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Back of the book
Palpitations
Lashkar-e-Leopold

In the twelfth century, when
Hugaloo, the insane Mongol
warlord, ordered the siege of
Baghdad (then a glorious city of
culture, fashion and learning), he
began by burning the library. The
nobles of the city (who were also
the head librarians) made one
promise: they would impart all
that they knew from these books
to one man, who they managed to
slip out. The siege took one month.
Everyone was massacred, the city
destroyed. Soon after, Hugaloo
was beheaded. Sometime after,
however, a new library in
Damascus was making all the
news. Built by a Babylonian

refugee, it contained a hundred
volumes of knowledge known
nowhere else in the world. It
allowed Damascus to become the
next flourishing civilisation, a
hotbed of music, laws and society.   

While politicians and law
enforcement bicker, we have a
small problem of trained
militants with AK-47s mowing
us down on our city streets. The
solution could be one of three
things. The first is, getting our
own AK-47s, but, as my friend
the filmmaker Manish Acharya
said, “I’d be even more terrified
of a bunch of drunk people at
Privé (the nightclub) with guns
than I’d be of the terrorists.” The

second would be getting your
own private security, which
would mean arriving at various
places looking like the MP Amar
Singh. The third would be that
little nugget Gandhi dropped on
the world and the Baghdad
nobles maintained – the idea of
civilisation.  

As a people, we aren’t
fighters. All pot belly and
moustache, we look like we
rolled out of a chocolate factory
rather than a training camp.
What I love is that we as a nation
are outstanding manipulators,
master negotiators, superlative
potlickers, connivers of the
world. We don’t do as well with
a Kalashnikov or RDX. And we
shouldn’t have to.

The fundamental premise
one has to accept in these times
is that it will or might happen.
Anywhere. My hope is that in
the next hotel or airplane or café
they show up, hundreds will
run away but some will stay and
run toward them to take them
on. The only reward in not being

scared is that those who remain
will continue, like that escapee
from Baghdad continuing his
civilisation. That if there can
be an army of fedayeen
(martyrs) to the cause of death,
there can be an army of fedayeen
to the cause of civilisation. The
ideaof the rule of law adhered to
by a society having a drink by a
pool or visiting a well-known
café will live. They cannot
destroy an idea. There are just
more of us. 

Hence, I do have a message for
Mr Ajmal Amir Kasav (if that’s
even his name). Sir, I missed you
at VT the other day but I will be
at Leopold having a beer or if I
can find a hugely wealthy friend
soon, at whatever incarnation
Taj’s Wasabi reopens as. And
yes, you’ll kill some of us again
but someone else will write this
column and someone else will
take my place at Leopold
because you may have bullets,
but we have civilisation. In the
words of that great orator,
George W Bush, “Bring it on.” 

by Anuvab Pal

Morparia

All pot belly, we look
like we’ve rolled out
of a chocolate
factory rather a
training camp.
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