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    There is good in society and there is some evil too. Anti-social elements can be found in every society. Depending on the situation, their effect is less in some places and more in others.Due to our personal interests or due to carelessness, we do not pay attention to them, nor do we try to understand them. Some of them are visible but some may be not visible to us. They use everyone as per their convenience and their own interests and often force someone or the other. These anti-social elements are adept in the art of escaping even after committing the worst crimes. Dedicated to the Secret aspect of Terrorism, to those surviving in the world of terror.

      

    


What is terrorism, can an entire nation could be run on the strength of fear of weapon or is it possible to rule people by luring some people with money? Is it terrorism by killing people with a gun or to torture and kill someone mercilessly? When we came here to Barak Valley, everything seemed normal to us. Which is made up of three districts of Assam State in India, is a Bengali dominated region. In my childhood when I used to interact with locals in other states of India and they got to know that I am Bengali speaking they used to think that I am from West Bengal state of India. Very few people in India know that apart from West Bengal state of India and Bangladesh, Indian state Tripura and Barak Valley of Assam state are also Bengali speaking areas. These places are also known as Mini Calcutta. We are also Bengali residents of Barak Valley. I didn’t noticed or didn't pay attention earlier but from the beginning we found the behavior of the people here strange. Gradually their activities started increasing. They behaved rudely with us, sometimes made false allegations or charged high prices on items. How would you feel when something like this happens to you? While walking on the road, suddenly someone known or unknown is seen spitting while watching you or would suddenly spit in very close or sometimes would spit in such a way that splashes would fall on you. Served food in hotels or restaurants is of poor quality, such as rotten or stale, or worse, food that is extremely harmful to the stomach or health. You go to the doctor and you are not given proper treatment, or you are made worse with the wrong treatment. Throwing stones on the asbestos roof of house. Also some people while doing such things, show that they are afraid, that I might will kill them or some frightens me, like trying to provoke or instigate me, encouraging me to kill. Due to my father being in the Indian Army, we always kept roaming in other states, due to which we could not know about the ethnic conflicts of here. Gradually I came to know that there is a very big secret terrorist organization behind this, which carries out crimes in a very vicious manner. Bengalis are said to be from the Vanga tribe, an ancient kingdom and people of the Bengal region in ancient India, primarily located in modern-day Bangladesh and West Bengal of India. They were known as a seafaring people who were often indulged in black magic or related misdeeds since ancient times. Before this, I never had a chance to look at terrorism properly or it did not make any sense to me. I believed whatever I heard or knew from others. In the news on India, heard about such countries which are being ruled by terrorists and which are not democratic countries like India, where there are many unfortunate people who are victims of the atrocities and cruelty of terrorists. Like India, they do not believe in humanity at all. Hindu religion has always been using words like love, humanity, mercy, dharma, forgiveness, love, goodwill and has said that every Hindu or Sanatani has been following it. This country and its people have always opposed cruelty and injustice. When I came here in the city of the Barak valley with my parents, we had to take a house on rent. My parents were getting old and did not have a house of their own to live in. They had to find a good place and build a house, I had to get a job, there were many other things to do, were some small dreams like as common man. Initially, about two or three days everything was good, fine, normal or we didn't paid attention. Sometimes owner of the house comes to our house, sometimes we to his, mild conversations, some chats. Gradually their behavior and way of talking started changing. My parents were quite surprised by this, they assumed it was our fault and started trying to improve. But within a few days their behavior worsened. Landlord started using electricity from our meter and asked us for the bill amount. New tenants started making noise from the very first day. Mother was already unwell and was getting sicker due to their activities. On our complaint, they started quarreling with us and then the landlord also come in between and started abuse us, blamed us. After that we tried to talk to the landlord but his reaction was strange, he acted all this as normal, like such behavior happens with everyone. As their activities escalated, my parents protested, and the landlord gave notice to vacate the house after that. After a lot of searching we found a house in rent in Cantonment area. Roof of that house was made of asbestos, and huge stones were thrown day and night in the roof, especially during night the time after sleeping at night. It is not known from where they throw stones in the dark and where they run away. Reaction to conversations with the neighbors in this was strange, as mostly they are avoiding. The behavior of the people around here was a little different. Like they are either in all this or not. Some are showing like they are doing all this forcefully and some are escaping from all this, ignoring us also, as all this means nothing to them. It seemed as someone was doing it and someone else was showing it. From their actions it seemed as that we are a very foolish . Like there is someone else behind the scenes, running them all, giving instructions. The existence of an organization was coming to light that I had never thought about. Were making people do things, actions and many people were easily obeying them. Slowly and gradually I realize that somewhere in the house there is a covert listening device, more commonly known as a bug or a wire to listen secretly listening. Separate power lines were installed so that could disconnect and restart the lines repeatedly. I was finding all this strange, I even tried to discuss this with my parents but they did not pay any attention and I was also unable to prove my point. From there, when my father went to Prayagraj, a big pilgrimage site for Hindus, for a religious work, he made arrangements to stay in a Bengali ashram where food was served only in the afternoon. The food on the first day was ok but on the second day his stomach got upset due to excessive chili in the food. The food in the hotels or restaurant outside was also not worth eating, some of it was stale and some was not tasty, kind of unhealthy also. Somehow he returned home from there but was not in good condition. His health improved after taking general medicines, which my mother generally use at home. My father was not satisfied with this and after a few days he started taking homeopathy for this. That doctor said that his medicine would take a some time to take effect but would prove effective and my father also followed the same. However, the opposite happened and his health deteriorated slightly. Seeing this, when my mother tasted the syrup given by the doctor and she started having bloating and acidity and the same happened with me too. We were surprised as to how my father was taking such medicine for a month. I advised him to take rest, to stay away from medicines and eat light food but he did not agreed and after two days he started taking medicines prescribed by the allopathic doctor and due to those medicines his condition started getting worse. Then, on someone's advice, he started taking Ayurvedic medicines, due to which he fell ill within a month. Was not able to eat food and started vomiting again and again. In his condition, we were very disturbed and tensed, my mother sent him for treatment to relatives who lived nearby city. We don't know what treatment was given there, vomiting occurred, saline was given, some tests done, prescribed some medicines by doctor. After almost a week my father returned, my mother was satisfied, was