multicultural tradition for political reasons. Husain became the target of their so-called ‘religious sensitivity’, just as the jihadis
had issued fatwas condemning artists and writers, such as Salman Rushdie, to death. The fanatics pounced upon this greatest
of contemporary Indian artists, for the ‘offense’ of depicting Hindu goddesses without clothes. They offered large sums of money
to anyone who would behead the artist, gouge out his eyes, and chop off his hands. In 1998 they ransacked his Mumbai home
and criminal complaints were filed in Indore and Rajkot courts, alleging that Husain had ‘hurt the sentiments of Indians’. His
failure to respond to court summons even led to an order from a Haridwar court to seize his property in Mumbai. My heart
refused to let me accept a government award, however prestigious, as long as ‘India’s Picasso’ languished in exile.

| was troubled also by the failure of the authorities to apprehend or punish the Muslim militants seeking the death of Taslima
Nasreen, the 2004 laureate of the UNESCO-Madanjeet Singh Prize for the Promotion of Tolerance and Non-Violence. The
Bangladeshi writer and poet had been obliged to flee her country and take refuge in India, unaware that the long arm of Islamic
fundamentalism would not permit her to live in peace, even in her adopted home of Kolkata. The head of the All India Ibtehad
Council, Tagi Raza Khan, publicly threatened her, demanding her beheading (qgatal) under Shariah law for holding secular
views, and offered Rs.5,00,000/- to anyone willing to carry out the execution.

But this was not the end of Taslima’s ordeal. Even more strange was the decision of the Communist Party (Marxist)
government in West Bengal — the self-proclaimed champions of secularity — to expel her from Kolkata in order to secure the
votes of the constituency of Muslim fundamentalists in local elections. | wrote to Shri Jyoti Basu, the veteran CPM leader, and
sent several letters to Prime Minister Dr. Manmohan Singh, Foreign Minister Pranab Mukherjee and Shrimati Sonia Gandhi,
President of the All India Congress Committee. | urged them to help Taslima return to Kolkata. In one letter | invoked the morals
of the Sibi Jataka, painted on the walls of the Ajanta Caves, in which the King of the Sibis offered an equal weight of his own
flesh to save a dove that had sought his protection from a hawk seeking its death.
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To cut a long story short, on 31 March 2008 | wrote once more
to Dr. Manmohan Singh regarding Taslima’s plight. | brought to
his kind attention how the Bengali writer, unable to bear the
prolonged isolation of solitary confinement in a small room in
Delhi, had left India on Friday, 28 March. She had flown straight
to a hospital in Upsala, Sweden, and from there, had come to
stay with me at Villa Surya, terribly shaken.

‘Notwithstanding the appalling violation of her human rights’, |
wrote, ‘she has not lost her sense of balance. She loves secular
India and appreciates the sympathy shown to her by people like
you, Shrimati Sonia Gandhi and Shri Jyoti Basu. She blames
communal politicians for having made her into a political
shuttlecock, especially since she carefully avoided participating
in any political activities during her stay in India.” Taslima is a
symbol of uncompromising secularism and empowerment of
women. Moreover, | see in her the image of my sister’s only
daughter, Babli, who was killed in a plane crash in Paris. Babli, like
Taslima, was a poet and a writer and her mother Ranjeeta was later
shot dead by a mugger in Delhi. So | accepted Taslima as a part of
my family and asked her to stay on at Villa Surya in France until she
can return ‘home’ to Kolkata.

PHOTO: UNESCO/M. RAVASSARD

Taslima was absolutely thrilled. She wrote: ‘It must have been a full moon last night. Seeing its reflection in the
Mediterranean made my entire body shiver with joy. It was a joy | could not share with anyone, however, for | was
standing alone on the terrace of Villa Surya. The soft wind feathered my face, my hair. Like a bindi in the heavens, the moon
shone in all its glory. Oh, India! India is still in my thoughts, my irresistible thoughts.

