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Literature

Professor Muhammad Aslam

The poet
Indu Kilam, a Kashmiri Pandit 

(Hindu) female poet, writer and 
translator, was my senior at the 
University of Kashmir. She did her 
Master’s in English and was appoint-
ed as a teacher in the Higher Edu-
cation Department. She worked in 
many colleges before she got dis-
placed, like thousands of Kashmiri 
Pandits. She migrated to Jammu, 
where she taught in a college before 
superannuating. Displacement had 
a debilitating impact on the entire 
community. They were confronted 
with an alien situation and treated 
as strangers in their own country. 
As a conscious writer and social 
activist, Indu Kilam could not help 
but feel strongly about the new sit-
uation. Her emotions found a vent 
through her English poetry that was 
brought to light in the form of an 
anthology entitled New Gods.

Written from the perspective of a 
poet uprooted from her homeland, 
New Gods is deeply nostalgic and 
elegiac, reflecting the emotional 
vacuum created by migration. Con-
sisting of short, powerful lyrics, the 
anthology laments exile, memory, 
and loss.

The speaker finds herself in a 
“valley with New Gods,” a space that 
is alien and unsettling, where even 
faith feels unfamiliar. A recurring 
concern in the collection is the loss of 
identity. Though a “daughter of the 
soil,” the poet-narrator is “reduced 
to a number on the D form.”

New Gods is not entirely steeped 
in despair. Like Shelley’s faith 
in renewal, Indu gestures toward 
hope. She expresses a longing for 
“exhilarating fresh air,” suggesting 
emotional survival and the possibil-
ity of regeneration after loss. The 
anthology is the poet’s response to 
unfamiliar gods. From a distance, 
remembering one’s roots becomes 
a painful yet powerful act. Indu’s 
language is simple, lucid, and emo-
tionally charged, enriched by allu-
sions to Kashmir’s social and cul-
tural landscape. Though suffused 
with sadness, the collection is not 
hopeless. The poet looks forward to 
a future where memory and present 
life can coexist. Rather than suc-
cumbing to despair, she appears to 
have reconciled with displacement, 
choosing to live fully while carrying 
her past within her.

I have chosen a few poems from 
New Gods to demonstrate her poet-
ics of displacement. She isn’t angry, 
but she can’t help thinking about 
Kashmir, her birthplace, where she 
spent the best part of her life. In the 
new setting, her life has undergone 
a sea change—no familiar people, 
temple bells, wedding songs, rituals, 
and beautiful surroundings. Let’s 
read and analyse these poems in the 
light of her poetic canvas.

Migrant

My progeny knows not what they 
have lost,

for they were infants,
comfortable in the laps of their 

mothers. Suckling babies could not 
differentiate home and a house,

a room and a tent.
But I lost my home, my neigh-

bourhood, my temple, my cowshed,
and my walnut tree. I lost my lan-

guage,
my rituals and my very identity. 

I lost my name.
My name is a ‘migrant’ now.
I am reduced to a number on the 

D form. But I still have the idol of the 
puja room held in great reverence in 
my closet, hoping my children

might restore it someday.

Critical Appreciation of ‘Migrant’
Written in the first person, 

‘Migrant’ examines displacement, 
memory, and the erosion of identity 
following migration from Kashmir 
to Jammu. Through carefully chosen 
images, the poet conveys not only 
the loss of a physical home but the 
deeper loss of culture, belonging, and 
selfhood. Its power lies in restraint: 
it mourns quietly and protests with-
out rhetoric:

Migrations are always diffi-
cult: ask any drought,

any plague;
ask the year 1947.
Ask the chronicles themselves: 

if there had been no migrations 
would there have been enough

history to munch on? [Keki 
Daruwalla]

The poem contrasts generational 
responses to loss. The speaker’s chil-
dren, too young to grasp the rupture, 
remain untouched by what has been 
lost. Images of “comfortable” babies 
in maternal laps suggest safety, 
underscoring a painful irony: while 
children recognize only a “house” 
or “tent,” adults mourn the absence 
of a true home shaped by memory 
and culture.

The emotional impact intensi-
fies through concrete details—“my 
home… my temple, my cowshed, / 
and my walnut tree”—which replace 
abstraction with the reality of rural 
life left behind. By placing the sacred 
beside the ordinary, the poem shows 
how exile erases all aspects of life. 
The walnut tree becomes a symbol 
of rootedness, ancestry, and perma-
nence now destroyed.

The poem then shifts from mate-
rial loss to cultural and linguistic 
erasure: “I lost my language,

/ my rituals and my very identi-
ty.” Since language and ritual carry 
collective memory, their loss leads to 
profound self-alienation, culminat-
ing in “I lost my name,” the ultimate 
mark of anonymity.

This erasure is reinforced 
through bureaucratic imagery: 
“My name is a ‘migrant’ now. / I am 

reduced to a number on the D form.” 
The poem critiques impersonal sys-
tems that flatten human suffering, 
with “reduced” emphasizing dehu-
manization and quotation marks 
exposing the emptiness of official 
labels.

Yet the poem closes with 
restrained hope. The idol preserved 
from the puja room, kept “in great 
reverence” in a closet, symboliz-
es faith and continuity. Though 
displaced, it survives through the 
speaker’s belief that the next gener-
ation may restore it.

Formally, the free verse and plain 
diction mirror the fragmentation of 
the speaker’s life, allowing emotion 
to emerge from lived experience 
rather than ornamentation.

Overall,‘Migrant’ is a quiet, pow-
erful meditation on displacement. 
By interweaving personal memory, 
cultural loss, and bureaucratic era-
sure, it turns an individual story 
into a universal lament, ending with 
a fragile but enduring hope rooted in 
faith and memory.

New Gods
I stand on the roof,
looking at the distant gleaming 

lights.
Their images glow and then go 

dim.
They seem as messengers from 

some distant unknown land,
bringing me tales of sorrow and 
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Literature
sadness, of death and darkness,

of mayhem and moans.
I ask them question after question.
Aren’t there anymore the hues of spring?
Doesn’t the red poppy grow
in the lush yellow fields of mustard? Are no 

wedding songs sung at nights?
Don’t young girls clap and sing?
Don’t you awake to the sound
of the Azaan and the soothing sounds of the 

temple bells?
Doesn’t my valley resound with the harvest 

songs of my toiling brethren?
Don’t the mountains echo with the careless 

laughter of the naughty pink-cheeked children?
Doesn’t the valley smell of the
the delirious scent of the narcissist, when 

spring dawns?
Is the colour of the snow white? The echo 

comes:
‘It is the new valley with New Gods.’

Critical Appreciation
‘New Gods’ is a poem of lament and quiet resis-

tance, rooted in the speaker’s intense attachment 
to her birthplace and a shared culture. Through a 
sequence of images, questions, and contrasts, the 
poem explores how violence, modernity, or ideo-
logical transformation has altered a once-familiar 
world, replacing organic life and shared rituals 
with an alien, oppressive order symbolized by 
the phrase “New Gods.” According to Habib Jalib,

chho�na ghar ka hamen yaad hai ‘jalib’ 
nahi bhule 

tha vatan zehn men apne koyi zindan to 
nahi tha Jalib, 

I haven’t forgotten leaving my home.
I had ‘homeland’ in mind, not a prison.
 The poem opens with a solitary speaker stand-

ing on a roof, a position that suggests both phys-
ical height and emotional distance. The “distant 
gleaming lights” are ambiguous: they may evoke 
modern city lights, surveillance, media images, 
or symbols of technological progress. Yet their 
glow is unstable—“They seem as messengers from 
/ some distant unknown land”—and instead of 
hope, they carry news of “sorrow and sadness, / of 
death and darkness.” Light, traditionally associat-
ed with knowledge or salvation, is inverted here 
into a bearer of despair. This inversion establish-
es the poem’s central tension: what appears new 
and radiant may, in fact, be destructive.

The poem is structured as a series of rhetor-
ical questions. These questions are not merely 
inquiries; they are acts of mourning. By repeat-
edly asking whether spring still exists, whether 
flowers bloom, whether weddings are celebrat-
ed, or whether children laugh, the speaker cat-
alogues what has been lost. Nature, culture, and 
everyday communal practices are intertwined—
poppies in mustard fields, wedding songs, girls 
clapping, the call of the Azaan alongside temple 
bells. This deliberate juxtaposition of Islamic and 
Hindu sounds highlights a syncretic, pluralistic 
past. The valley once resounded with harmony—
between religions, between people and nature, and 
between labour and celebration.

The imagery of the valley is sensuous and 
affectionate. Smell (“the delirious scent of the 
narcissist”), sound (songs, laughter, bells), and 
colour (red poppies, yellow mustard, white snow) 
create a vivid, almost pastoral memory. Against 
this richness, the silence of the “echo” at the end 
is chilling. When the speaker finally receives 
an answer, it is stark and impersonal: “It is the 
new valley with New Gods.” The capitalization 
of “New Gods” suggests forces that demand wor-
ship—perhaps violence, nationalism, militariza-
tion, or blind modern progress.

These “gods” have displaced older values of 
coexistence, joy, and continuity.

Structurally, the poem moves from observation 
to interrogation and finally to revelation. The long 
list of questions builds emotional intensity and 
emphasizes the speaker’s disbelief that such fun-
damental aspects of life could disappear. The final 
line’s brevity contrasts sharply with the earlier 

expansiveness, reinforcing the sense of abrupt, 
imposed change.

Critically, the poem can be read as a commen-
tary on a conflict-ridden region—most plausibly 
Kashmir—though it resists being reduced to a 
single political context. Its strength lies in its 
human focus: rather than detailing events or ide-
ologies, it foregrounds loss at the level of daily 
life. However, one might argue that the poem’s 
message is deliberately one-sided; the “New Gods” 
remain abstract, unnamed, and unexplained. This 
abstraction, while powerful, leaves little room 
for complexity or counter-voices. Yet this may 
be intentional, reflecting the speaker’s sense of 
powerlessness in the face of overwhelming trans-
formation.

In conclusion, “New Gods” is a poignant elegy 
for a valley—and a way of life—transformed 
beyond recognition. Through evocative imagery, 
rhetorical questioning, and symbolic contrast, 
the poem critiques the forces that erase cultural 
memory and communal harmony.

Its final line lingers as a warning: when new 
“gods” take over, they may demand the sacrifice 
of beauty, plurality, and innocence.

Speechless
March reminds me of rootlessness.
I loiter on the new roads without a friend.
 I find myself lost in the lanes of this unknown 

city.
Unknown are the faces. Unknown is their lan-

guage.
Looking at me, an unknown old man asks: ‘Who 

are you?
Wherefrom are you? What do you eat?
What is your address?’ I want an answer.
I have books of my 6oo years old library. But 

alas! I fumble.

Critical Appreciation
‘Speechless’ is a concise yet powerful poem 

about modern displacement and cultural alien-
ation. Using sparse language and a stark situation, 
it portrays an individual uprooted from familiar 
ground and stripped of voice and certainty.

