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			Nepal Mantra I

			Cover yourself

			Cover your eyes — but that which sees is the sight within

			Raise your fist

			Break the chain — the chain that holds you back from within

			Fakkad Sadhu

		

		

		
			Contents

			ABOUT THE AUTHOR

			PROLOGUE

			PART ONE: 
The Shadow of the Spires

			The Golden Dust of Lazimpat

			The Chronicles of the Clans—The Blood and the Ink

			The Sovereign Soul

			The Morning of the Exodus

			The Gates of Budhanilkantha

			The Vernacular Card—The Policing of the Mother Tongue

			The Hidden Life of the Playground

			The Bleeding Stumps of Lazimpat

			The Night Raiders

			The Alchemy of the Dark

			The Rotten System

			The Burning Ritual

			

			The Iron Path

			The Middle Path

			The Dismantling of the Guthi

			The Fracture

			PART TWO: 
The Architecture of the Leap

			The Bideshi-Face

			Reunion of the Reserves

			The Anatomy of The Leap

			The Alchemy of the Courtyards

			The 15–70–15 Architecture

			The Social Math and the Workbench

			The Architecture of the Hub

			The Final Mark

			ACKNOWLEDGEMENT

		

		

		
			ABOUT THE AUTHOR

			A dynamic and seasoned business & marketing leader, and visionary entrepreneur, Anup Bhandari combines global expertise with a passion for empowerment and education. He holds an MBA from La Trobe University and a B. Com from Delhi University, having completed his early education at Budhanilkantha School, Nepal, and in Kerala, India.

			He has built a distinguished career in marketing and communications, serving in senior roles at some of the world’s top 50 Fortune companies, including IBM, Cisco, HPE, and Accenture, driving growth for Financial Services, Communication, Technology & Media. His expertise also spans Australia’s largest banks, ANZ Bank and St George Bank, including Bank of Kathmandu, where he contributed to transformative initiatives.

			

			Beyond corporate success, he is an entrepreneur and social innovator — the founder of Mrs Inspirational Nepal Australia (2009) and Mrs Inspirational India Australia (2011) — and an active mentor and investor in ventures focused on education, such as TutorMate Australia. Passionate about nurturing future leaders, he also dedicates time to coaching young graduates, helping them build purpose-driven careers and confidence in a rapidly changing world.

			Renowned for bridging corporate excellence with social entrepreneurship, he continues to inspire through his work — empowering individuals and organizations alike to realize their highest potential.

		

		

		
			PROLOGUE

			The blue light of my smartphone was the only thing keeping me from disappearing into the dark of Sydney. I sat in my car in North Kellyville, a suburb where the silence is so heavy it feels engineered, a vacuum that sucks the soul out of any noise. The rain-slicked streets reflected neon lights in long, blurred ribbons of electric blue and sterile white, while tyres hissed softly against wet asphalt—a sound like tearing silk. The city hummed with distant sirens, late-night chatter, and the occasional drone of a tram, a metallic ghost rattling through the organised grid. The air inside the car smelled faintly of rain, ozone, and the deep, stagnant scent of expensive leather. My phone vibrated against my palm; it was a heartbeat syncing with the pulse of the upheaval back home.

			

			As I gripped the steering wheel, the starched cuff of my Italian wool shirt rode up, revealing the faint, jagged ridge of a scar on my wrist—one of thirteen. It was a mark the British had tried to polish away with etiquette and English vowels, but it remained, a stubborn piece of the forest hidden beneath the veneer of a global executive.

			This was the dream I had chased during the silent exodus: that quiet but massive hollowing-out of my country’s youth. To the world, we are just migrants, but this mass departure is a tragedy of displacement. For 30 years, Nepal hasn’t been losing people to war; it has been exhaling its marrow, the very core and strength of its people. Every day, 1,500 of us walk through the gates of Tribhuvan International Airport—a gateway of dust and broken promises—with one-way tickets, seeking a better future in nations that are not our own. I was one of the lucky ones who made it, trading the chaotic, incense-heavy air of Kathmandu for this sterile, eucalyptus-scented perfection.

			But sitting there, I felt the heavy, suffocating irony of the remittance economy, a system where the nation survives solely on the money sent back by those it could not keep.

			

			To the uninitiated, an economy built on remittances sounds like a benefit—money sent home by workers abroad. But in Nepal, it is a gilded cage, a beautiful but restrictive trap. It is a system in which the state has given up on producing anything of value except the bodies of its own people. We export the young, the strong, the ambitious—and in return, we receive a stream of digital currency that accounts for nearly a third of our entire GDP. This money doesn't build factories or modernise agriculture; it is immediately spent on imported goods—packaged foods, foreign fuel, and luxury electronics. The money flows right back out of the country as soon as they arrive.

