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Bashir Dada: A Romantic Melancholic Poet

Professor Muhammad Aslam

ashir Dada is a legendary and
Bmultifaceted figure in Kash-

mir. Hailing from Anantnag,
Kashmir, Bashir (his pen name)
stands as a passionate, love-driven
Romantic, a melancholic creative
soul whose life and art are deeply
connected. As a poet, fiction writer,
playwright, and actor, he embodies
a distinctive blend of diverse artis-
tic expressions. His work is not just
part of Kashmir’s literary history; it
is embedded in its emotional, cultur-
al, and human landscape. Through
his words and performances, Bashir
has become a voice of love, longing,
loss, and resilience. Bashir writes
in Kashmiri and Urdu. Masarat
Shah writes, “The air in Anantnag,
a quaint district nestled amidst the
majestic peaks of Kashmir, hummed
with the rhythm of life, unaware that
apoetic storm was brewing within a
young heart in 1952. Bashir Dada, as
he came to be known, wasn’t born a
poet; he stumbled into his craft like
a sparrow finding a hidden garden.
His first Kashmiri ghazal, “Cheerith
ba haav yass dil, goch me su yaar
aasun,” wasn’t a calculated mas-
terpiece, but an outpouring of raw
emotion, a song of the soul.

Cheerith ba haav yass dil, goch me
su yaar aasun’

(I long for the beloved whom I
can speak my heart out to)

This simple expression of grief
resonated deeply, captivating lis-
teners with its raw honesty and
profound simplicity. It was as if
the very essence of longing, of the
human heart yearning for connec-
tion, had found voice in his words.
The verses, like feathers released
from a startled bird, fluttered into
the hearts of those who heard them,
leaving an indelible mark” (‘Where
Words Bloom: A Portrait of Bashir
Dada,’ retrieved).

At the heart of Bashir’s creative
world is intense, wounded love. He
writes as someone deeply touched
by love, in the romantic sense. This
love is never simple or comfortable.
It is restless and aching, shaped by
separation, uncertainty, and unful-
filled longing. In this way, Bashir
aligns with a long tradition of Kash-
miri poets for whom love is both
ecstasy and suffering, a force that
refines the soul through pain. He is
our modern Rosul Mir who wailed:

ba ti no yi du:rer cho.nuy zarai
baal maraeyo

I can’t bear this separation of
yours I’ll wither away young.

kyah kara tho:vtham zara zarai
baal maraeyo

What can I do? You’ve left me
wailing. I’'ll wither away young.

Bashir’s poetry more often than

not carries a melancholic tone, echo-
ing the grief of missed moments,
broken dreams, and silenced voices.
He does not romanticize pain, but
recognizes it as an unavoidable part
of the human condition. Through his
poems, loss becomes a shared expe-
rience, binding poet and reader in a
fragile yet meaningful communion.

The present writer has known
Bashir since college days, when I
was introduced to him by a class-
mate. Saluting him then, I sensed
in him a deeply bruised soul, which
was also reflected in his demeanor.
Since then, I have seen him (but
never spoken to him) at many lit-
erary functions, yet that old feeling
has never disappeared. A fairly tall
man with thick, curly hair (now
white), I have always found him
absorbed in his own thoughts and
in a contemplative mood. Did some
serious loss affect him so deeply
that he finds it hard to recover? Was
there any femme fatale in his life
who left him, delivering the worst
shock of his life? The present writer
does not know his personal life, nor
have I seen any biographical note
about him. Also, I am unsure if he
has published a Kashmiri poetry
anthology, but I have listened to his
songs on various platforms. There-
fore, I have transcribed four of his
songs, sung by our popular singers.
His Urdu poetry collection entitled
“hum chinar vale hain” (2016) is
available at rekhta.org.

William Wordsworth describes
poetry as “the spontaneous overflow
of powerful feelings” that comes
from “emotion recollected in tran-
quility.” He also said that poetry
should use the language of ordinary
people. However, his close friend,
S.T. Coleridge, disagreed with him
and stated (in ‘Dejection: An Ode’):
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O Lady! we receive but what we
give,

And in our life alone does Nature
live.

It appears that Bashir follows
both Wordsworth and Coleridge,
as his poetry is simultaneously
an expression of intense, powerful
feelings conveyed through emotion-
ally charged words, and also a way
of giving back what he has received
from and in life. You can feel the
pain of the heart that created them.
He is similar to Lord Byron, who
expressed his pangs of separation
from his beloved in ‘When We Two
Parted’ thus:

When we two parted

In silence and tears,

Hualf broken-hearted

To sever for years,

Pale grew thy cheek and cold,

Colder thy Kiss;

Truly that hour foretold

Sorrow to this.

wekk

In secret we met—

In silence I grieve,

That thy heart could forget,

Thy spirit deceive.

If I should meet thee

After long years,

How should I greet thee?—

With silence and tears.

Here are the poems of Bashir in
transliteration and translation:

1 For Whom I Abandoned
the Whole Wide World

This poem is a lament of deep
betrayal and existential sorrow. The
speaker dedicated his entire life to
a beloved — sacrificing, protecting,
and enduring great hardships for
her. But in the end, she abandoned
him, becoming the cause of his ruin
instead of his refuge.

yes pata so:ruy dunya tro:vum
taem dildaran tro:vus baey

yemi shejarukh tavakal o:sum
taem lo:lan manso:vus baey

saya ditsomas taapa saran manz
sheena shuhul devaar banith

yaamath hardukh havaav voth
bedardan nahno:vus baey

vava tshitan ne naav ne traevaem
naara samandar me zer korum

kaetyah yirvaen taara me taerim
manz tufaanas ru:dus baey

zu:na shaban manz anigatti raet-
san vaeraanan gulzaaran manz

ju:g’ banith bas yaad korum my
aekhaer taem maeshro:vus baey

vaens gayam tshaaddan bashiro
kanh no chum taebeer vanaan

yes pata phali phali gham som-
bro:vum taem khaaban chaekro:vus
baey

Note: [:] in front of a vowel
makes the vowel long

For whom I abandoned the
whole wide world,

That beloved left me behind.

The love I trusted as a shelter-
ing shade

turned cruel and became my
ruin.

I gave her coolness beneath the
burning sun

becoming a wall of icy cold—

Yet when the cold winds of
autumn rose,

The merciless erased me from
her life.

I cast my boat into ruthless
gales,

tamed seas that spat fire.

I carried many drowning souls
to shore

But I myself was trapped in the
storm.

In moonlit nights and pitch-
dark hours,

through wastelands
blooming gardens,

Iremembered her as a wander-
ing ascetic—

And she, in return, forgot me
entirely.

O Bashir, a lifetime has slipped
away,

And no one is interpreting it.

Chasing her, I had gathered all
SOITrOwWs—

That very dream shattered me
to pieces.

2  Itis All the Same

This poem expresses a State of
profound resignation and emotional
exhaustion following a deep betray-
al by a beloved person. The narra-
tor has been abandoned by the very
one who promised healing and love,
arriving too late to prevent their suf-
fering. The repeated refrain, "it is all
the same,” underscores a complete
indifference to future actions or out-
comes. The speaker’s pain has moved
beyond hope or despair into a numb
acceptance. Whether the betrayer
returns, apologizes, or even if beauty
(roses) appears after the speaker's
death, nothing can undo the damage
already endured.

su bevafa von’ me du:r tsaeltan
hishi katha cham

garara Daeltan su vada Daeltan
hishi katha cham

tabeeb yem sund yelaaj o:sum
tsolum me traevith

CONT. ON PAGE 03
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hishi katha vaen’ me do.d baeltan
hish katha cham

ditun na darshun yotaam aech
vaen me gaash su:rum

so myani mokha voan’ niqaab
tul’tan hishi katha cham

bashir paiham kenDen petth
zindgi guzaerim

marith mazaaras golaab phaeltan
hishi katha cham

If that faithless one drifts far-
ther away from me, it is all the
same;

If he breaks his vows and
denies his oaths, it is all the same.

The very healer who tended
my wounds abandoned me and
went his way;

Now, whether my pain fades or
lingers, it is all the same.

He never came to see me till
the light had left my eyes;

Now even if he lifts his veil for
me, it is all the same.

Bashir, I have lived my life
upon thorns;

After my death, if roses bloom
on my grave, it is all the same.

