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Abstract- 

Exile has been the most dangerous form of human displacement. Wars, Famine, Alien attacks and 

severals other responsible reasons are available in the history which forced to individual or groups 

to leave their native land. The fall of Adam and Eve from the ‘Garden of Eden’ may be considered 

an example of exile. The traces of exile are there in Ramayana and Mahabharata also. As a student 

of exile, my understanding may not be apt but the idea was quite disturbing when I read the poetry 

of Sunita Raina Pandit. A Kashmiri Hindu and an eyewitness of exodus, atrocities and lynching 

compelled me to think and read more and more about their pain and to know more about the exile 

and heinousnesses against Kashmiri Hindu Pandits in 1990 in Kashmir. The purpose of the paper is 

to at least touch the plight of displacement and the genocide happened in the year and forced them 

to leave their native land. I have chosen the poetry of Sunita with two reasons- first, not only 

because of simplicity of diction and style and its unusual incantatory power but also because of her 

desires for blooming flowers in the desert of fire. She gives a voice to the religious anguish, 

bewilderment and broken hearts of every person and community forced into exile. The important 

aspect of her poetry is her language which conveys the idea of Cultural translation, cultural 

dislocation, cultural weight which she tried to make weightless through the words. Cultural crisis, 

most importantly identity crisis and also the impact of multiple identities and the traces of its 

traumas are detectable through the verses . She is a victim of exile, political lethargy, social 

disorders and most importantly a gudgeon of religious hierarchy., 
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“Exile is a dream of a glorious return. Exile is a vision of revolution: Elba, not St Helena. It is an 

endless paradox: looking forward by always looking back. The exile is a ball hurled high into the 

air. ”  

Salman Rushdie, The Satanic Verses  1

Ovid called it “Living Death”. Macquarie Australian Dictionary (1981) defines the state of exile as, 

“a prolonged separation from one’s country or home as by stress or circumstances”. According to 

The Postcolonial Studies Dictionary (2015), “a condition of physically being distanced from one’s 

motherland is described as an exile. The term includes both forced migrations, say during wartime, 

as well as voluntary migrations”  

Sunita Raina Pandit, born with a Kashmiri Pandit Identity in Anantnag district of Kashmir in 1967 

and has taken up the toughest challenge of writing Gazals in Kashmiri and that’s happens to be her 

forte . She writes on a Broader Canvas  that gives a Grand feel of her clear imagination, Mature 

feelings , soothing imagery and Sacred Nostalgia . Skilfully , She also brings forth Ache , yearning , 

parting ,Mysticism and Exile as subjects in most of her Poems .An agglomeration of social disorder, 

existential allegory, social satire Political satire can be easily visible in her writings.She doesn’t 

want to be a Rose but to be the fragrance, can touch and vaporise into every single bit of her land 

and can burnt offering her existence into it.  Her poems have been translated to English By two 

Eminent Translators ; Prof. R N kaul and Prof. Arvind Gigoo. 

 “A walk through the Mist”, for some, it may be a collection of beautiful poems of pain, tears ,exile 

and exodus of Kashmiri pandits but for the poetess, it’s a repercussion of several unseen wounds 

they got gradually and barbarously. It says a lot about the monolithic believes and omnipresent 

existence of God of those terrorists who raised the voices in the name of Islam. What she says, 

   “They shouted:‘Run Away, body and soul’.   2

It’s not an individual or just a group from any particular place but the entire community with the 

title ”Kashmiri Hindu”  targeted, tortured, killed and their women were raped and butchered. Those 

racial aggressors , raising their guns like the medals could be seen everywhere. Wherever they went 

and from wherever they appeared the mode of action remained same,”They cut the men, raped the 

women”   

https://www.goodreads.com/quotes/tag/exile1

 ‘Light and Shade’ poem 4,p. 212
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Recalling these events, the former Director General of Jammu and Kashmir Police, Shri M M 

Khajooria says, “The mischief of the summer of 1989 started with serving notice to the prominent 

members of the minority community to quit Kashmir, which says, ‘We order you to leave Kashmir 

immediately, otherwise your children will be harmed- we are not scaring you but this land is only 

for Muslims, and is the land of Allah. Sikhs and Hindus cannot stay here’. The threatening note 

ended with  a warning, ‘If you do not obey, we will start with your children. Kashmir Liberation, 

Zindabad.”  3

It was a maddening evening for the community, of January,1990 when everybody was getting ready 

to have their servings with their family, when suddenly a voice collectively started to roar from all 

the mosques ,  

“ya Raliv, Ya t’saliv, Ya galiv”  

Which means either convert to Islam or leave the place or perish. It shivered the microscopic 

community of Kashmiri Pandits because they had already seen the brutal gang rape and murder of  

Girija Tickoo who worked as a laboratory assistant at Government High School, Trehgam before 

fleeing the valley for ‘Azadi movement ‘ for Hindu Pandits and whose body was cut into pieces 

after brutal gang-rape from a mechanical saw when she was still alive. A question of existence is 

raised in these lines by the poet. She says, 

“Beware, things can change overnight, 

Life’s treasures can vanish in a moment, 

Things can never be loyal 

Life is ever in a flux.”(poem-9) 

Th insurgency and lethargy of political authorities, frozen them with fear. This was the seventh 

Exodus.  The slogans were every where, 4

“Zalimo, O Kafiro, Kashmir harmara chod do”. 

