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The Poet

Born on 10 March 1950, Rafiq
Raaz is a contemporary multifaceted
Kashmiri writer. He superannuated
as the director of erstwhile Radio
Kashmir, Srinagar. Raaz writes pri-
marily in Urdu and Kashmiri. We
come across each other frequently
at academic programmes but beyond
salutations, Inever had the privilege
to talk to him. More often than not,
he is there on the dais (or invited
to the dais) to speak, many a time
without any a priori knowledge of
it. He does, nonetheless, speak and
enthralls the audience with his intel-
ligent talk.

As amodern Kashmiri poet, Raaz
has helped improve Kashmiri litera-
ture. His first book, entitled nai chi
naalaan (Flute is Wailing) was pub-
lished in 1978, leading him to win
the Sahitya Akademi Award in 1995.
His other book is anhaar (Streams
or Rivulets). He has written about
60 radio plays for Radio Kashmir. In
all, he is the author of more than half
adozen books. Zulfigar Naqvi writes
about him thus: “His poems were
being published in Shabkhoon, the
influential modernist journal edited
by Shamsur Rahman Farugqi. His
inclusion in Shabkhoon which was
ajournal known for its rigorous aes-
thetic discipline and commitment
to Jadeediyat (Modernism), places
Raaz among the foremost modern-
ist poets of Urdu, attesting to the
intellectual seriousness, formal
control and symbolic depth of his
poetry...Rafiq Raaz’s poetry reveals
a coherent metaphoric vision in
which human existence is defined by
resistance, endurance and renewal.
His images illuminate the modern
condition while retaining a mystic
depth that gestures toward tran-
scendence beyond ruin. It is this
sustained, intelligent and philosoph-
ically grounded use of metaphor and
imagery that firmly justifies view-
ing Rafiq Raaz as a master craftsman
of modern Urdu poetry.” In an inter-
view with Imran Yousuf (Kashmir
Images, 23 June 2018), Raaz said, “[I]
t was I think 1970-71 when I started
to write in Kashmiri Language. It
was a strenuous job in initial stages
but with time things happened to get
better. Soon I realized that I should
show my poems to someone who
would do proofreading and fortu-
nately Amin Kamil (one of the finest
poets of his time) used to live in my
neighborhood. So I went to him for
further guidance. He helped me to
a very great extent to meliorate my
writings, when I used to write some-
thing new I would visit him and he
always displayed great interest and
support. One day he said, “Your
writings are so beautiful that you
have started to influence me”. It was
his good gesture to appreciate my
writings and these words kindled
fire in me and I bugged out to write

Rafiqg Raaz: Poetics
of Vision, Silencean

Transcendence
Professor Muhammad Aslam

better and better.” Yousuf calls Raaz
as “the people’s poet”.

Raaz has a PhD in Urdu. Prior to
his appointment as a program exec-
utive at Radio Kashmir, he taught
for some time at the SP College, Sri-
nagar.

I have chosen a few of his Urdu
ghazals available @ rekhta.org, as
I didn’t have any access to his pub-
lished Urdu and Kashmiri work.
Once I have access to his Kashmiri
poetry, I will be featuring that in the
very near future.

I hope the readers would love
these ghazals and understand how
vast a canvas Raaz has been working
on for decades.
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Transliteration

chaandni raat main ek baar use
dekhaa thaa

chaand se bar-sar-e-paikaar use
dekhaa thaa

misl-e-khurshid numudaar vo ab
tak na huaa

aakhri baar sar-e-ghaar use
dekhaa thaa

° e H$CM Ko eo °

main bhalaa kaise bayaan kartaa
saraapaa us kaa

shab-e-yaldaa pas-e-divaar use
dekhaa thaa

dil main utri hi na thi roshni us
manzar ki

av valin baar to bekaar use
dekhaa thaa

log kyun koh-o-biyaabaan main
use dhundhte hain

main ne to bar-sar-e-baazaar use
dekhaa thaa

us ne kyaa raat ko dekhaa thaa
yeh ma‘lum nahin

main ne to naqsh-ba-divaar use
dekhaa thaa

us ki aankhon main chamak
khvaab ki yeh kaisi hai

raat bhar charkh ne bedaar use
dekhaa thaa

CONT. ON PAGE 3
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Translation

Once, on a moonlit night, I saw
her there—

Locked in a duel with the moon
itself.

Like the sun, she never rose
again in light;

The last I saw her was at the
mouth of a cave.

How could I ever describe her
entire form?

On the longest night, I saw him
beyond a wall.

The radiance of that vision
never entered my heart—

The first time, I saw her as
something futile.

Why do people seek her in
mountains and deserts?

I saw her standing in the
middle of the market.

What she beheld that night, no
one can say;

I saw her only as a figure
etched on a wall.

What is this dream-like shim-
mer in her eyes?

All night long, even the turn-
ing sky watched her awake.

Critical Appreciation

This poem unfolds through a
series of paradoxes that deliber-
ately resist stable meaning. The
beloved—or the visionary figure at
its centre—is repeatedly seen, yet
never fully grasped. Each sight-
ing contradicts the previous one:
moonlight and marketplace, cave
and wall, dream and wakefulness.
The poem thus transforms seeing
into an act fraught with uncertain-
ty, where perception itself becomes
unreliable.

Celestial imagery dominates the
opening verses. The moon, the sun,
the revolving sky (charkh) are not
mere embellishments; they estab-
lish a cosmic scale against which
the human figure is measured. The
confrontation with the moon sug-
gests rivalry between earthly beauty
and divine luminosity, while the
absence of a second sunrise hints at
a revelation that cannot be repeat-
ed. The reference to sar-e-ghaar
subtly invokes prophetic and mys-
tical traditions, lending the poem
a metaphysical undertone without
explicitly naming it. According to
the Islamic perspective, sar-e-ghar
is a reference to the Hira Cave in
Makkah where the last Prophet of
Islam (peace be upon him) got the
first revelation of the Quran. Allama
Igbal had said:

utar kar hira se soo-e gaum aaya

aur ek nuskha-e-keemiya saath
laaya

He came down from Hira,
toward his people,

Bearing with him an alchemy,
a cure for all.

Similarly, “absence of a second
sunrise” might be a reference to the
seal of the Prophets, that is, there
won’t be any prophet sent to the
earth after Prophet Muhammad
(peace be upon him): (The Holy
Prophet) Muhammad is not the
father of any man amongst you.
Yes, he is the Messenger of Allah
and the Last of all the Prophets.
And Allah knows everything. (Surah
Al-Ahzaab, Verse 40).

A striking feature of the poem
is its spatial instability. The figure
appears behind walls, at cave
mouths, engraved on surfaces, and
finally in the open bazaar. This oscil-
lation between concealment and
exposure destabilizes the reader’s
expectations. Traditionally, seekers
wander into deserts and mountains
for truth; here, the poet subverts
that trope by locating the vision in
everyday life, suggesting that tran-
scendence may reside within the
ordinary rather than beyond it.

Emotionally, the speaker main-
tains a tone of restrained wonder
rather than overt ecstasy. The
admission that the heart failed to
absorb the light of the first vision
introduces regret and belated under-
standing. What was once dismissed
as “useless” becomes, in retrospect,
charged with meaning. This delayed
recognition adds psychological
depth, turning the poem into a med-
itation on missed perception and the
cost of inattentiveness.

The final couplet elevates the
figure into a liminal state between
dream and wakefulness. The gleam
in the eyes is not explained; instead,
it is witnessed even by the heavens
themselves. By ending with the sky
as a silent observer, the poem closes
on an image of cosmic acknowledg-
ment, leaving interpretation open
while affirming the enduring mys-
tery of what was seen—and what
was lost.

Overall, the poem is a finely
balanced fusion of classical imag-
ery and modern ambiguity. Its
power lies not in revelation, but in
the repeated failure of revelation,
making absence, contradiction,
and uncertainty its most eloquent
themes.
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Transliteration

chand harfon ne bohot shor macha
rakkha hai

ya'‘ni kaaghaz pe koyi hashr uthaa
rakkha hai

mujh ko to apne siwaa kuch nazar
aataa hi nahin

main ne deewaaron ko aa’ina
banaa rakkha hai

aap ke paaon tale se bhi khisakti
hai zameen

aap ne kyun yeh falak sar pe uthaa
rakkha hai

mushaf-e zaat ki tafseer hai yeh
gehrichup

chup hi mani hai miyaan, harf
main kyaa rakkha hai

mujh pe to bhaari nahin koyi
shab-e hijr mujhe

zakhmon ne sarv-e chiraaghaan
banaa rakkha hai

meraa har kaam qiyaamat hi
uthaa detaa hai

e +¢CM K¢ oo

to ne har kaam qiyaamat pe uthaa
rakkha hai

gulshan-e dil abhi shaadaab hai,
pazhmurda nahin

mausam-e gham ne ise kitnhaa
haraa rakkha hai

Translation

A few mere letters have raised such
a roar—

As though on paper a doomsday
has broken loose.

I see nothing now except my own
self;

I have turned the walls themselves
into mirrors.

Even the ground slips from
beneath your feet—

Why then have you lifted the heav-
ens upon your head?

This deep silence is the exegesis of
the Book of Self;

Silence itself is meaning—uwhat is
left in words?

No night of separation weighs
heavily upon me:

My wounds have dressed them-
selves like cypress lamps.

Every act of mine stirs an apoca-
lypse;

You have deferred every act till the
Day of Doom.

The garden of the heart is still
lush, not withered—

How grief’s season has kept it
green.

Critical Appreciation

This ghazal is a finely balanced
meditation on language, selfhood,
silence, and existential responsibil-
ity, articulated through a series of
paradoxes that are both metaphysi-
cal and deeply personal. The poet’s
strength lies in transforming famil-
iar ghazal motifs—qiyaamat, hijr,
aa’ina, gulshan—into vehicles for
philosophical inquiry rather than
mere emotional ornamentation.

The opening couplet immediately
foregrounds the poem’s central con-
cern: the disproportionate power of
language. “A few letters” unleash-
ing a hashr (apocalypse) suggests
the volatile potency of the written
word, evoking both poetic creation
and moral reckoning. Writing is
not neutral; it carries the weight of
upheaval.

The second couplet shifts inward.
The poet’s admission of seeing
nothing but himself is not narcis-
sistic but epistemological: the self
becomes the sole lens of perception.
Turning walls into mirrors suggests
an enforced self-confrontation, a
world that reflects back only one’s
own being—a subtle commentary on
isolation and modern subjectivity.

In the third couplet, the poet
addresses an implied “you,” per-
haps authority, divinity, or the ego
itself. The instability of the ground
beneath one’s feet contrasts sharply
with the hubris of lifting the heavens
overhead. This image critiques false
transcendence and warns against
bearing metaphysical burdens with-
out existential grounding.

One of the poem’s most profound
moments arrives with the fourth
couplet, where silence supersedes
speech. Calling silence the tafsir
(exegesis) of the Mus-haf-e Zaat
(Book of the Self) fuses Qur’anic
hermeneutics with Sufi introspec-
tion. Meaning is not in articulation
but in inward stillness; words, para-

doxically, are rendered inadequate.

The fifth couplet revises the tradi-
tional lament of separation. Instead
of darkness and fragility, wounds
become illuminated cypress trees—
symbols of dignity, endurance, and
ritual light. Pain here is aestheti-
cized not to trivialize it, but to show
how suffering can be transmuted
into inner radiance.

The penultimate couplet con-
trasts two temporal attitudes: the
poet acts decisively, stirring “apoc-
alypse” now, while the addressee
postpones all action to the abstract
future of qiyaamat. This is a sharp
ethical distinction between lived
responsibility and deferred account-
ability.

