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Poetry Corner

Cutting’ Or ‘Cleaving’?
A commentary on ‘The Cut’ written by the accolade-winning, highly 

acclaimed Richard Armitage, published by Faber and Faber, UK
BY DIBYASREE NANDY
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Critical Commentary

By Dibyasree Nandy

I happen to be something of a 
collector of old crime fiction 
novels dating as far back as 

1930, that is, books penned by the 
members of what was then known 
as the ‘Detection Club’ consisting 
of Dame Agatha Christie, Ronald 
Knox, Dorothy L. Sayers, John 
Dickson Carr, Baroness Orczy, 
G.K. Chesterton, among others. 
Additionally, with my immense 
fascination with ‘atmosphere’ 
and ‘locked-room’ cases, I have 
thoroughly read the works of 
Seishi Yokomizo, Yukito Ayatsu-
ji, Souji Shimada, Keigo Higashi-
no, Natsuo Kirino and Akimitsu 
Takagi. While I do not claim to be 
a connoisseur of crime fiction in 
any way, I have devoured them 
enthusiastically over a span of 
more than 25 years. Therefore, 
I take great pleasure in declar-
ing that Mr. Richard Armitage’s 
‘The Cut’ brings a smile to my 
face each time I see that deep 
orange spine gracing my shelf.

I believe a crime fiction 
author is the happiest when 
his or her work is treated as a 
‘game’ between the writer and 
the reader whether they know 
each other or not. There remains 
an invisible thread that binds 
them together as a never-ending 
(at least, until the curtain falls) 
cat-and-mouse chase similar to 
Professor James Moriarty and 
Sherlock Holmes.

When the Detection Club was 
formed, they had an initiation 
oath: ‘Play a fair game with your 
readers.’ Hence, Ronald Knox 
created a Decalogue to maintain 
this affirmation. Mr. Armitage 
has strictly adhered to two of its 
most important commandments: 
a) Every clue must be set up in a 
manner that allows the reader 
to think alongside the ‘detective’ 
and b) The perpetrator must be 
someone who has been men-
tioned early in the story. 

‘The Cut’ is not a murder 
mystery in the truest sense of 
the term. But I do not mean it in 
a negative way; it was an abso-
lute delight to go through it. In 
my very humble opinion, while 
reading the story, it felt like I 
was playing chess with a very 

old friend I’ve known forever, 
each trying to outwit, checkmate 
the other in an amiable manner, 
one saying, ‘Did you notice all 
the evidence I’ve laid out before 
you? Bet you haven’t!’ while 
the other replying, ‘Bring it on! 
Let’s see who has the last laugh!’ 

The perusal was a conversation 
across the sea, a dialogue across 
continents, and a discourse 
between interested parties.

As was the case in ‘And Then 
There Were None’ by Dame 

CONT. ON PAGE 14
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Pigeon Series Part 1 1

Mushtaque B Barq

The pigeon on the neigh-
bor’s projection invited 
the attention of my little 

director-producer, who in a 
jiffy installed his shooting gear. 
The kick-start “action” this 
time was just a gesture. Before 
the bird could be framed for the 
telecast, the carefree creature 
flew away. But before the crew 
could even think of capturing 
the pigeon against the back-
drop of the azure vast, the bird 
soiled the floor in protest.

Protests are personal. They 
serve the individual who choos-
es to raise a voice or express a 
gesture against the backdrop of 
their own anger. After reflect-
ing for a while, the camera cap-
tured the patch of dropping. I 
almost pulled the hair out of 
my bald head watching my kids 

film bird shit.
But they did it anyway, per-

haps not knowing what they 
were doing, and I let them do 
as they pleased. A fatherly 
nudge might have brought 
them back to reality, but my 
own innocence had long been 
fried in the pan of experience, 
and I couldn’t bring myself to 
rob them of theirs. Fun knows 
no formula.

They were trying to decipher 
a coded message. The camera 
moved from every possible 
angle, but after rewinding the 
reel, the director sighed and 
declared, “Forensic expert ko 
call karna padega” (We need to 
call a forensic expert).

The pigeon was a new sen-
sation and a novel subject to 
aim the gadget at. I could read 
from their faces gestures I had 
never noticed before. Seeing a 
critical overtone on my daugh-
ter’s face and a frustrated hue 
on my son’s façade left me both 
contented and sad. I was satis-
fied because they were looking 
for what they had missed, but 
sad because they were unnec-
essarily taxing their minds like 
perfectionists.

At the dinner table that 
night, I said, “Stay away from 
bird droppings; they transmit 
various diseases.” My words 
echoed in the room; no one 
responded. I felt a bit humili-
ated.

Sensing my frustration, my 
little daughter flashed a bil-
lion-dollar smile and, in a sono-
rous voice, declared, “Once I 
finish my dinner, I will tell you 
about pigeon droppings.”

Immediately, a severe cough 
from the corner teased me; my 
better half was perhaps pass-
ing a judgment. Truly, it was a 
signal that I now had to learn 
from the kids, and she was 
simply adding pepper to my 
already over-spiced mood.

When I retreated to my 
corner after dinner to scan the 
TV channels, my little daugh-
ter brought over my laptop 
with a page reading: Although 
pigeon droppings are seen as 
a problem in modern society, 
a few centuries ago, pigeon 
guano was considered the best 
fertilizer.

In my heart of hearts, I was 
all praise for the little pigeon 
that had at least ignited the 

mind of my daughter, giving 
her the proof to beat me. I 
loved it, but God knows what 
ego rushed into my mind; I 
snatched my laptop from her 
just to check if my data was 
accessible at all.

Sensing my intention, my son 
appeared on the scene. “All your 
folders are safe,” he declared. 
“We need our own laptop, and 
we need it immediately,” my 
daughter added.

I started to curse the bird, real-
izing its presence had multiplied 
my kids’ demands. Without trig-
gering an argument, I applied 
honey to my words, added sugar 
to my adjectives, and above all, 
altered the mounds of my face 
into welcoming meadows to 
tackle the situation.

It worked.
(Mushtaque B. Barq is a noted 

writer, poet, translator and 
currently serves as an English 
Mentor at Cambridge School. 

A recipient of several honours, 
including the G.N. Firaq Memori-

al 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.)
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Short Story

Chander M Bhat

It was most likely the 
year 1972 when a wave of 
excitement swept across 

the villages of Kashmir 
Valley. The government had 
distributed black and white 
television sets to every Pan-
chayat, marking a significant 
moment in rural life. Even 
Murran, a beautiful village 
nestled in the valley, was 
not left out. A Western Black 
and White Television set had 
arrived at the Panchayat 
Ghar in Murran, and it was 
about to change the village’s 
evening routine forever.

The news of the televi-
sion’s arrival spread in a 
way that was unique to the 
village. Early that afternoon, 
the steady and familiar beat 
of a “Nagara” drum echoed 
through Boni Bagh, the main 
marketplace. Ama Dumb, 
the village’s Nagara player, 
drumming to announce an 
important message. His voice 
rang out, calling all villagers, 
young and old, to the Pancha-
yat Ghar that evening for 
what he described as a new 
“Tamasha”, a toy.  No one was 
exactly sure what this “Tama-
sha” meant, but curiosity had 
already gripped the village.

By 4 o’clock, every child in 
Murran had gathered at Boni 
Bagh, filled with anticipation. 
The announcement had sent 
ripples of excitement through 
the village, and as the chil-
dren assembled, they wasted 
no time and raced toward the 
Panchayat Ghar. When they 
arrived, they found the com-
pound buzzing with activi-
ty. Elderly men had already 
gathered in large numbers, 
discussing the impending 
event with a mix of wonder 
and skepticism. Could this 
“Sheeshi Sandok,” this “glass 
box,” really show moving pic-
tures, as some had heard?

The task of setting up the 
television was in the hands 
of Mohd Ismail, known to the 
villagers simply as Ismail of 
Dumbpur. Ismail had been 
entrusted with the responsi-
bility of operating the televi-
sion set, despite never having 

touched one before. Alongside 
him was Abdul Gani Ahan-
gar, or “Gani Ahungur,” a vil-
lager known for his limited 
but handy knowledge of elec-
trical work. Together, they 
were the heroes of the hour, 
working feverishly to connect 
wires and ensure that the new 
technology would work as 
expected.

The television set itself was 
placed on the left window of 
the Panchayat Ghar, rest-
ing on a sturdy wooden sup-
port. Gani Ahungur, with 
his sleeves rolled up, began 
fixing the wires with great 
concentration. The clock 
had already ticked past 5:00 
p.m., and the villagers knew 
that the telecast would start 
promptly at 5:30 p.m. In those 
days, television was not an all 
day affair; programming was 
limited and precise, and miss-
ing even a few minutes meant 
waiting until the next day for 
another chance.

As the minutes passed, 
more and more villagers 
arrived. By 5:30, the com-
pound was packed with 
people....men and women, 
children and elders, all gath-
ered in eager anticipation. 
The women stood in small 
groups, whispering amongst 
themselves, speculating about 
what could possibly emerge 
from this “Sheeshi Sandok.” 
They were skeptical, yet fasci-
nated by the mystery of it all.

