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Literature

Professor Muhammad Aslam

The Poet

I know very little about Rukhsana 
Jabeen, though I have seen her 
at several literary gatherings. 

As far as I know, she was born in 
Srinagar on 1 May 1955, completed 
master’s degrees in Urdu and Per-
sian, and later earned an MPhil in 
Persian. She retired as Director of 
the erstwhile Radio Kashmir in Sri-
nagar. I have not come across any 
independently published volumes 
by her; the poems discussed here are 
sourced from rekhta.org.

Ahmad Ali Fayaz notes that 
Jabeen is among the very few 
women writers from Jammu and 
Kashmir who “carved a niche in the 
Subcontinent’s vast domain of Urdu 
poetry at the intersection of the 20th  
and 21st  centuries.” Writing amid 
decades of armed insurgency in the 
Valley—a period that stifled much 
artistic expression—she nonethe-
less sustained her poetic voice for 
over three decades.

She has spoken movingly of the 
encouragement she received from 
Hamidi Kashmiri, one of the Sub-
continent’s most significant literary 
figures. Recalling her early years, 
she writes: “I was thrilled when 
Hamidi Sahab refined my first 
ghazal and got it published in the 
annual edition of his department’s 
magazine ‘Baazyaft’. Under his 
tutelage, I learned about modern 
sensibility and post-modern liter-
ary trends.” According to Fayaz (13 
January 2024), Jabeen has complet-
ed several translations—short sto-
ries from multiple languages into 
Kashmiri, as well as a translation 
of Hafiz Shirazi undertaken with Dr. 
Syed Raza of Budgam. In addition, 
three of her own collections—two 
in Urdu and one in Kashmiri—are 
reportedly ready for publication, 
though I do not know whether they 
have since appeared in print.

 (1)
(1) Transliteration
yeh hamaari zameen voh tumha-

ree zameen
sarhadain khaa gayee hain ye 

saaree zameen
teree �haa�ir hee ka�vaaye sar 

be-shumaar
qeemat aisee chakaa dee hai bhaa-

ree zameen
aa�kh u�hee bhee na thee teree 

jaanib abhee
�arb seenun pe lagvaa dee kaaree 

zamee
ghair koyee qadam rakh na paaye 

yahan
nadiyan �hoon kee kar dee jaaree 

zameen
aasman kaa gumaan sab ko hone 

lagaa
chaand taarun se ham ne sanvaa-

ree zameen
roz ugataa hai suraj isee kokh se
aur har shaam royee kunvaaree 

zameen
(1) Translation 

This land is ours, that land is 
yours.

Borders have devoured the 
whole of this land.

For you alone, countless heads 
were severed—

The soil has paid a price 
unbearably heavy.

Before your gaze even turned 
this way,

The earth arranged blows 
upon our chests, cruel and exact-
ing.

No stranger may set foot upon 
this ground;

The land has made its rivers 
flow with blood.

People began to mistake it for 
the sky—

We adorned this earth with 
moon and stars.

Each day the sun is born from 
this same womb,

And every evening, the virgin 
land weeps.

Critical Evaluation
I don’t know when this poem 

was written, but the way it talks 
about land, borders, and blood-
shed, it seems a reflection on how 
this earth (zameen) has been divid-
ed into different parts, each claim-
ing ownership of its bit. Rukhsana 
Jabeen’s poem is a stark medita-
tion on nationhood, sacrifice, and 
the violence embedded in borders, 
opening with the arresting inver-
sion that “borders have eaten the 
land,” turning geography into a 
predator that mutilates rather than 
protects. Mohammad Hanief Rame 
laments this situation in this way in 
‘Giraibaan’: 

main ne gulaab ke pauday se 
poochha

aaj kal tum par phool kam aur 
kaantay zyada aa rahay hain

kehnay laga main tumhara 
be-daam ghulaam hoon

un dinon tum dushmani ke kaan-
tay bonay mein masroof ho

tumhein kaanton ki zaroorat hai
jis roz tum dosti ke safar par niklo 

ge
dekhna main kaisay phoolon ke 

ambaar laga doon ga
main ne faakhta se kaha
duniya mein har taraf bad-amni 

phaili hai
woh tumhari shaakh-e-zaitoon, 

woh shaakh-e-aman kahan gayi
boli: main ne to laa kar tumharay 

haath mein de di thi
tum hi kahin rakh kar bhool gaye 

ho
dekho shayad tumhari bandook ki 

naali mein na pari ho
main ne taaron bharay aasmaan 

ki taraf hasrat se dekha
insaan ke din kab phirain ge
yeh qatl-o-ghaarat,  yeh 

khoon-kharaabi kab khatam hogi
yeh zair-daston ka sabr, yeh zab-

ardaston ka jabr
yeh loot aur jhoot aakhir hamaray 

naseeb mein kyun likh diye gaye hain
ek sitara toota
aur meray dil ke takhta-e-siyaah 

par raqam kar gaya
“jhaank lo apnay giraibaan 

mein”
I asked the rosebush:
“These days, why do you bear 

fewer flowers
and more thorns?”
It replied,
“I am your unpaid servant.
These days, you are busy 

sowing the thorns of hostility.
You need thorns.
The day you set out on the 

journey of friendship,
you’ll see how I pile up heaps 

of flowers.”
I said to the dove,
“Everywhere in the world, 

unrest has spread.
Where is your olive branch,
that branch of peace?”
She replied,
“I brought it and placed it in 

your hands.
You are the one who set it 

down somewhere and forgot it.
Look—perhaps it never fit
inside the barrel of your gun.”
I looked longingly at the star-

filled sky.
When will human days 

change?
When will this slaughter, this 

bloodshed, finally end?
This patience of the oppressed,
this tyranny of the powerful—
this plunder and deceit,
why were they written into 

our fate?
A star fell,
and engraved upon the black 

slate of my heart:
“Look within your own 

collar.”
Things haven’t fallen apart 

on their own. We, the people, are 
responsible and must therefore look 
within ourselves and take stock of 
the predicament. 

In Rukhsana Jabeen’s poem, 
zameen is feminized and embod-
ied: it pays a price, absorbs blows, 
bleeds rivers of blood, becomes a 
womb that births the sun, and final-
ly stands as a weeping virgin. This 
dual image—mother yet untouched, 
violated yet declared “pure”—cre-
ates deep tension, suggesting a land 
endlessly sacrificed for but never 
healed or fulfilled. The Subconti-
nent has seen the worst bloodshed, 
killing thousands of innocents, 
resulting in defining borders 

CONT. ON PAGE 3
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between one community and the 
other. The devastating portrayal of 
such borders is lamented in Gillian 
Clarke’s ‘Border’ thus: 

It crumbles
where the land forgets its 

name
and I’m foreign in my own 

country.
Fallow, pasture, ploughland
ripped from the hill
beside a broken farm.
The word’s exactness
slips from children’s tongues.
Saints fade in the parishes.
Fields blur between the scar
of hedgerow and new road.
History forgets itself.
At the garage they’re polite.
“Sorry love, no Welsh.”
At the shop I am slapped
by her hard “What!”
They came for the beauty
but could not hear it speak.
The phrase kunvaaree zameen 

(virgin land) in Jabeen’s poem is 
especially unsettling, implying 
that despite immense bloodshed, the 
land remains unclaimed and alone. 
Violence precedes even desire or 
recognition, as sacrifice occurs 
“before your gaze even turned this 
way,” suggesting anticipatory loyal-
ty, paranoia, or ideology rather than 
love or necessity. The sanctification 
of the land through moon-and-star 
imagery evokes flags and cosmic 
elevation, yet this sacredness is 
built atop exclusion and bloodshed, 
quietly critiquing how mythmak-
ing beautifies brutality. Although 
the daily birth of the sun suggests 
renewal, the poem closes with 
cyclical grief—birth each morning, 
tears each evening—implying end-
less repetition in which creation is 
always followed by mourning. Sty-
listically restrained yet emotionally 
dense, the poem refuses to resolve 
its contradictions, allowing pride 
to coexist with sorrow and sanctity 
with horror, and ultimately leaves 
the reader questioning whether the 
land ever truly asked for such sac-
rifice.

(2)
aik muama hai voh vaise kitna 

bh)ola bhala hai
aik aik rang anokha us ka, har 

andaaz nirala hai
shikwa hai, main chup hoon lekin 

itna hai maloom mujhe

mere phool se lafzon se woh kaante 
chunne wala hai

istifhaam ke jangal mein kab 
kaun kahan kyun kaisa kya

soch mein khud ko gum paaya hai 
jab se hosh sambhala hai

duniya mein dekha hai har su 
jhoot, kapat, chhal, makar o fareb

aur yeh sunne mein aaya hai 
jhoote ka munh kaala hai

koi samjha de saahil par maatam 
karne walon ko

apni marzi se kashti ko is girdab 
mein daala hai

apne apne taur pe ahl-e-fikr ne is 
ko socha hai

main bas itna kehti hoon: yeh 
maut ka aik niwala

(2) Translation 
He is a riddle—yet so disarm-

ingly innocent
Each shade of him is strange, 

each gesture rare and new.
I nurse a grievance—silent 

still—but this much I do know:
From my flower-soft words, he 

harvests thorns.
Lost in the forest of ques-

tions—
Who, when, where, why, how, 

and what—
I misplaced myself the day 

awareness came.
Everywhere I’ve looked, the 

world reeks of lies:
Deceit, trickery, fraud, illu-

sion—
And yet they say the liar’s face 

turns black.
Someone should tell those 

mourning on the shore:
The boat was steered into the 

whirlpool by choice.
The thinkers all have pon-

dered it in their own way;
I say only this: It is a single 

mouthful of death.
3) Critical Evaluation
“The boat was steered into the 

whirlpool by choice” is a devastat-
ing image of the unfortunate situ-
ation Kashmir was beset by in the 
90s and the 20s of the previous cen-
tury. The speaker is watching the 
mourners on the shore but knows 
that the tragedy that they are wail-
ing about has been self-inflicted. In 
the mayhem, we came across both 
intellectual restlessness and moral 
fatigue that this poem is lamenting. 
“The thinkers all have pondered it 
in their own way” but felt helpless 
in finding any solution. The intel-
lectual vacuum led to enormous 
problems. 

The speaker in the poem is 
observant, restrained, and deeply 
sceptical—someone who has seen 
too much and therefore speaks 
only what feels necessary. One of 
the poem’s key strengths lies in its 
economy of metaphor: images such 
as “flower-soft words,” “the forest 
of questions,” and “a mouthful of 
death” are compact yet densely 
loaded, carrying philosophical 
weight without slipping into orna-
mentation. The poem also sustains 
a compelling moral ambiguity, 
refusing any claim to innocence; the 
image of steering the boat into the 
whirlpool by choice subtly indicts 
not just a corrupt world but human 
agency itself, suggesting that suf-
fering is often chosen rather than 

merely endured. This is reinforced 
by the controlled voice of the speak-
er, whose repeated restraint—her 
silence and finality—creates author-
ity, as she does not argue or plead 
but simply concludes. Thematical-
ly, the poem explores the tension 
between perception and reality, 
where apparent uniqueness con-
ceals harm; language as vulnera-
bility, where softness invites vio-
lence; existential inquiry, reflected 
in the cascading interrogatives that 
mirror philosophical paralysis; and 
collective self-deception, embodied 
in the ironic invocation of the prov-
erb about the liar’s blackened face 
in a world that continues to live by 
lies. The closing line, “yeh maut ka 
aik niwala,” is devastating precisely 
because it refuses elaboration: after 
all the questioning, the poet arrives 
not at an answer but at a verdict, a 
moment that feels less like despair 
and more like lucid, unsentimen-
tal acceptance. Herbert Nehrlich 
describes “moat ka niwala” this way 
in relation to Zimbabwe: 

I had to close the book of man-
kind’s history,

it told of many wars, of blood-
shed and of torture,

describing in disturbing but 
extensive detail,

how one can split a skull and 
full-grown man in half,

right down the centre of his 
hapless, useless being.

As if he’d never mattered or 
deserved to live.

So many years and so much 
blood was spilled,

that fertile fields bore witness 
to man’s greatest folly.

On page eleven of four hun-
dred, many illustrated,

they had included a descrip-
tion of a gallic guillotine,

complete with animation, only 
light touch was required,

and in true colours bloody 
heads rolled to the bottom of the 
page.

I had now seen enough, of 
pages so explicit

and stuffed it back into the 
very upper shelf.

And out of sight was out of 
mind, all within minutes.

I’d closed the book on one 
man’s cruelty to others.