The closing couplet resolves the
poem on a strikingly hopeful note.
Grief, conventionally associated
with decay, becomes a sustaining
season that keeps the heart’s garden
green. The paradox encapsulates the
poem’s worldview: anguish, aware-
ness, and growth are not opposites
but collaborators.

Overall, the ghazal is intellectu-
ally rigorous yet emotionally reso-
nant. Its language is controlled, its
imagery luminous, and its philoso-
phy quietly radical. It affirms that
meaning may erupt from silence,
wounds may glow, and even grief—
properly understood—can become a
source of life.
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Transliteration

tamaam shehar thaa jangal saa
eent-patthar kaa

ghazab woh dekh ke aayaa hun
baad-e-sarsar kaa

sadaa’ain chashme ubalne ku aa
rahu hain mujhe

kisu ne tor diyaa kyaa sukut pat-
thar kaa

milaa hai khaak-nishunu se yeh
maqaam mujhe

zameen hai takht, falak taaj hai
mere sar kaa

mugjhe to koyi bhi mausam uraa
nahun saktaa

ki main to rang hun us ke adhure
manzar kaa

rawaan kiyaa hai mujhe kin
bulandiyon ki taraf

ki aasmaan bhi
saayah sheh-par kaa

main apnaa ghar to jalaa ke safar
pe niklaa thaa

khayal dasht main aayaa faqat
tire dar kaa

CONT. ON PAGE 9
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prevailed. Doctor Enzo, along

with two other nurses, was con-
ducting the last medical visit of the
morning. One of them had been
working in that hospital for many
years, while the other was new. Her
blue eyes initially caught the atten-
tion of the staff. The doctor paused
for a few moments and, placing his
hand on his chin, said:

"The patient we are about to visit
has been admitted for several days.

She has fallen into a deep depres-
sion after her family members lost
their lives in the Otranto Channel
tragedy".

"I have heard about her, doctor",
- said the older nurse.

He noticed that the other nurse
was focused, which made him con-
tinue to say:

"That girl has no relatives, as no
one has come to visit her until today.
The patient is very young, she comes
from Albania".

Both nurses listened attentively
to his words as he tried to be as clear
as possible.

"She needs not only the neces-
sary medical treatments but also
our closeness. We must definitely
let her understand that we share in
her pain, but we must be careful not
to hurt her", - he said.

After finishing speaking, Doctor
Enzo continued to walk down the
corridor. Even though it was morn-
ing, he looked somewhat tired; his
graying hair and the many wrinkles
on his sweaty forehead highlighted
this even more. He had been practic-
ing this profession for many years.

The nurse with sky-blue eyes
opened the door to the room where
the Albanian girl was. She was sit-
ting half-upright on the bed, her gaze
lost. Without turning her head, as if
she hadn't heard them, she contin-
ued to stare at the strange figures on
the wall. The presence of the doctor
and the two nurses did not attract
her attention at all. Her long black
curly hair fell over her shoulders.
She was very sad and distressed,
which was evident from her eyes.

The doctor began to speak to her
warmly, advising her to continue
taking the necessary treatments.
After they finished the medical visit
and left the room, the nurse asked:

"What do you think, doctor, will
she overcome this depression"?

"I am sure that a positive response
will have the same result. The girl
is very young... it will certainly
be very, very difficult, but insist
on staying close to her as much as
possible". Companionship and care
are the best medicine in these cases

In the neurology ward, calmness

IMPRISONED SOUL

for her recovery. We must let her
understand that she is not alone in
this place, which is still unfamiliar
to her.'

The nurses looked at each other,
nodding. Doctor Enzo greeted them,
and as he walked away, he didn't
even realize why he was so sure that
the nurses would help the Albanian
patient without hesitation. He was
more than convinced of this and
knew he was not mistaken.

The next day, the nurse with sky-
blue eyes entered the Albanian girl's
room.

"Good morning! How are you feel-
ing today? She asked sweetly".

"A little better, thank you", - the
girl replied weakly.

The nurse opened the window of
the room, and the light spring breeze
was immediately felt. The sun's rays
illuminated the girl's face.

"Get ready to have breakfast!
You must try to regain your energy.
I was told that last night you didn't
eat anything again,' the nurse's voice
was heard".

The Albanian girl turned her
head; the nurse's eyes caught her
attention for a moment. They are
just like my brother's, she thought
painfully.

"Are you able to get up by your-
self, or would you like me to help
you? - the nurse asked.

"Thank you! I will try to get up
by myself", - said the girl, who, after
getting up, slowly approached the
window.

Even though she had become
very thin, her beauty was still strik-
ing. She gazed beyond the glass; a
mimosa branch touched the window
sill, and the chirping of birds, sing-
ing incessantly, could be heard. It
seemed that spring had arrived,
but this time without bringing the
joy she had felt in her heart in past
years. She still couldn't believe it
and had never imagined that spring

e +CM K¢ oo
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that year would come filled with
pain and suffering.

The bitter memory of that night
appeared before her eyes as if it had
happened just a short time ago. It
was painful and devastating, but she
couldn't erase from her mind what
had happened that night when they
had set off from Albania...

That March evening, it was cold,
and although the ship was old, it
gave the impression that it was in
not too bad a condition. Along with
her and many other emigrants, her
mother, father, and younger broth-
er were also there. Vilma was three
years older than him. Her brother
was beautiful; he had blond hair
and eyes like the sea itself, which
they loved very much because they
had grown up with the presence of
the sea, had taken their first child-
hood steps on its shores, and had so
many beautiful and unforgettable
moments. The sea had been their
life itself, and by crossing beyond
the shores of Italy, they had thought
they would have a future far from
poverty.

That night, many acquaintances
from their coastal city had also set
off with them. After midnight, the
ship had departed. Without under-
standing why, Vilma had had a very
disturbing premonition and had
spoken about it with her mother.
Her mother had replied that it was
normal to feel anxious since they
were leaving their beloved land.

Unfortunately, she had to inter-
rupt her studies at the university,
just as in a way, she would abandon
her dreams.

"We have no choice, my daugh-
ter; the future here offers us nothing.
Poverty and misery are forcing us to
leave our homeland", - her mother
had said, embracing her. Neverthe-
less, Vilma had insisted that they
should not set off that evening.

That cursed night, the cold had

been extremely bitter. The four of
them had huddled together, as if
they wanted to warm each other
with their breaths. It seemed that
others were doing the same. Among
them were also a few small children.
The journey and the darkness of that
night felt like they would never end.

Vilma had heard the cries of a
child and felt deep sympathy for that
little one who was facing a journey
under unsuitable conditions. Her
attention was focused precisely
on the little one when suddenly,
the ship was violently jolted. The
cries of that child merged with the
screams of people who had begun to
move, shouting and calling for help.

Vilma felt the cold water on her
body; the ship was breaking apart
everywhere. In the darkness, she
could hear someone shouting, trying
to call for help as quickly as possible
from their cellphone. She had tried
to spot her parents and her broth-
er; she called their names into the
darkness, but it was in vain; no one
answered her.

Even if they managed to hear
her amidst that terrible chaos, it
was extremely difficult to get any
response, yet she continued to call
their names until her voice became
hoarse. Terrified by the night and
the sea, she swam until she grabbed
onto a heavy object, which she
couldn't see what it was.

She was unable to determine how
much time had passed in the water,
which was becoming colder and
colder. Somewhere far away, amidst
the chaos, she

noticed the faint glow of some
lights; they were very dim, but it
seemed they were approaching
them, and the closer they got, the
brighter they shone. It was the Ital-
ian Coast Guard ship.

Many people began to jump into
the sea from the broken ship, as if
seeking their salvation there. The
last thing Vilma remembered from
that night was the blinding bright-
ness of the lights, which began to
fade as she closed her eyes because
her body had started to hurt; she
could no longer feel all her muscles.

With difficulty, between the
dream and reality, she heard some-
one’s voice saying:

"There are many people we can't
see. We need to hurry to save these
poor souls".

Without strength, she continued
to call for her father, brother, and
mother, but no one could hear the
cry of her soul.

"Many people have drowned, so
many", - was the last thought she
managed to imprint in her mind.

Vilma shook her head to push
away the bitter memory of that
night, but against her will, every-
thing reappeared in her memory...

After two days in the refugee
camp, as soon as she had regained
some strength, she got out of bed and
began to search for her family. All
those who had managed to escape
were temporarily sheltered there.

CONT. ON PAGE 12
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Shafaq Sopori: A Versatile, Multilayered
and Multidimensional Poet

Zulfigar Naqvi

among the most intellectually
expansive and aesthetically

versatile figures in contemporary
Urdu literature. A poet, fiction
writer, satirist and humorist, lexi-
cographer, compiler of glossaries,
critic, researcher, commentator
and an acknowledged authority
on both prosody and music Shafaq
represents a rare synthesis of cre-
ative imagination and rigorous
scholarship. Born in Kashmir
(India) into a distinguished family
of the renowned town of Sopore
he received his early education in
Sopore, completed his Bachelor’s
degree from Degree College Sopore
and went on to earn his Master’s,
M.Phil and PhD degrees from the
Department of Urdu, University
of Kashmir. He served for decades
in Higher Education Department
as Professor of Urdu and attained
superannuation as principal in 2019.

Endowed with a natural inclina-
tion toward poetry and music Shafaq
Sopori undertook an extended aca-
demic interlude to pursue formal
training in Indian classical music
and completed a diploma in the
discipline. This unique confluence
of literary and musical sensibility
culminated in his pioneering doctor-
al dissertation, Elements of Indian
Music in Urdu Poetry, making him
the first scholar to conduct a sys-
tematic and comprehensive study
of Indian musical elements within
the Urdu poetic tradition. The inter-
disciplinary relationship between
poetry, music and linguistics has
since remained the central axis of
his scholarship. His major published
works in this domain include:

1. Urdu Ghazal Aur Hindu-
stani Moseequi

2. Moseequi, Shayari Aur
Lisaniyaat

3. Makhzan-e- Moseequi

4. Farhang-e- Moseequi

5.  Glossary of Music Terminol-
ogy

6. Lughaat-e- Moseequi

7. Urdu Shayari Aur Istla-
haat-e- Moseequi

8. Istlahaat-e- Moseequi Aur
Urdu Lughaat

Equally significant is his con-
tribution to the study of prosody
(ilm-e- ar z). His works “A Prosodic
Study of Faiz’s Poetry” and “Lafz,
Arooz aur Shayari” are regarded as
important interventions in modern
prosodic criticism. Beyond these, he
has conducted detailed metrical and

S hafaq Sopori (born 1959) stands

rhythmic analyses of the poetry of
Mir Taqi Mir, Igbal, Hasrat Mohani,
Wali Dakhani, Siraj Aurangabadi
and Sauda, thereby bridging clas-
sical poetic traditions with modern
critical methodology.

Despite this vast scholarly corpus,
Shafaq Sopori’s creative identity as
a poet, particularly as a poet of the
ghazal remains central to his liter-
ary stature. His poetry, published
over a long period in the celebrated
modernist journal SHABKHOON,
reflects originality of thought, fresh-
ness of expression and a distinctive
symbolic intensity. While he has
experimented with nearly every
poetic genre, the ghazal remains
his primary and most accomplished
mode. His published poetry collec-
tions include:

Dil-e-Khak Basar
Beete Mausamo’n Ke Dukh
Dasht Mein Door Kahin
Resham Sarab Khwab
Yaad Ki Ajnabi Mandairo'n Par
Pehli Tanhaiyan
These collections collectively
chart a poetic journey marked by
existential inquiry, ethical resis-
tance, emotional vulnerability and
cultural memory.

