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Chapter 1
23rd June’ 2002 Lucknow (UP)




It was a hot summer day in Lucknow, the capital city of Uttar
Pradesh. There was only minimal attendance in the University today.
However, he was there since his favorite professor had scheduled a
lecture on the “Akbarnama”. This great work by Abul Fazl was a true
classic and told the tale, albeit somewhat embellished, about the
life and times of Akbar.

The attendance in class was very low. Only 6 people from a class
of 52 had shown up for the lecture that day. The professor decided
on the spot that he would reward the students who had shown up and
presented them with a surprise quiz on Akbarnama. The 6 students
set about answering the 15 minute test. He too had started
answering the questions immediately and was not paying any
attention to his surroundings. He did not see at all that his
professor was talking to some smartly dressed people outside the
class and that the professor was pointing him out to them.

However, he did notice them when the professor stepped back in
to collect the papers. “How Strange”, he thought, “There are people
outside who are wearing a full sleeves neatly pressed shirt and
formal pants. It is the dead of summer. If left to me I would be
wearing nothing but Bermudas and T-shirts to shake off the heat”.
Then he noticed that each of the 3 men he could see outside were
wearing black shoes not the normal flip flops that all students and
professors alike in the university seemed to prefer.

He had a bad feeling about the people standing outside. However,
they seemed harmless enough though they were sticking out like sore
thumbs in the university campus. They would have probably looked
better in a corporate setting.

He was 23 years old and was doing his masters in Farsi/Urdu
literature from the Lucknow University. The university had been set
up over 80 years ago and the buildings were definitely old world.
There were minarets/domes on the roof of the buildings at various
places. No one here was in a hurry, it was a place to calm down, to
stop and stare and enjoy the atmosphere. The vast manicured lawns
would have groups of students huddled together discussing or just
plain passing time on more pleasant days or in the evenings.

The rest of the class went on without too many incidents. The
professor, he noticed, did give him a couple of curious stares
during the class while they discussed the “Ain-i-Akbari”, which was
Volume 3 of the Akbarnama. The class dismissed and he planned to
leave directly for home as he was not really interested in the 2
remaining classes.

As he came out of the class, he heard an unfamiliar voice call
out “Mr. Viswanathan”. It did not register in his mind at all.
After all, nobody called him Mr. Vishwanathan, It was always Vishy.
Viswanathan or Vishy as he was popularly known or Vishu (at home)
was a six foot, lanky youngster with a longish face and an
ever-present smile. He had brown eyes that twinkled with
intelligence. Only after he had taken two strides did he realize
that the voice was calling out to him and he turned around.

It was one of those people he had noticed outside the class.
Like he had noticed the person was ridiculously overdressed. What
he noticed as soon as the person was close enough was that the
shirts had a symbol of a phoenix like bird on the cuffs. Then it
hit him, these guys were wearing f***ing Armani in the middle of a
summer in India. Who are these people and what planet are they
from?” Vishy thought.

“Mr. Viswanathan”, said the unidentified man as soon as he was
close enough to be heard only by me, “you seem to be recommended
highly by your professors. Being a Madrasi (practically spitting
the word Madrasi as though it disgusted him) your being able to
learn and speak Hindi, urdu and persian as good as the best of them
within two years of moving to Lucknow from Madras is very
remarkable.

The man speaking the words could not be more removed from the
picture of confidence and well dressed aristocracy that he wanted
to convey. He was thin, had a wiry unkempt moustache and day old
stubble. His lips were bright red in color almost as if he had just
applied the hottest Revlon shade on them. This was obviously the
result of an overuse of paan over his lifetime.

Vishy was completely puzzled by this point of time, here were
men apparently dressed in the finest and probably most
uncomfortable fabrics in the world on a hot summer day in the north
of India. Not only that, they seemed to know all about him and
where he was from and how long he had been here. “wait a minute”,
he thought, putting two and two together ”Could it be possible?” He
had heard some myths around it but never thought that they were
true and the people in the myth would actually come, least of all
for him.

“So”, he said with a smile, gathering up his courage, “How can I
help you people from the R&AW today?” He then leaned back and
enjoyed watching the color drain away from the R&AW recruitment
agent’s face, thereby confirming his theory.

The Research and Analysis Wing (R&AW) or RAW in popular
parlance is the external intelligence wing of India and there were
sporadic incidents in Pakistan which were blamed on R&AW
operatives.

“Very good”, the agent replied once he gained control of his
emotions. “So how did you figure out?”

“Well, it wasn’t so difficult once you put two and two together.
You and your partners were new in college, and you are fully
formally clothed on this hot summer day. Adding the point that you
are wearing an Armani shirt which would be unaffordable for all but
the richest in India, you could only be a corporate recruiting
agent for leadership positions (for which I certainly do not
qualify) or an external intelligence official (of a agency like
R&AW that does not have to report its spending to the
parliament. Also, I have read an article recently that RAW is
looking to recruit more people to reverse their force reduction in
1998 after the Gujral doctrine mandate. Finally, this is after all
the alma mater of R N Kao, the founder of R&AW and
hence said to be one of the favored hunting grounds for RAW.”

The agent looked a little dumbstruck at Vishy’s reasoning and a
little pissed off at having betrayed his identity so easily.










Chapter 2
23rd June’ 2002 Barabunki (UP)


   They moved off the Lucknow University campus to an
undisclosed facility in Barabunki. The facility looked like a
government guest house from the outside and looked like it had been
taken over by the R&AW.

The agent had not been very helpful about the nature of the work
in the RAW and what positions they were recruiting for currently.
However, he did explain that the purpose of coming to the guest
house was the selection process that would be conducted for Vishy
and a maximum of 9 and a minimum of 4 other candidates.

The car used for transport had been a Tata Safari, a typical
politician’s car. It even had all the bells and whistles of such a
car with the traditional “lal batti” thrown in to make navigation
in traffic a hell of a lot easier. The road that we used to get
from lucknow to barabunki should have taken at least 2 hours to
navigate. However, as they completely avoid traffic snarls thanks
to the “lal batti” on top, the journey was completed in 75
minutes.

“I could get used to this”, he thought, “This is a great way to
travel”. It was 4 PM by the time they reached the transit facility.
There were six others who had also been called for this “placement
process”.

