe poor tribal areas of southern
Guijarat and...

‘Yes, yes, | know all that,” M sounds tired. ‘Butwis going to tell these politicians?’
‘Well, if guys like you can't bell the cat, who wat

‘Who gave you the idea politicians listen to ingght... 273 intelligence people unless it
has to do with their personal survival?” M carr@g without a trace of reaction to his
unintended doubleentendre. ‘The obvious answedp iplan medium- and long-term
development of these places. But they don’t caa®, These chaps are only interested in
power-have | saved my seat for another day, havade a kot; [crore] or not? These
chaps use a simple equation. Money is there foeldpment, but there can be no
development in Naxal areas because those chapg lgbgbu in, so why waste all that
money? Let’'s make some kotis. This is a rich sta@, Why to worry?’

‘Are you saying the CM of this state, who's int Isiecond stint at the job, who's seen a
spurt in Naxalite violence and the greatest bufsfaomer suicides in recent times,
doesn't care about how all this will provide fodderextremists of all kinds?’ ‘They
understand Mumbai and Pune and the sugarcane belt.

That's where the real money is. Finished!

M is as close to angry as | have seen him. ‘Nortderh give a damn about the Naxals or
anything. Arrey baba, they don’t even understardptioblem, how will they do anything
about it? You talk about Islamic terrorism, thetyug...’

‘Yeah,” | agree. ‘More sexy, immediate.’

‘... You talk about Naxalites and they go to sléep.

‘Even the state home minister?’

‘He understands. But he’s weak. No spine.’

‘You mean, he won'’t allow strong action.’

‘No. He has no idea of what policing means in thasmas. Our police fight with old
weapons, little training in terrorism or jungle iaae, and they have no ideological drive
like these chaps.’

In this, M is on the same line of agreement as Bja@kipta, a portly, no-nonsense senior
policeman heading anti-Naxal operations in MaharasiGupta ‘has no illusions about
what present-day Maoists are out to do. ‘They artet@grab power. People still believe
they are starry-eyed, out to correct social imba¢ansocio-economic imbalances. That's
one part. They have moved ahead. They have mehgedniderground movement with
public movement. They are out to seize power.\tat's the solution?

M recites the now increasingly articulated anti-Blaxantra.

‘In the medium- and long-term you have to develogst areas.

There is no option.’
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The army is training your boys in jungle warfarel alounterterrorism, right? The same
as in other Naxal-affected states?
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‘Yes, the first batches are now graduating and goeieployed.” Maharashtra’s director
general of police P.S. Pasricha had this past duneunced the setting up of anti-Naxal
forces on the lines of Andhra’s Greyhound, for vishibe police had received clearance.
The India Reserve police would also set up two $asethe state, in~Gondiya and
Aurangabad districts-the second location as cleaadmission as any that the myth of
Naxal threat being limited only to the state’s fmast, a thousand kilometres from
Mumbai, now lies shattered.

‘But these are small batches,” M adds. ‘It will ¢ald while to build up momentum, at
least a few years. The idea is to train forces gratlually build up momentum in
Maharashtra and all across the country. You wéhtiave the ability to eliminate them
totally. It's a bit long-term.’

‘What about short-term solutions?’

‘Kill them. Just finish them. Whatever you can.’

But the Naxals aren’t about to give up. And withnsach leakage, where’s the guarantee
medium- and long-term development solutions aren@ydb work-instead, would the
mishandling of development programmes breed ma@enteent against the state? And
if your boys are to be better trained and deplagdtie longterm, what'’s to guarantee the
Naxalites won’t increase their cadre or Gkills?

‘They already are,” M sighs. ‘When | was there, dadgams, their armed squads, had eight
people. These days they have twenty. And we’re csgb to be on top of the problem.
How will the problem go away if they don’t develtipe damn place? There are 300
armed cadre in those four districts. They are iigngs We're giving them all the excuses
to recruit. These chaps are going to spread, ydahw@hey will spread into other areas
of Vidarbha and areas of Marathwada. And | canitdegppening.’

M goes quiet; so | change tack, ask him if the &alwdum will work in Maharashtra and
if the state is at all thinking along those lines.

‘It's dangerous. It won't work,” he echoes Bengdilgjumder. ‘We want nothing to do
with it. We want to engage the Naxalites directiygt put people against their own kind.
It gets messy.
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We’'re fighting a war, and it's a dirty war, but theare limits. You can’t do something to
alienate people and create more problems.” M goeéxt @gain, and starts to fidget with
his mobile phone. A few minutes more, | requesn:hwe’ll carryon with the
conversation later. Can | meet some surrenderedlNasxin Maharashtra?

‘It's all bullshit,” M explodes, which for him islazing eyes and cold tone. *You think
you can buy all these chaps off? Why should thesesder and where will they live? In
the same place, where the government won't caref wih their former comrades let
them live?’

He sees my raised eyebrows. ‘There are a few hetelere, but the numbers are all
bullshit. The state gets and spends so much mankght Naxalites-some numbers need
to be shown, that's all.’

I would be reminded of M’s outburst in January 208Fen Chief Minister Raman Singh
would be accused of doing exactly this in Chhattibdoy an MiA of his own party. The
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MiA, Mahesh Baghel from Keshkal, would allege tlia¢ surrender by 79 Maoists in
early December 2006 was just show. He would cldiat thany were farmers, ‘most of
them are BJP cadres and | personally know themotider BJP politician, iok Sabha MP
from Kanker, Sohan Potai, would also speak outresgjdine surrender.

‘| keep saying this,” M continues, jabbing a forefer on the Formica-topped table. ‘All
you need is development.” ‘We’ll meet again.” M sand straightens up. ‘We’ll talk
more. Now, if you will excuse me.’

He presses the buzzer. | thank him for the coffekhas time, and get up to leave. M rubs
his forehead with forefinger and thumb.

‘You know, | haven't seen a single minister whanat corrupt, MiA who is not corrupt.
There is corruption everywhere...everywhere. Sameil wish | could take a gun and
just.. .’

He looks up. ‘These Naxal chaps, they break the famwhich | will fight them and kill
them. But they are fighting for the right thingsn't it?’
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K.P.S. Gill didn't have time for me in Raipur-or sdaimed a factotum with the
Chhattisgarh Police-but here in Delhi he can sgeeaza few minutes even though
‘sa’ab’ is very busy. There is a framed image ofaBwVivekanand in the tiny waiting
room of his residence in Talkatora Road. ‘Strengtiiife,” is the message from the
iconic swami. ‘Weakness is Death.” A gentler, morelusive explanation followed the
original, an elaboration that framed image | see h@s no need for: ‘Strength is felicity,
life eternal, immortal; weakness is constant stegid misery: weakness is death.’

I'll wait. Gill is a legend: self-created, resultiented, mediahyped-among the first of a
breed of policeman-celebrities. He took care-sliles, past 70-to show fearlessness. In
Punjab during the late 1980s, he took a simpletabtine against Khalistani separatists.

No territory can be ceded, physically and psychicklty; governance must be seen to

return to the state at any cost. So, among otheatines, he launched Operation Night

Domination, travelling in convoy to the heart ofrteist strongholds. Short of standing in

the blood-soaked fields of Punjab and daring tet®to shoot him, the display of state-

machismo mocked terrorists.

Few counted the bodies in kill-or-be-killed. Asuhte wound

down, courtesy of a combination of Gill's strategyyd terrorist .overkill that extended to
outright intimidation, thuggery and

arbitrariness, this man, with savage logic, offei@dorists a way out. Stay in, and your
life is forfeit. Or go back to your village, andyibu can survive the resurgent tradition of
vendetta of the Punjab village, your life is yotoskeep. The state will drop charges
against you. That was as far as rehabilitation weatmoney, just a chance to live and
rebuild lives.

‘Sa’ab will see you now,’ Gill's personal assistaals after a 45-minute wait. ‘Sorry, he
takes a little time to get ready in the morningdAre’s busy these days.’
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When | walk into the darkened drawing room, Gilkigher taking a call, or placing one.
The talk on the phone is about hockey, not temorid measured Hindi he explains how
the Indian Hockey Federation, of which he is prestdmust change 277 the approach of
play of India’s demoralized hockey team which hatrimg of poor performances behind
it. Over the past year, media sniping has escalatdugh pitch, calling for Gill's scalp
on a platter for contributing to the ruin.

‘Right now, the style of play is too defensive. West play a more attacking game,’ Gill
says. ‘If you keep shooting at the goal, the chaméescoring a goal are higher. If you are
defensive, how will you win?’ He switches to Englif®r emphasis. ‘More shots on goal
means more scoring opportunities.’

After a lengthy discussion on the need for fastearld-class AstroTurf pitches across
India, he puts down the mobile phone on a smalétibe more machines are stacked on
a wooden rack usually used to keep envelopes. dlelyslturns his head towards me,
fixes me with a stare, and grunts. It's a signal iee to begin. ‘How're things in
Chhattisgarh?’

‘I've been there just a few months,’ he tells nigs ‘too early to form an opinion.’

‘Surely you've been tracking the situation for ailhDo you have the time? How long
is your assignment for?’

He looks surprised but decides to answer. ‘My @artis for one year, with one month’s
notice from either side.” If not renewed, it wilhe@ in April 2007. | remind him of it;
there isn’t that much time. What is his sense wofg$?

‘Human beings are fighting human beings. In thigation, you can’t be too doctrinaire,
too dogmatic. You can’t move too quickly in humaunations. There are complex issues,
complex situations.’

| ask about the Punjab situation he dealt withiearand Assam before that-how does
that compare with what he faces in Chhattisgarhtiteesitatingly differentiates the past
from the present. ‘Terrorism and movements are ddfgrent. Terrorism has a single-
point agenda.’ But in both, people need to be waT,che stresses.

| voice concern about the way things are being @gugred in Chhattisgarh, with the
Salwa Judum. If indeed a person in his positiors $¢aoism as a movement and not as
terrorism, then why is the approach so drastic?

| don’t get a straight answer, or maybe it's asigtit a one as he can give. ‘Political
parties look at their self-interest first. It's @bout the political aspect. The election in
Andhra Pradesh is a good example of how much im@axalism has had on politics.’
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And Chhattisgarh?

‘After a while all movements become extortionistan say that in Chhattisgarh they are
committed to seriously dealing with the issue.’

Why did it take them so long to wake up to it? Widakes it take for a state, or
administration, to wake up to something? Body c8ukieries of big attacks? Egg in the
face? The momentum of Maoism has been buildinganpséveral years now. Gill's

answer is simple. ‘It's very difficult to estimatiee threshold in this. There is no method.’
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Pay in blood and learn from it. Only, the statesaas if it has nothing to lose. Maoists,
like they have everything to lose. ‘How will youirgy them around? Do you advocate a
surrender, compensation and rehabilitation poli€? do you still swear by your
approach in Punjab?’

‘Compensation is not a good policy. People wartato to you when they are weakened,
not when they are strong. | still don’t know whytyhare talking to ULFA.’

Gill's suggestion: ULFA is weak; bulldoze it.

I had heard a similar suggestion from an angry Berwl brought it up with him, only he
used the example of Bodo militants, a majority dfowm had formally given up on arms
and a movement to create an ethnic Bodoland otugé chunks of Assam and North
Bengal in 2005, and contested elections as alfigeeoruling Congress in Assam. ‘The
Bodos came home when they were beaten to shitUTR&A will come home because it
is now near about beaten to shit, okay? Everywhigrethe world terrorists,
revolutionaries, whatever, only talk to you whee\tthave been already beaten on the
ground.” Gill is talking the same talk.

My inference from all this: the Maoists are stillang. They don’t want to talk yet. They
don’t need to talk yet, despite being acutely awafr¢he gears of state grinding into
motion against them, and some pretty stunning toseey themselves freely
acknowledge in great detail-of course, they playeuery death as martyrdom, to do less
would be suicidal. So, 21 September 2006 wouldaiedh with much exclamation: ‘Halil
the third foundation day of CPI (Maoist)!

‘In less than two years, over 500 comrades of thyp(over 279 300 in the past ten
months) became martyrs,’ | read in a declarati®ulitburo member Comrade Shamsher
Singh Seri; Comrade Saketh Rajan, secretary oK#neataka state committee; Comrade
Naemuddin (Ravi), secretary of Uttar Bihar-Uttaadsh-Uttarakhand Special Area
Committee; Comrade Mohan, secretary of Andhra Rtadgate committee; Comrade
Ravi alias Sridhar, Andhra Pradesh state committember; Comrade Yodanna, member
of NTSZC [North Telengana Special Zonal Committee];

Comrade Mangthu, a member of DKSZC [Dandakaranyxi8pZonal Committee] and
(military commission) member; several members @fiaeal, zonal/divisional/district,
sub-zone and area party committees, brave commmaaer fighters of the companies
and platoons, LGS [local guerilla squads], LOS dloorganization squads], people’s
militia units of the PLGA, leaders and activistsrefolutionary mass organizations, and
members of the revolutionary masses had laid ddwir tives fighting heroically with
the state’s forces and the reactionary forces.’

