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refugees endure chaos and cholera

Emptied of All H

CALCUTTA
he Bengali villager lowered the handker-
chiel from his mouth long enough 1o
mutter one word, “‘cholera,” and hur-
ricd on his way. The deserted crossroads
in Indian West Bengal was only three miles
from the East Pakistan border. Over that bor-
der, for weeks now, terrified and dispirited ref-
ugees had been streaming in search of sanc-
tuary from the brutality of West Pakistani sol-
diers. The short-lived state of Bangla Desh

Text by JOHN SAAR
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was dead, but among these sorry folk the dy-
ing continued.

To the left of the crossroads lay Karimpur,
a refugee camp abandoned when cholera
erupted among the 15000 East Pakistanis
sheltering there. Leaving 700 dead lying in the
open, the survivors had fled in panic. The
cholera traveled with them,

Vuliures in o brooding, strutting flock
brought sickening certainty that this road we
drove along was no innocent country Uhor-
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oughfare. The flesh-eaters were glossy, re-
pulsively replete. Further on appeared the
first of many piles of discarded clothing, sad-
Iy eloquent of the cholera victims who need-
ed them no longer. Then through the car
window came a hreath of tainted air, the cloy-
ing reek of death unseen yel certain some-
where oul there in the rice field. We passed
the corpse of a baby, the clean-picked skel-
eton of & voung child, and then dead ref-
ugees wrapped in mats and saris and look-
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At a refugee camp nesr Krishnanagar (abowe)
women Al water s from a pusnp |n many places,

thirsty refisgees have wsed water from roadssde
pondds contammaied wih ihe cholora bacillus,

‘They are dying so fast
that we can’t keep count’

e Rl L

ing like parcels fallen from a speeding wruck. A sin-
ghe-decker bus ground along, people cramimed Lght-
Iy inside and perhaps 70 miaee clingmg Lo finger-
holds on the back and rool. Above the mouths
masked with kands or cdoth, the eves were fnght
ened. A siream of womel .Lt'r|'.|'|'||:.' gushed lrom a
window, Chokera travels casily.

“They are dying m such numbers we can’t even
keep count,” smd an Indan socml worker who
halched a rde with us. “' It could have been avoided
il the government had Lold them where to go, Bud
they just kept walking and walking in the hot sun

Ihey became cahsusled, They drunk lrom infected
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East Pakistani refugees Aed across ithe border
mto |ndia ail many poinds. Many wre concentrated
near Krshnanagar, an pres ravaged by choleni

pooks, Often they dic in & single dav because they
are & weak

The very beauty of the coundryside, primed to
_=r|.'l,:'|.'l{‘n.'i h PrEminss-n rars. II'IiIJ:\lJI.: h;"lﬂ_\ NS
and pools bright with buee-Aowenng liles, seemed
o mock the tragic human affuirs in s midst, At the
village of Kanthah a crowd of refugess argued and
pleaded Tor places on a truck, Those already sick
lny on the rondside in pathetic family ableaus of de-
spair, For them money could not buy transport, so
the still healihy haggled for the nght to survival,
The aonly hope for the dying was fo reach a hospital
i Krishnanagar. In the villages along the road nei-
ther vaccine nor medicure was avairlable Carried on
I.hl"E'
era viclims convergad on the |'L|1--.|'|||.|£ Those who
wire ol dead on amival were taken heneath the
bamboo-and-canvas marques and placed on the
grass to fight for life. Hollow-eyed and only semi-
comsCious m Uhe hstless torpor of (olal exhauston,
they lay and retched. Relutives fanned the black fog
off flies from ther faces. Among them, hearteningly
calin and well-laundered, nurses with life-saving bot-

'Irl:."l"'r."a.'-\.l sliretchers, ox carts and I'..'-lihqﬁ.

tles of intravenows waline solution moved through
the great tent’s swelienng dimness. Perhaps half the
patients were children. One little gird lny arms akim-
ha, her wide-open eyes dulled by death. “'She was
about 7 years old and our ambulance found her dy-
ing alone.” expluined the staff nurse. It was too
late.”" A Fatigued doctor lapsed mito hand-wnnging
InCOhercnoe, =~ the wielched comditson of these
peopke . . we were nol ready . . even a sck dog
OF cal gels beller Ireatment . we leel we have
failed them.™

