

















Sikhs protesting against the Nanavati Commission report in New Delhi.




































It’s so difficult to write on the image you have forwarded.

If it all, I could say the following: I do not know or remember what happened that fateful day
but stories tumbled out shortly after in their ghastly horrors: stories of incredible brutality.
At a personal level, we learned of the harrowing ordeal of a friend who managed to escape a
lynching mob on a train from Amritsar to Delhi under a blanket and later, smuggled home in
the boot of a car.

The brutality was repeated with equal ferocity in 2002 in Gujarat.

About the photograph of the widows the title that comes to mind is like this: The unbearable
starkness of being. Ghulam Mohammed Sheikh















“Every Sunday morning the grandfather and the grandson went to the market to do the weekly
shopping. It was a family ritual, not something the grandson had been willingly a part of.
Every Sunday morning involved a mix of cajoling, screaming, emotional threats, a mini soap-
opera. Getting the grandson to go out with the grandfather, over a period of time, became
a family ritual in itself. That particular Sunday morning the grandfather had decided to put
an end to the Sunday morning family Mahabharata. He was growing old, and decided to
start donning the role of the cool, distant patriarch. The sort that people went to, not the
other way around. He asked his daughter-in-law to make him a cup of tea and made himself
comfortable on the armchair that was placed in the terrace every winter. It was a cool, crisp
winter morning with abundant, yet gentle, sunlight washing away the terrace. The sort of
winter morning that made the inhabitants of the city love it deeply, even when they were
suffering for most of the year. It was the sort of winter morning that all around the year
people waited for; the sort of morning that made the heat, humidity and the dust during
most of the year bearable. The son brought up the piping hot cup of tea for the father. He
sat on the white plastic chair that was placed next to the armchair. They chit-chatted about
the goings-on in the neighborhood, and the rising costs of everything, After some time had
passed the grandson made an appearance on the terrace. With the nonchalance that teenagers
adopt as their second skin, he asked his father and grandfather when they were heading out
for the weekly shopping, and if they could hurry up as he had a birthday party to attend to in
the afternoon. The grandfather was elated, but hid it. He continued chatting with his son and
they slowly started making movements to go to the market. The grandson decided to join the
father and the son. As they were going down the stairs, there was a five minute discussion on
which bag to take to the market, what to buy and what not to buy. The grandfather could feel
his heart swell with pride. He felt that life is just as it should be. Then they heard the door
banging loudly. ..

Three men who lived in that city. Three men whose time to inhabit the universe of death
hadn’t yet come, but who were forcefully taken there. Three men who could not go to the

market that winter Sunday morning” Subasri Krishnan






























Yuganta

“Involuntary insomnia” - That’s the name the senior doctor used to describe her condition to the
young volunteers who accompanied him on his monthly trips. “Brought about by a traumatic
memory of sleepfulness” he would explain “the patient finds herself unable to sleep and remains
in a constant shell shocked state incapable of distinguishing her dreams and nightmares from
reality”. He seemed to have got it almost right except for the involuntary bit. No, her wakefulness
was her own choice and she still recalls clearly the last night she had slept - twenty nine years
ago - the night before young Abhi had come to her seeking her blessings as he left for Connaught
Place, that labyrinth with its gol chakkars of deceit and violence. She can recall very little of what
happened before that save for fragments of a story she had heard when Abhi was still two months
from being born. Now she only recalls future memories - which unlike the past do not visit those
who sleep at night. In some of them Abhi and Uttara return home from work and sit with her
drinking tea and exchanging stories of their day - which she would insist on hearing till the end
despite their ordinariness. The other women in the colony merely referred to her condition as
Subhadra’s curse while the kinder ones alluded in hushed tones to her burden or sometimes “our
burden”. They didn’t seem to get it either - this was no curse - just a price that one pays for the
consequences of stories half heard and memories half told. And if it was a curse then it was not
hers alone but ‘our curse’ because Subhadra was keenly aware of the conspiring wakefulness that

all the other women in this Widow’s Colony shared with her. Lawrence Liang
























Garhi, New Delhi.

HARPREET SINGH, 28
His family lived in Nand Nagar, where his father was killed by a mob and he was thrown into a fire. He burnt his hands and legs.
Education: Dropped out of second year, BA.

Occupation: Currently does not have a job.