The acceptance of state response was equally deaaose post-mortem of a situation
than breastbeating, an indication of a realistigaaization: ‘The Centre and.. .state
governments have established a joint task forceutind Joint Operation Command (JOe)
to suppress the people’s war and have fully engdgeid repressive machinery against
the Party... these forces are being equipped wotphisticated weapons, explosives,
launchers, mineproof vehicles, unmanned aerialclehi etc. The enemy intelligence
network is being expanded from the countryside th#ocities, from the state capitals to
Delhi...
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,... the informer network is being expanded in @anpked manner and covert assets are
being sent within the Party and the movement ireotd eliminate the leadership and
sabotage the movement. In the past two years tw@PBBtburo) members of the party,
comrades Barunda and Vijayda, were arrested, a C&ht{al Committee) member,
secretary of West Bengal state committee, comragead was arrested along with other
state committee members...’

The Maoists don't perceive themselves to be wedkan they clinically are. They are
learning all the time. And the angry have all tineetin the world.

| take away another inference from the interactioth Gill: he seems to be learning a
thing or two from the Maoists; as he says, 280 outha trace of irony, ‘Today’s Naxals
are much too violent for me.’

Some time later, I'll hear Gill again, at what aled the ‘Summit of the Powerless’. It's
theme: Two Indias, One Future. The statistics efrivation have been coming in at
such a trot, it's numbing. A thousand dead fronctiglai in Vidarbha this past year; 2000
dead in India’s grain depot of Punjab a year ear@ounting over a decade, 1,50,000
farmers dead by their own hand across India’s souést and north. Nearly two every
hour.

‘In 1969, 70 per cent of agricultural credit cammenfi private moneylenders,’ activist
Mihir Shah tells an auditorium full of students,tigists, researchers, lawyers and a
smattering of media and corporate elite at Delb@mia Millia University, the venue of
the summit. Then came the nationalization of baskys Shah, signed by a belligerent
Indira Gandhi eager to cut the feet from fat cdtsmdustry who presumed to bankroll her
political demise. A key effect, besides generalstermation and onset of decades of sloth
and institutional corruption endemic to this dayswhat private moneylending dropped
to 30 per cent of the total by 1990. So, some gmode of the bad, the trodden got some
breathing room through an aspect of enfofced ssoialNow, says Shah, who runs the
NGO Samaj Pragati Sahayog, private money-lendingask up, at 50 per cent, and
driving rampant usury. This is doom, as he see®\griculture is seen as a no-hope
sector.” Unless credit goes hand in hand with rafof rural governance, pushing better
seeds, reducing the practice of monoculture, afameng water policy-to alleviate the
lives of two-thirds of India’s people who live imydland areas-rural India could go kaput.

The audience applauds as the session ends ande Itledonext begins, an audio-visual
reminds us of the summit’s theme: two boys, one dad the other dark, the fair one
visiblystereotypically— comfortable and the othesimy-stereotypically’:-ragged, are
joined at the feet with rope. Together they wirhee¢legged race. India and Bharat go
into the shining future.

Over two days, the agenda will be on broad toghes are 281 finally forcing their way

into the nation’s urban, policy and media mind gsad-armer suicides, reservations,
equal opportunity in education, the state as ptoteor alienator, the Naxals, the
powerless in the city. It's a good thing the Presig Abdul Kalam, has been to

inaugurate this summit. At least it puts officiahscience on record.

This summit, the first of its kind, is organized bghelka, an alternative weekly paper-
now a magazine-that, in its launch incarnation frears back, was a website that ran a
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sting to expose corruption in defence deals. Thimmit, on 20 and 21 November of
2006, begins as another one, also in Delhi, algarozed by a media organization, closes:
The Hindustan Times Leadership Initiative. Theeatts a platform for the high and
mighty to discuss India’s place in the sun in aulyxhotel. This year, Prachanda visited
the Hindustan Times (HT) summit and was treatecbgalty. For all practical purposes,
he was the new power centre of Nepal, fresh froorm#&bzing a peace deal with the
government and negotiating for the (CPN) 83 seatthé interim legislature of 330
members. At the HT summit Prachanda also smoo#djaded that Nepal’'s Maoists had
no links with India’s Maoists. This would soon lgia cold rebuttal from the CPI (Maoist)
leadership, delivered by the ubiquitous Azad, hiptiat a Maoist sell-out to the
establishment in Nepal: ‘There can be no genuimsodeacy in any country without the
capture of state power by the proletariat.’

The joint declaration of August 2006 by Nepal's adndia’s Maoists-in November,

already a lifetime ago-would seem hollow. Anothemment in the Maoist Web-space
about Nepal's ‘new democracy’ would be far morestgu‘...And this is the model that
these people recommend to the Indian Maoist reiwlaties and all the Maoist
revolutionaries in the semifeudal and semi-colon@lntries in the twenty-first century.
This is the road to “paradise on earth”? The pathell is paved with good intentions!’

Nep:tl's Maoists would offer a face-saver, througgntral committee leader and CPN
(Maoist) Politburo member Chandra Prasad Gajuretemtly released from Indian

prisons after being arrested in 2003 from Chenimpog while trying to travel on a fake

passport to London-a major centre for overseas IN&pancial and PR support to the
rebels. Gajurel would say: ‘As far 282 as the grbsituation in Nepal is concerned, we
understand it better than they do.’

Gajurel, who goes by the nom de guerre of Comraaler&y, seemed to have forgotten
the time in 2001 when he was one of two ‘fratergaésts’-the other was from the
Communist Party of Turkey (Maoist)-at the Peopl#/sr Group-led Congress in the
wilds of central India, with the flag of the Pedpl&uerilla Army, a hammer and sickle
with the outline of a rifle running though it, fesihed everywhere. He had read out a
‘fraternal message’ then: ‘... The process of leayrfrom each other is an unfolding
process. We are very hopeful to gain more from edlolr's experiences which we have
learnt at the expense of the blood of our comrades.

Another time, another place. The business of rdiely as any other business, is
dynamic.

The Tehelka show is vastly more dressed down tharHindustan Times event, but it
too scores a coup of sorts, and not just for ita eeries of spats. It has on marquee VV
representing Other India, the urban guerilla Kaviaishnan’s boss Dipankar
Bhattacharya, and ‘super cop’ Gill. But that is floe next day. For now, | listen to more
of the agriculture horror show. So does VV. Hedmoas the aisle with his wife, watching
the reiteration of his faith: nearly everythingttigsaid and displayed shows up ‘Shining
India’ as shining half truth, or less.

VV and | greet each other warmly; | joke about Hieing still out of jail and about
Prachanda turning establishment. Behind me sitshl&tkar, discreet for now; she will
soon make her point, railing against Special Ecanofones, calling these ‘Special
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Exploitation Zones’ and declaring in a voice hoassth shouting, ‘If the government did

what it should be doing in the proper way peopke Ime would not need to shout so
much. You agree to address issues and | will shoiting. * To her right and front is a

strong Dalit-brigade.

‘Agriculture extension has collapsed. Why are mypostitton farmers committing suicide?
According to WTO the import duty on cotton can laésed to 90 per cent to protect
farmers but the duty is at only 10 per cent.” Tisimot Mihir Shah, but Digvijay Singh,
two-term Congress chief minister of Madhya Pradesked out after ten years, in 2003,
even after pushing for grassroots development.
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Digvijay is known, too, for commissioning the firdtNDPbacked Human Development

Report in India. He did it for Madhya Pradesh i®39A classmate of mine from college,

Suraj Kumar, and Delhi chief minister Sheila Dikshson Sandeep, now a member of
Parliament, helped put that report together. Ofreguthat and the subsequent reports
fashionably commissioned by Maharashtra, Karnat&ast Bengal, Andhra Pradesh

and Chhattisgarh made no mention of Naxal inropddhaps to better embalm truth in

fancy documentation. To be sure, Digvijay Singh l@agonscience insofar as any

politician has a conscience, but during his sewvesr-ytenure as head of undivided

Madhya Pradesh, the current territory of Chhattisgeaw steady Maoist build-up and

abdication by the state that the current admirtistiaof Chhattisgarh is grappling with.

‘Farmers pay a compound rate of interest...thenmassive depletion of groundwater,’
Singh says.

I think of B, who is away in Nepal on a soul-seangrtrip with Maoist cadre and several
leaders still shell-shocked with the onrush of ged&te would have loved this; the irony
of the former chief minister of Madhya Pradeshitajkas he is.

The panel that Digvijay is part of is an interegtimix. There’s Kishor Tiwari, the
chronicler of suicides in Vidarbha; D. Raja, seargtof the Communist Party of India;
PepsiCo India CEO Rajiv Bakshi; the strident prgamic warhorse Vandana Shiva;

Sukhbir Singh Badal, an influential politician frofunjab; and scientist-technocrat
Pushp Bhargav.

Kishor Tiwari, who runs the Vidarbha Janandolan Haspeaks in low-key. He doesn’t
need to raise his voice when his ammunition is sterg. ‘The government of
Maharashtra has withdrawn the advance bonus systetotton farmers,’ he says softly.
‘Support prices have been reduced by Rs 500 toaf@0time of crop failure and low
prices. There is distress sale of cotton.. .

‘There have been 1,280 suicides this year. A repgprthe government itself, dated 18
June 2006, says that out of 17 lakh families inavidha, 15 lakh are in deep distress-
potentially, five lakh people can commit suicideay time...

‘All the while, the government of Maharashtra wassiping Bt seeds through its venture
with Monsanto...’

There is hardly any applause when he finishegdirs right:
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How do you applaud the telling of death and thdrdeson of futures?

The Maoists, typically, don’'t mince any words ab@dcountability in Maharashtra,

especially when it is to do with Monsanto and thasseociated with it. CPl (Maoist)

propaganda is clinical: ‘In 2004, up to 80 per ceotton growers harvested Bt,

genetically modified seeds produced by MonsantoefVactor Nana Patekar, the brand
ambassador of Monsanto, toured this region last tgepromote Bt, his public meetings

had a huge impact. Farmers went for Bt in a big.wihe seeds, with prices ranging
above Rs 1,600 a packet (compared to the normaichyariety of Rs 450 a packet) have
demonstrated no sustainability in the parched enwient of Vidarbha. This year, the
fungal infection of Lal Rog struck the fields...Mganto’s claim that a test application
would involve minimum pesticides and maximum yiélas proved fatal.. .Meanwhile,

while the cotton farmers have been destroyed ewehdr, Monsanto and film actor Nana
Patekar have made a small fortune. Both shoulddaged as criminals and lynched by
the masses. It is they who should be forced tatipayarmers’ debts.’ .

The CPI's Raja is up next, qualifying his standisting that farmer suicides will form a
key point of discussion when the Left parties gafbetheir strategy meeting as a run-up
to the Parliament’s winter session in December.

‘Interest rates should be lowered to 4 per cendjaRsays. ‘But this has not been done.
Why is the government saying it wants FDI in bagkfor infusion of capital in small
private banks? Why not infuse funds in agriculturahks and public sector banks as
well?’ ‘Is the guy going to keep asking questiongsohe going to provide some answers
as well?” mutters a voice behind me. Our knot sfelners breaks into short, stifled
laughter.

Raja makes up for it then, sticking his neck oumike, though few will hold him to it.
‘We have been saying, “Don’t be afraid of isolatioobody can dare isolate India. India
will have to impose Quantitative Restrictions onpbrts. The European Community
gives $76 billion in subsidies to its farmers, th8 up to $72 billion, whereas India is
going on $9 billion.. ..Even UPA chairman Sonia @ginsaid at a Left-UPA meeting
[that] crops and credit 285 is there in the CMPrf@won Minimum Programme], but it
has not been implemented.’

‘Good morning India.” The same voice behind me doles. | turn around to look. It's a
wisp of a girl. Her look tells me to back off.

Raja looks at his watch; he is running behind saletbr the Left coordination meeting;
his party, the CPI (M), and others meet regulaolyarmulate stances to pass on to the
UPA. ‘Farmer suicides,’ he looks up. ‘I can calaihational shame.’” The hall breaks into
applause. And then the moment is gone. ‘Hope tlyergmembers to carry his angst into
the meeting,’ | tell myold friend Premila Nazareieated next to me. She works on
projects for the World Bank in Delhi.

