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time. Lalita, the sister of one

of my friends from Delhi, had
come to Srinagar to pursue her B
Ed course. Kamla Devi, along with
her daughter, visited her to spend
a week or so in this beautiful hilly
resort. Kamla Devi was a simple,
sincere, affectionate and compas-
sionate lady of average height,
dressed in an ordinary cotton saree.
Nobody could have imagined that
she would be a well-known gynae-
cologist.

In the very first meeting, I was
deeply impressed by her and tried
to see my long-lost mother in her.
This emotional connection paved
the way for me to form a close bond
with her daughter. I forgot about
my routine office work and took on
the role of an expert, guiding them
through several interesting places
in the valley. I also helped them pur-
chase some handicraft items and
visited their residence to bid them
farewell after four days.

Immediately on seeing me, Dr
Kamla Devi expressed her grati-
tude to me, “Son, you have been of
immense help to us. I have no words
to express my gratitude to you.”

“Aunty, you are like my mother.
You need not say thanks to me.” I
replied in all politeness.

Her daughter cast a sidelong
glance and murmured inaudibly,
“Why are you thanking him? He has
stolen your daughter. Just took us
to some places, and you think he did
a great job.”

I did not pay much heed to her,
yet I glanced at her and smiled a
few times. She, too, reciprocated
with her giggles. In the meantime,
Lata brought tea and sandwiches,
kept them on the table and sat in
the chair beside Sarita. Aunty again
addressed me, “Son, tomorrow we
are going to Katra from here. Have
you had the darshan of Mata Vaish-
no Devi earlier?”

“No, aunty. I had gone out of the
valley only twice; once, to Jammu
with my parents when I was seven
years old, and the second time, with
my classmates to Ootacamund on a
botanical tour when I was studying
in the University.”

“Then why don’t you accompany
us to have a darshan of Mata Vaish-
no Devi?”

I did not know how to react.
Being an atheist, I had no interest
in visiting temples, but I thought
that I would have their company
for a few more days. Without a
second thought, I said yes to her.
Aunty had obliged me earlier. With-
out my invitation, she had visited
my home, guided by Lalita. She
had endeared herself to the entire

Imet her by chance for the first

Doctor Aunty

family. Moreover, she had noticed
my ailing aunt in bed and checked
her up thoroughly on her own,
prescribed some medicines and
instructed her to follow some dos
and don’ts. The next day, I arrived
on time with a little baggage and
became almost a member of the
family.

When I returned, Aunty was all
over my existence and thoughts.
My affair with her daughter had
started and continued with the
exchange of letters. Whenever I
thought of Sarita, my thoughts first
went to her mother. After the initial
euphoria died down, I had a serious
thought about my relationship with
her daughter who was undergoing
medical training. My job was no
match for hers, so I resigned and
left for Delhi to seek a better job as
per my qualifications.

After reaching Delhi, I went to
Aunty's residence the very next
day. Her residence was in Moti
Nagar, and a clinic was annexed
to it, opening onto the main road.
After alot of effort, I finally reached
her clinic which was in front of her
residence. It bore a nameplate - Dr
Kamla Devi, Gynaecologist. She
was living there with her brother
and younger sister. I knocked at the
door and entered the clinic. Kamla
Aunty was checking a patient’s
pulse. On seeing me, she felt joyful
and said, “Son, when have you
arrived?”

“Just yesterday. I didn’t like
my job there, so I resigned. Now I
intend to search for a job in Delhi.”

“Go and sit inside. I shall join
you in a few minutes.”

I sat on a sofa in the drawing
room. Sarita came out of the bed-
room on my left and sat right oppo-
site me. After enquiring about my
welfare, she introduced me to her
second aunt and her uncle, “Surind-
er, she is my mom’s younger sister,

Sharda Aunty, a dentist by profes-
sion, and he is her younger brother,
Amarnath Uncle.”

Isaid Namaste to both and didn’t
feel like asking for more details. I
was so engrossed in talking to
Sarita that I didn’t realise when
Kamla Aunty entered the house and
prepared tea for all of us. She kept
a cup of tea and some snacks on the
table in front of me and sat by my
side. Instantly, she remarked with
apprehension, “Why did you leave
your old job? You should have gone
on leave first, come to Delhi, and
after you got a suitable job, resigned
then.”

“No, Aunty, I felt suffocated
there. What was there in that job,
just deceit, cheating and corrup-
tion?”

“Anyway, whatever God wills, it
happens, and whatever happens is
for our good. Maybe there is some-
thing better in store for you in the
future.” She continued, “Where do
you stay in Delhi?”

“Residence is not a problem. One
of my close friends has a flat here,
and I live with him.”

During my stay in Delhi, Sarita
and I met often. She told me that she
is actually the daughter of Aunty’s
elder brother, who owns a cotton
mill in Coimbatore. Kamla Devi
had adopted her in her childhood
and brought her up with a lot of
care. After facing the tragedy of the
partition, all three siblings, Kamla
Devi, Amar Nath, and Sharda Devi,
migrated to Delhi and decided not
to marry. Sarita had become every-
body’s darling. Ever since Sarita
had moved into her college hostel,
the house had looked desolate and
gloomy. She, however, would visit
her guardians on weekends.

One day, Doctor Aunty related
the story of her escape from the
nightmare of partition. Their eldest
brother had left Lahore much ear-
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lier, along with his family, but the
rest had decided to wait and watch.
As things worsened and they found
themselves in danger, they took a
lift in an army major's jeep, who
helped them cross the border and
reach Delhi. Kamla Devi took over
the command of the house. She sold
whatever jewellery they had been
able to bring with them and pur-
chased a small residential house,
the annexe of which was turned
into a clinic because it faced the
road. Slowly, the entire household
was on a path of recovery. Yet it
did not heal her wounds of being
uprooted from her ancestral home.
Though her eyes remained dry
while she told the tale of her escape
from Lahore, I could feel the pain
and anguish within her. A storm
was raging inside her heart. Who
knows how many Aunty’s dreams
must have shattered and how many
castles destroyed?

It was this nightmare that had
forced them to remain bachelors.
Nevertheless, Kamla Devi had
adopted her elder brother’s daugh-
ter, looked after her very well and
educated her to become a doctor.
The fact remains that of the three
siblings, only Kamla Devi was very
active, remained busy with patients
in her clinic for most of the day and
fed so many mouths with whatever
income she could earn. Besides that,
she would also attend to the kitchen
and household chores. The second
sister was obese which restricted
her movement, and she would gasp
even by helping sometimes. On the
other hand, their brother, Amar-
nath, was clever and selfish. He
was living a parasitic life though
he made one feel that he shouldered
the burden of the entire family.

Impressed by the selflessness,
altruism, sincerity and devotion of
Dr Kamla Devi, I once asked her
a question, “Aunty, now that you
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have everything available - success,
fame, affluence, and Sarita will also
become a doctor in about a year ful-
filling your responsibility towards
her, pray tell me why don’t you give
free service to the people. At least
you should not charge fees from the
poor patients.”

She smiled, passed on a buttered
toast, and replied, “Yes son, you are
right. God has been very kind to me
and given me all the necessities of
life, but dear life has become com-
plicated nowadays. In olden days,
if people caught a cold, they would
take some local medicine to get rid
of it. But now it is different. They
want to consult a doctor even for
minor ailments, such as a cold or
a cough.

On top of that, they think they
can buy off a doctor by paying him
his consultation fee. Those people
who have become wealthy over-
night after migration do not hesi-
tate to call doctors to their homes at
any time, be it day or night. It com-
pels me to charge a consultation fee
to keep such people at bay. Yet my
fee is very low compared to other
doctors. Despite this deterrent, the
patients come running to me even
at midnight.

Amarnath Uncle, who was sit-
ting at the other end of the dining
table applying butter to his toast,
butted in, “Dear Surinder, you
cannot imagine how difficult the
life of doctors in modern times is?
We have no privacy, no personal
life, and no peace of mind.” Sarita
glanced at me mischievously and
smiled, as if to ask, "Since when
has this Uncle become a doctor? He
haslived like a parasite on his elder
sister's income all his life.” T could
guess what she wanted to convey
but preferred to remain silent.

After some time, another inci-
dent happened. It was a Saturday.
I reached Aunty’s place at about
four in the afternoon. Seeing Aunty
busy in the clinic, I quietly went
into the drawing room and sat on
a sofa. Neither Sharda Aunty nor
Amarnath Uncle were there. There
was quiet in the house. Sarita, too,
had not come from her college on
the weekend. While sitting in the
drawing room, I overheard the dis-
cussion between Dr Kamla Devi and
her patient.

The patient was literally beg-
ging her to have mercy on her,
“Doctor, do whatever you can.
Please save me. Get my child abort-
ed. I am ready to pay whatever you
demand.”

“No. Sorry, I do not perform ille-
gal abortions. You have come to the
wrong place,” Doctor Kamla replied
with a stern voice.

“Aunty, my mother is a big fan
of yours. She has all praise for you.
She says that Dr Kamla Devi is an
incarnation of Mother Goddess.
For me, you are a messiah. I have
not revealed anything to anyone
at my home. Aunty, please get me
out of this predicament. I accept
that I have committed a blunder by
abusing my youth. If I don’t get rid
of this, I shall not be able to show
my face to anyone. I apprehend that
even my boyfriend may leave me
high and dry.”

“Daughter, that is not my con-

It was this nightmare
that had forced them
to remain bachelors.
Nevertheless, Kamla
Devi had adopted
her elder brother’s
daughter, looked
after her very well
and educated her to
become a doctor. The
fact remains that of
the three siblings,
only Kamla Devi was
very active, remained
busy with patients
in her clinic for most
of the day and fed so
many mouths with
whatever income she
could earn. Besides
that, she would also
attend to the kitchen
and household chores.
The second sister was
obese which restricted
her movement, and
she would gasp even by
helping sometimes. On
the other hand, their
brother, Amarnath,
was clever and selfish.
He was living a
parasitic life though he
made one feel that he
shouldered the burden
of the entire family.

cern. You have atoned by realising
your mistake which is sufficient,
but I have my own limitations. I
have never done such a thing all
my life, not even during those days
when thousands of abducted refu-
gee women with bloated wombs for
no fault of theirs used to approach
me to conduct abortions. I am sorry,
you can leave now.”

The girl got up and left the clinic,
dismayed. Aunty was both sad and
distraught. She got up, entered her
residence and threw herself onto
the sofa, exasperated. For the first
time, I felt she was tense and spoke
with disdain, “See that girl. She
has yet to get out of her school, but
has no shame in getting pregnant.
Worse still, she has the temerity to
bribe me to do an illegal abortion.
She thinks money can buy every-
thing in this world.”

Perhaps for the first time, Aunty
discussed her professional prob-
lem at home and, in my presence,
expressed her views boldly, too. I
watched the grimace on her face.
She even forgot that I had come
from far off and might require
some water. However, I gathered
my courage and poured my heart
out, “Aunty, what was wrong with
helping her out. The poor girl might
have succumbed to the temptation
in the heat of the moment. After all,
to err is human. Who does she go to
for help except a doctor? To make
reparation, she is ready to part with
a fortune. What more can she do at
this stage?

I was apprehensive that Aunty
might get angry with me and tell
me to shut up after I had questioned
her. But no such thing happened.
She regained her poise slowly and
spoke normally with utmost calm
and composure. “Dear, money
is not everything in life. If I had
wanted to, I could have amassed
lakhs immediately after the par-
tition. But no, I am not bred and
brought up in such a culture. Son,
God created me and blessed me with
amedical degree to give life and not
to snatch life. Cutting short some-
one’s life falls within His domain,
not mine. In my opinion, there isn’t
abigger sin than aborting a foetus.”

“But Aunty, most of the doctors
in the world have no objection to
abortions, legal or illegal. Do they
lack professionalism? Will they all
end up in hell?”