INDERJIT SINGH, 21

He lived in Vinod Nagar. His father was attacked, chased onto a nearby highway and killed. Inderjit, the youngest of three brothers, was eleven
months old when he was taken from his mother’s arms and left to die. He was found after three days.

Education: Class X.

Occupation: Drives a school van.

GURPREET SINGH, 24
Older brother of Inderjit.
Education: Class X.

Occupation: Drives a school van.

GURBAKSH SINGH, 27
Inderjit Singh’s eldest brother.
Education: Class XII.

Occupation: Drives a school van.

RACHPAL SINGH, 20

Born six months after the riots. His family lived in Shakarpur. Rachpal Singh has been told his father, two of his father’s brothers, and his
grandfather were killed. There was a family function at the house and they were the first to be attacked. The rampaging mob went about
attacking the family and their relatives saying they were celebrating Indira Gandhi’s assassination.

Education: Doing his BA.

VIKRAMJEET SINGH, 26
His family lived in Ajit Nagar. Grandfather was attacked and then killed, when his father tried to intervene, he was burnt to death.
Education: Graduation.

Occupation: Was working for a few months at a call centre and was forced to leave when his mother had a paralytic attack.

AVTAR SINGH, 25
His family lived in Trilokpuri, Block 13. Father and uncle were killed after tyres were placed around their necks and set on fire.
Education: Class IX.

Occupation: Works as a driver.

MANJIT SINGH, 20

‘Was only a month old at the time, does not know where the family lived. He has been told seven members of the family were killed while
traveling in an autorickshaw driven by his father.

Education: Class IX.

Occupation: Driver. Mother has brain tumour and is on leave from her NDMC Class IV job.

SARABJIT SINGH, 27

His family lived in Uttam Nagar. Father was killed by the mob.

Education: Class IX.

Occupation: Unemployed for the past three years after being thrown out of a job in Guru Harkishen Public School. Harjinder Singh Khanna, the
Malviya Nagar representative, asked him how long they would keep invoking the 1984 riots.

RAJINDER SINGH, 24
His family used to live in Malkaganj. Has no idea about what happened as his mother refuses to talk about those days.
Education: Class X.

Occupation: Driver.












It was on November 16, 2011, after the Guru Nanak birthday celebration, that I dared to visit
the infamous Colony where the widows and children who had suffered in 1984 lived. And my
visits continued until 2017, both for researching and filming, The residents asked me why I was
visiting again and again as the reporters from News Channels would only visit them during the
days of remembrance of the 1984 pogrom between 31st October and November 3. T'had no

answer. But slowly, I became a committed listener.

Kuldeep Kaur had to go to the court with her young son for 14 years, and she was asked the
same question again and again: whom did she see and what did she experience? It was painful
for her to endure it in each court proceeding. The memories lived with her each day that she
breathed and held onto the hope for justice. Living in a marginalised way in the Capital of
India, the women often feel excluded from being a part of Delhi. They feel forgotten, and that
the issue of 1984 is pulled out only to gain political mileage in the month of November. It was
hurtful to see the young Charan Singh taking drugs or even Mohan Singh for that matter.

Mohan Singh was born after the massacre of 1984 in the sorrority of women so to say. He
started taking drugs at an early age. Soon he dropped out from school. When I met him I saw
him pulling copper wires from a radio. He said that he would sell the copper to get money,

when he fell short of money for drugs. His father was a rickshaw puller like many others.

He believes his life would have been better if his father was around. He waits and craves to

meet his own son since his wife has left him, as he is not earning anything,

The emotions of feeling left out since their fathers were not around while growing up can
never be forgotten. Harbans Kaur believed her husband would return, when I first interviewed
her in 2011. Then in 2017, once she reconciled with the fact that he was no more, she called
me to say that she wanted to put a picture of his in the gallery of those who passed away in
1984. As I filmed the expressions in her eyes looking at the photo of her husband, it was heart
wrenching, I lived one thousand lives in the Widow’s Colony: understanding, listening to
experiences, lived struggles, and how individuals have come to terms with the reality now. The
women remind me of War Widows, who had no choice but to either succumb to the cruelties

of the enemy, or to live on. Teenaa Kaur Pasricha















Born on October 1, 1984, Manjit Singh was just a month old when their house in
Mangolpuri, his father, grandfather and three uncles were all burned, their bodies never
found. Fate dealt other cruel blows: his mother died of a brain tumour. “I stopped
going to school in Class 9, as someone had to run the house.” He took up work driving
a school van and is now a driver with a family in New Delhi. “Nothing can make me
forget the fate of my family”, he says. But he has learnt to move on. The community of

1984 victims is his one unfailing source of succour and comradeship.



