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illa-embroidered
female clothes
hung from the

hangers. Naazir Ahmad
and his wife, DEKA
BAED, would both
engage in the intricate
tilla work until late at
night.

DEKA BAED turned
toward the window and
listened intently.

“Naazir, are you lis-
tening? There is some
noise far off.”

“DEKA BAED, you
have a sharp sense of
hearing. Ignore it.”

But the sound grew
louder—arising murmur
of voices. At that very
moment, the electricity
failed, and sharp flashes
of light flickered across
the walls.

“Naazir Ahmad, some-
thing is burning. People
are watching from
windows and rooftops,
everywhere.”

“Close the window,”
he said quickly. “And
check if Shafiq, Janana,
or Zeenat has gone up to
the roof.”

“No,” she replied.
“They studied late. They
must be asleep.”

Situated at the foot-
hills, the entire Kadipo-
ra settlement remained
awake. The merriment
of the fire centred
around the wooden post that
the town feared would even-
tually be used as a bunker by
the army or the police. If the
renegades used it as their base,
who would dare speak against
them? Women would be afraid
to step into their courtyards;
windows would remain perma-
nently shuttered. Sometimes,
these faceless people could
bombard all of Kadipora with-
out consequence. They were
accountable to no one. They
were ruthless.

Now, the post was burn-
ing. The night was filled
with a frantic hulla-gulla. By
morning, people gathered in
mosques and bakeries, speak-
ing in hushed excitement. The
unknown arsonist became a
figure of legend—a mysteri-
ous prince from a mythologi-
cal tale.

“Who was he?”

“How did he look?” A fever-
ish curiosity took hold of the
town.

At dawn, DEKA BAED
watered her plants whispering
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prayers:

“My Lord, protect this house.
Bless my three children.”

Inside, Janana waited near
the samovar. Zeenat and Shafiq
sat with open books.

DEKA BAED smiled.

“My dear ones, water your
plants in the morning. It brings
blessings.”

The samovar boiled just as
Naazir Ahmad entered with
fresh bread.

I say, Naazir Ahmad, you
forget your home once you are
at the baker’s shop...Why are
you happy?”

“0, DEKA BAED. The entire
Kadi Pora is rejoicing. This
mountain post would have
ruined our lives...You say
‘Amen’”

All: “Amen”.

“And may the brave one who
burned it live long,” Naazir
added. “May Allah forgive his
forefathers.”

As DEKA BAED began to
pour the tea, a sudden, loud
knocking shook the door.
Naazir signalled to Shafiq and
Janana to hide. They slipped
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into their rooms. Naazir
Ahmad froze as gunmen
stormed in. Two stepped for-
ward, speaking with open con-
tempt.

“Naazir, the tilla-worker,
do you know me? My name is
Markhor. I am the Markhor
who went across the mountain
and returned for your freedom.
You people watched the paths
for us, singing at weddings that
the ghazis had returned. Then,
we were arrested. We returned
and changed our path, but
you—you emotional people—
continue to tread the old way.
Yes, I am Markhor. You know
my power. I have shot fifty men
in broad daylight.”

“And I,” added another,
“God’s beggar, am called Kaka,
Kaka Chandal.”

“And, I'm Nika Chandal,
this Kaka Chandal’s younger
brother.”

Markhor leaned closer.

“You tilla embroider. Our
introduction is over. Now, tell
us about your children one by
one. Who is the eldest one?”

Naazir Ahmad trembled.
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DEKA BAED signalled
him to keep quiet.

“Sons. I'm like your
mother. Listen to me
with a cool heart. The
eldest is my daugh-
ter, Zeenat Lala. She is
doing MA. Junior to her
is Shafiq Sahab. He is
preparing for the MBBS
coaching. The youngest
one is still in 8th.”

Nika Chandal fired at
the wall.

“Oh, give the name.
What’s the name of the
youngest one?”

“May I be sacrificed
for him. He is called
Janana.”

“Janana? Oh, Tilla
embroidered Naazir.
Listen to me with every
fibre of your being. Last
night, five urchins set the
mountain post ablaze.
Your son, Janana, was
among them. Hand him
over immediately.”

“Allow me to talk,
DEKA BAED. If my son
is involved in the burn-
ing of the post, I will
myself hand him over
to the police or army,”
Naazir Ahmad said.

Markhor slapped
Naazir Ahmad with ter-
rible force. His cap fell to
the ground.

“You, tilla embroider,
don’t speak of the police
or the army to Sir Mark-
hor,” Markhor snarled.

Shafiq stepped out. Zeenat
picked up her father’s cap and
placed it back on his head.

DEKA BAED held Naazir
and wept silently.

“Oh, DEKA BAED, don’t
shed these tears in front of
Sir Markhor. Make this tilla
worker understand here,
we are the law. Hand over
Janana,” Markhor said again.

“Oh, son, take pity on a
mother. My Janana has gone
to his grandfather’s home.”
She pleaded.

“Don’t try to fool Sir Mark-
hor. Kala Chandal, Nika Chan-
dal, why are we wasting time?
Take Shafiq. He stays with us
until the boy surrenders.”

They dragged Shafiq away.

DEKA BAED and Naazir
Ahmad ran to the door, but it
slammed shut in their faces.

Zeenat hid her face behind a
book in terror. Naazir sat with
his head down, his face a mask
of pain and the red shame of

CONT. ON PAGE 3




HT Saturday

LitStream

The Hands Broke

SATURDAY
02 MAY 2026

3

CONT. FROM PAGE 2

the slap. He looked at DEKA
BAED and sat with his head
down.

“Listen, Naazir Ahmad”,
DEKA BAED whispered, “I
swear on my son, all of thisis a
false accusation. Nika Chandal
held a grudge against Janana
for a long time. Nika used to
tease the local girls, and one
day Janana confronted him.
The townspeople joined in and
thrashed him.”

“Oh, DEKA BAED. Pity you!
The matter had escalated so
much, but you hid it from me,”
Naazir Ahmad lost his cool.

He paused, regaining his
composure.

“This is about our two sons
now. Kaka Chandal’s father
and I were once on good terms.
I will go to him.”

“And Markhor’s mother
worked in my parental home
for years,” DEKA BAED said,
“I will go to her and plead for a
resolution.”

Both Naazir and his wife
tried their best, but their effort
bore no fruit.

It was said that senior offi-
cials now waited at Markhor’s
gate throughout the day. On
his orders, the Chandal broth-
ers hunted for Janana, raiding
and beating his relatives.

Strange stories began to cir-
culate about the mythological
figure of Janana. His support-
ers believed angels protect-
ed him—that he could walk
through a crowd and vanish
the moment he was spotted.
He had no backing from any
political or militant group. He
was simply a legend.

There was no confirmation
or denial of the news, but one
thing was clear: Janana was
neither against the police nor
the army. The police and the
army had no interest in arrest-
ing Janana. Everyone wanted
to see Janana face-to-face.

It is said that Janana had no
backing from any political or
militant organisation.

% %%

Late one night, in a neigh-
bour’s elegant drawing rooms,
the landline phone receiver lay
on the floor.

“Naazir Ahmad, you are a
good neighbour, but I cannot
take this risk for long. Please
hurry up!”

Naazir Ahmad took the
receiver from the neighbour,
his hands shaking.

“Hello... Shafiq darling...?
Son, your mother and Zeenat

Lala are frantic with worry for
you.”

“Aba Jaan. Without wasting
time, listen to me.” Shafiq’s
voice faltered. He spoke
through what was clearly
unbearable pain.

“My son, are you alright?”

“Aba Jaan, I escaped the
Chandals. They fired at me as
Iran. I don’t know how much
further I can go. My eyes are so
heavy... I'm very tired. I want
to sleep.”

“My son, stay awake! You
live as long as you remain
active. Don’t let sleep overtake
you. Son, talk to me. Hello...
Hello...Son, talk...Hello.”

“Naazir Sahib, leave now.
The line is dead.”

k%%

After the Fajr Aazaan,
Naazir found DEKA BAED
watering her plants. She
clutched two pots to her chest.

“Oh, your mother will sacri-
fice herself for you! I can’t take
it anymore. My heart is break-
ing into pieces.”

“Oh, DEKA BAED! Beseech
your Lord? You are really
DEKA BAED. He will grant
your wish in the name of
Hazrat Fatima (RA).”

Naazir Ahmad’s eyes were
filled with tears. He turned to
the other side. DEKA BAED
went to him, turned him
towards her, and looked into
his eyes. Wiping his eyes, she
asked,

“Is my Janana alright?
Swear on my head and tell me
if my Janana is OK?”

Naazir Ahmad put his hand
on her head. Meanwhile, there
was a knock at the door. DEKA
BAED opened the door.

“Sister...” Molvi said.

The duo waited for some
time, inquisitively looking at
the Molvi.

“Sister, Naazir Ahmad. I was
just now telling my followers
that martyrs need no shroud.
Their blood-stained clothes
are enough for their final jour-
ney,” the molvi said.

DEKA BAED asked the
molvi with folded hands:

“Molvi Sahab, is my young-
est Janana alright?”

“Oh, Naazir Ahmad...Oh,
Zeenat Lala. Am I doomed?”