(3)
(3) transliteration 
aankhon mein mere abr-e-rawaan 

aur tarah ke
dil mein bhi kai dasht-e-tapaan 

aur tarah ke; 
hain yaas tere teer-o-kamaan aur 

tarah ke
lafzon ke sipar mere yahan aur 

tarah ke; 
ahbaab sunaate hain koi aur 

kahaani 
hain mere hareefon ke bayaan aur 

tarah ke;
ajdaad viraasat mein ghutan 

chhor gaye hain
ta‘meer karein ab ke makaan aur 

tarah ke;
yeh baat bahaaron pe hi mauqoof 

nahin hai
mausam hain mere saath jawaan 

aur tarah ke; 
tum apne ko kehte ho juda sab se 

alag sa

aabshaar numaayaan hain 
kahaan aur tarah ke; 

ab shola-e-khas ki bhi koi taab 
nahin hai 

allah mere baandh samaan aur 
tarah ke; 

andeeshe mujhe gher na lein kaise 
bhala ho

guzre hain unhein bhi to gumaan 
aur tarah ke.

(3) Translation
In my eyes flow clouds of a dif-

ferent kind,
And in my heart burn deserts 

of another heat.
Your despair draws bows and 

arrows unlike mine;
Here, my words carry shields 

of another make.
Friends tell me a story that is 

not my own;
Even my rivals speak in other 

tongues.
Ancestors have left us suffoca-

tion as inheritance—
This time, let us build our 

houses otherwise.
This truth is not bound to 

spring alone;
The seasons that walk with me 

ripen differently.
You call yourself distinct, set 

apart from all—
Where, then, are waterfalls 

that are truly unlike the rest?
Now even the spark of dry 

grass has no strength left;
O God, refashion my provi-

sions in another way.
How could anxieties fail to 

surround me,
When those before me also 

passed through doubts of other 
kinds?

(3) Critical Evaluation
The poem is structured around 

the insistent refrain of aur tarah 
ke—“of another kind”—which 
functions not merely as a stylistic 
echo but as the poem’s philosophical 
engine. Each repetition widens the 

CONT. ON PAGE 4
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gap between inner life and inherit-
ed or imposed narratives: eyes and 
heart generate their own climates, 
language becomes defensive rather 
than decorative, and even despair 
is depicted as armed in unfamiliar 
ways. The speaker resists both the 
consolations of community and 
the oppositional clarity of rival-
ry; friends and enemies alike are 
shown to speak from frameworks 
that do not fully touch the speaker’s 
lived reality. This produces a voice 
that is lucid yet restless, ground-
ed in self-knowledge but wary of 
self-mythologizing, especially when 
confronted with claims of absolute 
uniqueness.

Equally compelling is the poem’s 
ethical turn toward inheritance 
and futurity. The ancestors’ legacy 
is named bluntly as “suffocation,” 
rejecting nostalgia and posing 
the question of reconstruction—
makaan aur tarah ke—as a moral 
necessity rather than an aesthetic 
choice. Nature, often a site of easy 
renewal in lyric poetry, is plural-
ized and individualized: seasons 
age with the speaker, spring loses 
its monopoly on hope, and even 
fire fails. The final prayer does 
not ask for certainty or escape but 
for altered equipment—tools ade-
quate to changed conditions—while 
acknowledging that doubt itself is 
inherited, though never in the same 
form. The poem thus articulates a 
modern, historically conscious sub-
jectivity: one that accepts difference 
as unavoidable, continuity as trou-
bled, and survival as an act of con-
stant reconfiguration rather than 
resolution.

Reading the poem from a femi-
nist perspective, the speaker is up 
against the traditions and rituals 
that bind a woman to the patriar-
chal framework, “suffocating” for 
generations together. Here, we find 
a female weaving her own world 
differently with a prayer: O God, 
refashion my provisions in another 
way. The speaker is up against any 
shackles, like the narrator in the 
following poem:

They built a cage of “should” 
and “musts,”

With walls of glass and iron 
rusts.

They said, “Be soft,” “Be quiet, 
stay,”

“And walk the path we paved 
today.” 

But I have learned to breathe 
in stone,

And claim the marrow from 
the bone.

My silence was a temporary 
loan,

I am the builder of my own.
I will not fit in boxes small,
I am the fire, I am the wall.
They thought to bend me till 

I broke,
But I am the fire, I am the 

smoke.
Look in my eyes, the gaze is 

free,
The architect of1/2 history.
No longer guest within this 

place,
I own the power of my space.
(4)
(4) Transliteration

main hun to kyee patlaye ki kahan 
hun

sada tu de ke jaanun main kahan 
hoon

yahi hai farq mujh mein aur us 
mein

yaqeen hai woh, to main bas aik 
gumaan hoon

zameen se aasmaan tak shor kaisa
to kya sab ke liye baar-e-garaan 

hoon
bahum us ko faza-e-aasmani
main goya band kamray mein 

dhuan hoon
main phooti us ki pasli se to terhi
woh seedha teer jaisa, main 

kamaan hoon
khayaal-o-khwaab hai woh, aab-

e-darya
teray sehraon mein reg-e-rawaan 

hoon
kabhi ilzaam lagta hai yeh hona
na ho kar bhi to main tuhmat-ba-

jaan hoon
daleelen dher saari, tu zameen hai
ba-zid is par ke tera aasmaan 

hoon
yeh duniya-daar bachay jaantay 

hain
meray qadmon mein jannat hai 

ke maa hoon
(4) Translation
If I exist, let someone say: yes, 

you do.
Call out to me—so I know 

where I am.
This is the difference between 

him and me:
He is certainty; I am only 

doubt.
From earth to sky, what is this 

uproar—
Am I a burden laid on every-

one?
He moves freely in the open 

air of heaven;
I am smoke trapped in a sealed 

room.
I was shaped from his rib, and 

so I’m crooked;
He flies straight like an 

arrow—I am the bow.
He is thought and dream, the 

water of a river;
In your deserts, I am drifting 

sand.
Sometimes simply being feels 

like a crime;
Even not existing, I stand 

accused.
You pile up proofs and say you 

are the earth;
I insist—stubbornly—that I 

am your sky.
These worldly-wise children 

know the truth:
Paradise lies at my feet—

because I am a mother.
(4) Critical Evaluation
This poem is about a woman who 

brings children into the world, yet 
being a woman “feels like a crime” 
and  “a burden laid on everyone.”  
The poem is a tightly woven med-
itation on identity, gender, belief, 
and moral authority, articulated 
through a sustained series of bina-
ries: certainty versus doubt, sky 
versus earth, openness versus enclo-
sure, straightness versus curvature. 
The speaker consistently positions 
herself as relational rather than 
absolute—“gumaan” rather than 
“yaqeen”—a stance that becomes 
a source of both vulnerability and 
quiet power. The narrator feels like 
the speaker in Emily Dickinson’s 
‘I’m Nobody! Who are you?’ 

I’m Nobody! Who are you?
Are you - Nobody - too?
Then there’s a pair of us!
Dont tell! they’d banish us - 

you know!
How dreary - to be - Somebody!
How public - like a Frog -
To tell your name - the live-

long June -
To an admiring Bog!
Rukhsana Jabeen uses images—

smoke in a closed room, a bow bent 
against an arrow, sand against 
water—which aren’t decorative 
metaphors. Still, they actively 
argue the poem’s thesis that what 
is deemed secondary, indirect, 
or unstable is nonetheless essen-
tial, generative, and structurally 
necessary. The rib metaphor is 
especially sharp—reclaiming a 
traditionally derogatory trope and 
reframing “crookedness” as func-
tion, tension, and potential energy.

Critically, the poem’s strength 
lies in its refusal to resolve its 
contradictions. The speaker does 
not escape accusation, burden, 
or doubt; instead, she inhabits 
them fully, even when innocence 
is impossible (“na ho kar bhi… 
tuhmat ba-jaan”). This lends the 
poem ethical weight rather than 
mere polemic. The final turn 
toward motherhood risks senti-
mentality but avoids it by ground-
ing paradise not in abstraction but 
in embodied labor and lived knowl-
edge—“duniya-daar bachay jaan-
tay hain.” Who are these world-
ly children, and why must they 
understand that “she is a mother” 
at whose feet paradise lies? 
‘Mother’ is like ‘zameen’ (known 
as Mother Earth or Mother Nature 
or the Earth Mother), bearing all 

atrocities, killings, exploitation, 
and whatnot, though people know 
that if all of us live in peace, this 
could turn into a virtual paradise. 
That is how poets like Emily Dick-
inson have praised her: 

Nature, the gentlest mother,
Impatient of no child,
The feeblest or the wayward-

est, —
Her admonition mild
In forest and the hill
By traveller is heard,
Restraining rampant squir-

rel
Or too impetuous bird.
How fair her conversation,
A summer afternoon, —
Her household, her assembly;
And when the sun goes down
Her voice among the aisles
Incites the timid prayer
Of the minutest cricket,
The most unworthy flower.
When all the children sleep
She turns as long away
As will suffice to light her 

lamps;
Then, bending from the sky
With infinite affection
And infiniter care,
Her golden finger on her lip,
Wills silence everywhere.
Rukhsana Jabeen’s poem relies 

heavily on metaphor and often 
assumes a well-read, culturally 
aware reader, which can make it 
feel less emotionally direct. Yet 
this very seriousness is also its 
strength. The poem speaks with 
quiet force, standing firm in its 
defense of those who are curved, 
uncertain, and unseen, and insist-
ing on their dignity without ever 
raising its voice. 

Conclusion
Rukhsana Jabeen’s poetic land-

scape centres on Zameen (earth) as 
the space of proof, weight, and judg-
ment, and on Gumaan (doubt, uncer-
tainty), which is her lived condition. 
Zameen claims authority through 
evidence and certainty—“you 
pile up proofs and say you are the 
earth”—and uses that authority 
to measure, accuse, and confine. 
Gumaan, by contrast, is fluid, 
unverified, and restless: smoke in a 
sealed room, drifting sand, a sky that 
cannot be pinned down. Although 
doubt appears weak, crooked, or 
even criminalized, it is also expan-
sive and generative. Gumaan insists 
on being the sky to Zameen’s earth—
necessary, enveloping, and enabling 
life rather than merely weighing it 
down. Gumaan is not a flaw but the 
quiet power that nurtures, ques-
tions, and sustains existence. 

Rukhsana Jabeen’s poetry 
suggests that ethics cannot rest 
solely on rigid certainty (Zameen), 
because moral judgment imposed 
through “proofs” often ignores lived 
experience. Subjectivity (Gumaan), 
though marked as doubt or weak-
ness, carries ethical weight pre-
cisely because it feels, questions, 
and nurtures. She argues that true 
ethics emerges from acknowledg-
ing vulnerability and responsibility 
rather than enforcing fixed truths. 
Moral understanding, like mother-
hood in the last poem, grows from 
empathy and care, not from unques-
tioned authority.

CONT. FROM PAGE 3
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Short Story

She met me at the Delhi airport. 
Aghast, dishevelled, and 

wrinkled.... this was all she 
had become now, once an all-time 
favourite of teachers and a heart-
throb of Law faculty at Kashmir 
University.

She was not the one I often dreamt 
of befriending during my carefree 
days. We were flies, circling her to 
get noticed. But, she would keep 
reading books under the shade of 
the Chinar tree at the back of our 
Nasimbagh campus. It was not her 
pride in ignoring us but a passion 
for reading fiction. 

The boys in our class would fight 
to reserve a seat next to hers and get 
in her good books.

Laila was born with many qual-
ities: beauty, wealth, and intel-
ligence. I had learned that we are 
never perfect. It was not true in 
her case. She was perfect, rather 
the symbol of perfection. God had 
been generous to her. She possessed 
everything one could only dream of. 
She was the queen of our law faculty, 
where three hundred fifty-five boys 
were dreaming of becoming king of 
her heart.

On the day we departed, with 
tears, uncertain futures, and heart-
break, she did not shed a tear or feel 
emotional. On the contrary, she was 
rejoicing with the degree in hand as 
she handed her books to the chauf-
feur waiting to drive her home. 

Then, one day, a piece of news 
broke that she had married an 
influential politician who was her 
father's choice; rather, a gift to the 
whole clan of Mir's family. Her father 
knew this match would bring fame 
and fortune to the whole family. One 
day, the daughter will become one 
of the power centres of the Valley, 
where every decision will be taken 
only after her seal.

In our society, only powerful 
people survive; the rest live like 
paupers. Any doctor or engineer was 
never acceptable to her father. He 
would always ridicule them, "they 
work like donkeys all the time. We 
need powerful women at the helm of 
affairs, for which a political husband 
can become a ladder". He sought an 
extraordinary man of wealth and 
authority for his only daughter. 
So, a politician was the best choice. 
All matchmakers were promised a 
large reward for finding this match. 
In the past, Kings and queens would 
invite the most influential people to 
arrange marriages for their daugh-
ters. The old custom was revived for 
Laila. And, it worked. 

After a long search, a politician's 
husband was found and tied in a 
relationship that proved to be a jack-
pot for the family. From brothers to 
relatives to distant cousins, every-
body got a huge cache of political 
fortune. Free plots, free housing, 
free tours, and free contracts were 
the fortune Laila's family had been 
entitled to. 

Laila liked helping her family and 
continued to grow her influence.

Laila became more generous, 
more charming, and more intelli-
gent. Even her beauty had become 
political. She got involved in active 
politics and attended the milling 
crowd her husband used to repre-
sent. Her husband felt very pleased 
with the way she was handling his 

political affairs. "She had become 
more mature, scheming and twist-
ed, as is needed for the politics". He 
would often confide in his mother.