Dy, 5. Chakraverioy, governmeni medical officer
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» Ilwphowd and poho

wgee tolal mounting daly extvimatex] 4.5 milllvoi
Easi Bengalis have fled inio Indin
miilhon of them have surged inio this smal
West Bemgal, iisell a stole which has ove
pnemployved, plus L
15 us thouwgh the entire populations ol Mew
and Connectieul had suddenly mgrated o MNew
deaths lrom cholera
and gstroenienitis have
R O, bst uimaoiBicial estimates range up fo 000, el

upecs are reporicd breaking throwgh cordons pliced

around Cakutta, ramsmg the hkehlasxi of cf

There are s many fales of sorrow and persec

tion al the hands Pakisiani troops

wrereygley mmmial cierpcney  lonl

i Krishnanugsr, s mun comfons his cholera

there are people triclgrg the burmmg hod rodds I i A
Ly ! 1 choen wiffe. In less than a week, 70 died 1here

They szimmounded owr villige on three sades and st

fire to i1, When we ran out they fired with machins

EUmS A II'II.'|J| Ay % ".,| G froim a g i | .I| e ©YiEs
strenmed tears: ““They chased after us and one trved lights canghi the body of an old man. We wiondbered
by bt e withe bis faeld [stick]. | had my baby ove and stopped, but it was not the sume man
my shoubder and 1the Mow creshed his head From iheir different stomes a lerrible peciure
Many of the uprooted are aged, One such coupl emerged. The imibal Pakistan) aemy llempt Lo orush
maoved at a painliol pace, the old man habhling on 2 the Banpls Desh usdependence movement by kill-
wpled lelt beg and a wizened old Indy bent doubl ing its leaders Tl appirenily o smed into 3 Tall
and edging along on 0 | %inch-long stick, They had sale religous pitack on East Pakistan s Mondu -
not known each other before, but bath had been sep- kY In recent wecks almosi all of 1he refupees
arated from theirr Tamibies in the confusion of - have been Himdus esicied Trom therr homies I'-_-l Al s
cape. We are consolaton for one another ihe lymi= act g imder the orders and threats of the army
old man expluimed. *“'We I'-,-_.l For Tood and walk e s i hunt |1 Pak isbin soldiers milercepl nefu
fivre the saim gets hoi.” Two naghits loter our head poes before they cross mio Indoi and mob them of
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Rising waters
and a wait
for no rice

COMTINUED

cash, clothes and jewelry. They have even taken
cooking pots and snatched saris from the shoulders
of flecing women. The worst allegations of the kid-
napping, detention and mass rape of girls are not
conclusively proved. Yet many families allege their
daughters were carried off, and a relative shortage
of young girls in the refugee camps has been noted.

A fresh terror s the monsoon rains, Seven days
ago 20,000 people moved onto a bleak open field
only 30 miles from Calcutta. They were to be the oc-
cupanis of a new camp called Kalyani Five, The
ground was dry, but the monsoon was imminent and
the shawl of gray sky overhead was bruised and om-
inous. The only shelter available was rough-sewn
hulrush mats. Even as these were being distributed,
sheets of rain hurled by gale-force southwest winds
swept over the field, For the three million or more
refugees who live in low-lying camps like Kalyani,
time began to run out.

The pounding rain beat Kalyani Five to a liquid
mud, scarching for the chinks in the frail impro-
vised tents, reducing the refugees to a state of sod-
den, shivering misery. Lightning fAashes revealed
whole familics intertwined for warmth. Children,
many of them naked, whimpered from the wet and
the 15¥ drop in temperature. As waters crept high-
er, poisonous snakes came among the people.

Meanwhile, under a phalanx of threadbare um-
brellas, men gathered in a surging mass around the
only relatively permanent shelter in Kalyani Five, a
bamboo-and-canvas streciure housing the nce sup-
ply. For men whose familics had not eaten for three
or four days, food was tantalizingly close. They pa-
tiently queved and requeuved throughout the day.
But there was no rice issue—the only officer with
the necessary authority failed to show up.

The episode was unfortunately typical of the way
the creaky Indian burcaucracy has hampered the
most well-meant attempis to help. Coupled with the
slow and as yet pathetically inadequate response off
Western nations (the U.S. came through initially
with a mere $2.5 million but has since allotied an ad-
ditional $15 million), it offers many refugees hope
for little more than slightly delaved death. Already
there are numerous cases of rice supplies running
out, of starving familics denied aid because their pa-
pers were incorrectly stamped.