Zeenat retreated behind a
massive stack of books, hiding
herself. The Molvi turned back
at the door.

“Sister, Naazir... if you
wish, you can see his face. But
I advise against it. The sight
causes too much pain. The
barbarians... his tender face...”

The Molvi left the sentence
unfinished.

“Oh, Naazir Ahmad! Why
don’t you talk? My Janana....”

“Oh, DEKA BAED! Your
doctor, our Shafiq, has run
away to his lord.”

“Shafiq Sahib, our doctor!
Who will treat our incurable
diseases now? My God! That
wasn’t the promise!” DEKA
BAED said.

*kk

Shafiq was buried in blood-
soaked clothes only. Naazir
Ahmed lay on the grave for a
long time, weeping and rub-
bing his face with the soil.

When he finally looked
up, he saw his wife gazing at
the grave through a piece of
broken window glass.

The sun burned like fire
behind the mountains. No
one understood what kind of
revenge this was, or who was
hunting whom. Every night,
the unknown murdered the
unknown.

A blast eventually destroyed
Markhor’s hideout. The people
rejoiced, secretly writing
Janana’s name on the walls. In
the midst of the chaos, Zeenat
remained hidden behind her
books, her mind fracturing
under the strain.

*kk

It was evening now. After
the Maghrib prayer, people
began to celebrate.

News soon spread that Nika
Chandal had been shot dead
at a barbecue shop in Sarnal.
He was buried near Shafiq,
but no one came for his funer-
al prayers. Though no one
knew who pulled the trig-
ger, Janana’s name appeared
everywhere, surrounded by
scattered flowers.

After some time, a rumour
spread that Janana was tired
of running around and would
probably surrender to Kaka
Chandal. But Janana’s fans
were not ready to believe this.

One night, there was a loud
hue and cry as if wild ani-
mals had come out of their
lairs. People hid in the ground
floors and basements. After
a while, it quieted down, and
people thought that some luna-
tics were smashing doors and
windows. Vehicles on the road
were damaged. Those sleep-
ing on the shopfronts were
thrashed. Some shops were
damaged and looted. Not a ray
of light was visible from any
house. They say people called
the police, but no help came.
The Fajr Aazaan was called,
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and somebody shut the muez-
zin’s mouth. The day broke,
and there was light now. It is
said that somebody had broken
into the house of Kaka Chandal
and murdered him. There was
only one eyewitness to it, and
that was Kaka Chandal’s wife.
However, she was very scared.
She didn’t give any statement.
People, nonetheless, spread the
news that he was the legendary
prince of the mythological tale,
Janana, who had gone before
Kaka Chandal under the pre-
text of surrendering, and shot
him dead in the blink of an eye.

Kaka Chandal was also
buried at Kadipora. However,
nobody came to offer a funer-
al prayer, despite threats. It
rekindled the fire.

Markhor, enraged, brought
in gunmen from across the
region. They kidnapped the
relatives of Naazir Ahmad and
his wife. The couple huddled
in a dark room, trembling at
every creak.

Zeenat moved the book away
from her face and looked ahead
through the gap in the wall of
books. She was terrified to see
the image of a spider on the
wall. The spider was weaving
its web with great speed, and,
in the twinkling of an eye, a
big cobweb was formed on the
wall.

Zeenat whispered to Naazir
Ahmad and his wife through
the gap:

“Oh, Boba, Boba, Aba Jan...
Did you notice that the spider
make a web on the wall in an
instant. Is this my illusion,
Aba Jaan?

The DEKA BAED and Naazir
Ahmad woke up. They looked
at the wall. The spider was con-
tinuing with building a web on
the wall.

“I say, Naazir Ahmad.
Do you see?... Are we being
bewitched?”

“Oh, my DEKA BAED, I too
think so. Some unseen force
wants to give us a warning.”

“Oh, Naazir Ahmad, I see
only spiders in front of my
eyes, and a jinni with bloody
lips is flying above our roof.
Zeenat darling, Naazir Ahmad,
keep awake. I don’t know if she
is awake. Isn’t there anybody
who would wake her up?”

A hoarse caterwauling was
heard from the outside. Thun-
der rolled.

DEKA BAED and Zeenat
trembled and closed their eyes.
There was a heavy downpour.

CONT. ON PAGE 4
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Naazir Ahmad went to the
window and listened. Standing
on his toes, he walked slowly
and tried to open the door, but
it had been locked from the out-
side. Naazir Ahmad took up an
umbrella...

fekk

It was raining heavily.
Naazir Ahmad stayed under
the umbrella and complete-
ly covered his face. In the
lanes, people were standing in
groups.

In one of the groups, an emo-
tional person was beating his
chest heavily.

“Hey, there is no question
of his being arrested alive.
On one side is this crusader,
and on the other side are these
thousands of shameless people.
Oh, God! Let this all be untrue.
They set a trap. He had gone to
sleep; otherwise, these shame-
less people would have never
dared. Oh, my God! Let this be
untrue!”

fekk

As soon as the sun rose,
people dispersed. On the Kad-
ipora road, people were run-
ning in one direction.

Makhor and his gunmen
appeared. They were celebrat-
ing and firing in air.

In this chaos, Naazir Ahmad
walked fearlessly and entered
the courtyard of the Sayid
Mosque. He huddled himself
in a corner.

There lay a handsome young
man in skin-tight jeans, his
hands stained with henna, a
mulffler across his face. Sweet-
meats and almonds were scat-
tered around him. It was evi-
dent that a crowd had just been
dispersed in the courtyard.
Men, women, children, old and
young had all left their belong-
ings there and run away.

There lay a handsome young
man in skin-tight jeans, his
hands stained with henna, a
mulffler across his face. Sweet-
meats and almonds were scat-
tered around him.

Markhor placed his foot on
the corpse to take a selfie.

Suddenly, a jeep stopped at
the mosque gate. The firing
stopped. Markhor took his foot
off the dead body and bowed
his head.

A uniformed man appeared
from the jeep and said, after
looking at the dead body,

“So, this is the child...
Janaan...?”

The officer saluted the dead
body of Janana and left.

Markhor returned his foot
on the chest of the dead boy.
Naazir mustered courage and
stared into Markhor’s eyes
with such intensity that the
gunman felt a sudden, sharp
fear. To hide it, he turned his
back towards Naazir Ahmad
and started firing in air.

“Oh, you Kadipora people!
Have you come to offer a funer-
al prayer for him? Come for-
ward, and I’ll shoot you all.”

Naazir Ahmad turned to
Markhor in rage as if to stran-
gle him. The gunmen looked
at Naazir Ahmad. There was
firing all around.

In this firing, the Imam of
the mosque appeared, reciting
durood . There was silence all
around. It was decided that
the Imam of the mosque and
his two followers would offer
Janana’s funeral prayer to
avoid any bloodshed.

k%%

The Imam and two follow-
ers performed the funeral
prayer. Their sound drifted
into Naazir Ahmed’s house,
causing a tumult in his family.

It was very calm every-
where. Naazir Ahmad entered
the graveyard alone, trem-
bling. He scattered flowers
on the graves of Shafiq and
Janana—and then, he moved
to the graves of Kaka and Nika
Chandal and placed flowers
there as well.

“Merciful Lord of the uni-
verse! May the graves of these
innocents be lit up, in the name
of the praiseworthy of Amina
(RA). Forgive their sins. They
were simple men until the
unscrupulous tradesmen poi-
soned our air.”

Naazir Ahmad took a pick-
axe and began digging a grave
near his sons.

Back at the house, DEKA
BAED stared at the wall where
the image of two praying
hands—the shadow of Naazir—
seemed permanently burned
into the plaster.

Zeenat was watching
through the gap in the book
stack. She became obsessed
with it. She ran and kissed
those marks.

“My Aba Jaan, I will sacri-
fice myself for you. Zeenat will
give her life and blood for your
skilled hands.”

“Zeenat Lala, my lovely
DEKA BAED! With these
skilled hands, I buried both of
them.”

“Ah, Aba Jaan...Aba Jaan!
Both of my brothers are alive.
We lost them at a fair. We will

definitely find them.”

Thunder rolled, and it start-
ed raining heavily.

DEKA BAED opened her
eyes.

“Naazir Ahmad, Zeenat Lala!
It’sraining heavily. Won’t they
get drenched in rain?

Naazir Ahmad took up the
umbrella and the lantern and
left.

*kk

In the thunderstorm, Mark-
hor was sitting on the edge of
a grave dug near the graves
of Shafiq and Janana. He was
very scared.

“Why do I see fear in the eyes
of this Naazir tilla embroider?
Why do these eyes cleave my
heart?”

Thunder rolled, and Mark-
hor turned backwards. The
light from the lantern was
nearing.

The rain stopped, but Naazir
didn’t return from the grave-
yard. His DEKA BAED would
look at the graveyard every
day and question herself.

“What are we, both mother
and daughter, looking toward?
Where have all the near
and dear ones gone? Those
sympathisers, known and
unknown, who would kiss our
house and its bricks. Those
who claimed to sacrifice their
lives for Janana, who had set
the mountain post ablaze.
Where have they gone? Is
there none who would help
this DEKA BAED to find my
BORLA ?”