March, usually a symbol of renewal, is ironi-
cally associated with “rootlessness,” establishing 
a mood of drift rather than rebirth. The speaker 
“loiters” on new roads and wanders through an 
“unknown city,” images that convey aimlessness 
and inner confusion. The city becomes a symbolic 
maze of estrangement where physical dislocation 
mirrors psychological loss.

Repetition of the word “unknown”—faces, 
language, city—intensifies the sense of complete 
social and cultural severance. This alienation 
peaks in the encounter with the old man, whose 
basic questions about identity, origin, food, and 
address represent society’s demand for defini-
tion. Though simple, these questions render the 
speaker helpless:

I am speechless Sometimes
 I cry Sometimes 
I shout Sometimes I laugh
Sometimes I feel like who am I
Am I the mad behind a normal face? [Sweta 

Leena Panda]
The poem’s central irony appears in the closing 

lines: the speaker owns the “books of my 600 years 
old library,” symbolizing deep cultural heritage 
and accumulated knowledge, yet this inheritance 
is useless in the present. Tradition fails to answer 
immediate, lived questions, leaving the speaker 
literally and metaphorically speechless.

Written in free verse with plain diction, the 
poem avoids ornamentation, allowing its quiet 
despair and existential dislocation to emerge with 
clarity. Ultimately, ‘Speechless’ reflects on exile 
and migration, suggesting that cultural memory 
alone cannot ensure belonging, and that in unfa-
miliar spaces, even a rich past may leave one 
voiceless in the present.

Frozen
I was made to freeze
in a different time zone by the wheel of time.

I was not allowed to thaw for a minute. I live a 
frozen existence.

My time seized to move. I froze at the indiffer-
ence of my nears.

I picked up the valuable piece of paper, and left 
the frozen valley,

in the frozen darkness.
There is frozen blood in my veins. Everything 

is frozen here.
Everything has frozen across the tunnel.

Critical Analysis of ‘Frozen’
‘Frozen’ presents a poignant meditation on 

emotional paralysis, alienation, and the relentless 
passage of time. The recurring image of freezing, 
used both literally and metaphorically, conveys a 
state of suspended existence in which growth, feel-
ing, and movement are forcibly arrested. When 
the speaker says they are “made to freeze / in a 
different time zone / by the wheel of time,” time 
is no longer a flowing force but an oppressive 
mechanism that immobilizes. Though the “wheel 
of time” suggests inevitability and motion, the 
speaker is excluded from it, trapped at a single 
point while life continues elsewhere.

A strong sense of lost agency runs through the 
poem. Passive constructions such as “I was made 
to freeze” and “I was not allowed to thaw” empha-
size that the condition is imposed, not chosen, 
intensifying the existential despair. The line 
“My time seized to move,” despite its grammati-
cal flaw, effectively expresses a rupture between 
personal and universal time.

Emotional isolation is crystallized in “I froze 
at the indifference / of my nears,” where those 
expected to provide warmth instead become sourc-
es of cold. Attempts to leave “the frozen valley” 
and “frozen darkness” suggest escape, but the per-
sistence of “frozen blood in my veins” shows that 
the paralysis endures internally, reducing life 
to mere biological survival. Rober Herrick said,

I freeze, I freeze, and nothing dwells 
In me but snow and icicles.
For pity’s sake, give your advice,
To melt this snow and thaw this ice. 
I’ll drink down flames; but if so be 
Nothing but love can supple me,
I’ll rather keep this frost and snow 
Than to be thaw’d or heated so.
Structurally, the repeated use of “frozen” mir-

rors the speaker’s stasis and reinforces the central 
metaphor, though it risks monotony. The closing 
lines—“Everything is frozen here. / Everything 
has frozen across the tunnel.”—extend the condi-
tion beyond the self to the entire world, implying 
that alienation is total and inescapable, even in 
imagined passages of transition.

Overall, ‘Frozen’ is a bleak but resonant poem 
that captures emotional arrest caused by time, 
neglect, and indifference. Its power lies in the 
clarity and urgency of its central metaphor, and 
its plain, uneven language ultimately serves the 
stark, stripped-down atmosphere of the poem.

Lament
It is not about who dies,
it is not about his religion, his sex or his age.
After all don’t we all have to taste from the 

goblet of death,
today or the day after?
For most, it comes as a release, freedom from 

the turbulence,
a boon to proceed to the merger with divinity. 

I mourn a premature death,
and on crushing of a bud before it blooms.
I shed tears on a life
which could not achieve greatness, he was sent 

for.
I wail on the helplessness orphans, the widows 

in grief,
and inconsolable old parents. Can there be an 

end to it?
Can peace be ever restored?

Critical Appreciation

CONT. ON PAGE 4
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‘Lament’ is a reflective elegy that shifts mourn-
ing from the dead individual to the ethical, emo-
tional, and social consequences of death. Reject-
ing markers of identity such as religion, gender, 
or age, the poem presents death as a universal 
human fate, thereby widening its moral scope 
from the outset.

The opening adopts a philosophical tone, pre-
senting death as inevitable through the image 
of the “goblet of death,” a metaphor suggesting 
ritual, fate, and spiritual inevitability. Death is 
framed as an appointed passage and, for some, 
even a release or union with the divine. This 
stance tempers grief with acceptance and gestures 
toward spiritual belief without committing to a 
specific doctrine.

The poem’s emotional core appears in the turn, 
“I mourn a premature death.” Abstraction gives 
way to moral urgency. The metaphor of a “bud 
/ before it blooms” highlights unrealized poten-
tial, defining tragedy not in death itself but in 
its untimeliness. Life is implied to have purpose, 
and premature death becomes a rupture in that 
purpose.

Grief then shifts decisively toward the living—
orphans, widows, and bereaved parents— suggest-
ing that the true tragedy lies in human suffering 
and social rupture rather than metaphysical loss. 
The raw diction (“wail,” “helplessness,” “incon-
solable”) contrasts with earlier calm and intensi-
fies the poem’s emotional peak.

The poem ends with unresolved ques-
tions—“Can there be an end to it? / Can peace be 
ever restored?”—which convey moral exhaustion 
rather than consolation, reflecting the persistence 
of loss and violence. Shelley had the same feeling 
when he said,

O world! O life! O time!
On whose last steps I climb,
Trembling at that where I had stood before; 

When will return the glory of your prime? No 
more—Oh, never more!

Out of the day and night A joy has taken flight;
Fresh spring, and summer, and winter hoar, 

Move my faint heart with grief, but with delight 
No more—Oh, never more!

Written in free verse with plain, restrained 
language, the poem favors ethical directness over 
ornamentation. Overall, ‘Lament’ balances accep-
tance of death’s inevitability with a strong protest 
against premature loss, moving from universality 
to spiritual reflection to social grief. It concludes 
by insisting that while death is unavoidable, the 
suffering it causes—especially to the innocent—
remains unresolved.

Conclusion
Indu Kilam’s poetry is elegiac in tone, mourn-

ing the death of an era when Kashmir resound-
ed with Azaan and temple bells side by side and 
showing the path of communal harmony and a 
pluralistic society to the whole  world. Unfortu-
nately, things took an ugly turn, and we suddenly 
confronted a situation in which society fell apart, 
leaving an entire community displaced. It was a 
situation that Faiz Ahmad Faiz had talked about 
long back in one of his ghazals:

nisaar main tieri galiyun ke ai vatan ki jahan 
chali hai rasm ki koyi na sar uTha ke chale
jo koyi chahne vaala tavaaf ko nikle
nazar chura ke chale jism o jaan bacha ke chale
hai ahl-e-dil ke liye ab ye nazm-e-bast-o-kushaad 
ki sang-o-khisht muqayyad hain aur sag aazaad
I lay myself down, O homeland, in your streets 

where now 
No custom allows a head to be held upright.
Whoever steps out with love, to make the 

sacred round, 
Must walk with lowered eyes, guarding body 

and soul.
For those who live by the heart, this is the new 

order:
Stone and brick are bound in chains, while the 

dogs roam free.
The situation became so volatile that no one 

could clearly understand what to do and what to 
avoid. Leaving one’s home and hearth is a deeply 
painful experience, especially when one is treated 
as an alien and an outcast in one’s own country. 
Indu grieves over this condition, yet she is not 
without hope. She believes that times will change 
and that she, like others from her community, will 
one day return to her homeland. Her “new gods” 
unsettle her, but they do not completely unnerve 
her. When she compares the present with the past, 
she finds them utterly incompatible; still, she does 
not lose her composure. She accepts her fate—not 
by choice, but by force. Yet the memory of her past 
haunts her incessantly, making her sing like a 
nightingale deprived of its nest and habitat. These 
songs become a faint light, guiding her toward a 
better tomorrow, even though the present remains 
painfully dark. She is displaced but not disgrun-
tled. Her poetic landscape is vast, and its hues are 
many. She is like Shahid Zaki:

main badalte hue haalaat main Dhal jaata 
hun

dekhne vaale adaakaar samajhte hain 
mujhe 

vo jo us paar hain is paar mujhe jaante hain
ye jo is paar hain us paar samajhte hain 

mujhe
main to yuun chup huun ki andar se bahut 

khaalee huun
aur ye log pur-asraar samajhte hain mujhe

raushnee baanTtaa huun sarhadon ke paar 
bhee main 

ham-vatan is liye �haddaar samajhte hain 
mujhe

jurm ye hai ki in andhon men huun aank-
hon vaalaa

aur sazaa ye hai ki sardaar samajhte hain 
mujhe 

laash kee tarah sar-e-aab huun main aur 
‘shaahid’ 

Dubne vaale madad-gaar samajhte hain 
mujhe

I adapt to changing circumstances. 
Viewers consider me an actor.
Those on this shore consider I belong to the 

other side; 
Those on this shore think I belong beyond it.
I am so silent only because I am hollow within, 
And these people take me for a riddle.
I share light even across borders.
For that alone, my countrymen call me a trai-

tor.
My crime is this: among the blind, I’m the seer.
My punishment: they imagine me as a leader.
Like a corpse I float on the surface of the water, 

O Shahid,
And the drowning believe I have come to save 

them.

CONT. FROM PAGE 3
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Health Digest

STRESS AND DIABETES

Dr. Arif Maghribi Khan
arifmaghribi@yahoo.com 

Most often, the symptoms of 
depression or stress are not 
treated in diabetes. As every-

body knows, stress causes emergency 
hormones to overflow, and thus sugar 
levels remain uncontrolled even with 
the best treatment of diabetes.

Our bodies generate and release 
the stress hormones adrenaline and 
cortisol. The depressive effect of cor-
tisol upon the immune system has 
been linked to serious diseases and 
disorders. Cortisol wears down the 
brain, leading to cell degeneration 
and memory loss. It also raises blood 
pressure and blood sugar, hardening 
the arteries and leading to heart dis-
ease.

Here are a few symptoms of stress 
to check out for if you suffer from 
diabetes:

FEELING DOWN
Do you feel down and out if you see 

people around you taking ice creams, 
bananas, or fried food?

SELF-QESTIONING
Do you ask why I suffer from it?

