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Mohiuddin Reshi’s Micro Fiction:
Stories of Loss & Deprivation

Professor Muhammad Aslam

ohiuddin Reshi is a prom-
Minent contemporary Kash-

miri writer of short fiction
who gained significant recogni-
tion with his debut collection of
micro-stories, Aena Aatish (Bitter
Reflections), which earned him the
Sahitya Akademi Award in 2013.
Born in 1951, Reshi retired as an
assistant editor in the Information
Department of the Government of
Jammu and Kashmir and current-
ly resides in Srinagar. His second
collection, Nethanaen (Naked),
appeared in 2020.

Both volumes foreground the
social and moral crises afflicting
Kashmiri society and trace the
erosion of its long-standing plu-
ralistic ethos for which the region
had historically been renowned.
Reshi’s prose is marked by a lucid,
unadorned style accessible to a
wide readership, and he is widely
acknowledged for his ability to artic-
ulate complex realities with brevity
and force. A number of his stories
have been translated into English by
the present author. What follows is a
sample of his microfiction (translat-
ed from Kashmiri).

1 Fiction

[Original: afsana]

“I like the house. Everything is
well placed. Oh, the chandelier! I
didn’t notice it before. How elegant
it is! Where did you get it from? Must
be imported! But, I can’t understand,
in your library, there are innumer-
able books in different languages. I
see more dictionaries here. What is
the reason?”

“Oh, I forgot to tell you some
important things about my friends.”

Ayan had told his newlywed wife
everything about his family but
forgot to introduce his friends in
their absence.

“Although I have many friends,
there are a few with whom I'm very
close. Among them is Dr Prince
Javed, who is a successful surgeon.
Professor Aleem Ali is a famous
Maths teacher.

Another is Salman Ahmad, who
recently returned from abroad after
doing a Diploma in hairdressing.
But he is feeling sorry that he did
it because his family taunts him by
saying that people return as doctors
or engineers from abroad, but he had
come back as a barber.”

“So, these are your close friends!”

“No, a closer and dearer friend
is Marouf, who is also my mentor.”
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“What’s he doing?”

“He is a great fiction writer.”
While he was saying this, the bell
rang, and Marouf was standing
there.

“Oh, you have a long life. You
were being discussed.”

“Prince Javed told me that Bhabi
had returned. I thought about meet-
ing her and also seeing the library.
Did you get any new dictionary?”
Saying this, he went into the library
and began to turn the leaves of a new
dictionary.

“Ok. Have you collected so many
dictionaries for him only?” Abiya
said to her husband. “I can’t under-
stand what he is looking for in these
dictionaries.”

“He’s looking for the meaning of
the word ‘fiction’.”

“What?” Abiya was surprised and
said to Ayan, “You were saying that
he is a great fiction writer. He still
doesn’t know the meaning of fiction.
What are you saying? I don’t under-
stand. I'd get crazy here.”

“Listen! He knows the meaning
of fiction. He knows that fiction is
a short story or a tale, a structured
thing or just a talk, false or mental
disorder. However, he has appre-
hension that the fiction might be
the truth or a fact!”

“Unh! Reason?”

“The reason is that whatever
short stories he has written in the
past, all of them have one by one
proved true. Now, he is scared that
he might confront what is written
in one of his short stories, a mas-
terpiece, “Deceit”, that has been
translated into many languages and
in which a son is shown to shut his
aged father in a dark room for good.”

Listening to this, Abiya’s face
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changed colour, and she ran away.
Why?

2 Climax

[Original: Climax]

Every day, Dr Anees would
enquire from Anjan about the prog-
ress in his latest novel. He would
implore him to read it to him as he
felt that the story of the novel and his
life story were so identical, giving
the impression that Anjan knew all
his secrets. But, the relationship
between them was simply that of a
doctor and a patient. He, nonethe-
less, felt that every word of the novel
was telling his tale.

How could it be?

He was perturbed and was curious
to know what the climax of the novel
was going to be. That is why, every
evening, he called Anjan and, under
the pretext of enquiring about his
health, would ask about the climax
of the story. But the response he got
was that the canvas of the novel was
getting larger, and the end was still
not in sight. It had become a routine
for Dr Anees to sit with Anjan before
going to his home and listen to the
new leaves of his novel. Whatever
he did in twenty-four hours that he
found reflected in the pages of the
novel! He suspected that Anjan must
have had a spy camera installed in
his home, which was why he knew
everything about him.

He got very worried and thought
about the novel for the whole night.
He got some bad ideas. He thought
why he shouldn’t short-circuit the
switch of the pacemaker that he had
fitted into Anjan recently. However,
he wasn’t ready to let him die before
reading or listening to the climax of

il

the novel.

Today, when Anees reached
Anjan’s home, he found him lying on
the bed in such a manner as if, after
writing the climax, a burden of ages
had lessened from him. Seeing this,
Dr Anees, moving here and there,
started looking for the scattered
written leaves. He caught sight of
a writing pad that had an open pen
on it. He took the pad up and began
reading.

While reading, his face was
changing colours, and he was look-
ing at Anjan with a frown. He tore
the leaves into pieces and threw
them at Anjan’s face. When he didn’t
react, he collected all the pieces
back, put them into his pocket, and
looked into Anjan’s eyes with a torch
to find his own reflection.

He burst into laughter, closed his
pen, and ran away!

3 Howzat

[Original: howz dat]

Whenever there was a protest
or strike in the city, Rizwan got
scared, stopped eating and cried.
This worried Muneer’s family, and
they would find no peace until the
situation got better again.

His family took him to saints, der-
vishes and doctors, but nobody could
cure him.

He was a good cricket player. He
had participated in national and
international tournaments. Howev-
er, as soon as he got admission in
Class XII, he suffered from depres-
sion and left playing cricket. Getting
a bat in hand or seeing a ball would
give him blackouts.

They say that he had had a dream

CONT. ON PAGE 14
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The Winter of QOur Minds: Shahnaz Rashid’s
Poetic Personification of Verses of December

Mushtaque B Barq

easons have always lured
Sthe senses of the bards and,
throughout literary history,
seasons have carried the princi-
pal expression, acting as a natural
wonder amidst emotional land-
scapes (Stewart, 2025). As Susan
Stewart explains, “the human
ability to notice seasonal patterns
is reflected in the human ability to
make poems, which have their own
aural and formal patterns” (Stew-
art, 2025, p. 30), demonstrating how
poets draw on nature’s cycles to
shape emotional depth. Research
on seasonal symbolism shows that
winter is conventionally linked to
“demise, loss, grief, and hardship”
in poetry, illustrating how poets use
cold seasons to mirror human suf-
fering (Sa-ngiamwibool, 2025, p. 3).
In Verses of December, Shahnaz
Rashid personifies December and
uses vivid seasonal metaphors to
explore human alienation, suffer-
ing, and eventual hope. Through
these literary devices, he argues that
human resilience and hope emerge
from suffering, reflecting both the
emotional and cultural landscape
of Kashmir. In Verses of Decem-
ber, Shahnaz Rashid on one hand
mentions that the season offers a
natural invitation; on the other, it
provides a stage where the agonised
bard finds a match. He comes face
to face with the canopy of seasons
under which he unburdens his load
of pain and pleasure. The mood, the
gaiety, and the jollity of the convo-
luted glee of the bard take a route
where he meets summer or spring
to match his emotional state. The
entrenched torment, the travails
of people, and the discontent that
he bears within his battered breast
take him to the solitudes where he
encounters autumn or winter as a
cohort. Every season reads its own
script to festoon human emotion,
making the season closely aligned
with the state of mind of the people.
The raspberry of the silence, its
delicate whisper, takes the apt shape
according to the emotional tone of
the season and comforts the bard
accordingly. The dazzling sun and
the flora around sprout the latent
seeds of joy and bring them onto
the turf of delight. But the cactus
of the inner violence slowly halts
the steps of the bard till he finds his
way through the barren jungles and
ruins to unburden his heavy heart.
The sigh in silence sheds the mas-
sive leaves under which he takes
shelter, and the same sigh, as a
wonder, elevates his state of ecstasy
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beyond the castles of the blue vast.

Peeping down the poem of
Shahnaz Rashid, his use of personi-
fication to represent December is a
mindful work, allowing the season to
speak for itself rather than being fil-
tered through a narrator. December
speaks like a human being, signify-
ing the unrest and emotional state of
humanity. December finds its way
to the reader’s mind as an alienated
and rejected entity. The season mir-
rors human exclusiveness: frozen
bodies, frozen wishes, spirits, and
hearts. Shahnaz Rashid vividly
symbolises emotional impartiality
by underlining collective suffering
during the harsh winter season in
Kashmir. By closely analysing the
season, the poet reveals its profound
emotional and psychological effects
on humanity.

I am December, the last month of
the year; now I plan to leave Kash-
mir. The truth is that everyone is
happy for my departure.

In Verses of December, the cold-
ness of December exhibits hostility
and collective suffering, in addition
to emotional paralysis. The imag-
ery of frozen bodies, frozen wishes,
and spirits not only underscores
physical cold but also the emotion-
al desolation experienced by the
dwellers of the valley, aligning with
Sa-ngiamwibool’s observation that
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winter in poetry is conventionally
associated with “demise, loss, grief,
and hardship” (2025, p. 3). In con-
trast, Stewart (2025, p. 30) emphasiz-
es that “the human ability to notice
seasonal patterns is reflected in the
human ability to make poems,” sug-
gesting that Shahnaz Rashid’s sea-
sonal contrasts are purposely organ-
ised to reflect shifts in the human
psyche. By juxtaposing December’s
cold alienation with the warmth of
other seasons, Rashid underscores
the cyclic nature of human emotion,
illustrating how periods of suffering
and isolation inevitably give way to
hope and renewal. This poem stands
as a balance between despair and
hope. The poet derives hope from
the chill, revealing the purpose of
the harsh winter, which, in reci-
procity, retreats into seclusion to
return in March as a rejuvenating
agent of nature.

The poem is rich in metaphors
and imagery: “It bruised even
my own breast... I must journey
beyond the forests, stir the mirth
of March...”

The “bruised breast” metaphor
conveys December’s own state of
emotional unrest. The succeeding
phrase, “stir the mirth of March,”
signals a transition toward hope and
rejuvenation. The poet links the nat-
ural cycle to human resilience: the

emotional stagnation and hopeless-
ness represented by winter eventu-
ally give way to the revitalisation
of emotions.

The metaphoric beauty of the
poem makes it a masterpiece. Sev-
eral metaphors stand out for their
emotional intensity: December
acts as a pulsating embodiment
of a miserable speaker. This is an
example of personification, where
an abstract entity is endowed with
human qualities to deepen emo-
tional impact. As Cook (2013, p.
27) notes, “Personification endows
abstract concepts with human char-
acteristics, allowing the reader to
emotionally engage with otherwise
inanimate phenomena.” The depar-
ture of December signals the end of
winter and hints at hope returning
to the gardens; the season is depict-
ed as having agency, reinforcing
emotional transition through met-
aphor (Lakoff and Johnson 1980,
p. 5). As they explain, “Metaphors
are not just linguistic expressions,
but cognitive structures through
which we understand one domain
of experience in terms of another,”
reflecting how the months convey
emotional states.

The line Frozen bodies, wishes,
spirits, and hearts vividly depicts
emotional barrenness and immo-
bility, portraying inner lifelessness
through figurative language rather
than literal description. Leech
(1969, p. 14) observes, “Figurative
language such as metaphor and
personification creates imagery
that evokes mental and emotional
responses beyond the literal mean-
ing of words.” March is powerful-
ly personified as the anticipated
summer, reinforcing seasonal
change through human traits and
enhancing imagery and emotional
resonance (Cook 2013, p. 32). Anoth-
er striking metaphor is September,
symbolizing human attempts to
categorize time and its impact on
the valley’s topography and pictur-
esque quality. Abrams and Har-
pham (2015, p. 204) state, “A symbol
in literature is an object, character,
figure, or colour that is used to rep-
resent abstract ideas or concepts,”
which aptly aligns with September’s
role in the poem. The poet also cel-
ebrates his land, abundant with
fruits: Peach, apricot, and almond
buds, as if a beloved sends gifts
to a tender heart. This metaphor
likens buds to gifts, suggesting that
nature’s blossoms carry emotional
warmth, making the poem resonate
with valley dwellers who cherish
both the fragrance of fruits and the
culture they embody (Abrams and
Harpham 2015, p. 206).