good to see him. My father had become very dull and weak. All this affected him both physically and mentally. Started Behaving rude and strange, gets very angry and quarrels often, does not go out at all, was given light food for about two months and after a few days, the test report showed that he was anemic. Don't know what it was, whether it was stupidity or trusting someone. We do need doctors, they know what they are doing, they give us medicines and we pay them a fair price and thank them. According to our country and religion, there is a provision for proper medical treatment even for enemies. After some days, my parents started looking for a house. Own house to live. But after a lot of searching we could not find a house or place in the city. Since retirement, they had been trying to get a good house. My parents did not inherit any kind of ancestral property, so it was quite challenging to build a good house .Whatever had to be done had to be done with his hard-earned money. Although, after coming here, my parents started looking for a place to build a house, but they get quoted more than double the price. In this matter, my father also went to met a friend of his from college time who lived in a rural area away from the city. He offered to sell his house, but my mother flatly refused after seeing it. The price of that house was obviously much. They continued to search for a good place but as usual were unsuccessful. The man whose house we were renting did not talk to us much but his behavior was good. As he lived far away, he rarely came here but whenever he came, he would go to the neighbor’s house to whom he had given the responsibility of looking after this house. He came to our house once or twice. There was nothing wrong in his conversation, but it seemed that he spoke and listened to only a limited number of things. One day he suddenly came and asked us to vacate the house in the name of paint and renovation and when we asked for time, he got angry and started quarrel with us, abusing us. When we couldn't find a good house after a lot of searching, we were forced to buy that house. It's not that we didn't like that place. A natural countryside area full of many trees, plants, bamboo thickets. It was a pleasant feeling to see the pond, some betel nut trees and a few small and big bamboo bushes. Drinking water supply which comes for half an hour in the morning and for which a fixed monthly fee has to be paid. Later I realized like a separate line had been set up for us. Sometimes something like oily substance was visible in the water and sometimes like mild dirt. Complaint has no effect. At the time of deal of the house, seller asked for a month's time to vacate the house. After coming here, some people from the neighborhood came and started socializing and chatting with us. Some would wander around the entire house, like they had never came here before, while others would sit there for hours. The tone of conversation of some of them was not at all right, being rude, talking without respect or suddenly using kind of abusive language. But my parents were satisfied, happy, and started trying to improve relations, tried to be nice. Most of the people in the neighborhood earned their living by farming or doing labor or odd jobs. We organized a small religious ritual in which we did not have to do much hard work, only we had to bear almost double the cost of materials. They helped a lot on all the arrangements. On about two-three weeks, a lot of changes started taking place and they started distancing themselves from us. However, my parents kept trying their best to socialize with them by going to their house, some get together and gifting, by going here and there with them. But later, after their indecent behavior increased, my parents reduced going to their house considerably. Before leaving the house, seller had almost emptied the bamboo bush, due to which we had to buy the bamboo at a higher price for fencing. It was difficult to find laborers, can't say the labor cost, guess was that he might have taken much. After almost three years, our drinking water supply line was cut. Tried several complaint mechanisms including online but all hopeless and were forced to bring water from far away wells. Time passed but their activities did not diminish. Sometimes some day some side or part of the raft is seen broken. Often they cut off electricity specially during peak summers. Sometimes someone secretly throws stones at our house roof made of asbestos and someone would throw raw betel nuts or a hard coconut bud. They often sent groups of monkeys from nearby areas towards our side, apart from this, cows or goats would also be used to damage small and big trees, plants and property of ours. Often didn't got any one for work or labor. Even if we get any one hardly, he doesn't do the work properly, makes different excuses, tries to minimize the amount of work he has to do. Many times under some pretext, sometimes alone, sometimes in group, they come to quarrel and abuse. After almost ten years all I felt, realized, all I could know was that there is some secret bangla speaking hindu organization under whose instructions bengali people are working, by following which they are possibly helping in the development and mutual progress of everyone. Meanwhile my parents tried a lot but it seemed as someone was controlling people, giving them commands and they were doing exactly that. Without saying any, without listening any, they just do as per command. Sometimes it seems as everything is fine, the person who was laughing and talking to you, after two-three days he will start fighting with you without any reason or he will behave as if he doesn't even know you. Some do it happily while others seem to be doing it forcefully, as they don't feel good doing it. Someone would act as like he had a huge advantage. Like he is doing for some kind of merit. I tried to learn, tried to understand them in these ten years. It's not that I didn't try. Tried to talk, tried to know, but some people acts as all this is a common thing or like normal, as this is nothing and it happens, happening with everyone. Some would act as they have nothing to do with all this. They are just doing what they are told. An organization that can do anything just to fulfill its purpose. A fundamentalist secret terrorist organization that dares everyone to do anything in the name of community, in the name of language, and the people of here does it. Sometimes it seems that he is not even thinking, or sometimes it seems as he is doing it even though he does not want to. It seems as he is just playing his role, without any discretion, just the role that has been given to him. They seemed to me to that theory of Nazism in which everyone has to give top priority to the organization, follow the order of that apex body, that supreme organization, without thinking or understanding anything. Being of the same caste, language and community, they were doing all that fearlessly. People of this organization were always keeping eye on us. They worked just like a sleeper cell. Wherever we went, we go, members of that place that area get activated. They follow us, keep a close watch on every move, on every activity. The people, working for this secret organization are only bengali speaking hindus and they take help, seeks help from the bengali speaking people around them, around that place for all their work and activities and those people easily do as they were told for the sake of language, in the name of language, community. There was no questioning or reasoning, they are just following commands, does exactly as he was told . They were everywhere. India is the most populous country in the world. Overpopulation means unemployment, scarcity and many other things and because of all this, everyone starts looking for easy ways to make their life easier. It is not that there is no money in India, rather there is much money just like in developed countries. One just has to be with those people who has that money. I never got to know about the limitations of this organization. I don't know about other countries but they are everywhere in India. Whenever my father went to other states of India, I found their presence. A well-planned and wide network which had complete expertise in its work. Don't know since when they have been preparing for this. Who knows since when they have been developing themselves, accumulating. In preparation for