 “Kaziranga’s Braveheart”: On the Front Lines in the Rhino Wars
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In the dead of a full moon night in India’s Kaziranga National Park, gunshots blasted the guards from their slumber. Earlier that day, a warning call had come in from a local informer, putting all personnel on high alert. These guards had been out on anti-poaching patrols since dusk, combing a few square miles of cold, foggy grasslands for signs of intruders. They had just stumbled back into camp, exhausted, desperate for a little sleep. 


They weren’t going to get it that night.


After radioing headquarters, the three men grabbed their ancient Lee-Enfield .303 rifles—weapons that date back to the era when British soldiers patrolled the Khyber Pass—and headed off in the direction of the shots. Fresh tracks led them towards the park’s periphery. 


They smelled the sickly sweet stench of the dead creature long before they saw it: an Indian rhinoceros, weighing at least 5,000 pounds. The gray behemoth lay in a growing puddle of its own blood, still oozing from a chest wound—and from the gouge on its nose marking the spot where its horn had been just a half hour before. One officer keyed his walkie-talkie and relayed the grim news and their coordinates to Dharanidhar “D.D.” Boro, the range officer in charge. 


As usual in these situations, Boro quickly organized a posse of armed guards. Six of them quickly headed into the bush. The years had taught him that there was only one safe way out of the preserve, one way that the poachers could avoid possible attack by tigers, elephants, rhinos, or a host of other dangerous animals, and that was to cross a bridge spanning a small, deep river that bordered the park. 


That’s where Boro and his men laid in ambush, crouching silently beneath the bridge in the dark. Within minutes, four men approached with rifles slung over their shoulders. Boro ordered them to throw down their weapons. But instead, they opened fire. 


That was a big mistake.


The smoke cleared quickly from the shootout. The guards had been characteristically frugal with precious ammunition—they receive miserly allotments from the Indian Government. They fired just seven rounds. Three hit their mark. One man, shot through the heart, died instantly. Another was hit twice in the stomach. He took 20 minutes to die. The others fled.


As it turned out, the two dead men were well known, wanted Naga poachers, members of a notorious hunting tribe from the nearby Karbi Anglong hills who were once fearsome headhunters. Boro photographed them. That was department protocol. Then he took their bodies back to park headquarters where they were displayed on the front lawn until the following day. 


Welcome to the rhino wars.

~~~

It took 40 hours of hard travel from New Jersey to get to Kaziranga, a place I’ve visited three times over the past few years. First a flight to Delhi, then two hours of gut-dropping turbulence and I arrive with a three-bounce landing in Guwahati in the northeast state of Assam, a small scrap of India sandwiched between Bangladesh, Bhutan and Myanmar. 
From there, it’s a five-hour drive on Highway 37, the main east-west highway. It’s a two-lane nightmare of near head-on collisions and vehicular homicides cut through a kaleidoscope of rice paddies, crop fields, sprawling tea plantations, and towns and villages built in cement block and bamboo. It’s hard to believe that a century ago this land was mostly unbroken forest, a malarial backwater, end-of-the-Earth kind of place where few people lived—or wanted to live. For the last few miles of my journey, the highway hugs the southern edge of the national park, and I glimpse the hefty, grey mass of a rhinoceros in the distance, standing belly-deep in a large pond. 


This is where I need to be to meet with D.D. Boro. Dubbed  “Kaziranga’s Braveheart” a decade back by India Today Magazine, this man has spent the last 21 years exchanging gunfire with poachers in Kaziranga’s leech- and snake-infested swamps and subtropical forests. His mission: to protect one of the few remaining strongholds for the staggering variety of creatures that are crammed into this improbable Noah’s Ark in numbers usually only seen on the African savannah. 


Boro’s biggest concern is the endangered Indian rhino. It is a prehistoric-looking tank of an animal whose horn is literally worth its weight in gold on the black market as a prized ingredient for traditional Asian medicine. In other national parks in India, the tigers or the elephants would be in great peril, but they’re difficult and dangerous to hunt—and there are rhinos here. It’s the perfect game for lazy poachers. Hunting them is a relatively easy affair: they hire local scouts to stake out a victim and call them on their cell phone with the location. Then they swoop in, shoot it, dig a pit on a trail to trap it, or run a cable from nearby high-tension wires into a favorite wallowing pond near the road to electrocute it. Then it’s just a couple of hacks with an axe, drop the horn in a plastic bag and they take off. 


The quest for this two- to five-pound horn has taken down about 650 of the beasts in Kaziranga over the past 40 years—and it turned this jungle into a killing field during the 1980s and ‘90s. The carnage peaked in 1992, when 48 rhinos were slaughtered, prompting officials to call in the Indian Army to beef up the park’s inadequate forces, a dramatic move that was mostly for show. But poachers were literally stopped dead in their tracks by Boro’s combination of military-style enforcement and his large network of informants. Just three of the animals were killed in 2003. But suddenly over the past year, it’s once again exploded into an all-out war. 

About two-thirds of the planet’s remaining Indian rhinos—maybe 1,900 or so—live in Kaziranga. The 332 square-mile preserve is essentially a lush island of swamp and forest sandwiched between the mighty Brahmaputra River to the north and the Karbi Anglong hills to the south. It’s also hemmed in by an exploding human population, many of them Bangladeshi immigrants, grabbing every scrap of tillable land in this economically depressed corner of an otherwise-booming country. With a potential fortune lumbering around in front of these villagers, people that barely feed their families and live in flimsy bamboo-walled houses that lack running water, the attacks aren’t going to stop anytime soon, and protecting these rhinos will remain a dangerous job. 
~~~

