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Whisper of Heart

I feel proud to be one of the residents of the locality known as Haflong, where my parents, Pitambar & Bawni (aka Nandakala), gave in the guise of creators my life. Therefore, in honour of having been privileged to enjoy the temporal world’s beauty for a certain period because life is not permanent, I at this moment dedicate my book titled Assam’s Dima Hasao: Pearls of Big River to them as one of the nine offspring and the second of their five putative sons.

Next, I feel fortunate to have been born into a beautiful place where some idealists and humanists like Joy Bhadra Hagjer, Nityalal Daulagupu, Surath Chandra Daulagupu, Hamdhan Haflongbar, Rajendra Chandra Langthasa, Gobinda Chandra Langthasa, Desondao Hojai, Jatan Kumar Thaosen, Pabitra Kumar Kemprai and others. Who happened to pay a visit to this part of the world. They long-deserved appreciation, but I take this day as the opportunity to bring together all such secular souls hitherto went into oblivion to the limelight as their blessings. And dedicate this to them upon whom feeling my form of justice tendered. After observing the reflection of their unique quality in every action, they took for the welfare of humankind. My idea of justice does not perch on a particular community or party politics because I believe in unity in diversity.

Then, I dedicate the narrative to all evils, which give me a hard time with their arrogance sprouted from the granted privileges but smack of ignorance and lead me to hate them from my heart’s core with my good works to defeat.
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Prominent Persons Points

Nandita Gorlosa

Minister,

Power, Cooperation, Mines & Mineral,

Indigenous & Tribal Faith & Culture Department,

Government of Assam

It gives me immense pleasure in addressing the readers of this book titled ASSAM’S DIMA HASAO: PEARLS OF BIG RIVER” authored by Shri Ramu Upadhaya. Another venture into the resources and presence of natural richness of Dima Hasao can be glanced through this issue. Our district has many important water bodies which forms the baseline for civilization and flourishing of the people residing here since many years. To address the rivers of the district via such a literary/academic notion is definitely importance today and also for future to understand and conceptualize the significance of the waters flowing through the district.

In all, I wish all the best to the author, readers and reviewers of this book and hope that the content herein will add to the academic and general need of bringing our rivers to the limelight, the very platform that it deserves. Also, I anticipate that the readers shall be enlightened and made aware of our beautiful Dima Hasao, which is the only hill station of the State of Assam, India.

In view of the hard-work put by the author in the compilation of such an important book for the district, I also congratulate the author and everyone who has been directly or indirectly associated with the building of this piece and for making it available for the denizens of Dima Hasao and everyone in general.

Juthai!

 

Debolal Gorlosa

Chief Executive Member,

Dima Hasao Autonomous Council,

Haflong

I am overwhelmed to know that Shri Ramu Upadhaya, a scholar, has taken loads of pain in collecting and putting in pen and paper for the ASSAM’S DIMA HASAO: PEARLS OF BIG RIVER. The book reflects the achievement of the elders from the Dima Hasao district and their farsighted vision. The book itself whirls the Sixth Schedule of the Indian Constitution. It would be a gorgeous inspirational piece to get the all round insight view of the Dima Hasao District, especially the elders who nurtured the district of Dima Hasao, born from an organic pairing of thoughtful healing stories from years of hard work.

Readers will feel touched and inspired by the moments of truth and facts in their own lives.

I wish Shri Ramu Upadhaya, who had constantly been exploring the possibilities of making the Dima Hasao proud through his writings and good stories jotted in this book. Best of luck, and I wish the reader to reach everyone’s palm and a great success.

 

Thai-tsho Daulagupu, ACS

Principal Secretary (T),

Dima Hasao Autonomous Council,

Haflong

Dima Hasao, in all its glory, is a consequence of many notable personalities who have spent a great deal of their lives working for the greater good of their people. Dima Hasao is a blend of different communities thriving together like children of the same kind. It is a land of rich culture, history and geography, almost too remarkable to sketch out onto paper.

To put into words the little fragments that make Dima Hasao what it is, is no easy work and is truly commendable, and the author has done it so tirelessly. Upadhaya reverently writes biographical accounts of all the distinguished leaders, men and women alike, who once graced the land with their selflessness, and how they brought the changes that have shaped Dima Hasao. He also does not fail to mention all seemingly ordinary people in extraordinary light and talks about elders who once were, and still are deeply cherished by all.

Not only does the book talk about prominent sons and daughters of Dima Hasao, it also gives the readers an insight to the Sixth Schedule to the Constitution of India in the context of the district and highlights several socio-political issues from the eyes of the author, who has observed every change and expansion growing up. Upadhaya carefully strings his own ideas in a section that talks about development plans for the district.

“ASSAM’S DIMA HASAO: PEARLS OF BIG RIVER” is one of its kind and the first such book to ever come out of Dima Hasao, Assam. Just a glimpse of the contents of the book is very telling of how learned the author is, and how much effort he has put to bring this book to life. Upadhaya’s extensive knowledge of his land and its people, and his humble approach to writing about it all is truly admirable and deserving of praise. I applaud his sincerity and congratulate him wholeheartedly on the release of his book. I hope the readers also find as much joy and pride as I did while reading this.

 

Mukut Kemprai

Principal Secretary (N),

Dima Hasao Autonomous Council,

Haflong.

It gives me immense pleasure to know Shri Ramu Upadhaya has written a book entitled “Assam’s Dima Hasao: Pearls of Big River”. The book highlights the life and story of the achievements of some prominent leaders who have contributed their hard works for the foundation and development of the district. The book contains collective biography of the great personalities of the localities. It will inspire even the younger generation to understand those architects of their contributions to building the district.

I wish him success in his endeavour and hope it will meet up the expectation of all groups of people in the district.