The first item on the agenda was a written examination which
covered a lot of topics on the history of the Indian subcontinent
with references to the mughal period. It also has questions on Sun
tzu and Confucius. The answers were not objective based but
required candidates to give opinions on specific policies
formulated by these leaders of men. The second section of the paper
was essay type questions on more current topics and their take on
what they felt was correct. This included the impending demolition
of Taliban in Afghanistan by GW Bush and the desert storm operation
by his father. The final section on the paper was a couple of cases
which were faced by real life agents and the candidates had to give
their interpretation as to how they would approach the
situation.

Vishy was pretty certain he had done well in the Mughal history
portion. Confucius and Sun Tzu, the peoples revolution in china,
Mao and Deng on the other hand he was not as sure about as they
were not his area of expertise or interest. He knew in general
about them but not well enough to comment on strategies. He had
said as much as answers to his questions. The case questions were
tricky and there were multiple lives on the line whichever decision
was taken by the agent. Vishy finally made a recommendation on one
of the cases which would put the life of the agent himself on the
line and on the other case would cause the elimination of a couple
of innocents. However, Vishy believed these were the most efficient
solutions to the cases.

 It was 9 PM by the time the marathon 5 hour written
examination was over. All the candidates were mentally exhausted by
the time they emerged from the writing hall. They were all
expecting that they would be escorted back to their respective
homes or at least to a room where they could spend the night. All
of them looked ragged, sleepy and without exception had a 5 ‘o’
clock beard. Instead, they saw blue janitor uniforms hanging in the
gym which they were taken to on coming out of the examination
room.

“Hi all, now for a test in the real world after testing your
mental faculties. As agents you may be asked to perform tasks in
enemy territory with almost zero sleep for upto 48 hours. We want
to make sure that you will be equal to the task” announced a
booming voice. A collective groan escaped the lips of all the
aspirants. The man delivering the lines was speaking from behind
them. “Worry not people, it should be a walk in the park for you,
as you see it is a team exercise and you are a total of 7 people
who will be pitted against 4 NSG commandos in a nearby
facility.”

The voice elaborated on the specifics of the physical test. “The
commandos are the enemy. They guard a filing cabinet that contains
covert information. They have information that there may be some
covert operatives that might come in to steal this information. For
obvious reasons, they do not have specifics on who would come in to
steal these secrets, when they would come in and how they would
steal the secrets. They have been guarding the cabinet for the past
fortnight and have been given a charge for guarding it for a month
more.”

“Every day at 10 PM a cleaning crew of 15 goes into the building
to clean every nook and crany. You guys will make up the cleaning
crew for today. Also, we will be passing along highly mobile night
vision cameras to you folks which you can use to copy any
Prithvi Missile Program related information present in the
filing cabinet. You will find all the equipment that you require
for the job kept in the adjoining locker room along with the
building layout indicating the location of the cabinet and the
guards’ schedule. The dresses for the cleaning crew are in front of
you, please pick out your sizes”

The booming voice stopped speaking leaving each of them in a
deep state of inner panic with only the eyes revealing the inner
demons they were wrestling. They were clearly not ready for a field
test, and certainly not after such a grueling day.

“Ok”, said Vishy to the others, “Lets gather our wits and work
together. As I see it the whole exercise is to see whether we work
together as a team to get the documents or split up and crash and
burn as we donot have enough experience on our own to do this.”

5 of the other aspirants readily agreed to the plan while the
6th was resistant to the idea. “I can do it alone”, said
Ram (the name he identified himself with) puffing up his chest, “I
am the state champion of cross country running as well as a
university chess champion and am well on my way to become a
university gold medallist. I am better than all of you. I can do
this alone.”

The 6 people including Vishy just let Ram go out on his own and
stayed back to plot their own strategy. “Now that Ram has
volunteered to go after the secrets, we need to make sure that we
help him get it”, said Vishy with a wink. Another person who
identified himself as Arvind spoke “But… what is going to be the
plan of action. There seems to be 4 guards to the cabinet and the
layout indicates that there is only one way into and out of the
room.” “We shall have all the help of our very smart Mr. Ram”, said
Vishy and began to detail out his version of the plan.

Ten minutes later the plan was adequately fleshed out and
everybody knew their parts in the plan. Then they (Vishy, Mahesh,
Brahmadutt, Arvind, Raghav and Shalabh) donned their cleaner crew
uniforms and went to the van where Ram with his uniform on was
sitting grinning from ear to ear. They were transported to the
facility for the operation and were joined by a team of 8 people of
the actual cleaning crew in another van.

The wannabe agents entered the building in question and started
off with surveying the building. The cabinet they wanted was kept
in the 1st floor in the middle of the building in a room
with no windows and only one entry. They found that the entry was
guarded by 2 guards while 2 guards were patrolling the building.
Seeing this they started the cleaning operations that they had been
tasked to perform.

Raghav had been tasked to keep a watch on Ram and figure out
what his plan was going to be. He soon noticed that Ram was not to
be found anywhere, he seemed to be on the way to fulfilling his
mission. Seeing this he notified the team on the development.

This was what Vishy and Arvind were waiting for and started
their cleaning on the first floor. There, they began a conversation
amongst themselves. “That Ram is acting very strangely”, Vishy
started. “Yes, and now he has gone and disappeared”, replied
Arvind. “I am sure that he wants us to do all the work cleaning up
this place while he himself will be sleeping off.”

They noticed that after their conversation, the guards had a
short conversation themselves and picked up their walkie-talkie and
relayed instructions to their fellow guards. They would now be busy
walking up and down making sure that everyone of the cleaning crew
is available.

Ten minutes later, the guards got the report on their
walkie-talkie that the cleaner named Ram was indeed missing. Almost
simultaneously an alarm rang from the room that contained the
cabinet. The guards entered the room using their secret combination
to find a red faced Ram sitting on the floor with a sprained ankle.
It seemed that he had entered the room from the ventilation air
duct a la mission impossible but had set off the motion detector
alarm.

The guards immediately carried him out of the room and informed
their partners about the break-in. Shalabh, the shortest and
thinnest amongst our lot stealthily entered the floor and was
hiding behind a desk. Vishy quietly passed him the secret
combination to enter the room.

Vishy and Arvind, quickly went up to the place where the guards
were quietly talking to Ram. They had indignant expressions on
their face, “How the hell did you think, nobody would know that you
were slacking off in your job”, roared Arvind, “Raghav was telling
us how you had sneaked off as usual to sleep for the night and
could not be found” added Vishy. “So, do you usually sneak into
this room to sleep off for the night?”

