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Critical Essay

Showkat Shafi  

Rooted deeply in the 
cultural soil of Kash-
mir yet open to global 

thought, Rehman Rahi (1925- 
2023) infused his verse with 
philosophical depth, lyrical 
beauty, and an acute aware-
ness of the human condition. 
His poetry often traverses the 
delicate terrain between life 
and death, transience and eter-
nity, longing and fulfillment, 
positioning him not only as a 
chronicler of his people’s sen-
sibilities but also as a voice of 
Universal resonance. In his 
works, the rhythms of Kash-
miri speech meet the timeless 
questions that have preoccu-
pied the greatest poets of the 
world, making him , an endur-
ing presence in both regional 
and global literary discourse.

To understand such context 
of this thought and philosophy 
I am presenting  excerpts of my 
paper on one of his very famous 
poems Sona lanki paeth (At 
Sona lank) written in 1956, pub-
lished in his collection Now 
rouz saba.This review paper 
by me of the poem was read 
out at a two day seminar on 
life and works of Rahman Rahi 
organized  few months back by 
Sahitya Academy New Delhi in 
collaboration with University 
of Kashmir.

Rehman Rahi often turned 
to the familiar beauty of his 
homeland to think about the 
biggest questions of life. In his 
poem Soni Lanki Paeth (“On 
Sona Lank”), he begins not 
with philosophy but with a 
scene, vivid, local, alive with 
color and sound. Yet, as the 
poem unfolds, we realize the 
scene is a doorway to some-
thing larger: questions about 
the meaning of life, the finality 
of death, and the longing for 
something that lasts forever.

The  very opening of Soni 
Lanki Paeth is full of life:

Az hana Bronthai pahan 
akhtab louse 

schouk shafquk su kayour 
naar loet loet soor gow 

Today the sun set sooner 
than usual…

 the blazing horizon slowly 
turned ashen like the fire of the 

fir tree 
We see the moonrise over 

Dal Lake, waves breaking, 
shikaras gliding, and the land-
marks of Srinagar, Shalimar 
and Tel Bal, framed in golden 
light. 

And then he uses a one liner 
to convey that silence, that 
calm, that tranquility needed 
to give rise to that deep think-
ing which is the hall mark of 
the poem. 

Your watith schoor shehruk 
paen panai koul gachaan

(The cities noise falls dum 
here )

And then he invites us also 
to join him. 

Akh Dama yeth lanki paeth 
beh wutch tamasha maen 
paeth

“Come, sit a while on this 
isle and look around.”

This is not just a descrip-
tion. By fixing our attention 
to  this beauty, Rahi makes 
us feel its value. And because 

beauty always passes, he sets 
up the question: how can we 
hold on to this? The local scene 
becomes the ground for a uni-
versal meditation.

The poem’s structure fol-
lows a clear journey:

 Celebration: full of colors, 
music, and images like Tarkun 
Masti chi taraen Man Barith 
(“drunkenness dripped from 
the eyelids of the stars”).

Shared memory: he recalls 
the lovers, poets, and dreamers 
who have visited Sona Lank 
before.

Interrogation: the mood 
changes, and he begins asking:

Kya ye marguk yup niya 
maeti mool praetith aakrus

Will the tide of death sweep 
me away too?

By taking us from joy to 
memory to fear, Rahi makes 
us feel the emotional shift. It 
is what Cleanth Brooks, Amer-
ican critic and professor calls 
“poetry as an experience”  the 

poem’s shape and images do 
the thinking for us.

Rahi doesn’t state abstract 
truths; he makes us feel them. 
Personified nature; stars with 
eyelids, a breeze that whispers 
to the Dal, Accumulation of 
losses; bulbuls “flown away,” 
springs, smeared by autumn.

One of his sharpest images is 
the ‘door of death’s cage’ a pic-
ture of finality. ( motkis pan-
jrus chaena adwess ti rozaan 
daer zanh)  Another is death 
“trapped, like a silkworm, by 
its own doing”, a small hope 
that death itself could be 
undone.( paet kim saen paeth 
kar gachi moot panni kar sazi 
manz aseer )

These images turn deep 
philosophy into something 
we can see, touch, and almost 
hold. Life in Soni Lanki Paeth 
is about shared moments and 
sensory delight: lovers meeting 
under the moon, friends watch-
ing the lake, the shimmer of 
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water at night. But every image 
is edged with the knowledge 
that it will end.That tension, 
joy against time, is what makes 
the celebration so intense. It is 
beauty made sharper because 
it is fleeting.

In the poem’s final part, 
death becomes the main focus. 
Rahi asks:

Kya bi wutchna dunyihuk 
gachi potulakan zanh

 “Will I never see the light of 
the day again?”

And interestingly with all 
sadness he has already pre-
pared the reader for answers:

Yus akha gow, wai su gow, 
afsoos gow

Kanh Jala chuni tori zanh 
pheerith yiwaan 

 “Alas! one who departs goes 
away for good.

No one ever returns from 
there!”

By refusing to give a false 
hope, Rahi instead keeps the 
longing for immortality alive.
The question is not solved and 
that is the point. It remains an 
open wound.

Here is where Rahi connects 
with many great world poets 
,some of whom like T S Eliot, 
he was greatly influenced by as 
well. I will relate to few of them 
because of the paucity of time. 

 “Every fair from fair some-
time declines,

By chance, or nature’s 
changing course, untrimmed.” 

(Shakespeare Sonnet 18)
“And nothing Against times 

scythe can make defiance”  
(Shakespeare sonnet 12 ) 

Crooked eclipses against his 
glory fight 

And nothing stands but for 
his scythe to mow 

(Shakespeare (sonnet 60)
In Whispers of Immortality, 

T. S. Eliot speaks of “the skull 
beneath the skin” the remind-
er that death is always pres-
ent and  hides beneath all life. 
Eliot’s voice is cooler, ironic; 
Rahi’s is warmer, personal. 
But both reject easy answers 
and keep the awareness of 
death present even in beauty.

For this paper, I have used 
the English  translation of the 
poem from the book “Waeth is 
not asleep”, poems of Rehman 
Rhi published by Department 
of English University of Kash-
mir.The introduction to the 
book is interesting. In the 
very introduction it  pointedly 
substantiates what I discussed 
about the poem earlier.

 “ In fact Rahi is the first 
Kashmir poet of the twenti-
eth century to develop a dis-

tinctively modernized poetic 
idiom, an idiom that reflects 
his leaning towards western 
literary modernism. Existen-
tially despairing, higly allu-
sive and densely symbolic, his 
poetry is an interplay of these 
intersecting strands.The per-
spective is that of a skeptical 
ironic persona looking at life 
as an irresolvable yet sublime 
enigma.

John Crowe Ransom Ameri-
can educator poet essayist and 
Editor said this about poets: 
‘A poet should be considered 
as nothing short of a desper-
ate ontological or metaphys-
ical maneuver .’Rahi’s poem 
is exactly that : ‘a maneuver 
to make meaning in the face 
of death’. Cleanth Brooks, 
American literary critic and 
professor argued that great 
poetry can’t be reduced to a 
statement; it is the experience. 
Soni Lanki Paeth is not a lec-
ture about death and immortal-

ity. It is the act of sitting on an 
island, watching beauty fade, 
feeling the desire for it to last, 
and hearing the unanswerable 
questions in your own mind. 
And Rahi has succeeded in 
conveying  this all through his 
command over language and 
the idiom. 

 And noted Kashmiri Critic 
Prof Majrooh Rashid is in 
agreement to that. He writes in 
Shiraza, Vol. 61, Rahi Number 
).“Though imbued with a Pla-
tonic spirit, Rahi, in his poem 
Sonalank Paeth, remains 
mindful that an idea alone 
does not make a poem; its true 
essence can only be unveiled 
through a masterful command 
of language. 

In Soni Lanki Paeth, 
Rehman Rahi though his 
command on language turns 
a familiar Kashmiri scene  
at Dal into a stage for one of 
humanity’s oldest struggles, 
the wish to hold on to life and 

beauty in the face of death. He 
stands alongside poets like 
Shakespeare, jhon  Keats, and 
T S Eliot and many other great 
world poets  in addressing the 
cruelty of time and the longing 
for something beyond it. But 
while as Shakespeare, Keats, 
Eliot and others try to hammer 
the monstrous head of death by 
finding refuge in triumph of art 
over time and death. Rehman 
Rahis tone on the other hand is 
tender, personal, and unafraid 
to leave the question open. 

Wai Kar Gachi Ath Tilsima-
tus Nanaer 

Kar Gachen Azlik ti abdik 
Nokti hal

Zindigani Sapdi Kar Haesil 
Kamaal

Kar chu insaanus banun 
Wun la zawaal

(And when will this curtain 
of enchantment rise?

When will we solve the mys-
teries of the beginning and  the 
end ?

Will life ever attain fulfill-
ment?

Will man ever become 
immortal?”)

He leaves us where he 
began , looking at beauty, feel-
ing its value, and knowing it 
will pass. In that space, his 
poem becomes its own form 
of immortality, not because 
it defeats time, but because it 
holds a single moment of life 
so fully that we feel it across 
generations.

One needs to read Rahi’s 
meditations on transience, 
uncertainty, and the human 
search for meaning  as some-
thing which arise from the 
universal condition of long-
ing, a desire, voiced in the 
idiom of the common man, 
to understand one’s place in 
the vast design of existence. 
Rahi’s faith stands where 
it always stood, unshaken. 
What he offers is not doubt, 
but a poetic exploration of the 
spaces between human frailty 
and divine mystery, between 
the temporal and the eternal. 
It is precisely this rootedness 
in belief, coupled with his 
empathetic engagement with 
the anxieties of the everyday 
soul, that makes his work both 
profoundly Kashmiri and res-
onant with the larger human 
story.

