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To every policeman who has stood the long watch,

and to their families, who quietly bear the weight of duty.
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"A uniform is not stitched from cloth—it is stitched from sacrifice, silence, and stories untold."
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Policing is not a job of sirens and headlines—it is a life. It is lived in the lanes of forgotten towns, in the silence of empty homes, in the laughter of barracks, and in the weight of decisions that never leave the conscience.

This book, Khaki Reflection: voices from the uniform, is an attempt to capture those untold dimensions. The stories are not bound by a single style because neither is a policeman’s life. At times it is simple and heartfelt; at times raw, brutal, and unflinching; at times poetic, philosophical, or stoic in silence.

I do not claim this to be a universal truth. These are reflections—literary, emotional, and experiential—that seek to honor both the glory and the grief of police life.

— Fazal Abubakkar Esaf

2025
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This book could not have taken shape without the inspiration and stories shared—directly and indirectly—by policemen I have known and admired.

I am grateful to:


  The countless officers and constables who serve with dignity, often unseen.

  My family and friends, who reminded me that behind every uniform is a human being.



Most importantly, I acknowledge the invisible sacrifices of every police family—their patience, resilience, and silent courage. This book belongs as much to them as it does to the men and women in uniform.
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Story 1.The Weight of the Uniform
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Raman was not a boy given to grand ambitions. He had grown up in the modest lanes of Puthupet, a small town that prided itself more on its ancient banyan tree and temple festivals than on any promise of prosperity. His father ran a stationery shop near the bus stand, selling pencils, notebooks, and, on good days, greeting cards. His mother was a quiet woman who believed the household could be held together if meals arrived on time and prayers were recited twice a day.

Raman, their only son, had drifted through school and college with the air of a man being carried along by the current rather than steering the boat himself. Teachers often said he was “neither brilliant nor dull—merely present.” His greatest pleasure was reading old Tamil detective novels from the lending library near the railway station. On lazy afternoons, he would imagine himself chasing criminals, cornering thieves in narrow lanes, or interrogating suspects with a stern glare. Yet, these were fantasies quickly shelved, for he knew his real world revolved around the shop counter and the ledgers his father often thrust before him.

It was his uncle—Sub-Inspector Jayaraman—who first planted the seed of the uniform in him. The uncle, tall and broad, with a thick moustache that seemed to command respect on its own, would visit their house on Sundays, dressed in his khaki trousers and neatly pressed shirt. Even when he was officially “off duty,” the air around him seemed filled with authority. Children in the neighborhood would stop their cricket game, stand in attention, and murmur “salute, salute” when he passed by.

One evening, over a plate of idlis, the uncle asked, “Raman, what are your plans? Your father says you are idling too much.”

Raman shifted uneasily. “I help in the shop.”

“That shop will keep you tied to a stool all your life. Why not write the police recruitment exam? With your degree, you can join as a Sub-Inspector. You will wear the uniform. You will command respect.”

The words “command respect” rang in Raman’s ears. He had seen his uncle walk through markets where vendors stood up, customers parted way, and even stray dogs seemed to retreat from his path. What would it be like, Raman wondered, to be the man in uniform instead of the boy behind the counter?

The decision was not made in haste. His father frowned at the suggestion. “Government service means bribes, politics, unnecessary troubles. Our shop is honest work. Why do you need anything else?” But his mother, usually cautious, surprised everyone. “At least he will have a secure job. Shops come and go. Uniform will stay.”

Thus began months of preparation. For the first time, Raman applied himself with unusual seriousness. He woke before sunrise, jogged around the dusty municipal ground to build stamina, and spent long hours with guidebooks that promised to prepare candidates for the written exam. His uncle drilled him in current affairs, while his mother kept a steady supply of coffee and moral support.

When the day of the exam came, Raman felt as if he carried not only his own hopes but the expectations of the entire family. He wrote with determination, surprised at how his mind, once lazy, now sharpened with resolve. Weeks later, when the result arrived in the post, his mother opened the envelope with trembling fingers. “Selected!” she cried, and the neighbors soon filled their small house with congratulatory voices.

The training that followed in the city was the hardest phase of his life. Gone were the comfortable mornings of late rising and leisurely breakfasts. Now, he woke before dawn to the shrill whistles of instructors who believed shouting was the only language men understood. He marched, ran, learned to handle the lathi, the rifle, and, hardest of all, the art of standing for hours without moving. His body ached, his feet blistered, but his spirit grew stronger. He realized the uniform was not stitched merely with cloth; it was stitched with sweat, discipline, and the unyielding voice of the parade ground commander.

