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Some Observations on Torture Killing Me Softly

The book is an authoritative, rich and compelling narrative of the man who represents the movement for
democracy and human rights in Bhutan. It might once again remind the present day Bhutan that there is no
sustainable alternative to national reconciliation between the monarchy and the opposition forces. Bhutanese
need national unity, and the new king has a meaningful role to play in this regard.

-Bipin, Adhikari
Spotlight Magazine

It’s evident from the annex under the heading of “suggested reading” that the author has researched a great
deal about the use of electronic devices to control one’s mind. The epilogue reads: “The global agencies must



verify the tall claims of the government of Bhutan independently whether it is ‘Gross National Happiness” or
the ‘Gross National Sufferings.”” Indeed, the cases of gross human rights violations as documented by Rizal
in Torture cast a shadow over so-called Shangri-La.

- Deepak Adhikari
Nepal Monitor

Rizal has written in detail about the torturous moments he lived in different Bhutanese prisons. The book is
really useful to know about how the authorities used torture against the freedom fighter and human rights
activist.

- Bimal Gautam
Republica

Torture Killing Me Softly is based on his ten year jail term in Bhutan. The book not only delves into Rizal’s life
but also details the extreme level of torture one human being can afflict on another human being, It talks
about the use of ‘mind-control device’ to torture him and a number of Bhutanese freedom fighters. The
device, internationally, is regarded a big human rights violation.

- Prakash Acharya & Kamal Dev Bhattarai
The Himalayan Times

The book is a vivid image and recall of mind controlling tactics the Bhutanese government has been using for
political prisoners. The author, who spent a decade in the Bhutanese jail, has well spoken of all such
controlling measures.

- Association of Press Freedom Activists, Bhutan

The book has giddying details of torture called ‘mind-control’, a techno-savvy surveillance technique applied
on him during his decade-long incarceration in Bhutanese jails, hitherto little heard of at least in this part of
the globe.

-Achyut Wagle
The Kathmandu Post

The best reason for reading Torture Killing Me Softly

Unlike the atomic bomb, there has been no meaningful public debate about mind control weapons because
the weapons have been surrounded in secrecy for over half a century. In a democracy, this is wrong. Should
the mind control weapons be developed without any public input? That’s exactly what has happened. A letter
dated January 22, 1947 by Albert Einstein described the importance of public debate;



“Through the release of atomic energy, our generation has brought into the world the most revolutionary
force since prehistoric man’s discovery of fire. This basic power of the universe cannot be fitted into the
outmoded concept of narrow nationalisms. For there is no secret and there is no defense; there is no
possibility of control except through the aroused understanding and insistence of the peoples of the world.

“We scientists recognize our inescapable responsibility to carry to our fellow citizens an understanding of the
simple facts of atomic energy and its implications for society. In this lies our only security and our only hope,
we believe that an informed citizenry will act for life and not death.”

Since the CIA’s EMR mind control research began in the 1950s, not one U.S. EMR mind control weapon has
ever been revealed to the public. How will the public ever find out when mind control weapons are
developed? After reading Rizal’s book, you will want to protest and call for an investigation into the horrific
allegations, and also advocate for new laws and treaties for secret mind control weapons.

Rizal eloquently warns the world: the major world powers have developed and deployed secret new weapons
more powerful than the atomic bomb in very evil ways.

- Cheryl Welsh
Director

www.mindjustice.org
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Unveiling the Atrocity

very year hundreds and thousands of unlucky people are turned into refugees by natural disasters.

Nonetheless, there are several other iniquitous reasons too, apart from those tragedies, which impel

people to become refugees. Our history is replete with such examples where people are rendered

refugees not by vagaries of nature, rather by the country’s man made polity. Bhutanese refugees are
one such example. In the name of a vindictive experiment of ‘one country and one language” that has
invariably failed wherever it is tried, one sixth of the country’s population has been in exile. This is a shame
on the Bhutanese regime where democracy is a mere sham. To help these hapless refugees who are reduced
to destitution due to regime’s ethnic cleansing policy, late Trailokya Man Singh had organized a small group
called Friends of Bhutan (FOB). Within its means, the FOB has always helped these voiceless refugees and
has tried to bring the issue to the forefront for its respectable resolution. In our endeavor to work for
Bhutanese refugees, we came across Tek Nath Rizal, a refugee yet with resolute human dignity.

Although, king Jigme Singey Wamchuck abdicated his throne—-a face saving attempt—and may continue to
shine in sacrificial aura, the pending issue of more than one hundred thousand Bhutanese refugees looming large
has subdued the reflected glow of his renunciation and drama of democratization. And, suddenly, the
Lhotsampas who were so acceptable to the king Jigme’s Bhutan became the dirtiest imposition hither. Rizal’s
book, Torture Killing Me Softly : Bhutan Through the Eves of Mind-Control Vidim not only excoriates the ugly face
wrapped up in Shangri-La demeanor which the king Jigme and company is selling on a veneer of fatuous ‘Gross
National Happiness’, but it is the regime’s Lhotsampa script in the age of king Jigme’s bathos as well.

When Rizal came to Kathmandu after his release from the Bhutanese jail, much to our chagrin, we found him
a victim of mind-control. From the very first encounter, he had been trying to explain that he is a victim of a
peculiar torture and the subsequent distress which he has no explanation. In the first place, people were
unable to comprehend his case beyond schizophrenia. But as we heard him and read more and more
accounts of horrific torture he had been subjected to, it was almost unbelievable to accept the existence of
such a sophisticated contrivance in a tiny underdeveloped country like Bhutan that depends on foreign aid to
feed its population and for development. However, it is truism to say that Rizal’s case is the example of EMR
(electromagnetic radiation) target of sub rosa violence perpetrated by the authoritarian regime of Bhutan to
muzzle him. Many of his well wishers advised him to refrain from speaking out his state of mind-control in



public and penning his thoughts. Superficially, the incomprehension of the well wishers seemed to be their
wariness, but more obviously, it was because it is extremely difficult to find the reliable information and hard
evidence on the issue of EMR. The situation has given the perpetrators a benefit of doubt and succeeded in
keeping the judiciary proceeding at bay. The book fills the gap and can serve as a prima facie evidence of the
use of EMR. Rizal has braved the debility out caused by mind-control and vividly described the ordeal that he
went through in the Bhutanese jail--a second generation of Auschwitz.

The book elaborately describes how the EMR affected Rizal’s biological system and his brain in particular. To
the general readers, it provides hard experienced facts to evaluate the level of threat to human body from EM
mind-control. Looking at the ever increasing scope of EMR as a life threatening device, it is necessary to
mobilize wide public attention to condemn the countries that use it, as ‘rogue countries’ as in the case of
nuclear weapons. If the UN can see the proliferation of nuclear weapons is devastation for civilization, EMR
is no less destructive to humanity which tears the human personality apart and obliterates the target.

We at the FOB, therefore, appeal to the world citizens to put pressure on the UN to ban all kinds of mind-
control device and declare its use as a punitive action. In the quest for justice, this book opens a debate if, like
the case of Slobodan Milosevic, the perpetrator king Jigme could be summoned to the International Court of
Justice, it will prove a milestone in the annals of democratic movement for justice and equity where the
regime has seriously violated the civilian human values.

For such thing to happen, there needs a democratic institution in the country that can countervail the muscle
of the state when it is morally necessary to stand against it, so that, citizens in majority or in minority are not
intimidated and bullied by any community or ruling elites in the pretense of norms and traditions. In the
fourth century BC in Athens, the cradle of democracy, the greatest philosopher of the time was given
hemlock, the most bizarre violation of human rights, simply because such institution did not exist then.
Rizal’s case vis-a-vis ethnic cleansing in Bhutan are horrendous violation of fundamental rights and
commensurate to the misfortune of Bosnia Herzegovina's nightmare.

We, at the FOB, are floundering if Rizal could be resituated in his normal life by desanitizing him from the
influence of mind control. What else could be a better way of helping him than to redeem his normal life? If
that happens, the FOB will consider its endeavor to publish the book has been successful.

Dhruva Joshy
Friends of Bhutan
Kathmandu
August, 2010



Dedication

This book is dedicated to all the human rights activists, journalists, legal experts, intellectuals, the head of the
states of the democratic countries of the world and the martyrs who sacrificed their lives for the Bhutanese
democratic movement.
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Preface

pending ten years of my life in the most degrading and inhuman conditions in the prisons, I made a
considered decision to share my experiences with the rest of the world. The primary objective behind
writing this book is to reveal the other side of the so-called last Shangri-La, where ethnic cleansing is
being practiced as a state policy, in the name of maintaining cultural purity.

The nature, extent and magnitude of mental and physical tortures inflicted upon hundreds of citizens in the
prisons and virtually throughout the nation on a daily basis came to the knowledge of the world in 1990. The
destructive method invented and employed by the rulers is aimed at crushing the human spirit and shackling
liberty and is a crime against humanity. Should the ruler of a member state of the United Nations remain
scot-free for such actions which are so blatantly contrary to the principles, letter and spirit of the United
Nations? Does United Nations have guts to come out of its bureaucratic nitty-gritty to take up the cudgels for
banning such anti-human devices by one of its member nations?

Torture was not confined to primitive physical assault by using whips, clamps, chains, ropes and electric
shocks but also involved application of various scientific devices like light sensitivity, very high sound
decibels, microwaves on my conscience. The objective was clear: destabilize the mind, induce anomalous
behavioral changes and create dissociation. A combination of sensory isolation and beaming different kinds
of energy in the brain were used to procure the desired result. Systematic efforts were made to destroy
completely my senses but my deeper sub-conscious remained alive. This has been instrumental in my post-
torture mental reconstruction process, owing to which I have recollected my experiences to share with the
world.

The subject of mind-control has been kept under carpet by the concerned states; hence most of the people
are not aware of it. Records and personal accounts of torture, identical to my experiences, are also available.
This book bears testimony to the fact that the torture inflicted on me through scientific techniques is solely
responsible for my bizarre physical and mental behavior. This account can be a starting point for all — in
particular for researchers to adopt methods of detecting such torture in victims, for human rights activists to
formulate tools to stop such unethical practice and for lawmakers to mete out stiff penalties to the
perpetrators of such crimes.



I would like to express my most sincere thanks to readers for their overwhelming response to my earlier
books, Ethnic Clearsing and Politiail Repression in Bhutan, Nirmsan (In Exile, in Nepali) and its subsequent
English translation From Palace to Prison to which some new chapters were added and the first edition of this
book. Many of the readers, friends, well wishers, activists (social, human rights and political), doctors and
others deeply concerned about the gross violation of human rights as well as the treatment meted out to
prisoners in the country. Almost all of them are of the opinion that a more focused text on the aspects of
torture in the Bhutanese prisons needs to be brought to light. The prevailing view was that the subject of
‘torture’ in my earlier book was discussed along with the various other relevant issues, and hence, it has got
somewhat lost in the maze and become diffused. This book is primarily the result of working on these
suggestions and hence some overlapping in the narration that could not be avoided.

I have attempted to present the true account of the torture in the jail through which I have unraveled the
other face of the rulers of so-called Shangri-La. While doing so, I have tried to live up to the expectations of
my readers. However, despite my sincere efforts, some errors might have sneaked in. I look forward to
comments and suggestions.