3 You’ll Regret it Deeply

The poem is a stark, prophet-
ic lament from beyond the grave,
spoken by the deceased ( Bashir)
to a beloved who wronged him. Its
central idea is that true remorse and
understanding come too late— only
after loss becomes permanent and
irreversible.

doh aki myonuy maqgbar sajavakh

paanai pachtavakh

loli manz myaeni dag lalanavakh

paanai pachtavakh

kafna valnam doli phirnavnam
kochi chyani maenz’ kaddnam

oash vasi digne dari maetshra-
vakh

paanai pachtavakh

yaad yeli pey-yo myaenis badnas
kaetyah zada kaertham

aasmanaekh tarakh gaenzraa-
vakh

paanai pachtavakh

lari myani petth laeri khananav-
akh thath petth chu myonu naav

majboor yeli gatshakh su ti naeh-
naavakh

paanai pachtavakh

lolaken khatnaey khat lekhnaezem
myonuy pata tshaenddzem

vati yus samkhi tas athi parna-
vakh

paanai pachtavakh

qabre myane posh yeli vothrakh
yaad maa pemai bo

khaakas myaenis sorma banav-
akh

paanai pachtavakh

shecha bashiran lukh yeli prithnai
dapanai ta vanhaekh kyah

vosha traevith zev nenglavakh

paanai pachtavakh

One day you’ll deck my grave
with flowers

You’ll regret it deeply.

You’ll cradle my pain in your
own lap

You’ll regret it deeply.

They’ll shroud me, place me
on the bier,

and carry me past your lane.

Tears will come without end,

and you’ll watch from your
window—

You’ll regret it deeply.

When I return to you as
memory,

you’ll see how many wounds
you gave me.

You’ll count the stars in the
sky,

You’ll regret it deeply.

You’ll have my grave dug off
to one side;

my name will be written there.

When helplessness overtakes
you,

you’ll even erase that

You’ll regret it deeply.

You’ll have letters written in
reply

to old love-letters, then go
searching for me,

asking every passerby to read
them aloud.

You’ll regret it deeply.

Will I come to mind

when you lay flowers on my
grave?

You’ll grind my dust into kohl
for your eyes—

Y ou’ll regret it deeply.

When people ask you about
Bashir’s whereabouts,

what will you say?

You’ll swallow your words
with a sigh;

you’ll regret it deeply.

4 May the Lord Hear My Plea!

The narrator of this poem longs
for a single, transformative encoun-
ter with his beloved. He wishes to
fully see her, even if it costs him his
sight. His deep inner pain— his “
illness” and heart’ s scars— is invis-
ible and unrecognized by her. In a
paradox of devotion, he begs not for
relief but to be trusted with her sor-
rows as a sacred gift.

The poem ends with a heartfelt
longing for connection, wondering
if they are destined to ever share an
intimate, lasting communion (“ an
evening side by side”), and express-
ing a wish that the final night of life
would stretch until dawn— a meta-
phor for a postponed end and hope
for enlightenment in the presence
of the beloved.

khosh ru:zin kosh-haal su ru:zin
aash me pooshin

dai boozin

mara yemi saatan zeva petth me
taemsund naav me aesin

dai bu:zin

royi munavar aki phiri haevin var
aba thaavan nazran manz

tami pata yaaro don chashman
hyund gaash me su.rin

dai bu:zin

zaanh yeth daedis patsh maa kaer-
nam me ti ma tog zanh bavun haal

aki phiri yitan dilbar myaeni
vaenij ku:rin

dai bu:zin

jigraekh daagh bleyam saeri tas
be-aaras kanh vaentav

sombrith panani gham ta musee-
bath dael’ me su:zin

dai bu:zin

yikavatta ru.zith shaam guzarun
chya myaenis taqdeeras manz

kaash bashiro shaam hayatukh
subhaey lu:sin

dai bu:zin

May she live in joy, in ease,
and may this hope last forever!

May the Lord hear my plea!

At my last breath, may her
name rest upon my tongue—

May Lord hear my plea!

If only once she would reveal
his luminous face,

So I might behold her fully;
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After that, even if the light
leaves my eyes—

May the Lord hear my plea!

She never trusted the truth of
my illness,

Nor could I talk about my own
state.

May my beloved come just
once,

And cleave my heart open to
see it—

May the Lord hear my plea!

The scars upon my heart have
all been washed away;

If only someone would tell that
merciless one.

May she send me all his grief
and hardships,

As though they were a gift—

May the Lord hear my plea!

Is it written for us to spend an
evening side by side?

Would that, Bashir, the eve-
ning of life might last till dawn!

May the Lord hear my plea!.

Overall Assessment

These four poems are deeply per-
sonal, centered on a unique sense of
loss, endurance, and quiet dignity.
Using recurring images of abandon-
ment, illness, graves, memory, and
prayer, the poet depicts himself as a
figure caught between passion and
resignation, intensity and restraint.
What results is a portrait of a poet
whose main focus is love—not love
as fulfillment, but love as challenge,
devotion, and existential weight.

At the heart of all four poems is
the theme of betrayal or abandon-
ment. In the first poem, this theme
is introduced with a definitive tone:
“For whom I abandoned the whole
wide world,/ That beloved left me
behind.” The rejection of “the whole
wide world” immediately places
the speaker in a tradition of lovers
who base their identity on a single
attachment. However, the focus is
not just on loss but on imbalance:
the size of what was given compared
to the cruelty of what was received.
Love, initially seen as a “sheltering
shade,” turns into a source of ruin.
This reversal—comfort becoming
destruction—is key to the poet’s
worldview. Love is not merely a
gentle refuge but a force that pushes
human endurance to its limits.

The poet consistently portrays
himself as one who gives without
calculation. He becomes “a wall of
icy cold” to shield the beloved from
the burning sun, yet when the sea-
sons change, he is discarded. This
metaphor reveals a keen sensitivity
to the irony of devotion: the lover
transforms himself into something
useful, even self-effacing, only to
be erased once his usefulness ends.
The poet’s suffering thus acquires a
moral dimension. He is not merely
unlucky in love; he is wronged. His
pain carries the weight of injustice.
This sense of injustice, however,
never hardens into bitterness or
revenge. Instead, it deepens into
SOrTOwW.

In the second poem, the repeated
refrain “it is all the same” signals a
turning point in the poet’s emotion-
al trajectory. Where the first poem
burns with hurt and astonishment,
the second is marked by emotional
exhaustion. Betrayal, broken vows,
abandonment by the “very healer
who tended my wounds”—all are

acknowledged with an almost ascet-
ic calm. The repetition functions as
a mantra of resignation, suggesting
that the poet has reached a stage
where suffering no longer shocks
him. Pain has become his natural
condition, as Miza Ghalib would say:

ranj se khu-gar hua insaan to mitt
jaata hai ranj

mushkilain mujh par parain itni
ki aasaan ho gain

Once grief grows familiar, grief
dissolves away;

Hardships pressed me so often,
they softened into ease.

Yet Bashir’s resignation should
not be mistaken for indifference. On
the contrary, it is the result of long
endurance. When he says, “Bashir,
T havelived my life upon thorns,” he
defines his entire existence through
hardship. The image is vivid and tan-
gible, emphasizing duration rather
than just brief suffering. Even the
idea that roses might bloom on his
grave feels pointless—“it is all the
same”—because no after-death com-
fort can undo a lifetime of pain. This
reveals a deeply tragic mindset: the
poet believes that meaning must be
found in life, not made up for after
death.

The third poem shifts the emo-
tional focus outward, imagining the
beloved’s future regret. This is per-
haps the most dramatic and narra-
tive-driven of the four poems. Here,
the poet allows himself a restrained
form of moral vindication. He does
not curse the beloved; instead, he
predicts remorse. The repetition of
“you’ll regret it deeply” serves as
both prophecy and quiet reproach.
The poet envisions a series of
scenes—his funeral passing by her
lane, the beloved shedding tears
as she watches the funeral from a
window, letters written too late,
flowers laid on a grave—all of which
highlight the irreversible nature of
loss.

What stands out in this poem is
the poet’s mastery. Even as he pic-
tures the lover’s pain, he does not
enjoy it. The tone stays sorrowful
instead of triumphant. Regret is
shown not as punishment, but as
another kind of suffering—one
that reflects his own. In this way,
the poem shows the poet’s moral
depth. He does not try to control the
beloved emotionally, even in his
imagination. Instead, he highlights
the shared human vulnerability to
time, memory, and irreparable mis-
takes.

The poet’s awareness of memory
is particularly strong here. He
imagines returning not as a living
presence but as memory itself,
“when I return to you as memory.”
This line suggests a sophisticated
understanding of how love persists
beyond physical absence. Memory
becomes a haunting force, capable of
reopening wounds and demanding
reckoning. The poet thus situates
love within a temporal framework
that extends beyond life and death,
binding both lover and beloved to an
ongoing emotional history.