Children of Widow Colony

Barthes said that we give captions to photographs ‘to sublimate, patheticise or rationalise the
image’. Does this image of two curious kids playing with a new kind of toy demand a caption?
Is there any thing in it to be rationalised?

The matter-of-fact caption in the Outlook (October 2009) reads like a poem by Brecht:

Tilak Vihar in West Delhi acquired an unenviable title after the 84 survivors were given
tenements here: Widow Colony. When not packed in unventilated rooms, children here spend
the day playing in a brown park outside. Malkit Singh (left), though, is allowed to stay in - “It is
important for future generations to know” - when his grandmother Bhaggi Kaur recounts the
horrors: of how she found her husband’s body in a canal, of how her brother’s head was put in
aTV carton and a knife put through it.

The 88-word caption has five emotional triggers: 1984. Horrors. Survivors. Widows.
Children. If T had not known the disturbing context of the picture, I would have rather enjoyed

looking at the two faces of the brothers as a single one with a visible third eye looking at you.

Let the children play. They are survivors. They’ll know. Amarjit Chandan






I was born in a village called Tral, which is still inhabited by a good number of Sikhs. But T was
adopted by another family from a village which had just one Sikh family, in Bijbehara. Chattar Singh
was a bachelor and lived with his mother on the banks of River Jhelum. His home was on the way
to school, and I guess, he was fond of boys. There was no Gurudwara then. As of date there is a big
Gurudwara on the highway when we enter the town Bijbehara, but there is no Sikh family in the
town. But I remember those school days, how we passed his gate every day, and how he would offer
some little apples while cutting dry twigs for wintry days. He had an everlasting never forgettable
smile on his face. What a thin but energetic body he had. He died in his eighties.

Kuldeep Singh was the son of an official from another village, a little naughty boy during my teens,
yes, eighth class it was. One day he took me to the school toilet, ah, those lovely memories. That
one little ‘standing’, got exposed to the whole school, T don’t know how, but that gave me a big
blush, and that actually emboldened many other students and teachers to touch me, to abuse me....

I never met Kuldeep after his father got transferred, but how can I ever forget his tender bearded
sweet face, and his wonderful desire for me. How he knew that I won’t say no to him?

There was hardly any other chance to meet a Sikh but I attended the marriage of my office colleague
at Chattisinghpora during the 80s. It was winter time, and I remember how he arranged chicken
and rum for us. Great time. 1984 riots in Delhi had little impact on Kashmir politics, and there
was no one against the Sikh community, since it was India specific, but I remember, our canteen
manager Chamber Singh would crack jokes about President Giani Zail Singh.

Coming to Delhi in 1992, T met Sheba Chhachhi, and she immediately pointed out the fact that
there is no Inder sound in Kashmir so how come you are one?

True there is no sound INDER in Kashmir, it is Yender, (from Yantra, perhaps), the sound Inder is

from Punjab.

Later Sheba told me how I a non-Sikh (name forgotten) performed boldly as a Sikh immediately
after the riots in Delhi. This person would come out with a pagri and beard and walk all day in
Delhi.

But this guy started smoking as a Sikh man on the streets, which Sheba’s father disapproved of, she
told me.

I don’t know what others feel about it, but I can’t forget what Sheba told me at her home.

Iam still looking at the image you emailed to me for some comments, surely [ will write something
on the image itself.

There is one innocent look in the eyes of the boy, I almost want to enter the image and write a little

child poem on the wall behind him, only for him.

Yes, [ would love to draw some funny toys for him on the wall, something that would give him some
reason to laugh. Inder Salim






In 1984 I was still in school. We lived in Saharanpur. The devastation that followed
Mrs. Gandhi’s assassination was my very first direct encounter with mob-violence. The larger
import of the carnage and its’ aftermath was received mostly through the media. I remember
Rajeev Gandhi’s justification in his speech on television that ‘when a big tree falls the earth

shakes’. Sonia Khurana
























Ganga Kaur, with her son, Ramandeep. Ganga’s mother, Attar Kaur, lost her husband, brother
in law, and four nephews. She gave testimony against five men. Ganga says, “Every time
November returns, we remember. This history will only die with us. My Uncle Darshan Singh,
who was a priest, was killed with wood from the ironing table strapped to him. When he was
writhing they said, “Watch him dance’. They scared the neighbors into identifying us. They were
told, ‘Identify Sikhs or we will kill you’. Police had told us to stay indoors to be safe. They had

us killed. T remember one woman called Thakri Kaur who gave birth while running: from fear.”