At exactly 5:30 p.m., Gani 
Ahungur, sensing that the 
moment had come, called 
for silence. His voice, filled 
with authority, cut through 

the murmur of the crowd, 
instructing everyone to 
remain quiet as he prepared 
to switch on the television. 
There was a collective hush 
as Gani pressed the switch. 
For a few moments, nothing 
happened. The crowd held 
its breath, unsure of what to 
expect.

Then, slowly, the tele-
vision screen flickered to 
life. A faint glow appeared, 
accompanied by a soft hum-
ming sound from the wooden 
box. The light grew brighter, 
and soon enough, a crack-
ling sound emerged from the 
speakers. Gani fiddled with 
the switches on the side of the 
set, adjusting the controls as 
the villagers watched in wide 
eyed wonder. The screen 
began to stabilize, and, after 
a few tense moments, a clear 
picture appeared.

Suddenly, from the 
women’s section of the 
crowd, someone exclaimed, 
“Kodaya… Daabas manz ha 
insaan!” (“Oh my God, there 
are people inside the box!”). 
Laughter and chatter rip-
pled through the audience. 
The program “Butraat” had 
started, and on the screen 
were people speaking....a 
sight most of the villagers 
had never seen in their lives. 
There was jubilation, amaze-
ment, and disbelief all at once.

The children cheered, 
while the elders watched with 
a quiet awe, marveling at the 
wonders of modern technol-
ogy. Once the “Butraat” pro-
gram ended, the screen tran-
sitioned to something even 

more delightful....a Kashmi-
ri folk song began to play. 
The familiar music echoed 
through the compound, and 
people started to clap and 
hum along, their hearts filled 
with joy.

As the singers on the tele-
vision performed, an elderly 
woman in the crowd turned 
to those around her and, in 
all sincerity, asked, “Who 
will give these singers their 
meals in the evening?” Her 
question, so innocent and 
sincere, caused a ripple of 
laughter among the villag-
ers. Even though they had 
just witnessed a marvel of 
technology, the simple logic 
of village life still applied in 
their minds.

As the Kashmiri folk song 
came to an end, the program 
on the newly arrived televi-
sion set switched to the next 
segment....the English news. 
By this time, the crowd gath-
ered in the Panchayat Ghar 
had grown accustomed to 
the flickering images and 
the sound coming from the 
wooden box. The audience, 
mostly villagers who had 
never encountered televi-
sion or heard English spoken 
live, remained transfixed by 
the screen, even though they 
didn’t understand the lan-
guage.

The English news anchor’s 
voice echoed through the 
compound, a series of unfa-
miliar words strung together 
in a language foreign to most 
of the villagers. Still, they 

CONT. ON PAGE 13
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LitSpeak

Dr Ratan Bhattacharjee

Federico García Lorca 
remains one of the 
greatest poetic voices of 

twentieth century literature 
because he transformed nature 
into a language of resistance, 
desire, rebellion and human 
freedom.The fascists feared 
Lorca not merely because he 
was a poet or playwright, but 
because he gave voice to the 
earth itself. His poetry carried 
the smell of Andalusian soil, 
the cry of rivers, the darkness 
of olive groves, the songs of 
gypsies, the moonlit agony of 
lonely women, and the wound-
ed dignity of common people. 
His nature imagery was never 
decorative. Trees, horses, 
rivers, blood, moonlight and 
barren lands became symbols 
of social suffocation and emo-
tional imprisonment. In Lor-
ca’s poetry and drama, nature 
revolted silently against tyr-
anny.That is why fascism 
found him dangerous.

Lorca belonged to the Gen-
eration of ’27 in Spain, yet 
he stood apart because of his 
deeply lyrical and folk-orient-
ed vision. He united popular 
Andalusian traditions with 
surrealism, symbolism and 
modern dramatic structure. 
His writings emerged from the 
landscapes of southern Spain 
where nature was not separat-
ed from human life.The songs 
of peasants, the rhythms of 
flamenco, the silence of dry 
fields and the cries of wander-
ing gypsies entered his poetry 
with extraordinary intensity. 
Fascism feared precisely this 
organic bond between people 
and land because authoritari-
an regimes survive by silenc-
ing memory, diversity and 
imagination. Lorca’s poems 
celebrated all that fascism 
wanted to erase. Nature in 
Lorca is never passive scen-
ery. It breathes, mourns, 
warns and rebels. In “Romance 
Sonámbulo” or “Ballad of the 
Sleepwalker,” green becomes 
a recurring symbol. “Green, 
how I want you green” is not 
simply a romantic image. 

The green world becomes 
mysterious, haunted and 

politically charged. The moon-
lit horses, dark water and 
wounded landscapes reflect 
a civilization moving toward 
violence and death. Lorca’s 
nature poetry created unease 
because it unveiled hidden 
tensions beneath social order. 
His landscapes are never calm 
pastoral settings.They are 
landscapes trembling with 
suppressed emotion.The fas-
cists preferred literature that 
glorified nationalism, mili-
tary heroism and rigid moral 
order. Lorca instead celebrat-
ed gypsies, women trapped by 
patriarchy, outcasts, peasants 
and marginalized souls. In 
his famous collection Gypsy 
Ballads, nature becomes the 
companion of persecuted 
communities.The rivers, for-
ests and mountains protect 
wandering lives outside the 
control of authoritarian insti-
tutions. The gypsy in Lorca is 
not merely an ethnic figure 
but a symbol of freedom and 
instinctive humanity.This cel-
ebration of liberty disturbed 
conservative Spain deeply. 
Fascism cannot tolerate ambi-
guity, emotional freedom or 
symbolic rebellion. 

Lorca’s poetry contained 
all three.Lorca’s use of the 
moon deserves special atten-
tion. In traditional literature 
the moon often symbolizes 
romance or serenity. In Lorca 
it becomes both beautiful and 
terrifying.The moon dances 
with death. It seduces children 
toward destruction. It watches 

over bloodshed. In his plays 
and poems, the moon often 
symbolizes fate, uncontrolla-
ble desire and mortality. Such 
symbolism gave Lorca’s works 
an almost mythic intensity. 
Fascists feared writers who 
awakened mythic conscious-
ness because myth has revolu-
tionary energy. Lorca’s moon-
lit world reminded people that 
beneath political slogans there 
exists a deeper emotional and 
spiritual truth.

His dramatic works expand-
ed this poetic rebellion. Blood 
Wedding is one of the finest 
examples of how Lorca fused 
poetry, nature and social crit-
icism. The play emerged from 
a real rural tragedy but Lorca 
transformed it into a universal 
drama of passion imprisoned 
by social conventions. Forests, 
horses, moonlight and blood 
operate symbolically through-
out the play. Nature itself 
appears to support forbid-
den love against rigid social 
morality. Leonardo and the 
Bride are drawn toward each 
other by instinctive forces 
stronger than social law.Their 
tragedy arises because society 
suppresses natural emotional 
truth. 

In “Blood Wedding” the 
moon becomes an active dra-
matic character. Death also 
appears symbolically. This 
blending of realism and sym-
bolism made the play revo-
lutionary in modern theatre. 
Lorca showed that poetry 
could enter drama without 

weakening dramatic inten-
sity. Fascist ideology valued 
obedience, control and patri-
archal honor. Lorca exposed 
these values as destructive.
The play’s violence emerges 
from social codes of revenge 
and masculine pride. Nature, 
meanwhile, appears as a force 
yearning for freedom and emo-
tional authenticity.The horse 
imagery in Lorca’s work 
also frightened conservative 
forces because it symbolized 
untamed desire and masculine 
energy beyond social regula-
tion.

Leonardo’s horse in Blood 
Wedding is restless, exhaust-
ed and passionate. It reflects 
the dangerous energy of for-
bidden love. Fascism depends 
on discipline and suppres-
sion. Lorca’s horses embody 
instinctive rebellion. They 
run toward emotional truth 
even if destruction awaits. 
His symbols thus challenged 
authoritarian morality at a 
profound psychological level.
Yerma continues this strug-
gle between natural desire and 
oppressive social structure.
The very title means barren. 
The protagonist longs for 
motherhood, yet social con-
ventions imprison her within 
a sterile marriage. The land 
itself seems dry and lifeless.
Water imagery repeatedly 
appears as a symbol of fertil-
ity and emotional fulfillment. 
Yerma’s suffering is connect-

CONT. ON PAGE 12
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Critical Essay

Dr Sharmistha Chatterjee 
 

In April 1941, Tagore wrote 
his last birthday message 
in “Crisis in Civilization”. 

His sensitive mind was visibly 
shaken at “the arrogant unrigh-
teousness” of the world powers. 
He wrote , “As I look around I see 
the crumbling ruins of a proud 
civilization strewn like a vast 
heap of futility.” From one end 
of the world to the other the poi-
sonous fume of hatred darkens 
the atmosphere the spirit of vio-
lence which perhaps lay dormant 
in the psychology of the West and  
has at last roused itself to dese-
crate the spirit of man.