For the people of the valley, fruits
are not merely commodities or
health prescriptions; they are inte-
gral to a rich cultural heritage, rep-
resenting vegetative collectiveness
and embodying the philosophy of

CONT. ON PAGE 12
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Deepak Budki

This was her first visit to the

valley. Sheetal had recently
joined a popular TV channel as a
reporter. Frequent discussions were
taking place on different channels
about the prevailing conditions in
the Kashmir valley. As a result, she
was provoked to explore the strife-
torn valley.

Sheetal’s mother used to talk
incessantly about her lost valley.
Kashmir was always on her lips till
her last breath. Several times she had
expressed a desire to visit her ances-
tral house at least once, but neither
the conditions in the valley nor her
health permitted her to do so. And
then one day she was gone forever.

Her mother had departed almost
five years ago. At the last moment
of her life, she became restless and
stared at the people around her. She
pined for something incomprehensi-
ble; maybe she yearned for her ances-
tral house, where she had spent most
of her life, but was forced to abandon
it.

Forced migration from her home-
land had kindled a burning desire
in the heart of Sheetal to visit her
ancestral place. Of late, fortune had
favoured her. She was appointed a
correspondent by the International
Television (ITV) after her post-gradu-
ation degree in Mass Communication
from a reputed college in Delhi. She
was immensely thrilled upon receiv-
ing her first appointment order.
Since her childhood, she had proved
to be a daring and adventurous
girl who wanted to live an indepen-
dent, self-reliant and self-sufficient
life. She felt inspired by the valour
of correspondents of foreign chan-
nels reporting from war-torn areas
around the world, whom she used to
watch on television. She prayed for
the day when she would herself send
stories from such conflict areas like
Afghanistan, Syria, Palestine and
Baghdad. Her parents had made her
bold, fearless and indomitable. Her
father never made her feel inferior to
boys by virtue of her gender, which
normally limits the activities of girls
due to conservative social practices.

Sheetal was born in a well-to-do
middle-class family in Sopore, Kash-
mir. Her mother often confided in her
that their property in Sopore would
fetch around three crores. They
owned several orchards of apples,
almonds, cherries, apricots and wal-
nuts. The family also possessed many
acres of agricultural land where rice
was cultivated. Moreover, they had
a huge multistoried mansion built
with expensive green stones, bricks
and deodar wood. A few angular
wooden balconies protruded from

S he set out in search of her roots.

In Search of Roots

the top floor. Most rooms had Khat-
ambad ceilings made by fitting small
pieces of fir wood into each other in
geometrical patterns. Such ceilings
are now a rarity. Sheetal was born
only a few days before her parents
had to flee from the valley and take
refuge in Jammu. It was a nightmare
for them; the whole property was ren-
dered worthless, and the family had
to stand in a queue in order to obtain
daily rations and relief for survival
till such time their deposits in post
offices and banks were transferred to
Jammu. It was only after a decade or
so that they could sell their property
at throw-away prices because a blan-
ket ban had been imposed on the sale
and purchase of property belonging
to the people who had migrated out
of the valley.

Her father had never discrimi-
nated against human beings based
on caste, colour or creed all his life.
Nobody was high or low for him; he
would mix up with everyone and
would not maltreat anyone. Many
a time, people were not able to dis-
tinguish whether he was a Hindu or
a Muslim. Yet he was forced to say
goodbye to the valley due to alarm-
ing extremism that suddenly erupt-
ed there. He, however, believed that
this gun culture would not last long
and the conditions would return to
normal after some time. Moreover,
he was convinced that all migrants
would return to their homes after
a few years. Most of the innocent
Kashmiri Pandits nurtured such
thoughts, but meanwhile, more than
twenty-five years had passed.

Sheetal’s mother, Heemal, was
more emotional than her father.
Whenever she got an opportunity,
she dug deep into her past, recollect-
ing the streets, lanes and bylanes of
her hometown besides the vast open
fields where she used to play games
like hide and seek, kho-kho, jump
rope, pithu-garam and marbles with
her friends during childhood. Many
a time, she would imagine herself
standing in her own garden and feast-
ing her eyes on the natural, capti-
vating scenery around. Her parental
house was in Baramulla, about which
she would say, “My parental house
was situated on the right bank of the
river Vitasta or what you call Jhelum
now. Whenever I happened to look
out of the window of my house, my
eyes would catch the pleasant sight
of the rumbling Vitasta. Across the
river, there was a majestic temple
of Ganesha. And then you could see
those vast blue and purple moun-
tains spread all over the horizon
with snow-capped peaks and cedar
and fir trees covering their foothills.
There was greenery everywhere.
Early mornings, you could hear
azans emanating from the mosques
and the sounds of ringing bells from
the temples. There were many houses
in our mohalla, and the neighbours
kept tabs on everyone next door. Both
Hindus and Muslims lived together
in complete harmony. In the large
compound in front of our house stood
abig Chinar tree with all its elegance.
It was there for about a hundred and
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fifty years. Three almond and two
walnut trees were also there. With
the onset of spring, the almond trees
bore beautiful blossoms which later
transformed into raw green almonds.
We, the children, would eagerly
await the raw, appetising almonds.
However, walnuts bore fruit very late
in summer.”

Reminiscing about those sweet
memories would often bring tears to
Heemal’s eyes, especially when she
talked about the Chinar tree. “It was
not just a tree but our heritage and
legacy. I had heard from my parents
that my grandfather had planted it
when his wish was granted and he
had been married to his childhood
soulmate. Grandfather had planted
it immediately after his marriage to
commemorate the event. After that,
it turned into a ritual. The maidens
in the family would quietly go near
the Chinar and wish that they too get
married to their beloved.” Heemal
too had prayed before the Chinar sev-
eral times for fulfilling her wishes.

The march of time robbed human
beings of their innocence and left no
traces behind. Good old traditions
disappeared gradually. It looked like
some demon had snatched them away
in a similar manner as a crow snatch-
es a piece of bread from the hands of
a small, innocent child.

The love story of Heemal and
Nagrai was full of romance and
uncertainties. Nagrai had obtained
his BA and BEd degrees. After that,
he joined a government school in
Baramulla as a teacher. In those
days, means of communication were
scarce, and he couldn’t commute
daily from his home. It was the first
day of June when he submitted his
joining report to the school. A local
teacher helped him get a house on
rent nearby after personally assuring
the landlord of his conduct. Those
times were different. Words like
tenant and tenancy were alien to the
common man. The landlord had two
daughters and two sons; one of the
daughters was named Heemal.

Heemal gave up her studies after
matriculation. She worked at home
and helped her parents in the fields.
In the morning, when Nagrai took
a shortcut through their farms to
reach his school, he would often
catch a glimpse of cheerful and exu-
berant Heemal there. On his return,
he would find her resting under some
tree on the banks of the river Jhelum.
At times, they would come face-to-
face in the house. Nagrai was appre-
hensive that any advances would
not only deprive him of the rented
dwelling but also dent his reputation,
and he would not get any accommo-
dation in the town thereafter. He had
been cautioned by the local teacher
to be careful, as the owner had two
pretty daughters and any amorous
advances would tarnish his image
in the small town. This caution had,
however, aroused his curiosity.

On the other hand, it was love at
first sight for Heemal. She thought
he was sent by God only for her.
Where would she find such a hand-
some young man? The family occu-

pied the ground and first floor of the
house, while Nagrai was allotted two
rooms and a Kitchen on the second
floor. His daily routine was to boil
rice and make lentils, potatoes or
seasonal vegetables for himself. For-
tunately, the kerosene stove had been
introduced in the market a few years
earlier, and Nagrai had purchased
one for cooking his food. Early in the
morning, he would go to the nearby
temple and, on his way back home,
purchase two local rotis and half a
litre of milk for breakfast. Sometimes
he would purchase curds for lunch in
addition. In those days, there were
no ceiling fans or refrigerators in
Kashmir. Climatic conditions were
such that cooked vegetables could
remain fresh for a number of days.
Heemal often wished she could clean
his rooms and arrange his belongings
in his absence to surprise him on his
return in the evening.

Life was simple and devoid of any
complications. Nagrai used to go to
his school dressed in simple clothes
- a shirt, a churidar pyjama, and a
warm tweed coat. He would adorn
his head with a turban, which would
take him about ten to fifteen minutes
to tie. At his home, he would prefer to
wear a kurta, pyjama and a pheran.
And depending on the weather, he
would add on a woollen sweater,
monkey cap and hand gloves. During
the winter, school remained closed
for two months, and he would go to
his home in Sopore. That time, a day
looked like a year for Heemal. Sepa-
ration became unbearable. She spent
her days singing melancholic songs
of Habba Khatoon or Arni Mal, echo-
ing her own inner feelings.

Initially, Nagrai was reluctant to
talk freely to anyone. One day, the
owner said to his wife, “You should
occasionally enquire about the wel-
fare of Masterji.”

She replied, “How the hell do I find
out about his welfare? God knows
what material he is made of. Looks
like a walking statue. Doesn’t talk
to anyone, and doesn’t even wish
anyone while going or returning. I
am at a loss to understand what type
of training has been imparted to him
by his parents.”

The landlord could not stop him-
self from laughing. He said, “It isn’t
like that, my dear. In fact, he is shy
by nature. Possibly thinks that if he
talks to anyone, the other person
may not like it.” Nonetheless, as time
passed, Nagrai slowly mingled with
the landlord and his family so much
so that he became a member of their
family. They also started taking care
of him.

The case of Heemal was different.
She was bubbling with youth and
always in search of an opportunity
to talk to Nagrai. She would somehow
make her way through. During the
conversation with Nagrai, her face
would glow, her lips twitch, her eye-
lids flutter and her entire body trem-
ble. She knitted a woollen sweater for
Nagrai without her parents coming
to know of it and handed it over to
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By.Dr.Arif Maghribi Khan.

when he left this world after

a brief illness at home, even
before death he was as agile as ever,
making people smile. Many people
do not know his real name - Ghulam
Mohi-ud-Din Khan. As a young
child he visited a Hakeem sahib for
severe respiratory infection, along
with other advises, he was given
ill advise of using hookah, to get
sputum out.

After years, he gave it up in
his late fifties by his will power.
Anyway Hakeem sahib misheard
his real name also and wrote Khizer
Mhuhammed. Decades later, when
he began writing humorous poetry
in Kashmiri language, other poets
gave him his pen name Khazir
Maghribi as they thought humour
is incompatible with Kashmiri lan-
guage.

There are many dimensions to my
father’s personality. I hope I will be
able to cover it all. Born in a humble
family at Chotta Bazar Srinagar in
late thirties, his other siblings also
rose to higher positions like his
elder brother Shehzore Kashmiri
or Muhammed Shafi Khan known
as a great administrative officer.
My father was not initially sent to
school but to a tailor shop. One day
he was seen in this shop by author-
ities who wanted to promote educa-
tion. My grandfather was asked to
send him to school, which he reluc-
tantly did. This shows how sincere
the authorities were in promoting
education. He learned some skills
there and would sometimes sew his
own clothes to our astonishment
athome. When we asked him the
reason he would talk about dignity
of labour and Islam. Anyway after
getting a scholarship for pursuing
his school education, he passed
10th class examinations with merit
from Lahore University. Among
the Muslim students he secured the
second highest marks, and would
say that only a girl secured more
marks than him. But my father
would always say that passing exam-
inations is not important, hard work
is.

After graduation in Geography,
Persian, Urdu he was struggling to
get a job. He would always make us
burst with laughter when we asked
about his job search. He would
recall, and say that he covered so
much distance and climbed many
mountains to get a job as a forest-
er or a job in the police. But he was
denied a job as he did not pay 5

30th November 1999 is the day

KHAZIR MAGHRIBI
MY FATHER AS | REMEMBER HIM

rupees as bribe. And this attitude
remained till death and became his
brand. Finally, after much struggle
he got a job as a teacher,

where he made his mark by
unique style of teaching. He wrote
many books on Geography, History,
Maths and English; and Ali Moham-
med and Sons was his publishing
house. These books were sold like
hot cakes, and till 1990 remained a
big source for all students specially
who struggled to pass 10th grade in
JK. He would tell us that when he
wrote a book on Mathematics for
students in 10th grade, he would
think like a student in 10th grade.
His fight against nepotism and cor-
ruption led to his frequent transfers,
prominent being the one to Rajori
and Poonch, which he embraced
with grace. During his stay there
learned the Pahari language

Life story of my father is incom-
plete without my mother’s mention.
My father always told us how they
fought battles of life together and
remained steadfast during testing
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times. My father got married to my
mother namely Jawahar Un Nisa
from the Khan Family of Gojwara,
who also started her career as a
teacher. Much to the discomfort of
the society the marriage was held
in a simple way. Actually my father
had rented a car with a loyal Sikh
driver who was told to be ready to
go back if there are any signs of ritu-
als; thankfully it was all simple. I do
remember my relatives showing dis-
pleasure even after decades of mar-
riage, but my father and my mother
both stood their ground. And today
when in 2020 I read about average
boys and girls, I think of my father
and talk with my mother on this. She
smiles and says proudly how diffi-
cult it was then to persuade people
in making marriage simple.

