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Hamidi Kashmiri:
A Critical Study of Select Poems

Professor Muhammad Aslam

The Poet
Born on 9 January 1932 as Habibullah at Bohuri
Kadal, a downtown area, in Srinagar, Kashmir,
Hamidi Kashmiri (his nom de plume) was a legend
of his time. As a poet, critic and fiction writer, he
has left an indelible mark on the Urdu literary
landscape in the subcontinent and abroad, wher-
ever Urdu is used. He had an illustrious career
as a member of the teaching faculty, rising to
the level of Vice Chancellor at the University
of Kashmir during a very turbulent time. My
acquaintance with him goes back to 1992, when
I was appointed as a Reader (what is now called
Associate Professor) during his tenure. We later
became friends; he often asked me to translate
his book on criticism, which, unfortunately, I
couldn’t do. He was the first Sheikh-ul- Aalam
Chair that eventually culminated into Markaz-
e-Noor at Kashmir University. Professor Hamidi
passed away on 27 December 2018 at his residence
at Shalimar, Srinagar. He has authored scores
of books, most of them are listed in the WORD
CLOUD.
I have selected his poems from rekhta.org.
@
yeh chalti phirti si lashein shumaar karne ko
bohat hai kaam sar-e-rahguzaar karne ko
guzar rahe hain ba-ajlat bahaar ke ayyam
pada hai rakht-e-badan taar taar karne ko
gale ki simt mere apne haath badhte hain
raha hi kya hai bhala aitbaar karne ko
badan ko chaat liya hai siyah kaayi ne
abhi toh kitne samandar hain paar karne ko
abhi se chaand sitaron ki aankhein pathrayi
padi hai raat abhi intezaar karne ko
samajh mein aa na saki yeh ada gulaabon ki
chaman mein aate hain seena- figaar karne ko
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These walking, breathing corpses are
more than enough

To keep us busy, tallying the dead along
the road.

Spring’s days are slipping past in frantic
haste,
000 ©
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While garments of the body lie, torn apart,
to shred.

My own hands rise instinctively toward
my throat—

What trust is left, worth placing any-
where?

Black moss has licked the body clean of
life;

And still, how many seas remain to cross?

Already, the eyes of moon and stars have
turned to stone;

The night still lies ahead, waiting to be
endured.

I could not grasp this habit of the roses—

They come into the garden only to wound
the heart.

Critical Appreciation

This poem is a clear meditation on moral
exhaustion, existential dread, and collective
decay, rendered through haunting corporeal
imagery. The speaker inhabits a world where
life has thinned to mere survival: humans are
reduced to “walking corpses,” motion without
vitality, presence without meaning. This open-
ing metaphor immediately establishes a land-
scape of spiritual death rather than physical
annihilation. This opening recalls Derek Wal-
cott’s portrayal of Africa in ‘A Far Cry From
Africa’:

A wind is ruffling the tawny pelt

Of Africa. Kikuyu, quick as flies,

Batten upon the bloodstreams of the veldt.

Corpses are scattered through a paradise.

Only the worm, colonel of carrion, cries:

“Waste no compassion on these separate
dead!”

Statistics justify and scholars seize

The salients of colonial policy.

What is that to the white child hacked
in bed?

To savages, expendable as Jews?

“Corpses are scattered through a paradise”
is a horrifying picture of an otherwise peaceful
place, and people have become so inhuman as to
“[w]aste no compassion these separate dead.” In
Hamidi’s poem, the “breathing corpses are more
than enough for tallying the dead on the road”.

In the third line, time—traditionally a source
of renewal—is rendered hostile. Spring—symbol
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of rebirth—passes “in frantic haste,” while the
human body is left stripped and torn. The con-
trast exposes a bitter irony: nature renews itself
indifferently while human meaning collapses.
Renewal exists, but not for us.

The gesture of the speaker’s hands reaching
toward their own throat is especially powerful.
It suggests not only self-destruction but the inter-
nalization of violence—a world so devoid of trust
that danger no longer needs an external enemy.
Suspicion has turned inward.

“How many seas remain to cross?” tradition-
ally implies journey or hope, but here it becomes
a measure of exhaustion. The body is already
corroded by “black moss,” an image of slow, suf-
focating decay, making the remaining journey
feel cruelly excessive.

Cosmic witnesses—the moon and stars—are
stripped of romanticism. Their “stoned eyes”
imply indifference, paralysis, or judgment
without mercy. The night, far from sheltering,
is something to be waited out, endured rather
than lived.

The final image of roses arriving in the garden
“to wound the heart” subverts classical poetic
convention. Beauty is no longer consoling; it is
complicit. Even flowers participate in injury.
This inversion completes the poem’s grim thesis:
nothing remains innocent—not nature, not
beauty, not the self.

It is interesting to note that TS Eliot also
lamented the loss of morality and spiritual void
in the modern world in Waste Land. The long
poem “reflects the utter barrenness of the human
condition that caused a spiritual fog in the post-
World War world. Eliot reckoned that such deg-
radation borne of lust, greed and anger would
lead to a state of annihilation”. He said:

April is the cruelest month, breeding
Lilacs out of the dead land, mixing
Memory and desire, stirring

Dull roots with spring rain.

What are the roots that clutch, what
branches grow

Out of this stony rubbish? Son of man,

You cannot say, or guess, for you know
only

A heap of broken images, where the sun

CONT. ON PAGE 3
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beats,

And the dead tree gives no shelter, the
cricket no relief,

And the dry stone no sound of water.

William Wordsworth (1770-1850) found Nature
and Man in confrontation with each other and
lamented in ‘Lines Written in Early Spring’:

The budding twigs spread out their fan,

To catch the breezy air;

And I must think, do all I can,

That there was pleasure there.

If this belief from heaven be sent,

If such be Nature’s holy plan,

Have I not reason to lament

What man has made of man?

The Chillian poet, Pablo Neruda, also laments
the loss of spirituality in ‘Keeping Quiet’ in this
way:

Now we will count to twelve

and we will all keep still

for once on the face of the earth,

let’s not speak in any language;

let’s stop for a second,

and not move our arms so much.

It would be an exotic moment

without rush, without engines;

we would all be together

in a sudden strangeness.

Fishermen in the cold sea

would not harm whales

and the man gathering salt

would not look at his hurt hands.

Those who prepare green wars,

wars with gas, wars with fire,

victories with no survivors,

would put on clean clothes

and walk about with their brothers

in the shade, doing nothing.

What I want should not be confused

with total inactivity.

Life is what it is about;

I want no truck with death.

If we were not so single-minded

about keeping our lives moving,

and for once could do nothing,

perhaps a huge silence

might interrupt this sadness

of never understanding ourselves

and of threatening ourselves with death.

Perhaps the earth can teach us

as when everything seems dead

and later proves to be alive.

Now I'll count up to twelve

and you keep quiet and I will go.

The poem “is a passionate plea for universal
peace, introspection, and environmental har-
mony by urging humanity to stop all activity,
language, and movement for a brief moment. By
counting to twelve and embracing stillness, the
poem argues we can escape destructive, self-ab-
sorbed lives and understand ourselves.”

(2)

aaye mashriq se shahsawar bahut

kis ko tha un ka intezar bahut

qafilon ki koi khabar si nahin

door uthta raha ghubaar bahut

subah hone tak us ne jaan na di

umr bhar tha khud-ikhtiyar bahut

Dphir koi saniha hua hoga

mehrban kyun hain gham-gusar bahut

kyun hai har zarra karbala manzar

hai humein un pe aitbar bahut

ho gayi sab ke aage ruswai

kis hunar par tha iftikhar bahut

(2) Translation

Riders arrived from the East in a sweep-
ing tide,

Yet who had waited for them—who had
sighed?

No word came from the passing caravans,

Only distant clouds of dust, rising wide.

Till dawn, he clung to life, would not let
000 ©
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go,

Throughout his years, he claimed full will
and pride.

Some other tragedy must have struck the
land—

Why else do mourners smile, so gen-
tle-eyed?

Why does each particle resemble Karba-
1a’s plain?

On these same hands, we once placed
boundless trust.

Disgrace stood naked before every face—

What art was it, we boasted of with such
pride?

Critical Appreciation

This poem is a compressed elegy of disillusion-
ment, drawing its emotional power from ambi-
guity, irony, and historical symbolism. Though
the language is restrained, the grief it carries is
expansive.

The opening image of “Riders from the East”
immediately suggests invasion, upheaval, or
ideological arrival. The question that follows—
who was waiting for them?—undermines any
notion of welcome or destiny, establishing a tone
of scepticism. The poet refuses heroic framing;
arrival here is empty, unanticipated, and omi-
nous.

The “East” is considered special for its archi-
tecture, spirituality, and history. It is also asso-
ciated with the rising sun, symbolizing new
beginnings, growth, prosperity, and health. It is
often considered the “direction of the gods” or
the source of light. Its key features are:

1Dispelling darkness, improving mood and
enhancing mental clarity.

2East-facing rooms are favoured for medita-
tion and positive energy.

3Historically, it is regarded as the source of
civilisation, the ‘Orient’ or cradle of spiritual
wisdom.

41t is considered a ‘rendezvous of multiple
communities and diverse biodiversity.

Hamidi Kashmiri is perhaps referring to the
spiritual teachers or saints who came from what
was, in ancient times, called Fars (modern-day
Iran), known for great saints and poets like Hafiz,
Saadi, and many more.

The recurring image of dust rising in the dis-
tance, in the poem, is especially effective. Dust
replaces news, certainty, and meaning. It sug-
gests chaos without clarity—movement with-
out purpose—mirroring societies where events
unfold but understanding never arrives.

One of the poem’s sharpest ironies lies in the
line about free will: a man who lived believing
himself autonomous cannot even choose the
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moment of his death. This is a quiet but devas-
tating commentary on human illusion—particu-
larly political or moral self-confidence.

The sudden turn toward Karbala deepens the
poem’s resonance. Karbala (a place in Iraq where
the Prophet’s grandson, Imam Hussain, was mar-
tyred in 680 CE) is not invoked sentimentally
but existentially: Every particle of existence has
become a site of moral trial. This universaliza-
tion of Karbala transforms it from a historical
tragedy into a living condition—an ongoing
betrayal of trust, sacrifice, and truth.

“Karbala” is a motif for atrocities, inhuman
treatment, and the Kkilling of innocents. The
family of Hussain, a grandson of the Prophet,
suffered enormously at Karbala before most of
them, excluding children and women, were mar-
tyred. Since then, any tragedy that consumes
human lives is associated with that event. Hence,
“Karbala manzar” (scene like Karbala) in the
poem.

The final couplet seals the poem’s critique.
Public disgrace replaces pride, and the poet
asks what skill or virtue was ever worth such
arrogance. The question lingers unanswered,
leaving the reader with moral unease rather than
resolution.

(6))

yeh ab ke kaisi mushkil ho gayi hai
Bhatakti mauj sahil ho gayi hai
Muyassar qurbatein ab bhi hain lekin
Koi deewar haail ho gayi hai

Hai hafiz ab Khuda hi vaadiyon ka
Bala-e-koh nazil ho gayi hai

Kahin koi sitara bujh gaya hai
Shikasta rang-e-mehfil ho gayi hai
Usi se kar lo andaza safar ka
Rareeb aa door manzil ho gayi hai
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(3) Translation

How strangely difficult this moment has
become—

The wandering wave has turned into a
shore.

Nearness is still granted, yes, it lingers on,

Yet some unseen wall now stands between
us.
God alone is the guardian of the valleys
now.

A calamity has descended from the moun-
tains.