Although Tagore had a deep 
faith in the essential goodness 
and nobility of man, 

he had never tolerated qui-
etly, the onslaught of the more 
powerful West over the over 
the poorer Afro-Asian nations . 
From his pen had flown words 
of anger and resistance, appeal 
and prayer as projected in later 
poems like ‘Africa’ (1938) and 
‘Ahban’ (1939). Yet resistance 
and assertion of one’s dignity as 
well as of the East (Orient) need 
not have been with the poet an 
explicit affair. Much earlier, had 
the poet with the publication of 
Gitanjali been successful in hit-
ting the West hard. 

The poet with his uncanny 
sensibility, had cracked the 
outer shell of the Western 

civilization seething inside 
with violent energies and immor-
al torpor. The serenity of the song 
offerings form the East were a 
balm to the bruised minds. The 
strife torn countries of Europe 
in grip of horror and cynicism 
on the brink of the First World 
War found in Tagore a power-
ful artistic sensibility emerged 
from “an alien cultural ethos”, 
whose poetic images brought 
“beauty and solace to human 
life”, whose vision, the vision of 
a seer, affirmed the values vir-
tually lost in Western thought, 
culture and literature. Tagore’s 
poems not only touched the 
forgotten chords of the western 
audience but also reminded them 
of a voice of an ancient, superior 
civilization steeped in values of 
love, trust, care and a close com-
munion with Nature. Gitanjali 

was a kind of a reminder from 
Tagore that peace and happiness 
is possible in acknowledging the 
presence of the creator in surren-
dering to him, and his various 
manifestations designed to be 
cohabited with. 

“The morning will surely 
come, the darkness will vanish, 
and thy voice pour down in 
golden streams breaking through 
the sky.

 Then thy words will take wing 
in songs from 

every one of my birds’ nest, 
and thy melodies will break forth 
in all my forest groves.”(Song 19) 

Or . 
“In the deep shadows of the 

rainy July, with secret steps, 
thou walkest, silent as night, 
eluding all watchers.

To-day the morning has closed 
its eyes, heedless of the insistent 
calls of the loud east wind, and a 
thick veil has been drawn over 
the ever-wakeful blue sky.” (Song 
22)

Or,
“My poet’s vanity dies in 

shame before thy sight. O master 
poet, I have sat down at thy 

feet” (Song 7)
Needless to say, the apparent 

simplicity of the images belies a 
repertoire of rich tradition and 
ancient culture, as W.B Yeats had 
mentioned in the introduction to 
the work “the work of supreme 
culture, they yet appear as much 
a growth of the common soil as 
the grass and the rushes. A tra-
dition, where poetry and religion 
are the same thing, has passed 
through the centuries, gathering 
form learned and unlearned met-
aphor and emotion and carried 

back again to the multitude the 
thought of the scholar and of the 
noble” (9-10).

Although unkindly, Yeats con-
trasts the art of his own culture: 
“If our life was not a continual 
warfare, we would not have taste, 
we would not know what is good, 
and we would not find hearers 
and readers. Four fifths of our 
energy is spent in this quarrel 
with bad taste, whether in our 
own minds or in the minds of 
others”(9). 

It would not be farfetched 
to imply that in more than one 
way Gitanjali is postcolonial in 
spirit in the same way as Dero-
zio’s “Harp of India”, both eulo-
gizing and reminiscing the rich 
heritage one’s country. There is 
no denying that Gitanjali does 
receive succour from the Rig 
Veda where much attention in 
paid to the primeval force out of 
which existence comes into being 
.It receives inspiration from the 
Vedic concept of creation’s gift of 
time and the joy of theistic belief. 
Also, it is impossible to ignore 
the fact that Rig Veda represents 
a point of origin for the develop-
ment of Hinduism. Considering 
the above Tagore appears as a 
patriot/Nationalist deliberately 
yet subtly fighting the oppressive 
forces of West- their literature 
increasingly leaning towards 
the crude, the surrealistic and 
the ‘cult of the ugly’. 

Gitanjali is therefore a cre-
ation of the contemporary milieu 
as much as it is an overflow of 
the psychic urges, culminating 
in Tagore’s identification with 
the spirit of nationalism careful-
ly subsumed under the universal 

appeal. Yet as Aijaz Ahmed would 
opine: “The issue of nationalism 
is much more difficult to settle, 
because nationalism is no uni-
tary thing and so many different 
kind of ideologies and politi-
cal practices have invoked the 
nationalist claim that it is always 
very hard to think of nationalism 
at the level of theoretical abstrac-
tion alone, without weaving into 
this abstraction the experience of 
particular nationalisms and ret-
rograde kinds of practices” (7). 
Also, nationalism as a concept 
becomes opaque when it is yoked 
together with culture to produce 
the composite category of cultural 
nationalism. In Gitanjali Tagore 
strives for an inclusive and 
progressive nationalism which 
aims at preserving the best yet 
ready to accept changes for the 
better. In contrast Gora, a novel 
published prior to Gitanjali (in 
1909) interrogates “such minori-
ty nationalisms” (11) which tend 
to enmesh the “nation” within 
the cycle of imperialism. Tagore, 
essentially a humanist at heart 
refused to accept the radical 
anticolonial struggles during the 
late 19th and early 20th century 
which drove India to be depicted 
as a land of the Hindus, thus cre-
ating a narrow, parochial vision 
of freedom, exclusive in its ulti-
mate aim. 

Although Indian patriotism 
had already become a perva-
sive word, especially during the 
Swadeshi movement, it had not 
always conceptually separated 
itself out from Hindu national-
ism: In fact, the movement had 

CONT. ON PAGE 11



7LitStream 
HT Saturday 

SATURDAY
30 MAY 2026

     CMYK     

Wellbeing

Dr. Supriya Shukla

One evening, Myra sent 
a simple message to 
her friend:

“Did you reach home 
safely?”

A few minutes later came 
the reply: “Yes.”

That was it.
Just “Yes.”
No smiley.
No “thanks.”
No exclamation mark.
No emotional warmth what-

soever.
Within seconds, Myra’s 

mind began racing faster than 
a news channel debate.

“Why such a dry reply?” “Is 
she upset with me?” “Did I say 
something wrong yesterday?” 
“Should I apologize?” “Is this 
friendship ending?”

By bedtime, Myra had men-
tally reconstructed the entire 
history of their friendship, 
identified six possible mis-
takes she may have made 
since their strong friendship 
and emotionally prepared her-
self for lifelong rejection.

The next morning her friend 
called cheerfully and said, 
“Sorry Myra, I was replying 
while carrying grocery bags 
and fighting mosquitoes.”

That was all.
The friendship was perfect-

ly fine. Only Myra had spent 
the night attending its emo-
tional funeral.

This, unfortunately, is how 
oversensitivity often works.

An oversensitive person 
does not merely hear words; 
they preserve them like frag-
ile museum artifacts. A casual 
“You look tired” can become:

“Do I look unhealthy?” 
“Have I aged suddenly?” “Was 
that criticism?” “Should I 
start drinking green juice and 
sleeping at early?”

Meanwhile, the person who 
made the comment has peace-
fully moved on with life.

Oversensitivity is often mis-
taken for weakness, but that is 
not entirely true. Oversensi-
tive people are usually deeply 
observant. They notice minute 
changes in tone, pauses, 
expressions, punctuation 
marks, and even the emotion-

al implications of a single “K” 
in a text message.

For them: “Okay :)” means 
affection. “Okay.” means dis-
appointment. “K” means the 
relationship requires imme-
diate spiritual healing.

They feel emotions intense-
ly and often absorb the moods 
of people around them like 
emotional sponges. While 
sensitivity itself is a beautiful 
quality, oversensitivity can 
quietly become exhausting 
when every small incident 
begins feeling deeply personal.

A delayed reply feels like 
rejection. Constructive criti-
cism feels like humiliation. A 
friend forgetting to wave back 
becomes a three-day emotion-
al investigation.

The mind keeps replaying 
situations endlessly:

“Why did she say it like 
that?” “Did he sound irritat-
ed?” “Was that sarcasm?” 
“Should I stop speaking for-
ever?”

By the time an oversensi-
tive person finishes analyzing 
one awkward conversation, 
the other person has already 
eaten dinner, watched televi-
sion, and slept peacefully.

Gradually, this emotional 
overprocessing begins affect-
ing personal well-being. The 
mind becomes crowded with 
assumptions, self-doubt, and 
invisible emotional fatigue. 
One careless remark out-
weighs ten compliments. 
Peace becomes dangerously 
dependent on external valida-
tion.

Ryan experienced this quite 

dramatically at an office party.
For the first time in years, 

he decided to wear a bright 
mustard-yellow shirt instead 
of his usual black or blue. He 
entered confidently, feeling 
rather fashionable, until one 
colleague glanced at him and 
casually remarked,

“Oh… new shirt?”
That was all.
But Ryan’s mind immedi-

ately began spinning.
Why did he pause before 

saying “shirt”? Was that sar-
casm? Was the colour too loud? 
Too strange? Too festive? Did 
everyone secretly hate it?