The writer is an academic, 
columnist, critic, and blogger, 

and a former faculty member at 
the Media Education Research 

Centre (MERC), University of 
Kashmir. He can be reached at 

showkatshafi .com.
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Dr Ratan Bhattacharjee

We reached North Car-
olina in our family 
car. Staying at the 

Crystal Coast Oceanfront Hotel 
was one of the most refreshing 
experiences of our journey 
along the North Carolina coast. 
The hotel stood facing the vast 
Atlantic Ocean, and every 
morning the sound of waves 
entered our room like soft 
music from nature itself. But 
the most memorable moments 
were the hours we spent on 
the sea beach just outside the 
hotel.

One evening, as the golden 
sun slowly descended toward 
the horizon, we walked bare-
foot across the warm sand. 
The ocean stretched endlessly 
before us, glowing under the 
fading sunlight. Cool sea breeze 
touched our faces gently, car-
rying the smell of salt and sea-
weed. The rhythmic sound of 
waves crashing upon the shore 
created an atmosphere of peace 
that city life can never offer.

Children were running 
joyfully near the water while 
a few fishermen stood quiet-
ly with their rods facing the 
sea. Seagulls floated above 
us in the crimson sky. The 
beach appeared both lively 
and serene at the same time. 
We sat together on the soft 
sand watching the changing 
colors of the sky—from blue to 
orange, then pink and violet. 
Every moment felt magical.

Soon the tide came closer 
and the cold water touched our 
feet. Walking along the shore-
line became deeply soothing. 
Tiny shells glittered under the 
wet sand while waves washed 
away our footprints almost 
instantly. That disappearing 
trail on the sand strangely 
reminded me of the fleeting 
nature of human life and travel 
itself.

As darkness slowly covered 
the beach, lights from distant 
hotels flickered softly along 
the coastline. The moon rose 
above the ocean, creating a 
silver path upon the water. We 
remained there silently for a 
long time listening only to the 
sea. It felt as if the ocean was 
speaking an ancient language 
beyond words.

Our beach time near the 
Crystal Coast Oceanfront Hotel 
became not merely a leisure 
experience but a deeply per-
sonal memory filled with calm-
ness, beauty, and emotional 
renewal. On one morning over 
there we planned to visit Cape 
Hatteras Lighthouse and never 
imagined that it would be an 
ever-enduring memory for us. 
My granddaughter was super 
excited.

The journey to the legend-
ary Cape Hatteras Lighthouse 
began long before we caught 
our first glimpse of its towering 
black-and-white spiral rising 
above the windswept dunes of 
the Outer Banks. For years I 
had seen photographs of this 
iconic American lighthouse 
standing like a vigilant senti-
nel beside the restless Atlantic 
Ocean, guiding sailors through 
dangerous waters known for 

centuries as the “Graveyard 
of the Atlantic.” Yet no photo-
graph could truly prepare us 
for the emotional and visual 
experience of standing before 
this majestic structure where 
history, nature, sea, wind, and 
human courage meet in unfor-
gettable harmony.

Our journey started from 
Glen Allen last week on a 
bright summer morning. As 
my son-in-law drove south-
ward toward the coast of North 
Carolina, the landscape slowly 
changed character. Busy urban 
roads gradually gave way to 
long stretches of marshland, 
coastal forests, fishing villages, 
and endless skies. There was 
already a feeling that we were 
leaving behind the ordinary 
rhythms of daily life and enter-
ing a more elemental world 
shaped by tides, storms, and 
centuries of maritime history.

On reaching the hotel 
we first had our lunch with 
sandwiches and coffee. In the 
afternoon we headed toward 
the beach. Drones over our 
heads were ensuring safety. 
My granddaughter was very 
busy collecting pink shells and 
playing football on the sand. 
We all helped her in making 
her castle on the shore.

Crossing the bridges toward 
the Outer Banks in our car the 
next morning itself felt almost 
dreamlike. Water shimmered 
on both sides of the road. The 
vastness of the Atlantic min-
gled with inland sounds and 
estuaries, creating a landscape 
where earth and sea seemed 
inseparable. The air carried a 
salty freshness that instantly 
awakened the senses. Pelicans 
glided silently over the water 
while fishing boats rocked 
gently near wooden docks.

We stopped several times 
along the route simply to 
absorb the beauty of the coast-
al scenery. The Outer Banks 
possessed a wild openness 
rarely found in crowded tour-
ist destinations. Even the wind 
felt different here—stronger, 
cleaner, freer.

As we moved farther south 
toward Hatteras Island, the 
atmosphere became increas-
ingly dramatic. Sand dunes 
stretched beside the highway 
like pale golden waves frozen 
in time. Sea oats bent grace-
fully in the wind. Small beach 
houses stood elevated on stilts 
as protection against hurri-
canes and tidal surges. Every-
where nature reminded visi-
tors that this region exists in 
constant dialogue with the sea.

Then, suddenly, we saw it.
Far above the trees and 

dunes rose the magnificent 
striped tower of the Cape Hat-
teras Lighthouse. Its spiral 
black-and-white pattern 
stood out vividly against the 
blue sky. There was some-
thing almost surreal about its 
appearance. The lighthouse 
seemed not merely a building 
but a living presence watching 
over the coastline with time-
less dignity. Even from a dis-
tance it inspired awe.

We parked near the visitor 
area and walked slowly toward 
the lighthouse grounds. The 
closer we approached, the 
more imposing the structure 
appeared. At over two hun-
dred feet tall, it is the tallest 
brick lighthouse in the United 
States. Standing beneath it, one 
feels astonishingly small. The 
spiral pattern creates a sense 
of movement, almost as if the 

Travelogue

Our Visit to Cape Hatteras 
Lighthouse in North Carolina
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Travelogue
tower itself is rotating upward 
toward the heavens. The sun-
light striking its surface inten-
sified the contrast between the 
black and white bands, making 
the lighthouse appear both ele-
gant and powerful.

Around us tourists from dif-
ferent parts of the world moved 
quietly, taking photographs 
and gazing upward in admi-
ration. Children ran excitedly 
across the grass while elder-
ly visitors sat on benches 
enjoying the ocean breeze. Yet 
despite the presence of visitors, 
the place retained a serene 
solemnity. The lighthouse 
carried within its walls gener-
ations of maritime memory—
shipwrecks, storms, rescues, 
and lonely nights of vigilance.

Inside the visitor centre 
we learned more about the 
remarkable history of the 
lighthouse. The dangerous 
waters off the Outer Banks 
had long terrified sailors 
because shifting sandbars and 
violent storms caused count-
less shipwrecks. This perilous 
region became known as the 
“Graveyard of the Atlantic.” 
To protect mariners, the orig-
inal lighthouse was built in 
the early nineteenth century. 
However, coastal erosion grad-
ually threatened the structure, 
leading to the construction of 
the current lighthouse in 1870.

One of the most fascinat-
ing aspects of its history was 
the dramatic relocation of the 
lighthouse in 1999. Because the 
advancing ocean endangered 
the foundation, engineers 
undertook the extraordinary 
task of moving the entire mas-
sive structure nearly half a 
mile inland. The success of 
this operation became one 
of the greatest engineering 
achievements in preservation 
history. Listening to the story, 
we felt deep admiration for the 
determination to protect this 
historic beacon for future gen-
erations.

The climb to the top of the 
lighthouse became the emo-
tional highlight of our visit. 
Ascending the narrow spiral 
staircase was both exciting 
and exhausting. Step after step 
wound upward through the 
brick interior. Small windows 
allowed occasional glimpses of 
sunlight and distant sea. The 
climb demanded patience, 
yet every upward movement 
increased anticipation.

But it was restricted.
We climbed it in our imagi-

nation. Yes, in imagination we 

rose higher, the sounds below 
gradually faded. The atmo-
sphere inside the tower felt 
strangely timeless. One could 
almost imagine the footsteps of 
old lighthouse keepers climb-
ing these same stairs decades 
ago during stormy nights to 
maintain the great beacon 
guiding ships through dark-
ness.

Finally we imagined we 
reached the top.

The view from above was 
breathtaking beyond words. 
The Atlantic Ocean stretched 
endlessly toward the horizon, 
shimmering under the after-
noon sun. Waves rolled rhyth-
mically toward the shore with 
hypnotic beauty. On one side 
lay the vast open sea; on the 
other stretched the fragile 
ribbon of the Outer Banks with 
its dunes, forests, villages, and 
winding roads. The wind at the 
summit was fierce and exhil-
arating. It seemed to carry 
centuries of maritime stories 
within its invisible currents.

Standing there high above 
the coastline, one is bound 
to feel a profound sense of 
humility before nature. The 
sea appeared magnificent 
yet dangerous, beautiful yet 
unpredictable. It became easy 
to understand why sailors once 
depended so completely upon 
lighthouses. Before modern 
navigation technology, these 
towers were literally symbols 
of survival and hope. During 
storms and darkness, the light-
house beam represented safety 
amid terror.

The lighthouse lantern 
itself fascinated us deeply. The 
enormous Fresnel lens, with 
its intricate glass structure, 
reflected extraordinary crafts-
manship from another era. It 
reminded us that technology 
once possessed a kind of artis-
tic beauty often absent from 
modern machines. The lens 
transformed light into salva-
tion for countless sailors navi-
gating treacherous waters.