Life had become one big globe 
for Mirs, revolving around money, 
travel, and shopping. She loved 
every bit of it.

It changed all of a sudden after a 
few years. She found herself caught 
in a dangerous web of deceit, betray-
al, and corruption. Her mother-in-
law had advised her the first day 
she stepped into the house that “you 
have to learn the art of chess since 
you have become part of this family; 
you must play chess with every rel-
ative, friend, or acquaintance. It 
will only keep you relevant because 
your husband and my son have been 
the champions of this game. He has 
even defeated me many times. That 
is why he has become more powerful 
in his clan”. 

 At such times, Laila would 
remember her mother used to say, 
"Every fruit-bearing tree has to bend 
down".

  Something happened in the 
family which she didn't figure out. 
Her husband had to disappear from 
the political landscape for a long 
time. She did not comprehend the 
situation but dealt with this stark 
reality very maturely. There was 
no one, not even a father, who could 
come, comfort, and give some clue. 
Yet, she remained steadfast and 
never left her home to strangers.

Over time, she saw the number of 
visitors decline. The relatives had 
altogether disappeared. Mother-in-
law had left and joined her other 
son in the Middle East. Laila was 
left alone in a mansion, wandering 
around. Empty, decorated rooms 
with huge, illuminating chandeliers 
gave her the creeps. They had all lost 
relevance.  

One evening, as she was turning 
off the lights to go to bed, her hus-
band appeared at the door with a 
young girl. She was thinking, "Is this 
him with a girl, or is this wild imag-
ination?" Before she took a step for-
ward, her husband was giving strict 
instructions on how to look after the 

young girl who would be sharing his 
bedroom as his second wife. 

Laila couldn't believe that a dis-
appeared politician cum husband 
appeared from nowhere in the dark-
ness with a young and beautiful girl. 
He didn't even greet her or ask how 
she had been all these years of emp-
tiness. 'Do relations lose significance 
just like this?

Time just stopped, so did stop a 
beat in her heart.....

"What is going on?" she wanted 
to ask him, but he had already left, 
asking the driver to bring the suit-
cases into the room.

She was gazing at the young girl 
who seemed lost in the twinkling 
diamonds in the bracelet in her 
hand. 

She had to swallow her pride and 
accept fate.

Everyone comes for help when 
you are powerful, but nobody gives 
a damn when you have fallen from 
grace. That is what happened to this 
political family. Nobody even looked 
at them, let alone came to talk to or 
comfort Laila. She had to endure the 
shame of living like a second-class 
citizen all alone.

“I wanted to talk about this 
undignified life with my husband, 
but couldn't dare because he would 
not let me mention this issue except 
politics. If I tried to persist, he would 
start shouting at me. I was sure that 
I would have to end up in the grave 
if I again mentioned my pain of 
living like a beggar in his house”. 
Her voice broke while whispering 
in my ear. 

For a long time, she kept looking 
at me, rather staring at me, as if she 
was recollecting the memories of 
carefree days when she would often 
belittle me.

We sat together in the airport 
lounge for a long time and started to 
recollect our memories over coffee.

“You were born with many quali-
ties; did they not help?” I asked with-
out returning her stares.

"My marriage was my father’s 
choice, and I accepted it wholeheart-
edly. Even then, I put all my efforts 
into it to make it successful. Once, 

he disappeared for a few years and 
lived with a girl half his age. I froze, 
but soon accepted it and moved on. 
I thought he would realise and come 
back to me. Next time, he came with 
another woman. I felt disowned and 
unwanted. I continued my broken 
relations. Sometimes I would find 
him brooding and cursing God. 
Then, all of a sudden, our house 
turned into a “women’s world”. 
I turned into a freak. I was left in 
a corner to cry. I have no kids, no 
job, and no prospects. There was 
no help from any quarter. Even my 
father disowned me. Yes, I lived on 
his fortunes. I had to reconcile with 
this arrangement that I need money 
to lead my life”. She said without 
punctuation. 

“Where are you living now?” I 
asked her after a lot of effort.

“Hyderabad, I have a small flat 
there. I work in one of the Muslim 
orphanages. Looking after orphans 
gives me the only reason to live and 
a little comfort too”. She didn’t look 
straight into my eyes….

I was lost on the university 
campus, which I thought had given 
all of us confidence, a future, and 
hope for a better understanding, 
a better life, and dignity, but who 
knew that not all were so lucky. One 
among us who was born with a silver 
spoon had lost everything, even her 
beauty, her face had more wrinkles 
than me, and I felt ache inside...

“How about you?” Are you still 
writing those imaginary stories 
of love, affection, and relations? 
Are you still living in that fantasy 
world?” She said with sarcasm.

I had difficulty summing up six 
decades of my life in a few sentenc-
es. I just smiled, but I knew she had 
touched my inner chord of life. And, 
I had got the master's in hiding the 
book of my life. She didn't wait any 
longer and started quizzing.

"Oh, you are as miserable as 
ever. You have not changed, same 
timid and feeble girl. Keeping up the 
appearance that all is rosy”.

With a lot of courage, I said, "I was 

CONT. ON PAGE 13
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--------------------------------------------------------------
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Publisher: Penguin Classics
Publication year 2007
Price : Rs. 699
--------------------------------------------------------------

In Humboldt's Gift, Saul Bellow 
crafts a deeply layered mentor–
disciple relationship between 

Charlie Citrine and the poet Von 
Humboldt Fleisher. What makes 
this relationship so compelling is its 
paradoxical nature. Citrine admires 
Humboldt with genuine reverence—
almost devotional intensity—yet he 
also develops the intellectual and 
moral maturity to see through Hum-
boldt’s inflated academic scholar-
ship and troubling misogyny toward 
his wife. The tension between admi-
ration and perception becomes the 
central axis of Citrine’s growth.

In his youth, Citrine’s admiration 
for Humboldt is wholehearted. Hum-
boldt appears as a heroic cultural 
figure who stands against the mate-
rialistic coarseness of America. He 
speaks of poetry not as mere expres-
sion but as civilizational responsi-
bility. His references to European 
thinkers, his grand formulations 
about history, and his prophetic diag-
nosis of America’s spiritual decline 
elevate him in Citrine’s imagination. 
For the young writer searching for 
seriousness and depth, Humboldt 
represents entry into a higher intel-
lectual order. He embodies what 
Citrine longs to become—cultured, 
uncompromising, and historical-
ly conscious. In this stage, Citrine 
experiences intellectual awakening 
through discipleship.

However, Bellow subtly shows 
that even during this phase of 
hero-worship, Citrine is observant. 
He hears the brilliance in Hum-
boldt’s cultural analyses, but he 
also senses something theatrical in 
their delivery. Humboldt’s academic 
scholarship often feels like perfor-
mance—a display of erudition that 
dramatizes rather than clarifies. His 
sweeping condemnations of America 
sometimes border on paranoia, as if 
disappointment in personal recogni-
tion is reframed as national decline. 
Citrine does not immediately reject 
these exaggerations, but he registers 
them. That registration is the seed of 
maturity.

As Citrine matures and gains 
professional success—ironically 
through more commercially viable 
writing—his perception sharpens. 
He begins to see contradictions in 

Humboldt’s stance. The poet con-
demns capitalism and mass culture, 
yet he longs desperately for fame 
and recognition. He denounces pop-
ular success but resents those who 
achieve it. His high-minded disdain 
for materialism does not prevent 
him from obsessing over his own 
marginalization. Citrine gradually 
understands that Humboldt’s aca-
demic rhetoric functions not only as 
cultural critique but as psychologi-
cal defense. The grand theories some-
times shield personal insecurity. The 
prophetic tone masks vulnerability.

This realization does not dimin-
ish Citrine’s admiration; rather, it 
complicates it. He learns to distin-
guish between intellectual brilliance 
and emotional stability. Humboldt’s 
scholarship remains impressive, 
but it no longer appears infallible. 
Citrine recognizes that erudition 
can coexist with immaturity. The 
authority he once experienced as 
absolute becomes human and there-
fore limited.

The setting of Chicago intensi-
fies this awakening. Bellow situates 
Citrine in a world where gangsters 
like Cantabile, lawyers, scholars, 
and ex-wives intersect. The bound-
aries between intellectual life and 
material struggle collapse. Hum-
boldt had imagined the poet as a 
figure who could transcend crude 
commercial culture, yet the novel 
demonstrates that no such insula-
tion truly exists. Citrine perceives 
that Humboldt’s refusal to negotiate 
pragmatically with reality contrib-
utes to his downfall. Intellectual 
purity without practical grounding 
becomes fragile. Through these con-
trasts, Citrine acquires a more bal-
anced realism.

Most significant is Citrine’s 
awareness of Humboldt’s treatment 
of his wife, Kathleen. Humboldt’s 
misogyny is not presented as overt 
brutality but as subtle domination 
and condescension. He exhibits jeal-
ousy, suspicion, and a tendency to 
blame his wife for his frustrations. 
Personal failures become external-
ized as domestic grievances. His 

artistic ego demands unwavering 
admiration, and when that admi-
ration falters, resentment surfaces. 
Citrine observes these dynamics 
quietly but perceptively. He under-
stands that Humboldt’s need for con-
trol within marriage reflects insecu-
rity rather than strength.

This recognition marks a decisive 
ethical shift in Citrine. He no longer 
equates genius with moral authori-
ty. He sees that intellectual grandeur 
does not absolve one of personal 
accountability. Humboldt’s schol-
arship may critique civilization, but 
it does not exempt him from practic-
ing fairness within his own relation-
ships. By perceiving this hypocrisy, 
Citrine attains moral independence.

Interestingly, Citrine’s own rela-
tionships with women—Denise, 
Renata, and Naomi—mirror 
and revise Humboldt’s patterns. 
Through his failed marriage to 
Denise, his passionate yet anxious 
involvement with Renata, and his 
eventual calmer companionship 
with Naomi, Citrine confronts his 
own egoism. Unlike Humboldt, how-
ever, he gradually moves toward 
introspection. His mistakes generate 
self-examination rather than mere 
blame. The ability to identify misog-
yny in his mentor coincides with 
greater humility within himself.

Spiritual reflection further deep-
ens this maturity. Citrine’s contem-
plations about mortality and meta-
physics soften the sharp edges of 
ambition. Where Humboldt framed 
culture in heroic and almost oper-
atic terms, Citrine turns inward. 
His interest in spiritual dimensions 
of experience complicates purely 
academic frameworks. He begins to 
value inner equilibrium over public 
recognition. This shift enables him 
to evaluate Humboldt without the 
distortions of envy or rivalry.

What ultimately defines Citrine’s 
maturity is his capacity to preserve 
admiration without blindness. He 
does not become cynical or dismis-
sive. He continues to honor Hum-
boldt’s love for poetry, his histor-
ical imagination, and his attempt 

to elevate American culture. Yet he 
no longer romanticizes the man. He 
acknowledges the theatrical exag-
geration, the insecurity, and the 
misogyny. Genius, he learns, is not 
moral immunity.

The title of the novel takes on 
deeper resonance in this light. Hum-
boldt’s “gift” is not simply a posthu-
mous screenplay that brings finan-
cial relief to Citrine. It is the gift of 
perspective. Through Humboldt’s 
brilliance and flaws, Citrine learns 
the difference between performance 
and authenticity, between intellec-
tual posturing and ethical respon-
sibility. The mentor becomes fully 
human in memory, and that human-
ity becomes instructive.

Saul Bellow thus offers more than 
a satire of academia or a portrait of 
artistic rivalry. He presents a study 
of how maturity evolves through 
disillusionment. Citrine’s growth 
does not require the destruction of 
his mentor’s image; it requires the 
expansion of it. He learns to hold 
contradiction—the sublime and the 
petty, the visionary and the inse-
cure—within one perception.

By the novel’s end, Citrine stands 
not as a defeated disciple nor as a 
rebellious successor, but as an 
independent consciousness. He has 
absorbed Humboldt’s passion for art 
while rejecting his illusions of gran-
deur. He has witnessed how scholar-
ship can turn performative and how 
artistic ego can foster misogyny. Yet 
he remains grateful for the intellec-
tual awakening Humboldt provided.

In this balance lies the true depth 
of Humboldt’s Gift. Citrine’s admi-
ration becomes mature precisely 
because it is informed by clarity. 
He sees his mentor whole. And in 
seeing him whole, he becomes whole 
himself.