For the next two hours, 
Ryan became painfully 
self-conscious. He avoided 
group photographs, stood 
behind taller colleagues, and 
stopped laughing too enthu-
siastically in case the shirt 
somehow made matters worse.

Finally, unable to bear the 
suspense, he asked his col-
league directly, “Tell me hon-
estly… does this shirt look 
odd?”

The colleague looked puz-
zled. “No! I only noticed 
because you wear black every 
single day. I was just shocked 
to see colour in your life.”

The entire emotional crisis 
had been created not by criti-
cism, but by the mustard-yel-
low fabric and an overactive 
imagination.

That is the strange negative 
capability of oversensitivity. It 
magnifies ordinary moments 
into emotional catastrophes.

Relationships too become 
complicated under its weight. 

Oversensitive individuals 
may expect others to instinc-
tively understand their hurt 
without expressing it clearly. 
Sometimes they withdraw 
dramatically, waiting for 
someone to notice.

And when nobody notices? 
That becomes another emo-
tional crisis altogether.

The digital circus has inten-
sified this crisis. Someone 
uploads achievements and 
suddenly self-worth begins 
trembling. Someone does not 
“like” your post indicates that 
clearly society has rejected 
you.

The mind, once triggered, 
becomes astonishingly cre-
ative although such people 
never overtly express their 
feelimgs. Their minds become 
a storehouse of their distress-
ful emotions.

Yet, in fairness, this super-
sensitivity and overthinking 
are not entirely without value. 
The same people are often 
deeply empathetic, reflec-
tive, and emotionally aware. 
They notice when someone is 
unusually quiet. They remem-
ber small details. They are 
careful with words because 
they understand how deeply 
words can wound.

So there is quiet wisdom too 
in those who pause, reflect, 
and think deeply. The chal-
lenge is not to eliminate over-
thinking completely, but to 
prevent thoughtful reflection 
from becoming emotional 
self-torture.

CONT. ON PAGE 13
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Poetry Corner

DISHEARTENED 

Ashok Chakravarthy

A new verse tries to come 
out

But it’s very unfortu-
nate….

There’s either a pen or a 
paper

Where to scribble the 
matter?

Memory cannot treasure
A sudden gush of mus-

ings,
In vain it may try, but ….
Being helpless, they get 

erased.

Like the silence after a 
storm

Like the calmness at mid-
night,

Thoughts reduce to a 
nought

Like ripples, get swept 
ashore.

Though verses try to 
come out

Memory fails to seize 
them;

Dispirited, they slowly 
fade away

Into the perpetual past, 
helpless!

(Dr. Ashok Chakravar-
thy Tholana, a noted poet, 

writer, and reviewer from 
Hyderabad, is acclaimed for 

his message-driven poetry 
on peace, brotherhood, 

environment, and human 
rights. His works have been 
published in over a hundred 

countries and translated into 
42 languages. Honoured 

with numerous awards, 
including fourteen honorary 

doctorates, he has earned 
appreciation from fi gures 

like A. P. J. Abdul Kalam, Atal 
Bihari Vajpayee, Bill Clinton, 
and Queen Elizabeth II. With 

twelve poetry collections 
and several translations, he 

has long advocated global 
peace and non-violence 

through his writings.)

I Met My Soul

Imran Yousuf

(I)
When I built love’s empire,
a new dawn broke in my deserted heart.
Beyond shores, oceans, storms,
and mysteries,
at last I met my soul.

(II)

Beneath the vault of the heavens,
I live in the valley of silence.
I dare not complain of my woes,
for I have seen the mysteries
of this mysterious cosmos
trampled into dust,
flames touching the skies at dusk.
At dawn, morning rays came
knocking at my door
with my soul in their palm.
That is the day when I met my soul.

(III)

Sermons of the preacher woke me
in the middle of the night, in darkness.
Through the window I peeped
and saw the peak of a mountain
melting like mercury.
Distilled drops of gold vaporized
and vanished into the haze of thin air.
My gaze returned to my room
and found me blessed with an inward eye.

Enlightenment illumined my spirit.
That is the time when I met my soul.

(IV)

In the mine of grief I found
signs and symbols,
sacred laws and wilderness.
I learned not to raise walls against the sun.
The illuminated courtyard is nowhere
but behind the walls of my dark room.
It is a secret to the stranger,
but bliss for the sage.
I turned toward this wilderness
when the breeze touched every
twig of the tree
on which the nightingale sang songs of love.
Under the soothing shade and sound,
I met my soul.

(V)

The passion of longing has always
blazed fire in the ruins of my desolated heart.
When the wails of wisdom breathed their last
in the chambers of ignorance,
I smashed the goblet of broken speech
and broke the chains of slavery
on the path of salvation.
With the awakening of conscience,
I felt an ocean moving within me.
I strode beyond walls of torment,
sadness, and gloom
and found the field of resurrection.
That is the place where I met my soul.

(Imran Yousuf is a poet, writer, columnist, 
and translator from Kashmir. His poems and 

translations have appeared in leading literary 
magazines and international anthologies, and 
he has co-authored over 30 collections. He is 
well known for his acclaimed series on Kash-

mir’s Sufi  poets, now being compiled into a 
book.)

Patriarchy

Sayed Mobashar Ali

The system that domi-
nates,
And controls a woman’s 
voice,
Making her feel weak 
inside,
As if she has no choice.

Roles are divided by 
gender,
Women confined behind 
the wall,
Honour linked only with 
women,
While men are praised for 

all.

It creates a biased society,
And builds the glass ceil-
ing high,
Though it is not natural 
or real,
Still society lets it survive.

No nation can truly prog-
ress,
If women are denied their 
space,
Patriarchy should be 
ended,
So equality can take its 
place.

(Sayed Mobashar Ali 
is from Jammu and Kash-

mir, currently pursuing 
a degree in Psychology 

(Honours) at Jamia Millia 
Islamia, New Delhi.)
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Waiting 

Dr Purnima Singh 

You are good at vanishing 
acts,
disappearing between unfin-

ished sentences
like smoke leaving a temple 
lamp.

I am good at waiting—
staying back after the crowd 
has left,
counting silence like prayer 
beads,
spending sleepless nights
imagining all the ways
our ending could arrive.

Sometimes I picture it gently:
two tired people
placing love down softly
like a book they can no longer 
carry.

Sometimes it ends like a 
storm—
words breaking against walls,
memories turning into sharp 
glass,
your footsteps fading
while I still listen for them.

And sometimes, in the cruel-
est version,
there is no ending at all—
just you vanishing slowly
and me waiting so long
that waiting itself
becomes my only companion.

(Dr Purnima Singh Assistant 
Professor of English in a Varanasi 

College is a poet and book review-
er. She is a researcher and nature 
lover. Her writings are published 

in India and abroad)

Poetry Corner

Before the Quiet Left

Mehvish Naqvi

 Each passing year I fade 
away,
Not beauty lost, that does not 
stay.
What breaks my soul, what 
leaves me raw,
Is losing what I never thought 
I’d lose at all.

 I try to keep that light alive,
That gentle spark that helped 
me thrive.
The part of me that loved the 
rain,
Before this world taught fear 
and pain.

 She tucked her dolls in close 
at night,
Convinced they’d dream in 
fading light.
Who named the cracks upon 
the stone,
And loved a world that was 
her own.

 Who saw the stars with open 
eyes,
Before the world taught her 
to hide.
Who found her joy in a gentle 
breeze,
And laughed with an uncalcu-
lated ease.

 Somewhere a quiet music box 
still turns,
For a girl this woman almost 
mourns.
There is a shelf I cannot face...
Stuffed bears that held a 
softer grace.

 They sit the same. I am the 
one

Who changed, who left, who 
came undone.

 I said I’m fine so many times
Until my heart believed it too,
Until I lost the words for what
I actually knew.

 The world calls this maturity, 
this ache,
The art of smiling while you 
slowly break.
They handed us the armor, 
never said
What softness we would bury 
with our dead.

 But still I ask, and always 
will,
Why must a gentle heart go 
still?
Why was the price of making 
it through
Every soft and wondering 
part I knew?

 Beneath the weight of heavy 
years,
Beyond the sorrow and the 
fears,
A gentle voice remains inside,
Though bruised by life, it has 
not died.

 And maybe softness does sur-
vive,
In every heart that stays 
alive.
Not loud, not untouched, not 
the same,
But still a flickering, tender 
flame.

(Mehvish Naqvi is a writer 
from Jammu and Kashmir, 

India, and a student of English 
Literature holding a Master’s 
degree. She has co-authored 

several anthologies, includ-
ing Change Your Thoughts 

and Axiom under Spectrum 
of Thoughts, along with Sac-

rifi ce associated with the 
Solaced Pentacles commu-

nity.)

TRUE PICTURE

Irfan Alam Kakroo

Is this the land, the land 
called paradise?

Is this the land, the land of 
sufis and saints,

Where every colour nature 
painted?

