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No War: The World Wants Peace 

WE WANT PEACE, NOT WAR

Dr. Supriya Shukla

It was a quiet evening in a 
small town where life usu-
ally moved at its own gentle 

pace. Children played cricket in 
the narrow lanes, their laughter 
echoing against old brick walls, 
while elders sat outside their 
homes exchanging stories over 
cups of tea. Among them was ten 
year old Guddu who looked up 
at his grandfather and asked an 
innocent question, “Dadu, why 
do people fight wars?”

The old man paused. He had 
seen enough of life to under-
stand the weight behind such a 
simple question. Smiling faint-
ly, he said, “Because sometimes 
people forget how to talk, and 
when words fail, they let anger 
speak instead.” Guddu frowned, 
trying to make sense of it. “But 
wouldn’t it be easier to just be 
friends?” he asked. The grand-
father sighed softly, “Yes, beta… 
it would be.”

It’s strange, isn’t it? For 
something as natural as peace, 
we’ve spent centuries strug-

gling to achieve it—while war, 
something so destructive, keeps 
finding its way into our lives. If 
you ask any ordinary person—a 
parent, a worker, a student—
they will all tell you the same 
thing: we just want to live in 
peace. Not power. Not conflict. 
Not conquest. Just peace.

Yet history tells a different 
story. Wars have been fought 
over land, power, pride, reli-
gion, and sometimes even mis-
understandings. They promise 
resolution but leave behind 
devastation. Cities turn into 
ruins, families are torn apart, 
and countless lives are changed 
forever. The scars of war don’t 
disappear when the battles 
end—they linger in memories, 
in silence, in generations that 
grow up hearing stories of loss 
instead of hope. When war itself 
is a problem, how can it provide 
a solution to any problem?

And still, we often accept 
conflict as inevitable. We tell 
ourselves that differences will 
always lead to division. But 
is that truly the only path? If 
humanity has the intelligence 
to create weapons of immense 
destruction, it surely has the 
wisdom to build bridges of 
understanding. The real chal-
lenge is not capability—it is 
choice. The Urdu poet Jaun Elia 
rightly said

" जंग क� इतनी ह� दरकार है अगर

इनसान त ूअपने आप से जंग कर  
। "

If you really need to fight, 
fight with yourself, and the voice 
of your conscience which is the 
voice of The Lord will give the 
answer that every war is futile.

Peace, unlike war, does not 
demand attention loudly. It 
exists in the quiet strength of 
coexistence. It thrives when 
people choose dialogue over dis-
agreement, empathy over ego, 
and understanding over assump-
tion. It requires patience—the 
patience to listen, to forgive, 
and to find common ground 
even when it seems impossible. 
Choosing peace is not weak-
ness; it is one of the strongest 
decisions humanity can make. 
Peace is not a destination but a 
journey, and we must strive for 
it every moment.

And perhaps the responsibili-
ty lies closer to us than we think. 
It begins in our everyday lives—
in how we treat others, how we 
respond to differences, and how 
willing we are to replace judg-
ment with kindness. A peace-
ful world is not built overnight 
by leaders alone; it is shaped 
gradually by individuals who 
choose harmony in their own 
small ways.

Later that evening Guddu sat 
quietly beside his grandfather, 
watching the sky turn shades of 
orange and purple. After a long 

pause, he said, “Dadu, when I 
grow up, I won’t let people fight. 
I’ll make sure they talk first.” 
The old man smiled, his eyes 
reflecting both hope and expe-
rience. “If more people thought 
like you, beta,” he said gently, 
“we wouldn’t need to worry 
about wars at all.”

And maybe that is where it all 
begins—with a simple thought, 
an innocent belief, and a quiet 
promise.

As Rabindranath Tagore 
opined,

"The world is not a play-
ground, nor is life a mere game. 
We have to understand the art of 
living in peace" thereby empha-
sising the need to appreciate 
life's value and strive for peace-
ful coexistence.

Because deep down, beyond 
all differences and divisions, 
the truth remains simple and 
universal:

We Want Peace, Not War.
(Dr Supriya Shukla is a gold 

medalist in English and a doctor-
ate holder, and a retired Principal 

and former Head of the Depart-
ment 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 Advisory Board member 

of LitStream and a regular con-
tributor)
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Short Story

Dr Olta Totoni 

There was no longer that 
strange, monotonous 
ticking on the wall. 

She sat down. She placed 
her hands before her face. 
She didn’t feel anything any-
more. Not the people walking 
past her. Not anything at all. 
Everyone seemed to turn into 
insects moving in uncontrolla-
ble patterns. Only one face was 
carved into her mind. She pro-
jected that image every day. 
It was black and white—two 
colours entirely distinct, yet 
forever intertwined.

That day it was raining 
heavily. Clouds had conquered 
the sky. Grey dominated every-
thing. She remained seated, 
watching people pass. Some 
glanced at her. Someone even 
smiled. Her eyes were red. 
She rubbed them again. In the 
depths she saw a few spots. She 
could not believe her own eyes. 
She was in a miserable state. 
She didn’t have the courage 
to stand up. For her, time had 
stopped that day.

She wanted to be someone 
else. She couldn’t. She longed 
to hide her face, to put on her 
old mask. She couldn’t. For a 
long time she had been some-
one else—had taken another 
name, created another iden-
tity. Everything had been 
easier then. She had been 
free. She could say whatever 
she wanted. She was simply an 
unknown. How many letters 
she had written! Silent letters.

Everything had begun like 
a game of chess. She moved 
across every square, confi-
dent in herself. She walked on 
white squares. She walked on 
black squares. She was a queen 
without a crown. A queen in 
her own kingdom of illusions.
Then came an obstacle, then 
another—many obstacles.The 
contrast widened, the distance 
deepened.

The letters multiplied. 
Somewhere she had written: “I 
am living through hell. I have 
given my soul to the devil. I 
no longer know myself.” They 
were torrential letters. Letters 
of an unknown. Letters that 
left marks. Spider-letters.

The letters had spiders.
The spiders wove their web. 
Everything that was written 
lay between suffocating veils, 
between dream and reality, 
between yes-ness and no-ness. 
Many questions without 
answers. So many things left 
suspended. Doubts grew each 
day.The spiders had captured 
their prey.They were true 
predators.

She remained there, sit-
ting in the rain. She hated 
the rain. She herself was no 
longer clear-minded. Once, 
the rain had given her a dif-
ferent feeling. But today 
she was no longer who she 
had been. She gathered her 
courage. She rose from that 
corner of the city where she 
had been hiding. She began to 
walk, counting each step. She 
stepped on cracked earth, on 
broken slabs among the dust of 
the street and the noise of cars. 
She greeted no one. She did not 
break the silence.The world 
had been torn from her hands. 
She whispered something to 
herself and kept walking into 
the darkest corners.

She wanted to write anoth-
er letter.To tell the truth.To 
say that it was she—caught 
between pride and preju-
dice. In the war of emotions, 
everything is permitted, even 
masks.There is no boundary 
between day and night.She no 
longer knew whom to trust—
herself or others. She felt a 
strong emotional turbulence, 
suspended between conflicting 
feelings.

Should she reveal the 
truth and show her identity, 
or remain silent? Until that 
moment she had been an 
unknown, had carried anoth-

er name. She stood stoic like 
an unyielding fortress.

The machine of time raced 
on. Minutes, hours, days 
passed. Nothing happened. She 
waited. Silence crushed her. 
She felt as if she were speak-
ing to a statue—a white statue 
from Ancient Greece, motion-
less, gazing ahead. She felt she 
was the leader of a silent war. 
She fought the windmills. She 
fought herself. The spider-let-
ters had gathered dust.They 
had been set aside like old 
rags in an ancient chest.The 
spider-letters had conquered 
her being. They had distorted 
her.

The rain kept falling.Storms 
swelled. Her universe spun 
around itself and the stat-
ue-being. After the last letter, 
she no longer understood any-
thing.The black spiders had 
emerged. They had invaded 
the white paper and did not 
move.

She was in her bedroom.
She glanced at the letter on 
the table.There was no address 
written, but she knew it was 
meant for her. She approached 
slowly. She took the letter 
in her hand. She read it in 
silence, from beginning to end. 
She placed it back on the table.
The spiders resting on it were 
scattered chaotically.They had 
rebelled. She was shaken by 
this exchange of letters. She 
had sent countless ones. She 
had received nothing. She had 
waited so long. And now, sud-
denly, unexpectedly, the white 
statue had moved. She could 
not believe her eyes.

She approached the window. 
The raindrops struck the 
glass violently.They formed a 
stream that carried everything 

with it from beginning to end. 
Lightning and thunder shat-
tered the sky.