Somewhere, a star has quietly gone dark,

And the gathering has faded into broken
hues.

From this alone, measure the nature of
the journey:

The destination seems near—yet grows

CONT. ON PAGE 4
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ever more distant.

Critical Appreciation

I believe this poem is an elegy on the situa-
tion that prevailed in Kashmir in the 1990s and
2000s of the last century. Our society fell apart.
The “closeness” (qurbatain) existed, but people
hardly came close to one another. “The calamity
descended from the mountains” refers to the way
mountainous paths were used for infiltration
into the valley: “God alone is the guardian of
the valleys now.” Hamidi was a witness to “[s]
omewhere, a star has quietly gone dark”. The
gullible considered “[t]he destination” so near,
yet every passing day made it “more distant”
and unachievable. Our situation was like that
of Naseer Turabi when he heard about the fall
of Dhaka:

woh hum-safar tha magar us se hum-nawai
na thee

ke dhoop-chhaon ka aalam raha, judai na thee

na apna ranj, na auron ka dukh, na tera malal

shab-e-firaq kabhee hum ne yun ganwa’ee na
thee

muhabbaton ka safar is tarah bhee guzra tha

shikasta-dil the musafir, shikasta-pa’ee na thee

adawatein theen, taghaful tha, ranjishen theen
bahut

bichharne wale mein sab kuch tha, be-wafa’ee
na thee

bichharte waqt un ankhon mein thee hamaree
ghazal

ghazal bhee woh jo kisee ko abhee sunaee na
thee

kisey pukar raha tha woh doobta hua din

sada to a’ee thee lekin ko’ee duha’ee na thee

kabhee yeh hal ke dono mein yak-dilee thee
bahut

kabhee yeh mar ala jaise ke ashna’ee na thee

ajeeb hotee hai rah-e-sukhan bhee dekh naseer

waha bhee a gaye akhir, jaha rasaee na thee

He walked beside me, yet no harmony was
there;

The world stayed caught in sun and
shade—no parting was there.

No private grief, no borrowed pain, no
trace of you,

The night of separation passed—we wasted
none there.

The journey of our love went on in strang-
er ways:

Our hearts were broken, travellers with
no limp there.

There were hostilities, neglect, so many
wounds,

Yet in the one who left, no faithless whim
was there.

At parting, in those eyes, our ghazal lived
on—

A ghazal still unsung, unheard by anyone
there.

Whom did the drowning day cry out to
as it fell?

A call was heard, but no one came, no plea
there.

At times, such unity—our hearts were one
indeed;

At times, it felt as if no kinship had been
there.

Strange is the road of speech itself—O
Nasir, see:

At last, we reached the place where no
access was there.

Hamidi’s poem is a controlled meditation on
alienation, disrupted intimacy, and the irony
of distance. Its power lies not in lament but in
restraint: subtle metaphors transform private
experience into a shared condition.

The opening couplet establishes a paradox—a
wandering wave turned into a shore. Motion
congeals into stasis; arrival signals loss rather
than rest. This inversion sets the poem’s logic:
meaning dissolves at the moment of fulfillment.

The third line intensifies the tension. Proxim-
ity remains, yet an unnamed barrier intervenes.
000 ©

The wall’s very indefiniteness is its force—it
can signify emotional estrangement, historical
trauma, social division, or spiritual rupture,
allowing the poem to speak beyond the personal.

God’s appearance as the sole guardian of the
valleys marks a retreat of human agency. Calam-
ity descending from the mountains evokes both
natural catastrophe and political or existential
threat, lending the poem a subdued apocalyptic
tone.

Images of an extinguished star and a colour-
less gathering suggest collective dimming—
hope, imagination, and vitality quietly erased.
The star does not explode; it simply goes dark,
underscoring the poem’s muted grief.

The closing couplet articulates the poem’s
philosophical core: distance is perceptual, not
spatial. The closer the destination appears, the
more unreachable it becomes—a concise expres-
sion of modern striving and its hollowness.

Stylistically, the poem is defined by economy
and cohesion. Each couplet stands alone yet con-
tributes to a unified emotional arc. The language
is spare and disciplined; nothing is ornamental,
and nothing is overstated.

4

mujh ko marne ki koi ujlat na thi

khud se milne ki koi surat na thi

dekhte kya husn ki nairangiyan

aankh jhapkane ki bhi fursat na thi

khud-ba-khud yeh zakhm lo dene lage

mujh ko koi haajat-e-shohrat na thi

uth raha hai dil se aahon ka dhuaan

mehfil-e-shab mehfil-e-ishrat na thi

ped patte jal ke khaakistar huay

dosto woh baarish-e-rehmat na thi

apne chehre ajnabi hote gaye

un ki aankhon mein koi hairat na thi

(4)
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(4) Translation

I felt no haste at all to meet with death,

Yet found no way ever to meet myself.

What shifting wonders beauty chose to
show—

There wasn’t even time to blink an eye.

These wounds began to glow of their own
will;

I never yearned for fame to mark my
name.

From the heart, a smoke of sighs keeps
rising still;

The night’s assembly was no feast of joy.

Trees and leaves burned down to ashen
dust—

My friends, that rain was mercy only in
name.

Even our faces slowly turned to strangers;

In their eyes, there flickered no surprise.

Critical Appreciation

This poem unfolds as a quiet existential con-
fession, shaped by introspection, disillusion-
ment, and a deep sense of inner exile. Rather
than dramatizing pain, the poet allows it to
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emerge naturally, almost inevitably, which gives
the poem its haunting restraint.

The opening couplet establishes the poem’s
philosophical tension: the speaker is neither
eager for death nor capable of self-recognition.
The inability to “meet oneself” suggests a frac-
tured identity, a self estranged by time, experi-
ence, or moral compromise. This inward alien-
ation becomes the emotional axis of the poem.

“Recognising self” or the Philosophy of Self is
a fundamental inquiry into the nature of identi-
ty, consciousness, and what constitutes a person.
This approach examines whether the ‘self’ is a
permanent soul, a biological brain, a product
of experience, or a social construct. Rene Des-
cartes’ “Cogito, ergo sum” (I think, therefore I
am”) maintains that the self is an immaterial
substance distinct from the physical body. Hume
talked against the existence of any ‘permanent
self’ and argued that introspection revealed a
‘bundle of constantly changing perceptions, sen-
sations and emotions. However, Locke argued
that the self was defined by consciousness and
memory. On the other hand, Socrates said that
the self was synonymous with the immortal soul.
So “Know Thyself” would necessarily lead to a
‘good’ life.

“One who knows his own self, knows his
Lord” (man ‘araf nafsahu faqd ‘arafa rabbahu)
is a famous Hadith that talks about how penetrat-
ing into one’s soul will lead to God recognition.
Allama Igbal’s philosophy of ‘khudi’ or ‘selfhood’
pertains to understanding our role as human
beings. Allama said:

apne man main doob kar pa ja surag-e—zind-
agi

tu agar mera nahi na ban, apna to ban

Dive deep within your own soul and find the
trace of life.

If you cannot be mine, then at least be truly
your own.

To Igbal, Self is God recognition (His being
THE ONLY ONE):

khudi ka sir-e-nihan la illaha illAllah

khudi hain taigh fasa—Ilal illaha illAllah

The hidden secret of the self is no god but only
Allah.

The self’s keen, world-cleaving sword is no
god but only Allah.

Hamidi Kashmir is facing the dilemma of not
finding ways to ‘know’ his Self.

5)

shaam se zoron pe toofaan hai bohat

us ke laut aane ka imkaan hai bohat

aaye gi noor-e-mujassam ban kar

surat-e-saaya gurezaan hai bohat

kuch bhi hoon mauj-o-hawa ke tewar

Jjism parwarda-e-toofaan hai bohat

shayad aa pohnche hain woh asp-sawaar

sheher ka sheher haraasaan hai bohat
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Analysing Rise of Raci

Somdatta Mitra

acism came out in the age
Rof European imperialism,

the subsequent growth of
capitalism, and the Atlantic Slave
Trade, the latter being a major
factor in the rise of racism. It was
a major force in the racial segre-
gation especially in the United
States in the 19th century and
early 20th centuries and South
Africa under apartheid. Racism
is discrimination based on physi-
cal characteristics. A belief that a
certain group of humans possess
traits such as physical appearance
which make them superior to the

rest in their eyes. This sense of
superiority manifests in the form
of discrimination, prejudice or
antagonism to those of different
race and ethnicity. These views
impact social actions, practices,
or beliefs, or political systems in
which different races are ranked
inherently superior or inferior to

THE
CHANGING
FACE

each other.

We have known that racial
segregation and discrimination
enforced in South Africa from
1948 to 1994 involved systematic
oppression of the black majority
population by white minority,
enshrined in law and resulting
in severe human rights abuses.

sm

There were forced segregation of
residential and business areas.
The black South Africans were
required to carry identification
documents and restricted their
access to certain areas. They
were denied the right to vote or
participate in political processes.
They were subjected to violence,
imprisonment, displacement with
little recourse to justice. Nelson
Mandela, a prominent anti-apart-
heid activist, was imprisoned for
27 years for his role in struggle.
Apartheid had a devastating
impact on South Africa, leaving
behind deep social, economic and
political inequalities.

One of the most renowned and
influential voices of our time,
Maya Angelou, hailed as a global
renaissance woman, was a cele-
brated poet, memoirist, novelist,
educator, dramatist, producer,
actress, historian, filmmaker and
civil rights activist, experienced
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jism-o-jaan varta-e-zulmat hi sahi

paikar-e-harf darakhshaan hai bohat

zer-e-farmaan rahe iqleem-e-sukhan

rehne ko gosha-e-veeraan hai bohat

(5) Translation

Since dusk, the storm has gathered brutal
force.

The chance of his return feels pressing,
fierce.

He will arrive, embodied light made
whole,

Though as a shadow—fleeing, hard to
hold.

Whatever moods the wind and waves may
wear,

This body’s nurtured by the storm’s own
care.

Perhaps the horsemen have drawn near
at last—

The entire city is terror-stricken.

Though flesh and soul lie sunk in seas of
night,

The form of words still blazes, sharp with
light.

Though empires of speech once bowed to
my command,

To dwell in ruins now is more than bland.

Critical Appreciation

This poem is charged with apocalyptic tension
and lyrical resistance, weaving together storm
imagery, political unease, and the enduring sov-
ereignty of language. The toofan (storm) operates
on multiple levels: as a natural force, a historical
upheaval, and an inner state of unrest. From the
very first couplet, uncertainty dominates—yet it
is not passive uncertainty but one vibrating with
expectation and imminent return.

The recurring contrast between light and
shadow is especially striking. The beloved or
awaited figure is imagined as “noor mujassam”
(light incarnate), yet paradoxically appears in
the form of a fleeing shadow. This tension cap-
tures the modern condition: truth and hope are
sensed intensely but remain elusive, never fully
graspable.

In the central verses, the speaker asserts
a hardened identity—“jism parwarda-e-too-
faan”—a self forged by chaos rather than broken
by it. Even when the city is gripped by collective
000 ©

fear (the ominous arrival of the asp-sawaar, often
read as symbols of invading powers, tyrants, or
catastrophic change), the poet does not retreat
into silence.

The most powerful turn comes in the decla-
ration that even if body and soul are trapped
in darkness, the word itself remains radiant.
Language becomes an act of defiance. Poetry is
no longer ornament but survival—harf as illumi-
nation against tyranny and despair.

The final couplet carries quiet irony and
humility. Once ruling the “realms of speech,”
the poet now accepts exile in desolation. Yet this
withdrawal feels chosen, even dignified: a refusal
to compromise the autonomy of expression.