			The Neta—those leaders who act as thugs, wearing silk waistcoats and predatory smiles—love this system. It is their safety valve, a way to release the pressure of discontent. These were the men the school had ostensibly trained us to replace with order and governance; yet the system they built was the very reason we were forced into exile. As long as the youth are in Qatar, Malaysia, or Australia and sending money back home, their families can afford to buy food despite the local economy being in ruins. The remittances pay for the silence of the people. It allows the politicians to keep their gangster parties running without ever having to provide jobs, healthcare, or infrastructure. My success here, the money I sent back home to my family via glowing bank apps, was the very fuel keeping a corrupt system alive. My hard-earned dollars were merely a subsidy for the arsonists.

			I looked at the terraces of the hills in my mind’s eye—cascading steps of earth carved into the steep mountainsides. These places should be vibrant with the emerald green of young rice, now overgrown with grey, choking weeds and thorny scrub because the hands meant to plough them are building skyscrapers in Dubai. The soil itself is decaying because the marrow has been sucked out of the land to keep the looters and foreign proxies in power.

			A cold thrill ran through my veins. The fuse had been lit; the streets, the screens, the voices of millions waiting for change. Everything was converging. The question was no longer if, but what would rise from the ash. Flicking through TikTok reels of burning politicians’ houses—ornate mansions with gold-plated gates melting under the heat—stashed cash going up in flames in oily black plumes, and mobs surrounding Deuba and Arzu, I felt the enormity of what had begun. I had left only days ago, yet the fire had spread faster than I imagined.

			In Nepal, the line between a politician, a bureaucrat, and a thug doesn't just blur; it vanishes. This breed has hijacked every movement we ever fought for, turning our struggles into stepping stones for profit and power. In recent years, they turned my home into a mission field for foreign agendas, a playground for non-governmental organisations that arrived with glossy brochures to edit and rewrite the Nepali soul. The ultimate goal is to take control of a strategic vantage point and establish a military base against China and India.

			They told our youth that our Sanatan—the eternal, ancient roots of the Vedic and local traditions, the rituals of fire and water that hum in our very DNA—were backward superstitions. They were bleaching the marrow out of our bones to make us easier to manage, replacing our ancient sense of duty with a hollow, funded secularism that has no roots and no shade.

			The history of Nepal is written in cycles of betrayal. In 1990, the air in Kathmandu was thick with the acrid, choking stench of burning rubber tyres that blackened the white shrines. During the first movement for democracy, the copper taste of fear filled the mouth. In the narrow, brick-lined alleys of Nardevi, where the ancient overhanging eaves seem to touch, the shadows were long and terrifying. The rhythmic, haunting clack-clack of military boots on cobblestones and the staccato pop of gunshots felt like they were tearing the very fabric of the night. Democracy was meant to be the righteous sword, a tool of divine justice to cut the people free.

			Then came 2006. A human tide of over a million souls flooded the Ring Road, a sea of black hair and shouting mouths under a relentless, blinding sun. The roar was a physical force, a vibration that shook the valley floor and rattled the teeth in your head as the heavy bronze statues of old kings were hauled down by thick, fraying ropes. But the cycle in Nepal is a circle, not a line. Every time the people bled, the brokers just changed their waistcoats. They didn't build schools with mud and sun-dried brick; they built mansions with marble floors and satellite dishes, while the blood of the youth was used as a bargaining chip by leaders looking for better deals from foreign powers.

			I looked at my own face in the rearview mirror, my jawline reflecting the legacy of the Basnyat and Bhandari clans. My ancestors were the righteous swords who stood in the freezing, razor-thin Himalayan wind with Prithvi Narayan Shah during the unification of the 1760s. They stood on the jagged, windswept ridges of Gorkha, their feet wrapped in rough wool, looking out over a fractured landscape of 50 tiny, warring kingdoms. They didn't just unify a map; they protected a way of life against the encroachment of the British Raj. They held the mountain passes with nothing but hand-forged steel and duty and responsibility—the sacred belief that your life is a vessel for your duty and your inherent nature.

			Swadharma, duty and responsibility, is the spiritual gravity that keeps a man upright when the world tries to pull him down; it is the realisation that your specific purpose is a thread in the cosmic tapestry that you cannot abandon without the whole thing unravelling. I felt their eyes on me now, judging my heated leather seats and my safe, irrelevant life. I looked at the dashboard—the GPS, the climate control, the sensors—the pinnacle of facilities, those external comforts that ease the struggle of living. And I felt a sudden disgust. These facilities had made my will soft.

			I realised then that this riot was the signal for the great return. The diaspora must stop being a leak and start being a flood. We, the alumni of the school we called Ishucool, were bringing back the will we forged in those woodland drills in the high forests of Shivapuri, where the mist clings to the pines like a damp shroud, and the air is so cold it hurts to breathe. At Ishucool, we were taught that will over facilities—the strength of human resolve over the luxury of external resources—was the only thing that mattered. It was the English paradox: they gave us the facilities to move through the world, but the environment forced us to find the will to survive the school itself. A warrior doesn't need a golden palace to train; he just needs the discipline to stand his ground when the wind is screaming and the ground is frozen. Sydney had the facilities, but Nepal needed our will.

