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Before joining _{he Himalagan Restoration Projec{ in Chamba, | carried a quie’(
exci’(emen{ about working in the mountains. | imagined dags shaped bg unfamiliar
'plan‘(s, new people, and the richness of Himalagan biodiversi’(g‘an experience that
Felt deeplg personal to me as a botanist. But on my very First dag in the field, that
pic’(ure began to fracture. Duﬁng what was meant to be a routine roadkill surveg,"
came across dead amphil)ians and rep{iles scaHered along the roadsidhe. Then | saw
a Russet Sparr-ow. Its simall; still bodg lag among them, and some{hing inside me -

"~ shifted. Since childhoadz | have been fond of _'spagrows;watching them, leavihg out
food and wa ter whenever | could-and seeing o;le lif eless on the road felt deeply
hear‘t‘wrenching. What | ha.d imagined asa scien{if ic éxercise sudden[g became

heavg, intimate, and unse’(ﬂing.

As the weeks passed, Mondays no longer brought
an-’(icipa{ion but a quie’( weigh‘(. Each roadkill survey

- with Amrin revealed more lives los’("rep‘{iles, birds, '
amphibians‘silen{ witnesses to the way roads slice

- J(hmugh [iving landscapes. Seeing wiidlife this way does
some‘(hing to you. It dy“s the beau{g of the mountains
an_d replaces it with a,persis’(en’( a‘che, a sense of -
helplessness mixed with responsibi[i{g These were riot
rare accidents: they were pa’(’(erns repea’(mg

‘themselves day af J(er dag
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roadside, carefully quiding IJ( back mio cover. Another day, | noticed a shre;& ’cha{‘ m.s‘*’
still alive, slowly a‘(’(emp’(mg J(o cross the road-small, fragile, yet determined. Jus{
then, a speeding Alto appeared out of nowhere. In a split second, the shrew was thrown
into the air and landed lif eless on the asphal’(, {aking its final breath righ{ in front oF
me. | sfood frozen, painf u“g aware that moments earlier | mighjc have saved it. That
realization still weighs heavilg on me. [xperiences like these sometimes leave behind a

’deep numbness—a q‘uie’( grief that words s‘(ruggle to carry.

Gmdua“g, my unders{anding of the Himalfrxg'd‘ began to change. Begond their
brea’(h’(aking beau{g lies a quie{er s’(org of cpnf lict, vulnerabili’(g, and resilience.

’ These mountains are not untouched: they are negotiated every day by people, vehicles,

and wildlif e J(rging to coexist. What troubled me most was how preven‘mble many of

these deaths felt. A slower vehicle, a moment of a‘t{en{ion, a simple reminder that

J(hese roads are Shdf@d spaces could mean J(he diFFerence be’(ween llFe and deaﬂl.

Wi’(nessing wildlife loss demands more than documentations it calls for change.
Careless driving J(l'lrt)ughecologica“g sensitive areas is not merel‘g a traffic issue=it is
an ecological one. If we truly value these landscapes, we must move through them with
care, awareness, and respec{. The mountains are a[ive, and the lives that cross their
roads deserve our attention.

Lakshay Tyagi
Himalayan Restoration Project
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