-Tek Nath Rizal
(tnrizald7@gmail.com)



Foreword

Mind Control Device on Tek Nath Rizal

- Prof. Dr. Indrajit Rai

knew Tek Nath Rizal as an internationally renowned human rights activist and a freedom fighter from

Bhutan. From the time I became acquainted with his name about two decades ago, I was always eager to

meet him and listen to his stories of struggle for the rights of the Bhutanese, especially the Lhotsampas —

straight from the horse’s mouth. Yet, I continued to keep myself up-to-date about him through the
media. One day, unexpectedly, his son Kamal Rizal came to see me with his two books. I thought to finish
them in two weeks time, but when I started reading them, I found his experiences of life so thrilling and
absorbing that it was hard to put away. It did not take me more than a week to finish them with the adequate
knowledge of why he was imprisoned and how he was inhumanly tortured, brutally persecuted, by the
Bhutanese authorities using the mind-control device and other psychological tactics.

In May 1988, he fled Bhutan due to the well founded fear of persecution and finally arrived in Nepal to save
his life and liberty. But he was arrested and handed by the Nepalese authorities over to the Bhutanese regime,
a gross violation of human rights, with the secret conspiracy of two monarchs, King Birendra of Nepal and
King Jigme of Bhutan. He was kept in several prisons where he was severely tortured, treated inhumanly and

punished degradingly.

This time, Rizal has written a very fascinating book entitled Torture Killing Me Softly. I was honored to write
foreword of this book. I thoroughly read it and found that how modern scientific methods which have
massive and long-lasting detrimental effects were used against him.

Being a professor of War Studies, I found, during my military research, the mind-control technique applied to
the war prisoners. It is an electromagnetic mind-control technique which can take full control of the person’s
body and mind permanently. It uses modulated microwave to produce audible voices in the person’s head. It



is in the form of subliminal hypnotic command and the victim can be hypnotically programmed for years
without knowing,

Thoughts are implanted in the victim’s mind without letting him know. In microwave hearing, nobody can
hear the voices except the targeted individual. The sound reverberates in the target’s ear monotonously. In a
solitary cell the high pitched sound gets amplified. Slowly it stirs the unconscious layer of the mind and deeply
affects the nerves.

The motive of mind-control is to destroy the targeted person’s life. He digresses from his goal, forgets his
mission, behaves strangely with his family members and relatives and can’t follow his routine life. It is used,
by losing control of his mind, to elicit the required information from the prisoner as it hypnotizes him.

As a result, the mind works under hallucination that the victim sees different images in his mind which are
implanted by the controller. It inflicts pain when he tries to divert the mind from the control. It causes
breathing difficulties, terrible headaches, and high blood pressure, nose-bleeding and unbearable burning
sensation while urinating. It makes one undergo deep hallucinations of dying, encountering ferocious tiger,
eating flesh of one’s own children and so on. Sometimes, he feels the food smelling noxious and it tastes like
feces which causes vomiting sensation and nausea. I learned from those books that the Bhutanese
government practiced mind-control techniques on Rizal as a means to inflict physical and mental pain in
order to destroy his life. With a view to deviating him from his goal of fighting for democracy, the Bhutanese
government used these devices on him and pumped out all his thoughts and feelings. From the experiences
of such victim it reveals that there is an acute need to take extra care in handling them as their minds are
highly destabilized. They always feel loneliest, most insecure, totally helpless and living in permanent terror
and fear of unknown.

Thanks Almighty! You have made Rizal fortunate as, against the intention of the Bhutanese government, he
is not only able to read and write but also share his experiences with us in spite of having been tortured with
the mind-control device. I wish him every success, in the days to come in living up to his goal. Finally, I
would like to appeal to the international community to ban all kinds of mind-control devices, not to apply
them, under any circumstances, to anyone else in the world and provide proper security, necessary medical
support and financial aid to Rizal, one of the historic political personalities and human rights activists of
South Asia.

(Prof. Dr. Indrajit Rai is a Member of the Constituent Assembly of Nepal as well as the Campus Chief of
British Gorkha College, Nepal. Dr. Rai, an internationally known conflict and security expert did his M. Sc.,
M. Phil. and Ph.D. in Military Science. Earlier, he served for 15 years in Indian Navy as Lieutenant
Commander and successfully completed various military courses, taught at the Army Staff College
Kathmandu for seven years. In addition, he is a visiting faculty member of many prestigious institutes. He
has also received many distinguished awards. He has published more than 100 articles in research
journals, magazines and newspapers. He is the author of the well-known book The Great Military
Thinkers of the World.)






Early Days

he valley was beautiful and calm. The river flowed continuously. And, it looked like a thread hung in

between the valleys. The terraced field at the river bank looked like an art of nature, where the

domestic animals enjoyed grazing, Pristine white snow around added the beauty to the divine serenity

and made people oblivious of the freezing breeze that blew across. The hitting of the air stricken with
the electric wires would produce unpleasant noise. But the same blow of the air forcing the pine trees to bend
seemed as if it was teaching the human a philosophical lesson of life. In the evening, the stupas appeared to
be deeply meditating monks, adding to the natural beauty.

The valley was decorated like a newly-wed bride. This face-lift was possible by bringing people from different
parts of the country to work under the forceful labor system in the pretext of development. The forced
laborers were made to work by the government under degrading conditions and were confined to the make-
shift huts at worksites. Until then, there were hardly any shops supplying the basic needs, and hotels were
non-existent. One was sure to remain hungry if one had no local acquaintance. There were no vehicles for
transportation. People farmed for eking out a living. Horses, mules, oxen and even human beings were used
in ferrying goods. In absence of modern transport, even the king used to travel on a horseback or on a pony.

The country was very backward. There was utter lack of sanitation. People urinated in open areas and spitted
chewed beetle leaves here and there. The local residents were no different, either. Men and women took bath
openly in river, stripping off themselves, a scene unsightly to the annoyance of the casual visitors. The food
they cooked at home was wrapped in clothes and taken to the workplace. In lunch time, some people made a
circle, spread the food on the piece of clothes and relished it without even washing their hands. These people



seemed jolly and amiable. When it was bedtime, for married couples, the clothes worn by womenfolk were
used as bed sheets while those worn by men were used as quilts. Such was the state of poverty coupled with
the customary practice of the time.

I was working in Sarbhang as a technical instructor in Bhutan Engjineering Service in 1968 when I was called
here for the renovation work of Tashi-Cho-Dzong, From Sarbhang, I left for Kokrajhar in Assam, and then I
boarded a train for Hassimara, West Bengal. A local bus took me to Chamkuna (now known as
Phuntsholing). I stayed here for a week waiting for a vehicle that would ferry me to the capital. The National
Highway was under construction. Public transport was non-existent. Only the vehicles for the construction
work would ply on the road. The Indian Tata truck owned by the government would ferry the laborers and
the hitchhiked passengers of all kinds like patients, pregnant women, and the elderly people who were
crammed into the vehicle. The 180 kilometer dirt-track was blocked by landslide in several places. It was a
precarious journey--by the time the passengers arrived in the capital, they would be covered by dust, drenched
by the rain and tanned by the sun because the truck was open.

There were no hotels or lodges on the way. With great difficulty, I reached the capital. It took me almost two
days. Even the capital was bereft of hotel. It seemed as if the village was being transformed into a town. The
darkness had already enveloped the capital. For a night, I took shelter in a temporary habitation of the
Lhotsampas who had been there obliged by the state order to work. By the time I woke up, it was already
nine in the morning; I hurriedly washed myself, ate breakfast and after dressing up, rushed to the office first
and then to the worksite. It was a cold and dreary day: chilling air was blowing from the snow-capped
mountains; even the occasional sunshine was marred by the wispy clouds drifting across the sky.

As I reached at the worksite, I was stunned to see people wearing Gho and Kira and also talking in a
language I could not understand. I felt as if I had come to a different world. People were clad in old, torn
clothes. They were busy carrying stones, mud and timber for the renovation of Tashi-Cho-Dzong, They also
seemed quite scared. The workers were both male and female in equal numbers. A group of women sang in a
chorus while working. The song echoed through the mountains. To me, it sounded like an expression of their
agony. On the contrary, the rich and the powerful would play archery (the national sports). This made me sad.

I was also extremely surprised to observe marks which seemed to be made by rubber stamps on almost all of
their faces. Out of curiosity, I asked one of them about that. A lady standing nearby retorted in Hindi, “What
do you want to know?” Then, she elaborated in a breath: “We are here to work for the king, as ordered by the
government officials; we have to work sincerely and continuously for a month without wages. Everyday at
seven in the morning, the government officials stamp our faces; we have to have thirty stamps after a month,
and then only we are allowed to return to our village. If the marks are found to be less than thirty, we have to
work for another seven days as compensation. And, if we return to our village without the marks, our village
head would either send us back or put us in the jail, with the charge of deceiving the king,” Indeed, the marks
on their faces were not only the attendance but also the certificates to show back in their villages that they
had worked for the regime.

Even the travelers were not spared. The officials stamped the same seal on the travelers” wrist. In the entry
points, especially in the police checkpoints, the visitors were required to undergo this process. Such
dehumanizing practice reminded me of numbering animals in the herd by tattooing onto their bodies.



Because of such inhuman practice, none of the outsiders wanted to work there. In order to lure the workers,
the government had a bizarre scheme of giving a Panasonic radio-set as a gjft to those who worked for three
consecutive years. The latent motive behind it was that in those days the Panasonic radio was the coveted
thing to posses since the commoner had no access to such high quelity Japanese radio-set, a valued item for
them. This scheme worked wonder as the outsiders flocked to possess the prized item. These anecdotes I am
narrating here are not of any foreign land but my own motherland, Bhutan.

Bhutan, a tiny land-locked mountainous kingdom located on the south-eastern slope of the great Himalayan
range, is bordered by India in the south, the east and the west; and by the Tibetan Autonomous Region of
China in the north. The northern border with China is closed. The early history of Bhutan is mired in
controversy, so is the size of its present population which is approximately 600,000. The country was isolated
until 1960. A few historians, who wrote about the country during the 19th century and subsequently, had to
entirely depend on the government version. The country has three main ethnic, linguistic and religious
groups—-Ngalongs, Sharchokpas and Lhotsampas. Ngalongs, the ruling group, control the monarchy, the
government and dominate the economy. They inhabit the north-west region of the country, belong to
Tibetan ancestry, speak Dzongkha language and practice Drukpa Kargyupa sect of Mahayana Buddhism.
Sharchokpas belong to Tibeto-Burman ancestry, live in eastern and central region and speak Tshangla dialects
and practice Nyingmapa sect of Mahayana Buddhism. Lhotsampas (literally, Nepali-speaking people of the
South) are restricted by law to the South and had to take the responsibility of guarding the Indo-Bhutan
border as well. They speak Nepali language and largely follow Hindu religion. In addition to these three
dominant groups, there are a dozen other groups, smaller in numbers, including Khengs, Brokpas,
Mangdepas, Kurteopas, Doyas, Adivasis, Tibetans and others. All these ethnic groups migrated to Bhutan at
different points of time before the turn of the19th century. In fact, Bhutan has often been called a country of
immigrants, ruled by an autocratic regime. For centuries, people belonging to these different groups had
lived in perfect communal, religious and ethnic harmony. Tolerance, co-operation and compromise had been
the hallmarks of the Bhutanese society. But such harmony saw a gradual loss with the ascent of the fourth
King Jigme Singye Wangchuck. The third King Jigme Dorjee Wangchuck, who had been dynamic and had
introduced several administrative reforms, unexpectedly passed away in 1972. His son Jigme Singye, who was
barely 17, ascended the throne on June 2, 1974. The young monarch, who had hardly any knowledge of
administration and was surrounded by a bunch of inept bureaucrats, began to rule the country with an iron
hand. The subsequent policy adopted by the newly crowned monarch without the consent of the National
Assembly had ominous effect on the Lhotsampas who predominantly lived in the South. From 1977
onwards, the newly-enthroned king started enacting several draconian laws, one after the other, especially
aiming at the Lhotsampas. The first appeared the Marriage Act in 1977, wherein the process of becoming a
Bhutanese citizen was tightened. Under this Act, Bhutanese people were barred from marrying foreigners. In
practical terms, it meant that Bhutanese could not marry non-Bhutanese. Moreover, in all such marriages
done after 1958, the wife and children of those Bhutanese nationals, who had obtained their citizenship, were
again declared illegal when the Act came into force in 1985. On the pretext of decentralization, in 1980, the
despotic ruler had captured the Lhotsampas historical and legal documents from the Commissioner Office of
Sarbhang. After that, the regime, in a bid to erase the original names given by our ancestors, renamed the
Southern districts and towns.