The fourth poem introduces a
notable tonal shift. While suffering
and abandonment remain central,
the dominant mood is prayerful

CONT. ON PAGE 11
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ing chill, the massive snowfall

followed for many days as a
result a relentless congealed state
pushed one and all to stay indoors
for the dread of death.

The unified city had instantly
turned into an ice land and in the
midst of this rigorousness; Saja
Masa broke her sleep too early
unlike her schedule and through
ajarred window repeatedly scanned
the whole iciness. The life emerged
as the traceless track to her; the
entire city seemed shrouded in com-
forters. Had it been an ordinary day,
she too like others would have been
in the lap of coziness, but it was 2nd
December, the International Human
Rights Day. On the private calendar
of Saja Masa this specific date was
the most auspicious day for the pos-
sible reason affectionately known
to her.

Keeping in view Saja Masa took
the memorable photograph of Yousef
who went missing some eighteen
years ago at the age of seventeen to
be fixed by previously prepared glue
on the cardboard. To hold the plac-
ard, she jointed an extended wooden
stick at its end after stabbing a nail.
She draped herself in a tattered
burga, locked the house and headed
towards Pratab Park.

Her watchful steps on the frozen
tracks would encourage her to
exchange a fleeting look at the pho-
tograph of Yousuf and yet as need
cropped up she turned the placard
upside down to use the stick as sup-
port in the effective disguise of her
lost son. She would envision her
feeble hand on the mighty shoulder
of her son powerfully aiding her to
walk carefully over the slippery and
iced up tracks slowly.

On the odd occasions when she
inevitably encountered with any
pedestrian, she would hide the plac-
ard as if carrying a weapon under
her burqga. Her feet in the plastic
boots had lost the sensation for the
reason being constantly chafing
against the frozen sheets of snow,
but despite numbness, her toes
witnessed a burning sensation, no,
not at all the burning sensation
but a feeling like pain and blazing
consciousness that would wrench
her heart. With might underlined
by innocent hands resembling the
minute supple hands of Yousuf in
his infancy, she would caress her
anxious face to feel the emotional
warmth and unusual delicacy of
Shahtoosh.

S ubsequent to the marrow freez-

NAAD LAYIE

Translated Version of Fayaz Dilbar’s Kashmiri Short Story By Mushtaque B Barq

Advancing menacingly towards
the gate of Pratab Park the hands
of Yousuf had infused much love
through Saja Masa’s hands that
were enough to melt the icicles of
her eyes to witness a cascade down
her cheeks. Pratab Park was already
flooded with men, women and chil-
dren holding placards carrying the
photos of their missing members to
summon their own Yousufs.

Saja Masa joined the group and
was frequently raising her placard
bearing the picture of Yousufto reg-
ister her moans and sobs through
soliloquies. Behind these protestors,
a cluster of armed forces including
Ram Nayak who was on duty had
seized Saja Masa’s Yousuf some
eighteen years ago.

The echo of protesters was rising
to the heavens, and one of the women
on the right side of Saja Masa knuck-
led her gently and meekly asked,
“Did you pay a visit to Papa 2 again,
heard that some old record is in evi-
dence.”

Without any possible response,
Saja Masa heaved a protracted sigh.
Wiped the necessary salt of her
right eye by her left palm and with
all her might tried her best, to stir
her numbed toes ___ an abortive
endeavor that broke her down and
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wailed “Where should I seek you Oh
my son!”

The walil of Saja Masa triggered
one and all and it agitated the troops
standing at the back of the protes-
tors and their hold on the guns was
noticeable. Ram Nayak came for-
ward and started to scan photos of
missing persons fixed on the plac-
ards and he was lost in the ether
when he spotted the photo of Yousuf,
perchance recognized him.

He experienced a jolt as if he
walked over a living wire; the effect
of it subtly altered the unique topog-
raphy of his face. He took hold of his
AK47 and turned his head away. But
after a while, his eyes kept playing
hide and seek to monitor Saja Masa
and the photo of Yousuf.

Between the wails of Saja Masa
and Ram Nayak’s half-hearted
attempts, the photojournalists
clicked plentifully. In this bone
breaking chill TV reporters were
seen issuing columns of vapours
from their mouths and in the mean-
while, an English lady from Human
Rights appeared on the scene. A
memorandum was handed over to
her amidst the camera clicks and
with it, the peaceful protest conclud-
ed.

All the protesters left the Park.

They took extra care to move gently
because it was too slippery to walk.
The armed men too followed the suit
as Saja Masa was well ahead of them
by pressing hard her plastic boots to
ensure safety.

She stopped stirring her numb
toes and the troop marched ahead
but no one paid heed to the placard
that Saja Masa was carting under
her burga save Ram Nayak who was
the last one in the troop to ensure
safety by walking carefully over the
slippery footpath.

With every step, he would imag-
ine falling and to keep his spirit high
he was in the heart of his hearts
reciting Hanuman Chalisa. Saja
Masa was moving slowly towards
him and was glaring at his helmet
trying to peep down its shell to dis-
cover something.

In the meantime, Ram Nayak
suffered a fall and his AK47 slipped
from his grip and Saja Masa instinc-
tively but loudly uttered: Bismillah,
let God ensure your safety.

After that Saja Masa sealed her
mouth and heaved a sigh, stirred her
head and whispered impressively, “I
thought” what she thought is still a
mystery even to Saja Masa herself.



HT Saturday

LitStream

Literature

20 DECEMBER 2025

SATURDAY

5

The Inner Contest: Godliness, the Belly,

and the Moral Drift of Man

—h

Akram Sidiqui
sidiguireyan@gmail.com

“Why do you busy yourself with
the branches?
Hold fuast to the root, for the root is
the source of life.”
(Shams-e-Tabrizi)

ashmiri Sufi memory recalls
B Sheikh Nur-ud-Din Nurani
(Nund Rishi)RA , the moral
sentinel of the Valley, who, in sea-
sons of abundance, chose restraint
over indulgence. When a disciple
once asked why he denied the body
what Providence had made plentiful,
the saint replied with quiet gravi-
ty: “I do not fear hunger; I fear the
moment when the belly begins to
command.” It was neither ascetic
exhibition nor contempt for suste-
nance, but a lucid diagnosis of the
human condition; is not a settled fact
but a sustained occurrence.

Man does not merely exist; he is
perpetually kept in existence. At
every instant, an unseen sanction
holds his elements in concord, his
consciousness in wakefulness, his
moral faculty in readiness. The
Qur’an intimates this profound
dependence in a verse both intimate
and austere: “When I have propor-
tioned him and breathed into him
of My Spirit.” This breathing, often
recited yet rarely contemplated with
due sobriety, is not to be construed
in corporeal or incarnationist terms.
God is indivisible, incomparable,
exalted beyond form, location, and
partition. What is conferred upon
man is not the Divine Essence, but
a life-sustaining, order-conferring
energy, proceeding by command.
God remains the fountainhead; man
remains the contingent recipient.

Existence, therefore, is not own-
ership. It is entrusted coherence.

So long as this sustaining endow-
ment abides, the human being per-
sists as a unified moral organism,
body held together, mind alert,
conscience operative. When it is
recalled, life recedes, coherence
unravels, and matter resumes its
long obedience to dust. This law
does not govern animate beings
alone. Even what we designate as
inanimate subsists only by cohesion.
Stones retain their obstinate form
because unseen forces bind their
atoms; when those forces slacken,
pulverisation follows. The Qur’an
states this ontological dependence
with crystalline clarity: “Indeed,
Allah holds the heavens and the
earth lest they cease to exist.” Noth-

THE INNER CONTEST

GODLINESS, THE BELLY,
AND THE MORAL DRIFT OF MAN

.

AKRAM SIDDIQUI

ing stands by itself; everything
stands by being upheld.

Within this borrowed coherence,
man is not rendered morally inert.
He is endowed with awareness, incli-
nation, and choice. It is here, in the
interior of the human being, that
the essential drama unfolds, not in
distant heavens, but within the pre-
cincts of the self. Man becomes the
site of an unremitting contest, a tug
of war that neither sleeps nor con-
cludes. On one side stands godliness,
the subtle gravitational pull toward
restraint, veracity, justice, mercy,
and remembrance. On the other
stands the belly, not merely the
anatomical stomach, but the entire
dominion of appetite, consumption,
and unrefined desire.

The belly is man’s earliest claim-
ant. Hunger announces itself before
reason ripens, before moral gram-
mar is acquired, before faith is con-
sciously affirmed. Through eating,
energy is generated; through energy,
action becomes possible. This
energy is morally neutral, innocent
of intention. Yet it is never direction-
less. It demands governance. What
determines its moral fate is not its
quantity, but its commander.