Today in France, | am the guest of Madanjeet Singh, the Indian artist, writer, former diplomat, and philanthropist who is a
UNESCO Goodwill Ambassador. In his name UNESCO gave me a prize for the promotion of tolerance and non-violence. An
incredibly generous person, he has also established the South Asia Foundation, a secular, non-profit and non-political
organization that promotes friendship and regional cooperation among the people of South Asia. Never before have | met such
a dedicated secularist and visionary.

The Director-General Mr. Koichiro Matsuura awarded Taslima Nasreen the 2004 UNESCO - Madanjeet Singh Prize for the Promotion of Tolerance and
Non-Violence at UNESCO headquarters, Paris, on 16 November, the United Nations Day of Tolerance.
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PLIERE
Prime Minister

New Delhi
4 Apnil, 2008

Pear Shn Madanjeet Singh,

I read your letter with great interest, Let me state st the outset,
that many of us here share the sense of anguish you feel o1 Tasinm
Masreen's plight, It is most unfortunate that someone like her should be
the target of extremist elements. Actions of this kind, though by o small
minority fend o undermineg our secular eredentials and domage our image
as an inclusive society.

You may rest assured, however, that we shall never deviate from
our age-old traditions and principles.  Right through the ages we have
offered sanciuary and a home w anyone who has sought our help
We have always shown compassion to those who have been perseciited
His Holiness the Dalai Lama is one shining example, We are unhappy at
the tum of events in the case of Ms Taslima Nasreen. but in her ease also
we have honoured our ancient pledge. | cannaot say how pleased 1 am that
you have offered her o plage to stay in Paris, 6l such time as she finds il
convenient 1o retum 1o India

Taslima hos been a victim of the politics of hate that o smal
section of extremists  within  our country  are  neW pursling
Her preference was to stay in Kolkata, but the Wesi Bengal Government
apprehended that this might lead to a law and order situation i the Sue
I cannot say whether this apprehension is valid, but we neverthiless
weleomed her here i Delhi. Taslimo misses being in Kolkats, however

It is not correct ta say that while in Delhi she swas kept in solitn
confinement in a small room. Ceriain restrictions on her movements hid
10 be imposed based on pereeptions of the threat 1o her personal secunity
Otherwise she had refative freedom of movement. The réstrictions thal
were imposed, no doubt, weighed heavily on her mind, and 1 can
understand  her predicament, External Affairs Minister. Mr. Pranah
Mukherjee, and senior officials did meet her from time 1o timme (o dssuage
many of her concems,

She left for Sweden on her own volition, and not because we
asked her. She will always be welcome in India as our goest
Her personal security, however, remunins 8 matter of concern and we will
need to toke precautions to ensure her protection as long as she 15 our
guest. We can try and see whether she could go back 10 Kolkata where
she feels most comfartable, but for this we would need the cooperation of
the West Bengal Governmenl.

India's glorious traditions of welcoming people irmespective of
caste and creed, community and religion will continue, whatever be the
odds. The stmosphere of hate being perpetrated by o small segment
within the country will not prevent us from persisting with this tradition
We recognize Taslima Nasreen's nght to rematn moa country of her
choice, viz,, India in this case, She should also have the option W choose
whichever city or state she chooses,

I hope you would try to make ber understand this. You should
also try to persuade her to realize that whatever was done while she wus i
Indin was dictated by the necessity (o ensure her saifety and security,

With regards,

Yours sincerely,

| P = L
[ hl:l:.;1m.::hun ‘;lnggﬂ

Shri Madanjeet Singh

Goodwill Ambassador

United MNations Educatianal, Scientific and Cultural Organization
Villa Surya - 23, Bd Alsace Lormine - 06310