( Dr Purnima Singh is Asst Pro-
fessor English Dept Vasant Kanya 

Mahavidyalaya Varanasi UP. She 
authored Mirari: A Collection of 

Poems, In Search of Meaning: Poetry 
by Purnima, Myth, Histiry and Culture 

a refl ective and interdisciplinary 
work and many scholarly articles)

Admiration and Clarity: Citrine’s 
Mature Vision in Humboldt’s Gift
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Faith And Spirituality 

Zulfi qar Naqvi 

Ramadhan, the ninth month of 
the Islamic lunar calendar, 
is one of the most sacred and 

transformative periods in the life 
of a Muslim. Observed by millions 
across continents, cultures and lan-
guages, it is a month distinguished 
by fasting, prayer, charity and deep 
reflection. Yet Ramadhan is far more 
than a ritual observance or seasonal 
act of devotion. It is a comprehensive 
spiritual training program designed 
to renew the human soul and restore 
harmony within society. Rooted in 
the teachings of the Qur’an and the 
example of Prophet Muhammad 
(peace be upon him), Ramadan inte-
grates personal reform with social 
responsibility, inner purification 
with outward compassion.

THE QUR’ANIC FOUNDATION of 
RAMADHAN 

The obligation of fasting during 
Ramadhan is clearly established in 
the Qur’an:

“O you who believe! Fasting is 
prescribed for you as it was pre-
scribed for those before you, that 
you may become righteous (attain 
Taqwa).” (Surah Al-Baqarah 2:183) 
This verse reveals two important 
truths. First, fasting is part of a uni-
versal spiritual tradition practiced 
by earlier communities also. Second, 
its ultimate goal is the development 
of Taqwa, a heightened awareness of 
God that shapes moral conduct and 
purifies intention. The fast is there-
fore not merely physical abstinence 
but a conscious exercise in spiritual 
elevation.

The Qur’an further highlights the 
unique status of this month:

“The month of Ramadhan in 
which was revealed the Qur’an, a 
guidance for mankind and clear 
proofs of guidance and criterion…” 
(Surah Al-Baqarah 2:185) There-
fore, Ramadhan is honored as the 
month of revelation too. It marks 
the beginning of divine guidance 
sent to humanity. As such, Muslims 
increase their recitation and study 
of the Qur’an during this month, 
seeking to align their lives more 
closely with its teachings.

FASTING: A SCHOOL of SELF-DIS-
CIPLINE 

Fasting from dawn until the 
beginning of the night involves 
abstaining from food, drink and 
marital relations. However, the 
essence of fasting goes far beyond 
these physical acts. It is a discipline 
of the heart, mind and soul. By will-
ingly renouncing lawful comforts, 
individuals learn mastery over 
their desires. In a world dominat-
ed by instant gratification, Ramad-
han teaches restraint, patience 
and gratitude. Hunger and thirst 
soften the heart and remind indi-
viduals of their dependence on God 
and their vulnerability as human 

beings. The fast weakens arrogance 
and strengthens humility. When a 
person refrains from responding to 
anger or avoids gossip and dishon-
esty while fasting, he is practicing a 
higher level of moral consciousness. 
Again the Qur’an calls believers to 
repentance and renewal and says: 
“And turn to Allah in repentance, 
all of you, O believers that you might 
succeed.” (Surah An-Nur 24:31) 
Ramadhan provides the ideal atmo-
sphere for such repentance. With 
hearts softened and distractions 
reduced believers seek forgiveness 
for past shortcomings and resolve 
to improve their character. Thus, 
fasting becomes a means of spiritual 
rebirth.

THE NIGHT of POWER: LAYLAT-
UL-QADR : 

Among the most spiritually sig-
nificant aspects of Ramadhan is 
Laylatul-Qadr (the Night of Decree 
or Power), believed to fall within 
the last ten nights of the month. 
The Qur’an describes its immense 
value in a verse: “Indeed, We sent it 
[the Qur’an] down during the Night 
of Decree. And what can make you 
know what is the Night of Decree? 
The Night of Decree is better than 
a thousand months.” (Surah Al-Qa-
dr 97:1–3) A single night of sincere 
worship during Laylatul-Qadr 
carries the reward of more than 
eighty-three years of devotion. This 
teaching inspires believers to inten-
sify their prayers and supplications 
during the final days of Ramadhan. 
It reinforces the message that spir-
itual excellence is within reach for 
anyone who sincerely seeks it.

CHARITY And SOCIAL JUSTICE  
Ramadhan is inseparable from 

charity. It is a month in which 
compassion moves from sentiment 
to action. The Qur’an repeatedly 
emphasizes the importance of sup-
porting the needy: “And establish 
prayer and give Zakat and whatev-
er good you put forward for your-
selves—you will find it with Allah.”

(Surah Al-Baqarah 2:110) Again 
in another verse Allah says: “The 
example of those who spend their 
wealth in the way of Allah is like 
a seed of grain which grows seven 
spikes; in each spike is a hundred 
grains…” (Surah Al-Baqarah 2:261) 

These verses illustrate that gen-
erosity multiplies blessings and 
strengthens society.

During Ramadhan Muslims are 
required to pay Zakat if eligible and 
they are encouraged to give addi-
tional voluntary charity (Sadaqah). 
Many communities organize food 
drives, distribute meals and ensure 
that even the most vulnerable can 
break their fast with dignity. By 
redistributing wealth and caring 
for the disadvantaged, Ramad-
han reduces social inequalities. It 
reminds the wealthy that their pros-
perity is a trust from God and that 
true success lies in uplifting others. 
This spirit of giving nurtures social 
harmony and mutual respect.

BROTHERHOOD, UNITY AND COM-
MUNITY LIFE 

Ramadhan strengthens com-
munal bonds in remarkable ways. 
Families gather daily for Iftar, the 
meal that breaks the fast at the 
beginning of night. These gatherings 
foster love, patience and gratitude. 
Mosques become centers of spiritual 
and social life, especially during the 
nightly Taraweeh prayers, where 
believers stand shoulder to shoul-
der regardless of social status. The 
Qur’an emphasizes unity among 
believers: “Indeed, the believers 
are but brothers, so make settle-
ment between your brothers and 
fear Allah that you may receive 
mercy.” (Surah Al-Hujurat 49:10) 
Thus Ramadhan translates this 
principle into lived experience. Dif-
ferences of race, language or wealth 
fade as communities unite in wor-
ship and shared purpose. In many 
places, Iftar meals are extended to 
neighbors and people of other faiths, 
fostering interfaith understanding 
and peaceful coexistence.

ETHICAL REFINEMENT AND EMO-
TIONAL INTELLIGENCE 

Ramadhan is a time to refine 
character. The Qur’an praises those 
who control their emotions:

“And those who restrain anger 
and pardon the people—Allah loves 
the doers of good.” (Surah Aal-e-Im-
ran 3:134) In this way fasting trains 
believers to manage anger, forgive 
others and avoid harmful speech. 
The Prophet Muhammad (peace be 
upon him) taught that if someone 

provokes a fasting person, he should 
respond by saying, “I am fasting,” as 
a reminder to maintain dignity and 
composure.

This emotional discipline 
improves relationships at home, in 
workplaces and in society at large. 
By practicing patience and forgive-
ness individuals contribute to a 
more peaceful social environment.

THE UNIVERSALITY of RAMA-
DAN’S MESSAGE 

Although Ramadhan is a reli-
gious observance, its core values 
that include self-restraint, gratitude, 
generosity, humility and compas-
sion are universally meaningful. In a 
world often driven by consumerism 
and division, Ramadhan offers an 
alternative model centered on moral 
growth and collective well-being. 
The experience of fasting cultivates 
empathy for the hungry. Charity 
fosters economic justice. Communal 
worship promotes unity. Reflection 
encourages ethical responsibility. 
These principles transcend cultur-
al and geographical boundaries, 
making Ramadhan a powerful force 
for global harmony.

CARRYING The SPIRIT BEYOND 
RAMADHAN 

The true success of Ramadhan 
lies not only in completing thirty 
days of fasting but in sustaining 
its lessons afterward. The Qur’an’s 
guidance, internalized during this 
month should continue to illumi-
nate daily life. The habits of prayer, 
charity, patience and kindness 
developed in Ramadhan are meant 
to endure. When individuals emerge 
from Ramadhan with purified 
hearts and renewed intentions, soci-
ety is benefitted. Families become 
stronger, communities more com-
passionate and relationships more 
harmonious. Thus, Ramadhan 
becomes not merely a month in the 
calendar but a transformative jour-
ney that shapes the entire year.

In short in can be said that 
Ramadhan stands as a profound 
expression of spiritual renewal and 
social harmony. Rooted in Qur’anic 
revelation and enriched by acts of 
devotion, it transforms the individu-
al from within while strengthening 
the bonds of society. Through fast-
ing believers cultivate Taqwa and 
moral discipline. Through charity, 
they promote justice and compas-
sion. Through communal worship 
they experience unity and brother-
hood. It teaches that true greatness 
lies in self-control, generosity and 
sincerity. It reminds humanity that 
spiritual growth and social respon-
sibility are inseparable. When 
hearts are purified and actions 
guided by faith, societies naturally 
move toward. Ramadhan is there-
fore not simply a sacred month—it 
is a living testament to the power 
of faith to renew the soul and heal 
the world.

(Zulfi qar Naqvi is a prolifi c Urdu 
poet and former announcer with All 

India Radio. He has served as the 
Chief Editor of Insight Weekly and is 

the Founder-President of Muntaha-e-
Fikr, an international literary organ-

isation. He is a retired Principal of 
the School Education Department, 

Jammu & Kashmir.)
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Opinion 

Muhammad Maroof Shah 

A Passionate Plea on behalf of 
Needy Students 

Dear Teachers and their 
Team Leader in Educational 
Institutions

We need only seven minutes 
of kind attention from our very 
dear teachers – nation builders 
and role models.

The Problem 
Around  20 percent students (5 

to 35% in most schools known to 
us) in different schools (especially 
private low fee schools and govt 
schools, especially higher sec-
ondary schools and colleges) face 
fees clearance issues, stationary 
support or other related educa-
tional support issues. We need per 
student around 2700-5000/year for 
proper support. This can be met 
easily from the school resources 
itself or voluntary contributions 
of teachers and some students. Let 
us see how.

We may assume one teacher, 
as staff in the respective schools, 
per 20 students, in average school, 
amongst which 2-5 may be strug-
gling financially. 

Diff erent Solutions
 Any three teachers volunteer 

to contribute charity from 
accrued interest on GP fund 
or

  All teachers consent to do 
daily charity of Rs 10 or

  All teachers contribute 
sadaqa al-fitr to education of 
needy students or

  All teachers contribute at 
least 20% of zakat/ushr duRs 
5000 as zakat due to them to 
needy students.

  At least 25% students choose 
to voluntarily contribute Rs 
5/day on account of obliga-
tion of daily charity due on 
every joint every day the sun 
rises according to hadith in 
Bukhari and Muslim on behalf 
of their families to education 
of needy fellow students

Detailed Note on these Solutions
We assign financial needs of 

3 students to one teacher and 4 
to Principal/Head Master.  In an 
institution we have, mostly, 10-30 
faculty that can cover the needs 
of 34 to 94 students. We need to 
see how one teacher can arrange 
15 k and Principal 25 k to cater 
to the target of 3 and 4 students. 
Poor fund already available with 
schools can be mobilized to cover 
all cases or at least significant per-
centage of them. What remains 
can be covered by the following:
1) Interest accrued on GP fund 

(beyond 6.5% which is man-
datory for employees and 
interest on which we will 
not count here as there are 
different interpretations for 
it including treating it as gift 

from the State) which is on 
average 2.5 lacs (1-5 lacs) for 
all non NPS employees.  As 
such interest to be spared by 
average teacher is 7900/lac or 
around 20 k/annum. Many 
people do separate the inter-
est amount on their deposits 
including GP fund for use by 
the needy without expectation 
of reward.  What better use of 
interest money than financing 
education?  

2) Charity (Daan) – that is 
enjoined on all people in 
different religious, ethical, 
mystical and even secular 
traditions in general and 
gels with value orientation 
of NEP – for making it sus-
tainable, scalable and  not 
burdensome and almost uni-
versally doable, we can pilot 
daily sadaqa (youmya daan) 
@10/day/family (or teach-
er and some students whose 
parents may volunteer for 
the idea) and teachers are 
expected to be role models 
and can spare Rs10/day and 
convince at least some other 
people/students or their par-
ents in their contact to join 
this idea of supporting educa-
tion through daily daan. He 
can connect at least 10 other 
persons in a year to the noble 
idea of daily charity and from 

the next year community will 
support the education of the 
needy students through this 
endeavor. 

3) Choosing between Profession-
al Beggars/Parasitic Class 
and Needy Students Should a 
teacher give charity to educa-
tion or for mostly professional 
beggars and other unverified 
far off people or mostly par-
asitic class or on charitable 
causes which don’t work 
professionally or productive-
ly? Isn’t it possible to divert 
to education of students he 
knows personally in schools? 
Charity is best spent on one’s 
kith and ken and those in 
the community/locality one 
knows personally. All records 
are available with schools to 
confirm genuineness of stu-
dent’s claim for financial help. 
So all teachers can route at 
least fitrana in 2026 for edu-
cation and this will cater 
to the needs of all students 
as around 1 lac teachers in 
schools, colleges and univer-
sities of Kashmir will make 
100000x500= 5 crores which 
would be enough to cater to 
thousands of students. If we 
add zakat from only 10 percent 
teachers (10 k) to the tune of Rs 
10k (which is usually due from 
every teacher and for many its 

multiples will be due) we get 
10000x10000=100000000 or 10 
crore which can cover many 
more cases. If only two teach-
ers in a school or five teach-
ers in a college give properly 
calculated zakat to education, 
routine educational support 
can be met. This would also 
create a good example for dis-
couraging professional beg-
gars who take loin’s share in 
charity.