The children born free and 
fearless,

And the Chinars acted as the 
symbol of Love.

Where every bird chanted 
the song of freedom,

And the bulbuls sending the 
message

Of coming relatives, near 
and dear;

Where every tree and plant 
growed under the divine care,

Where to breathe was to 
refresh all senses;

That land where seeds were 
grown with gentle care and 
love.

O this land has turned crim-
son red!

With each passing moment a 
Divine Inferno,

Burning the soul and these 
silent emotions,

No trace of our existence, no 
whereabouts,

Broken, benumbed, desolate,
And an isolated picture.

With each grim looking face,
An untold story to portray,
Fear, chaos, confusion, the 

daily routine,
Though unreal, but so true.

All the seasons now a bleak 
December,

Where the birds neither 

chant or sing,
Nor the bulbuls send the 

message of love,
Nor do eagles fly, gliding 

higher and higher.

The wings are broken,
And birds sing with a soar-

ing throat,
The Chinars, the symbol of 

Love,
Is fading its colour, and is 

pestilence stricken;
Still we exist, but a mere 

existence.

We have lost the freedom 
and pride

To open the mouth, and sing 
the song—

The song of our dignity and 
liberty.

The reed flute is broken, so 
are our dreams,

Living in this long separa-
tion, and a big void,

Enchained in the house of 
loneliness.

O land! My land, the land of 
pious men,

The land of chastity, modes-
ty and piousness,

Has lost its presence and 
image.

Now, the wild beast is tear-
ing our flesh

With those paws and sharp 
canines;

We are the prey, and we the 
victim.

So, we have to see all this
But how long, how long….!

(Irfan Alam Kakroo is a writer 
and poet hailing from the valley 
of Jammu and Kashmir, India. A 
postgraduate in English Litera-
ture, he is currently serving as 

a teacher in a local high school. 
He is the author of “The Land of 

Paradise Lost” a collection of 
poetry.)
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Poetry Corner
The Layered Silence 

Santosh Bakaya 

Smug silence silently 
slipped 

into the room with a non-
chalant air. 

it kicked off its boots and 
socks,

sighed luxuriously and 
stretched,

smiling slyly.
It looked quite amiable.
I loved the aura 
of this companionable 

silence. 

Not mocking us. But just 
observing us. 

Lips clipped. Hands 
clenched.

A tantalising mystique sur-
rounded it.

 
You picked up a book, 

giving me a warm look.
I picked up another and 

flipped over a page,
returning your look with 

another loving look. 
Despite the silence, we 

were on the same page. 
The silence became loud. 
Louder. 
Talking away silently.

The silent yakking can be 
pretty irritating, 

you know. But this silence 
was not. 

You flipped another page, 
smiling in my direction.

The cat looked at us, 
questions swimming in her 

eyes. 
She reined in her purrs, 

hypnotised by silence. 

The silence that choked 
on its on unspoken words. 
And we smiled across the 

expansive silence, 
with a silent conceit,
 beating all stereotypes 

and busting all myths that 
two people sitting in a room, 
need words to communicate. 

In the distance, a ram-
shackle train chugged on 

Chuk chuk chuk. 
We looked at each other, 

with eyes that spoke volumes.

Silence ruled.

(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.)

Love of Betrayal

Preetha T

I stood watching her, think-
ing it was the rose of trust.  

But within her was another 
season of bloom —  

A scorching summer of 
name and fame.

In the boss’s room, she 
paints love,  

With the ink of promises, 
with the quill of betrayal.  

On the chest of the husband 
waiting at home,  

Her kisses fall cold as dag-
gers.

What she called “love” was 
just the name of lust,  

What she called “trust” 
was a staircase.  

A staircase to climb to the 

heights,  
A stubbornness that didn’t 

care whose shoulders she 
stepped on.

What she opens is not her 
heart,  

But doors, windows, man-
sions — for betrayal.  

She who sells even her own 
shadow,  

For a name, for nothing but 
a name.

Later, in her I saw how love 
becomes a mask,  

How an embrace becomes 
a trap,  

How the word “romance”  
Turns into the biggest lie.

So we must fear love  
Must doubt the smiles  
Because through her I 

learned:  
Even the most beautiful 

flower can hold poison,  
Even the softest hands can 

strangle.

(Preetha T. is a teacher, 
poet, academic writer, and 

translator from Kerala.)

A Sunday Afternoon 
at Nambal

Reyaz Malik

Miles apart from Rajouri 
is a town,

Known as Budhal, captivat-
ing and fair;

The air blowing is soothing 
and humble,

Lies there a tranquil 
meadow, Nambal.

Playfields, springs, hills 
and bushes around,

The greenery and trees 
speak of deep peace;

As locals and tourists hap-
pily mingle,

A beautiful place to explore 
is Nambal.

Birds chirping, grazing 
animals, and much more,

People rejoice, and the kids 
are all jovial;

Into nature’s wide-open 
arms you stumble,

One must visit the horizon 

at Nambal.

Wallichiana, barberry, and 
blue iris blooms

Embellish the vale with 
their colourful grace;

On the slanting hillsides, 
the visitors tumble,

To cherish the moments in 
beautiful Nambal.

The whole of the town is 
visible from atop,

And the snowy Pir Panjal 
towers right there;

While the streams emanat-
ing down from it rumble,

Come and enjoy in the 
green lap of Nambal.

(Reyaz Malik, is a writer, 
Poet from Rajnagar, Budhal, 

Rajouri (J&K). He holds a 
Triple M.A. from the University 

of Jammu and IGNOU and is 
currently pursuing a Ph.D. in 

English from the University 
of Lucknow. A multilingual 
scholar profi cient in Kash-

miri, English, Urdu, Gojri, 
Pahari, Hindi, and Arabic, 

he writes poetry and prose 
in the non-fi ction genre. His 

published work includes How 
Are You Jannaa, a translation 

of Urdu short stories into 
English.)

Girl tale....

Faheema Amin

(The one who loved me,
 across the window pane)

"Through the window i would 
peep,
A heart stuffed with love so 
deep.
Built to shower this love and 
care,
I learnt its weak to shed a 
tear.
I showed up as a blossom of 
rose,
I learnt its a barren land to 
pose.

My look, my charm not my 
belief.
I turn the bride of an autumn 
leaf,
I gracefully carry my heavy 
load,
But trending is  'The survival 
mode.'
World carries ruins of my 
beauty,
Crushed & smashed,
 you call me pretty???"

The one who loved me,
 across the window pane..
Is just an empty cup,
Sipping in every pain.

(Er. Faheema Amin is an Electrical 
Engineering graduate from the National 
Institute of Technology, Srinagar, and a 

gold medalist for academic excellence. 
Alongside her professional work, she 

nurtures a passion for writing and poetry, 
with contributions to various magazines. 

Her work refl ects clarity, simplicity, and a 
thoughtful exploration of human themes)
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Echoes of GDC 
Dangiwacha

Rayeesa Abbasi

We walked from this col-
lege with heads held high,

With dreams in our hearts 
and goals reaching the sky.

No challenge could stop us; 
we found our own way,

We learned and we grew 
with each passing day.

Oh! GDC Dangiwacha, for-
ever you will shine,

You gave us not just 
strength, but a path so divine.

No longer are we here, yet 
we still belong

To memories of you that 
will always stay strong.

In classrooms we learned, 
and we laughed without fear;

Those friendships we 
made, we will cherish each 
year.

The journey ends, but 
memories stay,

Guiding our steps along the 
way.

Our teachers showed us 
paths to see

With care, wisdom, and 
honesty.

With every lesson, every 
word,

Their voices are still to be 
heard.

We proudly thank them 
now and always;

They guided us through 
every phase.

As I greet each new day, as 
I move on,

Your love, GDC Dangiwa-
cha, in my heart lives on.

THE HAZY PAST

Jatinder Aulakh

I strain to pierce the mist
 that spans a thousand ages, 
a veil drawn tight across 
the valleys of my mind. 

My consciousness drifts like a 
lone bird, 
wings weary, gliding over 
ancient plains and faded ridges.
Clouds, heavy with borrowed 
rain, 

Ride the wind toward the sea 
swelling, darkening, ready to 
break. 
I too overflow.
Ancient memories rise like
 silt in a flooded river, clouding 
the present
with their quiet, stubborn 

weight. 

Others fear the haze and bolt 
their doors at dusk.
 I wait until the light bleeds 
low, 
then kick my motorcycle 
awake. 
Headlight feeble against the 
wall of mist,

I lean into the blind curve, 
heart racing with the engine.
A few feet of road is all Im given
 and I love it.
I do not know what calls me
beyond these hazy, 
shifting ages. 
Only that something lost is 
waiting there,
 and I am restless until I find it.

(Jatinder Aulakh is a con-
temporary Punjabi poet, 

author, and translator from 
Amritsar, India. Known for his 
introspective and philosophi-
cal verses, his work frequent-

ly explores human emotion, 
nature, and social reality.)

