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Under the radiant Sharad 
Purnima moon, the 18th 
edition of the Jodhpur RIFF 
unfolded across the majes-
tic courtyards of Mehran-
garh Fort, offering five days 
of rare collaborations, time-
less traditions and unex-
pected encounters between 
cultures. From dawn bha-
jans echoing Kabir’s verses 
to Creole dance workshops 
and shamanic sounds from 
Central Asia, the festival 
reaffirmed its role as one 
of India’s most innovative 
platforms for root music 
and global dialogue.

Festival Director Divya 
Bhatia explained the fes-
tival’s spirit: “More than 
looking for connections, 

I look for what resonates. 
When you listen to music 
from Central Asia and then 
from Bhutan, suddenly the 
instruments, the similari-
ties and the differences be-
gin to make sense.”

On 5th October, Jaswant 
Thada’s marble pavilion 
opened its doors at dawn to 
mystical soundscapes from 
Uzbekistan and Kazakh-
stan. Kobyz virtuoso Layla 
Tazhibayeva evoked the 
shamanic, spiritual dimen-
sion of Central Asian music, 
shifting seamlessly between 
the instrument’s meditative 
stillness and its modern 
electric power. Uzbek singer 
Gulzoda Khudoynazarova, 
accompanied by Doyra, 
Dutar and Gijjak, infused 
the centuries-old Shash-
maqam with fresh vitality. 
The mood shifted with Ca-
nadian folk singer-activist 
Luke Wallace, whose cli-
mate-conscious songs reso-
nated deeply in the glow of 
the Jodhpur sunrise.

Later that morning, Re-
union Island artist Davy 
Sicard led an exuberant 

Sega and Maloya dance 
bootcamp, showing how 
rhythm and movement 
embody social reflection. 
Audiences then turned to 
In Residence II, an intimate 
learning space where Cen-
tral Asian artists shared 
the history, complexity and 
innovations of their tradi-
tions.

As evening fell, Santoor 

maestro Satish Vyas, joined 
by Paras Nath and Mukund 
Deo, presented a shimmer-
ing recital of Hindustani 
classical music. The In-
sights Concert at Zenana 
Courtyard transformed 
into a global village, mov-
ing from the thunderous 
nagadas of Nathulal Solan-
ki to the delicate Rajwadi 
Maand vocals of Anita and 

Prem Dangi, joined by their 
mother Ratani Devi in her 
first-ever public perfor-
mance. Neapolitan quartet 
Suonno D’Ajere brought 
a Mediterranean breeze, 
Syrian-Swiss saxophonist 
Basel Rajoub merged Ara-
bic maqam with jazz, while 
the neo-Rajasthani trio SAZ 
created a magnetic sympho-
ny. Nicotine Swing closed 

the set with Gypsy jazz and 
swing from Tenerife, send-
ing the audience into rhyth-
mic delight.

At midnight, the legend-
ary RIFF Rustle stormed 
the fort with 36 artists from 
7 countries jamming across 
genres and continents, 
driven by Colombian DJ 
Killabeatmaker and saxo-
phonist Rhys Sebastian, 

ending in euphoric chants 
of “Encore!”

One of the most remark-
able additions this year was 
Karolina Cicha & Company 
from Poland. Their perfor-
mance, featuring Karolina 
Cicha (vocals, accordion), 
Patrycja Betley (ethnic per-
cussion), Mateusz Szemraj 
(ethnic strings) and Andrzej 
Kijanowski (sound direc-
tion), transported listeners 
into a soundscape where 
Slavic roots met contempo-
rary experimentation. With 
their unique musical lan-
guage, the ensemble capti-
vated audiences and added 
a fresh European voice to 
RIFF’s ever-expanding 
global tapestry.

The festival concluded on 
6th October with a soul-
soothing dawn at Jaswant 
Thada. Dayaram ji’s nirgu-
ni bhajans and Sumitra Das 
Goswami’s transcendent 
voice filled the fort with 
echoes of Kabir, Meera and 
Baba Ramdev, carrying for-
ward the timeless spirit of 
the desert.

Reflecting on RIFF’s jour-

ney, Bhatia observed: “We 
have been torchbearers of 
a certain kind, but also one 
of the pillars of a new eco-
system. The festival is not 
the purpose—it is a mecha-
nism. Our profit is recogni-
tion and work for the art-
ists”

In a landscape where 
festivals often chase com-
mercial trends, Jodhpur 
RIFF remains rooted yet 
adventurous, ensuring that 
folk artists stand shoulder-
to-shoulder with interna-
tional innovators. Bhatia 
summed up the ethos 
with a thought on growth: 
“The definition of success 
is what comes next. Once 
you take the step, the ques-
tion is always—what comes 
next?”