FEAR oF SILENCE
May cause discomfort, so that we 

"over-talk" when with other people or 
leave on the radio or television when 
alone. Alternatively, we may be intol-
erant of noise.

INSECURITY
Diabetics may suddenly feel shy 

or exposed around people with whom 
we are usually confident. Or we may 
believe that we are always being 
judged or criticized.

LONELINESS 
Diabetics may feel isolated from 

friends and family, or have a lasting 
sense of being "lonely in a crowd".

LOSS OF CONCENTRATION

We may find it hard to recall recent 
conversations or promises. We may 
often feel confused, making under-
standing and retaining information 
very difficult.

SLEEP ISSUES
Diabetics may feel constantly tired 

and, above all, find it impossible to 
get to sleep.

MOOD SWINGS AND CRYING
One of the most common symp-

toms is that patients cry easily. They 
may also be prone to mood swings – 
bouts of joyousness alternating with 
sadness.

ANGER 
Patients could find themselves 

becoming angry at any moment 
for simple reasons, or may snap at 
people, too quick to assume that they 
are accusing us.

OVERWORKING
Treating work as a refuge can be a 

stress symptom, although stress can 
also manifest itself as absenteeism.

If patients with diabetes suffer 
from the above symptoms, it is better 
not only to take medicines but also to 
learn techniques that decrease stress, 
like deep breathing or motivational 
enhancement therapy.

SLEEP AND ITS IMPORTANCE:
Short sleep duration (less than 5 or 

5–6 hours) increases the risk of high 
blood pressure by 350% to 500% com-
pared to those who sleep longer than 
6 hours per night.

Young people (25–49 years of age) 
are twice as likely to develop high 
blood pressure if they sleep less.

Individuals who sleep less than 
5 hours a night have a threefold 
increased risk of heart attacks.

I end with the following request:
 “Accepting and not resisting the 

fact that you have diabetes is the 
first and most important inner skill 
in coping with diabetes.” We have a 
living example of an ace Pakistani 
cricketer who developed insulin-de-
pendent diabetes when he was young. 
He never asked “Why me?” or “Why 
do I have diabetes when I am such 
a marvelous sportsman?” His accep-
tance of the disease is reflected in the 
innumerable world records to his 
name in world cricket.

WhatsApp Author at 9419428795

Short Story: Lost In The Horizon 

Elisabetta Bonaparte 

The clock in the square read 
2:20 PM on that cold Monday 
in March, but the marble 

beneath her shoes seemed to burn as 
she sat on the church steps. Sandra 
kept her head down, staring at her 
blue loafers that seemed to be on fire, 
but the flames were in her chest.

She burned with love, pain, and 
defeat. "I don't love you anymore. 
I don't know who I am with you 
anymore," Luca had told her. Polite 
words, without anger, and that's 
what hurt her the most. Words 
spoken with the ease of someone 
who, now quenched, refuses the last 
sip of water. But she was a raging 
river. She jumped up and ran toward 
the station in her small town. 

She reached the station, breath-
less. The air vibrated with metal-
lic announcements and whispered 
goodbyes. The train to the north was 
stopped on platform three, black and 
shiny like a promise untouchable. 
Inside was Luca, her love, the man 
who had left her with a sentence 
too short to describe years of life 
together.

The conductor's whistle made 
her accelerate. She ran, her heart 
in her throat. She saw Luca from 
the window: he was sitting, his gaze 
fixed straight ahead. He looked 
older, as if in just a few days the 
decision had carved a furrow into 
his face. She shouted his name, but 
her voice was lost in the sound of the 
engine starting up.

The train began to move with 
cruel slowness. Sandra reached 
out, as if she could grab him through 
the glass. "Luca!" she shouted again. 
For a moment, he turned. Their 
eyes met, and in that instant, every-
thing was there: the lazy mornings, 
the laughter over silly things, the 
half-resolved arguments, the prom-
ises made without much thought. 
Luca remained still, their eyes 

locked.
Sandra didn't stop. She began to 

run along the platform, her shoes 
slipping on the gravel, her coat flap-
ping against her legs. She felt the 
blood pounding in her temples, her 
breathing coming in gasps. She knew 
it was useless, but her body contin-
ued to move forward on its own, as 
if her will had failed her along with 
everything else. The train was gain-
ing speed, a beast now free.

By the time she reached the end of 
the platform, the train was already 
far away. Sandra slowed, then 
stopped completely. She watched 
the carriages transform into a dark 
line, then a dot, then nothing. The 
silence that followed enveloped her 
like a blanket too heavy.

She sat down on a cold bench. Her 
hands were shaking. For the first 
time in days, she had nothing to do. 
No message to wait for, nothing to 
do. She realized she was crying only 
when a tear fell on the back of her 
hand. It wasn't a desperate cry, but 
a slow, almost tired cry. As if even 
the pain needed rest.

Then, slowly, she stood up. She 
picked up her bag, checked that 

her wallet was in its place. She 
headed toward the station exit, 
feeling strangely light. Not happy, 
not serene, but empty in a new, less 
frightening way.

Outside, the air was cold and 
clean. Sandra took a deep breath. 
The world hadn't stopped with that 
train, she understood. She, on the 
other hand, did, for a moment. But 
now she could start walking again. 
She still didn't know where she 
would go, or who she would become 
without Luca. She only knew that, 
as the train hurtled along the tracks, 
she was still there. And perhaps, 
for the first time, staying wasn't a 
defeat, but a beginning.

(The writer is an Italian poet, 
writer, lawyer and teacher. In 2024 

she published two poetry collections 
in italian: "Il volo della rondine" and 

“Antice Verita". She has been includ-
ed in “Wikipoesia” (Encyclopedic 

Platform of Contemporary Poets in 
Italy). Her poems have been trans-

lated into English, Albanian, Bengali, 
Spanish, and Arabic and included in 
several literary journals and interna-
tional poetry anthologies, both print 

and online)
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Short Story

The Frosty Winter Tale

Dr Ratan Bhattacharjee 

The plane dipped low over 
a vast white silence, and 
Rosanara pressed her fore-

head to the window, breath fogging 
the glass. Kashmir lay beneath them 
like an untouched dream—moun-
tains folded into one another, val-
leys sealed in snow, rivers frozen 
mid-thought. Altaf reached for her 
gloved hand and smiled, the kind of 
smile that still surprised her even 
after months of marriage.

“Chillai Kalan,” he said softly, 
reverently, as if naming a prayer. 
“The coldest days, they say. But the 
most beautiful.”

Rosanara laughed. “Mumbai 
never prepared me for this,” she 
replied, though her eyes shone. “But 
if love can survive traffic jams and 
monsoons, it can survive snow.”

They had chosen Kashmir delib-
erately, defying advice and caution. 
Friends had warned them of the 
harsh winter, the unpredictable 
weather, the risks of travel during 
Chillai Kalan. But Rosanara and 
Altaf wanted something unrepeat-
able. Their love, born in the crowd-
ed lanes of Mumbai—between dead-
lines, local trains, and endless cups 
of cutting chai—longed for silence. 
Kashmir promised that silence.

Their wooden cottage stood at 
the edge of a small hamlet near Gul-
marg, smoke curling gently from 
chimneys like thin prayers rising 
into the pale sky. Inside, the warmth 
of the kangri glowed red, and woolen 
carpets softened the wooden floor. 
Outside, the world seemed frozen in 
time.

The first few days passed like 
a dream wrapped in shawls. They 
woke late, watched frost trace deli-
cate patterns on the windows, drank 
kehwa infused with saffron and 
almonds, and listened to the distant 
sound of temple bells and the faint 
azaan carried by the wind. Altaf told 
Rosanara stories of his childhood 
summers in Kashmir, when winters 
were only tales told by elders, not 
lived realities. Rosanara listened, 
her head resting on his shoulder, 
feeling the calm she had never 
known before.

On the fifth morning, snow fell 
thicker than before. The sky was 
a dull silver, and the mountains 
seemed closer, looming like ancient 
guardians. Rosanara woke early, 
restless with excitement.

“I want to walk,” she said, wrap-
ping herself in a heavy cloak. “Just 
a little. The snow looks untouched.”

Altaf hesitated. “The weather is 
changing. Let me come with you.”

“You’re still asleep,” she teased. 
“I’ll stay close. I promise.”

He watched her step outside, her 

figure soon blending into the white 
expanse. The door closed softly 
behind her, and the silence returned.

Minutes passed. Then more.
Altaf finished his tea, glancing 

occasionally toward the window. 
Snow continued to fall, thick and 
relentless, erasing footprints as 
quickly as they were made. A 
strange unease settled in his chest. 
He pulled on his boots and stepped 
outside.

“Rosanara,” he called.
Only the wind answered.
Her footprints were already 

fading, swallowed by the fresh snow. 
Altaf followed them as far as he 
could, heart pounding, breath form-
ing frantic clouds in the air.

“Rosanara!” he shouted again, 
louder this time.

Nothing.
Panic arrived quietly, then all 

at once. He ran back to the cottage, 
grabbed his phone—no signal. The 
electricity flickered. Snowfall inten-
sified, turning the world into a white 
blur. Altaf wrapped a scarf around 
his face and began running toward 
the village, his boots sinking deep 
into the snow.

By noon, the hamlet was alive with 
alarm. Locals gathered, their faces 
etched with concern. Rosanara’s 
name passed from mouth to mouth 
like a fragile hope. A search party 

formed—men with torches, ropes, 
and long wooden staffs, dogs trained 
to sniff life beneath snow.

“She is from Mumbai,” Altaf 
told them, his voice shaking. “She 
doesn’t know these mountains.”

An elderly man with a white 
beard placed a hand on Altaf’s shoul-
der. “The mountains test love during 
Chillai Kalan,” he said gravely. “But 
they also protect the pure of heart.”

The search began.
They moved uphill, toward the 

snow-covered slopes where pine 
trees stood like silent witnesses. 
The wind howled, stinging exposed 
skin, but Altaf barely felt the cold. 
His mind replayed Rosanara’s laugh-
ter, her promise to stay close, the 
softness of her goodbye.

Hours passed. Day faded into a 
blue-grey dusk. Torches cut trem-
bling lines through the snow, shad-
ows dancing like restless spirits. 
Each time Altaf thought he heard 
a voice, his heart leapt—only to fall 
again.

Meanwhile, Rosanara lay 
half-buried in a shallow hollow 
between rocks, consciousness flick-
ering like a dying flame. She had 
wandered farther than she realized, 
enchanted by the way snowflakes 
settled on her eyelashes, by the pro-
found stillness of the mountains. 
When the wind rose suddenly, she 

lost her sense of direction. One mis-
step sent her sliding down a slope, 
her ankle twisting sharply.

Pain bloomed, fierce and blinding.
She had tried to call out, but 

the wind stole her voice. Snow 
kept falling, covering her like a 
white shroud. Fear crept in slowly, 
whispering doubts. She thought of 
Mumbai, of crowded streets, of her 
parents’ anxious faces. She thought 
of Altaf’s hand in hers.

“Don’t let me disappear,” she 
whispered to the snow.