In her mind, words echoed:
“Distance–stance–stance…”
“Remoteness–ness–ness…”
“Cynicism–ism–ism…”
Very strange. Even she 

could not believe she had been 
part of this farce. Her breath 
shortened. She wanted to say 
everything to the ancient 
statue. She wanted to con-
front it.To look it in the eyes 
and release the black spiders 
onto its face.

She turned again to the 
table. It was nothing but a 
sick room.The letters were 
piled one atop the other like a 
heap of trash.The spiders were 
scattered—except for one. It 
remained there, moving its 
antennae slowly, then quickly, 
then slowly again. She could 
not forget the spider’s gaze—
its green eyes observing every-
thing around, everything that 
enclosed her. It had grown in 
the wind of white letters.They 
were its nourishment.

The spider did not want 
to move. And it could easily 
detach itself from that reality. 
It lived in its own world, in its 
own way. It was free.Then the 
spider began to detach from 
the paper. It reached the other 
corner of the table. It crossed 
the whole distance without 
stopping. She watched it. It 
crawled down, released its 
thread, and disappeared. It left 
behind traces of its existence. 
She followed it with her eyes 
until it vanished. She searched 
for it but could not find it.The 
traces remained visible.

She found herself sitting 
by the white letters, near 
the statue. She watched it 
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No War: The World Wants Peace 

from afar, unable to change 
anything. How much it had 
changed—it was no longer the 
statue she knew. Once radiant, 
dazzling—now transformed, 
with a beard and dishevelled 
hair. She looked again. It was 
very near yet very far, though 
not by her fault.The statue had 
erected impenetrable bound-
aries between them. Silent 
walls. The statue refused to 
move, refused even to cast 
her a glance. That statue—an 
image of pain.The white statue 
had imprisoned her. She was 
not like that statue. She float-
ed in the air of this world. She 
rebelled, broke the silence.

She challenged the fire of 
night, felt the snow of day, 
sensed the downpour beneath 
her skin.The statue did not 
move.The statue was deaf. The 
statue was blind.The statue 
was mute. Why did it affect her 
so deeply?

That statue was rigid.That 
statue had lost its old image. 
That statue had aged.That 
statue… Deep down, she felt 
that the statue belonged to her.

The white statue stood in a 

corner of the street. It rested 
on a pedestal resembling the 
columns of Ancient Greece. 
No one knew who had placed 
it there. No one ever moved 
it for any reason. It had gath-
ered a layer of dust.Only its 
round eyes remained clearly 
visible. Each day it seemed 
to shrink as if sinking into 
water. She approached the 
statue. She blew the dust from 
its face, which fell onto the 
clean ground like ash. Noth-
ing moved. She walked away. 
She murmured something to 
herself, then said:

“I will return again.”
The rain had been falling 

for days.The city had wrapped 
itself in grey. People resembled 
snails extending their anten-
nae, dragging themselves 
along, curling into their grey 
shells. Days rushed by.The 
spiders were now forgotten.
They had given way to empty, 
monotonous days. A long time 
had passed since she had seen 
the statue. Sometimes she 
could not explain why certain 
things, even when absent, still 
felt present. She wanted to 

return to the statue.To return 
to that sick room where only 
silence reigned—where the 
white statue, despite the dust 
of time, still contrasted the 
darkness.

That morning she had woken 
from a long night of dreams 
filled with monsters and crea-
tures. From that nightmare 
she remembered only one—a 
strange dream. The statue had 
shaken off the dust it carried 
and was moving wildly from 
one side to the other. It wanted 
to escape her. It did not look 
back—only moved forward, 
stepping on the mud creat-
ed by the rain, stepping on 
anyone who crossed its path. 
In its hands it carried a few let-
ters it held tightly.They were 
important to it—they were the 
spider-letters.The letters of an 
unknown.

How she wished she could 
erase those letters. How she 
wished they had never existed. 
Ah, if only she had not written 
them… Strangely, they were 
part of her—even though they 
belonged to the past.

The spider-letters were 

sacred. She did not allow 
anyone to touch them. Some-
times she returned to them to 
understand more. They had 
a bitter taste.The taste of a 
denied possibility. Dead time. 
Lost time. Every morning 
she awoke with a dull sense 
that something was about to 
happen. Nothingness had con-
quered everything.

She returned to the white 
statue. She came close. Some-
thing black was upon it. The 
black spider had positioned 
itself on the statue’s chest. It 
moved its front antennae with 
certainty. It had now claimed 
the white statue. And the girl 
of the rainy nights, the girl of 
the unknown letters, quietly 
savoured the sight.

(Dr. Olta Totoni holds a PhD 
from Lancaster University and 
is a writer, scholar, and creator 
of “alienese translation,” a sty-

listically innovative approach 
inspired by Anthony Burgess 
and George Orwell. Her work 

spans fi ction, poetry, journal-
ism, and academia, with publi-

cations across Europe, North 
America, and Asia.)
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Short Story

Dr. Pravita Tripathi

Mother always used to 
say, “Be the painter 
of your own life, fill 

it with the colors you love… 
and my son, work so hard that 
those colors never fade.”

As a child, Vivaan thought 
it was just a beautiful line, but 
as he grew older, its meaning 
began to unfold at every turn 
of his life.

Vivaan was a simple boy 
from a small town. His family 
wasn’t wealthy, but it was rich 
in love and values. His mother 
managed the home, and his 
father ran a small shop. Life 
was modest, yet full of quiet 
dreams. Vivaan was average in 
studies, with no strong inter-
est in academics. Instead of 
getting lost in books, he often 
found himself staring out the 
window, lost in the vast sky.

Whenever his mother 
noticed him like that, she 
would smile and ask, “What 
are you thinking, son?”

Vivaan would shrug and 
reply, “Nothing, Mom…”

She would gently say, “There 
is no such thing as ‘nothing.’ 
Every heart carries a dream—
you just have to recognize it.”

Time passed. School ended, 
and the time came to choose a 
career. Relatives began offer-
ing advice—

“Make him an engineer.”
“A government job is the 

best option.”
His father, too, wanted him 

to choose a stable and secure 
path.

Vivaan was confused. He 
didn’t know what he truly 
wanted. Silently, he carried 
the weight of others’ expecta-
tions and followed the path laid 
out for him. He chose science, 
joined coaching classes, and 
moved ahead.

But deep inside, there was 
an emptiness—like a painting 
without colors.

One day, he returned home 
exhausted. His mind was full, 
but his heart felt hollow. He 
threw his bag aside and sat 
quietly. His mother came and 
sat beside him without saying 
anything.

“Tired?” she asked softly.

For the first time, Vivaan 
opened up, “Mom, I don’t 
understand what I’m doing… 
this isn’t my dream. But if I 
don’t do this, what will people 
say?”

His mother stayed silent for 
a moment, then brought an old 
diary and handed it to him.

“Read this,” she said.
The pages had turned yellow 

with time. It held her child-
hood dreams, desires, and 
some unfinished wishes. On 
one page, the same line was 
written—

“Be the painter of your own 
life…”

Below it was a half-finished 
painting—one side full of 
colors, the other blank.

Vivaan asked, “Why is this 
incomplete?”

His mother smiled faintly, 
“Because I never filled my life 
with my own colors… I got lost 
in the colors chosen by others.”

Vivaan fell silent.
She continued, “I don’t want 

your life to become an incom-
plete painting like mine. Be 
whatever you want… but 
remember, dreaming alone is 
not enough—you must work 
hard to make it real.”

That night, Vivaan stayed 
awake for a long time, asking 
himself for the first time, 
“What do I truly love?”

After thinking deeply, 
he remembered his love for 
music. Since childhood, sing-
ing had given him peace. He 
would hum for hours in his 
room, but he had never taken 

it seriously.
The next morning, he gath-

ered courage and said, “Mom, 
I want to learn music… I want 
to become a singer.”

His mother’s eyes sparkled. 
“Then begin,” she said. “Fill 
your life’s canvas with your 
own colors.”

Convincing his father wasn’t 
easy.

“There’s no future in 
music,” his father said. “It’s 
just a hobby.”

But this time, Vivaan stood 
firm.

“I will work hard… very 
hard. Just give me one chance.”

With his mother’s support, 
his father finally agreed—but 
with a condition:

“If you don’t succeed, you’ll 
follow our path.”

Vivaan accepted the chal-
lenge.

His life changed complete-
ly. Mornings were for studies, 
afternoons for practice, eve-
nings for more training. There 
were days when his voice gave 
up, when he felt like quitting. 
Friends mocked him, relatives 
taunted—

“Can singing really be a 
career?”