Ram though initially confused as to what was happening, played
along as he felt that these people are trying to cover up for him.
“No no, I was cleaning the air ducts as is mandated cleaning for
today but the grill gave way and I fell into this room”

As we were arguing and the guards were completely focused on us,
Shalabh quietly stole into the room using the combination provided
by Vishy and quickly took photos of the documents required from the
cabinet.

The alarm in the room with the cabinet went off again. Vishy
& Arvind looked at each other in despair, sure that Shalabh had
set off the alarm and that their game was up.

The guards rushed to the room and keyed in their number once
more to enter the room. They found that the reason for the alarm
was a scared little cat which had tripped off the motion detectors.
Seeing this, Vishy and Arvind heaved a sigh of relief.

Vishy plan had called for setting off the alarm in the room by
setting a cat or rat or a lot of cockroaches loose there. The
creature to be set free would be collected by Mahesh and
Bramhadutt. Then the guards would enter the room to figure out the
cause and discover the creatures and the open ventilator door from
which they fell out. Thus the motion detectors might be switched
off and the number key to the door would become known to Vishy
& Arvind. Finally, Shalabh would go into the room unnoticed
while Vishy and Arvind created a diversion and quickly get the
information that was required.

Ram getting captured just complicated matters a little but by
and large they were able to follow the same plan. However, when the
door shut behind shalabh and the motion detector got activated,
they had no option but to throw the cat into the room while Shalabh
escaped the room through the ventilator.

At the end of the night Ram was taken for extended questioning
and then was released as the R&AW vouched for him and let him
go back into civilian life. Meanwhile, the rest of us walked back
triumphant with the data that was required.

The six successful applicants were then told that they had
passed and that this was the first group where more than 85% of the
aspirants had been accepted into the R&AW. Typically only one
out of 10 aspirants ever made it past the physical examination.

They were then allowed to go back to our families and asked to
gather at Bhopal for our training on 10th July.

 










Chapter 3
24th June’ 2002 Lucknow (UP) - Vishy’s Home


Vishy lived in a middle class bungalow type home in Indira
nagar. His father had just shifted 3 years ago from Chennai to
Lucknow for heading the Zonal office of the Indian Overseas
Bank.

The tall, fair, lanky Vishy entered his home at 9 AM. Seeing him
come in grinning, his mother pounced on him and gave him a hug.
“Beta, where have you been, I have been so worried about you. I
asked your friends but they had no idea where you went after
college and I don’t have any other way to contact you. I have told
you na that you should inform me whenever you would come in
late?”

His father started shouting “Do you know how disturbed your
mother became when you did not come in till late at night. She has
not slept a wink out of worry for you. What do you have to say for
yourself?”

“Nothing Appa, me and a couple of friends decided and went for a
recruitment drive by a government agency. They have offered me a
government job.”

“What”, said his father, “Weren’t you studying for the IAS exam,
now will you go for just any government job? And anyways, which
government drive was it which department? How the hell did they
conduct the drive after hours? When had you applied for this
job?”

“Appa”, replied Vishy, giving his father the version of the
story that had been handed to him by the R&AW, “I have gotten a
job with the central government’s public works department. I had
applied for the job in secret six months back and attended the
interview yesterday. I have to join the department in 15 days.”

“This is unacceptable”, said his father, “I know you are very
intelligent son, why are you wasting your talent in the PWD? Don’t
run after money and the bribes that the PWD officials get, you can
do much better work as an IAS officer?”

“Appa, at least wait till Vishu comes in freshens up and has a
regular breakfast. He looks tired and hungry” said Vishy’s younger
sister Vandana. Vishy smiled and mouthed “Thank you” to her before
going in to wash his hands. As he saw himself in the mirror he
realized that the exertions of the previous day and night had left
him looking absolutely ragged and harried.

In the next few days the same topic was repeated in Vishy’s home
as it was in the homes of the other 5 selected. Bramhadutt could
not convince his parents and called up the R&AW and informed
them that he would not be joining. The rest fought with their
parents until they gave up with exasperation.

On the 8th of July at 9 PM the 5 people remaining met
at the Charbagh station in Lucknow to board a train for Bhopal.










Chapter 4
9th July’ 2002 Bhopal (MP)


The train pulled up into the Bhopal station at 5 PM. The journey
had taken 10 hours longer than expected, but then, who in their
right minds would have expected the Indian railways to actually run
on time.

Bhopal, noted Vishy as he got off the train, was a big junction
but it still had the heart of a small station that was reluctantly
forced to play host to a lot of trains. The railway officials were
sitting on the benches meant for the passengers and carrying out
conversations oblivious to the world and to their own
responsibilities.

As Vishy and his cohorts got off the stairs of the bridge from
platform 4 into the parking lot, they saw that there was a sharply
dressed individual present. He hailed them and asked them to follow
him. He led Vishy, the 5 people that Vishy had met during the
recruitment and a couple more onto a parked Tempo Traveler with an
ability to carry 12 people.

As the vehicle started, the well dressed gentleman with an
impeccably groomed moustache and frameless spectacles turned around
to talk to us. On seeing him closely, I could estimate that he must
be around 40 years old.

“My name is Piyush Baghel, I will be responsible for your
training for the next 6 months. The schedule for the next six
months will be so packed that you will get 2 hours of sleep on
average every day. You will be learning all the tricks of the trade
and then you will be going into the field to do the work for your
country. So, in essence, enjoy what could be the last 6 months of
your life”, he said with a big dramatic pause, “as a naïve
civilian.”

The cab worked its way through traffic and in about an hour went
into a colony marked “Ghoda Pachad Colony”. Vishy noted the name
and connected it to the Ghoda Pachad Dam that he had seen in the
Bhopal map he had been checking out before his departure.

There were a lot of houses in the colony and the roads were all
kachcha dust tracks. There were a few dour looking locals who
looked on as the van moved up to a fenced compound that had a
warehouse type shed and a couple of other buildings.

Leaving the Van beside one of the buildings, Mr. Piyush Baghel
asked the trainees to follow him into the building. The building
only had a couple of floors, however, when they entered the
building they found a stairway leading down. Three levels down,
they reached the R&AW training facility that was almost
routinely marked as Intelligence training facility.