“That is their thinking, my son.
I am not their conscience keeper.
In my opinion, abortion must be
resorted to only where either the
life of the mother or the forthcom-
ing child is in danger, that too,
when the fertilisation has recently
taken place and not formed into a
full-fledged child. Otherwise, I con-
sider it as heinous as murder.”

“I do agree with you, Aunty. I
was trying to highlight her frailty
and vulnerability. Anyway, let us
leave this topic and talk about some
other things.”

“Dear, I have been practising
medicine for the last thirty years.
Do you know when I felt happiest
in my profession? Here in Delhi,
a couple once came to consult
me. They were roughly in their
mid-thirties, had been married for
fifteen years and were childless.
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They had consulted many doctors,
even presented offerings to the
Godmen, but to no avail. Someone
had suggested they consult me. I
carried out necessary investiga-
tions of the woman and found a ray
of hope. Some inner voice guided
me to carry out the cleaning of the
womb repeatedly for a fortnight and
ask her to take some precautions.
I prescribed some medicines and
inserted a few rings in the vaginal
canal, which I had received that
very day from Japan. And then
one fine day, I gave her the happy
news that she had conceived. Her
face was aglow with the news, and
after nine months, she gave birth
to a pretty child. I felt blessed and
thanked God for choosing me for
the job. That was the zenith of my
professional career.”

Hearing Aunty was a great
pleasure. At the core of my heart,
I appreciated her sincerity, dedi-
cation and professionalism. Mean-
while, Sarita returned from college,
bringing cheer to the home.

Time marched on. Sarita and I
parted ways because we could not
marry. Due to frequent transfers,
communication with her broke.
After ten-odd years, I was trans-
ferred to Delhi again. Hence, I
talked to Sarita on the telephone.
She shocked me with the sad news
of Aunty's demise.

The next day, I reached Moti
Nagar to offer my condolences to
the family. The clinic door was
closed. I had to knock on the door
for a long time. Ultimately, Uncle
heard my voice and answered,
“Who is it?”

I recognised the voice and
replied, “Uncle, it's me, Surinder.”
The door opened thereafter. Uncle
said, “Son, Delhi is not the same
old city it used to be. Criminals
target older adults, kill them and
loot their property. Your Aunty has
left us forever. Sarita, too, has not
bothered to look us up ever since.
We two are highly scared. Only the
maid servant comes from the rare
door and nobody else. The clinic
door doesn’t open at all now.

Thank God that I heard your
knock and opened the door. Pass-
ing through the clinic, I reached
the drawing room. Inside, every-
thing was stinking. It looked like
nobody had cleaned the house for
ages. Spider webs were hanging
from the ceiling everywhere. Dust
had lain over the decorative items
kept in the almirahs. In the mean-
time, Sharda Aunty came out of her
bedroom, dragging herself with the
help of her crutches and sat on the
sofa in front of me.

With eyes swollen, both of them
recounted whatever had happened
tothem in the past. It was a very sad
story. It was the same house where I
had learnt the first lesson of how to
live my life with honesty and digni-
ty. That day, there was nothing but
darkness everywhere in the house.
I felt that the soul of the house had
departed from it.

(Deepak Budki is a retired Indian
Postal Service Officer & arenowned

Urdu Short Story writer, critic and
book researcher. He can be reached

at deepak.budki@gmail.com)
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picing up the scene, a few
Sstreaks chiseled the velvety

bosom of thin air and gar-
nished the haggard faces lately cap-
tivated by the morning mist. The
entire locality, as seen from the bal-
cony of the guest house at Tata Pani
in Kalakot district of Jammu, joined
the chorus.

From the balcony of a lonely
three-room guest house, a lemon tree
became the center of attraction, like
a sinner who falls prey to wiles. The
lemons on the boughs would halt
even the hands of the charitably
inclined.

Without wasting time, the cook
was summoned and directed to
bedeck the breakfast plate with
fresh lemons dancing on the branch-
es outside the balcony. The entire
limb tossed like a fair lady on board,
entertaining sailors amidst endless
ocean waves, to the folk tunes of
some remote island inhabited by
a carefree, mixed-race communi-
ty, least concerned with the world
beyond their humble hamlet.

Before we could relish those
lemons, our driver suddenly

BY

appeared from nowhere and forced
us to pack. We obeyed. But someone,
still under the quilt, raised his head:

“How can we leave before taking a
morning bath at Tata Pani?”

Indeed, once one dips into that hot
spring, one feels refreshed and reju-
venated, so much so that one would
love to linger there for hours, bask-
ing in its soothing warmth.

But the driver was a hard nut to
crack. He stood firm, and we packed
without savoring the lemons.

Somehow, I managed to take a
handful, which occupied a fair space
in my haversack.

We had to reach Chingus Fort,
where the intestines of the Mughal
king Jahangir were buried by Noor
Jahan when the king died on his way
to Delhi, to conceal his death. Before
we could think of returning to Rajou-
ri, lunch at a local restaurant was
ready. The food was well cooked, but
those lemons haunted us, we could
not enjoy the meal without them.

On the way back to Rajouri, no
one spoke of lemons. Our discus-
sions shifted like the seasons of
Sunderbani—welcomed by morning
mist, invited by the midday glare,
and lulled by expensive meals even
at local eateries.

Someone from the front seat
directed the driver to take a U-turn
at a square, perhaps out of whim or
in an attempt to impress the rest of
us. The act puzzled everyone. Never-
theless, it cost us little; after strug-
gling for half an hour, we rejoined
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the highway.

Around 6 p.m., we checked into
the Dak Bungalow at Rajouri and
were immediately served steam-
ing Kashmiri chai with an added
flavor. The first sip was delightful.
Everyone looked at the waiter, who
seemed eager for a compliment, yet
no one obliged perhaps unwilling
to reveal their earlier indifference.

Sensing the moment, the waiter
gently said, “The tea is flavored with
green cardamom.”

It was indeed exquisite.

Late that night, someone wished
for a cup of lemon kehwa, and sud-
denly those lemons came back into
focus. I opened my haversack, only
to find them missing.

I was shocked.

My unrest rose to the seventh
cloud, for my camera was also in the
same bag. Thankfully, it was safe.

A murmur filled the room. I felt
tricked. Asking for lemon kehwa so
late was clue enoughsomeone had
helped themselves to my precious
lemons. Yet, I chose not to expose
my suspicion. Not a wrinkle crossed
my forehead.

After a while, Zahid, a companion
known for his occasional psycholog-
ical acrobatics and verbal gymnas-
tics, appeared. Though his quirks
sometimes disrupt the mood, they
also make him endearing, and we
enjoy his company.

The mention of lemon kehwa
prompted me to review my pho-
tographs. Some were wonderful,
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others breathtaking. The balcony
shot, with those radiant lemons,
was particularly mesmerizing,as if
one could pluck them straight from
the screen.

As if on cue, Zahid handed back
my lemons. I quietly placed them in
the same pocket of my bag, making
his job easier, should he attempt the
same trick again.

Soon, it was time to return to
Jammu. The lemons were still
untouched, still luring.

During the final packing, Zahid
transferred them into a plastic
box, which was placed on the dash-
board. Everyone eyed them, ready to
squeeze at will.

For reasons unknown, the driver
seemed irritated by the box. With-
out a word, he stopped the cab and
pushed it behind his seat. No one
protested, we were too eager to get
home after fifteen days in Rajouri.

“Thank God we reached safely,”
Zahid texted someone.

As we prepared to leave, the
driver called me over and handed
me the plastic box.

Inside were rotten lemons.

My friends burst into laughter.
I had carried them all this way, yet
never tasted their freshness.

I threw the box aside and waited
for an auto-rickshaw. But not before
casting a razor-edged glance at the
driver, who shut his window and
sped away, leaving only the fading
digits of his cab behind digits that
haunted me all the way home.
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Dr. Mallika Tripathi

alini was strolling slowly
Malong the quiet road, her

steps unhurried, her mind
drifting between scattered thoughts
of work, responsibilities, and the
small, unnoticed details of life. The
evening air was calm, almost indif-
ferent, as if the world had paused for
a moment of stillness.

“Madam... Madam!” The voice
came from behind - hesitant, fragile,
yet carrying an urgency that could
not be ignored.

Malini stopped. The voice was
hesitant yet desperate. Something
in that voice tugged at her instincts.
It wasn’t just a call - it was a plea. She
stopped and turned around, trying to
locate who had called her.

A few steps away stood two
frail-looking girls, probably between
fourteen and sixteen years old.Thin,
pale, and visibly exhausted, they
looked far too worn for their age.
Their clothes were simple and faded,
their hair untidily tied, and their
eyes... their eyes held something no
child should carry - fear, despera-
tion, and a silent cry for help.

Malini walked closer, her expres-
sion softening. “Do I know you?”
she asked gently. The younger
girl quickly wiped her tears, as if
trying to compose herself, but her
voice trembled as she spoke. “No
Madam... you don’t know us. We got
your number from the office. Our
mother works there.”

Malini’s mind searched for a con-
nection. Faces, names, memories
- until suddenly it clicked. “Man-
orama’s daughters?” she asked, her
tone shifting with concern. “She
hasn’t been coming to work for
quite some time.” At the mention
of their mother, the fragile control
the girls held over their emotions
shattered. Tears flowed freely now,
their small bodies shaking under the
weight of fear. “Mumma... Mumma
is in the hospital,” the younger one
managed to say. “She had a severe
heart attack. The doctor said... if
treatment is not done immediately...
she may not survive.”

For a moment, the world around
Malini seemed to fade. The quiet
road, the still air - everything dis-
solved into the urgency of the
moment. “So what are you doing
here?” she asked quickly. “Who is
with her? Why hasn’t the treatment
started?” The questions came one
after another, but deep inside, she
already sensed the answer.

The younger girl lowered her
head, her voice barely audible.
“We... we don’t have money.” The
words fell heavily between them.
The elder girl added, her voice
breaking under the strain, “Papa
died last month... in an accident and
there is no one else in the family.”
The sentence lingered in the air like
a cruel echo.

Malini felt as if something had
struck her from within. One trage-

dy had barely settled, and another
had already taken its place. This
was not coincidence. This was the
pattern of poverty - relentless, unfor-
giving, and mercilessly precise in
its timing.

She remembered Manorama.
A quiet woman. Always punctual.
Always sincere but quite reserved.
She never complained, never asked
for help, never spoke about her
struggles. Like so many others, she
carried her burdens silently, believ-
ing that endurance was her only
option. And now, even her life was
being weighed against money.

Malini did not waste another
moment. “Sit here,” she said, guid-
ing the girls to a nearby bench. She
quickly called for a cab, her fingers
moving faster than her thoughts.
“Don’t worry,” she assured them,
her voice firm despite the storm
rising within her. “Your mother
will be treated.” The girls looked
at her with fragile hope - hope that
had already been shaken too many
times.

As the cab moved through the
crowded streets, every passing
second felt heavier. Traffic lights,
slow vehicles, distant noises - every-
thing seemed like an obstacle. Time,
which once moved unnoticed, now
felt cruelly slow. Malini glanced at
the girls. They sat silently, clutch-
ing each other’s hands, as if letting
go even for a moment would make
everything collapse. And in that
silence, Malini realized the harshest
reality of life, poverty remains to be
cruelest of all demons.

When they reached the hospital,
the air felt different—thick, tense,
and filled with an unspoken urgen-
cy. Hospitals are places where life
and death stand side by side, sep-
arated only by moments. The girls
ran ahead, their fragile hope push-
ing them forward. “Mumma!” they
called, their voices echoing through
the corridor. Malini followed quick-
ly.
But as they reached the emer-
gency ward, something felt wrong.
There was no chaos. No hurried
movement. Just a stillness that felt
final.
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A doctor stepped out slowly,
his face carrying a quiet gravity.
Malini’s heart dropped. The elder
girl rushed toward him. “Doctor...
how is our mother?” she asked, her
voice trembling. The doctor paused,
as though searching for words that
could soften what could not be soft-
ened. “I'm sorry,” he said gently.
“We tried our best... but the delay
in treatment proved fatal.”