The marks of Naazir
Ahmad’s hands were on the
wall. DEKA BAED felt them
by her hands and showered
flowers.

There was a knock at the
door. Zeenat ran fast and
opened the door.

Clad in a Kashmiri dress, an
elegant woman came in. The
door was slightly open and out-
side there was fog everywhere.

“Are you Zeenat....and
where is DEKA BAED?

DEKA BAED turned around
while scattering flowers.

“Mother...it seems you
know us. Is there any news...?”
DEKA BAED asked the elderly
woman like a complainant.

“DEKA BAED, Zeenat Lala!
Be ready and prepare for a
reception.” The elderly woman
said, showering flowers on the
handprints on the wall.

DEKA BAED and Zeenat
were astonished. Looking at
each other, they asked the
elderly woman,

“Reception...to whom...”
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“DEKA BAED, Zeenat Lala!
“Look into my eyes and see.”

The elderly woman shared a
vision with both of them:

fekk

The terrifying sound of
Markhor echoed everywhere.
People were looking to one side
in a wide field, and gunmen
were hitting them with the
butts of their guns.

“Ignorant people of Tral.
Look to the centre. This ter-
rorist had come to blast your
entire area. You shelter strang-
ers in your homes without ver-
ifying.”

In the centre, Naazir Ahmad
was tied to a tree with his eyes
blindfolded. His whole body
was soaked in blood.

From the crowd, a dignified
lady appeared. She was clad in
an old, typical Kashmiri dress.
She had a thermos around her
neck. She fearlessly start-
ed moving towards the tree.
Markhor confronted her.

“Ay, Madam, don’t go near
this bloodthirsty terrorist.”

“Who, what, and where
from he is, that is none of my
concern? Like you, he is also
someone’s son. I am a mother.
I understand that he is very
thirsty. So, I will give him a
mouthful of water.” The elder-
ly woman said.

“Alright, but beware, don’t
remove the blindfold from his
eyes. He is a terrorist. I can see
death in his eyes all the time.”

The elderly woman reached
the pine tree. Putting her hand
on Naazir Ahmad’s shoulder,
she said,

“Son, drink water.”

“I am thirsty, but I can’t
drink water. If I drink water,
I will feel sleepy and sleep...
means straightaway death.”

“Son, why are you delusion-
al?”

“Ihave been shot. I am dizzy.
Can you inform my family?”

Naazir Ahmad began whis-
pering something into the
elderly woman’s ears.

The elderly woman began
to remove the blindfold from
Nazer Ahmed’s eyes. Markhor
saw this. He signalled to the
gunmen, and they ran towards
the pine tree.

The elderly woman turned
back. Walking a few steps,
she looked at the pine tree.
Between the pine tree and
the woman, some people and
gunmen were moving around.
The crowd seemed to have
completely dispersed.

CONT. ON PAGE 5
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The elder woman looked at
Zeenat and DEKA BAED and
handed them a handful of flow-
ers.

“DEKA BAED, Zeenat Lala!
What did you see while diving
into my eyes? There is a last
message for you: Extinguish
this unending fire of revenge
on your part, as much as pos-
sible.”

This blaze came from across
the mountain, which the people
from this side stoked and
fuelled, and you are engulfed
all around. Do not burn your
hands, homes, compounds, and
this flower garden. I, too, will
try to extinguish this alien fire.

“DEKA BAED, your DEKA
has already...with his hands.”

DEKA BAED covered
Zeenat’s ears with her hands.

“Your DEKA had dug his
grave with his own hands.
When his mortal body is
brought here, bury him silent-
ly between the graves of his
two dear sons.”

DEKA BAED hugged Zeenat
and cupped her hands to collect
her tears.

“Zeenat Lala, from now on,
we don’t have to shed tears.”

DEKA BAED began to recite
a chapter.

“Tabbat yada. .
yada...tabbat yada”

The elderly woman put her
hand on her shoulder.

“Read the complete chap-
ter...Good. Tabbat yada.”

“Mother! How can I recite a
verse? What hands to curse?
Oh, you, the Just! Bring to full
justice all those who, because
of their wickedness, ruined the
“Borlas” of thousands of DEKA
BAEDS like me.”

DEKA BAED sobbed.

Feeling helpless, the elder-
ly woman left. The outside fog
filled the entire room.

DEKA BAED and Zeenat dis-
appeared into the fog.

Thick fog had engulfed the
entire foothill at Kadipora up
to the graveyard. For a long
time, nothing was visible.
Naazir Ahmad’s dead body
was buried in the grave that
he had himself dug between
the graves of his two darling
sons. Everything was blurred
in the fog. However, the entire
graveyard was filled with those
who had offered the funeral
prayer. There was no place to
sit. Nobody needed to cover
their faces; the fog covered
them all. All those people who

.tabbat

were thirsty for each other’s
blood until yesterday were now
sitting in the same cemetery
as silent and harmless neigh-
bours.

Commentary

‘Tabbat Yada’ (The Hands
Broke) is the last story in the
short story collection of Bashir
Dada entitled ‘vihij vunal’
(Toxic Fog). The title of the
story is derived from the first
verse of 111th chapter of the
holy Quran called Sura Al-Tab-
bat or Al-Massad (based on the
beginning and the last words in
the chapter), which reads as:

Transliteration

1 Tabbat yada abee
Lahabinw wa tabb

2 Maa aghnaa
maaluhu wa maa kasab

3 Sa yaslaa naaran zaata
lahab

4 Wam ra-atuhuu ham-
maalatal hatab

5 Fee jeedihaa hablum
mim masad

Translation

1 “Abu Lahab’s hands
broke, and he has perished!”

2 “Neither his wealth nor
his gains benefited him.”

3 “He will burn in a flam-
ing Fire,”

4  “Andhis wife, the carri-
er of firewood, also.”

5 “Around her neck will
be a rope made from palm
bark.”

Abu Lahab (Abu al-Uzza ibn
Al-Mutalib) was the Prophet’s
uncle who opposed him more
than any other enemy. He was
nicknamed Abu Lahab (Father
of Flame) because of his red
cheeks. His wife’s name was
Umm-i-Jameel. The surface
meaning of the surah is:

1) AbuLahab’s wealth and
status will not save him.

2) His efforts against the
truth will fail.

3) Bothhe and his wife will
face consequences for their
actions

‘anhu

However, at a deeper level,
the chapter goes beyond the
individuals; its message is uni-
versal, viz.:

1 Material success has no
value if it is used against truth
and justice.

2 Knowingly rejecting
truth leads to moral and spir-
itual downfall.

3 Relationship carried no
benefit. Personal accountabili-
ty is what matters.

4 Harmful speech and
actions, such as gossip, slan-
der and wrongdoing (as were
done by Abu Lahab’s wife), are

condemnable.

In Bashir Dada’s story,
‘Tabbat Yada’ (The Hands
Broke) is used towards the
end when DEKA BAED learns
about her husband's killing.
The elderly woman encourag-
es DEKA BAED to recite the
surah completely, especially
the opening words, ‘tabbat
yada’. This is clearly done to
condemn and curse the hands
that murdered many people,
especially DEKA BAED’s hus-
band and children. The latter
cries out in pain and says,

“Oh, you, the Just! Bring
to full justice all those who,
because of their wickedness,
ruined the DEKAS of thou-
sands of DEKA BAEDS like
me.”

As you will notice, I have
translated the title as “The
Hands Broke”, and the trans-
lation of the Sura is also given
in the past tense. Bashir Dada
has, like many Muslim com-
mentators, used the term as
a curse — “May Abu Lahab’s
hands be broken!” However, in
reality, it is not a curse, but a
prophecy as explained by Mau-
lana Maudoodi in Tafheemul
Quran:

“Some commentators have
translated tabbat Abi Lahab
to mean: May the hands of Abi
Lahab be broken, and tabba to
mean: may he perish or he per-
ished. But this, in fact, was not
a curse which was invoked on
him, but a prophecy in which
an event taking place in the
future, has been described in
the past tense, to suggest that
its occurrence in the future is
certain and inevitable...Break-
ing of the hands obviously
doesn’t imply breaking of the
physical hands, but a person’s
utterly failing in his aim and
object for which he has exerted
his utmost to defeat and frus-
trate the message of Islam pre-
sented by the Prophet (peace be
upon him).”

Abu Lahab lived for about
eight years after the revela-
tion of this Sura. Most of the
Quresh Chiefs who sided with
Abu Lahab were all killed in
the Battle of Badr. He was
shocked and suffered from a
malignant disease. He sur-
vived for seven days only. His
children abandoned him—all
of them accepted Islam later on
after migrating to Madina. Abu
Lahab’s dead body rotted, and
he was thrown into a ditch by
some Africans, using wooden
rods, hired by his sons after it
had polluted the air around.
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However, Bashir Dada has
used it as a curse, which is
why DEKA BAED and the
elderly woman repeatedly
recite “tabbat yada” (May the
hands be broken!), obviously
referring to the hands of the
renegades who had killed three
family members.

Having said this, the story
portrays Kashmir of the 1990s
of the last century. Kashmir
was doomed and confronted
with an unprecedented bloody
era, which was marked by
bloodshed all around. Markhor
and the Chandals are represen-
tatives of a group of turncoats
who wielded enormous power
and immunity to kill any-
body. The Naazirs represent
common Kashmiris who knew
nothing of any political game
plan and became victims of the
fire that was kindled elsewhere
but stoked and fuelled here.