The trainees then got an orientation into the R&AW, about
Kao and his philosophies including a video of the session that the
great legend himself had conducted for the first batch of officers.
The courses over the next six months were to be broken up into 4
modules, each of which would be done simlataneously. The four
modules included Language skills, Soft skills, Weapon Skills and
Intelligence/Surveillance training.

Language skills meant speaking Urdu, Punjabi, Sindhi, Pushtu and
Bangla in various accents and speaking English in a Punjabi/sindhi
accent.

Soft skills section was an complete immersion in the cultures of
Pakistan and Bangladesh and knowing the complete layout of various
cities and how to survive in any city. Also, in this module, there
was complete training to be provided on the Qur’an, the Sunnah and
Hadiths to help us blend into the culture.

As all of the trainees were from a civilian background, weapon
training was to make them aware of firing various assault rifles
but mainly the AK47, rudimentary knowledge of firing a RPG and a
bazooka and basic self defense. Trainees who were from a military
background were typically given a more thorough course as they
already have some amount of basic Weapons and self defense
training.

Finally the Intelligence training module was the one that was to
be the most useful for it was to teach all about the art of
surveillance, developing sources and a small course in electronics
to teach the trainees about constructing miniature bugs that could
be used for electronic eavesdropping.

Mr Piyush Baghel told them that the next six months are going to
be the most difficult and enjoyable periods in their lives and they
were supposed to enjoy, learn and retain as much as possible. When
quizzed that this centre seems to provide only capabilities against
Pakistan and Bangladesh and not China, he replied with a wide
smile, “Do you think there is any sense in picking you folks to go
into China? We send in Tibetans and other Indians with mongoloid
features into china. They can get about without raising too much
suspiscion and anyways they require different training. So there is
another centre set up for them and also another centre for SriLanka
and Maldives”

The trainees shut up and went off to their beds in an adjoining
room for what was to be their last full night’s sleep for the next
6 months.










Chapter 5
12th February’ 2003 - Bangladesh India Border


   The border between Bangladesh and India is very
porous and it enables easy passage of men and materials between the
countries. The border on the Indian side is guarded by the BSF and
on the Bangladesh side is guarded by the Bangladesh rifles. Under
the current government of Begum Khaleda Zia, the Bangladesh Rifles
was actively aiding infiltration into india (into West Bengal,
Tripura and Assam).

Some of the people pushed into India were members of the Harkat
ul Jihad al Islami (HuJI) and its controlling agency, the Pakistani
Inter Services Intelligence (ISI). Since it was such a good
infiltration route into India, it was also a very good exfiltration
route out of India.

During the six months Vishy had grown a beard without a
moustache as was favored by a large number of muslims and had had a
circumcision performed to help blend in even on closer inspections.
As he had gotten out of the training facility, he had been
relocated to Lucknow. He had taken a rented apartment in the
crowded and muslim dominated area of Chowk and been in touch with
the imam of the local mosque who was a known radical.

Over the course of the month, Vishy had shown his piousness and
belief to the Imam as well as his pliability. The Imam, seeing this
launched into the indoctrination of Vishy and finally was sending
him to Bangladesh from where he could easily get fake papers from
the friendly neighborhood ISI agent and move to Pakistan for
terrorist training.

Vishy had graduated at the top of his class in the course and
had the maximum scores across all the four modules. Hence he was
being sent there for a long term infiltration to get as much useful
information about the Pakistanis as possible. This could take
anywhere from 5 to 20 years to get back. He was already missing his
family, He wondered what his family back home would be doing right
now. Appa must be fuming as usual that he had not called for the
past month. Amma would be worked up and preparing to make Dosa for
tonights dinner and Vandana would be studying hard on her desk. It
would take another week for the news of his death to reach them.
The R&AW had made it clear that he would have to die. His and
Raghav’s (also on a long term mission) charred bodies would be
recovered from a wooden PWD guest house that would burn to the
ground because of electrical short circuiting. He was sorry he had
to do this to them. However, the R&AW had told him that they
would make sure to take full care of his family via a good pension
that would be paid every month to his parents.

“Aslam”, a voice beside him spoke, shaking him out of the trance
he was in, “Yes Fareed”, Vishy replied, talking to the driver of
the jeep he was in. “This is the farthest I can get you on vehicle,
the rest of the way you have to follow the map. The border is
unfenced but do have some electronic barriers. The tunnels and
marshes that will help you circumvent them are marked specifically
on your route. Alhamdulillah you should reach the other side
easily. Shafiq will meet you there and guide you on your onward
journey. Allah hafiz.” Aslam Ali aka Vishy was now on his way and
there was no turning back.










Chapter 6
15th June’ 2003 - Lahore


   Vishy remembered how he had avoided being detected
by the BSF on his way to Bangladesh, a BSF patrol had passed within
meters of him but thankfully they were more worried about people
coming in from Bangladesh than people going the other way and hence
it was relatively easy to remain undetected.

He had first entered at Pirganj and then after meeting Shafiq
was moved to a house in Syedpur which was a couple of hours away by
a ramshackle bus. Aslam was supposed to be a north Indian from
Kanpur and hence Vishy had to really control his urge to reply in
Bangla that he had learnt during his training whenever someone
spoke to him in that language. Instead he let shafiq be a
translator and spoke only in urdu.

After a few days in Syedpur he had been taken to meet a pir in
the mosque a short drive away. He had been examined on his
knowledge of the qur’an and the sunnahs. The trick as he had learnt
during the training was not to reveal that he knew all of them and
their meanings by heart but depending on the organization grilling
you tweaking the meanings of the ayats to a meaning close to what
the organization preached. This would tell them that you were a
kindred soul and not an agent.

The organization in question was the Jamiat Ulema e Islam (JUI)
which supported the operations of the HuJI in Bangladesh. After 15
days of meeting the cleric during which time his circumcision was
checked too, he had gotten convinced that Vishy was in fact Aslam
and wanted badly to go to Pakistan to train to be a fighter in the
Jihad against the Kafir west and their allies like India.

Aslam had then been supplied with false paper work by the pir
and made to board a flight to Jeddah. Without getting out at
Jeddah, he had boarded a connecting flight to Islamabad. At the
Islamabad airport, he had been taken off board the plane by a
couple of police constables and packed off to Lahore where he was
currently being held for the past couple of months in a cell
without anyone as much as questioning him or talking to him.

