BITTER HARvEgT

When Qasim walked through ¢}, d
was a burm’ng pain in his thigh be 0o, all he was Conscious of

€cause of

But when he saw the blood-soaked bofi;,) Otfhhei :'\:?}edldf:d bullet,

courtyard, he forgot his pain, He wanted to lbe hzlmg in the

rush out of the house, killing everyone who Cgar;e ins ha_xe an}:l
is path,

smashing everything that caught h;j
daughter, Sharifan. 8Ot his eye. Then he thought of his

‘Sharifan! Sharifan!’ he shouted.
The doo_ts of the two rooms in the
hiding behind one pf them, he wondered. ‘Sharifan! Sharifan?
he screamed. “This is me, your father.’ There was no answ ;1{
pushed open the first door with both hands. What he saw:znw .
nbtliﬁgg that he almost fainted. .
On the floor was the nearly naked body of a young oi L, her
small, upturned breasts pointing at the ceiling asyshe lga)?(r)n her
He wa sgg to scream but he couldn’t. He turned his face
in a soft, grief-stricken voice, ‘Sharifan.’ Then he
clothes from the floor and threw them over her.
e that they had missed their target by several feet.
t of the house, axe in hand, he was no longer
‘bullet in his thigh or the blood-soaked body of
ly of Sharifan, the naked Sharifan lying dead in
or of her room.
e began to move like molten lava through the
of the city. He saw a Sikh in the main square,
F n, but so ferocious and sudden was Qasim’s
n fell to the ground like an uprooted tree,
ot his severed head. .
L his own blood surging through his body; like
col ‘water is being sprinkled. He saw a

house were shut. Was she
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MOTTLED DAWN

Broup of five or six men at the far end of the road and moved

tow?rds them like an arrow. ‘Har Har Mahadev,’ the Sh"“fe;l*
obviously taking him for a fellow Hindu. ‘MmhffoCke‘Sv -
screamed and rushed at them, swinging his axe wildly. |
In a few seconds, three of them had fallen t© the .p,mund .
a blood-smeared pile; the others had run away. Like a r_nan‘
demented, he kept hitting them, till he fell on top of one of the
dead bodies himself. He wasn’t sure if he had fallen or been
overpowered. He lay there waiting for the blow to come, but
nothing happened. After a few minutes, he slowly opened his
eves. There was no one on the road, just three dead men among

whom he lay. -
He almost felt disappointed that he had not been killed, but

then he remembered Sharifan’s naked body, an image that seared
his eves like molten lead. He picked up his axe and was soon
running through the streets, shouting obscenities.

The city was deserted. He turned randomly into a small side
street, but was soon out of there when he realized that it was
2 Muslim neighbourhood. So far he had been hurling abuse at
the mothers and sisters of his enemies; now he began to abuse

_ He came to a stop in front of a small house. On the wooden
n Hindi. Qasim began to swing his axe at it and
oA smashed the wood into a pulp. ‘Come

, come out!” he screamed as he went in.
ors in the house creaked on its hinges and opened

young girl. ‘Who are you?” he asked. Tam?
ed, runni g her tongue over her dry lips. She
en more than fourteen or fifteen. |
a) the axe and pounced on her like a wild
bt the ground. Then he began to tear & h‘: |

If an hour he ravaged her like an animal go"
'Was no resistance; she had fainted.
sh ed, he realized that he was clutching her '[hmaet
is nails embedded into her soft K"

R ;

o image of his daughtes
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1 the floor, her small breasts pointi

idrfti) acil icy sweat. pomting upwards. He broke

Through the smashed street door, a man ran into the h
| . qword in his hand. He found Qasim squatting on the ?]gi)i,
|| ing to spread a blanket over someone lying there ,

«Who are you?’ the stranger roared. :

Qasim rurned his face towards him.

‘Qasim!’ the man screamed in disbelief.

Qasim blinked his eyes; his face wore a blank expression. He
couldn’t even see properly.

“What are you doing in my house?’ the man shouted.

With a trembling finger, Qasim pointed to the blanket-covered

heap on the floor. “Sharifan, he said in a hollow voice.
The other man pulled off the blanket. The sword fell from

his hand; then he staggered out of the house wailing, ‘Bimla,
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