When godliness presides, energy
is transmuted. It refines itself into
patience under provocation, gen-
erosity amid scarcity, humility
in authority, and restraint where
indulgence is within reach. When
the belly ascends to command, the
same energy degenerates. It spills
into excess, sharpens lust, inflames
anger, bloats ego, and dulls the
moral nerve. Sin, in this reading,
is not the eruption of a novel evil
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substance; it is the misappropriation
of a pre-existing force.

This understanding rescues
morality from mystification and
situates it squarely within respon-
sibility. Man does not err because
godliness absconds; he errs because
he demotes it. He places it behind
the belly, behind appetite, behind
immediacy. The Qur’an diagnoses
this inversion with unsettling can-
dour: “Have you seen the one who
takes his desire as his god?” Desire
becomes a false deity not because it
creates, but because it commands
allegiance. Whatever commands
obedience assumes lordship.

Islamic spiritual wisdom has long
apprehended this hierarchy. The
Prophet MuHammad warned that
no vessel a human fills is worse than
his stomach, not because nourish-
ment is sinful, but because excess
enfeebles discernment and embold-
ens the lower self. Fasting, therefore,
is not an exercise in deprivation; it
is an act of moral recalibration. It
restores proportion, humbles appe-
tite, and reinstates godliness at the
helm.

Imam al-Ghazali, that meticulous
anatomist of the inner life, identifies
excessive consumption as the seed-
bed of innumerable spiritual mala-
dies. An overburdened stomach, he
observes, excites desire, burdens the
heart, and veils the intellect. What
begins as indulgence matures into
heedlessness. Junayd of Baghdad,
speaking from the sobriety of lived
realization rather than theory, ren-
dered the same truth with ascetic
precision when he said that the path
to God is obstructed by the stomach

and the passions. These pronounce-
ments do not arise from bodily con-
tempt, but from psychological and
spiritual lucidity.

The Qur’an itself does not anath-
ematize enjoyment; it censures
excess. “Eat and drink, but do not
commit excess.” Excess is not merely
physical; it is existential. It marks
the threshold where consumption
ceases to sustain life and begins to
dominate it. Beyond that threshold,
remembrance wanes, accountability
erodes, and sin loses its sting.

Moral failure, then, is seldom
abrupt. It is incremental, almost
courteous. Appetite is indulged
slightly beyond necessity; desire is
justified slightly beyond reason; ego
is indulged slightly beyond humil-
ity. Gradually, the belly ascends
the hierarchy, and godliness is rel-
egated, not repudiated, not denied,
merely postponed. The tragedy is not
outright rebellion against God, but
forgetfulness of order.

Ibn A a’illah al-Iskandari dis-
tilled this quiet catastrophe into a
single aphorism when he observed
that the root of disobedience lies in
satisfaction with the self, while the
root of obedience lies in dissatisfac-
tion with it. Satisfaction with the
selfis not serenity; it is complacency
with imbalance. Dissatisfaction, in
this sense, is not despair, it is vig-
ilance.

Even death, viewed through this
lens, appears less as annihilation
than as disclosure. When the sus-
taining energy is withdrawn, the
illusion of autonomy collapses. What
returns to God is not flesh, appetite,
or ego, but the entrusted force that
was never possessed. The Qur’an
addresses the tranquil soul at that
moment, summoning it to return,
not as something lost, but as some-
thing completed.

Thus human life unfolds as a con-
tinuous contest. The belly supplies
energy; godliness supplies direction.
Energy without direction degrades;
direction without energy remains
unrealized. Whichever is enthroned
determines the moral and spiritual
trajectory of man. To err is human;
to persist in error is to resist reor-
dering. Redemption lies not in negat-
ing the body, but in restoring hier-
archy, allowing the higher to govern
the lower.

When godliness leads, the same
energy that once fueled excess
becomes a means of ascent. Appe-
tite, restored to its rightful station,
ceases to tyrannize. The soul regains
lucidity, the intellect resumes com-
mand, and life recovers its moral
cadence. In that restoration lies the
quiet dignity of a life lived in align-
ment—not against desire, but above
it.

“I am the slave of Love and free
from both worlds;

A drop I was, Love made me an
endless sea”

Hafiz-e-Shirazi
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Spring in the Land of Sakura: A Journey
of Beauty, Culture, and Wonder

Dr.Supriya Shukla

arrive—it awakens.

It tiptoes in quietly, as if
mindful not to disturb the land, and
then, almost magically, transforms
everything it touches. The air soft-
ens, the light grows gentler, and
the country seems to exhale after
a long winter’s silence. Revered as
the Queen of all Seasons, spring
turns Japan—the beloved Land of
Sakura—into a living poem where
beauty, renewal, and impermanence
coexist in perfect harmony.

I arrived just as winter was
loosening its grip with branches
of the bare trees expectant.Then,
almost overnight, the landscape
changed. Buds burst open, streets
blushed pink, and Japan paused—
as if bowing respectfully to nature’s
grandest performance.

The most eagerly awaited
moment of this transformation is
the Sakura season, a brief yet spell-
binding interlude from late March
to mid-April. Fleeting though it is,
this ephemeral window is widely
regarded as the most enchanting
time to experience Japan. Cherry
trees bloom everywhere—parks,
temple courtyards, castle moats, riv-
erbanks—until the country seems
draped in clouds of white, powder
pink, baby blush, and deep rose. The
blossoms are so abundant, so unreal
in their splendour, that one feels as
though walking through a dream
painted in pastels.

Spring, as English poets have
since long reminded us, is not
merely a season but a state of the
soul. William Wordsworth believed
that nature has the power to heal and
awaken dormant emotions when he
wrote, “To me the meanest flower
that blows can give thoughts that do
often lie too deep for tears.” Standing
beneath the Sakura canopy, watch-
ing petals fall like whispered secrets,
his words feel uncannily alive. Even
the smallest blossom in Japan seems
to stir profound reflection.

As Istood beneath a cherry tree
in full bloom, I understood why the
Japanese speak of mono no aware—
the gentle, bittersweet awareness of
life’s impermanence. Each fragile
flower seems to whisper a remind-
er: this moment will pass. At the
faintest breeze, petals loosen and
float downward in a silent ballet
known as hanafubuki, the flower
snowstorm. Walking through this
drifting cascade feels surreal. Time
slows. The heart lightens. You smile

S pring in Japan does not simply

without realising it.

John Keats, the poet of sensuous
beauty and fleeting joy, might well
have been writing of Sakura when
he observed, “A thing of beauty is
a joy forever.” Though the cherry
blossom lives only for days, its
joy lingers eternally in memory,
proving that permanence lies not
in duration, but in impact.

The Japanese honour this mir-
acle through hanami, the cher-
ished tradition of flower viewing
that dates back over a thousand
years to the Heian period. In those
days, aristocrats composed poetry
beneath blooming trees; today,
the poetry lives on in laughter
and togetherness. Parks like Ueno
in Tokyo, Maruyama in Kyoto,
and the grounds of Osaka Castle
come alive with picnic mats,
shared meals, and joyful chatter.
Families, friends, and colleagues
gather beneath flowering canopies,
unwrapping food, clinking cups,
and creating memories as delicate
as the petals above them. In these
moments, the famously reserved
Japanese reveal a softer, more
playful spirit—faces glowing with
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collective joy. Sakura, I realised, is
not merely a flower; it is an emo-
tion, a cultural heartbeat.

Percy Bysshe Shelley’s immortal
line—“If Winter comes, can Spring
be far behind?"—resonates deeply
in the Land of the Rising Sun. Japan
embodies this promise of renewal
with extraordinary grace. The long,
hushed winter gives way to an out-
pouring of colour and hope, remind-
ing travellers that hardship, too, is
transient, and beauty often waits
just beyond endurance.

Yet this beauty demands humil-
ity. Spring in Japan is famously
unpredictable. Sudden rainstorms
may arrive unannounced, stripping
trees bare within hours. Once fallen,
the blossoms do not return that year,
leaving behind a tender melancholy.
But when fortune smiles, the reward
is extraordinary—avenues drenched
in pink, temple roofs framed by
blooms, and landscapes so abundant
they feel almost celestial.

The vernal delights unfurl like a
gentle symphony of colors and fra-
grances, offering a feast for the eyes
and a quiet joy to the soul.

As spring deepens, the journey

continues beyond cherry blossoms.
In regions like Hokkaido and the
Kanto plains, vast tulip fields burst
into colour. Carefully curated gar-
dens unfold into endless rows of
crimson, gold, violet, and ivory,
stretching toward the horizon in
geometric perfection.These fields
are a testament to Japan’s reverence
for order, harmony, and aesthetic
balance. Walking among them

feels euphoric, as though nature
itself has turned artist. I could not
help squealing in delight at such
expansive brilliance.