After descending from the 
tower that we climbed for fun, 
we walked along nearby trails 
through the dunes toward the 
beach. The coastal landscape 
surrounding Cape Hatteras 
possessed a haunting beauty 
unlike ordinary seaside 
resorts. The dunes shifted 
constantly under the influ-
ence of wind and tide. Sea grass 
swayed gently. The beach itself 
seemed endless. There were 
moments when only the sound 
of waves and wind existed, cre-

ating a rare feeling of peace.
The Atlantic Ocean at Cape 

Hatteras carries a dramatic 
personality. The meeting of 
warm and cold ocean currents 
generates powerful waves 
and unpredictable conditions. 
Watching the restless sea, 
one senses why this coast-
line inspired both fear and 
fascination throughout mar-
itime history. Yet there was 
also immense beauty in the 
changing light upon the water. 
Clouds moved swiftly across 
the sky, casting shifting shad-
ows over the ocean surface.

We spent hours walking 
barefoot along the shore col-
lecting shells and observing 
seabirds. Gulls cried overhead 
while distant fishing boats 
appeared like tiny silhouettes 
against the horizon. Occasion-
ally the wind carried the scent 
of salt, seaweed, and wet sand. 
Every sensory detail deepened 
the experience.

Nearby we visited exhibits 
related to maritime history 
and shipwrecks. Stories of 
storms, rescue missions, pirate 
legends, and heroic lighthouse 
keepers brought the past viv-
idly alive. The Outer Banks 
have witnessed centuries of 
human struggle against the 
forces of nature. European 
explorers, fishermen, trad-
ers, naval vessels, and war-
time ships all passed through 
these dangerous waters. Many 
never returned. The lighthouse 
therefore stands not only as an 
architectural monument but 
also as a memorial to human 
endurance.

One particularly moving 
aspect of the visit was reflect-
ing upon the loneliness once 
endured by lighthouse keep-
ers and their families. Before 
automation, maintaining such 
a remote station required enor-
mous dedication. Keepers lived 
isolated lives, constantly mon-
itoring weather conditions, 
cleaning lenses, carrying fuel, 
and ensuring that the light 
never failed. During hurri-
canes they risked their lives 
amid violent winds and crash-
ing waves. Their commitment 
represented quiet heroism 
rarely celebrated in modern 
times.

As evening approached, 
the atmosphere around the 
lighthouse changed dramat-
ically. The lowering sun cast 
golden light across the dunes 
and illuminated the tower 
with extraordinary beauty. 
Shadows lengthened across 

the grass while the black-and-
white spiral glowed softly 
against the darkening sky. 
Tourists gradually departed, 
leaving behind a more contem-
plative silence.

We sat quietly for some time 
simply watching the light-
house against the changing 
colors of sunset. There was 
something deeply poetic about 
the scene. The tower appeared 
timeless, standing between 
land and sea, between memory 
and modernity. It had survived 
hurricanes, erosion, war, and 
the relentless passage of time. 
In an age dominated by rapid 
technological change, the light-
house remained a symbol of 
constancy and guidance.

The emotional power of 
lighthouses perhaps lies in 
their symbolism. Beyond 
their practical purpose, they 
represent hope in darkness, 
direction amid uncertainty, 
and resilience against adver-
sity. Human civilization itself 
often resembles a voyage 
through unpredictable seas. 
In moments of confusion and 
danger, people seek guiding 
lights—values, ideals, wisdom, 
and compassion—to help 
navigate life’s storms. Stand-
ing beside the Cape Hatteras 
Lighthouse, one could not help 
reflecting upon these deeper 
meanings.

Night slowly descended over 
the Outer Banks. The first 
stars emerged above the Atlan-
tic while the lighthouse beacon 
began its rhythmic sweep 
across the darkness. Watching 
that beam rotate across sea and 
sky created a strangely moving 
feeling. For generations sailors 
had looked toward that very 
light with relief and gratitude. 
Even today, though modern 
navigation systems exist, the 
lighthouse continues to inspire 
emotional reassurance.

Driving away from Cape 
Hatteras later that evening to 
our hotel proved unexpected-
ly difficult. We kept turning 
back for one final glimpse of 
the illuminated tower standing 
proudly against the night sky. 
The lighthouse seemed less 
like a tourist attraction and 
more like a living guardian of 
the coast.

The journey back through 
the Outer Banks unfolded in 
reflective silence. Moonlight 
shimmered upon the water 
beside the road. The sea breeze 
drifted through open windows 

CONT. ON PAGE 6
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Candles of Care, Pillars of Healing

Akram Sidiqui

The observance of International 
Nurses Day at Sher-i-Kashmir Insti-
tute of Medical Sciences this year 

evolved into far more than a ceremonial 
gathering; it emerged as a profound tribute 
to the silent strength, unwavering resil-
ience and immeasurable humanitarian 
contribution of the nursing fraternity that 
continues to sustain the edifice of modern 
healthcare with compassion, discipline 
and selfless service. The glittering func-
tion, organised at the SKIMS Auditorium 
amid an atmosphere charged with emotion 
and institutional pride, brought together 
healthcare professionals, academicians, 
nursing officers, students and adminis-
trators in a collective acknowledgment of 
the extraordinary role played by nurses in 
safeguarding human life under the most 
demanding circumstances.

As Director SKIMS/EOSG Prof. 
Mohmad Ashraf Ganie, accompanied 
by Additional Director Zahoor Ahmed 
Mir and Medical Superintendent Farooq 
Ahmed Jan, lighted the ceremonial candle 
to formally inaugurate the celebrations, 
the auditorium reverberated with thun-
derous applause. The audience rose in 
unison as a mark of reverence towards the 
nursing fraternity whose commitment to 
patient care has long remained the moral 
and functional backbone of the healthcare 
delivery system at SKIMS. The solemn 
glow of the ceremonial flame symbolised 
not merely the commencement of an event, 
but a collective reaffirmation of society’s 
indebtedness to a profession defined by 
sacrifice, empathy and tireless devotion 
to humanity.

The atmosphere inside the auditorium 
turned emotionally evocative as nursing 
officers, dressed in immaculate white 
uniforms symbolising purity, discipline 
and compassion, received a standing ova-
tion for their relentless services rendered 
during some of the most testing periods 
witnessed by the healthcare sector in 
recent memory. Their role during medi-
cal emergencies and public health crises 
was recalled with deep admiration. The 
gathering acknowledged that while sophis-
ticated technologies, modern therapeutics 
and cutting-edge infrastructure form an 
essential component of healthcare, it is 
ultimately the humane touch, reassuring 
presence and unwavering emotional sup-
port of nurses that breathe life into the 
spirit of healing.

This year’s celebration acquired 

added significance in view of the theme 
announced by the International Council of 
Nurses for International Nurses Day 2026 
— “Our Nurses. Our Future. Empowered 
Nurses Save Lives.” The theme carries 
immense global relevance at a time when 
healthcare systems across the world are 
confronted with unprecedented pressures 
arising from workforce shortages, escalat-
ing disease burdens, humanitarian crises, 
armed conflicts and climate-related health 
emergencies. The theme serves as a pow-
erful reminder that nurses constitute the 
foundation upon which resilient health-
care systems are built and that meaningful 
investment in their empowerment, pro-
fessional autonomy and leadership devel-
opment is indispensable for the future of 
public health.

The ICN leadership has emphasised 
that nurses across the globe continue to 
perform extraordinary work in protecting 
communities and sustaining healthcare 
systems despite operating under immense 
strain and often without adequate recogni-
tion or institutional support. The message 
this year calls for the removal of barriers 
that prevent nurses from fully utilising 
their expertise and clinical skills and 
advocates the creation of safe working 
environments, equitable compensation 
structures, expanded leadership opportu-
nities and greater participation of nurses 
in policy-making processes.

The spirit of this global message found 
a deeply meaningful resonance within 
the solemn yet inspiring celebrations at 
SKIMS, where the discourse transcended 
the boundaries of a routine institutional 
event and evolved into a compelling med-
itation upon the dignity, indispensabili-
ty and future of the nursing profession. 
Speaker after speaker reflected not merely 
upon the functional role of nurses within 
hospitals, but upon their larger civilisa-
tional contribution as custodians of com-
passion, silent sentinels of hope and the 
enduring human face of medicine in an 
increasingly mechanised world.

Addressing the distinguished gather-
ing, Director SKIMS/EOSG Prof. Mohmad 

Ashraf Ganie delivered a visionary 
address imbued with reassurance, insti-
tutional optimism and an unmistakable 
sense of transformative intent. His words 
carried the cadence of administrative 
resolve intertwined with humane sensi-
tivity, eliciting repeated applause from 
an audience eager to witness a renewed 
era of growth for the institution and its 
nursing fraternity. In what emerged as 
one of the most significant announcements 
of the occasion, Prof. Ganie revealed that 
nearly twelve hundred paramedical posi-
tions across multiple cadres were present-
ly under active consideration for recruit-
ment at SKIMS, with approximately five 
hundred posts proposed exclusively for 
nursing personnel.

The declaration infused the auditori-
um with palpable hope and enthusiasm, 
particularly against the backdrop of long-
standing manpower shortages that have 
persistently stretched the endurance and 
capacities of the existing workforce. Prof. 
Ganie expressed confidence that the pro-
posed recruitment process would substan-
tially alleviate the burden borne by nurs-
ing staff and would decisively strength-
en patient-care management within the 
institution over the coming months. His 
remarks reflected not merely an admin-
istrative assurance but a broader philo-
sophical recognition that no healthcare 
institution, regardless of technological 
sophistication, can attain excellence with-
out adequately empowering its nursing 
backbone.