 

Bir Bhadra Hagjer, IAS (retd)

Former MLA

Former Commissioner and Secretary,

Environment & Forests,

Government of Assam

I was pleasantly surprised when I received a request from Sri Ramu Upadhaya to comment on his book which he has written on the erstwhile North Cachar Hills now Dima Hasao district. Since it was not possible to send the entire manuscript he sent me two excerpts from his intended publication and my observations are based on the materials found in those two excerpts.

First, I am impressed with his thoughts and notions, which are honest and sincere and also highly impressed with the subjects he has chosen to elaborate on which he intends to get his thoughts across to the readers. His depiction of the ambience which existed in North Cachar Hills Subdivision during the nascent days of the Sixth Scheduled to the present day circumstances as prevailing now is lucid and clear.

One thing I must compliment profusely is the fact Sri Upadhaya has not only written on the personalities, both politicians and bureaucrats, who were considered stalwarts and who have provided leadership and can be described as architects of the district. Sri Upadhaya has also found a place in his thoughts for leaders who were not at the forefront but worked diligently for the development of the district in their way and they also nursed the same desire and will for the development of the district. This is very laudable.

His notions on the environment implying redressal measures are to be appreciated.

My best wishes.


Foreword

Debojeet Thaosen

Advocate, Gauhati High Court; former Chief Executive Member,

North Cachar Hills Autonomous Council; former Judicial Officer,

Assam Judicial Service

RAMU UPADHAYA – is a well-known denizen of Dima Hasao. He has a number of books to his credit and each one being on topic entirely different from the other.

His first book – “A LANDLESS ALIEN” – published in 2018 is classic piece on political chaos, conflict of ideologies and how people are rendered like aliens in their own land due to political and other reasons. Likewise “PENALTY AND PARDON” – is a sort of fiction about trials and errors. “REVELATION”- is about corruption, brain drain, office politics etc. Another interesting book is the “ENDEARING SPECIES” which is basically about the GORKHAS (his own community) in the North East - especially in Assam.

NOW this book i.e. “ASSAM’s DIMA HASAO: PEARLS OF BIG RIVER”- is about Dima Hasao – the erstwhile North Cachar Hills, its people (past and present), the Administration system etc. It’s a bold attempt on his part to express and portray his experience, perception and knowledge about the place where he was born and brought up and where he is still living today.

In this book he talks about the overall greatness of the founders of the district of Dima Hasao, their selfless nature, their far sighted vision and how they administered the then North Cachar Hills District Council keeping the interest of the people as their utmost priority and their self- interest far behind. Then he tries to compare between the administrators of the then NC Hills District Council and present Dima Hasao Autonomous Council.

This author also writes about five erstwhile Chief Ministers of Assam who (who he felt) have had their influence and impact felt over the district in some way or the other.

The author’s bold attempt on the topic of the SIXTH SCHEDULE to the Constitution of India in this book is indeed very commendable. The Sixth Schedule though a “small part of a Gigantic” constitution is in itself a vast subject which I feel is yet to be thoroughly explored vis-à-vis other portions of the constitution. Therefore it has been referred to as the “CONSTITUTION WITHIN THE CONSTITUTION” of India.

The author has beautifully delved into the subject in the context of Dima Hasao, its history of being included in the constitution of India and how it has been “USED & MISUSED” through the generations. He has also brilliantly portrayed his perception about the sixth schedule, its objectives and whether they have been able to achieve the envisaged goals/safeguards for the common people.

This book is valuable and will become priceless as time goes by as it gives one an insight and understanding of the mindset of the founders and other distinguished personalities of the district; how things have changed through the ages and maybe it would be a guide for good administration in future.

I wish the book as well as the author all the very best and I am sure the readers will definitely find the book interesting and valuable.


My Personal Note

Writing a book highlighting some people’s achievements is not that easy because it involves the selection of persons who are no longer among us in the present Dima Hasao. Next, how to include some sons and daughters of the hilly region who have made it proud of their achievements? Then, how do we ensure nobody’s position gets undercut? Equally challenging to suggest: which is the best development perspective in hand? What provides everlasting peace? Nobody can outright reject it because somebody may have got a good idea. The issue is deep, vast and complex, so I have tried to deal with such issues as above from several perspectives – biographical, philosophical and autobiographical.

Further, Dima Hasao is essentially an abode of different entities having conflicting views and interests; someone may initially suspect your moves, including integrity, among other things. Then again, it is nothing against anybody’s subtle indication calling swapping for projecting the achievement of the alive rather than the dead. This group may not at all favour appreciating the legacy of the past for better inspiring the future because it considers itself superior to the past. Sometimes, such thing crops up due to the visible competition, calling for asserting individual supremacy in our societal living.

On the other hand, there is no shortage of intellectuals; everybody seems competent enough with the growth of political and economic consciousness in modern times. There are melees of claims and counterclaims over every vital issue. Beyond that, I find nothing visible in this small literary intellect.

However, my attempts are to reflect how I witnessed this world into which I came, feeling now, to present this book before the esteemed readers. It subtly pays tribute to those whose efforts shaped the locality into a multi-ethnic entity. In going through the narrative, let the readers understand it is a natural but random selection of the elders who came across me, beginning with my school to the fledgling literary days today. Hence, everybody did not find a place in the narrative, adding no pun. Honestly, my tinsel conscience did not see everybody having done any inspirational work! Contextually, the endeavour is to help the readers assess who were worthy among the chosen elders of yesteryears who contributed what, when, where, whom and how, but are no longer among us.

Nevertheless, a few persons among us have got their respective places in the presentation, which the readers will understand after going through their individual stories; why I aim to stick out their inspiration to live alive. And all the chronological data provided herein are the sources of information. At the same time, I have added my imagination from different perspectives. It took more than five years to accomplish this presentation.