such a war, in preparation for such an event. Sometimes trains running from here often did not have electricity till the first few stations, the air conditioners in the coaches were kept on high cooling system due to which my father would sometimes catch cold due to extreme cold. Complaints had no effect. The food served in the train was of low quality and the price was also high. When we used to come here from other states during holidays during father's job, this did not happen at all. Often there are problems in finding a hotel to stay, if we find one, the quality and services are poor and the rent is high. Sometimes the behavior of the staff is also not good. Even after booking online from online websites, hotel owner, staff often rejects the booking at the time of check-in, or sometimes asks for a higher fare. There are different excuses and reasons. The customer support of the online booking sites sometimes supports them, and sometimes gives strange answers. The quality and taste of the food is often bad, worse. It becomes very inconvenient, dangerous too when you are not able to get proper food away from home. In such a situation, there is a risk of deteriorating health. Sometimes I felt that maybe people of the organization do something such that wherever we go or someone of us goes somewhere, the sleeper cell of that place gets activated. They would create the atmosphere there either by themselves or with the help of local Bengali speaking people. They know how to manipulate others, knows very well how to use others, has mastered all these things, as they are been doing all this for who knows how long. I don't know since when they have been trying to know, test, read, understand and know people of every caste and language. When human being came to earth, he saw, understood and tested the living creatures around him. Gradually he learnt to control different creatures around him and started getting work done from them, live with them control them .He gradually learned how to control and use different creatures in different ways, and make them his pets. Common thing in all of them was that someone was using them like a pawn. There was someone hidden behind whose wish they were acting according to. I tried many times but not much, I felt like there was no point or sometimes I felt there was no need. Many times I felt like we are a big fool or something. Felt happy many times to see such organizations with such coordination. Who wouldn't be happy to see the development of their community? I found them everywhere. It felt like my phone was being tracked, who I was calling, what I was talking about. Emails Watsapp were being tracked. My comments on social media sites like Google Play India, X, Facebook India were being hidden. It seems as they always want to show, express and make us feel that everyone does as per their instructions, do according to them. Many times it felt like they were using the infamous Bengali dark powers on us, sometimes I felt as they know the future, could see the future. Their work, working pattern sometimes reminds me Darwin's survival of the fittest. Working under some kind of organization with principles and discipline. Many times I have tried talking to my relatives, uncle or aunt about this, tried to tell them but they often deliberately ignored the issue, tried to divert , tried to change the topic, avoid it, deviate from the topic or bring up some other topic, never took this matter seriously. It seemed like this was not a big issue that needed any special attention. Whenever I talked about this to my relatives like uncles, aunts, maternal uncles, maternal aunts, elders, they would often ignore it and talk about something else, they would often tell their problems, like as all this happening with us is nothing. Sometimes toothache, sometimes back or leg pain, sometimes, something else, lack of money, about some repairs in the house or sometimes some other problem. Sometimes their reactions were ridiculous, sometimes chucklesome, as it is nothing, they would pretend that their problems are very big then this. Because of their actions and their response, we were not taking it seriously. I tried to talk to my parents about it many times but could not make them understand. Those people from the organization had already a solution for it. The first time I spoke to my parents about this, talked with them about the existence of a syndicate, I realized that they were trying to hide themselves. They were just trying to show that people were doing it individually, as they were working as an organization in themselves. But looking at their coordination, it did not seem like that at all. They had made preparations for this as well. They used to show many incidents in a normal way, as it happened to many people and happens with many people. I could never tell my parents, or maybe I never tried that way. Whether it was power cut in the train or bad food or some other mismanagement, the Bengali co-passengers around would attribute it to the inefficiency of the railway staff and the government and curse them. There have been many more such incidents in which they blames the current government. In the case of doctors, they used to blame doctors and their treatment, consider them worst and pathetic with blaming the intentions and honesty of the doctors as bad. They always used to talk about other states for better treatment, while Bengali speaking people from nearby states often come here for better treatment. I tried as I could. Online police complaint, complaint to departments through the provided online portal CPGRAMS. I tried as much as I could through online. From electricity and water complaints to every small and big complaint, the outcome was disappointing. On my provocation, my parents tried from the nearest police outpost to the DC office. Where my father was made to sit for many hours and was not allowed to meet the DC. The organization always tried to show their strength in different ways, always tried to show public support for their crimes, for their activities. It is not that I did not try, I did but perhaps may not enough, or sometimes I did not feel the need. Still I did but it felt as they did not want it. Many times I felt as they wanted me to work against them, fight with them. There were some people whose decent behavior, good behavior forced me to think, forced to think about them, but despite the efforts, I was never successful. It is not that we did not try, tried to comfort them, we were never in favor of rebellion. But the more we tried to talk, to make them comfortable, the more strongly they resisted it. They do such acts, such activities so that we do not try such things in future. like they wanted us to rebel against them. Like we were an opportunity they had been waiting.  Are very lucky to have found us, An easy bait which they don't want to lose. Sometimes I felt like they want us to highlight them, their doing. People of here used to work only as instructed, within limits, as per the instructions. Sometimes I felt that it will continue like this, felt this just a common incident. It is not that every one dances to the same tune. When I am out in the crowd, I get a common feeling, everything seems normal. But when the person with whom I have some work, person in acquaintance does strange things, like as directed by someone, then one can feel something bad, because it often causes harm. Problem occurs when you are not provided proper treatment or you are made to suffer further through wrong treatment. We had to suffer it from the beginning. Initially, a few months after coming here, due to tooth related problem, my father went to ECHS Polyclinic facility, which is a scheme Ex-Servicemen Contributory Health Scheme made by the Government of India for ex-servicemen. In this, a fixed amount is charged and medical facilities are provided. A few months after we came here, my father visited there due to toot related problems. They then there refused to give treatment because of his sugar level. Well they prescribed medicines to my father because of his sugar level. When he went there again regarding toothache after a few months, he was turned away citing the doctor's absence. My father tried much but failed. He was forced to go to another dentist outside as per someone's advice. There the dentist did such treatment that next time my father tolerated the dental pain and discomfort but did not prefer any dentist. Fees was too much but did