There were nationwide reforms
in education that started in 2016
one of which is that no student will
be declared as failed till 8th class
examinations. My father initiat-
ed this way back in late seventies
in Batmaloo school, where on the

result day it would be declared
- AWLI PETH EETHMIS TAAM
SAREY PASS [From Ist to 8th all
are declared pass]. Whenever he was
questioned, he would say, “show me
even one student of mine who is not
doing well in life. My pupils include
doctors, engineers, researchers,
bureaucrats, and businessmen”.

After getting married my father
was briefly transferred to one end of
Kashmir and my mother to another
end. One day, much to the embar-
rassment of my parents, I discovered
their love letters written after mar-
riage and sent by mail or hand. One
letter reads, “How I wish I became a
singing bird and tell you about my
love”. We had preserved all these
love letters till 2014 floods razed our
house to ground, and nothing could
be retrieved. 4 children were born in
Balgarden where we lived till 2014
floods. I have two elder sisters who
work in education sector and broth-
er an experienced engineer of great
repute, all children got education, no
gender disparity.

My father had many books to
his credit, one being “BAAGHI
AROQOZ”. It is the first book pub-
lished of its kind which talks about
writing poetry, correct usage of
grammar in Kashmiri poetry. It
was published way back in 1970, and
sold at Ghulam Ahmed Booksellers,
Zaina Kadal and Kapoor Brothers
Lal-Chowk. His other books include
MOTI-MAALA for children, and
Gulshani Khazir. In my childhood
in 1994 I saw many stalwarts of
today getting their poetry checked
and refined from him , I hope that
some day they do pen down a few
words for him.

By the way my mother reads all
newspapers specially GK, Kashmir
Uzma with great fervor and passion.
Her favorite pages include “Senior
citizens page” which is like a pleth-
ora of memories.

My father was known for his
humorous poetry. When asked the
reason he said “In Kashmiri poetry
except for LADDI-SHAH we do not
have humour. It is mostly sad.
So I thought of including humour
to make people laugh, as well as
motivate them to do well instead of
lamenting them about the past”. My
father regularly featured on radio
and TV shows including NATIYA
MUSHAIRA [Poetic tribute to Proph-
et Muhammed - peace be upon him].

Most people do not know that my
father has written a series of books
on Sir Muhammed Igbal - the series
is known as GUFTO-SHINEED’. 1
end with the hope that the state
cultural academy takes up further
publication and circulation of his
books. Some of them are already in
libraries, but now with internet and
digital formats, we need to move in
that direction.

Author is the youngest son of
Khazir Maghribi and can be mailed at
arifmaghribi@yahoo.com
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The DSA Lab at SKIMS

Precision, Persistence, and the Making of
Endovascular Self-Reliance in Kashmir

pm——

it

Akram Sidiqui

fter suffering repeated brain
Ahaemorrhages he used to
arrive at SKIMS with flick-
ering hopes, but had not lost his
hope ,a middle-aged man from the
hinterlands of the Kashmir Valley,
had his good luck lurking for him.
weakened by recurrent brain
hemorrhage, he was still all set to
undergo DSA at the hands of experts
,who had assured him of world
class cure here at his native place
and what followed was a literally a
moment to rejoice.

Inside the Digital Subtraction
Angiography Laboratory at Sher-
e-Kashmir Institute of Medical Sci-
ences, his story changed course. A
concealed vascular malformation,
precise, treacherous, yet treatable,
was mapped in real time.

Through a slender catheter navi-
gating unseen corridors of blood, the
lesion was sealed with out an inci-
sion, prolonged anesthesia or exile
from home.

He walked out days later, speech
returning, strength gathering,
despair receding,carrying with him
not just recovery, but a quiet aston-
ishment: that such care existed here,
within the Valley, when hope itself
had begun to thin. It is in such uncel-
ebrated recoveries that the true mea-
sure of progress is found.

The DSA Lab at Sher-e-Kashmir
Institute of Medical Sciences and the
Quiet Rise of Endovascular Excel-
lence in Kashmir

Progress, in regions shaped by
uncertainty, seldom arrives with
fanfare. It makes its way through
corridors of excellence , catheters of
cutting edge technology , calibrated
hands of wizards, and convictions
that refuse to yield to circumstance.

The Digital Subtraction Angiog-
raphy (DSA) Laboratory at SKIMS,
Soura, is emblematic of such prog-
ress. It is not merely a technolog-
ical installation, but a philosophi-
cal transition, from dependence to
self-reliance, from diagnostic lim-
itation to therapeutic precision, and
from geographic isolation to clinical
parity.

Over the decades, SKIMS has
evolved from an institution ground-
ed in conventional radiology to one
displaying state of art advanced
imaging and minimally invasive
intervention. The DSA Lab stands

today as one of its most consequen-
tial milestones, where images do not
merely reveal disease, but guide its
resolution.

The commissioning of a state-
of-the-art DSA laboratory in early
2018 marked a watershed moment
in Kashmir’s medical history. Until
then, advanced vascular and neuro-
vascular interventions, aneurysm
coiling, embolisation of malforma-
tions, emergency hemorrhage con-
trol etc were often synonymous with
referrals outside the Valley. These
referrals carried not just huge finan-
cial burden, but clinical risk, delay,
and alltogather emotional exhaus-
tion.

The e-inauguration of the DSA
Lab in January 2018 quietly altered
this trajectory. With structured
planning, phased training, and col-
laborative mentoring from apex
institutions such as AIIMS and
experts from outside the country,
SKIMS signaled its intent to transi-
tion from diagnostic competence to
interventional authority.

This was not a cosmetic upgrade.
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It was an institutional declaration:
that modern endovascular medicine
would no longer remain geograph-
ically exclusive to metropolitan
regions but will go uphill into the
lap of paradise on earth.

It is here in place to mention that
digital Subtraction Angiography
allows clinicians to visualize blood
vessels by digitally removing back-
ground anatomical structures from
contrast-enhanced images. What
remains is a sharply defined vascu-
lar roadmap, dynamic, precise, and
revelatory.

At SKIMS, however, DSA has
evolved beyond visualization. It
has become a therapeutic gateway.
Through the same arterial access
used for imaging, microcatheters
deliver coils, particles, glue, or che-
motherapeutic agents,correcting
pathology from within the vessel
itself, often without a scalpel, stitch,
or prolonged hospitalization. Diag-
nosis and treatment that was once
totally sequential, now unfold as a
single continuum.

From the day one DSA becoming

operational, it has demonstrated
steady growth, both in procedural
volume and complexity. This evo-
lution can broadly be understood
across three overlapping phases.

Phase I: Diagnostic Consolidation
(2018-2019)

The initial years focused on estab-
lishing diagnostic credibility:

Cerebral angiography for stroke,
aneurysms, and vascular malforma-
tions

Peripheral angiography for limb
ischemia

Renal and visceral angiography
for hypertension and bleeding dis-
orders

Hundreds of angiographic studies
were performed during this period,
creating a robust foundation of tech-
nical confidence and patient trust.

Phase II: Therapeutic Expansion
(2019-2021)

In this next phase ,with experi-
ence came therapeutic ambition.The
lab began performing:

Endovascular coiling of intra-
cranial aneurysms , Embolisation
of AVMs and fistulae

treatment of hepatic, renal, and
splenic pseudoaneurysms. These
procedures marked a decisive shift,
from diagnostic referral to definitive
local care.

Phase III: Consolidation and Com-
plexity (2021-Present)

In recent years, the DSA Lab has
emerged as a regional referral hub
for complex vascular and neurovas-
cular cases:

Transarterial Chemoembolisa-
tion (TACE) for hepatocellular car-
cinoma

Bronchial artery embolisation
for massive hemoptysis, Emergen-
cy embolisation for traumatic and
spontaneous hemorrhage, Selective
uterine AVM embolisation, Proce-
dural outcomes have remained con-
sistent, with safety profiles compa-
rable to national tertiary centers.

As it is known to one and all that
stroke care is defined by urgency so
availability of immediate cerebral
angiography has transformed neuro-
vascular decision-making at SKIMS
to a greater extent. Early and accu-
rate visualization of cerebral vas-
culature has Improved stroke sub-
type differentiation and has enabled
timely identification of large-vessel
occlusions and above 11 has strength-
ened decisions regarding interven-
tion versus medical therapy

for aneurysmal subarachnoid
hemorrhage, while as early angiog-
raphy followed by coiling has sig-
nificantly reduced rebleeding risk,
altering prognoses that were once a
piece in the sky .

One of the most consequential

CONT. ON PAGE 14
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LitStream Moves on: A Memorable
Literary Journey That Continues

\ -
Dr. Basharat Khan

I itStream the literary weekly
is now carving out a special
literary niche in the media

world as a weekly magazine by offer-
ing a national nay a global space for
literary minded people. The Daily
Headlines Today through this
weekly Literary Supplement pub-
lished every Saturday from Jammu
and Kashmir with a huge range of
features, poetry, fiction and non fic-
tion, reviews, travelogues and arti-
cles on varied social issues related
to Health, education, nature and cul-
ture studies has till today published
19 issues so regularly overcoming
all obstacles and challenges. In the
last 18 issues, LitStream has carved
out a secure place for the intellec-
tual mind and literature lover that
now every writer feels like waiting
eagerly to get a little space in the
magazine for expressing his or her
best of thoughts. The wait for seven
days sometimes seems too long for
poets and fiction writer who are
getting scope for innovation and
experimentation.

This is a looking back to 2025
with supreme satisfaction. The last
issue in 2025 was a masterpiece
of innovation and experimenta-
tion with literary techniques and
genres. From Kashmir to Kentucky,
from Uzbekistan to Nigeria, from
Delhi to Durban writers are joining
everyday and the readership is spec-
tacularly creating a watershed for
literary and culture studies. In the
19th Issue tribute to great Kashmiri
poets like Abdul Ahad Farhad, or
Bashirul Haque, or a discussion on
Mirza Ghalib go side by side with
articles on life in winter which is
Kashmir’s season of beauty and
struggle.

In the 18th Issue the focus in the
cover story was on Bashir Dada a
romantic and melancholic poet and
the translated story of Fayaz Dilbar.

The 17th Issue made Rosul Mir
and Kongi a cover story while the
other issues focus on Urdu fiction
Ka Roshan Sitara by Noor Shah
along with the translated version
of Shakeel Ur Rehman’s short story
while in the 16th issue we made Dr.
Ratan Bhattacharjee’s Twilight of
Love as the cover story feature won
the reader’s heart.

Metanarrative like the Venom-
ous Fog and experimental existen-
tial fiction ‘Rat Trap’ went side by
side with medical analysis of Dia-
betes. Besides the enriched poetry
corner contributed by poets across
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countries.

LitStream began its journey on
August 24, 2025 with a vision and
mission. The Daily Headlines Chief
Editor Mr. Jahagngir Bukhari in
consultations with me took a bold
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decision to bring out literary sup-
plement dedicated entirely to Liter-
ature and Culture studies; one that
could bring together writers from
Kashmir with voices from the rest
of the country and the world. When
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Daily Headlines Today introduced
it as a weekly Saturday literary sup-

plement the vision was translated
into realty. The first issue set the
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Ascension

Nayeema Ahmad Mahjoor

That light... was not from the sky.
It was sneaking in from the sun.
And that sun... was not in the sky;
It was hanging over the earth.

On the land... There was no Rumi,
There was Tabriz,

Sitting and sinking.

Something was slipping through
his hands.

Introspection on the
New Year

Zulfigar Naqvi

Time came,

Time passed,

Time hastened on—

Carrying success and joy,
Bitterness and defeat;

Ease and toil, loss and gain;
Poverty and plenty, name and
rank;

Knowledge and wisdom, that it
yields.