But every time, his mother’s 
words echoed in his mind—

“Work so hard that your 
colors never fade…”

Vivaan devoted himself 
entirely to his dream. Slowly, 
his efforts began to show 
results. He started performing 
on small stages, then partici-
pated in competitions. Every 

failure made him stronger, 
every success pushed him for-
ward.

After years of hard work, 
he finally got a chance to 
perform on a big stage. As he 
stood there, facing thousands 
of people under bright lights, 
only one face lived in his 
heart—his mother’s.

He began to sing. His voice 
carried his struggle, passion, 
and dedication. The hall soon 
filled with applause.

After the performance, he 
searched for his mother in the 
crowd. Tears filled her eyes—
but they were tears of pride 
and joy.

He held her hand and said, 
“Mom, today I have completed 
the most beautiful painting of 
my life.”

She smiled gently, “No, my 
son… this is just the begin-
ning. Life’s canvas is very 
large.”

Vivaan looked up at the sky 
and said softly, “Now I under-
stand… it’s not just about 
choosing your colors, but 
about working hard to keep 
them alive.”

That day, he realized that 
when a person listens to their 
heart and works with complete 
dedication, life truly becomes 
a beautiful painting—one that 
not only the world admires, 
but the soul feels proud of.

(Dr. Pravita Tripathi is an 
Academician and Writer. 

Her stories and poems are 
published across India and 

abroad.)
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No War: The World Wants Peace 

Rahil Rasheed Wani

Today, the world is pass-
ing through a time 
where tranquility and 

unease walk side by side. 
People are moving forward in 
life, science and technology 
are improving, more people 
are getting education, and life 
is becoming better for many. 
Yet wars continue in different 
parts of the world. Even with 
all this progress, we still don't 
have full peace. This reali-
ty forces us to reflect deeply. 
Ordinary people never desire 
war; they only wish for peace 
and a life of dignity. But some-
times power and politics stop 
this desire for peace.

History shows again and 
again that war only brings 
loss. The First and Second 
World Wars stand as the most 
prominent examples. In these 
wars, millions lost their lives, 
countless families and entire 
cities were destroyed. Human-
ity took years to recover from 
these demolitions. Especially 
the atomic bombings of Hiro-
shima and Nagasaki during 
World War II remain a painful 
memory for the world. These 
events remind us how much 
destruction war can cause. As 
a student, I often find myself 
asking, can humanity ever 
truly learn from wars?

Sadly, the world has not 
fully learned from these harsh 
truths. Even today, tensions 
still exist between many coun-
tries. The Russia-Ukraine war 
has affected not only Europe 
but the whole world. In the 
same way, tensions between 
Iran and Israel in the Middle 
East have reached a dangerous 
level and can impact the world. 
In South Asia, the border dis-
pute between Pakistan and 
Afghanistan has also become 
serious, with occasional clash-
es and ongoing tension.

During these times, one 

incident shocked the world. 
In Afghanistan, a hospital 
was attacked where innocent 
people, women, and children 
were present. A hospital should 
be a place of hope. When even 
such places are not safe, it 
becomes more than an attack; 
it hurts humanity deeply. Who 
really suffers in war—the lead-
ers or the innocent people?

In such times, the words of 
Allama Iqbal guide us:

"The individual is sustained 
by the nation, alone he is noth-
ing.

A wave has meaning only in 
the river; outside it's nothing."

The greatest loss of war is 
always borne by ordinary 
people. Those who are nei-
ther part of politics nor deci-
sion-making suffer the most. 
Children lose their parents. Its 
impact does not remain limited 
to one generation but burdens 
future generations as well. 
War badly affects the economy. 
When a country is in conflict, 
people everywhere feel the 
impact. Prices rise, businesses 
struggle, jobs decrease, and life 
becomes harder. For develop-
ing countries, these problems 
are even bigger.

In today's global scenario, 
it is also essential for major 
powers and other nations to 
remain neutral rather than 
supporting or opposing a 
single country. History shows 
that when powerful nations 
take sides in a conflict, the 
problem often becomes more 
complex instead of being 
resolved. Furthermore, other 
nations must also take sen-
sitive issues seriously and 
take responsibilities. Coun-
tries can play a crucial role 
to promote peace, encourage 
dialogue, and play a positive 
role in reducing tensions. 
When countries collectively 
advocate peace and choose 
understanding over hatred, 
only then can the world move 
toward lasting tranquility. If 
the world really wants peace, 
it must put humanity first, 
not power or self-interest. 
Justice and dialogue are the 
right ways to solve problems. 
When countries care about 
people more than their own 
interests, real peace can come.

Even with all these prob-
lems, one thing is true: hope 
for peace is still alive. In every 
society, there are people who 

speak against war and support 
peace. Organizations like the 
United Nations were made 
to promote peace and solve 
conflicts. Even if they are not 
always successful, they still 
give hope to the world. Peace 
is not only the job of govern-
ments; it's also our responsi-
bility. In our daily life, we can 
spread peace by respecting 
others, accepting differences, 
and choosing love instead of 
hate. Even small actions can 
make a difference.

In conclusion, the world 
is tired of war. Humanity 
cannot tolerate more destruc-
tion. Whether it is the Rus-
sia-Ukraine war, tensions 
between Iran and Israel, or 
disputes between Pakistan 
and Afghanistan, all remind 
us of one truth: war always 
brings loss. What we need 
now is to choose peace. True 
power is not in weapons but in 
humanity, and true success is 
not in defeating others but in 
winning hearts. If we under-
stand this and act on it, the 
day is not far when the world 
will become peaceful, where 
wars end, and peace becomes 
the true identity of humanity.

After the Devastation: The Test of 
Human Consciousness
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Short Story

Ayub Dilber

The horizon over the 
hamlet of Olive Ridge 
didn’t glow with the sun-

rise anymore; it pulsed with a 
bruised, synthetic orange. For 
weeks, Rahim, the village elder, 
had assured everyone over tea 
that the mountains were a for-
tress. "The war is a city fever," 
he would say, adjusting his 
prayer cap. "It doesn’t breathe 
our air." Father Jacob, who 
kept the small stone chapel, 
agreed. He believed the dis-
tance was a blessing. Even 
Arjun, who managed the local 
grain cooperative, felt the thick 
forest canopy was an invisible 
shield. They were wrong. War 
doesn't just arrive with boots; 
it arrives with silence—the 
silence of empty supply trucks.

The first sign wasn't a shell, 
but a missing cylinder. The 
cooking gas ran out. Then 
the kerosene. In the house of 
Arjun, the hearth went cold. 
His daughter, Meena, sat in 

the dark trying to finish her 
homework by the flickering 
light of a tallow candle. The 
modern world was retreating, 
peeling back like dry skin. In 
the second week, the salt van-
ished from the local kiosks.The 
third week witnessed the "Red 
Truck" that brought insulin 
and asthma inhalers failed to 
navigate the blocked moun-
tain passes. The forest, once 
a playground, in the fourth 
week, became a source of fear 
as stray splinter groups began 
using the treeline for cover.

The crisis peaked when 
Rahim’s youngest grandson 
developed a soaring fever. In a 
"normal" world, it was a trip to 
the clinic and a five-day course 
of antibiotics. In the reality of 
the periphery, it was a death 
sentence. Rahim knocked on 
Father Jacob’s door at mid-
night. "The boy is burning," 
he whispered, his voice crack-
ing. "The pharmacy is a shell. 
Is there anything in the chap-
el’s first-aid kit?" Jacob shook 
his head, his face etched with 
the same exhaustion. "I gave 
the last of the paracetamol 
to Arjun’s mother yesterday. 
She’s struggling with the 
damp." Arjun joined them on 
the porch, wrapped in a coarse 
wool shawl. "The grain stores 
are nearly empty," he noted, 

looking at the dark forest. 
"And the soldiers took the last 
of the mules this afternoon. We 
thought we were too far away 
to be seen, but war sees every-
thing."

The three men sat in the 
center of the village square 
as the distant thud of artillery 
vibrated through the soles 
of their feet. It was a rhyth-
mic, mechanical heartbeat of 
destruction. "We spent years 
arguing over whose God owned 
the river," Arjun said quietly, 
looking at the silhouettes of 
the mosque, the temple, and 
the church. "Now, we all share 
the same hunger." The realiza-
tion hit them with the weight 
of the mountain: Peace isn't 
the absence of noise; it's the 
presence of bread and breath. 
They decided then to pool what 
was left. Rahim brought the 
secret cache of dried dates he’d 
saved for Eid. Arjun opened 
the seed-vault, sacrificing the 
next year’s planting to feed the 
children today. Father Jacob 
turned the chapel into a com-
munal kitchen, using the last 
of the altar candles to light the 
way.