Hamidi repeatedly refers to the debilitating
impact of the unfortunate events in Kashmir
and taking stock of the situation as an insider
who is witnessing devastation and destruction,
both physical and spiritual. He is like Amir Jan
Sabori of Afghanistan, who wails his country’s
devastation in these words:

shahr khali, jadah khali, koocha khali, khana
Kkhali

jam Khali sufra khali, saghar-o-paimana khali

kooch kerda dasta dasta, aashna yandileeba

bagh khali baghcha khali, shakha khali, laana
khali

waaye az duniya ki yaar az yaar metarsad

ghunchaahaye tashna az gulzaar metarsad

ashiq az awazaae didaar metarsad

panjaae khamyagaraan az daar metarsad

shehsawar az jada’e hamwaar metarsad

in tabeeb az didaan’e bimaar metarsad

Empty city, empty paths, empty streets and
house is empty

Empty corolla, empty table - linen, empty cup
and wine’s empty

The familiar acquaintances of this heart’s
garden have migrated in droves

Empty is garden, empty is bed of flowers,
empty branches and the nest’s empty

Alas world! Here even a friend is afraid of
another friend.

The thirsty buds are scared of the marsh
(rose-garden)

A lover is scared by fame of meeting (sight)

The hand (fingers) of a professional musician
is scared of the strings

Nightriders are scared of even (smooth) roads
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And this physician is scared of seeing a patient

Conclusion

Taken together, these poems form a bleak
yet profoundly resonant cartography of the
modern human condition. Across varied imag-
ery—corpses that walk, dust-laden caravans,
dimming stars, false rain, storms, mirrors, and
mountains—the poems return insistently to a
shared moral and existential crisis. What emerg-
es is not a single lament but a cumulative vision
of a world where trust has eroded, meaning has
thinned, and survival itself feels like an act of
endurance rather than hope.

A striking unity lies in the repeated inversion
of traditional symbols. Spring does not renew,
beauty wounds, nearness becomes distance,
rain withholds mercy, and light appears only
as shadow. Nature, history, and even language
refuse their old consolations. This inversion
reflects a deeper ethical collapse: collective
ideals—faith, freedom, pride, progress—have
lost their anchoring power. Whether through
the universalization of Karbala, the allusion to
Eliot’s spiritual wasteland, or the image of a sur-
veilled city where birds cannot fly, the poems
insist that moral failure is not episodic but sys-
temic.

Yet these works do not surrender entirely to
nihilism. What resists annihilation is awareness
itself. The speakers are wounded, alienated, and
exhausted, but they are not unconscious. Blood
still flows from the brow; sighs still rise from the
heart; words still blaze even when body and soul
are submerged in darkness. Poetry becomes both
witness and refuge—a means of holding grief
without falsifying it.

Importantly, these poems reject heroic clo-
sure. There is no easy redemption, no final
crossing of the mountain. History repeats, exile
persists, and despair becomes ordinary. But in
refusing false hope, the poems achieve moral
clarity. They insist on seeing the world as it is,
not as it should be.

In this sense, the collection stands in a pow-
erful modernist lineage while remaining deeply
rooted in cultural, historical, and spiritual
memory. Its enduring strength lies in its hon-
esty: a poetry that does not heal by comforting,
but by naming the wound—and keeping vigil
beside it.
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Short Story

Mushtaque B. Barq

power outage robbed the
Anight of its allure. For a few

minutes, we were unrecog-
nized, blank, and shabby creatures.
No one was ready to get up to light
a candle.

I waited to see her do the favor.
It's possible that she feels the same
way. This timely silence was forc-
ibly interrupted by a shriek from
my daughter.

Obviously, she was not familiar
with this blankness. Her cry drew
our attention, and we started to
move.

"Where is the candle?" I asked.

She only laughed and responded,
"Be there where you are."

I obeyed like my son does often.

Meanwhile, a dim candlelight
drew us back into the world of rec-
ognisable ambiance, where we read
the pre-written scripts of our limita-
tions, which we never declared but
kept the hearth burning.

"Tomorrow, do fetch a recharge-
able lantern," my son demanded.

I pretended to be busy adjusting
the candle and couldn’t afford to
acknowledge his genuine demand.
My silence was enough to calm my
better half. She sensed my voiceless
protest for the reason that my best
half of poverty was her better half's
only property.

"Why on earth does one need a
rechargeable lantern when we have
occasional power breaks?" I whis-
pered.

We have been together for
thirteen years now. How can she
demand things when reality is
known to her? The room appeared
like a remote patch of land in the
dense forest. There was nothing
pulsing around them, as if luxury
had forgotten to pass by.

My silence diffused through her
rib cage, and she understood my
unrest as her usual tear drops sliced
my already reduced chest wall. To
keep her spirit high, I shouted,

"How many times should I repeat
not to ask for things when kids are
around?"

She raised her brows and casu-
ally offered a smile lacking energy
and charm. She made a move that
brought comfort to the folds of my
forehead.

"Shabaz, please bring the wallet
from the rice tin," she asked.

Everything we needed for the
month was in the rice tins on the
top shelf of the Kkitchen; the rest
was on display for all to see. There
were ten eyes, with a pair badly
broken, to see the things. The eyes
that could see beyond the room's
tattered architect, the eyes that
had fixed their gaze on the loosely
arranged planks of the roof, the eyes
that would drain the salt of their
hope down their cheeks, and the
blue eyes that would observe the
ignorant eyes in the human face

.ushtéq

"Why rice in tin?" my daughter
asked.

I wonder how, at times, my wife
shocks one and all. Her supersti-
tions, like her vibrations, which she
claimed to acquire from fetching
pigeons every morning, had at least
made her outspoken.

"Keeping money in a rice tin
doubles the family income," she
responded.

"Then you must have two wallets
in two rice tins that may multiple
the income."

"Son, be cautious; tin must be
heavy," I added in my pretend lov-
able voice because a rechargeable
lantern was beyond my dog-tired
wallet’s wildest dreams.

She laughed, knowing my inten-
tions.

"Keep this money and do the
needful."

We feigned that my daughter's
suggestion had barely reached our
ears, but it had generated not only
a ripple in our stagnant cesspool
but had also punctured a lobe of our
livers. She had sensed our limita-
tions, and that was the most heart-
breaking experience we had ever
witnessed.

The currency note brought a
thrill to my almost worn-out wallet,
and I took the currency note unwill-
ingly to impress my son, but he
winked at me.

His wink was incredible; his face
seemed brighter than the sun for
the thrill he was probably nurs-
ing and anticipating the glory of a
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e B. Barg

rechargeable lantern.

In the meantime, all the bulbs
began to glow again. The black-
and-white TV: My little daughter
screamed as the set barked again,
as her cartoon show had already
ended.

"Why are cats scary?" he shouted.

"Cats, what made you say so?"
I asked.

Shabaz sighed, "You people have
been feeding one such pet."

My little daughter responded,
knowing that it was the choicest
epithet her brother used to pro-
nounce.

"Why on earth do parrots sing
when silence serves better?" she
reverted.

A tussle between bird and
animal drew them away from us.
We exchanged our glances to speak
through gestures, and in our hearts,
we analysed the alchemy of our lim-
itations.

The currency note in my wallet
would never bring merriment to the
family, and my son was too excited
to have a rechargeable lantern. He
had actually expressed a little wish,
and I was keen to favour him for the
reason he never demands.

The lanes of my face again nar-
rowed, blocking the flow of my
vital serum. The wallet appeared
to be only a sac with uncountable
pores, trying to hold our poverty on
one end while leaking the demands
of our kids on the other. It had lost
its zing, like our faces, but it con-
tained thousands of hopes that

our children had nursed in their
hearts, and it was the only reser-
voir of our mutual understanding.

The excitement of my son
moved me a lot, and I was deter-
mined to prove I cared for his
demands. Regardless of limita-
tions, even a small wish from a
son for a father means a lot. I was
doing what other fathers would do,
but poverty has a different vocab-
ulary and makes gestures hard to
communicate.

Digging deep into my memories,
I found hope.

A postdated check that I got last
month from my editor was rushing
towards maturity.

"Where have you kept the check
I gave you last month?" I asked my
wife.

Her round-looking face changed
into a shrunken autumn leaf of a
dull-looking Chinar. She sighed
deeply.

"What is wrong with you?" I
simply asked.

She drooped her head, and that
compelled me to draw near to her.
I tried to raise her head, and all
of a sudden, two streams narrated
her plight.

"I already withdrew the funds
last week," she stated.

"Last week, but why?" I reacted
sharply.

She coiled her body and
appeared insignificant, but then
she announced in a heartbreaking
voice: "Please forgive me, but Papa
will not stumble now."
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od has strange ways to
G—get his will fulfilled. Dr.

Anand’s literary journey
from sand to sand-dunes to hill-
ocks right up to the mighty moun-
tains and still moving upwards
and onwards comes as a surprise
to me, and I felt although Rupa
Rao was writing about a poet, and
a philosopher, yet Dr. Anand was
an inspired soul. Otherwise, how
is it possible to create such a huge
oeuvre of around 200 books and so
many epics, and impact the narra-
tive of contemporary world liter-
ature.

A person of high integrity, Dr.
Anand had his moments of loss too
because such men, in addition to the
system, have to fight the non-doers
and sycophants out there to steal
the fruits of hard labour that belong
to others. But the moving finger
writes and having writ, moves on,
says Omar Khayyam. It was God’s
grace coupled with hard labour that
saw a Sikh boy of humble origin
from village Alamgir village, Distt
Ludhiana, secure the prestigious
position of a permanent Lecturer
in English at Guru Nanak College,
Mandi Dabwali.

The three Greek unities of
action, place and time were at
work. After twenty years at Dabwa-
li, Dr. Anand moved to Bathinda,
a place which clicked with him.
There was no looking back on his
literary output. His voluminous
writing rose up to 175 books with
awards pouring in from all scholar-
ly circles of Italy, Iran, Serbia and
Russia, Germany and Russia except
his own country which appeared
to be alien to his accomplishment.
Undeterred, Dr Anand rose even
higher by publishing 18 epics, and
the number of his books rising to
200, a body of work whose quality
has been vouchsafed by interna-
tional recognition, which has now
earned him a nomination to Nobel
Prize in literature. Rupa remarks
that Dr. Anand is the only poet from
India, after Rabindra Nath Tagore,

Rupa Rao is an Indian Army child based in the New York
area, a published poet, storyteller, editor. and literary curator.
S et e e e T anTholouies and
one prose work, in addition to editing a novella and two
poetry anthologies for fellow writers. This tribute on Dr Jernail
S Anand marks her first biographical work, with several solo

books forthcoming.

She holds postgraduate degrees in Management and Law
and serves as an administrator at LWG and as the Chief
Coordinator of the International Academy of Ethics. Her
writings appear widely across international anthologies,
magazines, and literary platforms. An active literary host and
moderator, she curates poetry sessions and meaningful
dialogues with writers, academics, and social changemakers.
An avid nature walker and committed yoga practitioner, she

believes in lifelong growth, reflection,

collaboration.

Meet The Author
Rupa Rao

who got the Honorary Membership
of Serbian Writers Association and
his name is inscribed on the Poets’
Rock in Serbia.

“Millions get tapped in the illu-
sion of marriage” remarks Dr.
Anand, but concludes that what-
ever the circumstances, marriage
has to be looked upon as a sacred
duty toward the partner as well as
the kids. This philosophy shaped
the circumstances of his life into a
harmonious build up with his muse
and continues his journey of liter-
ary highs.