Equally significant was the Director’s 
announcement regarding the contemplat-
ed introduction of a Paid Nursing Intern-
ship Programme at SKIMS, an initiative 
envisioned to bridge the often-daunting 
transition between academic learning and 
clinical responsibility. Conceived as a plat-
form for nurturing confidence, competence 
and professional maturity among emerg-
ing nursing graduates, the programme was 
presented as an investment not merely in 
careers, but in the future architecture of 
compassionate healthcare itself.

Prof. Ganie further articulated an expan-
sive vision for the continued modernisa-
tion and institutional strengthening of 
SKIMS, asserting that the institute under 
his stewardship would witness the estab-
lishment of new departments, enhanced 
infrastructure and specialised facilities 
tailored to meet the rapidly evolving 
healthcare challenges confronting Jammu 
and Kashmir. His address projected a por-
trait of SKIMS not simply as a hospital 
or academic institution, but as a living, 
evolving centre of healing whose progress 
must remain inseparably linked with the 
welfare and advancement of its healthcare 
professionals.

In one of the most emotionally resonant 
moments of the programme, Prof. Ganie 
described the nursing profession as pro-
foundly synonymous with motherhood in 
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carrying traces of salt and 
memory. Everyone in our 
family seemed touched by the 
experience in deeply person-
al ways. My daughter spoke 
about the beauty of nature, my 
wife about history and archi-
tecture. For me, the visit left 
behind a profound awareness 
of humanity’s fragile yet cou-
rageous relationship with the 
natural world.

After our return to the Crys-
tal Coast Oceanfront Hotel, we 
spent some of the happiest 
moments on the beautiful sea 
beach just outside the hotel. 
Every morning and evening 
we walked slowly along the 
shoreline, feeling the soft sand 
beneath our feet and listen-
ing to the soothing sound of 
the Atlantic waves. The fresh 
ocean breeze filled us with 

energy and peace.
We collected colorful sea-

shells scattered across the wet 
sand and watched tiny crabs 
moving quickly near the 
water. Sometimes we stood 
quietly as the waves touched 
our feet again and again. Our 
granddaughter nearby was 
building sandcastles while we 
all enjoyed the majestic surf 
of the sea. She laughed and 
played under the open sky.

In the late evening we sat 
on the beach chairs facing 
the ocean and watched the 
magnificent sunset. The sky 
changed its colors every 
minute—golden, orange, 
pink, and finally deep blue. 
We took photographs, shared 
stories, and enjoyed the 
calm beauty around us. A 
few seagulls flew above the 

waves while distant fishing 
boats moved slowly across the 
horizon.

At night we walked again 
under the moonlight. The 
sound of the sea became 
deeper and more mysterious. 
Those simple moments of 
walking, talking, laughing, 
and silently watching the 
ocean made our beach expe-
rience unforgettable and emo-
tionally refreshing.

Travel experiences often 
fade quickly after returning 
home, but Cape Hatteras 
remained vividly alive in 
memory long afterward. The 
image of the towering striped 
lighthouse beside the Atlan-
tic continued to return again 
and again. It represented not 
merely a destination visited 
but an encounter with histo-

ry, nature, endurance, and 
human aspiration.

Even today when I think of 
the Outer Banks, I remember 
the roar of the ocean, the end-
less dunes, the fierce coastal 
wind, and the magnificent 
lighthouse rising against 
the sky like a timeless poem 
in brick and light. Our visit 
to the Cape Hatteras Light-
house became far more than 
a simple excursion. It became 
a journey into the heart of 
maritime history and into 
the enduring human desire 
to create light amid darkness.

(International Dickens Medal 
Winner for his fi ction “Six Feet 

Distance”, Dr Ratan Bha� acha-
rjee, a former Affi  liate Faculty 

of Virginia Commonwealth 
University, sent this travelogue 

from Richmond, Virginia.)

CONT. FROM PAGE 5

its essence of care, sacrifice 
and unconditional service. He 
observed that nurses inhabit a 
uniquely sacred space within 
the healthcare ecosystem 
because they remain closest 
to human suffering — stand-
ing beside patients not only 
in moments of physical pain, 
but also during periods of fear, 
uncertainty and emotional 
vulnerability. His reflections 
elevated nursing beyond the 
confines of professional duty 
and portrayed it instead as a 
moral vocation rooted in empa-
thy and human solidarity.

The address also carried 
a strong social dimension as 
the Director underscored the 
potentially transformative role 
nurses can play in confronting 
the growing menace of sub-
stance abuse within society. 
Through counselling, aware-
ness campaigns and sustained 
community engagement, he 
remarked, the nursing frater-
nity possesses the capacity to 
become a powerful force for 
social healing extending far 
beyond hospital walls.

Dean Medical Faculty Prof. 
Bashir Ahmad Fomda, while 
reflecting upon the global 
theme of this year’s Interna-
tional Nurses Day, observed 
that the future of healthcare 
systems depends fundamen-
tally upon the degree to which 
nursing professionals are 
empowered intellectually, 
institutionally and socially. He 
stressed the urgent necessity 
of structural reforms capable 
of ensuring clinical autonomy, 

safe working environments, 
adequate infrastructural sup-
port and meaningful participa-
tion of nurses in institutional 
decision-making processes.

According to him, true 
empowerment can only 
emerge when nurses are rec-
ognised not merely as auxilia-
ry caregivers but as equal and 
indispensable stakeholders in 
shaping the future trajectory 
of healthcare delivery.

Additional Director Zahoor 
Ahmad Mir offered heartfelt 
tributes to the extraordinary 
resilience and dedication con-
sistently demonstrated by the 
nursing fraternity despite the 
immense emotional, psycho-
logical and physical demands 
inherent to modern health-
care systems. He remarked 
that the discipline, composure 
and compassion embodied 
by nurses constitute the very 
soul of patient-care services at 
SKIMS and remain integral to 
the institution’s reputation for 
excellence.

Similarly, Incharge Princi-
pal of Madre Meharban Col-
lege of Nursing SKIMS, Prof. 
Maqbool, reflected upon the 
evolving social landscape of 
the nursing profession and 
welcomed the encouraging rise 
in male participation within 
the field. Describing it as a 
progressive transformation 
reflective of changing societal 
perceptions, he nevertheless 
affirmed that the profession 
continues to derive its deep-
est strength from the timeless 
virtues of empathy, tenderness 

and caregiving traditionally 
associated with nursing. He 
also acknowledged the sus-
tained administrative support 
extended towards strengthen-
ing nursing education, facul-
ty development and academic 
advancement within the insti-
tution.

Medical Superintendent 
Prof. Farooq Ahmad Jan elo-
quently characterised nurses 
as the indispensable pillars 
upon which the entire struc-
ture of patient care ultimate-
ly rests. He observed that the 
national and international 
recognition earned by SKIMS 
over the decades owes immea-
surably to the professionalism, 
discipline and unwavering 
commitment of its nursing 
workforce, whose reassuring 
presence remains constant 
during humanity’s most frag-
ile moments.

The celebrations also served 
as a luminous testament to 
the remarkable academic and 
professional accomplishments 
achieved by SKIMS nursing 
officers over the years. Their 
growing presence within 
national competitive exam-
inations, research forums and 
specialised clinical domains 
reflects the emergence of a 
highly skilled and intellectual-
ly vibrant nursing community 
capable of competing with dis-
tinction at the highest profes-
sional levels. The institution’s 
contribution to nursing schol-
arship, clinical research and 
advanced professional train-
ing has not only elevated the 

stature of SKIMS but has also 
reinforced the broader percep-
tion of nursing as a dynamic 
and intellectually rigorous dis-
cipline.

Above all, the occasion 
became an emotional homage 
to the extraordinary courage 
demonstrated by nurses during 
the COVID-19 pandemic, when 
they stood fearlessly at the 
frontline of an unprecedent-
ed global health catastrophe. 
Amid uncertainty, exhaustion 
and immense personal risk, 
they emerged as symbols of 
endurance, humanity and 
unwavering duty — offering 
care, solace and hope when the 
world itself seemed engulfed in 
despair.

As the programme con-
cluded amid cultural perfor-
mances, tributes, felicitations 
and heartfelt reflections, the 
atmosphere inside the audito-
rium carried an unmistakable 
sense of reverence and grati-
tude. More than a ceremonial 
observance, the celebration at 
SKIMS ultimately evolved into 
a profound reaffirmation of an 
eternal truth: that beyond the 
realm of machines, medicines 
and medical technologies, the 
deepest essence of healing con-
tinues to reside in compassion, 
human touch and the silent 
sacrifices of those nurses who 
dedicate their lives to allevi-
ating the suffering of others 
and bring smile back on their 
faces ...

The writer can be reached at 
sidiquirayan@gmail.com
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Short Story

Meenakshi Gogoi

With every hit of a heavy 
monsoon downpour 
and a blowing cool 

breeze, the swinging strings of 
the charming yellow shower, 
the Amaltas, scattered its 
delicate petals and buds, sep-
arated from its branches, leav-
ing a yellow carpet of strewn 
Amaltas on the grassy ground. 
It was like Trisha had been 
separated from Arun years 
ago at a tender age. She could 
immensely feel his absence 
with every passing day, when-
ever the Amaltas would fully 
blossom and spread its eternal 
beauty among the goers.She 
would reminisce about their 
happy times, talking, reading, 
and sharing their sorrows and 
happiness, sitting under the 
yellow Amaltas.They were 
young, adventurous, playful, 
and enthusiastic about chasing 
their dreams.