Beaulieu-sur-Mer

France

As with Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru, first Prime Minister of India, Dr. Manmohan Singh acknowledged each and every letter of Madanjeet Singh. However,
the lengthy letter of explanation he wrote to him on 4 April 2008, was truly unprecedented. His response arrived on 16 April, 2008 which happened to
be Madanjeet Singh’s 84th birthday. The letter was like a bouquet of roses, emitting the perfume of Dr. Manmohan Singh’s impeccable sense of human
decency, respect for human rights and deeply embedded secular ideals.
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If anyone today wonders who cares for honesty and integrity, they have only to look at Madanjeet. When | was truly without a
country, he is the one who first embraced my cause and me. He is the one who has given me shelter. He is the one at whose
Villa Surya | have been staying and enjoy walking with his gigantic dog Wasa (whom | adore as much as | love my cat Minu,
left behind in Kolkata). Strolling on the beach of Beaulieu-sur-Mer, | listen to the sound of the sea, and contemplate the beauty

PHOTO: FRANCE MARQUET

of the overlooking mountains. Nature makes me spellbound, but
when | get love from a fellow dreamer, one who envisions a world
free from hatred and violence, from oppression and exploitation, |
am also spellbound. On the one hand, | am walking a lonely and
dangerous path, and on the other | feel like crying with joy. He,
Madanjeet at the age of 84, is showing his solidarity, support, and
empathy, something that the new generations of South Asians have to
learn; they are sinking in the stagnant pool of conservatism,
narrow-mindedness, fanaticism and fear.’

Encouraged by Dr. Manmohan Singh’s assurance in his letter to me
dated 4 April 2008, recognizing ‘Taslima Nasreen’s right to remain in
a country of her choice, viz, India in this case’, she returned to New
Delhi as my guest to mark time until she can either go back home in
Bangladesh or live elsewhere. Similar sentiments, as by the Indian
Prime Minister, were expressed by the Mayor of Paris, Bertrand
Delanoe, at a function last year in July, making her an “honorary
citizen” of Paris in the presence of the entire French Legislative
Assembly. He said: “You are at home here, in the city where it was
proclaimed that men are born and remain free and equal and
nobody can be condemned for their beliefs.”

As Robert Frost noted, ‘Home is a place where, when you have to go
there, they have to take you in’. With my incorrigible
optimism, | have not given up hope that Husain, too, shall
eventually return home. His presence in India and that of other great
artists and writers is vital to keep the secular dream and legacy of
Aasi alive.

Taslima Nasreen with Madanjeet Singh and his gigantic dog, Wasa, in front of Villa
Surya facing the deep blue Mediterranean Sea, Cote d’Azur, France.
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THIS, MY PEOPLE

On January 9, 1949, Prime Minister Jawaharlal Nehru handwrote the foreword to a set of my photographs entitled This, My
People that | had taken mostly in pre-Partition India, a selection from the two Peace Campaign exhibitions in Lahore and New
Delhi. It was with a great deal of hesitation that | had approached him at that critical time, knowing how distressed he felt in
the wake of Mahatma Gandhi’s assassination and extremely occupied writing India’s constitution.

Nevertheless, knowing that since Pandit ji visited my November 1947 exhibition at the AIFACS gallery, he had become quite
fond of me. By then he also knew about my imprisonment during Mahatma Gandhi’s Quit India movement and my
having worked as a volunteer at the Dewan Hall refugee camp, opposite the Red Fort in New Delhi.

So | picked up my bicycle, tied on its rack the album of my photographs and took off for Teen Murti House, the residence of
the first Minister of India of India. It was a chilly morning, and | wondered if the shiver | felt in my spine was due to the cold

ART EXHIBITION AT
LAHORE MUSEUM

Fhotographs and Paintbngs on Display

FROCEEDS TO HELP RIOT VICTIMS

An anchibition of phetographs and oll palntings by
Madankeel -.-u.1|.-n|_1-|-1|n!;n Lahare on Sunday, Manch ul,
At thie Punial Univensily Inatiote of Chemistry, amnd
will rermnin open o lew imore davs, Thee exhildthon is
vrparie] in add o e pol satierers, and 4 oollection
wiak maddieon the lrst day when D C L Fabrl, Cumabis,
Central Musesum, |1|_\'nqh! he show