Shafaq Sopori’s creative range
extends beyond poetry into fiction
where he has emerged as a signif-
icant voice of contemporary Urdu
narrative. Beginning his fictional
career in 2016, he has produced
novels and stories that engage deeply
with marginalized communities,
political upheavals and enduring
human values. His novel NEELMA
is the first Urdu novel centered on
the NEELMA ADIVASI COMMU-
NITY. FIRING RANGE KASHMIR

oG WD

e +¢CM K¢ oo

A

<

1990 is widely regarded as the first
Urdu novel to directly address the
insurgency-ridden conditions, while
QALANDAR KHAN explores the
same period from another experi-
ential and ethical angle. His novel
DARIYA HAI CHASHM-E-GIRIYA-
NAAK examines the political and
human consequences of the 1947
upheavals in Jammu and Kash-
mir. Other works of fiction include
MUSA, KAUSHAL KHATOON,
GULMOHAR KI SURKH CHIRIYA
and the short-story collection RAAG
RAGINI AUR VARJIT SUR where
music again functions as a symbolic
and structural motif.

In addition to poetry and fiction,
Shafaq Sopori is a seasoned satirist
and humorist. His book SHUGAFTA-
ANE that has been prescribed in
the curriculum of the University of
Kashmir showcases his ability to
employ wit as a serious intellectu-
al instrument. As a critic, his col-
lection of essays JITHAAT reflects
his wide critical vision and meth-
odological rigor. His institutional
contributions include serving in a
senior capacity at the Academy of
Art, Culture and Languages (Jammu
and Kashmir), where he compiled
the index of the journal SHIRAAZA
and successfully revived a newslet-
ter that had remained defunct for
nearly two decades.

In recognition of his extensive
scholarly and creative contribu-
tions, Professor Shafaq Sopori has
been honored by the State Cultural
Academy. Besides, several MPhil
and PhD theses on his life and works
have also been completed at major
Indian universities including the
University of Hyderabad, the Uni-

versity of Delhi and the University
of Jammu. He continues to devote
himself wholeheartedly to litera-
ture, remaining actively engaged in
both creative and scholarly pursuits.

Taken as a whole, Shafaq Sopori’s
corpus reveals a multilayered and
multidimensional literary person-
ality. He is a poet whose ghazal inte-
grates musical consciousness, pro-
sodic precision, philosophical depth
and ethical urgency. As a fiction
writer he records history through
human suffering and a scholar who
bridges tradition and modernity. His
ghazal stand as condensed sites of
this vast intellectual and creative
enterprise where language becomes
witness, metaphor becomes mean-
ing and poetry becomes an act of
conscience.

His poetry exemplifies these lit-
erary shades with particular force.
Through a dense network of met-
aphors—fire and air, chains and
cracks, wounds and silence, shade
and dust—Shafaq Sopori transforms
individual experience into collective
testimony. His ghazal interrogates
hypocrisy as performance, exposes
moral decay through irony and por-
trays love not merely as fulfillment
but as punishment when it erases
selfhood. The recurring images of
fractured chains releasing lament,
fresh air extinguishing fragile
lamps, bodies bearing unbear-
able heat and thought itself being
attacked by hostile seasons situate
him among poets who do not aes-
theticize suffering but bear ethical
witness to it. Silence, in his verse is
a form of captivity and speech, even
when it breaks bones, becomes lib-
eration.

The poetry of Shafaq Sopori occu-
pies a distinctive and intellectual-
ly demanding position in modern
Urdu literature, resisting all forms
of reductive classification. His verse
cannot be confined to lyricism alone,
nor can it be read merely as protest
poetry or romantic expression.
Instead, it unfolds as a dense and
interconnected network of meta-
phors in which personal anguish,
collective trauma, philosophical
inquiry and ethical resistance coex-
ist and mutually illuminate one
another. His poetry demands slow
reading, interpretive patience and
ethical attentiveness. Meaning in
Shafaq’s verse does not arrive fully
formed rather it emerges through
images that carry intellectual, emo-
tional and historical weight.

The selected verses together,
reveal a poet who speaks simul-
taneously from multiple planes of
consciousness. They depict the body
and the intellect, memory and his-
tory, inner vulnerability and public
responsibility, imagination and
lived reality. What distinguishes
Shafaq Sopori’s poetic universe is
his refusal to privilege any single

CONT. ON PAGE 6
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dimension of experience and instead he allows
contradictions to coexist where love becomes pun-
ishment, speech becomes pain, silence becomes a
chain and resistance becomes a form of vulnera-
bility. His metaphors are not ornamental devices.
They are epistemological tools of knowing, ques-
tioning and witnessing.

“Ik ada roz nayi karta hai ijaad,

Roz naye dhang se ayyari karta hai.”

(He invents a new gesture every day and
practices deception in a new way.)

This couplet stands as one of Shafaq Sopori’s
most incisive criticism on hypocrisy. The cen-
tral metaphor of ADAA (gesture, manner, style)
situates deceit firmly within the realm of perfor-
mance. Hypocrisy is not presented as a moral
lapse or individual weakness. It is rather inven-
tive, rehearsed and aestheticized. The act of
deception becomes theatrical, suggesting a society
in which truth has been replaced by spectacle.

The repetition of ROZ (daily) intensifies this
critique by emphasizing continuity and normal-
ization. Deception is not episodic but systematic.
Each day brings a new mask, a new method, a new
rhetorical strategy. The phrase “NAYI KARTA
HAIIJAAD” (he invents something new) further
sharpens the irony. This creativity traditionally
associated with art and imagination is here co-opt-
ed by falsehood. Shafaq thus exposes a moral
inversion where intelligence serves deception
rather than truth. This criticism extends beyond
individual morality into broader social, politi-
cal and ideological domains. Power, in Shafaq’s
vision survives not through brute force alone
but through its capacity to continually reinvent
its appearance making oppression appear accept-
able, even desirable.

This theme is reinforced in another verse.

“Daman pakarh ke peechhe ye qallaash thi
padhi,

Duniya ko hamne bheek ka kaasa bhi de diya.”

(This beggar clung to my hem and I handed
over even my own begging bowl to this world.)

Here, the metaphor shifts from performance
to moral poverty. The image of a QALLAASH
(beggar) clinging to one’s hem evokes humiliation
and desperation. However, the shock lies in the
reversal. It is not merely an individual beggar but
the world itself that has been reduced to begging.
BHEEK KA KAASA (begging bowl) becomes a
symbol of ethical bankruptcy, suggesting a civ-
ilization that substitutes charity for justice and
token gestures for moral responsibility.

Together, these verses reveal Shafaq Sopori as
a satirist of conscience, one who exposes social
decay without abandoning poetic restraint. His
satire is quiet, controlled and devastating precise-
ly because it refuses exaggeration.

“Phirta raha hun jis ke ta’aqub mein umr bhar,

Kya naqsh uss khayal ne chhoda bhi hai kahin?”

(The thought which I have been chasing
all my life, did that leave a trace anywhere?)

This couplet introduces a deeply existential
dimension into Shafaq Sopori’s poetry. The
phrase PHIRTA RAHA HUN (I kept wandering)
conveys perpetual movement without arrival,
evoking restlessness, exhaustion and a life con-
sumed by pursuit. The metaphor of TA’AQUB
(pursuit) suggests obsession rather than direction
and motion rather than destination. The object
of pursuit— KHAYAAL (idea or ideal)—remains
deliberately undefined. This ambiguity univer-
salizes the experience allowing the idea to signify
truth, justice, love, revolution, artistic perfection
or meaning itself. The second line transforms this
personal reflection into a philosophical interro-
gation. The word NAQSH (imprint, trace) shifts
the question from success or failure to ontolog-
ical impact. Did this lifelong pursuit leave any
mark on the world, on history or even on the self?
There is no bitterness here, only ethical self-ques-
tioning. Shafaq does not romanticize sacrifice,
nor does he dismiss it. Instead he interrogates its
consequences, aligning himself with existential
o000 ©

thinkers who question whether human striving
carries inherent meaning in an indifferent or
hostile universe.

This existential uncertainty reappears, deep-
ened and complicated in the following verse:

“Tumhari aankh se mein apne khwaab dekhta
hun,

Yahi to meri saza hai, samajhta kyu nahi mein?”

(I am dreaming through your eyes and this
is my punishment. But I don’t understand it.)

Here, Shafaq shifts from pursuit to dependency.
Dreams seen through another’s eyes signify the
loss of autonomous vision. Love becomes punish-
ment not because it causes pain but due to the fact
that it replaces selfhood with borrowed meaning.
The speaker expresses his frustration through the
phrase, SAMAJHTA KYU NAHI MEIN (why don’t
I understand?) which reveals awareness without
escape and insight without liberation.

Both these verses portray Shafaq Sopori as a
philosophical poet whose engagement with love,
ambition and meaning is marked by intellectual
rigor and emotional honesty.

“Hawa-e-taza mujhe chahiye dareecha khol,

Charaagh kis ka bujhe ga mujhe yeh fikr nahi.”

(I need fresh air, open the window. I do not
bother whose lamp will go out.)

This couplet articulates a quiet yet radical
ethics of freedom. Fresh air symbolizes intel-
lectual and moral liberty while the window rep-
resents openness, dialogue, dissent and the cir-
culation of ideas. Yet the second line introduces
profound ethical tension. Opening the window
may extinguish someone else’s lamp—perhaps
fragile authority, inherited dogma or carefully
constructed falsehood sustained by stagnant air.
Shafaq’s refusal to bother about whose lamp goes
out is not callousness but moral clarity. He rejects
the responsibility of preserving oppressive illu-
sions. The verse situates Shafaq within resistance
poetry but of a distinctly ethical and non-incen-
diary kind. Resistance here is not violence but
a source of breathing. Freedom is framed not as
rebellion for its own sake but as a necessity for
intellectual survival.

“Main ne diwangi mein phaarhe hue,

Khema-e-khaak mein basar ki raat.”

(In a state of madness I tore it apart, and
spent the night in that tent of dust.)

This couplet is a powerful metaphor for
existential exposure, intellectual rebellion and
voluntary vulnerability that reflects Shafaq
Sopori’s characteristic depth and restraint. Here
DIWAANAGI (madness) does not signify mental
imbalance. It refers to an intense inner passion,
a state of heightened awareness or radical com-
mitment to truth. In the classical and modern
Urdu poetic tradition DIWAANAGI often sym-
bolizes the courage to step outside social norms
and accepted comforts. Shafaq uses it to suggest a
conscious rejection of safety and conformity. The
phrase KHEMA-E-KH K (tent of dust) is a striking
compound image. KH K (dust) traditionally rep-
resents mortality, humility and the insignificance
of human existence, while KHEMA (tent) suggests
temporary shelter. Together, the image conveys
the fragility and impermanence of human life
and it refers to life itself. A tent made of dust
cannot truly protect as it is unstable and exposed
to collapse at any moment. The act of tearing “the
tent of dust” intensifies the metaphor. It implies
that even this minimal illusory shelter has been
deliberately destroyed. The poet chooses exposure
over illusion and discomfort over false security.
By spending the night in such a condition the
speaker accepts vulnerability as a necessary cost
of authenticity.

On a broader level, the couplet can be read as
a statement about the poet’s intellectual and eth-
ical stance. Shafaq Sopori suggests that genuine
thought, creativity or resistance cannot flourish
within comfortable enclosures built of conven-
tion, fear or compromise. One must be willing
to dwell in uncertainty, humility and risk. Thus,
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the verse portrays madness as moral courage,
the torn tent as rejection of protective illusions
and the night spent within dust as an honest con-
frontation with human fragility. It encapsulates
Shafaq Sopori’s vision of poetry and life as acts of
conscious exposure where truth is pursued not in
safety but in openness to loss and vulnerability.
In the following couplet, the poet once again
foregrounds bodily vulnerability suggesting that
the pursuit of truth necessitates exposure and that
the body itself becomes the site of authenticity.