The Marriage Act was followed by the Land Act 1980, wherein a ceiling was placed on the size of land-
holding, severely curtailing the economic activities of the Lhotsampas, as more than 80 percent of them were



subsistent farmers. In 1984, the so-called Green Belt Policy, which aimed to create a forest-belt along the
Indo-Bhutan border, was brought about to displace the Lhotsampas. Yet, another revised Citizenship Act
1985 was promulgated and implemented with retrospective effect from 1958. Under this Act, every
Lhotsampa had to produce a proof of domicile in Bhutan prior to 1958. Those who failed to do so were
made to sign the “voluntary migration form’ at gun-point and were subsequently evicted from the country.
Those who produced the documents were not spared, either. Their documents were confiscated. The victims
were not allowed to complain. Moreover, their relatives too were barred from complaining on their behalf.
The regime was unaware of the fact that Lhotsampas could produce the evidences that dated back to 1907, let
alone 1958, even before the beginning of Wangchuck dynasty.

Then in 1986 came the ‘One Nation One People’ policy, under which National Dress Code was promulgated,
making it mandatory for every man and woman to wear Gho and Kira, throughout the day, violation inviting
stiff fines. Moreover, both Gho and Kira are designed for the inhabitants of the North which is extremely
cold, hence unsuitable for the hot and humid climate of the South. Then, Dzongkha, a local dialect spoken
inside forts, was declared the national language and was made a mandatory mode of communication
throughout the country, simultaneously banning Nepali language in schools and offices. This was a severe
blow to the Lhotsampas because the scripts of Dzongkha and Nepali are poles apart — the former is Tibetan
while the latter is Devanagari. The imposition of Dzongkha also affected other groups such as Sarchokpas
who had their own mother tongues. To add insult to the injury, for every religious ritual, the Lhotsampas,
who predominantly followed Hinduism, needed permission from the Buddhist Lama well in advance, even to
conduct the last rites. Finally, to degrade and humiliate, especially after 1990, the regime made it mandatory
for them to procure NOC (no objection certificate) for services, including businesses, travel, and admission
to schools, colleges, hospitals and agriculture. And, the police had prior instructions not to issue NOC.

Overall, the cumulative objective of these policies, laws and regulations was to bring about ethnic cleansing;
As a final nail in the coffin, in 1988, a census exercise--undertaken only in the South--was implemented with
retrospective effect from 1958. Under it, citizens were arbitrarily classified into seven categories, transforming
a large number of genuine citizens into non-citizens, foreigners and encroachers. The net-effect of all these
laws was that hundreds of innocent citizens were victimized by the coercive methods. And, the census teams
were at the forefront of these activities. These acts not only denationalized the Lhotsampas, but also triggered
subsequent eviction. As a result, they were forced to leave their movable and unmovable properties behind.

Unraveling the Mystery

In February 1988, the ethnically victimized people began to flock to my office in Thimphu. They complained
about the excesses after the imposition of these policies, especially by the newly designated census teams. At
that time, I was one of the public representatives from the South holding four offices - Royal Advisory
Councilor, Member of Royal Civil Service Commission, Member of the Cabinet and Coordinator of
Nationwide Investigation Bureau Hence, I was obliged to inquire about the issue. So, I enquired Dorji
Tenzing, the Secretary of Department of Census and Immigration. I was told that it was a ‘routine exercise’. I
was not convinced by this and thought that the hand-picked teams had deliberately overstepped their
mandate. The census teams, with the strong backing from the regime, randomly categorized the people. This
affected the citizenship status of fellow southerners. I was distressed by the grave political consequences of
the census on those victimized Lhotsampas. I, then, made up my mind to bring the issue, especially the



ramifications of the amended Citizenship Act 1985, to the knowledge of the king, I was waiting for an
opportune time to meet him.

In the mean time, I was busy in investigating cases of corruption in high places. I had prepared detailed
reports of frauds and malpractices committed by all the 20 Dzongdags, Home Minister Namgyal Wangchuck,
Deputy Home Minister Dago Tshering and his younger brother with the same name; Sangay, Princess Ashi
Sonam’s father-in-law and Sonam Tobgye, Auditor General and Secretary, Civil Service Commission. Among
those found guilty, a majority of them were Dzongdags, who were sentenced on the basis of investigation
reports. The remaining cases were pending before the king for his final decision. The Bureau was surprised to
discover that not a single Lhotsampa was involved in the corruption. Those who were the king’s apple of eyes
turned out to be most corrupt. The palace coterie was ashamed to acknowledge this fact. So, in order to put
the issue of this shocking finding into the backburner, the regime engineered the census operation.

Concomitantly, I came under mounting pressure from king’s uncle Namgyal Wangchuck, who had sent his
emissary Tshering Wangda to pressurize me to withdraw the corruption charges involving the members of
the royal family including Namgyal himself. He had contended that the charges would damage the reputation
of the royal family in the eyes of India. He put immense pressure on me to withdraw the charges. I humbly
told his emissary that it was up to the king to do so. Actually, the reports, substantiated with strong
documentary evidence, were prepared by a team of chartered accountants from India.

Corruption permeated many areas of the country. There was no record of the export of firewood that cost
millions to India. The tax collected from the plywood factories was not accounted. Huge amount of alcohol
was smuggled to India from the only alcohol factory in the country run by Army Welfare Project. That too
went unaccounted. Similarly, the sale of cement and dolomite was not in the record. Ugyen Dorji, the king’s
father-in-law was entrusted with running the supply of sand and the herbal factories. Its accounts were also
not kept. We were told that Namgyal Wangchuk handled the food factory in Samchi. We were not allowed to
investigate there. Millions of ngultrums were allocated to the Buddhist religious institutions. The money was
not only taken from state coffers but also as donations from common people. These institutions lacked the
system of book keeping. We were not allowed to probe this as well. Similarly, the Royal Bhutan Army had
been able to emblaze by showing the exaggerated numbers of its personnel. There seems to have the record
of purchasing the arms and ammunition. But it appeared that it had run out of it without using. We were not
allowed to investigate that as well.

The rampant corruption had reached its climax during 1980s. It is testified by the official records. S. Penjore,
the late Chairman of Royal Advisory Council (RAC), submitted an official note to the king in 1987 in this
regard, stating that the government debt payable to public had reached such a level that total payments
exceeded the funds available for one five year plan. Moreover, in the same note, it was explicitly stated that
the members of the royal family were directly receiving cash and kind through Dzongdags and evidences were
enclosed as annexure.

At the same time, the note stated that there should not be different standards in terms of the fees and the
facilities for the European, American and Indian tourists. It must also be noted here that the regime deputed
special guides to monitor the activities of tourists, especially the Americans and Europeans. In the note, he
had stressed that since there were not many attractive destinations in the country for the tourists, the fees



should be reduced. This confidential issue came to the knowledge of many high-ranking officials and royal
family members. Gradually, this matter also came to the knowledge of many public figures. Because of this
scandal, the royal family started losing its sheen. Instead of punishing the corrupt, in 1987, the king dismissed
S. Penjore. Overnight, the king proclaimed ex-Dzongdag and the king’s confidant, Kuenzang Tangby of
Tashigang, albeit he was indicted in corruption, as Penjore’s successor. Present Chief Justice Sonam Tobgye,
palace secretaries Pema Wangchen and Leki Dorji, Home Minister Namgyel Wangchuck, the Chief of Army
Lam Dorji, king’s father-in-law Ugyen Dorji and late Dawa Tshering (Foreign Minister) were actively
involved in plotting against S. Penjore. He was not the sole victim; ex-councilor J.B. Chettri had earlier
suffered a similar fate for unearthing high-level corruption.

One morning in late March, 1988, I sought an appointment with the king, I was readily granted the audience.
As I entered the palace, the king gestured me to take the seat and asked me: “What brings you here?” I started
explaining the recent developments in the South, especially the ramifications of the amended Citizenship Act
1985. After listening to me briefly, the king looked reluctant to talk. Instead, he told me to give everything in
writing. Thereafter, I went back to my official residence and summoned a meeting of southerners who held
key positions in the government. I briefed them on the unfolding situation. Evaluating the grave situation,
those high-ranking Lhotsampa officials decided to help me prepare a petition to the king. The representatives
at the meeting included Om Pradhan (Minister for Trade), Lok Bahadur Gurung (High Court Judge), late RB
Basnet (Director of Revenue and Customs), Sangpa Tamang (Director of PWD), Bhim Subba (Director of
Hydel), Hari Chhettri (Deputy Secretary, Foreign Ministry), Megha Raj Gurung (Director of Postal and
Telegraphs) and Bidhyapati Bhandari (Councilor). The petition, undersigned by Bhandari and myself, was
finally submitted to the king on April 9, 1988.

A week later, the king called me personally and suggested me to withdraw the petition. He told me in plain
words not to get involved. His words stunned me. I was in a sticky situation. I started wondering; how can I
unilaterally withdraw the petition? After all, it was prepared and submitted after receiving twelve thousand
written complaints from the general public against the high-handedness of census teams. And, it was the king
himself who had directed me to submit the petition. For the first time, I was deeply upset with the king’s
racist attitude. I had been working for the past fourteen years in that capacity and was his close confidant. In
the later days, he appeared to be very servile to the foreign diplomats but cared nothing about the opinions or
feelings of his own citizens. After visiting the South and being a witness to the unprecedented prosperity in
the Lhotsampa households, the king was visibly envious. So, I assume, he could not bear the prosperity of the
South, even though it translated to the overall growth of the country. This was crystal clear when he started
changing the state policies one after the other. The unfolding incidents of suicide and restlessness in the
South further agjtated me. I was unable to console myself with what the king had said. I had lost my hope
and confidence on him. After this unpleasant meeting, I left the palace and have never met the king again.

Soon after the incident, a sudden visit of the king to the South was organized by those officials who were
irked by my role in the Bureau because I had conclusive proof of their misdeeds. Hence, no prior information
was given to the aggrieved persons that a royal redress was being considered. At the same time, the
administrative officers in the South were apprised of the king’s visit and were instructed to follow a pre-
decided course of reporting. The officials staged a drama in which only the persons unaffected by census
exercise were presented before the king, merely to prove that I was misleading the government. I, being the



only elected representative of that area, was not allowed to take part in the royal entourage. Under the then
existing law; it was mandatory for a councilor to accompany the king to his area during the royal visit.

Upon the king’s return, neither was I allowed to participate in the Cabinet meeting nor was I given an
opportunity to table the documentary evidences submitted by the people who desperately looked forward to
the king to come up with solutions to their problems. The petition to the king was filed on this backdrop. But
the persons in high places and connected to the royal family were annoyed with me and were desperately
looking for an opportunity to teach me a lesson. The king wanted to save his image in the eyes of India and
other donors, and thus, a measure was needed to silence the reformists and the critics, including me. More so,
I was the most outspoken. So, the petition became a tool for them to take revenge on me and protect their
skins.