			Beyond survival, beyond party flags, new or old, the bigger goal was to rise from the streets and glue the nation together with purpose. The fire had to be guided so it did not burn out too quickly into a heap of grey ash. It also had to be guarded so it could not be infiltrated again by foreign interests. If this was the fuse, then the flame had to burn clean—a clean flame.

			A clean flame is the fire of the temple lamp, a pure and intentional light, not a destructive forest fire. It is a focused, surgical heat that burns away the rot—the foreign proxies, unholy trinity of politicians, civil servants, and contractors who reigned like royalty, the corrupted institutions and systems—while leaving the foundation of our house, our culture, and our sovereignty untouched. It is a revolution of renewal, not ruin. It is the fire of Swadharma—duty and responsibility applied to a nation’s soul.

			I shifted the car into gear, the transmission clicking with a precise, expensive sound. The civilised silence of Sydney was deafening, but in my head, the heavy bronze bells of the Pashupatinath temple were finally beginning to ring, a deep, resonant tolling that echoed across the oceans. The members of the C Committee were waking up in London, New York, and Tokyo, feeling the same phantom itch in their wrists where the scars lay. I wasn't just a businessman anymore. I was a guardian. And the exile was finally over.

			Nepal, our storybook was turning its page.
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			PART ONE: 
The Shadow of the Spires

		

		

		
			Chapter 1

			The Golden Dust of Lazimpat
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			The world began in the shade of a Lazimpat bungalow. In the late 1990s, Kathmandu was a city of brick, dust, and light. Mornings were defined by the hiti—those ancient stone spouts where water ran cold and clear—and the sound of brass vessels clinking against stone. I remember the valley before the exhaust took over: a mixture of damp earth, blooming marigolds, and the sharp, alkaline scent of morning wash-water.

			We lived in a rhythm dictated by the sun and temple bells. My childhood was a collection of textures—the rough grain of red bricks, the smoothness of courtyard idols, and the scratchy, hand-knitted wool of the sweaters my mother forced me into every winter. In those days, we were the marrow—the soft, living centre and essential life-force of a culture that felt as if it had existed, unchanged, since the beginning of time.

			One afternoon stands fixed in my memory like a photograph. My parents took me to Nanglo Chinese Restaurant, where I first felt the weight of being part of something larger than my family. I sat in a vinyl booth, feet dangling above the floor. Across from me sat a boy, Mukul. We were silent observers in an adult world, watching steam curl from bowls of thukpa illuminated by shafts of sunlight cutting through the restaurant’s dim interior.

			Our fathers spoke in low, urgent tones of “the system”—that invisible network of power and governance—and the changing tides of political and social upheaval. For us, the world was simply the taste of the broth and an unspoken bond. We didn't know then that we were the descendants of the men who built the very walls around us; that the names we carried—Bhandari and Basnyat—were the anchors of the state.

			To understand the boys in that booth, one must understand the mid-18th century—the era when the marrow was first forged into the bone, the hard and protective structure of a nation. In the 1760s, the Indian subcontinent was a fragmenting mirror. The Mughal Empire was in terminal decay, and the British East India Company was beginning its slow, poisonous crawl up the Ganges plain. Nepal, as we know it, did not exist. Instead, the Chaubisi and Baise rajyas—tiny, squabbling principalities—would have been easily swallowed by the colonial tide had it not been for the Gorkhali vision.

			Prithvi Narayan Shah did not just conquer land; he unified a spirit through a masterclass in mountain geopolitics. Between 1744 and 1768, Gorkhali forces systematically encircled the Kathmandu Valley, cutting off trade routes to Tibet and grain supplies from the Terai. This was the great blockade, a massive strategic isolation of the valley. It was a strategy of patience, a reliance on human will over facilities—an approach that prioritised sheer grit and internal resolve over external resources or superior equipment.

			The Basnyat lineage was the primary instrument of this will. Shivaram Singh Basnyat, the Senapati (General), was the first to offer his life at the Battle of Sanga. His sons—Kehar Singh, Abhiman Singh, and Dhokal Singh—became the pillars of the new state and the architects of the 1768 entry into Kathmandu during Indra Jatra. While the city feasted, the Gorkhalis marched in as a unifying force. The Basnyats represented the martial aristocracy—men who understood that sovereignty is not granted; it is defended with a Khuda in hand and blood on the soil.

			Parallel to military might stood the administrative and ritual foundation upheld by the Bhandaris. During wars and expansion across harsh hills and mist-laden valleys, their unseen diligence kept campaigns alive. The title Bhandari, drawn from bhandar—meaning storehouse or treasury—carried a deep sense of trust and responsibility. Though not always warriors of high rank, they were essential to the state’s survival, guarding the king’s granaries, managing gunpowder, and ensuring the flow of taxes, tribute, and provisions.
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