‘Since when did you become a Naxal?’ she teases.

‘I'm not. This thing is going to explode, you watclOur sideshow is derailed by a
spectacular spat between Rajiv Bakshi of PepsiCotla@ high-pitched Vandana Shiva.
Bakshi, to his credit, has showed up-the only matisnal, or multinational, company
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represented on the panel in any session-and isngatikbout his company’s policy,
developed from the late 1980s, when in return fampssion to do business in India,
import capital goods and repatriate profit, it urndek to export foodstuff to make the
project ‘foreign exchange neutral’. Over time andhwrelaxation of restrictions, this
naturally grew to sourcing farm produce for its ofwod operations in India and
elsewhere-a corporate-farmer model that many inptivate sector and policy world
argue is an important way to guarantee livelihamdhiany of India’s farmers.

Bakshi talks of how .Pepsi is successfully partmgiontractfarming ventures for tomato,
potato, barley and chilli. ‘We’re contract farmifgy potatoes in Maharashtra,” he says,
ending his brief speech with a very corporate, Wémt to create islands of excellence.’

This Shiva greets with a snort of derision andightrattack, accusing Pepsi and similar
companies of pushing for high-cost imports for fawgninputs, holding farmers to
ransom, and mocks the ‘Pepsi for Peace’ campaidPumjab. Bakshi is red-faced, and
sits sullenly through the rest of the session that long litany of the imposition of Bt
crops and genetically modified seeds-forcing fasrershop for seeds from MNCs every
year instead of being 286 able to set aside seet®es could from non-GM stock. And
how high-cost fertilizer is being forced on them,tdriving them ever closer to the edge.

Pushp Bhargav, the molecular biologist, is scathig are very unfortunate to have a
nexus between MNCs, the government and the buraeythe says. ‘Thirty-five per
cent of the seeds and agrochemicals business ia isith the hands of MNCs. | was in
Bangalore to attend a seminar organized by thergowent. There, MNCs made a
statement that in 3 to 5 years, 100 per cent obtleness will be MNC. They had the
courage to make that statement in a governmentsspeth meeting...Ninety per cent of a
farmer’s input cost is debt, pesticide, seeds,eflie¢sactor...The MNCs are pushing next
generation terminator seeds-you can’t save seedstfiese crops, you have to buy each
time...” ‘These guys are scare mongering,’ Presalgs.

‘Because it's scary,’ | tell her. ‘Take Vandana \&hiShe’s very shrill, but she has a
point.” | tell her how even folks like wellknowndrde economist Jagdish Bhagwati,
university professor at New York’s Columbia Univgrsroot for her. ‘He -says people
like her give voice to the voiceless.’

‘Hmm.’

‘What connects urban India and rural India is thedf chain,” Shiva has calmed down a
bit in conclusion; Bakshi is still sullenly stariiag the speakers’ table, arms tightly folded.
But at least nobody has left.

Later in the day, at the session on continuingeremcreasingreservation for low-caste
students in educational institutions and officesffismative action, the high-casters and
low-casters nearly come to blows in the audiendelenDailt leaders on stage preach fire,
brimstone and violence if they are walked over lamger.

But nobody leaves the auditorium, even after a-beawl.

These are good signs, such as they are.

‘You know, a strange thing happened to me.’ | Mdindita Das over tea during a break
the next day.
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‘What? Don't tell me.” She looks a bit wary. We ddknow each other. She is a famous
art house film star. I'm just another guy who waligsto her to talk.

‘Saw one of your early movies.’
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‘Oh god! she quickly looks around. ‘Which one?’

‘Lal Salaam. Saw it in Chhattisgarh, in the forésetty apt.’

She looks embarrassed. ‘That was a long time dd¢r@h she moves away to sit at a table
and begins a long conversation on her mobile phone.

It has been a while since that 2002 movie withtdgine, ‘Revolution is always written
in blood’. And Nandita Das has moved on since ttelr#ty status, acclaimed for
passionate, offbeat roles in Indian and overseadugtions. Lal Salaam has moved on,
too. Without fuss, beyond headlines, it has grovggdr over the years. In some ways, it
has become a recruitment film for the masses.

Like Blazing Trail, made in the early 2000s. Usagrainy stock footage of the Vietnam
war to dramatic effect, Blazing Trail opens with @ncan B-52 bombers raining death
and destruction to the anthemic Bob Dylan trackviHmany roads must a man walk
down before you can call him a man?...” Later, ¢hare clips of a series of protests in
Andhra and West Bengal. The narrator in pronourBmgali accent tracks the evolution
of the movement with exclamatory flourish, as al@&beruda poem about the Spainish
civil war scrolls up:

...and from every dead child a rifle with eyes,

and. from every crime bullets are born

which will one day find

the bull's eye of your hearts...

...Come and see the blood in the streets...

Along with Blazing Trail, Lal Salaam is today stamnd indoctrination and propaganda
fare, living on in ‘burnt’ CDs and MPEG files longfter it disappeared, except as
filmography and in some alternative bookstores @tropolises.

As far as the movie goes, personally, | believe §ramild only be embarrassed about the
opening scene, which purports to be of a bunchilmdls spontaneously dancing around a
fire. It looks like a concoction of flashy, imprdila Bombay-style choreography. That,
and the fact that every now and then, Naxals meafjreen and fierce moustaches break
into rousing song about how they whack oppressaice submission and liberate the
world. Their leader, the Das-character Rupi’'s ewahguru-at-arms Rajayya, is played
by one of Mumbai’s best known theatre actor-dires;tMakrand Deshpaande.
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The rest of the movie is true-to-life. Corrupt ferefficials who intimidate and rape-
twice over, in case of the character Das playsvemal, in collusion with the local police,
beats up the brother-of-Nandita character so s&w&geasking for wages after a day’s
hard labour, that he goes off to become a Naxat! Blzaracter does too. In the end, she
takes revenge by shooting her rapist, and thensgsothe life of an itinerant Naxal in the
jungle over a secure life with her childhood sweath now a doctor who returns to his
home village in search of his love, and a causeate for his people.
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I can understand why police officials in Orissa emacerned about finding copies of Lal
Salaam among Maoist propaganda in the state. CBepB8mber 2006 they arrested six
Kui tribals from Gajapati district, charging themthvsedition. The tribals, part of a

Maoist cultural troupe, had with them copies of I1Sdlaam, along with propaganda
booklets, tributes to Charu Mazumdar, and exhantatiagainst corporate ingress into
Kalinganagar. Feelings run deep in these partsa3irecently as 2004, when it struck
the state government to act and withdraw seveidl sases, by its own admission there
were nearly 11,500 cases registered against tribaleffences with regard to taking

produce from the forest-their home-worth not mdrant a hundred rupees. In several
cases, the ‘stolen’ produce amounted to less tharrupees’ value. Ready leads for
forest officials, police and local government todss tribals. And make them angry. It's
like revisiting the plot of Lal Salaam. The film shéhe power to ignite feelings as it
records a time and space that, unfortunately fdialrmremains deeply relevant.

It's what Sumanto Banerjee, chronicler of early &lesm, reminds the audience as the
session on NaxalismIMaoism begins. ‘Let me derfiystifor'those who don’t know
Naxalism, or Maoism as it has also come to be dallés not an ethnolinguistic
movement. It's different from any other movementimdia,” Banerjee explains in his
clipped manner, and then takes a dig at the st&fteen one is deaf the other person has
to shout. When the state is suffering from atrophthe senses, one has to shout. And in
extreme cases, take up arms.’

This is |;>roaddaylight in Delhi. All is well. In y#lerabad or Raipur, he would likely be
marked or in jail for uttering this. Delhi, thuarf is more softly-softly. Less than two
weeks earlier, 289 at the India Social Forum inhDdlttle-known, seemingly radical-
Left organizations had rubbished the ‘jholawalagt@me derisively given by right-
wingers to socialists fond of carrying ethnic bagb& Forum, a localized clone of the
World Social Forum. Calling it a ‘farce’ containingpthing but ‘idle discourses and
movements’, the Disha Students Organization, NaajaBharat Sabha and the Hundred
Flower Marxist Study Circle argued that the Foruand similar gatherings, ‘do not
integrate various mass struggles’. In HyderabadRaipur, they too would have been
marked or jailed. The dais is diverse, as withsalisions-the true joy of this ‘summit’.
There is Naveen Jindal, young billionaire businessnfiercely patriotic, a member of
the Standing Committee of Home Affairs-and heathefsteel and metals conglomerate
that has bid for huge projects in Chhattisgarh @nidsa, both of which are held up on
account of the Maoists’ and people’s protests. Wyidiim. Then Dilip Simeon, former
Naxal, and historian. And finally, at the end otthre, K.P.S. Gill. All others are
watchful as Sumanto outlines the session. Gill tiashead lowered; it looks like he’s
taking a nap.

Jindal, for all his savoir-faire, sounds sanctinowsi.

‘Government responses are lacking, missing,” heisdm‘Government doesn't trust
citizens and citizens don’t trust government. Bsitthis the right way? That's why
cowards commit suicide. Right living is more diffit than ending a life.” He finally
finds his groove. ‘Can it always be “if you dongrae with me I’'m going to shoot you™?’

W fixes him with a beady stare. Gill, unmovingllstas his eyes shut.
‘Misguided youth,” Jindal offers. ‘We have to tdtkthem.
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Start a dialogue.’

Jindal finishes. Next up is W, looking even smalltean when I'd met him in Hyderabad.
He’s in a crumpled blue shirt worn over gray trassand a pair of simple black shoes. |
hear an echo of our conversation in Hyderabad seweral months earlier. His speech is
passionate, as always. It's deeply romantic. Itlsoadeeply doctrinaire-but that
realization is the next stage. For the momentptiet has the audience rapt. Gill twitches
about.

‘What the state does is violence. What we are d@rgpunter-violence,” W thunders in
radical justification. ‘Where do you get food? Frahe people. Where do you get 290
weapons? From the very hands of the ruling classhsere is a smattering of applause. A
female voice shouts, ‘Yes!” He talks about roclairichers made on the ‘footpaths of
Vijaywada and Chennai’. Made with basic materiAlsd for the physics of it, VV says,
Tech Madhu and others took recourse to the lessbggace-scientist and nuclear-arms-
loving President Kalam; ‘a text by him’, says V¥dlthem down the last mile through a
suggestion: “For more details, see the websiteFlie auditorium dissolves in laughter
and applause. ‘Violence is a non-issue,” VV thaysstoo smoothly for me.

‘Inequality is violence. This society itself is \emce.” ‘We represent the aspirations of
the people of India,” he wraps up. ‘In today’s @xitl think the revolutionaries are
playing a patriotic role.’

Gill, of course, will have none of it. He startd bfy eloquently rubbishing politicians,
deriding them for having ‘no time and understandmgthe grassroots’ and for living ‘in
their own selfconstructs of India’.

That out of the way, he rubbishes Naxalism. ‘Whyg hacollapsed again and again?’ he
asks conversationally, pointing to weaknesses wittaxalism. This, of course, is the
exact opposite of what the Naxals-and numerousriggafficials and analystssay: that
Naxalism in one form or another keeps resurfadiegause of bad governance.

‘Never since ‘71 there has been a threat to theaMaas the Salwa Judum,” Gill
pronounces. This is astonishing, as the think @nWhich he is president is on record
saying how dangerous a move like the Salwa Judumbea how dangerous forced
relocation can be.

By the time he comes around to ‘India needs a ctieadis for India,” Gill has lost the
audience.

Dilip Simeon, the peacemaker, speaks next, of plétics of virtuous murder, whether
by the Government of India or others.” He too hest the audience, though what he says
makes supreme sense. ‘Policies are based on tiom mbtsuperior knowledge,” he aims
this at the panel at large and at VV in particaathe self-righteousness that decides for
angry Maoists that there is no alternative, chodsethe dogmatic which class enemy to
kill and whom to let live. ‘You need minimum demandnd maximum unity,” Simeon
pleads. ‘You have to make it easier for peoplecime with you.’

291

He turns to VV. ‘Glorification of violence is not socialist ethic.” VV looks straight
ahead at a point above the audience. Sumantountescthe session with a pointer to
developments in Nepal, official rapprochement betwthe government and the Maoists,
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from just two days earlier. ‘We need to create acspfor dialogue of the powerful and
the powerless.” No contest: moderates, as alwajlsneed to suggest the bridge, walk it
with the interchangeably angry and passionateywttekened and the dominant.

The session breaks up and everyone leaves the stagee at Gill, who doesn’'t wave
back. | walk up to VV, who smilingly asks me, ‘Hawvas it?’

‘Not bad,’ | say neutrally.