Ever since the collected data setting for presenting the book in the hands of the esteemed readers, my observation of the movement of Power Vehicle is it remains better insured subject to the use of giving and taking as the super quality of fuel for its dynamo.

In the end, I hope and trust the book aims at freeing itself from all kinds of unnecessary embellishments. Complexity in the presentation may have invited the addition of some frolics while enjoying the privilege of freedom ensured to me. I have made no veiled reference to messing up the feelings of anybody. Nonetheless, a request to the revered readers is to treat it as not deliberate or co-incidental if you notice any inaccurate data inserted. Because all details of the selected persons have sprung from familial sources, I would like to state that it is not essential to square any stroke of luck for the challenge.


Gratitude

The writer feels delighted to have read his book’s summary and paragraphed their feelings by several prominent personalities of Dima Hasao, namely, Nandita Gorlosa, Debolal Gorlosa, Thai-tsho Daulagupu, Mukut Kemprai, Debojeet Thaosen and Bir Bhadra Hagjer. He acknowledges their kind-worded Messages shown under “Prominent Persons’ Points” and Forward from his heart’s core. But, frankly, it would not have been possible to regaling the non-fiction story from a place like Dima Hasao without support from all sources. Further, it is an abode of various groups who, if not cooperated, would not help him feed on the project with the seam of chronological information, let alone get the opportunity to publish under the Zorba Book team’s guidance.

His friends’ well-wishers got well-informed about the presentation in advance in his posts on Facebook, to which he records his heartfelt thanks.

He feels grateful to the district administration of Dima Hasao. Also, Samuel Changsan, Sanjay Jidung, Purabi Phonglo, Hrishikesh Upadhaya and Surya Kumar Singha of the Dima Hasao Autonomous Council. They fed untiringly valuable data on some persons whose names have appeared in this narrative, where I have also used some data from the published work of M. Daulagupu (Warisa). They deserve a special mention of thanks.

Next, he remains indebted to Dr Ambika Hojai Karigapsa, Dr Mridusmita Kachari, Dr Lungchuiliu Newme, Bharati Thaosen, Lalparvul Pakhuongte, Sadana Hojai, Sabita Langthasa, Malobika Longmalai, Kalpana Hojai, Elveena Thaosen, Sujaya Naiding, Sylvia Suchiang, Lalropui Hmar, Lhingnei Guite (Thangew), Aitryee Daulagupu, Pranati Barman, Nengkholhing Doungel, Ruthi Lalremkim Tuolor, Probani Langthasa and Chaya Purusa. These Madams kindly spared some time from their busy lives to help him procure the biographical data of this book’s selected persons.

Similarly, he feels grateful to Dr Sil Bhadra Hagjer, Dr Amit Kumar Phonglo, Prakanta Warisa, Nirmal Langthasa, Daniel Langthasa, Samarjit Haflongbar, Tunu Langthasa, Khupjang Doungel, Abhijit Thaosen, Ajoy Lal Thaosen, Moon Von Daulagupu, Parashar Kemprai, Siddharth Hojai, Joymonesh Lawbangdisa, Jamkhokai Chongloi, Debabrata Das Barman, Monoj Gorlosa, Probal Bathari, Birabat Kemprai, Rudrajit Laisram, Hiranmoy Bathari, Dinesh Dawdung, Ashim Gorlosa, Laltlangpianga Darnei, Tutu Chetri, Shivaji Chowdhury, Siddharth Kemprai, Bankim Phonglo, Bhaskar Phonglo and Isaac Thiek. These gentlemen helped him accomplish the project while sharing biographical details of all chosen persons whose names I inserted into the storyline.

Then, there were two individuals whose help one must acknowledge, Sukhendra Phonglo and Austina Langthasa.

The author had to undergo many mental and physical stresses in setting the presentation of available data. However, the old books and some published works he borrowed from Bhimlal Basel, former President of Assam Gorkha Sanmelan, Dima Hasao Branch, always helped the former contain all irritants from time to time. His attitude and his spouse, Khemlata Devi (Basel)’s, extending help led the writer to record it as having been helped when left in the lurch.

Moreover, he would feel fed up with the repeated need to cross-check literature because some persons fed on fake data. Afterwards, he had to cross-check those information items pertained to some selected persons in the book from their familial sources. During such time, his health would not permit him. At this juncture, Meena, Barsha, Sandhya, Pratiksha, Pratibha, Priyambada, Shreya and Sristi always stood by him, smoothening the setting of an emotional head and heart with their occasional tea, coffee, chocolate, snack and fruit services. Along with these caring ladies, there were two adoring pranksters – Pankshi and Prahant – who distracted him from being constantly serious. Besides, Gobinda, Bharat, and Dr Rishikesh Upadhyay’s moral support radiated from the blood relationship was excellent.

Further, he is thankful to all individuals, including Thaneswar Sharma and Giriaying Nriame of the Soil Conservation Additional Directorate (Hills), and organisations whose conspicuous presence with available services on the internet helped him cross-check relevant data provided by the family sources of the persons included in the book.

Finally, he feels grateful to all those individuals or organisations whose suggestions and tautological alerts for improving the glitches, proofreading and criticisms have found prominent places in the book and turned valuable in shaping the presentation into the hands of esteemed readers.

Last but not least, the author feels pleased to have got Haflong Lake’s beautiful photograph clicked by Hamari Phonglo, the lovely daughter of Bankim Phonglo. It happened to suit the book’s cover page. He thanks her and parents for having consented to use the snap.