My memories of 1984 are all post-event and somewhat bewildering, I was in Delhi briefly during my
winter break, and with just a few days to go before my return to the boarding school, news came of
Indira Gandhi’s assassination. Next evening reports began streaming in of Sikh men being chased on

the streets of the city; many dragged out of their homes and burnt alive. Some apocryphal stories going
around played repeatedly on the bitter irony of a Sikh woman’s celebration of Mrs Gandhi’s assassination
being rudely interrupted by news of lynching of her own kith or kin. Yet with some details being too
sharp while the rest of the story situated in a blurred, protean context, the stories lost their initial shock
and credibility as detailed accounts started emerging, It still took a while for the abjectness and the
enormity of the crimes to sink in. Sadly, the only measure of the scale of the horror that was unleashed
was the oft-quoted ill-judged proverb uttered by the newly anointed prime minister Rajiv Gandhi about
the whole forest shaking when a large tree falls, appearing to justify the pogrom against Sikhs as an
inexorable groundswell of natural justice.

I

One such memory is of a huddle of young and old women in salwar kameez, their heads covered with
dupattas, along with their old, tall, wiry Sikh patriarch, whom I came across in Delhi zoo where a
Class-XI biology project had brought me, I now wonder how it never occurred to me to use the
situation as an alibi to exempt myself from finishing my holiday work. Perhaps a semblance of normality
had returned, incredibly too soon, to the city after the massacre. The Sikh patriarch went ahead and
looked up and down at a signboard and shouted, “Angreji!” and walked back nodding his head in
disappointment. I began reading a sign with the zoo’s history when suddenly I saw the Sikh patriarch
peering at me over my shoulder. As our eyes met he seemed unsettled by what he saw. Before I could
offer him help, he walked away surprisingly briskly and in a thick accent he declared: “Aihvi angrezi maal
hai!” Later, at the tiger enclosure this frail but cocky man insistently poked a grumpy male tiger till the
angry animal leapt at his tormentor with a deafening roar that threw the startled man off balance and on
to the ground. The man now worryingly ill, perspiring and breathing heavily, and shorn of his swagger
was helped towards a place to sit. Throughout the incident the women remained grim and disinterested.
To this day the memory remains a non sequitur. What was the group doing in the zoo almost devoid of
any visitors? What did the episode tell me about the times where normalcy and oppressive fear could
coexist in such mutual exclusion in the intimacy of a city convulsed in its violent throes? How did the
erasure of a cataclysmic event happen so soon? Or had Delhi grown up so suddenly as to quickly put

the brief revelation of a psychosis behind her as a juvenile malady easily overcome? Can wounds heal so
miraculously quickly as soon they are inflicted?

1I

My maternal uncle prepared his children early on to meet their social obligations. As soon as they were
securely in their teens, my cousins would tag along with the parents to every funeral and wedding, no
matter how distant the relative was or whether they felt like it. My uncle was often the bearer of bad

news, dropping by to inform my mother of another passing of a connection of whoever had survived






the partition. And now he sat there deeply shaken like I had never seen him before. I thought maybe
this time the news was about a closer relative. He was recounting what he had witnessed recently.
Skipping the gory details but unsparing in his condemnation, he recounted the brutality of those
pouring kerosene and lighting up Sikh bodies. This was the first major tragedy the partition survivors
had witnessed and reluctantly braced themselves for new political exigencies. Many years later, [

drove my mother to the funeral of the father-in-law of my uncle. We were late and the procession had
already started their march to the cremation ground. In the forefront of the procession was a politician
along with his armed security detail. He was one of the local leaders who had actively led attacks on
Sikhs, but now in the face of all evidence was still free and being rewarded by the Congress party

for his loyalty. My mother informed me that the man was the father-in-law of one of the sons of the
deceased and hence now related to my uncle. The obscenity of a man accused of leading the slaughter
of innocents now rewarded and protected by the state appalled me and T turned the car around.