Then a crowd of loud students mobs him. Many readhand shake his hand. He wanted
an audience. He has it. Democracy, with all its, illllows him this public space. | hope
he realizes the irony that dogma and undemocnasigtutions have no space for others,
tolerate no dissent. Mao didn’t. The bloom of a Hiead Flowers turned into deepest
tragedy. Maybe when the Maoists talk about Newdnthey really need to talk about
gentler Maoismpossibly an oxymoron-as their compitthave done for Nepal's fragile

peace.

Two Indias. One future. The future of one is bemwriten by aspiration. The future of

another in blood-suspended aspiration. The stateall the power at its disposal. The
Maoists, all the anger. Both won't hesitate to,lals they haven't in the past. 1 think of
the long-ago poem by VV in Telugu that Sumanto eadier compiled-the context and
the movement has moved so quickly, so urgentlynfithen; the context will have

evolved into something unrecognizable now as @naits to travel from the jungle to the
farm to the city; as the species of empty prospenid the species of overblown rage
scrabble for their piece of bleeding, festeringctaary:

The truth that the worker’s sweat will never utter,
The truth that his empty stomach will never utter,
The truth that his tears will never utter,

The truth that his toiling fists will never utter-
Can a drop of ink from a poet’s pen

Ever express it?

The future is a very disturbing place.

BOOK V

..The 9" Unity Congress {of CPI (Maoist)} affirmed the gemieline of the new
democratic revolution with agrarian revolution ds axis and protracted people’s war as
the path of the Indian revolution that had firsho® into the agenda with the Naxalbari
upsurge.. ;It set several new tasks for the paiti ¥he main focus on establishment of
base areas as the immediate, basic and central tedlre the entire party. It also
resolved to advance the people’s war throughoutdhentry...and wage a broadbased
militant mass movement against the neo-liberalgxedi of globalization, liberalization,
privatization pursued by the reactionary ruling st@s under the dictates of imperialism...

The Congress also passed a number of politicalluésas on numerous current events
like the world people’s struggles to support na#ilily struggles; against Indian
expansionism, on {the} post-Khairlanji Dalit upsergand against caste oppression,
against Hindu fascism, against SEZs and displacgreén..
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...Rise up as a tide to smash Imperialism and &l running dogs! Advance the
revolutionary war throughout the world!! The Uni§ongress-8 of the CPI (Maoist)
finally called on the people of India to come ford/an large numbers to support the
ongoing people’s war in the country and the embiy@ower emerging, to build a truly
democratic society built on justice, equality, frieem the chains of imperialism and
semi-feudal bondage.

* Ganapathy, General Secretary, CPI (Maoist),
19 February 2007

32
Sometimes, the future can be lunatic.
Things have been taking a bizarre turn in Jharkhbamthe third week of February 2007,
the state’s health minister, Bhanu . Pratap Shihi the Ranchi correspondent of
Hindustan Times of a novel method of combating Mani beginning with Palamau
district, a Red zone in the northwest of the state.

‘I have already instructed doctors in Palamau tn¢d a vasectomy campaign...The
Health Department will solve at least half of théremist problem... other government
agencies can take care of the rest.” To put it bdymeasonable doubt, the minister
clarified, ‘One vasectomy in a Naxalite dominatallage means that many potential
comrades less...when you have too many mouthsetb dad too little food to eat, you
may turn into a Naxalite. All | want is to minimizee number of mouths.” Shahi’s chief
minister, Madhu Koda, at the head of a UPAsuppogedernment in the state, just
months into toppling a BJP-led government the mnevi September, added to the
surrealism. On 24 February, he received an offusatificate from the Limca Book of
Records, India’s version of the Guinness, for baognthe first independent legislator to
become a chief minister; he formed a governmenh st four other MLAs. At a
function in the capital, Ranchi, he beamed, bed®akegarlands of marigold. Through
the unintended hilarity of these moments, | waacétby another bizarre twist, from a
month earlier. It was yet another example of divis and in-fighting, this time among
the Maoists, though the ‘comrades’ have long deitiediwenty-sixth January, India’s
Republic Day, is traditionally celebrated with tfasing of both red and black flags in
Maoistdominated areas, along with assorted rewaiaty symbolism. On Republic Day,
2007, in West Bengal’'s Belpahari and Charakpah@&as the Maoists constructed two
new martyr's columns covered in bright red paind &oisted party flags, right under the
nose of the CRPF. But to the west, in Jharkhaneretiwas the sight of a band of
camouflage-uniform-clad masked men standing intfadrthe Indian flag in the jungles
of Kuba. They fired four shots into the air to hanthe flag. Then, along with a bunch of
curious children, they shouted ‘Bharat Mata ki Jadng Live Mother India. Then, they
sang the national anthem. They were of a group ¢hbs itself Jharkhand Prastuti
Committee (JPC), yet another breakaway, a brand omsy from CPI (Maoist). The
‘zonal commander’, Rampati, there with a group 0frébels, announced to assembled
villagers that CPI (Maoist) were traitors, thatytHeelieved the Indian tricolour was a
symbol of false independence from British rule. BBC believed it to be the true symbol.
‘You don’t any longer have to fear videshi extretsiisRampati announced. ‘We will get
rid of them in Jharkhand.” .
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Videshi. Foreign. A reference to Maoists from Aralifradesh and Bihar. Evidently,
Jharkhand would now have its own brand of Maoibel® patriotic to the core, looking
after the needs of the people of Jharkhand.

For good measure, Rampati also rubbished TritiyestRti Committee (TPC), the other
breakaway that had been under sustained CPI (Maiatks since the summer of 2006,
by saying that TPC too was unpatriotic. In Dadigiragillage, Rampati's colleague,

‘sub-zonal commander’ Shravan, also known as Vikas preaching similar sentiments
to a gathering at the local school.

If this is not later proved to be an elaborate ablarconcocted by suddenly awakened
anti-Naxal operatives in the state intelligenceebur this twisted tale of ‘patriotic’
Maoists and ‘unpatriotic’ Maoists could spell tréeidor revolutionaries in north and
central Jharkhand. Meanwhile, the state could tlverpressure on with strikes every now
and then, play sides, and watch revolution fallfaphthis ever came to pass, and even if
it didn’'t, for people caught in the middle, the Imignare of bloody turf war would
continue for a long time.

‘You see,’ T tells me, wiping his face with a dirtyulticoloured towel, standing in
pyjamas, track-suit top and woollen cap, 296 cleguone ear with a forefinger laden
with a heavy gold ring, ‘the problem is all theseoples have come from outside.’
‘Outside?’ I'm at an audience at the financier'sib® in Hazaribagh district. He has just
seen off two men keen on buying a second-hand watier, saying the price they quote,
Rs 25,000, is too low. Not a rupee under 30,008y Hre told. They leave, dejected. T is
furious. ‘Koi bhi madarchod aa jata hai apney aapdfa samajhkay.” Any motherfucker
just shows up thinking he’s a king.

‘Outside, you know. Andhra, here and there,” haimgss our conversation in a mix of
Hindi and English, settling into a plastic chairtive vehicle-strewn driveway. The sun is
gentle. Hazaribagh too was gentle once, a smalh toythe forest. Today’s madness of
choked traffic, open sewers and nuked roads, prednoy helter-skelter growth-despite a
couple of recent terms as the constituency of méorfinance minister of India-is away
from the relative quiet of this gated compound.

‘In the old days it was clear: People’s War and ME@st they fight. Then they unite.
But the territories are same, na? All these yeats manage things your way, suddenly
your business partner comes and says, “Arrey habare one party only. Let us share.”
But how you can share? The business is same, satige, money is same, na? You have
contacts and networks over so many years. How yihdesl,” he jabs a finger at me, ‘if
someone asks for your share?’

‘Not nice,’ | say weakly.

‘Ek-jack-lee! Naturally-na?’

T isn’t the only one to talk about this. I've hedtdn Patna, Ranchi and Jamshedpur.
Some rumbling in the ranks, cracks in the Maoistgbomerate. Resentment from being
dictated to; demands for a share in the Maoistligheconomy, parallel to India’s other
subterranean economy-the ‘black’ economy-that #srikeyond the eyes of the taxman.
All this, in addition to coping with greater staigsponse against rebels.

Any which way, enough reason for CPI (Maoist) tddhe ‘Unity Congress’, billed as the
‘9™ Unity Congress’, in the jungles of Jharkhand aténd of January, a meet designed
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to dispel notions of cracks, and throw the gaurttetn yet again to the central and state
governments. For greater dissemination, neatlytguirpress releases in English and
Hindi were hand delivered 297 and faxed to the mexiross India on 19 February,
signed by the Maoist supremo, Ganapathy.

‘How do you know so much?’ | ask T, totally takenwith this larger than life person.
‘What is Hazaribagh? It's a Naxal district or na®ésts all around or no?’

‘Yes.’

‘How can financier survive here without knowing sothings?’

‘Okay.’

‘Ek-jack-leel

‘So they are fighting...’

‘Naturally. It's natural.” T strokes his huge belly

‘But how do you survive?’

‘I have to survive with everyone,” T switches coetply to Hindi, explaining the other
side of his business: he is also the area’s precodector. If someone defaults on
payments for a vehicle-motorcycle, car, van, jeep,tractor-his toughs go out and
‘collect’ the goods from all across Hazaribagh ritist from town to jungle, and the
adjacent Maoist-infested districts of Chatra andehar. It's impossible without a
compact with the Maoists, the same as any busipes®n who needs to work in such
areas. ‘| had to survive with one. Now | have tovsre with two, three, as many as there
are. It's a headache. But the mamas are still nuiohe’

‘Mama? | thought they are called dada [elder bmjthé&Here, we call them mama
[maternal uncle].’” Ironically, in many parts of teeuntry a policeman is called a mama.
T’s path was made clearer a year ago. Demandssatiinte and money from the Maoists
lessened after the night a man showed up at hisheaying he needed to ‘borrow’ a
vehicle, as his young son was unwell and had taken to hospital. On urging from his
staff, T gave him a van.

‘He turned out to be R-, a big leader of the Maolstre.’

T hasn’t had any trouble since.

‘There,” he says, ‘the brother has come. He wodtsnie sometimes. Lives in Chatra.
Goes for party meeting-weeting. Another brothethis security guard of a judge. Like
this only, bas.’

He turns to the newly arrived man. ‘Kya yeh tumk® @agta hai? Nahin na?’ He points
at my frayed jeans, backpack and 298 eagerly addtciotebook and pen as evidence that
I’'m not from Jharkhand’s Crime Investigation Depaent (CID is often colloquialized to
include a state’s Intelligence Bureau, even Indlia’'3he brother talks of yet another
faction, not directly of the Maoists but supportag them, an amorphous organization
called Jharkhand Tiger Liberation Force. He sagseths some ‘taa/-met’ between the
two, some understanding.

‘How do you get by?’ | ask him.

‘I'm for everybody. They are all the same to met Bune has to be careful these days.
Police is active. Murder-oorder. Arrestwarreststldays ago a sub-zonal commander of
CPI (Maoist), Bhagirath Mahato, was arrested, aleitg Meena Devi, a key member of
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Nari Mukti Sangh, a women'’s front organization,tire Hazaribagh area. The capture
was helped by governmentsponsored village defemrenittees.

‘Sabkey liye danger.’ T says.

| tell T what | heard in Patna from a Maoist conidthat the Maoists in Bihar are trying
to change and stem any public resentment agaiest.thd been told that jan adalats or
people’s courts-the notorious Maoist system ofigasin the villages-are not any more
handing out sentences for amputating limbs. Thaty tmow pronounce capital
punishment only in extreme cases of perceived wadomgy. That landlords-even those
known to be sympathizers of the once rabid, nowrsxemt Ranvir Sena, the upper-caste
‘army’-are being allowed to return to their hom#ages. If they petition the local Maoist
leadership, they are sometimes given an acre ordiviand to sell off for family
exigencies like a marriage or raising dowry for aughter. ‘Is anything like that
happening here?’ | ask.

‘It's all about adjusting,” T says vaguely. ‘We &kve to adjust in this duniya.’

‘Take him,” T regally orders his multiple-Maoist-mon, flashing gold rings to wave me
away. ‘And tell him what he wants to know. Sabsédert karao.” Present him to
everyone. There’s a last bit of advice for me.t@Bahold of a root and it will take you
where you want to go, make you meet who you wantéet.’

‘That's what I've been trying to do,’ | reply. ‘Butcan’t 299 always talk and write about
who | have met, or where | met them, how | gotéhend what they told me.’

