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THE ROOM WHERE |
BURDEN MY CHAIR

MUSHTAQUE B BARQ :

Mushtaque B Barq

“Welcome to this part of the
vacancy,” the echo said.

I felt as if I was pushed
into a vast, undefined realm
of desolation. Despite being a
part of that nothingness, I was
drowned in the currents of
abstraction. But then, a sensi-
tive eye and an awaking mind
can’t be dissolved so easily.
I lived in the vacancy and
observed.These observations
were either roaming around in
the form of a soliloquy or, like
my uncontrolled projections of
undefined state of mind.

Believe me, which is the
only primary source of my tale.
A hanging skeleton caught the
attention of my eye like a first
dawn after a prolonged dusk.
The cage on every minute
pats my right shoulder for a
few reasons: The first is that
I prefer a window seat as one
of my oldest preferences, for
which I messed up with most
of my childhood friends, and
the second reminds me of the
reality of human existence.The
muscles are only meant to serve
worms, and the bones make us
serve longer. It reminds me of
Hamlet and Horatio, who, from
a distance, were watching a
gravedigger at work. Hamlet,
like me, speculated about the
occupation of the owner of the
skulls he served in life. In my
case, it was crafted using plas-
tic, while Hamlet witnessed
the original skull to carry on
with his speculations. To the
far end of the room is a blank

white board that winks at me
at will to mock my being blank.

These blank spaces are hor-
rifying; they exhaust you and
leave you with junk. Next to it,
like a dead wood, stands a fire
extinguisher that only poses
to be important for the reason
who knows, can it extinguish
the fire like my plans, which
my fancies weave before sleep
corrupts the senses and trans-
mits this mass into the unimag-
inable realms of unmapped
routes.

The second is more obvious:
continuous confinement. Con-
finement at times opens up a
world before your eyes when
the rest of the things only move
like impressions and silhou-
ettes. The foggy presence of
frames roaming in the back-
yards of old graveyards recalls
memories, half-scripted texts,
partially drafted headlines,
left-over conclusions, and
above all, the fear of losing the
frames to let the soul explore
the space.

A cluster of bottles bellied
with chemicals. A few locked
steel racks stuffed with chem-
icals always put me on the
litmus test to prove my chem-
ical combination. I prefer this
blend because most of the time,
chemistry faculty create their
chemical locha on the tables
installed for it. On the other
side of my mini desk, which
only carries the burden of my
laptop and phone, lies another
desk loaded with everything
a coordinator requires and
demands. A book rack bulged
with wrinkled and withered
volumes—who knows how
many authors are worriedly
looking for the treatment they
hardly had thought of? These
books preserve the author but
fail to prevent the silver fish
from invading their territories.

A lonely woofer lying
beside the steel rack never

barks unless a chord of live
wire breathes life into it, and
once its volume surpasses the
audible acceptance, its throat
is squeezed by adjusting its
knobs in an anti-clockwise
direction to set our clocks right
that only go clockwise to crit-
icise our anti-clock cocktails.
We move like limbs of a time
wheel that only acknowledges
‘onward movement’, and even
though we wish to reverse the
limbs, destiny draws a thin
line that decides life and death.
But between the two extremes,
a slice of time is a mystery,
which I was searching for
badly in the vacuum created by
the echo that invited me like an
unwanted guest. Anyway, invi-
tations are for the guests, and
infiltrations are only meant to
be dealt with severity. Sand-
wiching between the two can
only be sympathised with, and
the quietude was on to do so.
I let everything try its hands
on me.

Next that passes my myopic
eye is the long line of charts
and notices, a workable walk
clock, and a ‘Found Box’ car-
rying the forgotten things the
children leave behind to justify
Robert Lynd’s theory of ‘For-
getting’, a topic that stirred a
lot of minds when our facility
members would in their leisure
time create echoes in the staff
room, leaving a few leaving the
room on one or other pretexts.
At times when the ions diffuse
within the given space, the
lungs roar and the nose enjoys
rather forced to abide by the
melodious symphony from the
nose. This circumstance leaves
me no choice but to unlatch the
windows and swing open the
solitary door, allowing the air
to reclaim the room, rescuing
the occupants from its control.

Well-stretched empty tables
never spare my eyes to visu-
alise the silent and blank
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backyard of my house evoking
shadows to frighten anyone
who passes through it when
the entire city contends with
power supply schedules.

The four enclosing walls of
my immediate surroundings
seem to exacerbate my phys-
ical discomfort. My dislike
of sickness doesn’t just come
from its physical toll, turning
a person into a mere vessel,
but mostly because it quash-
es the boundless wellspring
of creativity within the mind.
My chair, while it may carry a
professional connotation, falls
short in bearing the weight of
my boundless imagination,
which reigns supreme within
the vibrant expanse of my sen-
sory city.

Pushing a window to let the
sky grab me is the only way to
unburden my chair and make
the room a place to hold things,
but not a sensitive mind which
is still swinging at will reach-
ing two extremes of destiny.

To me, the simple act of part-
ing the window and allowing
the boundless sky to envelop
me remains the singular means
of releasing my chair from its
mundane identity as a piece of
furniture, thus metamorphos-
ing the room into a haven that
nurtures not just objects, but
a thriving and receptive intel-
lect.

“Why have you finally
chosen the path of escape?”
queried the window.

(Mushtaque B. Barq is a
noted writer, translator and
currently serves as an English

Mentor at Cambridge School.

A recipient of several honours,
including the G.N. Firaqg Memo-
rial Award and the Kalidas
Literary Award, Ahad Zargar
Award. He is known for his
poetic finesse and for promot-
ing Kashmiri literary heritage
through his work.)



HT Saturday

LitStream

Reflections

SATURDAY
18 APRIL 2026

3

Dr. Supriya Shukla

he suitcases were
I packed, tags neatly fas-
tened, and passports
carefully placed on the table—
ready to be picked up at a
moment’s notice.There was
a quiet excitement in the air,
the kind that lingers on the
eve of a long-awaited journey.
For Ayra and her family, this
was not just a vacation; it was
a dream woven over months
of planning, anticipation, and
shared joy.

Late into the night, they
spoke of distant places—the
romance of Paris, the seren-
ity of the Alps, the charm of
cobbled streets waiting to be
explored. Sleep came reluc-
tantly, interrupted by thoughts
already travelling far ahead of
them.

And then, just as dawn
broke, the phone rang. The
message it carried was brief,
yet devastating. A loved one
was critically ill. In an instant,
the excitement dissolved into
urgency. The carefully planned
itinerary lay forgotten as a
more pressing reality took
hold. Within hours, tickets
were cancelled, bags unpacked,
and the journey redirected—
not toward a foreign land, but
toward a hospital room filled
with uncertainty. At that
moment, it felt like everything
had fallen apart.

Gathered around their
ailing relative, offering care
and comfort, a realisation
began to dawn. Had they been
thousands of miles away, they
would have been consumed
with anxiety and helplessness.
Their presence, at that critical
hour, was not just necessary—
it was invaluable. What had
seemed like an unfortunate
disruption now appeared as a
quiet act of Grace.

It is in such moments that
the age-old maxim Man propos-
es, God disposes flashes across
our minds.

However, we do understand
what William Cowper seemed
to echo with renewed meaning:
“God moves in a mysterious
way, His wonders to perform.”

THAT WE DON'T
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What we had seen as loss was,
in truth, protection. What felt
like denial was, perhaps, a
form of divine guidance. Such
moments are not rare; they are
simply overlooked.

How often have we faced
rejection—an opportunity slip-
ping away, a door closing just
when we hoped it would open?
At the time, it feels like failure.
We question our efforts, our
decisions, even our worth. Yet,
with the passage of time, many
such disappointments reveal
an unexpected kindness.

A student who does not
gain admission to a desired
institution may later find a
place better suited to his / her
growth. A missed opportuni-
ty may quietly steer someone
toward a path far more fulfill-
ing. There are even instances
where a delayed journey or
a missed flight becomes, in
hindsight, a narrow escape
from perilous disaster.These
are not mere coincidences;
they are gentle reminders that
our vision is limited, while the
design of life is not.

And yet, this does not mean
that we stop planning or
striving. On the contrary, life
demands our effort.

To propose , to dream, to
act, to aspire—is an essential
part of being human. Plans
give direction to our lives;
they reflect our hopes and our
determination. But perhaps
the lesson lies not in abandon-
ing plans, but in loosening our
grip on them.

There is a quiet wisdom in
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By Dh. Suph

the old proverb, “Man plans,
and God laughs.” It is not a
mocKkery of human effort, but a
gentle reminder of its limits. It
tells us that while we may draw
the map, we cannot always
predict the terrain. And some-
times, the detours lead us to
landscapes far more beautiful
than those we had imagined.

Faith, then, becomes a
steady companion in this jour-
ney—not blind belief, but a
quiet trust that there is mean-
ing even in disruption.

It is this understanding that
while we are responsible for
our actions, we are not the
sole authors of outcomes.This
awareness does not weaken
us; instead, it brings a certain
peace. It allows us to accept
life’s uncertainties without
losing heart. Gradually, we
begin to see that what we once
called setbacks are often redi-
rections.The path changes, but
the journey continues—some-
times toward a destination
we did not choose, yet deeply
needed.

Looking back, it is rarely
our perfectly executed plans
that shape us the most. It is the
unexpected turns, the pauses,
the moments when life refus-
es to go as intended. In those
moments, something within
us shifts—we learn patience,
resilience, and above all, trust.