What, then, slipped free

From Time’s unfolding hem?
The Lord of all worlds,

Master of Time and Space,
Bestowed it all.

Yet tell me—

What have we truly gathered
From hours and nights,

From months dissolving into
years?

Did we ask what Time took from
us,

Women

Eva Petropoulou Lianou
Greece

I was wondering if I am free?

Do u feel free?

Nooo

Every day I walk in a street of pos-
sibilities and opportunities..

But nobody look at me

Asiam a woman..

It is unspeakable how much a
woman is used..

From day one

A woman needed to educate the
child

To cook for a child

To learn him how to think..

Some creature had emerged from
the sea,
And he was speaking to the sun.
“That is the food of my life.
Turn up the heat.
Burn up my throat
And cause my body to melt.
Then, silence my voice.
This isn’t actual food.
It won’t satisfy my hunger.
Or make me swallow my pride.
Give me swan’s wings to fly.
Take me to the sky?
Return me to Rumi
And bless me with another ascent.
(Nayeema Ahmad Mahjoor is a
renowned Kashmiri Journalist and
a Penguin Author She Is a Former
Senior Editor with BBC WORLD
SERVICE)

And what it returned in grace?
Did our hands remain folded,
Or did they labor and build?
Did we face Time—and ourselves,
Or drift through borrowed anx-
ieties
And hollow pursuits?
Now, at the year’s final threshold,
Let us weigh what we so carefully
count—
For within these numbered days
Our whole existence lies.
All questions are here;
All answers, too.
If we fail to see them,
Can Time be blamed?
The year will change—
We may not.
And if we do not,
Time will deliver its verdict:
We shall pass unnamed,
Unmarked,
Without echo.
Come—Ilet us make a covenant:
With ourselves, with Time, with
the coming year and say-
“0 Time! If you change,
We shall too, we shall too.”
(Zulfiqar Naqvi a prolific Urdu
poet, a former announcer with All
India Radio, Poonch (J&K), and
aretired Principal of the School
Education Department, Jammu
and Kashmir)

Speak..
Act..
A lot for a woman to do
But what happens after..
A woman need
A woman wish
A woman word
Inexistant person
Until one day
U will look at the mirror
U see your face
U will see your heart
U will see your body
And u will not recognize it
Because u will be so used
Used from the rejection
Used from the loneliness
Used from the fake people
Used from the bad decisions
Without faith!!!
(Eva Petropoulou Lianou
Greece is a multi awardee author
and poet of children literature and
editor Greek Magazine. Her works
are translated and published all
over the world)
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English translation By Suvir Kaul

This death , how pitiless?

How many children it renders
orphans

And , without fear , takes sons
from mothers

From so many sisters it takes
brothers

Without sympathy it devastates
homes .

Sleeping in this soil

Is that valorous young one too .
Whose ambitions where high

A white shroud wraps around
him today

And dreams are now as if forgot-
ten by him

All desires and wishes left here
and he now distant .

The day he called the day , called
dark clouds dark clouds .

He was tutored at length to call
the hours of the night the day .
But speaking the truth he went .
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(Rukhsana Jabeen is a former Director of Radio Kashmir Srinagar,
Rukhsana Jabeen, known by her pen name Jabeen, is a luminous voice in
Kashmiri and Urdu poetry, whose verses weave the rich cultural tapestry

of Kashmir with universal human experiences)

"The Importance Of
Girls Education"

Elpiola Lluka

Girls are the air of life,

take care of them all the time.
To have as well a good wife,
education is the first prime!
Little girls are so innocent,

DANCING IN YELLOW

Dibang Mary

Dancing in yellow,

the calendula stretches toward
the sun,

each petal a quiet reminder of
days unfolding like a golden cal-
endar.

The light catches on the edges
of the flowers, painting shadows
that shift slowly across the earth.
Time moves gently here, mea-
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treat them well and be tolerant...
Freedom stays underneath our
world,
covers our feelings with shining
gold.
Let little girls to read more books,
it's the most beautiful look!
A good behaviour has no price,
so let them learn to break the ice!
(Elpiola Lluka is a worldwide
poetess, writer, songwriter and
singer. She was born in Korca city
of Albania and is grown up in an
intellectual family. She has studied
for English Language and Litera-
ture in the "Fan.S.Noli" University.
She has written her first poem
since she was 8 years old. She is a
regular writer and poetess and her
poems are published in many inter-
national newspapers, magazines
and anthologies books.)

sured not in hours

but in the sway of stems, the
whisper of wind through petals,
the soft hum of a season that refus-
es to hurry.

I sink into a warm bath, petals
of calendula floating around me,
their scent rising like sunlight
through water.

Isip the quiet, letting it settle in
my chest, feeling the warmth seep
into my skin and memory alike.

For a while, I am no longer sep-
arate from the blooms.

Iam a part of their dance, their
quiet insistence that beauty is
made of simple moments,

and that even as days fold and
fade,

some light lingers—bright,
tender, yellow.

(Dibang Mary's is an interna-
tional Nigerian awardee writer,
and her recent literary work, "The
Children Are Ours," has been fea-
tured in a Barcelona literary maga-
zine in Spain.)
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“One Must Wear This Legacy Humbly”:
Beached Driftwood Poems by Ajanta Paul

Dr Tanmoy Bhattacharjee
tanmoy.cu06@gmail.com

Book:

Beached Driftwood Poems

Ajanta Paul. Hawakal Publishers,
Kolkata, 2023.

Pages: 139 pp. | Price: USD 15.99
/ INR 450

“Like pieces of driftwood long
buffeted by winds and waves, these
poems travelled a long distance
through the seas of languages,
associations and influences to float
ashore onto my humble notebook,”
reveals Ajanta Paul in the Preface to
Beached Driftwood Poems, preluded
by Malashri Lal and published by
Hawakal, Kolkata, in 2023.

Beached driftwood pieces serve
as metaphors for an entire array of
memories—memories that the poet
considers as one’s legacy, to be worn
humbly and irrefutably. As the poet
subtly insinuates, not all memories
are happy ones; retrospectively,
not all past events are compellingly
joyous. Seen thus, the rhetoric of the
past becomes a curious mélange of
“many afire” and the “old iron pan”
that invariably endures the burn,
rendering the breezy moments of
happiness essentially split, truncat-
ed, and tattered.

In the poem “Split Happiness,”
the coruscating achievements of life
are summarily reduced to curdled
milk in the old iron pan of the heart:

“Fulfilment curdles like milk / in
the old iron pan of the heart / that
has borne many a fire.”

The spirit of forbearance here
is, on the one hand, a redeeming
aspect of memory and, on the other,
a vestige of incurable submission.
The wear and tear of life gradually
merges with the wear and tear of
memory.

Just as porcelain cups and plates
grow worn through daily, rugged
use, memory too erodes under the
weight of time. The searing, length-
ening pain—abstract in essence—
finds reflection in enduring porce-
lain, giving rise to what the poet
terms “recipes of resilience” in the
poem “Of Porcelain and Pain”:

“And then, there are those /
whose plates are chipped / with the
scars of years... scratched surfaces,
recipes of resilience.”

While the poet never denies
the toast-raising necessities of life
nor the chance emergence of resil-
ience, our everlasting desire for
moon-gazing remains stranded on
the highway of hope. In “Strand-
ed,” when we unburden ourselves
through song, we feel as though we
soar on “iambs,” yet often remain

“left / echoing hollowly / like
empty pyrrhics / at the edge of a
verse.” The poem underlines how
wilful disavowal of memory leads
us to margins without moorings—a
“ghost town of memories” marked
by silence and displacement.

This unsettling movement across
“margins without moorings” recalls
Guillaume Apollinaire’s disillusion-
ing lines from “Always”:

“We will always / Keep going fur-
ther without ever advancing.”

The moorings, as Ajanta Paul
repeatedly reminds us, are memory
itself. Modern urban existence—our
solipsistic preoccupations, divided
aims, and hurried lives—has alien-
ated us from our roots. In “Visibly
Invisible,” the crawling workman on
an urban high-rise suggests progress
without advancement. The appar-
ent ascent is counterbalanced by a
striking “dactylic descent,” a metri-
cal metaphor that captures modern
man’s fear and fractured rhythm of
life.

This innovative use of metrical
symbolism—particularly the coun-
terpoint between ascent and “dac-
tylic descent”—is not only rare in
Indian English poetry but profound-
ly effective in approximating the
nature of memory: visibly invisible
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The wood log at the seashore has stories to tell. Aren't we
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captivating.

janta Pat

Beached Driftwood does not only

appreciate “the gleaming finish / the texture rare,” it looks at

the “agony” of the

Paul reflects on the voy:
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e and calls it variously: rain or ruin,

and admits heroffering asa “ perfect saga of pain.”
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and invisibly visible at once.

Memory, therefore, does not
remain merely reflective or intro-
spective. In this context, Vinayak
Krishna Gokak’s bi-generic cate-
gorisation of poetry in The Golden
Treasury of Indo-Anglican Poetry
(1970) appears limiting. Ajanta
Paul’s Beached Driftwood Poems
transcends such binaries. Her work
challenges the very rationale behind
rigid categorisation and gestures
towards a distinct genre that may
aptly be termed “memory-poetry”
within Indian Writing in English.

Her metaphors for memory are
manifold and striking: “mothballed
memories,” “creases of coordi-
nates,” “kites that don’t fly,” “yeast
in dough,” or the intimate “shelter
beneath my grandmother’s hands.”
These images chart the many inter-
faces between life and memory.

To reinforce the idea that not all
memories submit to language, one
may recall Ajanta Paul’s short story
“Freedom,” where the protagonist
Supriti carries the frozen residues
of Partition within her:

“There were still some cold and
crystalline memories, lodged like ice
in Supriti’s heart...”

Here, memory becomes a silent
repository—visible only to those

USD 15.99 | Poctry
I
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attuned to its muted language.

For Ajanta Paul, memory ulti-
mately becomes an aesthetic act—a
compression of the “retreating
shadow” into self-discovery. Her
final poem, “Becoming,” fittingly
extends the philosophical arc from
being to becoming:

“I had been running along the
ridges / of the universe’s aban-
doned edges / till you compressed
my retreating shadow / into a dumb
show of antiquity.”

In this way, Ajanta Paul’s poetic
engagement with memory does not
merely preserve the past; it trans-
forms it—affirming, with quiet
grace, that one must indeed wear
this legacy humbly.

Dr Tanmoy Bhattacharjee is
Assistant Professor of English at
Women’s Christian College, Kolk-
ata, and a Postdoctoral Fellow at Lin-
coln University College, Malaysia.
He is the author of Sarojini Naidu:
Sufi and Bhakti Influence, editor of
Understanding Environment and
Eco-Tales of India, and is currently
translating SabarKatha under the
Rupkatha Project in collaboration
with ULB, Belgium. He also co-edits
As Leaves Rustle for Spadina Liter-
ary Review, Canada.
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Literary Analysis

ABOUT THE BOOK

The readers never get bored because the poet has striven to reach
the readers through the different formats of poetry |

odes, couplets, quatrains and ghazals. The poet likes both small
and lengthy poems. The readers can find and enjoy such poems to
go through as per their own choice. The readers never get bored
because the poet has striven to reach the readers through the
different formats of poetry like sonnets, odes, couplets, quatrains

Kujtim Hajdari

The Poet

Dr Perwaiz Shaharyar is a dis-
tinguished multilingual poet, critic,
and short-story writer from India,
currently serving as the Consultant
Editor (Urdu) at NCERT, Ministry of
Education, Government of India. A
scholar of English literature with a
PhD from the University of Delhi, he
has held several prestigious academ-
ic and advisory positions, including
with the National Book Trust and
Sahitya Akademi.

Since the COVID-19 pandemic, he
has written poetry in English. His
work—marked by mystic and meta-
physical undertones—has gained
international recognition and been
translated into numerous languages.
His recent anthology, The “Burning
Boat,” stands as a powerful reflec-
tion of his rich literary vision and
creative depth.