Knowing that his best bet was to remain in cover in such a
strange land, he had kept quiet and maintained his cover of being a
very pious muslim. He had prayed 5 times a day as and when a Azan
was heard. He had been supplied with food once a day and his cell
stank. This was getting to pointlessness. He knew that if they did
not contact him soon, he would have to look at the possibility of
spending the rest of his lifetime in this jail.










Chapter 7
New Chapter


  The cell door opened just as Vishy finished offering the
Shorook (sunrise) namaz. It had never opened before for 2 months
now since the time he had been incarcerated in this cell, as even
his meals had been pushed in from under the grill. A tall, fair man
dressed in a salwaar-kameez entered. He had a week old stubble and
a flowing moustache giving him a very unkempt appearance. However,
his most striking aspect was the scowl he seemed to wear and the
hint of extreme hatred and distaste in his eyes. The overall effect
was not very nice to look at.

Introducing himself as Md. Iqbal, he said “Aslam, we are sorry
that we had to leave you here alone for a couple of months. It is
not always that we get visitors from India and we have to be
extremely careful that we do not pick up any wrong person. Allah
had ordained this as your test and you passed.” As he was saying
this his cold piercing black eyes fixed on Vishy and told a
completely different story. Vishy knew he was still on probation
and that this man did not trust him even though he had been ordered
to talk to him and help him. It was clear that Md. Iqbal would cut
his throat and be done with him if it was up to him.

Md. Iqbal then took him outside and a while later Vishy and
Iqbal were in a crowded bus going towards the North West Frontier
Province (NWFP). It was going to be a day long journey.

They reached Mardan by morning and got off. They then walked for
25 kilometers that day to come to a camp consisting of a few wooden
buildings, a few tents and an open ground that seemed to have been
arranged to be an obstacle course. Nothing in the camp looked like
it would be irreplaceable in the event of a loss due to fire/
attack.

Md. Iqbal spoke for the first time in 24 hours. He had
restricted himself to gestures for the period of the ride. “We have
reached the Lashkar camp” he said with obvious pride. Dumped the
bag he had been carrying and gestured me to follow him inside.

There was a white-robed cleric that he went straight to and
spoke. They both turned back and looked at Vishy and he groaned
internally at the thought of having to pass one more test.










Chapter 8
18th June’ 2003 – Lashkar Camp


  “What is your name?”, asked the cleric with a kind
expression.

“Aslam, Aslam Ali”, said Vishy wearily. He knew that though the
voice of the cleric was soft and kind, but one wrong answer could
make him a target for the target practice for the cute little
snakes that trained here to be cute little terrorists. Vishy could
just not let down his guard.

“From where are you?”

“We have lived mostly in Jabalpur. However from 1999 to 2002, I
was in Baroda after which I moved to Kanpur.”

“So is your family at Jabalpur or Baroda or Kanpur?”

“No sir, my parents are with Allah as is my little sister.”,
said Vishy softly, managing a tear, “They were killed when the
kafir Hindus attacked our colony at Baroda. They had all sorts of
weapons in their hands and were bent upon killing us. I was at a
much larger colony with my friend at that point of time and could
not return because of the violence. When I was finally able to get
back, all I could see was a burnt building and bodies burnt beyond
recognition.”

“I could not even afford to give a decent burial for my parents
and my sister”, he said softly. Then with a raised voice with
passion and conviction he thundered “That day I vowed to make sure
that I gave back a million fold back to India for what they had
done to me and to millions of other muslim brothers like me. I
travelled so far to Bangladesh and then to Pakistan to learn how to
do that but you folks are more worried about me being from India
than the use I can be in your war against India and the west. I am
fed up with it. Either train me to go out and fulfill my promise to
allah or go ahead and shoot me for being a Hindustani. I cannot
live this life, where my own brothers are not confident about me
and my determination that Hindustan should be broken into tiny
little fragments to avenge my family.”    

If previously the cleric had had a kindly voice, it was fiery
and theatrical now. He said, “Mujahid, don’t worry, all your trials
and tribulations are at an end and you passed. Allah ordained that
now you have become a member of the lashkar, and a mujahid who will
rain down fire and brimstone on the Kafir Hindus in this holy
Jihad.”

Vishy pushed against the wooden wall of the room he was being
kept in to hear what the cleric who had just left the room was
saying to Md Iqbal. “I believe the boy, however, can you please
check with your sources about an Aslam Ali whose parents and
younger sister were killed in Baroda in the Gujrat riots last
year?”, was what Vishy could make out.

“oh God! Hope my cover story holds inspection from the ISI”,
thought Vishy as he laid down for the night.

Over the next couple of months, Vishy underwent training in
firing AK 47s on standing and moving targets, firing an RPG, making
IEDs for maximum casualty given basic bomb making components and
connecting timing circuits to them as also making remote detonated
bombs by day and instructions on the Qur’an at night.

Finally, Md. Iqbal returned with a pack of trainees from Lahore
as Vishy’s training was at an end. He told the Maulvi. “It is
confirmed. I just confirmed the names from the list who were
killed. Aslam went missing after the riots. People who knew him
verify that he was a quiet reserved person who generally kept to
himself. Vishy was now completely into the Lashkar e tayyaba (Army
of the pure).










Chapter 9
2nd November’ 2003 – Lashkar Camp


   Vishy had again topped his class in gun skills,
Bomb making skills and concepts of the Qur’an. This made him a
favorite of the maulvi who overlooked the camp maintenance. He
asked Vishy to stay over for a couple more months and train more
mujahids as that was what Allah had ordained.

Vishy had no choice but to do that as he had come to know that
the maulvi and the main trainer at the camp abu chacha were very
connected to the higher ups in the organization and if there was
any chance of getting more information about the organization, he
had to get to the highest level.

One of Vishy’s tasks at the camp was to go to the nearest town
10 Kms away and get the weekly rations. Nobody else apart from Abu
Chacha, who had family nearby, was allowed to go out of the
camp.

On this fateful day, there was a chill in the air as winter was
approaching. Although wearing a jacket on top, Vishy was shaking in
his boots. This tamilian who had just 4 year back shifted from the
tropical Chennai to Lucknow had still not gotten used to the chill
and the cold, biting, wind.

On route to the village he could see an army jeep driving on the
road. His first reaction was to hide, but then better instinct
prevented him from doing that. After all, that the camp was there
in the mountains was openly known to the army and was even actively
encouraged. Nobody would question him.