“Mere badan ki haraarat utaarne waala,

Meri tapish se pighal jayega, khabar nahi thi.”

(The one meant to cool my body—I didn’t
know he would melt by my heat.)

Here, bodily heat symbolizes inner intensi-
ty—truth, passion, suffering or moral urgency.
The one who attempts to cool or neutralize this
intensity ends up melting. This reversal destabi-
lizes conventional binaries between healer and
patient, authority and subject. Shafaq suggests
that truth cannot be easily managed. It consumes
even those who approach it with good intentions.

In Shafaq’s poetry, the body is never merely
physical. It is ethical, ideological and historical
terrain bearing the costs of resistance and aware-
ness.

“Zakhm-khurdu’n ke jaane se paida,

Ho gaya hai khalaa, to bhar ham se.”

(With the departure of the wounded if a
void has formed—fills it with us.)

This verse marks a transition from individ-
ual suffering to collective ethics. The wounded
(zakhm kKhurda) may represent martyrs, silenced
voices or those exhausted by prolonged struggle.
Their departure has created (khalaa), a void that
demands response and the poet refuses a passive
mourning. His call to “fill it with us” transforms
grief into responsibility articulating a moral phi-
losophy in which history does not forgive absence.
This ethic reaches its culmination in the follow-
ing verse.

“Gou is amal se toot gaye ustakhwa’n magar,

Zangjeer se khamoshi-e-tanhaai torh di.”

(Although this act shattered my bones, I
broke the silence of solitude with the very
chain that bound me.)

This couplet powerfully encapsulates Shafaq
Sopori’s ethical vision of resistance where suffer-
ing becomes secondary to the necessity of speech
and moral action. The opening phrase establishes
a stark contrast between physical destruction and
ethical achievement immediately foreground-
ing the poet’s hierarchy of values. The image of
“breaking bones” symbolizes extreme personal
cost—not merely bodily pain but the collapse of
strength, stability and security. Bones are the
structural foundation of the body and their shat-
tering suggests that resistance has exacted the
highest possible toll. Yet the poet does not linger
on victimhood. Pain is acknowledged but it is not
allowed to dominate meaning.

The second line introduces the poem’s cen-
tral paradox. The chain (zanjeer) traditionally
a symbol of bondage, repression and enforced
silence becomes the very instrument through
which silence is broken. By stating that he has
broken the (the silence of solitude) from within
the chain the poet transforms oppression into a
means of expression. Silence here represents not
mere quietness but isolation, marginalization and
imposed invisibility.

At a deeper level, the couplet articulates a
philosophy in which silence is more destructive
than physical harm. Bones can break and heal but
enforced silence annihilates dignity, agency and
historical presence. By breaking silence at the
cost of bodily integrity, the poet reclaims ethical
autonomy.

“Deewar kha gaee woh shajar, jis ki shaakh se,
Girtay the kuchh anaar tere sehn ki taraf.”

CONT. ON PAGE 7
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GOOSE ARE LIKE GANDER

Dibang Mary

spoke of geese the way they spoke

of weather: familiar, necessary,
and slightly underestimated. Chil-
dren chased them for sport. Elders
warned them off with sticks. No
one bothered to learn the difference
between goose and gander unless
they were buying one for a feast.

But the birds knew.

Every morning, the flock slid
from the reeds into the water, white
bodies breaking the river’s surface
like thought interrupting sleep. The
gander always went first. He was
large, loud, convinced of his own
importance. He announced danger
where there was none, chased shad-
ows, and puffed his chest at reflec-
tions. The villagers mistook this
noise for leadership.

The goose followed quietly.

In the village by the river, people

She did not rush. She did not warn
the sky. She watched. She counted
the rhythm of the river, remembered
where the water hid its stones, noted
which banks warmed first in the
sun. When the flock moved, it was
because she had already decided it
was time. The gander thought the
idea was his.

This had always been the arrange-
ment.

When dry season came early
that year, the river thinned into a
nervous ribbon. Fish disappeared.
The reeds yellowed. The villagers
argued—about rain, about politics,
about whose fault hunger always
was. They blamed the birds for dirty-
ing what little water remained and
threw stones to chase them away.

The gander responded the only
way he knew how: louder honking,
wider wings, reckless charge. He
believed noise could push fear back
into the ground.

The goose did not stop him.

That night, when the moon cut the
river into silver pieces, she walked
alone along the bank. She listened to
the earth. She pressed her beak into
the mud and tasted old water, water
that remembered deeper paths. She
knew the river would not save them
this year.

At dawn, the goose did something
that unsettled the flock.

She left.

The gander woke to her absence
and panicked. He circled, honked,
called her name into air that did not
answer. The flock stalled, confused.
Without her, they argued. Without
her, they waited for instruction that
never came.

By midday, the sun punished
their hesitation.

The goose, meanwhile, followed
a memory older than the village.
She walked until her feet ached,
until feathers dulled with dust. She
crossed fields no goose had crossed
in generations and found, beyond a
bend of tired trees, a forgotten wet-
land fed by underground patience.

By the time the gander found
her,,disheveled, silent, exhaust-
ed,,he did not honk. He stood beside
her and looked at the water.

That was the moment he learned
the difference between leading and
arriving first.

They returned together. Not with
noise. Not with ceremony. The vil-
lagers watched in disbelief as the
flock passed overhead, moving as
one clean thought. No honking, no
confusion. Just wings agreeing with
the wind.

After that, the saying changed in
the village.

People still argued. Still mistook
volume for wisdom. But when fair-
ness came up—when someone tried
to claim more than their share an
elder would clear their throat and
say,

"Goose are like gander."

And those who understood would
nod.

Because they knew the truth.

One flies loudly.

One flies wisely.

Both, or neither, make it home.

(Dibang Mary is a Multi -Awardee
Nigerian writer of fiction and poet
. Her “ The Children are Ours “ was
featured in Barcelona from Spain .

She is internationally published.)
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(The wall has consumed the tree whose
branch used to drop pomegranates into your
courtyard.)

This couplet is a deeply evocative metaphor
for generosity and separation. At its surface, the
image is simple where a wall has overtaken or
“eaten” a tree that once bore fruit for the other
courtyard. Yet beneath this apparent simplicity
lies arich network of symbolic meanings. The tree
(shajar) represents organic growth, generosity,
continuity and natural relationships. Its branches
extending toward the courtyard suggest openness,
exchange and intimacy. The pomegranate (anr),
traditionally associated with fertility, abundance,
sweetness and shared sustenance in Eastern lit-
erary cultures symbolizes gifts that are freely
offered rather than demanded. In contrast, the
wall (deewar) stands for rigidity, separation and
imposed boundaries. Walls divide spaces, regulate
access and restrict movement. By stating that the
wall “consumed” the tree, the poet suggests not a
passive replacement but an active and aggressive
process of erasure. The verb implies that struc-
tural power does not merely coexist with organic
life—it devours it.

On a broader level, the couplet can be read
as a commentary on social and political reali-
ties where institutions, ideologies or urban and
administrative expansions overwhelm natural,
cultural and human connections. The courtyard
(sehn), a traditionally intimate and communal
space, is cut off from the tree’s generosity. What
was once shared freely now disappears behind
barriers. The emotional undertone of the verse
is one of quiet lament rather than protest. Shafaq
Sopori does not directly accuse but he allows the
image to speak.

“Phir yu’n hua ki pad gaya zanjeer mein shi-
gaaf,

Aur iss shigaaf se mera noha nikal gaya.”

(Then a crack appeared in the chain of
bondage from where my cry found its way
out.)
o000 ©

This couplet is one of the most emblematic
expressions of Shafaq Sopori’s poetics of resis-
tance, testimony and moral persistence. It cap-
tures with striking economy, the moment when
silenced suffering finds a voice not through com-
plete liberation, but through a fragile opening
within oppression itself. The chain (zanjeer) is a
well-established symbol of bondage, repression
and enforced silence. In Shafaq’s poetry, it does
not merely signify physical captivity rather it rep-
resents ideological control, political suppression
and psychological constraint—all those forces
that restrict expression and deny agency. The
“chain” suggests a system that appears solid, con-
tinuous and unbreakable.

Against this image stands the word shigf
(crack, fissure). A crack does not imply the
destruction of the entire structure; it signifies
a breach, however small, in what was assumed
to be seamless. This is crucial to the couplet’s
meaning. Shafaq does not imagine freedom as a
sudden overthrow or total collapse. Instead, he
acknowledges that resistance often begins with
minor ruptures, moments when control weakens
just enough for truth to pass through.

From this crack emerges the (noha) lament.
A (noha) is not a triumphant declaration or a
political slogan. It is a cry of grief, mourning
and remembrance. By choosing this word, the
poet humanizes resistance. The lament carries
memory, loss and injustice that insists on being
heard even when speech is still constrained. The
crack appears not through sudden heroism but
through the accumulated pressure of suffering.
This suggests a historical and moral truth that
no system of repression can remain perfectly
sealed forever. Human grief when suppressed
long enough, finds a way out.

To sum up, Shafaq Sopori is a poet whose work
resists all forms of reduction and easy categoriza-
tion. His poetry does not merely record emotion or
respond to historical events, instead he is adept in
transforming verse into a site of ethical inquiry
and intellectual resistance. In his Ghazal Shafaq
simultaneously inhabits multiple poetic regis-
ters—satirical, existential, lyrical, political and
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philosophical without allowing any single mode
to dominate. As a satirist, he unmasks hypocrisy
and moral decay with quiet irony rather than
overt denunciation, revealing how deception sur-
vives through performance and repetition. As
an existential thinker, he interrogates lifelong
pursuits, unfulfilled ideals and the fragile foun-
dations of selfhood exposing the illusions that
govern human striving. As a poet of resistance, he
refuses heroic posturing and instead foregrounds
vulnerability showing how truth emerges not
from power but from exposure, suffering and per-
sistence. And as a moral philosopher in verse,
he consistently privileges speech over silence,
dignity over submission and ethical presence over
physical safety.

Equally significant is his aesthetic conscious-
ness shaped by his deep engagement with music
and prosody. This musical awareness lends his
poetry a measured cadence and structural dis-
cipline ensuring that emotional intensity never
collapses into excess. His metaphors are pre-
cise rather than ornamental and functioning as
epistemological instruments that reveal hidden
relations between body and history, nature and
power, silence and speech. Fire burns slowly,
walls devour trees quietly, chains crack almost
imperceptibly—yet these understated images
carry immense moral weight.

Ultimately, Shafaq Sopori’s poetry affirms that
truth does not require complete freedom to exist.
It requires only the courage to speak from within
constraint. His verse insists that even fractured
voices matter, that even broken bodies can bear
witness and that even a small crack in the chain
can release a lament powerful enough to disturb
silence.

Zulfigar Naqvi is a prolific Urdu poet and former

announcer with All India Radio. He has served

as the Chief Editor of Insight Weekly and is the
Founder-President of Muntaha-e-Fikr, an interna-
tional literary organisation. He is a retired Princi-
pal of the School Education Department, Jammu &
Kashmir.
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erary Reviewer for Hans India,

Deccan Herald and also I read
her amazing book reviews in The
Hindu and Muse India of which she
has been the Founder Editor. I read
her amazing translation works and
above everything I knew her as a
versatile and multi-talented creative
mind. Her intellectual profundity is
awesome and once again she comes
out with a bouquet of ever brilliant
fiction. Ambika Ananth’s “Pearls of
Dew “is a quietly powerful collec-
tion of short stories that examines
life in its everyday ordinariness
and extraordinary emotional depth.
Translated into English from the
original Telugu collection Manchu
Mutyalu by the seasoned transla-
tor P. Sri Rama Murthy, the book
succeeds not merely as a linguistic
transfer but as a sensitive cultural
and psychological rendering of lived
human experience. The collection
stands as a testament to the enduring
relevance of short fiction in address-
ing socio-familial realities, ethical
dilemmas, and the subtle fractures
that mark contemporary life.