Japan also bridges the ancient
and the futuristic with effortless
grace. In Tokyo, I stepped into the
otherworldly realm of Team Lab
Borderless, where digital art dis-
solves boundaries between technol-
ogy, science, and nature. Infinite
crystal worlds shimmered around
me, responding to movement and
touch—an electrifying contrast to
the quiet stillness of falling petals
outside.

Meanwhile, ancient cities like
Kyoto and Nara revealed their
timeless soul beneath blossoming
trees. Golden temples, moss-covered
shrines, and stone pathways seemed
even more ethereal framed by pink
blooms. At Kinkaku-ji, the Golden
Pavilion reflected perfectly in a still
pond, petals drifting across its sur-
face like whispered prayers.

As my journey drew on, I real-
ised that spring in Japan is not
something one simply observes—it
is something one feels. It teaches
patience, presence, and gratitude
for fleeting beauty. When the petals
finally fall and the trees stand bare
once more, they leave behind more
than memory—they leave wisdom.

It becomes more than a visual
spectacle; it is a philosophical
encounter. It teaches us to celebrate
beauty without clinging, to cherish
moments precisely because they are
fleeting. When the last petals fall and
the branches return to green, one
carries home not just photographs,
but a softened heart and a renewed
spirit.

To witness and experience this
spectacular season in the Land of
Sakura is to learn that life’s most
beautiful moments are often the
briefest—and therefore, the most
precious.

So begin planning your Spring
trip for an enchanting visual treat
now for when winter loses its grip,
Japan reminds us with poetic cer-
tainity that Spring is never far
behind !

Dr Supriya Shukla is a regular
columnist for LitStream. A retired
Principal and former Head of the
Department of English at VSSD Col-
lege, Kanpur, is a gold medalist in
English with a doctorate and is also a
freelance writer and blogger empan-
elled with The Times of India and The
Sentinel, as well as a trained vocalist
and an avid traveller.
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Mujtaba Farooq

was about to. My hands almost

turned into claws, my knuck-
les feeling the door even from the
slightest distance.

My feet were mine...I just didn’t
know it then. I wish I had. I could
hear her voice coming from the
other side, but I couldn’t do any-
thing. Nothing.

I held my fists tight, and in them
a rolled letter... its paper creased
by the wrinkles of my age. I wanted
to spell her name right for the last
time—just as I had the first time. I
wanted to.

I could see the grass in her
garden—green. Sunflowers lined
the beds around her home. I saw
a swing still moving slightly, as if
someone had been there moments
ago and left it swaying. I saw cars
in the garage—cars I could afford,
but not the destiny of the front seat.

I could hear the winds. They were

Iwanted to knock on her door. I

By Nayeema Ahmad Mahjoor
Author/Journalist

After a long night, just at dawn,

The minarets turned white, and
the silence was broken.

Lightning cracked across the sky,

And thunder rumbled on the
earth.

Then, something burst open as if
it had rained,

as if a dam had broken,

as if the storm had ceased

and the sun had appeared.

In that moment, as if time had
come to a standstill,

The room was lit,

But I was left in darkness.

The shadows,

the silhouettes,

the spells—

lost in disbelief,

I heard someone call me by the
name Baba had given me.

I touched the shadows,

And he would gaze at me and

Loveis Uranium

fluent.

Fluently abusing, fluently laugh-
ing—at aloser. At me.

Then I heard a cry... a child’s
cry. It wasn’t her. But it was some-
thing she had cocooned. A soft cry, a
melody. I could hear the gentle pats
that motherhood makes—soft, like
heartbeats. She was patting a life.
A life she created.

I heard her humming a lullaby—
in a language she was never confi-
dent about. Kashmiri. She must look
like a woman now—grown, mature,
beautiful. Gunpowder.

I wanted to see her, just to know
what it would do to me... how ruth-
lessly it would take life from me,

like hungry dogs ripping flesh from
bone. I wanted to feel the ruin of life
again.

I felt the chills of winter on a
midday in July—the same month we
hated together, the one we abused,
praying for autumn to carpet the
streets and soften our little lives.
Just so we could walk on the banks
of the Jhelum, leaves crushing
beneath our feet with the same shy
sound she held in her eyes. Not
looking at me, her hair falling over
her face—the hair I always wanted
to tuck behind her ears, just to see
those eyes for one more moment.

Every step. Every sound.

Our little walks.

Reincarnation

smile.
Sometimes, he would observe
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from afar;
sometimes, he would hold me

Our little confessions—unspo-
ken, yet understood.

I smelled oranges—the ones she
loved. She must still love them.
She’d tell me how they weren’t just
fruit to her. Iremembered her hands
peeling them carefully, making sure
not a single piece went to waste.
What an architect she was—for
herself.

A breeze slipped from beneath
the door and stirred the dust around
my feet, shrouding my shoes.

My body was weeping, except my
eyes, which still held hope in the
lashes she once claimed were hers.
I wanted to blink, but that filthy
hope—wrinkled into my skin—
refused to let me.

She was coming toward the door.

I could feel a hurricane approach-
ing.

I wanted to move. I wanted to
run. But my feet froze. I couldn’t
help myself. I was about to see her
when suddenly someone called her
name—a man’s voice.

The name I never had the courage
to take.

The name that was uranium to
me—buried deep into my heart,
turning lethal, calling wars within
me every day.

Someone called her name... and
she stepped back toward that.

The same voice that took her
from me.

close to his chest,

sit on my pillow,

and share stories.

At times, he would sing Igbal's
poems—stories about Gabriel.

He was the only person in my life
who would call me "Jigar,".

Then he would lose his temper:
"Jigar! Where are you?"

I would come running,

hide in his embrace,

and reach the realm of dreams,

clasping his hand and lifting the
flag of victory.

This was our world.

He would hug me even tighter,

kiss my hand,

and shower smiles on my laugh-
ter, saying once again, "You are my
Jigar."

Then, someone appeared many
years later.

Where did he come from?

Calling, "Jigar."

The voice remained the same,

as did his expression,

the same words,

the same lyrics of Igbal,

the same stories of Gabriel—

calling me again and again: "You
are my Jigar."

Is it a miracle?

Has Baba been reborn?

Or have I reached heaven?

Or have I been haunted?
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Steffen Horstmann

In the Dark

Be near me when night laments or
sings ...

—Fuaiz Ahmed Faiz

Orpheus dreamt he heard the
notes of a lyre played in the dark,

As Eurydice’s body of mist began
to fade in the dark.

The breeze sighing through olive
trees was a song of sorrow, His sweat

Was droplets of blood absorbing
moonlight, where He prayed in the
dark.

As we strolled streets polished
black by rain, we heard the wind’s
melody—

When a dancer’s winged shadow
leapt through a colonnade in the
dark.

Dear Isolde, was it a tear or the
chilled kiss of a snowflake

Melting on your cheek, as you
watched Tristan’s figure fade in the
dark?

I was transfixed with a comet’s
light on the sea, when she appeared

As the surf’s ghost formed of
swirling foam, a mermaid in the
dark.

Our mere voices provoked the
wraiths who moved like smoke
around us,

To be seen by the light of sparks
our fire sprayed in the dark.

My Angel, you appear to me only
to vanish in mist, where moonlight

Shines like silver flames within
the waterfall’s cascade in the dark.

Sea gales wailed through the night
in a storm’s aftermath, far lightning
pulsed

As we danced with the shadows of
Narra trees that swayed in the dark.

Roses had been strewn through
the catacombs, shadows of candle
flames

Widened slowly, became phan-
toms we ran to evade in the dark.

A nightingale sang as you rose
from the basin pool, glistening

In starlit mist, the fabric in which
you were arrayed in the dark.

(Steffen Horstmann’s poems

and book reviews have appeared in
publications throughout the world,
including Baltimore Review, Free
State Review, Louisiana Literature,
San Antonio Review, Texas Poetry
Journal and Tiferet. He has published
two books of ghazals, Jalsaghar
(2016) and Ujjain (2017), and has
recently completed a new book of
poems, Ellora.)

Self-Made Character

Sushant Thapa

Let them weave

Stories and plots.

You don’t belong

To your downfall,

The scheme by them.

One life is all yours.

One life is your whole time.
You are for the convictions
Of one sweet symphony

In a band of disharmony.
Take away the glitters,

You shine like a bare sun.
The days tell you

About the cold nights,

You lose no self-control,
You need no clappings

To know the music of

Your own soul.

