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individual's success should be 
measured in terms of the 
contributions the individual makes 
to his fellow beings"
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I have been living in the city of Hyderabad
since months. My family (generations
together) preferred Hyderabad to other
metropolitan cities as it was a little
peaceful and people seemed to be chilled
out and sweet. I spent all of my life here,
at the heart of the city. I have seen
almost all parts of the city. It is certainly a
place worth a visit. And believe me, the
hyderabadi tehzeeb reflects in the way
people treat you here. I never starved
here. You must have relished chat at the
famous Gokul Chat in Koti (a crowded
shopping area in Hyderabad). The chat
made here is awesome! I survive here
only because of the generosity of the chat
lovers and the paav bhaji maker. He
always feeds me with leftover bread. And
when I look at the little kids around, they
start playing with me and feed me some
chat in the end. They fondly call me
champu. And yes… my mom loves the
place as well. Oh! for those of you who
haven’t visited the city, let me introduce
you to Hyderabad. The city of Nizams
strewn with half white creamy pearls,
bluish green Hussain’s ambience, colourful
lac bangles, golguppa and people with lite
lo attitude!

But friends, the same place today is
strewn with flesh, blood ambience, broken
bangles, broken hearts, headless kids,
hands cut off bodies yet clinging to plates 
of cutlet. I do not know how it all
happened. I was loitering in the lane
behind. I came running to the spot when I
heard the big noise. All I could see was
flesh and blood. Tears rolled down my
eyes as the sounds of laughter of little
kids gulping down scoops of vanilla and
chocolate was overcome by the evil
laughter of a demon. I never believed that
ghosts and demons existed. I always
thought they existed in stories. Yet, today
my doubts vanished into thin air. The
demon had attacked! Yes, the invisible
demon was here. I am sure he possessed

diabolical powers. I could only hear him
before he disappeared.

I just did not know what to do. I ran
helter skelter, trying to find Bhola, the
paav bhaji (chat item) maker. I found
bodies of unknown human beings, my
doggie friends, birds, cats all dead. I
found Ramu, the icecream vendor half
burnt. Santosh, the bhelpuri vendor was
stuck to the stove, headless. Little Chintu
and Meenu were faceless. They still held
plates of food in their hands. Finally as I
sniffed through the piles of bodies, I
smelled Bhola’s body. I could only find his
head. The rest of the body was burnt. I
could not bear the sight. I howled and
cried. How I wish I could fight and kill the
invisible demon. It angered me and I
barked loudly, challenging the invisible
demon to fight me if he dared to!

How ghastly was the scene! If only I was
a human being, I guess I would have
managed to shoot out the devil. Oh, it is
all if I were a man. Just then, people
started pouring in and drove me aside. I
made way so that they could find their
kin. The police and people started filling a
bus with all the injured and dead. I
jumped on to the bus. It was here that I
overheard them talking. From what I
heard I could make out that it was a
demon called bomb. Oh, now I know
whom to find to avenge the death of my
Bhola. Just before this fact sunk in, I
heard the people mention that the bomb
was blown by a group of terrorists. Oh
that was a new term for me. Suddenly I
recollected, just a few months ago, I had
lost my grandmother in the Mecca Masjid
blasts. Well, now I know how these
ghastly incidents took place. How I wish I
were the CBI officer’s sniffer dog. I would
be trained to serve my nation and
motherland. I lived a carefree life in the
chat bhandar roaming around doing
nothing. How I regret wasting precious
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years of mine. Well, I was lost in my own 
thoughts when the bus halted at the 
general hospital. The patients were 
immediately shifted. And lo, there were 
not enough doctors to treat them! The 
hospital was a sad scene. How I wish I 
were a doctor so that I could treat some 
of them at least. This reassured that, my 
life in the city of Hyderabad was 
worthless. I could do nothing. I was of no 
use to living kind.  