Fatal. A single word. Yet behind
it lay an entire story - of waiting, of
helplessness, of time slipping away.

The girls stood still, their minds
refusing to accept what they had
just heard. Then, suddenly, reali-
ty broke through. They cried. Not
softly, not quietly but with a rawness
that filled the corridor. They clung
to each other, their grief spilling out
in waves, uncontained, inconsolable
and unstoppable.

Malini felt her chest tighten. She
had come with hope. She had come
to help. But help had come too late.
And that is the cruelest face of pov-
erty—it does not always deny help.
It delays it. Just enough to make it
meaningless. Manorama had not
died because her condition was
untreatable. She had died because
treatment had to wait. Because
money had to come first. Because
survival, in their world, was con-
ditional.

Somewhere in other ward Malini
heard someone laughing. She closed
her eyes for a moment, trying to
steady herself. Analysing the situ-
ation. The image of Manorama kept
on haunting her mind - working
silently, living modestly, endur-
ing everything... A woman who
had never asked for anything from
anyone. But in return her family
was completely ruined. She real-
ised that in that cold hospital hall-
way, two young girls had suddenly
become orphans, carrying a sorrow
far heavier than their tender years
could bear.

For a few moments, Malini sat
frozen, watching them.Their cries
echoed - not just in the corridor, but
somewhere deeper, somewhere far
beyond the walls of the hospital.

But then, something shifted

within her. The helplessness that
had gripped her slowly gave way to
something else - something steadier,
stronger. No, she thought. Poverty
had already taken too much - their
father, their mother, their child-
hood. It would not be allowed to take
their future as well.

Malini stepped forward and
gently held their hands. Her grip
was firm, grounding them in a
moment where everything else had
fallen apart. The girls looked up at
her, their tear-filled eyes searching
for something - anything - to hold
on to.

“You are not alone,” she said
softly. This time, it was not just
comfort. It was a promise. A deci-
sion. She turned toward the hospi-
tal office, guiding them along.The
corridor still felt cold. The loss still
unbearable. But something had
changed.

Where despair had stood
moments ago, a fragile thread of
hope began to form. Malini knew
she could not undo what had hap-
pened. She could not bring their
mother back, nor erase the pain that
had already carved its place in their
lives. But she could do something
more important - she could ensure
that this was not where their story
ended. Somewhere within her, a
quiet determination took root - firm,
unwavering.

No more delays. No more helpless
waiting.

Not another Manorama. Not
again. And this time - hope would
not arrive too late.

Dr. Mallika Tripathi is an
award-winning author and a bilin-
gual poet, widely recognized for
her literary contributions and social
commitment. She is the founder and
president of Anjani Welfare Society
(AWS), an organization dedicated
to uplifting underprivileged com-
munities. As a compassionate voice
for the unheard, her writings vividly
portray the struggles, pain, and
resilience of marginalized people.
Through her work, she not only
raises awareness about their hard-
ships but also inspires readers to
extend a supporting hand.
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I Iirad C. Chaudhuri’s musings
on Kolkata (Calcutta) are
defined by a complex, often

critical perspective that emerged

from his 32 years living in the city

(1910-1942). His observations, heav-

ily detailed in The Autobiography of

an Unknown Indian and Thy Hand,

Great Anarch!, portray the city not

as a beloved home, but as an intel-

lectual landscape where he was a

reclusive, observant outsider. On the

other hand, Professor Pulak N.Dhar
born in 1945 who hailed from a dis-
tinguished family steeped in India’s

Freedom Movement emerged in his

remarkable memoir Whispers of

Time (2026) as an Observant Insider

of the Kolkata (erstwhile Calcutta).

His is a life of scholarship, advoca-

cy and unyielding commitment. He

was the rare breed of intellectuals
untainted by personal ambition. He
noticed Calcutta as a city of divided
impressions. While acknowledg-
ing Calcutta as the "city of palaces"
and the impressive, grand colonial
mansions of the British Empire era,
he maintained a profound emotion-
al intimacy with its daily life,his
friends, his colleagues.There is in
each page a sense of belonging while
he learned much in Calcutta feeling
a constant sense of companionship
which we never see in The Autobiog-
raphy of an Unknown Indian.
Professor Dhar was uprooted
from East Bengal but adjusted to
the urban environment of Calcutta
with an humorous attitude like that
of Mark Twain. He never suffered
from Intellectual isolation and never
portrayed himself as a reclusive
scholar in the city. On the contrary
the city was the essential laboratory
for his analysis of the boyhood days.

He wrote : “It is not only by seeing

or observing the men and things

around me by myself alone, but also
by hearing about the past long before

I saw the light of the earth, that I

have tried to delineate it.” He heard

stories about the people and their
activities from his parents and rel-
atives who could vividly remember
their past. He is indebted to his elder

Uncle for writing a handbook which

provided him with ingredients of

authentic past.” Thus Calcutta for

Department of Poltica
at Basanti Devi College, Kolkata, until 2020 ofPollical Science

B A prolific writer and esteemed columnist, Prof. Dhar

him offers to his mental landscape
an intense intellectual stimulation
but personal engagement though he
was not an active participant in it.
It is not a "temporary residence" or
"sojourn” in his mind, but a sweet
sweet home.

“Cities are more than maps and
monuments; they are living, breath-
ing organisms made of memory.”
In a world increasingly driven by
haste, we often forget to pause and
listen to the quiet voices of the past.
Prof. Pulak Narayan Dhar’s memoir,
Whispers of Time, reminds us of
the invaluable richness that comes
from doing just that.This is not just
a memoir—it is a finely woven tap-
estry of recollection, reflection, and
reverence for a city that has long
stood as the cultural and emotional
nucleus of Bengal: Kolkata. As some-
one who has spent decades reflecting
on literature, urban memory, and
the human condition, I find in Prof.
Dhar’s work a rare blend of schol-
arly insight and poetic tenderness.
This book is an ode not just to a city,
but to a time, a mood, and a way of
life that are slowly slipping through
the cracks of modernity. Spanning
over five decades—from 1940s Whis-
pers of Time captures the subtle
shifts and seismic changes that
Kolkata has undergone, and does
so with remarkable intimacy. The
author does not simply chart polit-
ical events or urban development;
instead, he evokes the soul of Kolk-
ata in all its contrasts—its decaying
mansions and vibrant festivals, its
intellectual salons and street-side tea
stalls, its revolutions and lullabies.

What sets this memoir apart is its
tone of lived authenticity. Prof. Dhar
is not an outsider observing Kolkata
through the lens of nostalgia; he is
a native son, intimately attuned to
its rhythms and contradictions. His
memories do not seek to romanti-
cize the past, but to understand it,
honour it, and ultimately, preserve
it in words. One finds in these pages
the emotional texture of a life deeply
entwined with the changing fortunes
of a city that once held the world’s
attention and now lives largely
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public discourse through regular
Bartaman, and Ananda Bazar Patrika,
profound engagement wit

§ Prof. Dhar's activi

8 He joined the mo

in reminiscence. He talked of his
great grandfather Advaita Dhar,
grandparent Mahendranath and his
father Barindranath where he loved
to narrate the story of the kichen
master Madhu Kaku who hailed
from Odisha and his vegetarian del-
icacies as well as culinary skill. He
did not forget to tell the dense nap
of an uncle of his grandfather Jagat
Dhar. His loving soul is reflected in
the mysterious episode related to
the family teacher Subodh Master
whose soul was not satisfied until he
repaid the debt. Rohini Ghosh , Sona
Bhai came to his story as smoothly
as other forefathers of his family like
Jayakrishna Dhar who brought the
Durga idol from Benaras.

Professor Dhar very careful-
ly brought the Widow remarriage
issue in going to narrate the story
of Bijoy De Sarkar who faced hos-
tility for the remarriage and also
for the Ghati(West Bengal) Ban-
gal(East Bangal ) issue.The book
enlightens us about the Hindu joint
family in those days. Partition of
India and the migration of hindus
to West Bengal is thoroughly taken
up in Chapter II.This continues in
Chapter III where the author in a
sad tone says,” After 1947, Hindus
became foreigners in their own land
of birth.” Uprooted from their soil
, they streamed into West Bengal.
There they carried the stigma of
being ‘refugees’ in their motherland.
Nirad C Chaudhuri once remarked
: “ Hindus never forget”(P.45 WT)
. Professor Dhar also subscribes to
the viewpoint. He rightly referred
to Rahul Pandita who described
it poignantly in his memoir Our
Moon Has Blood Clots. “The pain of
the four lakh uprooted Kashmiris
can perhaps be most intensely felt
by arefugee child from East Bengal.
Not even Punjab , with its own parti-
tion wounds, could mirror the same
anguish”( P 46).

The harrowing experiences were
described in the chapter named ‘Days
at Bakul Bagan”(Pp 48-56).He moved
from Bakul Bagan to Park Circus and
the transition from middle class Ben-
galilocality to cosmopolitan commu-

nity with muslims and Anglo- Indian
people living over here. Chapter IV
reminds me of Tagore’s Jibon Smriti
and Gorky’s My Childhood. Here he
describes beautifully his schooling
days where he caught a rare glimpse
of Queen Elizabeth II in 1961 when
when she was visiting India with
Duke of Edinburgh. Here we get the
heart touching narrative about his
teachers like Monoranjan Roy Chow-
dhury or Rajat Sir clad in Dhoti and
Fatua who are now nearly lost in
our schools. Some like Ram Narayan
Bose were master of all trades teach-
ing all subjects and with a commit-
ment. The honesty and humility of
a teacher like Ramani Dutta did not
allow him to come to his coaching
class saying, Pulak is going to higher
classes now. He is a good student. I
do not have the capacity to teach him
further. He needs a better teacher.

Chapter VII is rightly entitled °
Metamorphosis of the City’ where he
described how the city is transformed
in its very essence. Puja days were
the joyful days of the Bengali life and
Ma Durga is the most secure shelter
of the Hindu Bengali heart both in
Kolkata and the villages . Chapter
XI described with some bitterness
how the communists obstructed the
good work by Dr. Bidhan Chandra
Roy. In the following chapters he
described his friends like Subrata
Panda Salil Biswas, JIbesh Roy and
Sujit Ghosh and his experience of
being enthralled by Marxian Roman-
ticism only later to be disillusioned
and to appear as harmless career
minded petty bourgeois just to sur-
vive as college teachers all being in
the same boat.

The book ended with a sarcastic
confession “ And I too came out of
the make-believe world of revo-
lutionary nightmares and said to
myself- ‘All’s well that ends well".

As a scholar and a Columnist,
Professor Dhar has long been fasci-
nated by the interplay of memory
and place. Kolkata—formerly Cal-
cutta—has been many things to
many people: the seat of the British

CONT. ON PAGE 07
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By: ShahNawaz Nazir

n the blessed morning of Eid
O ul-Fitr, hearts awaken with

gratitude, homes echo with
laughter, and communities gather
in a spirit of unity and compassion.
This year, however, this sacred
celebration coincides with a global
reminder of equal significance—
the International Day of Forests,
observed every 21st of March. This
convergence is not merely a coinci-
dence; it is a profound invitation to
reflect on how we celebrate, and at
what cost.

Forests, often perceived as dis-
tant landscapes of greenery, are in
truth the silent architects of life.
They breathe for us, feed us, shelter
us, and heal us. Centuries ago, the
revered Kashmiri saint Sheikh ul
Alam captured this eternal truth in
his timeless words: “Ann posh teli
yeli wann posh”—food will last as
long as forests last. Today, as the
world echoes the theme “Forests
and Food,” this wisdom resonates
louder than ever.

Forests are not merely ecosys-
tems; they are the unseen founda-
tion of human survival. They nour-
ish us directly through fruits, herbs,
and natural produce, and indirectly
by maintaining the delicate balance
that agriculture depends upon—fer-
tile soil, pollination, and regulated
climate. Yet, despite their immea-
surable value, forests continue to
fall—silently, steadily—under the
weight of unchecked development,
rising consumption, and human
indifference.