As night deepened, the tem-
perature dropped dangerously. 
Rosanara’s fingers went numb, 
her thoughts slowing. Yet some-
where beneath the fear, warmth 
remained—the memory of love, 
stubborn and alive.

Back on the mountain, one of 
the dogs suddenly stopped, bark-
ing sharply. The handler raised his 
hand. Everyone froze.

“There,” he said. “Something 
beneath.”

They dug frantically, hands raw, 
snow flying in all directions. Altaf 
dropped to his knees, digging like a 
man possessed.

“Rosanara!” he cried.
A faint sound answered—a 

breath, a whisper, barely human.
They found her pale, lips blue, 

eyes half-closed. Altaf pulled her 
into his arms, pressing her against 
his chest, sharing his warmth, whis-
pering her name again and again as 
if it were a spell.

“She’s alive,” someone said, relief 
breaking through the tension.

They carried her down carefully, 
wrapped in blankets, torches light-
ing their way through the dark. The 
mountains watched silently, their 
test complete.

Rosanara woke two days later, the 
world soft and warm again. Altaf sat 
beside her, eyes red with exhaustion 
and gratitude.

“You came back,” she murmured.
“Always,” he replied, holding her 

hand tightly. “Even if the mountains 
tried to keep you.”

Tears slipped down her cheeks, 
melting into a smile. Outside, the 
snow continued to fall, but inside the 
cottage, warmth bloomed—stronger 
than fear, stronger than winter.

When Chillai Kalan finally 
loosened its icy grip weeks later, 
Rosanara and Altaf left Kashmir 
quietly. They carried no souvenirs, 
no photographs worthy of post-
cards. What they carried instead 
was deeper—a story etched into 
their lives, where love had faced 
the coldest silence and returned 
alive.

And somewhere on that 
snow-covered mountain, the frost 
remembered their names.

(Write is an International Tagore 
Awardee short story writer and 

author of “Twilight of Love” Dr 
Ratan Bha� acharjee is a former 

Affi  liate Faculty of Virginia Com-
monwealth University and a poet 

Email profratanbha� acharjee@
gmail.com)
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Short Story

When Hands Remember

Sonika Kaur

The first memory Noor car-
ried was not of colour, but 
of warmth. A faint aroma of 

mustard oil lamps burning and the 
sweet scent of jaggery merging with 
the winter air accompanied the feel 
of her mother’s hands.

She remembered the feel of her 
mother’s palms—rough from years 
of household chores, smelling faintly 
of wheat flour and mustard oil—guid-
ing her tiny feet across the cool court-
yard floor. Long before Noor learned 
the names of steps or rhythms, she 
learned balance through touch. The 
earth under her soles spoke to her. 
The air around her moved like the 
flowing Raavi. Even as a child in a 
small village near Jalandhar, she 
understood that the world could be 
read without eyes just like Raavi 
could flow without direction.

Before the darkness came, Noor 
danced because she loved how move-
ment felt.

After the darkness came, she 
danced because it was the only way 
she could breathe or live. Dance 
offered a sanctuary, a way to reclaim 
the world she was suddenly locked 
out of. In the silence, it promised 
freedom and articulated a language 
of hope and resilience that her words 
could not capture. Each movement 
became an act of defiance, rea�rming 
her identity in a world that had shift-
ed beneath her feet.

Through dance, Noor found 
agency, a means to connect with 
others in a way that transcended 
mere vision. It became her pulse, a 
heartbeat that resonated with the life 
she fiercely fought to reclaim.

The accident happened on a winter 
evening, when fog folded the village 
roads of Shahkot into silence. Noor 
was fifteen, returning from dance 
practice on the back of her cousin's 
scooter. A truck appeared where 
the road should have been empty, 
and like river water over stone, the 
collision reshaped everything in an 
instant. There was metal screaming, 
bodies thrown, a sudden violence of 
light—and then none at all.

When Noor woke up, her new 
world was only sound.

The doctors spoke gently, as if 
kindness could soften truth. Her 
parents cried quietly, careful not to 
let grief bruise her further. Darshan 
stood by her bed, his fingers tight-
ly wrapped around hers, trembling 
more than she was.

“I’m here,” he kept saying, as if 
repetition could make it permanent.

Darshan had always been there. 
He lived three lanes away, the son 
of a carpenter, the boy who waited 
outside her dance class pretending 
not to watch. He knew her anklets 

by sound, her moods by the way she 
walked. They had grown into love 
the way fields grow crops—slowly, 
honestly, with seasons of patience 
and resilience.

When Noor lost her sight, she did 
not ask about mirrors. She asked 
about dance. In that quiet moment, 
when she posed her question to the 
universe, her heart skipped a beat, 
aligning with a sudden, unsteady 
misstroke of the tabla—an omen, 
a sign of change she could not yet 
comprehend.

“Can I still dance?” she whispered 
to Darshan one night, when the ward 
was quiet. He squeezed her hand, 
too hard. “Of course,” he said. “Why 
wouldn’t you?”

But fear had already begun to nest 
in his voice.

The months that followed were 
harder than Noor ever admitted. 
Learning to eat without spilling, to 
walk without flinching, to exist with-
out reaching for light that no longer 
arrived—it hollowed her. But dance 
remained. Her guru, Ustadji, came 
every day, her bangles announcing 
her presence before her voice did.

“You will dance again,” Ustadji 
said, placing Noor’s feet carefully on 
the ground. Her

voice was steady and confident, 
a comforting anchor amid Noor's 
uncertainty. "But you must learn 
a new way of seeing." Ustadji then 
guided Noor in a simple exercise, 
asking her to feel the cool floor 
beneath her feet and the air moving 
gently around them. "Feel the 
rhythm in your heart," she encour-
aged, her hands guiding Noor's arms. 
"Trust your body to tell the story." 
Ustadji's presence was a balm, a 
reminder that even without sight, 
Noor was not alone in her journey. 
Her guru's teachings went beyond 
dance steps; they were lessons in 
resilience and inner strength.

Dance changed its language for 
Noor. She learned to count space in 

breaths, to feel turns through the 
pull of her spine, to sense the audi-
ence through shifts in air and sound. 
Every movement became deliberate, 
intimate.

Darshan stayed at first. He read to 
her, walked beside her, and described 
sunsets she could no longer imagine. 
But something in him grew restless. 
Noor felt it in the way his hands 
hesitated before touching her, as if 
afraid of reminding her of what she 
had lost. He began to speak more 
about the future—work, responsi-
bility, money—subjects that built 
walls instead of bridges. Yet, in the 
studio, her body told the truth before 
her heart could accept it. During 
practice, her anklets betrayed her 
for a split second, a faint discord in 
the jingle as one foot slipped from 
its rhythm. It was an audible sigh, 
a single, sharp note of fragility that 
echoed her internal collapse. The 
misstep startled her, revealing fears 
she tried to bury beneath her deter-
mined grace.

After an argument that neither of 
them could later remember clearly, 
Darshan escorted Noor out of the 
hospital. As they reached the door-
way, she felt his grip on her elbow 
slacken, a momentary pause that 
spoke of decisions unvoiced, and 
then he was gone. Noor stood there, 
the absence more telling than any 
goodbye.

Noor grieved him in silence. She 
did not cry loudly; she learned to 
fold pain into herself, the way blind 
people learn to fold space. Dance 
absorbed her sorrow. With each 
performance, her fame grew as she 
poured her heart into every move-
ment. People travelled from nearby 
towns to watch the blind dancer 
whose feet spoke like poetry.

Yet, as the applause grew louder, 
so did the whispers of her doubts. 
Sometimes she wondered whether 
she was dancing for herself or for the 
world that pitied her resilience. It 

was this internal conflict that shad-
owed her successes, forcing Noor to 
grapple with her sense of self beyond 
the adulation.

Still, some nights, she dreamt of 
hands she no longer held.

Thirteen years later, on the eve 
of Vaisakhi, Noor stood backstage 
at a large mela in Ludhiana. The air 
smelled of warm milk, jaggery, dust, 
and anticipation. Her students sat 
nearby, whispering excitedly. Ust-
adji adjusted Noor’s dupatta, her 
fingers sure despite age.

“Big crowd,” Ustadji said. “Can 
you feel it?”

Noor nodded. The air was dense, 
heavy with bodies and breath. She 
slowly tied her ghungroos, centring 
herself.

As she stepped onto the stage, 
applause rolled like distant thun-
der. Noor bowed her head, listening 
for the rhythm to begin. When the 
tabla struck its first beat, her body 
answered instinctively.

She danced with a quiet ferocity. 
Each step carved space, like a sculp-
tor shaping the air. Each turn held 
memory, layers of history woven 
into her movements. And yet, there 
was a moment—a pause mid-step—
where her fingers brushed against 
her wrist, where her old bangles used 
to be. It was an absent gesture, born 
out of habit, but it spoke volumes of 
limb-like grief. The crowd fell into a 
hush, as if afraid to interrupt some-
thing sacred.

Then—something shifted.
A presence moved closer to the 

edge of the stage. Noor felt it as a 
subtle resistance, a change in the 
way air pressed against her skin. Her 
arm extended in a sweeping gesture, 
and her fingers brushed fabric.

Cotton. Those palms. Old.
Her heart stumbled.
She should have pulled back. 

Instead, her fingers followed instinct, 
sliding down to a wrist. Beneath her 
touch, she felt it—the slight uneven-
ness of a scar near the thumb, earned 
years ago from a foolish bicycle fall.

Time folded.
Her breath caught so sharply that 

the rhythm faltered.
“Darshan?”, she whispered, the 

name escaping her before she could 
stop it. The music died away as the 
realisation settled, a gentle rhythm 
replaced by the hush of anticipation. 
Like waves meeting the shore, the 
sound of clapping came in and out, 
hinting at Noor's newfound soft-
ness and capturing the essence of 
a moment suspended in time. Mur-
murs rippled through the crowd as 
if stirred by the tide. The man froze. 
His pulse raced beneath her finger-
tips.

“Noor,” he said finally, his voice 
breaking like dry earth after rain. 
“How—?”

She smiled, a smile full of wonder 
and ache. “I remember you,” she 
said simply. Darshan covered her 
hand with his own, as if afraid she 
might disappear if he didn’t. Around 
them, the crowd sensed something 

CONT. ON PAGE 08
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intimate unfolding and fell into rev-
erent silence.

After the performance ended—
awkward, unfinished, yet unforget-
table—Darshan waited backstage. 
Noor found him without hesitation, 
guided by memory more than sound.

“I didn’t plan this,” he said quick-
ly. “I came to see you dance. I didn’t 
think—” “That I would know?” Noor 
asked gently.

“Yes.”
She reached for his hands again, 

slower this time, as if reading a 
familiar book. Time had changed 
them—more calluses, deeper lines—
but the shape was the same.

“I lost my eyes,” she said softly. 
“Not my knowing.”

They sat outside the haveli, the 

mela continuing around them like 
the living Raavi. Darshan spoke of 
his years away—Delhi, work that 
paid but did not fulfil, relationships 
that never took root. Noor spoke of 
learning independence, of becoming 
someone whole on her own.