not use appropriate means. Dentist was behaving like a inexperienced and was shaking and twisting the tooth to get it out, of course which caused pain. Whenever my mother fell ill, she preferred private clinics, although she was disappointed there too. The medicines were not effective, sometimes there were side-effects. After visiting to the doctor, he would prescribe several tests but the treatment would always be disappointing. The veracity of the test reports was also doubtful, fake sometimes. The medicines were either less effective or were outright harmful. We were somehow managing. Due to regular consumption of ghee of a well-known company, his health started deteriorating. He started having less appetite, not being able to digest food and then he started vomiting continuously and later he almost stopped eating. He would vomit after eating just one or two morsels. When there was no improvement in his health even after trying for about a week or ten days, my father visited ECHS Polyclinic for treatment. However, he did not want to go there or to any other doctor. But we forced to go there. As there was no treatment facility for my father's present medical condition in there, medical examinator of there advised to take referral. For better treatment, my father considered Army Command Hospital Kolkata instead of the local medical college. We did not find a better and cheaper place than this for treatment. I myself have tried it many times despite the crowd. But right from the beginning, we were disappointed. Where after waiting for hours we were not able to get medical treatment, sometimes even rude and bad behavior from the medical staff. When my mother went there for eye-related treatment, the medical examiners there who are students started laughing. They started talking and laughing among themselves. Their strange behavior made it seem that my mother should not have gone there. Her going there was useless and they were making fun of this fact. When my father talked to us about the referral, we also agreed with his decision. He had not eaten anything for almost ten days, and if he tried to eat a little, he would vomit. Considering his health, we immediately sent him by plane instead of train. After reaching Kolkata, he had to struggle a bit to reach the correct address because no one there was able to tell him properly. Somehow he reached his destination where he was made to sit for hours. The doctor called him to his room and after talking to someone on the phone for a long time, he refused to admit him and provide any kind of treatment. They did not even have any compassion for his weak condition and refused to provide any kind of medical treatment citing lack of permission. They did not listen to that weak man of sixty three years of age at that time and flatly refused to admit him in the hospital. He has talked with the superiors in this matter but they denied.  That doctor called someone from the staff, explained something to him and instructed my father to go with him. He took them to a counter a little distance away and gave them the address of a place to spend the night and left. That place was about three kilometers away from there which he has covered by walking. There was no facility of any kind of vehicle inside the Command Hospital area. According to that man, that place was at some distance, but while walking they realized the distance of that place. I don't know how they reached there in such a condition, after reaching there they thought it better to rest wherever they saw empty space. The next morning they had to walk from there to there again. With great difficulty they reached the restaurant first. There were not many food options and more than half of the menu options were not available. Unwillingly they had to eat the food of their choice which was tasteless and full of chilies. He somehow managed to eat a little but after some time he vomited again. When he contacted the reception there, he was sent to another place a few kilometers away and from there they sent him back to the same place saying that he did not have any important documents. He was there for two days and in these two days he was made to run from one place to another on the pretext of treatment but was not provided any treatment. The very next day he arranged to stay somewhere, but was not good for patient like him. Despite many difficulties of accommodation and food, he tried his best to get treatment, but they did not let it happen. Due to his poor health, he did not talk to us on the phone most of the time. Despite our repeated requests, he was not coming back. Later, we came to know that he was in constant touch with the polyclinic incharge of here who was continuously advising him to try for admission and for treatment. When my father did not see any hope of treatment, he agreed with us and returned to home. After this, we took him to private doctors but everything was useless. They just prescribes some types of tests and then prescribe ineffective medicines. After a few days, he was again admitted to the medical college with the referral from the polyclinic and was discharged after being kept there for a few days. Neither any medicine nor any treatment was provided. Blood was extracted twice a day in the name of blood sample. He had become very weak. He was managing as much as he could by eating light food and taking digestive medicines. In this condition, tried for walk in the morning and evening. Some improvement was visible due to all this efforts . On the day of Vijayadashami, I went market early in the morning and bought meat of goat. I went early because meat gets sold very quickly on that day. I don't know about others but the price of meat is pretty much high on that day. Vijayadashami or Dussehra is considered a major festival of Hindus. According to Bengali culture, eating meat and fish is very important on this day and it is considered very auspicious. Many people buy live animals and slaughter them in the courtyard or around the house. This also occurs during other important festivals like Makar Sankranti, Baisakhi etc. People buy chicken, pigeon, goat, fish and duck on a large scale. My father did not like to eat meat at all, so he cooked dal for himself. After a lot of persuasion from my mother, he did not agreed for the meat, so she cooked vegetables for him. So she cooked some vegetables to eat with dal. The man from our neighborhood who sometimes occasionally tries to quarrel with us on some pretext or the other became active at that time. That day when my father was going for a walk, after a little distance, he suddenly punched him from behind. Though the punch was not so strong but due to his weakness and the sudden punch from behind, he fell down badly. His hand got hurt a little. His leg got sprained due to which he limped for about a week. According to my father, he was coming from the front but my father was unable to see him, unable to recognise him. Maybe due to weakness or something else, his vision had started to become blurry. He saw him coming from the front but he could not recognize him at all. At that time he got up and pushed him with all his strength and ran away from there somehow. At that time he was continuously abusing them and also threatening to kill them. Somehow he reached home and told the whole incident. After a while I saw him and challenged him. We quarreled and abused each other. He picked up a stone and threatened to hit us with it and started breaking the wall made of asbestos tin. So I also took a knife from inside the house. But by then the people around had calmed down the situation. Although during the fight some people were encouraging him and supporting him. On seeing me, they wanted me to go and fight with them or beat them up but I did not do that. Then suddenly I see a crowd of people. They were going towards the temple. Some of them took that man with them, supporting him. We talked to many people around us about this but did not get any satisfactory answer, response from them. Some supported us and advised us to stay away from him, while others did not pay much attention to what we said and acted as we were wrong. After a few days, my father as per advice of someone known to him, he left to meet him for a state near Delhi to meet him. From there he started homeopathic treatment which improved his condition. After return few weeks later when he got an eye checkup done through referral from polyclinic, it was found that