I

Soon after my zoo visit, in a train on my way back to the boarding school, I was disappointed to find
my seat next to the door facing the passage to the adjoining bogie. I sat there dreading the two-day long
journey ahead, when a very large, sweat-drenched Sikh man climbed into the compartment. His dirty
white kurta pajama clearly hadn’t been changed for a good while. He had just sat down exhaustedly,
wiping sweat from his face, when another slightly older Sikh man similarly attired barged in from

the next compartment mouthing abuses at this man. The distraught younger man lunged at the older
ranting next compartment mouthing abuses at this man. The distraught younger man lunged at the
older ranting a list of betrayals and misgivings while trying to push him out of the compartment. The
argument turned violent, and the younger man would feign to draw his kirpan at every provocation.
He soon withdrew from the fray swearing never to see the older man again in his life. In tears the
younger man lay down exhausted and went to sleep. At night, I stepped down from my bunk bed and
was waiting for my dinner when the older man arrived with food to atone for his lapses. The younger
man refused at first but soon they both hugged each other tearfully while I tried to free myself from
being crushed by their bulk. Then dried up rotis and pickle were spread between them as the older
man crushed onions between his large palms and offered them to the younger who accepted everything
gratefully while wiping away tears from his sooty face with the cuff of his dirty kurta-sleeve. The two
then left to be with the larger family in another bogie. By this time it was clear to me that these were
refugees from the Sikh pogrom heading into exile in the deep South. I was seventeen and shaken by this
highly charged performance of fragility, and the tenacity of filial bonds that the cataclysmic event and

the ensuing trauma were testing to the limits.

How slowly and patchily the moral and ethical contours of that abyss in Indian contemporary history
are coming into relief in our collective consciousness. If any lessons have been gleaned from a
holocaust-in denial, they are those imbibed by its most diligent students who have not just surpassed

the new normal of 1984 but have harvested it with impunity for political power. Hemant Sareen






kya baab the yahan jo sada se nahin khule

kaisi dua.en thiin jo yahan be-asar ga.iin

they never ever opened, what unyielding doors they were

what kinds of prayers were prayed and never answered here

hai bab-e-shahr-e-murda guzar-gah-e-bad-e-sham

main chup huun is jagah ki girani ko dekh kar

the evening breeze enters the city of corpses through its gate

this place is weighing me down, I don't know what to say

shahr ko barbad kar ke rakh diya us ne 'munir'

shahr par ye zulm mere naam par us ne kiya

Muneer, he devastated this town, he laid it all to waste

and, do you know, he committed this cruelty in my name

Muneer Niazi, via Amitabha Bagchi (Translated by the author in 2019)




































Voter’s lists, Trilokpuri. You can call them up on the Internet today: names laid out in a
clean, innocuous grid. Sanjay, son of Dharam Veer; Gulabo, husband’s name Kirpal Singh. In
1984, someone took the lists and had them photocopied, or cyclostyled, and waited while
the machine whirred, and this person demanded unsmudged copies, because the work was of
some importance. Ink was used, and then there would be a need for chalk, to mark ‘S’ on the

houses of Sikhs

If you lived through 1984, you cannot forget. We were in the other group, my siblings, my
family, in the houses that did not need to have ‘S’ chalked on their doors, the safe houses, the
ones that belonged to others. S for Sikh, and the other S in invisible ink for Safe. Overnight, they
had made for us a new alphabet, borrowing the old one from Partition, from Krystallnacht,
from a thousand other pogroms.

They had time to create their spontancous massacre. Time to buy chalk, to cyclostyle voter’s
lists, to organise the necessary supplies. Block 32 alone took massive concrete pipes, cleavers,
scythes, kitchen knives, scissors, lathis, machetes, kerosene.

The end product of all of this organisation, this careful, unspontaneous massacre, was bodies
and blood and then, decades of amnesia and an unspooling list of things left undone, FIRs that
the police had not filed.

Cases against politicians that never went through the courts. Eyewitness accounts and
testimonies blanked out and erased.

In Trilokpuri, in 1984, a young girl, found in one of the houses, said, “Please take me home.”
The journalist who reported this said she stepped over corpses, and she said, standing on bodies
in her home, “Please take me home.”

The official memory of 1984 is a blank, erased slate, a Godrej steel cabinet of wiped tapes
where no voices speak, reel after reel of exposed film, commission reports that said nobody
was to blame, nobody would be blamed.