The man responstble for Kalyani Frve is the mag-
istrate of MNadia District in West Bengal, Dipak
Ghosh, an energetic 3d4-year-old whose eyes are

%

dark-ringed from the strain of caring for 00,000
refugees. ““Kalyani is on our conscience. We just
cannot give them shelter. | make 12 trunk calls and
scnd 14 telegrams every day for tarpaulins, but there
are none to be had.™

Ghosh has fought hard and will fight on, but he
15 unmistakably weary and dispirited: "'Can we
cope? The civil administration ceased to be able to
cope long ago. The mflux was under control until
two weeks back, but since then the roads have been
s0 jammed with refugees we could not get through
and it’s total chaes.” Dropping his hand to the desk
in resignation, he added, 1 don't know what will
happen. 1 feel physically sick when | see these chil-
dren without any clothes lying on the wet ground.
Clearly, many of them will die."

Ghosh and others believe that the problem is vast-
Iy beyond the capability of the administration, and
that the Indian army must step in. All other work in
Madia, for instance, has been stopped to free stafl
for the refugess. And worse 13 yel (o come. Even
under dry-season conditions, the sheer cost of han-
dling the refugees mounted to cight million rupecs a
day (510,664 ). Ths, for a nation whose per capita in-
comé 5 among the lowest in the world, is 8 major im-
position. It has inspired talk of radical alternatives
by the Indian governmeni. Prime Minister Indira
Gandhi has given notice that India is unwilling to ac-
cepl the reflugess on any bul a shori-term basis
Hawks are talking about a war that would force Pak-
istan to stop expelling refugees and to accepl the re-
turn to their homes of refugees already in India.

In the refugee-clogged districts social tensions are
reaching a flush point, although the sympathy of the
West Bengalis for the newcomers has so far been
enormous. In the village of Kanthali, for instance, a
tbby, globe-faced man named Nalini Mohan Bis-
was, who runs a furming and trading business, wel-
comed 125 cholera victims into the courtyard of his
home when they collapsed while passing through
town. Biswas himsell was unprotected by a vacci-
nation. Even so, he nursed the stricken refugees so
conscientiously that only four died.

But such rare and extraordinary elforts are -L'|-n|5|'
pinpoints in 8 vast tragedy. Marayan Desai, secretary
of & national volunteer group, has no doubts about
the gravity and explosiveness of the refluges issue: *°[
see a series of calamities, beginning with huge health
problems. | imagine that thousands will die every
day. Perhaps it i1s already too late."” [ |







The merciless assault of wind and cold

28




L SINE FUsh Mals DoCEUsE hene e no [@arpeuiing avaik-
able, refugees iry o shield themselves from rain amd
whipping winds. In normal times, with the iemperature
commanly reaching 907, children often run around na-
ked. Now, éxposed 1o the cold ran and the mud, they are
particularly susceptible 10 preumonm. Like many arcas
where reflugees are now living. this one will be wnder

1w feel of water when the monsoons end in Lte July



29 97T, d5ad



Photographed by OICK SWANSON




A fact-finding mission to the refugee camps of north India

- KENNEDY'S SEARING TRIP
THROUGH PAKISTANI GRIEF

1 ‘ ** Zindibod Kin-g-dee!™ (**Long live Kennedy!™) roared the huge, rag-
" . ged crowds of Pakistani refugees as, with elenched fists upraised, they

'\‘\ hailed the arrival of Senator Edward Kennedy in the refugee camps of
- northeast India. The senator, who is chairman of the Senate Subcom-
mittee on Refugees, was in India for a quick fact-gathering, whistle-stop
tour of the camps. But the joyful welcome and enthusiastic expectations
of the refugees rapidly turned the trip into a searing personal experi-
ence, as all the hopes and sorrows of a desperate people were brought to
focus on him. The reflugees, now counting almost eight million, huddled
in the monsoon mud, dving from malnutrition, cholera and pneumonia,
and nursing the wounds of baitle. Still pouring over the East Pakistan bor-
der at a rate of 35,000 a day, they show no inclination to return home
until the army occupation is ended, their leader Sheik Mujibur (**Mu-
jib”) Rahman is released from West Pakistan (where he is now on trial
for his life) and East Pakistan is guaranteed a measure of independence
To these people Kennady seemed a ray of hope, and perhaps a powerful
ally. His trip included a secret meeling with the provisional prime min-
ister of Bangla Desh, but hewas denied a visa to enter Pakistan itself. Ken-
nedy left India sounding as if he intended o initiate decisive action back
home. **We are providing millions of dollars in military aid 1o 'West
Pakisian,” he said, “and blood money to look after the refugees.”