In Kashmir, this loss is not
abstract—it is deeply personal. The
towering deodars, the graceful chi-
nars, and the dense alpine woods are
woven into the very identity of the
land. They are not just scenic mar-
vels but guardians of biodiversity
and protectors of fragile ecological
balance. Their decline is not just an
environmental issue; it is a cultural
and existential one.

As we prepare for Eid festivities,
another reality demands our atten-
tion. Celebrations, though joyous,
often come with an unseen environ-
mental cost. The use of plastic and
polythene surges—shopping bags
multiply, food packaging increas-
es, and waste accumulates. What
begins as a moment of joy often
leaves behind a lasting imprint of
pollution.

One of the most vulnerable vic-
tims of this surge is the majestic
Wular Lake—one of Asia’s largest
freshwater lakes and a lifeline for
countless communities. Every dis-
carded plastic bag, every piece of
waste carelessly thrown away finds
its way into drains and streams,
eventually suffocating this vital
water body. The lake, already strug-
gling under environmental stress,
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+/A Celebration Rooted
in Responsibility

By ShahNawaz Nazir

bears the burden of our neglect in
silence.

Yet, Eid is not merely about cel-
ebration—it is about reflection. It
teaches us compassion, restraint,
and responsibility. What greater
expression of these values can there
be than protecting the Earth that
sustains us? True celebration lies
not in excess, but in mindfulness.

Small, conscious choices can
create profound change. Choos-
ing cloth or reusable bags instead
of polythene, reducing unneces-
sary packaging, disposing of waste
responsibly, and encouraging
eco-friendly habits within our com-
munities—these are not grand ges-
tures, but they are powerful ones.
When individuals act with aware-
ness, communities transform. And
when communities transform, the
environment begins to heal.

There is another quiet sacrifice
we often overlook—the paper we
use so casually. Each sheet carries
within it the memory of a tree. Mil-
lions of trees are felled each year to
meet our growing demand for paper.
Every unnecessary print, every
wasted page is a fragment of a forest
lost. In a world already struggling
to preserve its green cover, mind-

ful use of paper becomes an act of
quiet resistance—a commitment to
life itself.

Nature, in its infinite generos-
ity, gives without asking. It offers
oxygen without price, water with-
out condition, and life without dis-
crimination. Yet today, it asks for
something simple—protection. Not
grand promises, but small acts of
responsibility.

As an ancient proverb wisely
reminds us: “If you plan for a day,
prepare food. If you plan for a year,
grow crops. But if you plan for a
lifetime, plant a tree.” These words
carry a vision far beyond the pres-
ent moment—they call us to think
of generations yet to come.

On this sacred confluence of Eid
and the International Day of For-
ests, let us redefine celebration.
Let our joy not become a burden on
the Earth. Let our gratitude extend
beyond words into actions. Let us
protect our forests, preserve our
water bodies, and reduce our depen-
dence on plastics.

Because when we protect forests,
we protect life itself. And when the
Earth breathes, humanity lives.

Author is a Columnist

CONT. FROM PAGE 06

Raj, the birthplace of the Bengal
Renaissance, the crucible of the inde-
pendence movement, and later, the
epicentre of Naxalite ferment. Prof.
Dhar’s memoir, however, offers
something far more nuanced than
a political or historical account. It
offers a personal history of Kolkata’s
soul.

Reading Whispers of Time, one
is transported to the narrow lanes
of North Kolkata, where Durga Puja
pandals lit up entire neighbour-
hoods, and adda sessions lasted
deep into the night. We hear the bell
of the passing tram, the crackle of
radios playing Hemanta Mukherjee
Kishore Kumar,or Uttam Suchitra
films and the rickshaw-puller's
call in the early morning mist
covered narrow lanes of the city.
Here we witness the silence of old
libraries, the tension in classrooms
during political upheavals, and the
unspoken solidarity of neighbours
in trying times.This book is also a
document of cultural memory. It
touches upon key intellectual and
artistic movements that shaped
post-independence Bengal, giving
due homage to thinkers, poets,
teachers, and ordinary citizens

whose collective presence enriched
the city.The author’s prose is rich
with references to Tagore, Ray,
Nazrul, and Jibanananda—but it
is never heavy-handed. Instead,
these references form the natural
atmosphere of a life lived in Kolk-
ata, where literature and art are not
separate pursuits but part of every-
day existence.

One of the most striking aspects
of this memoir is how it balances
personal history with social com-
mentary. The author's own jour-
ney—from his early days as a stu-
dent, through his academic career,
to his reflections in later life—is
mirrored in the broader transfor-
mation of the city. He does not shy
away from the harder truths: the
political unrest of the 1960s and 70s,
the urban decay, the disillusion-
ment that came with rapid modern-
ization. But he also celebrates the
resilience of Kolkata—its ability to
reinvent itself, to keep dreaming,
even when much seemed lost.

The language of Whispers of Time
is quietly lyrical, often poetic, and
always precise. Prof. Dhar writes
with the sensitivity of a storyteller
and the clarity of a teacher. His style
reflects the very city he describes:
layered, philosophical, deeply emo-
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tive, and profoundly human. There
are moments of humour, of sadness,
of contemplation—and through them
all, a deep sense of love for the city
that raised him. As a fellow chroni-
cler of Bengal’s cultural soul, I find
this memoir profoundly moving.
It captures something many books
about Kolkata fail to grasp: the
inner life of the city. There is an
old saying that Calcutta is a city
of heartbeats and ghosts. In Prof.
Dhar’s pages, we meet both—the
old men in coffee houses still debat-
ing Marx and Freud, the women
in crumbling verandas humming
Rabindrasangeet, the children play-
ing football in monsoon puddles.

These are not just memories; they
are living echoes.Perhaps the great-
est gift of Whispers of Time is its
invitation to remember. In remem-
bering, we reclaim not only our
past but our capacity to feel deeply,
to belong, and to honour the places
that made us. This book is as much
a gift to younger generations—many
of whom know Kolkata only through
headlines or second-hand stories—as
it is to those who lived through its
golden and turbulent years.

To whisper with. Prof. Dhar’s
memoir urges us to listen to the whis-
pers of time, not because they are

fading, but because they still have
much to teach us—about humanity,
heritage, and home.It is my sincere
belief that Whispers of Time will
endure not just as a personal nar-
rative, but as a literary and cultural
artefact. It is a memoir for scholars,
for dreamers, for lovers of cities, and
for all who seek to understand the
ways in which memory and place
are forever intertwined. Prof. Pulak
Narayan Dhar has gifted us some-
thing rare and beautiful—a heartfelt
meditation on the Kolkata that was,
and the Kolkata thatlives on in every
whispered story, every fading photo-
graph, and every corner of memory.
The cover design by Manoj Pahari is
excellent delineation of the times the
author tried to capture inside the
book and a few real photos of past
life of Kolkata days enriched the tex-
ture and confirms the authenticity of
the narrative.
(International Dickens Medal
Winner Multilingual writer of Fiction
and a renowned poet Dr. Ratan Bhat-
tacharjee is a former Affiliate Faculty
of Virginia Commonwealth University
& Retd.Head Post Graduate English
Dept Dum Dum Motijheel College .
He may be mailed at profratanbhat-
tacharjee@gmail.com)
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Akram Sidiqui

s the crescent moon heralds
Athe end of Ramadan and

ushers in the joyous festival
of Eid, the Valley of Kashmir trans-
forms overnight. Markets swell,
streets throb with urgency, and an
air of restless indulgence replaces
the quiet discipline that defined the
preceding month.

What ought to be a graceful tran-
sition from restraint to gratitude
often mutates into a spectacle of
excess, an unsettling paradox where
spiritual refinement gives way to
impulsive abandon.

On the eve of Eid, bazaars resem-
ble pressure chambers of pent-up
desire. The surge is not merely com-
mercial; it is psychological. After a
month of regulated appetite, both
physical and spiritual, many indi-
viduals appear to compensate with
exaggerated fervor. Meat shops wit-
ness serpentine queues, bakeries are
besieged, and the civility that Rama-
dan seeks to cultivate often dissolves
into impatience, jostling, and frayed
tempers. The scene evokes an
uncomfortable metaphor: as though
apopulace, long restrained, has been
suddenly unshackled without guid-
ance on moderation.

Yet this behavioral shift is not
merely a moral observation, it car-
ries tangible, and often alarming,
public health consequences.

Ramadan being at its core, a
month-long exercise in self-re-
straint, ethical refinement, and
spiritual elevation. It seeks to instill
tagwa, a heightened consciousness
of the Divine that manifests in
patience, humility, and disciplined
living. However, the abrupt pivot
from abstinence to indulgence risks
nullifying these gains.

When the very day that marks
spiritual culmination becomes syn-
onymous with gluttony and excess,
the deeper purpose of fasting is
undermined. The body, conditioned
to controlled intake, is suddenly
overwhelmed; the heart, trained
in restraint, is tempted back into
heedlessness. The transition is not
merely physiological, it is symbolic
of a deeper lapse, where the sacred
yields to the sensory.

This erosion is neither subtle nor
inconsequential. It reverberates
across households, markets, and,
most critically, hospitals.

A Predictable Surge: The Health-
care Burden of Eid......

In Kashmir, Eid festivities are
consistently accompanied by a
marked surge in hospital admis-
sions. Major institutions such as
SMHS Hospital in Srinagar report
what clinicians describe as an
“unusual influx” of patients, often
overwhelming already strained
healthcare systems.

Trauma centers, in particular,
bear the brunt. Road traffic acci-

dents (RTAs) account for a stag-
gering proportion, often exceeding
60%, of emergency admissions
during Eid. The culprits are trag-
ically familiar: reckless driving,
overspeeding, and the increasingly
prevalent menace of stunt biking
among youth. The festive euphoria,
compounded by sleep deprivation
and dietary excess, impairs judg-
ment and reaction times, turning
celebration into catastrophe.

Within a span of 24 hours during
previous Eid observances, SMHS
alone admitted hundreds of patients,
many of them young individuals
with life-altering injuries. Ortho-
pedic wards overflow, emergency
rooms operate at maximum capac-
ity, and healthcare workers are
compelled to forgo leave, stepping
into extended shifts to manage the
relentless influx.

This is not an isolated anomaly, it
is arecurring pattern, as predictable
as the festival itself.

The Hidden Epidemic: Dietary
Excess and Its Consequences....

Parallel to the surge in trauma
cases is a quieter, yet equally con-
cerning, rise in medical emergencies
linked to dietary indiscretion. The
transition from fasting to feasting
is often abrupt and unregulated.
Traditional Kashmiri cuisine, par-
ticularly the elaborate wazwan, is
rich, fatty, and calorie-dense. When
consumed in excess, especially after
a month of metabolic adjustment,
it becomes a catalyst for a range of
health issues.

Hospitals report increased cases
of:

Acute gastroenteritis

Food poisoning, often due to
improper handling or storage of
meat

Bloating, constipation, and severe
dyspepsia

Exacerbation of chronic condi-
tions such as diabetes, hypertension,
and cardiovascular disease

Patients with pre-existing illness-
es are particularly vulnerable. A
sudden influx of high-fat, high-sug-
ar foods can destabilize blood glu-
cose levels, elevate blood pressure,
and precipitate cardiac events. For
many, what begins as celebration
ends in clinical crisis.

Moreover, the culture of late-
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The
Hidden
Health

Crisis
of Eid

night socializing disrupts circadian
rhythms, leading to sleep depriva-
tion, dehydration, and general phys-
iological stress. The body, already
adjusting post-Ramadan, is pushed
into further imbalance.

The Psychology of Excess......

To understand this phenomenon,
one must look beyond the surface.
The post-Ramadan excess is not
merely indulgence, it is, in many
ways, a psychological rebound.
The prolonged restraint of fasting,
while spiritually enriching, can
also create a subconscious urge for
compensation if not accompanied by
mindful transition.