When I’m ushered into Mr. Boro’s office, I’m surprised by the man who stands to greet me. He doesn’t exude the air of a swashbuckling hero, nor the grim set of a warrior. Balding, slightly paunchy, maybe five-foot-eight, he has a boyish face and is soft-spoken as he greets me, flashing an easy smile. 


He motions me into a chair across his massive, neatly-piled desk, and asks if I’d like tea. He grabs an antique silver bell mounted on a melamine base, twists it to wind the spring coiled inside, and releases it in a resounding brash chime. Bureaucrats across India rely on this crucial item, the standard-government-issue method of summoning subordinates. Boro’s assistant comes running, receives instructions in Assamese, and hurries off, returning quickly with butter cookies and tea served in delicate, floral-painted china cups. One of the first things he tells me about himself is that he plays the flute. I’ve heard local music, the Assamese flute that wails in a wild rising and falling that we associate with snake charmers. ‘I perform at festivals,” he says, with a touch of schoolboy pride.

As we sip tea and chat, an eight-inch green gecko eyes me from the wall just above a framed certificate from the United Nations awarded to Boro for “extraordinary dedication and service.” Another, from the International Union for Conservation of Nature, was given "in recognition of outstanding valor in the cause of protected areas." They are just two of the many ways he’s been recognized over the years.


On the opposite wall, a huge blackboard displays the names of each man who has held this office, hand painted in meticulous calligraphy, their collective tenure dating back to 1926 when the area was named a reserve forest. It was first protected in 1905 after Lady Curzon, wife of the Viceroy of India, failed to see a rhino when she visited the area—and was appalled to learn that the creature was nearly extinct, with perhaps just a dozen left alive in Kaziranga. 
Boro is excited, animated as he describes some of the creatures under his care, behaving much like a proud father displaying his wunderkind: the huge, horse-like sambar deer, the reserve’s almost 1,300 elephants, the fishing eagles, the carnivorous, six-and-a-half foot long Bengal monitor lizards, the nearly 500 types of birds that live here or fly through, the sloth bears, the king cobras. He identifies each with their Latin name. 


With his scholarly air, meticulously manicured fingernails, and crisply ironed tan uniform, there is no hint that the man stalks the jungle day and night hunting the hunters and trying to avoid attack by the animals he’s there to protect. Nor would you ever guess that he’s threatened local villagers on numerous occasions—no doubt wearing his signature grin, warning them “if you kill one of my rhinos, I will kill three of you.” 


But this is far from an idle threat, and they know it. 


He won’t admit exactly how many men he’s personally killed in well over 100 firefights. More than 90 poachers have been killed since 1985, nearly 600 arrested, and he and he and his men have confiscated a small mountain of weapons and ammunition. 