The original Telugu version,
Manchu Mutyalu, has already
earned critical recognition for its
humanitarian concerns and literary
merit, to the extent that it has been
prescribed for M.Phil-level study by
Kakatiya University. This academ-
ic endorsement is significant, as it
points to the layered complexity of
the narratives, which invite not only
casual reading but also deeper criti-
cal engagement. The English trans-
lation extends the reach of these sto-
ries to a wider readership, enabling
non-Telugu readers to encounter
Ambika Ananth’s distinctive nar-
rative voice and thematic preoccu-
pations.

One of the defining features of
contemporary Telugu short stories
is their deep engagement with every-
day reality. Modern Telugu writers
draw their material from lived
experience—middle-class homes,
villages caught between tradition
and migration, workplaces marked

Iknew Ambika Ananth as a Lit-

by insecurity, and digital spaces that
blur the boundaries between the
real and the virtual. The ordinary
becomes extraordinary through
careful observation and emotional
depth. Small incidents often serve
as entry points into larger questions
about human values and ethical
responsibility.

Another significant aspect is the
strong psychological orientation of
present-day Telugu short fiction.
Writers are increasingly interested
in the inner conflicts of their char-
acters rather than in externally
dramatic events. Loneliness, anx-
iety, suppressed desire, guilt, and
moral confusion are explored with
remarkable subtlety. This inward
turn reflects the pressures of con-
temporary life, where material prog-
ress often coexists with emotional
emptiness. The modern Telugu short
story thus becomes a space for intro-
spection, offering readers a mirror
to their own unspoken fears and
dilemmas.

Women’s voices occupy a central
place in the Telugu short story of our
time. Equally important is the atten-
tion given to marginalized voices.
Dalit consciousness, subaltern expe-
riences, and rural disenfranchise-
ment find powerful expression in
contemporary Telugu short fiction.
Writers from these backgrounds
bring authenticity and urgency to
their narratives, exposing systemic
injustice and social exclusion. The
short story becomes an act of resis-
tance, reclaiming dignity and visi-
bility for those historically silenced.

Translation has also played a
crucial role in shaping the contem-
porary Telugu short story’s visibil-
ity and influence. When works are
translated into English and other
Indian languages, they

The title ‘Pearls of Dew ‘is itself
evocative, suggesting fragility, tran-
sience, and quiet beauty. Dewdrops
are momentary, shimmering briefly
before dissolving into the day; sim-
ilarly, the stories in this collection
capture fleeting moments of human
vulnerability, moral choice, and emo-
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tional revelation. Each story func-
tions like a pearl—small, self-con-
tained, yet luminous—while collec-
tively they form a string bound by
empathy, emotional intelligence, and
a deep concern for human dignity.

A striking aspect of this collec-
tion is its rootedness in everyday
life. Ambika Ananth does not rely
on extraordinary events or sensa-
tionalism to propel her narratives.
Instead, she turns her attention to
ordinary households, familiar rela-
tionships, and commonplace con-
flicts, revealing how profound crises
often arise from seemingly trivial
circumstances. Her stories revolve
around life and living, exploring the
pressures of modern existence, the
erosion of traditional values, and the
psychological toll of unmet expecta-
tions. This focus on the quotidian
lends the stories an authenticity that
resonates deeply with readers.

Despite the diversity of themes
and narrative situations, the sto-
ries are unified by strong emotion-
al threads. Empathy emerges as the
central connective tissue of the col-
lection. Ambika Ananth approach-
es her characters with compassion
rather than judgment, even when
exposing their flaws, weaknesses, or
moral lapses. This empathetic gaze
allows the reader to engage with the
characters not as abstract types but
as complex individuals shaped by
circumstance, social conditioning,
and inner conflict.

As GSP Rao, Chief Editor of Muse
India, perceptively observes in the
Foreword, modern lifestyles gen-
erate new challenges and forms of
mental duress. Ambika Ananth’s
stories take up these existential pre-
dicaments with remarkable psycho-
logical insight. She examines how
individuals respond to adversity
and how, in the process, they often
complicate their own suffering. The
narratives trace the subtle progres-
sion from external stress to internal
turmoil, sometimes culminating in
mental health issues. What distin-
guishes Ananth’s writing is her
ability to dissect the human psyche

with the precision of a seasoned
counsellor, laying bare the moti-
vations, fears, and rationalizations
that govern human behaviour.

One of the most compelling sto-
ries in the collection, “Entertain-
ment or Spoliation,” addresses
the contemporary problem of chil-
dren’s addiction to computer games.
Rather than treating the subject in
a simplistic or moralistic manner,
the story explores its darker ram-
ifications through a suspenseful
narrative involving the gruesome
murder of an elderly person. The
tension builds gradually, and the
plot unfolds with unexpected twists
that lead to an open-ended conclu-
sion. The story is particularly effec-
tive in highlighting how technolog-
ical excess, when combined with
parental neglect and social apathy,
can lead to devastating consequenc-
es. It functions both as a gripping
piece of fiction and as a disturbing
reflection on modern parenting and
digital culture.

In contrast, the story “Selection”
delves into the quiet anguish of a
couple unable to conceive despite
medical intervention. Here, Ambika
Ananth sensitively portrays the
emotional vacuum created by child-
lessness and the social stigma that
often accompanies it. The couple’s
vulnerability is exacerbated when
their own family members attempt
to exploit their situation for per-
sonal gain. The narrative carefully
charts their journey from despair
and helplessness to self-assertion,
culminating in a bold decision that
restores their sense of agency. The
story stands out for its nuanced
treatment of reproductive anxiety
and familial exploitation, avoiding
melodrama while retaining emotion-
al intensity.

Gender politics and women’s
agency form another important the-
matic strand in the collection. The
provocatively titled story “‘Frailty
thy name is woman’?” subverts the
Shakespearean cliché by presenting
a strong, self-assured woman who
refuses to submit to sexual harass-
ment by her boss. The narrative
exposes the power dynamics of the
workplace and the insidious nor-
malization of exploitation. What
is particularly noteworthy is the
protagonist’s refusal to internalize
victimhood. Instead of retreating
into silence or fear, she confronts
the injustice head-on and exposes
her oppressor. The story becomes
a powerful affirmation of female
autonomy and moral courage in a
society that often penalizes women
for speaking out.

Several other stories, such as
“Equalism,” “Autumn is Past,” and
“Fate,” reinforce the collection’s
thematic concerns through strong
narrative drive and readability.
These stories engage with social

CONT. ON PAGE 9
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sunaayi deti nahin hai ab apni
aahat bhi

rawaan huaa hai har ik samt
shor andar kaa

jab aaftaab saa mujh par huaa
thaa raushan tu

mujhe hai yaad woh yakh-basta
din dasamber kaa

hawaa-e-lams main ik aag bhi thi
posheedah

ki taabnaak huaa jism sang-e-
mar-mar kaa

zahe naseeb muhammad kaa
naam lewaa hun

hai  laakh shukr khudaa-e-
buzurg-o-bar-tar kaa

Translation

The whole city was a forest of
brick and stone—

I have returned, astonished,
by the fury of the howling wind.

I hear the voices of springs
bursting forth;

Has someone shattered the
silence of the stone?

From dust-sitting I earned this
rank—

The earth my throne, the sky a
crown upon my head.

No season can scatter me now,

For I am the colour of an unfin-
ished scene.

Toward what heights am I
being carried

That even the sky feels like the
shadow of my wings?

I burned my house and set out
on the road,

Yet in the desert, only your
doorway came to mind.

I can no longer hear even my
own footsteps;

In every direction flows the
noise within.

When I once shone upon
myself like the sun,

I still remember those ice-
bound days of December.

Within the breeze of touch, a

fire lay hidden—

So that the marble body itself
grew radiant.

How blessed my fate—I'm
Muhammad’s devotee!

Endless thanks to God, the
Most Great, the Most High.

Critical Appreciation

This poem presents a compelling
fusion of existential reflection, spir-
itual ascent, and modern alienation,
articulated through a rich symbol-
ic landscape. The opening couplet
establishes a powerful contrast: the
city, ostensibly a place of civilisa-
tion, isrendered as a “forest of brick
and stone,” a metaphor that collaps-
es the distinction between urban
order and primal chaos. The arrival
of baad-e-sarsar (the fierce, icy wind)
immediately situates the speaker
within a world of turbulence—both
external and inward.

A recurring motif throughout the
poem is the breaking of stillness.
The image of springs erupting from
stone suggests a metaphysical rup-
ture: life and sound emerging where
muteness and inertia once reigned.
This can be read as a moment of
awakening—poetic, spiritual, or
moral—where silence is no longer
tenable.

The poet’s self-definition rests
on paradox. Through khaak-nish-
eeni (dust sitting; metaphorically,
humble, humility, modest, down to
earth), the speaker attains sover-
eignty: the earth becomes a throne,
the sky a crown. This inversion
echoes classical Sufi thought, in
which the annihilation of the ego
leads to true elevation:

ik majzoob hai jo khaak nisheen

arsh-e-a’ala se us ko nisbat hai

A God-intoxicated wanderer,
lowly seated in dust,

Has a connection with the loftiest
throne of heaven.

Likewise, the claim of immu-
nity to the violence of the seasons
underscores an inner permanence
grounded not in completeness but
in becoming—*“the color of an unfin-
ished scene.”

Imagery of flight and height
intensifies the poem’s upward
momentum. The sky itself shrink-
ing into the shadow of the speak-
er’s wings suggests transcendence
that exceeds conventional cosmic
limits. Yet this ascent is not escapist;
it is paid for through sacrifice. The
burning of one’s own house before
embarking on the journey recalls
the archetype of the mystic exile,
severing worldly attachments only
to discover that longing—symbol-
ised by the remembered doorway of
the beloved—remains indelible.

Midway, the poem turns inward
with striking psychological acuity.
The inability to hear one’s own foot-
steps amid the “noise within” cap-
tures the modern condition of inner
dissonance, where identity dissolves
in a constant internal tumult. Tem-
poral contrast deepens this tension:
remembered sunlight is shadowed
by frozen Decembers, suggesting
that illumination often arrives
against a backdrop of suffering.

The tactile image of hidden fire
within touch, illuminating a marble
body, beautifully reconciles oppo-
sites—heat and cold, life and stone—
suggesting latent divinity within the
seemingly inert human form. The
poem closes with a note of devotion-
al humility, invoking the name of
Muhammad and offering gratitude
to God. This ending reframes the
entire poem as a journey that ulti-
mately finds its axis in faith, with-
out diminishing the struggles that
precede it.

Overall, the poem is marked by
dense symbolism, classical reso-
nance, and contemporary sensibili-

ty. It moves fluidly between city and
desert, noise and silence, humility
and grandeur, crafting alyrical med-
itation on selfhood, sacrifice, and
transcendence.

Summing Up

We have examined Rafiq Raaz as
a poet whose work is shaped by an
integrated poetics of vision, silence,
and transcendence. Raaz emerges
as a modernist thinker in verse, for
whom perception is never stable
and meaning is never final. In his
ghazals, acts of seeing are marked
by paradox: figures are repeatedly
encountered yet never fully grasped,
and vision itself becomes uncertain,
belated, and contradictory. Such
instability places Raaz firmly within
a modern poetic sensibility.

Equally central to his work is a
profound engagement with silence.
While words in Raaz’s poetry pos-
sess the power to unleash upheaval,
they are simultaneously revealed
as inadequate. Silence functions as
the true register of meaning—the
exegesis of the “Book of the Self”—
where inwardness replaces asser-
tion and depth surpasses articula-
tion. This silence is not emptiness,
but a charged space of reflection and
ethical awareness.