In the absence of sustained dis-
cipline, restraint gives way to
release, and moderation is replaced
by overcorrection. Social dynamics
further amplify this effect. Eid is
not just a personal celebration; it is
communal, performative, and often
competitive. The pressure to host
lavishly, to present abundance, and
to partake fully in every offering cre-
ates an environment where excess is
normalized, even encouraged.

This collective mindset, while
rooted in joy, inadvertently fosters
“health unconsciousness”, a state
where immediate gratification
eclipses long-term well-being.

The Cost of Neglecting Modera-

The consequences of this shift are
multifaceted:

Strain on Healthcare Systems

Hospitals, already operating
under resource constraints, face
sudden and intense pressure. Emer-
gency departments become congest-
ed, elective procedures are delayed,
and medical staff are stretched to
their limits.

Economic Burden on Families:

Medical emergencies during Eid
not only disrupt celebrations but
also impose financial strain, par-
ticularly for families with limited
means.

Loss of Life and Long-term Dis-
ability :

Road accidents and acute medi-
cal events often result in fatalities
or permanent disabilities, casting a
shadow over what should be a time
of joy.

Spiritual Regression

Perhaps the most intangible

yet profound cost is the dilution of
Ramadan’s spiritual gains. The dis-
cipline cultivated over 30 days risks
being undone in a matter of hours.

The solution for this unruly
behaviour does not lie in dampen-
ing the joy of Eid but in redefining
its expression. Celebration and
consciousness are not mutually
exclusive; in fact, they are meant to
coexist.

Moderation must become the
guiding principle. Portion control,
mindful eating, and balanced nutri-
tion can significantly reduce the
incidence of digestive and metabolic
complications. Incorporating fruits,
vegetables, and adequate hydration
into festive meals can mitigate the
effects of rich foods.

Road safety must be prioritized.
Public awareness campaigns, strict-
er enforcement of traffic laws, and
community engagement can play
a crucial role in reducing accident
rates. Parents and guardians must
also take responsibility in curbing
reckless behavior among youth.

Gradual dietary transition is
essential. The body should be rein-
troduced to regular eating patterns
gently, avoiding sudden overload.

Sustaining the spirit of Ramadan
is paramount. The end of fasting
should not signify the end of disci-
pline. Rather, Eid should serve as
a testament to the transformation
achieved, a day where restraint
manifests as gratitude, not excess.

Eid, in its purest form, is a celebra-
tion of spiritual victory, a moment of
gratitude, humility, and communal
harmony. Yet, when overshadowed
by frenzy and excess, it risks becom-
ing a hollow ritual, detached from its
foundational values.

The scenes in Kashmir’s markets,
the overcrowded hospital wards, and
the recurring cycle of preventable
crises serve as a stark reminder:
festivity without mindfulness is a
fragile construct.

The challenge, therefore, is not
to suppress joy but to refine it, to
ensure that the culmination of
Ramadan reflects its essence rather
than contradicts it. Only then can
Eid transcend mere celebration and
become what it is truly meant to
be: a day of balance, blessing, and
enduring grace....
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Metwally Basal

Ithough the revolution abol-
Aished the Pasha and the Bey,

my wife always claimed that
she was of Turkish origin and that
her great-grandfather was a Pasha;
indeed, he was one of the most prom-
inent Pashas of Damietta before the
revolution. She also said that all of
Sananiya was her grandfather’s prop-
erty! Had it not been for the revolu-
tion and nationalization, would she
be living today in the most luxurious
palaces?

I was laughing a lot; I was forced
to listen to her, and I couldn’t believe
a word she was saying; I knew her
family well; they’ve been our neigh-
bors for a long time; they live in an
old house next to the train station;
her family is simple, very poor, like
my family! What was strange and
unfortunate at the same time was
that she would go too far when the
anniversary of the July 23rd Revolu-
tion or the anniversary of national-
ization approached; she would turn
the house into hell; she would forbid
us from turning on the television, as
if we were in a funeral tent; and she
would wear black mourning clothes!
The children started to imitate her
spontaneously; so these days I find
myself alone, homeless in the streets,
not daring to enter the house except
late at night!

Maybe she’s mentally ill, or she
has some kind of complex! But she’s
gentle, sensitive, and loves me; and
that’s all that matters to me! I tried
as much as I could to provide her
with everything she wanted, but this
strange Turkish race was ruining our
lives. No matter what I did, I couldn’t
fulfill the dreams she, whose grandfa-
ther was a Pasha, desired. I was like
the ox of the waterwheel, circling
and working day and night tireless-
ly. Despite my eagerness to fulfill her
many requests, some of which exceed-
ed my modest income, I was able to
save an amount of money that would
enable me to buy a small plot of land;
for I aspired to one day become one of
the notables who own land!

Because land is like gold, and the
amount I saved is small! I couldn’t
find anything suitable for me except
in aremote area on the old Ras El Bar
road. Two girats - in the middle of
which is an old house unfit for habita-
tion I will put my life savings in them.
They overlook the road directly, the
road that lies between two canals, and
despite its asphalt, the traffic lights
spread across it, and the lampposts,
hardly a week goes by without an acci-
dent or more occurring; to the point
that the locals call it the road of death.
This is what I learned from the people
while I was sitting in the café waiting
for the salesman.

Hearing these words didn’t stop
me, nor did the bitter tales of death
that the locals excelled at telling me
with sad expressions and tearful eyes!
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I'm a stranger among them; I came
to buy two carats, and it’s only natu-
ral that these people want to spread
panic in my heart so that I won’t com-
plete the purchase procedures. This
is what resonated in my heart; so I
went with the seller to the lawyer; we
signed the contract; and the lawyer
confirmed that he would complete
the documentation at the real estate
registry within days.

I didn’t care about what some of
the locals told me about the land being
haunted due to the many accidents
that had happened nearby. All I cared
about was keeping the money I had
saved and becoming a wealthy person!
Ibought the two carats and didn’t tell
anyone, near or far. I kept the matter
a secret for fear of the evil eye and I
didn’t tell my wife for fear that she
would ask me to sell them to buy her
gold, or a new washing machine, or...
etc.!

Days passed; the unexpected hap-
pened; the revolution took place (the
January Revolution) and everything
stopped! For the first time in years, I
was unable to pay my apartment rent!
The kind, cheerful owner of the build-
ing turned into a merciless monster!
I was surprised when he brought a
gang of criminals to expel me, my wife
and my children; they know that the
police and all the state institutions
are busy with the revolution and the
revolutionaries.

On a dark night, they attacked
us, threatening us with machetes,
knives, and ferocious dogs.They
threw us out of the apartment. My
wife and the children sought refuge
with her family to spend the night
there. I found no place to move our
furniture except the old house in
the middle of the two carats! Out of
extreme exhaustion and fatigue, 1
slept in the middle of the pile of fur-
niture that had become ruins. It was
a fitful sleep, in which I saw as many
dreams as all the dreams I had seen in
my entire past life! I saw frightening
faces, strange and terrible things! But
I was so weak and exhausted that I
could not stand on my feet! I could
only open my eyes with difficulty,
then close them quickly! I was trying
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to distinguish those many faces that
were forming from smoke, then disap-
pearing, then returning and forming
again. One of them was screaming in
a terrible voice, and the others were
screaming loudly.

Don’tlet him sleep! Burn him with
fire so he won’t sleep!

I could actually feel parts of my
body burning, to the point that I could
smell my skin burning, but I couldn’t
get up and didn’t wake up until the
next day. After noon, I knew it from
the sun’s rays that were seeping in
through the many holes and cracks in
the ceiling and walls. I got up and my
heart was almost stopping from the
terror that struck it. I ran my hand
over my body to make sure of these
burns, but I didn’t find any trace of
what I was feeling, and I didn’t find
any trace of anyone in the house! I
said in an audible voice as if I was
talking to myself:

Maybe all of this is just nightmares
because of the terror that my wife,
children and I experienced from the
criminals who kicked us out of our
apartment yesterday!

I grieved for the shattered furni-
ture, and cried as I looked at my life
turned to rubble. If T had known what
would happen to us, we would have
left the apartment to them; we would
have saved ourselves, our belongings
and our furniture. I noticed that the
house was old; the roof was dilapi-
dated; the walls were corroded; and
the floor had been eaten away by
termites, the wooden planks lining
it, and it had holes in it inhabited by
rats and insects. I wondered out loud;
hoping my voice would ward off the
specter of deadly loneliness from me:

How will my wife, children and I
live in this place that is not even fit
to be a grave?!

IthoughtI'd do a quick renovation;
I’d buy a meter or two of sand and a
few bags of cement, fill up the holes
and cracks myself, and cement the
floor.Then I’d get someone to plaster
the ceiling and walls. But first, I had
to remove all the rotten planks from
the floor; there were surely armies of
insects and rats beneath them! I actu-
ally started, eager to get all the planks

off before nightfall; I wasn’t prepared
to sleep alone in this place again; if
necessary, I'd spend the night at the
nearby train station.

I was drenched in sweat; dirt
filled my nose and lungs; I could no
longer see because of the salty sweat
that dripped from my forehead, run-
ning down and filling my eyes! I went
to the bathroom, washed my face,
then went outside to get some fresh
air.There were guava, mulberry, and
date palm trees everywhere, bearing
delicious fruits. I picked them and
ate until I was full.The beautiful view
around me made me feel some relief
and peace. I was amazed at myself that
I hadn’t had to hire a peasant to har-
vest all this goodness over the past
years! A large quantity of guava, mul-
berry, and dates were going to waste;
or maybe someone was stealing them
nearby! I went back inside again, but
this time I was more enthusiastic
and stronger. I started removing the
remaining planks, and while I was
doing so, I felt something breaking
under my foot. When I bent down to
investigate, I was surprised to find
a large clay pot; exactly like the pots
peasant women carry in old movies!
It was buried in the ground under
the wooden planks, and inside I saw a
flash that caught my attention; I could
not believe my eyes when I saw a huge
pile of gold pieces and jewels lying in
the belly of this place!

Things haven’t stabilized yet in the
country. The revolution has crushed
many people and is still breaking
the bones of the rest. The depression
that has bankrupted everyone has
made them feel like they are on the
verge of starvation! Big names have
fallen, many faces have disappeared,
and new faces have appeared that no
one has ever heard of before! They
came out from underground, and in
a short time, signs of obscene wealth
appeared on these faces! Without the
attention of the state apparatus that
was exhausted by the revolution, the
bellies of owners of suspicious busi-
nesses have swelled, such as drug,
arms and antiquities dealers, and
kidnappings and thefts have spread;
....etc.

Despite my ignorance, I became
one of those people who suddenly
began to experience signs of luxury.
I could hear those around me whis-
pering, in amazement at the sudden
wealth and luxury in which my wife,
children and I were living. Everyone
thought I was trading in my country’s
antiquities! It had never occurred to
anyone that the land inhabited by
goblins had buried within it such a
quantity of gold and jewelry, valued
at millions!

Over time, people started calling
me Pasha! They wouldn’t call my wife
without prefixing her name with the
word (Hanem), to the point that I
started to believe that she was actu-
ally the granddaughter of a Pasha.
Perhaps this fortune belonged to her
great-grandfather who fled Egypt
during the nationalization period,
but he couldn’t smuggle this fortune
with him, so he buried it in this place!

(Mitwally Basal is an Egyptian poet,

short story writer, novelist, and critic;
he also works in journalism and pub-
lishing for a number of print and elec-
tronic magazines and newspapers.)
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ominic Francis Moraes occu-
Dpies a distinctive and endur-

ing place in Indian English
literature as a poet who persistently
interrogates the existential realities
of life, suffering, and death. With a
literary corpus spanning nearly
three decades and comprising close
to thirty books, Moraes emerges not
merely as a chronicler of experience
but as a thinker whose poetic imagi-
nation is deeply entangled with phil-
osophical inquiry. His reflections on
mortality resonate with both classi-
cal and modern philosophical dis-
courses, positioning him as a bridge
between poetic sensibility and exis-
tential thought. This review seeks
to explore Moraes’ engagement with
death through a comparative phil-
osophical framework, drawing on
the ideas of Epicurus and Thomas
Nagel, while situating his work
within broader cultural and meta-
physical traditions.