Beyond its thematic align-
ment with the spirit of Tabbat
Yada, the story derives its
power from the way it blurs
the line between myth and
reality. Janana, for instance,
is not merely a character but
a constructed legend. The nar-
rative deliberately withholds
certainty about his actions—
was he truly responsible for
the burning, the killings, the
revenge? Or is he a projection
of collective longing, fear, and
anger? This ambiguity is cru-
cial. It suggests that in times
of prolonged violence, societies
begin to manufacture heroes
and villains out of fragments
of truth, until myth overtakes
reality.

At the same time, Bashir
Dada resists the temptation to
romanticise resistance. Unlike
conventional narratives where
a “brave youth” becomes a
symbol of justice, Janana’s
legend results in devastation
for his own family. The cost
of mythmaking is borne not
by the myth itself but by the
ordinary people attached to
it—Naazir, DEKA BAED, and
Zeenat. In this sense, the story
quietly critiques the cultur-
al tendency to glorify acts of
defiance without accounting
for their human consequences.

The character of Naazir
Ahmad is especially signif-
icant. He represents moral
consciousness trapped in a
space where morality has lost
its authority. His instinct is
to submit to lawful structures
(“I will hand him over to the

CONT. ON PAGE 6
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WHODOESN’T DANCE

Mujtaba Farooq

hy is she dancing?
And how inappro-
priate it is to dance

at this moment, at this place.
What ridiculous behavior.
How could someone even think
of this? Surely she is insane.
She must be.

And look at that man, stir-
ring his tea, adding sugar,
staring at the bread. And
those ladies—how could they
gossip like this? How cruel the
world has turned. That man,
his voice so loud—how can he
discuss business here? And
these kids running here and
there, why can’t they just sit
in one place? Weren’t the old
man’s coughs enough that now
the babies have started to cry?

Mothers, can’t they keep them
at home?

This is a funeral, not a party.
I doubt how the world even
functions like this. I am sure
the world is going to end soon,
or even if it doesn’t, sanity
surely will. Let them all go to
hell.

I miss my friend. He was
very close to me, even if he
wasn’t. I must say so after
hearing of his sudden death.
He was a great man with some
foolish habits. He barely knew
when to speak, and when he
did, he made every situation
clumsy. And even after all this,
he acted as if he knew every-
thing, which he surely didn’t.

But never mind. He was
kind at heart, even though he
did not agree with certain sug-
gestions of mine, which would
have brought him better out-
comes. But he couldn’t. Let it
be. He was smart, and I helped
him in certain ways so he
could reach heights. I always
thought well of him. We must
think so, even when we are
sure someone is an idiot.

The man serving tea offered
me tea. Seriously, how could
he? Doesn’t he know I am in
pain? Or maybe I am angry
just because he offered it to me
last. We must cover our own
sins with curtains, because
it is always about others and
their stupidity.

And what would happen
now that he has left? His wife
would definitely be happy
somewhere inside. She is
young, and now all this prop-
erty. I think she will marry
sooner or later, even though I
know about her affairs during
college.

I know they will romanticize
love, but don’t we truly know
it is not real? We have given
life to a word that does not
exist. It is only there to keep
trees rooted, until a disaster
tears one out and the other
carries the memory of some-
thing that once stood beside it.
Such a nuisance of a thought,
and what a joke that people
believe in it. I almost feel pity
for them.

I do not understand their

drama and their dancing. Why
must you tell others about your
misery? Who wants to hear it,
unless they want gossip later?
You do not have money, go and
earn. You do not have a good
family bond, it must be your
fault. You feel anxious, it must
be your weakness.

You cannot remain a boy
forever, and neither can some-
one remain a girl forever. A
boy must become a man, and
a girl a woman. That is what
the world has always followed.
Even though, to some extent, I
have my grudges with nature,
but let it be. After all, it is
nature. Nature can make mis-
takes. And what makes you
think humans are any differ-
ent?

I think they forgot to add
sugar to this tea. Let me throw
it away.

A nail pricks my foot, and I
jump as if it is a dance.

Now I know why she danced.

Maybe everyone has a
reason to dance.

( The writer can be reached
at mujtabajourno@gmail.com)

CONT. FROM PAGE 5

police or army”), yet he is vio-
lently silenced. Later, his act of
placing flowers on the graves
of both his sons and their kill-
ers is perhaps the most pro-
found moment in the story. It
reflects a moral transcendence
that rejects binary divisions
of victim and perpetrator. In
doing so, Naazir becomes the
ethical centre of the narrative,
standing in contrast to both
militants and state structures.

DEKA BAED, on the other
hand, embodies the emotional
and spiritual collapse caused
by prolonged grief. Her repeat-
ed gestures—watering plants,
praying, invoking blessings—
initially suggest continuity
of life. However, as the story
progresses, these acts become
mechanical, almost desperate
attempts to hold on to a world
that is disintegrating. Her final
inability to fully embrace the
curse of Tabbat Yada is telling.
Even in the face of unbearable
loss, she hesitates to condemn,
which reflects a deeper moral
exhaustion rather than for-
giveness.

Zeenat’s psychological
breakdown adds another
layer to the narrative. Her
retreat behind books and her
hallucinations (the spider, the
cobweb, the jinni) symbolise
a generation caught between
education and trauma. The
spider weaving its web “in an
instant” can be read as a meta-
phor for how quickly violence
entraps individuals, leaving
no space for rational escape.
Her final confusion—believing
her brothers are still alive—
reveals how trauma fractures
reality itself.

Structurally, the story is
fragmented and episodic,
which mirrors the chaos it
depicts. Events unfold through
rumours, whispers, and partial
accounts rather than linear
certainty. This narrative tech-
nique reinforces the idea that
truth itself has become unsta-
ble in such an environment.
The repeated use of phrases
like “it is said” further distanc-
es the reader from definitive
knowledge, forcing us to expe-
rience the same uncertainty as

the characters.

The presence of the elderly
woman is another complex ele-
ment. She functions almost as a
moral and spiritual mediator—
part witness, part conscience,
part prophetic figure. Her final
message—to extinguish the
fire of revenge—introduces a
counterpoint to the dominant
cycle of violence. Yet, signifi-
cantly, her message comes too
late. The tragedy has already
unfolded. This delay under-
scores the difficulty of restor-
ing moral order once violence
has become systemic.

The ending of the story is
particularly striking. The
image of the fog covering the
graveyard, where former ene-
mies sit together as “silent
and harmless neighbours,” is
deeply ironic. Death achieves
what life could not—an
enforced equality and silence.
However, this is not reconcili-
ation; it is merely the suspen-
sion of conflict. The fog, which
gives the collection its title
(Poisonous Fog), symbolises
both concealment and suffoca-
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tion. It hides identities, guilt,
and differences, but it also pre-
vents clarity and healing.

Critically, one may argue
that the story risks overwhelm-
ing the reader with relentless
tragedy, leaving little room for
agency or resistance. Almost
every character is either a
victim or a perpetrator, with
limited space for a nuanced
middle ground. However, this
very excess may be intention-
al—it reflects a reality where
violence becomes so pervasive
that it consumes all forms of
normal life.

In conclusion, ‘Tabbat Yada’
(The Hands Broke) is not just
a story about a particular
historical moment; it is an
exploration of how violence
reshapes memory, morality,
and identity. By invoking the
Quranic imagery of cursed
hands, Bashir Dada universa-
lises the narrative, suggesting
that the true condemnation is
not of individuals alone but of
the very cycle of vengeance
that turns human hands into
instruments of destruction.
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Tasaduk Hussain Itoo

iabetes mellitus has
Demerged as one of the

most pressing global
health challenges of the 21st
century, with an estimated
643 million adults projected
to be affected by 2030.The dis-
ease accounts for millions of
deaths annually and imposes a
substantial economic burden
due to its chronic complica-
tions. Contemporary diabetes
management has undergone
a remarkable transformation,
shifting from a purely glu-
cose-centric model to a com-
prehensive cardio-renal-met-
abolic (CRM) approach.This
paradigm shift emphasizes not
only glycaemic control but also
the prevention of cardiovascu-
lar and renal complications,
alongside weight management
and individualized care.

At the core of this evolution
lies an enhanced understand-
ing of diabetes pathophysi-
ology. Traditional concepts
focused primarily on insulin
resistance and beta-cell dys-
function; however, modern
frameworks such as the “omi-
nous octet” and the expanded
“egregious eleven” highlight
additional mechanisms, includ-
ing incretin deficiency, renal
glucose reabsorption, alpha-
cell dysregulation, and system-
ic inflammation.This broader
understanding has paved the
way for targeted pharmacolog-
ical interventions that address
multiple metabolic pathways
simultaneously.