Perhaps, then, the maxim
needs to be understood differ-
ently. God does not “dispose”
in the sense of discarding our
efforts. He refines them, redi-
rects them, and sometimes

(Y e <¢CM K¢ oo (Y

replaces them with something
far more meaningful.

This awareness does not
weaken us; instead, it brings
a certain peace. It allows us
to accept life’s uncertainties
without losing heart.

And so, the next time our
plans falter, instead of seeing
it as an end, we might pause
and wonder: what unseen path
is opening before us?

For in the quiet, often pain-
ful unraveling of our plans
lies a truth we come to under-
stand only with time—that we
were never abandoned, only
redirected... never denied,
only protected. And one day,
when we look back through
the trajectory of our lives, we
realise with a full and grateful
heart that what did not happen
saved us, what was taken away
shaped us, and what remained
was exactly what we were
meant to hold on to.

The Nobel Laureate Rabin-
dranath Tagore ‘s words come
to mind as he rightly said:

“ Faith is the bird that feels
the light and sings when the
dawn is still dark.”

(Dr Supriya Shukla is a gold
medalist in English and a doc-
torate holder, and a retired Prin-
cipal and former Head of the
Department of English at VSSD
College, Kanpur. A freelance
writer and blogger empanelled
with eThe Times of India and
The Sentinel, her work appears
in national and international
journals. She is also an Adviso-
ry Board member of LitStream
and a regular contributor)
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Twilight of Love: An Evocative Cartography of
Meory, Loneliness, an Enduring Human Bonds

Prof. Daniela Rogobete, Ph.D

Book: Twilight of Love
Author: Dr. Ratan Bhat-
tacharjee

Publisher: Partridge Pub-
lishing Malaysia

Pages 546; Year of publica-
tion: Dec. 2025

ISBN 9781543785203

r. Ratan Bhattachar-
D jee’s Twilight of Love, a
substantial collection of

one hundred short stories pub-
lished by Partridge Publishing,
stands as an ambitious and
emotionally resonant explora-
tion of the human condition in
its quieter, often overlooked
moments. Spread across 566
pages and produced with com-
mendable editorial and design
care, the volume brings togeth-
er a wide spectrum of narra-
tives that collectively create a
fictional universe shaped by
memory, longing, isolation,
and moral reflection. These
stories are not merely episodes
of private life; they are medita-
tions on time, loss, resilience,
love, and the fragile ties that
bind individuals to one anoth-
er across generations, geogra-
phies, and emotional distances.
At the heart of Twilight of
Love lies a persistent engage-
ment with interiority. Many
of the stories are narrat-
ed from the perspective of
elderly protagonists—often a
couple—who inhabit a space of
profound emotional solitude.
Their children are frequently
settled abroad, their profes-
sional lives are behind them,
and their present is marked
by reflection rather than
action. Yet the author resists
the temptation to romanticize
aging or nostalgia. Instead, he
presents old age as a complex
emotional terrain where ten-
derness coexists with regret,
and memory becomes both
refuge and burden.The author

examines how love endures
even as certainty fades, how
companionship evolves under
the pressure of time, and how
meaning is reconstructed in
lives no longer driven by ambi-
tion or social visibility.
Formally, the stories display
a notable variety of narrative
strategies. Bhattacharjee often
employs shifting perspectives,
overlapping timelines, and
intertwined voices to deepen
the psychological texture of
his fiction. Dreams bleed into
waking life; recollections
intrude upon the present;
imagined futures haunt ordi-
nary routines.This fluidity of
structure mirrors the instabil-
ity of memory itself and rein-
forces one of the collection’s
central concerns: the impos-
sibility of drawing clean lines
between past and present, hope
and disappointment, illusion
and truth.The result is a body
of work that feels cumulative
rather than episodic, with
individual stories echoing and

refracting one another.

Thematically, Twilight
of Love is deeply invested
in examining interpersonal
relationships within broader
social and cultural contexts.
Marriage, parenthood, friend-
ship, and community are
recurring motifs, but they are
rarely portrayed in idealized
terms. Instead, Bhattacharjee
scrutinizes the emotional labor
required to sustain relation-
ships over time, particularly in
the face of migration, economic
hardship, illness, and trauma.
His critique of contemporary
social realities—especially
the emotional costs of diaspo-
ra—is subtle yet persistent. In
story after story, geographical
mobility is shown to create
not only opportunity but also
absence, silence, and unartic-
ulated grief.

What distinguishes Bhat-
tacharjee’s fiction is its careful
balance between realism and
lyricism. While the situations
he depicts are often grounded
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in everyday experience, his
prose is imbued with a poetic
sensibility that lends symbol-
ic depth to ordinary moments.
Allegory and metaphor are
deployed not as ornamental
devices but as tools for moral
and emotional inquiry. Small,
seemingly inconsequential
details—a changing sky, a
remembered song, a quiet
domestic ritual—acquire dis-
proportionate significance,
revealing the hidden archi-
tectures of feeling that shape
human lives.

The characters inhabiting
Twilight of Love are neither
static nor schematic. They are
deeply human figures, acutely
aware of their own vulnerabil-
ity and impermanence. Even
when confronted with disap-
pointment, betrayal, or loss,
they often exhibit resilience,
patience, rootedness, and an
abiding sense of dignity. Bhat-
tacharjee approaches them
with empathy rather than
judgment, allowing their con-
tradictions and hesitations to
unfold organically. Many of
the stories capture fleeting yet
decisive moments—instances
when characters are forced
to confront their illusions,
acknowledge long-suppressed
truths, or make choices that
irreversibly alter the course
of their lives.

Recurring themes such as
separation and longing, soli-
tude and abandonment, trauma
and tenderness lend the col-
lection a tonal coherence. Yet
the stories never lapse into
monotony. On the contrary,
Bhattacharjee demonstrates a
remarkable ability to extract
emotional intensity from a
wide range of situations, from
domestic quietude to moments
of sudden crisis.The brevity of
the short story form becomes
an advantage here, allowing
the author to distill experience
to its most resonant elements.
As the author himself states in
the acknowledgement, short
stories resemble miniature
paintings in which every detail
matters, and mystery is not
added artificially but arises
naturally from compression
and focus.

CONT. ON PAGE 10
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Mujtaba Farooq

“Do you have a cigar?” I
asked an uncle sitting beside
me on a train towards Ajmer.
It was the summer of July,
and the humidity could be
felt in every void around—
whether it was the echo of the
train, the chatter of people,
the screams of children, or
even the cry of infants. Sweat
had encircled its boundar-
ies around my armpits and
back, and I was exhausted in
every possible manner. We
had been in this for almost 24
hours, and it felt like a con-
centration camp—where, in
the name of conversation, all
you could do was discuss poli-
tics... politics that were never
in your control, to which you
were a slave.

There was an old man,
almost half asleep, moving
with the momentum of the
train as if he were a child in a
cradle. I didn’t want to bother
him, but I had to—that’s what
aman with nothing to do does.
“Hello, uncle?” Probably he
didn’t hear me... I called him
again. Nothing changed. I
tapped his shoulder, and he
suddenly woke from a dream.

“Hello.”

“Yes?”

“Where are you heading?”

He was a bit confused, but
he had more experience than
I had, so he chose to be polite.
“I am going to Ajmer.” “Why?
Do you live there?” “No, I am
going to visit the dargah.” “Oh,
I've heard about it—and all the
things done there,” I replied
with enthusiasm.

He smiled and said, “What
did you hear?” I began to recite
stories of charity, the amount
of food cooked there, and the
gqawwalis echoing in its cor-
ners. Alongside, I shared the
story of theft that had hap-
pened to us when I went there
for the first time.

“Haha...” he laughed. Old
people have a mesmerizing
smile... I could witness it.

Perhaps it comes from their
desire to live completely—to
do everything with the same
respect and energy, simply
because they have lived more
and realized it that way.

“You have a great laugh,
uncle.”

“Haha... it’s been long since
I heard that compliment,” he
replied.

“Aha, that means you were
a heartthrob of your time?”

“Well, there was no particu-
lar time, my dear.

I always chose to smile in
every situation, and therefore
I received equal amounts of
compliment and criticism.”
“Criticism?”

“They say too much smile
reveals too much of you.”

“Well... how is that bad?”

“It depends—what too much
you are.”

“Such an interesting
thought, uncle.” “Where are
you going?” he asked.

“l am going towards
Jaisalmer.”

“Aha... desert safari?”

“Yes. Have you been to any
desert?”

“I carry it in my chest.”

“Oh, uncle... you are good
with words.”

“Haha... T used to write
when I fell in love.”

“Aha... when was it, uncle?
And how was it?”

“My dear, that is a diffi-
cult thing to answer. I barely

THEMAN WITH A GYROSCOPE

remember when I was not.”
“Who was she, uncle?” “Haha...
you people have confined this
world to such limitations.”

“What do you mean?”

“My dear, love towards a
particular person ceases its
meaning. It makes one a slave
of the delusion that he has
loved once... or perhaps lived.”
“Lived?”

“Yes. There is no truer syn-
onym of love than to live itself.
That is the salt of your ocean...
of your body... and,” after a
pause, “of your eyes.”

I could see his eyes turning
teary.

“What happened, uncle?”

“That is what love does to
you, my dear.”