After he had gone missing, 
or he went somewhere from 
his hometown at a young age, 
as nobody could know, Trisha 
would sit under the Amaltas in 
the middle of her home garden 
and reminisce about Arun. Sit-
ting on a woven mat near her 
bedroom door, from where her 
eyes could be glued straight-
away to the Amaltas, Trisha 
would often read her high 
school Slam book. It was her 
cherished book of memories, 
where Arun had penned lovely 
quotes about their friendship, 
his likes and dislikes, and 
their dreams of visiting places 
together.

Arun was special to her. He 
was Trisha’s best friend, her 
high school love, and every-
thing that could be in those 
tender years of life. They would 
share their secrets, love and 
hate, worries and happiness 
and their bond grew stronger 
and lovable—those years when 
a young heart needs a special 
someone to express one’s 
wishes and desires.Trisha was 
deprived of a close-knit, happy 
family, despite her parents 
were quite well-off. Arun, on 
the other hand, lost his parents 
in a boat wreckage mishap. His 
uncle’s family later brought 

him up. Trisha and Arun were, 
in their own ways, detached 
and deprived of their parents 
love and care, which brought 
them together.They became 
each other's sole unconditional 
supporters.

One day, while sitting under 
the Amaltas, Trisha remem-
bered that once she came out 
of the living room, crying, 
after seeing her parents fight, a 
usual sight at home. She sat on 
the mat under the blossoming 
Amaltas to calm herself. She 
spotted her mother left with 
her friend, and her father, with 
a luggage bag, drove his car 
and left for holidays alone.The 
security guard closed the iron 
gate after they left the house.
Trisha’s moist, reddish, and 
swollen eyes were stuck at the 
gate for some time.

She had witnessed her 
parents fighting over things 
which she neither understood 
nor liked. Her happiness was 
squeezed at times, knowingly 
or unknowingly, by her par-
ents, who were facing a rough 
marital life.Trisha was left at 
home with her middle-aged 
housemaid, who would be busy 
with household chores for half 
the day.

That day, Arun came to her 
house, riding his bicycle and 
carrying her pencil sketch 
book, which she had left on 
her school desk. He entered 
the gate, and they spotted each 
other. He waved at her, and 
suddenly, a streak of joy spread 
over her face, wiping tears 
from her eyes. Arun parked his 
bicycle near the Amaltas tree 
and sat next to her. He handed 
her the sketch copy. Trisha 
softly thanked him for collect-
ing her sketch book and came 
to her house to return it. Arun 
did it out of the affectionate 
bond they shared and to spend 
a good time with her.

But Arun could spot her 
swollen red eyes as some-
thing had happened to her. He 
softly asked, “Are you alright, 
Trisha? Your eyes are telling 
something else. What hap-
pened?”

Trisha paused for a second 
and said, “Nothing much. It 
was the usual fight between my 
parents. I cried and painted my 
eyes red.” And she laughed to 
divert the topic.

Arun understood her pain, 
as he knew how she felt about 
her argumentative parents.
Trisha asked him, “I never 
asked you before, but did your 
parents use to fight when they 
were alive?”

Arun replied, “I have not 
witnessed big argumentative 
fights between them, but yes, 
I remember my mother get-
ting upset with my father over 
certain things. But my father 
would take care of it.”

Arun said he had seen them 
together much, sitting, talking, 
and laughing. He missed those 
lovely times with his parents.
Trisha silently nodded, feeling 
that the bond of love Arun’s 
parents had shared was lack-
ing in her own parents.

Meantime, Trisha’s maid 
brought two glasses of mango 
shakes, a platter of snacks, and 
chocolate cookies, and they 
had a fine moment together, 
eating, talking, and laughing.

Trisha was soaked in his 
fond memories, recalling him 
most when she missed him. 
It was during the monsoon at 
high school that she had to 
miss a few days of school due 
to a fever and cough. Later, she 
came to know that Arun had 
not been coming to school for 
some days either. After enquir-
ing with his uncle’s family, she 
learned that Arun had been 
missing since the day he went 
to the grocery shop and didn’t 

return home.
It was unbelievable to Trisha 

that Arun had gone missing.
There was a police search for 
him, but no trace of him was 
found. She missed meeting 
him once before he was gone. 
Where did he disappear to, as 
every concerned person asked 
about him? It had been weeks, 
then months. But there was no 
news of him. Some said he was 
abducted. Some said he had 
probably joined the anti-social 
groups or perhaps the ULFA 
militant group.

His uncle’s family moved to 
another city as he got a fine 
job opportunity.Trisha lost 
touch with them. She had no 
source who could provide her 
with details about Arun. Her 
parents were not aware of her 
loss, and neither would they 
know. It was heartbreaking 
for her. Her housemaid had 
seen them bond well, and the 
innocent love they carried in 
their hearts for each other was 
a precious treasure Trisha had 
preserved since her youthful 
days. She was the only shoul-
der to cry and hug when Trisha 
would miss Arun.

It had been three years since 
Arun had gone missing, and 
Trisha had joined college, but 
she was still waiting for him 
under the heavily blossomed 
Amaltas. Her eyes were fixed on 
the iron gate, waiting for him to 
come and meet her one fine day. 
Trisha knew she would wait for 
him, as he lived on in her mem-
ories over the years.

(Meenakshi Gogoi is a 
fi ction writer who enjoys 

reading non-fi ction and biog-
raphies. Her short stories have 

appeared in several journals 
and anthologies, including 

The Hills Times, Muse India, 
Setu Magazine, LitStream, and 

others. She is based in Guwa-
hati, Assam, India.)
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"Beyond the Banyan Tree"

By Rajeshri Senapati Gogoi 

The bustling streets of 
Calcutta had a way of 
feeling small whenever 

Rongmon and Eva were togeth-
er.Their story wasn't one of 
grand cinematic gestures, but 
of a quiet, unshakable trust 
that bridged the gap between 
their two different worlds. The 
frantic pace of college life and 
the disciplined rhythm of high 
school.

Rongmon was a second-year 
engineering student, usually 
seen with a backpack full of 
thick manuals and a mind pre-
occupied with mechanics. Eva, 
on the other hand, was navi-
gating her final year of school, 
her days measured by coach-
ing classes and the weight 
of upcoming board exams. 
Despite the three-year age gap, 
there was an effortless balance 
between them.

Every evening at 4:00 PM, 
Rongmon would wait near the 
old banyan tree by Eva’s school 
gate. He didn’t come with flow-
ers, he came with her favorite 
cold coffee or a packet of singa-
ra, knowing she’d be exhausted 
from her chemistry lab.

In a world of "seen" receipts 
and social media insecuri-
ties, Rongmon and Eva were 
an anomaly. They didn't feel 
the need to check each oth-
er's phones or demand every 
second of attention. One eve-
ning, as they sat by the park, 
Eva looked stressed.

"Rongmon da, everyone in 
my class is talking about who’s 
dating whom, and how it never 
lasts once college starts. Do 
you think we’re just... young?"

Rongmon smiled, his gaze 
steady. Eva, love isn't about 
the stage of life you're in, it's 
about the respect you carry 
for the other person’s journey. 
You have dreams to catch in 
school, and I have a career to 
build in college. As long as we 
are each other's peace and not 
each other's distraction, we’re 
exactly where we need to be." 
Their love manifested in the 

small, practical details, exam 
season, when Eva had her pre-
boards, Rongmon stopped call-
ing. Instead, he sent a single 
text every morning: "Eat on 
time. You've got this." He knew 
his voice might distract her, so 
he loved her through silence.
When Rongmon was busy orga-
nizing his college tech-fest, Eva 
didn't complain about the lack 
of dates. She spent that time 
finishing her syllabus so they 
could celebrate properly once 
he was free.The FutureTalk 
they didn't make empty prom-
ises about marriage at eighteen 
and twenty-one. Instead, they 
promised to help each other 
become the best versions of 
themselves.

The true test of their matu-
rity came when Rongmon 
received an internship offer 
in another city. While others 
might have feared the distance, 
Eva was his biggest cheerlead-
er.

"Go," she said, handing him 
a handwritten note tucked into 
a new journal. "I’ll be right 
here, finishing my exams. 
We aren't losing time; we're 
just building our future." As 
Rongmon boarded his bus, he 
looked at Eva—standing con-
fident in her school uniform, 
waving with a smile that held 
no doubt. He realized then that 
being "grown-up" had nothing 
to do with age. It was about 
the safety he felt in her heart 
and the pride she took in his 
success.

Rongmon and Eva weren't 

just a college boy and a school 
girl,  they were two souls walk-
ing home to each other, one 
step at a time. Rongmon and 
Eva isn't just not dreaming 
about a wedding,  it’s about 
two people who decided to 
build a kingdom out of noth-
ing but ambition and a lot of 
heart. In the early days, they 
were just two dreamers with 
big goals and empty pockets. 
Rongmon had the strategic 
mind of an architect while Iva 
possessed a fierce, creative 
drive. They didn't just fall in 
love; they became each other’s 
most trusted business part-
ners. While their peers were 
settling for "good enough," 
Rongmon and Eva were work-
ing late into the night, fueled 
by cold coffee and the shared 
promise of a better future. Suc-
cess didn't happen overnight, 
but when it came, it arrived 
in waves. Rongmon rose to the 
top of his field, respected for 
his integrity and vision. Iva 
established her own brand, 
becoming a powerhouse in 
her industry. Their marriage 
wasn't a distraction from their 
careers, it was the engine. 
They celebrated every promo-
tion and cushioned every fall. 
By the time they reached their 
established years, they weren't 
just wealthy in status—they 
were rich in mutual respect. 
With their careers solidified, 
their home became a sanctu-
ary. That sanctuary soon grew 
louder with the arrival of three 
children.The Firstborn Inher-

ited Rongmon’s calm logic.The 
Middle Child,  a  wild spark of 
Iva’s creativity.The Youngest 
a perfect blend of both, keeping 
the house in a constant state 
of laughter. Rongmon and Iva 
didn't just provide for their 
kids, they taught them that 
success is hollow if you don't 
have someone to share it with. 
The children grew up seeing 
a father who adored their 
mother and a mother who was 
her husband’s greatest cham-
pion.