One evening during training, after a particularly grueling drill, Raman confided to his bunkmate, “Sometimes I think I cannot carry this weight.”

His friend laughed. “It is not the uniform that is heavy. It is the responsibility. That weight you cannot remove once you wear it.”

Raman carried those words with him.

After months of training, the day arrived when he first wore the complete uniform—khaki shirt, trousers, belt, cap polished to a shine. Standing before the mirror in his barrack room, Raman almost failed to recognize himself. The boy who once sat idly in his father’s shop had been replaced by a man whose very posture seemed straighter, whose eyes had gained a certain sternness. He ran his fingers over the badge, felt its cold metal, and whispered to himself, “This is real.”

His first posting was back in a small town, not far from Puthupet. When he stepped down from the government jeep in front of the police station, a group of constables rushed forward to salute. The gesture startled him. Until yesterday, he was just Raman. Now, he was “Sir.” He nodded awkwardly, trying to suppress the smile that threatened to escape.

The days that followed were filled with lessons no textbook had prepared him for. A farmer arrived to complain that his goat had been stolen. A woman wept about her missing husband who had gone to the city for work. A trader accused his neighbor of cheating with faulty weights. Raman realized that the policeman’s duty was not only to chase thieves or scold drunkards but to become the mediator of countless small conflicts that defined daily life. Each knock on his office door was a fresh reminder of how the uniform carried people’s expectations.

One afternoon, as he sat with a cup of tea, a boy ran in shouting, “There is a fight near the bus stand!” Without hesitation, Raman rushed to the scene. Two men were grappling, surrounded by a crowd that cheered as if it were a street play. At his arrival, the crowd fell silent. The men froze, their anger suddenly melting into sheepishness. Raman raised his voice, firm yet controlled: “This is not a wrestling ground. Go home before I take you to the station.” The men, still panting, released their hold and slunk away.

That evening, walking back to his quarters, Raman felt an unfamiliar pride. The uniform had spoken louder than his words.

Yet, along with respect came the shadows. Bribery was a constant temptation, often presented as “gifts.” Politicians dropped hints about favors, businessmen sought leniency, and even friends whispered requests that would compromise his duty. Raman wrestled silently with these pressures. He remembered his uncle’s warning: “The uniform will either make you a man of honor or reduce you to a puppet. You must choose every day which it will be.”

One particular night tested him deeply. A powerful landlord’s son was caught drunkenly harassing women returning from a temple festival. The constables, nervous, whispered, “Sir, better to let him go. His father has influence.” Raman stood firm. “If the uniform bends today, tomorrow it will break.” He ordered the boy to be locked up until morning. Word spread quickly, and by dawn the landlord himself arrived, furious. He threatened, cajoled, and even promised generous donations. Raman listened, then quietly said, “The law is the same for all. If my decision displeases you, you may complain to higher authorities.” The landlord stormed out, but within the station, a new respect was born for Raman.

Weeks later, when Raman returned home in uniform for the first time, his father, once skeptical, gazed at him for a long time. “You look different,” he said softly. His mother, tears in her eyes, offered a plate of sweets to the neighbors who had gathered. The uniform had transformed not only Raman’s life but also the pride of his family.

As months turned into years, Raman learned to balance authority with compassion. He was stern with wrongdoers but gentle with children who peeked curiously into the station. He often sat outside in the evenings, talking to townsfolk, listening to their troubles beyond official complaints. Slowly, people no longer saw him merely as a policeman but as someone who belonged to their lives.

And yet, in quiet moments, Raman felt the true weight of the uniform. It was not the cloth, the badge, or even the authority. It was the knowledge that every action of his—every word spoken, every decision taken—carried consequences for others. To wear the uniform was to carry the silent hopes of those who came seeking justice, to stand tall even when bending would be easier, and to sacrifice parts of one’s own life so that others could live theirs more peacefully.

One evening, walking back from the station, he passed a group of boys playing cricket in the street. They stopped, saluted, and giggled shyly as he smiled back. In their eyes, he saw the same awe he once felt watching his uncle. Perhaps, among them, another boy would one day wear the khaki.

Raman adjusted his cap, felt the firm grip of the belt around his waist, and continued walking. The town lights flickered on, the temple bells rang in the distance, and the night embraced him with its quiet hum.