“What do you mean?”

“Some things are better left
unrevealed... so that we know
they are. We have discovered
a lot, and yet we have forgot-
ten it—mow or then. But some-
thing that remains unrevealed,
unfound, undiscovered... it
stays alive. More alive than
what is revealed.”

“All this... and that... is
nothing but the delusion of
the human race. We talk here
with no purpose. I know you
were bored—but that is how
life moves. And sometimes, we
simply and kindly surrender
to it.”

I was shocked and ashamed.
But more than that, I was inter-
ested in hearing more. “You
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may be right for a short time,
uncle—but for now, your state-
ment goes against what I feel. I
want to listen more.”

“You will hear, my dear—
not from me, but from every-
thing. From the living and the
non-living. From a man and
from a woman. All you must
have are two things.” “What
are they?”

“The room to hear... and
the door to let the unneces-
sary leave. A room without a
door is nothing but a coffin.
But remember—nothing you
hear or see should alter your
morals or what you truly are
inside. I believe everyone is a
clear crystal. Be a gyroscope.
No matter how the surround-
ings move, you remain stable.
Always choose not to react.
That is the principle, my
dear... that is the equation.”

“Equation of what?”

He laughed and said, “Not to
feel or witness... but to be the
love itself.”

The train stopped, and its
engine puffed smoke through
the chimney—as if it carried
the cigar this man had given
me... acigar of the unrevealed.

Before he left, I asked,
“Uncle, you speak so well—
why don’t you write?”

He smiled and said, “Maybe
one day... ‘good’ will make me
meet one.”

(The writer can be reached at

mujtabajourno@gmail.com)
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JOSEPH CONRAD

Dr Purnima Singh

Book: Heart of Darkness
Writer:Joseph Conrad
Publisher: BlackRock Classics
Pages: 118

Price: Rs.320

Reprint: 2013

eart of Darkness by
HJoseph Conrad has

long occupied a central
place in the canon of English
literature, often praised as a
profound meditation on impe-
rialism, human nature, and
moral decay. However, closer
scrutiny reveals that the
novella’s philosophical depth
is complicated by its narrative
structure and ideological ten-
sions. This review argues that
Conrad’s narrator, Marlow, is
not a reliable moral guide but
a deeply fallible figure whose
self-presentation as ethically
superior is repeatedly under-
mined by his own actions.
When read alongside postco-
lonial critiques—most nota-
bly that of Chinua Achebe—
the text emerges not only as
a critique of imperialism but
also as a work entangled in
the very structures it seeks to
expose.

At the surface level, Marlow
appears to occupy a position
of reflective detachment. He
is framed as a storyteller
recounting his journey into
the African Congo, and his
narrative voice often assumes
a contemplative, almost phil-
osophical tone. Critics have
frequently noted his “Bud-
dha-like” posture—calm, com-
posed, and seemingly enlight-
ened—as he sits aboard the
Nellie and recounts his tale.
This posture suggests a moral
distance from the events he
describes, as if he has tran-
scended the darkness he wit-
nessed. Yet, this self-fashion-
ing is precisely what invites
suspicion. Marlow’s narrative

“The reaches opened before us and closed behind, as if the forest had

stopped leisure

ross the water to bar the way for our return. We

penetrated deeper and deeper into the...”

HEART OF
DARKNESS

isnot an objective account but
a carefully constructed per-
formance, one that seeks to
establish his authority while
concealing his complicity.

One of the earliest indica-
tions of Marlow’s moral ambi-
guity lies in the circumstances
of his employment. Far from
being an independent adven-
turer, he secures his position
in the Company through his
aunt’s connections.This reli-
ance on personal influence
exposes the hypocrisy of his
later criticisms of imperial
structures. While he con-
demns the inefficiency and
cruelty of the Company, he is
nonetheless a beneficiary of
its system. His critique, there-
fore, is not from outside the
colonial enterprise but from
within it, raising questions
about the extent to which he
can be considered a detached
observer.

Marlow’s role as an observ-
er is itself problematic. He
frequently presents himself
as a passive witness, yet his
actions reveal a more intru-
sive and complicit presence.
His eavesdropping on the con-
versation between the Manag-
er and his uncle, for instance,
suggests a covert engagement
with the power dynamics of
the colonial hierarchy. This
act of spying undermines his
claim to moral neutrality,
positioning him instead as an
active participant in the very
system he critiques. His nar-
rative thus oscillates between
detachment and involvement,
creating a tension that desta-
bilizes his authority.

This tension becomes even
more striking in the episode of
the African helmsman. During
the attack on the steamer,
the helmsman is killed, and
Marlow’s response exposes
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a troubling moral hierar-
chy. Although he expresses a
momentary sense of loss, this
is quickly overshadowed by
practical concerns—particu-
larly his fear that Kurtz might
be endangered. Most telling-
ly, Marlow disposes of the
helmsman’s body by throw-
ing it overboard, ostensibly
to prevent further violence
from the surrounding attack-
ers. Yet, this act reveals a pro-
found dehumanization: the
helmsman'’s life is reduced to
a logistical inconvenience, his
death handled with a disturb-
ing lack of dignity. Marlow’s
brief sentimentality is imme-
diately replaced by calcula-
tion, exposing the limits of his
empathy. This moment stark-
ly contradicts his reflective,
humane self-image and aligns
him with the very callousness
he attributes to imperialism.
Marlow’s moral ambiguity
becomes even more evident in
his relationship with Kurtz.
Kurtz is often interpreted as
the embodiment of the “heart
of darkness,” a figure who has
succumbed to the corrupting
influence of absolute power.
Marlow, in contrast, attempts
to position himself as a figure
of restraint and moral aware-
ness. However, this distinc-
tion is far from clear-cut.
Marlow is not merely repelled
by Kurtz; he is also deeply fas-
cinated by him. His repeated
references to Kurtz’s voice,
his decision to read and pre-
serve Kurtz’s writings, and
his almost reverential tone
when discussing him all point
to a profound identification.
Indeed, Marlow’s condem-
nation of Kurtz is accompa-
nied by an undercurrent of
admiration. Kurtz represents
a form of unrestrained will,
a willingness to confront
the abyss without the mod-
erating influence of social
conventions. Marlow, while
outwardly critical, appears
to be drawn to this freedom.
His narrative suggests not a
complete rejection of Kurtz
but a recognition of a shared
potential. In this sense, Kurtz
functions as a mirror, reflect-

CONT. ON PAGE 10
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Fatima Z Sarah

hat night the sea became
a battlefield. Old Cap-

tain Elias gripped
the wheel of his dying boat,
The Wanderer, as the storm
unleashed hell. Rain struck
like bullets. Waves rose like
enemy armies, smashing the
hull with murderous rage. The
wind—that savage opposing
wind—was no longer weather.
It had become war itself.

Seventy-two years old.
Forty years at sea. His once
iron-strong hands now shook
like dry leaves. The sail hung
in bloody ribbons. The mast
screamed like a dying soldier.
Ropes snapped one by one,
whipping away his last hopes.
Beneath the wheel lay a faded
photograph of his seven-year-
old granddaughter, Maya. She
smiled with two missing front
teeth, clutching a child’s draw-
ing of ared boat under a peace-
ful sun. On the back, in shaky
letters: “Come home soon,
Grandpa. I’'m waiting for you.”

He had promised her a new
school bag, new shoes, and sto-
ries of the sea. He had prom-
ised her the world. Now the sea
wanted to swallow that prom-
ise forever. The wind howled
louder, driving the boat
deeper into darkness. Every
gust mocked him: “Old man,
lower the sail. Give up. Die.”
Despair clawed his chest. For
one weak moment he thought
of cutting the ropes and drift-
ing, saving his own life like so
many others. Then lightning
flashed. Maya’s innocent eyes
stared straight into his soul.

He remembered his father’s
words fromthe old war: “When
the wind is against you, don’t
fight head-on. Dance with it.
Turn its power against itself.”
Elias straightened his broken
back. His trembling hands
tightened on the wheel. He
would not die as a leaf blown
away by the storm. He would
live as the captain who carved
his name on the waves.

With bloodied fingers he
angled the torn sail diag-
onally. He forced the boat
to zigzag. Right, left, right
again, stealing strength from

the very wind that wanted
to kill him. Every turn tore
at old wood and old bones.
Waves crashed like cannon
fire. Blood streamed down
his face. But he did not break.
In the roar of chaos, he saw
Maya’s first steps, her tiny
hand in his, her voice calling
“Grandpa!” He was no longer
fighting for his own life. He
was fighting for hers.