POEM:
THE BURNING BOAT

I had burnt my boat

When I crossed the sea

I was then alone

Only my shadow witnessed it

Now, the stink of burning only I
can smell

The burnt mark is visible to those

Who have sparks in their eyes

I am carrying the sea and the
burnt boat within me

My boat was burning

There on the sands of the seashore

Since then, with every tide

Sea attempts to put out the fire
and

Wash off my burnt boat

Even for the high tide, it’s not pos-
sible to do so

My heart is burning with the sep-
aration of my beloved

Its pangs are too intense

My blanket cannot adequately
cover my body

To extinguish the fire

The sea is nothing but my vast
body

My toes are touching the seabed

My boat is my heart within - the
Sun in the sky

Smokes come out all over in my
mind

My hair turned into ashes, grey

By the heat of my burning heart

It seems my heart can’t meet;

Can’t make a reunion with my
beloved

Till the sea of my body gets dried
out

O, my Lord!

How long will I have to wait

To show you my burning heart?

Wintier of the 21s¢

Alas...!

(Perwaiz Shaharyar
Editor, NCERT, New Delhi)

THE SYMBOLISM IN THE POEM

“The Burning Boat” is a poem
rich in symbolism and emotional
depth, exploring themes of loss,
longing, and the struggle for healing.
In this poem, the author employs
numerous symbols to convey mes-
sages to readers in a powerful and
literary manner.

Let’s look at some of them:

In “The Burning Boat,” we see a
powerful and expressive symbol that
originates in a historical fact; burn-
ing boats or ships was a wartime
strategy to ensure soldiers fought
with full commitment.

For example, Hernan Cortes, a
Spanish colonel in Mexico in 1519,
burned his boats upon arrival, forc-
ing his men to fully commit to the
conquest of the Aztec Empire.

In this poem, the boat symbolises
the speaker’s heart and emotional
state. Burning the boat signifies
a point of no return, meaning the
speaker has made a significant sac-
rifice or decision that leads to iso-
lation and pain. It represents the
destruction of a means of escape or
connection, leaving the speaker vul-
nerable and alone.

The sea is another powerful
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and ghazals. The poet likes both small and lengthy poems. The

readers can find and enjoy such poems to go through as per their

own choice.

This is a solo anthology which consists 40 poems on the

burning topics of our contemporary world from war and
love and hate, friendship and fraternity to hunger and s
and you will find poems on Tagore and Gandhi, Cleopatra to

Virginia Woolf, etc.
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Urdu/Hindi 150 poems Er
poems have been transl:
published into many foreign

languages.

Book

India | USA | UK

symbol representing the vastness
of the speaker’s emotions and expe-
riences. It signifies both the depth of
their sorrow and the hope for heal-
ing. The sea’s efforts to put out the
fire on the burning boat mirror the
speaker’s wish for relief from their
emotional pain, yet also highlight
the futility of that hope, as the sea
cannot erase the scars of loss.

The Shadow is a symbol that con-
veys the speaker’s state. The shadow
witnessing the burning boat sym-
bolises solitude and the speaker’s
internal struggle. It suggests that
although others may not see or
comprehend the pain, the speaker
is deeply aware of their suffering.

The phrase ”Sparks in Their
Eyes” likely refers to those who are
passionate or deeply understand the
speaker’s situation. It suggests that
only those who have experienced
similar pain can truly grasp the
meaning of the burning boat.

Another powerful symbol is
”The High Tide,” which represents
moments of hope or potential heal-
ing, yet it ultimately cannot put out
the fire. This illustrates that exter-
nal circumstances cannot ease inter-
nal suffering.

Also, "The Heart and Separa-
tion” is another meaningful figure:
The burning heart represents
intense emotional pain, particular-
ly the anguish of separation from a
beloved. The heart’s burning signi-

Publishing

fies longing and the struggle to cope
with that absence—the separation.

The inadequate “blanket” sym-
bolises the speaker’s inability to
find comfort or solace. It suggests
that no external comfort can truly
extinguish the internal fire of grief
and longing.

The call of “The Lord” signifies
the invocation of a higher power
at the end of the poem, indicating
a plea for understanding, relief, or
intervention. It reflects the speak-
er’s desperation and longing for con-
nection, both with their beloved and
with a sense of peace.

Finally, the author conveys the
poem’s overall message through
these captivating figures, evoking a
profound sense of loss and the emo-
tional turmoil that accompanies
separation from a loved one. The
burning boat serves as a powerful
metaphor for the speaker’s hea

(Kujtim Hajdari is an Albanian

poet, writer, translator, publisher,
and literary critic writing in Albanian,
Italian, and English. Based in the
USA, he has authored 18 poetry col-
lections, novellas, and novels, with
his work published and translated

in over 25 countries. A recipient of
major international honours, he was
a finalist for Author of the Year 2025
in Hollywood and won the Interna-
tional Impact Book Awards in 2024.
He also publishes the global antholo-
gy All Together on Amazon.)
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The Darkest Cold Night on Horseback at Sonamarg

Dr Ratan Bhattacharjee

The last daylight withdrew
from Sonamarg as if the moun-
tains themselves were pulling
a dark shawl over the valley. Snow
clouds pressed low, smothering the
sky, and the air grew so sharp that
every breath seemed to cut the lungs
before filling them. Sonamarg—the
meadow of gold—had lost its colour
by dusk. What remained was a sil-
vered silence, a vastness of white
broken only by the black ribs of pine
forests and the frozen Lashpathri
stream, lying like a sleeping serpent
under glass. I had not planned to
ride at night. No sensible traveller
did. The locals had warned me in
voices that carried both kindness
and fear: Night comes early here.
Horses know the paths, but the cold
knows you better. Yet circumstanc-
es, as they often do in Kashmir, had
conspired against reason. The road
to Srinagar had been blocked by an
unexpected snowfall, the small lodge
where I stayed had run out of fuel,
and a message—cryptic, urgent—
had arrived just before dusk, asking
me to come to a shepherd’s hut near
the Thajiwas glacier. It spoke of
something found, something that
“remembered” me, though I had
never been to Sonamarg before.

By the time I saddled the horse,
the cold had already sharpened into
apresence. The animal was a sturdy
mountain mare, dark as the night she
would carry me into. Her breath rose
in clouds, and her eyes reflected the
fading light with an unsettling intel-
ligence. When I touched her neck,
her skin trembled, not from fear,
but from the cold that had begun to
dominate the valley like a tyrant. We
left the last scattered lights of Sona-
marg behind. The path narrowed,
swallowed by snowdrifts, and the
wind gathered its strength, hurling
ice crystals that stung the face and
numbed the hands. The bells tied to
the mare’s bridle chimed softly, the
only sound puncturing the immense
silence. Each step felt amplified, as if
the mountains were listening.Night
arrived fully, suddenly, without cer-
emony. The darkness in Sonamarg
was not merely the absence of light;
it was a substance, thick and heavy,
pressing against the eyes. Even
the snow seemed to absorb sound.
The cold deepened, burrowing into
bones, slowing thought. I wrapped
my shawl tighter, but it offered little
comfort. The mare walked steadi-
ly, her hooves finding a path that
my eyes could not see. I trusted her
because there was nothing else to
trust.

It was then that I heard the first
voice.

It did not come from any direc-
tion. It rose from the ground itself,

a low murmur that blended with
the wind. At first, I thought it was
my own blood rushing in my ears,
the body’s response to the cold. But
the sound gathered shape, syllables
forming slowly, deliberately, as if
the night was learning how to speak.

“Turn back,” it said.

Ifroze. The mare stopped as well,
her ears twitching. The words were
not carried by air; they seemed
to exist inside my head, echoing
against memories I had not yet
made. I spoke aloud, my voice sound-
ing alien in the darkness.

“Who’s there?”The valley
answered with silence. Then, faint-
ly, I heard the rush of water beneath
ice, the Lashpathri reminding me
that it still lived. I urged the mare
forward, telling myself that cold and
fear could play tricks on the mind.
Yet something had changed. The
darkness felt closer, more intimate,
as though it leaned in to watch.

The path climbed gradually.
The forest thickened, trees rising
like sentinels, their branches bent
under snow. Occasionally, the moon
fought through the clouds, reveal-
ing a world bleached and unreal. In
those moments, Sonamarg looked
ancient, untouched by time, as if it
had been waiting for centuries for
this particular night.

Halfway up the slope, the cold
reached a depth I had never known.
It was no longer merely painful; it
was seductive, whispering promis-
es of rest, of sleep, of surrender. My
fingers stiffened, my legs ached, and
a dull heaviness settled behind my
eyes. The mare slowed, and I leaned
forward instinctively, pressing my
face into her mane for warmth.

That was when I felt it—the shift.

The air thickened, and the sound
of hooves changed, as though we
had stepped onto a different ground
altogether. The snow beneath us was
unmarked, pristine, yet I sensed
movement around us, shapes slid-
ing just beyond vision. The bells on
the bridle fell silent. Even the wind
seemed to hold its breath.Ahead, a
faint glow appeared, pulsing like
a dying ember. It should not have
been there. There were no lamps,
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no huts this far into the forest. The
glow hovered at eye level, neither
approaching nor retreating. The
mare hesitated, then moved toward
it, drawn by some instinct older than
fear.As we neared, the glow resolved
into a figure—a man wrapped in a
long, old-fashioned cloak, his face
hidden by a hood rimed with frost.
He stood in the middle of the path,
untouched by snow, as though the
cold itself respected him.

“You are late,” he said.

His voice was calm, but it carried
the weight of the mountains. I could
not see his eyes, yet I felt his gaze
pierce through layers of clothing
and skin, into thoughts I had never
voiced.

“I didn’t know I was expect-
ed,” I replied, my teeth chattering
despite myself.He laughed softly, a
sound like ice cracking. “Sonamarg
expects everyone eventually.”The
mare stamped the ground, uneasy.
I should have turned back then,
should have fled, but the cold had
already wrapped its fingers around
my will. I dismounted, my legs
nearly giving way, and faced the
man.

“What is this place?” I asked.He
gestured around us. “A crossing. On
nights like this, the valley remem-
bers what it has buried.”Before I
could ask more, he turned and began
to walk, the glow dimming with
each step. Against every instinct,
I followed, leading the mare by the
reins. The forest opened into a clear-
ing I had not seen on any map. At
its centre stood a stone structure
half-buried in snow, its walls etched
with symbols worn smooth by time.
It looked like a shrine, or perhaps
a watchtower from some forgotten
war.

Inside, the cold was deeper, sharp-
er, as if the stones had been hoard-
ing it for centuries. The man stopped
beside a slab of rock and brushed
away the snow. Beneath it lay a
metal box, rusted and scarred.

“This was found in the glacier
today,” he said. “It does not belong
to this time.” He opened the box.
Inside lay a photograph, its edges
curled but its image disturbingly

clear. It showed a group of men on
horseback, standing in this very
clearing. At the centre was one face
Irecognised instantly—my own.

“That’s impossible,” I whispered.

“Is it?” the man asked. “Cold pre-
serves many things. Flesh. Bone.
Memory.”

A wave of dizziness swept over
me. Fragments of sensation flooded
my mind: the sting of cold air, the
weight of a rifle, the sound of bells
in the dark. I saw myself riding
through Sonamarg, not as a trav-
eller, but as something else, some-
thing harder. I felt the fear of being
hunted, the desperation of hiding
something precious in the ice.

“You were here before,” the man
continued. “On a night colder than
this one. You left something behind.”

The mare whinnied, a sound
edged with panic. Outside, the wind
returned, howling now, furious, as
if angered by what had been uncov-
ered. The symbols on the stone walls
seemed to shift in the flickering
light, aligning into patterns that
hurt the eyes to follow.

“What did I leave?” I asked.

The man’s hood slipped back
slightly, revealing a face pale and
lined, eyes dark as unfrozen water.
“Your end,” he said. “And your
beginning.”The cold surged, no
longer merely physical. It clawed
at memory, at identity, threaten-
ing to strip everything down to its
frozen core. I stumbled backward,
knocking against the stone wall. The
photograph in the box began to frost
over, my face disappearing beneath
a veil of white.

“Leave,” the man said softly. “The
valley has shown you enough.”

I did not argue. I ran. The mare
followed, somehow finding me in the
darkness, her body a solid, living
warmth against the cold that pur-
sued us. We galloped blindly through
the forest, branches whipping past,
the sound of hooves thunderous
now, echoing off unseen slopes. The
darkness chased us, voices rising in
a chorus of whispers, not angry, but
regretful.

When the lights of Sonamarg
finally appeared, faint and trem-
bling, the cold loosened its grip. I
collapsed in the snow, breath tear-
ing from my chest in ragged gasps.
The mare stood over me, her breath
warm, her presence grounding.