You would ink your passion
And let the world turn away,
Remember: life is one

And all yours.

Be the player

Of your game.

Let them choose theirs.

(Sushant Thapa has published Nine books of

English poetry and one short story collection. He is a
lecturer of English by profession in Biratnagar, Nepal.
He holds an M.A. in English from Jawaharlal Nehru Uni-
versity, New Delhi.)

To the Weeping Willow

w0k

Majrooh Rashid

Last night,

fraught

with cold and the stillness
of the dark,

and I trembling

with fright,

managed to peep

through the blinds

into the lawns,

bitten

by the bitter autumn breeze.
I saw

your delicate branches
hanging

in remorse,

the way my head does

in shame.

I wasted my time,

all my life;

what was your guilt?

(Professor Majrooh Rashid is a trilingual poet, critic, and aca-
demic. His profound and multifaceted contributions to the world
of Contemporary Literature is reflected in his extensive publica-
tions in Kashmiri, Urdu, and English. He formerly served as the
Head of the Kashmiri Department at the University of Kashmir and
Director Habba Khatoon Centre for Kashmiri Language and Litera-
ture Islamic University ( IUST)

° e 4CM Ko e

A City That Stole My Dawn

Sandeep Sharma
I miss the birds.
Every morning for years, their chatter
slipped through my window like hot tea—
sparrows arguing, a lone mynah calling
my name
a daily baptism before my eyes opened.
It was my alarm clock, my prayer, my
promise that the day would be gentle.
Now? Nothing.
The jungle outside my childhood home is
gone, replaced by towers that block the sun.
I wake to a dog barking at shadows, my
feet hitting cold concrete instead of soft
grass.
There’s no space to walk, no stream to
listen to, no rooster to announce the dawn.
My pen used to dance at morning—words
spilled like drizzle.
Today it’s dry. Silent.
My chest carries a storm no one sees:
thunder in my ribs, thundering behind
my eyes,
tears that fall inside where no one hears.
This city is a tomb of glass and concrete.
I’'m buried alive in it—
grinding my teeth,
waiting for one small bird
to sing me back to life.
(The poet is the Bureau Chief of Eastern
Chronicle- an English daily published from
Guwahati, Assam)

Wingbeats
[

Elisabetta Bonaparte

I have seen dreams
crumble in memory
like rough-hewn stones
under the scorch of an arid
sun,
rivers run dry
whose surging waters once
roared,
wild and abundant
with thoughts never concealed,
wind and storm hit
against the mightiest peaks
until even the deepest roots
of principles are torn away
And yet,
stubbornly, still lutters
that wingbeat within the chest-
a surviving frenzy
to catch life by surprise.
(Elisabetta Bonaparte is an
Italian poet, writer, lawyer, and
teacher. She has won numerous
national and international literary
awards, including first prizes,
medals, plaques, and special hon-
ours. Her work has been widely
published in literary anthologies
and in national and international
journals, both in print and online
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Noor Shah’s Writings: Perspectives
from Litterateurs and Critics

\l -

Dr. Basharat Khan
chogalwriter76 @gmail.com

mong the distinguished con-
Atemporary fiction writers of

Kashmir, Noor Shah stands
out as a figure of considerable impor-
tance. For nearly a decade, he has
devoted himself to the art of story-
telling, consistently crafting works
that resonate with readers. His short
stories have garnered acclaim for
their depth and originality, securing
him a notable position in the liter-
ary landscape. The recognition of
his work extends beyond regional
boundaries, earning praise at the
national level for its innovation and
narrative prowess.

This article seeks to provide an
overview of Noor Shah’s contribu-
tions through the insights of sev-
eral renowned fiction writers and
critics. These perspectives will
elucidate the impact of Noor Shah’s
work on the literary community,
highlighting his unique voice and
the significance of his narratives in
the broader context of contemporary
literature.

Noor Muhammad Shah, widely
known by his pen name Noor Shah,
was born in Dalgate Drogjan, Sri-
nagar, on July 19, 1936. He is a
remarkable blend of literary bril-
liance and dedicated public service.
His writing, much like the gentle yet
steadfast flow of the Jhelum River,
has left an indelible mark on the art
of storytelling.

With a Bachelor's degree as
his formal education, Noor Shah
embarked on a distinguished
career in government, holding key
positions such as Deputy Commis-
sioner of Agriculture and Rural
Development and Director of Sci-
ence and Technology. However, it
was his deep-seated passion for lit-
erature that truly defined him. As
a committed advocate for Urdu, he
played a pivotal role in preserving
and promoting the language, notably
as President of the Jammu and Kash-
mir Urdu Academy and through his
editorial work with various presti-
gious publications.

Noor Shah’s literary output,
comprising novels, short stories,
and radio dramas, showcases his
profound understanding of human
nature. His works, including Veer-
anay ke Phool and Neeli Jheel, Kaale
Saaye, resonate far beyond Kash-
mir’s borders, exploring universal
themes of love, loss, and existential
reflection. Translated into multiple

languages, his stories have carried
the essence of his homeland to a
global audience.

Dr. Fareed Parbati praises Noor
Shah’s literary contributions:

"In my view, Noor Shah distin-
guishes himself among contempo-
rary Urdu writers with his vibrant
and engaging work, marked by
keen observations and an engaging
narrative style. His short stories
demonstrate artistic precision and
evolution, adhering to the funda-
mental objectives of literary cre-
ation. He excels in portraying harsh
realities of life, eroded values, and
personal conflicts with exceptional
storytelling skill. His plots, drawn
from everyday life, are presented
with remarkable creativity and
coherence, often achieving a level
of refinement that resembles poetic
prose."

Professor Quddus Javid as well
known critic and scholar comments:

"In narratology, a story must ful-
fill its narrative role independently
of its stylistic attributes: whether
romantic, realist, straightforward,
or symbolic. This principle is par-
ticularly relevant for writers who
embody their narratives, using
their stories to experience and
reflect upon life and time. Today,
short stories and novels hold a sig-
nificant place in social discourse.
Noor Shah’s extensive fifty-year
career, blending romanticism with
realism, exemplifies this notion.
While he might not recall the exact
number of his stories, his contri-
butions, including early works for
Bazicha-e-Sukhan, hold significant
artistic value beyond mere stylistic
exercises."
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Professor Shakeel U Rehman
observes:

"Noor Shah’s writing is celebrat-
ed for its masterful integration of
theme and technique. It offers a pro-
found exploration of romanticism,
skillfully connecting characters
with their environments to create
lasting impressions. His nuanced
portrayal of sensuality and values
is particularly evident in stories like
"Khushboo Ka Safar" and "Aakhri
Din Ki Talash," which provide deep
insights into female psychology.
Furthermore, his engagement with
tragedies of life is powerfully demon-
strated in stories such as "Woh Ek
Shakhs Tha" and "Zameen Khulegi
Zuban," where he captures the depth
of human experience with excep-
tional sensitivity and depth."

Professor Hamidi Kashmiri
lauds Noor Shah as a distinguished
fiction writer, whose works, such
as the notable collection "Be-Sa-
mar Sach," showcase a distinctive
creative vision. Despite a period of
seclusion, he maintained his produc-
tivity, underscoring his dedication
to literary innovation and personal
expression in the face of changing
narrative techniques.

Mohammad Yousuf Taing
describes Noor Shah as an excep-
tional Urdu short story writer, cel-
ebrated for his fluid and engaging
narrative style. M Y Taing praises
his skill in creating vivid, nuanced
portraits of real people, capturing
their essence with remarkable pre-
cision. He lauds Noor Shah's work
as both illuminating and enriching,
acknowledging the wide admiration
he has earned throughout his career.

Deepak Budki remarks:

"Noor Shah’s literary journey,
spanning over fifty years, reflects
his deep engagement with human
experiences and societal upheavals.
His early works, characterized by
romantic and aesthetic ideals, cap-
tivated readers with their idealism.
However, the political turbulence
in Kashmir led him to adopt a more
realistic portrayal of suffering. His
works, including "Kahan Gaye Woh
Log" blend personal recollections
with literary critique, balancing
romanticism with realism. His
efforts in preserving Kashmiri lit-
erary traditions are both significant
and enduring."

Dr. Reyaz Tawheedi notes:

" Noor Shah’s collection "Kashmir
Kahani" offers a poignant portrayal
of the Kashmiri people’s suffering
through decades of conflict. Stories
such as "Yehi Sach Hai" and "Udaan"
vividly capture the omnipresence of
death and loss in the region. Charac-
ters like Salman, who symbolize the
tragic fate of many lost to violence,
reflect the painful reality of count-
less Disappearances. His evocative
imagery and portrayal of human suf-
fering honor the resilience of people,
establishing him as a major contem-
porary voice in Urdu literature."