The image of Dr. Anand that
emerges from the Poetic Odyssey
is a cosmopolitan voice which pos-
sesses an inclusive vision of life. Be
it the call of mountains or deep of
the seas, be it Indian Hindi or Pun-
jabi cinema or the spiritual texts, be
it literature from mammoth works
of bygone eras or places of religious
significance, everything resonates
deeply with Anand’s deeper self.

Moving with changing waters of
time, Anand embraces technology
as a close companion to reach out
to his readers in Greece, Lebanon,
Iran and other countries. Like a
sage, he warns the world to remain
on the alert lest wisdom gets over-
powered by information and knowl-
edge, as both could be destructive in
the absence of common sense and
wisdom. Technology is good only so
long as it does not turn humans into
naturally stupid species.

and creative
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Stepping into the unknown and
taking risks, and always coming
out right at decision making,
has got much to do with Anand’s
understanding of the self, blended
with intuition and sound spiritual
foundations. A philosopher moving
through contemporary times, he
drips pearls of wisdom in his writ-
ings. Misfortunes are not divine
punishments, but consequences of
human haste. He wants mankind
in all its glory, yet to be sceptical of
its own ambition which can prove
suicidal and bring it to the brink of
self-destruction. The way his pen
touches, soothes and shows hope
to suffering humanity, no wonder
Anand’s work got translated into
20 languages. We humans are the
same everywhere, our hopes are
the same, our fears are the same,
and our dreams almost the same
everywhere.

With immense internal strength,
Anand responds honestly from the
core of his heart, to questions put
to him from which, the readers get
a glimpse of a philosopher’s mind,
and a generous kind heart. Writing
was not his career, but his calling.
His days breathe writing while his
pen drips words with amazing ease
and speed. Destiny definitely has a
role to play in making him what he
is today, a towering figure in the
contemporary literary world.

A person of real authenticity
feels deprived if he has to compro-

| Singh Anand by Rupa Rao

A POETIC ODYSSEY

THE LIFE AND LEGACY OF

DR JERNAIL J ANANI]

RUPA RAD

mise against ones deeper self. It
becomes a destabilizing factor in
life. Hence compromise is neces-
sary but only up to the extent it does
not disturb your emotional equilib-
rium. A quite tormented soul learns
lessons in resilience and bounces
back to normalcy gradually.
Living in a home built by money
given by a bachelor Uncle, who
had no offspring, [called ‘aut’ ] Dr
Anand believes, becomes the cause
of the breaking up of his family. His
mother passed away and his father
was left alone in that house, after
he and his wife moved to Dabwali.
Wisdom is the most valuable
thread in the fibre of life, yet it
takes years and years of observa-
tion, deep thinking, contempla-
tion and experience to accumulate
intuition to be wise. One should
never take decisions in urgency,
passion or a dreamy state of mind,
says Dr Anand. He believes that we
thrive in mutual upliftment. He felt
emphatically for the downtrodden
the and have-nots. Invisible barri-
ers keep generations after genera-
tions underprivileged. Ethics may
become the buzzword with world of
business. Hearts are important not
head-lines, is the legacy he seeks.
(Dr. Shabnam Arya is an educator
by profession, an artist by passion,
a philanthropist by temperament
and thought, working as a Lecturer
at Western Community College,
Surrey, BC Canada)
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Da_wn; A Study in Urban Governnce Falure... ‘

o

b

Akram Sidiqui

‘Arhile touring Hyderabad
last week, I found myself
curiously scanning the
pavements of both the Old City
and the glass-fronted corridors of
Hitech City for signs of canine pres-
ence. Strangely, I could sight only a
paltry number of stray dogs across
vast stretches of urban sprawl. The
roads seemed calm, almost clinical-
ly orderly. In sharp contrast, in the
narrow lane where I reside in Sri-
nagar, each morning unfolds like
a rehearsed spectacle of chaos. As I
step out to fetch bread from the local
baker, I encounter dozens of dogs
in restless packs, growling, fight-
ing, staking territory, and assert-
ing dominion over the very streets
meant for citizens.

It is here in place to mention that
Srinagar Smart City Limited project,
launched in 2017 under the national
Smart Cities Mission, has undeni-
ably reshaped the visual grammar of
Srinagar. Roads have been rehabil-
itated and modernized, the Jhelum
Riverfront has been beautified into
a promenade of promise, intelligent
lighting now bathes public spaces
in curated brilliance, and electric
buses glide through corridors once
choked with congestion. The city’s
aesthetic renaissance is visible and
frequently celebrated.

Yet, amid these infrastructural
triumphs, one stark menace con-
tinues to prowl unaddressed. The
unchecked proliferation of stray
dogs casts a discordant shadow over
the smart city narrative, blemish-
ing not merely the city’s appearance
but its most basic civic assurance,
the safety of its streets. difference
is not merely visual; it is visceral.
It speaks of policy, governance,
and the lived anxiety of residents
negotiating public space with feral
uncertainty.

The stray dog crisis in Jammu
and Kashmir, particularly in Sri-
nagar, has reached proportions that
can no longer be dismissed as sea-
sonal or anecdotal. Recent figures
tabled in the Assembly paint a stark
picture: over 2.06 lakh dog bite cases
were reported across the Union Ter-
ritory in just two years, 93,765 in
2024 and 1,12,695 in 2025. Srinagar
alone accounted for 35,174 cases
within this period. Jammu district
reported an even higher number at
76,824, but in proportional terms,
the concentration and density in
Srinagar present a uniquely acute
urban challenge.

According to earlier surveys,

Srinagar Municipal Corporation
(SMC) limits host an estimated
64,416 stray dogs. With a popula-
tion hovering around 16-17 lakh in
the greater urban agglomeration,
this translates roughly to one stray
dog for every 26-27 residents. Older
localized estimates in dense urban
pockets suggested an even more
alarming ratio, one dog for every
12 people. Jammu and Kashmir,
as a region, ranks second in India
in stray dog density, with approxi-
mately 23 dogs per 1,000 people.

Numbers, however, only partially
capture the lived experience. Resi-
dents in areas such as Sopore and
parts of Srinagar have described the
situation in stark terms, “terror,”
“siege,” and “daily fear.” Packs of
dogs reportedly snatch food items,
chase schoolchildren, and attack
pedestrians during early morning
and late evening hours. Hospi-
tals continue to treat bite victims
in overwhelming numbers, and
anti-rabies vaccination demand
remains persistently high.

Across the Deccan plateau, the
story unfolds differently. Hyder-
abad, with a population nearly six
times that of Srinagar, reportedly
houses between 3.8 to 4 lakh stray
dogs. On paper, the magnitude
appears staggering. Yet, per capita
risk and street-level perception
tell another story. The Greater
Hyderabad Municipal Corpora-
tion (GHMC) has institutionalized
Animal Birth Control (ABC) and
Anti-Rabies Vaccination (ARV)
programmes over several years.
Dedicated dog-catching teams, ster-
ilization centers, and coordination
with animal welfare groups have
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formed the backbone of its strategy.

Following directions from the
Supreme Court regarding the man-
agement of stray dogs, Hyderabad
authorities have also begun remov-
ing strays from sensitive zones
such as hospitals, schools, and
high-density public areas to desig-
nated shelters. Water bowls have
been installed in certain localities
to reduce aggressive scavenging
behavior, and sterilization numbers
are claimed to be among the highest
for Indian metropolitan cities.

The result is not an absence of
stray dogs, dog bite incidents in
Hyderabad still number in the tens
of thousands annually, but rather a
more diffused presence. The city’s
sheer geographic spread dilutes
density. Wide roads, better waste
containment, and more systematic
garbage clearance reduce concen-
trated canine clusters in residential
lanes.

The key distinction between
Srinagar and Hyderabad lies less
in absolute numbers and more in
management architecture and spa-
tial intensity.

In Srinagar, waste management
remains a critical fault line. Open
garbage dumps and chronic accu-
mulation at sites like Achan provide
a consistent food source, sustaining
and localizing stray dog populations
within residential neighborhoods.
When food is abundant and predict-
able, canine reproduction cycles
accelerate. Sterilization drives,
though ongoing under the SMC’s
ABC-ARYV programme, have strug-
gled to match the speed of popula-
tion growth.

The government has announced
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plans to operationalize a new steril-
ization center at Ahal Chatterhama,
expected to increase capacity nearly
tenfold. Yet, sterilization is inherent-
ly gradual. Under current Supreme
Court guidelines, stray dogs cannot
be relocated arbitrarily. They may
only be sterilized, vaccinated, and
released back into the same area
from which they were captured. The
policy is rooted in animal welfare
jurisprudence, aiming to prevent
territorial vacuum effects where
new, unsterilized dogs move into
vacated spaces.

However, as bite cases continue
to climb, the policy has sparked
public debate. Residents question
whether a strictly release-back
model can address densely packed
urban zones where fear has become
a routine companion.

Per capita comparison deepens
the contrast. A resident of Srinagar
is estimated to be roughly five times
more likely to suffer a dog bite than
a resident of Hyderabad. While
Hyderabad may report higher abso-
lute bite numbers due to its massive
population, the exposure risk in Sri-
nagar is disproportionately high.
Thirty-eight thousand bites within
a relatively compact city produce a
sense of omnipresence, “dogs every-
where”, that Hyderabad’s wider
geography mitigates.

Urban morphology also matters.
Srinagar’s tightly knit neighbor-
hoods, narrow lanes, and mixed
residential-commercial layouts
create ideal environments for pack
formation. In many colonies, dusk
transforms streets into contested

CONT. ON PAGE 9
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SUBVERTING THE HORATIAN IDEAL:
DISSOCIATION OF SENSIBILITY PART I

Dr Jernail S. Anand

he world as it moves ahead
I keeps changing its priorities
under the pressure of circum-
stances. Literature has also moved
along the social processes, some-
times got ahead of it and most of
the times, following what is being
practiced, with minor progressive
strokes. We often say literature is
the mirror of society, although I
have always contested such naive
statements because literature does
not follow the social movements, it
assumes a leading role too at most of
the junctures and provides direction
to society in complex situations.

Dissociation of Sensibility

Let me go back a few centuries,
and remind you of Eliot’s essay
“Metaphysical Poets” in which he
talks of the “dissociation of sensi-
bility” after Donne, which led to a
divide between emotion and intel-
lect, following which, we had the
Age of Reason and Neo-classical
poetry, which followed intellect, and
the sentimental poetry and fiction,
which followed emotion, running

into the Romantic period. The Victo-
rians presented repressed emotion,
preferred intellect over feeling and
gave prominence to morality and
didacticism.

It was poet-critics like Eliot who
tried to bring the two strands togeth-
er once again, and from this forced
union, emerged modernist poetry,
followed by the post-modern in
which emotion and thought are in
a confusing imbalance, because we
find emotion fragmented or ques-
tioned, thought is looked upon as a
construct which challenges previous
paradigms, and playful subversion
where language games and irony
explore emotion and thought. The
diversity of post-modern poetry
makes it hard to categorize, that is
why I call it a confusing imbalance.
The post postmodern scene has poets
like Silvya Plath, Ted Hughs, Con-
fessional poets, and language poets
who talk of the limits of language.
The AI incudes the writings of Dr.
Anand [the author] as philosophi-
cal poetry, emotion infused with
thought or intellect informing emo-
tion where he is using poetry and
satire to explore deeper meaning.

Dissociation of Sensibility — Il

While poets like Dr. Anand are
trying to put intellect and emotion,
and wit and wisdom together in
their poetry, there is an evident
crack in poetic sensibility. Now,
it is the divide which subverts the
Horatian ideal of literature where
he said poetry should “delight and

instruct” [Ars Poetica, ¢ 14 BC].