“I was afraid,” Darshan con-
fessed. “Afraid you would need me 
too much. And, afraid you wouldn’t 
need me at all.”

Noor laughed quietly. "You always 
thought love was about saving some-
one." "And now?"

"Now I know it's about staying."
As she spoke, Noor's fingers 

gently traced the scar on his wrist, 
the old mark beneath her touch tell-
ing a story of resilience and memory, 
while her anklets chimed softly, res-
onating like a familiar heartbeat.

Silence settled between them, 
gentle and unafraid. A dhol began 
somewhere in the distance, its 
rhythm steady and forgiving.

“Dance with me,” Noor said sud-
denly. “Here?” Darshan asked, star-
tled. “Yes. Here.”

She guided his hands, placing 
them where they needed to be. They 
moved awkwardly at first, then more 
easily, swaying to a rhythm older 
than regret. There was no audience, 
no spectacle—just two people learn-
ing again how to share space.

In the darkness, Noor felt com-
plete.

She had learned that love, like 
dance, did not require sight. It 
required presence.

Memory. Touch.
And some truths, once learned by 

the hands, are never forgotten.

(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. WhatsApp Author at 

9419428795)

The Narcissistic Collapse:
When the False Self Finally Cracks

Mir Yasirul Ameen

In clinical psychology, narcissism 
is not merely an excess of self-love; 
it is often understood as a fragile 
psychological structure built to 
defend against deep-seated insecu-
rity. Psychoanalytic theorists such 
as Sigmund Freud and later Heinz 
Kohut emphasized that pathological 
narcissism develops when a stable 
sense of self fails to form during 
early developmental stages. As a 
result, the narcissistic individual 
grows dependent on external vali-
dation—what modern psychology 
refers to as narcissistic supply.

At some point in life, often during 
midlife or later adulthood, many 
narcissistic individuals experi-
ence what clinicians describe as a 
narcissistic collapse. This collapse 
is usually triggered by significant 
losses: relationships end, social 
status declines, aging reduces admi-
ration, or authority is questioned. 
As people gradually disengage, the 
narcissist is left alone with their 
inner world—one they have spent a 
lifetime avoiding.

From a psychological perspective, 
narcissists regulate their self-esteem 
through others. Social psychology 
and attachment theory suggest that 
they rely on external affirmation 
to feel powerful, relevant, and in 
control. Without this supply, sup-
pressed emotions such as shame, 
fear, and worthlessness surface. 
This often leads to severe depressive 

states, markedly deeper than typical 
depression, because the narcissist 
lacks an internalized sense of self-
worth or emotional resilience.

Neuroscience also supports this 
understanding. Research indicates 
that individuals with narcissistic 
traits show impaired emotional 
empathy and altered reward-pro-
cessing systems, making authentic 
connection difficult. When abandon-
ment occurs, they experience not 
just loneliness, but psychological 

disintegration—an emptiness that 
feels existential rather than situa-
tional.

This is why revenge is unneces-
sary. From a longitudinal viewpoint, 
life itself becomes the reckoning. 
While some may briefly gain insight, 
many remain trapped in cycles of 
isolation, blame, and despair. Over 
time, people leave—not out of cru-
elty, but self-preservation. Manipu-
lation and emotional abuse eventu-
ally exhaust even the most patient 

individuals.
In the end, narcissism is less a 

story of grandiosity and more a 
tragedy of unhealed wounds. When 
the audience disappears, the perfor-
mance collapses, and the narcissist 
is finally confronted with the self 
they never learned to know.

The author is an Assistant Pro-
fessor of Physical Education and 

can be reached at yasiramin096@
gmail.com
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Mushtaque B Barq

Introducing a poet is like pushing 
open the wide gate of literature. 
One of the genuine abilities that 
every poet possesses is the mastery 
of language; their alchemy assists 
in shaping words and expressions. 
This capability engages a poet in 
exploring human agony, suffering, 
romance, pleasure, and unaddressed 
human desires, finding a place for 
these sentiments within their verses 
that, in reciprocation, makes them 
eternal. They live when rest is silent. 
Their influence lasts for genera-
tions to come because their verses 
carry a golden thread that connects 
them with generations they may 
have hardly thought of address-
ing. Thus, they not only create a 
pulsating history but also provide 
stimulation for others to carry the 
torch of verse ahead. The landscape 
that their widespread expressions 
draw mesmerizes the reader, and in 
this way, a poet secures a timeless 
place, living on through the ages. G 
N Khayal was one of the few writ-
ers whose pen consistently tran-
scended the boundaries of various 
writing genres. His translations, 
poems, essays, reports, and various 
other forms bear testimony to his 
artistic excellence and the merit 
of his expressions. It might appear 
as merely a sentence to align these 
diverse literary creations, but the 
truth is, translation and poetry, as 
well as the crafting of essays and 
journalistic pieces, stand at dif-
ferent poles along the same river. 
When such a wide array of forms is 
designed and composed on the same 
desk, one can genuinely sketch the 
cosmos of G N Khayal's literary 
cosmos. 

G N Khayal's poetic growth 
is gradual, akin to that of poets 
worldwide. His verses are abun-
dant with rainbow colours and 
crimson romance, reflective of his 
youthful days. His canvas is replete 
with human desires that he adorns 
by seeking refuge in poetry. One 
cannot forget the first section of 
'Shabnum Ka Aatish Kadah,' which 
is passionately filled with romance, 
coinciding with the heart-throb-
bing beauty of Kashmir. The scenic 
beauty and youthful grandeur of 
his inner valley find a match in his 
verses. The other section sketches 
human agony, unending worries, 
and social and inner unrest. A poet 
is defined by what he lives for, where 
he resides, and how he lives; thus, he 
carries the entire globe along with 
him on his journey, forming a link 
between the past and the future by 
seamlessly connecting it with the 
present. In this way, he portrays his 
cosmos based on his observations. 

Let us analyse the poem ‘Chand-
ni’ (Moonlight) 

A cry rang out from a house in the 
street of Mohalla 

News has it:  a daughter from the 

house has been taken away
She was young, bore the name 

‘Chandni’, her visage was akin to 
moonlight

And for his brother, ‘the sun’ the 
heaven fractured 

He was an apple of her eye and 
resided deep in his soul

Quietly, without disclosing his 
intensions, he set to seek her

When in following night ‘Chandni’ 
reappeared in the vicinity

Locked were her lips, her eyes 
shrank and dishevelled hair

With her body battered and her 
steps faltering

The entire area was in a strange 
state, a pain and pleasure

Someone rejoiced at her return, 
rest were unwilling to welcome her

Oh Lord! Forgive the turpitudes 
of agitators

Oh Lord! Mend the torn hems all
As the ‘Chandni’ graced the vicin-

ity again, the entire night gleamed 
But alas! ‘The sun’ never bestowed 

upon us again.
The subtle use of symbols elevates 

this poem to a unique dimension. 
'Chandni,' the sufferer, becomes a 
casualty of aggression; subjected 
to torment that erodes her identity 
and individuality. In regions where 
conflict emerges like a dawn and 
dissipates like a capricious cloud 
film, 'Chandni' embodies the pin-
nacle of physical, mental, and psy-
chological trauma—a weight she 
carries throughout her life, akin to 
unsightly blemishes tarnishing the 
once pristine surface of the moon. 
Poet Khayal ingeniously disrupts 
the natural order, bringing the moon 
down to Earth and compelling it to 
bear the weight of human suffer-

ing. This topsy-turvy portrayal of 
a celestial phenomenon serves as a 
poignant metaphor for the anguish 
endured by the victims of power. 
Khayal, with audacious perspective, 
opens the gates of his perceptions, 
presenting the world with the moon 
on Earth and the lamentations that 
replace it, stretching to touch the 
horizons. The meticulously craft-
ed scene of agony not only unveils 
the suffering of 'Chandni' but also 
reflects the poet's own anguish, inti-
mately intertwined with the nearby 
area he calls home. 

The suffering portrayed in the 
poem is multi-dimensional: for 
'Chandni,' it is deeply personal, 
while for the brother, 'the sun,' it 
takes on a universal significance. 
GN Khayal, as a poet, successfully 
conveys the agony of the brother, 
forming the tragic essence of the 
poem. Comparable to a serious short 
story, the poem follows a linear form, 
unfolding like a well-crafted plot. 
The unbearable pain experienced 
by 'the sun' is mentioned briefly, rec-
ognizing the inadequacy of words 
to convey such intense suffering. In 
such moments, poets like Khayal, 
akin to other great literary figures, 
invite readers to feel the experience 
rather than merely describing it 
through the veil of imagery. Khay-
al's voice is sharp and piercing; his 
images in the poem delicately shift 
from the visual to the organic. The 
unrest of 'the sun' carries univer-
sal appeal, impacting the broader 
world. The eclipse of agony faced 
by ‘the sun’ not only consigns the 
regular and punctual sun to obliv-
ion somewhere in the abyss of the 
underworld but also silently imparts 

a message that earthly troubles can 
cast shadows even on the blazing 
sun above the azure sky. The ugly 
spots on the moon and the blazing 
torment of the sun are wonderful-
ly used as contrasts to balance the 
beam of the poem. To maintain such 
equilibrium, Khayal must be given 
a due share.

The relation between two heav-
enly objects has been descried in 
human emotions is yet another strik-
ing feature of the poem. Although 
the two celestial objects that we have 
been watching moving and shining 
over our heads in the poem are per-
sonified as human beings. 

 He was an apple of her eye and 
resided deep in his soul

Quietly, without disclosing his 
intensions, he set to seek her.

The relationship between the 
two is akin to that of a brother and 
a sister. The moon, always in tow 
of her brother 'the sun,' and the 
brother, who unfailingly guides his 
sister when she ventures to the other 
side of the world, greets her every 
morning and cradles her in comfort 
until dusk. This unbreakable cycle 
is abruptly shattered when, unfor-
tunately, a hand reveals the sanctity 
of it all. The brother's heart, once a 
terrific hearth now reduced to ashes, 
compels him to conceal his burn 
marks. The sensitivity and gravity 
of this relationship can only be truly 
felt, and Khayal has brought this 
unbearable pain to Earth, challeng-
ing the celestial world to translate 
human suffering beyond the realms 
of illusions, mirages, and ambigu-
ities.

The entire area was in a strange 
state, a pain and pleasure

Someone rejoiced at her return, 
rest were unwilling to welcome her.

This unforgettable episode 
has other implications, which G. 
N. Khayal has highlighted while 
keeping the social stigma into con-
sideration. The mixed response of 
the people is a diamond cut in the 
mirror, displaying our hypocrisies. 
The return of ‘Chandni’ has exposed 
the very core of our social fiber as 
the choices are divided like our 
faiths and formalities. The lack of 
‘inclusiveness’ has disturbed the 
poet to the extent that he has him-
self being drowned in the current 
of it as 'mixed approach’ is what all 
he has experienced, and as a poet, 
he has dared to register that 'rest 
were unwilling to welcome her’ 
which surely exposes the pigeonhole 
philosophy of ‘exclusive’ school of 
thought.

