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“A new jail is inaugurated each month. It’s what the economists
call the “Development Plan”.
But  what  about  the  invisible  jails?  What  official  report  or
denunciation by the opposition lists those who are imprisoned
by fear? Fear of losing one’s job, of  not finding work; fear of
talking,  of  listening, of reading. In the country of  silence,  the
light in your eyes can land you in a concentration camp. It’s not
necessary to fire a functionary: it’s enough to let him know he
can be summarily sacked and that no one will give him work in
the  future.  Censorship  truly  triumphs  when  each  citizen  is
transformed  into  the  implacable  censor  of  his  own  acts  and
words.
The dictatorship turns barracks and police stations, abandoned
railroad cars  and unused boats  into prisons.  Does it  not  turn
each person’s home into a jail as well?”

- Eduardo Galeano

Living in the “world’s largest democracy” is like living in a magic
show. Every day, routinely. It has stopped surprising us now. Who is
to be surprised anyway? In the blurring boundaries between stage
masters, props, and audience, surprises are lost to the routine. But
rising a little above the surface of time and space, it is sheer magic
nonetheless. This is a small episode, starting in 2013, a part in a
long, unending, magical show of democracy, though, we fear, it may
not bemuse us.

Admittedly,  human  society  has  made  gigantic  progress
towards civilization, leaving behind the age of barbarism. It is more
than  67  years  since  this  country  became ‘independent’.  And  we
have  just  beaten  our  colonizers  of  the  18th,  19th and  early  20th

century in the last few years: the grain that each can eat today is
less  than  what  the  colonizers  allowed  us  in  1947.  When  our
granaries were overflowing in front of  our eyes, scores of human
beings, by a magical trick, were made to vanish by starvation. And
no eye could  see  that,  not  even  the  prying  ones  of  all-powerful
media.  When  the  workers  of  this  country  started  producing
awesome cars and television, and their productivity soared through
the roof in the last  20 years,  it  did not touch their  real  earnings
surprisingly. Instead of being proud, they increasingly became more
insecure. Every rupee that they produce today comes back to them
as five paise. After every ‘crisis’ in the economy, profits swelled like
never before.  When a law is  written  in  the statute books  of  the
largest democracy to guarantee a minimum wage to a worker, by
the time the book or its custodians reach the not-so-far-away fields
where workers are toiling, the law evaporates in the moist air above
the paddy crop, in front of our eyes. Take it, you will not find it for



most  of  the  country:  73  percent,  to  be  precise,  of  the  casual
agricultural  workers  can’t  even  think  of  that  abysmal  minimum.
Expectations of a dignified life crashing with the rule of law, their
dissent and anger also travels quite fast, reaching the altars of the
temple of democracy. But again, magic would turn it into something
else. That seething anger, their protests, turn into crimes not less
than sedition, warranting jailing of the dissenting “criminals”, often
for life, and sometimes summary delivery of justice, human-rights-
wallahs, the muckrakers, shouting fake-encounters.

The show goes on. It has been going on for long now. It’s just
that “those who can’t see the positive side” are trying to disrupt the
show. By trying to pull down the curtains, by turning the props here
and there.  The bruised faces,  swollen lips  oozing blood,  chopped
hands, gouged out eyes, human frames left with only bones, infants,
yet to be born, dangling on a trident, freshly taken out from a ripped
open womb of a young mother, women shot in their vagina… Hold
on,  the  magic  show  has  turned  into  a  horror  show.  It  must  be
stopped lest  the spell  on the audience breaks. All  hell  can break
loose. Find out who has pulled the curtains down. Prop it up quickly.
Tighten the screw so that it does not come down easily in case a
seditious anti-national dares again. And finally, bring the villain to
the show. Show him to the spellbound. Turn him into a juicy story for
the media, which in turn will create its own magic by turning every
word that he has uttered or written with the same anger and protest
that the masses carry today, into admission of his own “crimes”.

Dr.  GN Saibaba  has  finally  been  brought  to  the  show.  The
preparation  started  in  September  2013  when,  again  by  a
masterstroke of magic, policemen came from far away Gadchiroli in
Maharashtra  to  his  Delhi  house  and  therein  discovered  “stolen
property” from Aheri, more than 1000 kilometers away from Delhi.
These  were  his  own  computers,  pen  drives,  books,  reports,  and
many  more  things.  Interrogation  and  media  magic  followed,  by
which, despite his full cooperation with the investigation team, he
was  charged  under  many  sections  of  the  Unlawful  Activities
(Prevention) Act (UAPA) and finally abducted on 9th May 2014 while
coming to eat lunch from evaluation duty barely 300 meters away
from his house within the University premises.  Later we came to
know that it was an “arrest”. As we know today, the everyday media
trial portraying him as a “dreaded maoist” (this word is another prop
of  the  show by  which  dissent  is  being  turned  into  a  crime)  not
withstanding his wheel-chair bound, waist down paralysed body, has
become proof enough to deny him even bail. Possibly the magicians
can show him flying in his wheel chair if let out on bail!

When Eduardo Galeano wrote  those lines  mentioned in  the
beginning, he was writing of 1975’s Latin America, reeling under the
boots of dictatorships propped up by American imperialism. Let us



not allow our country to echo the oppressive silence that he was
lamenting. Let us break our prisons. Let us free ourselves and other
prisoners.  Dr.  GN  Saibaba  is  just  one  of  them.  There  are  many
waiting to be freed.