4) Student Compassion Club 
Ask students to create a club 
of compassion in schools/col-
leges which can collect from 
all teachers and many stu-
dents some minimum amount 
(though beyond that mini-
mum more amount would be 
appreciated). Every Friday 
morning prayer should have 
few minutes for rewarding the 
student compassion club that 
manages within the week best 
resource collection. Friday or 
Monday can also be chosen to 
collect things in kind/cash 
that would go to the compas-
sion store and create further 
support system for students. 

Given all these options it is 
not proper that any fees case 
should reach for help to any out-
side school organization. Whole 
school faculty becomes guilty if 
even a single student drops educa-
tion or needs to beg for resources 
from organizations. 

Let us ponder on the following 
points

Where goes Interest on GP 
Fund?

Given 6.5% is the compulsory 
amount to be kept in GP fund, the 
question is where goes the rest 
kept voluntarily above or beyond 
this 6.5%, especially the zakat 
and interest thereof assuming no 
zakat or no problem of interest 
(given some scholars  interpret 
this as gift from the government). 
Assuming the lowest limit of 1 
lac as balance amount for a year 
for most, (almost all) employees, 
minimum amount to be paid as 
zakat and separated for the poor 
amount of interest on this one 
lac is around 10 k (2500 zakat and 
7900 interest). Assuming at least 
half the senior/non-NPS employ-
ees have above 3 lacs balance 
above and beyond 6.5%, zakat 
and interest to be kept for the 
needy is around 32000/employ-
ee. Assuming 30 employees in an 
average secondary school/higher 
secondary/college, amount due 
from them @32000 from 15 senior/
non-NPS employees comes to sig-
nificant 480000 which can cover 
all the cases in the institution. 
If only 20% employees choose to 
spare only interest money, leav-
ing zakat for their kith and ken, it 
is enough for all the routine needy 
cases in a year. Employees owe 
God for 2025 only zakat of at least 
10 k (if spouse or any other family 
member is also employee, 20k), 32 
k interest money which must be 
spared for the poor, and soft loan 
of 1 lac for some days, if not weeks 
if their account balance. 
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LitSpeak

Friedrich Nietzsche’s state-
ment “God is dead” does not 
mean a literal death of God 

or a simple rejection of religion. He 
meant that modern science, rational 
inquiry, and historical criticism had 
weakened the traditional belief in a 
divine moral authority. For centu-
ries, human morality, purpose, and 
hope were grounded in faith. Once 
that certainty collapsed, humanity 
faced a crisis of meaning, or nihil-
ism. Nietzsche warned that without 
new values people might drift into 
emptiness and passive living. There-
fore he urged individuals to take 
responsibility for creating meaning, 
living creatively and consciously, 
and affirming life not through inher-
ited beliefs but through self-realized 
purpose and moral courage.Few 
thinkers have been so passionately 
admired and so deeply misunder-
stood as Friedrich Nietzsche. The 
biggest misconception flourished  
when in the twentieth century his 
name became entangled with the 
rise of fascism, and for decades the 
popular imagination pictured him 
as a prophet of cruelty, elitism, 
and ruthless domination. Yet this 
image, though persistent, is histor-
ically and philosophically unsound. 
Nietzsche was neither a fascist nor a 
precursor of fascism; he was, rather, 
a radical critic of herd mentality, 
nationalism, anti-Semitism, and 
authoritarian obedience. He was 
full of compassion and and it is said 
that he even died from a shock while 
seeing a horse being flogged . He 
tried to save it and in the excitement 
he breathed his last . The distortion 
of his ideas owes much to the post-
humous manipulation of his unpub-
lished writings, especially by his 
sister Elisabeth Förster-Nietzsche, 
whose ideological commitments 
were sharply opposed to his own. 
To understand Nietzsche honestly is 
to see not a philosopher of brutality 
but a thinker deeply concerned with 
human flourishing, intellectual free-
dom, and the spiritual liberation of 
the individual.

Nietzsche’s philosophy begins 
with a diagnosis of human suffer-
ing. He lived most of his life in ill 
health, plagued by migraines, fail-
ing eyesight, and nervous collapse. 
This personal experience of fragil-
ity shaped his thought. His writ-
ings are not the proclamations of a 
conqueror but the reflections of a 
solitary mind attempting to under-
stand why human beings create 
moral systems that often suffocate 
life rather than enrich it. He did 
not celebrate cruelty; he sought to 
overcome nihilism—the despair that 
arises when inherited values lose 
meaning. In this respect, Nietzsche 
was less a destroyer of morality than 
a physician of culture. He famously 
described himself as a “philosopher 
of the future,” yet his task resembled 
a doctor’s diagnosis: to reveal sick-
ness so that healing might become 
possible.

Central to the misunderstand-
ing of Nietzsche is the concept of 
the Übermensch, often translat-
ed as “Superman” or “Overman.” 
Fascist ideologues interpreted this 
figure as a racial or political tyrant, 
a superior being entitled to domi-
nate weaker populations. Nietzsche 
meant something entirely different. 
The Übermensch is not a biological 
or racial category but a spiritual and 
ethical ideal: a person who creates 
values independently rather than 
conforming blindly to inherited 
conventions. The figure symbolizes 
self-overcoming, the ability to shape 
one’s own character and meaning in 
a world where traditional certain-
ties have collapsed. Far from encour-
aging oppression, Nietzsche’s idea 
demands personal responsibility 
and inner discipline. The “overcom-
ing” he speaks of is not the conquest 
of other people but the conquest of 
one’s own fear, resentment, and 
passivity.

The famous phrase “will to 
power” has likewise been misun-
derstood. Fascists treated it as 
justification for political domina-
tion. Nietzsche, however, used the 
expression to describe a funda-
mental psychological energy: the 
drive toward growth, creativity, 
and self-realization. Plants reach-
ing toward sunlight, artists shaping 
form from chaos, thinkers challeng-
ing dogma—these are manifesta-
tions of the will to power. It is not 
mere violence. Indeed, Nietzsche 
distinguished between crude force 
and genuine strength. Brutality, he 
believed, often reveals weakness; the 
tyrant needs external submission 
because he lacks inner mastery. 
True power lies in self-control, intel-
lectual honesty, and the courage to 
live authentically.

One of the strongest arguments 
against identifying Nietzsche with 
fascism lies in his explicit rejection 
of nationalism and anti-Semitism. 
During his lifetime he broke with 
several acquaintances precisely 
because of their anti-Jewish views. 
He criticized German nationalism, 
mocked racial pride, and described 
the modern state as a cold monster 
that crushes individuality. Fascism, 
by contrast, elevates the state above 
the person. Nietzsche did the oppo-
site. His philosophy consistently 
defended the sovereignty of the 
individual mind. He feared collec-

tive ideologies because they replace 
thinking with obedience. The herd, 
in his vocabulary, is not a particular 
class or ethnicity but any mass men-
tality that discourages independent 
judgment.

Nietzsche’s compassion appears 
in his moral psychology. He ana-
lyzed pity carefully, distinguishing 
between life-affirming empathy 
and debilitating sentimentality. He 
did not reject compassion itself; he 
rejected forms of pity that encour-
age weakness or dependency. He 
believed genuine concern for others 
requires strength, not indulgent 
sorrow. When he criticized conven-
tional morality, he was not urging 
indifference but seeking a deeper 
form of care grounded in respect for 
human potential. He wanted indi-
viduals to flourish, not to remain 
trapped in self-contempt. His call to 
“become who you are” expresses a 
profoundly humanistic aspiration: 
each person should develop unique 
capacities rather than live according 
to imposed identities.

The association between 
Nietzsche and fascism largely 
emerged after his mental collapse 
in 1889. Incapacitated for the final 
eleven years of his life, he could no 
longer supervise his publications. 
His sister Elisabeth assumed con-
trol of his literary estate. She was 
an ardent nationalist and admirer 
of authoritarian politics. Togeth-
er with her husband she had even 
attempted to found a racially “pure” 
German colony in Paraguay. After 
Nietzsche’s death in 1900 she edited 
his notebooks selectively, rear-
ranged fragments, and published 
them as if they were a coherent 
book titled The Will to Power. In 
doing so she emphasized passages 
that could be read as authoritarian 
while suppressing those condemn-
ing nationalism and anti-Semitism. 
The resulting text profoundly influ-
enced early twentieth-century read-
ers, including some fascist thinkers 
who mistook the compilation for 
Nietzsche’s final doctrine.

Scholars later demonstrated 
that this book was not written by 
Nietzsche as a finished work. It was 
an artificial construction. The phi-
losopher himself had abandoned the 
project. Many statements appearing 
harsh or authoritarian in isolation 
gain entirely different meaning 
when placed in their original con-

text. Elisabeth’s editorial decisions 
therefore shaped a political image 
of Nietzsche that he would almost 
certainly have rejected. Historical 
evidence supports this conclusion: 
during his lucid years Nietzsche 
criticized anti-Semitic movements 
and ended his friendship with the 
composer Richard Wagner partly 
because Wagner embraced nation-
alist ideology. Such actions hardly 
belong to a proto-fascist thinker.

The Nazis, seeking intellectual 
legitimacy, appropriated Nietzsche 
selectively. They displayed his bust 
in ceremonies and quoted fragments 
detached from context. Yet the phi-
losophy they promoted contradicted 
his ideas. Fascism glorified unifor-
mity, obedience, and racial destiny. 
Nietzsche praised individuality, 
skepticism, and self-creation. Fas-
cism depended on collective myth; 
Nietzsche encouraged intellectual 
questioning. Fascism demanded loy-
alty to the state; Nietzsche warned 
against the spiritual dangers of polit-
ical idolatry. Even his critique of 
democracy was philosophical rather 
than authoritarian: he feared medi-
ocrity, not equality before law. His 
concern was cultural vitality, not 
political repression.

It is important to recognize that 
Nietzsche’s style contributed to 
misinterpretation. He wrote in aph-
orisms, metaphors, and poetic para-
doxes. He used provocative language 
deliberately, hoping to awaken read-
ers from complacency. He admired 
ancient Greek tragedy, where truth 
appears through tension and con-
tradiction. Consequently his works 
resist simple ideological classifica-
tion. When he attacked “slave moral-
ity,” he meant moral systems based 
on resentment, not social classes. 
When he praised strength, he meant 
creative vitality, not militarism. The 
difficulty of his style allowed later 
readers to extract slogans while 
ignoring philosophical nuance.

Compassion in Nietzsche appears 
most clearly in his view of human 
suffering. He believed suffering is 
unavoidable but can become mean-
ingful through transformation. 
Rather than denying pain, he asked 
how individuals might grow from it. 
His doctrine of eternal recurrence—
imagining life repeated infinitely—
was a test of affirmation: can one 
embrace existence despite hardship? 
This is not cruelty but courage. He 
wanted people to love life so deeply 
that even its difficulties become part 
of their acceptance. Such a perspec-
tive encourages resilience and dig-
nity, not domination.

Another misunderstood idea 
is his critique of Christianity. 
Nietzsche did not attack the figure of 
Jesus; he admired Jesus as a moral 
teacher embodying gentleness and 
forgiveness. His criticism target-
ed institutional religion, which he 
believed sometimes fostered guilt 

Nietzsche Never Justifi ed 
Fascism or Nihilism 
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Health Digest

Nursing at SKIMS: A Saga of 
Dedication and Devotion

Akram Sidiqui 

She is “Durga” incarnate, with 
many arms to perform mira-
cles; a divine halo circling her 

head, making people around her bow 
to her skills and devotional instinct. 
In the line of her duty, she remains 
oscillating between patient beds and 
the nursing counter from dusk to 
dawn, and vice versa, to ease the 
suffering of humanity at all costs, 
in total neglect of her own priorities.

Though she always remains on 
her tiptoes to deliver compassion 
to the inmates admitted with high 
hopes of world-class care, her versa-
tility is equally witnessed whenever 
any emergency befalls and medicos 
are busy in operation theatres to 
save lives. Nursing officers of SKIMS 
take charge, and what follows is 
unequivocally worth watching.

Amid screaming attendants, the 
metallic clang of stretchers, and the 
sharp smell of antiseptic hanging in 
the air, these nursing professionals, 
with no time to wait for reinforce-
ments and moving at breakneck 
speed, assess breathing patterns, 
apply pressure to hemorrhaging 
wounds, direct IV lines, coordinate 
oxygen support, issue crisp instruc-
tions to attendants, and calm dis-
traught relatives, almost simulta-
neously.

It is, in many ways, a snapshot of 
what nursing at SKIMS truly entails: 
steady nerves, clinical precision, 
and compassion under fire.