Poetry Corner

remained mortgaged to the sym-
bols and rituals that belonged to 
Hindu nationalism. Gora fash-
ioned a significantly new politi-
cal imagery different even from 
Bankim Chandra Chattopadhay’s 
Anandamath which dissolved 
the land and the people of India 
into the freshly coined image 
of Goddess of the Motherland 
who claims loyalty from all the 
Hindus of the mother land and 
also turns them against the Mus-
lims of India. Gora rejects the 
identification of the country with 
Hindu disciplinary institutions 
and it refuses to transvalue the 
land as a Goddess, thus overcom-
ing the ethnocentricities that led 
to such a distortion. In it Tagore 
comes closest to the universal- 
patriotism which dissolves into 
love for all the helpless people 
of the world offering a radically 
new way of being an Indian patri-
ot rather than a nationalist who 
seeks self-aggrandizement. 

Rabindranath had been deeply 
involved in the early phase of 
Swadeshi movement. Along 
with other nationalist leaders, 
he at this time, had used Hindu 
rituals for mass mobilization 
and had defended Hindu social 
institutions and statutes recon-

figuring caste as a consensual 
and national division of labour 
that secured social harmony. In 
the same vein, he also endorsed 
Brahminical gender practices 
like window immolation as con-
sensual. He wrote in Swadeshi 
Samaj in 1904: 

“Will not Hinduism be able 
to bring every one of us day by 
day into bonds of affinity and 
devotion to this Bharatbarsha of 
ours - the abode of our gods, the 
hermitage of rishis, the land of 
our forefathers?........” (Sarkar 41)

There are strong recurrences 
of these themes and questions and 
even these words in Gora. Initial-
ly Gora’s crusade is against the 
Europeans who disrespect Hindu 
religion and Indian as well, more 
importantly against the false imi-
tators of European culture, who 
violate the rule of Indian society. 
In this respect Gora’s national-
ism is deeply attached to his 
strong faith in Hinduism. Such 
is his dogmatism that it spoils 
his relationship with Anandam-
oyee by declaring that his best 
friend Benoy cannot take food in 
Anandamoyee’s room because of 
the presence of Lachmia, a Chris-
tian woman. But it is the same 
Gora who undergoes a transfor-

mation in his love for Bharat-
barsha after the Chargoshpur 
episode accepting a meal at the 
house of a Muslim weaver. The 
change comes slowly in his halt-
ing acceptance of Sucharita who 
is a Brahmo with the anticlimax 
at the discovery that he is foreign 
blooded and therefore in terms 
of his own faith worse than an 
untouchable. He has no place in 
the orthodox Hindu society by 
which he had sworn. His final 
words of realization: 

“Today I am really an Indian 
in me there is no longer any oppo-
sition between Hindu, Muslim 
and Christian Today every caste 
of Indian is my caste, the food 
of all is my food,” are really the 
words of Tagore who has by this 
time solved the ambivalenc-
es with himself along with his 
hero. But questions linger- If the 
country becomes a country of 
one’s own through an act of love 
chosen in freedom, can patrio-
tism then demand unconditional 
eternal love and identification? 
What happens when a part of the 
people no longer identifies with 
the country and want another of 
their own? 

Gora leaves us with disturbing 
questions perhaps quietened by 

the blissful, deep and penetrating 
glimpses of what may be called 
Hindutva (the spirit) in Gitan-
jali where the poet talks about 
the East reaching its hand out to 
the west thus breaking Kipling’s 
apprehensions: “Oh East is East 
and West is West, and never the 
twain shall meet,…” (“The Ballad 
of  East and West” 1989) .

(Dr. Sharmistha Cha� erjee 
is Professor and Head of the 

Department of English at Aliah 
University, West Bengal, and 

former Dean of the Faculty of 
Humanities and Languages. Her 

research interests include South 
Asian Literature, Translation 

Studies, Postcolonialism, Gender 
Studies, Green Humanities, and 

English Language Teaching. She 
is an Aviation English Trainer and 

Rater (Level 2) with the Airports 
Authority of India. Dr. Cha� erjee 
has authored and edited several 
books, delivered over 60 invited 

lectures, and her recent works 
include the edited volume English 
Communication (Cambridge, UK) 
and a chapter in Nationhood and 

the Indian Subcontinent: Con-
temporary Cultural Refl ections 

(CLTCS, NSOU).

RECONCILING AMBIVALENCES...

FROM PAGE 6...
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Poetry Corner

FEDERICO GARCIA LORCA...

FROM PAGE 5...

ed to nature’s frustration. She 
is denied organic fulfillment 
by a rigid patriarchal order. 
Lorca transforms rural trag-
edy into a critique of social 
repression.In Yerma, songs 
and folk rhythms deepen the 
tragic atmosphere. Lorca 
believed folk traditions car-
ried the emotional truth of 
ordinary people. Fascism pre-
fers centralized propaganda, 
but folk culture resists unifor-
mity. Lorca’s dramatic poetry 
therefore became politically 
threatening not through direct 
slogans but through emotion-
al authenticity.The peas-
ants, barren fields and songs 
of longing in Yerma reveal 
how authoritarian morali-
ty destroys natural human 
desires.

Lorca’s final masterpiece, 
“The House of Bernarda Alba” 
presents an even darker vision 
of repression. Here the natural 
world is almost absent.The 
house itself becomes a prison 
cut off from vitality. Bernarda 
imposes an eight-year mourn-
ing period upon her daughters, 
suffocating youth, sexuality 
and freedom. Unlike “Blood 
Wedding” where forests and 
moonlight remain alive, this 
play is marked by emotion-
al drought.The absence of 
nature itself becomes symbol-
ic. Fascism creates spiritual 
sterility. Adela, the youngest 
daughter, becomes a symbol 
of rebellious vitality. Her 
desire for freedom resembles 
the natural force that repeat-
edly erupts in Lorca’s works. 
Bernarda’s rigid authority 
mirrors authoritarian polit-
ical structures.The tragedy 
demonstrates how repression 
breeds destruction. Lorca’s 
critique of patriarchal power 
extended beyond family life 
into broader political impli-
cations. Fascism recognized 
this danger instinctively.

Lorca’s fascination with 
“duende” also explains why 
his poetry terrified author-
itarian regimes. Duende, 
according to Lorca, is the 
dark creative spirit emerg-
ing from suffering, death and 
emotional intensity. It is not 
intellectual beauty but raw 
emotional truth. Flamenco 
music, folk songs and tragic 
poetry embody duende. Fas-

cism fears authentic emotion 
because authentic emotion 
resists ideological manipula-
tion. Lorca’s poetry awakened 
audiences emotionally rather 
than politically instructing 
them.This made his influence 
deeper and more enduring. 
His assassination during the 
Spanish Civil War turned him 
into a global symbol of artistic 
freedom crushed by tyranny.
The fascists murdered him 
because he represented intel-
lectual freedom, progressive 
humanism and cultural diver-
sity. Yet his nature poetry 
survived precisely because it 
spoke through universal sym-
bols. Rivers continue flow-
ing in his verses. Olive trees 
continue whispering against 
oppression.The moon contin-
ues illuminating the wounds 
of humanity. Lorca’s poetry 
also carried a subtle ecologi-
cal consciousness long before 
environmental criticism 
became fashionable. Human 
suffering and natural suffering 
are intertwined in his works. 
Dry lands mirror barren emo-
tional lives. Violent societies 
destroy both human compas-
sion and natural harmony. 
His landscapes reveal psy-
chological and social crises 
simultaneously.This organic 
vision challenged the mecha-
nistic worldview of fascism, 
which treated human beings 
as instruments of state power.

The lyrical beauty of Lor-
ca’s language intensified the 
political threat he posed. Dic-
tatorships can suppress man-
ifestos more easily than songs. 
Lorca’s poems entered public 
memory because of their 
musicality. His lines could 
be sung, recited and remem-
bered. Poetry became collec-
tive memory. Nature imagery 
helped this process because 
natural symbols remain time-
less and accessible. A moon, a 
horse, a river or an olive grove 
can speak across generations. 
Lorca transformed ordinary 
natural objects into emotional 
universes.Even today Lorca 
remains astonishingly con-
temporary. Around the world, 
authoritarian systems con-
tinue fearing poets because 
poetry preserves emotional 
truth. Lorca teaches readers 
that nature itself can become 

resistance literature. A flower 
can challenge militarism. A 
river can question borders. 
Moonlight can expose hidden 
violence.Through symbolic 
landscapes Lorca created a 
literature that remains eter-
nally rebellious.His plays 
revolutionized modern the-
atre because they merged 
folk culture, poetic symbol-
ism and social critique. His 
women characters are among 
the most tragic and powerful 
in world drama because they 
struggle against systems deny-
ing emotional freedom. His 
use of symbolic nature trans-
formed realism into lyrical 
tragedy. Modern dramatists 
across continents continue 
learning from his dramatic 
structure and poetic imagi-
nation.The enduring fascina-
tion surrounding Lorca also 
arises from the mystery of his 
death and disappearance. His 
body was never conclusively 
recovered, turning him into 
a haunting cultural memory 
within Spain and beyond. Yet 
perhaps Lorca survives more 
powerfully because he dis-
solved into the landscapes he 
loved. The rivers, forests and 
moonlit fields of Andalusia 
continue carrying his voice. 
Some of the most haunting 
and unforgettable lines from 
Federico García Lorca reveal 
his obsession with nature, 
death, desire, moonlight and 
dream . 

