FAREWELLTO
THE TIGERS OF
GUNDEKOT

The rich mineral

of impoverished India,
a noble mountain,

an Adivasi.

A plane tree

taking root

In the Gundekot forests
stood against

all kinds of chains;
which could not withstand
S i SRS his grand dream,

e e his absolute fight.
e The Ganges surged
s N the people awoke
e the plains were purged
Tabae S the dam shattered

gl i Oy, 80 S ‘, the city besieged

So O e e RE cannonball and hammer
T A e D e e e envied death.
. : = R Sk St S R :

;m-** [ t r !'t‘” 1 1 The Ganges enVied,
G e dripped into the ocean.
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their eagle.

Defeat envied victory,
betrayal

envied wrath.

Il.

Betrayal

iIs an empty shell,
an insult |
to his corpse. oy
Honor resides % Bl

the peopledon him . ©

like armor,
are purified,
sanctified through h|m
Like a wildfire, "
like a secret,
they carry him.in thelr bosoms
Had he bowed
to bigotry,
it would not be
solely his own captivity.
if he did not |IIummate
himself alone,
when he became a torch;
or, '
if only the vile
turned to ash,
when he lit a fire
Basavaraj knows:
surrender is worse
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than death.
He knows:
what he defends
IS not his own life,
‘not his own trench.
He knows:
alone, one'is nelther free
nor is a life complete :
He knows: i
traitors die alone (unaccompanled)

| ﬁIII. Y o
Ahero,

% "’s@ flerce
asks no qyarter
gives no quarter

poor pltchfork
parched earth
lost vein.
A hero was born, they say.
The one who nursed him
knows.
The sower, the reaper
knows.
Mountains, seas,
fields, cities,
the wolf and the bird
know.




A hero has died, they say.
Neither the teller
nor the listener
believes it,
nor does a nation
believe.

A hope,
liberation,
Basavara,j.

V.

This is the people's war,
and he is its commmander.
Seventy years old,
living as if

born yesterday,
fighting as if

he will win tomorrow
today.

True revolutionaries
know no fear;
unyielding,

unceasing,

untiring.

Water,

earth,

fire:

Basavara,j.




V.
The new revisionism,
defeat upon defeat,
breeds new betrayal,
peckoning the masses
to bow down
to imperialism
and its hangmen.
To save his life—
lighter than a feather,
utterly worthless—
he is more skillful
than the executioners themselves
at yielding.to empire,
at dragging the people
into his own disgrace.
Like a venhomous root,
Sonu swore
to infect the people
with the poison of surrender—

while Basavaraj swore

to fight
at the forefront.




VL.

Some,

like Basavaraj,

kneel only

before the people.

Some,

like Sonu?,

always before the hangmen.
N Yelpgls

throw their hearts into the fire;
some

have no heart to cast.

Some

call the swamp their homeland;

some,
the people.
Some
live by crawling,
some
drag life forward.
Some are dead,
now and forever;
some are the light
of our eyes.
The darkness of some
Is bottomless;
some
illuminate the deepest dark.

* Mallojula Venugopal
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Some are like
a rotting tree;
some,
a plane tree sprout—
a single ash is enough,
like the Phoenix.

VILI.
If a revolutionary falls,
thousands are born,
born again,
born anew.
Neither the first
nor the last
Is such a profound loss,
nor is it the end
of revolutionary mindes.
Be it long or short,
It Is inevitable:
from the countryside to the city,
from the city to the homeland,
from the homeland to the world—
the spring fire,
the power of the people.
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A dark- sklnned thId

spewing its destmy

as if going mad

the stalks of graln are howling.
The earth is helpless:

-its fine, coarse veins g TR
burstingonebyone. .

The soil,

a path, a vein, .
a silent fire...
Whatever falls, " e
a climate of doom in the en d F
Seven continents, -

ohe world,

a new world.’

) &

Hidma,

rebellious as the soil of Bastar;
the people forged him,
he lit the path

of the people.

Born there,

raised there,

he wrote history there.
Jal, jangal, jameen,
heart and honor,
liberty plundered



in‘the cradle, e
a century-oldbanner .- ... " .

of rebellion,

an eagle’s nest.

In the first vanguard,

in the final shift,

a powder keg.

In those small eyes,

like aglint, . R G
it is envisioned
for the future:

his supreme legacy.

Hidma gifts

not only his name

but his very life

to his homeland, Bastar.

) &

An exile of the earth,

a Midko,

carried the heart’s blaze

into the underground forest;

and ot |
in a forest, her hands were severed
by those who thought

they could snatch the world

from her hands. |

Yet Renuka

shines like a river

in the arms of the people.

9
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Xl.

He pondered

the war before his

and the one after;

her war shall be pondered,
and the one after.

"Do not worry

for me.

Martyrdoms do not weaken
the struggle;

martyrdoms have fortified
the revolutionary movement.
| believe that

inspired by these martyrdomes,
the revolutionary movement
will be born again,

even strongetr.

The ultimate victory

will belong

to the people.”

) {| B

The bombardment is intense,
the weapons modern.
Twenty thousand modern slaves,
thirty-five Spartacuses.
May twenty-first:

sixty hours,

starving and parched.
Enamored with freedom
for a thousand years,
arid
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for a thousand years.
In the Gundekot forests,
like a flood,
the blood of twenty-eight martyrs
flows into the heart
of the people.
The resistance grew,
despite the multiplying traitors.
The blood of traitors dried up
as it spilled in torrents
over the Gundekot forests:
revolutionary blood.
Surging,
how it grows,
the Gundekot rebellion!
Against imperialism,
the banner of the people’s war,
the torch of the peoples' resistance.

XIlil.

Like lightning,

an ocean of wrath.

Within the fire of liberty,

red hearts live forever.

To the blind and the deaf,
stark, patient, and ceaseless,
spectacular, mighty, and inevitable,
our guiding stars

strike

like a slap.

Let the world salute

the hearts of the Himalayas!
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And again,

let the cycle turn,

Impatient caravan,

the soul naked once more,
roads awash in blood.

To be fire,

to burn and set ablaze

Is inherent to us.

Alive in the gun barrel,
rebellion blazing in dreams,
liberation, trench by trench in battle—
Is our legacy.

X1V.
Will fall,
a spark,
onto the purple paths,
onto smoldering hopes.
A harvest,
parched and impatient;
the Maoists will deal their blow ;
to the three great wretches ¥
on the back of the people.
For the Maoists o ). &
live, and live on, oy S g
only for the people;
die, and die again,
only for the people.

Maoist Prisoner
Huseyin Uzundag
30 June 2026
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