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5 April, 1977
Sundarijal
When GM was here I used to discuss all kinds of political
thoughts that occurred to my mind—mostly about the political
situation of Nepal as we see it from prison in total ignorance. My
conjecture was as good as his, but since it was a question of
measuring in darkness, two imeasurements are double as good
as one. Now my ideas or measurements are bottled up inside
me. Sometimes I am assailed with doubts about the correctness
of our present line—GM used to be never in doubt that it was
the only line we could take. Today, I am again assailed with
doubt, there is no reason why I should have doubts like this
about a line which had been considered thoroughly from all
sides. The psychological softening, which the present solitary
confinement provided, is obviously responsible for recurrence
of doubts in my mind. Any mental conclusion or reaction
reached or produced in the present extremely unnatural
condition is bound to suffer from subjectivism. No objective
assessment is possible in this state of mind. Moreover, I have no
news of any kind—don’t know what developments are taking
place or what our people are thinking or doing. This total lack of
information tells against any attempt at objective assessment.
This solitary confinement is affecting my mind—softening it most
likely. Sometimes the horror of indefinite detention grips me with
terror. I know such fear, again is a psychological reaction of the
present state of incarceration. I also know that they won’t keep
us like this for long. Still, I am sometimes gripped with horror. But
in my case I have to live in solitary confinement for a few
months more. There is no indication that the severe restriction
imposed on us would be relaxed. I don’t even hope that GM
would be brought back to my camp now. How to manage to
spend the time in this distressful condition? If I had books, they
would have perhaps helped—perhaps. I remembered Madalasa
who told me last time that I should take such opportunity of
solitude to contemplate Infinity. Loneliness and solitude are
perhaps two things or the same thing looked at from two
psychological divergent points. What I am suffering from is
loneliness—utter loneliness—loneliness which is horrifying. I
should have practiced some yoga which would have perhaps
helped me, quickening my mind. I took ½ tablet of valium as a
chemical substitute for yoga—to calm my agitated mind.

Back at Sundarijal  >37

�Solitary confinement is softening my mind��

BP Koirala fears that
incarceration is making him lose
touch with objective reality. For
the first time, he admits in this
diary written in English, that the
horror of indefinite detention
grips him with terror. Anything
would be a distraction, and he
yearns for the legal proceedings
against him to start, even
though he has no illusions of a
fair trial.

6 April
Sundarijal
When on 25 March Asst Anchaladhish with a team of officers and clerks
had come to take our statement, I had expected that after all the train had
moved and that legal process had started. They made their appearance
after 3 months, and now again they seem to have gone to sleep. It is
already 12 days and nothing happens. Granted that the king was away
for a month on a visit of India and nothing happens without his personal
order, but it is already five days that he is back here. If only they take us
to the court or do something about us, decide one way or other, there
would be some psychological relief from this boredom, this loneliness, this
stagnant existence, this total preoccupation with one’s own psychological
moments alone—all this will be lifted even if the legal process is started. I
say legal process for the convenience of expression. The directive
whatever it is likely to be has to be taken by the king, hence the legal
process is only a formal show—but still there will be goings on, our
movement from the prison to the court (which I expect would sit here in
the prison…) some new faces seen, some arguments and counter-
arguments etc, etc—all this will be at least a small pebble thrown into the
still scum-covered water of my present existence. There will be an
element of fight also, for which I am itching—a legal fight before a bogus
court, but I will give it in my own way—state my case, knowing fully well
that I would be addressing a deaf judge, and therefore knowing that my
pleadings wouldn’t make any difference in the judgement he has to give in
any case. Therefore when 14 days ago, the officers came, I brightened
up. The Asst Anchaladhish has even assured me GM wouldn’t be kept
separate from me for long, a day or week or so, no more. Perhaps the
Anchaladhish himself doesn’t know anything about us or what orders he
will have to execute next. In his judgement he thought that we won’t be
kept separated beyond a week.

The pages of my diary are full of my mental agonies, even torture; and
I give the impression of having been considerably weakened. The
psychological condition is exactly so, but I haven’t weakened in the
practical sense in the least. When my politics arises, or my political
conviction and ideals are affected, I bristle up, ready for a fight.