People often asked them, 
"How do you balance it all?" 
Eva would usually just smile 
and look at Rongmon.

"We never stopped being a 
team," Rongmon would say. 
"We built the career to sup-
port the family, but we built 
the love to support ourselves."

Today, their home is a tes-
tament to that philosophy. It’s 
a place where the trophies of 
their professional lives sit on 
shelves, but the walls are cov-
ered in messy finger paintings 
and family photos. They are 
the living definition of having 
it all, because they realized 
early on that "all" starts with 
each other.

(Rajeshri Senapati Gogoi, 
is a Poet, Writer, translator, 

editor. She is doing great work 
in upli� ing literature through 

peace and harmony. She is 
serving with many literary 

organisation/groups as a Pres-
ident and Secretary and also 
as an International Freelance 

Ambassador.)
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Opinion

Dr. Supriya Shukla

The other day, I was lis-
tening to an enlighten-
ing discourse on my 

phone, one of those talks where 
every few minutes you feel that 
it should be stored in your 
memory so that it can be revis-
ited repeatedly. So I grabbed a 
diary and started jotting down 
the erudite speaker's pearls of 
wisdom, trying to keep up with 
the pace of his talk.

When it ended, I went back 
to read what I had written and 
honestly, I was appalled and 
aghast as, to my utter dismay, 
I could not make sense of half 
of it. It was all rushed, messy, 
almost unreadable. I just 
stared at the page thinking: Is 
this really my handwriting?

Because there was a time 
when I was actually proud of 
it. My letters were neat, slight-
ly slanted, evenly spaced, the 
kind teachers used to appre-
ciate. Writing felt gratifying. 
It was not just about putting 
words down; it had a certain 
rhythm to it.

So what changed?
At first, I told myself it was 

just because I was writing in a 
hurry, trying not to miss any-
thing important from the talk. 
Fair enough. But then another 
memory popped up about my 
last written exam. I clearly 
remember racing against time, 
writing in feverish haste to 
finish the paper. And yet, when 
I looked through it at the end, 
I was quite satisfied, not just 
with the content but with how 
it looked on paper.

Which made me wonder 
again about what really 
changed?

The answer is simple, actu-
ally. I did not stop writing. I 
just stopped writing by hand.

Somewhere along the way, 
the pen quietly stepped aside 
and the keyboard took over. 
Now, whether it is notes, mes-
sages, or even long pieces of 
writing, everything happens 
on a screen. It is quicker, clean-
er, and undoubtedly more con-
venient.

In today’s world, the old 
saying “The pen is mightier 
than the sword” feels like it 

needs an update. Maybe now 
it is the keyboard that holds 
that power.

And you can see it clearly in 
the younger generation. Their 
typing speed is incredible for it 
is their natural way of writing. 
For them, sitting down with 
a notebook and pen can feel 
unnecessary, even slow. Why 
write when you can type faster, 
edit instantly, and never worry 
about messy pages?

They are not wrong.
Typing does make things 

easier. You can delete, edit, 
rearrange, no crossing out 
words, no wasting paper, no 
starting over because some-
thing looks untidy. When 
thoughts are coming fast, 
typing helps you keep up. It 
feels efficient.

But somewhere in all this 
efficiency, something small yet 
meaningful has slipped away.

Although writing by hand 
slows you down, yet it gives 
you the time to think intently. 
And maybe that is exactly why 
it mattered.

When we wrote in notebooks, 
we didn’t just dump thoughts, 
we shaped them. We paused, 
we reconsidered, we rewrote. 
Sometimes we scribbled rough 
points and came back to them 
later, adding more, improvis-
ing and modifying unhurriedly 
but deliberately, with clarity of 
thought.

It was a slower process, but 
it felt more involved.

Now everything is instant. 
It is great but also a bit imper-
sonal.

There was also something 
very individual about hand-
writing. No two people wrote 
the same way. Your handwrit-
ing said something about you, 
about your mood, your per-
sonality, even your patience. 

That is probably why people 
once believed that handwrit-
ing could reveal character. 
Graphologists were experts 
at depicting traits and char-
acteristics of a person as well 
as their mental and emotional 
state through handwritings.

Today, most of what we 
write looks exactly the same, 
same fonts, same formats. 
Clean, yes. But also a little too 
uniform.

Even the way we are tested 
has changed. Earlier, exams 
meant writing long answers, 
explaining ideas, building 
arguments. Your handwriting 
mattered as it could actually 
affect how your paper was 
received.

Now, with so many multi-
ple-choice formats, writing 
itself has reduced. Often, all 
that is needed is a tick mark. 
It is efficient, no doubt, but 
it leaves very little space for 
expression.

Yet, every now and then, 
something reminds you that 
handwriting still has a place.

A few days ago, I received 
a bookmark with a handwrit-
ten note from a friend. Noth-
ing elaborate, just a simple 
message, along with a small 
hand-painted leaf. But it felt 
different. You could sense the 
time she had taken, the effort, 
the thought behind it.

It wasn’t just a message, it 
felt personal.

When I was ill-disposed, 
a friend of mine visited me 
with flowers and some heart-
felt handwritten messages 
penned down by her. I was 
overwhelmed and extremely 
touched by the gesture. Such 
precious gestures are always 
etched in the memory and are 
treasured and cherished for a 
lifetime.

That is the thing about hand-
written words. They carry a 
kind of warmth that typed text 
rarely does. Maybe because 
they take more time. Maybe 
because they are less perfect. 
Or maybe because they feel 
more human!

Definitely we should adapt 
and welcome change. Tech-
nology makes life easier, and 
there is no reason to resist that.

But maybe we do not have to 
give up everything that came 
before.

Handwriting does not have 
to disappear or become redun-
dant and extinct. It can still 
exist in small ways.

It is also medically proven 
that handwriting for ten min-
utes a day keeps dementia and 
memory loss at bay as we age.

Ongoing intense cognitive 
research suggests that engag-
ing in handwriting for 10 to 15 
minutes daily can help sharp-
en memory, reduce mental 
fatigue, and potentially lower 
the risk of dementia. Research 
has been intensified in recent 
years with findings from stud-
ies on the neuroscience behind 
writing.

Writing a note. Keeping a 
journal. Even just occasionally 
putting pen to paper should be 
practised. This is not because 
we have to, but because it adds 
something.

Because even today, despite 
everything, there’s still some-
thing special about seeing 
words written by hand.

Something that feels real.
And perhaps that is reason 

enough to return, every once 
in a while, to pen and paper, 
maybe not out of habit, but out 
of feeling.

“Fill your paper with the 
breathings of your heart!” was 
William Wordsworth prudent 
observation.

Maybe handwriting is not 
something we need to preserve 
for the world, but something we 
must keep alive for ourselves.

For inspite of everything, 
handwritten words remain the 
most valuable asset.

(Dr. Supriya Shukla is a 
gold medalist in English and a 

doctorate holder, and a retired 
Principal and former Head of 

the Department of English 
at VSSD College, Kanpur. A 

freelance writer and blogger 
empanelled with TOI and The 
Sentinel, her work appears in 

national and international jour-
nals. She is also an Advisory 
Board member of LitStream 

and a regular contributor.)
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Essay

Luqmaan Hyder 

We have all interacted with 
LLMs, be it ChatGPT, Claude, 
or Gemini. Some of us use them 
to get basic information; some 
use them for studies; most use 
them for coding; and some even 
use them to navigate and under-
stand their internal dilemmas. 
And there is one thing we all 
would have noticed: the LLM 
remembers. It recalls our ear-
lier points, tracks our conver-
sation, adapts to our tone, and 
seems fascinating. Sometimes, 
we might even feel like the AI 
has come to life and that we’re 
talking to a sentient being. But 
is that true? Does the AI actual-
ly remember us?

The answer is more compli-
cated than it appears.

The illusion begins with the 
fact that modern LLMs can 
simulate continuity extraordi-
narily well.They can reference 
earlier messages, maintain 
conversational flow, imitate 
emotional cadence, and pre-
serve stylistic consistency 
across long exchanges.To us, 
these are traits we naturally 
associate with memory and 
cognition. Yet the underlying 
mechanism is fundamentally 
different from how humans 
remember.

Let’s say I ask you to pick 
a number from 1 through 10. 
Let’s say you pick 4 and place 
that number in a mental safe. 
I ask, “Is it 2?” You check the 
safe and answer, “No.” The 
number you picked is 4, so 
you’ll say “Yes” only if I ask, 
“Is it 4?” Therefore, you’ll say 
“No” for every number except 
4. What do the probabilities 
add up to? Because you made 
a definite choice, the probabil-
ities of your “Yes” responses 
add up to exactly 1, since you 
will only say “Yes” for a single 
number.

Researchers played the same 
game with many top-of-the-line 
LLM models.They asked the 
LLM to secretly pick a number 
from 1 to 10 and then inter-
rogated it across thousands 
of completely isolated chats 
to test whether its “mind” 
retained the choice. If the LLM 
had genuinely stored a choice 

in a working memory buffer, 
its “Yes” responses across 
all the independent guesses 
would mathematically add up 
to a perfect 100% probability. 
Instead, the illusion falls apart.
The models almost universal-
ly fail, defaulting to “No” for 
nearly every guess because, 
lacking an internal white-
board to store a secret, they 
simply calculate that a 1-in-10 
guess is statistically unlikely.
The beautifully ironic twist is 
that on the rare occasions an 
LLM does say “Yes,” it almost 
always chooses the number 7 
— not because it was holding a 
secret, but because it is blind-
ly echoing the psychological 
biases of humans found in its 
training data.