As the dawn broke—that 
same sickly orange—the vil-
lage gathered. There were no 
sermons or formal prayers, just 
the shared labor of grinding 

grain by hand. They watched 
a plume of smoke rise from 
the next valley over. The "city 
fever" had finally reached the 
periphery. They realized that 
their isolation had been an illu-
sion; they were all threads in 
the same fabric, and the fabric 
was burning. "When the peace 
comes," Rahim whispered, 
looking at his grandson, who 
was now resting after a sponge 
bath of cool well water, "I won't 
care who signed the paper or 
which flag flies at the border." 
"I just want the Red Truck to 
come back," Arjun replied. In 
the remote hamlet of Olive 
Ridge, they no longer prayed 
for victory. They prayed for 
the mundane: the hiss of a 
gas stove, the bitter taste of a 
pill, and the simple, profound 
silence of a night without fire.

(Muhammad Ayub Khan, 
pen name Ayub Dilber, holds 

M.A degrees in English and 
Geography along with a B.Ed. A 
retired Lecturer in English from 

the School Education Depart-
ment, J&K, he writes short 

stories, essays, and poetry in 
Urdu, Kashmiri, and English. He 

serves as President of Cultural 
Trust Kupwara and Anjuman-

e-Fikro-Fun Ramhal. He can be 
reached at khanzada61@gmail.

com.)

The Quiet Siege 
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Re-embracing the Sun: Angela 
Kosta’s Autobiographical Journey

Dr. Ratan Bhattacharjee

-----------------------------------------------------
Title: RE-Embracing the Sun
Author: Angela Kosta
Publisher: VELIERO APS
Year and Place: 2026, Italy
-----------------------------------------------------

“When I saw a small light at the 
end of the tunnel. It wasn’t a 
sudden miracle, but a glimmer. 
The reduction of medication, the 
return to reading, the simple 
gesture of a magazine arriving 
punctually… these were the 
first signs that something was 
changing,” said Angela Kosta, 
the international author cum 
Editor from Umbertide town, 
Albania, in an interview.

Angela Kosta’s Re-embracing 
the Sun, published by VELIERO 
APS within the Ombre series, is 
a deeply personal autobiograph-
ical work that transcends the 
boundaries of memoir. In this 
book, she speaks of something 
she never imagined she would 
recount: the illness of the centu-
ry, depression. A serious disease 
that strikes deep within the soul, 
where love for life and for one’s 
dear ones resides. Depression 
presents itself in a thousand 
forms, until it captures one 
completely. The soul shatters. 
No one can imagine what it is 
unless they live it on their own 
skin.

It is not simply a recounting 
of events but a meditation on 
the human condition—on loss, 
migration, motherhood, illness, 
faith, and ultimately rebirth. 
Written during a fragile period 
in her life, the book becomes 
both testimony and transfor-
mation, offering readers a lumi-
nous exploration of resilience. 
Migration is another central 
theme. Kosta’s journey from her 
homeland to new territories is 
both geographical and existen-
tial. She writes of the dislocation 
of leaving familiar landscapes, 
languages, and traditions, and of 

the struggle to forge belonging in 
unfamiliar spaces.

“Love yourself down to the 
root of your soul, where there is 
no noise but only the joyful song 
of your life. Reach your depth, 
beyond fears, beyond prejudices, 
beyond the wounds of time. It is 
right there, in the most hidden 
place, where no one can touch 
you, that the essential secret 
of a serene life resides. Only 
then will you learn to embrace 
yourself without fear, removing 
every mask, welcoming your-
self in your entirety—light and 
shadow, fragility and strength—
ceasing to search outside for 
what has always been within, 
and vice versa,” wrote Angela 
Kosta.

In the Preface, she wrote, 
“Describing the journey of one’s 
existence is not simple. One can 
narrate, recount what leaves 
indelible marks on the mind, but 
we will never truly succeed in 
expressing what flows from the 
veins of the soul. Life is that sub-
lime glimmer of celestial light 
which, though subtle, crosses 
and overcomes the abysses of 
hell.This is what happened to 
me, personally. I lived it on my 
skin… and within my soul.” 
Suddenly, one day, she found 
herself immersed in a gigantic, 
unknown, and terrifying dimen-

sion.
Re-embracing the Sun is not 

a work of fantasy, nor a legend: 
it truly happened. Unaware 
of what awaited her from that 
moment on, she was shaken by 
what she saw, heard, endured, 
and suffered. She saw unreality, 
felt the unimaginable, bore the 
unbearable loss of herself—not 
only physically, but also inward-
ly. It was not easy to accept her 
illness. However insidious, she 
preferred it remain hers alone: 
only in that way, she thought, 
could she protect her loved ones.

It is not easy to describe in 
detail all that became focused in 
her new way of living. She only 
breathed because everything 
else no longer existed. One can 
fall into a coma, or die, even 
with eyes open, fixed on the 
walls, searching for an answer 
that never comes. Without 
reason, without haste, without 
any movement or sound. Her 
soul shattered into a billion 
pieces that blinded her with 
their swarm of sparks, dragging 
her into a dense darkness. She 
became blind without being able 
to see, deaf without being able 
to hear, stunned by a noise that 
did not exist. Francesca Gallello, 
with great care, brought to light 
the return of the sun within her 
soul.

Migration here is not merely 
about physical movement but 
about identity. It is about nego-
tiating between past and present 
selves, about carrying memories 
while adapting to new realities. 
Kosta’s reflections resonate 
with the experiences of count-
less migrants who grapple with 
questions of belonging and dis-
placement. Motherhood emerges 
as both anchor and challenge.

Born in Elbasan and residing 
in Italy since 1995, Angela Kosta 
is a prominent figure in the 
international literary landscape. 
Journalist, translator, essayist, 
literary critic, and publisher, 
she has published 36 books in 
numerous languages, and her 
works have been translated into 
45 idioms. She is the Executive 
Director of Rivisite, Miriade,The 
Lanterns, Nuances, Giornalis-
ta Scrittrice, Traduttrice, and 
associated with Orfeus, Global 
Nation, Barcelona Rivista Sat-
urno Magazine, and Lights 
Newspaper. Her cultural activ-
ity has led her to collaborate 
with magazines, academies, and 
institutions in Europe, Asia, and 
America, receiving prestigious 
recognitions and appointments. 
Her voice is one that crosses bor-
ders, cultures, and generations.

CONT. ON PAGE 08
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A book born from silence and 
returning to light, Re-embrac-
ing the Sun recounts a period of 
profound darkness: depression, 
experienced as a shadow that 
enters on tiptoe and envelops 
everything.The author describes 
with clarity and delicacy the loss 
of self, illness, the grief for her 
brother, the death of her mother, 
migration, the empty home, 
restlessness, and fragility that 
becomes truth.

Kosta writes candidly about 
the joys of nurturing children 
and the burdens of responsibili-
ty, especially when compounded 
by illness and uncertainty. Her 
reflections highlight the resil-
ience required to care for others 
while rebuilding oneself. Moth-
erhood in Re-embracing the Sun 
is not idealized. It is portrayed 
in its complexity—simultane-
ously fulfilling and exhausting, 
grounding and demanding. Yet 
it remains a source of strength, 
a reminder of continuity amid 
disruption.

By situating Kosta’s work 
within the broader tradition of 
autobiographical literature, we 
can appreciate how Re-embrac-
ing the Sun contributes to ongo-
ing conversations about identi-
ty, suffering, and renewal. At the 
heart of Kosta’s narrative lies 
the experience of loss. Whether 
through bereavement, illness, 
or the dislocation of migra-
tion, she confronts absence as a 
defining force in her life. Yet her 
treatment of grief is not static. 
Instead, she portrays it as a 
dynamic process—painful, yes, 
but also transformative.

Her writing captures the par-
adox of grief: the way it isolates 
yet connects, wounds yet teach-
es. She does not romanticize 
suffering but acknowledges its 
rawness. In doing so, she invites 
readers to see grief not as an end 
but as a passage toward new 
awareness. About family, Angela 
said, “They were my anchor. My 
children are the light that never 
goes out, my grandchildren the 
smile that breaks the silence. 
In them I found the strength to 
continue living.” The loss of her 
brother and mother is a deep 
wound in her mind and heart.
They are wounds that do not 
close, she said, but become part 
of you. Angela said, “My brother 
is a memory that accompanies 
me, my mother a voice that 
remains.They continue to live 
in my gestures, in my thoughts, 
in my way of loving.”

Illness is depicted not as 
defeat but as a crucible for trans-
formation. Kosta’s vulnerabili-
ty becomes a source of strength, 
reminding readers that fragility 
can coexist with courage. Her 
reflections on illness are deeply 
human, capturing the fear, 
frustration, and eventual accep-
tance that accompany physi-
cal decline. By writing openly 
about her illness, Kosta chal-
lenges cultural taboos around 
fragility. She demonstrates that 
acknowledging weakness does 
not diminish dignity but enhanc-
es authenticity.

