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Abstract

This research paper explores the themes of memory, identity, and displacement in Rahul
Pandita’s memoir Our Moon Has Blood Clots, which documents the forced exodus of the
Kashmiri Pandit community from the Kashmir Valley in 1990. The memoir, written from a
personal and eyewitness perspective, offers valuable insights into the psychological and
emotional trauma experienced by the displaced community. Through a close reading of the
text, the paper examines how Pandita uses memory as a form of resistance to historical
erasure and silencing. It also analyzes how the loss of homeland and cultural dislocation
impacts personal and collective identity. By drawing on theories of trauma, exile, and
testimonial literature, the paper argues that Pandita’s narrative is both a literary and political
act that seeks to preserve a forgotten history. The memoir serves as a voice for the voiceless
and contributes to a deeper understanding of the human cost of conflict and displacement in
Kashmir.
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Introduction

The Kashmir conflict is one of the most complex and long-standing issues in South Asia. It
has affected millions of lives and left deep political, cultural, and emotional scars. Since the
late 1940s, the region of Jammu and Kashmir has been contested by India and Pakistan, with
both countries claiming it in full but controlling only parts of it. Over the decades, the
situation worsened due to political unrest, militant activities, and increasing military
presence. One of the most tragic outcomes of this conflict was the mass exodus of the
Kashmiri Pandit community in 1990. The Kashmiri Pandits, a minority Hindu community in
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the Muslim-majority Kashmir Valley, were forced to leave their ancestral homes due to
targeted Killings, threats, and fear. In early 1990, after the insurgency broke out in Kashmir,
Pandits began fleeing overnight, leaving behind their homes, temples, land, and memories.
This forced migration was not only a physical displacement but also a psychological and
cultural rupture. More than 100,000 Pandits were displaced, and many continue to live in
exile in different parts of India under harsh conditions. The trauma of leaving one’s homeland
under threat and violence has remained largely underrepresented in mainstream political
discourse and popular media. In such situations, literature becomes a powerful way to express
what is often ignored or silenced. Writers use personal memories and storytelling to make
sense of loss, pain, and identity. Literature allows people to speak about difficult experiences
like exile, violence, and injustice. Memory in literature is not just a way of looking back at
the past, but also a way of resisting erasure and keeping histories alive. In the case of the
Kashmiri Pandits, literature written by the exiled community becomes an act of remembrance
and resistance. It helps preserve not only personal stories but also a collective history that is
at risk of being forgotten.

One such important literary work is Rahul Pandita’s memoir Our Moon Has Blood Clots
(2013). Rahul Pandita is a journalist, author, and war correspondent who belongs to the
Kashmiri Pandit community. In this memoir, he shares his own experiences of being
uprooted from Kashmir as a teenager, while also documenting the experiences of many other
Pandits who were similarly affected. The book combines personal memory, oral testimonies,
and political commentary to narrate the pain of losing one’s home and culture. Pandita writes
not just to remember, but also to seek justice and recognition for the suffering of his
community. Rahul Pandita’s Our Moon Has Blood Clots: The Exodus of the Kashmiri
Pandits is a deeply personal and politically poignant memoir that narrates the tragic
displacement of the Kashmiri Pandit community during the armed insurgency that erupted in
Kashmir in 1989-1990. The memoir fuses historical detail with intimate recollections,
offering a harrowing portrait of loss, identity, and exile.

The book opens with the death of an old Pandit man in a refugee camp in Jammu, setting a
sorrowful tone that captures the desolation experienced by the displaced community. Pandita
describes the Muthi refugee camp in vivid, bleak imagery, with its “barren land infested with
snakes and scorpions” and its people queuing desperately for “half a tomato” (Pandita 2—4).
Through such moments, the memoir shows how the once-thriving community of Pandits was
reduced to pauperized refugees. Pandita, who was only fourteen when his family fled
Srinagar, reconstructs the trauma of leaving behind a homeland where “our ancestors had
lived for thousands of years” (Pandita 2). In his Delhi exile, the author recounts the isolation
and rootlessness of living in a city where, unlike other migrants, he had “no home to return
to” (Pandita 8). His experience of “permanent exile” becomes symbolic of an entire
community’s dislocation (Pandita 8).