Metformin continues to
serve as the foundational ther-
apy for type 2 diabetes melli-
tus (T2DM), owing to its effi-
cacy, safety, affordability, and
weight-neutral profile. Beyond
glycaemic control, emerging
evidence suggests potential
pleiotropic benefits, including
anti-aging effects mediated
through AMP-activated protein
kinase (AMPK) activation and
possible reductions in cancer
risk. Nonetheless, long-term
therapy necessitates monitor-
ing for vitamin B12 deficiency.
While sulfonylureas remain
effective in lowering HbAlc,
their declining use reflects con-
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cerns regarding hypoglycemia
and weight gain. Thiazolidine-
diones, particularly pioglita-
zone, have found a niche role
in insulin resistance and met-
abolic-associated steatohepati-
tis (MASH), though their use is
limited by adverse effects.

One of the most transforma-
tive developments in diabetes
pharmacotherapy is the incre-
tin revolution. Glucagon-like
peptide-1 receptor agonists
(GLP-1 RAs) have demonstrat-
ed robust efficacy in glycaemic
reduction, weight loss, and car-
diovascular risk mitigation.
Agents such as liraglutide,
dulaglutide, and semaglutide
have become integral compo-
nents of modern treatment
algorithms. Notably, oral sema-
glutide represents a significant
advancement, offering com-
parable efficacy to injectable
formulations through innova-
tive absorption technologies.
These agents exert multifacet-
ed effects, including enhanced
insulin secretion, delayed gas-
tric emptying, reduced appe-
tite, and suppression of gluca-
gon secretion.
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Building upon this success,
dual incretin agonists such as
tirzepatide have introduced a
new era of “twincretin” thera-
py by targeting both GLP-1 and
glucose-dependent insulinotro-
pic polypeptide (GIP) receptors.
Clinical trials, including the
SURPASS and SURMOUNT
programs, have demonstrated
unprecedented reductions in
HbAlc and body weight, posi-
tioning tirzepatide as a class
leader. Its benefits extend
beyond glycemic control, with
promising effects on obesity
and MASH, underscoring the
interconnected nature of met-
abolic diseases.

The frontier of incre-
tin-based therapy continues
to expand with the develop-
ment of triple agonists target-
ing GLP-1, GIP, and glucagon
receptors. Retatrutide, a lead-
ing candidate in this category,
has shown remarkable weight
loss of approximately 24% in
early-phase trials, alongside
significant improvements in
glycemic parameters and lipid
profiles.These findings suggest
that multi-receptor agonism

may offer synergistic benefits,
potentially redefining the ther-
apeutic landscape of diabetes
and obesity.

Parallel to incretin advance-
ments, sodium-glucose
co-transporter 2 (SGLT2)
inhibitors have revolutionized
diabetes care by extending
benefits beyond glucose lower-
ing. By promoting glycosuria
and natriuresis, these agents
improve hemodynamic param-
eters and confer substantial
cardiovascular and renal pro-
tection. Landmark trials such
as EMPA-REG, DECLARE-
TIMI, and DAPA-CKD have
established their role in reduc-
ing cardiovascular mortality,
heart failure hospitalizations,
and progression of chronic
kidney disease, irrespective of
diabetes status. Dual SGLT1/2
inhibitors like sotagliflozin
further enhance postprandial
glucose control and incretin
release, highlighting the ther-
apeutic potential of targeting
multiple transport pathways.

Innovations in insulin ther-
apy have also contributed sig-
nificantly to improving patient
outcomes and quality of life.
The development of once-week-
ly basal insulins, such as insu-
lin icodec and insulin efsito-
ra alfa, represents a major
advancement in reducing
injection burden and enhanc-
ing adherence. These formula-
tions achieve prolonged action
through modified molecular
structures and albumin bind-
ing, providing stable glycemic
control with fewer injections.
Furthermore, the concept of
glucose-responsive “smart”
insulins, which activate in
hyperglycaemic states and
deactivate during euglycemia,
holds promise for eliminating
hypoglycemia risk and mim-
icking physiological insulin
secretion.

Emerging pharmacological
classes are targeting novel
mechanisms to address unmet
needs in diabetes manage-
ment. Imeglimin, a member
of the glimin class, improves
mitochondrial function and
reduces oxidative stress,
thereby enhancing both insu-
lin sensitivity and beta-cell
function. Teplizumab, an anti-
CD3 monoclonal antibody, rep-
resents a breakthrough in type
1 diabetes by delaying disease
onset in high-risk individu-
als, marking a significant step
toward preventive pharmaco-

CONT. ON PAGE 8




SATURDAY
02 MAY 2026

8

Memoir

HT Saturday

LitStream

Santosh Bakaya

ing April day in Jaipur.The
house was quiet; the mis-
chief of the brat pack quelled
by the rising temperature.
Papa’ s baritone echoed in the
house. “Watermelon time.”
Off dashed the four of us out
of our rooms, into the lobby,
where Papa sat on amat with a
massive watermelon in front of
him. And a knife waiting to do
the honours! The watermelon
cutting ceremony was no less
than a cake - cutting ceremony.
Granny loved watermelons.
And she waited patiently for a
slice of the cool treat! But there
was a time, she had never seen
a watermelon. Now, the sight
of the juicy watermelon slices
would bring a twinkle to her
eyes.
Her eyes also twinkled when

It was three pm of a scorch-

GRAN NYRECALLS

1 lotus stem fritters
2 Kadal means bridge in
Kashmiri

she talked of the weather back
home. The fruits back home.
The vegetables back home. The
nadar monj *1 back home!
Now home was Jaipur, but
she missed Kashmir; her nar-
ratives being all about the
parks, houseboats, trees, birds,
lakes, rivers and streams of
Kashmir. We noticed a wistful
look in her eyes, many times.
She often recalled the vendors
selling cherries, strawberries
and apples on the Kani Kadal

“Give me my tarbooz!”
“Please can | have some more?”
She was beseeching in a manner,
reminiscent of Oliver Twist.

*2, fronting our ancestral
house.

Apparently, she had forgot-
ten the taste of cherries, and
strawberries, and her palate
had adjusted to the taste of
watermelons, and musk melon.
And now she loved them.

Suddenly Papa heard a
series of bubbling calls and
dashed towards the window,
with the knife, and, we, the
brat pack followed him. “Look
that’s a Black-crested Bulbul.

Do you see the lively energy
with which it moves among
branches” His excitement was
infectious. Mummy also ran to
the window. It was then that
Granny threw a tantrum.

“Give me my tarbooz!
“Please can I have some more?
“ She was beseeching in a
manner, reminiscent of Oliver
Twist. Papa ran back to replen-
ish her plate.

Her eyes once again twin-
kled. Her frail figure sheathed
in a happy glow.

1 lotus stem fritters

2 Kadal means bridge in
Kashmiri

(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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therapy. Additionally, gluca-
gon receptor antagonists and
agents targeting pathways such
as GPR119, 11 -HSD1, and fibro-
blast growth factor-21 (FGF-21)
are under investigation, offer-
ing new avenues for metabolic
modulation.

Clinical practice guidelines
have evolved in response to
these advancements. The
2025/2026 ADA/EASD recom-
mendations advocate early
combination therapy and pri-
oritize agents with proven
cardiovascular and renal ben-
efits, particularly in high-risk
individuals. Weight manage-
ment is now recognized as a
central pillar of diabetes care,
with pharmacological strate-
gies aimed at achieving signif-
icant weight loss to facilitate
disease remission.This shift
underscores the importance
of addressing obesity as a pri-
mary driver of metabolic dys-
function.

Personalized medicine is

increasingly shaping thera-
peutic decision-making in dia-
betes. Advances in pharma-
cogenomics and phenotypic
classification enable clinicians
to tailor treatments based on
individual characteristics,
such as genetic subtypes and
degrees of insulin resistance.
For instance, patients with
maturity-onset diabetes of the
young (MODY) may respond
preferentially to low-dose sul-
fonylureas, while those with
severe insulin resistance may
benefit from thiazolidinediones
or high-dose incretin therapies.
This individualized approach
enhances efficacy while mini-
mizing adverse effects.

The integration of digital
health technologies and arti-
ficial intelligence further aug-
ments diabetes management.
Continuous glucose monitoring
systems, smart insulin pens,
and hybrid closed-loop sys-
tems facilitate real-time data
analysis and automated insu-

lin delivery, reducing glycemic
variability and hypoglycemia.
Machine learning algorithms
are increasingly being utilized
to predict individual respons-
es to therapies, enabling more
precise and dynamic treatment
strategies.

Despite these remarkable
advancements, significant
challenges remain.The high
cost of novel therapies limits
their accessibility, particular-
ly in low- and middle-income
countries. Ensuring equitable
access to life-saving medica-
tions and incorporating them
into essential medicine lists are
critical for addressing global
disparities in diabetes care.
Additionally, long-term safety
data and real-world evidence
are needed to fully understand
the implications of emerging
therapies.

Looking ahead, the future
of diabetes pharmacology is
poised to embrace ground
breaking innovations, includ-
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ing stem cell-derived beta-cell
transplantation, fully bioavail-
able oral insulin, and precision
editing of metabolic pathways.
These developments hold the
potential to move beyond dis-
ease management toward dis-
ease modification and even
cure.