(O! Merciless, O! Kafirs leave our Kashmir) 

“Kashmir mein agar rehna hai, Allah-ho-Akbar kahna hoga” 

(Any one wanting to live in Kashmir will have to convert to Islam) 

La Sharqia la gharbia, Islamia! Islamia! 

.http://www.indiandefencereview.com/news/kashmiri-pandits-offered-three-choices-by-radical-3

islamists/

.In the Book “Kashmiri wail of a valley:Atrocity and Terror”, author ‘Mohan Lal Kaul’ broadly 4

explain the exodus of Kashmiri  Pandits.
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(From East to West, there will be only Islam) 

“Musalmano jago, Kafiro bhago”,  

(O! Muslims, Arise, O! Kafirs, scoot) 

“Islam hamara maqsad hai, Quran hamara dastur hai, jehad hamara Rasta hai” 

(Islam is our objective, Q’uran is our constitution, Jehad is our way of our life) 

“Kashir banawon Pakistan, Bataw varaie, Batneiw saan” 

(We will turn Kashmir into Pakistan along with Kashmiri Pandit women, but without their men 

folk) 

“Yahan kya chalega, Nizam-e- Mustafa” 

(We want to be ruled under Shari’ah) 

“People’s League ka kya paigam, Fateh, Azadi aur Islam” 

(“What is the message of People’s League? Victory, Freedom and Islam.”) 

“That night not a single Kashmiri Pandit could sleep in their homes and the next morning, the 

exodus of Kashmiri Pandit ethnic minority had started from valley. In the preceding months, 300 

Hindu men and women(all were Kashmiri Hindu Pandits) were slaughtered including Pandit Tika 

Lal Taploo, noted Lawyer, Justice Neel Kanth Ganju of the Srinagar High court, Pandit Sarwanand   

Kaul Premi(a poet) and his son, Lassa Kaul - station director of Doordarshan Kendra Srinagar.Ms. 

Sarla Bhatt from Qazi Mohalla Institute of Medical science was kidnapped, repeatedly gangraped 

and murdered on April,25,1990. Mrs Giriza Tikoo I have already mentioned and the most horrible 

was the gangrape of Mrs. Bimla Braroo and her daughter in-front of her husband before they three 

were murdered.”It looks those nihilist didn’t want to leave any trace of existence of even a single 

Hindu Pandit in the valley.A sheer disappointment against those racial aggressors can be seen in the 

words of the poet, 

“He has lost all patience to suffer. 

He bore the tyranny of holocaust, 

His tolerance has burnt its seams.  

All has been destroyed in front of our eyes. 

The flood of financial hate has swept everything into nought. 

………………………………………………….. 

Houses have been burnt, 

No light shines from within, 

…………………… 

PROTEUS JOURNAL

VOLUME 12 ISSUE 8 2021

ISSN/eISSN: 0889-6348

http://www.proteusresearch.org/41



These are omens of further bitterness  

As if anything is still alive.(poem-47) 

 Panic community decided to leave their mother land with a heavy body but leaving the heart back 

at the place, they were born and brought up, played without their religious identity and shared their 

joys and sorrows altogether, 

“ They crossed the hills quietly 

Silence raised alarm often 

But nobody paid any heed. 

It is only the alert that can know danger.”(poem-27) 

The killing and brutal rapes of thousands of Pandits, left them in sheer turmoil. The frigidity 

scattered them throughout the country. But those who were poor, settled in migrant camps of 

Nagrota, Muthi, Mishriwala and are still living there. The pain Sunita spurts in the following words 

- 

“There may be a strong yearning  

to settle well at a place . 

But what can one do 

When the place itself has become 

On e vast barrenness? 

On all sides there is hopelessness.”(poem-8) 

  

The cause of her pain is not that they were ditched by foreigners intruders, but those who robbed 

and looted them, were friends, neighbours and those who claimed to be theirs, 

“Casting a roast look at the home I left, 

I prayed fir the security 

Knowing full well I had 

Lost its ownership right. 

Yes, forever. 

Just one last glimpse of flowers filled me with joy. 