he had cataract. The doctor from eye hospital immediately advised surgery but due to high blood pressure, they gave him medication. Due to the low potency of the medicine, there was no significant change in his blood pressure, about which he talked to the eye doctor. The doctor gave him an appointment after a few days. However, my father informed polyclinic about the increased blood pressure. But their actions did not suggest that this would be a big deal, like just a normal. Despite many requests polyclinic medical staff with doctor himself did not provide any medicine. Acted like just normal, showed no interest. After a few days, my father had a cataract operation. Some regular drops were given and he had to buy glasses. During this, some problems also occurred. The hospital was quite far from our city. A different district, different city at the capital of the state. Almost twelve hours to reach by bus or train. My father had to stay in a lodge which was very uncomfortable and which he got very rarely. Anyway, no matter how expensive you buy, there will be some problems. Sometimes the staff is rude, sometimes rude. In the hospital too, they called early in the morning and made to sit for hours on an empty stomach, even after the operation my father was made to sit without eating food on some pretext. My father was in contact with polyclinic of here and their guidance was very useful at that time. But despite my fathers many requests on his every visit to polyclinic medical facility, they were neither checking his Blood Pressure nor giving him medicines. We were unaware of their terrorist plan which they had been planning for who knows how many years. He had not been taking any kind of medicine for several weeks. He was just using eye drops which were given to him by the eye hospital where he had undergone cataract surgery. Meanwhile, I took my mother to polyclinic for treatment. Behavior of health workers there were very nice. They were interacting well with my mother. The medicines they provided proved to be very effective. My mother liked all this very much and requested my father to get treatment from there only. My father did the same. He visited there again and they neither checked his blood pressure nor gave him any medicine. That day was like any other day, in the evening, after bringing a can full of water from a distant public well and doing some odd things, he went to the back room. It was quite late in the evening and he had still not had his lunch. I was also sitting to eat at that time. After some time, I heard a sound from there. I ran over there, he was lying down in the floor, he was not able to move properly. I somehow made him lie back on the cot. Just then, mother came there. We did not know what to do. We were completely unaware of this. We called an ambulance, which arrived a little late. I explained to my mother and left her at home and went with my father alone. The ambulance took us to the medical college which was in a far away city. After examination, the medical staff there told me that he had suffered a brain hemorrhage stroke due to high blood pressure. His left side had become paralyzed. After admitting him in general ward of medical college, my uncles left me there and went home. I was with my father the whole night. I had no idea what I was doing, don't know what to do. He was lying on the bed, unconscious, moving his hands and legs of one side, asking to urinate at intervals, even a catheter was inserted. I requested the staff on duty there for appropriate actions but he was not paying attention. The next day, after talking to my mother, relatives admitted him to a private hospital late in the evening where the doctors advised for immediate  head operation. I was doing as they are telling me to do. I did not know what I was doing. I was doing as per the advice of my elders. I did not know what kind of operation it was and what to do. He had to undergo two operations. The second operation was almost a month after the immediate operation. In the first operation he was unconscious, but in the second operation he had to endure extreme pain and suffering. According to my father, the pain was extremely painful and life-threatening, he was not given any anesthesia. Later when we asked about this with the concerned doctor, he clearly denied this, he called this hallucination. That pain was extremely unbearable. He kept saying that whatever pain and agony he has suffered, even his enemies should not have to suffer it. We don't know anything about all this, about this condition, this illness. Despite repeated requests from my father, when the doctors, medical staff of there neither checked his Blood  nor gave him medicine, he informed us about it. Whenever he mentioned it, talked about,  I never took it seriously. I would only tell them to meet the doctor, only advised to tell the polyclinic medical facility about this. When my father was repeatedly saying that they were neither checking his blood nor giving him any medicine, I was repeatedly explaining to my parents that when the health workers, doctors are not taking it seriously, when they are not paying attention to it, then there is nothing worth paying attention to. I thought when the doctors are not taking this seriously, when are deliberately not paying attention to this, not taking cognizance of it, then this would not be a big deal, it's not a serious issue. I could never think about this, I had no idea about their intentions. My father was given premature retirement from the Indian Army under the medical category due to hypertension and sciatica and they all knew about this. They knew what they were doing, what they were going to do. We were deceived by them. A few weeks ago when I took my mother there for treatment, the behavior of the staff and the doctor was very good. They were talking to her very nicely. We had no idea of ​​their plans. We had no idea what they were going to do. We could never even think about it.  After the first operation we went to my mother's sister's house, which was nearby city.  At that time, my father's condition was very bad and critical. We were completely unaware of his health and condition. We were scared and worried. We did as we were told, someone came every day for exercises. That physiotherapist came every day for about half an hour. After the second operation as per the doctor's instructions, we left my aunt's house and started living on rent near the hospital. My father's condition was very bad. He was unable to sleep at night due to pain in the operation area. We didn't know what they did. My father had become completely weak and unhealthy both mentally and physically. I talked about to lodge a complaint against the culprits, but my father immediately refused for this. Despite being in extreme pain, he stopped me from doing anything like this and asked me to stay away from such troubles. Perhaps he did not have faith in them anymore, in the complaint mechanisms, those people. He simply said that after he gets well, he himself will go to the polyclinic and submit his card and break all ties. He always had severe pain in his head, especially in the operation area, and complained of swelling in the operation area. According to the doctor's condition if we wanted to get treatment from him, then we would have to get therapy from his recommended physiotherapist. The doctor said physiotherapy was a must. Considering the medical condition and for better treatment at a low cost, we started living there by paying more rent. Sometimes my maternal uncle, paternal uncle and aunt would come and ask us to go back to aunt's house. We did exactly the same as per doctors advice. Doctor recommended physiotherapist demanded higher fees than others, claiming that the patient would feel a little more pain in his treatment but his physiotherapy would be more effective than others. My father was paralyzed from the left side but he deceived us under the pretext of treatment.  