The JK Academy of Art, Culture,
and Languages has published a spe-
cial August 2024 issue of Sheeraza
Urdu, dedicated to Noor Shah. This
edition highlights his substantial
impact on Urdu literature, featuring
in-depth analyses by veteran writers
and critics.

Salim Salik editor Sheeraza Urdu
remarks:

"The history of Urdu short sto-
ries in Jammu and Kashmir spans
nearly a century. Despite this, the
contributions have often been over-
looked by the broader literary world.
Claims that Jammu and Kashmir
has not produced significant writers
are inaccurate and diminish serious
discourse. The works of prominent
figures like Prem Nath Pardesi,
Prem Nath Dar, Thakur Punchhi,
Pushkar Nath, Umar Majid, and
Noor Shah refute these claims.
Recognizing their contributions is
essential.

This Special Sheeraza Number
celebrates Noor Shah, whose
65-year career blends romanticism
with realism. His extensive oeuvre
includes short stories, plays, and
novels, alongside significant contri-
butions to literary journalism and
mentorship in Jammu and Kash-
mir."

Thus, it is apparent that critics
and reviewers have not only praised
Noor Shah’s short story writing but
have also affirmed his notable lit-
erary standing. His stories, which
deftly combine romantic themes
with a nuanced exploration of social
and environmental issues, captivate
readers and offer them a compelling
and engaging experience.
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The Price of Beauty and the Value of Choice

Dr Sona Agrawal

rti was born with a natural
Aluminescence. Her bright,

mesmerising eyes, broad fore-
head and sharp features, framed by
raven black hair, made her an indis-
putable beauty. More profound than
her looks, however, was her spirit.
She was the village’s favorite—a
girl whose cheerful voice, genuine
courtesy, and sympathetic nature felt
like warm sunshine. People loved her
as she was the real embodiment of
grace.

She possessed a gentle, artistic
soul and deep aesthetic sense. A
chipped vase, a line of poetry, the
sunset over the arid fields—she
appreciated every aspect of beauty.
Yet, she found no solace in textbooks.
She was not academically “intelli-
gent,” and her education was neglect-
ed, partly due to her lack of interest,
but mostly due to the suffocating
environment created by her father.
Her father, Mr. Thakur, the power-
ful Sarpanch of Khandala, and her
mother, a formidable MLA, saw Arti
, saw her not as a cherished child,
but as an extension of their politi-
cal legacy or, worse, a burden. Mr.
Thakur’s pride was an oppressive
force; he constantly mourned the fact
that his beautiful child was a girl,
an entity incapable of inheriting
his “feudal lordship.” His contempt
for her, thinly veiled as traditional
authority, was the only shadow in
Arti’s otherwise bright life. This con-
stant, psychological torment created
a deep, aching wound within her—a
desperate need for unconditional
acceptance.

On a wintry day, Arti’s mother
insisted she accompany her to the
busy marketplace—a routine that felt
more like a parade than an outing. It
was there, amidst the chaos of carts
and vendors, that fate intervened. A
reckless scooter swerved, and in a
terrifying moment of impact, Arti
was thrown. When she opened her
eyes, she was pooled in blood, and
cried with deep pain. There was
a passerby, a figure materialized
through the haze: Sunil. He was a
local man, equally striking in his
quiet, dependable way—handsome,
kind, and possessed of a rare, ground-
ed optimism. While the crowd stood
stunned, he carefully lifted her and
rushed her to the nearest hospital.

In the sterile confines of the
recovery room, a relationship began
to stitch itself together, much like
Arti’s physical wounds. Her par-
ents, caught between their political
responsibilities and their daughter’s
care, could not be constantly pres-
ent. Sunil, whose home was nearby,
stepped into the void.

He would visit in the afternoons.

He didn’t fill the time with flattery;
he filled it with genuine conversa-
tion. They shared their internal land-
scapes—their idea on life’s hidden
beauties, their quite hopes, and the
shared, unspoken belief that the
world held more beauty than bit-
terness.

The attraction they had felt on the
day of the accident deepened into a
secure, profound love. For Arti, Sunil
was the first person who ever saw
past the ‘asset’ and accepted her vul-
nerable, artistic core. For Sunil, Arti
was the light his optimistic heart was
searching for. Their dependence on
each other became absolute. Their
connection matured in the quiet pri-
vacy of the hospital room, becoming a
mutual agitation if they missed even
a single afternoon.

But the outside world had a dif-
ferent timeline. As Arti healed, her
parents launched their plan: their
search for a “suitable groom”, a
political marriage. The afternoon
visits with Sunil ceased, replaced by
hushed calls and nervous, clandes-
tine meetings in the sprawling estate
garden. The pressure was a physi-
cal force, tightening with every day.
The clock was ticking, and with every
ring of the landline, Arti felt a surge
of cold panic.

One evening, Mr. Thakur deliv-
ered his verdict. “We have found the
perfect alliance,” he announced, his
voice clipped and businesslike. “The
Vikrant family. Excellent land, supe-
rior connections. The boy, Vikrant, is
an engineer.”

Helaid down the law: The Vikrant
family would arrive next Sunday.
Arti was to be polite, obedient, and
most critically, silent. Mrs. Thakur
layered this mandate with velvet
gloves: “This is for your stability,
beta. Your father has secured a mag-
nificent future for you.” But Arti
knew the truth: her future was being
leveraged for their political stabili-
ty. The wound her father’s rejection
inflicted years ago began to bleed
anew.

Driven to despair, Arti met Sunil at
the abandoned temple ruins outside
the village. Her face was pale with
the very thought of her separation.
“I can’t do this,” she pleaded, final-
ly giving voice to the terror. “They
are selling me. I will lose myself in
that house. I will disappear.” Sunil
took her hands, his response was not
impulsive rather his eyes conveyed a
firm resolve that matched her panic.
He knew the immense power of her
family, but his love was now the
immovable object against their force.

“We won’t let you disappear,”
he stated. His plan was simple but
reckless: allow the Sunday meeting
to happen. If they pressed for engage-
ment, they would run to his small
inherited property in another state.
They would be poor, but they would
be free.

Arti was terrified. “My father is
the Sarpanch. My mother is an MLA.
They will hunt you, Sunil. They will
ruin you.”

Sunil held her gaze. “I am already
ruined without you. I will face their
wrath, Arti. I would rather face their
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hatred than live knowing I let you
go because I was afraid.” His cour-
age became the anchor for her own
nascent will.

Sunday arrived. Arti was a man-
nequin in encased in heavy silk,
her natural vivacity subdued into
a mask of polite compliance. The
Vikrant family’s arrival felt less
like a visit and more like an audit.
Vikrant was arrogant and loud, dis-
cussing his own achievements while
barely glancing at Arti. Arti kept her
promises—monosyllabic, silent, and
courteous.

But as the families moved to seal
the deal—discussing the dowry and
connections—Vikrant’s mother
made a casual, crushing remark
about the need for an educated wife to
handle family accounts, a clear slight
against Arti’s lack of a degree. Mr.
Thakur swallowed this insult. This
small act of humiliation for the sake
of power was the catalyst. Arti finally
saw her worth measured in political
gain, not human value.

Just as the hands were about to
shake, the doorbell rang. The ser-
vant, confused, ushered in a casually
dressed young man holding a simple
bouquet of marigolds. It was Sunil.
He moved with a calm confidence
that unsettled the room. He ignored
the Thakur parents’ murderous glare
and the Vikrant family’s stunned
silence. He walked directly to Arti.

“Tam sorry to interrupt this trans-
action,” Sunil’s voice was steady
and strong, addressing the entire
room. “But Arti is not a commodity
for status or political gain. She has
already chosen her partner. She is
my life, and I am hers.”

He extended his hand, the ges-
ture a challenge to her entire world.
“Arti,” he asked, his voice softening,
full of the silent history they shared
in that hospital room. “I promised
you freedom. Now is the time to take
it. Will you come with me?”

Arti now stands at the absolute
pivot point of her life. Her internal
conflict is fierce: the paralyzing
terror of her powerful father’s inev-
itable, brutal revenge, coupled with
the ingrained loyalty and duty to her
mother mingled with the desperate,
life-affirming knowledge that Sunil
sees her, truly accepts her, and offers
her a chance to live as her authentic
self.

It was her moment to choose her
soul over her security.

She slowly stood, shedding the
mantle of the obedient daughter. Her
hand, trembling, reached out and set-
tled into Sunil’s. The contact was an
electric affirmation.