In conclusion, the pharma-
cological management of dia-
betes mellitus has entered an
era of unprecedented progress,
characterized by a shift toward
holistic, patient-centered care.
By targeting multiple patho-
physiological pathways and
prioritizing cardiovascular,
renal, and metabolic outcomes,
modern therapies offer the
promise of improved survival,
enhanced quality of life, and
reduced burden of complica-
tions. Continued research,
innovation, and equitable
implementation will be essen-
tial to fully realize the potential
of these advances in transform-
ing diabetes care worldwide.
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Prarthana Gogoi

he other day I purchased
Ta manga series of Demon

Slayer written by Koyo-
haru Gotouge (Japanese manga
artist) on repeated request and
demand of my eleven years old
daughter. For almost one day
she was lost in these series,
reading silently about Tanjiro
and Nezuko. Being a bookworm
and a mother of two children,
I have read children's litera-
ture widely from our regional
to western graphic novels. So,
I could not resist my passion to
read a few lines from the first
series of Demon Slayer. After
reading a few lines I lost myself
and my mind goes literally to
the world of Tanjiro.The protag-
onist Tanjiro is a kind hearted
boy who starts his journey from
his mountain home to sell char-
coal at the nearby town. He is
gifted with a strong sense of
smell and is loved by everyone
in the town where he goes to sell
charcoal. As his father passed
away, he had to work hard to
support his mother and his sib-
lings. He wants to earn money
for a New Year's feast. He takes
shelter at the town as he cannot
return home during daytime.
During that night, his family is
killed by demons. Eventually
he becomes a demon slayer to
hunt the demons as well as to
cure his sister Nezuko, the only
survivor of the demon attack but
poisoned by the demon’s blood.
When I entered Tanjiro's world
of struggle and suffering, I felt a
deep sense of empathy for Tan-
jiro. Besides, the story is full
of love, compassion, suspense,
and thrill.Then I came to dis-
cover the truth behind my son's
obsession with the Demon slayer
card. Tanjiro seems like a real
hero to them, a brave and honest
boy who vowed to kill demons
who destroyed his little home
and dear ones. He receives spe-
cial training to slay the demons.
After reading this first Japanese
manga narrative, I can assure
the children booklovers that
Japanese manga are incompa-
rable in plot and design and so
they are winning the hearts of
millions worldwide because of
its art and visual story telling.
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Manga takes readers truly to the
Japanese village or town and its
culture and way of life.

As our generation was born in
the last two or three decades of
the twentieth century, we hardly
read Japanese manga living in
a remote part of India though
Assam has a significant place
in world geography and history
because of its rich oil, coal and
tea heritage. We know little of
this genre of children's comics.
But the present day Gen G and
Gen alpha are smart enough and
their mind has a wide reach to
the world. They can decide and
choose what they will read.They
like fantasy, dystopian fantasy,
gothic narratives as children's
mind is free from any rational-
ism or hypocrisy. They love to
sleep in imagination. On the
contrary, we grew up reading
our local comics or children's
books. We are guided by our
seniors, parents and teachers in
choosing the books during our
childhood or youth. Besides
our regional Assamese children
classics, we know and read the
children books of Ruskin Bond,
RK Narayanan, the classics sto-
ries like Sherlock Homes, Robin
Hood, biographies of great men
and the hunting stories of Jim
Corbet.The younger genera-
tion of our times are guided to
read stories mainly which boost
up our morals and ethics. But
today's children gather infor-
mation from various sources,
mainly the internet. I was sur-
prised to know that the anime
characters are all time favorites
for children worldwide. Most of
the time I listen to their non-stop
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discussion about anime charac-
ters, they watch anime cartoons.
Their dreamland is Japan and
like most children dream to visit
Japan, they want to explore the
places where their favourite
characters roam around or play
adventure to ward off the evil
eye.This island country seems
like a wonderland for them,
more popular than the Peppa pig
and Disneyland.

While talking about Japanese
manga, we must mention anime.
If anyone has a child at home, he
or she might have heard about
Anime. It is a genre of animation
films that originated in Japan
and has become a significant part
of Japanese culture. Children
love to watch anime because of
the colorful artwork, fantasti-
cal themes, and vibrant char-
acters. Anime is not only loved
by children, but by teenagers,
and adults too. Each and every
child from the world knows or
has seen the animation cartoons
of Dragon Ball and Naruto. They
are all time favourites for the
children. Children all over the
world have an obsessive interest
in anime, manga or video games
made on manga or anime char-
acters.The anime fans are called
otaku or weebs in Japan. Weeb
is a term for western fans who
love Japanese anime or manga.
Children love to enter into the
imaginative world of Japanese
anime because of their world of
fantasy and thrill. Though anime
is based on popular manga sto-
ries, all anime adaptations are
not manga stories.

Anime is not just a cartoon,
it is a part and parcel of Japa-
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nese pop culture. It is enriched
with Japanese art and story tell-
ing. Children love the various
themes of the manga stories such
as romance, fantasy, horror and
adventure. Moreover, the stories
delve into the core of Japanese
culture. Due to the internet,
anime has become popular all
over the world and millions of
subscribers on Netflix watch
anime. Korean anime is also
famous among children.

Be it manga or anime, it has
created a niche in the interna-
tional children's entertainment
as well as book market. Children
from all over the world read Jap-
anese manga and they are fond
of the characters of anime too.
Manga is so popular in Japanese
pop culture that manga cafes are
set up in various places where
readers go and read manga while
sipping coffee or tea. Even the
adult readers also visit the cafes
and read the manga passionate-
ly.

Being a language teacher, I
provide lots of resources to my
students newspaper clippings,
story books, comics, etc. Reading
books or comics help the learn-
ers to pick up the language con-
sciously or unconsciously.This
helps them to develop their read-
ing habits or spend their leisure
time in a fruitful way.The most
benefit of reading is it improves
cognitive function and reduces
screen time. It enriches vocab-
ulary and works like a mental
workout for the children.

(Prarthana Gogoi is a teacher
and popular writer in national
dailies.)
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merican-Italian science
Afiction author Chris-

topher Paolini writes,
“Anger has its place, but it will
not help you here. The way of
the warrior is the way of know-
ing. If that knowledge requires
you to use anger, then you use
anger, but you cannot wrest
forth knowledge by losing your
temper. Pain and frustration
will be your only reward if you
try.” With this statement Paoli-
ni reminds readers of the prob-
lems of anger, an often invoked
feeling imbuing a sense of jus-
tice against the tide of frustra-
tions and disappointments in a
writer’s life. Anger can act as a
medicinal courage for the dis-
empowered writer. This emo-
tion also can be misdirected. In
1984, George Orwell explains
the concept of Two Minutes
Hate, “The horrible thing about
the Two Minutes Hate was not
that one was obliged to act a
part, but, on the contrary, that it
was impossible to avoid joining
in. Within thirty seconds any
pretence was always unneces-
sary. A hideous ecstasy of fear
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and vindictiveness, a desire to
kill, to torture, to smash faces in
with a sledge-hammer, seemed
to flow through the whole group
of people like an electric cur-
rent, turning one even against
one’s will into a grimacing,
screaming lunatic.” This dys-
topian method of controlling
human emotion, even turning
it against the individual expe-
riencing it, is rabid and fright-
ening. It reveals the frailty of
human concerns and events.
Edward Bernays explains in
Propaganda, “It is chiefly the
psychologists of the school of
Freud who have pointed out
that many of man's thoughts
and actions are compensatory
substitutes for desires which he
has been obliged to suppress. A
thing may be desired not for its
intrinsic worth or usefulness,
but because he has unconscious-
ly come to see in it a symbol of
something else, the desire for
which he is ashamed to admit
to himself...This general prin-
ciple, that men are very large-
ly actuated by motives which
they conceal from themselves,
is as true of mass as of individ-
ual psychology...Human desires
are the steam which makes the
social machine work.” All this
evidence compiles the problem
of human consciousness in
relation to its created feelings.
Anger may mask or it may
reveal injustice or inequality
within the system of distribu-
tion and power dynamics.
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Proverbs 16:32 (NIV) advises,
“Better a patient person than a
warrior, one with self-control
than one who takes a city.”
These words shift priority in
managing emotions. Anger may
conquer a region, or it may be a
region in need of conquering. If
one is aware of one’s emotions
and can name them, then they
can be controlled and under-
stood. Anger may not always
be a violent fog; it may also
lead to greater understanding
and deeper insight into oneself.
An article by Leon Seltzer for
Psychology Today explores the
soft layer of personality anger
may conceal, “I'm convinced
that anger is employed univer-
sally to bolster a diminished
sense of personal power. Con-
trary to feeling weak or out of
control, the experience of anger
can foster a sense of invulner-
ability—even invincibility.”
Exploring this vulnerability
might be a positive source for
literary construction. Novel-
ist Terry Pratchett offers this
advice in his novel Wyrd Sis-
ters, “Genuine anger was one
of the world’s great creative
forces. But you had to learn how
to control it. That didn’t mean
you let it trickle away. It meant
you dammed it, carefully, let
it develop a working head, let
it drown whole valleys of the
mind and then, just when the
whole structure was about to
collapse, opened a tiny pipeline
at the base and let the iron-hard
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stream of wrath power the tur-
bines of revenge.” Authors and
artists mostly agree that anger
is disturbing and self-negating,
but many creative types suggest
anger can be positive if proper-
ly channeled. Anger is often a
defense against powerlessness
and low self esteem, serving to
bandage old wounds and dis-
tract the angry person from
what scares or hurts. In normal
human beings anger can destroy
the integrity of emotion and
equilibrium, but creative minds
utilize even the most haunting
and counteractive forces given
to them. Nietzsche, arguably
one of the great psychological
minds of history, presents the
dichotomy of ressentiment and
creative anger. Ressentiment is
a seething, boiling pot of jealou-
sy and frustration. As he writes
in Human, All Too Human: A
Book for Free Spirits, “People
are always angry at anyone who
chooses very individual stan-
dards for his life; because of the
extraordinary treatment which
that man grants to himself, they
feel degraded, like ordinary
beings.” The sense of entitle-
ment burgeoning from the slave
morality invokes disrespect of
oneself and hatred of others.
Psychologist Heinz Kohut
writes in Self psychology and
the humanities: a new psy-
choanalytic approach, “Per-
haps from infancy onward the
unfolding of our central selves
has evoked frightening envious
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anger, which is a manifestation
of the wounded narcissism of
those around us. The full asser-
tion of our nuclear selves is thus
for most of us beyond the scope
of our courage. We withdraw
from our innermost goals and
ideals, and we falsify and dilute
them. It is in this sphere then
that the buffering of art allows
us a tolerable experience of
self-affirmation in the form of
our participation in the self-ex-
pression of the tragic hero on
the stage.” The contemporary
age highlights the importance
of seeing oneself as heroic and
central to the promise of world
drama. Popular influencer and
psychologist Jordan Peterson
exemplifies this sentiment,
“The heroic act is to voluntari-
ly shoulder your suffering and
trudge uphill nonetheless. That
heroism is so deeply meaning-
ful that it triumphs over death
itself”; also, we experience this
wisdom in Joseph Campbell
who stated, “The conquest of
fear yields the courage of life.
That is the cardinal initiation
of every heroic adventure—
fearlessness and achievement."
The wisdom of our era is that we
direct our monstrous energies
to productive means. The hero
of our personal narratives must
conform his or her sufferings to
the aims of realizing their desig-
nated purpose.