The poet today is working under
tremendous pressure of the publish-
er and commercial success. Some
sensible publishers do not publish
poetry at all. You do not get many
literary agents to propel a poetic
work into the ring for internation-
al awards. Apparently, the question
of emotion and intellect no longer
haunt the modernist writer. Now,
serious poets are facing the flak
because the world wants enter-
tainment, and they are serving it
poetry full of instruction. Anand’s
philosophical poetry, his revival
of the epic genre and his themes
embedding the traditional with the
ultra-modern, and the fantastic,
though entertain because of the
satiric elements, yet appear to be
running on the margins, while the
centre of the stage has been captured
by Instagram poets. Today, people
are after entertainment, and the
writing industry has been impacted
by the success of the movie indus-
try in which sales matter and what
can cater to public taste is the best
seller.

The Cross-roads

Here our writer stands today.
The question of changing the taste
has taken wing. In fact, the writer
is a victim of the success mania.
And the only way to succeed, is
to make a short clip, a video, post
in on fb, run after likes and see if
it can reach a million, so that he
starts getting money from fb, or he

should be visiting book shops and
posting videos, popularizing his
work, spending more on PR than
he actually earns from his books.
The idea of poetry writing in
a way has been inverted over
its head. Who invokes the Muse
these days? Goddess Saraswati
appears to have retreated into
the background because love for
Kuber has got the better of the
proceedings. It is not surprising
the poets today invoke goddess
Lakshmi while they start writing
for obvious reasons. If you teach
anything else, poet, beware, you
will not get a meal even if you
write epic and epic of wisdom and
celestial wit, because your first
duty is to “delight”. Instruction
comes afterwards, and then, how
does it matter if it comes or does
not come at all?
[Dr. Jernail Singh Anand, with an
opus of 200 books, is Laureate of
the Seneca, Charter of Morava, Franz
Kafka and Maxim Gorky awards.
His name adorns the Poets’ Rock
in Serbia. Anand is Founder Presi-
dent of the International Academy
of Ethics. He is a towering literary
figure whose work embodies a rare
fusion of creativity, intellect, and
moral vision. He is not only one
of the most influential voices in
contemporary Indian poetry, but a
global voice, challenging readers to
confront the complexities of exis-
tence while offering hope through
art and ethics. Email: anandjs55@
yahoo.com]
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territories. Children returning from
tuition classes and elderly citizens
heading to mosques or temples must
navigate unpredictability. The psy-
chological toll, though unquantified,
is palpable.

Hyderabad’s Old City, dense and
historic, might have offered simi-
lar challenges. Yet, sustained ABC
implementation over years appears
to have moderated visible cluster-
ing. In Hitech City’s corporate dis-
tricts, controlled waste disposal and
gated residential complexes further
reduce stray congregation.

This is not to romanticize Hyder-
abad’s model. The city has faced
criticism for alleged “disappear-
ances” of dogs ahead of high-profile
visits, raising ethical and transpar-
ency concerns. Dog bite incidents
remain frequent, and tensions
between animal rights activists
and resident welfare associations
occasionally surface. Nevertheless,
the governance apparatus appears
more structured and consistently
operational.

In contrast, Srinagar’s response
often appears reactive rather than
strategic. Seasonal sterilization
camps, sporadic awareness drives,

and administrative assurances have
not yet translated into perceptible
street-level relief. Citizens measure
governance not by policy documents
but by the number of growling sil-
houettes they encounter at dawn.

The crisis also intersects with
public health economics. Over two
lakh bite cases in two years imply
enormous expenditure on post-ex-
posure prophylaxis (PEP), hospital
visits, and lost workdays. Anti-ra-
bies vaccines, though life-saving,
are costly at scale. Each bite case
carries both medical urgency and
fiscal implication.

Moreover, the issue transcends
animal management. It reflects
urban governance capacity, waste
segregation efficiency, budget allo-
cation for municipal services, inter-
departmental coordination, and
community engagement. Stray dog
proliferation is often a symptom of
deeper systemic lapses.

Experts emphasize that effective
stray dog control requires a triad:
sustained sterilization at scale
(covering at least 70 percent of the
population to achieve population
decline), universal anti-rabies vac-
cination, and robust waste man-
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agement to eliminate food sources.
Absent any one pillar, the system
falters.

In Srinagar, sterilization capac-
ity historically lagged behind pop-
ulation growth. If the new Ahal
Chatterhama facility achieves its
promised scale-up, measurable
decline may emerge over several
years. Yet, without parallel reform
in waste containment, sealed bins,
timely collection, and closure of
open dumps, canine carrying capac-
ity will remain high.

Community behavior also influ-
ences dynamics. Feeding of stray
dogs in residential lanes, though
often driven by compassion, can
unintentionally reinforce territorial
clustering. Balanced public aware-
ness campaigns must navigate the
sensitive terrain between animal
welfare and human safety.

Ultimately, the comparison
between Srinagar and Hyderabad is
not a competition but a cautionary
mirror. One city illustrates how sus-
tained institutionalization of ABC
programmes and waste governance
can moderate visible crisis, even
amid large populations. The other
reveals how density, spatial com-

pression, and administrative iner-
tia can magnify risk perception and
lived fear.

As dawn breaks each day in
my lane in Srinagar, the chorus of
growls is more than an auditory
inconvenience; it is areminder that
urban safety is a collective contract.
Streets belong equally to schoolchil-
dren, elderly citizens, shopkeepers,
and yes, to animals whose existence
policy must regulate humanely.

The challenge is to reconcile com-
passion with caution, jurisprudence
with pragmatism, and animal rights
with the fundamental right of citi-
zens to walk unafraid.

Hyderabad’s relative street calm
suggests that structured governance
can temper chaos. Srinagar’s urgent
statistics demand that such struc-
ture be neither delayed nor diluted.

Until then, the morning walk for
bread will remain, for many, not a
mundane errand but a negotiation
with uncertainty, a daily referen-
dum on the state’s capacity to secure
the simplest of civic assurances: the
right to traverse one’s own street
in peace.

The author can be reached at
sidiquirayan@gmail.com
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Why Tolstoy Never Won the Nobel Prize

Dr Ratan Bhattacharjee

hen the Nobel Prize in Liter-
s;s; ature was first awarded in
1901, the literary world was
already living in what many called
the “Age of Tolstoy.” Across Europe,
Asia and the Americas, readers were
discovering War and Peace and Anna
Karenina not merely as novels but as
experiences—vast mirrors in which
human life, love, suffering, history
and moral struggle appeared with
astonishing clarity. Leo Tolstoy was
not simply a celebrated writer; he was
widely regarded as the greatest living
novelist on earth. Yet, paradoxical-
ly, during the final decade of his life,
when the Nobel Prize began honor-
ing writers annually, his name never
appeared among its laureates.

The omission remains one of the
most debated decisions in literary his-
tory. The explanation lies not in liter-
ary merit but in a complicated mix-
ture of ideology, institutional caution,
personal philosophy and the political
atmosphere of the early twentieth
century. Tolstoy’s case reveals that
literary recognition is often shaped
as much by cultural anxieties as by
artistic achievement.

The list is a long one. Several
iconic, highly influential writers
were never awarded the Nobel Prize
in Literature, often due to the subjec-
tive, political, or conservative choices
of the Swedish Academy. Major fig-
ures overlooked include also James
Joyce, Virginia Woolf, Franz Kafka,
Marcel Proust, and Jorge Luis Borges,
despite their immense contributions
to world literature. 20th Century
writers George Orwell, Graham
Greene, Vladimir Nabokov, F. Scott
Fitzgerald, Aldous Huxley, H.G.
Wells, Thomas Hardy, and E.M. For-
ster were also deserving candidates.
Poets such as Bertolt Brecht, Federi-
co Garcia Lorca, Rainer Maria Rilke,
Ezra Pound, and W.H. Auden were
quite good choice. Death prevented
several, such as Kafka, Proust, and
Woolf, from receiving the honor. Writ-
erslike Graham Greene and Somerset
Maugham were sometimes considered
too popular or populist, rather than
"idealistic". The Swedish Academy
has historically been accused of over-
looking experimental, controversial,
or non-European, particularly Amer-
ican, writer. Some authors, such as
Bertolt Brecht, were likely deemed
too politically radical.

Alfred Nobel’s will declared that
the Literature Prize should go to the
author who produced “the most out-
standing work in an ideal direction.”
The phrase became the Swedish Acad-
emy’s guiding principle, but also its
dilemma. What did “ideal direction”
mean? The Academy interpreted it
in a conservative moral sense. It pre-

ferred writers who expressed uplift-
ing values, social harmony and aes-
thetic refinement. Tolstoy, however,
was a writer who unsettled readers.
He questioned accepted morality,
attacked institutions and challenged
the foundations of authority. His
genius was undeniable, but his ideas
were uncomfortable.

By 1901, Tolstoy was already seven-
ty-three years old and internationally
revered. Many assumed he would nat-
urally become the first Nobel laureate
in literature. Instead, the prize went
to French poet Sully Prudhomme. The
decision provoked immediate protests
from European intellectuals. Writers
across Scandinavia signed petitions
praising Tolstoy as the greatest liter-
ary figure alive. Even critics who dis-
agreed with his philosophy admitted
that no other author had exerted com-
parable influence on modern fiction.

The Swedish Academy, however,
hesitated. Their concern was not
about War and Peace or Anna Karen-
ina, which they admired. The diffi-
culty lay in Tolstoy himself. During
the last three decades of his life he
had undergone a spiritual transforma-
tion that turned him from aristocratic
novelist into moral reformer. After a
deep existential crisis, he renounced
luxury, condemned organized reli-
gion and advocated a radical form of
Christian ethics based on simplicity,
nonviolence and universal love. He
rejected property, state authority and
even patriotism.

His book The Kingdom of God Is
Within You argued that true Chris-
tianity required resistance to gov-
ernments, courts and war. In an era
dominated by empires and rising
nationalism, such ideas appeared
almost revolutionary. Governments
were uneasy with him, the Russian
Orthodox Church excommunicated
him in 1901, and intellectual circles
were divided between admiration and
alarm. The Nobel Committee, seeking
cultural neutrality, feared that honor-
ing Tolstoy would look like endorsing
a controversial political and religious
doctrine.

The Academy also worried about
the didactic tone of Tolstoy’s later
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writings. Some members felt that
his essays and religious tracts sac-
rificed artistic beauty for moral
preaching. They believed literature
should inspire but not instruct,
illuminate but not dictate. Tolstoy,
however, insisted that art must serve
moral truth. For him, literature that
merely entertained without improv-
ing human conscience was empty.
This fundamental disagreement about
the purpose of art made the Academy
cautious.

Another important factor was
Tolstoy’s own attitude toward wealth
and honors. By the late nineteenth
century he had adopted an austere
lifestyle. He dressed like a peasant,
worked in the fields, and criticized
intellectual elitism. He regarded
awards, titles and prize money with
suspicion. He believed that attaching
monetary reward to art corrupted its
moral value. When discussions arose
that he might receive the Nobel Prize,
he reportedly expressed relief that
he had not been selected. Accepting
a large sum of money, he felt, would
contradict his commitment to simplic-
ity and equality.

In fact, when Swedish admirers
later wrote to him apologizing for the
Academy’s decision, Tolstoy replied
politely, saying he was glad not to
receive the prize because it would
have created moral difficulties about
how to use the money. Though he
never formally rejected the Nobel
Prize—since it was never offered—the
Academy understood that honoring a
writer openly critical of prestige and
institutions could produce embarrass-
ment.