“Nobody is asleep in the 
sky.” Lorca wrote in 

“City That Does Not Sleep”. 
In  “Before the Dawn   
he wrote “ But like love the 
archers are blind “ From his 
great elegy Lament for Igna-
cio Sánchez Mejías comes the 
famous refrain:

‘At five in the afternoon.”
Lorca’s poetry is filled with 

recurring symbols — the moon, 
horse, blood, river, olive trees 
and night — through which he 
expressed suppressed passion, 
fear, freedom and rebellion 
against rigid authority. His 
nature imagery gave emotion-
al power to ordinary human 
suffering, making his poetry 
timeless.

Lorca frightened fascists 
because his poetry celebrat-
ed multiplicity while fascism 
demanded uniformity. He 

celebrated instinct while fas-
cism imposed discipline. He 
defended imagination while 
fascism worshipped violence. 
His nature poetry gave digni-
ty to marginalized lives and 
transformed ordinary land-
scapes into theatres of emo-
tional rebellion.The moon in 
Lorca does not merely shine; 
it reveals hidden wounds. The 
river does not merely flow; it 
carries memory and sorrow. 
The horse does not merely 
run; it embodies desire refus-
ing imprisonment. His poetry 
and drama ultimately affirm 
that no dictatorship can per-
manently silence imagina-
tion. Fascists may kill poets, 
but they cannot extinguish 
symbols rooted in nature 
and human longing. Lorca’s 
world remains alive because it 
springs from elemental reali-
ties — earth, blood, moonlight, 
water, desire and death. These 
belong to humanity itself. 
Through them Lorca creat-
ed literature that transcends 
political eras while continu-
ing to challenge every form of 
tyranny.

Federico García Lorca 
therefore remains not only a 
poet of Spain but a universal 
poet of freedom. His nature 
poetry frightened fascists 
because it awakened emo-
tional consciousness beyond 
political control. His dramas 
revealed the tragic conse-
quences of repression. His 
symbols continue breathing 
across languages and cultures. 
In Lorca’s universe, nature 
itself rises against tyranny, 
and poetry becomes the eter-
nal voice of liberated human-
ity.

In his poem “Farewell “ this 
Nature-loving poet wrote :”If I 
die / Leave the balcony open 
“ . Poetry and Nature never 
closed the door or balcony  for 
Lorca. 

(International Tagore 
Awardee Poet and Colum-

nist Dr Ratan Bha� acharjee 
is former Affi  liate Faculty 

Virginia Commonwealth Uni-
versity and Retd Head Post 

Graduate Dept of English Dum 
Dum Motijheel College . He 

authored couple of fi ction and 
poetry books on European and 

American Literature.)
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watched intently, as if the 
mere act of seeing the news 
unfold was enough to keep 
their curiosity alive. Among 
the crowd was Karim Kral, 
a robust and spirited villag-
er known for his larger than 
life personality. Illiterate, 
but never lacking in con-
fidence, Karim Kral had a 
reputation for speaking with 
authority on just about any-
thing, whether or not he truly 
understood it.

The news anchor contin-
ued delivering the global 
updates, and after a few min-
utes, the word “Japan” was 
mentioned. The moment the 
word “Japan” was uttered, 
Karim Kral, who had been 
following the broadcast with 
unwavering seriousness, sud-
denly straightened up. His 
face showed intense concen-
tration, and without warn-
ing, he shot up to his feet. In 
a booming voice filled with 
urgency, he shouted, ‘Chopeh 
haa, Japanas ha chu dazaan’ 
(Please keep quiet, Japan is 
burning!)

His declaration startled the 
crowd, catching everyone off 
guard. For a moment, there 
was a stunned silence as the 
villagers tried to process what 
Karim Kral had just said. His 
tone carried such authority, 
as if he had fully grasped the 
English news being broad-

cast and was sharing some 
critical world event with the 
rest of the village. Of course, 
in reality, Karim Kral didn’t 
speak a word of English. He 
had merely recognized the 
mention of “Japan” and, 
with his natural flair for the-
atrics, made an assumption 
that something terrible was 
happening in that far off land. 

The silence that followed 
his outburst quickly dis-
solved into fits of laughter. 
The children giggled, the 
elderly men chuckled, and 
the women covered their 
mouths, trying to suppress 
their amusement. The idea 
that Karim Kral, who couldn’t 
even read or write, had 
somehow “understood” the 
English news and concluded 
that Japan was burning was 
simply too funny to ignore. 
His confidence, mixed with 
his complete misunderstand-
ing of the situation, added a 
sense of lightheartedness to 
the evening.

As the laughter spread 
through the crowd, Karim 
Kral, unfazed by the reac-
tion, continued to stand tall, 
looking around as if expect-
ing everyone to heed his 
“warning.” He seemed proud, 
believing that he had just pro-
vided vital information to the 
villagers. Some of the young-
er men teased him, saying 

things like, “Karim Kral, are 
you sure Japan is burning? 
Should we prepare to send 
help?” But Karim, ever the 
bold character, waved them 
off, his expression serious, 
as if he had seen it all unfold 
before his very eyes.

For the rest of the eve-
ning, Karim Kral’s excla-
mation became the running 
joke among the villagers. No 
matter where you turned, 
people were imitating his 
voice and repeating, “Japan 
is burning!” followed by 
bursts of laughter. It was 
a moment of pure village 
humor, the kind of sponta-
neous joy that comes from 
shared experiences and the 
quirks of colorful personali-
ties like Karim Kral.

The incident was talked 
about for days afterward. 
Every time someone men-
tioned the new television or 
the news, someone would 
inevitably bring up Karim 
Kral’s declaration. It became 
a part of the village folk-
lore....a story that would 
be recounted at gatherings, 
reminding everyone of the 
day the village not only saw 
television for the first time, 
but also got a glimpse of how 
one man, with his sheer con-
fidence, could make an entire 
village laugh.

And so, Karim Kral’s 

famous outburst became yet 
another beloved chapter in 
the history of Murran, adding 
humor and character to the 
memory of the village’s first 
encounter with the wonders 
of television.

For the next few days, this 
event became the talk of the 
entire village. People couldn’t 
stop discussing the magical 
“Sheeshi Sandok” that could 
show people and songs, and 
every evening, the Panchayat 
Ghar became the gathering 
place for the villagers. Watch-
ing television became a new 
routine, a shared experience 
that brought the communi-
ty together in a way no one 
could have predicted.

And so, the arrival of the 
Weston Black and White TV 
in Murran was more than 
just the introduction of new 
technology....it became a 
cherished memory, an event 
that would be recounted in 
stories for generations to 
come. The village had been 
transformed, not just by what 
they had seen on the screen, 
but by the joy and wonder it 
brought into their lives.

(Chander M. Bhat, a former 
Assistant Director, Postal Ser-

vices, Jammu & Kashmir, is a 
prolifi c writer and researcher 

with over 21 published books. 
He can be reached at chan-

der.1831@gmail.com)

THE DAY THE TV ARRIVED...

FROM PAGE 4...

The solution, therefore, is 
not becoming cold-hearted. 
Emotional numbness is not 
strength. The goal is balance.

Sensitivity, when guided 
wisely, becomes empathy, 
kindness, creativity, and 
emotional intelligence. Some 
of the finest writers, teach-
ers, musicians artists, and 
caregivers are deeply sen-
sitive people. They under-
stand emotions because they 
experience them intensely 
themselves.

What matters is learning 
not to internalize every-
thing.

Not every remark deserves 

permanent accommoda-
tion inside the mind. Some-
times people speak casual-
ly, impulsively, or absent-
mindedly. Their words may 
reflect their own mood more 
than our worth.

One of the healthiest 
habits an oversensitive 
person can develop is emo-
tional pause, the ability to 
stop and ask: “Am I truly 
hurt, or have I simply mag-
nified this thought?”

Healthy boundaries 
matter too. Learning to 
emotionally step back is not 
selfishness; it is self-preser-
vation.

Children especially need 
emotional safety in this 
regard. A child repeated-
ly made to feel inadequate 
begins fearing judgment 
everywhere. Encourage-
ment and understanding 
help build resilience without 
hardening the heart.

Perhaps emotional matu-
rity lies not in feeling less, 
but in carrying feelings 
more wisely.

Because the truth is 
simple: an oversensitive 
heart suffers not only from 
what happens to it, but from 
what it continues replaying 
long after the moment has 

passed.
Sometimes healing begins 

the day we stop giving every 
passing word a lifetime mem-
bership inside our mind.

(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 journals. She 
is also an Advisory Board 

member of LitStream and a 
regular contributor.)

WHEN THE HEART...