‘How you can?’ T agrees with a grin, his belly simakwith silent laughter. “They could
die also, na? And you. Maybe, na?’ Death comes$ramge ways in these parts. It could
come as it did in the third week of June 2006 e fLPI (Maoist) ‘deserters’. On 20 June,
Ritesh, a zonal commander, Jitendra Das or Prdb&vati-an area commander, sub-
zonal commanders Kalu Turi and Kishori Ghanju, wdlso went by the names of
Birodhi-Rebel-and Nandkishore Sahu all walked oithv80 other comrades and joined
the breakaway Tritiya Prastuti Committee. Literallhird Preparation Committee, but
more Third Way. Among other things, they compldirebout CPI (Maoist) leaders
being caste-led by the dominant Yadav community, lamw lower castes- Turi, Ghanju,
Oraon, Badai, Bhokta and several other backwartsase given the go by.

The word went out from CPI (Maoist) bosses almosnediately: finish the upstarts. If
need be, move a few mobile units from the Sarandssfts in the state’s deep south, near
the border with Orissa, 200 or so, and base theifritiya Prastuti strongholds till the
situation can be brought under control. Just weks a TPC sympathizer's house had
been dynamited in Leslieganj. On 9 February, jastsdback, two TPC members were
shot dead.

CPI (Maoist)-former MCC cadre-protecting their reaton is a key reason, of course.
But there’s also the other: both groups, CPI (Mdasd Tritiya Prastuti, would now
compete to squeeze transporters and contractotzrdad, butter and sometimes-for the
crooked ones-jam.

There is a story told in local police and mediecles about a former senior cop in
Hazaribagh, V, now posted elsewhere in Jharkhanturded’ a CPI (Maoist) fellow in
the know of things, Umesh Ojha, and the two enténéal a compact. Umesh knew a
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cache of Maoist money secreted in the region’sstsreestimated at up to eight crores, Rs
80 million. An operation was duly launched and h@ney recovered.

Ojha had one condition, though. Could he please ladittle 300 of it-say, half a million
rupees, as a gesture of goodwill? Nobody need kit®mvould still continue to be with
the Maoists, and also act as informant for thecgoli

V, says nearly everyone | asked about the incidead, other ideas. He wanted the loot
for himself. So he ‘encountered’ Ojha and keptri@ney for himself, but for the little
that he had to give some others in the know whotbdoke kept quiet. The grapevine
post-mortem of the incident reeks of missed oppuatgu Locally, it is felt that V could
have kept a little for himself-people, especiaflycrunch postings, need to feather nests
every now and then-but should on no account haveped off Ojha. Because then it
would have been win-win for police, state and trdilor. And the Maoists would have
continued to receive jolts, at least until theyevied up to Ojha, to his parallel game and
his dipping into the till of parallel economy. Butthe police officer went overboard.
This much greed isn’t good, people would gravelyne.

33

Kiriburu could be on another planet, if it were riot what comes out of the land that
binds it to the country: iron ore. Steel Authoritf India Limited (SAIL), the
government-run steel corporation, has its captiremspread over a massive hill:

Kiriburu Iron Ore Mines, and,its cousin, up thel,hMeghahatuburu Iron Ore Mines.
They are smack in the middle of some of the denkmssts in India, the Saranda,
straddling southwestern Jharkhand and northerrs@ris

A large part of India’s steel backbone was builtdrg from these mines. Twenty-odd
kilometres away, in Noamundi, near the edge of iBlaTata Steel, in the headlines
after its takeover of European steel giant Coruss hs mines. These supply the
company'’s steel mills in Jamshedpur. The roads fikanburu to Jamshedpur past Bara
Jamda, Noamundi and Chaibasa are churned up vatisaimds of ore-trucks a day. In
reality, there are no roads any more except asisung bits of tar: it's a wave of muddy,
dirty tracks rutted so deep that a journey of 1onketres 301 takes between seven and
eight tortuous hours. The landscape is awash ity thashed earth and ore, turning green
to red. Iron ore is only one of the riches heray Adre and mineral map of Jharkhand
shows in these parts, and in West Singhbhum, Sdsalkharsawan and East Singhbhum
districts-the last two directly across West BergaMaoist zones-a profusion of
manganese, limestone, graphite, steatite, apatii@tzite, asbestos, lead, zinc, copper,
some gold.

To the northwest of Kiriburu, also in the Saranadigests, also known for its mines, is Gua.
Something happened here in 1980. This was at@awhen Jharkhand was still part of
Bihar, and supplied the state-indeed, much of thenty’s eastern regionwith iron ore,
manganese and coal, and electricity through theamélhydroelectric projects. In turn, it
got minimal development funds based on a time-hmtbassumption: tribals lived there,
and tribals, after all, live simply, they needlétt

Driven to desperation, the area’s displaced tribaiganized by a tribal rights and right-
to-statehood organization called Jharkhand Muktrd¥la, started a campaign of going
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back to the forests to claim what had been theirsi$ long as anyone cared to remember.
They had also had enough of exploitation by thel-esthblished threesome of
contractors, officials and moneylenders. The stateSponse was to send a large team of
Bihar Military Police, which did what security fas often do:

intimidate, arrest, take food at will. To protdsist an estimated 3,000 tribals gathered in
Gua town for a march. Local authorities interveraa convinced the tribals to call off
the march; the compromise was that they would addaemeeting at the market square
and disperse.

As that happened, on 8 September 1980, the pdimeed up and dragged the speakers
away. There was an altercation, and the policel fifdne tribals fought back with bows
and arrows. Three tribals and four policemen dienhdin rights activists put the figure of
tribal dead at 100, the discrepancy on accounthef duthorities playing down the
incident. Both lots took their wounded to the Guimd4 Hospital, where the tribals were
all made to deposit their bows and arrows befoeehitspital took their injured comrades
in. All of a sudden, Bihar Military Police persomr@pened fire on the now unarmed
tribals. Eight died. The police then went on apage in the villages, in much the 302
same way that they are today accused of doing ihaffiegarh: threats, looting,
destruction, molestation, rape, occasional murdére tribals escaped to take shelter in
the Saranda forests, in places too thick and deep fr forest officials.

Saranda is one of the biggest forest zones of tla®idtt outside Oandakaranya.
Jharkhand offers several such zones, pocketsdtatrtearly 24,000 square kilometres-in
the northwest and north, along the borders withaftiggarh, Uttar Pradesh and Bihar;
and in the east, along the border with West Beri§jatl.Saranda is special; it is arguably
the least penetrated by security forces. It's @elfor the Maoists to gather, lick their
wounds, regroup and launch attacks from.

I reach Kiriburu on 25 February 2007, and realizis & big day here. The Thirty-fourth
Inter-Mines Games are on at Kiriburu Stadium. Téwxel of excitement about such an
event is understandable in this little town far \abdhe plains of Jharkhand, with
surprising patches of pine in the middle of lustergveen. It has the feel of a small
cantonment town in the hills of Himachal PradesHJtiarakhand: ambushing clouds,
snaking roads, a row of tiny, soot-blackened tedsaracks and grocery stores, a single
branch of a state-run bank. Here, but for cablevision there’s little by way of twenty-
first century entertainment or even connection witle bigger, ‘happening’ world.
Newspapers arrive late, and the communications orktwften goes on the blink, as it
has today-only local calls work, routed through ¢éixehange. Worker-teams have come
from several mines in the area, including from Gma Chiria, and the Tata mines at
Noamundi. It's barely lunch, and KIOL-Kiriburu moOre Mines Ltd-is at first place,
with sister-mine Meghahatuburu’s MIOL team in thirdhe Tata team too has saved
pride: they are running second. Jharkhand’'s nani&ir welfare, Joba Majhi, a tribal
politician, like the chief minister himself-indeelike all chief ministers in Jharkhand’s
short and chequered history as a state-has justdye to inaugurate the games.

Unlike most ministers in Jharkhand’s new cabingbpba Madam’, as she is respectfully
called, is not known to make statements againsMaeists. In the 1980s, her husband,
tribal 303 leader Devendra Majhi, along with anotle@ader, Mora Munda, led a series of
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major movements in Saranda to prevent the illeghing of trees-the hardy sal and
prized teak, among others. Those were militanes$inThe fire from Gua had spread.
Tribal people wanted their land back. The Gua iectdvas only one of many skirmishes
between tribal protestors and police. Those déwgsmovement received the full backing
of the Jharkhand Mukti Morcha-literally, JharkhaRceedom Movement-and its leader,
‘Guruji’-Shibu Soren. (As | visit, Soren is in jadlisgraced, forced to resign from his post
as Union cabinet minister in the UPA governmentocount of his conviction by a trial
court in Jharkhand for the murder of his persomsaistant 13 years earlier.) Some who
participated in the early movement say it was atmural, as resentment peaked
through the 1980s and 1990s, for its leaders tocheaut other bands of disaffected, but
those who had the firepower that the tribals amdr #eaders lacked. Enter, the Maoists-
the Maoist Communist Centre.

So many things have changed. MCC is merged into(RRbist). Both Majhi and Munda

have passed on. And Majhi’'s widow Joba is todayvim in a bizarre manner: she is

formally allied to the United Goans Democratic Rags she used the party’s two-leaf
symbol to contest and win the last elections inrkiend. The link with Goa, though,

may not be quite as tenuous. Already, there haea laati-eviction protests by several
thousand tribals in the Manoharpur Block of Gumikdrett against a major Goan iron ore
mining and exporting company seeking to prospegobe its tiny home state.

There is also another, perhaps more equivocal ehaie the early days of tribal
protest. Tribal right over forest land, for which many across India have fought for
decades and lost their livelihoods and lives, sselto being enacted into law: The
Scheduled Tribes and other Traditional Forest Devgl(Recognition of Forest Rights)
Bill2006. Accordingto Bharat Jan Andolan, an NGke bill has the potential to ensure
better lives for at least 15 million people acrtss country and take into account 1.25
million acres of forest land. However, there ar# stany controversies over this bill.
What of the tribals and forest dwellersfrom centtatl peninsular India, in particular-
who have already been evicted, leaving contracnodstraders in their place? What 304
of the traditional land deserted as a result os@aution by forest officials, contractors
and police, or the fear of Maoists? The rightfuln@ns are now dispersed across Indian
cities as daily wage labourers, household help amdxtreme cases, trafficked into
prostitution. What if people claim false identities grab their land? Some analysts say
these problems will persist as long as there ian'tlearly defined larger policy to
empower indigenous people to protect forests frotistry and bureaucracy. This, then,
looks more like change as status quo. There amaasts that only ten per cent of those
the Bill is intended for will really benefit. Thesue of tribal rights will churn large parts
of India for several years.

The other status quo is that the Maoists have dtagen the Saranda forests.

Over the years, they expanded their dominion, npvapidly since 2001. Now, few
forest guards are found inside Saranda. In seypdaaks, forest guard posts have been
destroyed by the Maoists, as have forest rest lsodseere’s still an old MCC slogan in
Hindi on a remaining wall in the small, destroyedet guard building in Karampada
hamlet. This is deep inside the forest, not famfithe spot where the Maoists blew up a
mineproof vehicle in early June 2006, killing a doZCRPF men. ‘Van Vibhaag ko maar
bhagao, jangal par janta ka adhikaar kaayam ké&hne,’slogan screams. Beat up and
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throw out the forest department, establish thetsigti the people over the jungle. On
another wall nearby, a more recent slogan: ‘Gaamgair ilakay-ilakay mein krantikari
kisan kameti, lal rakshak dal, jan militia dal gathtej karo.” Speed up the formation of
revolutionary peasants’ committees, Red protedtemds and people’s militias in village
after village.

This call to arms seems worlds removed from theaddnilarious-yet at once earnest and
chilling-outpourings on Maoistfriendly websitesgdi one that reached my mail service
just days before | reached Kiriburu:

.. .Along this tortuous thorny road,

Epic fight against the haves.

Spare not Dengists, centrist toads,

Ever lay them in their graves.
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Both sorts of messages, though, imply death toettemy. And Kiriburu, the jump-off
into the forest, is at the centre of the battldhefg’'s a CRPF battalion posted here in a
heavily fortified camp. The 182Battalion, trying to contain Maoists with four sitea
camps in the jungle, and three more on the wayofders returning from patrol and those
going on one pass each other through a tangléhtites heading back for lunch from the
stadium to Kiriburu’s community centre. In the zpties is normal.

‘You know, my grandmother used to ask us, “Diku ldesi?” In our language, the
language of the Ho tribes, it means, “Will you wddk outsiders?™ Vijay Melgandi is
being generous. ‘Diku’ may have come to mean that,it's closer to ‘intruder’. The
Bah Parab, a major spring festival of the Ho tribesunderway. There has been much
drinking through the day. There is now dancing agkiahatuburu’s Children of God
School for children of tribal daily wagers at thenes.