Political considerations further
complicated the matter. Tolstoy
openly condemned war, capital pun-
ishment and nationalism. At the
dawn of the twentieth century Europe
was an armed continent preparing,
unknowingly, for the First World
War. Pacifism was widely seen as
impractical and even unpatriotic.
Tolstoy’s ideas later inspired Mahat-
ma Gandhi’s philosophy of nonvio-
lent resistance, but at the time they
appeared dangerously utopian. The
Swedish Academy, still establishing

the credibility of a new international
award, preferred to avoid controver-
Sy.
The pattern of early Nobel selec-
tions confirms this caution. Many
early laureates were respectable,
morally conventional writers whose
works posed little ideological chal-
lenge. The Academy was trying to
stabilize the prestige of the prize, not
ignite intellectual storms. Tolstoy,
however, was a storm in himself. Hon-
oring him would not have been merely
aliterary decision; it would have been
a cultural declaration.

There were also internal disagree-
ments within the Academy. Some
members passionately supported
Tolstoy’s candidacy, recognizing his
unmatched influence on the modern
novel. Others argued that his greatest
works had been written decades ear-
lier and that the prize should reward
recent contributions. Since the Nobel
Prize was new, the committee hesitat-
ed to use it as a lifetime achievement
award. Ironically, this interpretation
disadvantaged precisely the writer
whose achievements were timeless.

Time ultimately sealed the out-
come. Tolstoy died in 1910 at the age
of eighty-two, after leaving his home
in a dramatic final journey that ended
at a small railway station in Astapovo.
By then, he had lived through nine
Nobel award cycles without recogni-
tion. The Nobel Prize cannot be given
posthumously, and the opportunity
was lost forever.

Yet history has delivered its own
verdict. The prestige of the Nobel
Prize remains immense, but Tolstoy’s
reputation has grown even larger. His
novels are still printed in every major
language. His characters—Pierre
Bezukhov, Natasha Rostova, Levin
and Anna Karenina—are as alive to
readers today as they were in nine-
teenth-century Russia. His reflections
on violence, morality and spiritual
meaning continue to influence politi-
cal thinkers, religious reformers and
ordinary readers.

The irony is unmistakable. The
Nobel Prize sought to honor literary
greatness, yet its most famous omis-
sion may be the greatest novelist of
all. The Swedish Academy’s caution
reflects the difficulty institutions
face when confronting revolution-
ary minds. Awards tend to recognize
excellence within accepted boundar-
ies; Tolstoy expanded the boundaries
themselves.

In the end, Tolststoy did not need
a medal to validate his achievement.
Literary prizes measure reputation
within a particular moment of histo-
ry, but Tolstoy belongs to historical
time itself. His works are not simply
part of literature; they are part of
human consciousness. The Nobel
Prize passed him by, but the world
never has.

(Internaitonal Dickens Medal

Awardee Dr.Ratan Bhattacharjeeis a

former Affiliate Faculty Virginia Com-
monwealth University & Retd. Associ-
ate Professor and Head Post Graduate

Dept of English Dum Dum Motijheel

College, and President Kolkata Indian
American Society Email profratan-
bhattacharjee@gmail.com)
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TheLampandthe W

Dr Pravita Tripathi

t the edge of an old city, in a
Anarrow lane where buildings

leaned toward each other like
tired old men sharing secrets, there
was a small rented room on the third
floor of a crumbling house. In that
room lived a young man named
Aarav.

Aarav was not famous. He was
not rich. He did not have thousands
of followers online, nor did he have
awards hanging on his wall. By day,
he worked as a copywriter in a mar-
keting firm, crafting attractive slo-
gans and polished sentences to sell
dreams that were not his own. By
night, he returned to his small room
and tried to write stories that came
from somewhere deeper — stories he
rarely showed anyone.

The most important thing in his
room was not his desk, nor his bed,
nor even his books.

It was the window.

An old wooden window with
chipped paint and slightly crooked
hinges. It opened toward the main
road. During the day, the road was
alive — vegetable vendors shouting
prices, children racing bicycles,
rickshaws ringing bells, and the
constant murmur of human life.
But at night, the world changed. The
noise softened. Streetlights bathed
the road in pale yellow light. The air
felt slower, heavier, and thoughtful.

Aarav loved the night.

He believed the city told the truth
only after dark.

One evening, he returned home
unusually tired. At work, his man-
ager had rejected an article he had
spent hours perfecting.

“It’s technically fine,” the manag-
er had said, barely looking up, “but
it has no heart.”

No heart.

The words echoed inside him as
he climbed the stairs to his room.

He sat by the window, staring
at the road below. A light drizzle
had begun. Raindrops shimmered
in the streetlight glow. Across the
road was a small tea stall — nothing
more than a tin roof and two wooden
benches. A frail old man sat there, as
he did almost every evening, quietly
sipping tea and watching the road.

Aarav had noticed him before.
But only as part of the scenery.

That night, suddenly, the elec-
tricity went out. The entire lane
fell into darkness. From different
houses, faint candle flames flickered
tolife. Aarav opened his drawer and
took out a small brass oil lamp — a
gift from his mother when he first
moved to the city. He lit it.

The warm glow filled his room.

Across the street, at the tea stall,
alantern was lit too. In its soft light,

Aarav noticed something new — the
old man had taken out a small note-
book and was writing.

Writing.

The next day, Aarav returned
home early and crossed the road to
the tea stall. He ordered tea and hes-
itantly sat beside the old man.

“Do you come here every day?”
Aarav asked.

The old man turned and smiled.
His eyes were gentle but carried
something heavy behind them.

“For ten years,” he replied.

“Ten years?” Aarav repeated.

“Yes. My wife and I used to come
here every evening. After she passed
away... I kept coming. Habit, per-
haps. Or memory.”

Aarav felt an unexpected tight-
ness in his chest.

“And what do you write?” he
asked, nodding toward the notebook.

The old man chuckled softly. “Let-
ters to her.”

Aarav hesitated. “But... she...”

“She is no longer in this world,”
the old man completed calmly. “But
words still are. Memories are. Grat-
itude is. Regret is. They need a place
to go.”

A silence settled between them —
not awkward, but thoughtful.

“Do you think she reads them?”
Aarav asked quietly.

The old man looked at the sky.
“I don’t know. But when I write, I
feel I am still speaking to her. And
sometimes, I get answers — in the
wind, in the rain, in the steam rising
from this tea.”

Something shifted inside Aarav.

A small light.

Over the following weeks, Aarav
began visiting regularly. The old
man’s name was Mr. Dutta, aretired
schoolteacher who had taught liter-
ature for over thirty years. He had
once taught hundreds of children
how to write essays and poems. Now
he wrote only letters no one would
physically read.

One night, the power failed again.

The sky was clear, scattered with
stars. Aarav lit his oil lamp and sat
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by the window. The city was quiet,
wrapped in silver moonlight.

He opened his notebook.

For the first time in months, he
did not write for a client. He did
not write to impress. He wrote for
himself.

He wrote about his fears — of fail-
ure, of mediocrity, of being unseen.

He wrote about his father, with
whom he had not spoken properly
in years.

He wrote about his mother’s
quiet sacrifices.

He wrote about the love he once
lost because he was too afraid to
stay.

He wrote about loneliness — not
the dramatic kind, but the ordinary,
everyday kind.

As he wrote, he realized some-
thing.

His words had never lacked
heart.

He had simply stopped putting
his own into them.

The next evening, he read a few
paragraphs to Mr. Dutta.

The old man listened carefully.

When Aarav finished, Mr. Dutta
nodded. “Words are empty until you
risk telling the truth. You write well
for others. But when will you speak
honestly to yourself?”

The sentence stayed with Aarav.

Slowly, he began writing short
stories at night. Stories about
ordinary people — the tea seller
who supported three children, the
woman who fed stray dogs every
morning, the security guard who
studied for exams during his night
shift.

He created a small blog and
posted them there. At first, hardly
anyone read them. A few likes. A
few comments.

Then one day, one of his stories
spread widely.

Messages began appearing.

“This feels real.”

“It feels like you wrote about my
life.”

“There’s so much heart in this.”

Aarav smiled quietly.

He remembered his manager’s
words — no heart.

Now he understood.

Heart was not something you
inserted like decoration. It was
something you revealed.

One evening, he went to the tea
stall — but Mr. Dutta was not there.

The next day, he was not there
either.

On the third day, the tea seller
informed him that Mr. Dutta had
fallen seriously ill.

Aarav visited his small house.
The walls were lined with old pho-
tographs. Bookshelves leaned under
the weight of years.

Mr. Dutta lay on his bed, weaker
but still peaceful.

“Are you writing?” he asked
softly.

“Yes,” Aarav replied. “Because
of you.”

The old man smiled faintly. “No,
son. Because of yourself. I only
showed you the window.”

A few days later, Mr. Dutta
passed away.

The evening after his funeral,
Aarav sat by his window once more.
The road was alive again. The tea
stall had new customers. Life had
not paused.

He lit his oil lamp.

Opened his notebook.

And wrote:

“Some people do not enter our
lives to become stories. They enter
to teach us how to tell our own.”

A gentle breeze passed through
the window.

For the first time, Aarav under-
stood that the window did not just
open to the street outside.

It opened inward.

And the lamp on his desk was
no longer just a source of light in
darkness.

It was a reminder — that the
truest light always begins within.

(Dr Pravita Tripathi Associate
Professor Department of Political
Science SE RNS Degree College,

Sarwa Lucknow University of Luc-

know University.)
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ATRIP TOMAGURIMOTAPUNG BEEL

Prarthana Gogoi

ungun and Mayur are excit-
G.ed when their parents plan

a sudden trip to Maguri
Motapung Beel, a wetland located
in Tinsukia, Assam close to the
Dibru Saikhowa National Park.
Gungun is an eleven years old girl
who is very fond of Japanese Manga
and doodling. Her brother is a nine
year old boy who loves superheroes
and anime characters. Goku is his
favourite. They also love nature
and wild animals. They have read
a few children's books too. Their
world is vast- they love space, they
keep themselves busy in various
hobbies like dooling, philately and
calligraphy. Their mind is curious
to know more about the universe
and at any time they are seen busy
doodling, gaming, exploring the uni-
verse in 3D. They hardly watch TV,
sometimes favourite cartoons and
National Geographic. They are good
at studies also. But they feel bored
when their mother pushes them to
do some physical activity and help
her in household work. According
to the daily routine, Gungun’s duty
is to make the bed and Mayur's duty
is to keep the shoes in the shoe rack
nicely. Though their parents do jobs,
they work hard to run the family
well. Only parttime helpers come to
do the household chores. So, no one
is allowed to sit idle in their house.

Their mother said they live in
a district which is rich in wildlife.
Besides housing two national parks,
the coal museums, oil museums in
Digboi, their home district Tinsukia
has a Beel which is a paradise for
the bird lovers. The scenic beauty of
the place also attracts nature lovers
every winter. Flight of migratory
birds visit this Beel every year.

It was the first day of 2026. Gungun
and Mayur started their journey
in their private car. They packed
their backpacks with fresh orang-
es brought from nearby Arunachal
market and water bottles. As the
car is driven by their father, their
mother warned them not to make too
much noise inside the car. They are
both chatter boxes, they could talk
nonstop from Japanese Manga to
anime characters, gaming to space.
They shouted when they drove past
the beautiful tea gardens. The scenic
beautiful tea gardens of Doomdooma
is a feast to the eye. Their parents
taught them a lot about geography
and history when they got a chance.
Their mother started-This small
upper Assam town is known as the
tea town of Assam. Doomdooma was
a tea hub during British rule, their
mother said. Their father added that
this town of upper Assam also had

a Biman Ghati during the Second
World War. The American soldiers
put up an airfield to thwart their
enemy soldiers of Japan advancing
to India through Myanmar. So this
town bears a legacy of the Second
World War.