Hours became eternity.
Then, slowly, the harbor lights
pierced the fury. The boat was
half-destroyed, the sail in tat-
ters, but The Wanderer moved
forward—not with the storm,
but despite it. At dawn the
broken boat scraped against

the pier. Fishermen stared
in silence. Elias stood tall,
soaked in blood and seawater,
clutching Maya’s photograph
and a small bundle of fish.
Someone whispered, “Cap-
tain... how did you survive
such a war?” Elias looked
at the rising sun, then at his
granddaughter’s smiling face,
and spoke with a voice as deep
as the sea: “I did not fight the
wind. I made it my slave.
Some men lower their sails
and drift away like forgotten
leaves. Others tear their last
shirt and turn it into a sail. I
chose to be the second kind.”
He stepped onto the shore,
legs shaking, spirit unbro-
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ken. Behind him the sea still
roared and the opposing wind
still howled. But an old cap-
tain had won his war, not by
conquering the storm, but by
refusing to let the storm con-
quer the promise burning in

his heart.
(Fatima Z. Sarahis a
Delhi-based scriptwriter,
award-winning author, and
poet. Her literary works have
been published in two anthol-
ogies and several reputed
magazines. Renowned for her
emotionally resonant story-
telling and exceptional lyrical
prowess, she brings profound
depth and nuance to both the
page and the screen.)
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Dr. Pravita Tripathi

“When we had earthen pots, we
were free from diseases... and
today, when we have RO water,
diseases are everywhere.” My
grandmother’s words still echo
in my mind, pulling me back to
that dear village where every
moment was filled with peace
and contentment. Whenever I
get tired of the noise and hustle
of city life, the memories of that
village bring me a sense of calm,
making me realize how much of
that simplicity, connectedness
with nature, and warmth we
have left behind in our quest for
modern living.

My village, though small,
was priceless in its beauty. The
moment the first rays of the sun
touched the fields in the morn-
ing, the greenery would glow
like gold. The cool breeze would
gently caress your face and
fill your heart with freshness.
The earthen water pot placed
in the courtyard, the taste of
its water—something I have
never found in any fridge or RO
water—felt as though nature
itself was quenching our thirst.
The sweetness of that water,
perhaps, was a result of the love
nature poured into it, and it was
far more special than anything
we have today.

Grandmother’s simple meals
were nothing short of a feast.
The rotis cooked on the tradi-
tional stove, and the fresh veg-
etables—there was a flavor in
them that cannot be found in
modern-day packaged food.
When grandmother would tell
us about the recipe, it was not
just about the ingredients; it
was about the love and warmth
infused in every bite. The vege-
tables, picked straight from the
garden and cooked over a chulha
(wood-fired stove), had a taste
that seemed to resonate with the
earth itself. The food was not
just for filling our stomachs, but
for nourishing our souls. It was
an experience, and I have yet to
taste anything that compares to
it in the modern world.

The people of the village were
as genuine as they come—self-
less and always there for each
other, sharing in every joy and
sorrow. The bonds between

people were unspoken but
deeply felt. Here, there was no
agenda, no pretense—just pure
human connection. If someone
needed help, it wasn’t a question
of “why” but “how.” We were
all one big family, supporting
each other through thick and
thin. This sincerity and simplic-
ity in relationships seem to be
slipping away in today’s world,
where digital screens replace
face-to-face interaction and
virtual connections sometimes
leave us feeling more isolated
than ever.

As evening descended, the
village streets would resonate
with the laughter of children.
We would play under the trees,
getting our clothes muddy, but
our faces always glowing with
smiles. There were no mobile
phones, no distractions—just
the joy of simple games and the
happiness of being present in
the moment. We played kabaddi,
gilli-danda, and hide-and-seek,
and those carefree days are now
just beautiful memories. Today,
children are more likely to be
glued to their screens than to
each other, and this innocence
of outdoor play seems like a dis-
tant memory.

In the village, life was pure,
unadulterated by the pressures
of modern living. There was no
obsession with status or posses-
sions. People were content with
what they had. Even if someone
had just a pair of good slippers,
they cherished it as their most
valuable possession. There was
no rush, no competition—just
the simple pleasure of living life.
We had time to pause, to look
at the sky, to laugh with neigh-
bors, and to enjoy the company
of those around us. Now, life is
arace, and it feels like we’ve for-
gotten how to truly live.

At night, when we would lie
on the roof and gaze at the stars,
it was like being in a different
world altogether. The vast sky,
the twinkling stars, and the

cool night air would lull us into
a sense of calm and wonder.
Grandmother would tell us sto-
ries, and we would listen intent-
ly, enchanted by her words. Her
stories weren’t just fanciful tales
but often carried life lessons
wrapped in layers of wisdom.
She had this unique way of turn-
ing every simple moment into
something profound, and it felt
as though the universe itself was
speaking through her.

Today, in our busy, modern
lives, we may have all the con-
veniences—the RO water, the
big buildings, the glitter—but
our hearts long for the peace
we once had. Relationships,
though closer in distance, now
feel far away. We’ve lost the
art of connecting, and life has
become so fast-paced that we
barely have time for ourselves,
let alone for others. The very
things that once gave us peace
seem like distant memories,
and the world feels heavier
because of it.

Sometimes, I wish I could
leave everything behind and
return to that village where the
sweet water from the earthen
pot, the love of grandmother,
and the warmth of genuine
relationships still await me.
There was a simplicity in life
back then—an authenticity
that no amount of modern tech-
nology or progress can repli-
cate. The simplicity of village
life was not just in the outward-
ly mundane things, but in the
way we lived, the way we inter-
acted with each other, and the
way we connected with nature.
Today, we are surrounded by
the best of technology and com-
forts, but the peace that came
from a simple, slower life is
something we have lost in the
race for material success.

The village might seem
small, but its soul was large
enough to contain everything
we needed—contentment, love,
laughter, and a deep sense of
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belonging. The relationships
we built there were real, not
based on convenience or expec-
tation but on mutual care and
respect. The natural beauty
of the village, with its fields,
trees, and open skies, was a
reminder that life didn’t have
to be complicated to be fulfill-
ing.

In the city, with all its
modern conveniences, I often
find myself yearning for those
simple days. The water from
the clay pot, the earthy scent
of the fields, the warmth of
familial love—all those things
seem to be missing now. We've
traded simplicity for speed,
connection for convenience,
and the peaceful rhythm of
nature for the chaos of con-
stant motion.

Sometimes I wish I could
go back to those golden days,
when life felt so much more
in tune with nature and the
rhythms of the earth. I long
to sit by that earthen pot, to
listen to my grandmother’s
stories, and to feel the deep
sense of peace that only those
moments could bring. Maybe,
just maybe, in that simplicity,
we find what truly matters.

Today, whenever the mem-
ories of the village come to my
mind, they bring with them a
sense of nostalgia and longing,
but they also offer a reminder
of what life was once like—so
pure, so genuine, so unhurried.
In this fast-paced world, those
memories serve as a beacon,
reminding me that perhaps the
key to true happiness lies in
slowing down and appreciating
the simple joys that life offers.
The village may be far away
in distance, but its essence
is always alive in my heart,
waiting for the day when I can
return to its embrace.

(Dr. Pravita Tripathi is an
accomplished Assistant Pro-
fessor in the Department of
Political Science at Sw. RNS

Degree College, affiliated with

the University of Lucknow. She

has authored 11 national and
international books and pub-
lished 76 research papers in
reputed journals. She has been
honored with 15 awards across
various fields, including a pres-
tigious award presented by the

Governor of Himachal Pradesh.

Dr. Tripathi is an active member
of editorial boards such as IIP,

Lyceum Inteligencia, and IPSA,
and also contributes as a review-

er. Additionally, her articles and
stories are regularly featured in
newspapers and magazines.)
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BROTHERS BEYOND BOUNDARIES

(A True Short Story)

Chander M Bhat

hetan and Imran (names
‘ changed) were more than

just neighbors in the
heart of Habba Kadal, Srinagar,
they were inseparable, like
two branches of the same tree,
growing side by side. From the
moment they could walk, they
ran through the narrow lanes
together, their laughter echoing
off the old wooden houses. They
played in the alleys, splashing
through puddles during the rains,
and when the cold Chinar leaves
blanketed the streets, they hud-
dled close, sharing stories and
dreams.

But life, with its unseen turns,
had other plans. Imran’s father,
who had tirelessly run their small
Kiryana shop, began to lose his
sight. At first, it was a mere blur,
but soon, darkness consumed
his world entirely. The weight of
responsibility, too heavy for his
young shoulders, fell upon Imran.
The carefree days of running
through the streets with Chetan
turned into long hours sitting on
the shop, counting coins instead
of cricket scores, stocking shelves
instead of chasing butterflies.

Chetan watched his friend step
into a world of duty and sacri-
fice, his once unburdened heart
now carrying the weight of his
family. Yet, even in this change,
their friendship never wavered.
When time allowed, they still
found stolen moments, Chetan
dropping by the shop to chat,
to help, to remind Imran that
though life had changed, their
bond never would. They had once
shared childhood joys; now, they
shared the silent strength that
true friendship brings in the face
of life’s trials.

Imran, compelled by circum-
stances, discontinued his school-
ing and took charge of his family
shop, while Chetan pursued his
education, progressing from
school to college as life carried

(A True Short Story)
By Chander M Bhat

" AHeartwar ming Tale of F1 1endsh1p md Soua] Hari mony.

them forward on its destined
course. Despite their diverging
paths, their bond remained stead-
fast. Each day, after returning
from college, Chetan would join
his childhood friend in procuring
goods from the bustling whole-
sale markets of S.R. Ganj and Lal
Chowk, navigating the crowded
alleys, haggling with traders,
and ensuring that Imran’s shop
remained well stocked. This
shared responsibility became an
unspoken ritual, a bridge between
their contrasting lives. Sundays,
however, were different, reserved
for reliving the nostalgia of their
carefree childhood. With unhur-
ried steps, they would wander
through the narrow, winding
streets of Habba Kadal, where
every lane whispered memories
of their younger days...carefree
laughter, playful chases, and
innocent dreams woven into the
very fabric of the neighborhood.
The old bridges, the age worn
houses with intricately carved
windows, and the familiar scent
of fresh bread from the local
bakeries stood as silent witness-
es to their enduring friendship,
reminding them that, though
their lives had taken different
turns, their hearts still walked
the same path.