In line with the rest of the world, 
at SKIMS nursing professionals are 
widely regarded as the backbone of 
the institution. They are not merely 
support staff; they form the living 
architecture upon which patient 
care rests. In a hospital that handles 
nearly 1,200,000 outpatient visits 
and around 110,000 inpatient admis-
sions annually, nurses operate at the 
coalface of healthcare delivery.

For countless patients, the nurse 
is the first reassuring presence 
encountered in moments of vulner-
ability, and often the last face seen 
before anesthesia takes effect in the 
operation theatre.

 Behind sterile corridors and cut-
ting-edge equipment lies a human 
infrastructure of more than 400 
nursing personnel, making it the 
largest administrative unit within 
the hospital.

Yet numbers tell only half the 
story. What defines the SKIMS nurs-
ing officer is not merely designation, 
but disposition, disciplined, vigilant, 
and empathetic. Their resilience is 

not a line in an annual report; it is a 
lived experience.

Nursing, by its very nature, 
demands a willingness to go the 
extra mile. At SKIMS, that ethos has 
repeatedly come to the fore, particu-
larly during crises.

During the COVID-19 pandemic, 
when uncertainty loomed large and 
fear ran high, it was the nursing 
staff who entered isolation wards 
day after day. Clad in layers of 
protective gear for hours on end, 
they monitored oxygen saturation, 
adjusted ventilators, repositioned 
critically ill patients, and acted as 
the only human link between iso-
lated individuals and their anxious 
families.

Many were deputed simultane-
ously for vaccination drives and 
intensive care assignments. Extend-
ed shifts became routine. Risk 
became occupational. Yet the work 
continued, quietly, methodically, 
without fanfare.

 Their commitment has earned 
national recognition, including 
the prestigious National Florence 
Nightingale Award conferred upon 
many members of the SKIMS nurs-
ing fraternity. But while accolades 
speak volumes, the real measure of 
their service lies in the trust they 
inspire—trust that is hard-earned 
and easily lost. Compassion, as they 
demonstrate daily, is not a box to be 
ticked; it is a skill honed over time.

Modern nursing at SKIMS is far 
removed from outdated stereotypes. 
Today’s nurse is a clinical strategist 
operating in high-pressure environ-

ments where split-second decisions 
can mean the difference between life 
and death.

The department includes spe-
cialized roles such as Infection 
Control Nurses, as well as profes-
sionals trained in advanced cardi-
ac life support, ventilator manage-
ment, and critical care monitoring. 
Their responsibilities span patient 
assessment, medication adminis-
tration, operation of complex med-
ical equipment, meticulous record 
maintenance, and post-operative 
monitoring.

In the Emergency Department, 
Intensive Care Units, transplant 
wards, and trauma bays, nurses 
juggle multiple responsibilities 
without missing a beat. Evi-
dence-based practices guide inter-
ventions. Ethical standards anchor 
patient confidentiality and dignity. 
Communication skills ensure seam-
less coordination between multidis-
ciplinary teams.

Often, it is the nurse who first 
detects subtle clinical deteriora-
tion, a faint irregularity on a mon-
itor, a change in skin pallor, or an 
altered level of consciousness. Such 
vigilance is not incidental; it is the 
product of rigorous training and 
hard-earned experience.

In high-stakes medicine, there 
is little room for error. Nurses at 
SKIMS operate with that awareness 
every day.

However, beneath this narrative 
of professionalism lies a sobering 
reality. The scale of the patient load 
places enormous pressure on human 

resources.
Despite a total sanctioned 

strength exceeding 900 personnel, 
presently there are around 400 
nursing officers in the line of duty, 
and every one among them is doing 
a yeoman’s job. No doubt, a high 
patient-to-nurse ratio stretches 
endurance to its limits, yet the spirit 
of serving humanity keeps them on 
their tiptoes.

Recruitment plans are already in 
the pipeline, but a significant boost 
was provided by the present admin-
istration by promoting all four hun-
dred officers to the senior level after 
nearly one and a half decades. This 
decision has literally boosted the 
morale of this lot to the hilt.

The loss of autonomy of this 
prestigious organization has 
brought Herculean challenges in 
recruitment, increasing reliance on 
contractual nurses and academic 
arrangement staff, including Nurs-
ing Aid Grade-III personnel. These 
professionals form an essential 
support system, yet they often work 
under uncertainties of tenure.

Still, the wards function. The 
monitors beep. The rounds continue. 
The system holds, largely because 
the nursing workforce holds it 
together.

Within the department, lead-
ership is not merely ceremonial. 
Senior nursing officers play a pivot-
al role in mentoring younger staff, 
coordinating emergency responses, 
conducting infection surveillance 
audits, and overseeing resource allo-
cation during peak pressure periods. 
Training workshops, continuing 
education programs, and crisis sim-
ulations are integral to maintaining 
standards.

In an environment where one 
weak link can jeopardize outcomes, 
cohesion becomes the glue that 
binds. In many respects, the nursing 
department has proved that it serves 
as the moral and operational pulse of 
the hospital.

As a matter of fact, beyond proto-
cols and procedures lies the human 
dimension richly displayed by 
SKIMS nursing officers in the cor-
ridors of this organization. Here, 
compassion often reveals itself in 
small but meaningful gestures—a 
nurse adjusting a blanket for an 
elderly patient, patiently explaining 
discharge instructions to anxious 
attendants, or sitting beside a fright-
ened child before a procedure. 

Emotional labor rarely appears 
in staffing charts, yet it sustains the 
healing process. Nurses absorb grief 
when outcomes falter and celebrate 
quietly when recovery follows. They 
literally walk a tightrope between 
professional detachment and 
humane empathy.

In a region that has witnessed its 
share of social turbulence, hospitals 
often become pressure cookers of 
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Literature

When Word Becomes a Home: 
Literature for Social Cohesion

Taghrid Bou Merhi 

In cities where languages inter-
sect as roads do, and in villages 
that preserve memory the way 

trees preserve water, literature is 
born as a profound human necessity. 
It grants people the ability to listen 
to themselves and to others. When 
distances multiply between individ-
uals — distances of fear, poverty, 
or misunderstanding — the word 
becomes a temporary home where 
differences find shelter and share 
the meaning of living together.At 
its core, literature is an exercise 
in empathy. When we read a story 
about a mother waiting for her son 
to return from distant work, we are 
not merely reading an individual 
narrative; we are experiencing a 
human condition that repeats itself 
in countless forms. When we follow 
the journey of a young man search-
ing for meaning in a crowded city, 
we discover that his anxiety is not 
foreign to us. Reading is not the 
consumption of a written event; it 
is a crossing into another’s experi-
ence. In this sense, the novel, the 
short story, or the poem becomes a 
bridge between distant experiences, 
and between generations that may 
disagree in details yet share deep 
needs: the need for love, dignity, and 
recognition.

In culturally diverse societies, 
the importance of this bridge mul-
tiplies. Diversity can be a source 
of richness, but it may turn into 
misunderstanding if shared spaces 
are absent. Literature creates such 
a space. When local stories are told 
with artistic honesty, they cease 
to be mere records of customs and 
traditions; they become windows 
through which others can see a 
world they have not lived. Here lies 
the social role of the text: it redefines 
“difference” as an opportunity for 
understanding rather than a threat 
to identity.

Literature is not confined to 
printed books. In cultural evenings, 
in small reading clubs, and on digital 
platforms that bring together writ-
ers from different places, the func-
tion of storytelling renews itself. 
When a group of young people sit in 
a public library to discuss a novel, 
they are not merely exchanging 
opinions about style; they are prac-
ticing respect for differing views. 
They learn that listening is a virtue 
and that multiple interpretations 
are a form of richness. In this way, 
the text becomes a training ground 
for civil dialogue, without slogans or 

direct rhetoric.
Literature also offers individuals 

the opportunity to retell themselves. 
Many people carry experiences for 
which they cannot find language in 
daily life — an experience of loss, 
a move to a new city, or an inner 
conflict between what we desire and 
what is expected of us. Writing — 
even in its simplest form — allows 
internal chaos to be arranged into 
sentences that can be shared. When 
these sentences are read by others, 
a form of mutual recognition occurs: 
“I am not alone in this feeling.” This 
recognition, simple as it may seem, 
forms a cornerstone in building a 
more cohesive society.

In schools, literature can play 
a decisive role in shaping social 
awareness. When students are 
encouraged to read texts that reflect 
diverse experiences, they learn 
early on that the world is broader 
than their narrow circles. More 
importantly, they learn that lan-
guage is a tool for understanding 
life, not merely for passing exams. 
The teacher who opens discussion 
around a short story and allows stu-
dents to express different interpre-
tations plants in them both critical 
thinking and empathy.

On another level, literature pre-
serves collective memory. Societ-
ies undergoing rapid economic or 
social transformations may lose 
part of their balance. Professions 
change, lifestyles shift, and family 
relationships transform due to 
technology and migration. Amid 
such change, novels and autobiog-
raphies document the moment not 
as a rigid record but as a living 
experience. They preserve grand-
mothers’ voices, field songs, and 
marketplace dialects, preventing 
them from dissolving entirely in 

the rush of modernity. 
Literature thus becomes 
a dialogue with change, 
reminding society of its 
roots as it moves toward 
the future.

With the rise of dig-
ital media, the produc-
tion and reception of 
literature have also 
changed. A young 
person in a small vil-
lage can now publish a 
story on an online plat-
form and reach readers 
in distant cities. This 
expansion creates new 
possibilities for connec-
tion, yet it also imposes 
ethical responsibility. A 
word that spreads quick-
ly can build or destroy. 
Therefore, society must 
cultivate a culture of 
conscious reading and 
responsible writing, 
where freedom is under-
stood as a commitment 
to respect and honesty.

Social literature does 
not mean preaching or offering 
ready-made solutions. It means rais-
ing questions artistically in ways 
that open space for reflection. A 
novel addressing poverty, for exam-
ple, does not need direct rhetoric to 
have impact; it only needs to portray 
living characters with their hopes 
and disappointments, allowing 
readers to see what news headlines 
may overlook. A story about the 
loneliness of the elderly in modern 
cities may not change policies, but it 
might change one reader’s behavior 
toward an elderly neighbor. Thus, 
literature works in small spaces, 
where major transformations begin. 
Literature also redefines the concept 
of strength.

In a world that glorifies speed and 
material success, poetry celebrates 
fragility and silent moments that 
cannot be measured numerically. 
This celebration reminds society 
that the human being is not a pro-
duction machine, but a being who 
feels, reflects, and dreams. When 
these dimensions are granted artis-
tic value, balance is restored to how 
we see ourselves and others.

One of literature’s most beauti-
ful functions is that it creates unex-
pected encounters. A reader may 
find themselves in a character from 
another culture and discover that 
the shared human ground is wider 
than superficial differences. A 
writer may draw from a local story, 
only for it to reach a distant reader 
who recognizes echoes of their own 
life. In this silent exchange, a hidden 
network of understanding is built — 
one that does not require complete 
agreement, only a willingness to 
listen.In an age where news acceler-
ates and opinions crowd one anoth-
er, literature offers a necessary 
slowness. Reading resists superfi-

ciality; it invites pause, reflection, 
and reconsideration. This slowness 
is a condition for deeper understand-
ing of social relationships. When we 
take our time reading a story, we 
learn — almost unconsciously — to 
take our time in judging people.

The role of public libraries and 
local cultural initiatives cannot be 
overlooked in reinforcing this effect. 
A library is not merely shelves of 
books; it is a meeting space. A stu-
dent may sit beside a retiree, or a 
young woman beside a child, united 
by a single rule: respect. In such a 
space, social and class differences 
recede before a shared passion for 
words. Culture thus becomes a tem-
porary but meaningful equalizer 
among members of society.

Writing workshops and collective 
reading programs also create a sense 
of belonging. When someone shares 
their first text before a group, they 
risk revealing part of themselves. 
When they receive constructive 
feedback, they feel that their voice 
matters. This feeling strengthens 
self-confidence and encourages 
civic participation in other ways. A 
person who learns to express ideas 
clearly and respectfully in a literary 
text becomes more capable of doing 
so in everyday life.Literature, then, 
is a subtle instrument that works 
in depth. It reorganizes emotions, 
redefines relationships, and gives 
language the capacity to contain 
what is difficult to say. In its pres-
ence, people learn that their stories 
deserve to be told, and that listening 
to others’ stories is not weakness but 
strength.

When the word becomes a home, 
storytelling is no longer mere enter-
tainment; it becomes a daily practice 
of coexistence. In this home, differ-
ence can sit beside difference with-
out conflict, and memory can meet 
the future in open dialogue. Thus 
literature — regardless of chang-
ing times — remains a safe space 
for experiencing our full humanity, 
with all its fragility and beauty, its 
pain and hope.

In the end, we may not always 
possess the power to change the 
entire world, but we do possess the 
ability to change the way we see it. 
Literature, when written with sin-
cerity and read with awareness, 
opens that possibility. It whispers to 
society that cohesion is not imposed 
from outside; on the contrary, it is 
built from within — sentence by 
sentence, story after story — until 
living together becomes a creative 
act no less beautiful than any poem.