Prologue

According to some ancestors, if the seed is free from microorganisms, it sprouts out a healthy plant. Likewise, a few elders of one of the hilly regions of Assam – erstwhile North Cachar Hills (now Dima Hasao)–were liberal and honest. Such mindsets led to the birth of its cosmopolitan character. Moreover, they truly believed in unity in diversity, so their way of thinking has hitherto shaped the environment.

Some ideas fixed expanding people’s horizons; they encouraged establishing schools and colleges. Others wanted the building and structures and improvement; they participated in executing all works related to these. Finally, a few took an interest in administration science; they led the people with a visionary zeal.   

Everybody contributed their shares toward shaping the place as a modern human habitat. But, every action they carried out systematised freeing the whit of ideological bankruptcy. In contrast, there is now no shortage of greed in modern souls searching for pleasure in possessing wealth and luxury at the cost of integrity.

In the past, one thought all were apprehensive of indulging in anything excess, from politicians to bureaucrats, teachers to students, parents to children, husbands to wives, ordinary labourers to the big contractors. These may not be explicit but are subtly visible in the entire narrative. In the past, tricks or treacheries were seldom present as man has now in plenty and immersed into the ocean of prejudices.

However, people were mindful of their etiquette and would not have had the courage to dictate any terms. Today, very few of us are holy cows. So the transactional business has turned into an unclassified category. Neither chicken nor mutton seems too differently tasted despite their variation in legs (because chicken has two legs, while mutton belongs to the four-footed goat, yet both turn out to be the same in our outraged eyes).

In short, the majority are the chicks of the same firm.

Today, the fight between two individuals mainly relates to the disparity in receiving the share – the rucksack of wealth. Very few raise any voice against anti-social activities. We may be sure if, at all, somebody disputes over these; they must have had their turn of rebellion aimed at consolidating their position in community politics. Very few of our hearts seem golden. Getting a piece of diamond in the seam of coal is not easy.

More so, if someone applies for establishing an educational institution, think the applicant is a bit intelligent and wishes to employ his kith or kin as headmaster or principal. Or the applicants themselves are the prospective teachers. They are unemployed; submit the proposal at the instance of some out income earners of the Education department in some parts of our State. So, after they establish the educational institution, the quality of one student’s intelligence does not match with others belonging to another institution. Why?

Such institutions do not care about producing IAS, IPS, ACS or APS, nor are they founders Nityalal Daulagupu, Rajendra Chandra Langthasa or Ajit Bodo. Not every school teacher is Sukomal Sen, popularly known as Radio Master, who profusely scolded his students because he wanted them to be good men. Nor today does every parent as their child yelled at by the teacher. Conditional learning has diluted the meaning of education.

As long as education is unconditional, it remains free from corruption; it can well produce an IAS from the interior village. For instance, Jamchonga Nampui from the sleepy town Thuruk (Khartong) got his selection for the administrative service and became Chief Secretary of the State (Assam). Secondly, very few set up schools to get teacher posts in unconditional learning. So, one finds Pandit Krishna Prasad Upadhaya established schools without expecting his kins to get a teacher’s job in them.

Not everybody is Jatan Kumar Thaosen, who asked the candidate from his locality to opt for allied services when the latter had a sole interest in Assam Civil Services. Nor does everyone sacrifice their lucrative job for serving in their locality.

Further, if somebody disputes the proposed site for building an educational institution, the proposer would not tolerate anybody’s interference. He would perhaps call straight for the opposer’s authority over the land, thrash the latter who obstructs it, not seek a negotiated settlement like Nityalal Daulagupu – an idealist son of the formerly North Cachar Hills who exhibited his sagacity of judgement. Secondly, he was farsighted because he did not engage the local inexperienced people thinking they belonged to his clan members. Instead, he hired teachers from outside the locality to educate the people better and ensure long-term efficiency.

An immortal tale of love and respect for all is the legacy of the past. One would like to record it while regaling it as deserving tale preservation in the people’s knapsacks. He engaged the obstructer’s community man to find a solution to the problem when one Nuruddin Khan complained to the President of India and others against what he called an impious act when somebody threw away a lit match stick on the bush a wildfire broke out at the cemetery.

Sonaram Thaosen’s sacrifice cannot ever remain ignored when you speak of value-based politics. He canvassed for Joy Bhadra Hagjer’s election to Lok Sabha when the former was the Chief Executive Member of the erstwhile North Cachar Hills District Council. In present times, such kind-heartedness is rare in politics because everybody competes against others. Nobody is anybody’s friend. Because it is an opportunity to progress is not readily available everywhere. For it smacks of a privilege, and everybody does not like to grant it if all the human chemistry between the junior and senior does not go in tandem with time and tide.

Moreover, the propensity of every human being I have closely encountered reflected their subtle longing for self-promotion or aggrandisement. The greed present in them always appears deeper than their reasons. The prevention coated with selfishness even supported their community to justify their gluttony instead of appeasing excellence in the different individuals. Not everybody worries about walking on the Kutcha road and spends from their pocket for privileging others as Kuloda Ranjan Hojai did. He knew what home and environment are. It is a beautiful and peaceful place where we get to stay. But, once we have built our house, it takes us even if we don’t like to do so for one reason or another. So, we can well imagine how important the home and our surroundings are for us. Man’s home takes them whenever they feel there is a need for taking rest. Or doing urgent work; ensures safety, security and liberty amidst good neighbours. Nobody can easily breach them. These get privileged the movement individuals decide to enjoy as their human rights by sharing some privileges with others.