As we talk, Boro juggles the constantly-jangling phone, his cell phone, and the stream of men who cautiously knock on his open door, bring papers or ask questions, and leave. Amidst this chaos, he never loses a train of thought. I’m taken by the way he looks each of them in the eye and listens—without the superior arrogance of many Indian bureaucrats, an attitude with roots trailing back to the British, the caste system, and kingdoms of long ago. Although they treat him with the deference of his position, there’s more, there’s a respect tinged with reverence.

~~~


Boro reaches into a desk drawer and fishes out an album of faded 4x5 black and white photographs, ravaged by Assam’s moldering dampness—gruesome snapshots documenting the rhino wars. Some photos ID dead poachers. In one, a man lies crumpled on the ground with a bullet hole through his forehead, his face contorted in agony. Boro and his men smile out from other pictures, standing proudly over piles of confiscated arms and ammunition, captured men—or the bodies of those foolish enough to go after his rhinos, all carefully posed in front of headquarters. Still others are Indian mug shots, chest-up views of sullen prisoners holding small blackboard slates carefully chalked with their name and title: poacher. 


Boro flips through his photos, reminiscing. He points to a photo of three men in handcuffs surrounded by rangers. He and 11 forest officers had ambushed their camp in the wee hours while they slept. Eight men had woken firing, armed to the teeth with semi-automatic U.S. carbines. When the shooting stopped, two were injured, three apprehended—and three escaped. 



He turns a few pages, and stops at a gruesome picture of two more casualties: one corpse’s entrails spill onto the grass. It seems that many hunters come in from the north, like these men, who floated across the Brahmaputra in tire tubes and were shot on the riverbank. 
“This is why it’s so hard to fight them,” Boro says, pointing to the next photo of two guys who died in a massive shootout with 26 rangers and police officers. He tells me that they were former soldiers that may have been part of a sophisticated international smuggling operation: they were outfitted with AK-47s and had Russian-made night vision glasses. 


He further explains that the rhino horn and other wildlife parts—from tiger skins, bones, and penises to bear gall bladders—are smuggled overland through Nepal and Tibet or through Myanmar to China, where they’re distributed through Southeast Asia. And that WWF, an international wildlife organization has discovered that the criminal gangs poaching rhinos and trading in their horns have become more organized as an international crime syndicate. 


A big cache of horns was seized in Vietnam in 2003, but remarkably little is known about the details of the trade—including exactly how much a horn is worth on the open market. Some guess it may be worth a few grand, others say tens of thousands. Recently, four locals who guided a poacher into the park from the nearby hills were each paid $375, a hefty sum in these parts. Not so long ago, the guy who actually shot the rhino didn’t get close to that.


I ask Boro why the damned thing is so valuable. It seems that for centuries, hunters have slaughtered rhinos for their supposed magical powers and healing properties. In Assam, local tribes once wore a fragment of skin or horn inside a charm around their neck because they believed it created force field-like protection from enemies. Others sewed a chip of rhino bone into men’s forearms to imbue them with the animal’s tremendous strength. People drank its urine to cure skin diseases. Rhino dung plasters were used to reduce swelling. 


Today, traditional Asian medicine uses the ground-up horn to cure everything from cancer and headaches to the common cold. The 16th century Chinese pharmacist Li Shi Chen claimed that it could also cure snakebites, hallucinations, typhoid, carbuncles, vomiting, and "devil possession." It is also taken to increase sexual vigor, probably because of the animal’s great sexual endurance: a rhino coupling commonly lasts 40 minutes or more. 


Back at home I discovered that recent tests by pharmaceutical giant Hoffman-La Roche proved that rhino horn, which is made of a substance similar to that of horse’s hooves, is really of no use for anything.
~~~

When Boro reaches the end of the photo album, I ask him why he exhibits shootout victims at headquarters. He looks me right in the eye. “It helps deter other poachers,” he says flatly. After a pause, his tone hardens. “You must understand. We are fighting a war. We are the soldiers, and the poachers are our enemy.” 


Then I ask him about the park’s shoot-to-kill policy—how he feels about killing people to protect these animals. 