The memoir is suffused with grief and a sense of irreplaceable loss. One of the most poignant
sections recounts the author’s realization that he can no longer remember his mother’s voice.
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“The words were there, but the texture, tone and contours of her voice had gone missing”
(Pandita 11). This moment becomes a metaphor for the deeper erasure of homeland, culture,
and identity. Pandita recounts how everyday life in the Valley once brimmed with cultural
richness: the Pandits’ festivals, rituals, Kitchen gardens, and sacred texts. Yet, the slow
erasure of this life is evident in the political deterioration, beginning with selective targeting
and abuse. For instance, schoolboys would mock Pandita for singing the national anthem, and
the word “Azadi” (“Freedom”)—shouted during militant rallies—evokes not liberation but
terror in him: “This word, Azadi, it frightens me” (Pandita 9). The memoir includes a concise
but insightful historical account of the Kashmiri Pandits’ ancient presence in the Valley.
Pandita traces the community's philosophical and religious contributions—from
Abhinavagupta and Kalhana to Kashmiri Shaivism and Buddhist scholarship (Pandita 12—
14). He also details the long history of persecution—from Sultan Sikandar’s idol-breaking
campaign to Afghan rulers who sank Pandits tied in grass sacks into Dal Lake (Pandita 17—
18). These historical episodes offer crucial context for understanding the vulnerability of
Pandits in modern Kashmir.

The most gut-wrenching part of the memoir centers on the 1990 exodus, where Pandits were
threatened with death unless they converted or left. Slogans like “Raliv, Chaliv, ya Galiv”
(“Convert, Flee, or Die”) echoed ominously through loudspeakers (Pandita 19). Amid
growing militancy, Pandits were murdered, raped, and displaced. Families left behind homes
“with twenty-two rooms,” which they would never see again (Pandita 10). Pandita’s account
is not only about the physical loss of territory but the annihilation of memory and dignity.
Despite the trauma, the memoir is also a tribute to resilience. Pandita celebrates the
endurance of customs, language, and memory. Festivals like Shivratri are described in rich
ethnographic detail, symbolizing cultural resistance against erasure (Pandita 26-27). He
reflects on how Kashmiri Pandits maintained their dignity even as they were relegated to
refugee camps and marginal lives. For Pandita, storytelling becomes a political act—to
preserve a truth that official narratives often overlook.

This book is a haunting testament to the pain of exile, the politics of memory, and the
resilience of a displaced people. Pandita’s memoir is not just a chronicle of historical
injustice but also an emotional map of what it means to lose one’s home, language, and voice.
“Shahar was our shahrag—our jugular. Shahar was us,” Pandita writes of Srinagar (Pandita
34). It is this severed lifeline the book mourns, critiques, and memorializes. Pandita’s memoir
is an important text in postcolonial and conflict literature because it gives voice to a
marginalized community whose trauma has often been overlooked. It provides a unique
perspective on the Kashmir conflict—one that is deeply personal yet representative of a
larger collective experience. His narrative contributes to what Marianne Hirsch calls
“postmemory,” where the trauma of one generation is carried and expressed by the next
through stories, images, and inherited pain (Hirsch 103).

This paper argues that Our Moon Has Blood Clots is not just a personal story of loss but a
collective testimonial of an entire community’s forced displacement. It highlights themes of
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memory, identity loss, cultural erasure, and the pain of exile. Through simple but powerful
language, Pandita captures the emotional and physical trauma of the Pandit community. By
analyzing this text, we can better understand the human cost of the Kashmir conflict and how
literature helps in remembering, resisting, and healing. The memoir becomes a form of
testimony, and by reading it, we witness a part of history that is too often forgotten.