The architecture of the poem is 
admirable. Additionally, it has lifted 
the texture of the tragic event to a 
satirical note, so this poem is a com-
plete scan of society. The theme of 
the poem has further intensified the 
event to let the human agony be felt 
above the skyline, and G. N. Khayal 
has wonderfully justified the rela-
tionship, the unaddressed cries of a 
conflict zone, and above all, he has 
kept his verses cascading like tears 
to drench every hem.

As the ‘Chandni’ graced the vicin-
ity again, the entire night gleamed 

But alas! ‘The sun’ never bestowed 
upon us again.

Literature

G N Khayal: Architect 
of Poetics Space
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Literature

Saadat Hasan Manto and Kashmir
Ancestral Memory, Diaspora, and Literary Representation

Dr. Mohiudin Zore Kashmiri

“Kashmir is where heaven touch-
es the earth.”

The year 2012 was celebrated 
as “Manto Century” throughout 
the Urdu-speaking world. On this 
occasion, numerous seminars, 
symposiums, literary programmes, 
and theatrical performances were 
organised to commemorate the life 
and work of Saadat Hasan Manto 
(May 1912 – January 1955), one of the 
most influential Urdu short story 
writers. Scholars and critics revis-
ited his writings and unanimously 
acknowledged that Manto occupies a 
foremost position among Urdu short 
story writers of the twentieth centu-
ry. His complete literary works were 
reprinted and published by presti-
gious institutions such as Oxford 
University Press, the National Coun-
cil for Promotion of Urdu Language 
(NCPUL), and Education Publishing 
House, New Delhi.

The present discussion focuses on 
Manto’s relationship with Kashmir. 
Before this study, notable scholars 
such as Dr. Brij Premi and Ghulam 
Nabi Khayal have explored this 
subject from their respective per-
spectives.

Manto himself repeatedly 
asserted that he was Kashmiri 
by origin. According to him, his 
ancestors migrated from Kashmir 
to Punjab several generations ago 
and embraced Islam while living 
in Kashmir. The surname “Manto” 
belongs to a Kashmiri caste that 
exists among both Muslims and 
Hindus, similar to surnames like 
Pandit, Koul, Raina, Bhat, and Dar. 
Several of Manto’s close friends 
including Krishan Chander, Open-
dra Nath Ashk, Asadullah, and Bari 
Sahib have testified that Manto 
always took pride in his Kashmiri 
roots. In Punjab, people often teas-
ingly referred to him as “Hatou” 
(a colloquial term for a Kashmi-
ri). Despite such mockery, Manto 
remained deeply attached to his 
identity.

His friends also recorded that 
whenever Manto encountered a 
Kashmiri in the markets of Punjab, 
he would invite him to his home, 
share meals, and engage in long 
conversations about Kashmir. This 
emotional attachment was also 
shared by his father, Sub-Judge 
Ghulam Hassan, and his wife, Safia 
Begum. The names of Manto’s fore-
fathers and relatives further reflect 
Kashmiri cultural influence, such 
as Abdul Gaffar, Jamaluddin, Abdul 

Gani, Tajmaal, Zoon, and Shah 
Begum.

Ironically, Manto never visited 
Kashmir in his lifetime. During his 
student days at Aligarh Muslim Uni-
versity, he fell ill and was advised 
by doctors to travel to Kashmir for 
recovery. However, on his way he 
was admitted to a sanatorium hos-
pital in Batote. A popular narrative 
possibly fictional claims that Manto 
fell in love with a shepherdess 
during this period. This story has 
created confusion and debate among 
researchers, as there is no historical 
evidence to support it.

Some scholars believe that Manto 
greatly admired the poetry of Peer-
zada Ghulam Ahmad Mahjoor (1887-
1952), the celebrated Kashmiri poet. 
Manto became familiar with Mah-

joor’s poetry through Urdu transla-
tions provided by his friend Naseer 
Ahmad. Moreover, Manto remained 
politically conscious about the Kash-
mir issue. His views are reflected 
in a long letter addressed to Pandit 
Jawaharlal Nehru (1889-1964), 
the then Prime Minister of India. 
Although the letter was never sent, 
it was later published as the preface 
to his novel titled Baghair Unwan 
Ke.

A survey of Manto’s complete 
works reveals that Kashmir appears 
repeatedly as a theme, background, 
or symbolic presence. His stories 
frequently reflect Kashmiri life, 
landscape, labour, and political tur-
moil. Notable examples include Na 
Mukammal Tahreer, Tedhi Lakeer, 
Misri Ki Dali, Tithwal Ka Kutta, 

Aakhri Salute, Sheru, Mazdoori, 
Sahai, Lalteen, Siyah Hashiye, 
Paanch Din, Mosam Ki Shararat, 
and Begu.

In the stories Begu and Paanch 
Din, Manto constructs a fiction-
al narrative in which he suggests 
a youthful romantic involvement 
with a shepherd girl. This claim is 
not factual; rather, it serves a liter-
ary purpose by creating a romanti-
cised image of Kashmir. However, 
in doing so, Manto sometimes fails 
to clearly distinguish between an 
urban, playful woman and a poor 
rural “pahadan” girl. These stories 
should therefore be read as imagi-
native reconstructions rather than 
autobiographical accounts.

From a critical perspective, Man-
to’s Kashmir-related writings can 
be classified as diasporic literature, 
shaped by inherited memory, emo-
tional longing, and cultural dis-
placement. His story Aakhri Salute 
directly addresses the trauma of the 
Indo-Pak Partition and the Kashmir 
conflict of October 1947, reflecting 
the human cost of political decisions.

Manto’s most powerful and intel-
lectually challenging story on Kash-
mir is “Tithwal Ka Kutta” (1951). 
Set in a border village in Kashmir, 
the story symbolically portrays the 
absurdity and cruelty of political 
division. Two brothers are separat-
ed by a newly drawn border, while 
a stray dog moves freely across it. 
Through this allegory, Manto ques-
tions the logic of nationalism and 
borders, suggesting that animals 
enjoy more freedom than humans 
in a divided world. The story shugul 
exposes the exploitation of Kashmiri 
labourers and the suffering of ordi-
nary people caught between rival 
powers.

In stories like Mazdoori and 
Sheru, Manto highlights the harsh 
realities faced by Kashmiri labour-
ers who migrate to Punjab in search 
of work. These labourers endure 
extreme weather, receive inade-
quate wages, and are subjected to 
humiliation and exploitation. The 
difficult life of Kashmiri people in 
mountainous regions, along with 
glimpses of natural beauty, is also 
portrayed in Tedhi Lakeer.

It is indeed unfortunate that 
Manto never witnessed the breath-
taking beauty of Kashmir firsthand 
its Dal Lake, Mughal Gardens, Gul-
marg, Pahalgam, shrines, and cul-
tural heritage sites. As a result, he 
could not fully capture Kashmir’s 
physical splendour and cultural 
richness in his writings. Neverthe-
less, despite this limitation, it is 
evident that Manto maintained a 
deep emotional attachment to his 
ancestral homeland, and this love is 
powerfully reflected throughout his 
literary work.

The writer is an Assistant Pro-
fessor of Urdu in the Department 

of Higher Education JK� He can be 
reached at drzoreurdu@gmail.com
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Re� ection

Shadows and Sunshine : The Dichotomy

Dr. Supriya Shukla

“Kay Sera Sera, whatever will be 
will be

The future's not ours to see…”
This beautiful song rendered by 

Dorris Day in the previous centu-
ry (1956) that became an all- time 
favourite whispers a timeless truth 
: destiny holds the reins more often 
than we admit .

Thomas Hardy known for his 
despondent fatalism voices one 
of his most universal truths that 
, life has a habit of disappointing 
one's fondest hopes .This is the 
central idea of his novel Jude The 
Obscure which embodies a relent-
less confrontation between human 
aspiration and the cold reality of 
circumstances. Thomas Hardy’s 
haunting line captures the essence 
of his much-discussed pessimism — 
his worldview steeped in fatalism. 
Destiny to him was the unseen hand 
weaving the tapestry of our future.

Yet it reveals only half the truth. 
Writing mirrors temperament; the 
personal inevitably seeps into the 
poetic. Hardy’s stoic despair was 
shaped by his own struggles and 
disappointments.

Life often renders us puppets in 
the hands of destiny and the Divine. 
Shakespeare in his poetic strain pon-
ders in the drama King Lear:

"As flies to wanton boys
Are we to the Gods ;
They kill us for their sport"
Hardy's quintessential statement 

says it all,
"Happiness is but an occasion-

al episode in the general drama of 
pain.”

The flaw lies not in life’s hard-
ships but in our obsession with 
them. The tendency to magnify 
pain blinds us to fleeting moments 
of beauty that life still offers.

John Keats, another poet 
acquainted with melancholy, echoes 
a similar sentiment in “Ode on Mel-
ancholy”:

“She dwells with Beauty — 
Beauty that must die;

And Joy, whose hand is ever at 
his lips

Bidding adieu…”
Keats reminds us that sorrow is 

the inevitable shadow of joy. The 
two are inseparable; melancholy 
lives within the temple of Delight. 
To flee from sadness is to flee from 
the fullness of experience itself.

In “Ode on a Grecian Urn,” Keats 
ponders on the impermanence of 
beauty but feels comforted that art 
alone can make it eternal — though 
art, alas, lacks life. This awareness 
of transience wounds the heart, yet 
it also renders every joy more pre-
cious.

Faith restores balance to this 

fragile human spirit. Belief in the 
Supreme — the One who watches 
over us each fleeting second—dis-
solves despair. To surrender to His 
will is not weakness but wisdom, 
for surrender infuses hope where 
reason falters.

Adversities test us, demand-
ing courage, fortitude, and above 
all, equanimity — sambhav, as 
expressed in Sanskrit. The art of 
staying balanced amid chaos is not 
easily achieved, yet it alone allows 
us to perceive suffering as transient 
and a reminder that this too shall 
pass.

Meditation, that sacred inward 
journey, strengthens this inner still-
ness and helps us face turmoil with 
composure. Spiritual masters across 
faiths have extolled it as the surest 
path to peace and salvation.

In contrast to Hardy’s gloom or 
Keats’s wistful melancholy, Robert 
Browning radiates optimism:

"Grow old along with me
The best is yet to be.”
Browning’s buoyant philosophy 

reminds us that life’s twilight years 
need not bring despondency. Rather, 
they can be illuminated by purpose 
and fulfilment . Age, in his world, is 
merely a number; the mind's vitali-
ty defines youth. Once the burdens 
of duty lighten, life offers new free-
dom— a chance to rediscover dor-
mant passions and hidden talents. 
These pursuits lend fresh meaning 
to existence.

Alfred Lord Tennyson shared this 
conviction. In “Ulysses,” his aged 
hero declares:

“I will drink
Life to the lees.”
For Tennyson, to live fully is an 

act of courage — to shine in use, not 
rust in idleness. His lines,

“How dull it is to pause, to make 
an end,

To rust unburnish’d , not to shine 
in use !” celebrate vitality and resil-
ience. His verses breathe an unwav-
ering optimism that life, at any 
stage, holds promise and purpose.