“If we don’t fire, they’ll kill us,” he says. He falls silent, staring out the window. “But is it really worth losing a life for a small horn?” he asks.
~~~

I meet Boro before dawn to join him on patrol. I ride shotgun. Jayanta Borah, an armed guard, accompanies us, seated in the back of the open jeep with his rifle in his lap. It’s April, and though this is supposed to be the dry season, the land is sodden from relentless tropical downpours, and shrouded in bone-chilling mist. It’s murky in the dim, pre-dawn light as we drive along the dirt track cut through chest-high elephant grass. Unseen birds screech and call. 


Suddenly, an animal appears like an apparition, maybe 30 yards off the road, framed in the grass. Borah loud-whispers, "Gorh", Assamese for rhinoceros. Boro screeches to a halt. I tense, waiting to see if it will charge—which they commonly do. It’s a big one. With its strength and heft—weighing perhaps three tons—it could easily flip the vehicle. 


It’s my first up-close encounter with the beast on this trip—Rhinoceros unicornis—a primeval relic whose ancestors split off from the horse family some 50 million years back. Huge folds of skin on its sides and butt resemble riveted plates of medieval armor. The rhino turns to face us, its Shrek-like ears swiveling constantly, and it raises its unicorn nose to the sky, sniffing out the human intruders. 


Borah stands up in the back of the jeep. He yells and lets out deep, guttural grunts. He rattles the bolt of his rifle, making a metallic racket to scare the animal off. 


When it doesn’t budge, Boro breaks into in a gleeful smile, like a small boy handed an unexpected gift. "The last dinosaurs in the world," he says. 


I ask if it’s his favorite animal. After a moment’s consideration, wagging his head in a classic Indian side-to-side gesture that doesn’t mean yes or no, he says no. He loves the elephant most, the tiger. Snakes.


Then he leans on the horn with the same long blast that Indian drivers use relentlessly on the roadways. The rhino backs up a bit—and Boro floors it. The rhino wheels and bolts after us with surprising speed for its ungainly size. Over short distances, they’ve been clocked at 30 mph, which right now is a big problem. The track is a mire of muck. We fishtail through viscous mud that flies out in a brown wake behind us. Boro maneuvers the winding wreck of a road with off-road expertise, but the snorting rhino gains ground, coming within feet of ramming us. I can almost reach out and touch his monstrous head. Then abruptly, he just stops, ambles leisurely into the high grass, and disappears. Boro stops, too, and laughs out loud.

~~~

Even out here in the middle of nowhere at 6:30 in the morning, Boro’s cell phone rings every few minutes and staticky reports stutter in on his walkie-talkie. One of the park’s 40-some patrol elephants is sick. A group of Scandinavian ambassadors need VIP treatment on a tourist elephant ride. The pump in a remote anti-poaching camp isn’t working and his men have no water. A guard’s father passed away and he requests leave to go to the funeral. He chuckles when he learns of TV coverage of the CNN “Real Hero” award he just picked up in Bombay a few days before. Sometimes the cell reception is bad and he half-yells into the phone, gets cut off, and calls back while maneuvering one-handed through foot-deep ditches and the occasional small creek. All the while, his eyes never stop scanning the distance, keyed into habitual vigilance. 


The first rays of sun burn away the mist, revealing an anemic, hazy sky. Within minutes we’re running with sweat in the thick, steamy heat. Two men, rangers, come into view walking in the road. Boro addresses them warmly; they put their hands together and touch their forehead in a Hindu greeting. After a quick exchange in Assamese, they jump in back, and he tells me they have been reassigned to another outpost five miles away. It’s a damned long walk carrying heavy bags and rifles. But it’s also dangerous out in the grasslands. There’s nowhere to run and nowhere to hide. Once when Boro was out on evening patrol, he escaped from a rhino charge by shimmying up the only tree that grew for miles. At least 60 guards carry scars from animal attacks. 

I look over these ragtag soldiers in Boro’s army, their threadbare, crudely patched uniforms and ragged caps. One has plastic sandals on his feet. The other wears crappy Chinese-made camo sneakers that sell in the outdoor market for three bucks. Their lips are stained red and their teeth edged in black from chewing betel nut, a stimulant used by many Indians that bestows a mild euphoria. They carry antique .303 and .315 firearms. 


I ask Boro how much support the park receives from the Indian government, noting the condition of his men. His jaw sets, and I wonder if I’ve pissed him off. Finally he speaks. “The government gives us nothing. Ministers bring their families for a lovely day’s safari but do nothing to better outfit guards or protect the animals.”

Then he shares the details. Most years, their grossly inadequate operating funds haven’t arrived by the time the summer monsoon rains hit. Sometimes there’s no money for gas, medicine or feed for patrol elephants, or even bullets, which Boro often ends up covering out of his own pocket or with a loan from a local moneylender. No wonder the guys don’t have boots or raingear or new uniforms. There’s not even enough walkie-talkies to go around, and often no batteries to power flashlights. 