To scare the people and to degrade me, the king branded me as an “instigator’ and an “anti-national’. I was
charged with sedition and treason and subjected to humiliation and injustice. I was removed from my
positions, then arrested and detained in the prison without a trial for three days. No official warrant was
issued against me. After the success of this well organized conspiracy, Deputy Home Minister Dago Tshering,
whose brother was imprisoned due to the charges of corruption, embezzlement, and misuse of arms and
ammunition, coerced me to sign an agreement in the presence of two High Court judges, Lok Bahadur
Gurung and Dina Nath Katwal.

To add insult to injury, it was written in Dzongkha, a language that was Greek to me. My release from the
prison was made conditional — neither would I go to my hometown nor meet more than three persons at a
time. Non-compliance to the conditions would lead to my re-arrest and sentence for life. Threats were also
issued to my wife and children. My sons were thrown out of school. Similarly, the documents I had prepared
to present in the court as the evidence of the corruption were also seized.

Once I had been comered, the regime started to suppress the high-ranking government officials and
intellectuals who counseled and helped me in drafting the petition. These officials never intended to stand
against the monarch. When the king had asked me to submit a written letter regarding the census, I had
merely sought their consultations. These officials were not only well-known figures during the 1980s, but
were also very hard-working, dedicated and loyal to the king. But the act done with a noble thought tumed
out to be treason in the eyes of the corrupt regime. We did not imagine that the monarch himself had
engineered the so-called census which aimed at depriving the Lhotsampas of their basic rights. In fact, he
seemed to be waiting for an opportune time to stifle us. I suspect that these innocent officials, who were
denied an opportunity to clarify, were called one by one and targeted by advanced mind-control technique.
Then, they were forced to make confession. Basnet, Subba and Chhetri were forced to leave the country
while Pradhan and Gurung were coerced into standing against their own community. Later, Lok Bahadur
Gurung was suspiciously killed in an accident. Meanwhile, Hari Prasad Adhikari, R.B. Magar, L.N. Basnet and
K.B. Chauhan, Narayan Adhikari, the Assembly Members, were expelled from the country after confiscating

their property.
It is obvious that every community comes together and defends when the entire commumity is under attack.

Unfortunately, in the case of the South a handful of Lhotsampas guided by their vested interest even stood by
the regime that committed atrocities to their own kin and kith.



Bhutan then was a closed society, isolated from the rest of the world. The people’s voices had been muffled;
they lived as prisoners in their own country. The United Nations office in Thimphu did exist, but it remained
silent when half of the population was suffering, I began to ponder who would come to my rescue. Fearing
serious threats to my life and liberty, I decided to leave my country. But, before that, I desperately needed a
shelter. I initially went to Assam, in north-east India. It turned out unsafe for me, because I had a hint that I
was under the surveillance of the Bhutanese agents. So, I decided to move to Sikkim, predominantly
inhabited by Nepali-origin people, in the hope of finding a solace. Unfortunately, Sikkim also turned out
unsafe for me due to the political turbulence in neighboring Darjeeling, a hill district of West Bengal, India.

Finally, circumstances forced me to enter Nepal. Yet, I continued to be concerned about the oppressed and
voiceless people left behind. It is pertinent to recall that in my official capacity, I had traversed each and every
part of the country and was deeply anguished at the plight of the poor families, including the Sharchokpas,
Khengpas, Doyas, Brokpas and even Ngalongs. Due to this reason, on July 7, 1989, I launched a human
rights organization: People’s Forum for Human Rights in Bhutan (PFHRB). The primary aim was to work for
the protection of human rights in the country. Unfortunately, before I could do anything, I was extradited to
Bhutan. Adarsha Kafley, the organization’s first General Secretary, has also been missing since my arrest and
is presumably murdered. Later, D.P. Kafley was elected its General Secretary. In the history of our struggle,
PFHRB became the first human rights organization to be launched in exile.

While I was in exile in Nepal, King Birendra, for the first time, visited Bhutan in the capacity of the SAARC
chairman. The visit coincided with a series of developments in South Asia. Nepal was undergoing a political
crisis. The political parties were fighting to restore democracy. The assassination of India’s Prime Minister
Indira Gandhi in 1984 had further destabilized the already volatile situation in the region. Rajiv Gandhi
succeeded his slain mother, becoming the youngest prime minister of India. However, his relation with
Nepal's King Birendra and Sikkim’s Chief Minister Nar Bahadur Bhandari was strained. On the one hand,
India had sealed the border with Nepal and on the other hand, Gorkhaland agijtation waged by the ethnic
Nepalese in Darjeeling had reached its peak. The Bhutanese regime and its supporters in India had tried to
link the problem in the South with the Gorkhaland agjtation and the annexation of Sikkim. After the merger,
Sikkim began to be governed as an autonomous state of India. The Bhutanese regime suspected that the
Chief Minister Bhandari, a Nepali-origin Indian leader, had a nexus with the Lhotsampas. The regime also
propagated the false notion of Greater Nepal, an area transcending Nepal, India and Bhutan where huge
numbers of Nepali-speaking people lived. On this backdrop, I decided not to meet King Birendra.




When Two Kings Cozy Up

spent about nine months in Birtamod, southeastern Nepal, living alone. My family--ninety-two-year-old

father, wife Kaushila, and my three sons, Kamal, Tri Bikram and Nripendra—joined me. I learnt that life

in exile is full of hardship. But I was overwhelmed by the response I received on the day of launching

PFHRB. More than ten thousand persons, a large section from Bhutan, participated in the event. It made
the king totally unnerved.

The king was enraged at my political activities and requested his counterpart King Birendra of Nepal to
extradite me to Bhutan. On November 16, 1989, I was arrested in the midnight along with my colleagues,
Jogen Gazmere and Sushil Pokhrel. The next day we were taken to Kathmandu and handed over to Colonel
V. Namgyel, the aide-de-aump of the king, who was later appointed as the Bhutanese ambassador to Nepal and
India. At the Tribhuvan International Airport, he was waiting for me in the Druk Air, the country’s national
flag carrier. The three of us were forced to board the aircraft and were flown to Bhutan.

On landing at the Paro Interational Airport, we were made to board two separate vehicles. My friends got onto
a military vehicle while I was taken to the ADC'’s personal duty vehicle which drove to Motithang in the capital.
I was ushered into a heavily guarded government guest house. Later, I discovered that Jogen and Sushil were
also brought in there. But we were kept in separate rooms. I was kept in a small room where I made a bedroll
out of torn sacks lying on the concrete floor. But it was not enough to cover myself from the bitter cold. The
room was dingy with foul smell wafting from the dilapidated toilet in one corner.

The day passed slowly inside the detention. Afternoon became evening and finally darkness enveloped the
area. Nobody came to see me as I spent the night struggling against hunger, cold and thirst. As I lay sleepless



in the solitary confinement, I grew restless and began to worry about my future. I was also deeply concerned
about my family members, who were living in limbo in Nepal. I would remember the moment I was arrested
in the middle of the night in Nepal. And, now in a few days, I was inside Bhutan, the country I had left a year

ago.

Images of the historical events started rolling in front of my eyes—- prisoners were either pushed over cliffs or
thrown into the rivers, after being stuffed in cowhide-sacks with their hands and legs tied. I was reminded of a
book on Bhutan by David Field Rennie who wrote horrifying accounts of how people had to undergo gruesome
punishment. He had mentioned that even for a minor offence, a man would be tied and then dropped into the
river. Reminiscences of the assassinations of 7th and 8th incarnations of Shabdrung (known as Dharmaraja and
revered and worshiped by a large number of followers even today, irrespective of faith and religion) also flashed
in my mind. In 1921, one of the Southern Bhutanese, Garjaman Gurung was murdered because he spoke
against the assassinations of Shabdrung, He was lured into the Royal Palace in Paro for amicably resolving the
differences. But in an instance of utter betrayal, he was brutally killed.

In the spring of 1951, late Mahasur Chhettri of Chirang, who raised his voice against the autocratic system, and
demanded democratic change in the country, was arbitrarily arrested and taken to the bank of the Sunkosh river.
His family members and the villagers were invited to witness the punishment meted out to him. Against the
principles and ethos of both Buddhist and Hindu religions, a cow was slaughtered, he was wrapped along with a
big stone in its fresh skin, and was thrown alive into the river.

I also recollected the unfortunate incident at Manas Sanctuary where M. B. Rai, a forest ranger and my cousin
Major Tarun Chhetri of Royal Body Guard (RBG) were killed. Assassination of Jigme Palden Dorji, the
Prime Minister of Bhutan, in 1964, and Sonam Choki, a girl who allegedly committed suicide in 1987, after
her affairs with a royal family member was disclosed, were still fresh in my mind. I remembered the stories of
crucifixions of many politically conscious Bhutanese citizens. These images tormented me.

I have vivid memories of atrocities meted out to Tibetan refugees in the mid-seventies. The monarch
associated the Tibetan refugees with the problem in the palace. The regime conducted an operation in which
several refugees were killed, women were raped. The regime unleashed a terror and looted cash, valuables and
jewelries from the refugees. Overnight, the refugees were deported to Jaigaon in West Bengal and Hattisar in
Assam, India. These abandoned Tibetans took refuge in Salugara, Darjeeling. Some ended up in the Dalai
Lama’s Dharmashala. A few of them stayed on inside Bhutan. Those who stayed were not allowed to grow
long hair and read books in their mother tongue. These acts were aimed at assimilating them with the culture
of the ruling elite. The properties looted from the refugees were auctioned in Thimphu

All these barbaric misdeeds of the despotic dynasty against the citizens are on the record. The train of my
thoughts made me worried about Jogen and Sushil, who were arrested with me from Nepal. Sitting on the
sack, haunting and hallucinating imagination weighed down on my mind.

Next morning at about ten, I heard the door creaked open. As I suspected, an RBG officer stepped in. The
nameplate on his chest read ‘Major Sangay Thinley'. He was accompanied by four soldiers. I was sitting on
the sack. He positioned the soldiers around me. Then, he handed over a pen and paper and ordered me to
write down my statement of confession. He politely said (in Nepali), “I have been ordered by the king to



obtain a written statement of your activities.” Without waiting for my response, he continued: “The king has
said that he had considered you as one of his closest friends and continues to consider you so. However, he
wants to know who was responsible for publishing the leaflets against the census and the provisions of the
amended Citizenship Act. He also wants you to help him understand the real problems being faced by the
Lhotsampas.”

Even though I was quite relieved when I heard the king was eager to know about me and my thoughts on the
problem, I was well-aware that it was just a ploy. Had I been in a favorable situation, I would have given my
detailed statement in good faith, without omitting the details of the wrong done to me in the past by the
regime. In normal conditions, I would have asked the king many questions concerning the situation. As a
people’s representative, I intended to request the king not to misunderstand the Lhotsampas and heap abuses
upon them.

However, I was not in a position to write my views properly due to the physical fatigue, hunger, sleeplessness
and the biting cold. The change of weather had also made me sick. My hands shivered with cold, making it
difficult for me to hold the pen and scribble. I tried to explain my situation to Thinley. I told him, “Because
of the situation I am in, will you please assign someone to take note of what I would be speaking? If you do
not feel it inappropriate, please make arrangement of some food for me--I have not eaten anything for the
last three days.”

Before I could complete the sentence, he thundered, “Am I here to carry out the king’s command or make
arrangement to bring someone for you or to bring food for you?” I was taken aback by his outburst. He
continued, raising the pitch of his voice: “This is the order from the king. And, there is no need for me to
advise you any more.” He asked me to write the statement within half an hour and then disappeared.