From the interplay of fractured
vision and eloquent silence arises
Raaz’s distinctive mode of transcen-
dence. His poetry does not escape the
world but moves through suffering,
humility, and loss toward inner ele-
vation. Wounds become sources of
light, grief sustains growth, and dust
becomes sovereignty. In synthesiz-
ing classical metaphysical imagery
with modern existential tension,
Raaz renews the ghazal as a form
capable of philosophical inquiry,
spiritual resonance, and contempo-
rary relevance.

CONT. FROM PAGE 8

inequalities, the passage of time,
and the inevitability of destiny. At
times, the author’s moral stance is
evident, lending the narratives a
slightly preachy tone. However, this
does not significantly detract from
their impact, as the stories compen-
sate with compelling situations and
emotional resonance. The didactic
elements are tempered by sinceri-
ty and a genuine desire to provoke
reflection rather than impose con-
clusions.

One of the enduring strengths of
Pearls of Dew is its emotional poi-
gnancy. Many of the stories leave
a lingering impression, prompting
readers to reflect on their own lives
and relationships. The emotion-
al aftertaste of the narratives is
subtle yet persistent, much like dew
that quietly moistens the ground.
Ambika Ananth’s restraint in lan-
guage and plot allows emotions to
emerge organically, making the
reader an active participant in
meaning-making rather than a pas-
sive recipient of authorial commen-
tary.

The role of the translator, P. Sri

Rama Murthy, deserves special
mention. Translation is not merely
a technical exercise but a creative
act that demands sensitivity to tone,
cultural nuance, and emotional
rhythm. Murthy’s translation pre-
serves the simplicity and emotional
cadence of the original Telugu sto-
ries while rendering them in clear,
accessible English. His experience
as a seasoned translator is evident
in the fluidity of the prose and the
absence of linguistic awkwardness.
The translation enables the stories
to retain their cultural specificity
while achieving universal appeal.
From a production standpoint,
Pearls of Dew is an aesthetically
pleasing volume. Published by Writ-
ers International Edition, Athens,
and printed at Manipal Technolo-
gies Limited, Karnataka, the book
reflects high standards of design and
presentation. The quality of paper,
layout, and cover design enhances
the reading experience and under-
scores the publisher’s commitment
to literary excellence. Such atten-
tion to physical presentation is par-
ticularly important for a work that
values subtlety and contemplation.
In a broader literary context,
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Pearls of Dew occupies a significant
place within Indian short fiction
in translation. It exemplifies how
regional literature, when thought-
fully translated, can enrich the
national and global literary land-
scape. Ambika Ananth’s stories are
firmly rooted in their socio-cultural
milieu, yet they address universal
themes of loneliness, desire, injus-
tice, resilience, and moral choice.
This balance between the local and
the universal is one of the hallmarks
of enduring literature.

Ultimately, Pearls of Dew is a
collection that rewards patient and
reflective reading. It does not seek
to dazzle with stylistic flamboyance
or shock with sensational themes.
Instead, it invites readers into the
quiet interiors of human lives,
asking them to pause, observe, and
empathize. Like dewdrops that catch
the morning light, these stories glis-
ten with understated beauty and
emotional truth. Ambika Ananth
emerges from this collection as a
writer of profound sensitivity and
insight, whose work continues to
resonate long after the final page
is turned.Voices that move across
languages always add depth to an

event like Panorama Festival .
Ambika Ananth, bilingual poet,
author, translator and the hon-
ourable Patron of Writers Capital
Foundation whose work continues
to enrich contemporary Indian liter-
ature and festivals that popularises
such literature . Her writing, shaped
by years of creative exploration in
both English and regional languag-
es, reflects clarity, sincerity and a
deep commitment to meaningful
expression.

Ambika ji has been associated
with the Writers Capital foundation
for many years, and her support for
the Panorama Festival strength-
ened the belief in building a space
where writers and readers connect
beyond boundaries.All these vibes
are reflected in her fiction which
offer a panoramic view of the poly-
phonic realities of life . The way she
fictionalises reality is a lesson for
all emerging writers and creative
mind .

(International Tagore Awardee
multilingual Poet and short story
writer Dr Ratan Bhattacharjee is a
former Affiliate Faculty of Virginia
Commonwealth University .Email
profratanbhattacharjee@gmail.com)
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Population Explosion and Loss of Biodiversity:

Dr Sameer Ul Haq

t the time of Independence,
AIndia already ranked among

the world’s most populous
nations, with nearly 350 million
people. Since then, the country’s
population has grown rapidly,
reaching approximately 1.43 billion
by 2023. While this growth reflects
improvements in survival and life
expectancy, it has also intensified
pressure on natural resources and
ecosystems. Population dynamics
and biodiversity are closely linked,
and understanding this relationship
is critical for sustainable develop-
ment.

Population ecology is the study
of how the population of plants,
animals or other organisms change
over time. From a critical perspec-
tive, we are discussing the human
population. At independence, India
inherited multiple structural chal-
lenges such as a fragile economy,
widespread poverty, low litera-
cy, and weak healthcare systems.
Alongside these, rapid population
growth emerged as a defining issue.
Improvements in medical care and
public health reduced mortality,
while high fertility persisted for
decades, created a demographic
momentum that continues to influ-
ence India’s development trajectory
even today. India’s population explo-
sion did not occur due to a single
factor but emerged from a conver-
gence of social, cultural, econom-
ic, and biological influences. One
contributing factor has been India’s
tropical climate, which is associat-
ed with earlier physical maturity
in adolescents. This extended the
reproductive lifespan of women,
increasing the likelihood of multi-
ple births over time. While climate
alone cannot explain population
growth, it reinforced other social
patterns. Early marriage played
a major role. For decades, a large
proportion of Indian women mar-
ried during their teenage years.
Early marriage results into longer
reproductive periods and higher fer-
tility. Although legal frameworks
now discourage child marriage, its
legacy still shapes demographic
patterns in several regions. Pov-
erty and illiteracy, particularly
among women, further fuelled pop-
ulation growth. Limited access to
education and reproductive health
information reduced awareness of
family planning options. In econom-
ically insecure households, larger
families were often seen as social
security, especially in agrarian

communities. Another important
factor is the sharp decline in death
rates. In 1947, India’s death rate
stood at around 45 per thousand,
largely due to infectious diseases,
malnutrition, and poor sanitation.
By 2021, this figure had fallen to
approximately 8 per thousand,
reflecting advances in healthcare,
vaccination, and disease control.
Life expectancy rose from about 35
years at independence to nearly 70
years, significantly expanding the
population base. Migration also con-
tributed at various points in history,
particularly during post-Partition
displacement and later regional
movements. Together, these forces
produced sustained population
growth that continues to exert
pressure on India’s resources. In
recent years, an important shift has
occurred. India’s fertility rate has
fallen below the replacement level,
a milestone confirmed by national
surveys and international agencies.
Yet population growth persists due
to demographic momentum, a large
proportion of the population is still
in reproductive age. This means the
environmental consequences of pop-
ulation expansion are far from over.

India is one of the world’s mega-
diverse countries, hosting nearly
8% of global biodiversity within a
small fraction of the Earth’s land
area. This extraordinary ecological
richness is now under severe strain,
largely due to human population
pressures. As population increases,
demand for land rises. Forests are
cleared for agriculture, housing,
roads, industries, and infrastruc-
ture. This conversion of natural
habitats fragments ecosystems, dis-
rupts wildlife corridors, and pushes
many species toward extinction.
In recent years, diversion of forest
land for development projects has
reached record levels, intensifying
human-wildlife conflict and ecolog-
ical imbalance. Population growth
inevitably leads to higher consump-
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tion of water, energy, minerals, and
food. Over-extraction of ground-
water, unsustainable mining, and
excessive use of fossil fuels have
become common. Regions such as
the Western Himalayas, Western
Ghats, and central Indian forests,
all biodiversity hotspots are witness-
ingrapid land-use change driven by
human demand. To feed a growing
population, agricultural land has
expanded at the cost of forests and
wetlands. Intensive farming prac-
tices rely heavily on chemical fertil-
izers and pesticides, which degrade
soil health and contaminate water
bodies. Monoculture farming reduc-
es genetic diversity and weakens
ecosystem resilience. More people
produce more waste. Untreated
sewage, industrial effluents, plastic
pollution, and air emissions degrade
ecosystems across India. Rivers,
lakes, and coastal areas suffer from
declining water quality, directly
impacting aquatic biodiversity.
Excess nutrients from fertilizers
and sewage enter lakes and rivers,
triggering eutrophication; a process
that leads to excessive algal growth,
oxygen depletion, and mass fish
deaths. Many of India’s freshwater
ecosystems now face ecological col-
lapse due to nutrient overload.
Population growth also intensi-
fies climate change, which acts as
a threat multiplier for biodiversity.
Rising temperatures, erratic rain-
fall, prolonged droughts, floods, and
extreme weather events disrupt eco-
systems and species survival. India
is particularly vulnerable due to its
geography and population density.
Coastal ecosystems face sea-level
rise, coral reefs experience bleach-
ing, and mountain ecosystems wit-
ness rapid glacial retreat. Climate
change is forcing species to shift
their ranges, often faster than they
can adapt, increasing extinction
risks. India is a signatory to the
Paris Agreement (2015), committing
to reduce emissions intensity and

A_Challenge and A Responsibility

expand renewable energy. While
progress has been made in solar
and wind energy, the scale of pop-
ulation-driven demand remains a
formidable challenge. The COVID-19
pandemic exposed the link between
environmental destruction and
human health. Overpopulation leads
to habitat encroachment, bringing
humans into closer contact with
wildlife. This increases the risk of
zoonotic diseases, where pathogens
jump from animals to humans. Lead-
ing epidemiologists have warned
that continued ecological disruption
may hasten the emergence of new
infectious diseases, reinforcing the
relevance of One Health Approach.
Dense populations, urban over-
crowding, and environmental deg-
radation create ideal conditions for
rapid disease spread, making pan-
demics a recurring global threat.

Current Biodiversity Trends: Alarm
and Hope

Recent assessments provided
a mixed picture of biodiversity in
India. Several bird species, especial-
ly those dependent on open habi-
tats and grasslands, are declining.
Insect populations vital for pollina-
tion and food chains show alarming
reductions in many regions. Wet-
lands and freshwater ecosystems
continue to shrink due to pollution
and encroachment. Yet there are
encouraging signs. India’s long-term
conservation efforts have resulted in
a notable recovery of tiger popula-
tions. Expansion of protected areas,
improved monitoring, and communi-
ty participation have contributed to
this success. India has also commit-
ted to protecting 30% of its land and
marine areas by 2030, aligning with
global biodiversity targets. Scientif-
ic surveys continue to discover new
species, highlighting how much of
India’s biodiversity remains undoc-
umented and worth preserving.

CONT. ON PAGE 11
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The Psychology of WhatsApp Statuses:

Mir Yasirul Ameen

Open WhatsApp on any ordinary
day and it can feel like stepping
into a quiet courtroom of emotions.
There are no raised voices or direct
accusations, yet everything is pres-
ent anger, fatigue, gratitude, irony,
hope. They appear as quotes, reels,
poetic lines, religious verses, or
motivational thoughts. Nothing is
said openly, and yet much is com-
municated.

What matters here is not merely
what is shared, but why it is shared.

Most status updates are not
intended for everyone. They are
quietly directed at someone specific
a colleague, a relative, a neighbour,
a superior, a friend, sometimes a
saas or a bahu, and occasionally an
entire institution. The receiver is
never named, but the message often
reaches its target with precision.
This is not coincidence; it is a form
of emotional strategy shaped by con-
text and constraint.