But one of the biggest problems is weapons. “We’re outgunned,” Boro says flatly. When they battle poachers, their aged rifles—if they fire at all—are no match for the automatic assault rifles with telescopic sights that more and more of them carry.


We pull up in front of Arimora Camp on the banks of the Brahmaputra. It’s a wood and bamboo structure with a corrugated tin roof, perched atop 12-foot cement pillars to offer some protection from raging monsoon floods and wild animals. One of the guards, Shotu Monhant, hurries down the steps to meet us. We walk past a well-tended garden sprouting obscenely large pale-green squash and chest-high marijuana plants. It grows wild here, but each camp has a patch. Supplies—including whisky—are sometimes hard to get, and the guys need to unwind somehow. Boro is one of the few who doesn’t drink or smoke—or chew betel nut, as his white teeth attest. 

We climb steep wooden stairs. Inside, it’s hot, and I’m grateful for the hint of breeze blowing through the open windows—windows with shutters, but no screens. Each rough-hewn bed is hung with a mosquito net. Each “mattress” is a bamboo mat. They lack plumbing, and they cook over open fires. The only electricity comes from one solar panel that charges the walkie-talkies.


Tea magically appears and we are offered chairs around a raw plank table. The men stand in the presence of their superior. Boro questions them about recent goings-on, then gives a short, impassioned monologue, gulps the scalding liquid, and stands to leave. 


He doesn’t speak until we drive away. “They have a hard life,” he says. “ And sometimes they don’t receive their salary for three months, sometimes longer.” That salary is a piddling $125 to $175 per month. The job requires them to remain on duty 24/7  in one of 125 anti-poaching camps for months at a time. Then they get just a few days back home with their families. They’re up at 5:00 AM for pre-dawn patrols, back out at dusk, often until 10 o’clock at night, covering many miles on foot or on elephant back, sometimes alone, sometimes in pairs.



Boro has lived in most of the camps, once for a seven-month stretch, and unlike other officers, still frequently stays out with his men. Propping up their flagging morale 

is one of the hardest parts of the job. He’s almost like a football coach, trying to keep them in the game. And the guards maintain improbable dedication despite their poor pay and difficult living conditions. “For us,” Boro explains, “these animals are like our family. We protect them from hunters like we would protect our own children.” And, he adds, most of them are willing to die doing it. About a dozen have.

But the bottom line is that they’re ill-equipped and there’s nowhere near enough of them. The 435 front line guards on duty are about the same number that patrolled here a decade ago, before the reserve was doubled in size, and the force is aging. Over half are between 41 and 50 years old; just nine are under 30. “We need young men, energetic men,” Boro laments.

~~~
Over the next hour, we spot another 20 rhinos, though none very close. They look up from their leisurely munching, but ignore us. We glimpse a fleeing blur of miniature, rust-colored hog deer and larger swamp deer, panicked by our intrusion. A wild boar follows, using the deer for an alarm. An entire herd of Asian buffalo bathes in a small pond, submerged except for their black noses and the tops of their arcing horns.


Another call comes in and Boro speaks with concern. I hear the word “hathi”, Assamese for elephant: a large male rampaged through Naromura Camp last night and demolished the building. One guard is in the hospital with serious injuries, and we’ll have to go assess the damage.


We check in at another camp, and then another, and drop the two guards off at a third. At the next, we share a camp meal of watery dahl, white rice and a glob of potato spiced with ginger, red onions and fiery red peppers served in dented tin bowls. It is simple fare, but tasty. We served first as honored guests; they only eat when we finish.


Over lunch, he teases one of the guards that they don’t know how to plow a field. “You are like a woman,” he says, shoulders shaking in silent laughter. When he composes himself, he translates. I must look confused, because he explains, and then many things about him begin to make sense. 


Growing up in small village outside Guwahati, he was the third of eight kids. Their tiny plot, which Boro helped plow with the family’s bull, raised only enough rice to feed them for six or seven months of the year. Along with his father and two brothers, Boro did backbreaking labor to support the family, weeding and maintaining the roads in a nearby forest reserve—and later, smashing rocks into gravel—whenever he wasn’t in school. 


His parents were illiterate—and he understood early on that his education was crucial. “Someone without knowledge is a like a wild animal,” he says. In college, he focused on mathematics, chemistry and botany—and by chance, he ended up in the government’s Forest Division. Now, his oldest child—he’s married 23 years and has three kids—is studying in China to be a doctor.


After we finish eating, we have tea on the porch. He chants to me in Sanskrit, a language that flows like music. Then he translates. “You should think in your heart that all creatures are just like your heart. I would like to see you all in good health, happy and healthy, no on should be in pain, happiness for all creatures.” He trails off, gazing at the horizon. 