Faith—spiritual and existen-
tial—threads through the nar-
rative. Kosta’s rebirth is not 
sudden but gradual, a process 
of re-embracing life’s light after 
enduring shadows. Her faith is 
not dogmatic but experiential, 
rooted in lived encounters with 
suffering and renewal.The met-
aphor of the sun is central. To 
re-embrace the sun is to reclaim 
joy, hope, and vitality. It is to 
step out of darkness and into 
light, not by denying pain but 
by integrating it into a larger 
vision of life.

Kosta’s prose is marked by 
sincerity and luminosity. She 
avoids melodrama, instead 
offering measured reflections 
that resonate deeply. Her lan-
guage often borders on the lyr-
ical, transforming everyday 
struggles into universal medi-
tations. The book’s structure is 
fragmented yet cohesive. Each 
chapter functions as a fragment 
of lived experience, yet together 
they form a mosaic of resilience. 
This fragmentation reflects the 
reality of trauma and healing—
life is rarely linear, and Kosta’s 
narrative honors that truth.

Her tone is intimate yet acces-
sible. She writes as if confiding 
in the reader, inviting them into 
her inner world.This intimacy 
fosters empathy, allowing read-
ers to connect with her journey 
even if their circumstances 
differ.The book is organized 
into chapters that mirror stages 
of her journey. This structure 
allows readers to witness the 
gradual recomposition of her 
life. Each chapter is a fragment 
of life that recomposes itself, a 
piece that returns to the reader 
the complexity of a human jour-
ney. The cumulative effect is a 
mosaic of resilience, a portrait 
of a woman who transforms fra-
gility into strength.

What makes Re-embracing the 

Sun compelling is its emotional 
accessibility. Readers are invit-
ed not only to witness Kosta’s 
journey but to reflect on their 
own. Her ability to transform 
fragility into strength offers a 
model of resilience that tran-
scends personal circumstance.
The book resonates because it 
is both personal and universal. 
While rooted in Kosta’s specific 
experiences, its themes—loss, 
migration, motherhood, illness, 
faith, rebirth—are shared by 
countless others. In this way, 
the memoir becomes a mirror, 
reflecting the reader’s own 
struggles and triumphs.

One of the most precious 
features of this edition is the 
presence of evocative digital 
portraits, created specifically 
to accompany the most intense 
chapters. Not simple illustra-
tions, but symbolic images that 
visually represent the author’s 
emotions, amplifying the read-
ing and offering the reader 
an immersive dimension.The 
memoir’s honesty is its great-
est strength. Kosta writes with 
candor, refusing to sanitize her 
experiences. Though rooted in 
personal experience, the themes 
resonate broadly. Kosta balanc-
es pain with hope, ensuring the 
narrative is uplifting rather 
than despairing.

Kosta’s work can be situated 
alongside other autobiograph-
ical narratives of resilience. 
Maya Angelou’s I Know Why 
the Caged Bird Sings explores 
identity and survival amid 
adversity. Elie Wiesel’s Night 
confronts trauma and faith in 
the aftermath of the Holocaust. 
While differing in context, all 
share a commitment to trans-
forming suffering into testimo-
ny. Kosta’s contribution lies in 
her focus on migration, mother-
hood, and illness—experiences 
that are often underrepresented 
in autobiographical literature. 
By weaving these themes togeth-
er, she expands the scope of resil-
ience narratives.

Re-embracing the Sun is sig-
nificant not only as a personal 
memoir but as a cultural text. It 
reflects broader experiences of 
displacement, illness, and renew-
al that resonate across societies. 
In an era marked by migration 
crises, health challenges, and 
existential uncertainty, Kosta’s 
work offers a voice of hope. 
Her narrative challenges cul-
tural taboos around fragility, 
demonstrating that vulnerabil-

ity can coexist with strength. It 
also highlights the resilience of 
women, particularly mothers, 
who navigate multiple burdens 
while sustaining families and 
communities.

Angela Kosta’s Re-embracing 
the Sun is a profound explo-
ration of human resilience.
Through luminous prose and 
candid reflection, she demon-
strates that even in the face of 
loss, migration, illness, and fra-
gility, one can re-embrace life’s 
light.The book is both personal 
and universal, offering readers 
a mirror for their own journeys 
of rebirth. By transforming pain 
into words and fragility into 
strength, Kosta contributes to 
the ongoing conversation about 
what it means to be human. Her 
memoir is not only a testimony 
of survival but a celebration of 
renewal.

Re-embracing the Sun, the 
new autobiographical book by 
Angela Kosta, is a work that 
touches the soul with a gentle yet 
profound step. The book pres-
ents itself as a journey of aware-
ness, memory, and rebirth. With 
sincere and luminous writing, 
Angela opens her inner world, 
transforming pain into words 
and fragility into strength. 
Each chapter is a fragment of 
life that recomposes itself, a 
piece that returns to the reader 
the complexity of a human jour-
ney marked by loss, migration, 
motherhood, illness, faith, and 
rebirth.

Angela Kosta believes, “That 
even in the deepest darkness 
there is a light. Sometimes it is 
small, almost invisible, but it 
exists. And it is worth search-
ing for.” Re-embracing the Sun 
is available in all Italian book-
stores and on Amazon in three 
editions: Kindle, Paperback, 
Hardcover. Writing is salvation 
for Angela Kosta. She said, “It is 
the place where I can transform 
pain into words and fragility 
into strength. Writing allowed 
me to find myself again.”

(International Dickens Medal 
Winner and multilingual writer 
and poet Dr. Ratan Bha� achar-
jee is a former Affi  liate Faculty 

of Virginia Commonwealth 
University and Retd. Head Post 

Graduate Dept of English, Vir-
ginia Commonwealth University. 

He authored Twilight of Love, 
Oleander Blooms, and Six Feet 

Distance, among others. He may 
be contacted at profratanbhat-

tacharjee@gmail.com.)
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Essay 

Dr.Ruchida Barman 

India’s literary tradition 
has long been intertwined 
with the pursuit of peace—

inner, social, and universal. 
Across centuries, Indian poets 
have not merely crafted verses 
of aesthetic beauty but have 
articulated a vision of harmo-
ny that transcends divisions 
of caste, creed, language, and 
nation.Rooted in the concepts 
of ahimsa (non-violence) and 
vasudhaiva kutumbakam 
(the world as one family), 
Indian poetry has historical-
ly functioned as a vehicle for 
expressing ideals of harmony 
and coexistence.Their poetry 
becomes a quiet yet powerful 
resistance against conflict, a 
reminder that peace is both a 
personal journey and a collec-
tive responsibility.

Indian poetic traditions 
often merge the spiritual with 
the social. The articulation of 
peace is thus both inward-look-
ing—focusing on self-realisa-
tion—and outward-looking—
engaging with societal harmo-
ny. From the mystic strains of 
Kabir to the universal human-
ism of Rabindranath Tagore, 
Indian poets have consistent-
ly foregrounded the idea that 
peace begins within the self. 
Kabir’s dohas reject religious 
orthodoxy and emphasize 
unity, urging individuals to 
look beyond superficial dif-
ferences. His poetry dissolves 
boundaries, suggesting that 
true peace lies in recognizing 
the shared essence of human-
ity.

Similarly, Tagore’s works 
resonate with a profound belief 
in global harmony. In poems 
like Where the Mind is Without 
Fear, he envisions a world free 
from narrow domestic walls, 
where knowledge is open and 
truth prevails. For Tagore, 
peace is not passive; it is an 
active striving towards free-

dom—intellectual, emotional, 
and spiritual. His vision aligns 
with a universalist philosophy 
that situates India within a 
larger human community.

The lyrical voice of Sarojini 
Naidu adds another dimension 
to this discourse. Often called 
the “Nightingale of India,” 
Naidu’s poetry celebrates 
beauty, love, and cultural 
diversity. At the same time, 
her involvement in India’s 
freedom movement reflects a 
deep commitment to non-vi-
olent resistance. Her verses 
subtly reinforce the idea that 
peace is not the absence of 
struggle but the presence of 
justice and dignity.

In modern times, poets like 
A.K. Ramanujan and Gulzar 
have explored peace through 
introspection and everyday 
experiences. Their poetry often 
captures the quiet moments of 
reconciliation—within fami-
lies, relationships, and the self. 
Gulzar, in particular, uses sim-
plicity and metaphor to sug-
gest that peace can be found 
in small acts of understanding 
and empathy.