FROM PAGE 7...
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Agatha Christie, a rolled mes-
sage in a bottle was cast out into 
the ocean and it was picked up 
by a random stranger. That is 
literature. One chips off a part 
of their soul with a lot of cour-
age and then tosses it out into the 
Great Unknown unaware of who 
shall find it and appreciate the 
courage. As an author myself, 
I have learned loneliness as an 
epileptic recluse. However, my 
greatest joy would be if I ever 
found out my work has bridged 
the gap between two ends of the 
world. Literature is, in essence, 
a letter of love that is borne 
away to heaven knew where, 
the prayer and devotion of the 
author poured into every word 
as an offering, waiting for his or 
her fondness to be recognised, 
to be comprehended, to be seen.

Since ‘The Cut’ is rather 
unconventional in its approach, 
I spent a lot of time thinking 
how I ought to frame my com-
mentary. My final decision (to 
quote Mr. Armitage himself) 
‘was like placing the corners and 
then slowly finding the edges of 
a thousand-piece jigsaw puzzle. 
There was just a vague outline 
to begin with, the skeleton of a 
narrative-’

I shall begin with the back-
drop. While the quaint little 
townlet is certainly not St. Mary 
Mead with ivy-snaking cottages 
where old ladies trim gardens 
while eavesdropping discreetly 
and sip tea sharing scandalous 
rumours about the new comings 
and goings, Mr. Armitage’s coun-
tryside village is more… should I 
say, ‘American-esque’ in its aes-
thetic, with contemporary school 
theatrics and promenades which 
I believe are more common in the 
States? Subverting the quintes-
sential sleepy English hamlets 
bearing the ‘tea-sipping-old-la-
dies-with-beaky-noses-and-the-
only-thing-of-interest-being-the-
postmaster’s-daughter-fancying-
the-fishmonger’s-son’ trope with 
a school setting is rather refresh-
ing, the highlight being on teen-
age infatuation, severe bullying 
and envy.

How does a typical murder 
mystery from the ‘Golden Age’ 
progress? Someone dies, then 
another, with the third death 
inevitably occurring because 
either ‘they saw something’ or 
was ‘blackmailing the killer’. 
Finally, it ends with the sleuth 

gathering everyone and produc-
ing a triumphant speech that fin-
ishes with ‘it was you!’

‘The Cut’, on the other hand, 
‘cuts’ through every archetype, 
yet ‘cleaves’ the narrative in 
accordance with the precepts 
decreed by the old titans of this 
genre with his keen eye for cine-
matography. His descriptions of 
people and the geography of the 
land are impeccable in their pre-
cision and meticulousness. He 
captures the spectrum of human 
emotion very well to the point 
where anyone could be someone 
else; where you must watch his 
narrative like an eagle, with 
vigilance, ever on guard, hack-
les raised. 

Leafing through Mr. Armit-
age’s earlier work ‘Geneva’ with 
a fine-tooth comb and now going 
through ‘The Cut’, I think I have 
unearthed his ‘pattern’. Every 
author has a specific core nature, 
a ‘DNA’, if you will, innate to 
their writing style, much like a 
fingerprint, whether they real-
ise it or not. And Mr. Armitage’s 
forte is the mirroring diptych he 
relies on: In the case of ‘Geneva’, 
it was the alternating first-person 
narration, and as for ‘The Cut’, 
he makes the pendulum swing 
from 1993 to 2023. With regards 
to ‘The Cut’, I did not cotton on to 
his diptych  of making the read-
ers feel the déjà vu of the inci-
dents across time right away, but 
I did end up discovering it and 
figured out one of his twists on 
my own (please forgive me, Mr. 
Armitage). Furthermore, from 
my recent foray into ‘Geneva’ a 
second time, I was convinced the 
author liked playing with ‘unre-
liable narration’; although in 
‘The Cut’, it was in third-person. 
He adhered to another of Knox’s 
old-school commandments- 
‘Thoughts cannot be concealed 
from the reader’. Now, whether 
we readers notice the double-im-
plications is another matter alto-
gether.

With a lot of faith, having 
read so many books belonging 
to this genre, I am more than 
certain that Mr. Armitage may 
very well be the harbinger of a 
new category of crime fiction: 
that of artfully ‘cleaving’ all the 
commandments of the Golden 
Age with his avant-garde style, 
rotating in succession two sep-
arate timelines, stitching events 
that had roots in 1993-1994 to 

their uncanny counterparts from 
2023-2024.

‘The Cut’ does not advance 
in a manner you would expect 
from a murder mystery. Firstly, 
there is no detective traditional-
ly scouring for clues. Now, that 
is not uncommon. A number of 
Christie books such as ‘Ordeal 
By Innocence’, ‘Death Comes As 
An End’ and Japanese tales like 
‘The Decagon House Murders’ 
had utilised this device to good 
effect. In these books, it is the 
reader who plays the role of the 
‘detective’.

Mr. Armitage’s novel does this 
too and with great skill as well. 
In fact, no sleuth is required, as 
his to-and-fro leaps from the past 
to the present and vice-versa act 
as an unravelling spool of film 
that is slowly brought to light 
once dipped in chemicals to first 
form silhouettes, then to reveal 
the full face of the culprit. I was 
quite amazed at how the author 
successfully managed to handle 
two timelines simultaneously 
while keeping the killer’s iden-
tity under wraps, mirroring the 
Kantian transcendence as a side-
by-side diptych, finally resulting 
in one whole mural that lasts 30 
years within the story. It was 
beautifully crafted, akin to those 
lovely Japanese folding screens 
that are threaded as one single 
tapestry but are bent so that they 
can stand on their own.

Mr. Armitage left a very tell-
ing hint in the early chapters; 
the performance of ‘The Taming 
Of The Shrew’, a widely-con-
sidered misogynistic work, 
yet the ‘shrew’ is not actually 
tamed. The victim in ‘The Cut’ 
continues to haunt the reader 
throughout the book as though 
she is the protagonist. Generic 
murder mysteries treat the dead 
as a ‘prop’ to be used to embel-
lish the narrative, a ‘plot device’ 
meant to push forth the story. 
This is a brilliant move on the 
author’s part; she is his ‘queen’ 
piece on the chessboard, capa-
ble of advancing freely. There is 
yet another clue Mr. Armitage 
leaves for his readers; the ‘faun’ 
motif from ‘The Lion, The Witch 
And The Wardrobe’ by C.S. 
Lewis. In the book, the faun is 
an ally of Lucy. The fact that a 
boy from ‘The Cut’; who once was 
a faun for his drama club activi-
ties; is chosen for a leading role 
in the film that strives to solve 

the unnatural death from three 
decades before, playing as one 
of the suspects from the actual 
death, immediately rules out the 
director as an offender. 

It was a good round of chess, 
Mr. Armitage. With my deepest 
respect for you, I think it ended 
in a draw. For I was sort of pre-
pared for the curveballs from 
your allusion to ‘The Taming 
Of The Shrew’ and the symbol-
ism behind a certain character’s 
Biblical name which refers to a 
‘second chance’ and his initials.

I hope the wider literary world 
notices Mr. Richard Armitage’s 
remarkable flair, his knack for 
originality and his penchant 
for ingenuity. He is a blue star 
burning with a fierce flame that 
cannot be quelled, just like the 
quiet but blazing intensity he 
pours into his roles as an actor.

‘Cutting’ or ‘Cleaving’? What 
do you think, fellow readers? 
Did Mr. Richard Armitage clev-
erly overturn the rules from the 
Golden Age of crime fiction that 
were turning stale with a fine 
blade of acumen or did he stitch 
his own fresh mindset with the 
Decalogue pledged by the Detec-
tion Club in 1930?

I shall conclude my commen-
tary with a wistful thought; I 
wish I could have discussed 
the intricacies of crime fiction 
with the author, listened to his 
perspectives on the genre and 
played another round of chess.

(Dibyasree Nandy, in her 
third decade, began writing in 

2020, a� er completing M.Sc and 
M.Tech in Applied Electronics 

and Instrumentation Engineer-
ing. A patient of epilepsy, she 

has authored ‘The Labyrinth of 
Silent Voices-Epistles from the 
Mahabharata’, ‘Stardust: Haiku 

and Other Poems’, ‘Meteor 
Shower’, ‘Firefl ies Beneath the 

Misty Moon’, ‘April Verses’, ‘The 
Terrorist’s Journal’, ‘An Upset 

Inkpot’, ‘Tabula Rasa’, ‘Magic of 
the Eventyr’, ‘Fireworks Upon 
a Cold Sea’, ‘Winter Plum’, ‘An 

Atelier of Despair: A Collection of 
Ekphrastic Poetry Based on the 

Works of Vincent Van Gogh’, ‘The 
Village of Wind’, ‘Red Soil, ‘The 

Slate Blue Eyed Hawk’, ‘O Spring, 
Once-Beloved’, ‘Postcards of For-

go� en Murders’ and ‘Amaryllis: 
Thirty Nights of Spring’. Her fi rst 
book was enlisted in the ‘Journal 

of Commonwealth Literature’ in 
2021.)

CUTTING OR CLEAVING

FROM PAGE 2...
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