Samer of the photographs show the shocking and
terrible damage J.u-.- ar Ansriisar by the riolers: and
these prints of dmonibdering and collapsed howses ire
deeply mwnving, Agalnsi this savage document of the
bowstliness. of human nature, stand other. I1.'||1|1u'r
phobegraphs, eloguent in theiremphasia on the beauly
of war dhavily Bhves b the Pumaby the simplest gateway or
Uher sprallisst hul can Bevome an object of !u.uu!_q. i gt
sier throngh thie bms of & camers-artist; and  the
|'-'|!Iu.'|.l!|1!|'|“ ol the cattle, o oars of com against thie
sk, of rovves of planis growing in the gorden, or agnin
the =miblimg facy of & lovely Pongabi i silhosetied
igainst thissky, all el o that e conild be full of Beauty
anied plenty and happiness, if only we live in pesce with
wach ofher, withiut getting al sach other's throats,

ModankEwt's paintings ame Infensting . as the
wnperiminin of anorginal mind, ihough bechnacally he
vhill has g bodrm & great deal belire Kis oils weill bus
ceniedidered ad good as his photisgragphs ane

T end hbxithien i wiery masch wiorth visiting. amd

in boped that many p1|p'l|~w|.|1 Fimel v in the coming
e oo e day's 1o o and see this show.

In the midst of the bloody communal riots that engulfed Lahre in 1947, Madanjeet Singh brganized two Peace Cam-
paign exhibitions of his photographs and paintings, one at the Government College and another in the Lahore Museum.

trel & Afary Gaserse Labore, | Apnd 197
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or nervousness at the prospect of meeting with Pandit Nehru. At that time, | was staying with the family of another refugee from
Punjab, Gurbaksh Singh, the editor of Preet Lari (Garland of Love). He had taken shelter in a dilapidated house facing the
Qutub Minar at Mehrauli, having abandoned the Kibbutz-like colony he founded at Preet Nagar (Township of Love). |
admired him immensely for his forward-looking views on the burning topics of social life, communal harmony and socialism.
Preet Nagar had become the meeting point of many progressive artists, writers and poets, and it was there that | met such
eminent poets as Amrita Pritam, Faiz Ahmed Faiz and Sahir Ludhianavi, and writers such as Nanak Singh.

Urbanization had not yet invaded Mehrauli, a sleepy village, and as | pedaled my way towards New Delhi along the narrow
dirt road muffled in misty smog and smelling of burning cow dung, it reminded me of the day when some peasants had
helped me and my companions to escape from Mirzapur jail as the police wanted to re-arrest us after our release. And as we
were making a dash for freedom, | had similarly seen in the milky fog ascending towards the sky, silhouettes of a herd of
cattle being driven home by a cowherd.

After my nine-month imprisonment | appreciated nature and open spaces all the more. In Lahore | joined the Government College
rowing club and on weekends went rowing on the River Ravi. Dawn on the Ravi reminded me of the New Year’s day in 1930,
because it was on its bank that Jawaharlal Nehru had proclaimed for the first time India’s Purna Swaraj (complete independence)
from colonial rule through peaceful constitutional means. At the time | was very hopeful that the Congress and Muslim League would
eventually find a compromise within the framework of the 1935 Government of India Act, which envisaged a federal constitution.

| wanted to convey to Pandit ji the trauma | suffered in midst of the bloody riots that engulfed Lahore, the ‘Paris of the Orient’, that
the communal monsters had torn apart with their bloody claws. How could | express the horror of seeing the train arriving from
Batala at Amritsar railway station, with blood dripping from the crevices under the doors of compartments full of dead and
wounded passengers. Tears swelled in my eyes as | recalled the dead body of woman with a crying baby in her arms, who had
been stripped naked and her one hand still gripping the door handle in an attempt to escape. How could | overcome my emotions
and describe the trail of blood that followed me to Delhi when, coming out of the railway station, | once again, saw, as in Amritsar,
blood dripping from a truck loaded with dead bodies - the gruesome images that have ever since haunted me and ate into my soul.