‘Look at us now,’ says Vijay, a labour leader adfied to a BJP-controlled union. | look.

A line of children, young girls and boys, women ameén, dance around a flagpole
reserved for raising the Indian flag twice a ye@ar Republic Day and Independence Day.
This is ‘civilization’, so they have all traded their traditional short sari and dhoti for

skirts and blouses, salwarkameez, and T-shirtgesarts.

It's just after dusk. The dance, with changes thim provided by medium-sized drums
slung from the neck, moves snakelike, front anckptiee head of the line taking the tail
in a wavy, perfectly synchronized clockwise movetreound the empty flagpole.

There are no smiles. No laughter. It's a sad, farltance, so unlike what it should be: a
spring in the step because there is spring in ithenal parts of the surrounding forest are
alight with flame of the forest. The dance is mmmembered cultural DNA, something
to be cherished at any cost in a place that is bothe and not-home.

‘We are rootless,” Melgandi says. A few others séatear him sigh. ‘We work for the
diku.” He wipes a tear. ‘Many of our kind are dilkuour own lands.’
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Babloo is skittish. He drinks heavily. He has adrda finish. It's just six kilometres,
beyond the steep descent from the gigantic crdtétirduru mines, so vast that from
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where Babloo and | are, snarling two-storey-talinger trucks look like gently crawling
Mechano toys. Ore dust covers everything like riesiga flow. Clouds are drifting in, and
Babloo says it looks like rain, but it looks to the landscape will never be rid of the red,
there is so much to wash away.

The mines are a little distance away from Kiribtown, and accessible through a hilltop
road that winds between Jharkhand and Orissa; rsogteising Jharkhand’s chief
minister Madhu Koda are soon followed by posteraigmg his Orissa counterpart
Naveen Patnaik. Where Babloo and his friends dewéry evening-a small, abandoned
asbestos-roof workers’ home with its backyard rgtewith empty bottles of beer and
hard liquor-is by the border of Orissa. Jharkhamvides water; Orissa the electricity.
The liquor for the den comes from Jharkhand; tlezksito go with it from the old man’s
shop across the lane in Orissa. It's the way $fmithese borderlands. Residents, Maoists
and security forces criss-cross them at their @il peril. Today is ground breaking day
in Karampada. The road Babloo and his partners bamtracted to finish is working its
way back to the base of Kiriburu’s ore hill.

‘Have you done the deal yet?’ | ask him.

‘No, not yet. But | wish | had. | wish they had certo me earlier. Then | wouldn’t have
this tension.’

‘How much can you pay?’
‘First, it's not how much | can pay, but how mutiey ask for. Then we negotiate.’

‘How much do you think they will ask for? Five pmnt?

Ten? Fifteeen?’

‘Look, the road is going to cost Rs 24.59 lakh kikxmetre. | get paid only after some of
the work is done. We're just four-five friends whave pooled in our life’s savings to
win the tender, get the contract. This is our fpstject. How much do you think | can
pay them? I'll just tell them we’re just young pé&®mho want to make a living, why kill
us? Let us live, let us share what we can, 307 s@an share more. Simple.” Babloo
looks deflated after this burst of expression. Hpes his perspiring face, a.nd the
handkerchief comes away ore red. ‘Let's see whppéias.’ ‘Do you think we’ll meet
them today?’ I'm eager to see the negotiations Wisloists, were they to take place.
‘Maybe not. There are too many CRPF here today.’

There would be even more in a few days.

True to their new mantra of ‘mobile war’ articuldten 2004 and now in the process of
being implemented, Maoist cadres shot dead Lok &atid Sunil Mahato, legislator for
East Singhbhum district's Jamshedpur constitueany, three others as they watched a
football match at Baguria on 4 March. A few daysilaWest Bengal's CPI (Maoist)
state secretary Somen-lending credence to a ptileery that a cross-border mobile
group, a Medinipurbased squad, carried out theohdt-a TV channel how they had
targeted Mahato as far back as 2003, but had avyfaund the opportunity to kill him.
Mahato’s fault: making anti-Naxal noises and, adogg to Somen, threatening to foist
the concept of Salwa Judum on to Jharkhand byngaesitribal militia in the state. There
was further-bizarre, in keeping with the state’serg tradition-speculation. The media
guoted Shankar Hembrom, an associate of Mahata'eesident of the vigilante group
Nagarik Suraksha Samiti, as saying that Mahatosbgdested at a meeting of the group
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on 22 February that they initiate a desperate neapoison the food that villagers offer
to the Maoists. That gem reached the Maoists, laadxe fell.

Mahato’s killing caused panic in Jharkhand and tanstion in Parliament. There were
renewed calls for pumping the state full of forcasd much criticism about Jharkhand’s
lackadaisical approach to security issues. (Sgmitice officials of other states openly
laughed when they spoke to me, somewhat exagggratédhe ‘Jharkhand system’ of

increasing police posts-just establishing one a&fithg political leadership it was done,

irrespective of whether the police post was regluaethe place or not.)

But the clamour over Mahato’s killing would soon deertaken by two major incidents,
which, ironically, would bury in public memory tlastounding reality of a legislator .to
Parliament killed by rebels.
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One would take place in West Bengal on 14 Marchemwthe situation in Nandigram,

brewing dangerously since January, spiralled outasftrol. CPI (M) partymen and a

thousand policemen attacked villagers who wereegtitg the intention of the state to
hand over 10,000 acres of their land to IndonestdBm Group to operate a Special
Economic Zone. Police would fire to quell the psdtes. According to the police, 11

villagers died; district authorities mentioned X&nior CPl (M) leaders in the state
claimed ten. Locals claimed dozens dead and seleralred injured. A senior leader of
the Revolutionary Socialist Party, a constituent\#st Bengal's Left Front government,

put the figure at 50 dead. Locals spoke of seveodies being taken away and buried,
adding to both rumour and body count. In the feitgy week, the state government dealt
with appeasing a shaky left coalition cringing frowadlines that blared, ‘Enemy of the
People’ and ‘Executioners of the Poor’, and thréstsoalition partners to walk out of

the state government. CPI (M)’s habitual arrogamas dented in Parliament as it came
under severe verbal attack. Even then, there wasaok-pedalling by the party’'s leader
Prakash Karat; and spokesperson Sitaram Yechuiggdisuously hinted at Maoist

triggers in Nandigram, without once acknowledgihg sledgehammer policy of his

comrades in West Bengal. But the party had to telenstunned chief minister

Buddhadeb Bhattacharjee forced to apologize antdvatv the state’s plans of going

ahead with SEZs. The Union Ministry of Commera®, tquietly announced, on 21

March, an amendment to its earlier SEZ policy: ‘Tdeveloper [of Special Economic

Zones] shall make adequate provision for rehabiitaof the displaced persons as per
the relief and rehabilitation policy of the Statevgrnment.” By the end of March,

concern for a Nandigram-type had flared up andaspmeestwards; the government of
Maharashtra held back clearance for Reliance Inéssmammoth SEZ across Mumbai.

As ever, it took violence or death for the statd eantral governments to wake up.

The second incident to overshadow Mahato’s killimgk place in Dantewada just a day
after the mowing down of protestors in Nandigram.

Early in the morning on 15 March, close to 400 Maoebels and militia converged on
the police post at Rani Bodli, near Kutru, 309 aatthcked a large group of the
Chhattisgarh Armed Force and Special Police Offiaafr the Salwa Judum after first
sealing off exit routes. Fifty-four at the post, stlp SJ, died after a firefightout of
ammunition, completely overwhelmed.
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The governments of Chhattisgarh and India vowedngg. There was even angry talk
of calling in the air force and bombing Maoist sigbolds.

The Maoists crowed about the ‘heroic’ assault, praimised more such strikes if SJ
wasn’t withdrawn-or if it wtre introduced to newareas. Meanwhile, they also sent a
formal appeal to SJ, asking SPOs and others hogvtloey would continue to fight their
brothers and sisters-and how much longer it woualke tfor them to see that the
government had pitted tribal against tribal. A naggsalso went out to Naga troops-and
another! lot of recent imports from the North-Easbops from Mizoram-to ‘disobey
orders’ and return home.

The promised escalation, the promised ‘mobile whe, promised lateral expansion, had
arrived.

But all this is some weeks away while Babloo aldive into one of the greenest places
I've ever seen. The dense, evergreen Saranda.forest

A track of red earth winds through it. Babloo ight about CRPF. One trooper ducks and
disappears to our left, a flash of camouflage tabacoming part of the jungle. Another
walks towards a clump of trees and becomes thethird sits on a log on the opposite
side of the track-1 see him only because he moaed, only then do | see a fourth,
positioned by his side to the back. | wave out.yllvave back, smiling.

‘They seem to be resting. Or waiting for somethifidaybe they have heard about some
movement. | talked to -* here Babloo mentions mgthavho made a call on his mobile
phone in front of me, only to be told a Maoist umits moved on north towards ‘CKP’,
short for Chakradharpur, for a patrol, so Bablooyrhave to wait a few days more to
learn how much he should ‘donate’ to the Maoists.

Every few minutes after this, Babloo presses tha lob his motorbike in a steady beep-
beep-beep. After the fourth time, | ask 310 him rda@son. ‘We have been told to press
the horn when we enter the jungle. It lets themvkmae are here.’

The CRPF, of course, have no such instructions@iriclination. In June 2006, a dozen
of them were blown up in their mine-proof vehiclaem an IED exploded under it. ‘Here,
this is where it happened.’ Babloo points at a hergéer in the track, as we swerve past it.
It's been cleaned up a bit. But there are stil$ laihd pieces of twisted black metal lying
around the sides of the track. CRPF now walk, aepkoff the tracks completely. The
jungle is safer that way for them, such as it is.

Babloo and | later meet another motley bunch obgsss; their home, it turns out, is
Etawah, Uttar Pradesh. | tease one of them abomkidg water from a plastic litre-bottle
of Mirinda. ‘It's not a joke,” he says, AK-47 gppd loosely in his left hand as he takes
another sip. Five of his mates crowd around, cgrituknow who we are, and seem
satisfied with our identities of contractor and teri Two clutch AK-47s. The third, a
sleek variant in matte black, which he says is &MAit’s lighter. The fourth holds an
INSAS rifle, the fifth a small mortar and squarargl bag of shells. All swear by the AK-
47 and its dependability. So do the Maoists, héeels and insurgents the world over.
‘This soft drink bottle is lighter,” the first tr@er tells me. ‘The bottles we are issued can
weigh up to three kilos with water. And it's mostlye weight of the bottle. This,” he
waves the plastic bottle, ‘is lighter and carriezrenwater.’ | tell them the Maoists appear
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to be equipped more practically. They live in tl@me jungle, but often carry water
bottles of the sort schoolchildren use: easy teym®, easy to carry.

It acts as a trigger for woes. They first complalbout the extra weight they carry-I8
kilos, of which half is breastplate and back armdbne takes out a breastplate from a
vest he wears over the uniform to show me the #jigtoncave metal. | heft it. ‘You
better put it back,’ | hurriedly open the Velcroasgt of the vest, and make a mess of re-
inserting the plate. They all laugh in low pitch.

‘The plates used to be much heavier, almost daheleveight,” says the one carrying the
AKM. ‘Imagine, we have to run from the enemy, oast the enemy, wearing all this.’ |
ask if he has heard of Kevlar, that these makestputhof vests derived from composite
materials for several of the world’s armies and Badamilitary. He tells me he has never
heard of it. They fight with what they are givemather says Kevlar vests are reserved
for those who go to Kashmir-a friend in the armywhdbtell me the same thing. ‘At least
we have better banduk now.’

He then breaks into a string of curses in Hindd &ieely accuses the Chhattisgarh police
of corruption and inefficiency. His companions jom One had been posted to guard
former home minister L.K. Advani; another to guddninder Singh Bitta, a Congress
functionary known as much for his sycophancy tdypkradership as for having survived
a bombing in Delhi. Both politicians are describadthe vilest terms. Politicians in
general seem to upset them-‘they have fun, we die.’

‘We get paid Rs 4,000 a month to do this, while arabdod poltishun-log do aish in
Delhi. Why should we guard them? Their lives arelamger because of what they do.’
AKM lets off another string of curses while his lealgues smile. ‘What have we done to
be here? It's only because of all these madarobadelr-log who make mistakes.’

Babloo watches us goggle-eyed. | wave farewellyThelt away.