Morning found me there, half-bur-
ied, alive. The villagers said I had
ridden out alone and returned with-
out explanation, my horse lathered
and shaking. They found no photo-
graph, no box, no shrine in the forest
when they searched.But sometimes,
on the coldest nights, when the
wind drops and the snow listens, I
feel Sonamarg remembering. And I
know that somewhere, beneath the
glacier, the darkest cold night is still
waiting—on horseback—for me to
return.

(Author of “Twilight Of Love “Pro-
fessor Dr Ratan Bhattacharjee writes
poetry (multilingual ) and prose
features globally and is a Retired
Affiliate Faculty of Virginia Common-
wealth University Richmond)
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THEMIDNIGHT SUBSCRIPTION

Dr. Sarita Chauhan

The notification didn’t arrive
with a flourish. It appeared
as a quiet, persistent glow on
Arjun’s phone screen at 11:40 PM on
December 31st. While the rest of the
party in the living room was shout-
ing over a Bollywood remix that was
far too loud for the small apartment,
Arjun retreated to the balcony. The
cool Delhi winter air bit at his neck,
and the city’s haze hung low over the
streetlights.

[SYSTEM UPDATE: Your License
for Current Life ( v.2025) expires in
20 minutes. To Uprade to v. 2026,
please review and accept the Terms]

Arjun sighed. Usually, he was the
type to scroll to the bottom of any
digital agreement and hit “Accept”
without a second thought. But this
year had been a series of glitches—
missed promotions, a breakup that
felt like a total system crash, and a
general sense that he was running
on outdated software while every-
one else was getting high-speed
upgrades. For the first time in his
life, he decided to actually read the
fine print.

The document was surprisingly
long. It wasn’t written in the usual
dry legalese, but in a strange, biting
prose that felt uncomfortably per-
sonal. One of the first clauses he
hit was the “Fitness Fallacy.” It
stated quite clearly that any reso-
lutions involving the words “Gym”
or “Clean Eating” were purely dec-
orative. By clicking Accept, Arjun
would be acknowledging that he
would likely spend the morning
of January 1st eating leftover cold
pizza while scrolling through social
media, looking for people who

seemed more productive than him.
He winced, thinking of the brand-
new running shoes still sitting in
their box under his bed, untouched
since Diwali.

He scrolled further down, and the
terms grew even more local. There
was a section on “Social Debt” that
felt particularly heavy. It warned
him that all those unread WhatsApp
messages from distant relatives
and the “Happy Sunday” GIFs he
had ignored in 2025 would be con-
verted into a “Guilt Tax.” Failure
to respond by the first week of Jan-
uary would result in a mandatory,
thirty-minute awkward phone call
with an aunt he hadn’t spoken to
since 2012.

Looking through the glass bal-
cony door, he watched his friends.
They were laughing, glasses raised,
blissfully unaware that they were
about to sign a contract that legally
obligated them to repeat the same
mistakes for another twelve months.
To Arjun, the “New Year” update
suddenly looked less like a fresh

start and more like a subscription
to the same old anxieties, just with
a different number on the calendar.
The system thrived on his dissatis-
faction; it wanted him to stay in the
loop of wanting more and feeling
like less.

As the clock ticked toward 11:55
PM, he found the most disturbing
part: “Comparison Logic.” This
clause ensured that his 2026 happi-
ness levels would be automatically
synced with the Instagram feeds
of his most successful high school
rivals. If a peer bought a house or
posted a vacation photo from the
Maldives, Arjun’s own contentment
would be automatically throttled to
ten percent capacity. It was a rigged
system, designed to keep him run-
ning on a treadmill that never actu-
ally moved.

At 11:59 PM, the chanting started
inside. “Ten! Nine! Eight!”

Arjun reached the very end of the
agreement. Under the glowing saf-
fron “ACCEPT” button, there was
a tiny, almost invisible hyperlink: .

He hovered his thumb over it.
Opting out meant no automatic
updates. No pre-programmed res-
olutions. No “New Year, New Me”
metadata. It meant navigating 2026
without the comfort of a script or
the false promise of a digital reset.
It was a terrifying prospect—living a
year without the illusion that a date
change would magically fix his life.

“Three! Two! ONE!”

The sky erupted in a muffled roar
of distant crackers, and the air filled
with the smell of burnt sulfur. Arjun
didn’t hit Accept. He didn’t hit opt-
out either. He simply swiped the
notification away into the void and
put his phone in his pocket.

He woke up the next morning not
to a “System Updated” message, but
to the familiar, unglamorous sound
of a pressure cooker whistling in
the kitchen. The sunlight filtered
through the dusty curtains, hitting
the same pile of books he had prom-
ised to read six months ago. His
mother walked in, handing him a
cup of hot, ginger-heavy tea.

“Happy New Year, Arjun,” she
said. “Did you make any big plans
last night while you were hiding on
the balcony?”

Arjun took a sip of the tea. It was
real, it was hot, and it wasn’t a sim-
ulation.

“No, Ma,” he said, feeling a
strange sense of relief. “I think I'm
just going to see how it goes this
time. No subscriptions.”

He still had the same old shoes
under the bed and the same unread
messages on his phone. But as he sat
there, he realized that for the first
time in years, he wasn’t waiting for
an update to tell him who to be. He
was just himself, starting a new day,
which was perhaps the only “new”
thing that ever really mattered.

(Dr Sarita Chauhan is a writer and
the author of three books, and holds
a PhD in English Literature. She is
the Chairperson of the JSM Group,

a TEDx speaker, and the founder of

Write Up Your Soul. She is aregular

contributor to LitStream.)

FROM PAGE 3...

The Winter of Qur Minds...

unification and host-guest relation-
ships that define the community’s
social fabric. Shahnaz Rashid is a
keen observer of his surroundings
and is connected to his roots. He acts
as a bridge between the agro-land-
scape and the cultural implications
of it. For a sensitive bard like him,
the nature of observation depends
upon the state of mind of the poet,
which invokes emotions to match
the season. His inner winter is
equally asking many questions,
which he is trying to address by
using the season as a vent to proj-
ect his plight. He is not a pessimist,
as the suffering he depicts in the
poem is like a last-trimester preg-
nancy, waiting for the right time
to give birth to a pulsating human
000 © [ X J

heart. Rashid’s depiction of Decem-
ber embodies his inner anguish,
oscillating between despair and the
aspiration for emotional rejuvena-
tion, aligning personal grief with
the universal human experience of
hardship and recovery.

Verses of December

I am December,

the last month of the year.

Now, I plan to leave Kashmir,

the truth is that everyone is
happy for my departure.

The frozen bodies,

these frozen wishes,

spirits and hearts... everyone is
glad for my departure.

What can I say to them?

How can I recount,

( X )
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the desolation of gardens and
foliage

that I have witnessed?|

It bruised even my own breast

Owing to which I must hurry,

I must journey beyond the for-
ests,

stir the mirth of March,

and, along with the trees, I have
to deliver it to the gardens,

to the rose beds.

I am much detested,

God knows why.

As a final note, I wish to reveal

why people heap me in their led-
gers of September,

why they mark me against the
withered fall.

Why do they cling to me?

Ifeel frozen in expressing myself,
( X ]

yet to the one whose heart still
holds warmth,

the snow showers speak differ-
ently.

Peach, apricot, and almond buds,

as if a beloved sends gifts to a
tender heart.

For him, the warmth of Septem-
ber greets two eyes,

two hands, words, memories,
existence, and soul.

Whoever carries such warmth,

even by the shores of Dal Lake,

feels a gentle warmth amid the
gusts of wind,

smoothing over existence and
soul.

For him myriad hued buds bloom

from the waterfall of Aharbal,
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In Search of Roots

him while descending the stairs one
day without saying a word. Nagrai
was flabbergasted. Did not know how
to react. He went into his room qui-
etly, opened the packet and saw the
beautiful gift. A letter accompanied
the gift, which inter alia said, “I have
been knitting this sweater for a long
time at my friend’s house. Yesterday
I completed it and today I am handing
it over to you. Wear it as a token of
love from me. Whenever you remem-
ber me, talk to this token of love.”

Nagrai got confused and did not
know how to react. Before he could
decide on the issue, the winter vaca-
tions started and he had to leave
for his home. Unfortunately, as the
spring set in, he was transferred to
his hometown, Sopore. Nagrai came
to Baramulla, informed the landlord
and vacated the house by taking
away his belongings. However, he
could not vacate the heart of Heemal.
At the time of departure, he tried
to look around but could not find
Heemal anywhere. She was watch-
ing him with a heavy heart from the
empty room on the second floor he
once occupied. Tears had welled up
in her eyes.

With the passage of time, both
tried to forget each other but to no
avail. Nagrai spent sleepless nights.
He was unable to foresee any meeting
with her in future. On the other hand,
Heemal could not reconcile with what
had befallen her. It appeared as if
autumn had set in their lives. One
year passed by, but for both of them,
it was like a century passing by. No
ray of hope was seen anywhere. None-
theless, it is a fact that girls prove
braver than boys in expressing their
love and emotions. Heemal confided
in her mother that she loved Nagrai
and could not live without him.

One fine morning, Heemal’s par-
ents visited Nagrai’s house and pro-
posed a marriage between the two.
Eventually, both of them got married.
Heemal adjusted very well with her
parents-in-law in Sopore as if she
had been born and brought up there.
She bore two children, a son named
Sooraj and a daughter named Sheetal.
Unfortunately, they had to migrate
from the valley immediately after
Sheetal was born.

Sheetal was very eager to see the
house where her parents had fallen
in love. She was also keen to see the
house where her mother had gone
after her wedding. She had heard a lot
about both places from her mother. In
addition, she wanted to see all those
places where the relics of the grand
old civilisation of her ancestors were
available. Ruins of Awantipur and
Martand, Hari Parbat fort, Temple of
Goddess Sharika, Ganesh temple, and
the shrine of Makhdoom sahib on its
foothills, shrines of Shah-e-Hamdan,
Dastigir sahib and Tchrari sharif,
Shiva temple atop Shankaracharya
hill, Kheer Bhavani, Reshi peer, Dal,
Wular and Manasbal lakes, Mughal
gardens, Char Chinar, famous Sri-
nagar-Baramulla highway with
Poplar avenues on both sides and
some far-off tourist places like Pahal-

gam, Gulmarg, Sonmarg and Yus-
marg. But she had very little time at
her disposal to cover all these places.
Hence, she hired a taxi to cover her
entire tour in Kashmir.

When she sat in the taxi outside
her hotel in Srinagar, she instructed
her driver to proceed to Baramulla.
The driver replied politely, “Madam,
it is no longer called Baramulla but
‘Varmul’. Even Srinagar has been
rechristened as ‘Shahre-Khas’ and
Anantnag as ‘Islamabad’. It was her
first shock, so she said, “The problem
is that we cannot live at peace with
ourselves and give vent to our anger
on these inanimate objects. Bombay
is now Mumbai, Madras is Chennai,
Calcutta is Kolkata, Aurangzeb Road
is Abdul Kalam Road, Connaught
Place is Rajiv Gandhi Chowk, and
now they are after the Taj Mahal.”

“Yes, you are right, Madam, it is
a never-ending phenomenon. Chang-
ing names has become a fashion. It
is happening here as well. People
have started calling the Shankara-
charya hills ‘Kohe Sulaiman’ and
Hari Parbat ‘Kohe Maran’. Names
of lanes and bylanes have also been
changed and substituted by Arabic
names in preference to local Kash-
miri names. There is a saying in
Kashmiri, “Pitr hasade koor khatan-
hael”, which means to show down his
neighbour, a person circumcises his
daughter as he does not have a male
child. Politicians have invented new
and novel methods to exploit poor,
gullible people emotionally. Change
names, change the education system,
change curriculum and who knows
what next...!”

“You seem to be educated. What is
your name? And your qualification?”

“Madam, my name is Abdul Rashid
Bandey. I have passed the MA exam-
ination. Despite my qualifications
and efforts, I was unable to get a gov-
ernment job. Very few vacancies were
announced. It happens every time the
government advertises vacancies.
Later, I realised how many jobs the
government can offer. In the J&K
state, there are few private industries
because industrialists don’t want to
invest in such a troubled state. So,
how can employment opportunities
be generated? We have turned our
land into hell. Whatever few jobs fall
vacant, they fall prey to nepotism and
corruption. To get a job as a clerk in
an office, you have to shell out a lakh
of rupees. Hence, I decided to try my
luck driving a taxi. My father gave me
some money and the rest was taken
as a loan from the bank. The taxi
generates sufficient revenues, and in
future, I intend to venture into the
hospitality business.”