By then, | had reached Teen Murti House. In those days anyone could freely walk in Prime Minister’s ‘open house’. People used
to say that there are two historic landmarks in India, the Taj Mahal and Pandit Nehru. As | entered through the large
iron-grilled gateway, | was taken aback to see a large crowd of people in the lawn facing the house, waiting for Pandit ji’s darshan.

God Lord! | muttered to myself. How can | possibly meet with Pandit ji in this crowd? Even if | succeeded in drawing his
attention, how could | show him the pictures standing in this multitude? Fortunately, a young housekeeper spotted the packet
of photographs, and having seen some of them, she led me to the ground floor reception room where a number of visitors were
already waiting. | found a vacant sofa at the far end of the room and placing the album on the table in front of the sofa, | sat
down facing the staircase to the upper floor.



As | waited, a photograph of a horse carriage that | had taken in Lahore, reminded me of my chance encounter with an
extraordinary man on the day of departure from my beloved city. By then the security situation had rapidly deteriorated and
Hindus and Sikhs were waylaid, stabbed, killed or wounded. It was an extremely hot day in June and | departed in a hurry, with
only a suitcase. Looking for a tonga, | walked along the main street and kept looking over my shoulder; | was a conspicuous
target, wearing a turban, as the hooligans usually attacked their victims from the back.

Tired, and perspiring profusely from the heat as well as from the tension that was building up within me, | finally saw and
stopped a tonga coming my way. | hesitated for a moment because the driver, with his red henna-dyed beard, was obviously a
Muslim; the Hindu and Sikh tonga drivers had either fled to India or hiding. The coachman stared at my turban and nodded
as | requested him to take me to the railway station.

As the vehicle started moving, | tried talking to the coachman about the good old days when people belonging to all
communities lived and worked together peacefully. He did not respond and his silence worried me as | wondered if he was a
Jihadist, planning to kill me like the Hindu passenger who was stabbed to death earlier in the week by the coachman of the tonga
he had hired. By then we were passing through a narrow street and | was horrified to see in front a violent Muslim mob throwing
stones and blocking our way. That was the end, | thought. My first reaction was to leap out of the tonga and run, but | could not
have possibly escaped in a street crowded with hooligans armed with knifes and hatchets. The coachman pulled back the reins
and stopped, obviously wondering what to do. He looked back at me like a judge about to pronounce his verdict of life or death.
No words were spoken as | held my breath. Then he whispered: “Stoop low”, and, shouting a mouthful of vulgar Punjabi abuse
for which the Lahore tonga drivers are notorious, he whipped the horse hard. The vehicle gathered speed as | ducked behind the
wooden partition between the seats, covering my turban with my two hands, as the tonga made its way through the shrieking mob.

It was indeed a miraculous escape, and not before we reached the railway station did | recover my senses. How could |
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express my gratitude to this stranger for having saved my life? | offered him all | could spare - a 5-Rupee note (3 Rupees more
than the fare), asking him to keep the change. But to my astonishment he returned the money with thanks, saying: “You will
need it in the train.” | was overwhelmed. This single gesture of compassion shown by an ordinary man reaffirmed the
traditional multicultural ethos of secular culture that transcends the absurdity of India’s political Partition on the basis of
religion. This solitary event washed away the communal filth and innumerable atrocities committed by the fundamentalist
Jihadists in Lahore and restored my faith in the intrinsic goodwill and generosity of my people.

This poignant event erased any doubt in my mind if This, My people, was an appropriate title for the book as many images
included in this collection were of Indians who for no fault of theirs had become Pakistanis. Moreover, | wanted Pandit ji to see the
peaceful aspects of life. So on the spur of the moment, | hurriedly reshuffled the album, excluding gruesome images of death,
destruction and arson in Lahore, Amritsar and Uri and Delhi, replaced them with the photographs | had taken in the Punjab
villages during happier times: portraits of sturdy Punjabi peasants — Muslims, Hindus and Sikhs — living and working together in the
fertile farms, ploughing their fields, harvesting the crops or sitting in groups and smoking water-pipes in their moments of relaxation.