Fate, in its mysterious ways,
brought a twist to Chetan’s jour-
ney. After years of struggle and
perseverance, he secured a posi-
tion as an Officer in a Central
Government department, and for-
tune smiled upon him as he was
posted in Srinagar, a city that still
held remnants of his past, where
memories of childhood friend-
ships and the familiar rhythms
of life awaited him. Despite the

passage of time and the weight
of responsibilities, his bond with
Imran remained unshaken. The
camaraderie they had nurtured
since boyhood refused to fade,
and their routine effortlessly
resumed, as if untouched by
the upheavals of life. Each eve-
ning, after completing his offi-
cial duties, Chetan would walk
through the bustling streets,
making his way to Imran’s shop,
where he seamlessly stepped
into his old role, helping with
customers, managing inventory,
and accompanying his friend on
errands to replenish stock. Their
shared laughter, their whispered
conversations amidst the daily
hustle, and their quiet under-
standing of each other's struggles
became a comforting constant in a
world that had changed so much.
Through the ebb and flow of life,
their friendship stood as a beacon
of resilience, an unspoken prom-
ise that no matter where destiny
led them, they would always find
their way back to each other.
But fate had woven a different
plan, one that neither Chetan
nor Imran could have foreseen.
The valley of Kashmir, once a
cradle of harmony, was sud-
denly engulfed by the raging
storm of militancy, turning life
upside down for its people. Fear
and uncertainty loomed large,
casting a dark shadow over the
land that had once echoed with
laughter and brotherhood. The
situation deteriorated so rapidly
and intensely that minority com-
munity fled their homes in the
dead of night, seeking refuge in
unknown lands, often without the
chance to inform their loved ones.
Neighbors, who had once shared
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meals and celebrations, vanished
overnight, unaware of each oth-
er’s fate. Relatives lost all contact,
unable to trace where their kin
had sought shelter. Even within
the same household, the fear was
so profound that two brothers,
bound by blood, refrained from
sharing their plans of escape.
One would leave quietly, slipping
away into the unknown, while
the other remained behind, per-
haps planning his own uncertain
departure.

In this whirlwind of despair
and forced exile, Chetan’s family,
too, found themselves left with
no choice but to leave. The home
they had nurtured for genera-
tions, the streets that had been
their playground, and the friend-
ships they had cherished, all had
to be abandoned in a moment of
painful inevitability. Packing
whatever little they could carry,
they embarked on a journey into
the unknown, their hearts heavy
with the sorrow of separation.
As they crossed the threshold
of their beloved home, a silent
prayer lingered on their lips,
hoping that one day, the winds
of peace would blow again, and
they would return to the land
that had once been theirs. But for
now, their only solace was sur-
vival, and their only destination
... safety.

As the situation in Kashmir
worsened, uncertainty became
the only constant. The streets
that once bustled with life now
bore an eerie silence, punctu-
ated by sporadic protests and
the heavy presence of security
forces. Markets, once teeming
with traders and customers,
remained shuttered for weeks,
sometimes even months, bring-
ing daily life to a standstill. Fear
gripped the valley, and business-
es crumbled under the weight
of turmoil. Imran’s shop, which
had once been a lively center of
trade and camaraderie, suffered
immensely. His loyal customer
base, primarily from the minori-
ty community, had long fled
for safety, leaving behind only
memories of a time when trust
and togetherness had flourished.
With each passing day, the once
promising shop turned into an
empty shell, its shelves gather-
ing dust, its doors creaking with

CONT. ON PAGE 15
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Kashmir’s Lakes on the Brink:

A Growing Environmental Crisis

KASHMIR’S LAKES ON THE BRINK:
AN FNVIRONMENTAI CRISIS

BY JAMEEL ANSARI

Jameel Ansari

ammu and Kashmir,
Jrenowned across the

world for its breathtak-
ing landscapes, snow-capped
mountains, and serene lakes,
is facing a grave environmen-
tal crisis. In recent years, this
natural beauty has come under
severe threat. A recent report
by the Comptroller and Audi-
tor General (CAG) of India has
exposed a disturbing reality:
most of Kashmir’s lakes are
either shrinking rapidly or
have already disappeared,
signaling a serious ecological
danger.

According to the report,
nearly 74 percent of the 697
natural lakes in Jammu and
Kashmir have been affected in
one way or another. Of these,
315 lakes have completely
vanished, while 203 have
experienced a significant
reduction in area. Since 1967,
approximately 2,851 hectares
of lake area have been lost,
clearly indicating that this is
not a temporary issue but the
result of long-term environ-
mental degradation.

A closer analysis of 63
selected lakes revealed that
11 have disappeared entire-
ly, while 30 are undergoing
severe shrinkage. These
figures suggest that around
41 percent of the lakes have
either been lost or are criti-
cally endangered. One of the
primary causes of this decline
is pollution, with nearly 79
percent of the lakes receiving
untreated sewage.

The condition of Dal Lake,
in particular, is alarming.
The excessive growth of
aquatic vegetation—recorded
at over 180 percent—points to
a process known as eutrophi-
cation, where an overabun-
dance of nutrients degrades
water quality and threatens
aquatic life. Although sewage
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treatment plants exist around
Dal Lake, they are failing to
meet the required standards.

Similarly, Wular Lake,
one of Asia’s largest freshwa-
ter lakes, is shrinking at an
alarming rate. Pollution, ille-
gal encroachments, conversion
into agricultural land, and the
disappearance of native fish
species such as Schizothorax
richardsonii reflect a danger-
ous ecological imbalance.

Hokersar Lake presents yet
another troubling case. The
report highlights that over
2,528 kanals of its area have
been encroached upon. Addi-
tionally, the absence of a com-
prehensive conservation plan
has led to increased siltation
and a steady decline in open
water area.

A major factor behind this
crisis is administrative failure
and the lack of a coordinated
policy framework. The report
clearly points out the absence
of a central or unified author-
ity for lake conservation. As a
result, different departments

operate in isolation, leading
to inefficiency and poor out-
comes. Furthermore, serious
lapses in fund utilization have
been observed, with only 19 to
56 percent of allocated funds
being used over several years.

The devastating floods of
2014 had a significant impact on
these water bodies, yet no sci-
entific assessment was carried
out to evaluate the damage. The
failure to properly identify and
protect natural inflows, catch-
ment areas, and hydrological
systems has further accelerat-
ed the degradation.

Changes in land use, urban
expansion, agricultural activi-
ties, and illegal encroachments
have also contributed signifi-
cantly to this crisis. Satellite
imagery reveals a continuous
decline in open water areas,
accompanied by an increase in
construction and agricultural
land.

In light of these findings, it
is evident that Kashmir’s lakes
are facing an existential threat.
Without immediate, effective,
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and science-based interven-
tions, not only will these water
bodies disappear, but the eco-
logical balance, biodiversity,
and livelihoods of thousands
of people will also be severely
affected.

Environmental experts
emphasize the importance
of community participation
in lake conservation. Unless
local communities—especially
those whose livelihoods depend
directly on these lakes—are
actively involved, the success
of government initiatives will
remain limited. Public aware-
ness campaigns, educational
programs, and the involvement
of civil society are crucial to
fostering a sense of responsi-
bility among the people.

Moreover, modern technol-
ogies such as remote sensing
and Geographic Information
Systems (GIS) can play a vital
role in continuous monitoring.
These tools can help detect
encroachments and pollution
in real time, enabling policy-
makers to make informed and
timely decisions.

It must be understood that
Kashmir’s lakes are not merely
tourist attractions; they are
integral to the region’s iden-
tity, economy, and cultural
heritage. Protecting them is,
in essence, safeguarding the
future of coming generations.
If decisive action is not taken
today, tomorrow may offer
nothing but regret.

The need of the hour is for the
government to establish a cen-
tral regulatory authority, adopt
modern scientific approaches,
strengthen sewage treatment
systems, and take strict action
against encroachments. Other-
wise, these magnificent lakes
may soon become nothing more
than a part of history.

(Jameel Ansariis a
calligraphist, artist, journalist,
and writer with a keen
engagement in literary and
cultural expression. He
serves as the Associate
Editor of LitStream Kashmiri,
contributing to the promotion
of contemporary voices

and regional literature.

He can be reached at

Jameelnishatansari0 @gmail.

com)
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CELL

Faheema Amin

Emotions are now hostage to
a CELL,

Sleepless nights have no
tales to tell...

Laugh at mercy of buzz,
Smile at mercy of BELL,
Not a moment left for joys to
dwell...

Suffocated inside a cocoon
SHELL,

Bonds left choking inside of
a hell...

Excuses & delays we handle
so well,

Years seem just a small time
spell...

Inside silent doors, pains
swell,

Outside our peace is a loud
yell...

Morals low called free & lib-
eral,

Hearts & stars by force &
compel...

Story cut short & in nutshell,
“We are captive in just a box,
Call it PHONE or a CELL !!!”

(Er. Faheema Amin is an
Electrical Engineering grad-
uate from the National Insti-

tute of Technology, Srinagar,
and a gold medalist for aca-
demic excellence. Alongside
her professional work, she
nurtures a passion for writing
and poetry, with contribu-
tions to various magazines.
Her work reflects clarity,
simplicity, and a thought-

ful exploration of human
themes)

UNMOORED

I wonder!
How the shades of time

look—TIike what the extent of it
means to?