The influence of Indian poets 
extends beyond literature into 
the socio-political fabric of the 
nation. Many of their works 
echo the principles of non-vi-
olence and coexistence that 
shaped India’s freedom strug-
gle. Poetry becomes a medium 
through which resistance is 
expressed without aggression, 
and dissent is voiced without 
hatred.

What makes Indian poetry 
unique in its engagement 
with peace is its rootedness 
in diversity. India’s multilin-
gual and multicultural ethos 
finds expression in its poetic 
traditions, each contributing 
to a larger narrative of unity. 
Whether it is the Bhakti poets 
advocating devotion beyond 
ritual, or contemporary 
voices addressing communal 
tensions, the underlying mes-
sage remains consistent: peace 
is possible when we embrace 
plurality.

In today’s world, marked 
by conflict and fragmenta-
tion, the voices of Indian poets 
remain deeply relevant. They 
remind us that peace is not a 

distant ideal but a continuous 
practice—nurtured through 
compassion, dialogue, and 
self-awareness. Their words 
encourage us to listen more, 
judge less, and recognize the 
humanity in others.Ultimate-
ly, Indian poets teach us that 
peace is not merely a theme 
in poetry; it is the very soul 
of poetic expression. Through 
rhythm and reflection, they 
offer not just solace but a way 
forward—a vision of a world 
where harmony is not an 
exception, but a way of life.

Peace has been a central con-
cern in Indian philosophical 
and literary traditions. Rooted 
in the concepts of ahimsa 
(non-violence) and vasudhai-
va kutumbakam (the world as 
one family), Indian poetry has 
historically functioned as a 
vehicle for expressing ideals of 
harmony and coexistence. This 
paper seeks to investigate how 
Indian poets, across periods 
and linguistic traditions, have 
contributed to the discourse 
on peace. Poetry in India has 
never been confined to aesthet-
ic pleasure alone; rather, it has 
served as a means of ethical 
reflection and social critique. 
From devotional compositions 
to modernist introspections, 
poets have addressed issues 
of division, conflict, and rec-
onciliation, offering pathways 
towards a more harmonious 
existence.The relationship 
between literature and peace 
can be understood through 
interdisciplinary frameworks 
that connect literary studies 
with philosophy, ethics, and 
cultural studies. Peace, in 
this context, is not merely the 
absence of violence but a pos-
itive state of justice, equality, 
and inner equilibrium.

Indian poetic traditions 
often merge the spiritual with 
the social. The articulation of 
peace is thus both inward-look-
ing—focusing on self-realisa-
tion—and outward-looking—
engaging with societal har-
mony. This duality forms the 
basis of the present analysis.

The Bhakti movement 
marked a significant moment 
in Indian literary history, 
emphasizing devotion over 
ritual and unity over division. 

Kabir stands out as a key figure 
whose poetry challenges reli-
gious orthodoxy and advocates 
for a universal understanding 
of the divine.Kabir’s verses 
reject sectarian identities and 
highlight the futility of conflict 
based on religious differences. 
His poetry constructs a vision 
of peace rooted in spiritual 
unity, where the divine tran-
scends institutional bound-
aries. This approach not only 
critiques social fragmentation 
but also offers a framework for 
reconciliation.

The poetry of Rabindranath 
Tagore reflects a nuanced 
engagement with nationalism 
and global humanism. While 
deeply connected to the Indian 
freedom struggle, Tagore’s 
work resists narrow nation-
alism and instead promotes 
a vision of universal peace.
In texts such as Where the 
Mind is Without Fear, Tagore 
envisions a society free from 
fear, ignorance, and division. 
His poetic philosophy aligns 
with the idea that true peace 
requires intellectual freedom 
and moral courage. Tagore’s 
contribution lies in expanding 
the discourse of peace beyond 
national boundaries to encom-
pass global harmony.

Sarojini Naidu represents 
the intersection of poetry and 
political activism. Her involve-
ment in India’s independence 
movement, guided by princi-
ples of non-violence, is reflect-
ed in her literary works.
Naidu’s poetry, while lyrical 
and celebratory, also embodies 
a commitment to justice and 
dignity. Her articulation of 
peace is not passive but active-
ly engaged with the realities of 
colonial oppression. Through 
her dual role as poet and activ-
ist, she demonstrates how 
literature can contribute to 
socio-political transformation.

In the post-independence 
period, Indian poetry under-
goes a shift towards intro-
spection and individual 
experience. Poets like A.K. 
Ramanujan explore themes of 
identity, memory, and cultural 
negotiation. His work reflects 
the complexities of modern 

Voices That Heal Our Nation:
Indian Poets On Peace
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Re� ections 

Living in the Realm of Refl ections

Musaib Rouf 

Humans usually go with 
the assumptions that 
they live and interact 

with others within a world that 
is independent of them. Society 
appears to behave according 
to their own personalities and 
ideas. Concealed under these 
interactions lies a subtle phe-
nomenon - the social world 
often reflects the attitudes, 
expectations, and behaviors 
that individuals project into it. 
In many ways, we exist within 
a realm where our thoughts, 
perceptions, and actions shape 
the responses we receive from 
others. This is what I call living 
in the realm of reflections.

I found an idea related to this 
from Charles Horton Cooley, 
who talked about the concept 
of the "looking-glass self" in 
his book Human Nature and 
the Social Order. According 
to Cooley we figure out who 
we are by thinking about how 
others see us. We imagine how 
we come across to them. Then 
we guess what they might 
think about us. After that 
those imagined opinions affect 
how we feel about ourselves. 
In this sense society is like a 
mirror reflecting an image of 
ourselves that is created by our 
own thoughts and perceptions. 

Our perceptions are heavily 
shaped by our own thoughts 

that influence the way we see 
the world. In the book Medi-
tations on First Philosophy , 
a concept given by René Des-
cartes, “I think, therefore I 
am,” highlights how import-
ant thinking is in molding per-
ceptions of reality. Practically 
speaking, The way we think 
about people often affects how 
we behave toward them ; if 
we anticipate rudeness from 
others, we likely act distant, 
this behavior influences the 
response we get and in psy-
chology we call this Pygma-
lion effect or Rosenthal effect 
which describes how our 
beliefs about others shape our 
behavior towards them, which 
in turn causes them to act in 
ways that confirm our original 
beliefs.

Sociology also gives some 

interesting explanations for 
this. In The Presentation of 
Self in Everyday Life, sociolo-
gist Erving Goffman compares 
human interaction to a theat-
rical performance, suggest-
ing people alter their behav-
ior based on the situation. 
For example, someone who 
appears confident when meet-
ing new people may receive 
more respect or attention. 
whereas those who appear 
hesitant might be treated dif-
ferently . It shows that the way 
we carry ourselves directly 
influences how others respond 
to us. 

Psychology also backs up 
this idea . In the book Think-
ing, Fast and Slow, psycholo-
gist Daniel Kahneman explains 
that people often depend on 
their expectations when judg-

ing situations and these expec-
tation shape their behavior. 
When someone expects a neg-
ative reaction, they may act 
guarded or uneasy , which can 
actually lead to the very reac-
tion they feared. This pattern 
is often called a self-fulfilling 
prophecy. 

Human emotions work in 
a similar way. Robert Greene 
explains this in his book "The 
Laws of Human Nature" that 
people tend to reflect the emo-
tions they receive from others. 
kindness is often returned 
with kindness while anger is 
met with rage which creates 
conflict. The Roman emperor 
and Stoic philosopher Marcus 
Aurelius wrote something sim-
ilar in Meditations “the soul 
becomes dyed with the color 
of its thoughts.” Similar idea 
appears which suggests that 
our minds take on the tone of 
our thoughts, meaning what 
we think and feel shapes how 
we experience the world.

When we put all these ideas 
together it becomes clear that 
our social world is not entire-
ly separate from us. The way 
we think, behave respond and 
present ourselves can alter 
others responses. While we 
cannot control everything 
others do our attitudes and 
expectations still shape inter-
actions. In that sense we are 
not just living among people. 
We are living in a realm of 
reflections, where the world, 
around us often responds to 
what we bring into it.

(The author is persuing AS 
Levels at Foundation World 

School, Mamath 1028.musaib-
rouf@foundationworldschool.

com)

existence, where peace is 
often fragmented and elusive.
Similarly, Gulzar brings a 
contemporary sensibility to 
the theme of peace. His poetry 
captures everyday moments 
of connection and reconcilia-
tion, suggesting that peace can 
be found in the ordinary. The 
focus shifts from grand narra-
tives to intimate experiences, 
highlighting the micro-dimen-
sions of harmony. 