And so, as dawn gave way 
to dawn at Mehrangarh 
Fort, Jodhpur RIFF 2025 
reminded its audiences 
that the truest traditions 
are those that keep evolv-
ing—carrying seeds across 
deserts, continents and 
centuries, resonating anew 
in every ear that listens.

Jodhpur RIFF blends roots, rhythm and reinvention
Under Sharad Purnima moon, global music and desert traditions merged beautifully.

The mountains have 
again started to talk 
in the quiet, high 

air of Ladakh, but it seems 
the country isn’t listening. 
What happened in Leh 
this September wasn’t just 
another protest; it was a 
sign of something bigger. 
Curfews were put in place, 
people died, and Sonam 
Wangchuk, who had long 
been calling for a balance 
between the environment 
and development, was ar-
rested under the National 
Security Act. Soon, protests 
spread to Delhi, Chandi-
garh, and Dehradun, but 
the true tremor is still not 
heard.

Ladakh is warning of 
something that can’t be 
stopped by borders or po-
lice orders. It isn’t a prob-
lem with the government or 
a fight between regions. It is 
the slow destruction of the 
Himalayas, and with it, the 
destruction of everything 
that comes from its melting 
heart.

The Melting Wall 
of the North
People have traditionally 
talked about the Himalayas 
as a wall that protects India 
from the north and never 
moves. But walls are sup-
posed to stay motionless; 
this one is falling apart as 
it moves. Geologists claim 
that the Himalayas are not 
old since they are always 
expanding and changing as 
the earth’s crust moves. It is 

weak because it is young, 
and its scars are now clear.

The signals along the Hi-
malayan arc are like lines 
giving the same core warn-
ing: cloudbursts tearing 
across Himachal’s moun-
tains, landslides swallowing 
Uttarakhand’s communi-
ties, and glacier lakes burst-
ing in Sikkim’s valleys. This 
sad rhythm has also reached 
Ladakh.

The glaciers that used to 
feed Ladakh’s rivers are 
slowly fading away. It took 
hundreds of years for the 
ice to build, but it is now 
disappearing in just a few 
decades. According to stud-
ies by the Wadia Institute of 
Himalayan Geology and the 
Indian Institute of Science, 
Ladakh’s glaciers have lost 
over 14 percent of their total 
mass since 2000, with some 
retreating by nearly 20 me-
tres each year.

Whole ridges that used 
to be covered in white are 
now naked rock, which ab-
sorbs more heat and speeds 
up their further warming. 
What looks like stillness 
from a distance is actually 
a creeping collapse. There 
are streams where there 
should be snow and mir-
rors of meltwater where the 
mountains used to hold ice 
blocks.

The Desert That 
Lost Its Ice
Water doesn’t fall from the 
sky in arid Ladakh; it climbs 
down from the mountains. 
Every summer, life de-
pends on how much of the 
ice from the winter comes 
back as water. But when the 
snowline becomes higher 
each year, that return gets 
smaller. Springs that used to 
flow through stones are now 
quiet, and fields that used to 
be full of grain are now pale.

When there isn’t any snow, 

people use what they have 
left, like thin streams and 
shallow wells. It feels like 
every drop is earned. To stay 
alive here, you have to wait: 
for the melt, for the rain, and 
for a balance that may never 
come back. The mountains 
are changing faster than the 
people who need them can 
keep up, and the lack of wa-
ter is starting to sound like a 
grave warning.

When the Fields Begin to 
Starve	

The changing climate 
doesn’t wait for policy; it 
comes directly to the table. 
Billions of people through-
out the world already don’t 
get enough food to quench 
them. A billion people go 
to bed hungry every night, 
and two billion more don’t 
know when their next meal 
will be. The FAO’s 2023 
report confirms that more 
than three billion people 
suffer from some form of 
malnutrition, and climate 

disruption is expected to 
cut India’s major crop yields 
by 6 to 25 percent by mid-
century.

The seasons are starting to 
get erratic in the farmlands 
of India. What was earlier a 
regular pattern of planting 
and rain now goes back and 
forth between drought and 
flood. Fields ripen at differ-
ent rates. Harvests don’t get 
smaller because people are 
not working hard; they get 
smaller because the weather 
is confusing. When the wa-
ter and temperature aren’t 
right, the soil’s yielding cy-
cle starts to become erratic 
as well.

This is not a lack of grain 
but a lack of planning. We 
know how to distribute 
things, but we don’t know 
how to regenerate them. 
Every drought and every 
strange monsoon reminds 
us that the real famine starts 
long before the last grain is 
gone. It starts when the land 

is expected to give more 
than it can.