What need do I have of a spring?”(Poem-17) 

  

 She misses a lot to the land, beautiful colours of the flowers in her garden, fragrance of those 

Valleys loaded with variety of flowers, the dusk and down which filled the Dal lake with gold, 

where the waves shine like the necklace of diamond embedded in gold, when the sun rays lock the 
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lips with the softened pure lips of the lake water, it overjoyed and filled with a new energy and hope 

for life to her, she is missing the cracks of coal and the aura which comes out from ‘kangri’, she 

missed those smiles which they share during celebrations. The memories are still alive in her heart 

of mocking at passer by and laughing hysterically with the friends, where there was no care of 

religion, caste or gender. Now they are at strangers door where the beauty of those flowers, Dal 

lake, warmth of Kangri, juice of dates seems complaining to her. 

“The flowers said: 

‘We will be the beauty for you. 

Splay 

Before you face  

blackness at noon. 

…………………….. 

The Dal shimmers 

The pearls shine on the lotuses 

The moon plays hide and seek 

With the stars  

the water of the river 

Merge with the lake  

And gaze at the sky 

I stepped forward without care  

Without stop 

And  

Thought of home. 

Tomorrow 

The new year will meet me. 

Exile recuperate in form of chronic stressor for them. As it started a new era of dissatisfaction, 

Identity crises for the vulnerable community. The effervescent residents of valley of saffron were 

clueless as the head counts were less than the usual numbers. Some were brutally murdered, women 

were raped, some who kinfolks were missing and the remaining children and old were oblivious as 

their ‘Moon was having the blood clot’ and Sun was covered by black cloud of despair.  

“I lost sleep at the right time, 
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The night turned tiresome, 

One felt consciousness of the morning not sure the 

Sun would rise in time.”(poem-132) 

Their  future was painted dark by the gunpowders and red by the blood stains of their and forced to 

survive in unhygienic tents without food and clean drinking water.  

  

Conclusion- 

The pattern was same as was adopted during portion in 1947 but with some differences, like in 1947 

millions of Hindu, Sikh,Jains and buddhists were killed, and women were paraded naked, rapped 

and brutally murdered  but in 1990 these were Kashmiri Hindu Pandits only . During partition they  

roar was for the piece of land they got with the mutual consent and agreement of British 

Government, Gandhi and Mohd. Jinnah as Pakistan but this time they were nihilists who claimed 

the paradise as a part of Pakistan. They forgot that This was a land of Lord Shiva and Parvati who 

were worshipped here since 500-600 CE which was later on  defined in the beautiful poetic form by 

Laleshwari Devi in 14th century. The poetry was not loaded with poetic artistry, Its simple but 

effective. Its called ‘Vaakh’ which are still recited by the dwellers or Shikara drivers even today 

without further religious considerations. 

The beauty of the land always attracted poets, writers, artists to capture it in form of words, to 

spread it on canvas or to store it in the memories forever. Since ages the land was mutually shared 

by different communities especially by Hindus and Muslims secularly. Even on October 26, 1947  

when Maharaja Hari Singh, king of Princely state of Jammu and Kashmir , under Indian 

Independent Act , 1947 acceded the land authorisation  in the hands of that time’s Prime Minister 5

Pandit Jawahar lal Nehru and merged it as a part of Dominion of India, the land was loaded with the 

fragrance of Lilys and Saffron. The land of Jammu and Kashmir, where on the one hand hosted the 

pilgrim of Lord Shiva for ‘Amarnath’ and Adi Shkati for ‘vaishno Devi’ on the other hand they also 

celebrated Id with the same passion and zest. The women played very important role in sustaining 

these cultural and traditional values. But something went wrong in 1984 when under the direction of 

I hereby declare that I accede to the Dominion of India with the intent that the governor-general of India, the 5

Dominion Legislature, the Federal Court and any other Dominion authority established for the purposes of 
the Dominion shall, by virtue of this my Instrument of Accession but subject always to the terms thereof, and 
for the purposes only of the Dominion, exercise in relation to the State of Jammu and Kashmir (hereinafter 
referred to as "this State") such functions as may be vested in them by or under the Government of India Act, 
1935, as in force in the Dominion of India, on the 15th day of August, 1947, (which Act as so in force is 
hereafter referred to as "the Act”). 
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Instrument_of_Accession_(Jammu_and_Kashmir)
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Pakistan the insurgency suddenly broke out in Kashmir and led to massive terror on the beautiful 

land. It filled the air with the smell of gunpowder and the land which was beatified by colourful 

flowers and the fragrance of those flowers, it suddenly bothered the people to inhale the smoke of 

gunpowder. Though the crown of India was always claimed by Pakistan but such nuisance and the 

efforts to shake the entire nation, displaced around 3 lakhs of Kashmiri Hindu Pandits. They are 

happy with the abrogation of Article 370 .The poet like Sunita Raina Pandit showed that the scar 

may be deep but the ink of love chumminess of friends and family and spirit de corps, show you the 

silver line always. Here, I would like to conclude with a question-Whether writers or poets become 

exiles by choice or by force? 
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