Babloo is nervous as we reach Karampada. A dozmutars, drawn from Karampada
and other villages, have arrived. A 25-metre skretcalready churned up with picks,
with crushed stone lying by to be poured. But Bablwstructs the foreman to go a little
slow on the work. It wouldn’t do, Babloo tells hito, move too quickly and then find he
can't strike the deal with the Maoists. He wong &éble to afford the loss of time and
money and the project will have to be abandonedtelle his foreman to send word to
nearby villages for people to not be too eagehtimsup for work till a deal is struck.

He is edgy, and we still have a distance to trawvdlhalkobad, several kilometres deeper
into jungle. So | ask him to tea at Uncleji’'s smalit. Babloo has one helping of tea, a
potato pakora and, a jalebi. Then another. He nemadiny smile. It's all the succour he
will have till he drinks himself to sleep. We can to Thalkobad. Babloo has no
business there except to ferry me. I've asked ttaken there, based on a tip that a group
of Maoists are around the area. Still uptight aboott having done his deal, Babloo
agrees to take me there in the hope that he tobtroagme by a Maoist.
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Beyond Karampada it is strictly no-man’s-land. Timegle envelops us. Streams peer at
us every now and then. The only noise is from tloéonbike, and the beeping of the horn,
a desperate, tinny sound.
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| ask him to stop at a tiny bit of red ribbon hargyifrom a shrub by the track. There’s

another, about 50 metres further on. | take aqgraph, fascinated. Then something |
heard from a chat with locals comes back to me.Htw the Maoists sometimes tag a
place to provide visual reference for a mined z@e¢,up an ambush between a field of
fire from A to B. | tell Babloo this as | photogtaghe bits of ribbon, touch these to

reassure myself that the tiny flags to mark deathdestruction are the same as what I've
seen little girls, especially in rural India an@ $lums of urban India, plait their hair with.

He isn’t amused with my what-isdecoration-for-oaedeath-for-the-other explanation,

and furtively glances all around.

There’s nobody there. Just the jungle, beautifub\zs, live camouflage; Babloo’s dust-
caked bike; imd the smell of our fear.
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Photography was born for this.

. Jharkhand is blessed with tree-shapes to makeerfecp picture, drive nature
photographers wild with rapture. Thalkobad has sdv8are branches that make for zen
black-and-white portraits. Flames of the forest #&t fire to a frame. Flowering mango.
Dignified sal.

A brook cuts through the clearing that has new paald either side, light green on
surrounding emerald. A few huts, fewer people. Athmo hen walks her brood by the
water. A new-born calf prances on a barren field.

It is good to be careful with framing, though, @etbroken school building, roof and
walls in horrific jigsaw, blown up the previous yday Maoists to deny sanctuary to
CRPF troopers, will intrude. At times, it seemseli&x conspiracy to deny education. So
often across the country’s Maoist zones, troop<e takelter in school buildings,
sometimes the only structures made of brick andc@t@rete and big enough to house a
group, and fortify these. The Maoists attack anstrog these. In the end, what the two
forces of ‘good’ really end up doing is destroyifog the truly needy a chance at basic
education.

The Maoists blew up the school building after atidhattempt to explode it with buried
mines-CRPF would recover a dozen mines plantedndrdlie building-with troopers
inside failed. Someone had leaked information t€ firces. ‘No school any more for
the children, then,’ | tell Sargia Hunhaga. ‘Wiedge is there?’ says the grizzled tribal
farmer, squinting against the sharp sun, takingealkbfrom helping some young boys tie
togoi bark on stripped branches to fence off thengopaddy. Not that it will stop the
elephants that call Saranda home, but villageltdrsti it will at least keep away deer and
sambhar. ‘Most of the people of the village hasaegaway to look for jobs in the mines,
in the cities. Only we are left.’

He sweeps his arm to take in the dozen people toy cattered homes of Thalkobad,

slapped on with layers of mud, neatly painted avigh earth colours of rust and ochre,

topped with a broad stripe of white and thatch ftbenforest that once housed more than
300 people. These days, there are a few dozes thi# same story in many hamlets and
villages in Saranda. Last June, CRPF went on greagive sweep in several parts after
Maoists blew up their colleagues. Typically, vikag were easy meat for CRPF anger.
The Saranda Shramik Swavalambhi Sahkarita Samtipeider of unskilled labour for
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the mines, recorded several hundred villagers, Igpnasen, arriving at its offices in
Meghahatuburu with stories of beatings by CRPF k®gn to drag confessions from
them of alliance with the Maoists, of leads as ¢ lthe attack had been set up. Few of
these villagers had returned, opting instead te tgk low-paying jobs at the mines. ‘At
least the police leave you alone, with the schoadbing gone,’ | try to pacifiy Hunhaga.
‘There is nowhere for them to take shelter, isaRer

‘They don’t leave anyone alone. But yes, they comueh less after the bombings. They
don’t stay long. They are afraid.” ‘And the dadd&@mas?’

‘Da. We call them “da” here.” He mentions a shoe@rsuffix for dada, older brother,
typically used in eastern India. ‘Barko-da kal dfibey,” he says. Barko-da was here
yesterday.
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‘Who is he?’

‘Leader hain.’

‘What did he want?’

‘Thada baat kiya. Thada khuraak liya. Unka chhétar&ak se to hota nahin, na?’ Talked
a little. Took a little food and provisions-but theon’t have small appetites.

Two teenage boys continue to strip togoi bark amat kt into restraining rope as others
gather around us, a collection of preteen snotehbsgs and girls.

I haven’'t heard of Barko-da. But there are sevé&tals in these jungles, in various
capacities, leading four armed groups that togetherestimated to number between 250
and 300. They come and go, drift in and out of m@nand memories: Bikas-da,
Ramchandra-da, Xavier-da, Rajesh-da, Anmol-da, Binbal-da, or Birbal Munda,
named after Mughal emperor Akbar’'s famed courtamitl counsel, a key member of the
Saranda sub-zonal committee and the South Chhgian&ggional Committee. They
rule here, and will, as long they are able. Fogestrds, traditional exploiters, have long
been chased away from these parts, the forestHoeste’ over a small rise too destroyed
by Maoists, denying officers and troops pre-castlteh and keeping out wildlife
enthusiasts who decades ago made Saranda a atibhatien. Maoist-da rules Old Man
Hunhaga’s life as he does young Babloo’s.

‘How long will this paddy last you?’
‘Six months,” Hunhaga says. ‘There is also somemailVe don'’t sell, this is our food.’
‘What will you do when the food is over? Can youigim the forest?’

Hunhaga looks at me suspiciously. ‘Are you sure ginot with the forest department?
This village has its own forest, Block 19. It's suWe don’t need to go into the revenue
forest.” He smiles to cover discomfort.

He knows he must go into the revenue forest. Hevkndnow he must. There’s no other
way to survive here. He and others of this villagel other villages will have to go in
deeper to collect meaningful volumes of tendu lsag&l leaves that are larger than the
utilitarian sal leaf and more prized, some kusuowér, some dori. They will hand these
over to agents cleared by Government-da and Mdaisthe few rupees they earn will
be 315 traded for provisions and things for the putchased after a day’'s walk through
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the jungle to the nearest village market. ‘It's tay it has been since we remember. It
will always be this way.’

‘Do you feel more protected by the Maoists? At lehey seem to trouble you less. They
seem to keep even the police away. The dadaslis#yew want is food, shelter and
information.’

Hunhaga is mute.

‘Well, there’s the mango,’ | lamely suggest a caleseelebrate. ‘Look at that tree. Just a
few more months, May-June is not too far. Looks likwill fruit well this year.’

‘If they want,” Hunhaga says, pointing a fingertla¢ overcast sky. Then he looks at me,
and smiles hugely. The children smile with him, &nidg back the sun.

‘Yes, you must come and share with us. The mangjdeigood this year.’
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POSTSCRIPT

Much can change in this business in a year. Mu@mnghs in a month-in a few weeks.
And yet, much remains the same. When | began awelrfor this book in April 2006,
K.P.S. Gill was on the ascendant in Chhattisgastiha security advisor who could do no
wrong. His one-year term ended in April 2007. Itswarenewed. The state doesn’'t now
have an anti-terror guruin-residence.

B.K.S. Ray, the bureaucrat-poet, was moved fronpb& as additional chief secretary
(Home) of Chhattisgarh, the result of a tussletiiertop bureaucrat’s slot. He is now in a
post that will surely give him more time to purshsLTTErary interests: Director
General, Academy of Administration & Chairman, Bbaf Secondary Education &
Chairman, Professional Examination Board. (Sorheroofficials | met in Chhattisgarh
and other states have also changed jobs.)

Om Prakash Rathor, the director general of pof3i#gattisgarh, whom | met in August
2006 and again in February the following year, diéca cardiac arrest in May 2007
while attending a function in the state’s AcadeniyAdministration, which Ray runs in
Raipur, on the occasion of ‘Anti-Terrorism Day’. eshwhile, it's been more of the same
these past months in Chhattisgarh. The Salwa Juslumfull flow and tribals still fair
game in the play of collateral damage. Mizo trobage been imported to supplement the
Nagas. And the state’s ‘gag law’ snagged its bigfigls: Vinayak Sen, the vice president
of PUCL in Chhattisgarh, long disliked by authasiter his human rights forays and
statements. He was arrested on 14 May 2007, obterier helping a Maoist, Narayan
Sanyal, incarcerated at Raipur’s central jail. Seévdil plea was rejected-unsurprisingly-
in July. Rajinder Syal, Chhattisgarh PUCL'’s fornerad, was arrested just days after
Sen.

The Maoists have got more brazen, seemingly impasvto anything the state has in
mind: in late-August, the helicopter in which RatBosuccessor, Vishwaranjan, was
travelling in to Mukram village in Dantewada, whel'® policemen had been killed just
days earlier, was fired upon. Nothing happenedht dircraft, or its occupants, but
Dandakaranya’s Maoists had made their point: tilstheir zone. It's something Prabir
Das, the superintendent of police in Dantewada, adwey member of the state’s anti-
Naxal intelligence cell in Raipur, knows only toelv Things have got increasingly
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hair-trigger in Chhattisgarh. On 2 October, a ‘stexl out’ police constable, Shyam Lal,
shot dead in custody a Maoist, Dhanraj; the indideok place at Sonhat, Koriya district.

There have been other incidents, some inevitabiers stunning in impact.

In mid-August Mumbai Police captured two seniordeWaoists, Shridhar Srinivasan
aka Vishnu, and Vernon Gonsalves aka Vikram, froenduburb of Govandi. Gonsalves,
a longtime member of the movement, had at one tuimethe state committee for the
Maoists; Srinivasan was key in planning strategyl ia a top member of the CPI (Maoist)
Politburo. Official Maoist reaction openly admittéal their association, and pointed to
the resolution adopted at th& €ongress of the party earlier in the year: thatadtld
stress even more on bringing revolution to urbaasr Srinivasan and Gonsalves had
only been doing what the party believes in. In g wathe month that India’'s benchmark
Bombay Stock Exchange index began its climb todal\ygil9000 points, the war within
had come home as visibly as wealth. And thereeamerigh reasons-or ammunition-for
this war from the Maoist point of view. These cong to be daily provided across the
country. A few days after the capture of the Mumidabists, Gyanti Devi, a Dalit in
Siwalapar village, Danapur, Bihar, had steamingpdaired on her and her child. Gyanti
had been cooking at the time of the attack. Hervas that she had protested when
upper-caste villagers thrashed some 318 \ ‘untdalehahildren who had been playing in
the premises of a temple.

And, as if security concerns in India were not agiva recent report described India as
the second most terror-stricken country after bldggs began to unravel yet again in
Nepal, raising fears of renewed Maoist violencehiat country. If that happens, it will
spill over into India. On 18 September 2007, then@wnist Party of Nepal (Maoist)
walked out of the interim government, brazenly kneg accords it had previously signed
with the Seven Party Alliance. The Maoists insisted postponing elections to the
constituent assembly scheduled for 22 November -2@07resh dates have been
announced as this book goes to press-saying thatedidhe monarchy to be abolished
before elections, which is against the run of tlagirrement with the Alliance. They also
want the proportional system of elections introdlick is widely seen as a gambit to
recoup faded Maoist support in the Terai region-stadl possible loss of face through
loss in the number of seats that they hold in tiberim parliament.

An equally worrying aspect is the state of disarmmaimThe United Nations Mission in
Nepal (UNMIN) is overseeing the process of the atduy disarming of revolutionaries
at seven major camps across Nepal in a year-lopgtaton that, if not renewed, ends
January 2008. Its officials realize that they arerety advisers in the process of
constituent assembly elections, and nearly mutekeepers to Maoist armouries.