But we remember Trilokpuri. In the other history, the one written in dark blood on bone white
cold winter pages, we remember the girl who was home and couldn’t go back home.
Nilanjana Roy









Her neighbours describe her as ‘ever-smiling’, but tears roll off Pappi Kaur’s eyes casily as she
tells you how she had to hide under a heap of corpses to escape the rampaging mobs. “I was
only 15 when 11 members of my family were killed. We were told some had survived, but we
have waited 25 years, and no one has returned.” Now she works in a one-room factory making
electrical sockets. “I kept waiting for justice and a better future,” says Pappi, “now I'm working

to make one for myself.”
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Shaheedi Memorial Museum, Tilak Vihar.



Mohan Singh lost 11 members of his family in Trilokpuri. “If a man does not have food, he can’t
exist. And if he has no knowledge, he will continue to suffer. There is a lot of ignorance here
which outside forces have taken advantage of — they have made us cry for their own purposes.

All of the leaders have done this.

There was an ishara from the rulers, and help from them in the form of kerosene, weapons and
white chemical powder used by the military in wartime. Men were given alcohol and told to
burn. Depots were opened to give kerosene, powder and knives. The police said, ‘Do what you

have to do fast: killing, stealing, raping’.

All night our sisters sat in the parks, with their little children who had nothing to eat or drink.
They had even removed the handles of the hand pumps. Mothers used their dupattas to filter the
filthy drain water, which they gave to their children. This continued until the third afternoon,

when the army came.

Later, in the camps, some NGOs and Gurudwaras helped us. There were honest people; they
helped with compassion, they gave clothes, cooking vessels, rations. College girls came and

hugged people with lots of love, and would write witness accounts.”
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The portraits stored with mosquito repellent shout a silenced reality. . things got stored wherever
they found a space, with over-hung clothes, time got ripped and the sewing machine rusted with
legs of blood oozing the nation’s neglect.. So how do we sleep with closed doors? For the hinges
creak of screams, hidden beneath the shrouds. Manmeet Devgun
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School, and went into the Shaheedi (Martyrs) Memorial Museum—where the only visitors were the
family members of those in the photographs. In August 2019, T visited the new SGPC memorial at
Gurudwara Rakab Ganj. It was hard to locate inside the Gurudwara complex, made of concrete and

steel, and deserted. The unending lists of victims’ names stared at me.

“Jis tann lagé soee jane”, a Punjabi saying goes. Only she whose body is hurt, knows. But it is also for
those of us who are not direct victims, to try and articulate, to remember and retell, the history of
our shared city—and universe. A world without conversations and fellowship; without the stories,
experiential accounts, personal interpretations, diaries, secrets and myriad truths of ordinary indi-
viduals; one in which the narrative is entirely subsumed and controlled by the all-powerful State and

its willing henchmen, or by a dominant majority, would indeed form 1984 in the Orwellian sense.

The photographs from 2005 first appeared in Tehelka (with Hartosh Bal); and from 2009 in Outlook (with
Shreevatsa Nevatia). The corresponding captions are roughly as they were inscribed in the published reports.

Text responses are by Amitabha Bagchi, Jeebesh Bagchi, Meenal Baghel, Sarnath Bannerjee, Hartosh Bal, Amarjit
Chandan, Arpana Caur, Rana Dasgupta, Manmeet Devgun, Anita Dube, Mahmood Farouqui, Iram thﬁran,
Ruchir Joshi, Rashmi Kaleka, Ranbir Kaleka, Sonia Khurana, Saleem Kidwai, Pradip Kishen, Subasri Krishnan,
Lawrence Liang, Zarina Muhammed, Veer Munshi, Vivek Narayanan, Monica Narula, Teenaa Kaur Pasricha,
Ajmer Rode, Arundhati Roy, Anusha Rizvi, Nilanjana Roy, Inder Salim, Hemant Sareen, Priya Sen, Shuddhabrata
Sengupta, Ghulam Mohammed Sheikh, Nilima Sheikh, Gurvinder Singh, Jaspreet Singh, Madan Gopal Singh,

Paromita Vohra.
Suite of drawings by Gagan Singh. Endpiece drawings by Venkat Singh Shyam.

Released on Kaﬁ]a.org in April 2013, re-released in November 2014, November 2017, November 2019, March
2021;19.9 x 14.8 cms; 116 pages, 45 black and white photographs; 24 drawings;free to download, print out,
staple and distribute.

To: gauri.giﬂ@gmail. com
Subject: 1984
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