Historical and Political Background of the Exodus

The exodus of the Kashmiri Pandits in 1990 did not occur in isolation. It was the result of
complex political and social developments in the Kashmir Valley over several decades.
Understanding the historical and political background is essential to contextualize the events
described in Rahul Pandita’s Our Moon Has Blood Clots. The memoir captures not only the
emotional trauma of the displaced community but also reflects on the larger political climate
that led to their forced migration. Following the partition of British India in 1947, the
princely state of Jammu and Kashmir became a contested region between India and Pakistan.
Although the Maharaja acceded to India, the state retained a special constitutional status
under Article 370. Over time, this autonomy was gradually eroded, leading to growing
resentment among many Kashmiris. Political interference from New Delhi, broken promises
of autonomy, and the dismissal of elected governments created a sense of betrayal and
frustration.

The situation worsened with the 1987 state elections, widely believed to have been rigged.
The Muslim United Front (MUF), which had gained significant support among the youth,
was defeated under questionable circumstances. As noted by political analyst Sumantra Bose,
this election marked a turning point: “The rigged 1987 elections proved to be the last straw
for many disillusioned Kashmiri youths who began to see armed rebellion as the only option
left” (Bose 85). This disillusionment gave rise to insurgent groups who demanded secession
from India, and some supported the idea of an Islamic state. By the late 1980s, the Kashmir
Valley saw the emergence of various militant groups, many of whom received training and
support from across the border in Pakistan. One of the most prominent groups was the Jammu
and Kashmir Liberation Front (JKLF), which sought an independent Kashmir. Over time,
Islamist groups like Hizbul Mujahideen gained dominance, advocating for Kashmir’s merger
with Pakistan and promoting a rigid religious ideology. With the rise of such groups, the
social fabric of the Valley began to change. The once pluralistic culture that allowed Hindus
and Muslims to live together started to unravel. Islamization became a political tool, and
Kashmiri Pandits, as a religious minority, found themselves increasingly marginalized.
Pandita describes this shift in his memoir, recalling that “mosques began to broadcast slogans
that had never been heard before... threatening the Pandits with death if they didn’t leave”
(Pandita 89).

The 1990 Exodus of the Kashmiri Pandits
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In January 1990, the situation reached a breaking point. Political instability worsened after
the resignation of Governor Jagmohan’s predecessor, and within days of his appointment,
widespread protests and violence erupted in the Valley. Militants had already begun targeting
prominent Pandits, many of whom were government employees, journalists, and intellectuals.
Killings, kidnappings, and public threats created an atmosphere of intense fear. According to
Pandita, the Pandit community was systematically terrorized into fleeing. He writes, “They
came for our neighbor first. Then, the news came that another Pandit had been killed. Each
morning, we waited to hear who had been murdered the night before” (Pandita 93). Leaflets
were distributed, and threatening graffiti appeared on walls. Loudspeakers in mosques
shouted slogans calling for the death of Pandits and for the creation of an Islamic rule in
Kashmir. Faced with imminent danger and little support from the state, thousands of families
left their homes in a matter of days. Estimates suggest that nearly 100,000-150,000 Pandits
fled the Valley between January and March 1990 (Kak 27). Most of them moved to Jammu
and Delhi, where they lived in overcrowded camps under poor conditions. Despite the scale
of the exodus, the Indian state remained largely passive, offering little security or support to
the displaced population. This apathy is something Pandita strongly criticizes in his memoir,
arguing that “the Indian government watched in Silence as an entire community was pushed
out of its homeland” (Pandita 96).

What makes Our Moon Has Blood Clots unique is how Rahul Pandita blends personal
memory with historical narrative. He does not merely provide a journalistic account of the
events; instead, he weaves his own experiences and those of his family into the broader
history of Kashmir. The memoir includes anecdotes from his childhood—how he played with
his Muslim friends, celebrated festivals, and slowly began to sense the hostility growing
around him. This approach makes the political deeply personal. For example, Pandita
recounts how his cousin Ravi, a young Pandit man, was shot dead by militants, and how this
event changed his understanding of fear and loss forever (Pandita 106). By sharing such
stories, Pandita humanizes the tragedy and gives voice to the pain of an entire generation.

His use of memory and storytelling turns the memoir into a form of lived history. It
challenges the reader to recognize the experiences of a community that has often been
neglected in mainstream narratives. In doing so, Pandita not only tells his own story but also
helps preserve the collective memory of the Kashmiri Pandits.