Further, everybody can not become Parbati Thaosen. Her harsh reality of life began to surface after the Tree on which the two love birds (she and her Prince Charming) perched in Heaven started bearing sour fruit. Yet, besides subjecting her to selling firewood for two meals a day, she still fought against all odds to raise the cause of women from the weaker section of society in Dima Hasao. Because she suffered from the arrogance of power of the strong, she did not allow every week to read the Holy Book to follow. Because when an individual chants such a stanza of Holy Book, they are to give justice to the deserving lot in front of them, whoever happens to come across as a seeker. She took over as an entity in the guise of human or superior in her transactional business. So she tried to tender justice to the-ill-fated amounts to meeting with a Good Samaritan.

That makes the conviction difference between the present and past and between men and women.

For instance, the Northeast Frontier Railway ran its goods and passenger trains in Lumding-Badarpur Hill Section on the track established by the British for more than a hundred years. But the recent inundation of a Railway Station called New Haflong in the rainwater of the monsoon led to conducting a new survey for constructing a new line. But unfortunately, it did not think of the need to channel the runoff water.

Nowadays, nobody readily cares about anybody, which amounts to fishing in troubled waters. So, the negative attitude hardly dictates everybody›s conscience to participate in any nobility of expending from an individual›s pockets if they can afford it. On the other hand, there is a lack of neighbours like Rajendra Chandra Langthasa; he spent lakhs from his pocket to build an irrigation channel for diverting floodwater. After disposing of their belongings with him, they wanted to go away, but he did not take a single penny from them. Still, he asked them to stay with him in Langting. Should such a situation warrant, some neighbours in the present may be searching for the plots of land they try to snatch away by hiring shooters, as one could see in some border areas of the State Assam in the recent past.

All founders of the locality spoke of rendering services to all. No extreme desire included extending the Government privileges to their community people alone. Was the education or the intellectual development of the past more relevant? Perhaps no chauvinism or selfishness in the hilly region could have produced such personalities as Nityalal Daulagupu, Joy Bhadra Hager, Surat Chandra Daulagupu, Kumba Kumar Hojai, Gobinda Chandra Langthasa, Phani Kumar Gorlosa, Arun Chandra Haflongbar, Pabitra Kemprai, Jatan Kumar Thaosen and others. The hilly region’s facelift they gave in association with all kinds of people appeared as an ultimate resort to their life.

From their rampart of Heaven, they might never have thought that the new-generation writer would come up with such a book devoted to them. Indeed, one feels blessed to make the world know about them. It is an exciting exercise to inking a few pages with the pen to pay tribute to those idealist and humanist sons born into the lap of the erstwhile North Cachar Hills, which is now “Dima Hasao”. The term  “Dima Hasao” originated from the Dimasa tribe’s dialect. “Dima” means “Big River”, and “Hasao” is equivalent to “Dwelling Place”.)

Those souls were the pearls of the Big River born to live alive today. How did they join together to work? Their shares of contributions remained hitherto unknown. How can the new generations fill up their room for improvement? Does the present psychic rooted in the modern era match those idealists and humanists? How do the people now appear to have stuck out callousness towards exhibiting their veneration to whom the most? Who did what, when, how and to whom? Does the existing autonomy under the Sixth Schedule of the Constitution fulfil the aspirations of all groups of people? What often causes unrest in the Sixth Schedule Areas? How is the Dima Hasao different from Karbi Anglong even in the same provision of the Constitution? Which party Government in Dispur adequately represented the hill areas of Assam in the past? Upon giving, which emphasis lays a better prospect for the future, Dima Hasao? What kind of progress and development ensures peace? Why is an individual not fit for leading a region if their need gets concentrated on a particular group of people? How thriving is an individual community in selecting its leader? What activity of such leader sticks out to have rightly refurbished the image of their community which subtly reflects unity in diversity? After contextually self-conceiving light in the following chapters, the narrative tries to help the readers find answers from their individual and regional perspectives.



Chapter I

A Cosmopolitan Entity




A natural citadel

The Britishers chose Haflong as the best place to establish the erstwhile North Cachar Hills headquarters. Why? I think they found it fulfilling their administrative objectives. It is beautiful, and big hillocks stand covered with enchanting greenish beauty in every nook and corner of the chosen areas. The Borail ranges and the rivers Diyung and Rabi imagistically surround the rocky walls to stick out an observer’s look on Haflong’s beauty as looking at a natural citadel. The town perches on about three thousand feet above the Main Sea Level. The symptom of the scarcity of drinking water becomes acutely visible in the dry season.

Hence, they could include it under their development schemes.

Insatiable

Because the annual rainfall has become irregular, from 156 mm to 476.9 mm, showing the excess of 205mm in May 2022 from the normal as aforementioned. Nature must also have got offended by the greed of humans. One does not know if the need for quenching humans’ thirst on this part of the Earth caused the source of the streams and creeks. And their presence paved the way for the birth of the river to the ocean or sea. The increasing demand for Nature’s gifts in humans with a wild habit has destroyed the shade of the standing trees, which they planted once to subtly preserve the source of liquid in the watercourse and brook.

However, man’s insatiability leads to the gradual loss of Her greenish beauty, in whose presence Nature feels obliged to shower the annual downpours.

A cry over the façade

Under the above circumstance, today primordial areas are getting polluted following the growth of an expanding attitude. Everything is slowly but steadily taking place, from building residential complexes by the side of Haflong Lake to abolishing some Government establishments by getting them converted into private property. Nobody raised the issue for fear of getting punished, or questioning their locus standi, since the nineties. Whether solid or feeble, every responsible citizen seems only to feel proud of being a resident of the picturesque town! While some live with deliberate guilt, others as innocent entities, there is a façade of our societal living as a human race. The subtle responsibility attached to us appears to have rested on downplaying the whims of the rising need that emerged from the greed. Perhaps, Sonaram Thaosen, one of the founding fathers of the erstwhile North Cachar Hills, too noticed it and said once in his write up on “Haflong and its Environs: Son of Big River” in the Centenary Commemorative Souvenir:

“We are only the temporary custodians of the great heritage. We should not indulge in mindless destruction, but we must think of conserving the beauty and heritage of our lovely town.”