(Taghrid Bou Merhi is a renowned 
Editor and Translator besides her 
academic position. She writes in 

Arab newspapers and is associated 
with Translation Deparment in fi ve 
Arab and one Spanish Magazines. 
She works for literature and trans-
lation studies and is commi� ed to 

global peace and communal harmo-
ny. )
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Short Story

and self-hatred. His goal was liber-
ation from psychological bondage, 
not rejection of compassion. Indeed 
he considered the capacity to give 
meaning to suffering an expression 
of strength. His philosophy sought to 
restore joy and creativity to human 
existence.

Modern scholarship has reha-
bilitated Nietzsche’s reputation 
by returning to original manu-
scripts and chronological editions 
of his works. These studies reveal 
a thinker far removed from fascist 
ideology. He emerges instead as a 
cultural critic concerned with edu-
cation, art, and intellectual hones-
ty. He believed philosophers should 
challenge dogma, including their 
own assumptions. His suspicion 
of absolute certainty is fundamen-
tally anti-totalitarian. Totalitarian 
systems depend on unquestioned 
truth; Nietzsche insisted that truth 
requires constant reevaluation.

Why, then, does the myth persist? 
Partly because powerful political 
movements once claimed him, and 
historical memory often confuses 
appropriation with authorship. Phi-
losophers cannot control how later 
generations use their ideas. Plato 
was cited by medieval theologians, 

Aristotle by scholastics, and Marx 
by regimes he never imagined. 
Nietzsche suffered a similar fate. His 
dramatic language, combined with 
editorial manipulation, made him 
vulnerable to ideological misuse. 
Yet misuse does not define a phi-
losophy. Understanding requires 
reading carefully, historically, and 
contextually.

Seeing Nietzsche as compassion-
ate does not mean he was senti-
mental. He could be severe in tone 
and relentless in criticism. But his 
severity aimed at awakening human 
potential. He believed people deserve 
more than passive conformity; they 
deserve self-respect and creative ful-
fillment. His challenge was ethical: 
live deliberately, think independent-
ly, and resist systems that reduce 
human beings to instruments. In 
a world of mass movements and 
ideological rigidity, this message is 
almost the opposite of fascism.

The tragedy of Nietzsche’s 
legacy therefore lies in a paradox. 
A philosopher who warned against 
collective fanaticism became asso-
ciated with one of history’s most 
destructive collective ideologies. A 
critic of anti-Semitism was used by 
anti-Semites. A champion of individ-

uality was invoked by authoritarian 
regimes. The responsibility for this 
distortion belongs not to his thought 
but to its manipulation. Elisabeth 
Förster-Nietzsche’s editorial shap-
ing and the political ambitions of 
later movements created a simpli-
fied caricature of his philosophy.

Today, when we read Nietzsche 
directly, a different figure appears: a 
lonely scholar walking Alpine paths, 
composing aphorisms in notebooks, 
searching for a way to preserve 
human dignity after the collapse 
of traditional certainties. His phi-
losophy is demanding because it 
asks individuals to create meaning 
rather than inherit it. Yet within 
that demand lies profound respect 
for human capability. He believed 
each person contains possibilities 
not yet realized. Encouraging their 
realization was his deepest hope.

To free Nietzsche from the 
shadow of fascism is not merely an 
academic correction; it is a resto-
ration of intellectual honesty. Phi-
losophers should be judged by their 
actual writings, not by later propa-
ganda. Nietzsche’s genuine legacy 
is a call to courage, creativity, and 
compassion grounded in strength. 
He sought not domination but awak-

ening, not obedience but self-knowl-
edge. His work remains challenging 
precisely because it refuses sim-
plistic moral comfort. But within 
its challenge lies an affirmation of 
life that contradicts the very foun-
dations of fascist thought.

Thus the image of Nietzsche as 
a prophet of ruthlessness collapses 
upon careful reading. He emerges 
instead as a thinker who valued 
freedom of spirit and the flourish-
ing of individuals beyond fear and 
resentment. The misuse of his man-
uscripts, particularly by his sister’s 
ideological editing, obscured this 
reality for decades. Recovered in 
context, his philosophy reveals a 
humanistic project: to help human-
ity grow beyond despair toward 
creative responsibility. Nietzsche 
did not inspire fascism; fascism 
misused Nietzsche. And beneath 
the controversies stands a compas-
sionate philosopher urging human-
ity to become stronger not through 
domination of others but through 
mastery of the self.

(International Tagore Awardee 
Dr Ratan Bha� acharjee is a former 
Affi  liate Faculty and  Retd Head PG 

English Dept Dum Dum Motijheel 
College )

CONT. FROM PAGE 9

Black Magic

Dr Pravita Tripathi

In a quiet neighborhood of Varana-
si, there once stood an old yet grace-
ful house filled with warmth, faith, 

and laughter. The house belonged to 
Miss Tripathi, a kind-hearted widow 
who lived with her two children. Her 
life had not been easy, yet she carried 
herself with dignity and strength. 
Every morning, the fragrance of 
incense drifted from her home, and the 
soft sound of devotional songs created 
an atmosphere of peace. Neighbors 
admired her resilience and respected 
her gentle nature.

However, life took an unexpected 
turn when a distant relative named 
Shyama began visiting frequently. At 
first, her presence seemed harmless. 
She spoke sweetly, offered help with 
household chores, and behaved as 
though she deeply cared for the family. 
Miss Tripathi, trusting by nature, 
welcomed her warmly. She believed 
that family, no matter how distant, 
deserved kindness and hospitality.

Gradually, strange occurrences 
began unfolding within the house. 
Small but unsettling incidents dis-
turbed the peaceful rhythm of daily 
life. Milk would suddenly curdle with-
out reason. Objects placed carefully in 
the kitchen would be found displaced. 
Doors creaked open at odd hours, even 

when no wind blew. At night, faint 
whispering sounds seemed to echo 
through the corridors. The children 
began feeling uneasy and complained 
of nightmares. What once felt like a 
sanctuary slowly transformed into a 
space of discomfort and anxiety.

One morning, Miss Tripathi dis-
covered cloves and small iron pieces 
placed in the corners of the courtyard. 
She frowned, puzzled by their pres-
ence. She had not bought them, nor 
had her children touched such items. 
She dismissed it as coincidence. Yet, 
the same pattern repeated several 
times over the next few days. Each 
time, cloves and bits of iron appeared 
mysteriously in hidden spots.

An elderly neighbor quietly sug-
gested that such objects were some-
times used in black magic rituals 
driven by jealousy or ill intent. Miss 
Tripathi did not believe in super-
stition, but she could not ignore the 
growing tension in her home. The air 
felt heavy, conversations felt strained, 
and her children’s health began to fluc-
tuate unexpectedly. Doctors found no 
clear medical reason for their sudden 
fatigue and headaches.

Observing carefully, Miss Tripathi 
noticed that Shyama often wandered 
alone in the courtyard, whispering 
under her breath. Sometimes she 
would carry something wrapped in 
the corner of her sari and quickly hide 
it when someone approached. Suspi-
cion crept into Miss Tripathi’s mind, 
though she hesitated to accuse anyone 
without proof.

One night, determined to uncov-
er the truth, she pretended to sleep. 
Around midnight, she heard faint 
footsteps. Through the partially open 
door, she saw Shyama walking slowly 

toward the courtyard. Miss Tripathi 
followed silently. Under the dim moon-
light, she witnessed Shyama placing 
cloves and iron pieces at the four cor-
ners of the house while murmuring 
strange chants.

A wave of shock and betrayal 
washed over her. Gathering courage, 
she confronted Shyama firmly. Star-
tled, Shyama tried to deny everything, 
but the evidence lay before them. Even-
tually, tears streamed down her face as 
she confessed. Jealousy had clouded 
her heart. She envied Miss Tripathi’s 
respect in the community and the love 
surrounding her family. Someone had 
misguided her into believing that per-
forming black magic rituals could dis-
turb that happiness.

Instead of reacting with anger, 
Miss Tripathi responded with calm 
strength. She told Shyama that true 
power lies not in dark rituals but in 
kindness, faith, and positive intention. 
She explained that negativity ultimate-
ly harms the one who carries it. Her 
words pierced through Shyama’s guilt.

The next day, Miss Tripathi orga-
nized a prayer ceremony at home. 
Holy water was sprinkled throughout 
the house. Devotional songs replaced 
the eerie silence that had settled over 
the walls. The atmosphere gradually 
lightened. The children’s laughter 
returned. The unsettling incidents 
stopped completely.

Shyama, ashamed of her actions, 
apologized sincerely before leaving. 
She admitted that her insecurity had 
pushed her toward darkness. Watching 
her depart, Miss Tripathi felt sadness 
rather than hatred. She realized that 
jealousy often stems from unhealed 
wounds and feelings of inadequacy.

This episode taught the family an 

important lesson. Black magic, wheth-
er real or imagined, draws its strength 
from fear. When confronted with 
courage, rational thought, and posi-
tive energy, its influence fades. Miss 
Tripathi also learned that blind trust 
must be balanced with awareness. 
Kindness should not mean ignoring 
warning signs.

Over time, life returned to normal. 
The house once again echoed with 
prayers and joy. The tulsi plant in 
the courtyard seemed greener than 
ever, as though symbolizing renewed 
strength. Neighbors continued to 
admire Miss Tripathi, not only for 
her faith but for her composure during 
adversity.

The story of that house became a 
quiet reminder within the neighbor-
hood. It taught that darkness often 
begins in the human mind—through 
jealousy, resentment, and insecurity. 
Black magic rituals may appear mys-
terious and frightening, but they hold 
no power over those who stand firm in 
truth and positivity. Fear feeds nega-
tivity; courage dissolves it.

Ultimately, the greatest protec-
tion against any dark force is inner 
strength. Faith, love, and clarity of 
mind act as shields stronger than any 
ritual. Miss Tripathi’s experience 
demonstrated that while negativity 
may attempt to enter a peaceful space, 
it cannot survive where there is unity 
and light.

And so, in that quiet lane of Vara-
nasi, a simple household proved that 
goodness, when rooted deeply, always 
triumphs over darkness.      

( Dr.pravita Tripathi Assistant pro-
fessor Dept of Political Science.RNS 
Degree college,Sarwa Lucknow Uni-

versity of Lucknow)
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CONT. ON PAGE 10

collective anxiety. Nurses stand at 
that intersection, absorbing strain 
from both clinical and societal 
fronts.

True, this largest administra-
tive unit at SKIMS operates under 
visible staffing constraints, yet it 
continues to deliver care at opti-
mum levels. Emergency responses 
remain swift and strong. Critical 
care units function with full energy. 
Complex procedures proceed unhin-
dered.

This resilience is not accidental. 
It is built on discipline, solidarity, 
and a deeply ingrained ethic of ser-
vice. But resilience should not be 
mistaken for infinite capacity. Sus-

tainable healthcare requires propor-
tionate staffing, timely recruitment, 
and structured career progression. 
When vacancies persist and con-
tractual reliance becomes routine 
rather than temporary, morale can 
suffer. In order to keep the system 
running at the same pace, the Gov-
ernment of Jammu and Kashmir, 
UT, needs to put its full weight 
behind this institution.

Nursing officers, who are omni-
present in patient care areas, are not 
performing miracles, but they step 
up when the chips are down, keep 
their cool when tempers flare, and 
ensure that care does not falter even 
when constraints abound. Their 

swift actions bring changes, chang-
es directly related to life and death.

 In their calm directives lie years 
of training; in their decisiveness, 
decades of institutional culture. 
There is no denying that hospitals 
are frequently judged by infrastruc-
ture, technology, and statistical 
outputs. Yet behind every success-
ful surgery, every stabilized trauma 
case, every recovered patient, stands 
a nursing officer who monitored 
vitals through the night, ensured ste-
rility, administered medications on 
schedule, and offered reassurance 
when it mattered most.

If SKIMS stands tall as a pre-
mier tertiary care institution in the 

Valley, it does so on the disciplined 
shoulders of world-famed doctors 
and the entire staff; yet its nursing 
professionals have created a sepa-
rate niche in bringing laurels to this 
prestigious organization.

Visibly, they may not have many 
arms like a deity of legend. But with 
trained hands, steady minds, and 
compassionate hearts, they hold 
the fragile line between despair and 
hope.

And in that daily act of holding, 
without fuss, without flourish, lies 
the quiet heroism of nursing at 
SKIMS.

The author can be reached at 
@sidiquirayan@gmail.com
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not beautiful either. I always kept 
that in mind".

“Who are you living with and 
where are you going?" She asked 
while looking at her mobile.

"I am living with my family, 
which includes my husband, my 
kids,  members of my in-laws, and 
sometimes my maternal relations. 
And, I am going to Hyderabad for 
the MeToo event, which victims of 
sexual harassment have organised." 
I spoke in a hurry.