Crowds of refupees wave
and chant as Kenmedy ar-
rivesfora camp Lour. At frst
ihe welcomes were '|.|l.'.|l|}
well organized, but when he
made some unplanned and
unanaounesd visits later in
his trip, he wis received
with as much enthusiasm

i







children who may die without nutrition

die, and many of the survivors will be hlind or and fomily trogedy, but repclions 1o misfor- splinters in his chest, a girl who had been raped
mentally retarded from vitamin deficency Tune vaned. Some relugees scemed i signied 1o and then shot by the West Paksianis. & wom
Kennedy wasted no time ir beginning h the horrors they had expenenced. but most of an who had Feen shot in the stomach, 3 bos
tours. Within an hour of his arrival in Ca the ViMUng men sl noursked o fierce sense of with an arm full of bone :-\.| niers. The cumu
cutta, the first Indian Mies settled on his white nationhood. Beside an old lady, shriveled and ative effect of four days of such sighis lefi Ken-
handmade shirt as he squatted under the broil- dying i the rain, a hysierical son spat angrily nedy deeply shocked and depressed. **1t was
ing aun, questiomng an old lady belore her “1 wani to go back and fizht. Our country is mich worse than | expecied,”™ he said. **1 have
hitch of twigs and grass, | ey heTe he being run by anmmals.” In one overcrowded a collection of personal obser "':""""""'-i'""'l-"‘-'
""l'l'l'll-' ":l'l:":"l.-l hum o tell stories ol personal :il"-| lal H.l I|._.L|_. saw a Chuld with shrapne nences that have really burned into mv sl
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T India takes up the cause of the Bengalis with

In Pakistan, now
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aid and an invasion

Iit's war

i- r-:‘;'""

Several miles inside East Pakisian, Pakstant troops drag awiy the
stiff corpse of an Indian soldier. General Niazi, resting comfortably
on his shooting stick, has no qualms about the threat from India:
“Wecan beat the Indians when they owinumber us three 10 one,™

nofficially we are at war,” declared General A A K.

Miazi, West Pakistan’s spit-and-polish senior mil-
itary officer im East Pakistan. But with just whom
was a matter of debate. In fact, the enemy appeared
to congist of virtually the whole population of East
Pakistan, plus contingents of the Indian army which crossed
the barder two weeks ago and stayed there. With Indin’s in-
tervention, the already trage East Pakistan situation slid vet
nearer to another futile and exhausting Asian war, this time be-
tween two of the poorest nations on carth.

East and West Pakistan have Mohammedanism in commaon,
bt hivtle else, The two parts of the country are a thousand miles
apart, and the rough Punjabis and Pathans of the West, whao
TUn '|I'r: El:n:_‘-rn.'n-_'nl .,|.'||,i fill 1h|_' -:|nL\ of ‘,I':;' army. |'|_-u,'| il g
tempi for the slender, dark-skinned Bengalis of the East. The en-
sis began months ago when the Pakistan army crushed a pow-
erful independence movement in East Pakistan, arrested its lead-
(= ,|r||| |!'|1.|i|||[|:'d i rr||||[:||‘} TL'.'E'.I'I of werror. Hordes of H;I:'I!IJ_.':I.!I
reflugees Mooded into India—mine million of them, according o
New Delhi, Tt was this intolerable burden that brought the In
dian army in—along with, perhaps, a chance (o sneak a blow at
their old enemy while it was having trouble. The Indians at first
denied having attacked, until casualties (lefi) and captives
proved otherwise. Then they said they were merely raiding the

horder to silence Paksiam batteres that were shellhing Indun vil-
lages. Ominously, India’s Prime Minister Indira Gandhi termed
the mere presence of West Pakistam troops anywhere i East
Pakistan *'a threal to our security.”