In Baramulla, Rashid took her
directly to her mother’s erstwhile
house. That grand house was still
standing elegantly on the banks of
the river Jhelum. An old type of
house made of tile-type bricks locally
called Maharaji bricks, interspersed
with carved deodar pillars, wooden
lattice windows and protruding
angular balconies decorated with
colourful windows. On the top floor
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was a long hall with sliding windows
which closed and opened by pushing
them up or down instead of moving
sideways on hinges. As soon as the
present occupants came to know
of Sheetal’s arrival, they all came
out to welcome her; the womenfolk
hugged her and talked highly about
her forefathers. Within half an hour,
a tablecloth was spread on the floor
and a samovar with salt-tea boiling
in it was placed over it. Alongside
were placed tasty bakery items like
Shrimals, Tchuchwurus, Kulchas
and Bagirkhanis. Sheetal became
emotional on watching the affection
showered on her. She remembered
the stories of her mother, who used to
say that we lived in complete harmo-
ny with each other. Yet she was feel-
ing a little restless which the house
owner’s wife could feel. So she asked,
“Beti, do you want to see something in
particular? Please let me know. Noth-
ing has changed here ever since.”

“Yes, Aunty, my mother used to
say that there is a hundred-fifty-year-
old Chinar tree in the compound
which used to fulfil the wishes of
young spinsters. She, too, had asked
for a wish from the tree, which was
fulfilled ultimately. I had learnt that
there are two or three almond and
walnut trees also near the Chinar
tree.”

People surrounding her looked
at each other with blank glances.
Nobody had an answer to her query.
At last, the owner’s wife replied,
“Beti, that Chinar tree had become
very old and hollow inside. One day,
a strong storm blew across suddenly,
and the tree fell on the ground.”

“Fell...! You mean it is not there
anymore! That means Heemal’s era
has come to a tragic end...!” Sheetal
was disappointed. Her eyes became
wet. She was not able to see the
Chinar which her mother used to
speak of day in and day out. After
departing from the house, she walked
along the bank of the river Jhelum
for some distance so that she could
feel the experience her mother used
to have long ago.

The second target for Sheetal was
the Sopore house where her father
used to live. Compared to Baramulla,
Sopore was much more advanced and
often referred to as the ‘Paris of the
East’. Fruit orchards had made this
district economically very prosper-
ous. Surprisingly, she encountered
many modern houses, big malls and
busy markets. Abdul Rashid stopped
his taxi near the address given to him
by Sheetal, but there was no trace of
the house. A big mall had come up
by the side of the road. He enquired
about the house from a local shop-
keeper, showing him the paper with
the address written on it. “Sir, there
is a house at this location. May you
please guide me to it?”

The shopkeeper glanced at him
all over and then replied, “Brother,
which era are you talking about?
Long ago, a massive fire engulfed
this area. Scores of houses were
burnt down as a result. Nothing was
spared. After along time, it came to be

known that some nouveau riche had
purchased all the land by the side of
this road. It is he who built this big
mall. Thad known him since my child-
hood. He had not inherited riches, but
it is learnt that he took advantage of
disturbed conditions and dealt in
estates of migrants and drugs to reap
aharvest of money. Besides this mall,
he owns three shops in the Gulf coun-
tries where he sells Kashmiri carpets
and handicrafts.

Sheetal returned dismayed. On the
way back, she stopped at the banks of
Wular Lake for some time and then
visited the Kheer Bhawani temple
and the Mansbal Lake as well. She
was looking devastated, which was
a reflection of her mental condition.
Abdul Rashid could feel it. So, en
route, he said to her, “Madam, one
shouldn’t take such things to one’s
heart. Construction and destruc-
tion are both ingrained in human
nature. Civilisations were built and
destroyed by Man. A creative person
expresses himself by building cities,
constructing buildings, laying out
gardens and innovating things that
benefit humanity, but a destructive
person satisfies his ego by destroying
what has been built by others. That is
what has been happening here for the
last two decades.”

On the way back, Rashid talked
about the road on which their taxi
was moving in Shehr-e-Khas, “At
one time, there was a canal running
through the city called Nala Mar.
In the olden days, the rulers got the
canals dug in order to irrigate the
land and let flood water flow through
the canals without causing much
damage to the places around the river
Jhelum and its tributaries. After
gaining independence and becoming
a democratic nation, the greedy pol-
iticians and land mafia filled every
nook and corner of these waterways
flowing through the city. Nala Mar
became non-existent once and for
all. Only a few years back, the city
experienced a deluge as the Jhelum
waters overflowed its banks and the
water filled up the city. There was no
way for the accumulated water to go.
During floods, the lifeless buildings
constructed on these arterial water
bodies became helpless witnesses to
the miseries of people.”

The taxi stopped near Sheetal’s
hotel. Before she walked back to
her room with a heavy heart, she
instructed the taxi driver to report
early in the morning. She got her
ticket booked on the available flight
the next day. Reluctantly, she had her
dinner and tried to sleep but sleep
eluded her all night.

The next day, while going up the
stairs of the aircraft, she looked back
on the forlorn city for the last time
and waved goodbye to it. And then
she flew out of the valley on board
Air India.

Deepak Budki is a retired Indian
Postal Service Officer and a renowned
Urdu Short Story writers, critic and
reseacher. He can be reached at
Deepak.budki@gmail.com
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Mohiuddin Reshi’s Micro Fiction...

in which he saw himself as dead.
When his body was being laid in
the grave, he found himself much
sought-after:

“He’ll join our team!” “He’ll join
our team!”

He was seeing blood oozing from
the white dresses of other boys.
Watching this situation, he cried
and implored that he won’t join
one team or the other because he
couldn’t wear a blood- soaked uni-
form. A boy approached him and
said,

“Don’t be afraid! This blood has
been oozing for centuries. Listen!
First, my great- grandfather, then
grandfather, and after that my
father were hit with bouncers at
their heads, one after the other,
and deliberately made to return as
‘retired hurt’!”

“And, do you know what was
done to me? While returning home
and crossing aroad, I was run out in
such a way that the road got strewn
with my brains.”

“Yes, he’s telling the truth. The
same thing happened to me. I was
walking with a bat when a very fast
ball spewing out flames came in
which I stopped. While I was still
bending, some other ball came in
that perforated my chest. Since then,
this blood has been oozing.”

“0O, brother! What can I say? I
was playing with my friends in a
playground when it rained and the
play stopped. In the meantime, some
insolent men wearing black scarves
came there and asked us why we
were violating the law! They had
banned all games there.

‘Go away!”

We all left for home. As ill luck
would have it, I looked back. That
was my crime, and I was falsely
declared out. Since then, my heart
is bleeding. I feel very bad as there
were neutral umpires also, but they
kept quiet”.

“0, brothers! I'm feeling uneasy.
Leave me! My mother must be wail-
ing! All right! I make this announce-
ment:

I retire myself!

I retire myself!”

This was the dream that made
him restive during protests and
strikes and he would cry, “I'm now
retired!

Don’t shout Howzat! Don’t shout
Howzat!”

4 TheRing

[Original: Thap]

“I pray you, don’t force me! I
won’t go to the park anymore! I'm
out of luck! Nothing can be done!
Say ‘No’ to the matchmaker! See how

many times you had sent me to the
park, but nobody liked me! My heart
beats fast when I see boys choosing
the girls but turning their backs on
seeing me! Mother, why don’t you
understand I'm past the marriage-
able age? I've grown old!”

Saima was crying and imploring
her mother not to send her to the
park where the matchmaker had
asked her to see the boy. She was
sure that even today she wouldn’t
find the match. However, the wid-
owed mother told her that she
couldn’t keep an aged girl in her
home for long. She had told the
matchmaker that even if a divorced
man was available, she was ready to
give him her daughter.

Mother forced Saima to get pre-
pared and sent her younger sister,
Tasleema, along.

In the park, the matchmaker
pointed a middle-aged man towards
Saima, and he came forward. Saima
started sweating profusely. She got
red in the face when the middle-aged
man, putting his hand in his pocket,
drew even closer with the engage-
ment ring out in his hand. Saima
trembled and fell unconscious.

When she opened her eyes, she
was stunned to see that the mid-
dle-aged man had put the ring on
Tasleema instead!

Abandoned

[Original: dakka]

Rafiq was sad and thinking about
something for the whole day today.
Even at his residence lamenting,
neither attending to any phone call
nor taking any water. He seemed to
hate this world, and the BC Road
scene was rolling down before his
eyes continuously, where an elderly
Pandit lady with a bundle of clothes
was calling in Kashmiri:

“Please, show me the way to Jani-
pur!” However, nobody was paying
any heed.

Rafiq heard her voice when he
was running towards his office. “Oh,
Mother! Where are you going?”

“Bless you! At least you heard me.
I've been waiting here for one hour.
Nobody is showing me the way. Nor
do I understand their language!”

“Where are you going?”

“Oh!Tam abandoned. My daugh-
ter-in-law threw me out of the home,
saying, “How much can we do? Don’t
you have another son? We’re short
of space.”

“My son Muna Jee is living in
Janipur, but I'm scared he too might
abandon me!”

FROM PAGE6...

The DSA Lab at SKIMS...

expansions of the DSA Lab has been
its role into oncological interven-
tion. The very first such successful
TACE procedure for hepatocellular
carcinoma, performed in collabora-
tion with Cardiology and Oncology,
marked a pivotal moment in the
short but glowing history of DSA.

Since then, the program has
expanded steadily. TACE at SKIMS
now offers:

Targeted intra-arterial chemo-
therapy

Reduced systemic toxicity

Improved quality of life in unre-
sectable liver tumors

For patients who once faced the
dual burden of cancer and displace-
ment, this advancement has brought
treatment closer, not just geographi-
cally, but humanely.

Emergency Embolisation:

The Quiet Heroism of Catheters

Few medical interventions are as
dramatic,or as understated, as emer-
gency embolisation.

Massive hemoptysis, post-trau-
matic bleeding, and visceral hemor-
rhage arrive without warning, often
leaving little room for deliberation.

The DSA Lab has repeatedly
served as the final bulwark in such
crises, sealing bleeding vessels swift-
ly and decisively. These procedures
have, avoided high-risk open surger-
ies, enabled rapid stabilization

and allowed same-day or short-

stay discharge in many cases.

Here it is in place to mention
that any serious discourse on endo-
vascular medicine in North India
inevitably references Postgraduate
Institute of Medical Education and
Research, Chandigarh, long regard-
ed as a benchmark in cerebral angi-
ography, aneurysm coiling, AVM
embolisation, and complex vascu-
lar interventions. PGI’s strength lies
in its longevity, scale, and uninter-
rupted accumulation of procedural
experience.

What merits attention, however,
is how SKIMS, within a markedly
shorter timeframe and under far
more challenging circumstances,
has developed a DSA program that
converges closely with PGI in scope
and philosophy, if not yet in sheer
procedural volume.

Today, the core spectrum of
DSA-guided services, diagnostic
angiography, aneurysm coiling,
embolisation procedures, emergen-
cy hemorrhage control, and TACE, is
routinely available at SKIMS, using
protocols and imaging standards
aligned with national best practices.
Procedures that once required refer-
ral to PGI are increasingly resolved
within the Valley.

The distinction between the two
institutions is thus one of scale and
maturity, not of fundamental capa-
bility. PGI represents the strength of
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amulti-suite ecosystem refined over
decades while as SKIMS represents
the strength of focused, rapidly
maturing expertise, honed under
constraints yet delivering depend-
able outcomes.

In this convergence, SKIMS
does not stand in PGI’s shadow,
but stands as its regional parallel,
translating national standards into
local lifelines.

While institutional prudence pre-
cludes broadcasting precise figures,
internal trends indicate that sever-
al thousand diagnostic angiograms
since 2018 have been performed
along with jundreds of therapeutic
vascular and neurovascular inter-
ventions.

This consistency has shown a
marked decline in out-of-state refer-
rals for interventional radiology.
What defines success here is not
merely numerical exhibitionism the
very but consistency that has trans-
formed the total landscape.

Here ,Interventional Radiolo-
gy anchors procedural execution,
where Neurosciences guide neu-
rological correlation, Cardiology
assists in vascular access and over-
lap procedures, Clinical Hematology
manages coagulation complexities,
and Neurology complements inter-
vention with EEG and EP diagnos-
tics.