Memory as Testimony and Resistance

Memory plays a very important role in Our Moon Has Blood Clots by Rahul Pandita. It is not
only a way for the author to remember his past, but also a form of protest and resistance.
Through memory, Pandita speaks out against the silence and forgetfulness surrounding the
forced migration of the Kashmiri Pandit community in 1990. In this way, his memoir
becomes both a personal story and a political act. In the study of trauma and memory,
scholars like Cathy Caruth and Dori Laub argue that remembering painful events is an act of
survival and resistance. According to Caruth, trauma is not something that disappears with
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time; it often returns through flashbacks and painful memories. She writes, “To be
traumatized is precisely to be possessed by an image or event” (Caruth 4). In other words,
those who experience trauma often remember it again and again. These memories help them
make sense of their pain. Similarly, Dori Laub explains that speaking about trauma,
especially in the form of testimony, allows survivors to take back control of their story. He
says, “The listener, therefore, is a participant and a co-owner of the traumatic event” (Laub
57). In Our Moon Has Blood Clots, Pandita uses memory to fight against forgetting. He tells
the stories of his own family and others to show that their suffering must not be ignored or
erased.

Pandita begins his memoir with the memories of his childhood in Srinagar. He recalls the
small, everyday joys of life before the exodus—visiting temples, playing with friends, and
watching snowfall from the window. But slowly, fear begins to grow. He remembers how his
family would whisper at night, afraid that their Muslim neighbors might overhear them. He
writes, “We were always afraid. Afraid of the slogans, the gunshots, the whispers in the
night” (Pandita 41). These personal memories are deeply emotional, but Pandita also shares
stories of many other Pandit families who went through similar pain. By doing this, he builds
a collective memory—an archive of many voices. He writes about families who left with just
one bag, about women who lost their husbands, and about children who could never return to
their birthplace. “Some left quietly. Others had to run through the night. But all of us left
behind a part of ourselves,” he writes (Pandita 73). Pandita includes many oral testimonies in
his memoir—stories told by relatives, friends, and neighbors. These stories are not only about
what happened in 1990, but also about what followed in the refugee camps. He shares how
older Pandits remember their homes and how young people, born in exile, carry the burden of
stories they never witnessed. This is known as intergenerational trauma, where the pain of
one generation passes on to the next. The second generation may not have seen the violence,
but they live with the sadness, fear, and loss passed down to them. Marianne Hirsch calls this
“postmemory”—the memories of children born after the trauma who still feel its effects
through their parents (Hirsch 22). Pandita’s book shows how deeply this kind of memory
shapes the identity of the Kashmiri Pandit community. For example, he writes about a young
girl in a camp who would cry every night, asking when they would go back home. Though
she had never seen Kashmir, she had inherited the longing and pain of her parents. “Even the
children who had never seen the Valley had Kashmir in their hearts,” Pandita says (Pandita
102). This shows how memory becomes a part of the community’s identity, connecting
generations through shared loss.

Pandita’s writing style also helps bring out the power of memory. He uses repetition, poetic
descriptions, and Kashmiri words to make the reader feel what he felt. For example, he often
repeats the phrase “we left home” to remind us of the pain of exile. He writes, “We left
behind our books, our gods, our dreams. We left behind our home” (Pandita 52). He also uses
Kashmiri words like zuth (truth), ratandeep (oil lamp), and haarisa (a traditional meat dish),
which connect the reader to the cultural world that was lost. These words are small but
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powerful—they carry emotion, history, and belonging. His use of poetic images, like
comparing snow to “white grief falling from the sky” (Pandita 47), gives his memories a
haunting beauty. The language he uses is not just about facts; it is about feelings. Moreover,
the narrative is not strictly linear. The story moves back and forth in time, just like how
memory works in real life. This structure allows readers to feel the confusion, the
suddenness, and the lasting pain of trauma. By writing in this way, Pandita makes the reader
a part of the memory—ijust like Dori Laub describes.