Thus, within the same era, we 
witness strikingly different tem-
peraments — Hardy’s bleak fatal-
ism, Keats’s reflective melancholy, 
Browning’s robust hope, and Ten-
nyson’s noble defiance. Each view 
springs from personal sensibility. 
The contrast between despair and 
hope — between shadows and sun-
shine — mirrors the eternal duality 
of existence.

For us this balance finds deeper 
grounding in our belief in the doc-
trine of cause and effect which 
explains much of life’s unfolding. 
Destiny plays its role, but so do our 
deeds. Disappointment, betrayal, 
and hurt often stir cynicism, yet 
faith in divine justice steadies us. 
When circumstances spiral beyond 
control, the Redeemer becomes our 
guiding light.

Still, spirituality does not absolve 
us of responsibility. We must learn 

to govern our reactions — to let go of 
bitterness and move forward. Cling-
ing to grief only tightens the chains 
that bind us. Liberation begins with 
acceptance — with the conviction 
that God’s grace never ceases to 
flow.

To view joy and sorrow as two 
sides of the same coin is to embrace 
life in its wholeness. As Shelley 
beautifully assures us in “Ode to the 
West Wind”:

“If winter comes, can Spring be 
far behind ?”

A line suffused with the warmth 
of hope, reminding us that despair 
always carries within it the seed of 
renewal. Faith, courage, and detach-
ment together sustain us.

We have the right to perform 
actions , but not to the fruits thereof.

When we live by this truth, nei-
ther sorrow overwhelms nor suc-
cess intoxicates. Then life — in all 
its contradictions, its shadows and 
sunshine — becomes a symphony of 
balance, beauty, and grace.

(Dr Supriya Shukla is a retired 
Principal and former Head of the 
Department of English at VSSD 
College, Kanpur. A gold medallist 
in English with a doctorate. She is a 
freelance writer and blogger, empan-
elled with The Times of India and 
The Sentinel. A trained vocalist 
and an avid traveller, Dr Shukla is 
a regular columnist with LitStream 
and also serves as a member of its 
Advisory Board.)
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Short Story

Childless Julys

Dr Tanmoy Bhattacharje

Gorgeous was the marriage of 
Deepak and Rinita. Guests thronged 
the occasion, the flute sang like a 
spring breeze, laughter melted into 
whispers, gossip travelled from B. 
Garden to Benaras, and lights shim-
mered like fireflies in a dark bush. 
When the drama ended, the couple 
settled into their new life, happily 
ever after.

It was July. Clouds hung heavy 
across the afternoon sky, rumbling 
and groaning, while rain pattered 
incessantly, drowning all other 
sounds. In the Roychoudhurys’ 
modest kitchen, a flickering oil-lamp 
glowed. The brass cauldron hissed 
as ghee met hot metal, and flour 
swelled into golden luchis.

“Tikku, fetch two plates quickly— 
Dadababu is back!” cried Shantima-
si, the tireless maid and manager of 
the household. Tikku yawned, reply-
ing, “ Didimoni returned at noon.” 
Surprised, Shantimasi muttered 
while finishing her potato curry, 
“She never comes home so early… 
what’s up?” Tikku explained, “A 
splitting headache. She left school 
early.”

Shantimasi sighed, lamenting 
the damp, dull weather that often 
left Rinita unwell. Tikku, used to 
her endless chatter, slipped away 
upstairs, past the silent mosaic 
corridor, and stopped before a red 
curtain.

“Tap, tap, tap… I’ve brought 
luchis and curry,” she said, step-
ping into the dim room. “It’s so dark, 
nothing in order, and the electric-
ity—” Her words faded as Rinita, 
lying weakly on the bed, beckoned 
her closer.

“Where is Dadababu, Didimoni?” 
Tikku whispered, but Rinita raised 
a hand, silencing her. Tikku placed 
the plates down, drawn toward her 
sister’s frail figure.

“Tikku,” came Rinita’s dull, pain-
ful voice, “if… if…”

Deepak, a mediocre graduate 
from Scottish Church College, Kol-
kata, was fortunate to secure a job 
at the Life Insurance Corporation of 
India. The only son of his parents, he 
grew up under their constant sacri-
fices and his father’s endless tales of 
the Roychoudhury lineage—stories 
that no longer interested anyone.

Now, standing on his own feet, 
Deepak faced the daunting prospect 
of marriage, a serious affair in a 
Bengali household. Matchmakers, 
relatives, friends, matrimonials—all 
were explored, yet months passed 
and he remained the “unique eligi-
ble bachelor.” His parents, cautious 
and deliberate, rejected many pro-
posals until one November morning 
a photograph arrived.

The girl, though not fair, belonged 
to the respected Chakravarty family 
of Shyambazar. An M.A. in English 
from Calcutta University, she was 
passionate about poetry and creative 
writing. With no dowry demands 
and a school job nearly secured, the 
match seemed ideal.

Courtship followed. An SMS from 
Deepak to Rinita read: “Rinnnnnnn-
ni…my heart…sorry re baba…heavy 
workload.” She replied curtly, “You 
are concerned about everything but 
me.” Deepak pleaded, “I’m sorry one 
hundred times, two hundred times, 
three hundred times…please don’t 
refuse me.”

She relented on one condition: he 
must buy her My Stories, translated 
by Sanjukta Dasgupta. Their playful 
banter continued—arguments over 
words like “euphemism,” teasing 
about intelligence, and promises of 
meetings postponed until the book 
was bought.

Those were days and nights of 
courtship—intoxicating, incoher-
ent, yet deeply important. As E.E. 
Cummings wrote: “I carry your 
heart (I carry it in my heart).”

Tajpur M.N. Roy Institution, a 
reputed higher-secondary school 
in Amta, lies some 45 kilometers 
from Howrah Station. This is where 
Rinita has been teaching since 2009, 
a year after her marriage and her 
success in the State School Service 
exam.

Though the journey from her 

Bansdroni home is long and tiring, 
she embraced the posting with joy. 
Life then was steeped in poetry—of 
love, hope, and happiness.

Her students became her anchor. 
Their warmth reminded her of To 
Sir, With Love, teaching her that life 
was not always seamless poetry, but 
she could weave her own verses into 
its garland. Each class felt like writ-
ing a poem, each act a joyful line.

She rose early, left behind her 
husband’s embrace, cooked break-
fast, tied her hair into a neat bun, 
ate hurriedly, and embarked on the 
odyssey of metro, buses, and autos. 
Along the Damodar River, the rush-
ing green reminded her of Judith 
Wright’s “Hunting Snake,” filling 
her with wonder she shared with her 
learners.

In rural Bengal, English still 
carried the aura of an unattainable 
Eldorado, feared more than loved. 
This fear created a gulf between 
teacher and taught, especially in 
poetry. Rinita, however, came, saw, 
and conquered.

From her first week, she sensed 
something amiss—poetry was 
taught by force, reserved for front-
benchers, leaving others alienated. 
She rebelled against this notion, 
insisting that poetry was simply 
the free expression of powerful feel-
ings: the release of a bird into the 
sky, rushing to help an old woman 
cross the road, or quenching thirst 
in midsummer heat.

To break barriers, she began 
her classes with Buddhadev Basu’s 
simile from “Pandulipi”: “Je gaite 
pare/ tar gala beye jamon othe 
gaan…” [The way music springs 
from one who can sing.]

She contrasted meaningless jin-
gles— “You are flower, I am kite/ 
You are shower, I am Knight”—with 
nursery rhymes like Jack and Jill 
or Humpty-Dumpty, showing the 
difference between rhyme without 
meaning and rhyme with meaning.

Step by step, marvel to marvel, 
she led her students into the realm of 
poetry, not as a burden but as a joy.

The marriage was solemnized 
in July. The next year she joined 
school—again in July. Five more 
Julys came and went, heavy with 
rain and cloud, signifying nothing. 
Could poetry ever be born of noth-
ing? Rinita believed it could.

She longed to see life as a river 
of poetry, herself and Deepak afloat 
in a little boat. Yet after six years 
of marriage, the boat had no desti-
nation. They remained childless, 
drifting in uncertainty.

Disbelief clouded Deepak’s eyes, 
disapproval filled her in-laws. From 
one infertility clinic to another, 
from Hyderabad to CMC, from tem-
ples in Champahati to Birshibpur, 
they searched for answers.

Gradually, Deepak began to sus-
pect Rinita’s devotion to poetry was 
a barrier. One night he lashed out: 
“I never see regret in you… how 
can two lines of poetry replace our 
child?”

Deepak had never read poems, 
though Rinita once shared Navani-
ta Dev Sen’s “Parabhrito” with him. 
He dismissed it, insisting childbirth 
alone mattered, tales exaggerated, 
reality was different. That lack 
of sympathy later hardened into 
taunts, and he drifted away—like 
fading music, like a poem without 
content.

When medical reports revealed 
Deepak’s inadequacy, his family 
refused to accept them, blaming 
Rinita instead. Even at school, when 
she cared for an injured child, a 
cruel voice mocked: “See how poetry 
heals—Rinita madam’s brainchild.”

That July morning, rain poured 
endlessly. Rinita left school without 
a word, returned home, and through 
streaming eyes saw not Tikku, the 
errand boy, but July itself entering 
her room. Clouds gathered around 
her sorrow, and she felt like sing-
ing Tagore: “Srabaner dharar moto 
poruk jhore, poruk jhore”—let it 
keep pouring, endlessly.

(Dr Tanmoy Bha� acharjee, Assis-
tant Professor of English at Women’s 
Christian College, Kolkata, and Post-
doctoral Fellow at Lincoln University 
College, Malaysia, is author of Saro-
jini Naidu: Sufi  and Bhakti Infl uence. 

Editor of Understanding Environ-
ment and Eco-Tales of India, he is 
translating SabarKatha under the 
Rupkatha Project in collaboration 

with ULB, Belgium, and co-editing As 
Leaves Rustle for Spadina Literary 

Review, Canada.)
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Environment and Ecology

Gilsar Lake: When the Lake of 
Moorhens Began to Forget Itself

Abid Ali Mir

Names often preserve what 
history forgets. Gilsar is 
a compound of two words: 

“Gil,” meaning moorhen—a water 
bird once abundant here—and 
“Sar,” meaning lake. Gilsar, quite 
literally, means the Lake of Moor-
hens. The name itself is a quiet 
archive of a time when birds 
thrived, waters were clean, and 
nature coexisted seamlessly with 
human life.

Located near Gil Kadal in Sri-
nagar, Gilsar Lake was once an 
essential part of Kashmir’s eco-
logical and cultural landscape. It 
was not merely a water body; it 
was a source of drinking water, 
livelihood, memory, and identity. 
Today, it stands at the edge of disap-
pearance—polluted, neglected, and 
fading from public concern.

For decades, Gilsar’s waters were 
clear enough to drink. Residents 
fetched water in earthen pots, and 
children learned to swim along its 
banks. Elderly locals recall that if 
a coin was dropped into the lake, it 
could be seen resting clearly at the 
bottom. Moorhens, fish, and other 
wetland species flourished, making 
the lake a thriving ecosystem rather 
than a stagnant pool.