As expected the jeep passed him uneventfully and the lone
occupant seemed to be an officer freshly enlisted into the army.
The jeep continued along its way till he could see it no longer as
it turned a corner in the hills.

Another 10 minutes later Vishy himself turned the corner. As he
did, he saw that the jeep had halted some distance away and the
officer was not visible on the jeep. Maybe it had broken down or
the guy in it has stopped to take a leak, thought Vishy, and kept
on walking towards the jeep.

As he did, he noticed that the army unit number on the jeep was
not of the regular army unit stationed in the region. “So”, he
thought, “there has been another unit that has replaced the
previous army unit as had been widely anticipated.” The next thing
he remembered was that this was a unit that had till recently been
stationed at Balochistan from the ORBAT (order of battle)
information that he had memorized about Pakistan at his
training.

When he was beside the jeep, he could hear muffled noises among
the bushes. Vishy peeked in to find out what it was and was aghast
at what he saw.

There was a body of a young boy about 15 years old lying
immobile in a corner. He had a knife wound that was bleeding out
from a knife wound to his chest and was unconscious at the least.
However, he did not seem to have done given up without a fight. The
knife in his hand had tasted the blood of his attacker. Beside him,
there was the army officer he had seen on the jeep 10 minutes ago.
He was trying to force himself with a young woman who was fighting
him tooth and nail.

Reflexes from his training took over and he picked up a large
stone lying by the road. Then Vishy snuck up behind the officer and
brought down the stone on his head with brute force. The officer
went down like a pack of cards. The young lady composed herself
quickly and quickly tried to cover her modesty with the tattered
clothes that she wore. Her blue burkha was lying on the ground
nearby and Vishy quickly picked it up and handed it to her to help
her cover up. However, it was not before noticing how beautiful the
young lady was.

Quickly he turned to the youngster and administered first aid by
quickly tying up the wound to prevent further loss of blood.
Without wasting another moment, Vishy kept the officers body in the
jeep behind the wheel and pushed the jeep off the treacherous
mountain road. It would take some time for them to discover the
body and then the army would assume that he ran it off the
road.

As he returned, he noticed that the young lady was still around.
“Shukriya aapka”, she said in a low voice, half glad, half afraid.
“Kya aap mujhe aur bhaijaan ko aap ghar tak chod denge?” Vishy
agreed. What other choice did he have.

The village was about 3 kilometers away and he carried the young
boy to the village and to the house where the young lady claimed to
live. As he kept the young man down on a cot outside the house, the
young woman quickly went inside the house and called her father
out.

Vishy was very surprised to see Abu Chacha come out of the
house. It was apparently his house. Quickly assessing the
situation, Vishy told Abu Chacha the whole story. Abu Chacha asked
Vishy to get back to the camp immediately and tell the moulvi about
it as well.

On second thought, he said, that it would be easier to tell the
moulavi about it later. First, we need to call the army and tell
them that we have seen a jeep fall off the road so that none of the
blame goes on the trainees at the camp. This is exactly what we
did. Later that evening, Vishy and Abu Chacha made their way back
to the camp to apprise the maulvi about the developments.

While going back, Abu Chacha asked “What do you think about
Aisha?” for that was the name of the young lady he had saved. Vishy
did not know how to react and mumbled something. “She is now 17
years old and ready to be married off. Who better to marry her off
to but a mujahid who has saved her honor today and is both pious
and smart?”

Vishy thought of Aisha as a very beautiful girl, but the voice
said in his head, “You are only 24 years old.” However, after being
silent for a while, he accepted Abu chacha’s proposal. After all, a
familial connection to a higher up in the LeT would doubtless give
him good upward mobility and anyways, now that she had been
assaulted (even unsuccessfully) there was a doubt of her virginity
and hence Abu chacha would need to kill her to protect their
honor.

So, the nikah was solemnized within a couple of days as the
honor of the woman had to be protected before all types of rumors
began spreading among the village folks. The youngster, her
brother, was well enough by that time to witness the nikah lying on
a bed nearby.

“Kabul hai (I Do)” said Vishy asked him the question and the
trainees all around him started celebrating. The maulvi then went
to the womans side and asked her the same question. Vishy could not
hear what Aisha replied but there was a huge celebration in the
woman’s section too. Hearing this the entire men’s section too went
bonkers and he could hear a lot of AK 47s being fired in the
background. Vishy then realized… he was actually laughing and
smiling at all this. He was happy.

That night was to be his and Aisha’s first night and Vishy was
nervous. He did not know what he had gotten himself into. He did
not know what awaited him. He did not know how he would manage his
dual life in the future when the time came for him to go back to
India and whether he would be actually able to go back. “God”, he
told himself, “If I had been in India, I might actually have been
arrested for child marriage. 17 years is below the legal age to get
married.”

His mind was thinking all this while he stepped into the room
and it struck him that he had a wife now. Aisha was sitting on the
bed motionless. She looked beautiful in her red dress that closely
resembled a lehenga choli. Her exquisite eyes were downwards cast,
her pearless white cheeks was flush red in color and her fingers
were nervously on one of the beads in her dress. She too did not
know what to do and what to think.

Vishy took charge. He had not had any girlfriend while in India
and it was all a new experience for him too but his having seen
pornographic content helped… slightly.

He put his hands on her two arms above her elbow. At the first
contact, Aisha’s eyes rolled upwards. In her eyes he could see
equal parts delight, nervousness and horror. Vishy asked her
“Aisha… main aapko Aisha bula sakta hoon na?” Aisha looked down
again and just nodded her head indicating to Vishy that he could.
“Aisha,” he repeated, “Do you have anything to say about our nikah?
Do you want some more time alone before I come to you? I do not
want to hurry you.”

Aisha continued to look at me and said in her low twinkling
voice “Since the day before when you came into my life at my most
trying moment and like an angel helped me asking nothing in return,
I have been yours and yours alone. You are my husband, you can take
me anytime you want and there is no better happiness for me than to
serve you and be your wife.”    

Smiling Vishy took Aisha into his arms and kissed her. Then
slowly undressing and caressing her body. She let out a sigh
everytime he touched her and her eyes were closed. He finally
placed her hands on his manliness. Aisha had a sharp intake of
breath but she kept her hands there not knowing what to do next. He
guided her to sit down on the bed and kissed her all over. Finally
he took up the position and plunged his manliness into her and
their bodies melted together into one.