“Yes, Sunil,” she said, her voice
clear despite the tears that now fell,
tears of sorrow for the break, and
tears of fierce joy for the self she was
finally claiming. “I will come with
you.”

Mr. Thakur’s roar was a promise
of destruction. “You step one inch
out, and I will ruin him! I will use
everything!”

Arti turned to him, her posture
straight. “Father, you taught me
I was a disappointment because I
was a girl. You worried about your

respect. I choose my life. I choose the
man who saw me when I was pooled
in blood, over the family that would
have sold me for power.”

She and Sunil walked out, hand in
hand, leaving behind the wealth, the
power, and the golden cage, stepping
into the blinding, uncertain freedom
of the sun. Their great fight had just
begun. Two years passed. The first
year had been a relentless storm.
Mr. Thakur, true to his word, had
pursued them. Sunil lost his job, and
the small inheritance in the neigh-
boring state proved barely enough.
They lived in hiding, fearing a con-
stant, low-level hum. Yet, the strug-
gle purified their connection; every
meal they shared, every challenge
they overcame, cemented the truth
that they were stronger together than
they ever were apart.

The second year brought peace,
not because the Sarpanch forgave
them, but because they found a
sanctuary too small for his powerful
wrath to bother with—a quiet coastal
town far from Khandala’s political
reach.

Sunil now worked at a small
mechanics shop, his hands always
dirty but his heart always light.
Arti, freed from the silence and the
silk, channeled her artistic soul into
teaching local children to paint. She
was no longer just a mesmerizing
beauty; she was a vibrant woman,
her happiness worn openly, like a
badge of courage.

One evening, sitting on their
simple porch watching the sunset—a
beauty she could finally appreciate
without fear—Arti smiled at Sunil.

“Do you ever regret it?” he asked
softly. “Losing everything for me?”

Sunil took her hand, his thumb
stroking her palm. “I didn’t lose
everything. Ilost the world my father
tried to force on me. And I gained the
world I always wanted.”

He looked into her bright, mes-
merising eyes, now free of their
former haunting.

“You were always valuable, Arti,”
he said. “Your father just put the
price on the wrong thing. We chose
the value of truth over the price of
beauty.”

The sun dipped below the horizon,
painting the sky in fiery hues—a
chipped vase, filled with the perfect,
messy colors of a life truly lived.
They sat in comfortable silence, their
love a quiet, strong sovereignty, far
from the gilded cage, finally home.

Dr. Sona Agrawal is currently work-

ing as Assistant Professor in English
at Govt. P.G. College, Newai, previ-
ously taught at the Central University
of Rajasthan and MSJ College. Her
doctoral work focused on Tribal Liter-
ature. Her core interests include Dalit
Literature, post-colonial writing, and
literary theories. She has presented
at national/international confer-
ences, published academic papers,
and written/edited books on margin-
alized writings. Additionally, she is

a creative writer, publishing poems

and short stories in both English and
Hindi.
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Dr Ratan Bhattacharjee

The letter arrived every Thurs-
day, folded with ceremonial
care, sealed in scarlet wax
that smelled faintly of crushed roses
and iron. It was always addressed
in the same elegant hand, my name
curved lovingly along the envelope,
as if the writer had once traced it
on my skin. There was no sender,
no postmark, no explanation for
how it crossed the locked thresh-
old of my apartment. Only words
inside—words that knew me better
than memory itself.

As weeks passed, the tone
of the letters darkened. The
writer hinted at a buried act,
something done in desperation
and then erased with deliberate
care.

On the eighteenth Thursday,
the letter was thicker than usual.
Inside, along with the familiar
flowing script, lay a small brass
key wrapped in red thread. The
note instructed me to visit the
abandoned house at the city’s
edge—the one shuttered after
a mysterious fire. The address
stirred a quiet dread. I knew the

Scarlet Billet Doux

place, though I could not remem-
ber why I had stood before it so
often in passing.

The key fit the lock as if it had
been waiting. Inside, dust and
silence pressed close, heavy with
the smell of ash long cooled. 1
climbed the narrow stairs to the
attic, guided by a certainty that
felt older than thought. Beneath
a warped mirror lay a wooden
box, its lid scarred by heat.

Inside were letters. Dozens of
them. Every one identical .

With my name.

At the bottom lay the final
letter, its ink faded almost to a
whisper. You wrote to remem-
ber, it said. You wrote because
forgetting was the only way to
survive what you did.

The mirror caught my reflec-
tion—then slowly corrected it.
The stranger’s face aligned with
mine, memory sliding back into
place like a blade into its sheath.
Isaw the fire, the argument, the
hand that struck, the decision
to erase myself in order to go
on living.

At last, I understood.

The letters had never been
arriving.

(Professor Ratan Bhattacharjee
, the multilingual Fiction writer
the author of “Twilight of Love” is

a Retd Affiliate Faculty of Virginia

Commonwealth University)
Email profratanbhattacharjee@
gmail.com

FROM PAGE 3...

Bashir Dada: A Romantic....

rather than accusatory. The repeat-
ed invocation “God accept my
prayer!” transforms the poem into
a series of supplications. Here, the
poet appears stripped of all claims
and expectations. He no longer
demands recognition or fidelity; he
asks only for grace, endurance, and
the possibility—however remote—of
one final vision of the beloved.

This poem reveals the poet’s spir-
itual dimension. Love is no longer
merely a personal obsession but
something entrusted to divine will.
The beloved’s happiness is prayed
for— “May helive in joy, may he live
in ease”—even as the poet himself
faces death. This is a profound moral
gesture. It demonstrates a capacity
for self-transcendence that deepens
the poet’s character. Love, for him,
is not contingent on reciprocity.
It remains an act of devotion even
when it brings nothing but pain.

Illness is portrayed both literally
and figuratively in this poem. The
beloved dismisses the “truth of my
illness,” and the poet struggles to

express his own condition. This
mutual failure to understand each
other highlights the tragedy of their
relationship. However, the poet does
not blame; he merely wishes that
the beloved could “cleave my heart

open to see it.” The heart becomes a

space for hidden truth, scarred but

purified through suffering. The line

“The scars upon my heart have all

been washed away” suggests that

pain, endured sincerely, possesses
aredemptive power.

Across all four poems, cer-
tain qualities of the poet become
clear:

1 Heisapoet of constancy. Despite
abandonment, disbelief, and
neglect, his devotion doesn’t
waver. Even when resignation
sets in, it is resignation without
cynicism.

2 Heisapoet of restraint. His lan-
guage is emotionally intense, yet
never hysterical. He relies on
repetition, metaphor, and nar-
rative progression rather than
excess or ornamentation.

3 He is a poet of moral serious-
ness. Love is not treated lightly
or sentimentally; it is a lifelong
commitment that shapes identi-
ty, memory, and fate.

Stylistically, Bashir favours clear
imagery drawn from nature and
ritual: sun and shade, storms and
boats, graves and flowers, and the
contrast between evening and dawn.

These images are not decorative;

they serve as emotional anchors.

Storms signify inner turmoil, graves

signify belated recognition, and eve-

ning symbolizes the decline of life.

The poet’s imagery is thus deeply

integrated with meaning, reflecting

a disciplined aesthetic sensibility.

In conclusion, these four poems
present a poet whose defining trait
is emotional integrity. He does not
simplify love into pleasure or trage-
dy alone; he understands it as a com-
plex, lifelong ordeal that demands
sacrifice, patience, and humility.

His suffering is neither theatrical

nor self-pitying; it is endured with

a quiet steadiness that commands

respect. Through resignation,
prophecy, memory, and prayer,
the poet charts a complete emo-
tional arc—from devotion to loss,
from bitterness to acceptance, from
earthly longing to spiritual surren-
der. Based on these poems, one can
assess the poet as a mature, serious
voice in the tradition of love poetry:
a poet who transforms personal grief
into lasting emotional truth. Like
Ghalib, Bashir would say:

yun hi gar rota raha ghalib, to ai
ahl-e-jahan

dekhna un bastiyun ko tum ki
veeran ho gain

If Ghalib weeps on thus, O people
of the world,

You will see—those thriving
towns will turn to ruins.

yun hi gar rota raha ghalib, to ai
ahl-e-jahan

dekhna un bastiyun ko tum ki
veeran ho gain

If Ghalib weeps on thus, O people
of the world,

You will see—those thriving
towns will turn to ruins.

Disclaimer: Opinions expressed in this publication are solely those of the authors and do not necessarily reflect the views of the magazine or its editors. While
every effort is made to ensure accuracy, the magazine assumes no responsibility for errors, omissions, or outcomes arising from the use of its content.
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