That physiotherapist, using his learned skills, did something to the nerves around the ankle of my father's right leg, which caused the ankle area to swell. He was unable to straighten his right leg and on trying to straighten it there was extreme pain and strain in the nerves and muscles of that leg. He did something with the nerves of his right leg and then took the money as per the time and left. My father was feeling mild pain around the ankle of that leg but after evening the pain increased and by night it became very severe. He got some relief by bending his knee. I told that physio guy everything and asked him to come immediately the next day. He came at the appointed time. He was not trying to fix his leg but was trying to give him more pain and suffering. He was a strong guy, almost twice my size. I was with my sick and weak old mother and my old and weak father who were paralyzed and in great pain. I was feeling completely helpless and weak at that time. He did something with the bones of his leg such that even his fingers remained bent. Instead of being violent with him I decided to complain to that doctor but after complaining the concerned doctor, he did nothing. He did not even react, like that bent leg was normal. That doctor prescribed some dangerous and harmful painkillers. After about a month, when my mother went to that doctor again with her younger brother, that doctor advised us to go back to our home. He said that we were wasting money by staying in the city. The doctor said that my father would become completely healthy in a year, my father does not need physiotherapy. I just have to move his hands and legs occasionally and within a year he will be as healthy as before. That doctor knew more about my father's current health than us, but despite this he was advising us to take him in that village away from the city in that critical condition. I tried to complain and take action against that doctor and physiotherapist but could not do anything due to poor complaint mechanism. Online complaints were useless. I also contacted complaint cell 104 found from the internet, but got only disappointment. Expressing their inability, they said that they has the right to take action only against government doctors or hospitals. Even after this, despite my father's disapproval we tried for treatment from other therapists, but got only deception and pain. Whoever came, only inflicted pain by deception. He was agonizing due to intentionally wrong physiotherapy. We did not know what to do. I found many paralysis recovery centers on the internet. They would ask for a hefty amount for treatment but would not give any guarantee, saying they would try their best, but even one percent recovery is in the hands of the patient. Meanwhile, my father had to be hospitalized several times for treatment related to severe pain. Due to the intentional poor treatment of that doctor recommended physiotherapist, he became more sick and was in pain, specially with nerve pain and related issues. All this cost a lot of money. We went back to our aunt's house but it was of no use. My father was lying helpless on the bed in pain without any treatment, was unable to move due to pain. Day by day he was becoming physically and mentally weak and ill. From the behavior of my aunt and her in-laws it seemed as they did not want us to stay there. We tried everything possible, but we were nothing in front of the Supreme Body. We got only deception in the name of treatment. He was suffering from pain and agony due to intentionally wrong treatment and bad physiotherapy but we could not do anything. My mother was also becoming more ill and weak. At this age, she was unable to handle everything alone. We were still looking for a doctor or physiotherapists. Some acquaintances told us to take him to the state capital for treatment. It was extremely difficult to take him there in this medical condition. Despite the adverse circumstances, we took him to the empaneled hospital in state capital. We requested help from senior officials of ECHS for help with transportation and other facilities. Tried to appease related Indian Army authorities. Tried everything possible, emails, contact numbers, whatever sources I could find. I sought help but we got only disappointment. Due to no response of my emails, treatment requests, despite his critical condition, we take referral from polyclinic of here and without any assistance, travelled for almost fourteen hours in a private small ambulance with braving adverse conditions on bad and uneven roads to reach to the only empaneled hospital in the Capital of the state where initially they refused to admit him in the hospital. According to them, it has been more than six months since the stroke incident and now it is too late for them to do anything, so they cannot provide any kind of treatment, but after our repeated requests they agreed to admit him for three days. But they hasn't treated him good. Pain was deliberately inflicted while inserting the cannula and there was pain at the place where it was inserted. Complaint was ignored saying it as common occurrence, they explained me this as normal. There will be pain at the site where the cannula is inserted and it will last until it is removed.  Despite his extremely weak condition they did not give him any anti-debility medicine, didn't provide any medicine for low hemoglobin. The arms and legs of the paralyzed side became crooked, there was a lot of pain and agony due to the poor condition of the nerves. Medical incharge over there strictly advised for physiotherapy but they didn't provided any. Physiotherapists came and checked my father but they were behaving like novices. They were behaving as they had no special knowledge about physiotherapy. Cannot say much about the doctor and treatment, except that treatment was ineffective. Behavior of the staff was bad with him. He was suddenly left in the middle by the man from housekeeping staff during transfer from wheel chair to bed and he got injured due to falling from height. When I strongly objected, he said that his hands slipped. I was not able to understand what to do about his behavior, about his acts. A man of around fifty-five to sixty years of age who was behaving normally and was good at behavior till now, suddenly started behaving as he was not the same person as before. There was a drastic change in his actions. It seemed as he was trying to hurt him as much as possible. He was behaving like an enraged stupid animal, as he was trying again and again to make me say something bad to him, harm him, beat him up. Both the on duty housekeeping guys on that ward were of same language, religion, caste, looks and their behavior was gradually becoming worse and more provocative. Were repeatedly doing such things deliberately that could hurt and torment my father. Whether it was about changing diapers or changing clothes or bed sheets, were trying to hurt him as much as possible, were behaving very rudely, were twisting his legs badly and roughly due to which he started having extreme pain in the nerves from the upper part of his leg to his neck. I don't know how and in what way those people were provoked. They appeared to be local residents of this place, indigenous peoples of Assam state. Their actions were provoking me too. Sometimes I was restraining myself considering their age and sometimes considering the ethnic conflict between the two communities, which was going on for many years. Although Bengali-speaking people have had minor disputes with local people, castes and tribes in many places, as often happens between different castes and tribes, but few of these disputes have resulted in bloodshed. This dispute is also one of those disputes which led to some incidents of bloodshed. A big movement also took place in Barak Valley during nineteen sixties. Also they keep highlighting this movement occasionally from time to time. However, neither my parents nor my aunt or uncle or relatives ever mentioned anything of the sort, anything about this all. After coming here, local news sources were the only source. Those guys from the housekeeping belonged to the same community, The community that was also ruling the state capital. I felt as the people of the secret Bengali organization wanted me to beat up one of them or kill or hurt one of them or someone over there and then they would come and beat me up or do something worse. This happened many times when I somehow managed to control myself. I felt like I should kill one them, sometimes someone on there. When we complained to the doctor, he did not even give a mild expression. From the beginning their actions seemed to indicate that they did not want to provide him treatment. Due to their bad and poor actions and worst behavior we requested the medical officer for immediate discharge. At the time of discharge I received a message on WhatsApp asking for feedback about the hospital services, but as I was busy I did not