The weight of the uniform was heavy indeed—but it was a weight he was now proud to carry.
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Story 2. Night Shifts, Empty Beds
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Raman had been in the force for nearly two years when he was assigned to night duty for the first time in a continuous stretch. Until then, he had experienced odd late-night emergencies—festivals that ended in drunken quarrels, or an occasional theft that required vigilance—but now he was placed on a schedule: twelve hours at the station, from dusk till dawn, for three months at a stretch.

At first, the novelty amused him. He imagined himself as the watchful guardian of the town, a figure who stayed awake while others slept, a quiet sentinel of law and order. On the first night, when he reported for duty at eight o’clock, the sky had just turned a deep indigo, and lamps flickered to life along the bazaar street. The constables shuffled about, some stifling yawns, others pouring tea into tin tumblers. Raman tried to straighten his cap and project alertness, though a small part of him envied the shopkeepers who were pulling down shutters and walking home to hot dinners.

At nine o’clock sharp, he received his first visitor: an irate man complaining that his neighbor’s radio was playing film songs too loudly. “How can a man sleep when these actors keep singing love songs into the night?” the fellow thundered. Raman dispatched a constable to quieten the music, wondering if this was the great adventure he had imagined.

By midnight, the streets grew quieter. Dogs prowled the edges of the bazaar, their shadows long under the streetlights. Raman sat behind the wooden desk, stamping reports, filing small complaints, occasionally sipping tea made by the duty constable in a battered kettle. The silence of the hour was both calming and eerie.

At two o’clock, a woman rushed in, her sari disheveled, wailing that her husband had not returned from the toddy shop. Raman tried to comfort her, though inwardly he sighed. The constables knew the man well—he often staggered home late, singing loudly, collapsing somewhere along the way. They promised to look for him, and the woman left, still muttering.

By dawn, the station was quieter than a temple after prayers. The files stared at him like silent companions. The constables nodded off in corners, despite orders to remain alert. Raman’s eyes burned with fatigue, but he forced himself awake until the relief shift arrived. Stepping out into the cool morning air, he watched shopkeepers lifting shutters, children in uniforms rushing to school, vendors shouting their wares. The town was alive again, while he walked home like a ghost, longing only for his bed.

The first few days passed without complaint. But soon, Raman discovered the true burden of the night shift—not the cases, which were often trivial, nor the silence, which he could endure, but the peculiar inversion of life it caused.

At home, when he arrived at seven in the morning, his mother would be busy preparing breakfast, his father already at the shop. The neighborhood buzzed with daytime chores. Raman, however, staggered into his small room, bolted the door, and collapsed into bed. While others lived, he slept. While they slept, he lived. The rhythm of his life began to resemble that of an owl in a town of sparrows.

His mother tried to adjust at first. “I will keep your lunch ready by eleven,” she said. But often by that time, Raman would be deep in sleep, snoring heavily. When he awoke at three or four in the afternoon, the food would be cold, his mother too tired to reheat it, and he would eat silently while the rest of the family had already finished. He began to feel like a boarder in his own home, someone who arrived after the main events were over.

His father, though not unsympathetic, could not resist sarcasm. “Ah, here comes our nocturnal officer! Tell me, do the ghosts of Puthupet keep you company at night?” Raman smiled wearily, unwilling to argue.

But it was his mother who worried most. “How can a young man live like this? The world sleeps at night, you sleep in the day. Your bed is always empty when it should be warm.” She meant it literally and figuratively.

One Sunday afternoon, when Raman tried to catch up on rest, his cousins visited. The house filled with chatter, laughter, and the smell of mango pickle being served with lunch. Raman, half awake, tried to join them, but his body felt heavy, his eyes drooped, and he returned to bed. Later he overheard one cousin whisper, “He looks like a man twice his age.” The remark stung.

The empty bed became a symbol of his life. It was empty at night, when he sat in the station under dim lights, filling registers. It was empty in the morning, when his parents glanced at his closed door, knowing he was lost in sleep while the household moved on. It was empty in the evenings, when neighbors gathered on verandas to discuss politics or cricket, and he was already preparing for another shift.

Occasionally, when he passed by homes at midnight during patrols, he glimpsed domestic scenes that made his heart ache: families asleep under a single fan, a child curled up against a mother, the glow of a kerosene lamp left burning in some houses. These images reminded him of what he had traded. To guard the town, he had abandoned the comfort of sleeping alongside his own family.