Chapter 10
30th June’ 2007 – Sopore, Jammu & Kashmir (India)


   During the past 4 years Vishy had risen through the
ranks of lashkar operatives not in the least because of his
marriage to Abu Chacha’s daughter. However, he had been completely
based out of Pakistan. As time went on Vishy became more and more
aware of his need to make his bones by striking at a target in
India. He was aware of various operations going on against India
soil under the Karachi and Mumbai projects but he was not into any
detail that would allow Indian authorities to intercept these
projects.

Only if he had credentials as having performed a spectacular
feat, would he be trusted enough to lead his own operations. To
that end he had infiltrated across the LoC with a team of 6 other
terrorists and were based in Sopore district.

When out on patrols he contacted his bosses back in the R&AW
and made them aware of his location and his plan. They said that
they would co-ordinate with the Intelligence Bureau (IB) and check
its feasibility.

Though he had kept in touch with the R&AW by sending a
letter to a Karanchi address every other month giving detailed
reports on his life and intelligence, it was the first opportunity
that he had got to meet them in person.

The official from R&AW was at a tea shop. Both Vishy and the
official dressed as a local sat down and started to drink Tea.

“Your plan sounds okay, but we have to make sure that there is
no collateral damage.” said the official.

“Let me repeat my plan so that you can take it to your
superiors” growled Vishy, “This is the best middle path that we
have.”

“Okay”, said the officer skeptically. Later the plan that Vishy
had suggested was accepted without any changes.

On the 6th of July 2010, Vishy went back to his group
and told them of his coup. He had succeeded to get 2 of them access
to the sensitive Jammu & Kashmir Legislative assembly through a
contact who was sympathetic to the Kashmir cause. He took two of
them and a large bag of explosives with him.

They were dressed as the CRPF and had obtained the use of Gypsy
that had been painted to resemble the CRPF transport. These three
then with the identities and the explosive marched into the J&K
assembly and set up the explosives for when the Assembly would be
in session in 12 days.

They then marched out of the legislative assembly even before
someone could ask anything. The next day at around 10 AM there was
a loud blast heard. The army in their regular sweep had found the
bombs and the bomb squad while disarming them had set one of the
bombs off by mistake. In a couple of hours there were reports of 4
of the 5 bombs going off and not just one bomb and the casualty
figures started adding up. By the end of the day the casualty
figures reported were 20 killed and another 20 seriously injured.
All of the people injured seemed to be from the army who were
sweeping the building.

The news was greeted with cheers at the home in sopore where
Vishy had retreated to with his mates from the Lashkar. They
prepared to go to another safehouse in baramula by the next
morning.

However, at 11:45 at night, the person on the lookout that night
crept up to Vishy and said, “The army has come, they have
surrounded the house. We cannot escape.”

“Nor do I want to escape”, replied Vishy, “It is a fight to the
death and Alhamdulillah we shall prevail like the prophet (peace be
upon him) had prevailed in the battle of Badr.”

Then began the gun battle he had been waiting for. During the
gun battle, 5 of the people with him died. Vishy fired at the army
making sure that he did not hit the targets. However, there were
gaps that were opening up now as people were being moved back where
Vishy shot. Vishy indicated to his colleague Imran where the gaps
in the cordon were and asked him to go to Lahore and tell them that
Aslam will fight to the end.

The newspaper the next day had the following day had the
following headlines:

“5 Dreaded terrorists of the LeT killed, Leader Captured,
critical”

“Legislature bombers killed, leader shot but alive”

Vishy was smiling when he read this. He did have a bullet injury
in his shoulder but it was not paining anymore with the doctors
pumping him full of pain killers.

Piyush Baghel was standing by his headstand and smiling back at
him. “Don’t worry, everything went exactly as planned. We had a
controlled explosion of the bombs. The furniture of the Legislative
assembly is being replaced. Anyways it was time for a change of
upholstery anyways. R&AW and IB agents acted as the killed and
injured people and there were zero casualties.”

“Good”, said Vishy and carried on reading the paper. It was good
to be home. It would be a year at least before he was sent back and
it would be a good time to catch up on so much.










Chapter 11
18th November’ 2008 – Srinagar, Jammu & Kashmir (India)


   The Van that transported prisoners to court was
winding its way through the narrow streets of Srinagar. Suddenly
one of the prisoners sporting a long unkempt beard jumped up and
rammed into the police constable sitting at the back as the other
under trials looked on. The stranger then quickly swung the van
doors open and jumped out. The van stopped a hundred yards later
and the police inspector jumped out of the front. However, by that
time the bearded figure had already disappeared. The inspector
concentrated his efforts on making sure that the two other under
trials who had jumped out to escape did not manage to.

Vishy was officially now at large and on his way back.

There had been a spate of bomb attacks in the country over the
past 6 months and a module called Indian Mujahideen had taken up
the cudgels against india. This according to Vishy was the
culmination of the Karanchi project under which Indians were
trained in Pakistan and sent back to India to create mayhem so that
the charges of cross border terrorism do not stick. Vishy had met
Riyaz Bhatkal and Hafiz Sayeed when he had been in Pakistan.
However, they had not communicated anything about it to them.

Also, the other rumor that Vishy had first apprised the R&AW
about called the Mumbai project seemed to be in motion. The CIA too
with their advanced TECHINT were getting snippets of the operation
and had informed the R&AW. Vishy was to go back to Pakistan and
find out more about it.

He contacted his sources he had made sure were not touched by
the R&AW but just monitored and after getting the proper
equipment, started on his journey back to PoK. A week later on the
25th he arrived back.

As he reached home, he was happy to see Aisha. However, he was
mighty surprised to see a child in her arms. She had been pregnant
when he left not knowing that. It was a boy. “I have named him
Kabir as per your wishes.” Vishy took his son in his arms proudly
wondering what he had gotten himself into.

Later that day he met Hafiz Sayeed and gave him highlights of
how he escaped. Hafiz Sayeed was happy that he was back and told
him that he had a special operation in mind for him that was being
developed over the past 3-4 years and would need a couple of more
years. In the meanwhile, he was to go to ground with Imran and to
not contact anyone. Tomorrow afternoon operation Mumbai was to
begin.