A comparative analysis of 
these poets reveals both conti-

nuity and change in the repre-
sentation of peace. While early 
poetry emphasizes spiritual 
unity and devotion, modern 
works engage with psycho-
logical and social dimensions. 
Despite these shifts, the core 
idea of peace as a fundamen-
tal human value remains con-
stant. Indian poetry’s engage-
ment with peace is deeply 
influenced by the country’s 
cultural diversity. The multi-
plicity of languages, religions, 
and traditions enriches poetic 

expression, enabling a more 
inclusive vision of harmony. 
This plurality is not seen as a 
source of conflict but as a foun-
dation for coexistence.

Indian poets have played 
a crucial role in shaping the 
discourse on peace, offering 
insights that are both timeless 
and contextually relevant. 
Their works demonstrate that 
poetry can serve as a medium of 
resistance, reflection, and rec-
onciliation.In an era marked 
by global tensions and social 

divisions, the voices of Indian 
poets continue to provide valu-
able perspectives on achiev-
ing harmony. By bridging the 
personal and the political, the 
spiritual and the social, Indian 
poetry reaffirms the possibility 
of peace as a lived reality. 

(Dr. Ruchida Barman is HOD  
English Dept of JECRC Univer-
sity, Rajasthan and an eminent 
writer, translator and poet. She 

is published globally.)
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Health Digest

Dr Sameer Ul Haq 

Cervical cancer remains 
one of the most prevent-
able yet nonetheless 

common cancers affecting 
women, second after breast 
cancer. It develops in the cells 
of cervix, the lower part of the 
uterus and usually progress-
es slowly over several years. 
What makes this disease par-
ticularly concerning is that in 
its early stages, it often pro-
duces no symptoms. By the 
time signs such as abnormal 
vaginal bleeding, pelvic pain, 
or unusual discharge appear, 
the disease may already be 
in an advanced stage. This 
silent progression is one of 
the major reasons why cervi-
cal cancer continues to claim 
lives, especially in regions 
where awareness and screen-
ing are limited. The primary 
cause of cervical cancer is 
persistent infection with the 
human papillomavirus (HPV). 
HPV is a very common virus 
transmitted through skin-to-
skin contact, most often during 
sexual activity. In fact, most 
people are exposed to HPV at 
some point in their lives, but 
the body’s immune system 
clears the infection in the 
majority of cases. However, in 
some women, certain high-risk 
strains of HPV, especially types 
16 and 18 remain in the body 
and gradually cause chang-
es in the cervical cells. Over 
time, these changes progress 
from precancerous lesions to 
invasive cancer if not detected 
and managed early. There are 
several factors, that increase 
the risk of developing cervical 
cancer. Early onset of sexual 
activity, multiple sexual part-
ners, poor genital hygiene, 
long-term use of oral contra-
ceptives, smoking, and weak-
ened immunity all contrib-
ute to the persistence of HPV 
infection. Additionally, lack 
of access to regular screening 
services such as Pap smears 
or HPV testing plays a crucial 
role. In many cases, women are 
diagnosed late simply because 
they were never screened 
during the early, treatable 
stages of the disease.

From a public health perspec-
tive, cervical cancer stands out 
because it is largely prevent-
able with vaccination directly 
targeting its root cause. The 
combination of awareness, 
screening and vaccination 
can significantly reduce both 
deaths and burden. Among 
these, HPV vaccination has 
emerged as a game-changer. 
The vaccine works by protect-
ing against the most common 
high-risk HPV types (16 & 18) 
responsible for the majority of 
cervical cancer cases. When 
administered before exposure 
to the virus ideally in early 
adolescence, it offers very 
high levels of protection. The 
recommended age for HPV 
vaccination is between 9 and 14 
years, as the immune response 
is strongest during this period 
and most individuals have not 
yet been exposed to the virus. 
The vaccine stimulates the 

body to produce antibodies 
against these high-risk HPV 
types. If a vaccinated individ-
ual is later exposed to HPV, 
these antibodies neutralize 
the virus before it can infect 
cervical cells. The vaccine is 
safe, effective, and has been 
used globally for many years 
with strong evidence support-
ing its role in reducing HPV 
infections and related cancers. 
Global evidence shows that 
high coverage and sustained 
implementation are important, 
as countries like Australia are 
now close to eliminating cervi-
cal cancer due to widespread 
vaccination, while places 
like Hong Kong have success-
fully adopted school-based 
programmes for awareness, 
screening and vaccination. In 
India, cervical cancer remains 
a major public health concern, 
especially in rural and under-
served communities. Factors 

such as low awareness, social 
stigma, and limited access 
to healthcare have histori-
cally slowed the adoption of 
preventive measures. Initial 
HPV vaccination efforts also 
faced challenges after reports 
of deaths among vaccinated 
girls. Although investigations 
later confirmed no direct link 
to the vaccine, the incident cre-
ated fear and delayed progress. 
Encouragingly, the situation is 
now improving, with increas-
ing emphasis on integrating 
HPV vaccination into public 
health programs.

A major step forward in this 
direction is the recent launch 
of the HPV vaccination cam-
paign in Jammu & Kashmir. 
This initiative represents not 
just the introduction of a vac-
cine, but a broader commit-
ment to protecting the health 
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Poetry

INNOCENCE WITH THE 
BOW AND ARROW 

Sihem Hammouda

 They disrobed him of his 
innocence
And ordained him a soldier.
They smashed his childhood 
dreams
Under their giant feet,
Then scattered them
Along the mantle of a heart-
less life.
They effaced his good name
And carved on his fragile 
heart
A bow and arrow.
 His shrieks torment the 
serenity of

The river’s ripples,
And the gracious wind longs 
for
His gentle laughter.
From afar, the moon was 
watching
A tormented mother
Wandering the rosy earth,
Chasing her toddler’s fading 
perfume.

(Sihem Hamouda is a Tuni-
sian writer and translator. She 
is the author of the novel The 

Tunnel Girl (Al-Amina Publish-
ing), the short story collection 
The Bu� on Thief, and the chil-
dren’s book Haroun, the Brave 

Explorer (both published by 
Washma). As a translator, she 

specialises in Arabic-to-En-
glish literary works, including 

Dr Mohammad Iqbal Harb’s 
The Truth and Fadhila Mel-

hag’s Outside the Field of 
Discovery.)

OF WAR

Salman Sowdagar

War is weird. 
When it appeared…
People were feared,
Their eyes were teared, 
And with blood, their faces 

were smeared.
For the world was seared, 
And towards hell, it was 

steered.

War is wrong.
It does not belong,
To a particular throng.
It’s not the work of the 

strong, 
But of people who are head-

long,

Whose thinking is oblong.
Why should it then be 

among? 
And why do we take it 

along…
For days, years, lifelong?
It’s high time we strike the 

gong,
And sing a peace song!

(Salman Sowdagar is 
a published author from 

Hyderabad, India. He was 
awarded the 2nd prize in the 

International Open Univer-
sity’s Poetry Competition in 
2024. He was on-air to read 

his poem ‘Why Am I Dark’ on 
Bol Hyderabad 90.4 FM radio, 

which is broadcasted from 
the University of Hyderabad. 

His work has appeared in 
numerous magazines and 

anthologies, and his author 
bio was included in the book 
Who’s Who of Emerging Writ-

ers 2021 (SweetyCat Press, 
USA). He holds a Master’s in 

English from MANUU.)

of young girls and future gen-
erations. By bringing the vac-
cine closer to communities, 
the program aims to overcome 
barriers of access, awareness, 
and affordability. The rollout 
in Jammu & Kashmir follows 
a community-focused, school-
based approach inspired by 
successful models like Hong 
Kong. Schools are serving as 
key platforms for awareness 
generation, screening and 
vaccination. With just the 
first month of implementa-
tion, over 1000 adolescent girls 
have already been vaccinated, 
with an ambitious target of 
1.35 lakh girls across all 20 
districts through 192 vaccina-
tion centres. Frontline health 
workers, including ASHAs 
and Anganwadi workers, are 
playing a critical role in mobi-
lizing families, educating par-
ents, and addressing concerns 
related to vaccine safety. One 
of the important aspects of 
this campaign is the focus on 
awareness. In many communi-
ties, misconceptions about vac-
cines particularly those relat-
ed to reproductive health can 
create hesitation. Addressing 
these concerns requires clear 
communication, trust-build-

ing, and involvement of local 
leaders and healthcare provid-
ers. By engaging communities 
directly, the program aims to 
create a supportive environ-
ment where vaccination is seen 
as a protective and responsible 
choice. Another strength of the 
rollout is its integration with 
existing health systems. The 
HPV vaccination drive is being 
aligned with routine immuni-
zation services and adolescent 
health programs, which helps 
ensure sustainability. This 
approach not only improves 
coverage but also strengthens 
the overall healthcare delivery 
system. The impact of such a 
campaign extends beyond indi-
vidual protection. When a large 
proportion of the population is 
vaccinated, the circulation of 
the virus decreases, providing 
indirect protection to others as 
well. Over time, this can lead 
to a significant reduction in 
cervical cancer cases, easing 
the burden on healthcare sys-
tems and improving quality of 
life for women. However, vac-
cination alone is not enough. 
Screening must continue to 
be emphasized as a comple-
mentary strategy. Simple and 
cost-effective methods such as 