One night, while patrolling near the railway station, he met an old watchman, bundled in a shawl, leaning on a stick. “How long have you done this duty?” Raman asked.

“Thirty years,” the old man replied. His eyes were rheumy but steady. “At first, it feels lonely. Later, you accept it. The night becomes your companion. You learn to hear its silence.”

Raman walked away thoughtful. Could he, too, learn to make peace with the silence?

Yet, loneliness pressed heavier when festivals arrived. During Deepavali, while his street exploded with firecrackers and children shrieked with delight, Raman sat at the station desk, filling forms under the dim bulb. Occasionally, he heard bursts of laughter outside, followed by the crackle of fireworks. His mother later described how cousins had visited, how the house was lit with sparklers, how the dining table overflowed with sweets. Raman had eaten his festival meal from a steel tiffin box brought to the station, its contents cold by the time he opened it.

His only solace came in small interactions. A tea seller near the bus stand grew fond of him and would keep a flask ready at midnight. “Police work is thankless, Sir,” the man would say, pouring steaming liquid into a tumbler. “But without you, these streets would belong to rogues.” Raman smiled gratefully, for the tea warmed more than his throat.

Sometimes, stray dogs followed him on patrols. Their tails wagged, their eyes glowed in the dark. He would toss them a biscuit from his pocket, feeling oddly comforted by their silent company.

At home, however, tensions grew. His mother began to complain of his absence at family meals. “What is the use of a son if he is never at the table? Even when you are here, your eyes are half closed.” His father added, “This job is eating you alive. Look at your face—drawn, hollow.”

Raman had no answer. He wanted to remind them that the safety of the town came at such a cost, but he knew such words would sound pompous. Instead, he quietly endured, consoling himself with the belief that this was duty, not choice.

The turning point came one night when he returned home earlier than usual, after a quiet shift. It was nearly five in the morning. He stepped softly into the house, expecting silence. But from his parents’ room, he heard voices. His mother was murmuring a prayer, his father coughing lightly. They lay side by side, the room dimly lit by a small lamp. Raman paused, suddenly struck by the ordinary intimacy of their scene. A couple sharing a bed, exchanging small words before sleep overtook them.

He realized with a pang that such intimacy was absent from his own life. His bed remained cold and empty at night. He had never married, had no companion to wait for him. The uniform gave him respect, yes, but it also demanded solitude. In that moment, the bed in his room seemed like more than furniture—it was a symbol of what he lacked.

From then on, Raman began to balance his life differently. He still did his duty, but on his off days he made sure to sit with his parents at mealtime, to walk with neighbors in the evening, to participate in conversations he once avoided. Slowly, the emptiness receded, though never completely.

Years later, when a younger officer complained about night shifts, Raman told him gently, “The bed will be empty, yes. But remember—it is empty so that others may sleep in peace. That is the true meaning of our work.”

The younger man frowned, perhaps unconvinced. But Raman smiled. He had lived long enough to know that the quiet sacrifices, invisible to the world, were the ones that truly gave weight to the uniform.

As he returned to the station that night, the town lay asleep under a sky sprinkled with stars. Dogs curled in doorways, lamps flickered faintly, and the air was filled with the rhythmic hum of crickets. Somewhere, children dreamed safely, parents slept without fear, lovers whispered on terraces. All of this was possible because men like Raman kept watch through the dark hours.

He sat at his desk, adjusted his cap, and looked around the silent station. Yes, his bed was empty—but so were the beds of countless policemen across the country. Empty beds, full duty—that was their life.

And in the end, he thought, that was enough.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Story 3. Festivals in the Streets, Not at Home
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Raman had always loved festivals as a boy. In his childhood days at Puthupet, Deepavali was the high point of the year: crackers that exploded like thunder on the street, new clothes folded neatly on the bed, sweets stacked in tins, and the temple car pulled through narrow lanes with chanting and music. As a child, he had run about barefoot, pockets bulging with sparklers and flowerpots, while his mother chased him with a plate of laddus, calling, “Eat first, play later!”

Now, years later, as a policeman, he found himself staring at the same festival through a different window—through the frame of duty.

On the morning of that year’s Deepavali, his mother placed a new dhoti on his bed. “At least wear it for half an hour before you go to duty,” she pleaded. She had saved for months to buy it, convinced that new clothes at festival time brought good fortune.
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