From a psychological perspec-
tive, this reflects indirect emotional
expression; a common and adaptive
coping mechanism. When direct
confrontation feels risky, whether
because of power hierarchies, social
expectations, or fear of conflict, emo-
tions are rerouted into symbolic
forms. A quote replaces a complaint;
a reel substitutes a difficult conver-
sation. Classical psychology would
recognise this as displacement or
sublimation, where emotion finds
a safer outlet rather than being sup-
pressed or explosively expressed.

To strengthen these expressions,
people often borrow authority. Phi-
losophers, spiritual figures, psy-
chologists, or anonymous “wise
voices” suddenly speak on their
behalf. Whether these figures actu-

ally said those words is often sec-
ondary. What matters is legitima-
cy. By externalising emotion into
philosophy, spirituality, or moral
reflection, individuals reduce per-
sonal vulnerability. The feeling is no
longer “mine”; it becomes wisdom,
truth, or a universal insight. This
subtle shift protects dignity while
allowing expression.

Sociologist Erving Goffman’s
idea of impression management
helps explain this behaviour. Social
spaces; digital ones included are
stages where individuals carefully
curate how they are seen. WhatsApp
statuses become performances of
emotion that reveal without expos-
ing, communicate without confess-
ing. They allow people to express
inner states while maintaining
social composure.

At a human level, this behaviour
is less about drama and more about
overwhelm. Most people are not
trying to provoke; they are trying
to cope. A poetic line often means
“this hurt me.” A sarcastic reel qui-
etly says “I'm tired.” In this sense,
statuses function like modern public
diaries; visible enough to be noticed,

ambiguous enough to be denied if
questioned.

Sociologically, this points to a
shift in how relationships are sus-
tained. Emotions once travelled
primarily through conversation
and shared physical spaces. Today,
they move through screens. Status
updates create emotional bridges
between people who may not speak
for months yet remain aware of
each other’s inner climates. Rela-
tionships persist without dialogue,
connection exists without commit-
ment, and emotional presence con-
tinues without responsibility. This
creates a low-risk emotional eco-
system; adaptive in a busy, fragile
social world, but often shallow.

Attachment psychology offers
another lens. Many digital relation-
ships reflect emotional presence
without interaction, a pattern com-
monly associated with avoidant or
anxious attachment styles. People
stay connected, monitor each oth-
er’s emotional signals, yet hesitate
to engage directly. While this can
protect emotional safety, it also risks
weakening genuine intimacy if it
becomes a substitute for conversa-

tion rather than a supplement to it.

An interesting counter-group
in this digital theatre consists of
those who deliberately avoid watch-
ing statuses. Psychologically, this
often reflects boundary-setting (a
conscious choice to protect mental
space from constant emotional
stimulation). In moderation, this
is healthy. However, when driven
by ego, rigidity, or emotional with-
drawal, it may also signal reduced
empathy. Emotional intelligence lies
neither in constant monitoring nor
in total avoidance, but in regulated
awareness, knowing when to wit-
ness and when to step back.

Another consequence of status
culture is emotional overexposure.
Psychology consistently reminds
us that power often lies in restraint.
When emotions are repeatedly dis-
played, patterns become predictable.
Once emotions are public, others
may learn how to provoke, manip-
ulate, or dismiss them. Restraint,
therefore, is not suppression; it is a
form of emotional regulation rooted
in self-respect.

Yet none of these behaviours are
shameful. They are deeply human.
A society where emotions are
never expressed becomes rigid and
unhealthy. Even indirect expres-
sions allow feelings to circulate.
They act like pressure valves: small
releases that prevent emotional
overload. The answer, then, is not
to abandon digital expression but
to refine it.

Emotional health in the digital
age lies in balance: expression with-
out overexposure, awareness with-
out obsession, connection without
dependency, silence without denial.
Status updates should complement
communication, not replace it.

In the end, WhatsApp statuses are
more than casual updates. They are
quiet negotiations between emotion
and dignity, expression and control,
connection and distance. In a world
where speaking openly is often diffi-
cult, silence has not disappeared. It
has simply learned a new language.

The writer is a an Assistant Pro-
fessor Physical Education. He can be
reached at yasiramin096 @gmail.com
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Addressing Overpopulation: Policy
and Social Interventions

Overpopulation is not a prob-
lem that emerged overnight, and
it cannot be solved through simple
measures. It requires sustained, eth-
ical, and inclusive strategies. Legis-
lation and Policy play an important
role. The mandatory Population
Control Bill of 2025, though not
enacted, sparked national debate
on demographic sustainability.
Family planning services, access
to contraception, and reproductive
health education remain essential.
Evidence consistently shows that

women’s education and empower-
ment are the most effective tools
for stabilising population growth.
Poverty alleviation, employment
opportunities, and social security
reduce reliance on large families for
economic survival. Maternal educa-
tion improves child health outcomes
and lowers infant mortality, reduc-
ing the perceived need for larger
families.

The Way Forward

Reducing population pressure
alone is insufficient without parallel
environmental action. Strong envi-
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ronmental laws must protect forests,
wetlands, and wildlife corridors.
Afforestation and ecosystem resto-
ration can rebuild degraded land-
scapes and combat climate change.
Sustainable development models
should balance economic growth
with ecological limits. Individual
responsibility matters sustainable
living, reduced consumption, and
eco-friendly choices collectively
make a significant difference.

A Question of Responsibility
Overpopulation and environmen-
tal degradation are a great challenge

in front of us because it puts our
existence in danger. The fact is we
can’t compensate for the loss we
have done to our environment but
it is our responsibility to protect
it from further damage by taking
small steps that could surely make
abig change in the environment like
from closing a running tap during
brushing teeth to planting a tree.
Are we really doing justice to our
environment?

The question remains: are we
doing enough today to ensure a
liveable environment for future
generations?
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Our Collective Responsibility

Dr. Mushtaque B. Barq
bargzi@gmail.com

Responsibility is not a burden but
an obligation. Every mandatory
task carries more than just weight.
Unfortunately, in the hierarchy, the
lowest-paid often become the worst
hit, and the frontline speaks less to
avoid losing comfort.

Losing a relationship at the cost
of injustice can never bring comfort
to a person in the driver’s seat. A
leader relies on the team, and the
team needs a warm, humane envi-
ronment to live and work. As Peter
Drucker notes, responsibility is cen-
tral to organizational effectiveness
(Drucker, 1967).

A low-paid passenger readily
accepts the lack of comfort at his
or her workplace. Even if he or she
asks for it, the ranked officer’s whip
beats the air and waves a warning
song around, yet fails to understand
that every mouth has other mouths
to feed. Silencing one mouth means
sealing the rest of the mouths down
the line. Studies show that low-wage
frontline workers face dispropor-
tionate stress and morale issues,
which directly affect organizational
performance (Huselid, 1995).

A low-waged employee relies
heavily on the expectations of his
or her immediate boss, and as the
ladder rises, the expectation level
increases accordingly. If everyone
only expects and creates a false
chain of expectations, then whom
can one blame? The top brass of the
organization expects performance
from the general public, who are
directly or indirectly connected to
them. They expect the same from
the public, and the public expects
without realizing their own respon-

Our Collective Responsiblity

Dr. Mushtaque B. Barq

sibilities. Life goes on, often crush-
ing those whose expectations are
not mere trivialities but a form of
life support. Research in organi-
zational behavior emphasizes that
unmet expectations and misaligned
responsibility chains can signifi-
cantly impact employee morale and
organizational efficiency (Robbins
& Judge, 2019).

If the depth of their sighs goes
unnoticed by the frontline lead-
ers, the entire vehicle slows down.
This loss of morale directly affects
those who rely on them. Remaining
silent for self-comfort is yet another
proof of failed frontline leadership.
Research in organizational behavior
suggests that neglecting employee
well-being leads to decreased pro-

ductivity and higher attrition
(Maslach & Leiter, 2016).

Lack of emotional intelligence
and common sense are other areas
where organizational heads must
develop for the overall growth of the
organization. One wonders why a
person does not respect responsibil-
ities, thus contributing to chaos and
confusion. Ignoring one’s responsi-
bility breaks the bone of another,
who in turn breaks the ribcage of
the next, until the last—the worst
hit—collapses and turns into a lump
of mass to be carried to the grave.
Before sending someone to such a
fate, quality leadership has a role
to play, not just as a directive, but
as a decree in both letter and spirit.
Emotional intelligence is critical for

leaders to manage teams and reduce
dysfunction (Goleman, 1995).

How can a person in the driver’s
seat be a qualified leader if he or
she does not honk at the right place,
or fails to use headlights and side
lights to make the journey smooth-
er? A vehicle is not just a customized
box with gears, an accelerator, and
a brake pedal—it is a family, with
micro-families connected within it.
Frontline leadership becomes the
root cause of organizational failure
when, under certain circumstanc-
es, leaders ignore the needs of their
team or fail to raise their voice
before concerns turn into cries and
then into open exposure of in-house
inefficiencies. Once the loopholes
are public, the axe of disloyalty falls
on the families relying on the people
being carried in the organizational
“vehicle.” The size of a team is not
measured by numbers but by how
a leader reduces the weight of the
team’s sighs.

Prompt action at the right time is
more than a pulse to a fading man
on the roadside, while delay is more
destructive than a venomous attack,
threatening entire families.

“Leadership is not about being
in charge. It is about taking care of
those in your charge.” — Simon Sinek

(Dr Mushtaque B Barq is a cele-
brated literary figure known for his
significant contributions to literature
and translation. He currently works
as an English Mentor at a Cambridge
school. His honours include the G. N.
Firaqg Memorial Award, the Kalidas
Literary Award, the Ahad Zargar
Memorial Award, the Emerging
Achievers Award from Council India,
and the Editor’s Choice Award from
the USA, underscoring his global
literary presence.)

CONT. FROM PAGE 4

There wasn't much movement, so
she started asking around if anyone
had seen her relatives, but sadly,
everyone shrugged their shoulders,
making her understand that they
knew nothing.

Desperate, Vilma looked around;
many people were crying in silence;
on their faces and in their eyes, the
great pain for their loved ones who
had lost their lives at the bottom of
the sea was evident. A man and a
woman had lost their only daughter,
who was just nine years old, while a
young man had lost his wife along
with their baby, who had been only
a few months old.

With a trembling voice, he
recounted that they had married the
previous year and wanted a better
life and future. With great sorrow,
Vilma moved away from the group of
those unfortunate people and contin-
ued to search with a hope that was
fading, leaving room for doubt that
perhaps her family... no! She abso-
lutely did not want to entertain that
grim thought any further.

She tried to push away the despair

and fear, and while she was thinking
of doing this, she heard someone ask
her:

"Excuse me! I need to check the
list of names compiled of the immi-
grants who have arrived in the last
two days. What is your name?"

She turned her head and saw that
the person who had just spoken to
her was an Italian worker at the
refugee camp. A thread of hope
reignited within her. Perhaps he
could help her find her relatives.
Vilma felt so powerless to continue
her search that she stopped in that
moment.

"Do you speak and understand
Italian? - he asked".

"Of course! My name is Vilma
Malaj. I have been searching for my
parents and my brother for almost
an hour. Please, if you can, help me
find them. Maybe one of them has
been looking for me..."

"The worker nodded in approval
and, after writing down her name,
checked the list.

As she waited for his response,
those minutes felt like hours to
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Vilma, endless and dragging. With
a trembling heart, she awaited his
answer. In her despair, her fear
grew even more as she impatient-
ly awaited a response that would
determine her life and future.

It seemed to her that the bound-
ary between terror and reality hung
suspended in the air. The immigra-
tion camp worker raised his head
and, with sympathy, said:

"I'm very sorry, but your family
is not on this list."

