
YOU HAVE TO KNOW A LITTLE ABOUT SOMETHING,  TO BE CURIOUS ABOUT IT...

Every story needs to be told

Diversity Travelogue: “4 Corners 4 Stories”

Stories that generate curiosity about the people, region and communities who do not find 
themselves in the central themes of this country.

Stories that connect people from all directions and make us wonder about what binds us? And 
separates us? What keeps us together? 

What has been the impact of these stories on you? An urban, young person with a passion to 
explore and travel...

Epitome
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4 Corners 4 Stories
My travels are un conventional. 

A deep interest to explore the desolate, has taken me around India. If not all, but I have managed to set 
foot in all 4 corners.

The experience has given me a sense of pride, the right motivation and some street wisdom that I deeply 
cherish.

Here are some experiences that have touched my heart in the right way from 4 corners of India.
The camera came at a very later stage in my life, often either running out of battery or not operating due 

to the elements.
It is however, a hard realization that not all stories have photographs and not all photographs have a 

story behind them. 



Chapter 1: Two Kings



Context

The shackles were somehow broken when I went to college. 

I was privileged to have a versatile set of students by my side. Doing 
what boys do best, evenings were transformed into gatherings and 
story telling sessions.

One section belonged to the North East part of India. Their stories 
about Naga tribes & head hunting fascinated me instantly. 

Thus started a long held desire to explore the north east.

Limited by my finances at the time, I had to subdue this urge for the 
next couple of years.  

It was then on a Sunday afternoon in 2014 that this thirst became 
insatiable. I simply just had to Go!

I chalked out a 15 day itinerary purely from what I could gather from 
online blogs.

The plan was to visit Zukube, my fellow college mate at 
Tamenglong, Manipur - A district dominated by the Rongmei Naga 
tribe

Next, cross over to Nagaland and visit the Hornbill Festival at Kohima 
– A place resided by the Angami Nagas, 

stay a day at Wokha, home to the Lotha tribe, later heading to 
Mokukchung , the place of the AO Nagas, 

and finally to Longwa Village, at Mon district of Nagaland. This is 
where I hoped to find the last remaining head hunters of the Konyak 
tribe and hear their stories first hand.



The 
Journey

The en-route journey was filled with wonder. 
Landscapes of the likes I had never seen before.

Hornbill festival was wonderful, the rice beer and the 
overall vibe.. great!

Then came Mon.

Right from the start, this journey was different. The road 
so far till Mokukchung was decent save for worn out 
patches. This drastically worsened as we passed 
through tea plantations bordering Assam.  Couple this 
with militancy in the area, Heavily armed Army personal 
patrolled the streets. This somehow gave way to a 
reckless thrill that I always wanted to explore.

The ride finally stopped at Mon town. I had a contact 
who had arranged for a room in his house for the night.

Next day, boarded a jeep to my last destination –
Longwa.



The Story
Longwa is at a short walking distance from the Burmese border. The 
owner of the hut I stayed in asked his son to show me around for a 
small fees. 
Straight away I said I want to meet the Angh (King) & the former 
head hunters who resided there
He took me to a long house which was spread across the two 
countries. Borders were a thing you drew on the map!

And then. the goosebumps began.. An uneasy feeling from the 
adrenaline.

The setting was perfect – there sat 2 Konyak Kings – One from the 
the Indian side and the other from Burma

The Burmese king was a former head hunter. He had distinct facial 
tattoos to prove it.

His eyes foretold a story. They were fierce and remorseless.
Tiger teeth adorned his neck, antelope horn pierced his ear. 

The other king was Christian (Still Konyak). He was not a head 
hunter. He had hat made from tiger skin, sitting on the backdrop of 
a wall made out of wild animal skulls.



The Story
We sat down with them. They spoke only the Konyak dialect. 
I asked my guide to translate.

So many thoughts racing through my mind, all I could muster 
was, ask him about head hunting.

Animated, the Burmese king suddenly got up, he was an old 
man yet the question seemed to have ticked off something 
from deep within. With my guide racing to translate, He took 
out is hand and said he had taken 5 heads.

When he was young, he was a part of a raiding party that 
climbed those hillocks(pointing towards the hills on the 
Burmese side) got down and ambushed the other tribe. He 
stuck them with his spear and later cut off the heads with a 
Dao ( a traditional Naga sickle). He then made thrusting 
actions with his hand as if he had the exact spear in his 
hand. Headhunting was a moment of glory to him, I could 
tell. His blackened teeth wounded up a crude smile.

The Indian king then started his story that his ancestors cut 
heads on a rock placed there (Refer to the image, you can 
see the mark from the Dao)



The Story

By this time, i was numb with excitement, this was everything I 
wanted to hear. The Burmese king by now enthusiastic, offered me 
Tamul (beatulnut) and said, they used to make a hole right from 
the top of the head till the upper Jaw, put a rope through it and 
carry the skulls around ( I later saw evidence of this at 
shengdanyach village where I could finally see the skulls)

A moment of silence later, out came the Opium pipes - a sad set 
of affairs introduced by the British to subdue the Konyak, right 
around World War 1. 