So how do LLMs mimic this 
cognitive ability we possess?

At their core, LLMs are 
neural networks, but they 
are inherently stateless. This 
means the core neural network 
possesses no internal memory 
of our past interactions. Once 
it generates your response, 
it instantly forgets you, the 
conversation, and your mono-
logues. To the LLM, all of it 
effectively never existed.

It can only retrieve context 
using its “context window” — 
the spell behind its cognitive 

illusion.
The context window of an 

LLM is essentially a small, fast, 
and highly expensive tempo-
rary workspace. A simplified 
way to think about it is that it 
allows the LLM to re-read the 
conversation every time you 
hit “send.” This creates the 
illusion of a continuous rela-
tionship. When you ask, “What 
did I just say?”, it isn’t recalling 
a memory; it is simply re-read-
ing the conversation and sta-
tistically predicting the next 
logical answer.The continuity 
you feel is merely the machine 
repeatedly scanning its own 
diary to pretend it understands 
what is happening.

A useful way to think about 
this is not as memory retrieval, 
but as repeated reprocessing.
The continuity we perceive 
emerges because the model 
continually re-reads portions 
of the conversation history 
and uses them to predict what 
should come next.

However, even this spell 
breaks as the conversation 
grows longer. Because the 
context window has a physi-
cal limit, older messages must 
eventually be discarded to 
make room for new ones. Once 
removed, that part of the con-
versation is gone forever, and 

the illusion of a continuous 
mind begins to shatter.

So what if, despite the infra-
structure, computational 
burden, and memory cost, we 
created a truly stateful LLM? 
Would it then become cogni-
tive? No.

At their absolute core, LLMs 
are designed to examine previ-
ous text and generate the most 
statistically probable contin-
uation.They do not possess 
intent, desires, self-awareness, 
or an internal monologue. 
When humans solve a problem, 
we can hold a concept silently 
in our minds; we can rotate it, 
test it, break it apart, and dis-
card it without ever speaking 
a word. An LLM, however, can 
only “think” through output. 
If it does not write the process 
out, it cannot process it.

Even if a stateful LLM could 
perfectly recall your prefer-
ences, reference every past 
conversation flawlessly, and 
mimic human continuity with 
astonishing precision, beneath 
that illusion, it would still be 
mathematics unfolding silent-
ly in the dark.

(The writer is pursuing a 
Bachelor’s degree in So� ware 
Engineering at Sains Universi-

ty, Malaysia.)
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Short Story

Dr. Pravita Tripathi

In a small village nestled 
among lush green fields 
where waves of crops 

danced in the breeze and the 
river sparkled like silver, lived 
a poor widow named Rama. 
The village was called Hariya, 
tucked away in a corner of 
Uttar Pradesh, where farm-
ers toiled from dawn till dusk 
in the soil, collapsing into 
exhaustion by evening. Rama's 
life mirrored theirs—lonely, 
harsh, and filled with endless 
struggles.

Her husband, Ram Lal, a 
hardworking farmer, had died 
three years earlier in a tragic 
accident. His tractor had over-
turned in the field, snatching 
everything away in an instant. 
Since then, Rama had sin-
gle-handedly raised her two 
daughters, Meera and Leela. 
She toiled day and night, sell-
ing vegetables in the village 
market. Rising at four in the 
morning, she'd pluck spinach, 
okra, and tomatoes from the 
fields, balance a basket on her 
head, walk two miles on foot, 
and whatever little sold by eve-
ning kept the home running. 
But poverty's shadow never 
lifted. Roti baked on the mud 
stove sometimes lacked salt or 
flour. Rama's eyes always hid 
a quiet sadness, masked by a 
forced smile.

Meera, the elder daughter, 
was seventeen, sharp, ambi-
tious, and brimming with 
dreams. Topping her class at 
the village school, her teach-
er Sushila remarked, “Meera, 
you'll become a doctor and 
bring glory to this village.” 
Meera dreamed of studying 
in the city, pursuing MBBS to 
provide free treatment to the 
poor. She saw villagers shun 
doctors for lack of money, 
dying without medicine. But 
where would the funds come 
from?

Leela, the younger sister at 
just fourteen, was innocent 
yet wise beyond her years. 
Like her sister, she was bright 
but understood the family's 
burdens. The sisters shared a 
single cot, studying by lamp-
light at night.

One evening, as the sun 
dipped behind the hills in a 
crimson glow and the village 
lanes fell silent, Meera opened 
her heart to her mother. They 
sat in the courtyard; Rama 
stoked the stove with weary 
bones. Meera's eyes sparkled.

“Mom, I need to go to the 
city. I'll become a doctor and 
help everyone in the village. 
The school here teaches noth-
ing more. I've got admission to 
a city college, but the fees...” 
Her voice trembled.

Rama's eyes welled up. She 
stayed silent at first, then spoke 
softly, “Daughter, where will 
the money come from? Your 
sister Leela's wedding expens-
es are pending. Relatives are 
approaching for her. What 
little the vegetables sell for 
barely sustains us. The city? 
Even a month's expense there 
exceeds our year's earnings.”

Meera grew despondent, 
her dreams blurring. Leela 
comforted her, “Didi, I'll drop 
school. I'll work the fields with 
Mom, sell vegetables. You 
study.”

But Meera shook her head. 
“No, Leela. You'll study too. 
We'll both become a doctor and 
nurse.”

Rama rose quietly. Her heart 
heavy, she stepped out, wan-
dering the village path to the 
riverbank. The water gleamed 
in the moonlight, but darkness 
clouded her mind. Sitting on a 
stone, tears flowed—hot, salty 
drops rolling down her cheeks. 
These weren't ordinary tears. 
They were just 1% water, the 
rest 99% emotions—maternal 
love's depth, pain's intensity, 
hope's spark, and sacrifice's 
fire.

Rama thought, “Tears are 
the most precious liquid. They 
rise from the heart's depths, 
unreachable by any medi-
cine. These carry memories of 
my husband, worries for my 

daughters' future. If only a path 
appeared.”

She sat for hours, tears 
streaming. The air grew chilly, 
but her heart's flame burned 
on.

Suddenly, a rustle from 
nearby bushes. A wealthy 
merchant, Mrs. Koushalya, 
was strolling. From the city 
but visiting her ancestral vil-
lage every summer for peace. 
A widow herself, her hus-
band's death ten years ago had 
nearly ruined her business. 
Koushalya turned her tears 
into strength—crying nights 
away, then rising to build an 
empire from a small shop. Her 
daughter, Dr. Ananya, worked 
in a top city hospital.

Koushalya spotted Rama's 
tears. They felt genuine, 
unfeigned. She approached, 
her bangles tinkling.

“Sister, why these tears? 
What's the pain? I'm Koushalya 
from the city. Tell me.”

Rama was startled, lower-
ing her gaze, but Koushalya 
insisted. Rama poured out 
everything—husband's death, 
poverty, Meera's dream, Lee-
la's wedding. Speaking, Rama 
wept again.

Koushalya's eyes moist-
ened. She smiled. “Your tears 
touched me. They're pure, 
true. My life had such tears. 
When all said give up, they 
lifted me. My daughter is a 
doctor, city-educated. I'll spon-
sor Meera. All expenses—fees, 
hostel, books—I'll cover.”

Rama was stunned. “But 
sister, why? We're strangers. 
You're rich; we're poor.”

Koushalya held her hand. 
“Because if no one values 
tears' price, the world would 
be barren. Your tears' hidden 
emotions reminded me life is 
in giving. My tears empowered 
me; now yours will another. 
Keep Leela's studies going too. 
I'll fund her school.”

Rama's legs shook. She 
rose, and they walked back. 
En route, Koushalya shared 
her story—widowed, starting 
a clothing business, building 
factories through grit.

“Tears aren't weakness, 
sister. They're 1% water, 99% 
emotions.”

At home, Koushalya spoke to 
Meera and Leela. Meera's eyes 
lit up.

“Aunty ji, really?”
Koushalya laughed, “Really, 

child. We'll leave for the city 
tomorrow. I've spoken to the 
college.”

Next day, Meera left for the 
city, living in Koushalya's 
mansion. Studies were tough—
classes, practicals, exams. But 
Meera persevered. Nights, 
she'd write to Mom: “All good, 
Mom. Aunty ji is a goddess.”

Leela attended school, 
helped Mom sell vegetables. 
Koushalya sent money month-
ly. Villagers praised Rama: 
“She's lucky. Her tears worked 
a miracle.”

Four years passed. Meera 
graduated as a doctor. On con-
vocation day, Koushalya wept. 
“These are my tears of joy.”

Meera returned to Hariya, 
opening a free clinic. Treating 
fevers, coughs, deliveries with-
out charge. Leela completed 
nursing with Koushalya's help, 
now assisting her sister. Rama 
rested easy. Koushalya became 
family. They celebrated Diwali 
and Holi together.

One evening, after a busy 
clinic day, Rama sat by the 
river. Tears came—happy 
ones. Meera approached, 
“Mom, what happened?”

Rama smiled, “Just remem-
bering, daughter. Tears are the 
world's most precious liquid. 
1% water, 99% emotions. They 
quietly weave miracles.”

The three laughed. The vil-
lage transformed—healthier, 
educated, hopeful. Tears had 
nurtured it all.