She thought I was making anoth-
er story and said, "Lucky you, big 
family, kids and old people, but 
doesn’t this family give you creeps. 
Who are in-laws, those who skin off 

your flesh, or the husband who had 
lived in his secret world all his life or 
the kids who take pity on you, typi-
cal Kashmiri women, keeping every-
thing buried in the chest and then 
bragging like a cow?" She became 
hysterical. She was embarrassing 
me in the presence of passengers 
who were all looking at us in amaze-
ment.

I didn’t bother to calm her down. 
She had become so outrageous and 
furious that it was difficult to stop 
her. Luckily, her phone rang, and 
she turned her face towards the cor-
ridor. The expressions on her face 
changed like Chinar leaves change 
colour in autumn. 

I had to rush to a security 
check, but she came up behind 
me and hugged me. “Have you 
ever believed in this: what comes 
around goes around? It has hap-
pened. The MeToo movement has 
also come to my rescue. My hus-
band has been booked for sexual 
harassment by the same women he 
used to bring home as his friends. 
My lawyer has just called me”. Her 
face had turned red like a Kashmiri 
Chili as if she had won a trophy 
after a long battle. 

She was running fast to catch 
her plane. I was stuck at the gate, 
which I had to go through for a 
security check-up. 

I couldn’t contemplate at the 
moment whether she was more 
beautiful than during university 
days or whether she had a new glow 
on her face now, at the airport. It 
was the best example to mention 
in the MeToo conference today, but 
how shall I describe it to my audi-
ence? Was MeToo giving justice to 
those women whose chastity had 
been robbed, or has it brought relief 
to those wives whose husbands are 
coming back to their bedrooms? 

I started jotting down a few 
points on the paper as soon as I 
grabbed my seat on the plane.

Feedback at nayeena7@gmail.
com

Daily/Regular Charity in Indian 
Traditions

Al-Biruni mentions the prac-
tice of charity and almsgiving 
among Hindus as he observed 
during his stay. He wrote, "It is 
obligatory with them (Hindus) 
every day to give alms as much 
as possible."

After the taxes, there are dif-
ferent opinions on how to spend 
their income. Some destine one-
ninth of it for alms.[31] Others 
divide this income (after taxes) 
into four portions. One fourth is 
destined for common expenses, 
the second for liberal works of a 
noble mind, the third for alms, 
and the fourth for being kept in 
reserve.

— Abu Rayhan al-Biruni, 
Tarikh Al-Hind, 11th century CE

Muslims have been doing daily 
sadaqah as well and our pious 
ancestors spent around one third 
of their resources on charity. 
Now we mostly don't spend even 
2.5 percent. And sadaqah of Rs 
10 on daily basis is done by not 
even 0.1 percent. Blame yourself 
if you struggle to raise funds for 
any known case for treatment or 
education fees or debt cleareance. 
God says give me qard hasan and 
guarentees He will return multi-
plied and we fail to understand 
God's guarentee and keep money 
fixed/locked in gold or land or 
lockers while some of our rela-
tives and neighbours and stu-

dents  are gasping for a penny. We 
can't be truly  happy in life if we 
disregard God's order for sparing 
our resources unconditionally for 
our near and dear ones or commu-
nity. God gave us everything and 
who are we to refuse to spend the 
way He said – anything beyond 
our needs is to be given away or 
at least spared as qard-i hasan 
for others. A believer can't leave 
money to be idle. He must invest 
in business or local community 
care. No excuses of mistrust in 
the presence of credible guaren-
tees from credit co-operative and 
number of people whose word can 
be more credible than even bank 
guarentees.

NEP 2020
• NEP 2020 sees charity and 

service “not as extracurricular 
activities, but as fundamental 
outcomes of an education system 
designed to produce well-round-
ed, ethically grounded individu-
als committed to societal well-be-
ing.” Explicitly includes "lessons 
in seva/service and participa-
tion in community service pro-
grammes" as core to holistic edu-
cation. NEP  develops “empathy, 
respect for diversity, and a sense 
of civic duty” besides encourag-
ing traits like honesty, compas-
sion and responsibility.”

Mathematics of Charity
A simple lesson in mathemat-

ics hides a solution to the prob-

lems of resources for educational 
support and liquidation of loans 
of families of students and staff.

This lesson is the power of 
saving Rs 1 and donating Rs 1 
daily (to be collected on weekly/
monthly basis) in creating 
employment and resource base 
for all students.

100 students in a school daily 
save Rs 1 and donate Rs 1. How 
much they all earn in five years 
from savings assuming only 10% 
returns on investments and how 
much money gets available for 
helping the students? Students 
are assumed to keep investing 
and donating for 5th onwards for 
5 years. 

A student can choose from Rs 
1 to 10 daily for both investment 
and donation. Let calculations be 
made for Rs 1 and Rs 10.

An alternative idea is invest 
part of Eidi (Rs 1000) in differ-
ent businesses and donate for 
fellow students similar amount 
on another Eid.

Simultaneous investment and 
donation would promote entre-
preneurship at student level and 
embody learning while earning 
approach. Donations would 
be spent on 10 most needy stu-
dents’ fee and livelihood support 
through silent partnership with 
various farming/manufactur-
ing or craft based enterprises. 

 Every school can daily gener-
ate enough resources on morn-

ing prayer from voluntary con-
tributions of all students – in 
kind, in cash, in the form of time 
or any service for ten minutes 
on daily basis or one hour/week 
– to create resources for every 
and not just needy students and 
create sustained income on reg-
ular basis from next year for 
students as they get tied up, as 
shareholders, with local busi-
nesses providing silent income.

 All world religions, great 
saints, major educationists 
and number of secular think-
ers insist on volunteering with 
one’s own resources for good 
causes. All students can con-
nect, as part of the training in 
values of care and compassion, 
at least 10 other students/rel-
atives/neighbours/friends to 
contribute Rs1-10 daily as daily 
charity for education and loan 
waiver of needy families. Here 
the role of the head of institution 
is vital. Let us mobilize the idea 
of Rs 1/student/day as contri-
bution from every student (DPS 
gathers Rs10/ from every stu-
dent currently) and Rs. 10/day 
from every teacher as part of 
their value education. All great 
thinkers of education and NEP 
2020 talk about value education 
and for this action is the model 
and what better model than net-
working compassion through 
Rs1-10 model?

CONT. FROM PAGE 8
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LIFE 

Dr Angela Kosta 

Absent crumbs of happiness
abandoned on the dust of continuous disappointments,
Breathless I run through the clouds
in tears among the deaf music of a lying sky,
kissed by an anxious, desperate wind, 
mingling with the surviving people 
quenched by torrential rains 
of a desert that has disappeared 
in the mirage of the unfortunate curtain. 
Floating in the ocean of life,
I drown and touching with your fingertips 
The sunset of my own existence 
I start walking again... 
Run...
I'm still dying...
I am born again
Embracing the sun of hope.

(Dr Angela Kosta is an eminent poet and editor  to have received  recent-
ly the medal of the International Award at the Meno� i Art International 

Festival - Spoleto, "Communicating with Europe" as Doctor Honoris Causa 
and Ambassador of Culture from: European Union (LUXEMBOURG & BRUS-
SELS & ROME), European Parliament - BRUSSELS, Meno� i Art International 

Festival, Association of Young Europeans, European Institute, T A.U. She 
promotes culture and literature on global level and is a� ached to Editorial of 

a dozen of international magazines and newspapers in Europe and Asia )

Yearning Yore

Khursheed Wani 

As I carry the essence of the 
first rays, 
Cease your chase, 
Shadows swamp and linger, 
Gathering veiled memories of 
yesteryears. 

Even the air pricks my spine
In the foggy lawn of silver 
dew, 
Yet barefoot I walk 
To the embrace of your yearn-
ing yore. 

A moment I taste
Heavy as lead, 
Yet pretty as rose, 
And I walk, 
I walk in your musings. 

(Khursheed Wani is a teach-
er, poet, and author from Kash-

mir, India. He is the author of 
'The Seraphic Garland’, has 

co-authored few poetry books, 
and his work has appeared in 
International magazines and 

Anthologies. He received the 
International Academic Award 

for Contemporary Literature - 
Lucius Annaeus Seneca  ‘Prize 

De Merit’ award for his creative 
poetry held at Bari in Italy. He 

holds PG in Pol. Science and 
BLit.)

The Face of Pain

Nirmal Roy 

This dust is the witness.
The sand of the earth doesn't tell lie.
She and only she mark the face of pain.

Separation was unbearable
So that only it was prayed
To be alone - and alone only.
"Oh, make me a stone!"
This was the prayer
For the inner breakages.
"Oh,Make me blind!"
Only then it was prayed

When the sprinkling of fountain
Became illegal
When the simple touch of the heart
Was forbidden
And the malicious dyke
Raised the hard wall at last

Oh, my dearie 
If love loses the words
Where I will say
My so many sayings? 

(Nirmal Roy (born 1962, Balurghat, 
West Bengal) a Bengali and English 
poet, writer, editor, and Marg music 

exponent is a retired central govern-
ment offi  cial,  with  19 books across 
poetry, fi ction, translation, and criti-

cism to his credit . He also edited the 
fi lm–literature magazine Shot 1, and is 

also known as a sitar and tabla artist 
based in Bishnupur, Bankura.)

The Colour of the Wind 

Elisabetta Bonaparte

Don’t ask me
about men’s knowledge,
I live the discovery
of every day.

Don’t ask me
for flattery gestures,
my mood
is crystal drop.

Don’t ask yourself
by petrifying your gaze 
as if it were a border wall,
I know the color of the wind
that ruffles your hair
and sibylline likes wiveling clouds 
in a swirling sky 
it freely draws 
my thoughts.

(Elisabe� a Bonaparte is an Ital-
ian poet, writer, lawyer and teach-

er. She has participated in national 
and international literary competi-
tions, winning First Prizes, Medals, 

Plaques Special Prizes. She has 
been included in “Wikipoesia” 

(Encyclopedic Platform of Contem-
porary Poets in Italy). Her poems 

have been translated into English, 
Albanian, Bengali, Spanish, and 

Arabic and included in several 
literary journals and international 

poetry anthologies, both print and 
online.)

Poetry
Road Not Taken

Mushtaque B Barq

So early a sage passed by my lawn,
disturbing the hiss of the calm.
His begging bowl and the rosaries
he could not align with his steps;
he stumbled often, and that called 
me out.

His hands so soft and feeble,
I took them in my hands and a 
finger broke.
He sighed and shot an arrow of hate
that stuck deeply into the frame of 
my eyes.
A smile in the garb of agony—he 
passed,
that paused the movement of this 
globe.
Still was the air; frozen dew 
shocked my limbs.
Birds fell off the perch, and I turned 
into a stone.

A pulse from his rosary broke the 
stillness.
Before my surprised eyes, two ways 
welcomed my gaze:
one leading to the highway,
the other to the hem of the sage.

What impulse brought me to his 
hem?
A garland of pearls was shining 
beneath his chest.
The eye of the fallen angel in me 
was wet.
He set a road to lead me within him.

An unimaginable chasm he opened 
and pushed me in.
Nothing—nothing save my beats 
and his beads
I could see and hear.
With every stumble, a bead from 
his rosary
led me to the much deeper gor-
geous, where I died,
wearing a shroud of his pearls—
and lived a moment.

(Mushtaque B. Barq is a cele-
brated literary fi gure recognized 
for his exceptional contributions 

to literature and translation. He 
is currently worling as English 

Mentor for Cambridge school. His 
accolades include the G.N. Firaq 

Memorial Award, the Kalidas Liter-
ary Award, Ahad Zargar Memorial 

award'  the Emerging Achievers 
Award from Council India, and the 

Editor's Choice Award from the 
USA, refl ecting his global literary 

impact. Known for his insightful 
translations and poetic fi nesse, 

Barq bridges diverse cultures 
through his work. His dedication to 

preserving and promoting Kashmiri 
literary heritage while making it 

accessible to a broader audience 
has established him as a luminary 

in contemporary literature. His 
profound narratives resonate with 
universal themes of humanity and 

spiritual.)

Parents Cry For 
Their Children 

Afroza Jesmine

Children are angel!
Why you are bombing 
in war?

The loss of war children 
is a wound that never 
truly heals,
Their laughter fades 
into echoes carried by 
broken streets.

Empty beds whisper 
stories that will never 
be finished;
Parents hold photo-
graphs where small 
smiles remain forever 
young.

Toys l ie  si lent , 
untouched by the hands 
that once cherished 

them,
Dreams of futures bright 
as sunrise are buried 
beneath the rubble.

A mother’s tears fall 
heavier than the dark-
est night,
Fathers carry invisible 
scars deeper than any 
battlefield. 

Communities mourn the 
stolen innocence of frag-
ile lives, 
In the silence after war, 
their absence screams 
the loudest.

Why we lose our chil-
dren in war?
Don’t kill our angel with 
bombing.
Never. 

( Afroza Jesmine 
basically an academi-

cian is an eminent poet 
and Editor of Interna-

tional Poetry magazine 
Primelore Writer’s 

Heaven and author of a 
couple  of books . She is 

globally published and 
commi� ed to promotion 
of  global peace and har-

mony of mankind )
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