At the disarmament process that began earlier @Y 2Blaoist soldiers-men, women, and
sometimes minors-queue up to be registered, andteedheir weapons ranging from
crude rifles to sophisticated machine guns. Thengst ritually, they personally deposit
the weapons in climate-controlled containers indlps. The gesture is significant: we
haven’t given up our weapons; we're merely stotlmgm. A senior UNMIN official told
me over coffee in August 2007 that they can d¢elift a Maoist soldier walks in and
removes a weapon, except plead, ‘Please don’t.dd met Maoist deputy Baburam
Bhattarai during the same visit to Kathmandu, onARRjust. It was at his three-storied
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house a halfhour walk from Thamel-there was a stthiat day, by order of gis party.
Inside the compound, a group of hard-faced Peopl&eration Army soldiers in
camouflage gear and epaulettes that 319 proclaiRie®’ stood guard. One manned a
light-machine gun nest; he tracked me as | camarasvthe house. It's easy to see why
people gauge Maoist intention from what they seleattrai’'s house, in the heart of
Kathmandu, guarded by elements of PLA. Peopletdse® regular police. People see
that the Maoists do not trust or accept the sydtesy claim they want to be part of.
Peace, such as it is, exists at the pleasure dilttwests. | said as much to Bhattarai. He
smiled, and then launched into a mini lecture. ‘®etton doesn’'t move in a straight
line,” he said, his tone that of a teacher. ‘Thare some people who will abandon the
goal of revolution. There will be temporary gaimslasetbacks, but ultimately the goal...
when you factor in practical politics and powerdraes, it goes on the arc towards the
goal. We are trying to make a balance of this:twkecall strategic firmness and tactical
flexibility. That's all.’

The Mauoists insist they will do whatever it takegetain their edge, what Bhattarai calls
‘continuation of war’. ‘It's to balance both sigeBhattarai brushed away my concern
with realpolitik, urging me to the glass of Pepaidl out on a tacky laminated table,
centrepiece of a small room done up with plain iture. ‘We tell our revolutionary
friends, “See, we haven’t abandoned the revoluiod the army; we have our army, our
weapons, we are in Kathmandu for one year. Whengwedo the Prime Minister's
residence we go with our own guards.” ‘The othidedpoliticians and civil society] has
doubts.” He paused to sip cola. ‘You see, bothssidave doubts.” ‘The war hasn't
ended,’ he then said. ‘But the form of war has ¢jealy

In three weeks, the ‘peace deal’ would-officiallg-im a shambles in Nepal.

I was reminded of what Arun Shourie had said inr&aty in Raipur, about the futility of
talking peace with the Maoists. ‘Talk is the stggteof Maoists,” he had said, as a
roomful of policemen and security analysts smile@ppreciation. ‘Talk-talk, fightfight.’
In India, of course, the stage is hardly set faqeetalks-indeed, talks of any sort-yet.

The clearest indication came in Andhra Pradestg 8eptember 2007, when the Maoists
exploded a landmine at Vakadu in 320 Nellore distais former Andhra Pradesh chief
minister N. Janardhan Reddy passed in a motoréaetidy was on his way to receive an
honorary doctorate from a university in Tirupatie Had cracked down on left-wing
extremism in the early 1990s; the Maoists hold n@sponsible for killing 400 rebels.
Reddy and his wife survived the attack, but someursty personnel and his party
workers did not. A wire and a flash gun-used tggerr the massive landmine blast-were
later found nearby.

In October, People’s March crowed about the indidesying the early-morning attack in
‘plain terrain’-more daring than at night and theanthe jungle-had to be carefully
planned around Reddy’s movements instead of beiiegted randomly. ‘The Vakadu

incident has shown how the Maoists, even if they hacome weaker due to the
continuous attacks by the Greyhounds, central pétam forces and other special

police forces, can still deliver effective blows tre parasitic ruling class by adopting
guerilla methods of warfare and executing plan$ wdurage and determination...It also
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shattered the myth floated by [the] YSR governmiat [the] Maoist movement is
finished in Andhra Pradesh. *

It had a final word of wisdom: ‘Maoists can strikeywhere anytime.

They did. On the early morning of 27 October 2007 people, including the son of the
former chief minister of Jharkhand Babulal Maranggre gunned down by Maoists
posing as CRPF personnel. The incident took pla&hikhadiah, a village near Giridih,

where the victims were watching a late-night catyrogramme. Marandi had of late
hardened his stance against the Maoists, and theyed to hand out revenge by killing
his brother Nanulal, who was to be the high-profjleest at the programme. But the
intended victim escaped just in time. And the Miosprayed bullets at the crowd in
anger.

A day later, three Maoists died in battle with g@guorces in Lohardaga district further
to the west. And the same day, Maoists killed fotithe breakaway Tritiya Prastuti
Committeewhich the irrepressible T had briefed imeud-in nearby Latehar district.

It's back to business as usual.

321

ACKNOWLEDGEMENT

Dr Nandini Sundar, Professor, Department of Soggl®elhi School of Economics, and
Dr Ajai Sahni, Executive Director, Institute for @foict Management, New Delhi, for
encouragement and help, and the Institute of Gariflianagement for permitting use of
an extract from Fau/t/ines about forced resettlénreiMizoram, and maps showing the
spread of Maoism in India. Reema Barooah, Himar€iar, Shailesh Singh, Mohit
Satyanand and Premila Nazareth, for their kindaesshospitality. Gita Roka, for help
with Nepali translations.

Dr V. Anantha Nageswaran, head of investment rekg@sia-Pacific and Middle East),
Bank Julius Baer, Singapore, and Bhaskar Goswamnithteir critical appraisal of the
manuscript, correcting errors, and making suggestior tone and flow.

Several people who appear in this book as singleadets in capital letters, for so much
that is the substance of this book. (For me to hamed them would jeopardize their
positions and, in several cases, their lives.)

Ravi Singh, my editor at Penguin India, with whonfirkt discussed the idea and
approach for this book, for appropriate mix of ethgand clinical appraisal.

And finally, Mario Mascarenhas, who had this welbkvn, but always welcome, advice:
if you upset people on both sides, you're probaloiyng the right thing.

To all, my deepest gratitude.

REFERENCES

GENERAL

Amnesty International Report 2005; amnesty.org

Asian Development Bank, adb.org

awtw.org-A World to Win

Blazing Trail, CPI (ML) People’s War

‘CPI (M) Calls for Land Reforms,” People’s Demogyaweekly organ of the Communist
Party of India (Marxist), Vol XXIX, No. 35, 28 Augti 2005 * cpimInd.org-Communist

215



Part of India (ML) New Democracy cpiml.org-CommuniRarty of India (ML)
Liberation . cpnm.org-Communist Party of Nepal (i44)

‘Counterinsurgency Warfare-The Use and Abuse oitdy Force,’

Virendra Singh Jafa, Faultlines, Vol 3, Bulwark Be& The

Institute of Conflict Management, November 1999

The Dancing Democracy, Prakash A. Raj, Rupa & ©062

Deng Xiaoping and the Making of Modern China, RichBvans,

Penguin, 1995

Dreaming with BRICs: The Path to 2050, Goldman Sa2B803

Dust on the Road, Mahasweta Devi, Seagull Book30 20

Business India Intelligence, Economist Intelligektet, Vol XIll No.7,

2006

Empowring the Poor-Community-based Environmentdl Bnancial

Management in Adilabad District; Emmanuel D’Silamila Pingle,

Mark Poffenberger, Community Forest Internatio2@i04

‘Forms and sites of Untouchability: An Overview,tdssroots, October

2006; Exceprts from Untouchability in Rural Ind@hanshyam

Shah, Harsh Mander, Sukhadeo Thorat, Satish Dedbpamita

Baviskar, Sage Publications

http://ambedkar.net

Human Development Report, Chhattisgarh, 2005

Human Development Report, Madhya Pradesh, 2002 HuBevelopment Report,
Maharashtra, 2002 ‘India’s Nowhere Revolution: Redd Mysteries and Enigmas,’ Ajay
K. Mehra, Mainstream, Vol. XLIV, No. 34, 12 Augu2006 In the Midst of Santals,
Dhanpati Nag, Subarnarekha, 1987 krishnasenontmé.iberation, July 1971-January
1972. Selected Works of Cham Mazumdar, Marxiserirgt Archive (2006)

Lok Sabha Questions, Lok Sabha Secretariat

‘Manipur Protests-Rethinking the Armed Forces Sgleeowers Act,’

K.R. Jawahar, Sapra India Bulletin, September 2004

Mao, the Guerilla Who Became a God, Time Inc, 1996

Maoist Revolution-Internet News Group

http://naxalrevolution.blogspot.com

http://naxalwatch.blogspot.com

Ministry of Home Affairs, Government of India (AnauReports 2002-03; 2003-04;
2004-05; 2005-06; 2006-0Mttp://mha.gov.ifMinistry of Finance, Government of India
(Economic Survey 2005-06;

2006-07)
Ministry of Finance, Government of Chhattisgarhd&emic Survey 2005-06)

Monarch vs Democracy, Baburam Bhattarai, Samkalessari Duniya, 2005 Naxalism-
The Retreat of Civil Governnance, Ajai Sahni, Haés, Vol 5, Bulwark Books & The
Institute of Conflict Management, May 2000 ‘NepaNew Alliance: The Mainstream
Parties and the Maoists,’ International Crisis @xo#sia Report N°l06, 28 November
2005 On the Paris Commune-Speeches, Documentstantksy, K. Marx, F.

Engels, Progress Publishers, 1976

216



‘Peasant Movements in Contemporary India: Emergioigns of

Domination and Resistance,” Debal K. Singharoy,i6coic and

Political Weekly, 24 December 2005

Peoples War-Internet News Group

The Naxalites and their Ideology, Rabindra Ray, dBxfUniversity Press, (Second
Edition) 2002 ‘The Naxalite Movement in India,” Sano Banerjee, Asia Media Rajya
Sabha Questions, Rajya Sabha Secretariat Sahas, Gataravara Rao, Vani Prakashan,
2005 Smarana, C. Vanaja Situation Assessment Suofeyarmers, Report No.
497/(59/33/5);

Report No. 498/(59/33/1); Report No. 496/(59/33K@tional Sample
Survey Organisation, Ministry of Statistics and gteonme
Implementation, Government of India, 2005

satp.org-South Asia Terrorism Portal

The Collected Works of Charu Mazumdar, Deshabratk&shani,
[publishing house of the Undivided c.P.I. (M-L)]h&n Mazumdar
Reference Archive, January, 2005

The Truth Unites-Essays in Tribute to Samar Sed,)(Eshok Mitra,

Subarnarekha, 1985

‘The Question of ‘Going Too Far’, Report on an istrgation of the

peasant movement in Hunan (Selected Works of Maetdisg, The

Maoist Documentation Project)

transparency.org- Transparency International

‘“Tryst with Destiny,” The Argumentative Indian-Wngs on Indian

History, Culture and Identity, Amartya Sen, Allearle, 2005

United Nations Development Fund, undp.org

Unicef, unicef.org

United Nations Population Fund, unfpa.org

Where The State Makes War On Its Own People: Artepoviolation of people’s rights
during the Salwa Judum campaign in Dantewada, iSpath, People’s Union for Civil
Liberties; People’s Union for Democractic RightsssAciation for the Protection of
Democratic Rights; Indian Association of Peoplegsmyers, April 2006.

World Food Programme, wfp.org
MEDIA

Aaj-Kaal

Aaj Tak

Amukh

Ananda Bazar Patrika
The Asian Age

Asia Media

Bartaman

CNN-IBN; ibnlive.com
Dainik Bhaskar
Deccan Chronicle
Deccan Herald

Down to Earth

217



DNA-Daily News & Analysis

Economic and Political Weekly

The Financial Express

Fortune

Frontline

Gomantak Times

Headlines Today

Himal Khabarpatrika

Himal South Asia

The Himalayan Times

The Hindu; hindulonline.com

Hindustan

Hindustan Times; hindustantimes.com

India Abroad News Service

ifi-asia.org

India Today; indiatoday.com

kanti puronline.com

The Kathmandu Post

Liberation-CPI (ML) Liberation monthly

ML Update-CPI (ML) Liberation weekly

Mumbai Mirror

NDTV

Nepali Times

The New York Times

Outlook

People’s Democracy-CPI (Marxist)

People’s March; peoplesmarch.com (server blocked);
http://peoplesmarch.googlepages.com

Prabhat Khabar

Press Trust of India

rediif.com

Reuters

The Statesman

Tehelka

The Telegraph

The Times of India

United News of India

The Week

Author’s note: Media references have been providet in grateful acknowledgment
but without specifically naming articles and pragraes, as these have mostly been used
for corroboration of events, dates and backgrouAdicles and programmes are
specifically acknowledged where they appear imtreative.

218