PEACEISNO
COMPROMISE

Prabir Kumar Rath

One word expression,

Has a relief, erases tension.
Fear goes vanish, heart
relish,

Head, automatically, is held
high.

Mind rests, stresses bid
goodbye.

Eyes open, can see every-
thing solemn,

Body becomes a serene
place,

Soul feels like, a solemn
base,

But, these all will be base-
less!

Dear O’ human, unless thee
set

Thy work flawless, being
careful, to make room for
others.

A must goal, of yours, is to
Make the whole world a
peaceful place.
“Peace-Promise”, let it be an
objective,.

It should be thy BASE.

(Prabir Kumar Rath is an
Indian bilingual poet and
writer who has been writ-
ing English short stories,
poems, articles, and essays
since 1986. With over four
decades in literature, he
continues to contribute
actively through his poetry
while teaching English
literature to degree-level
students. He lives near Kol-
kata, and his hometown is in

WAR WOUNDS

A

Vg b !

Kujtim R Hajdari

The sky has lost its blue to

smoke and flame,

It flinches from the thunder—

struck with lightning’s wounds;

Steel hawk, that circles, seeking

only blood’s tame,

It plants its iron into the earth

and breaks hearts that lose.

The earth convulses, weeping

like a panicked heart at flight,

Its quiet lullabies are swallowed

into the dark forevermore;

Children who fall and turn to

walils and elegiac blight,

Mothers who wait in pain wipe

silent tears across the sore.

The wind combs grass with teeth

of bloodied steel,

And finds its toys where roots

should have been growing,

softly, green;

The earth has lost the sweet per-

fume of seasonal appeal,

From children’s tears, from

mothers’ cries, from broken ribs

unclean.

This is what war brings.
(Kujtim R Hajdari is an Alba-
nian poet, writer, translator,

critic, and publisher who writes
in Albanian, Italian, and English,
and is currently based in the
USA. A recipient of the Inter-
national Impact Book Award
(2024) and a finalist for Author
of the Year (Hollywood, 2025)
for Through the Waves of Life,
he has published 18 poetry col-
lections, 4 novels, 3 novellas,
and 2 critical works. His writings
appear in over 270 anthologies
and more than 25 countries, and
he is also the publisher of the

Jhargram district) global anthology All Together)
and the being is pushed to collections: Phantasms of
follow, My Heart, The Earth’s Love,

ness.

having no breath of willing-

The Morphine, Beyond
the Clouds, Let the Womb

where the noiseless footfalls,
pathless gaze,

unsettled feet, and
something underlying it

fall into?

The journey of attainment

or lost in the wilderness
passes on...

its merciless flee,

Naheed Akhtar without announcements,
settles it somewhere
(rather call it nowhere),
o000 o [} [} ()

(Naheed Akhtar is an Assis-
tant Professor of English, a
bilingual poet, and a PhD
scholar in English Language
Teaching (ELT), based in the
vibrant city of Hyderabad,
Southern India. Deeply pas-
sionate about poetry, she has
established a distinct place
for herself in the literary
world. Her poetic journey

is marked by six notable
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Hold and Other Poems, and
The Jaipur Diary. She has
also participated in several
renowned literary festivals
across the country, including
the Festival of Letters organ-
ised by the Sahitya Akademi
in 2024, as well as events
hosted by the International
Society for Intercultural
Studies and Research (ISI-
SAR).

ASAVIOUR

.

Dr Mallika Tripathi

My heart aches at the sight
of suffering souls;

At times a strange helpless-
ness overwhelms me.
Within my chest a quiet
hemorrhage of empathy
flows

As the theatre of power and
politics performs its ruth-
less script.

I watch, almost bewildered,
How money rules, How
innocence is crushed,

How fragile lives are extin-
guished like forgotten can-
dles,

While masked demons cel-
ebrate behind curtains of
hypocrisy.

For a moment despair
attempts to conquer my
Spirit,

Yet surrender is a language
my soul has never learned.
Within me lives a strange
and sacred inheritance,

A relentless will to protect
the fading light of human-
ity,

A saviour.

I have walked through bat-
tlefields of broken hopes,
Seen dreams burn and
people dissolve into dust,
Yet faith in goodness stands
within me like an unshaken
pillar.

For a heart that beats with
purity and selfless courage
Is a force no darkness can
permanently eclipse.
And deep within my cer-
tainty echoes a timeless
truth:
Evil may roar for a while
But it is goodness that is
destined to emerge victo-
rious.
( Dr. Mallika Tripathiis a
poet and academician cum
story writer from UP India.
She teaches in Firoze Gandhi
Institute of Engg and Technol-
ogy. Her recently published
book of fiction is “Where
Silence Learned to Breathe” )
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THE FRAGRANCE
OF EXISTENCE: AN
ETERNAL BOHAG

Smriti Prakash Boruah

When the first monsoon showers
embrace the earth,

In that golden fragrance of the
soil,

the roots of our existence awaken.

Bohag is not merely a season;
it is a spiritual awakening—
A sacred moment

to wash away old sorrows
and adorn oneself anew.

Anointed with ceremonial herbs,
seeking the blessings of our
elders,

We learn

that life is illuminated

through the wisdom of experi-
ence.

The earth is our primal founda-
tion;

though we reach for the sky,

The glory of our roots remains
hidden

in the very dust beneath our feet.

The throb of the dhol is no mere
sound—

it is the heartbeat of the universe;
Between the sweetness of pitha
and the bitterness of neem,

we find the truth of life.

Just as bare trees welcome

the arrival of tender new leaves,
We cast aside our grief

and dance

to the rhythmic pulse of renewal.

Bohag is a sacred stream
flowing from the earth into the
soul,

An indomitable strength

that knows how to bloom again
despite the wounds.

It is the rebirth of the spirit,

a proud homecoming to our
roots—

Where the majesty of life
discovers an eternal philosophy.

(Smriti Prakash Boruah

Award winning Independent
filmmaker and a poet )

UNTOUCHED

Milena Pcinjski

Morning carries the scent

of his breath,

of hunger

and desire

without which it is meaningless
to keep breathing

He is everything she runs from
Rooted in place

she stares at her fractured
morality

and quarreling principles
patiently built into her being
for years,

now unrecognizable to her

He sips her thoughts

like rare, precious cognac;

she traces the shape of his
demons

His time disrupts the rhythm;
she sinks, deeper and deeper
into the depths of her uncon-
scious

He never offered her anything
he owned,

for she never wanted anything
but her soul

So he knew who stood before
him

Not a woman,

but a being who sees the truth
beneath layers of roughness,
vanity

and pain

He knew it

the moment

his palm longed

to touch her face
while his darkness
faded before her sun.

(Milena P¢injski, Born In 1986

In Prokuplje, Serbia, Holds A
Master’s Degree In English Phi-
lology. She Is A Poet, Translator,
And Online English Instructor,
Writing In Serbian And English.
Her Work Has Appeared In Var-
ious National And International
Journals And Anthologies, And
She Is The Author Of The Poetry
Collection Verses Imprisoned
(2025).
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“THE ECHO THAT REFUSED TO FADE”

Syed Sakish Bukhari

When cruel decree did steal his dawn too soon,

And hushed the lullabies beneath the moon,

A child stood still where warmth had turned to stone,
And learnt, too young, the weight of being alone.

He saw small hands in fathers’ fingers tied,
While his hung loose, with no one by his side,
Each passing glance became a silent dart,
That carved its grief in chambers of his heart.

He wept in nights where none could hear his plea,
Yet smiled by day for all his Kkin to see,

He held their pain and buried deep his own,

And wore a strength no child had ever known.

Through scornful streets and seasons harsh and grim,
The world seemed vast, yet none belonged to him,
Still step by step, through trials dark and long,

He shaped his wounds into a will made strong.

Now twenty-nine, his name in shadows gleams,

A fragile crown upon his quiet dreams,

For though the world may whisper praise and light,
His soul still walks with echoes of the night.

Yet from such depths where broken spirits start,
There rises steel within a tender heart,

For he who bore the storm and did not fall,

May yet outgrow the pain that shaped it all.

(Syed Sakish Bukhari is a poet, educator, author, and
researcher from Sogam Lolab, Kupwara, J&K. He has
authored multiple books and contributed to academic
research, focusing on contemporary education and

BRUISES MADE
OF SILENCE

Areesha Fatima

“Don’t judge my journey
While u are chilling at the
shore,

Coffee in hand,
Watching waves like they
are aesthetic..

I was out there
Salt in my eyes
hands shaking
pretending I wasn’t scared.

pedagogy.)