Exterminating!

Thaosen also said the locality was safe in the hand of the Britishers, not of the local people now. What led him to feel it? One can well imagine how he was getting upset. He once held the power of the hill areas but did not misuse it. But unfortunately, the parody of the town, sketched by the land of sacred political, social and religious forces, is getting messed up. Some tried to use it as a commodity. Hence, he felt hurt at the new generation’s systematic annihilation drive in and around the locality.

The elder suggested extending all establishments to the interior areas without ruffling up the natural beauty of Haflong.

Illusion

But nobody cares for what the senior citizen of Dima Hasao once said. There are many instances to illustrate. But the question is: will any illustration work? Is there any tolerance to digest the truth among the stakeholders of the new generation? Everybody can create; nobody is incapable of making something at their disposal. Because very few of us know human birth is to share their contributions toward the place or society they belong. Can anyone expect a mute object ever to react? Every creation remains a lifeless engine if it has no dynamo to start its operation, though it always aims at rendering services to humanity. The statement of Sonaram Thaosen spoke of his creation from the pure heart seems. One does not have any evil intention, but it is an honest attempt to convey his feelings.

By the way, it is evident from the activities of our elders. Development was their only motto. So, they tried to achieve it by associating with like-minded people. Even those who were not cooperative seemed bound by our elders’ hospitality, as seen on different occasions. More contextual references will be available in other chapters of the narrative.

Be that as it may, all our relationship starts from the transactional business in societal living. And all dealings remain successfully carried out if there is better communication with the participants  – who communicate in which language and how?

Choice of lingua franca

Suppose some strangers speak our language, namely, Haflong Hindi, they get a good response from us even in the rural areas. Why? It has a straightforward answer. Frankly, most of us can not fluently communicate in English though we boast of being educated in the language. Hence, we find it comfortable in our lingua franca – Haflong Hindi – adopted in Haflong for more than a hundred years of its official inception. However, its chief official proponents were Sadhana Hojai and VLT Bapui. It opens our hearts wherefrom our language originates. True?

A façade!

When we become happy, our thoughts, feelings and outbursts get easily exchanged because we don’t like to lose anything hitherto owned by our ancestors. Honestly, very few of us think of the State’s property as our one. We believe in hypocrisy – speaking one thing, doing others. Does it ensure the actual definition of smartness in modern times? But then, it does not guarantee to barricade the beauty attached to the locality without scrupulously guarding it as a precious gift from Nature.

Of course, it requires appreciation in that case. How can we enjoy beauty if we don’t use our ability to take pleasure in it?

What do I feel is justified in saying? If there is ever-increasing insatiability in one group of humans, it becomes essential for the others to protect the beauty of Nature. Because every time evils substitute for the good, in the same way, the ignorant get better controlled through arrogant force if the sweetest words of wisdom fail to show the right path. But, as everybody knows, the truth is always acidic.

However, what is intriguing is that nobody respects the arrogant, without which there is no control over any madness. At the same time, arrogance remains irrelevant without power. By the by, the powerful get loved by all when their authority remains guarded by the principle. Hence, I think the nature of humans is as peculiar as their character. Every time it has no one-sided business. Both good and evil seem to go together to balance the equation. Why? Truthfully, everybody comes empty-handed and goes alike. However, all good deeds done get immortalized, not evils who hardly occupy any significance in life.

Services to people 

If you don’t believe me, take the case of Nityalal Daulagupu and Joy Bhadra Hagjer and Surath Chandra Daulagupu. Of course, they descended upon this part of the vast existence as every ordinary soul does. Still, their lifetime activities for the welfare of the people of the Assam’s hill area have made today’s generations feel complimented toward them venerably.

And that makes the difference in the human life activities in the chronological world.

The Englishmen seemed efficient enough in tackling the administrative matters by the by. For instance, a Sub-Divisional Officer used to leave his headquarters, giving powers to his Head Assistant. Imagine how knowledgeable and capable the clerk was who could work on behalf of his boss in those days.

A different work culture

Gone are the days forever. To construe it, I don’t have any comparison of the past now; we hardly get such an experienced team member in all offices. Even the senior staff demands the head of the establishment to carry out all administrative tasks, for they don’t like to risk signing any official papers on behalf of their boss.

As the days go by, our current administration of the whole State of Assam is also getting complex – and it is perhaps the same galloping trend everywhere in the entire country. The complexity appears to source from the growth of the population.

On the other hand, some entities are competitively producing their children to ensure the majority’s status or the kingmaker’s. Amidst the competitive and counter-competitive productions, the population explosion brings about the inevitable birth of different people with different notions, the admixture of other qualities, which causes the deviation.

Quirk bosses

Hence, there is the problem of transactional communication and other kinds of administrative intricacies. Even some officials junior to their establishment heads in Government offices avoid shouldering any responsibilities. I think everybody inwardly likes to be different from one another because the disunity ensures satisfaction to the designated representative. Regardless of their various pretexts, I had seen some junior cadres in some departments did not excel in administering their departmental establishments. But they held the charge during the absence of their immediate superiors.

During the period, they subtly exhibited enough arrogance to their juniors, some of who felt excessively imposed on account of the lack of guidance by their quirk leaders. Some employees alleged their bosses only wanted to put their signatures on all papers prepared by the innovative assistants.

Nowadays, people have become lazy, and their numbers are legion. So easy earning is getting attractive.