All of a sudden, I realized that I had 
forgotten my own family in all this frenzy 
and mayhem! I rushed back immediately 
to the terror struck place of bloodshed. A 
few meters away from the chat centre lay 
some dead birds and dogs. I started 
shaking all over. I feared to sniff them. I 
mustered all my courage, prayed God and 
sniffed out mom. Yes, she was alive. I 
found her badly injured, yet breathing. I 
cried out for help. There was no 
ambulance. No bus. No men. The street 
wore a deserted look. How I wish I were 
God and protected my family here! Mom 
recognized me. She blessed me and 
breathed her last. I wailed and moaned. I 
walked through the empty desolate 
streets of Koti, gazing into emptiness. It 
was then that I met my friends. They 
huffed and puffed as they ran towards me 
and were glad to find me alive. They 
narrated another incident where a bomb 
blast took place in a park near by. This 
enraged me. Two bombs… 100 lives… and 
I am helpless to protect my hometown! 

I had hurt myself in this tumult of 
violence. My left limb was bleeding. I 
started limping towards Hussain Sagar. 
The whole necklace road was cordoned 
off. Vehicles were restricted. Nobody 
noticed me. I silently walked towards the 
lake and stared at the huge Buddha 
statue. I asked him: “Hey you, were you 
not a witness to all this ? Standing in the 
centre of the lake watching the whole 
city… Could you not have stopped the 
bombs from exploding and saved my 
family, Bhola, Meenu, Ramu and all the 
others?” I wailed, as I knew that stones 
don’t talk. If only I were a watch dog, big 

enough to watch my city and fight off 
demons!

As I stared at the statue in the dead night, 
a miracle occurred! Buddha cried! Tears 
rolled down the statue. I immediately got 
onto a boat which was all set to head to 
the statue. The boat did not budge as 
there were no people, nor the boats men. 
I was helpless and looked to Buddha for 
help! One long gaze at the statue 
strengthened me. I was filled with a sense 
of dare. And believe me, I dared to jump. 
One two three… I jumped and tried 
swimming. I knew I was sinking, but I had 
to reach Buddha and talk to him. I 
struggled until a piece of wood came 
floating towards me. I climbed onto it and 
there he was… Buddha smiling! I soon 
limped towards him and settled down at 
his feet and looked up. Yes, Buddha was, 
in fact, breathing. His eyes were half 
open. He spoke! “Little doggie, I have 
been a witness to many more such acts of 
terrorism. If only those terrorists realized 
that they were killing their own kind and 
brotheren, this wouldn’t have happened." 
I was shocked! Terrorists were human 
beings? I did not know! I only thought 
they were demons, evil, and do not 
belong to mankind. This was an eye 
opener! I asked Buddha, “Why can't you 
talk and warn the men here, just the way 
you talk to me?”. Buddha said, “Little one, 
they do not understand my language of 
peace and non-violence. I am just so glad 
you at least thought of the people, 
mankind, animal friends and all. God bless 
you, dear. I am a stone statue. I can’t do 
much. People can emulate me at the 
most.”      This was when a sense of 
patriotism grew in me. I just then decided 
that I would join the Sniffer dogs in the 
police and serve my country. By then, I 
was lying in a pool of blood. The bleeding 
limb was paining me. I had lost lot of 
blood. I felt my end was near. I looked up 
and the stars stared back. I looked around 
and found the whole city gripped in fear 
howling at me. The waters reflected my 
thoughts. I had done nothing to cause all 
this bloodshed. Then, why this sense of 
remorse? Perhaps, it arose from the fact 
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that I had done nothing to save my 
people. My heart felt the guilt of 
realization. My eyes twinkled as I dreamt 
myself, serving as a sniffer dog in the 
C.B.I. How I wish I were an angel to wipe 
away terror, all in one stroke! How I 
wish…

When I (author) visited Buddha the next 
day, he narrated the story of little 
Champu. He told me that little Champu 

breathed his last at his feet. His last words 
were these, said Buddha, “I trust the 
people of Hyderabad. I know they will not 
leave the situation as it is. I am sure they 
will fight out terrorism. I request my 
fellow doggie friends to join the C.BI. and 
other departments where we can serve as 
honest, loyal sniffer dogs. We should help 
our friends, human beings to fight terror. 
The incidents today inspired me and hope 
my realization inspires others . Jaihind" 
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