You call it drama
I call it survival

You saw me arrive

You didn’t see the storms
That almost made me
sink

So yeah

Judge if you want

Just know

“Ididn’t get here quietly”

(Areesha Fatimais an
MBBS-Y1 student from
GMC Handwara)
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RABINDRANATH TAGORE

Dr Perwaiz Shaharyar

Today, Rabindranath Tagore is not on the Earth
But he is alive in our hearts due to his worth

The Nobel laureate has left his immortal and strong legacy
The world cannot forget the wide impact of his supremacy

He fought for the liberation of women with the artistic per-

forms

The superstitious people were not happy with his reforms

Although, he has brought out in family of traders
But he has great sympathy with the poor and paupers

Tagore was multi-talented artist, poet and litterateur
He was singer, painter , play write and educator

He was nationalist and extremely patriot to the nation
He composed National Anthem for up coming generation

Tagore returned his renunciation of the title ‘Sir’
In protest of General Dyer’s order of Jallianwala Massacre

Gitanjali is a gem among the treasure of Indian poetry
I pay homage to Gurudev on his death anniversary

(Dr. Perwaiz Shaharyar is Editor, NCERT, New Delhi, India)

ROSE AND SPIKE

Errswssy

Akram Sidiqui

The parsimonious thorn,
verdant with envy,

inclined toward the resplen-
dent rose

cradled at its flank, and mur-
mured,

“You parade in the pageant-
ry of beauty,

ensnaring every vagrant
gaze,

yet you are brittle as a breath
upon glass,

a heartbeat away from with-
ering.

Why do hearts still choose
you,

when my sinew outlasts sea-
sons,
when my vigil never sleeps?”

Therose, in a hush of silk-lad-
en petals,
unfurled her smile.

“I know the frailty in my
veins,

I know my bloom is but a
sigh

spilled into the palm of time,
yet even if my days are few,
I shall gladden a lone heart,
rekindle the ember in a
weary soul,

and lay cool dew upon a
parched face.

And in that singular moment,
Ishall have garnered enough
eternity

to outlive you all.”

(Akram Sidiqui is a well-
known writer, poet, and col-
umnist from Khrew Pampore,
JK.)
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Quill Of Poesy

Dr Dipika Bhatt

What if T am a word
And wash your pain of heart
From the quill of poesy

Ignore the Vampires of the
world

Who sucks your brain

And hit your heart for being
true and pure

I understand about your
hidden scars

Because blaming is like a
slow poison

THE PULSE OF THE LAND

Abdel Latif Moubarak

Deep within the patterns of
tomorrow,

ANOON AT MARINA BEACH

Majrooh Rashid

The moon was fast asleep
behind Kalrayan Hills

in the shade

of green shady trees,

and the sea was drowned

in stillness.

Suddenly,

you came out of yourself,
though draped in silvery
clouds

at midnoon.

The waters felt shrouded in
premonition

and turned restive.
Touching your feet,

I select hues for my lyrical
canvas after deep observation
And try to resemble your
smile with vibrant flowers

A flower whose appearance
pleased every soul

But few can understand it’s
language and presence

The aroma of flowers never
care of anyone’s hurting voice
Live a short but elegant life of
its choice

(Dr. Dipika Bhatt is work-
ing as Assistant Professor in
Department of English, HVM

(P.G.) College, Raisi, Laksar,
Haridwar, Uttrakhand. She is a
bi-lingual poet in English and
Hindi, writer and academic
with over presented papers

in different National, Interna-
tional conferences and semi-
nars in different universities.)

In the humble homes of the
poor, dissolve me.

Inside yourself, melt the very
ink of my writing.

I still adore the rhythm of
your name,

The embrace of your Nile,
The light in your eyes,

And the echo of your soul in
the Rababa’s song.

(Abdel Latif Moubarak is a
renowned Egyptian Poet)

they splashed your curls
the way dew soothes
the bosom of a burning rose.
I wish I were around,
holding your hand,
grabbing the moment,
taking you
to the depths of the sea
where
pearls lay in circles,
waiting
for the eternal diver
to bring them to the surface.
(Professor Majrooh Rashid
is a trilingual poet, critic, and
academic. His profound and
multifaceted contributions to
the world of Contemporary
Literature is reflected in his
extensive publications in
Kashmiri, Urdu, and English.
He formerly served as the
Head of the Kashmiri Depart-
ment at the University of
Kashmir and Director Habba
Khatoon Centre for Kashmiri
Language and Literature
Islamic University ( IUST)
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ing the latent impulses within
Marlow himself.The differ-
ence between them is not one
of essence but of degree: Kurtz
acts on impulses that Marlow
suppresses.

This identification is most
evident in the episode of
Kurtz’s Intended. At the con-
clusion of the novella, Marlow
visits her and is confronted
with the choice of whether to
reveal the truth about Kurtz’s
final words—“The horror!
The horror!”—or to preserve
her idealized image of him.
Marlow chooses to lie, telling
her that Kurtz’s last word was
her name. This moment has
often been interpreted as an
act of compassion, a gesture
intended to spare the Intended
from unnecessary pain. How-
ever, it can also be read as a
profound moral failure. By
choosing illusion over truth,
Marlow aligns himself with
the very hypocrisy he claims
to oppose. His lie perpetuates
the romanticized narrative of
imperial heroism, obscuring
the brutal realities he has wit-
nessed.

The lie to the Intended is
not an isolated act but the
culmination of Marlow’s nar-
rative strategy. Throughout
the novella, he constructs a
version of events that empha-
sizes his own moral aware-
ness while downplaying his
complicity. His storytelling
is selective, marked by omis-
sions and ambiguities that
serve to protect his self-im-
age. This raises broader ques-
tions about the reliability
of his account. If Marlow is
willing to lie at such a crucial
moment, how can the reader
trust the rest of his narrative?

It is here that Achebe’s cri-
tique becomes particularly

relevant. Achebe argues that
Heart of Darkness dehuman-
izes Africans, reducing them
to mere background figures
in a narrative centered on
European experience. From
this perspective, Marlow’s
fallibility is not merely a per-
sonal flaw but a reflection
of the broader ideological
framework of the text. His
inability—or unwillingness—
to recognize Africans as
fully human subjects is part
of what allows him to main-
tain his moral self-image. By
focusing on his own psycho-
logical journey, he obscures
the suffering of those most
affected by imperialism.

Achebe’s comparison of
the novella to a narrative in
which a non-European setting
serves merely as a backdrop
for Western introspection is
particularly illuminating.
Just as certain war films set
in foreign lands prioritize the
experiences of Western pro-
tagonists over those of local
populations, Heart of Dark-
ness uses Africa as a stage
for European drama. Mar-
low’s narrative reinforces
this dynamic, as he remains
largely indifferent to the
inner lives of the Africans
he encounters.They are seen
but not heard, present but
not acknowledged as subjects
with their own histories and
perspectives.

This critique complicates
the common interpretation
of Conrad as an anti-imperi-
alist writer. While the novel-
la undoubtedly exposes the
brutality and hypocrisy of
colonialism, it does so from a
limited perspective. Marlow’s
critique is directed primar-
ily at the inefficiency and
moral excesses of the colonial

enterprise, rather than at its
underlying assumptions. He
does not question the right
of Europeans to be in Africa;
instead, he questions how
they conduct themselves.
This distinction is crucial, as
it suggests that the novella
ultimately reinforces, rather
than dismantles, the ideolog-
ical foundations of imperial-
ism.

At the same time, it would
be reductive to dismiss Heart
of Darkness entirely as a
racist text. Its enduring sig-
nificance lies in its ability
to generate precisely these
kinds of critical debates. Con-
rad’s use of a framed narra-
tive, his exploration of psy-
chological complexity, and
his ambiguous treatment of
moral issues all contribute to
a text that resists simple cate-
gorization. Marlow’s fallibili-
ty, rather than undermining
the novella, may be seen as
one of its central features. By
presenting a narrator whose
perspective is limited and
contradictory, Conrad invites
readers to question the reli-
ability of the narrative and
to engage critically with its
assumptions.

In this sense, Marlow’s fail-
ure to fully distance himself
from Kurtz, can be interpret-
ed as a commentary on the
nature of imperialism itself.
The “darkness” is not con-
fined to a single individual
but is a pervasive force that
affects all who participate
in the colonial enterprise.
Marlow’s attempt to position
himself as morally superior
ultimately fails, revealing the
extent to which he is impli-
cated in the very system he
critiques. His Buddha-like
pose, far from signifying

enlightenment, becomes a
mask that conceals deeper
contradictions—contradic-
tions laid bare in moments
such as the disposal of the
helmsman’s body and the lie
to the Intended.

In conclusion, Heart of
Darkness is a text marked
by profound ambiguities,
both in its thematic concerns
and its narrative structure.
Marlow, as its central narra-
tor, embodies these ambigu-
ities, presenting himself as a
figure of moral insight while
simultaneously exposing his
own limitations. His reliance
on colonial networks, his
intrusive observation, his
treatment of the helmsman,
his fascination with Kurtz,
and his final lie all contribute
to a portrait of a narrator who
is far from reliable. When
read in light of Achebe’s cri-
tique, these elements take on
additional significance, high-
lighting the ways in which
the novella is entangled in
the very ideologies it seeks
to critique. Ultimately, the
enduring power of Heart of
Darkness lies not in the clari-
ty of its moral vision but in its
capacity to provoke ongoing
critical reflection on issues
of narrative authority, repre-
sentation, and the legacy of
imperialism.

(Dr. Purnima is a literary
scholar and writer whose
work blends critical inquiry
with personal insight. Her
interests include postcolonial
literature, narrative voice, and
symbolic storytelling. She
explores themes of identity,
power, and memory through
both academic writing and
creative expression, often
drawing from lived experience
and cultural reflection.)