This integration ensures patients

are treated not as for the sake of
treatment , but as complete clinical
narratives.

Besides easing out complexities
and treating what seems impossi-
ble, here Hands are trained for post-
graduate radiology by giving them
exposure to complex endovascular
techniques so that future of this
interventional technology remains
in safe hands.

In a region where talent often
migrates outward, SKIMS has
ensured that expertise is cultivated
inward.

The DSA Lab at SKIMS is not
merely a room filled with machines,
Itis aliving testament, to resilience,
foresight, and institutional resolve.
It is where catheters replace scal-
pels, where contrast reveals truth,
and where precision heals without
spectacle.

In redefining what is possi-
ble within the Valley, SKIMS has
ensured that advanced endovas-
cular care is no longer a matter of
distance, but of access, intent, and
trained hands to the very gaulible
masses of this piece of land , so that
no one in search of such treatment
is left to wander helplessly outside

That too at a whooping cost ,
unimaginable for a large chunk of
our society ......
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FROM PAGE7...

Recap 2025-2026: LitStream Moves...

tone. It focused mainly on Kashmiri
language writers, especially those
working in fiction and poetry. Criti-
cal essays on their work were placed
alongside poems, short stories, and
translations. Even writers from out-
side of Kashmir felt encouraged to
write on Kashmir and its literature
and culture.

Professor Mohammad Aslam is a
regular writer and steals the lime-
light of many issues by discussing
on varied topics namely on ‘Politics
and Poetry: A Case of Mahjoor and
Azad’ or ‘Social Consciousness in
Faiz’s Mujh Se Pehli Si Mohabbat’
in some other issues. Along with
this we got the English translation
of stories like ‘Performance’ of Raja
Yusuf or, Dr. Reyaz Tawheedi’s
Urdu Story ‘Never Say Good Bye’,
and review of Ayaz Rasool Nazki’s
“Bebooj Nama” by Showkat Shafi.

That was a real breakthrough
with short fiction ‘At the zebra
Crossing’ from Deepak Budki along
with poems from Akram Sidiqui,
and Ali Shaida. The second Issue on
30 August was a master blaster with
cover story by Shahnawaz Nazir
on A Parent’s Guide: Dr. M.Y Tak
focused on a new horizon in Health
Management by writing on Ozone
Therapy in Kashmir, Dr. Sameer Ul
Hagq dealt with Telemedicine and AI
role, Translated story of Tariq Shab-
num by Imran Rather, Mir Yasirul
Ameen’s non fictional writing The
Subtle Path to Modern Slavery.
Review of Graham Fuller’s Book A
World Without Islam done by Nazir
Wani, and the big question raised by
Dr Muhammad Maroof Shah about
Rotten Marriages.

Third Issue of 6th Sept accom-
modates local with the national
writers. Translation of the heart
touching Urdu story ‘Mother’ of Dr
Reyaz Tawheedi Kashmiri or story
like Dry Leaf and others in varied
issues from Professor Ratan Bhat-
tacharjee from Kolkata enriched
the literary section. While Akram
Siddiqui dealt with a sensational
issue of patients trapped in a market
maze, and Wani Nazir contributed
a book review (Khaled Abou El
Fadl’s book The Great Theft), while
Dr. Tasaduk Hussain Itoo wrote on
Health issues (Managing Obesity).
Professor Mohammad Aslam made
a wonderful discussion on the select
Flash fiction of Dr. Nazir Mushtaq’
(Oozing Wounds).

From fourth Issue more writ-
ers from outside of Kashmir were
introduced by LitStream. Professor
Mohammad Aslam’s musings on
Athar Nafees and Poetics of Creative
Paralysis in ‘Woh Ishq’ did the cover
story. Dr. Sameer Ul Haq dealt with
health issues related to PCOS and
PCOD, while Raheel Rasheed Wani
focused on Education in Kashmir,
Shah Nawaz Nazir focused on White
Coats and fewer jobs. Deepak Budki
writes wonderful stories for many
other issues. Lily Swarn’s musings

on her own battle as a Beat Poet
Laureate comes along with trans-
lated Urdu story of Tariq Shabnam
by Imran Rather. The Fifth Issue
came with Professor Muhammad
Aslam’s review of Snow Flames
of Majrooh Rashid and his two
poems and his brilliant musings on
Kashmiri literature in other issues
are the gems of literature. Akram
Sidiqui focused on SKIMS as a Heal-
ing Horizon, Nasir Ali focused on
Hamlet’s Eternal Question ‘T'o be or
not to be’, Dr. Arif Maghribi Khan
dealt with Rabies, while Nazir Wani
reviewed the book of Lily Swarn A
Drop of Cosmos and Mushtaq B
Barq wrote a non fictional autobi-
ographical piece ‘The Success Story
of My Failure’.

Sixth Issue onward Litstream
got its own link and a new group of
writers joined including Dr. Supri-
ya Shukla and the board is formed
for LitStream with members like
Professor Mohammad Aslam, Dr.
Ratan Bhattacharjee, Professor
Shad Ramzan, Professor Majrooh
Rashid, Nayeema Ahmad Mahjoor,
Lily Swarn, Dr. Nazir Mushtagq,
Dr. Reyaz Tawheedi, Dr. Supriya
Shukla, Dr. Tasaduk Hussain Itoo,
Dr Muhammad Yousuf Tak and
Tarique Raheem and others were
invited to join. Translation of Urdu
story of Dr. Reyaz Tawheedi Kash-
miri Gulla Qasai enhances the lit-
erary flavour along with Professor
Mohammad Aslam’s discussion on
Shafaq Sopori’s Poetics as a liter-
ary critic. Book review was done
by Shafi Ahmad and he reviewed
the novel of Mushtaque B Barq The
Hood. Lily Swarn and Dr. Supri-
ya Shukla contributed personal
essays, and Akram Sidiqui focused
on SKIMS and its healing magic.
Dr. Tasaduk Hussain Itoo focused
on Teens and Technology. One
great feature of the seventh issue is
the introduction of a Poetry Page.
Poems came almost regularly from
Elpiola Lluka, Eva Lianou Pet-
ropoulou, Dr. Ramakrishna Peregu,
Dr. Ratan Bhattacharjee, Dr. Prav-
ita Tripathi, Elmaya Cabbarova,
Dustin Pickering, Ali Shaida, Wani
Nazir, Mandira Ghosh, Dr. Purnima
Singh, Dr. Sarita Chauhan, Akram
Sidiqui, Dr. Dipika Bhatt, and
others in different issues highlight
the diverse area of life.

On Oct 11 the 8th Issue came with
flying colours of creativity. Lit-
Stream is a full fledged literary mag-
azine with poetry, non fiction, fic-
tion and book reviews. ShahNawaz
Nazir claimed the limelight with
the cover story article on Zahid
Mukhtar. Professor Muhammad
Aslam discussed on Zahid Mukhtar
and also on Alienation and Existen-
tial Dismay in Hosh’s poetry. The
book reviews by Mushtaque B Barq
and Wani Nazir enrich the liter-
ary horizon of LitStream. Mujtaba
Farooq came out with his new genre
of fiction with stories like ‘A Dog

Got Scared of...". Translation of Urdu
poetry by Professor Sayyed Ahmad
and others focused on Kashmiri
Ghazal of Rukhsana Jabeen. Wani
Nazir reviewed the book of Nobel
Laureate 2025 Krasznahorkai’s The
Melancholy of Resistance and the
Fragility of Being. Nayeema Ahmad
Mahjoor contributes brilliant non
fictional pieces namely on marriage
experience and other topics. Health
concern was an important topic and
LitStream publishes a lot of them
to address ailments like Cancer,
Diabetes, and PCO. Akram Sidiqui
for example wrote on State Cancer
Institute and Dr. Tasaduk Hussain
Itoo focused on mental health.

Another important genre Travel-
ogue was introduced in this issue.
The poetry corner of this issue is
becoming global with contributions
from poets of Europe like Eva Pet-
ropoulou Lianou, and other Indian
poets of global reckoning, Majrooh
Rashid. Mallika Tripathi, Ali
Shaida, Rafiya Sayeed, Dr. Purni-
ma Singh, PV Laxmiprasad, gave
the poetry corner a national colour
along with the Kashmiri touch.

The Tenth Issue is simply a
perfect picture of local and the
global. The Literary Magazine is
enriched with contributions from
varied parts of India and Europe.
LitStream literary desk focused
on Noor-e Nooran which made the
cover story. Professor Muhammad
Aslam began a series of writing on
Habba Khatoon which enchanted
the readers. Wani Nazir’s book
review this time Kavya Sharma’s
book To Nadiyaa is excellent. Emi-
nent short story writer Vandana
Kumari Jena who is also a retired
IAS officer, wrote a short story ‘The
Lost Childhood’. Manshi Tiwari a
young teacher wrote the nice story
‘The Light’.

Among non fictional writings
Prof Dr. Shiv Sethi’s literary
critique on P.V Laxmiprasad’s
From Epidemic to Pandemic, and
Iftikhar Imran’s translated story
Chochikatir (The Frenzy) written
by Mushtag Ahmad Mushtaq, and
Rahil Rasheed Wani’s musing on
The Real Purpose of Education are
all thought stirring. The poetry
corner was more enriched by emi-
nent poets from all over Europe,
Asia and Egypt, and Dr. Perwaiz
Shahariyar, Angela Kosta, Elpiola
Luka, Franco Colozzo, Abdul Latif
Moubarak, Sushant Thapa, Maria
Kolovou Roumelioti, Steffen Horst-
mann, Elisabetta Bonaparte, Amo-
ranth Coylle

These issues show the constancy
of contributors to the LitStream and
also introduction of a new group of
writers and poets. Translation of
Urdu and Kashmiri poems along
with ghazals and short Urdu gave the
magazine a unique status. Eleventh
Issue continues the Noor-I-Nooran
and Habba Kahtoon articles, and
short stories The Weird Mountains

by myself, and ‘The Silent Poet’ by
ShahNawaz Nazir and the translat-
ed story of Tariqg Shabnam ‘Chaand
Aur Baadal’ by Imran Rather and
Mujtaba Farooq’s trendy fiction
Timeless Time a new genre of psy-
chological fiction along with mus-
ings from Dr. Supriya Shukla and
non fiction article Dreams and Lit-
erature by Dr. Rayees Ahmad Bhat.
Poetry corner accommodates Anna
Keiko of China, Eminent French
teacher poet Vandana Kumar, Ali
Shaida, Wani Nazir, and Dr. Mallika
Tripathi.
Issues from 12 to 19 will be dis-
cussed in details in the next article.
From the very beginning, Lit-
Stream aimed to respect local lit-
erary traditions while also opening
its pages to national and global
writers writing in different genres.
Over the weeks, LitStream grew
steadily. Each issue carried poetry,
short stories, literary criticism,
book reviews, and reflective essays.
Writers from Kashmir, across India,
and from outside the country are
constantly contributing their work.
By the end of 2025, LitStream had
published its 19th issue, establish-
ing itself as a regular weekly liter-
ary supplement. This journey would
not have been possible without the
contributors who regard LitStream
as a family. The literary bonding of
the creative souls is built through
their words, ideas, and trust. Poets,
storytellers, critics, academicians,
and authors have reposed their firm
faith in this platform and shared
their work with confidence.Their
faith in the editorial vision of Lit-
Stream gave it strength and direc-
tion. Without their support and par-
ticipation, LitStream could not have
survived, or improved so rapidly.
The editor’s role has been sup-
ported and strengthened by this
trust. The relationship between con-
tributors and the editorial desk has
been one of mutual respect, where
quality and sincerity have always
come first. LitStream has focused on
literature and culture studies alone.
It has stayed away from controver-
sy and chaos, choosing instead to
give space to creative writing and
thoughtful criticism. Its aim has
been to encourage serious reading
and honest literary engagement.
As 2025 comes to an end, Lit-
Stream stands as a collective effort.
It is not just a supplement, but a
shared literary space created by
writers, shaped by readers, and sus-
tained by trust. The journey from
the first issue to the nineteenth has
shown that literature still matters
when it is handled with care and
commitment. The stream continues
to flow, carrying voices from Kash-
mir to the wider world, and bringing
the wider world back to our readers
one piece of writing at a time.
The writer is a Hony Editor
LitStream and can be reached at
chogalwriter76 @gmail.com

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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