As soon as she heard those
words, her mind went blank. She
felt as if everything around her was
spinning. She wanted to hold onto
something to keep her balance, but
it was in vain. As she fainted, the
Italian worker tried to bring her
back to her senses.

Vilma heard whispers from
someone nearby, who sadly said,
"Here’s another unfortunate one
who has lost her entire family..."

Vilma got up from the bed and,
wiping her tears, asked herself the
same question: why did all this have
to happen? Why that night? More

alone than ever, she gazed out the
window, as if someone there would
answer the question that tormented
her so much.

Like all the other immigrants,
she knew very well that the ship
was old, and they had been too many
passengers; double the number of
people that the old ship could carry,
which had halved the lives of many
people, and for those who had man-
aged to escape, it had caused a great
pain that would never fade from
their hearts.

With its sinking, the ship had
taken with it their dreams, among
which were also Vilma's. Those
dreams were and would remain at
the bottom of the sea along with the
bodies of her family, just like many
others, whom death had swallowed
without leaving a trace.

(Angela Kosta is from Albania

and lives in Italy. She is a writer and
editor whose work has been pub-
lished globally. She serves as Exec-
utive Director of Riviste, Miriade,
The Lanterns, Nuances, and several
other European literary magazines.)
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Where the River Stands Still,

But its Flow keeps Flowing

Sonika Kaur

efore time learned to count
Bitself, when the five rivers

were still spoken to like
elders, there was a stretch of land
where silence had a pulse. The soil
there was dark and patient, holding
the memory of countless footsteps.
It was said the land remembered
everyone—but revealed itself only
to those who stood still long enough.

In that land lived Ishar, son of the
plains.

From childhood, Ishar felt mis-
aligned with the world. His body
moved where it was told, but his
spirit leaned elsewhere, like a com-
pass needle that refused to rest.
When others listened to the river
and understood its moods, Ishar
heard only noise. When the elders
sat quietly at dusk, he felt an ache
to rise and leave.

He believed direction was some-
thing earned through distance.

At night, he dreamt of paths cut-
ting across deserts, of mountains
calling his name, of answers wait-
ing beyond the curve of the earth.
Yet every morning, he woke in the
same courtyard, beneath the same
sky, with the same restlessness
humming inside him.

The Ravi flowed nearby—
ancient, observant. Ishar often sat
by its banks, watching it move with-
out hesitation.

“Why do you never doubt?” he
once whispered to the river.

The river did not answer. It only
flowed.

Then came the season when the
sky forgot how to open.

The monsoon delayed, and
then disappeared altogether. The
land cracked. Wells grew shallow.
Fear crept into the village like a
slow fever. The elders gathered
beneath the peepal tree and spoke
of imbalance—not just of rain, but
of alignment. They said the land
mirrors the people. When humans
lose their inner axis, the world tilts
with them.

They spoke of an ascetic named
Aghan, who lived where the salt
winds met the forest—one who had
learned the language of stillness.

Ishar felt the pull instantly.

He left before dawn, carrying
little but his questions.

The journey stripped him layer
by layer. The sun burned ambi-
tion out of him. The nights peeled
memories open. He walked until his
thoughts grew loud, then until they
grew tired, and finally until they fell

-l

silent from exhaustion.

When he found Aghan, the man
was seated on bare ground, unmov-
ing, as if grown from the earth itself.
His hair flowed like uncut grass, his
breath so subtle it seemed borrowed
from the wind.

Ishar fell to his knees.

“Teach me,” he said. “Show me
the right path.”

Aghan opened his eyes slowly.

“You are standing,” he said.
“That is enough for now.”

Days passed like uncounted
beads.

Aghan gave Ishar no chants, no
rituals. He only asked him to sit—
at sunrise, at twilight, and when
the night felt heavy. To sit without
leaning toward the future or claw-
ing at the past. To sit until his body
stopped fidgeting and his mind
stopped negotiating.

Ishar resisted.

His thoughts rebelled like
untamed horses. His desires argued.
His fears demanded movement.

“I am wasting time,” he said one
evening. “My people need answers.”

Aghan placed his palm on the
ground.

“Listen,” he said.

Ishar pressed his ear to the soil.

At first, there was nothing.
Then—a faint rhythm. Not sound,
but presence. A deep, steady know-
ing.
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Something inside Ishar softened.

That night, something broke
open.

As helay on the earth, the bound-
aries he carried dissolved. He felt
his breath align with the night air,
his heartbeat echo the slow patience
of the land. For the first time, he
was not searching. He was not
becoming. He was simply here.

In that stillness, direction
arrived—not as a command, but as
clarity.

He saw how his restlessness had
been a refusal to stand fully within
himself. How his constant move-
ment had scattered his attention,
his strength, his listening. He had
mistaken motion for meaning.

At dawn, Ishar bowed to Aghan.

“I thought alignment would give
me answers,” he said. “Instead, it
gave me stillness.”

Aghan smiled.

“Stillness is the deepest direc-
tion.”

When Ishar returned, the village
barely recognized him.

He spoke less. He watched more.
He did not rush to fix, but to under-
stand. He placed his hands in the
soil and felt where it still held life.
He listened to the elders without
impatience. He listened to fear with-
out feeding it.

Under his quiet guidance, the vil-
lage changed its ways. They planted

with humility. They shared with
trust. They waited—not passively,
but aligned.

And when the rains finally came,
they came not as a flood, but as a
blessing that knew exactly where
to fall.

Years later, when Ishar’s hair
turned the color of ash, children
asked him how to find their path.

He would take them to the river
and say,

“Before you ask where to go,
learn how to stand.”

The Ravi continued to flow—
ancient, unwavering.

And those who watched closely
noticed something strange: at cer-
tain bends, the river seemed almost
still—yet it never lost its way.

(Sonika Kaur is an author, thinker
who is passionate about exploring
and studying subjects of language

and literature. She contributes opin-
ions and research through articles,
blogs, case studies, and various
other forms of literature representa-
tion. Sonika designs content strat-
egies for brands and businesses in
both B2B and B2C categories, glob-
ally. She has over 14 years of expe-
rience in content development in
the global digital market. Language
comes to her as a divine experience.
Her research work strengthens

her writings with diverse angles of
approach.)
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THEREIS STILL HOPE

Maria Kolovou Roumelioti

If we can still dream, it is
because Ships still sail the sea of
the mind....

If we can still speak with hope,

it is because the oceans con-
tinue to listen to the appropriate
clouds

in the hours that fill the tanks
of the sky!...

If we can still enjoy beauty,

it is because the rain contin-
ues to water our roots and flow-

If we still insist on trusting:
it is because we believe that
somewhere the seed of Humanity

is kept intact!

(Maria Kolovou Roumelioti is
a a Greek Poet ,Editor and Trans-
lator widely published in Europe
and Asia.)

The Word |

Majrooh Rashid

Who could be
the stonemason
who inscribed
the name on the rough stone
that shone
like the autumn moon
though
the writ of the night ran tough?
As the night
grew
darker and denser
the word
carved
in the rock illumined
and drank
the dark
in one draught.
Though the morning
sang
beautifully
pain
poured out
from every word
that came ringing
out its lips.
(Professor Majrooh Rashid is a tri-
lingual poet, critic, and academic. His
profound and multifaceted contribu-
tions to the world of Contemporary
Literature is reflected in his extensive
publications in Kashmiri, Urdu, and
English. He formerly served as the
Head of the Kashmiri Department at
the University of Kashmir and Direc-
tor Habba Khatoon Centre for Kash-
miri Language and Literature Islamic
University ( lUST)

The Morning Knows Me by My Eyes

Reema Hamza

Whenever longing spurs dawn’s steps,

Night mirrors my sorrow—

A window and a moon,

As I scatter the ages of my face—
Seasons of waiting

Between the shores of questions and the sea of

wonder.
My heart ebbs like an hourglass,

No map traversing the branches of ancients,
Nor a melody attending the seasons—

Until you rose twice upon me:
Once in the lineage of my dreams,

And again in the secret of my kohl,
Until my life became a hymn to itself.

To write of you,

I must ask the flamenco to lend me a dance,

One that erases all the wars of absence.

I must borrow my dress from the paper butterflies,
And between rain and music, inscribe the exile of

my soul.

Taking a Breather

Prasanna Kkumar

To get myself out of the
cacophony
Of mundane thoughts,
Where to go to stop those
gushing
Stream of endless feelings,
To go inside within,
Or to go away searching
faraway Island,
In the Ocean of tumultuous
noises
I find myself foraging my
voice
To utter - out, that's gnaw-
ing
The Core essence of my
sane Sign,
I tried to sing and Hum out
The humdrum,
One thing with some
reason
Or may be with unruly
fashion
Distracting my Vision,
Well, whatever it's
Nothing to be mattered,
Taking a breather
With a sound roar
I'm trying to make my
voice hear.
(Mr. Prasanna Kkumar,
founder of The Fertile Brains,
in recognition of his stellar
contribution to nurturing a
vibrant fertile poetic culture
among the youth.)

The thrill of magic whispers my name;

Roses wash in my breath.

You are the heritage of love and poetry,

Every time they stone the windows of the future,
And you are the covenant of sparrows.

I break the sea’s siege,

And improvise the sky.

My moments, silver anklets,

wrap around the legs of longing,

awaiting a promise.

And my fragrance, a forgotten winter on your coat,

awaits an embrace.

And beauty asks me,
How did it defy the claims of withering?
and rebel against time's decrees?

I answer:

My beauty arranges itself upon your gaze.
My beauty is the path that plucked your name to

join with mine.

Since they laid claim to the eyes of wagers,

my memory of triumph has faded,

But the horses of your love refuse to depart,
They never tire of my leaps or my start,

Nor do they weary of my eager neigh.
(Reema Hamza is a Syrian poet and scholar with a

PhD in Philosophical Sciences and a degree from the
Higher Institute of Music. She serves as an editor at
the Daily Global Nation newspaper and is a member of

the International Advisory Board of Versala Academy,

Athens, Greece, where she is also First Deputy and

The Heart of the Sea

Elisabetta Bonaparte

I feel the heart of the sea
on the coast,
in the crash of the waves
in dense movement
above the throbs of the Earth.
I feel the heart of the sea
on the skin,
beats to the rhythm of my heart
when the breeze
who caresses his soul
it reaches me.
I feel the heart of the sea
in my tears
it tastes like memories
and the ardor of hopeful
rebirths.
(Elisabetta Bonaparte in
an ltalian poet, writer, lawyer
and teacher. In 2024 she pub-
lished two poetry collections
initallan: “ll volo della rondine”
and ‘Antiche Verita”, She has
been included in “Wikipoesia”
(Encyclopedic Platform of Con-
temporary Poets in Italy). Her
poems have been translated
into English, Albanian, Bengali,
Spanish, and Arabic and includ-
ed in several literary journals
and international poetry anthol-
ogies, both print and online.)
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Chairman. She is the Editor-in-Chief of Culture World
newspaper. She has published four poetry collections
in prose-poem form, and her work has been translated

into several languages, including Italian, Albanian,

Spanish, French, and English)

Stony Silence

Mustafa Moin

Silence too at times seems
like carrying meaning
Even those speaking in
nasal tone mean substance,-
those who fumble and stum-
ble in finding words , brag of
bagful of lies, in the sky high
their words fly ,leaving behind
resonance of thoughts for many
who glare at them with a sigh
, no wink of eyelids like that of
a silent stone
Silent stone too is sonorous
Inside the stone there is a
rainbow hue , only the stone
can never wear the mask of
hypocrisy, it smiles and weeps
all alone.
(Mr Mustafa Moin is an
inborn poet who is versatile in
his imagination. He authored
several books of poetry and his
poems are published globally in
translations . He is also a multi
awardee poet focusing on Rural
life and marginalised people
and his poetry has a philosoph-
ical profundity)
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