“This is a historical lake. Birds, 
fish, and aquatic life once thrived 
here. Now, it is in a very poor con-
dition,” says one elder, summing 
up what generations of residents 
remember vividly. Gilsar also 
functioned as a social space—where 
conversations unfolded, traditions 
were lived, and generations formed 
an intimate relationship with water.

Ecologically, Gilsar Lake has 
never existed in isolation. It is 
hydrologically connected to Khu-
shal Sar Lake, and together these 
water bodies form part of a larger 
wetland chain. Through Nallah 
Amir Khan, this system links to 
Anchar Lake, which ultimately 
feeds into the River Jhelum. This 
interconnected network once 
ensured natural water circulation, 
biodiversity movement, and ecolog-
ical resilience.

“Some partial cleaning was done 
by government departments earli-
er, but the real problem remains—
untreated drainage from nearby 
houses flows directly into the lake,” 
notes a long-time resident. The 
breakdown of one lake, therefore, 
impacts the entire chain. Pollution 
entering Gilsar does not stop at its 

banks—it travels, multiplies, and 
affects downstream ecosystems.

Today, the Lake of Moorhens tells 
a different story. Plastic waste, poly-
thene bags, sewage discharge, and 
unchecked dumping have trans-
formed Gilsar into a polluted and 
stagnant water body. Encroach-
ments have narrowed its expanse, 
while administrative indifference 
has allowed degradation to continue 
unchecked.

“Drainage water, encroach-
ments, and unplanned construction 
have polluted the lake so badly that 
it has lost its true identity as a lake,” 
says a local resident, emphasizing 
the ecological and cultural loss. 
The moorhen, the bird that gave the 
lake its name, is now rarely seen. Its 
absence is symbolic—an ecological 
indicator of a system pushed beyond 
balance.

Environmental neglect does not 
remain confined to nature. Pollut-
ed lakes pose serious health risks 
to nearby communities, contami-
nate groundwater, and increase the 
likelihood of waterborne diseases. 
“Today, people try to stay away 
from Gilsar Lake because of the 
foul smell. It can make you sick. The 
lake is badly devastated,” one elder 

warns. What was once a life-giving 
resource now threatens the well-be-
ing of those living closest to it.

Gilsar’s decline exposes a broader 
failure of governance, planning, and 
accountability—where wetlands are 
treated as wastelands rather than 
vital ecological assets. In recent 
years, local voices—filmmakers, 
storytellers, and residents—have 
begun documenting Gilsar’s condi-
tion through interviews, short doc-
umentaries, and visual narratives. 
These efforts are acts of resistance 
against forgetting.

Elderly residents serve as living 
archives, reminding us that Gilsar’s 
restoration is not a fantasy but a 
return to a lived reality. “During the 
COVID-19 period, we started crowd-
funding and went door to door to 
clean Gilsar Lake ourselves. Later, 
government officials visited the 
site, but the work done was far less 
than what the lake truly deserved,” 
recounts another resident, high-
lighting both the community’s 
efforts and official shortcomings.

Restoring Gilsar Lake is critical 
for wetland biodiversity, including 
moorhens and migratory birds; 
groundwater recharge and flood 
moderation; climate resilience in 

an increasingly fragile Kashmir; 
and cultural memory and commu-
nity identity. “You can still see birds 
here, but their numbers are declin-
ing every day. If we continue to 
neglect this lake, it will no longer be 
able to protect resident or migratory 
birds,” a local elder warns. Saving 
Gilsar is not about nostalgia—it is 
about survival.

If neglect continues, Gilsar may 
survive only as a name. Yet that 
name—the Lake of Moorhens—still 
carries a warning and a promise. 
With scientific restoration, strict 
pollution control, and genuine 
community participation, Gilsar 
can still be revived. “If this issue is 
taken seriously and given constant 
attention, Gilsar Lake can still be 
restored,” an elder concludes.

The question is not whether 
Gilsar can be saved.

The question is whether we will 
act before memory becomes obitu-
ary.

(The writer is an author of "A War 
Already Lost" and several micro fi c-
tions. He is a columnist, occasional 
poet, and environmental advocate 

focusing on social issues and Islam-
ic fi nance. Padma Shree Nominated, 

2023.)
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Poetry Corner

When the Mirror Breaks

Zulfi qar Naqvi 

People feign holiness,
wear borrowed wings—
oh my God.
Yet beneath the halo
they are beasts,
they are hypocrites.
A dog does not deceive you,
nor does a snake;
they remain what they are,
and their nature is known.
But who can recognize
the snake or the dog
when it walks clothed as a 

man?
If, by the faintest chance,
such a man comes face to face
with himself in a mirror,
what follows?
He cries out.
He barks.
He flings stones at the glass,
until it shatters into countless 

shards,
each fragment enlarging his 

truth.
He sets his house ablaze;
not with fire,
but with noise,
with rage hurled at others
in every direction.
You will never feel
the torment of this man
dying while still alive.
Oh my God.

(Zulfi qar Naqvi  is a prolifi c 
Urdu poet and former announc-

er with All India Radio. He has 
served as the Chief Editor of 

Insight Weekly and is the Found-
er-President of Muntaha-e-Fikr, 
an international literary organ-

isation. He is a retired Principal 
of the School Education Depart-

ment, Jammu & Kashmir.)

EVENTIDE
Rafi ya Sayeed 

Fiery rays of the sunset are 
all spread,

the sky is bathed in orange 
paint.

Light fades in and out through 
trees,

cacophony of the day is dead.
Like a fading ember, sparks 

of the sun 
fill my compound with flutter-

ing bats.
The sooty sky has new artists
spotty half moon is juggling 

tiny Pentagons.
(Rafi ya Sayeed is a writer 

and educator from Kashmir. She 
writes poetry, essays and review 
works. She is inspired by nature 

and simple life experiences to 
write her verses. Her work has 

been featured in various anthol-
ogies, newspapers and online 

literary magazines.)

MARCHING TOWARDS JUNGLE

Perwaiz Shaharyar 

We are marching towards the 
Jungle
Where only one rule is rampant
Stronger eats the flesh of weaker
Where the might is right
We are marching towards the 
darkness
Where stronger kill whoever 
comes on their way
Where treasure is more valuable 
than tears
Where blood quenches thirst of 
the monsters
Where blood is cheaper than 
water
Where honesty is disability
Where compassion is futile
Where empathy is foolishness
Where tolerance is fragile
We are marching towards 
ancient cannibalism
Where arms make a man pow-
erful
Where arrow and bow decide the 
destiny
Where sword is mightier than 
a pen
We are marching towards beasts 
den
Knock at on your own risk
Knock out round is being played
Where ringmaster tame the lions
Where monkey rides a bicycle
Where elephant is compelled to 
play a football
We are marching towards Circus
Beautiful girls are helpless to 
flaunt their long -long legs
Where a man becomes Clown to 
earn the breads
We are passing through such 
democratic farce
The whole world rests at the 
verge of devastation
We are witnessing smokes, fires 
and tears
Where human blood is soaking 
in dust of rubbles
Where innocent civilians are 
killed by guns
Where security forces are the 
biggest obstacles
In the way of peaceful protests
We are marching towards the 
world war three
Where even the heads of states 
are not free
Dictators are roaming out like 
zombies
Where afraid public are targeted 
at their spree
 A few human beings turned to 
behaving like beasts
Whereas, our so called civilisa-
tions are at theirs peaks
Alas!
We are marching towards Jungle
We are behaving like truly beasts

(Dr Perwaiz Shaharyar is a 
distinguished multilingual poet, 
critic and short story writer and 

consultant editor NCERT, New 
Delhi, India

A Wish That Wouldn't Die

Imran Yousuf 
I
Look through my eyes,
through the hollow of my soul,
and see the ruins I have walked 
through
all these years.
II
Hold my hand for a while,
feel the weight of what it carried.
Know how hard it was for Farhad
to carve stairs out of a mountain
with nothing but a chisel and love.
III
Look through the shattered 
window of my room.
See how many seasons I have 
waited
on its cold sill
for one glimpse of you.
IV
Enter my heart once more.
See how broken it has been,
how I longed in silence,
how I wept in the corner
like Adam exiled for decades.
V
Know this,
there was never a moment
I wasn’t on edge,
wanting to scream,
to let the world know
I was suffocating
when my voice could not reach 
you.
VI
I know you will never know.
I know you will never come.
This is a separation without mea-
sure.
Still, it remains
a wish unfulfilled,
echoing through the walls of Tar-
tarus,
waiting for resurrection.

(Imran Yousuf is a poet, writer, 
columnist, and translator from 

Kashmir. His poems and transla-
tions have appeared in leading 
literary magazines and interna-

tional anthologies, and he has 
co-authored over 30 collections. 

He is well known for his acclaimed 
series on Kashmir’s Sufi  poets, 

now being compiled into a book.)

Tidings of Hope  

Maria Kolovou Roumelioti

Time has its turns and always 
makes circles

And even if the sowing, the 
plow, the sickle were forgotten:

The  haystacks guard the seed!

The season will come again in 
this caravan

Where the sky will rain,
the soil will be watered
And the days as a reward
will have the sun as shield!...
From the Earth, Demeter's 

doughter is nurtured
In the womb's warm allure-

ments
and the place sprouts
As Pluto fulfills Persephone's 

desire!
(Maria Kolovou Roumelioti Is a 

poet from Greece whose poems 
are published global anthologies 

and journals as well )

The Milky Way 

Mostafa Moin 
Everything is a Poem
Some poems are   for  Class Two,
Some  for Class Seven,
Some just  Tenth Grade,
Some are meant for the  Twelfth—
Some poems are the shimmer of 
noon sunlight
 spread across the horizon.
Some poems are dusk,
Some poems travel with the constel-
lations to distant planets.
The Cosmic Milky Way  of the  solar 
system,
The sunrise,
The blade of the plough,
The blushing bride ,
The sap-filled breast of the shaal 
tree,
The forest of trees  and flowers,
the Mother of Harvests,
The paddy planter grows 
white rice out of dreams transcend-
ing  death.
Some poems float on the endless 
sea—
Behula and Lakhindar!
Some poems are institutional theses,
Postgraduate works,
Some poems create eras.
Some poems hold time itself—
telling  the millennium tales of  life,
to compose the songs of humanity
In the world of creation.
The sounds of poetry spread all over 
the creation,
The visible light of the soul.
Through love they become Rumi, 
Lalon Fakir,
Tagore, Nazrul, Hasan Raja.
Some belong to the tribe of birds—
Having flight across the world, 
dismantling  all boundaries.
Some are Valmikis of poetry.
Not everyone can be  a poet—
Some poets  draw lines and stay 
trapped inside their circles,
Behind the dark,
 closed doors and bolted  shutters .

(Mostafa Moin is an eminent Ben-
gali poet and Multi Awardee author 

of a number of poetic volumes “Bam 
Hate Samudra Thelechi” etc and reg-
ular contributor to global magazines 

and newspaper�)
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