So far the half-war is being fought with quaint Sandhurstian
echoes of team spirit and still upper lip, and with old-fash-
ioned weapons and tactics il suited to East Pakistan's watery
terrain. A greater threat than the Indians (although Pakisian
'Fl:l'ﬂFtF\.iI:i. 1o despise it) les deep within Pakistani lines. There,
thousands of Mukt Bahint, Indian-trained Bengali “‘freedom
fighters,” are slowly preparing a guerrilla war of the kind that
military minds like General Niaz's, despite the object lesson
of ¥ictnam, secem unable to cope with or even comprehend.




Hunting for Mukti Bahini
behind the lines

their determination and weird hf JOHN SAAR

weaponry, which includes Waorkd
Dacca

Wir 1l bali-action Enlields
and modern light automanics, ke sure you havea Bengali driver,”
sovmie caplured [rom the enemy. we were advised when we hcg.il.n our
search for the Mukt Bahini, the East
, Pakistan puerrillas. Out past the air-
' > port, where stnpped-out PIA Boe-

- J - Y . 1 . ..
L sy "ﬂ"' * " ing T07s bring in uniformed replacements from
F ;
¥

3 f ™ g &7 A " _ Karachi and take out wounded soldiers with the

i, g g, T ; k civilian passengers, we pass two checkpoints with

. " ¥, ' ; curi nods from Pakistani soldiers and a third af-

. ter a cursory search. ““They are so rude,” says

our guide Ishague, ignoring the fact that we are

after all off to meet their enemy. The country loos-

ens his tongue and he talks about the inevitabil-
ity of Bangla Desh, Free Bengal.

“All the people are for it now. And they are
ready to pay the price. People do not speak
about how their homes were burned, lhl:_!,- unr:,.'
say how many West Pakistams were killed. My
15-year-old son Daud joined the guerrillaz. We
told him not 1o but he went, and when [ asked
him, "Aren’t vou afraid?" he said, ‘Mo, my gun
will speak for me.” ™

Four hours in 2 boat, a pointed wooden sliv-
er powered by a tireless boatman with whipcord
arms, through an wdyvllic waterscape alive with
fish and fowl. There is smoke on the horizon
and the reason is gradually picked up in shout-
od exchanges with passing boats. “They burned
those four villages yesterday because they were
sheltering Mukti Bahini.," More news from a
man mendinga fish trap and Ishaque says, “There
are Mukti in that boat over there,” As we ap-
proach they start to paddle furiously but Ish-
aque persuades them to wait and we talk to
them. They have been traveling for |1 days and
nights, from the Indian border to the East Paki-
stani interior. They produce automatic rifles and
submaching guns of British design and explain
they were trained (o use them by Indian army
and Mukti Bahini instructors. Up until now guer-
rilla activity has been concentrated close to the
sources of sanciuary and resupply along the In-
dian borders. Ishaque is concerned about the
possibility of internal fighting among the Mukn
Bahimi. There are three groups represented in
the independence forces: the pro-Bangla Desh,
the independents and the Communist extremists.
“They have an agreement now to fight the com-
mon enemy bul | do not know what will hap-
pen in the fufure.™

The boat trip is of stagpering beauly: minnows
skipping along the surface flash as momentary di-
amonds, and porpoises plunge and frolic as the
sun sets. Yet there is discord and unease. Distant
shots startle wild duck to Might and set a flock of
cranes wheeling and swooping like papers before
afan. In the l!.l.l]'ight people are on the move, y:[l—
ing to one another in alarm, carrying their pos-

CONT INUED
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‘We will win with
our own hands’

ONT INUED
sessions to their boats, leaving their villages for
safety. Only who knows where safety lies? Lin-
like the battlewise Vieinamese, these people are
helpless, bewildered, unable 1o sense the answer
io a threat,

The darkness leads to a village and the homs
ol a schoolteacher who delivers an eloguent and
ordered disquisiion on the differences of lan
guage, race, culture and climale separating the
two Pakistans, That a successiul man of middl
vedrs with family position and security to losc
should wholcheartedly ally himself with the guer
rillas scems impressive. He sends for the voung
men and in minutes they stand behind him shoul
der to shoulder, a crescent of strong laces, tecih
and protuberant checkbones gleaming in the dim
glow of & hurnicane lamp. The words stumble out
in faltering English but nothing can destroy the
ttrengﬂl and pm:inn of the Message, ““We don't
want the Indians to help us. We will win our own
country,” one of the group says. raising his
clenched fists, “*with our own hands,”