A fire was lit. 

Consumed by the smoke i slowly watched them descend into the 
oblivion.

Was it an accomplishment or did it re define morality for me I don’t 
know still, But what I do know is that I would make every effort 
possible to hear such stories till the time I hang my boots.



Chapter 2 : The Iron Lady



The Context

The is the story of lady who lives alone in a forest.
Me and my buddy Shekhar Singh had just developed a 
taste for the Himalayas. Whatever may come your way 
in 3 days was our thing. 
So it was decided one day that we would head into the 
Great Himalayan National Park, the Crown Jewel of Kullu
district, Himachal Pradesh 
GHNP is a set of lush green mountainous forests of varied 
altitudes, that is teaming with unique flora (Quite a few 
rare medicinal herbs can be found here) and fauna (the 
likes of the snow leopard, brown bear and the tragopan
(monal)
We had limited gear from our very limited source of 
income at the time. Gathering what we could we 
reached Tirthan – A beautiful valley that is cut in half by 
the glacier river Tirthan. This was the starting point our our 
trek to “Shilt Hut” This eventually leads to Rakhundi top, 
but we did not have the time to complete this.



The Context

The trek gradually picks altitude and is not a pleasant thing for the 
knees, especially if you have travelled a night before on the very 
hardcore Haryana roadways. The protruding bolts were not kind on the 
knee caps.

We walked past meadows and small villages until there was just nature 
all around.

Mountains on both sides, the river flowing in between.

Birds chirping all around and no humans to be seen anywhere. This was 
perfect.

Gradually just before our rest point at Rolla, we came across a meadow 
of sorts – there lied a solitary hut.

And from a distance we could see an old lady attending her goats.. It 
was almost dusk.



The Story
From a distance, she saw us coming, her eyes gleaming with suspicion. 

She was a ripe old lady, probably in her 80s.

We asked her amma,,, aapka naam kya hay? We extended our hand for a hand shake.

Shatru! Shattt Ruuu! She said with a heavy Himachali accent.

The handshake followed. It was pure strength, hurt my hand a little too.

Hearing the name instantly brought about a smile across our face.. It was a unique name, she was a rebel by choice we thought! Shatru! Now that’s 
a name you don’t forget.

We had a porter with us, he said nani lives all alone. For a moment we were taken aback. It was dark now. There was no human habitation for miles, 
if you looked around it was all dark, huge trees blocking the occasional moonlight, the tranquil river now sounding terrifying.

Yet there she stood unfazed, raw grit written across her face.

Bears and Leopards habituated her property, but never have they attacked me she said as she bid us adieu and locked her hut.



The Story

We later came to know from the porter that the government had re 
located villages from the core area of the national park. 
GHNP is a UNESCO world heritage site & enjoys maximum privilege 
under the law.
But, Shatru had refused to relocate, citing this was her property and 
that she belonged within the park.
Thus began her tryst with nature. Living alone In the heart of a 
national park.
On our way back, as we visited of the village for some chai, villagers 
gathered around and were quite expressive when talking about her. 
She was sort of an inspiration.
Then comically we said, shes a shatru for the system, an enemy of the 
system.
It was then that they said, are bae jee her name is Chatri Devi!

Comical as it was at the time, we remember her to this day as the 
Iron Lady who defied a system!
My last visit to the park was in 2018, passed her hut, it was locked. Our 
porters said she lives with her children now, her house is way up there 
they pointed.



Chapter 3 : Tranquil Ambitions



The Context

Although I grew up in New Delhi, I hail from a place called Bilimale, translated literally to “White Woodlands”, 
about 80 km from Madikere District, Karnataka. I take my last name from here.
This is a small hamlet of about 7 houses that is nestled amongst the pristine rain forests of the western Ghats. 
Electricity came about in 2007, but is still largely absent during monsoon times.
The nearest town is 9 Km away and the locals generally walk this distance. The path cuts through a forest, Bisons
and wild boar cross your path when the setting is right. 
A once a year visit to bilimale has now gradually become once every 3 to 4 years owing to the never ending
demands of my job and the sheer time it takes to reach there. 
On one such travel recently, I was stuck with a realization…



The Context
It was monsoon time.
For a city dweller like me, looking at the lush green color 
all around, immediately evokes calming emotions. 
Couple that with the endless rain and mist, needless to 
say “Inner Peace” .

Psychology defines the color green as “a color that can 
evoke powerful emotions. It is a dominant colour in 
nature that makes you think of growth. 
Green evokes a feeling of abundance and is 
associated with refreshment and peace, rest and 
security”
However, here lies a dark secret for the locals. 

This setting is a killer. 



The Context

Imagine months at an end every year. The same setting over 
and over again. The silence cuts deep into your heart. 

Confined to your house (especially the women as they cannot 
go out foraging or work in rubber & betelnut plantations) with 
nothing but the rain for company. 

An eerie silence.

Hardly any human interventions, a silence that breaks you from 
within. 

This has forced people to take the extreme step. At least one 
case in every house. My own auntie took her life in 2007.