Moraes’ poetic vision is profound-
ly shaped by his early literary influ-
ences, particularly George Barker,
whose exhortation to “go suffer
and sing” encapsulates the ethos of
poetic creation as an act born out of
lived intensity. Moraes internaliz-
es this directive, extending it into a
philosophy of writing that demands
not only the experience of suffering
but also an inward confrontation
with the self. His poetry suggests
that true artistic expression arises
from a process of internal dissolu-
tion and reconstruction—a meta-
phorical death and rebirth. In this
sense, Moraes’ work can be read as a
continual act of resurrection, where
the poet revisits and reanimates his
own existential anxieties.

The thematic preoccupation
with death in Moraes’ poetry aligns
with the long-standing tradition of
memento mori, a motif that urges
individuals to remain conscious of
their mortality. As William Shake-
speare famously observes, “Golden
lads and girls all must, like chim-
ney sweepers, come to dust.” This
reminder of the inevitability of

death acquires renewed urgency in
the contemporary context. The post-
COVID-19 world, marked by height-
ened awareness of vulnerability,
alongside ongoing geopolitical con-
flicts in regions such as Israel, Pales-
tine, Russia, and Ukraine, has inten-
sified the collective confrontation
with mortality. In such a climate,
Moraes’ reflections on death are not
merely literary but deeply relevant,
offering a lens through which to pro-
cess contemporary anxieties.

A crucial dimension of this dis-
cussion lies in the philosophical
interrogation of death, particular-
ly through the lens of Epicurean
thought. Epicurus, in his Letter to
Menoeceus, presents a radical argu-
ment that seeks to dissolve the fear
of death by asserting that death is
“nothing to us.” His reasoning is
grounded in the premise that all
experiences of good and evil require
sensation, and since death entails
the cessation of all sensation, it
cannot be experienced as harmful.
Consequently, the fear of death is
irrational, arising not from the real-
ity of death itself but from the antic-
ipation of it. Epicurus’ philosophy
thus offers a therapeutic framework
aimed at liberating individuals from
existential dread, enabling them to
live more fully in the present.

However, this seemingly reassur-
ing perspective is challenged by the
modern philosopher Thomas Nagel,
whose essay “Death,” included in
Mortal Questions, reintroduces the
problem of death as a genuine harm.
Nagel’s deprivation theory posits
that death is detrimental not because
of any negative experience it entails,
but because it deprives individuals
of the goods of life. Life, in this view,
is intrinsically valuable, and its
premature termination constitutes
a loss. Nagel’s argument resonates
with intuitive human responses to
death, particularly the heightened
sense of tragedy associated with
untimely deaths. By framing death
as a deprivation of potential experi-
ences, Nagel restores its existential
weight, complicating the Epicurean
dismissal of fear.

Moraes’ poetry operates within
this philosophical tension, neither
fully endorsing the detachment of
Epicurus nor the anxiety implicit in
Nagel’s position. Instead, his work
reflects a nuanced engagement with
death as both an inevitable reality
and a deeply personal experience.
His poems often depict death in its
multifaceted forms—sudden and vio-
lent, slow and lingering, heroic and
mundane. This multiplicity under-
scores the idea that death cannot be
reduced to a singular philosophical
abstraction; it is a phenomenon that
manifests differently across contexts
and individuals.
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Moreover, Moraes’ treatment
of death is enriched by the meta-
physical frameworks of Indian and
Buddhist philosophy, which con-
ceptualize the world as maya, or
illusion. Within this paradigm, the
boundaries between life and death
become fluid, as both are under-
stood to be transient states within
a larger cosmic cycle. The notion
of maya offers a form of existential
consolation, suggesting that death
does not constitute an absolute end
but rather a transformation within
an illusory reality. This perspective
aligns, to some extent, with Epi-
curus’ attempt to neutralize the fear
of death, though it does so through
metaphysical rather than rational
means.

At the same time, Moraes does not
shy away from the darker dimen-
sions of human experience, includ-
ing the phenomenon of suicide. His
poetry acknowledges that, for some
individuals, death may appear as
an escape from the burdens of
existence. This aspect of his work
invites a more complex ethical and
psychological reflection on mortal-
ity, challenging simplistic dichoto-
mies between life as good and death
as evil. In moments of despair, the
allure of death reveals the limita-
tions of philosophical abstractions,
foregrounding the lived realities of
suffering and alienation.

The lines:

“Waking in lonely fields at break
of day

He remembered a dream, looked
at the sky

And wondered would a stranger
come that way

To take his hand and say, I long
to die.”

capture this poignant intersec-
tion of loneliness and longing. Here,
death is not portrayed as a distant
inevitability but as an intimate pres-
ence, intertwined with the human
desire for connection and release.

The figure of the “stranger” who
shares the wish to die suggests a
paradoxical form of companion-
ship, where even the desire for
death becomes a shared human
experience.

In evaluating Moraes’ contribu-
tion to the discourse on death, it is
important to recognize the interplay
between poetic expression and phil-
osophical reflection in his work.
Unlike systematic philosophers,
Moraes does not seek to resolve
the contradictions inherent in our
understanding of death. Instead, he
inhabits these contradictions, allow-
ing them to inform his poetic vision.
His work thus resists definitive con-
clusions, inviting readers to engage
in their own process of reflection.

This openness is perhaps one of
the most significant strengths of
Moraes’ poetry. By refusing to pre-
scribe a singular interpretation of
death, he acknowledges the diversi-
ty of human responses to mortality.
For some, death may be a source
of fear; for others, a release; for
still others, a philosophical puzzle.
Moraes’ poetry accommodates all
these perspectives, creating a space
for dialogue rather than closure.

Furthermore, his work under-
scores the idea that our attitudes
toward death are inseparable from
our attitudes toward life. The fear
of death, as Epicurus suggests, may
hinder our ability to live fully, while
the recognition of life’s value, as
emphasized by Nagel, may inten-
sify our awareness of its fragility.
Moraes navigates this delicate bal-
ance, suggesting that a meaningful
engagement with mortality requires
both acceptance and reflection.

In conclusion, Dominic Francis
Moraes offers a rich and multifac-
eted exploration of death that tran-
scends disciplinary boundaries. By
engaging with philosophical tradi-
tions ranging from Epicurean ratio-
nalism to modern existentialism and
Indian metaphysics, his poetry pro-
vides a comprehensive framework
for understanding mortality. At the
same time, his emphasis on lived
experience ensures that these phil-
osophical insights remain grounded
in the realities of human existence.
In an age marked by uncertainty and
heightened awareness of mortality,
Moraes’ work remains profoundly
relevant, inviting readers to con-
front the inevitability of death not
with fear alone, but with curiosity,
reflection, and, ultimately, a deeper
appreciation of life.

(Dr. Purnima is a scholar, writer,
and researcher exploring literature,
culture, and mythology. Her work
bridges history, spirituality, and
social thought, reflecting deep
insight into human experience and
marginalized voices.)
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ife is seldom an unbroken stretch of calm.

It moves in cycles, much like the changing
b SE250NS OF NAtUre. There are times when we
must endure the searing blaze of summer or the
biting severity of winter, holding on to the quiet
faith that spring, with its gentle blossoms and
renewing warmth, will surely follow. Just as the
rhythms of nature shape the lives of flora and
fauna, human lives too pass through inevitable
phases of trial and renewal.

Whatlam about to recountis one such turbu-
lent passage—an experience that recently stirred
the still waters of my life and reminded me how
even the harshest seasons eventually yield to
gentler skies. Yet, through those uncertain days,
one steadfast anchor sustained me: my complete
surrender to the Almighty and the unwavering
conviction that His benevolence would guide me
back to the shores of perfect health. It was this
quiet but resolute faith that illuminated my path
through the darkness, assuring me that healing
and wholeness were not far away.

Moreover life has an uncanny way of unfold-
ing in the most ironic and unexpected ways.

Justwhen everyone around us was preparing
to welcome the New Year with celebrations and
festivity, | found myself ushering it in from the
Intensive Care Unit of a hospital. What began
as a sudden episode of acute breathlessness
quickly turned into a medical emergency. | was
rushed to a cardiologist who immediately put me
onoxygenand informed us that fluid retentionin
thelungs had caused the severe breathlessness.
Tomonitor the situation closely, | was admitted to
the ICU for the night.

And so, while the world outside was counting
down to the New Year, | lay in the quiet confines
ofthe ICU, reflecting on the strange twists of life.

After a night in the ICU, | was moved to a pri-
vate room where | stayed for three days. The car-
diologist advised an angiography to assess the
condition of my heart. Once the test was done,
my family was informed about the seriousness of
the situation—something they chose not to fully
reveal to me at the time. | was told that | needed
an urgent bypass surgery and that until then |
must remain on complete bed rest.

The news sent shockwaves through my
family, especially my children who had come
home for the holidays. Strangely, however, | did
not panic. Instead, | felt that if there was some-
thing wrong with my heart, it should be correct-
ed without delay. In hindsight, | realize that my
calmness stemmed largely from ignorance about
the magnitude of the surgery. Truly, ignorance
can sometimes be bliss. Had | known then what
| know now, | might have hesitated or felt over-
whelmed.

Later, | was told that my composed attitude
helped reassure the entire family and gave them
the strength to cope with the situation.

Arrangements were soon made to consult
one of the best cardiac surgeons at Max Hospi-
tal, Saket in Delhi. After reviewing my reports, he
advised that the surgery should be conducted
immediately.

Until this unexpected turn of events, we had
allbeen eagerly looking forward to attending my
niece’s wedding scheduled for early February.
When the matter was mentioned to the surgeon,
his response was firm and clear: “If the wedding
is important, postpone it—but do not postpone
the surgery.”

Atthat moment, the old adage felt profoundly
true—Man proposes, God disposes. Perhaps
the Aimighty always knows what is best for us.

Following the doctor’s advice, we left for Delhi
by road on the 15th. My surgery was scheduled
for the 19th. My children, who had briefly returned
home, joined us again on the 16th. They had
thoughtfully booked a room in a plush hotel so
that we could spend a couple of relaxed days
together before the surgery.

And relax we did.

The next day we visited the Qutub area,
known for its charming cafés and restaurants.
We enjoyed a delightful lunch while gazing at

the majestic Qutub Minar standing tall before
us. Later we sipped coffee in a quaint little café,
observing the vibrant cross-section of Delhi’s
social scene—elegant ladies in varied outfits
leisurely enjoying their hookahs and conversa-
tions. It felt almost surreal to be part of such a
lively atmosphere on the eve of such a significant
surgery.

The following day, | was admitted to the hos-
pital.

Itis not that | wish to relive or dwell upon the
harrowing experience that followed, but | feel
compelled to chronicle it so that others may
understand the magnitude and seriousness of
such a surgery.

Before this, | had already undergone several
surgeries—two knee replacements and a gall-
bladder removal surgery. Having experienced
these procedures and recovered fairly quickly, |
considered myself somewhat of a veteran when
it came to going under the knife .

Sowhenthe doctors recommended a bypass
surgery, | assumed it would follow a similar pat-
tern: a few hours under anesthesia and then a
gradual recovery.

That assumption, however, proved to be the
biggest myth.

During my first consultation, the surgeon
patiently explained the condition of my heart
and the procedure he would perform. | listened
attentively, yet somewhat casually, still believing
that the entire episode would be over in a few
hours and that anesthesia would spare me any
discomfort.

Reality, however, was far more daunting.

On the day of the surgery, my body was
prepared with antiseptic solutions and | was
wheeled into the operation theatre around eight
in the morning. | was later told that the surgery
lasted nearly twelve hours—much longer than
the expected five or six hours. Outside the oper-
ation theatre, my family waited anxiously, endur-
ing an ordeal of their own as the hours passed
without news.