In most cases, corrupt practices tend to float in the oceanic trend of modernism. Even the tempo drivers dare usurp the power of the administration, fixing the auto fare at their whim. Nobody cares about how the poor people are getting subjected to the caprice. Learning to oppose the evils is the need of the hour. I think age guides an individual better.

Shuttles

In hindsight, I can not imagine how I passed on my childhood by shuttling between school and the market. I remember once there was a Football Match organized by Gorkha Sports Club at Upper Bagetar, nearby Lodi Field. On my way to enjoy it, I walked on a partial elephant corridor as Bagetar Road, passing through the steep slope of the standing Synod School and the plateau of present New Kunjung. I would not ever go to Fiangpui due to the lack of blacktopped roads. Most of the areas of Haflong lacked basic amenities for a human to enjoy.

Facelifts 

However, the Sarkari Bagan locality witnessed a faster growth of human settlements and development following the establishment of Government offices. Benet Services’ commencement of the Lower Haflong Railway Station connecting road and transport modelled out of the Army’s auctioned vehicles factored in the rapid development. The area also turned into a second business hub of Haflong due to the SSB’s presence. At present, the Assam Rifles have replaced the SSB there. Now the locality has a beautiful established market.

Besides, the Fiangpui area got facelifted after establishing a High School, Playground, beautiful Church, and a Dibarai-Fiangpui Road passing through Dibarai. As a result, the locality seemed better equipped with all basic amenities than other localities of the former district headquarters of North Cachar Hills. Why?

Filliping progress

A few prominent personalities of the Dima Hasao, namely Sonaram Thaosen, Kumba Hojai, and Narendra Chandra Kemprai, were the locality residents deserving. One could observe Dikrik started getting developed after Pabitra Kemprai became the Chief Executive Member of the Dima Hasao Autonomous Council and sanctioned a blacktopped road to approach the locality.

A boon!

On looking at the face of Haflong, I sometimes visualize when the Britishers found the place suitable for establishing the headquarters of the erstwhile North Cachar Hills of Assam, one of the two hilly areas of Assam; Nature subtly patterned how the inhabitants should live in it? I said it is Nature’s will that shaped the environment because we humans are merely a plaything in Her hand. If not, why could not the people of the erstwhile district themselves select the place for establishing its headquarters before the colonial rulers came to this locality? Why did we require them to find it out for us?

Honestly, I feel if the Britishers forcibly took over our self-rule, they also gave us many hints on administering a territory.

On the other hand, we still borrow some development models from Western countries in the Eastern world. Likewise, the Westerners practise yoga produced by the ancient Indians. Presently, we in India are racing for our identity, called a “Made in India” in our products.

Conditionality

Many of us may misinterpret, dispute or rebel against what I said above because we feel induced into doing it under certain conditions coupled with the strength of ignorance that brings on into doing.

In the first place, there may be deliberate attempts at undermining the objective. For, there is no shortage of vested interest; the efforts of somebody to achieve something worth may get ridiculed, for there may be somebody whose aim is to discourage others. Why?

Because it is the natural tendency in man, I think the vested interests get habituated to interfere with the original creators after realizing how the latter have accomplished their self-assigned tasks.

Circumstance

Hence, I cited it as an example for noting: every initial effort to build something new appears to be the seed of creation.

But then, the interested group may now wish to outsmart the original inventor so that it sticks out to be the latter’s creation. The dishonesty in the new design for earning an accessible name and fame prevails everywhere.

So, take an instance of copywriting. It does not ever draw much appreciation from the original creator because the inventors seem to have gotten the direct blessing of Nature. Hence, no deal of argumentation provides any satisfaction to the deviation of the specific issue upholding the originality, which has the solid backing of Nature. Therefore, I do not support writing any citation to the copywriter, though it may sound odd that they claimed to have an arduous exercise. Moreover, no one can alter Her origin to satisfy the pretty. Everyman is to follow as ordained by Her.

Man & meal

For instance, the countryside is an abode of natural beauty for many people living here. Besides tribe members, there are non-tribals. The most colourful tribes are Dimasa, Kuki, Zeme, Hmar, Karbis, Khelma, Hrangkhol, Biates and others. Along with these tribesmen, Bengali, Nepali (Gorkha/Gorkhali), Bihari, and Punjabi reside in the hilly region.

Some people who have resided in the countryside for two to three generations have originated from different parts of India. Likewise, some local people from the Dima Hasao have settled abroad, let alone those serving and virtually staying in the other parts of India.

Considering the relationship between man and their meal, one thinks nobody can predict where Nature destines them to go, earn and settle. But one issue that remains unalterably true is: everything that happens to an individual seems preordained by Nature.

Hence, an individual selected by Nature for doing a particular task may be water for all fire. Therefore, one would like to say if the son of Gopal Chandra Das became Kala guru (Master of Arts) Bishnu Prasad Rabha, who rose from folk art to standard dance, besides leaving an inalterable mark in modern Assamese literature and art.

Similarly, Jyoti Prasad Agarwalla bagged Rupkonwar before his name when he became the first filmmaker of the entire State of Assam. His films Joymoti & Indramalati and dramas Sonit Kuwari and Karengar Ligiri in Assamese are popular.

Likewise, Mohandas Karamchand Gandhi became the father of the Indian nation. Still, Dr Bhimrao Ramji Ambedkar shaped India’s Constitution in theory and subtly left it for Dr Sarvepalli Radhakrishnan to model into a concise practice in his philosophical ruminations.

It is not an orthodox supposition as above. I bet you compare and compete with it. Still, there is no satisfactory solution to what an individual wishes to challenge, making it subtly clear today’s educated and scientifically or logically matured can not compete with Nature. I believe there is no competition over the supremacy of Nature, Who remains unfazed. How? Let us be a bit philosophical in dealing with the case.