With pen in my hand, for a while, I sat in a state of shock. I was absorbed in thoughts, trying to understand
the situation I was thrust into. Suddenly, fully armed army personnel with menacing glances entered my
room. Out of stark fear, I brushed aside my hunger, sleeplessness, pain and illness, and started to write down
my thoughts. I described the problems of the South, referring to my earlier petition to the king,

The regime had begun its intimidation tactics. An armed soldier kept standing right in front of the room.
Four RBG soldiers in civil clothes stationed at four corners of the bedding, stared at me with unblinking eyes.
Comparatively, the situation of the previous day was much better as the room was locked and I had my
privacy. Today, the room was open but the security personnel fixed their gaze upon me. My freedom and
privacy was compromised. I was completely under their control. Outside the government guest house, armed
forces were patrolling. The constables, posted inside the room to keep close watch on me, allowed me to go
to the less-than-appealing toilet, but continued to gaze at me with unblinking eyes. It was a manifestation of
the state’s totalitarian character, displaying its superciliousness in total disregard of human values.

In the small room, all my eyes could see was its floor and the ceiling, A bulb hung on the ceiling, was lit for
twenty-four hours a day. I was not allowed to open windows that were covered with thick curtains. Due to the
complete isolation, I started to feel the irritation and hatred. The infuriating manner in which the constables
incessantly stared at me increased the sense of hatred. I started feeling allergic to their unrelenting and hardened

presence.



At first, when these constables were assigned, I was rather confused, not knowing the purpose of such tight
face-to-face vigilance. As days passed by, I began to realize that their presence in the room was to instill fear
in me so that I would be weak and vulnerable. I cannot remember the stage when I shunned looking at them.
I despised their company with venom that I had never felt before. I covered my face with the blanket, an act
that to a degree relieved me of my angst.

I was at aloss, not knowing how to cope with this intimidation, as it was totally new to me. But I was heading
towards a deeper crisis in my life. My body’s functions had collapsed; even removing excretion and taking
food proved difficult. The timing of serving food depended on the constables” whims; there was no schedule
and the food itself was of very inferior quality. Sometimes they served lentils only and I had to wait for rice
for hours. At times, they served plain boiled rice and hours would just pass by waiting for lentils and curry,
without which the food could not be forced down my throat. Normal functions became increasingly difficult.
Eventually, I stopped waiting for food and totally lost my sense of appetite.

As I lay on the floor, my face covered with the blanket, it was as if I was in a comatose condition. I was not
able to keep track of time, nor was I able to make any movements. Moreover, I was disconnected from the
outside world. In this way, I realized that to make someone a prisoner does not simply mean putting one
behind the bars. After being separated from his home, family and friends, a prisoner can still cope with the
situation if he is in contact with other human beings and is able to share his feelings. But here I was
experiencing an acute isolation and suffering in the most deplorable and inhuman conditions, besides being
detached from my social milieu.

Gripped by Terror

I was lying on the sacks in my usual position. Suddenly, I heard a noise. It was as though somebody had
switched on a radio-set near me. It was just a sound without any words- hsssssssss. It was like the sound from
a radio when it is not tuned into any station. As the sound reverberated and echoed in my ears; I felt good at
the beginning, thinking that somebody had probably switched the radio-set on. I kept on waiting for it to play
some music or even news. But the sound continued to ring in my ears atrociously.

With each passing second, the sound decibel increased and became deafeningly loud. Terrified, I removed the
blanket from my face and looked around. The constables were standing in the same position, in the same
mood, unperturbed by the sound that was blaring out so loudly in my ears. I could make out that they were
least affected or not affected at all. The realization that I was the only victim of this deafening sound made
me immensely terrified.

I wished to share my grief with someone, but there was no one to talk to. I was not permitted to talk with the
constables. They too never exchanged a word among themselves. It may be noted that the effect of the high-
pitched sound further intensifies and becomes amplified, when one is passing time without speaking a word,
in complete isolation.

I felt this high-pitched sound was similar to the sound that emanates from a monsoon wasp. Slowly, the
sound crept into my mind and consciousness. It gradually developed into a matured, clear voice that slowly
entered into the sensory sections of my brain and deeply affected my nerves. A kind of sharp light pierced



right into the retina of my eyes. Its beam was like that of a hunting torch. The combined result of deafening
sound and sharp light began to severely affect my psyche.

I closed my eyes under the cover of the blanket. I was anxious to know how such an intrusion was taking
place in my mind and ears. I had never had such experience before and was unaware of these techniques that
were apparently capable of turning one’s mind into a tool. In addition, I also felt a strong beam of light,
though my eyes were closed and covered. The presence of four soldiers further compounded the agony and
excessive torture I was subjected to.

Now, along with the sharp light beam, unfamiliar voices started coming from the device, which formed
images in my mind. These voices gradually became clearer and louder. It slowly began to flow into my ears,
saying: “Tek Nath, I know you very well, but you may not perhaps know who I am.” I heard different
insulting and threatening voices but my mind could not visualize any figure, which resulted in acute torture to
my mind. It appeared that many things functioned in a visual form, but nothing could be seen as an object.
Thus, I realized that someone was using a powerful electronic device through which my past activities and my
present thoughts were being monitored. And, after extracting information regarding my weakness, friends
and acquaintances and my future plans, the regime started to weaken me.

Slowly, the voice started to ask questions. It wanted to ascertain the identity of people with whom I had
working relations or was intimately related. It also probed into my acquaintances. I was somehow made to
respond in a non-audible fashion and answered their questions, as if by telepathy. In the initial stage, I could
not realize this and hence I was replying their questions verbally. Only later did I realize there was no need to
move my lips. All I needed was to think about the answer and it would automatically be communicated. The
voice would ask questions in a sequel about a place or a person I knew:. I came to realize that I was able to see
the image of the person or the place in my mind, about which questions were being asked by the controller.
In this manner, the specific incidents and experiences of any place, related to questions being asked, were
shared with the controller with the help of audible yet unseen system. Since the controller began to invade the
depth of my mind and constantly interrogated me, it made him easier probe every detail about me, including
my private life. If I tried to hide anything, the controller would inflict severe pain.

Because of the non-stop torture day in and day out and weeks after weeks, I was tired to my bones. One day,
Sangay Thinley came to my room. [ tried to explain him what I was experiencing. He annoyingly responded
that there were no such voices or light, audible or visible to him. He also advised me not to hallucinate;
otherwise I would go mad. His reply left me further baffled and helpless. By this time, I was absolutely
convinced that somebody was not only constantly reading my mind round-the-clock but was also invading it.
I was, therefore, no longer an independent human being, I began to wonder about my life.

On his next visit, Thinley asked me, “Who would you prefer to hear the verdict of your case: from the king or
from the High Court?” He also told me to listen and respond to him accordingly, and not to concentrate on
the invisible forces (about which I had told him). I told him that I would prefer verdict in my case directly
from the king, He waited for a while, looked at the four corners and then left the room. After a couple of
days, he returned and asked me, “What is going on with you?” I replied, “You are observing everything; there
is nothing special or new.” He hesitantly said, “Rizal, I put all your opinions and views before the king. He
didn’t like your opinion and is not happy with you. Because of this, he has commanded that your feet be



shackled. I have come to implement his orders.” He also said, “Rizal, I am sorry for this, and I understand
your problem, but it's my duty.”

Then I was taken out of the room. He instructed the soldiers to bring the shackles and chains. They fastened
my legs and slipped the shackles onto them. When they hammered the nails into the shackles, the blows
shuddered through my bones. Incidentally, in my right leg, a sharp rod was attached which caused a nagging
pain. I was treated worse than an enemy and the agony which I experienced cannot be justly expressed here.
The scars caused at that time are still intact today. After the shackling was complete, I was taken to another
room and made to sit on a chair placed in the centre. A guard was instructed to bring an electric wire and
then asked to prod me with it. It gave a little pinch, nothing serious compared to the inhuman and cruel
treatment I was already subjected to. But the wire must have had a hidden strength, as it left a large recurring
cancerous wound on my back, which has remained unhealed till date.

From that day onwards, I was not only under mind-control, but was also under physical control, restricted by
cold iron shackles within the four walls. It is difficult to translate into words the utter discomfort brought by
these shackles, on both the legs and hands. Wherever I went, I had to bend to haul shackles which were
bitterly cold They caused damage to the skin. With the shackles on, the simple act of sleeping proved
difficult. Going to the toilet and eating food also turned out complicated, especially when the authorities
decided to shackle my hands behind my back. The regime refused to see me as a human being and tried every
trick it possessed to degrade my condition.

In the pitch-dark night, my bare feet chained and shackled, the RBG sometimes took me to familiar places,
like Sangyegang Radio Tower. On many such trips, I saw Sushil and Jogen, but we were not allowed to talk to
each other. I was totally unaware why we were taken around these locations, that too in the night!

I felt awkward when I was taken to the private houses of my acquaintances. What surprised me was that in
these houses not a single soul was present. It occurred to me that the residents had been ordered to move.
Immediately after my return, the controller would make my mind travel to these residences. I faced a volley
of weird questions soon after the roundabout trip, an act that further agonized me. Once my mind started to
roam around the rooms, the kitchen, the toilet, and the pictures hanging on the walls, I would focus on
whatever the controller wanted me to focus on. It was not possible to divert my mind from their control and
they could extract any information that was stored in my mind.

At times, I was made to stare at a specific spot or an object on the wall. No matter how hard I tried, it was
impossible to divert my attention from that spot or object until I hallucinated. Images of unwanted and
unnecessary objects such as the king’s naked images would come to my mind. I was continually subjected to
hearing a voice in my head which repeatedly scolded and threatened me. I often lost power to think. For
example, I thought of God and tried to chant mantras, which I knew by heart since my childhood, but failed
to do so. I felt that my culture and identity was on the verge of extinction. I even forgot the names of my
family members. On many occasions, I could not recall my wife’s name and had to struggle to recollect it, a
practice which could last for hours and sometimes even for days. When I finally remembered the name, it
appeared as though I had made a great discovery.



I was pushed into a situation where I found it difficult to make distinction between different human
sentiments. Since my emotional facilities were totally drained off, I reacted and responded irrationally.
Sometimes, the guards, in order to irritate me, would tell me that my wife was having an affair; but it would
make no effect on me. But, in other occasions, minor information such as delay of my food or my friends’
inability to meet me would put me in tantrum.

I would feel sudden pain in my eyes with burning sensation, as if chili powder had been thrown into them. It
was so severe that I felt as if I was dying. Sometimes, I used to feel that my hands were stuck inside my
mouth which was full of hair. It is a well-known fact that human body reacts to various stimuili in different
ways. The physical body and the psyche are interlinked, yet, functionally different in many respects. I believe
that the techniques applied on me were capable of attacking both these aspects separately as well as in
conjunction.

Once I was taken to Taba, the old radio station, about four kilometers away from Motithang. From there, I
was taken to the army mess in Lungtenphu, near Thimphu. Thereafter, I can recall being taken to Ashi Pem
Pem Gurung's residence, very close to the Dechenchholing Palace, which I had visited a few years ago.
During this time, somewhere I fell unconscious. Later, when I regained my consciousness, I came to know
that one constable tried to wake me up. When I finally rose, some kind of sound emanated from the ground
and reached my ears. The left side of my body and the clothes had stuck to the enamel paint poured on the
floor. The place where I fell unconscious was used for storing old items, worn out pieces and scraps.