Rama's tale spread. Vil-
lagers said, “Shed tears, but 
never lose courage. They pay 
the price.” Koushalya founded 
a trust for poor girls' educa-
tion. Meera and Leela became 
its ambassadors. Life's wheel 
turned—from poverty to pros-
perity, on a stream of tears.

Even today, when Rama 
sheds tears, she knows—
they're seeds of miracles.

(Dr. Pravita Tripathi
Assistant Professor, Depart-

ment of Political Science 
S.R.N.S. Degree College, Sarwa 
Lucknow University, Lucknow)
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Poetry Corner

My Childhood Waits 

Nisar Azam 

There is a village, wrapped in mist,
Where dawn still wears a jasmine twist.

A siren village, soft and slow,
Where time forgets the need to go.

There, Nallah Humal hums a tune,
Beneath the lazy eye of moon.

Its waters knew my first small leap,
Its banks still guard the dreams I keep.

The poplar trees, like sentinels,
Whisper my name in secret spells.

And every stone, and every bend,
Remembers me, not just as friend,

But as a part of earth and air
A barefoot boy who once lived there.

I left, they say, to chase the sun,
But all the while, my soul’s undone.

For I have grown, yet not outgrown
The fields where I was once full-grown.

There’s an old swing tied to a tree,
Still swaying with the ghost of me.

And someone calls, but not aloud
Perhaps the wind, perhaps a cloud.

O siren village, wild and wide,
You live where all lost things abide.

And in your arms, by stream and pine,
My childhood waits, still wholly mine.

(Nallah Humal : A stream flowing 
from the mighty Kajinag throughout the 
expanse of Rafiabad) 

(Nisar Azam is a well-known Kashmi-
ri poet, writer, and translator. He is the 

author of Pa� i Leji Zoon Daras and trans-
lator of signifi cant literary works, he has 

contributed to bringing diverse voices 
across languages. A recipient of the Sahi-
tya Akademi Yuva Puraskar (2011), he has 

also worked in cinema as a dialogue writer 
and director.)

LONGINGS AND DIVINE WILL

Asma Javaid

“I asked for now; He deferred with 
mercy.”

“Look,” my restless self whispered,
“the wind has carried away every blos-

som, leaving the tree to mourn in silence.”

I sat beside that tree, lost in thought.
The blossoms I once admired were 

nowhere to be seen.

The flowers I touched faded.
The life I envied became a corpse.

“What is it?” I asked myself.
“Was it me… or the nazar?”

Hands buried in my pockets, I hurried 
back to my room, afraid that anything 
brushing past my halo would lose its 
beauty too.

Restless with these thoughts, the world 
took hold of me again.

Unwaveringly.

Expecting nothing more than shallow 
conversation, I sat among friends, almost 
forgetting that sometimes Allah sends 
wisdom through the most unlikely voices.

Then one of them casually uttered a 
single word:

Hikmah.

And suddenly, the emptiness within me 

no longer felt so hollow.

Hikmah — when the plan hurts, but the 
Planner does not.

I left the frivolous gathering, but 
hikmah followed me out.

My soul needed to listen.

“What could be the hikmah behind the 
fallen blossoms?” I wondered.

Perhaps it was teaching the tree how to 
stand, even when stripped of everything 
it once took pride in.

The tree we called lifeless, He called a 
season of sabr.

The wind was only the messenger.

And suddenly I understood:

It was never me.
It was His mercy.

He did not say no to the flowers;
He said no to the thorns I did not know 

were attached.

My withered self mourned the lost blos-
som, while His hikmah saw the wound 
that had been avoided.

Impatience counts scars.
Hikmah counts salvations.

We are that tree — trembling beneath 
the wind, furious at the sky, clinging to 
branches that can no longer hold what 
was taken.

We count fallen petals like casualties, 
never tracing the wind back to the One 
who sent it.

Do we ever consider that perhaps those 
blossoms had grown too heavy?

That they might have snapped us in 

half before we were strong enough to bear 
fruit?

He — Al-Hakeem — saw the rot we 
called beauty.

He saw the storm that would have 
uprooted us had we remained in bloom.

Our impatience keeps record of losses.
His hikmah writes resurrection.

Where we see a graveyard of petals, 
He sees a garden no storm could ever dis-
figure.

He sent the wind not to punish, but to 
prune.

Not to leave us lifeless, but light enough 
to survive what is yet to come.

Forgetting that nothing moves without 
Kun.

Forgetting that the same hand which 
strips the tree is the one that teaches it 
how to bloom again.

Delays are not denials.
Bare branches are not dead branches.

They are simply mid-conversation with 
their Lord.

So let the wind come.
Let it take what it must.

Let us stand here stripped and trem-
bling, yet still rooted —

Rooted in faith.

Because the One who sends the wind 
also sends the rain.

And He has never forgotten how to 
make dead things rise again.

We are that tree, and He is Al-Hakeem.
(Asma Javaid is a 1st Year MBBS Stu-

dent at GMC Handwara)
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Poetry Corner

A Question

Nayeema Ahmad Mahjoor

I often ask myself,  
Who am I?  
I look to the sky,  
And shards of broken glass 
fall on my head.  
My head rises from my lap,  
And though I bleed,  
I find strength in the reflec-
tions of my struggles within 
each shard—  
Wounds of the past  
And the resilient present.
With no future…………….

I ask again,  
Why was there a famine when 
I was born?  

When I opened my eyes,  
Why did my mother cry?  
When I went to school,  
Why was there an earth-
quake?  
When I walked with my head 
held high,  
Why did bullets rain down on 
me?  

I cried,  
I endured,  
I dreamed,  

And I embraced exile.  
I ask you all,  
Who am I?  
Am I the one who was killed 
in the womb?  
Or am I the one who was 
mauled at birth? 
Or the one with no home? 

(Nayeema Ahmad Mahjoor 
is a renowned Kashmiri Jour-
nalist and a Penguin Author. 

She Is a Former Senior Editor 
with BBC WORLD SERVICE )

METAPHOR

Mushtaque B Barq 

1: Wisdom is poison
when misused for mass,
surely ambrosia
when applied truly.
Tart and elixir
run in the same cup
slaying one badly,
saving the other.

2: Wisdom is but a misty whiff
piercing the pure puffs of 
heaven
exposes the conceived 
expanse
but folds an old mystery tight.

A bottled mind can never
exploded until stirred
tossing the vapor of wits
against its own brittle bricks
compromising its own rib-
cage

and burdens the fertile floor.

Wisdom to wise, a virtue
and to ignorant a vice.

3: Wisdom runs with light-
ning
in its sure steps again,
writing its lasting scripts
for the genius to read
between the lines and lengths.

The voice of the wiser lot
varies with the fall and rise;
only a pulse ensures life
for a blocked mind — and 
cement
rests only on a deathbed.

Wisdom is romance
for an ailing hear.

(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. 
Firaq Memorial Award and the 

Kalidas Literary Award, Ahad 
Zargar Award. He is known 

for his poetic fi nesse and for 
promoting Kashmiri literary 
heritage through his work.)

We Only Die for the 
Winter

Imran Yousuf

A dried leaf fell on my face,
and I stopped.
Its silence carried the grief of 
roots.
I felt its pain, the agony,
the surrender of belonging.
It touched my skin,
and its sorrow reached my 
bones.

I shivered,
caught between the
seen and the unseen.
It was a brief moment
from a tale older than breath,
a tale of exile and return.

Once there was a smile,
brief as a prayer.
It lived and vanished
like a drop of rain.

The sorrows time had buried
rose again to yell in silence.

The red cold of autumn
spread through my veins.
Every leaf that fell
seemed to fall from within my 
heart.
I began to walk.

Walk where?
I didn’t know.

A whisper followed.
I laid my head upon
the earth and listened.

“Don’t stop. Go on.
It’s autumn, it’s fall, so we 
fall.
Go on.
We only die for the winter.”

(Imran Yousuf is a poet, 
writer, columnist, and trans-

lator from Kashmir. His 
poems and translations have 

appeared in leading literary 
magazines and internation-

al anthologies, and he has 
co-authored over 30 collec-

tions. He is well known for his 
acclaimed series on Kashmir’s 

Sufi  poets, now being com-
piled into a book.)

The Happy Squirrel 

Santosh Bakaya 

The old man loves the com-
pany 

of the squirrel on his 
window sill. 

The squirrel comes every 
day, 

and chitters and chatters. 
She is a talkative one, 
but the old man is the quiet 

sort . 
He just loves to listen 
to the loquacious squirrel. 
Chitter - chatter . She goes . 
He stops listening to the 

turbulence
in his heart, ears riveted to 

the garrulity 
of the squirrel, who is a 

great gossip - monger. 

When he emerges from a 
dense cloud of slumber, she  
is there. 

He hears her chattering 

when 
chunks of fog  are floating 

hither thither.
When the rain goes pitter 

- patter, 
her chitter - chatter 

becomes louder . 
She always comes with a 

supply of pure air, and
the fragrance of flowers. 

He inhales all that delight , 
and is rejuvenated. 

“Don’t worry friend , I am 
here. I am here.” She chimes, 
at all times . 

She is his guardian angel , 
and his playmate.

In a world ripped apart by 
rancour and hate. 

(Santosh Bakaya, PhD, is a 
renowned poet, academician, 
essayist, biographer, novelist, 

columnist, literary critic, and 
TEDx speaker. Internationally 

acclaimed for her poetic biog-
raphy of Mahatma Gandhi, 

Ballad of Bapu, as well as her 
work on Martin Luther King Jr. 
She is the author of 32 widely 

celebrated books across 
diverse genres. Her TEDx talk, 

“The Myth of Writers’ Block,” 
enjoys immense popularity in 

creative writing circles.)
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