At last, | saw the Prime Minister coming down the staircase. My heart missed a beat as | jumped upon my feet and took a step
towards him, respectfully holding the album in both my hands.

“Yeh Kya hai?’ (what is it?) he enquired in Hindi, and taking the album, he sat down on the Sofa, asking me to sit beside him.
Then he began looking at the pictures, slowly turning one leaf after another, and asking questions about the places they were
taken. Meanwhile, his secretary was trying to draw his attention, looking at his watch, as it was late for the Prime Minister to
go to office, while the visitors waiting to meet with Pandit ji paced up and own the hall impatiently. Moreover the crowd
outside was waiting for his drashan. But Pandit Nehru took his time, until he had seen each and every photograph. Now | felt
more relaxed and requested him to kindly write a brief foreword, as that would help me publish the book. “I shall try”, he responded
and handing over the album to his secretary, he walked out of the room
in a hurry with the visitors trailing behind him.

Three days later, | received a call that the Prime Minister wanted to see
me at Teen Murti House. | arrived at the appointed time and his aide
very quietly ushered me in his office on the first floor. He was
engrossed in reading, sitting behind a large table facing the door. | stood
there for quite some time, not wishing to disturb him. But as he made
such a beautyful picture in his maroon sherwani with a red rose tucked
in its buttonhole, | could not resist the temptation of snapping a photo.
The flash of the light bulb made him look up at me and said: “Hello
Madanjeet!” Then he lifted the album from the table and handing it over
to me said: “I hope you like my foreword”.
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Not wanting to take any more of his precious time, | slipped out of the room and standing in the corridor | was amazed to see that
instead of a few lines that | thought he would have dictated to his stenographer, Pandit ji had neatly handwritten an entire page,
carefully centering the text in the middle without any correction whatsoever. It was all the more astonishing that he had written the

preface just before midnight after having finished dictating the monthly letter he circulated to the Chief Ministers of Indian States.
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Madanjeet Singh refrained from publishing This, My People for over forty years as he did not wish to reinforce the distorted
impression in the West that India is nothing more than its dire poverty and the fabulous wealth of the Maharajas. The book
was finally published (1989) in several languages to commemorate Jawaharlal Nehru’s birth centenary on 14 November.
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PHOTO: SHAHIDUL ALAM/DRIK

Madanjeet Singh and his son Mahendrajeet Singh, (called Jeet or Miki) photographed in Srinagar by Shahidul Alam of DRIK, Dhaka, Bangladesh.
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MNew Delhl . Chandigarh . Jalandhar . Bathinda . Monday, June 2, 2008

BUILDING CROSS-CULTURAL BRIDGES
BETWEEN SAARC NATIONS

NAVEEN S. GAREWAL

Chandigarh, June 1: He did not become the UNESCO Goodwill
Ambassador by sheer chance. It was the trauma of India’s Partition and the
images of violence engraved in his mind that forced Madanjeet Singh to
promote cross-cultural ties among SAARC nations.

His belief that the destruction of culture manifested in violence that
Punjab and Kashmir have witnessed has led him to strive hard to restore
Bhakti-Sufi-Rishi Culture. This he says ‘is one sure way to return peace
to Kashmir’.

Founded by Madanjeet eight years ago, the cardinal objective of the South
Asia Foundation (SAF) was to uphold core values of regional
cooperation and peace through education, cultural interaction and
sustainable development. SAF is today recognised as the apex body of
SAARC and admitted into the official relationship with UNESCO.