Why was I taken there? How did I loose my consciousness? How many days did I remain unconscious? All
these were beyond my comprehension. But the condition of my clothes and the crackling sound while making
efforts to get up made me feel that I was probably lying there for a few days. Throughout this, I had slept in
the same posture, testified by the paint glued to my clothes and the nagging pain on the left side of my body.
I must have used my left hand as a pillow. As a result, I was not able to sit straight. My eyes, however, could
see the sunlight visible in the faraway horizon for the first time since my detention. Seeing the light in an
unexpected manner was a different and shocking experience. At a glance, the lush green forest stretched far-
off covered with alpine trees.

I found myself inside a store room. I was wearing my own trousers but the black vest on my body was not
mine. I felt something strange and uncomfortable inside my trousers. While unconscious, I had urinated and
defecated. I felt ashamed. I asked myself: What was the point of living such a wretched life? My life and
death, however, was not in my own hands. I knew that I had to pass this phase of life too, no matter how
hard it turned out to be.

I was asked to move from there and was taken to the first floor of the same building. One can imagine the
great difficulty in taking the trousers out of my legs with the iron shackles. It would have been impossible
for me to undress hadn’t the soldier torn my trousers. I was given some time to take bath and change my
clothes. But, due to the chilled water, cleaning turned out to be a torture. I again fell into deep slumber.
When I woke up, it was not the residence of Ashi Pem Pem Gurung, I was thinking all along that it was
her residence. But, I realized that it was the same old place in Motithang, where I was detained after my
abduction from Nepal. The place was swarmed by the RBG personnel and Major Thinley was also present.



From then on, I lost track of time and place and hence am unable to describe the events in a chronological
sequence.

The device was capable of manipulating my dreams and disturbing sleeping patterns. I experienced terrible
nightmare. I was made to bite my tongue to wake up from the deep slumber. This caused heavy bleeding,
In the nightmares, I found myself reaching atop a big cliff where death was physically standing before me. I
had to undergo many hallucinations as though I was dying, The experiences of having reached a dreadful
place and standing before a deadly animal, like a tiger, occurred to me regularly. In addition, I suffered
sudden breathing difficulties from an unseen pressure. I had terrible headaches, severe fever, chocking
from food, increased palpitation of my heart, high blood pressure, nose bleeding, unbearable burning
sensation, among others. The flow of my urine was interrupted. I had burning sensation on my hands, legs
and eyes, throbbing pain on my feet. I also experienced excruciating itching, I had countless pimples all
over the body.

As a result, whenever some food was placed before me, although I felt like eating, the food smelt like filth.
It did not stop here. It occurred to me that the food was physically converted into sewage. Overcoming it,
if I managed to put food into my mouth, it became insipid and tasteless. Thereafter, I started to develop a
phobia towards food: throughout the day, I had vomiting sensation and nausea. In spite of all these
distractions, if I somehow managed to swallow the food, my stomach would reject it by churning it out.
The situation was made further creepy when I experienced the intake of food through my nose, something
which was not only unnatural but also extremely painful. Concomitantly, I began to suffer from light

surges of varying intensity penetrating my eyes.

The mechanism was torturing my inner soul, leaving me with unbearable pain. My slumber and appetite were
not under my control. I had been transformed into a dead body with only the consciousness alive. I still
struggle to put the agony and grief of the enslavement of my spirit and consciousness in black and white.

King Tours Southern Districts

After thoroughly exploring my mind, the regime extracted the details especially about my contacts. In January
1990, on the basis of that information, RBG arrested more than forty-three prominent Lhotsampas from the
South. They were taken to separate guest houses in Thimphu. Surprisingly, they were treated nicely and were
provided with good food and drinks. They were involved only in the betterment of their community and I
had met them in my capacity as a public representative. They were released after the regime failed to prove
their involvement in the so-called conspiracy against the king,

Even after garnering the facts and knowing clearly that neither Nepal nor India had backed me, the regime
kept on torturing me. The regime continued its torture because I did not comply with their demand to
withdraw the corruption report.

Instead of providing proper justice to me, the king with his ill-motive, decided his next action: visit Sarbhang;
He left the capital along with his four queens. His mission: garner public support against me. Ahead of the
whirlwind tour, the king’s father-in-law Ugyen Dorji, along with concerned Dzongdags, called a meeting of
the local influential persons. The Dzongdags had a list of persons who had contributed generously on the



occasion of the king's marriage, birthday and coronation and believed to be faithful to the king. In reality,
these persons were coerced and squeezed to pay huge amount by the regime.

They were briefed by Ugyen Dorji to the effect that the king was deeply concerned about the ‘betrayal” of
Tek Nath Rizal, whom he had hand-picked to promote the welfare of the Lhotsampas. I later came to
know what had actually transpired then. The king never thought that such a situation would arise in
Bhutan and hence there was no law to deal with this case, Dorji reportedly said. He had said, “The king
may ask you what should be done with Tek Nath Rizal as deserving punishment for him. At that time, all
of you should tell the king that ‘Rizal deserves to be shot dead for his crime.” The Home Minister
Namgyal

Wangchuck had also played a pivotal role in manipulating the situation against me.

As per the plan, in September 1990, the king visited Sharbhang where locals as well as people from Chirang
and Gaylegphug were assembled for the royal address. But, the coveted seats in the royal address were
reserved only for those who presented costly gifts to the king, The forty-three detainees, who were released
after a month, were not allowed to participate in the royal address. The reason cited by the regime was that
they posed a security threat to the king.

Before the king left the guest house to deliver the royal address, the four queens made it to the venue.
They were there not just as the customary royal entourage, but were tasked with winning the hearts of the
local people. Therefore, momentarily shedding their royal privilege, they distributed wine, whisky and raksi
(alocal alcohol) from their own hands to those gathered for the royal address.

After all the preparations with the four queens and their father actively involved, the king finally arrived. Like
before, he gave false promises to the people. He talked about his grandiose plan to develop the area, under
the then seventh five-year-plan, by constructing schools, hospitals, roads, etc. At last, the king talked about
my activities. He informed the audience that he had got me arrested from Nepal and brought back to the
country. With a clear mind-set to punish me, he asked: “What punishment should be given to Tek Nath
Rizal?” These persons (as briefed by the king’s father-in-law and intoxicated by the four queens) replied that I
should either be shot dead or hanged to death. On this note, the meeting ended. But, there was also a
publicity campaign in which leaflets in Nepali language were circulated to the masses in the South in a bid to
tarnish my image. Two days later, the king left for Kalikhola to deliver a similar address.

Those who were arrested on the basis of information obtained from me and later released learnt what had
transpired at the meeting in Sharbhang, They scolded the participants for their foolishness. When they
realized the king’s conspiracy, some of them immediately rushed to Kalikhola. Their goal was to brief the
locals to ensure that similar drama was not enacted. The king arrived and delivered the royal address.
Towards the end, he raised the issue of my punishment. But to his utter dismay, not a single person uttered a
word and the meeting ended.

Subsequently, Kalikhola became the first town to take out rally against unlawful policies implemented by
the census teams. The public also demanded the protection of human rights. As days passed by, the king
continued his tour, pretending to be calming down the people, who were fleeing homes in fear of
repression. Instead of resolving the crisis, he was deceiving the public. During the day, when he appeared



before the public, a relative calm prevailed. But when darkness fell and the king retreated, the security
personnel in civil dress and the dreaded criminals in the guise of volunteers toured the villages and
terrorized the people.




Rabuna Prison:
The Living Hell

y this time, I had lost track of the date and the place. One evening, I was lying on my bedroll when

three top officers whom I personally knew, came to my cell. One of them, Major Thinley, said, “Today

the king has ordered to send you to Lingzhi jail.” I realized that I would be leaving the building

attached to Motithang guesthouse. The guesthouse was especially buiilt for hosting Rajiv Gandhi, the
then Prime Minister of India on his first visit to Bhutan. Many times, late Jyoti Basy, the former Chief
Minister of West Bengal, had stayed there with his family.

Accompanying the three officers, the constables came forward and handcuffed me. I thought that perhaps I was
being handed over to the police by the RBG, in the presence of the army, which had now completed its
interrogation. I was ushered into a vehicle and tied up with a thick nylon rope from my neck to hip. I saw Jogen
and Sushil on the other side of the seat; both were tied up in the same manner. On coming across them after
such a long time, I experienced both the pain and relief. Pain because like me they were tied up with ropes and
were not allowed talking, Relief because after all they were still alive. We merely looked at each other. We
exchanged glances in a way which conveyed out circumstances. We were entering into a bizarre and
unpredictable phase of our life.

From Motithang, the vehicle geared towards an unknown destination. The van, compared to the previous
one, was quite spacious: it accommodated three of us and about twenty armed security personnel. The
evening surrendered to the night. Soon, we were unable to see each other. But even in the darkness, I felt that
the vehicle was moving from Simtokha to Wangdiphodrang.



During the journey, my mind controllers started nagging me. A voice thundered, “Teke (a derogatory name
given to me by them), you want to be a leader? You want to be the king of Bhutan? Now you'll face the
consequences!” The controller said this was the result of working against the king. This further increased my

agony.

On our way, the weather got colder, and snowfall started. We reached Dochula, a hill that borders Thimphu
and Wangdiphodrang, It had been half an hour and despite the snowflakes, I could not enjoy the nature’s
bliss. Moreover, my whole body was aching. It was impossible to make a slightest movement. My arms and
legs were freezing, All of a sudden, my body started itching, perhaps due to the change in body temperature
or the torture. The unbearable pain all over my body suffocated me, and I felt that if I shouted loudly, it
would give me relief. But, I controlled myself with great restraint because I realized I would not get any
reprieve.

About two hours later, we reached Wangdiphodrang. We were told to get off the vehicle. Then, I realized that
the information about taking us to Lingzhi jail was a lie and instead we were headed to Rabuna prison.
Though the vehicle could drive up to the prison complex, we were made to walk on the graveled road, bare-
footed and shackled, with our hands cuffed and body tied with ropes. This made our movements very
painful. The pointed stones underneath the bare feet caused unbearable pain, but under the police custody,
we had no choice except to drag on.

It was drizzling and the night was pitch-dark. We walked in silence. As they marched, the constables” boots
pounded on the road, its sound penetrating deep into our ears. At times, the stones tossed off by the boots
hit on my ankles causing severe pain. Worse, the guards with their heavy boots, recklessly pounded on my
feet. Failing to keep pace with the marching soldiers would fetch me extra penalty. So, I struggled to move
my shackled legs as quickly as I could. The constantly blowing wind further exasperated the precariousness of
our journey. Drenched to the skin and chilled to the bone, I stumbled along the slippery road. The sole voices
echoing in my ears were waves of the river Wangdichhu generating its own rhythmic noise, the rustling of the
trees in the breeze producing mystic sound in the adjoining forests, and dogs crying and whining at full
throttle.

Rabuna prison is known for housing people branded by the regime as ‘anti-national’. Unlike other detention
centers, I found this one eerily silent, except for the occasional thud of the prison guards” heavy boots and the
wheezing of wind from the valley where the river meandered. A few years ago, while on a tour as a
government employee, one of my colleagues had shown me this prison. Quiet and secluded, Rabuna jail lies
on the bank of Wangdichhu River in Wangdi district. My friend had told me that the Tibetan refugees--
alleged for hatching a conspiracy to foil the coronation ceremony of the fourth King Jigme Singye
Wangchuck in 1974--were imprisoned here.

We finally arrived at the dimly lit, ominous-looking prison building where I was allotted an individual cell. My
body was almost numb. I sat on the floor and tried to forget the torture I had endured. I looked at the four
comers of the room. Terrified as I was, I found many things with which I had to become familiar with.
Immediately, a bevy of soldiers removed the shackles from my legs. Instead, iron bars were fixed, joining
both feet. For many days, my hands were tied at the back, and later at some point, my hands were untied but



I don’t know the precise moment. An abundance of snakes were found in the vicinity. The area was infested
with frogs, rats, cockroaches and mosquitoes.