When the surgery was finally over, | was shift-
edto the ICU.

And then began what | can only describe as
my true trial.

After nearly eighteen hours under anesthesia,
Iregained partial consciousness. | wanted to ask
the nurse for water but realized | could not speak.
My throat felt blocked, as though something had
taken away my voice. | could not move my limbs;
my entire body felt numb and lifeless. My back
ached terribly, and in that fragile, semi-conscious
state | felt as though my end was near.

It was a moment that felt like a brush with
death.

Looking back now, | can only describeitas a
miracle—a return to life through the grace of the
Almighty. In moments like those, one truly feels
that the surgeon’s hands become instruments of
divine intervention.
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After some time, | managed to whisper the
word “water.” The nurse gave me just two small
sips. Though | longed for more, she explained
that water intake was restricted. Yet those two
sips felt like nectar—never had water seemed
s0 soothing, so life-giving.

The pain in my back was excruciating. When
I requested the nurse to adjust the bed, she did
5o, but | remained uncomfortable. When | asked
again, she handed me the remote and asked me
to operate it myself. She urged me repeatedly
to open my eyes and press the buttons. But my
eyelids felt glued shut; my muscles simply would
not respond.

Later, | was told that such weakness is
common after prolonged anesthesia. There is
significant blood and muscle loss, and the body
undergoes severe electrolyte imbalance. Mus-
cles—including internal organs—become slug-
gish and unresponsive.

The seven days that followed in the ICU were
among the most challenging of my life.

My arms and fingers were swollen to nearly
twice their normal size. My legs were bandaged,
my feet swollen. Numerous tubes were attached
to monitor my vitals, and a central line inserted
through my neck delivered medications. For an
entire week, | had to lie flat without being able to
turn my body or even move my neck.

Food held no appeal. Though the hospital
menu included dal, khichdi, and even dessert, |
could barely manage a little porridge for break-
fast and some curd for lunch. Eating itself felt
like a task.

Sleep was almost impossible in the ICU.
Activity never ceased. At four in the morning,
there would be chest X-rays, ECGs, and some-
times echocardiograms. Soon after, the nurses
would begin their routine—cleaning patients,
changing clothes, arranging fresh sheets.

Atone point|even experienced what doctors
call ICU psychosis—a temporary state of deliri-
um that some patients undergo. Thankfully, that
phase too passed.

During those long days, the only moments |
looked forward to were the brief visits from my
loved ones—one hour in the morning and anoth-
erin the evening.

Finally, on the seventh day, | was shifted to
a hospital room. Coincidentally, it was my son’s
birthday, which made the day feel especially
auspicious.

Those three days in the room were mentally
comforting. Monitoring continued and physio-
therapists began my cardiac rehabilitation exer-
cises. The central line was removed and my chest
wound was carefully bandaged. A small monitor-
ing device continued to beep periodically.

Soon after, | was discharged from the hos-
pital with a long list of medications—including
strong antibiotics that further diminished what-
ever appetite | had left.

| was required to wear a chest band for sup-

port and compression stockings because of the
longincisions in my legs and the major wound on
my chest where the sternum had been opened.

Theattending doctor gently told me that | was
now entering the six-week post-operative reha-
bilitation phase. At the time, the phrase sounded
impressive—almost reassuring. Little did | know
that this phase would bring its own challenges.

We moved to my elder sister's home, where
she cared for me with immense love and ten-
derness. She prepared juices, fruits, and what-
ever little food | felt capable of eating. She truly
became like a mother to me during those days.

Yet | struggled with weakness, lack of appe-
tite, and emotional exhaustion. Even conversa-
tion felt burdensome. My sister once remarked
that she had never seen me so quiet and with-
drawn, as | was usually cheerful and lively.

But as the Hindi saying goes—"Jisko peeda
hoti hai, wahi uska ehsaas karta hai.” Only the
sufferer truly understands the depth of suffering.

For some time | was entirely dependent on
others—even for the simplest tasks. | could not
get up from bed without assistance, walk to the
washroom alone, or even pull a quilt over myself.
| was advised not to bend or lift anything so that
the heart would not be strained.

Gradually, with the help of my physiother-
apist and my husband, | began to regain some
independence—taking a few steps, managing
basic routines, and slowly rebuilding strength.

Inthose moments, | realized how priceless it
is to have a caring and compassionate life part-
ner. My husband patiently helped me with every
small task—from walking exercises to wearing
the compression stockings each morning. To
be blessed with such unwavering supportis truly
one of life’s greatest gifts.

Nine days later, | returned home.

The six-week rehabilitation period was far
from easy. Some days were encouraging; others
brought fatigue, nausea, bloating, and lack of
appetite. Doctors say the journey from ICU to
recovery is long. It may take three to six months
to regain stability and nearly a year to feel com-
pletely normal again.

I am still walking that path, trusting that in
time, strength and normalcy will return.

Through this journey, my respect for
doctors and nurses has grown immense-
ly. They are the real warriors—the vigilant
guardians who work tirelessly day and night,
calmly monitoring each patient, recording
every detail, and responding instantly to any
change.

Their dedication deserves nothing less
than a standing ovation.

| still remember a nurse who, during her
day shift, would sing softly for me—“Meri
pyari aunty, meri sundar aunty...” Her gentle
singing and smiling face became a small but
precious ray of light during those difficult
days.

And that is perhaps life’s most beautiful
truth: even in the darkest clouds, there is
always a silver lining.

Today, | feel overwhelmed with gratitude—
to the Almighty, to my family, to friends and
well-wishers whose prayers strengthened me,
and to the doctors and nurses who cared for
me.

This experience has taught me that life is
fragile, yet incredibly resilient. When faced
with adversity, the human spirit often discov-
ers courage it never knew it possessed.

If there is one message | would like to
share with anyone going through a difficult
medical journey, it is this:

Never lose hope. Healing takes time,
patience, and faith. With the support of loved
ones, the dedication of caregivers, and the
grace of the Divine, even the most daunting
trials can be overcome.

And when you finally emerge from that
storm, you realize something profound—

You are stronger, more grateful, and more
alive than ever before.
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Myriad Hues of Love

Eva Petropoulou Lianoy

Moon know nothing about love
Man know nothing about the love
The humans love each other as
they remember the love they
received

Love is energy

Love is free and everywhere

Sun know nothing about love
As exist

Sun keeps shine

Give light and brightness

Humans know nothing about love
Love is not selfish
Love is not take or give

Love is a small gesture

AND HE CAME!

Maria Kolovou Roumelioti

I was walking on the edge of the
CIiff.

The sound of the Void attracted
me.

The Earthquake was born in my
bowels.

I was wandering in the World, like
a monk

and He came and embraced me!

In the hands of Zeus was held the
thunderbolt.

The Sky was flooded with Light.
And a Flood began in Creation....

Madly in Love

Dr Arch Franco Colozzo

Rustle of leaves

upon the naked earth,
beneath us, lovers,
absorbed in contemplation
of the silent stars

in the evening breeze.

Your body, like stone
sculpted by the wind,
with eyes ablaze,
emulating Prometheus

little thinks as a sparrow came to
the backyard

Love is few

Love can be big moments

Humans cannot understand love
Nobody can understand they cry of
anewborn baby

Love we learn by giving away
By respect the man

Cherish the woman

Worship God

Love we cannot see

Or touch

Love is in ever little piece in earth
Listen your heart

Love as your heart beat
With harmony
With truth

Love is freedom.

(Poet Eva Petropoulou Lianoy

lives in France and she is the Nobel
nominee poet and is widely pub-
lished. She is a prolific writer and
editor)

Which erased from the map the
Homeland
that was dragging me to misery!

Worthless Eternal and Naked.
Full of debts... The Payment is
Common!

I did not build a temple to find a
dwelling.

The First Sin of Thought to extin-
guish.

And centuries passed....

And here he came!
And here he came!
With bloody hands and feet

(Maria Kolovou Roumelioti is a
widely published Greek poet . She
won 3rd Prize in the 13th Annual
Poetry Competition of the Journal
of Speech and Art KELAINO: “AS
LONG AS THERE ARE PEOPLE”

as he steals fire from the gods.

The apple tree’s roots,

entwined like serpents,
drinking sap

from the womb of Mother Earth.

Naked bodies, wrapped

in the weightless air,

amid drops of dew
quenching the thirsty clods.

Meanwhile we, lovers,
are intent on sucking
from the chalice of time
its eternal nectar.

(Dr Arch Franca Colozzo is a
multi-awardee multilingual author
of Italy and Executive Director for

culture & sustainability and Schol-
ar of the International Academy of
Ethics India and CEO AERRETECNE

e +CM

Wave of Victory

Dr Soumita Sarkar

What greater havoc can arise
than a life with nothing left to
lose?

Where abundant skills stand
firm,

unyielding against nature’s
wrath—

why doubt your strength

if it is solid rock?

See vast horizons in improbable
paths,

for if today feels dull and frail,
tomorrow may bloom rich and
full,

softened by the fluid of love.
When heart and soul unite,

hell may tremble,

and heaven may ignite.
Prepare, for the wave of victory
rises far and high—

only in sight now,

yet waiting to be claimed.

(Dr. Soumita Sarkar is an

early career researcher, and an
Al-Tutor for English Subject.

She holds a Ph.D in Applied Lin-
guistics from the Department of
English, Gujarat University with
24 years of teaching experience.
Sheis currently engaged in peer
reviewing and collaborative
research and publication proj-
ects with international experts.)

Worthy of Your Dream...

Abdel Latif Moubarak

And you, whose dream in reality
Still hasn’t come true...

Except for the remnants of silence
in a moment of your quietude
Your word calls out to your death
Your word has become nothing but
life itself

Strung like beads of arosary in the
hand of a nation

Upon which fear descends...
When trials befall it

It waits for salvation

Your truth in the formation of your
letters

Falls upon the city’s brow
Between every green patch

An olive tree

And a thousand witnesses to the
martyr's feast

When you decided to dream, for-
getting your tear

Upon the wall

The cruelty of a day

Wandering over the cities of "Gal-

K¢ o )

Poetic Sparks

Reema Hamza

A raindrop glides down her
cheek,

weaving from itself a kiss,

and casting it to the wind...
Until a hidden thread is revealed,
drawing the kiss toward a
stranger

laughing beneath her umbrella.

His fingers erased,

his moments—fatal missteps.
Worse still,

he slipped from a question

into an abandoned melody.

I spoke to him through a glance:
come to my kohl,

restore the eyes of love.

(Reema Hamza is a Syrian poet

and scholar with a PhD in Philosoph-
ical Sciences and a degree from the
Higher Institute of Music. She serves
as an editor at the Daily Global
Nation newspaper and is a member
of the International Advisory Board
of Versala Academy, Athens, Greece,
where she is also First Deputy and
Chairman. She is the Editor-in-Chief
of Culture World newspaper. She has
published four poetry collections in
prose-poem form, and her work has
been translated into several lan-
guages, including Italian, Albanian,
Spanish, French, and English.)

ilee"
And that same song of yours
Sleeping on the bed of a stranger,
waiting
Witnessing forms of siege
Between praises for the seas
Between massacres and destruc-
tion
The demolition of bridges
You were the land... the covenant
of writing
A poem from you is a cannon
A shell holding the saliva of stead-
fastness in its embrace
Peace, arose, and a waking dream
Your fate is that you dreamed
Worthy of your dream, young man
(Abdel Latif Moubarak Is an
Egyptian poet who writes poetry
using classical Arabic and Egyptian
vernacular. He received a Bachelor
of Law from Ain Shams University.
He was one of the most important
poets of the 1980s and won the
shield of excellence and creativity
from the East Academy 2021.He
won the Sergio Camellini Interna-
tional Award in Italy in 2025. He
won first place in the "Divinamente
Donna" competition in Italy 2026
.Excellence and Creativity Shield
from the East Academy (2021).
* Sergio Camellini International
Award in Italy (2025).He won first
place in the "Divinamente Donna"
competition in Italy (2026)
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Scattered Poem

T

Mridusmita Mahanta

I

Pausing, it resounds

Through trembling gaps of
the wind

The flute of Time

11

The red sunset

Sinks into the horizon

Step by step, the dancer too
disappears there

11T

On the shoulders of thick mist
A white cloth

Fluttering, wavering

v

I, pierced in the gaps of clouds
By a cursed dagger

Of blood-red moonlight

A%

Honey of dreams flows

In the garden of the heart

Sleeping so deeply on the
Milky Way

(Mridusmita Mahanta is an
eminent poet of Assam Her
poems and stories are regularly
published in various Assamese
newspapers. She authored two
poetry books and one short story
collection is on the way )

(0, My Hour)

Muammar Alsufyani

You ask me about my coming age
I call out to my ears, but they
don’t respond

Because distances are just num-
bers in the chaos of loss...