In Love, Guilt, and Repara-
tion and other Works Melanie
Klein offers her considerations
of creative output, “It appears
that the desire for perfection is
rooted in the depressive anx-
iety of disintegration, which
is thus of great importance in
all sublimations.” Sublimation
is one of the several Freudian
defense mechanisms. These
mechanisms are psycholog-
ical tools used to protect the
ego from reality. Sublimation
occurs when unwanted feel-
ings are channeled into social-
ly acceptable activities, such
as art. Klein’s analysis is par-
ticularly intriguing because it
offers insight into artists whose
competitive nature and aggres-
sive instincts may be rooted
in insecurity or psychological
instabilities. Anger implies a
loss of control over one’s envi-
ronment or situation, and it
often masks vulnerability as
previously noted. Vulnerabili-
ty or self exposure might leave
a writer in an unstable condi-
tion, betrayed to the public eye
whose judgment will be mixed.
This instability could lead fur-
ther into disintegration, fear

from being misunderstood, and
even re-open wounds thought
closed from childhood. Klein
also notes, “The root of cre-
ativity is found in the need to
repair the good object destroyed
during the depressive phase.”
Klein’s theory of reparation
presents the creative process
as one of seeking resolution and
forgiveness from those who are
harmed by aggressive impuls-
es; as an effort to re-create the
world, art serves as the coun-
terpoint to the bare reality of
sorrow and rage. Art becomes
the holy object, the sought grail
held by the Wounded King who
awaits the knight to restore
order to the kingdom.

However, the kingdom is in
disorder because of disinte-
gration and lack of meaning.
In Eliot’s The Waste Land
the Fisher King asks, “Shall I
set my lands in order?” This
introverted cry serves to rec-
oncile the meaninglessness of
war and dissolution with the
human desire for true compan-
ionship and renewal. Eliot’s
era was predominantly one of
war, relaxing sexual mores,
and spiritual emptiness. His
long poem intends to document
these social crises through its
parable. The overarching reve-
lation invokes patience, grace,
and universal salvation. Part
Five “What the Thunder Said”
invokes spiritual harmony by
crossing Eastern and Western
mystical traditions. The thun-
der is a cry for self-evaluation,
almost demanding spiritual
growth following the drowning
Phoenician sailor of the “Death
by Water” section. Phlebas,
who is introduced in the open-
ing section, is now dead as his
bones are picked underwater.
This drowned sailor invokes
the prophecy that has come
true. This warning to the falling
Western world is almost fatal-
istic with the occult Madame
Sosotris revealing the empti-
ness of modern spiritual pur-
suits. “What the Thunder Said”
invokes Eastern traditions, per-
haps suggesting that they are
deeper in meaning and com-
mand greater insight.

The Waste Land clearly rep-
resents sublimation. The poet’s
disturbed marriage to Vivi-
enne Haigh-Wood inspired this
piece. In the second part of the
poem, much is made from a dry
romantic interlude as well as
conversations between Cock-
ney women at the bar. “A Game
of Chess” portrays a couple bat-
ting meaningless conversation

that seemingly aims to address
their sexual appetites. Chess
itself requires strategy and
patience, and the couple’s dis-
cussion seems empty and even
forcibly dull. The mood is set
by the statement, “I think we
are inrat’s alley where the dead
men lost their bones,” which
already tells us the romantic
dalliance is interrupted by the
mood of war and emptiness.
The fear of death overtakes the
mood completely.

The lesson from The Waste
Land could provoke discus-
sion of Freudian materialism
as well. Aside from the impli-
cations of war and pretentious
occult substitutions for ancient
religion, Eliot’s symbolism
offers poetic demonstration.
The couple’s banter is hollow
and fearful. Without a full
embrace of suffering, human
potential lacks depth and pas-
sion. Freud’s psychodynamic
theory masks his distrust of
spiritual explanations as he
substitutes libido (or sexual
energy) for God as the life-giv-
ing force in human personality.
Eliot’s juxtapositions of classi-
cal tropes and bare contempo-
rary situations remind readers
of the seeming lack of purpose
found in the modern predica-
ment. In the ancient myth of
the Fisher King, alienation and
woundedness invoke the path
of redemption and collective
pride. Eliot is seemingly cri-
tiquing the overarching direc-
tion of the modern mythos,
including individualism and
consumerism.

The war impulse is civiliza-
tional Thanatos directed toward
the Other, or an object of con-
tempt and fear. The environ-
ment that war instills around
free societies is one of dread,
distrust, and rage. War rede-
signs social bonds to fabricate
the order against free impuls-
es. By damming the energies of
distrust and rage, the creative
impulse is also hindered in its
expression. Repressive charac-
teristics of wartime policy harp
back to the Two Minutes Hate of
Orwell. The uncontrolled ener-
gies of fear and irrational anger
are loosened on our neighbors
and the Other in order that we
become savage and reprehen-
sible to ourselves. In this land
of violence and broken bonds,
artistic creation suffers and the
lamentable protest of self-hon-
esty is dulled. James Madison
stated, “Of all the enemies to
public liberty war is, perhaps,
the most to be dreaded, because
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it comprises and develops the
germ of every other." Nietzsche
himself reflects on the discrep-
ancies between personal and
social perception, “All our
actions are at bottom altogeth-
er incomparably personal,
unique, and endlessly individ-
ual; there is no doubt: but as
soon as we translate them into
consciousness, they no longer
seem to be!"

However, is it possible to
translate individual heroism
into social good? Can we com-
mand risk-taking impulses
and personal improvement to
strengthen our consciousness
and develop sociable instincts
in contrast to Thanatos? Does
Eliot’s poem counter asser-
tions that war grants reckless
humanity a sense of devout
purpose? Is war truly the com-
manding of rage or is it its prov-
ocation? If narcissistic injury
is derived from powerlessness
and insecurity, war seems more
the expression of this rage than
it’s palliative.

The search for immortality
contrasts with the perpetual
rage against foreign enemies
and domestic threats. These
impulses are the most sacred
and commanding within the
human frame. They require
our dignity and positive explo-
ration rather than blind disci-
pleship. With this sentinel at
the door to guard our deepest
and most intense urges and
experiences, the sensory world
becomes a shadow of grace;
within it we walk and breed the
future phantoms that appear on
the world stage. Our grievances
become an art.

(Dustin Pickering is founder
of Transcendent Zero Press.

He has contributed writing to

Huffington Post, Los Angeles
Review, The Statesman (India),
Journal of Liberty and Inter-
national Affairs, The Colorado
Review, World Literature Today,
Asymptote Journal, and several
other publications. He is the
author of numerous poetry
collections and books includ-
ing Salt and Sorrow. He placed
in the top 100 for the erbacce
prize in 2021 and 2023, and was
afinalist in Adelaide Literary
Journal’s first short fiction con-
test. He was longlisted for the
Rahim Karim World Prize in 2022
and given the honor of Knight of
World Peace by the World Insti-
tute for Peace that same year.
He hosts the popular interview
series World Inkers Network on
YouTube and co-founded World
Inkers Printing and Publishing.)
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he hum of the Boeing 737’s

I engines was a low, vibra-

tional growl, a sound that
usually suggested progress. But
for me, sitting in 144, it felt like
the mechanical pulse of a time
machine that refused to move for-
ward. Below us, the clouds over
the Deccan Plateau were white,
fluffy, and indifferent.