Saw Madalasa in the early morning dream, soft, loving and
exceedingly charming.

Inscribed under Sushila’s photo the immortal line of Keats: “A thing of
beauty is a joy forever.” This picture of hers gives me joy and morale
whenever I look at it. It is a great pity that I didn’t bring a bigger picture of
hers to paste it prominently on the wall of my room.

by MARK TURINBOOK REVIEW

The mad Carew

ary Carew, nom de guerre �Kew�
after the famous gardens in
London, is an American guerrilla

fighter with a leadership role in the Maoists
of Nepal. She is also blinded in one eye, a
Buddhist spiritualist, conversant in Nepali,
the mistress of Comrade Prachanda and
living in �the forbidden Kingdom of Lo�, or
was it Dolpo. Her father and brother, ex-
army and trekking types, are commissioned
by the US secret services to track her down
before she gets more deeply embedded with
the insurgents than she already is. At the
behest of Prachanda, she meets with Chen

deranged ideas in the volatile political
climate of the present is simply
irresponsible.

Aside from the fantastical plot, the
book is peppered with mistakes and
misrepresentations: �Nemaste�, says Gail
Tenzing Carew (the daughter of �Norgay
Tenzing�, of course). One would have
thought that Paul Ryder Ryan might have
been able to check the spelling of this now
almost international greeting. Proper names
are so frequently misspelled that we may
have to put them down to Ryan�s failed
attempt at preserving a pretence of the
unreal (or protecting his sources): a town
outside Kathmandu called �Braktapur�, a
lake in Dolpo called �Proksumdo�, three-
day general strikes called �bundhs� and a US
Ambassador to Nepal named �Ralph
Drank�. In a discussion on why the
�peasants� of Nepal have been effectively
galvanised by Maoist ideology, we learn
that �Mao is just another god in Nepal�
(page 8).

From the back cover, it appears that
the author has spent �more than ten years
travelling and working in Asia, most
recently in troubled South Asia�, although
what troubled him about the region
remains unsaid. According to a disclaimer

preceding Chapter One, �while all the
characters are fictional, the fabric of the
bloody historical events depicted in this
book�are a tapestry woven from known
facts, the author�s imagination, and public
statements�. The known facts, I should add,
are almost twenty pages of the 1999
interview between Revolutionary Worker
and Prachanda, reproduced in their entirety
as Chapter 3 of the novel, and five pages of
the special report on the 1 June massacre of
2001. The rest can indeed be put down to
the author�s considerable imagination.

KEW, The Nepal Maoist Strain is

published by 1st Books Library, an outfit
which specialises in �publishing on demand�.
This should have warned me away in the
first place, since no reputable book house
would go near such inflammatory and
jingoistic drivel, but fascination with the
title overwhelmed me and I purchased a
copy anyway. Save yourself the trouble. t

(Mark Turin is is currently with the
Department of Social Anthropology at
University of Camridge.)
See also: ‘The peoples’ peace’ by Puskar
Bhusal, Nepali Times, #123.

KEW, The Nepal Maoist Strain
by Paul Ryder Ryan

Pages: 148
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Disseminating deranged ideas in the volatile political climate of
the present is simply irresponsible.

Hui, a Chinese Professor of Microbiology
and Chemistry who has perfected the
airborne dispersal of germ anthrax and is
eager to unleash a few canisters over the
United States. Aim: to sow death, misery
and probably the seeds of WW III. Enough
already? No, the final battle takes place in
Mustang and involves a CIA operative, the
American Himalayan Foundation, Tibetan
Khampas and a clutch of automatic
weapons. Thankfully, the bad guys are all
destroyed, a requisite number of good guys
die with them (to make it realistic) and the
world is saved by the ingenuity and
resilience of a band of Americans. Oh dear.

Anyone with a predilection towards
paranoia, conspiracy theories or weapons of
mass destruction should definitely neither
purchase nor read this book. There are
enough half-baked, specious and entirely
maniacal speculations to keep the present
US administration in foreign policy for a
good five years. All the more reason, then,
that this treatise should not enter the
public discourse. Better to denounce it
now, outright, than to let someone pick it
up by mistake and believe even a single
word of it. I also don�t believe that the
writer can claim any protection by branding
his book as �a novel�. Disseminating
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