With a knot in his stomach Vishy went back with Imran, with no
time or details about the Mumbai plot and no way to reach the
R&AW in time, all he could do was sit back and watch in secret
horror.










Chapter 12
27th January’ 2011 – Lahore


  “One more republic day passes without any incident”, Spat
out Vishy for Hafeez Sayeed’s benefit.

“Don’t worry Aslam, you will change that next year”, replied
Hafeez Sayeed. “How is the project I had given you coming
along?”

“Well, I have gotten most of the materials that are required.
However, I am yet to get the exact designs, Though I have an idea
on how to get them”

“Good”, replied the Jihadi Professor.

“How do you think will India react when we complete our
project?” Vishy asked.

“Exactly as they responded when we did Mumbai”, said Hafeez
Sayeed with a scowl, “These hindus don’t have any balls after all
the drama, now they are begging to talk to us. I am sure after our
project gets executed, we might even get Kashmir on a platter.”










Chapter 13
7th July’ 2011 – Lahore


   Vishy was being driven by an ISI agent he had
contacted to connect him with the legend. The ISI had approved the
plan that Vishy had put forth.

The global situation was such that ISI was desperate and wanted
some movement on its core demands. It reasoned that if it were not
able to get Kashmir within the next year, it would be too late for
it as it would lose all economic and social parity with India. The
situation was so bad that according to ISI gaming, if Kashmir did
not get added to Pakistan, there might be a situation in which the
country itself could get divided on ethnic lines into 3 regions
(Pushtu speaking, Baloch and Punjab & Sindh)

This situation had already made sure that the army had moved all
its missiles and nuclear armament into Punjab to maintain control
over it.

Vishy’s meeting with the legend went exceedingly well. He was
able to connect to the guy and within 7 days had exact details of
what he wanted. Along with that he had gotten a lot of information
that would be of much use to his country.

As he already had (officially) pilfered the materials required,
he set about machining what would be required.

He bade his wife and son goodbye. Telling them that he would be
back in a couple of months but knowing that he would never see them
again.

On the 31st of July, Vishy flew to Nepal on a
specially chartered plane along with some of his buddies. He landed
there and walked across the Nepal India border without getting
stopped or any alarms raised.

As they moved into a safehouse in Bokaro. He shot all the people
with him and called his R&AW team in to inspect the materials
involved.

The headlines in the paper the next day read “LeT Terrorists
killed in Bokaro.” That day was a day of revelations where it was
revealed that the terrorists were detected due to radiations that
were picked up by a UAV at the Nepal India border. Also, it was
revealed that they were carrying some Nuclear materials and that
the scientists were trying to confirm whether it was to be used as
a nuclear device or a dirty bomb.

International pressure built up on Pakistan throughout the rest
of the month and by the end of the next month, Pakistan had been
forced to renounce its nuclear weapons by the USA which threatened
to explode a nuclear bomb in Rawalpindi and Islamabad unless they
immediately de-nuclearize. By the end of the year, all nuclear
materials were either taken out or put under the care of the
IAEA.

So, what information did Vishy have that made sure that Pakistan
had no options? Well, there were reports early that year that
Pakistan is speeding up the process of making nuclear bombs and it
had more than 100 nuclear bombs which would be more than what
France had.

However, as Vishy learnt in his meetings with A Q Khan, Pakistan
had tried to do a nuclear explosion with its nuclear weapon design
on 25th of May 1998, 14 days after the first Indian
tests. However, the design they had used had not worked and it did
not go critical. At that point, the Pakistani army chief Mr.
Musharraf had made an emergency trip to china who had loaned
Pakistan a nuclear weapon to test. This was a plutonium based
weapon. Hence the Americans were completely confused when their
UAVs flying over the test site detected traces of plutonium while
Pakistanis had no reactors of any design that could give them
access to sufficient plutonium to build a weapon.

Later on Pakistan had made changes to its weapon designs and had
been inducting more uranium based untested warheads. These should
technically have worked. However, as Vishy’s design proved (when
analyzed by the Indian Scientists), they had not even perfected
this weapon and it would fail to go critical too and at worst would
be a dirty bomb. This fact was communicated to the Americans which
stepped up pressure on Pakistan for a complete nuclear
disarmament.

Finally, the easy pilferage of nuclear materials proved that the
biggest fears of the western world were indeed realizable. Today it
had been targeting New Delhi, Tomorrow it could be New York or
London. This proved that Pakistan could not be allowed to retain
the weapons and capability any longer.










Chapter 14
Epilogue - 26th January’ 2012 – Bhopal


   He was alone at home and watching the wreath laying
ceremony at the amar jawan jyoti. His younger sister was now
studying final year engineering now at IIT-Roorkee. It was hard to
realize how fast she had grown up. She had been a small 11 year old
kid when he had left home. His parents would be coming in later
that day. It had been hell to explain to them how he had
miraculously risen from the dead. But Mr. Piyush Baghel had been
kind enough to arrange for security clearances for them so that he
could tell them the entire story including the part of his having
married there and having a kid. They were not pleased at Vishy for
having left their daughter in law and grandson there and come here.
Vishy thought, maybe it was difficult for them to understand that
their daughter in law and grandson would hate them if they ever
came to know of the truth. Better this way.

Mr. Piyush Baghel was now handling one of the top 3 posts in the
RAW and as a head of the Pakistan desk he had high level powers. He
had made sure that Vishy had gotten the posting he wanted. He was
now a trainer in the Bhopal facility.

Anyways, the motorcade rolled towards redfort and the president
started giving the Awards. The announcer said “This year the Ashok
Chakra is posthumously awarded to Major G Viswanathan for fighting
the Maoists in remote Bihar. There were 25 insurgents who had
surrounded the camp. However, displaying exemplary courage, Major G
Viswanathan led the attack against them. He dodged bullets and shot
2 insurgents with his rifle from behind the sandbags. Later he
belly crawled upto another 10 and was able to take down 3 of them
with his pistol before the first bullet hit him. By the time he
lost consciousness, he had killed 5 of the insurgents. Highly
outnumbered, the jawans in the camp were motivated by the courage
displayed by the major and charged the insurgents and defeated
them. 22 insurgents were killed on that day due to the exemplary
courage displayed by the major. His parents have come to collect
the Ashok Chakra for Mr. G Viswanathan.

Vishy yawned as he saw his parents go out on the red carpet to
collect his medal.
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