The next morning we sei off before dawn 1o
walk to a village where, we were told, 200 Mukts
were holed up getting ready for an operation
against a majpor target. We were still three miles
away when over the noises of a waking hamlet

ihe pounding of rice and the crackling of kin
dling—we hear the machine guns. The metro-
nome bursts of automatic fire seep through the
dawn must ke mulfled druoms and we Know it for
what it is, a thoroughly professional hall-light i
tack by the Pakistani army. For the first time Ish-
aqgie tells ws that his son is i the village, und
lapses inlo worried distraction. We keep moving
through well-kept hamlets with rich grain fields
and tethered goats and cows, Outside each high-
Iy combusiible home stand siricken Family groups
staring in the direction of the firing. A cyclist races
past, wheels bouncing recklessly off the tree roots.,
and then four hurrying Mukti openly carrying
their weapons., They explain that the Pakistani
army has surrounded the village, killed the guards
and brought in martar fire. They were all 100 sur-
prised to fight back, they say, and everyone had
tried to run. Ishague asks after his son. They have
no news and he turns away,

The finng is coming steadily closer and 1he
Mukti advise retreating to another village where
mare of their comrades are to meet. There, in o
motley group of 30 or so, badly shaken and car-
rving little more than their ammunition, Ishagque
hinds his missing son.

On the long way back Ishague tells how his
s0i 15 hard hit by the loss of three good lmends
“| azked him to come home, but he didn't want
to. | said, *Come home and when you have some
ammunition and the leader reorganizes, then you
can go back,” [ ]

Taking shelter under o banyvan tree in a &

wsl insde [ndim are 1wo of the war’s saddest

victims, refugee women from East Paki
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EAST PARISTAN

The anguished hirth of Bangladesh

ver all the earth in the year 1971, no place

and no people suffered more ternibly than

East Pakistan and ils tormented inhab-
itants, Their suffering clings to our minds. Yet
out of that span of utter misery a kind of hope
emerged at last, becavse on a day in mid-Decem-
ber East Pakistan itself ceased to exist. In its place
stood a new state called Bangladesh ( Bengal Ma-
tion), enormously crowded, bitterly poor, the
eighth most populous country in the world—but
finally independent.

It happened convulsively, as il the agony
of commaon people had grown so great as to make
armies march and nations fall, United to West
Pakistan only by the Muslim religion, Easi Pak-
istan’s second-class status became desperately ob-

vious last spring when the central povernment out-
lawed a local independence movement, clapped
its leader in jail, and ordered 80,000 West Paki-
stani troops to restore control by force. Fleeing
the terror, East Pakistanis left their farms and vil-
lages and poured into India by the millions, per-
haps ten million in all. Disease, monsoon rains,
hunger, privations of every kind laid them wasie,
Still the Pakistani government refused (o ease its
bloody grip on the East. At last, moved partly by
the nead to solve the refugee problem and partly
by the urge to deal their historic enemy a crush-
ing blow, the Indians loosed their tanks and troops
across the border, Within 14 days the Pakistanis
yiclded, Bangladesh gained its freedom, and the
year's most terrible story drew to an aching close,
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Shouting “*Joi Bangla™ (**Victory 1o Bengal™) and
waving weapons, Cast Pakistanis welcome Indian
troops entering Jessore. At mght an Indian sol-







EAST PAKISTAN

CONTINUED

I'he real tragedy of East Pakistan took
place not to the rumble of tanks and the
crackle of gunfire but 1o less dramatic
sounds: flies buzzing, rain falling, chil-
dren and grown men wailing. All during
the spring and summer moniths refugees
from the West Pakistani terror campaign
staggered into India. Many walked for
weeks, virtually without food, never find-
ing shelter. Indian reliel facilities col
lapsed under the strain, and foreign aid
was pitifully inadeguate. In June mon-
soon rains began (helow), and the death
toll from bronchial pneumonia begin ™
to exceed the earlier chiel killers,
cholera and starvation. The family at
left had walked for 16 days. Within a
day of reaching India the wife fell sick
with cholera and quickly died. The
survivors mourned her, cremated her
corpse, then straggled away toward Cal-
cutta, 60 miles farther on. Death often
came first to the very young: dazed with
hunger, the refugee woman at right waits
passively for her baby to finish dying.