~~~

The grassland gives way to forest, an explosion of green, with great buttressed trees hung with Tarzan vines, some winding like huge serpents, thick as my thigh. A small herd of elephants munch in a field of shiny, palm-leafed rattan. A monster bird with five-foot wingspan swoops before us, screeching—Boro identifies it as Pallas's fish-eagle, and then stops the jeep to watch a troupe of macaques moving, like acrobats, from tree to tree. Legions of insects buzz in the sultry heat.


The cell phone rings yet again, and Boro gets a call that a small motorboat is illegally fishing in the Brahmaputra. He speaks rapidly, barking in spitfire Assamese. After he hangs up, he tells me what’s going on—and that he told his men to arrest the fishermen. But the frustration shows in his face. They’ll go to jail for 14 days and will be released. “If it goes to court quickly,’ he says, “it’ll take a year. Slowly, two, maybe three years. By then, it’s hard to even remember what happened.” A number of poachers have been arrested a second or third time without ever having made it to court for the initial offense. Few are convicted, and for those that are, small fines or short prison terms mean that it’s still a worthwhile enterprise.


 If someone kills an animal or fishes in park waters, Boro will arrest them. But sometimes he’ll turn a blind eye to a couple of cows grazing on the periphery. He sends boats to help villages during monsoon floods, and has talked the government into funding improvements for border villages, like a new well or a medical clinic. 

Boro has eyes everywhere, and these gestures have helped him build a wide network of paid informers. He occasionally sends in a spy when needed, usually Bani Kanta Saikia who’s known as “007”, one of his most trusted men. 


But recently that web has broken down. Poaching is again reaching crisis proportions, and in February, one of his informants was arrested for killing a mother rhino and calf in a particularly gruesome scenario that sparked a series of student protests and an attack on the offices of Assam’s divisional forest officer. The mother rhino was shot twice, but didn’t die. The poachers gouged out her horn while she was still alive. Over the next 35 hours, she slowly bled to death. 


The killer, Matka Gogoi, was a veteran poacher who was arrested over 15 times until he switched sides and became an informant in the early nineties. Boro admits that trusting Matka was a mistake, but bristles at allegations that forest personnel were involved. During a government investigation, he offered to resign if the government didn’t have faith in his men—though his integrity was not under scrutiny.


Boro’s not a saint. When six suspected poachers were apprehended in January, he admits to blindfolding one of the men, poking him with the point of his rifle and screaming at him to confess. 


“He confessed,” he says, beaming.

~~~

The wilting afternoon heat begins to cool as the sun drifts towards the horizon. We reach Naromura. It looks like a natural disaster hit. The 10-foot cement supports lie on the ground: The elephant completely knocked down the guardhouse, probably after salt or bananas, and then rampaged through. Splintered wood and the detritus of life is littered everywhere. 


This is an important outpost in an area that’s always under siege. Boro gets on the phone and arranges for a crew to arrive in the morning to dissect the mess and begin construction on a temporary camp.

 ~~~

Flocks of parrots fly, squawking raucously towards their evening roosts. We hear the low whoosh of traffic in the distance as we drive out of the forest canopy into grasslands and reach the edge of the park. “How can we patrol all this,” Boro asks, turning to gesture at the huge expanse behind us—and the huts and their attendant crop fields stretching to the national highway before us. 


It’s a rhetorical question. They need better intelligence, a new crop of protectors and more of them, high watchtowers, vehicles, weapons that match those of their adversaries. More money.


The Assam government has ordered an inquiry into the slaughter by the Central Bureau of Investigation, and has proposed tough new poaching laws with a 10-year prison term and fines of  $1,200.

Boro’s heard many other promises in the past. After two decades of chasing poachers, he’s tired. It’s hard work protecting Kaziranga. Sometimes it’s difficult to go on, he says, “but we cannot stop. We can land a man on the moon, but we can’t bring back an extinct species. We should leave footprints that will preserve this place for another generation.” 


So he soldiers on.

~END~
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