Haflong’s Viewpoint

Idyllic 

Likewise, Haflong got acknowledged as a cosmopolitan town. Such a character of the locality indeed interprets the terms unity in diversity. But, supposedly, the mental, moral and spiritual contributions of a host of idealists, humanists and spiritualists must have shaped the town as it stands for today’s inhabitants to view.

Upon the above I have exhaustively expatiated in my published fictions such as Endearing Species.

B.S.Gurung, who is no longer among us today, once best described Haflong as one of the residents of the locality in his poem titled “Glimpses of Haflong”. Let me take an opportunity to pen up the beauty of the locality by reproducing his two stanzas, published by the Deputy Commissionerate of Dima Hasao, in its Centenary Commemorative Souvenir:

Enclaved in enchanting scenery,

Attired in rich greenery,

And deep blue, resembling a fairy,

Impearled with tinkling vales and dales

And the encircling mountainous wall-falls,

Here and there, gentle gales

Blowing pleasant fragrance

If flowers, plants and fruits in abundance:

Amidst a gently rising land oblong –

Stands meekly “SHE”, the town of Haflong!

Oft and on she’s hailed,

For her charms and warms unrivalled –

A SWITZERLAND OF THE EAST,

Or, a SECOND SHILLONG,

But “Ant Hill” is the virtual gist

Of the name of this panoramic HAFLONG!

Jatinga in Dima Hasao’s Rucksack

Now, let me turn on dwelling Jatinga is a prominent place in the district headquarters of Dima Hasao – Haflong. Our initial decision to set up the District Judge’s Court in the Jatinga area was noteworthy because it would add a new feather to the locality.

Pathway

The word ‘Jatinga’ originates from the Naga dialect. It means the pathway of wind and rain. The term itself signifies how beautiful and sweet the place carries in the environmental backpack of the district headquarters of Dima Hasao – Haflong.

Even on the hottest days of July and August, there is breezy wind around the place of Jatinga.

Love birds› attraction 

It still attracts some love birds towards getting cooled under Nature’s blowy power. However, the place is not showy like the beach of Goa. Yet, they may have different potentials for the tourism industry to prosper by modelling, remodelling, and imposing certain restrictions.

Quencher

A significant supply of water to the population of the hilly town originates from the windy valley. One can not say how the cold fluid originates from the basin, but it has quenched the humans’ thirst ever since they spotted its presence there.

Burn & slashes method

Of course, the quantity of production of the liquid has dwindled by the increasing pressure of the human population. Still, Nature has been bearing the brunt of the burn and slashes method inflicted upon Her creations.

Growth potentials

Mentionable, an idea that emerged for founding Jatinga seemed to have sprouted from the need for cultivating betel leave and orange. The necessity arose in a man from the Khasi tribe, Lakhon Bang, who dealt with the products and was originally a resident of Gunapara situated somewhere in Borkhola in the present Cachar district. The present Jatinga village got permanently established in 1910, though he set up a makeshift village belonging to the tribe in 1905.

Ventilated place

Before the advent of the internet, many people did not know about the ventilated place as it probably does now. However, the day it becomes easier to get well-liked, the attraction of the suicidal birds visiting the locality seems to dwindle.

Visitors ill-treated

Today, the story of the two-winged visitors does not appear much for two reasons. First, the people did not treat them as well as the real Nature lovers do, and finally, there are apparent changes in the environs - both atmospheric and climatic conditions. But, as usual, we humans have no longing to accept our faults.

Shy away

The people of Jatinga said they still see birds in legion flying over their locality in August and September every year but shy away from the attractive lights used for their attraction. However, the number of visitors has come down, not stopped.

Umrangso›s visitors

On the other hand, there is good news for the birds lovers of the Umrongso area, especially in the Sangbar areas at Thuruk and Khobak, where large numbers of two-winged visitors make the locality exciting & fortunate every year.

Awareness

The authority of the Dima Hasao Autonomous Council. also celebrates an annual Falcon Festival. It is a welcome exercise. They also hold a similar awareness festival at Jatinga. However, the carnival should have well commenced before the bird visits dwindled at the ‘pathway’.

Know how to attract the winged souls

However, the Tourism Department would do well to seek the help of some ornithologists if they can suggest any measures attracting the winged souls in the locality – Jatinga again.

I believe there is a need to engage the firmly devoted Non-Governmental Organisations to ensure safety and security for the two-legged guests.

If the birds have developed some immunity from visiting in Jatinga areas, as stated by some villagers, there is an urgency to take remedial measures as proposed above.

A warehouse of fruits

As I recall my boyhood days, the sight of those days’ fresh apples, bananas, pineapple and oranges in the trees in the Jatinga areas appears like a dream. Therefore, the change must have some hidden reasons which the Government would make to find the solution to the crisis.

Bhanjang Hamlet

Affirmation

The child who narrates the story was born to a couple in this hilly town. It was Thursday. In 1965, on the 13th Day of May! I don’t have a good conscience if I say to have witnessed it. All the chronological data belong to my creators’ preserved ones I have used. I swear by them as my final authority or evidence, for I am their creation; upon whatsoever they told, it turned out to be official for when I asked such details from time to time.

My babysitter

The place where I got lapped into Bawni, aka Nandakala, along with her Prince Charming, named by Pitamber, was Bhanjang. But it has turned into Bhunjung), a tiny hamlet, especially established by Lombari, Ramautar Singh, Baipalni Rai, Khemlal and other Gorkha elders, with whom my parents were in a company and had got a plot of land from Ramautar’s spouse, namely, Mandara Rai.

Luxuriant variety

Bhanjang was full of ferns and shrubs, which were thick and luxuriant because of manure in plenty produced from the cow dung. The people would rear cattle
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