CONT. FROM PAGE 05

Diasporic themes recur
throughout the collection. Sto-
ries such as Ma Durga Came
to Earth, set against a London
backdrop, depict intergener-
ational connections forged
during fleeting visits, while
others—Sharad Sky: Home
Away From Home, Gone with
the Rain: Reunion, and Rudhi
as Little Durga—explore the
persistent ache of cultural dis-
placement. Bhattacharjee por-
trays diaspora not merely as

physical relocation but as an
emotional condition marked
by nostalgia, fragmentation,
and yearning.The titular story,
Twilight of Love, encapsulates
many of the collection’s central
concerns, being a meditation
on love’s persistence beyond
physical and cognitive loss.
The story affirms the idea that
love, though altered by trauma,
does not simply vanish.

In Twilight of Love, Dr.
Ratan Bhattacharjee demon-

strates that the short story
remains a vital and flexible lit-
erary form, capable of captur-
ing the complexities of contem-
porary life with precision and
grace.The collection invites
readers not merely to observe
its characters but to recognize
fragments of their own emo-
tional histories within these
narratives. Quietly powerful
and deeply humane, Twilight
of Love affirms that even in
the twilight—of love, of life, of

(Y} e <¢CM K¢ oo (Y}

certainty—there remains the
possibility of meaning, connec-

tion, and hope.
(Dr Daniela Rogobete is
Associate Professor Dept of
Modern Languages and Faculty
of Letters University of Craiova
Romania and a Literary Critic
widely published internation-
ally. She edited volumes of Col-
lections on Indian Partition and
chaired number of Internation-
al Conferences in Europe)
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now seemed weary, weighed down him tightly, holding on as though part again.

neglect. Imran, who had poured
his heart and soul into running the
business, found himself standing
in the middle of his store, staring
at the fading signs of its former
glory. Realizing that hope alone
could not sustain his livelihood,
he made the painful decision to
close his shop. Locking its doors
for the final time, he walked away
with a heavy heart, carrying not
just the weight of financial loss
but the deeper sorrow of watching
the world he had known slip away,
piece by piece.

As destiny would have it,
Chetan found himself back in Sri-
nagar, deputed along with other
migrant employees to restore their
abandoned offices. The city he had
once called home felt both familiar
and distant, a place where memo-
ries lingered like shadows but the
warmth of the past had faded into
an air of caution and fear. These
returning employees were housed
in heavily guarded transit camps,
their movement restricted, their
lives enveloped in layers of secu-
rity. Yet, amidst the uncertainty,
aflicker of joy ignited in Chetan’s
heart, he was back in the city
where his childhood friend Imran
still lived. The thought of meeting
him, of seeing the brother like
figure who had been an insepara-
ble part of his life, filled him with
an unspoken longing.

One day, determined to reunite
with Imran despite the risks,
Chetan borrowed a motorbike
from a kind hearted colleague from
the majority community. He knew
the streets were no longer safe for
someone from the minority com-
munity to move around freely, so
he carefully donned a helmet, not
just for protection but to conceal
his identity. As he rode through
the familiar lanes, his heart pound-
ed, not from fear, but from an over-
whelming rush of emotions. The
city had changed; it bore scars of
the turmoil it had endured, yet
every corner whispered the tales
of their shared past.

As he neared Imran’s shop,
Chetan instinctively slowed
down. His breath caught in his
throat when he saw the once
bustling shop, its doors locked,
its signboards worn and fading.
But it was the sight of Imran that
struck him the hardest. There he
was, sitting on the wooden plat-
form outside, hunched over, lost in
deep thought, a cigarette burning
between his fingers. His face, once
bright with laughter and warmth,

by the harshness of time and the
loneliness of loss.

A lump formed in Chetan’s
throat, and his vision blurred with
unshed tears. His dearest friend,
who had once stood strong, now
sat in silent defeat, staring blank-
ly into the emptiness before him.
Without a word, without break-
ing the delicate moment, Chetan
raised his hand ever so slightly,
an unspoken call, an old gesture
only Imran would recognize. Their
eyes met, and in that instant, a
thousand words were exchanged
in silence. Chetan pointed towards
his office, a subtle invitation, a
plea for his friend to come see him.
Then, without waiting, he turned
the bike around and rode back.

The journey back to the transit
camp took only twenty minutes,
but in those minutes, Chetan’s
mind raced through years of
friendship, through laughter and
shared dreams, through a bond
that even time, distance, and con-
flict could not erase. As he reached
his quarters, he took a deep breath,
his heart both heavy and hopeful,
silently praying that Imran would
understand his message and that
fate would allow them to reunite
once more.

One fine morning, an eerie
silence blanketed Srinagar as a
civil curfew brought the city to
a standstill. Chetan’s office, too,
remained closed, leaving him and
his colleagues confined within the
heavily guarded complex. Seated
in the lawn, they tried to pass
the time, engaged in idle conver-
sation, when suddenly, Chetan’s
eyes caught a familiar figure at
the entrance. His heart skipped a
beat, there, standing outside the
fortified gate, was Imran, deep in
conversation with the security
personnel, trying to gain entry.

For a moment, Chetan couldn't
believe his eyes. It had been so
long since he had last seen his
dear friend up close, and now, here
he was, standing just a few yards
away, separated only by an iron
gate and a layer of rigid protocol.
Without a second thought, Chetan
sprang to his feet and rushed
toward the entrance. His voice
was firm yet filled with emotion
as he told the security personnel,
"Let him in. He is my brother." The
words carried the weight of years
of friendship, a bond unbroken by
time, distance, or even the walls
of conflict that had risen between
communities.

As soon as Imran stepped
inside the gate, Chetan embraced

afraid that letting go would mean
losing him again. Tears welled
up in his eyes, spilling over as
he felt the warmth of his friend
after what seemed like an eterni-
ty. The embrace was so profound,
so full of unspoken emotions, that
every colleague seated in the lawn
paused, struck by the sheer depth
of love between the two friends.
The moment transcended all barri-
ers, it wasn’t just a meeting; it was
the reunion of two souls who had
endured separation, uncertainty,
and longing.

Without wasting a moment,
Chetan took Imran’s hand and
led him to his quarters inside the
complex. The two sat down, their
conversation flowing effortless-
ly, as though no time had passed
between them. They spoke of
home, of the past, of childhood mis-
chief, of all that had changed and
all that had remained the same.
Imran shared stories of his family,
of the hardships he had faced, of
the emptiness left behind after so
many of their loved ones had fled.
Chetan listened with unwavering
attention, his heart aching for his
friend’s struggles.

Hours passed unnoticed, their
words weaving through the fabric
of time, as if trying to make up for
all the lost years in a single con-
versation. As evening approached,
Imran reluctantly said, "I should
leave now, my friend." His voice
carried a weight of sadness, a hes-
itation that mirrored Chetan’s own
feelings.

Asthey walked together toward
the gate, Chetan, unwilling to let
their meeting end on a note of
helplessness, placed a reassuring
hand on Imran’s shoulder. "Bring
me your education qualification
certificates, Imran," he said with
quiet determination. "I will find
a way to get you adjusted in my
department." It was not just a
promise, it was a declaration of
unwavering support, a testament
to their brotherhood that no force
could sever.

Imran nodded, his eyes moist,
overwhelmed by the kindness of
a friend who had always stood by
him. As they reached the entrance,
they embraced once more, their
tears reflecting the silent grief of
separation yet again. As Imran
walked away into the dimming
twilight, Chetan stood at the gate,
watching him disappear down the
road, a silent prayer on his lips,
hoping that destiny would grant
them yet another meeting, one
where they would never have to

A few months later, fate pre-
sented Chetan with an opportu-
nity, one that would allow him to
change his dear friend’s life forev-
er. With relentless determination
and unwavering love for his child-
hood companion, he pulled every
string he could, ensuring that
Imran was appointed to his depart-
ment. It was more than just a job
offer; it was a heartfelt gift, a ges-
ture of gratitude for the bond they
had nurtured since childhood. As
if destiny itself had conspired to
bring them closer again, Imran’s
posting was arranged in Chetan’s
office, allowing them to rekindle
their old routine, this time not as
a shopkeeper and a helper, but as
colleagues and brothers in spirit.

For Imran, it was a new dawn,
afresh start after years of struggle
and uncertainty. With Chetan by
his side, he embraced this second
chance at life, rediscovering hope
that had once seemed lost. Day by
day, he worked with diligence,
slowly rebuilding his life, restor-
ing the stability that had once
been snatched away from him.
His confidence grew, his shoul-
ders straightened with newfound
pride, and the burden that had long
weighed on his heart began to lift.

Through every challenge and
triumph, the two friends remained
inseparable, sharing their joys and
sorrows just as they had in their
younger days. Their bond was a
testament to the strength of true
friendship, one that had survived
the storms of time, displacement,
and hardship. With each pass-
ing day, Imran’s circumstances
improved, and his family, once
trapped in the uncertainty of an
unknown future, now lived in com-
fort and happiness.

As they sat together in the eve-
nings, reminiscing about their
childhood in the narrow lanes of
Srinagar, they would often smile at
the journey that had brought them
here. Though the world around
them had changed, one thing
remained untouched, their broth-
erhood, steadfast and unbreakable.
Chetan and Imran were not just
friends; they were family, bound
by love, loyalty, and the silent
promise to stand by each other,
no matter what life had in store.

(Chander M. Bhat, a former
Assistant Director, Postal Services,
Jammu & Kashmir, is a prolific
writer and researcher with over

21 published books. He can be
reached at chander.1831@gmail.
com)

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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