respond to it at that time. In the discharge room a young lady from the hospital staff came to me and on the pretext of showing discharge related information on WhatsApp she took my phone and gave a positive feedback about the hospital service. I strictly asked her the reason for her action and I was stunned to hear her reply. She said that the feedback message was related to the doctor. Once again she took my phone and showed the details of that hospital in review section on Google search page and asked me to write complaint or feedback about the hospital there. Don't know what she was thinking about me, she wanted from me, what she was trying to make me understand, what was she trying to explain to me. Due to their bad treatment my father's condition worsened further. At that time, not only my father's health had deteriorated, but my mother's too. In the hospital, the nurses would roam around his bed all night and keep shouting on some pretext or the other. He couldn't sleep due to the effect of the medicines too. The quality of food was also poor. The driver of the ambulance in which we came here in capital was in constant touch with us and we took his help in transportation. I thought he had gone back but the next day after the admission in the hospital, he contacted me himself and asked me about the situation. After consulting with my aunt who was with us and the ambulance driver, we took him to another private hospital. My father had become very weak and also was in a bad condition due to which we decided to take a cabin and take decision only after meeting with the medical officer the next day. When I went out to look for accommodation with my aunt, a nurse came, my mother was also present in there. At that time the nurse inserted the cannula in my fathers hand in such a way that he screamed in pain. It was causing him a lot of pain. That nurse seemed to be Bengali. My mother called me back immediately and started scolding me for my poor activity. My mother did not want me to go anywhere. Due to her ill health she was unable to manage here but despite this I went out because I wanted to stay for few days, hoping that maybe they would treat my father here, may be he could get appropriate treatment but after looking at the situation we decided to discharge him the next day. At the time of hospitalization, on both hospitals, sometimes from the doctor who comes for routine checkup, sometimes from a nurse or physiotherapist or any medical staff who wants to know about their health as per their duty. We informed them about my father's overall health condition, deliberate non-administration of medicines, about deliberate poor, bad physiotherapy, deliberate infliction of pain and suffering. But I did not get that response I was expecting. They were working according to that secret Bengali terrorist organization, working according to their instructions. I tried to find out how the people of the organization were manipulating them, but I could not succeed. It seemed that by giving pain, agony, suffering and sorrow, those people of the terrorist organization were enjoying themselves and making those people happy too of there. I saw happiness in all this in the bengalis there. A strange happiness, satisfaction, whether it was the Bengali doctor or that young girl assistant. They were trying to appease people of other communities by hurting us. The state capital is not only home to the indigenous people of the state but also to many castes, tribes and communities from North East India. Being a major center for the entire North-East India, people from almost all the castes, tribes and communities of North-East India can be found here. I felt like they was giving them happiness by causing us pain. Felt like they were being satisfied with our suffering. They just wanted me to beat them up someone, if possible I should kill someone in some way. Their actions were provoking me, I felt that I should do something similar when I get a chance. I was feeling that secret organization around me every moment. According to them, they had decided only one way, one option for me, either have to kill or have to die in agony. Had decided everything, just wanted me to kill someone. According to that organization, everyone is a puppet in their hands and they had thought and decided how to use us. According to that organization, death is certain but the only thing to be seen is whether I have to die by killing someone or die like this. I have seen this many times before, I felt like this, felt as those people want us to hate and dislike people from other castes, communities or languages. Those people used to make people of other communities and languages ​​behave in such a way that we would get angry at them and dislike them. But I did not pay any attention to all this at that time. During the transfer from the ambulance to the stretcher and then to the hospital bed, every effort was made to inflict maximum pain and injury. Sometimes the stretcher was not lifted to the same level, he was dragged, pulled or lifted and thrown onto the stretcher with carelessness and indifference. They were just trying to cause them as much pain and suffering as possible. At that time, I felt very sad about the community disputes and caste conflicts in India. If there were no issues like language disputes and caste disputes, perhaps such an organization would not have come into existence. There are many countries in the world that live in harmony and peace, preserving and integrating many ethnic groups, races, tribes, religions and languages. If they lived without any competition, perhaps no one would have to trample or shame humanity. We returned. Without treatment, in a very bad condition. In the same state. I wonder how my father would have endured all that. My parents had become even more ill. While going there my father was very encouraged, he was confident that he would get well, will get treatment. We were nervous, worried, and it seemed extremely difficult to take him to the State Capital given his condition. But my father was encouraged by the words of others. We kept giving him the same old medicines for almost a month which showed some improvement. After about a month we tried again. At the time of discharge from the hospital, the doctor again said that physio thing was important and again we insisted on the same physiotherapy. Seeing our insistence, aunty and her in-laws arranged for it and also gave necessary instructions. They clearly instructed us that even if the patient screams or shouts in pain, we should not interfere. There will be pain and it has to be endured. We also tried the same but my father was not able to bear that pain. It seemed like that therapist didn't like to hurting him, but he was doing it anyway. He was behaving like he wasn't a professional and didn't know what to do further. We kept trying. Were searching for a good physio guy. Aunty and her in-laws started having problems with us. They wanted us to leave from there, due to which we started preparing to go back home. I was nervous about going there. That place, so far away from the city, did not seem appropriate to me. Meanwhile I kept trying, I tried my best to reach out to army welfare organizations, ECHS healthcare officials, their email ids or helpline numbers, wherever I could for help. I was telling them everything. Deception in treatment, deliberate not providing treatment. I requested them to help me to get proper treatment. I wanted to take him to Delhi for treatment. But I was extremely nervous and worried. Due to intentional bad physiotherapy and lack of proper treatment, his condition was very bad. Unbearable pain with strain on the nerves. Physiotherapist did something to his nerves that he was unable to straighten his arms and legs properly. He was writhing in pain. I wanted to get him treated in a empaneled hospital in Delhi. The only convenient way was to take him there by plane. We were completely unable to do so as we had lost a lot of money in all this yet. I tried to make the related officials aware of our current situation and condition. I told them how the people here are not providing them proper treatment. How the physiotherapists are deceiving him and only causing him pain and suffering. I tried everything possible but got nothing but failure and disappointment. Along with my maternal uncle, I also requested the health care in-charge of here. He agreed to refer for Delhi but the responsibility of taking them