In Our Moon Has Blood Clots, memory is more than a way of telling the past. It is a powerful
act of resistance. Rahul Pandita refuses to let the world forget what happened to the Kashmiri
Pandits. By sharing personal memories, community stories, and inherited pain, he builds a
living record of exile and loss. The memoir becomes a testimony—not just for his family, but
for a whole community. Through simple, emotional, and powerful writing, Pandita shows
that remembering is a way of surviving, of healing, and of standing up against silence.

Identity in Exile: Fragmentation, Nostalgia, and Reconstruction

When people are forced to leave their homeland, they do not just lose their homes and
belongings—they also lose a part of themselves. This is exactly what happened to the
Kashmiri Pandits during the 1990 exodus. In Our Moon Has Blood Clots, Rahul Pandita
shows how being pushed out of Kashmir broke the identity of an entire community. Their
sense of who they were—connected to a particular land, language, religion, and culture—was
deeply shaken. The idea of home was more than just a physical space; it was a part of their
soul. Once they left, that part of their identity began to feel fragmented, scattered, and
sometimes even lost. Pandita often refers to Kashmir as a kind of paradise, similar to the
Biblical “Garden of Eden” or Milton’s Paradise Lost. For the Pandits, Kashmir was not just
beautiful in its geography—with its snow-capped mountains, rivers, and saffron fields—it
was also the place where their memories, festivals, and way of life had existed for centuries.
He writes, “We lived in paradise, and we were driven out with no warning, no justice, and no
promise of return” (Pandita 18). This image of Kashmir as a lost paradise runs throughout the
memoir. The Pandits’ forced removal from this land made them feel like strangers in their
own country. Their temples, language, food, and customs had all been tied to a specific place.
Once they were removed from it, their identity no longer felt whole. The exodus did not just
affect the emotional and cultural life of the Pandits—it also brought them into physical and
economic hardship. Pandita writes with deep sorrow about the refugee camps in Jammu,
where many Pandit families lived in tents and poorly built shelters. The heat was unbearable,
jobs were few, and schools were overcrowded. He recalls, “My cousin died in a camp in
Jammu, not because of bullets, but because of the heat and illness. We were not killed in the
Valley, but we slowly died in exile” (Pandita 121). These lines reflect how deeply the refugee
life affected the Pandits—not just physically but emotionally as well. Many of them, once
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teachers, scholars, or civil servants, were reduced to living in poverty. The struggle to educate
their children, to find work, or even to access medical care added to the pain of being exiled.

Even more painful was the fact that the Pandits remained “internal refugees.” They were not
exiles in another country—they were still in India. Yet, they felt completely alienated and
neglected. They were citizens, but without a home, without proper protection, and without
recognition of their trauma. Pandita captures this feeling when he says, “We became invisible
people—victims who no one talked about” (Pandita 137). Their displacement created a
feeling of betrayal, especially since many believed the government did little to help them
return or rebuild. Over the years, as their exile continued, the younger generation began to
grow up without a clear connection to the land of their ancestors. Their identity started to feel
blurry—neither fully Kashmiri nor fully settled in the new places they were forced to inhabit.
Despite the difficulties of exile, the Pandits kept alive the memory of their homeland.
Nostalgia became a powerful part of their identity. They remembered the festivals, such as
Herath (Shivratri), which they used to celebrate with joy in the snow-covered Valley. They
remembered the syncretic culture in which Hindus and Muslims once lived peacefully.
Pandita writes, “There was a time when we visited each other’s homes, shared meals, and
prayed for each other’s families. That Kashmir is gone” (Pandita 66). This memory of a lost
harmony is both comforting and painful. It helps Pandits hold on to what was good, but it
also makes the present feel more painful because of how much has changed. Many Pandits
feel a sense of disillusionment with present-day Kashmir and India—where their suffering
has been forgotten or misrepresented. Yet, in the face of loss, many Kashmiri Pandits have
tried to rebuild their identity. One of the most powerful ways they have done this is through
writing. Pandita’s memoir itself is an act of resistance. By telling his story, he refuses to let
the world forget what happened. His book is not just about his personal pain—it is also about
giving voice to an entire community. He writes, “I am writing not just for myself, but for all
those who have suffered and were silenced” (Pandita 7). Through his writing, he reclaims the
memories of his homeland, his culture, and his people. He gives them space on the page—
space that they were denied in real life. In exile, Pandits have also preserved their identity
through cultural practices. Even in camps and settlements, they have continued to perform
religious rituals, teach their children the Kashmiri language, and organize community
gatherings. These actions, small as they may seem, are powerful acts of survival. They show
that even when a community is removed from its home, it can still find ways to hold on to its
values and traditions. Identity, though wounded, can be healed through memory, art, and
resilience.