Touch the soft skin on my hand
And run with the legs of a swift
gazelle

Behind every moment, disap-
pearing from me...

Why the panic?

And I, who run after you to catch
myself, O, my hour!

Muammar Alsufyaniis a Yemeni
poet and writer known for his pow-
erful, emotionally resonant verse
that explores themes of identity,
love, and social issues. His work
has appeared ininternational pub-
lications, earning him a growing
global literary presence.

WHY THEN....

Dr. Ashok Chakravarthy

Yes, as and when ....
When I hold the pen,
Without any deviation
Like a wave of emotion
Words of peace flow on.

With a profound passion
With a deep compassion
For the suffering human
Like a caring companion
My pen holds the mission.

Yes, poetry is like a balm
Without causing any harm

It creates a sense of calm
And dispels even a storm
Why then to skip such realm?

Dr. Ashok Chakravarthy

Tholana, a noted poet, writer,
and reviewer from Hyderabad, is
acclaimed for his message-driv-
en poetry on peace, brotherhood,
environment, and human rights.
His works have been published
in over a hundred countries

and translated into 42 languag-
es. Honoured with numerous
awards, including fourteen hon-
orary doctorates, he has earned
appreciation from figures like
A.P. ). Abdul Kalam, Atal Bihari
Vajpayee, Bill Clinton, and Queen
Elizabeth Il. With twelve poetry
collections and several trans-
lations, he has long advocated
global peace and non-violence
through his writings.

The Psyche

' '
‘/m hi)

Naheed Akhtar

Psyche wandered
The Seven Lands,
In search of her Cupid-
Who gave light to her eyes.
In return, the purple from her
lips
Amidst the royalties of a city;
The city adorned as a queen,
Witnessed two ends meeting.
The glitters passed through...
Housed in her heart,
Immortalising her love forever

(Naheed Akhtar is a bilingual poet,
academician, and PhD research schol-
ar in ELT based in Hyderabad, India,
currently serving as an Assistant Pro-
fessor of English. Her published collec-
tions are Phantasms of My Heart, The
Earth’s Love, The Morphine, Beyond the
Clouds, Let the Womb Hold and Other
Poems, and her latest, The Jaipur Diary)

“Don’t Forget To Be
Woman!”

Elpiola Lluka

“I am a woman. The world
belongs to me!”

When the vulgarity comes
around you,

as a mandala underneath your
soul;

When the nature tries to despise
too;

Don’t forget to be woman, show
your goal!

When your eyes are blinded to
see,

your inner self in this world,;
When a genious starts to deny
your reality,

Don’t forget to be woman, silence
is like sword!

When the falsity earns your
stripes,
and takes off the delirious mask;
When the modesty is precious
like king’s wipes;
Don’t forget to be woman, kind-
ness is the best task!
( Elpiola Lluka is a worldwide
poetess, writer, songwriter and
singer. She was born in Korca city
of Albania. She has studied for
English Language and Literature in
the “Fan.S.Noli” University. She has
written her first poem since she was
8 years old. She is a regular writer
and poetess and her poems are pub-
lished in many international news-
papers, magazines and anthologies
books. She has taken many certifi-
cates and qualifications worldwide.
She loves psychology and philoso-
phy, music, singing, cooking, jewel-
lery art, photography and animals.)

Twilight of Love

Navamallika Deuri

Twilight of Love
Yes
It shimmers like the last golden
rays of sunset
There passion meets longing
and hearts linger between light
and shadow
Indeed a title as lyrical as a whis-
pered poem.
(Navamallika Deuri is a poet
from Assam . She is an eminent
columnist cum poet regularly pub-
lished in Assamese. newspapers )
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Anguish Ties a Rope

3
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(Mauricio Vélez Mejia)

N

To the unreflected fear
To the nauseating sigh
To the other cold

To the thirsty eye

You must return

To the weary promise

To gather the sweat of the invis-
ible

You must return

Would you rather return to
where scarcity abounds?

To where everything unravels
To the emptiness of emptiness
You must return

From there too

They must return
MAURICIO VELEZ MEJIA.
Medellin, Colombia. Poet and
storyteller. His work has been
published in national and inter-
national anthologies and maga-
zines. Author of This Lightning
Bolt Is in No Hurry.

Wave of Victory

Dr Soumita Sarkar

What greater havoc can arise
than a life with nothing left to
lose?
Where abundant skills stand
firm,
unyielding against nature’s
wrath—
why doubt your strength
if it is solid rock?
See vast horizons in improbable
paths,
for if today feels dull and frail,
tomorrow may bloom rich and
full,
softened by the fluid of love.
When heart and soul unite,
hell may tremble,
and heaven may ignite.
Prepare, for the wave of victory
rises far and high—
only in sight now,
yet waiting to be claimed.
(Dr. Soumita Sarkar is an
early career researcher, and an
Al-Tutor for English Subject.
She holds a Ph.D in Applied Lin-
guistics from the Department of
English, Gujarat University with
24 years of teaching experience.
She is currently engaged in peer
reviewing and collaborative
research and publication proj-
ects with international experts.)
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Left Unhealed

Zulfigar Naqvi

Through odds and evens I walked
alone, laid bare,

Yet never did I bow my head in
despair.

I laid my heart open in your
hands,

Yet none of my wounds found
healing with your care.

I left his company in haste—I
could not stay,

Yet the corpse of my love
remained lying there.

A tale I could not speak before
all,

Still trembles on my lips, sus-
pended in the air.

One knock upon my heart—and
silence,

Since then no one has entered
here.

What is a head without honor?
Even if it rests on shoulders—
what is fair?

I vowed to keep my sorrow
hidden,

Yet my heartbeat betrayed me
unaware.

I cut the ropes that held up hate,
Yet its roots still lingered deep
in its lair.

My house burned slowly into
ash,

Not a drop of water did anyone
share.

(Zulfiqar Naqvi is a prolific

Urdu poet and former announc-
er with All India Radio. He has
served as the Chief Editor of
Insight Weekly and is the Found-
er-President of Muntaha-e-Fikr,
an international literary organ-
isation. He is a retired Principal
of the School Education Depart-
ment, Jammu & Kashmir.)

In the Battle of Life

Dr. Mallika Tripathi
In the battle of life,

I rise feeling invincible.
This tiny sword I carry

A Sparkin the Abyss

Imran Yousuf

Oh, that time

My blood was redder,
desires more fervent,
thoughts utterly enchanting,
heart, lovesome and wild.

Oh, that time

When the loss was unbearable,
life abruptly barred and I was
shunned,

dangling in a narrow, abstruse
inferno.

When even darkness couldn’t
conceal

the spiders crawling over my
body,

I could discern nothing

but fire before my eyes;

I even dared to try crossing it
once

but failed dismally.

Being abandoned by a loved one
feels

like the falling of the seven skies.
It was like casting myself off
and giving up to eternal sullen-
ness.

Oh, that time

When I tramped through the
dunes,

through traceless, undeciphered
roads,

and then I found the golden key
of light,

I saw you there, a radiant spark
in the nook
shattering my dreary night
with thousands of possibilities
that could shimmer the universe.
Imran Yousuf is a poet,
writer, columnist, and translator
from Kashmir. His poems and
translations have appeared in
leading literary magazines and
international anthologies, and
he has co-authored over 30 col-
lections. He is well known for his
acclaimed series on Kashmir’s
Sufi poets, now being compiled
into a book.)

Becomes my boundless strength,
My courage, my conviction,

My will to fight

And to win.

I do not merely defeat my foes;
I erase their shadows

From the fragile pages of my story.

I silence the torment,
Dethrone the tyranny,
And reclaim my peace.

I reign-not with cruelty,

But like a queen in life’s vast king-

dom,

Return to Spark

Er. Faheema Amin

Quiet whispers of suffering,
Bang the doors of heart.
Mirrors of dreams tumble,
And shattered apart.

In the lonely corner,
Pain finds its place.
Hypnic jerk of despair,
In an alluring face.
Untied and frizzy,

Not that appealing.
Yet, i feel goosebumps,
Of hope, of healing.

Little drop of rain,

A Soul forgotten

Pir Abdul Gani

Started my journey with a silver
tone. Braced up apt, to advance so

soon.

Conjectured, it would be full of

boon.

How it got bumpy has never

been known.

The sails I set had everything

calm.

There was rapture, without any
qualm. Nature’s beauty, in heav-

enly form.

Noonday to me and that future’s

charm.

Prided my self as went I through

grand grace.

Lifted pearls on the way, left but
no trace, Of earthly scars which
though I did face, But, soulful plea-

sure did I embrace.

Firm, yet compassionate;
Powerful, yet kind.

My rule is not carved in fear,
Nor sealed by dominance.

I govern with my heart,

Not merely with my mind.

I do not bind others in chains,

But honor them for who they are.

In all that I give,

I seek no riches in return,
Only love,

A whisper of gratitude,

A pinch of respect.

° e H$CM Ko eo °

On the sleepless eyes.
In the longing of dusk,
A flicker of dawn lies.

Hold onto the flame,
In fraility, kills the dark.
Let the ache wander,
Until it returns to spark!

(Er. Faheema Amin is an electri-

cal engineering graduate from the
National Institute of Technology
Srinagar and a gold medallist for
academic excellence. Alongside
her professional work in design-
ing and contributing to advanced
infrastructural developments in the
power sector, she has consistently
nurtured a passion for writing,
contributing to magazines and
earning recognition for her poetry.
Her strength lies in expressing
complex ideas in clear, simple
language. She explores diverse
human themes with ease, crafting
narratives that are both accessible
and meaningful for readers.)

Little did I know of the thorny
track.

Grim apparitions were to
attack, My unfaulty childhood
with great whack, Excruciated,
like on a victim’s Rack.

Truly, an uphill errand did I
commence.

Set for the sail without any
defense.

Unwitty to spy the coming
offence.

Oh! The Cul-de-sac! Never did
I sense.

Whatever I planted, fruited foul,

Ever proved body’s ominous
cowl, Fate did always play me
troll, Crest-fallen as was I and my
soul.

My Lord! Pray, Forget me not,
The blessed shower is what I
want.

(Pir Abdul Gani is a postgradu-

ate in English. He began his career
in private schools, served as a
contractual Lecturer in English at
GDC Handwara in 2003, and has
been a Government teacher since
2005, currently posted at UPS
Maratgam.)

For true victory is not in destruc-
tion,

But in rising above.

Not in ruling over others,

But in mastering oneself.

And in that triumph,
I am unstoppable.

( Dr Mallika Tripathi is Head

English Dept & Director Humanities
Firoz Gandhi Institute of Engineer-
ing and Technology Rai Berili)
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Disclaimer: Opinions expressed in this publication are solely those of the authors and do not necessarily reflect the views of the magazine or its editors. While
every effort is made to ensure accuracy, the magazine assumes no responsibility for errors, omissions, or outcomes arising from the use of its content.
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LITSTREAM is a Weekly Literary Supplement of Daily Newspaper Headlines Today. Editor-in-Chief: Jahangir Bukhari Honorary Editor (English): Dr Basharat Khan Associate Editor (Kashmiri): Jameel Ansari
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