The latest case being in 2018 when my 17 year old distant cousin 
was found hanging in the forest.

While silence is my hypothesis, for the locals this has given rise to 
believe in the supernatural. 

Demonic creatures unhappy with the mortal offerings.

Unfazed, yet very much part of the community is Lakshmi 
Medappa



The Story
Lakshmi is our neighbour, a dedicated house wife with husband 
Medappanna (who is also an ace hunter) and 3 children.

It has been my routine since childhood to go over to their house and 
play. 

Later in the day over a session of bananas, hear hunting & supernatural 
stories and in return answer her curious questions about the city.

As I grew up, I quickly over shadowed her thoughts about the city. I 
recited stories from my school and gradually progressed to more 
significant issues.

It is a fact that she has never set foot in a city. The Malanad is 
everything to her.

Over the years I have tried to persuade her to visit New Delhi, show her 
the red fort and later the Taj Mahal. But her answer has always been a 
No! I cant make it she says, that city is loud, it is not for me!



The Story

She is fascinated by air travel and whenever the topic was discussed 
i could see excitement and fear both at the same time . 

She has the urge to see or experience something of the 
extraordinary, but then fear from her surroundings and her 
acceptance to this life sets her back

Electricity came to the village in about 2007. Till then all you could 
do till dinner was talk in the dark

Television has definitely helped expand her horizon on certain 
elements. But I wait for the day when she overcomes her fear of the 
unknown and ventures out into the world.

I also fear the silence.



Chapter 4 : Tough Souls



The Context

I have had a deep affection towards music coming in from Rajasthan right from my childhood days. I share this passion with 
fellow school mate Sumit Rawat. 

We decided to experience this first hand and thus rode to Jaisalmer

We reached Jaisalmer and rode ahead to Sam Village ( Samm) this is the last village on the border. 

The plan was to ride ahead to Longewala the place of the fierce Indo Pakistan confrontation of 1971



The Story

Enroute we came across a small hamlet, drew by the colorful gowns the 
women were wearing, stopped my bike and went ahead to click a picture.

However, as welcoming were the people at Samm, the women in this village 
were extremely hostile. 

They did not like the camera in my hands, a loath of fear in their tone. I could 
not understand what they were saying in the local dialect.

But then came forward this person. He was about 6.5 feet tall, the picture 
however is not doing justice to his stature. His face betrayed a tough life. 

Instantly he told me clicking photos of the women folk is forbidden.

I got to know they were ethnic Rajasthani nomads, but since time had 
converted to Islam. However this practice of not clicking pictures was not that 
of Islam but the practice of the tribe (Both Hindu and Muslim tribes practice this 
)



The Story

Contrary to the women, he was all heart. He made us sit down and asked where we were 
heading.

We saw a Sarangi nearby which concluded that music was integral to them. They probably 
belonged to the Langha tribe(They are an important gharana in Rajasthani music. The Muslim 
musicians are referred to as manganiyars)

Tried reasoning with them about gender equality and that music breaks these boundaries, but 
he bluntly told me, may be so but we cannot break tradition. This has how it has been and this 
is how its going to be. His tough accent was difficult to comprehend

Although a little set back, I was mystified by their outlook and  how they must have been doing 
this for thousands of years, traditions good or bad preserved intact.

I wish I could have captured their emotions better, but somehow I couldn’t. They were a set of 
hardy people living in a desert. Their lives and stories are toughened by the desert air.

May be i was not as tough as them so couldn’t match their frequency. 

However would like to return one day and give this story another perspective.



Chapter 5 : Candid Conversations



The Story
Eastern foothills of Sikkim. It was my 30th birthday and I decided to do 
explore the Gangtok – Lachung route by bike.

On the day of my birthday, as I was riding through nameless roads, I 
came across this lady. 

She was walking uphill from the next village- a good 3-4 km incline.

As I stopped my bike, first thing she asked, matchis ?? Sikkin is a green 
zone and smoking is not allowed in public. She had a hand rolled 
cigarette with local tobacco. 

Unfortunately, I did not have a light at the moment. So said no.

What happened next was an animated conversation that went on for 
the next couple of minutes. Both of communicating through gestures.



The Story

She wanted to ask me where I was heading? Or so I assumed.

Lachung I said. She replied by making air acceleration remarks Vroom Vroom ! and let 
out a smile. 

I then tried ask her where her village was . I pointed north and I pointed south hoping to 
get an answer. She did not understand a thing and made a nodding gesture and smiled.

Sikkim is beautiful I said, she nodded her head as if she understood.

Guessing I was comfortable she tugged on my jacket and asked again,, matchis??? I 
said noo.. !

Almost as if to say Oh shuks, you be on your way now, made the vroom vroom sound 
again.

Flicked her head and said bye. I watched her till she disappeared behind a curve in the 
mountain. Hands tied behind her back, gradually climbing the curve without breaking a 
sweat.

Scratching my head and out of emotions I rode on, but that smile was probably the best 
thing I remember from that trip. Forever preserved is her photograph.