To conclude, Our Moon Has Blood Clots shows how identity can be broken by exile but also
how it can be slowly rebuilt. Rahul Pandita tells the story of a people who lost their paradise
but did not lose their spirit. Through his words, the pain of the Kashmiri Pandits is
remembered, and their culture is kept alive. The memoir becomes more than a book—it
becomes a space for a lost identity to speak, to cry, and to heal.

The Aesthetics of Exile: Literary Style and Narrative Voice
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Rahul Pandita’s Our Moon Has Blood Clots is more than just a story of personal pain and
loss. It is a powerful memoir that uses literature to speak about a community’s tragedy. The
style and voice Pandita uses in his book help make the experience of exile real and emotional
for the reader. The memoir as a genre is especially important in this context because it allows
the writer to mix the personal with the political. In Pandita’s case, his writing is not only
about his own family’s experience but also about the broader history of the Kashmiri Pandit
community. He combines personal memory, eyewitness accounts, historical events, and
political commentary. This mixing of forms—memoir, journalism, and historical narrative—
gives his work a unique voice. It feels both intimate and truthful, a private story that reflects a
larger collective trauma. The emotional tone of the memoir changes throughout the book.
Sometimes, the voice is innocent and full of childlike wonder, especially when Pandita talks
about his early life in Kashmir. For example, he remembers listening to bedtime stories from
his mother and feeling safe in his warm home during the snowfall. He writes, “I loved the
sound of the snow falling on the tin roof of our house... it was as if heaven had come to rest
above us” (Pandita 15). These early memories are filled with love and beauty. But soon, the
tone shifts. When the violence begins, Pandita adopts a more journalistic and serious voice.
He speaks about events with sharp details and clear facts, as if trying to report the truth of
what happened. Then, at other moments, the tone becomes filled with anger and deep
sadness. When he writes about the killings and the pain of exile, the language becomes
intense and emotional. He says, “I want to scream when people say there was no genocide... |
want to show them the wounds, the blood, the silence of the dead” (Pandita 132). These shifts
in voice—from innocent to detached to furious—help the reader feel the many emotions that
come with losing one’s home.

Pandita also uses strong symbols and metaphors in his writing to deepen the impact of the
narrative. The title of the book itself—Our Moon Has Blood Clots—is a powerful metaphor.
The moon, usually a symbol of beauty and calm, is shown here as wounded and bleeding. It
represents Kashmir, the land he loves, which has been scarred by violence and hate. He
writes, “I remember looking at the moon from the terrace of our home. It looked wounded, as
if it too bled for us” (Pandita 89). This image helps us understand how deeply the author
connects his pain with the land itself. Other symbols also appear in the book, like homes,
temples, and shrines, which represent not just physical places, but cultural and spiritual
identity. Their destruction is not just about losing buildings—it is about losing memory,
community, and belonging. Pandita writes, “When they burned the temple, they burned the
centuries of prayer that lived in its stones” (Pandita 104). These metaphors make the reader
feel the depth of loss in a way that plain facts cannot.

Another important feature of the book is Pandita’s use of multiple voices. He does not tell
only his own story. Instead, he includes the testimonies and memories of many other
people—his family members, neighbours, and other Pandit exiles. He writes about an old
man who died with a picture of his burned home in his pocket, and a young woman who still
dreams of the walnut tree outside her lost house. These stories give the memoir a feeling of
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community. They show that the pain is not just one person’s pain—it belongs to many.
Pandita writes, “I carry the stories of a thousand exiles. Their voices speak through me”
(Pandita 142). By including these voices, he makes the book not just about memory, but also
about shared resistance and survival.