A few years back they heard
about the Baghjan Oil Fire which
was a nightmare to the entire people
of Assam. The Oil leakage broke out
a sudden engulfing fire that spread
to the nearby villages. When they
reached the Baghjan village their
father told them about oil digging
in such a sensitive area rich in bio
diversity is a threat to the locality
and wildlife.

Their car crossed the Roseberry
Tea Estate, Rupai Tea Estate and
Baghjan Tea Estate. Within one
hour they reached Maguri Mata-
pung Beel. They earlier explored the
tea heritage bungalows as Mayur's
friend Atharva’s father works in a
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tea garden and they live in such a
beautiful bungalow.

On reaching their destination,
their parents booked a boat at Rs
1000 and set out on their sailing
journey on a traditional boat to
watch the birds that fly and swim
in the middle of the Beel. They
were scared a lot as the boat does
not have life jackets. Gungun can
swim but her brother has not joined
her yet to learn swimming. When
they saw a flight of birds creating
a canopy above their head, they
forgot about the life jackets. Some
birds were swimming in the river
and some were just sitting lazily on
the leaves of water hyacinth. They
loved the sights of the bird and they
were shouting in joy, spotting lots
of local and migratory birds. What a
beautiful scene under the open sky!
Some ducks like lazy birds swim-
ming near them creating a sound
that they did not hear earlier. Their

mother told them to keep quiet
as birds fly away when they hear
human sounds. Their hearing sense
is too sharp. Mayur asked, “How can
birds fly from foreign countries?”
Their mother replied, “They can
fly a lot and take rest when they
become tired. During winter, they
fly to warm countries seeking food
and shelter.” Gungun said that she
had known earlier as she had read
the story, The Happy Prince in her
English text. The swallow is about
to visit Egypt. The happy prince also
kept him waiting.

While boatinglazily, they plucked
some water lilies and water hya-
cinth. The purple flowers are in
their hands. It thrilled them a lot.
They are passionate about taking
videos and asked their parents if
they would spot the white winged
duck there. Their mother replied
the white winged duck is spotted in
Dihing Patkai and Dibru Saikhowa
National Park. For one hour the
boatman sailed his boat to some of
the nice spots where they had spec-
tacular views of the Beel as well as
the flight of birds that did fly and
sit on the leaves of the hyacinth.
Their bird watching tour ended with
having coffee and pokora in the adja-
cent restaurant. They preferred to
take some hot noodles in the nearby
restaurants. They smiled to taste the
spicy noodles that were so delicious.
Their mother rode the bicycle for a
few minutes hiring from a local boy
who runs a street food vendor there.

On the way back, their mother
said Maguri beel is in Matapung vil-
lage and it is on the south bank of
the Dibru river which finally meets
the mighty Brahmaputra. It is an
eco-sensitive biosphere zone of the
Dibru Saikhowa National Park. The
adjacent grassland is a grazing for
the cattle. The entire ecosystem com-
prising the wetland and grassland
is home to several species of local
and migratory birds. The winter
guests come every year to this Beel
and attract the bird lovers not from
the state only but from the entire
country. The rare mandarin duck
was spotted here last year.

The bird watching tour made
the two children happy. They came
back with nice memories and pho-
tographs. Earlier they visited the
Kaziranga National Park and spot-
ted one horned rhinoceros, the pride
and symbol of Assam. Mayur still
recalled the colourful reptile that he
spotted on a branch of a tree.

(Prarthana Gogoi is a writer
hailing from Assam, a state of India
known for the rich tea heritage and
biodiversity. She writes non fiction

on various socio-cultural themes
such as gender, identity, feminism,
heritage, culture, etc. She is a book
reviewer and a library educator

who works for the Uplift Libraries
passionately to inculcate reading
habits among the rural students. She
has published her first novel namely
‘Ipshit Aakash” from a reputed pub-
lishing house of Assam. She can be
reached at prarthanagogoi269@
gmail.com.)
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Muhammad Maroof Shah

he concept of offering zakat
Tbased microfinance to eligi-

ble beneficiaries is now well
established and many institutions
across the world have come up doing
it successfully with significant
impact. Against the domiant view
of a group of scholars who consider
zakat investment to be a violation
of the Shariah; for example, Sheikh
MuHammad ibn Uthaymin, Wahbah
al-Zuhayli, Sheikh Taqi ‘Uthmani,
MuHammad ‘Ata’ al-Sayyid, and
Sheikh ‘Abd Allah ‘Ali ‘Abd Allah,
the counter-view of its permissibil-
ity and desirability has been gain-
ing more and more ground amongst
economists and scholars of Islamic
finance. Majma’ al-Figh al-Islami of
the Organization of Islamic Coop-
eration, Bayt al-Tamwil al-Kuway-
ti and the Shariah Committee of
Bayt al-Zakat in Kuwait have put
forth number of arguments for
zakat based microfinance put forth.
Besides various scholars have put
forth number of arguments for the
same end. A full length research
project on zakat and microfinance
headed by Prof Aznan ibn Hasan
and titled Exploring the Potential

Muhammad Maroof Shah -

of Using Zakat Funds to Provide
Microfinance to Zakat Recipients:
A Shariah Analysis has reviewed
various sources and made its own
recommendations for the same. I
quote below the selection of schol-
arly opinion from this work on the
permissibility of using zakat for
microfinance, delaying distribu-
tion of zakat if there is a maslaha
and investing zakat funds for more
returns.

1) Al Suyuti said that a benefi-
ciary has the right to be given his
sufficiency from zakat, such as an
amount needed to buy equipment,
or needed capital, if the person is a
businessman.

2) The Prophet (SAW) auctioned
the belongings of a poor man who
had come to him asking for financial
help. He gave him half the proceeds
of the sale for his family’s needs,
purchased an axe with the other
half, and instructed him to go cut
firewood and sell it.

3) The idea that zakat can be
used for public interest (maslaHah
‘ammah) was proposed by Rashid
Rida, MaHmud Shaltut, and
MuHammad ibn ‘Abd al-Hakam.
Such contemporary scholars as
Sheikh Mustafa al-Zarqga’, Yusuf
al-Qardawi, and Sheikh ‘Abd al-Fat-
taH Abu Ghuddah are of the view
that zakat funds can be invested
to enhance and increase the zakat
money. This view is further sup-
ported by Majma’ al-Figh al-Islami
of the Organization of Islamic Coop-
eration, Bayt al-Tamwil al-Kuwayti
and the Shariah Committee of Bayt
al-Zakat in Kuwait.

4) Granting that establishing

o <¢CM K¢ oo

projects that will benefit different
asnaf (categories of beneficiaries)
as a group is a maslaHah and lead-
ers need to manage affairs on the
basis of maslaha that inclusion of
zakat administrators in the midst of
other beneficiaries can be seen as an
indication that the zakat authorities
have permission to make ijtihad in
the distribution. This is supported
by the legal maxim that the leader’s
management of affairs of the pop-
ulation at large must be based on
maslaHah.

5) ‘Abd al-’Aziz al-Khayyat also
contended that it is permissible to
use a portion of the zakat fund to
establish income-generating proj-
ects while the other portion is to
be distributed for the immediate
needs of the asnaf. In arguing for
this opinion, he invoked the Hanafi
School’s view that permits delayed
distribution of zakat if justified by
maslaHa. Hence, the investment
could take place before the time for
distribution.

6) Hassan argued that the zakat
fund could be used for direct and
indirect poverty alleviation pro-
grammes. This finding coincides
with Mikail and Obaidullah, both of
whom established that zakat, waqf
and other Islamic charitable funds
are perfect components of Islamic
microfinance.

7) The Prophet MuHammad
(SAW) and the Khulafa al-Rashidin
used to let the byeproducts of zakat
assets such as cattle, camels and
goats to benefit certain people.

8) The hadith of the ‘Uraynah
tribesmen supports this assertion
in that the Prophet allowed them

to drink the milk of the camels of
zakat. The hadith demonstrates that
the recipients of zakat (in this case
ibn al-sabil) can get benefit from
the asset and also from its usufruct
(in this case the camels’ milk). The
relation of the hadith to zakat invest-
ment is that once it is allowed to
invest the asset of the needy (faqir)
that is being used for his basic need,
it should also be allowed to invest
zakat funds before using them for
their needs.

9) The Prophet gave ‘Urwah a
dinar to buy a sacrificial animal or
a sheep. He bought two sheep, sold
one of them for a dinar, and brought
him a sheep and dinar. The Proph-
et invoked a blessing on him in his
business dealing. The relation of the
hadith with zakat investment is that
‘Urwah conducted a transaction for
which he had not been appointed
as a deputy (wakil). This indicates
the permissibility of investing the
asset of another without his permis-
sion. This is because the Prophet not
only allowed this transaction but
also blessed him for doing so. If it is
allowed to invest another’s property
without their permission, it is also
allowed to invest zakat funds with-
out the permission of the rightful
recipient.

10) Abu Musa al-Ash’ari handed
zakat funds to ‘Abd Allah and
‘Ubayd, the sons of ‘Umar, and told
them they could purchase with them
merchandise from Iraq and then sell
it in Madinah. He suggested, ‘You
can retain the profit for yourself and
surrender the capital sum to ‘Umar.’

CONT. ON PAGE 15
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Flow

Prasanna Kkumar

Flow like a petal

That floats in the streaming

river,

Feel the pulse of pleasure

By holding the hand of Love

And float in the flavour of eternal fervour,
Timeless is the romance

Nothing breaks it's essence,

Just feel the fragrance Emanating from
the hearts,

Reach for grabbing the mystical blues,

In the endless times of perennial reveries,
Float in the glen of exuberance, experience
The season of Love

For, Love has no limits

Rejoice in it's bestowed feats.

(Mr. Prasanna Kkumar, founder of The
Fertile Brains, in recognition of his stellar
contribution to nurturing a vibrant fertile

poetic culture among the youth.)

My Unsung Self

Mustafa Moin

Never ask me my identity
My name or whereabouts of my home
My luck did not favour me with a mirror
I never beheld anyone’s eye, or heart
Never felt like seeing my own countenance
Inside my own self T am an unknown being
I grew up all along visualising my obsti-
nacy
So I never had had the chance to know
myself
Never ask me who I am where I live
(Mustafa Moin is a poet of nature. His
poems are published in UK and other
countries of Europe in newspapers and
anthologies )

TRAVELLING FOR KNOWLEDGE

Rayees Ahmad Kumar

A restricted and caged bird,
Craves to fly freely across the borders.

A prisoner in a filthy jail cell,
Yearns to breathe undefiled free air.

A bedridden and ailing patient,
Hankers for an immediate and swift recovery.

A kindergarten kid in school,
Covets to romp with fellows on the ground.

An accused in the courtroom,
Aspires for an early acquittal.

Captive animals in zoos, sanctuaries and parks,
Desire to roam candidly in jungles.

Snowbound commuters on the highway,
Anxiously dream of reaching their destinations.

Every living being on this planet,
Is abhorrent of the life’s bondage,
And possesses an affinity for freedom

(Rayees Ahmad Kumar is a poet / columnist
based in Qazigund Kashmir)

Ramadhan

Rafiya Sayeed

The moon I sight

is a cresent at full height,

it’s bright cheeks suffuse the sky
with the lights of the jannah.