In Chandigarh on a visit to meet relatives, the 84-year-old shared some
insights into his life and vision that have made his dream of having a
forum of South-Asian nations a united force on the pattern of the
European Union (EU) with a common currency. ‘To make this objective
a reality, SAF is a secular, non-political organisation comprising eight
autonomous chapters in eight SAARC nations. With democracy
returning to Nepal and Pakistan, we are hopeful that achieving our

www. irbunegindia.com

objective will become less arduous. He hopes that one day Myanmar
would be the ninth member of SAF’

Madanjeet’s vision for promoting goodwill and peace through
people-to-people contact has been endorsed by none other than President
Pratibha Patil, who during her recent visit to Kashmir, inaugurated the
Institute for Kashmir Studies, established under a Memorandum of
Understanding between SAF and the University of Kashmir. The
Institute, started with a small personal donation from Madanjeet, has
emerged as one of the most important and latest of the eight institutions
of excellence established by SAF. It will promote regional cooperation
on Bhakti-Sufi-Rishi culture of ‘Kashmiriyat” in ‘broader historical and
worldwide context’.

‘I started Sumitra Foundation, named after my mother in 1995. The
objective was to work with hospitals in the tribal district of Bastar
(Chhattisgarh) for providing them solar energy. But | soon ran out of
money. Determined to work at the grassroots, there was a virtual
windfall in 2000. My son, a Massachusetts Institute of Technology
graduate, floated an IT company where | held a 10 per cent stake. When
NASDAQ shot up, | cashed my shares for $200 million. | had enough
money of my own and decided not to do rounds of World Bank and other
institutions to borrow,” he recalls, adding ‘If you have the money, there is
nothing stopping you from succeeding.’

Ever since there has been no looking back for SAF, which now works
with SOS villages and scouts at the grassroots level and has eight
institutes of excellence in SAARC countries. The objective is common —



to promote cross-cultural links. SAF promotes group scholarships and
offers other fellowships to academics and professionals to undertake
research and publish books, etc. In Afghanistan SAF runs the Madanjeet
Singh Institute for Afghanistan’s Cultural Heritage. SAF is in the process
of forming a Centre for Research in South Asian Law in Bangladesh. In
Bhutan, SAF is upgrading the SAARC Forestry Centre. In Nepal, the
foundation is training Assistant Nurse Midwives since 2005. In Pakistan,
SAF supports the School of Visual Arts affiliated to Beaconhouse
National University and the Institute of South Asian Studies under the
Government College University (GCU).

The success of SAF nearer home can be gauged from the fact that 30
students trained by SAF in Kashmir have gone back home to establish
180 schools in rural areas. On May 25, SAF organised a Sufi-rock
concert in Srinagar, featuring famous Pakistani band, Junoon, of Salman
Ahmad and Madanjeet’s son Jeet’s band The Singhs, defying threats by

The Falling Autumn Leafs in Scandinavian Woods.

fundamentalists and promoting integration between people of the two nations.
Recognising the power of Madanjeet’s concept of promoting culture and
people-to-people contact for reducing violence, Azerbaijan and Chechnya
have started similar institutions. To honour Madanjeet for his work in
1995, the UNESCO established an award in his name for the promotion
of non-violence and tolerance, fetching the winners US$ 100,000/-. In
the past, the award, judged by the likes of Butrous Butrous Ghali and
Desmond Tutu, has gone to people like Aung San Suu Kyi and Taslima
Nasrin etc, besides some women’s organisation in India and Pakistan
working on human rights.

Living it up with zest, Madanjeet’s life echoes Robert Frost as in
Woods on a Snowy Evening:

“The woods are lovely, dark and deep
But I have promises to keep
And miles to go before | sleep’.

Painting by Madanjeet Singh (Stockholm: 1960)
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SOUTH ASIA FOUNDATION INSTITUTIONS OF EXCELLENCE

AFGHANISTAN: AFGHANISTAN: Madanjeet Singh Institute for Afghanistan’s Cultural Heritage, Kabul. A tripartite MoU was signed
between UNESCO, The Government of Afghanistan and South Asia Foundation (SAF) on 22 March 2004. The Institute was
inaugurated on 13 April 2007.