Pap smears and HPV testing 
can detect precancerous chang-
es early, allowing timely treat-
ment. Strengthening screening 
services at the primary health-
care level is essential, partic-
ularly in rural and remote 
areas of Jammu & Kashmir. 
The success of the HPV vacci-
nation campaign in Jammu & 
Kashmir will depend on sus-
tained efforts, strong monitor-
ing, and community participa-
tion. It requires collaboration 
between healthcare providers, 
educators, policymakers, and 
the public. Parents play a cru-
cial role in ensuring that their 
children receive the vaccine, 
while healthcare workers must 
continue to provide accurate 
information and reassurance. 
This initiative also reflects a 
broader shift in public health 
from treating disease to pre-
venting it. By investing in pre-
ventive strategies like vaccina-
tion, the focus moves towards 
long-term health outcomes 
and cost-effective care. It is an 
approach that not only saves 
lives but also reduces the eco-
nomic and social burden asso-
ciated with chronic diseases 
like cancer.

Cervical cancer should no 

longer be a disease that claims 
lives due to lack of awareness 
or access to care. With the tools 
now available such as vaccines, 
screening methods, and com-
munity-based programs elim-
ination is an achievable goal. 
Before elimination, the focus 
of the campaign should be on 
sustained implementation. If 
sustained with commitment 
and community support, this 
campaign has the potential to 
transform women’s health in 
the region. It sends a strong 
message that prevention is pos-
sible, protection is accessible, 
and a future free from cervical 
cancer is within reach. HPV 
vaccination is a key preven-
tive measure against cervical 
cancer. We all should actively 
encourage parents of adoles-
cents to choose vaccination to 
safeguard their reproductive 
health. Now is the time for par-
ents to take action, to choose 
prevention over risk, and pro-
tection over uncertainty. Let’s 
raise our voices together and 
say a strong, united “Yes To 
Protection”.

“One vaccine - for a girl 
today, a future mother tomor-
row, and a healthier family 
ahead.”
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Poetry
LET ME LIVE!

Monalisa Parida

Oh! Selfish!
Don’t be cruel. 

I am a girl. 
Who fights against society 
everyday. 
Being a girl is not easy. 
She carries a flood of responsi-
bilities. 
A mother, 
A sister, 
A daughter,
A wife. 
I am not a girl but a special one. 
Felt by none, 
Lived by some. 

Oh! Egoistic!
Don’t kill me. 

Let me live, 
Let me breathe, 
Let me out, 
Don’t let me forgo.

Let me fly like a butterfly, 
Let me shine like a Sun,
Let me swim like a fish. 

My cry, 
My laugh,
And my walk,
All are waiting to come.
I am a flower, not a thorn,
Don’t kill me, before I born. 

Let me enter your home, 
Let me come into this world. 
If you kill me before I come, 
You will never be pardoned. 

Oh! Prideful!
Let me be born.

(Monalisa Parida is an Assis-
tant Professor of English at Tem-

plecity Institute of Engineering 
and Technology, Taraboi, 

Khordha, Odisha, and a prolifi c 
poetess. Active on social media, 
her poems have been translated 

into multiple languages and 
published in numerous interna-

tional e-journals, including New 
York Parrot, The Writers Club 

(USA), Suriyadoya Literary Foun-
dation, Kabita Minar, Indian Peri-

odical (India), Offl  ine Thinker, 
The Gorkha Times (Nepal), The 
Light House (Portugal), Bharat-

vision (Romania), and Atunis-
poetry.com (Singapore). She 

has received 100 international 
awards for her poetry�)

BATTLEFIELDS 

Lakshmi Kant Mukul 

Warriors no longer step 
into battle
with arrows and flashing 
swords.
No thunder of hooves,
no elephants crying 
through the dust
no Kurukshetra echoes 
anymore.
Modern missiles
have rewritten the gram-
mar of war.
Battles are no longer 
fought
for a stretch of land,
nor for the abduction of a 
queen,
nor even in the name of 
honor
or the defense of a culture.
Now wars are born
in the fevered minds
of erratic dictators.
Today, wars are waged
for oil wells,
for buried minerals,
for the dark trade of nar-
cotics.
Soldiers descend
from water, from earth, 
from sky
ripping into the skin of 
others,
like wolves
who, in the frenzy of tear-
ing flesh,
find their own bodies
being stripped bare.

(Lakshmi Kant Mukul 
is an Indian writer, poet, 

critic, and rural historian 
from Rohtas, Bihar. Writ-

ing since 1993, he has 
published three Hindi 
books, contributed to 

numerous anthologies 
and journals, and writes in 
Hindi, Urdu, and Bhojpuri, 
with self-translations into 

English. His works include 
the poetry collections Lal 

Chonch Wale Panchhi and 
Ghis Raha Hai Dhan Ka 

Katora, and the rural histo-
ry book Yatrion Ke Najriye 

Mein Shahabad. A recip-
ient of honours such as 

the Aarambh Samman and 
the Hindi Sevi Samman, 

he is widely recognised as 
a farmer-poet with deep 

insight into rural transfor-
mation.)

ODE TO THE PEACE HERO

Dimitris P. Kraniotis (Greece)

You were born once
For a thousand revolutions
You died once
With a thousand resurrections

You enlightened eternal ideals
Into chests full of dreams
You blew poets’ words
Into harmonious winds

You got hurt by faceless 
wounds
And slapped injustices
You fought for freedom
And won for peace

(Dimitris P. Kraniotis was 
born in Larissa Prefecture in 

Greece and grew up in Stomio 
(Larissa). He studied Medicine 

at the Aristotle University 
of Thessaloniki. He lives in 

Larissa (Greece) and works 
as a medical doctor (internal 

medicine specialist). He is the 
author of 12 poetry books and 

his poems have been trans-
lated into 40 languages. He 

participated in International 
Poetry Festivals around the 
World. He is Doctor of Liter-
ature, Academician in Italy, 

President of the 22nd World 
Congress of Poets (UPLI), 

President of the World Poets 
Society (WPS), Director of the 
Mediterranean Poetry Festival 

(Larissa, Greece) and Chairman 
of the Writers for Peace Com-

mi� ee of PEN Greece.)

AFTER THE WAR

Dr Rukhaya Mohammad Kunhi 

After the war,
you will realize,
nation
is an amorphous mass
–Imagined communities–
Or like Žižek,
I would say,
‘You stole some thing
that i did not posses,
in the first place,’
Only humanity is universal,
that unfortunately
we sink for fun,
like ships.

After the war,
I would like to ask
the country
that adopted me,
As you pressed
verses upon me,
did you not heed
to the verses yourself:
“When you judge between 
people/
judge with justice,” [4:58]
“stand firm in justice,
it be against yourselves,
or parents and relatives,” [ 
4:135]
establish weight in justice,
do not make
deficient the balance,” [55:7-9]

God commands justice,

and fair dealing…” [16:90]
“O you who believe,
be bearers
of witness with justice!” 
[Quran, 5:8]

All the perfumes of Arabia
will not wash these hands of 
yours…

Statesmanship does not hold
when stateless nations
float like oil
above the waters

After the war,
you will realize ,
it was a war against yourself:
Against the water,
desalinized tears,
the sweat of your toil.
Against the air, you inhale,
against the land,
that was your s(p)oil
And when it is too late,
when the wells run dry
and the last flame gutters in 
oil,
you realize–
everything was a luxury

The moon also
fails to reflect tonight….

(Dr Rukhaya Mohammad Kunhi is a poet/critic/
speaker. She is the recipient of the Reuel Interna-
tional Prize for Poetry 2021, and the Women-Em-
powered India (WE) Gifted Poet Award 2020. In 
2016, she was listed as IWI’s Incredible Women 
Writers of India. She was catalogued among the 
best late Indian 20th century essayists like Arun 

Shourie, M.J. Akbar, Pankaj Mishra , Arundhati 
Roy, Amit Chaudhuri, A.K. Ramanujan, etc by 

the Humanities Institute, USA. In 2023, she was 
listed as 100 Inspiring Muslim Women of Kerala 

by RBTC, a global initiative. In 2025, she was 
endowed with the Samam Mahila Ratnam Woman 

Empowerment Award instituted by the Depart-
ment of Cultural Afairs, Govt. of Kerala in collab-

oration with Kasaragod District Panchayath.)
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