The Loops That Set 
the Future on Fire
The world doesn’t fall apart 
all at once. It comes apart 
in circles, with each cause 
leading to its own effect.

The Earth’s mirror goes 
away with melting snow 
and ice as white reflects 
sunlight back, now turning 
black rock, which makes 
them absorb heat instead of 
reflecting it. The soot from 
diesel trucks and particles 
from buildings make gla-
ciers even darker.

These are data points that 
can be tracked and are quite 
alarming. Scientists call 
them feedback loops. Re-
cent IMD data show over 
300 extreme-weather days 
every year across India, a 
rhythm that mirrors these 
loops in real time. Once they 
start, they don’t require hu-
mans to keep burning fuel; 

they heat up on their own.

The Price of Our 
Distraction
Why does it still feel far 
away for many, if the dan-
ger is so clear? It’s because 
distraction has become a 
safe escape for us. The en-
tertainment on our screens 
and the chase for GDP keep 
us numb while the world 
burns below.

Climate change is some-
thing many consider like 
a graph, an argument, or 
a storm in another area of 
the planet, even if it impacts 
how we breathe. We often 
think that doing something 
small at an individual level 
will change things. We be-
lieve that the equilibrium 
will come back if we make a 
few smart choices and hold 
back a little. But the envi-
ronment doesn’t wait for us 
to change things individual-
ly; it changes because of how 
we live as an entire species.

Policies are made, grids 
are powered, and cities are 
built. This is where real 
change starts. It requires 
a redesign of the systems 
that feed and energize us, 
not just a kinder usage of 
the ones that are currently 
there. The world doesn’t 
need fewer footprints; it 
needs a whole new direc-
tion.

Each ton of carbon has its 
own mark. Most of them 
belong to people who can 
afford too much: the jets, 
the factories, and the never-
ending thirst for more. The 
wealthy ignite the flames, 
while the impoverished 
inhale the smoke. India’s 
goal isn’t only to expand; 
it’s to grow in a sustainable 
way that gives people dig-
nity. When people can be 
comfortable and society’s 
growth is sustainable, that’s 
a real sign of development.

The Fire Beneath 
the Hunger
More than a protest, what’s 
happening in Ladakh right 
now is a warning.

What seems like a protest 
is really just a reflection 
of the stats. The warnings 
about glaciers melting, 
snow becoming black with 
soot, and water evaporat-
ing are not the core issue. 
They’re only footnotes to 
scientific findings. Their 
voices echo what scientists 
have already found out: the 
mountains are losing their 
breath, and the rivers that 
run from them are learning 
to stammer.

Those who think that La-
dakh’s turmoil is only hap-
pening in one area don’t 
grasp what it really means. 
It’s not only about politics; 
it’s more about physics. Dis-
missing Ladakh would be 
like dismissing the tremor 
because it started at the edge 

of the map. The trembling 
doesn’t stop where it starts.

When the Roof 
Begins to Break
Taking care of Ladakh is not 
just a favour to the moun-
tains; it is a way to protect 
oneself. The area needs to 
be treated as the vulner-
able zone it is. Construction 
should be limited, tourists 
should be limited, and ev-
ery project that touches its 
slopes should have built-in 
accountability. But the real 
change will be at the level of 
the human mind. As long 
as we keep seeing the Hi-
malaya as a background for 
our progress instead of the 
foundation that supports 
it, every new road or resort 
will only bring us closer to 
collapse.

And legislation alone 
won’t keep the slopes in 
place. Sonam Wangchuk’s 
arrest may make the news, 
but the main problem is that 
we won’t be truly free when 
he is released. Instead, we 
should protect the Himala-
yas. They keep the weather 
constant, feed the rivers, 
and keep the monsoons 
powerful.

Ladakh is not rebelling; it 
is remembering. The voices 
coming from its valleys are 
not acts of rebellion; they 
are a call to remind us of 
what we have forgotten: that 
even survival is connected 
to inner clarity.

To look at Ladakh today 
is to look at ourselves. The 
cracks in its ice are reflec-
tions of our own restless-
ness, our refusal to pause in 
the midst of a catastrophe.
Acharya Prashant is a phi-
losopher and teacher of global 
wisdom literature, founder of 
the PrashantAdvait Founda-
tion, and bestselling author who 
brings timeless insight to urgent 
modern questions.

Ladakh: A Climate Warning from 
the Roof of the World
Ladakh’s unrest reveals deeper ecological collapse threatening the Himalayas and India’s survival.
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Kobyz virtuoso Layla Tazhibayeva evoked the shamanic, spiritual dimension of Central Asian music at Jodhpur RIFF 2025