The narrative also moves back and forth between the past and the present. Pandita often
begins a chapter with a memory from his childhood and then connects it to something in the
present. This structure helps the reader understand how the past still lives inside the writer.
The trauma of exile is not something that ended in 1990—it continues to affect his life today.
For example, when Pandita visits his childhood home many years later, he is overcome with
grief. He writes, “I stood there, but I was not welcome. My home looked at me like a
stranger” (Pandita 159). These moments show how exile changes time. The past is never
really gone; it keeps returning in memories, dreams, and sorrow.

In conclusion, Our Moon Has Blood Clots is written in a style that blends emotion, history,
and literature. Rahul Pandita’s voice shifts between the personal and the political, the
innocent and the angry, the factual and the poetic. He uses strong symbols like the moon and
temples to express deep pain and longing. He includes many voices to create a collective
story of the Kashmiri Pandit community. And he moves between past and present to show
how memory lives on. The aesthetics of exile in this memoir are powerful because they do
not just tell a story—they make the reader feel it. Pandita’s writing is a form of resistance, a
way to remember, and a way to heal. Through his words, the forgotten voices of exile find a
place to speak.

Trauma, Silencing, and the Politics of Representation

In Our Moon Has Blood Clots, Rahul Pandita gives voice to the deep psychological trauma
that the Kashmiri Pandits experienced due to the violence and forced exile of 1990. His
memoir is full of emotional pain, anxiety, and memories that haunt both him and others in his
community. The trauma shown in the book is not only physical, caused by killings and
threats, but also psychological. Many signs of Post-Traumatic Stress Disorder (PTSD)
appear in the memoir. For instance, there are moments of sudden fear, flashbacks of violence,
disturbed sleep, and a constant sense of being unsafe. Pandita describes how even years after
leaving Kashmir, he still wakes up in the middle of the night with the sound of gunshots in
his ears. He writes, “I still cannot sleep well. I still fear the silence, because in silence, the
past returns” (Pandita 118). This line reflects how deeply trauma can settle in the body and
mind, even long after the violence has ended.

The book also talks about silence and emotional numbness, which are common signs of
deep psychological pain. Many survivors in the memoir do not cry or shout about their
suffering. Instead, they remain silent, sometimes for years. Pandita mentions a family friend
who stopped speaking altogether after witnessing a murder. He says, “She sat by the window
every evening, staring at the mountains, as if her voice had also been buried under the snow”
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(Pandita 95). This kind of silence is not weakness—it is the body’s way of dealing with pain
that is too big to express. The silence becomes a symbol of unresolved grief and loss, where
people are unable to mourn properly because they never received justice or closure.

A major concern in the memoir is how the story of the Pandits has been pushed aside in
public discussions of the Kashmir conflict. Pandita talks about the politics of silencing—how
newspapers, politicians, and even human rights groups have often ignored or downplayed
what happened to the Pandits. He writes, “We are victims too, but our suffering has no space
in the national debate. We are the inconvenient truth” (Pandita 138). He expresses his anger
at how the world talks a lot about Kashmir, but rarely listens to the stories of Pandits who had
to flee their homeland under threats and violence. He accuses both the Indian government and
the separatist leaders of using the Pandits as political tools, without actually caring about their
return or safety. Pandita is especially critical of the media, which, according to him, only
covers stories that fit a popular narrative. He explains that when he tried to publish articles
about the Pandit exodus, many editors told him that the issue was “not relevant” anymore. He
writes, “Our pain did not suit their headlines. Our blood was not fashionable” (Pandita 147).
Through these words, he shows how powerful institutions can choose whose pain matters and
whose does not. His memoir becomes a response to this silencing—a way to break through
the wall of forgetting and denial.

However, there is also an important ethical question that Pandita must face: Is he only telling
one side of the story? The Kashmir conflict is complex, involving both Hindu and Muslim
communities, and filled with years of political struggle, military presence, and human rights
violations on all sides. In his memoir, Pandita clearly focuses on the suffering of the Pandits,
but he does not completely ignore the pain of Kashmiri Muslims. He writes, “I know there
are Muslims who have suffered too. | know mothers who lost their sons, wives who lost their
husbands” (Pandita 154). But he also adds, “This book is not about them. This is my story,
and the story of my people” (Pandita 154). In this way, Pandita tries to show that telling his
community’s story does not mean denying the suffering of others. He makes it clear that his
aim is not to blame, but to be heard.