There were not many constables for monitoring me except some on the routine patrol. The room I was holed
in was never opened. I had to pull the food with the help of my teeth through a narrow aperture underneath
the door. By kneeling on the ground, I had to push the plate back through the same hole with the aid of my
teeth. Whenever I felt thirsty, I turned the water tap on and off with my teeth. The position of the tap next to
the toilet made this an unenviable practice. The flow of water from the tap was never regular, while the water
supplied by the jail was dirty. The quality of the food was low=-it was not only inedible but also unhygienic
and unfit for human consumption. The RBG adulterated the food with nails, pieces of glass, fish bones and
dead insects, among other hazardous materials. I felt miserable when I had to have that food and drink the
polluted water. Consumption of such unsafe food resulted in persistent health problems which I suffer from
even today. I was given a container to wash myself after using the toilet. I had to use the same container for
drinking water.

It was entirely left to the whims of the guards or commanders to decide the kind of treatment I would be given.
At times, my hands were tied at my back. While eating food, I had to eat like an animal, slathering with my
mouth from the plate. Sometimes, they left my hands free unexpectedly as part of their mind games. As in
Thimphu, the application of mind-control device continued. For the first time, I felt as if my whole body
suffered from acute pain from a bee- stung, The intensity of the pain depended upon the waves being released
in my mind. At times, I was in a slightly normal state of mind, and was able to function, although in the limited
sense of the word.

I spent my time under the grip of the unknown device. Science, the best means to make human life easy and
comfortable, was being brutally practiced to dehumanize me. As time passed, my hair and beard grew along
with my fingernails which caused great difficulties while eating. I remember how I had to grate my nails
against the wall in order to limit their growth. The regime was completely insensitive towards the rights of
prisoners like me, as if we were less human and more Neanderthals.

During most of my stay here, I was positioned with the barrel of a gun pointed at me through a hole in the
wall. I was living in constant fear of being shot any time. At times, I was blindfolded after being told that I
was sentenced to death. Perhaps it was a ploy to increase my tension. The image of the gun barrel still haunts
me today. It is very difficult to describe living in a situation where at any moment you can be helplessly shot
dead. It was like sitting on an electric chair with body stripped and waiting for the switch to be put on.

Days in Rabuna prison were passing by slowly under constant fear. I think it was the pressure from
international powers that saved our lives in jail, which was also corroborated after my release. I also learnt
that Kaushila had appealed to the US government through Nepalese human rights activist late Hrishikesh
Shah regarding my whereabouts and safety. In response, the US government had written her that I was safe in
a Bhutanese prison and it was their (US Government) responsibility to save my life.

My line of thinking was justified. One day, suddenly, the prison officers” attitude towards us changed drastically.
At around ten in the morning, Thinley opened the door and instructed the guards to remove my handcuffs and
shackles. I was asked to shave my beard and nails, take a bath and put on new clothes. As I remained unshaved



for nearly two years, my beard had grown very long, the black beard flowing up to my belly. A guard, with a
single blade in hand, started shaving my hair. Then, without applying soap or water, he shaved my beard, using
the naked blade. I was terrorized and thought he would cut my throat. Almost true to my conjecture, he made
injuries in my cheeks.

Moreover, to whitewash the international community, the regime organized a fake picnic in which all the
prisoners would participate. When I was taken to the banks of the Wangdichhu River, I was pleasantly
surprised to see Ratan Gazmere, Sushil, Jogen, Devdutta Sharma, Bhakti Bhandari and Vishwa Nath Chhetri.
Though it was difficult to anticipate what next the regime was concocting, I was very happy to see them all
once again. My fellow inmates seemed to enjoy different types of food served by the prison staff. But,
unfortunately, due to my skewed perception of food, under the torture, I could not eat anything, It will be
relevant here to mention that I really wanted to eat the food but a command was sent to my mind: “Teke,
you only eat food you take daily. You cannot eat this.” So, I gazed hungrily at the display of food, while
everybody else munched their way through huge bowis of rice.

Thinley himself had come all the way from Thimphu to participate in the so-called picnic. Instead of the military
uniform, he was dressed in Gho (national dress). Surprisingly, he treated us like his guests. Throughout the day,
a bunch of security personnel were recording the activities through video and still cameras. The regime was
probably planning to send these pictures to international organizations to show them how humanely we were
treated. This orchestrated picnic lasted the whole day and in the evening we were taken back to the prison.

Once the drama of picnic was over, I was asked to remove the good apparel I had donned throughout the
day. I was told to redress to the black prison uniform. Once again, my legs and hands were shackled and
handcuffed. The remaining days in Rabuna prison were less harsh. Marginal improvements were seen in the
living conditions as well as in the quality of food.

Though I was restricted to a solitary cell, every inmate knew its location. It was so located that while going to
the bathroom, every inmate had to pass in front of my cell. So, whenever there was an opportunity, other
inmates would stop and talk to me. This gave me a great relief. Secondly, after 30 months of solitary
confinement, under international pressure, the regime had arranged for an outdoor picnic. After the picnic,
the jail officials relaxed a little, and allowed prisoners to meet for an hour everyday in the evening,

I took this opportunity to share my experience of the torture. When I described the symptoms of the abuse
and the feelings that irritated me, the inmates hardly believed it. They denied the existence of such
sophisticated techniques in the prison. But, later I saw them stuffing cotton wool into their ears, supposedly
to block out the sound. I found that they discussed it with jail officials and were supplied cotton wool. The
inmates did not realize that this technique did not involve the use of ears, and voices would directly penetrate
the mind. Finally, I was convinced that they were also privy to the same reality. This was further confirmed by
the narration of their dreams that turned out to be similar to mine.

My observation is that when I was brutally subjected to mental torture, the other inmates were only being
subjected to very mild relay of sound waves, without any torture, just to keep their minds under observation.
Their apparent denial was beyond my comprehension and unknowingly strained our friendship. On this huge
jail building which had the capacity of hundred prisoners, only seven political prisoners including me were



detained. After this, Jogen, Sushil, Devdutta and I were left behind, whereas Ratan, Bhakti and Vishwa were
taken back to the capital and released.

One day, the jail officer unexpectedly barged into the cell. We were taking meals. He told us to get ready to
move. | explained to him that I was eating, but was told to eat faster. However, the guard failed to return.
Subsequently, I learnt from a constable that Sushil and Jogen, too, were taken to Thimphu, thereby leaving
me alone in the huge jail. But, after fifteen days, I was pleasantly surprised to see both of them back. When I
met them, they shared their experience of the sojourn: they were able to meet some visitors in government
guest house. According to them, my narration to jail inmates about the torture, through mind-control
techniques, was publicized as idiosyncrasy and was the talk of the town. The government gaggle was deployed
to the hilt to prove me insane.

By taking my friends out temporarily, the government intended to further intensify mental pressure on me.
My friends were not ready to believe and thus unwilling to accept my painful experience. By allowing them to
regurgitate stories of my unpopularity directly to me, the regime tried to kill two birds with one stone — to
demonstrate to the world that I was getting insane and to buttress credibility about my insanity, as it was
coming straight from my friends. In this manner, my friends were unwittingly used by the regime. This was
yet another attempt to demoralize me. But, I was aware of the fact and power behind the propaganda and the
rumor against me. Hence, I was unaffected and undeterred.

Actually, I knew what was happening to me and who was behind it. For instance, in the continuous process
of thought-conversation with the mind-controller, at times, he would say something which would make me
laugh or cry. So, when a guard passing in front of my cell would see me in such a state, he would think that I
was getting insane, and unaware of the reality behind my action. Most of the activities were in fact the result
of or reaction to the command. But, anyone seeing me doing these things would have considered me a
lunatic.

A few days later, Sushil and Jogen were again taken to Thimphu. Among those detained in Rabuna, five were
granted amnesty by the king. Three days later, Devdatta was also taken to Punakha. Though losing friends
was painful, I was gradually becoming accustomed to it.

Once all my friends left the jail, I was inhumanely restricted from daylight. Once again, for a month, I was
served food mixed with pieces of broken glasses. The jail officials earlier used to provide five cigarettes,
before and after each meal, to the prisoners. Once other inmates were taken out of the jail, I was provided
two packets of cigarettes before each meal. I was allowed to eat my food only after smoking forty cigarettes.
This was the worst kind of torture I ever endured during my incarceration in Rabuna. After a month of this
degrading treatment, I was shifted to Dradulmakhang;




In the Shadow of Fear

nduring the torments at one after another prison, I was moved into Dradulmakhang prison, whose

very name evoked fear. Known in Thimphu as detention centre, it was worse than the Rabuna jail.

Apart from being disgusting, some of the dreaded criminals served their sentence here. The menacing

presence of not only Bhutanese, but also notorious criminals from India and Bangladesh scared me to
death. The prison reminded me of the stories told about Nazi Concentration Camps, during the World War
II. The turreted stone-walled prison with iron-gate and barbed wires was surrounded by a few dark pines
which stood like sentinels guarding the prison. In fact, the prison buildings and forts were built a century ago
with the forceful labor and the contribution from the inmates.

I was stunned to find that the jail buildings in both Rabuna and Thimphu looked similar. In Rabuna jail, I was
kept on the ground floor, but here my cell was on the first floor of a dilapidated building, Some obnoxious
odor wafted through my cramped and damp cell causing constant nausea. The ceiling, like in Rabuna, was
made of wood except there was an iron hook hanging menacingly in the centre. The difference between the
two jails was that the Rabuna accommodated only political prisoners, while Dradulmakhang had petty
criminals, too. These criminals were kept on the ground floor and I was kept alone on the first floor.

The criminals were allowed to make fire to warm their bodies in the winter, which was justified from a
humanitarian angle. However, the hidden intention was to create problem for me through the dense
smoke emanating from the fire. As if this was not enough, they were provided with heavily moist or wet
wood or coal for making the fire. When the criminals were taken out on labor duty, prison officials threw
chili powder in the fire. One can imagne the suffocation created by the fumes of burning



chilies in a room without the ventilation. Actually, the walls as well as the floor were made of the wooden
planks with gaps between the two planks, through which the rising smoke crept in my room.

Let me describe the structure of the detention centre. The area where I was kept was actually a big bathroom
attached to a living room. When I was brought here, the room was allotted to six policemen, who were duty-
bound to guard me. The bathroom was converted into a living room by erecting a five-foot wooden partition,
though the height of the wall was seven feet. It was done on purpose, as I learnt later. Whenever I started
eating my food, one of the guards or inmates from the ground floor would always come to use the latrine.
The foul odor would make eating impossible.

The most disgusting part was that the toilet was without running water. This caused the stink unbearable
with the foul smell emanating out of the heaps of human excreta that kept piling up each day. I was given
only five liters of water per day for latrine, bathing and drinking, making it a precious commodity so that I
could not afford that to flush. Thus, the room had an air of a garbage dumping site. The room buzzed with
flies and mosquitoes. The old quilt-cover--laden with dust and infested with bedbugs--was not long enough
to cover my body. I was neither able to ward off the biting cold nor fend off the mosquitoes. As a result,
some part of the body was always exposed to the attack by mosquitoes. The toilet was flushed only when
international humanitarian groups visited the prison. Once the visit was over, the prison authorities would
resort back to the same inhuman practice.