to the Delhi hospital was completely mine. He instructed me to take my parents by train. Then I should leave both of them at the station, take permission from the polyclinic office of there by visiting personally and book a private ambulance for empaneled hospital. He was encouraging me and telling me to try. I pleaded with him a lot but he expressed his inability to do so. It was very difficult for me to do this. We had completely lost hope because of the treatment we had to suffer at the state capital. My parents were completely tired and exhausted. It was impossible in his extremely ill state. Also there was no hope of treatment in there. Meanwhile, I tried to call that doctor recommended physiotherapist and get everything fixed, but my parents were worried about some untoward incident. I knew my father's condition was not good. We were preparing to go home when suddenly one morning he had some kind of neuropathic attack. I had just lifted him up and made him sit on the bed when suddenly after some time he had some kind of seizure while sitting. We don't know what it was, some kind of epileptic seizure which shook him and lasted for a long time. We took him to the hospital in emergency. It seemed that his veins had become weak and loose after this thing. His bent leg had become straight for some time. He was not able to speak properly. Doctor's words were worrying us, disappointing us . The Doctor appointed on emergency was calling it an epileptic attack while the high-ranking neurosurgeon at the medical college was calling it a stroke. They were behaving like a novice. While admitted in the hospital, they preferred for many different tests which was too much costly. They were trying to get us to spend as much money as possible. I felt like they did not want to tell the truth. They were telling us something else. They were even pretending, showing that they were lying. We were telling everything again and again, health related problems, nerve pain, whether it was a doctor or a physiotherapist but it did not matter to them. My father was not feeling well. He had become more unwell than before. It had become difficult for him to speak and do other things. A kind of heaviness. There is no more strength like before. We were filled with utter despair and hopelessness. We had no idea about his current health condition. They wanted us not to get my father treated, to not take him to the doctor, to not get him physiotherapy done. Accordingly, they were doing just that. The doctors and physiotherapists would hurt him, cause him pain and do such things that my father kept himself away from them. I realized that they was just trying to prevent us from getting him any kind of treatment. My father's health was getting worse day by day. Due to deliberate wrong physiotherapy by physiotherapists he is suffering from different excruciating nerve pain, severe pain, intense pain. There was constant pain in the nerves of his hands and legs, which sometimes became so severe that it became unbearable. While sitting or lying down, there was a severe pain in the nerves from the hips to the soles of the feet, a burning pain, as the leg would be separated. Often the paralyzed hands and legs would become crooked with severe pain. There was always pain in the nerves of the hands and legs which often turns into unbearable pain. The mental condition had also deteriorated a lot, was unable to understand or remember things properly. Always say the same thing and would not concentrate many times. Sometimes he would not be able to see some things around him. He was suffering from pain and in his entire body. I returned home with my weak and ill parents. That place far away from the city. Both my parents had become very sick and weak. Don't know what it was. My stupidity or my laziness, my carelessness or my drowsiness. should I call it my cowardice or something else. I was filled with anger and guilt. My parents were in this condition today because of my foolish act. I could never understand those people. Sometimes it did not seem like reality to me. There was no change in their actions, they were doing the same things they used to do before with no mercy. I don’t even know what those people who were following the instructions of that secret terrorist organization knew and how much they knew. These were the people whom I have heard condemning such acts in public. I could not understand properly how much those who were following the instructions of that terrorist organization knew about what that secret terrorist organization was doing to us, how and to what extent they were torturing us and what they wanted to do. Because I often heard those people criticizing such terrorist activities in front of the world. The people of that terrorist organization never felt the need to come in front of us. All they have to do is give orders and those innocent common people start following the orders like soldiers of the army. They make me feel like some third world country, with bad or unstable law and order, poor governance, poor functioning. Make me feel like I am in a jungle where have to be ready to kill or die for survival. Sometimes I would curse imperialism, sometimes linguisticism, sometimes casteism, sometimes terrorism. I wish I had powers like the X-Men character Charles. I could control those people and get my parents and myself treated properly. They were not those persons who walked around with a long beard and something like a cap and a big gun hanging with them. They issue orders and everybody follows them or has to. The people helping that organization were not under any compulsion or pressure. They were voluntarily doing what they were asked to do. People of that organization has the power people. Those people who can easily do as per their wish in the name of religion, language or community and of course money, jobs, a happy and prosperous life. I never got to know about those people, those who followed them tried not to know anything about them, they neither knew me nor I knew them, those who knew me may not be able to know me properly or understand me. I always was kept expecting guidance from my elders among relatives but still it is not a big deal for them. This all was nothing for them. They were doing exactly what the organization was saying. My mother's brother was unemployed, he was unable to find a job despite many efforts. After marriage, after having a child, his wife started living separately from him. His in-laws and his wife wanted to separate from him and uncle was unable to do anything. After we came in here, after about seven years, they had two children one after the other. Hope arose in him, happiness came into his life. The organization gave them what we could never have given them. The organization gave him everything that we could never give him. Today both are together and happy. My mother's sister was in great difficulty. After her husband's death, the responsibility of looking after three children fell on her. The organization gave her support and strength. The organization gave them much more than they expected, which we were totally unable to give. My father's brothers and their children were given jobs, and everything that could make their lives prosperous and easy. I don't blame anyone. I just wanted a normal life. But perhaps our painful death was necessary for someone’s happy and prosperous life. I understood, I realized that all this was part of a well thought out strategy. Everything was going according to their plan. We were doing everything according to their planning. Can’t say what they say in Hinduism but I heard about Satan or Saitan in Holy Bible and Quran-e-Sharif. I felt that those people are inspired by the same. They had decided what to do with us and when, whom to kill and how. I cannot say that I am not afraid of death, but the fear of dying like a criminal or a terrorist is greater than my fear. I was from here but I did not know anything about this place. I came here many times occasionally with my parents but I did not get any idea about this. I could not know about this from news, relatives, friends or elders. I understood the terrorism, I understood the reason for its existence. At the command of those people of that organization, they would sometimes move like animals and sometimes like pawns. That terrorist organization had learned to control, had learned to use. Now they don’t need guns anymore.
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