This discussion about representing trauma is not limited to Pandita’s work. Other writers
have also tried to capture the pain of exile. For example, Siddhartha Gigoo’s novel The
Garden of Solitude also explores the emotional struggle of a young Pandit boy forced to
leave Kashmir. Gigoo writes with sensitivity about the confusion, guilt, and longing that
come with exile. Like Pandita, he also shows how memory becomes a way of keeping one's
culture and identity alive. Similarly, women writers from the Pandit community have written
memoirs and essays that highlight gendered experiences of trauma. In Sushma Dhar’s
essay “Life in the Camp,” the focus is on women’s suffering—Ilack of privacy, the pressure of
silence, and the pain of watching families fall apart. These works, when read together, offer a
broader understanding of how different members of the community experienced the same
tragedy in different ways.
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In conclusion, Our Moon Has Blood Clots does an important job of representing the trauma
and silencing that the Kashmiri Pandits have faced. Rahul Pandita does not just tell a
personal story—he brings attention to how an entire community’s pain was ignored. He
shows that silence is not just personal—it is political. He also faces the difficult task of telling
one side of a conflict while still recognizing the humanity of the other. His memoir, along
with other testimonial writings, adds to the growing archive of Kashmiri literature that
refuses to let the victims of exile be forgotten. Through emotion, honesty, and storytelling,
Pandita helps reclaim space for voices that have been pushed aside for too long.

Conclusion

Rahul Pandita’s Our Moon Has Blood Clots is not just a personal story about loss and exile;
it is a powerful and emotional account that speaks for an entire community. The memoir tells
us about the pain of losing one’s home, the struggle of living as a refugee, and the deep
sadness that comes from being forgotten. Through his memories, Pandita shows how the
Kashmiri Pandits were forced to leave their land, how their identities were shaken, and how
they continued to carry the pain of that loss for years. He blends personal memory with
historical facts and emotional storytelling to create a work that is both touching and
politically important. As he writes, “I want to remember everything, even the pain, because
forgetting would mean losing everything that made us who we were” (Pandita 140). This
sentence sums up the central aim of the book: to remember, to resist forgetting, and to
reclaim a lost voice.

The memoir is also very important today because it helps us understand the larger issues of
communal harmony, justice, and reconciliation in India. By reading Pandita’s account, we
learn how hatred and violence can destroy not only homes and families but also friendships
and shared cultures. Kashmir, once known for its peaceful and mixed society, became a place
of fear and division. Pandita’s story reminds us that if we want true peace, we need to listen
to all sides and make space for every community’s pain. He does not write to spread hate or
blame others. Instead, he writes to tell the truth and ask for understanding. “We are not
asking for pity,” he writes. “We are asking to be remembered” (Pandita 138). This quote
shows that remembering the past is the first step toward healing and justice.

In this way, literature becomes a powerful tool of resistance and remembrance. Books like
Our Moon Has Blood Clots act as archives of lived experience. They collect stories that
history books often ignore. They give voice to people who are usually silenced. When
Pandita tells the story of his family and community, he is not only keeping their memory
alive—he is also fighting against the forgetting that often happens in public and political
spaces. Through his writing, he says, “This happened to us, and it must not be erased.” This is
what makes the memoir more than just a personal document. It becomes a political act, a way
of demanding justice and a place in history.
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In conclusion, Our Moon Has Blood Clots is a powerful and necessary book that helps us
understand what it means to be exiled, to lose one’s home, and to search for identity in a new
and often uncaring world. It teaches us the importance of memory—not only for personal
healing but also for collective justice. Pandita’s voice is honest, emotional, and brave. His
memoir is a reminder that stories matter. By telling his story, he makes sure that the suffering
of the Kashmiri Pandits is not forgotten, and that the call for justice continues to be heard.
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