R AK SHA RAI
Having served in the British Army as part of the Tenth Princess Mary's Own Gurkha Rifles, Raksha Rai retired. It was during these years that the man
who left his mountain home to be a soldier became Killing Zone a poet. He is a powerhouse when it comes to Poems contemporary literature and is widely celebrated in his native country of Nepal to such effect. He has remained an active figurehead in promoting Nepalese literature and is a pioneer of Diasporic Nepalese Literature movement. His other works in the Nepali language include Desh Dukheko Chha, Baluwama arko Nepal, Sahidko Amaako Laash, Salik Uviyera Gorkhali, and Navachetanagraha. He currently resides in a small seaside town in Wales. (author House UK)
A Rifle Man is one of the poems collected in Poet in Killing Zone: War Poem translated by Bal Ram

Adhikari and published from author House UK. The poet ruminates over injusfice suffered by the Gurkhas in Britain. Introducing the collection of the poems, critic Govinda Raj Bhattarai writes "Their long tradition and history [both have] disintegrated and fragmented. These warrior clans were welcomed during those dark days long in the niches of history to go to innumerable battlefields, kill those that were never enemies, when might and ignorance reigned over people, and today it is the bureaucracies, politics and laws that subjugate the Gurkhas" (2015, pp. vii-viii)[image: ]
A Rifleman
                                   Where is his khukuri?
Where his rifle? And his 11571?
Is he a scarecrow
Erected in the middle of a farm field?
Or a statue of flesh standing on a pair of boots?
Or say, a human in name only?
Does his face bear his own identity?
The boots he has polished [image: ]
And their stamping on the ground
The cold rifle he fires
And the salute he offers
Do they suffice to call him a human?
It is fighters who make the history; you hear me?
But remember! History is written not by fighters. Gurkhas is but an advertisement for such fighters.
Which war you want them to fight
You just command them
Though the saga of their endurance may sound
A laughing matter to their children in the days to come.
To their grandchildren these war medals would be nothing but playthings
Let it go! Just tell us what sort of history you command us to make. Yet again!
what could be better than to wet our rock with our own sweat?
what could be better than to irrigate our soil with our own blood ? what could be better than to grow and flourish in our own land?
The recruitment number assigned to the soldier.
But as destiny would have it,
The one who lives the life of a dog
Either barks against the world or licks his master's boots Either bites other's legs or licks his mistress's raw wounds Either encroaches on other land or loses his own.
Alas!
This is how we're moving away from our own blood This is how is buried the history we made ourselves.
Does a soldier carry his own face?
Does a rifle have its own conscience?
When rifles break open our heads, and the jungle swallows our conscience When the bullets smash our eyes and scatter them on the road
The bullets that blow the brain turn horrible.
When the bayonets impale our conscience
Our heart is uprooted
And the roots of brain get shattered,
Where are his combats?
Where is his camouflage?
Where are his boots?
Where are his medals?
He is the world victor
Who has lost his own war.
He is the cold rifle fallen with his own bullets. --He is a rifleman
· Source: Poet in Killing Zone: War Poems (Translated by Bal Ram Adhikari, 2015)
Exploring the Text
1. The speaker laments 'we are moving away from our own blood', who you think the pronoun 'we' refers to? what does it mean to move from one's own blood?
2. Whose history is the speaker talking about? what makes him think that?
'history is not written by fighters’? If so, who does he think writes history?
3. How have the Gurkhas, the world victors, lost their own war? Which is the speaker    indicating at?
4. What does the speaker doubt that a soldier carries his own face? What does this doubt suggest about his view on the soldier' s identity? 
5. [bookmark: _GoBack]Present the central theme of the poem in about 250 words.
Appreciation and Free Writing
l. The poem foregrounds the identity crisis of a rifleman: his individual identity, national identity and his identity as a human. Interpret this statement with reference to the poem. You can also add your own views to explicate your stance.
2. 'Better to wet our rock with our own sweat, better to sow our blood in our own soil.'
Interpret these lines with reference to our present context where the youth are leaving the nation in search of work abroad.
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