In addition, I was not permitted to wash myself or my clothes for a long time. Living constantly in dirty
environs was terrible. Bad smell emanated from my clothes and it obviously was extremely hazardous to my
health. After a few months, on my repeated pleadings, I was provided with a small piece of detergent soap
and water. After washing my clothes, as per the rule, I gave them to one of the guards to get them dry.
However, I never got those clothes back. The guard told me the clothes had been blown away. I protested
saying, “What would I wear now?” But he shrugged and left. After some time, this guard was transferred and
a new one replaced him. When I inquired about my clothes, he feigned ignorance. Deliberately, I was not
given the clothes for next six months and had to manage by wearing the battered quilt-cover and a stinking
bed-sheet.

I was passing the lonely and torturous moments inside the detention center. One day, a constable came
hurriedly and asked me if I was interested in smoking a bidi (a rolled tobacco leaf). I replied affirmatively. He
whispered, “Come on! Light this bidi.” Gesturing persuasively, he thrust on me a piece of bidi along with a
matchbox and disappeared. I opened the matchbox and found out that it contained only a few match-sticks. I
lighted the bidi and felt satisfied as I was smoking after a long time. To my amazement, there was something
else inside the matchbox: a brand new razor blade. My whole body shivered at this. I could not believe that
the officials would stoop so low because the prisoners are strictly denied access to such hazardous articles. It
was difficult to guess why an item like a blade was left. Perhaps, the regime hoped that I would commit
suicide in utter despair.

It was not the first time the regime had provoked me to commiit suicide. It reminded me of a rope which was
left in my room just a few days ago--it would have been a convenient appendage to the iron hook on the
ceiling. The jail officials deliberately chose the time to keep the rope when I was attending hearings in the
court. Incidentally, the judicial process took four years to begin. It began only when all the options to keep



me detained illegally were exhausted, due to the ever-mounting international pressure. The most brazen effort
to exhort me in committing suicide took place when a technician, on the pretext of repairing the electric
wiring, opened the wiring system and spent the whole day doing nothing, In the evening, he left the live
electric wires exposed, went out of the room and did not come back. Thus, the wires remained dangerously
exposed for a long time.

A similar incident occurred inside the jail. There was no provision for storage of drinking water in my room.
Whenever I requested the guards to provide me drinking water, they tended to turn a deaf ear. But, whenever
they supplied water to me, it was always brought in an empty beer bottle. This happened many times. It is
strictly prohibited to provide the prisoner anything made up of glass, as they may hurt themselves or others.
Clearly, they wanted me to make use of the bottle either to end my life or, in a fit of rage, to attack the guards
so that in the name of self-defense they could justify my killing, In this way, they evolved different strategies
to get rid of me and started provoking me towards committing suicide. For this purpose, first, they made me
depressed through mind-control technique and then conditions conducive for me to commit suicide were
created. Thanks to my immense inner strength, I could resist the regime’s relentless efforts to end my life.
That is howI survived ten years of rigorous torture inside jail.

The regime left no stone unturned to entice me to commit suicide, but eventually failed. I was seized by a
sudden pang of conscience in spite of all these provocations pushing me to the edge. Fortunately, I escaped
such a fate. This was also due mainly to the lesson learnt from my mother, which would often come flooding
back to my memory. There was a time when women committed suicide in my village after their husbands
were forcefully taken to labor camps. When the breadwinners were missing for a long time, the women, out
of helplessness and overburdened by having to nurture children, jumped into the river. I have a vivid
recollection of my mother narrating those stories and counseling the neighbors not to commit such acts.
Since childhood, she always told us that life, in due course, might create some moments, inflicting sorrow and
pain on us, but at such times, we should never think of ending the life. Hence, it was my mother’s teaching
that helped me survive those days of extreme brutality.

The First Visitors

In normal times, one hardly notices even after the passing of a whole year. But each day in the detention
cell felt like a year. I was suffering from untold stress. I was subjected to solitary confinement since my
extradition from my shelter in Nepal in November 1989. Ever since, I had not met any visitor, friends and
family members, which could have given me a sense of solace. It was only on January 26, 1993, a
delegation from the International Committee of Red Cross (ICRC) came to observe the conditions of the
jail. After a long time, two white men entered my prison cell They introduced themselves as
representatives of the ICRC. One of them assured me that I will be given an ID card and my case will be
recorded thereby preventing me from disappearance or extra-judicial killing. They also assured my safety
and asked to narrate everything I had gone through so far. A doctor had accompanied them. This is one of
most memorable moments of my jail life. They somehow filled the void in me created by the long
separation from my near and dear ones. For a while, I thought they were my long lost friends.

I was delighted to have this opportunity which I was desperately longing for. I thanked them profusely for
visiting me. I left no stone unturned in expressing my predicament. I informed them that I was being tortured



through mind-control techniques. I narrated all the experiences I had gone through. They were shocked to
hear it because they told me it was for the first time they were hearing about it. They never thought that it
would happen in a country like Bhutan. They said they would talk to the king about it. I forgot the name of
the doctor but still recall Studer, the head of the delegation. I cautioned him that even the conversation
between us would not remain secret as the controller had been listening to our conversation, right at the
moment.

It was the first time I had an opportunity to see the outsiders. Prior to this, the regime had initiated legal
proceedings against me. Both the events (ICRC visit and my trial) took place within a few days. The ICRC
visited me first. Before its visit, I was given a Gho, underwear, socks, and shoes to put on. Whenever I was
taken to the court, I was given these clothes to wear and had to hand them over back to the guard, who
would then hand me the old, dirty uniform. Actually, the uniform was first worn by guards and once it
became dirty, old and torn, it would be handed over to me. This was done exclusively in my case.

During his visit, Studer saw me handcuffed and shackled, an act that continued even while appearing before
the court. After witnessing my plight, he raised the issue with the king and argued that keeping prisoners in
jail, handcuffed for twenty-four hours, was inhuman and against the normal practice in a civilized society.

The response he received from the king was touching and sentimental, but blatantly false. The king told him:
“As a result of my affection for Tek Nath Rizal, he has been handcuffed. As far as I know, he had made
several attempts to commit suicide. Since you are also among his well wishers, kindly do not advise us to
remove the handcuffs.” When profanity is prowess of a king, common people have to live under feudal
hubris of ruling elites. Studer informed me about this and said that the king’s response silenced him. At the
same time, he assured me not to worry, as my execution was nearly impossible since the regime was under the
watchful eye of the international community. He also informed me that the king had directed the High Court
to initiate hearing in my case without any further delay. Moreover, the king had to be personally informed of
court proceedings and the final judgment.

I don not know to what extent the ICRC representative was satisfied with the reply he received from the
king. But, when the king himself told Studer that I attempted to commit suicide, everything became clear
to me. The king tried his level best to make me commit suicide by supplying the blades, ropes, beer bottle,
the iron-hook on the ceiling and the live electric wires left unattended. And, that was why he started
propagating to the whole world that I was on the verge of committing suicide and had gone insane. He was
very careful about the plan which was carried out in a subtle manner.

All the Kingls Men

The High Court in Thimphu known as the Royal Court of Justice was established in 1968. It is the highest
court of the land. The judiciary is not impartial by international legal standards. Since the judiciary functions
under the command of the king, he exercises direct power over it. It is corroborated by the fact that the
judiciary has never declared any government action unlawful. Provisions for defense attorneys, solicitors and
jury trials simply do not exist. Judges do not need any legal qualification and training, Arbitrary arrests and
detentions are in vogue. Judges investigate cases, file charges, prosecute and deliver the verdict. The sitting
judge assists the police in the prosecution and decides the cases. The entire aim of the judicial system is to



extract a confession of the crime, usually under physical and mental duress. On the whole, the judiciary is
disparate vis-a-vis civilized society.

In the name of justice, people are made to suffer for crimes they never committed. Those working for the
interests of the royal family are more iniquitous than the royal family itself, as they carry out their work with
impiety towards the people and their rights. The torture system of medieval times still continues in all the
district courts, police stations and in the prisons. A person whether innocent or a criminal, is bound to be
confronted by three things. He is either caught or arrested for enquiry and presented before a court. This is
followed by investigation either by the court or the police. Sometimes the suspect is arrested and incarcerated
without trial. But, more likely, he/she is condemned for life imprisonment or a termed sentence. Even those
prisoners who were given a termed sentence, often times were not found in their supposed detention centre.
Surprisingly, their whereabouts did not cause restless nights to the regime. In fact, the regime was fully aware
of their whereabouts. Relatives do not have the right or guts to enquire the authorities about their family
members in prison.

The suspects arrested for trial have to undergo various tortures through traditional methods, from the police
and the judges, in person. Flogging, with a variety of cow hide whips is one such method. The subordinate
judges under the designations of Ramjams (the royal attendants) were specially trained to use whips.

The use of bowstrings in place of handcuffs is also a regular practice. The black string woven from Yak hair
for binding criminals is called Nagthang. Twin sticks are commonly used for coupling thighs. It often causes
involuntary defecation and urination, and ultimately breaks the thigh bones, making the person disabled for
life. At the royal command and wishes of the elite, wooden neck wheels are unceremoniously clamped around
a prisoner as additional torture even after receiving a life sentence. The equipments used for torture are
exhibited openly in the court rooms even today as a barbaric splendor of the judiciary.

The regime had a way of hiding the prisoners in remote places, when international organizations would come
to inspect the prisons. This way they could imprison people without formal court hearing, The prisoners who
knew some kind of crafts and skills were used as slaves and were never released even after the completion of
their sentence.

The condition of the female prisoners was more pathetic. It was unavoidable for such women prisoners to
work like personal slaves in the households of the prison officers and those in power. They were made to
handle the odd works in their houses such as washing dirty clothes, taking care of their cattle, cooking,
gardening, working in orchards, cleaning their pots, pans and kitchen wares. Not only men and women, but
even juveniles were exploited inhumanely. They were especially forced to undergo sexual exploitation at the
hands of jailers. Once I saw this first-hand, I began asking myself: What kind of justice can I expect in a
country where judges and advocates are not educated as per the requisite standard, where verbal and arbitrary
law is the basis of all decisions, where people are not given a chance to defend themselves, where the court is
held in an alien language, where ministers abuse their positions, where the common men are dogmatized in
school from a young age to bow like a slave to government officials and are taught to accept without question
whatever they are told?

The Trial



It was around noon, all of a sudden Kipchu Namgyal, the jail officer, came to my cell and said, “Rizal, get
ready, today onwards the court proceeding has started.” After a fit of nervousness, I hurriedly undressed and
put on the new clothes he had brought in. In a few minutes, I was limping out of the cell as fast as I could
with my shackled legs. At a glance, I could see an intimidating presence of a truck-full security personnel
armed to their teeth, who were waiting to ferry me to the court. A short while later, I was forced into the
police van, two army vehicles trailed it. The distance from the prison to the court was merely three
kilometers. The regime’s gimmick to portray me as a dangerous extremist before the Thimphu locals as well
as the international commumity could barely convince anyone. On the way to the court, I was treated as if 1
were the world’'s most wanted terrorist. I could hear constant police updates on the walkie-talkie mentioning
the location of my vehicle.

For over four years, I had been illegally detained under solitary confinement. I was not allowed to shave my
beard or trim my hair throughout the whole ordeal, to give an impression to the locals that I was a hardcore
criminal. Though I was arrested on November 16, 1989 in Nepal and extradited to Bhutan the very next day,
in official charge-sheet, the case was registered against me only on December 29, 1991 — more than two years
later.

In fact, the charges against me—which were frivolous, legally-flawed, and devoid of any legal substance--
could not have been upheld in the court of any democratic country. For instance, all these charges were
related to the events and activities that occ