BANGLADESH: Madanjeet Singh Centre for Research in South Asian Law, inaugurated on 13 October 2008, within the South Asian
Institute of Advanced Legal and Human Rights Studies, Dhaka. The MoU was signed between SAF and the Institute on 26
December 2006, with the provision that the institute will enter into an agreement with BRAC University (BU), Dhaka, for the
purposes of conferral of degrees and promoting regional cooperation.

BHUTAN: SAF has decided to upgrade the SAARC Forestry Centre in Bhutan (in the process of formation), which was approved by
the SAARC Council of Ministers at its 25th session in Islamabad in July 2004. SAF will offer group scholarships to South Asian
students to study together in order to promote regional cooperation.

INDIA: The SAF Group Scholarship Programme was first developed in 2002 at the Asian College of Journalism (ACJ) in Chennai. It
offers Madanjeet Singh Group Scholarships annually to students from the eight SAARC countries. This successful project, based on
gender equality, was upgraded on 7 May 2007, under the MoU singed between SAF and the Media Development Foundation
(MDF), Chennai.

On 23 March 2009, a proposal by the Vice Chancellor of Pondicherry University to establish Madanjeet Singh Institute for South Asia
Regional Cooperation (MISARC) was accepted by the Chairman of SAF-India chapter, which is now in the process of formation at
Pondicherry.

NEPAL: The SAF project to train Assistant Nurse Midwives began in 2005, with the selection of fifty young women from the six
poorest districts of Nepal, following an agreement between SAF and the Council for Technical Education and Vocational Training
(CTEVT). This annual programme has since been expanded under an MoU signed on 26 March 2007, between SAF and liri
Technical School in Cooperation with the Poverty Alleviation Fund and Dhulikhel Hospital, Nepal.

PAKISTAN: The School of Visual Arts, affiliated with the Beaconhouse National University, Lahore, emulated the ACJ Group
Scholarship programme in 2003. The first batch of 10 South Asian Madanjeet Singh art students graduated with professional BFA
degrees in June 2007. Since this time, SAF has upgraded the School of Visual Arts, including it among the SAF Institutions of
Excellence under an MoU signed with Beaconhouse National University on 16 July 2007.

The Institute of South Asian Studies under the Government College University (GCU), Lahore, is in the process of formation. To this
end, SAF signed an MoU with GCU on 17 January 2007. The Institute will enter into necessary agreements with GCU for the
purposes of offering degrees and diplomas.

During the Programme Commission (I-V) of the 34th session of the UNESCO General Conference in October-November 2007, it was
decided that as with the Madanjeet Singh Institute of Afghanistan’s Cultural Heritage, Kabul, UNESCO will assist all institutions of
excellence established by South Asia Foundation (SAF).



The two unique and memorable events that South Asia
Foundation (SAF) organized in Srinagar to commemorate the
Bhakti-Sufi-Rishi culture of Kashmiriyat, featured a jointly held
India/Pakistan music concert Junoon and the Singhs, and an
unprecedented exhibition of paintings by South Asian women artists.

Madanjeet Singh narrates an account of these events, providing
insights into age-old links between the music and art of South Asia
and the pluralist culture and legacy of Kashmiriyat.

At the inaugural ceremony of the Institute of Kashmir Studies on
26 May 2008, Madanjeet Singh presented President Pratibha
Patil with a copy of his book, This My People, to which Prime
Minister Jawaharlal Nehru handwrote a preface, shortly after
India’s Partition in 1947. Published in 1989, its several language
editions were reviewed and acclaimed worldwide. The French
weekly L’Express wrote a three-page article and the eminent art
critic of The International Herald Tribune, Souren Melikian called
it an ‘astonishing book of photographs (see cover image of Aasi),
a mental journey through the India Madanjeet loves so much’.
The famous film producer, Ismail Merchant, praised ‘the aesthetic
merits and historical value of the book’ in a full-page review
published in The New York Times.