The satanic satan is baited

the golden month is inaugurated,

a month of salvation and sobriety
four weeks- for purification and cure.

The all-round training of thirty days
with self repairing multiple phases;

to restore, to recharge, to refine Imaan
to detox, to deinfect, to deinfest body.

(Rafiya 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 anthologies, newspapers and
online literary magazines.)

Dr. Perwaiz Shaharyar

When we travel far, we observe lots of things

Like a highflying kite, which is tied with strings

This was a way to be healthy, wealthy and wise
People sleep early to travel long, and early rise

In ancient time, the knowledge was not bookish
Wise men travel day and night, unlike the slug-

gish

Ibn e Battuta, Vasco D Gama and famous Gul-

liver

All were sources of knowledge, all were traveler
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The Ache That Refuses To Die

Imran Yousuf

How would I say

we no longer meet.

We do, yet we do not.

We cross paths, never speak.
We meet in a wet eye,

in desolated dreams,

in uneven beats.

We no longer stand

at the corner of that niche
where I waited for hours
for a single glance.

Years have passed.
The soil turned barren.
Feelings dried out.

We meet,

but a hard wall rises
between us,

a wall we placed there
brick by brick.

Dawn breaks apart,

sinks into the cradle of dusk,
slips into dark corners

that hide my scars (too).

Whom do I tell.

Where do I cry out.

The rush in my blood,

the hurt of separation,

the words that left my mouth
never reached their mark.

I stand with the truth I kept.

Nothing heals.

Nothing moves.

Some nights the wounds open (again).
And sometimes silence takes over.

I know the distance was chosen.
If anything lives between us now,
it is the ache that refuses to die.
(Imran Yousuf is a poet, writer, columnist,
and translator from Kashmir. His poems and
translations have appeared in leading literary
magazines and international 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
abook.)

Travelling has been fascinating to me by trains
I enjoy watching moving rivers, hills and
plains

Travelling with all family members is like a
boon
Go in summer vacation and return in monsoon

Travelling teaches us to take care of each other
It develops team spirits, sense of love and care

Life is also a long journey full of joy and

SOrrow
Do it now, if you wish; who has seen tomorrow
(Dr. Perwaiz Shaharyar is an Editor, NCERT,
New Delhi, INDIA)
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the brutality of racial discrimi-
nation and in her collection of
poems, she assembled 13 poems
against racism.

“You may write me down in his-
tory,

With your bitter twisted lies,

You may trod me in the very dirt,

But still, like dust, I will rise.”

~ Maya Angelou

The Atlantic slave trade pro-
moted a racist ideology with the
idea that black African people
were inferior to white Europe-
ans. Plantation society saw a large
black population being ruled over
by a powerful white minority. It
was heavily prejudiced against
black people. In Jamaica, most
white people were convinced
that only the application of brute
force could keep the numerous
enslaved African people under
control. The countries which have
been under the wildfire captive
of racism are Algeria, Botswa-
na, Burundi, Egypt, Ethiopia,
Ivory Coast, Libya, Mauritania,
Niger, Nigeria, Namibia, Rwanda,

Somalia, South Africa, Sudan,
Tanzania, Zimbabwe, Iran, Iraq,
Israel, Japan, Lebanon, Malay-
sia, Myanmar, Oman, Pakistan,
Qatar, Saudi Arabia, Singapore,
South Korea, Thailand, Phillip-
ines, Vietnam, Austria, Belarus,
Italy, Latvia, Lithuania, Norway,
Russia, Spain, Sweden, Turkey
and many more.

Historically, the discourse of
racism and colourism in India
has also woven into the discourse
of caste based discrimination in
India, for instance. Movements
against caste-discriminations
have often looked to movements
against racial discriminations for
shared experiences and inspira-
tion. The Dalit feminist movement
in the United States, to better
communicate their experience of
marginalisation. In India, racism,
casteism and colourism often
overlap. Given the role of Win-
ston Churchill and many “revered
British leaders” role in oppress-
ing the people of South Asia, very
specifically the people of Bengal

of the time, it is good time to hark
back to the past and remember the
damage by colonial rulers to our
people and the inherent racism
their actions were laced with. Be
it the aboriginal people of Austra-
lia, the tribal people of Mesopo-
tamia, or the Mau Mau group of
Kenya, they all have been perse-
cuted by imperialist British Rule.
Atrocities in the Indian subcon-
tinent are prominent examples
of the viciousness of the British.
Despite being a small enterprise
comprising of 30 employees at
best, East India Company man-
aged to invade an entire subcon-
tinent within less than 50 years
in the 16th century. Churchill’s
hatred for Indians was particu-
larly acute and it became evident
when his adamancy caused death
of 3 lakhs people and thus gener-
ated the Bengal Famine of 1943.
On April 13, 1919, thousands
of people gathered at Jallian-
wala Bagh Garden in Amritsar,
Punjab, to peacefully demonstrate
against the much controversial

Rowlatt Act. Under the command
of Reginald Dyer, British troops
were ordered to keep firing at the
protestors until they ran out of
ammunition. In those 10 mins of
incessant firing, over 379 protes-
tors were killed and more than
1000 were injured. At least 120
people died from jumping into a
well on the compound. Gen Dyer
in his testimony related, “I would
have used machine guns to kill
even more if I could have. I did
not see any reason to help the
wounded,” he added without any

remorse.
(Mrs. Somdatta Mitra is an inter-
national writer and poetess, whose
parameters are reflected in her solo
poetry books “The Spectrum of
Emotions” & “Rainbow of Voices:
Poems Across Borders.” She is a
painter, peace ambassador and a
teacher. Her poems are translated
into Arabic, Italian, Spanish, Turk-
ish, French languages. She enjoys
writing poems on social injustices,
nature, global issues, peace, love
and iconic personalities)

CONT. FROM PAGE 13

This story is very clear evidence for
the investment of zakat funds. Umar
Ibn Al-Khattab instructed that,
guardians should invest the proper-
ty of the orphans. This saves it from
being consumed through zakat.

11) Analogy (qiyas) of investment
of zakat funds with the investment of
an orphan’s assets by his guardian.
Since scholars have allowed invest-
ment of the property of orphans,
it should be allowed to invest the
zakat funds before paying them to
the rightful beneficiaries when the
objective of doing so is generation
of profits.

12) Analogy of the investment of
zakat asset with waqf property in
the sense that both are acts that are
done to draw closer to Allah with
the hope of a reward from Him. It
is well-known that investment of
wagf property in order to get ben-
efit from its profits is permitted by
scholars. Thus, the same should be
so for zakat assets as well.

13) Analogy of zakat investment
with advance payment of zakat
money. Since some scholars have
allowed payment of zakat money
to the beneficiaries before it is due
when it is for the maslaHah of the
beneficiaries, it should also be per-
missible to invest zakat money for
the maslaHah of the zakat recipi-
ents.

14) OIC Figh Academy, Jeddah,
in its resolution no.15 (3/3) of 1986
allowed investment of zakat. The
text of this fatwa reads as follows in
translation: Regarding investment
of zakat funds: ‘It is permissible, in
principle, to deploy zakat funds in
investment projects whose owner-
ship will eventually be conferred
on the eligible zakat recipients or
that will be under control of the legal
authority responsible for collecting
and distributing zakah, on the condi-

tion that the important urgent needs
of all deserving recipients have
already been fulfilled, also that suf-
ficient measures are taken to ensure
safety from losses.’

15) The Academy resolved that
“the original Shariah rule is that
zakat should be distributed imme-
diately. However, it is permissible
to delay the distribution due to
maslaHah, or for the return of a poor
relative, or if the delay is in order
to have a reserve for regular distri-
bution to meet the recurrent needs
of the poor who are incapacitated.”

16) AHmad Azhar argued that the
Qur’an commanded us to distribute
zakat to the beneficiaries, but it did
not impose on us a specific format
by which to deliver the zakat to the
beneficiaries, thus allowing scope
for the ijtihad of the authority. Verse
60 of Surah al-Tawbah mentions the
poor and the needy in plural form
and not in singular form, signifying
that our obligation is to alleviate the
poverty of the poor people in general
and not just one person.

17) It is also permissible to estab-
lish manufacturing or service proj-
ects from zakat money based on Res-
olution No. 15 (3/3). The above fatwa
contains the permissibility of delay-
ing the distribution of zakat due to
maslaHah or as a reserve for regular
disbursement to the incapacitated
poor Muslims. The fatwa also allows
giving enough capital to recipients
that want to take part in MSMESs or
that need farm land to cultivate if
they are interested in agriculture.
Similarly, the fatwa also entails the
permissibility of investing zakat
fund in a micro enterprise in the
following manner: 1. Either with
individual zakat recipient or group
of zakat recipients or 2. In projects
that will generate income for the
asnaf while the ownership is under

the custody of the zakat authority.
This was earlier approved by the
OIC Figh Academy’s Resolution No.
15 of 1986.

18) There is no Shariah issue if
the zakat authority decides not to
inform the zakat-based microfi-
nance beneficiaries that the micro-
finance they receive comes from
zakat donations. This is to ensure
a greater sense of responsibility on
the part of the recipients when using
these funds.

19) The Hanafi scholar Abu Bakr
al-Jassas and others are of the opin-
ion that it is not mandatory to pay
zakat immediately.

20) The zakat money used in
microfinance projects can take
shape in various Shariah contracts
including qard and equity-based
and exchange-based contracts. The
zakat authority has the discretion to
waive the liability partially or fully
if the defaulter is not found guilty of
misconduct and transgression with
the capital that he was allocated.
This is because he may be classi-
fied as one of the asnaf at the time of
his inability to pay back the capital
and/or profit.. . The microfinance
institution shall put in place all nec-
essary risk management measures
and use a portion of its profit to form
and maintain a reserve account as a
buffer against any unexpected loss.

As number of major modern
scholars including Shaykh Abu
Zohra and many figures of Maqa-
sid i Shariah have maintained the
view that zakat can be extended as
microfinance.

The above cited research on Zakat
linked microfinance has segmented
members of the society in relation to
zakat-based microfinance into three
categories:

Non-zakat recipient. This refers
to the rich person. He is not eligi-

ble for zakat-based microfinance. ii.
Potential zakat recipient. This refers
to a poor person with healthy limbs
and a potential source of income
(e.g., he has potential business pro-
posal or has a skill but needs work-
ing capital). He is eligible for zakat-
based microfinance. iii. Actual zakat
recipient. This refers to two type of
persons a. One with healthy limbs
but no source of earning. He is eli-
gible for zakat-based microfinance.
b. Incapacitated to work for earn-
ing, temporarily or permanently. He
qualifies for regular zakat disburse-
ments as long as his heath situation
does not improve.

We can easily see how most of
farmers or their dependents will
fall into recipient category to whom
microfinance can be extended.

List of Fatwas on Investment of
Zakat

1) OIC Figh Academy, Jeddah,
in its resolution no. 15 (3/3) of 1986
allowed investment of zakat

2) OIC Figh Academy Resolution
No. 165 (18/3) of 2007

3) The Fatwa Council of the
Kuwaiti Ministry of Awqgaf and
Islamic Affairs

To conclude, we have an option
of complementing different pover-
ty alleviation programmes through
zakat and for this properly applica-
tions should be sought from zakat
eligible needy entreoreneurs and
cases can be sanctioned during or
soon after Ramadhan as most people
pay zakat in this month. Anyone
who has once received from zakat
should be handholded to be trans-
formed onto giver and until this
happens zakat can’t be said to have
achieved desired impact and as
such donors can also actively part
of screening processes or share rec-
ommendations for grant of scholar-
ships.

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