I reached into my handbag,
my fingers brushing against the
cold, laminated edge of a folder.
My husband’s voice echoed in
my mind—not his current voice,
which was thin and worn like an
old garment, but the firm, ground-
ing tone he had used at the Guwa-
hati airport gate. "Do not lose it,"
he had whispered. "Without it,
the registrar won't speak to us.
Without it, she stays trapped in
their files."

I pulled the paper out. It was
crisp, clinical, and bore the heavy
seal of the municipal corporation.
It was the death certificate.

Five years. They say grief is a
mountain you eventually learn
to climb, but they don't tell you
that sometimes you just sit on the
jagged rocks of the slope and stare
at the view of what you lost. Five
years since the air in the world
turned poisoned, since "Corona"
was no longer a celestial crown
but a crown of thorns for human-
ity.

My thumb traced the name on
the paper. Dr. Ananya Sharma.

My mind drifted back twen-
ty-eight years to a humid after-
noon in a small nursing home.
I remembered the smell of anti-
septic and the first, piercing cry
that shattered the silence of the
delivery room. The nurse had
handed a small, blue-inked form
to my husband. “Name of Child?”
the clerk had asked.

We hadn't even chosen one yet,
so certain we were that we had all
the time in the world. That birth
certificate was the first tether. It
was a promise. It was the "Entry"
column in the ledger of the uni-
verse. It was the document that
gave her a right to the sun, the
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air, and the soil.

I remembered her at five,
clutching that same certificate
as we stood in line for school
admissions. I remembered her at
eighteen, the paper slightly yel-
lowed, as it was presented to the
passport office. She was going to
China. Medical school.

"I'm going to be a healer, Ma,"
she had said, her eyes bright with
the reflected light of her own
ambition.

That single piece of paper
had been her visa to the world.
It opened bank accounts that
held her first hard-earned sala-
ries. It sat in the background of
her 10th and 12th-grade board
marks, the silent witness to her
late-night study sessions and the
caffeine-stained mugs. It was the
foundation upon which she built
a life of service, a life of white
coats and stethoscopes.

The air hostess moved down
the aisle, offering water. I
declined with a silent shake of
my head. My throat was too tight
for water.

Life, I realized, is a frantic
collection of papers between two
bookends. We spend our middle
years gathering achievement
certificates. We get degrees that
tell the world we are smart; we
get marriage licenses that tell the
world we are loved; we get prop-
erty deeds that tell the world we
are grounded.

Ananya had gathered them all.
She had returned from China a
doctor. She had walked the halls
of Mumbai’s busiest hospitals, a
warrior in a lab coat. Then came
the marriage license—a beautiful,
gold-embossed paper that prom-
ised a lifetime of shared tea and
silver anniversaries.

And then, the most beautiful
prospect of all: the promise of a
new life to be registered.

Iremember her calling me, her
voice shimmering with a secret.
"Ma, you're going to be a grand-
mother. We're going to need a
name for the registry soon."

We joked about names. We
argued over whether the baby
would have her father’s nose or
Ananya’s stubborn chin. We were
preparing for a new entry in the
ledger. We didn't know the ledger
was about to be slammed shut.

The pandemic didn't care about
degrees. It didn't care about the
"Dr." prefix before her name. It
didn't care about the unborn life
that was only months away from
its own first certificate.

In the chaos of those hospital
wards, where she stayed until she
could no longer stand, the very
air she had been promised was
taken back. I remember the fran-
tic phone calls, the oxygen levels
dropping like stones, and then...
the silence.

The silence that has lasted five
years, yet feels like it began only
yesterday.

I looked down at the docu-
ment in my lap. This was the
"Exit" column. Now, I was in the
middle of a grim reversal. To give
her peace, I had to engage in a
bureaucratic war. I was traveling
to Mumbai to "un-make" the trail
she had so carefully blazed. Each
document I sought to retrieve—
the medical degree, the college
records, the insurance papers—
required me to present the proof
of her absence.

I'had to show all the paper that
says she was there, just to justi-
fy why she no longer is. It is the
same process but in reverse; I am
undoing the life she spent thirty
years building, one official stamp
at a time.

"Ladies and gentlemen, we
have begun our descent into
Mumbai..."

The cabin lights flickered.
People around me began to stir,
returning to the business of
living. They were in the "middle
papers" phase of their lives.

I sat still. But thoughts were
running all over.

Is this truly it? Is the sum of
a human being—the laughter,
the midnight fears, the way she
liked her tea too sweet—just the
white space between two govern-
ment-issued documents?

Life is the tragic paradox
of trying to capture a soul on a
card. The agonizing truth is that
when the breathing starts, the
paperwork starts; and when the
breathing ends, the paperwork
starts all over again. It is a full,
relentless life circle—a loop of
ink and stamps that never actu-
ally touches the skin. We spend
our existence filling the space
between two signatures, only to
be left holding a stack of papers
that claim to be the person we
loved.

But as the plane’s wheels kissed
the tarmac with a jarring thud, I
realized the cold, terrifying truth:
The person is gone, and only the
paper remains to speak for them.
This ink is more durable than her
heartbeat ever was. It is a paper
kingdom, and I am the grieving
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keeper of the files, stacked with
"important papers" as they put it.

I stood up, tucking the folder
back into my bag. It felt heavier
than it had when I boarded in
Guwahati.

Five years have passed, yet
time is an illusion when you are a
mother. She is still both the infant
crying for the first time and the
doctor standing tall.

AsIwalked down the terminal,
I saw a young couple holding a
newborn, shielding the infant
from the Mumbai heat. They were
likely heading home to start the
paperwork—the beginning of a
new trail.

I wanted to scream a warning
to them: We are all just ghosts
being managed by certificates.
We spend our lives filling out
forms, only for a final form to
erase everything we wrote. We
are all just doing a slow dance
between two identical fates.

I walked out into the humid
Mumbai air, clutching the folder
tight against my chest. I had the
document needed to close her
earthly business, but no piece
of paper could ever contain the
girl who had flown so high, she
touched the sun before she fell.

In the end, this is the crush-
ing reality: we are birthed by a
document and buried by a docu-
ment. The paperwork is the only
thing that stays consistent while
the soul vanishes. I came here
to claim her life’s work, but as I
stand in the terminal, I realize I
am just a person—not a mother
in the eyes of the law, just a claim-
ant—standing between two pieces
of stationery.

The ink, the same government
seal, the weight—one heralded
her arrival as a birth certificate
and the other demands her depar-
ture as a death certificate. We are
born in afile, we live in a file, and
we die in a file. I am left holding
a stack of papers, realizing that
in the cold gaze of the world, my
daughter’s entire existence was
simply a journey that began and
ended with the papers only.

Between the first stamp and
the last, the miracle was invisible
to the file; only the ink remains.

(Dr Sarita Chauhanis a
writer, poet and the author of
three books, and holds a PhD

in English Literature. She is

the Chairperson of the JSM
Group, a TEDx speaker, and the
founder of Write Up Your Soul.
She is aregular contributor to
LitStream.)
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SCENT OF HAIR GARLANDS

Asrar ul Haq

AKE UP! WAKE UP!' A
familiar voice echoed
in my ears, but it was

too weak to make me look back
while I was walking down the
lane: the same lane which con-
nected our house to the village
and the graveyard

A few steps ahead, there was
something unusual.

The village road was
nowhere to be seen, and the
lane led only to the graveyard.

The graveyard was bloom-
ing.

I did what a 7-year-old boy
would do.

Iran towards the butterflies
whirling around the flowers on
the sides of the lane.

The fragrance of these flow-
ers reminded me of the scent of
the hair garlands of my grand-
mother. For a while, I forgot
she had left us for the heavens
long ago.

From the gate of the grave-

A Pensive Poetic

Mridusmita Mahanta

A star had fallen, piercing the
breast of the blue constellation,
at the headrest of a hybrid, dis-
sonant time.

In the stream of consciousness
of the inert, trembled the moon
of spring;

the tips of grass, swaying and
dancing,

became refugees in secret along
the pathways

of the dead clouds’ bosom.

yard, I saw a man digging a
grave alone.

I walked to him and asked,

“Can I help?”

“No,” he replied.

“Why are you digging
alone?” I asked.

“Because it’s my own grave,”
he said loudly.

His words were more con-
fusing than his reaction. My
fragile mind couldn’t interpret
what he meant.

Confused, I asked,

“Are you dead or alive?”

Now his tone changed, and
he whispered,

“Dead for the world.”

“Stop, I can’t understand
you,” I shouted.

He continued, but lifted his
eyes and asked,

“What are you doing here,
kid?”

I couldn’t remember any-

Like songs themselves, in the
homeless heart

of aruined wind that tore through
the chests of a thousand dead
palash blossoms,

there lived an intimate love since
childhood...

Trembling, advancing—the
yearning of ancient forests;

no one stands still for anyone,
time wipes its wounds and moves
on,

an endless current of love flowing
to the horizon...

Upon a raw heart washed with
tears,

an indescribable bridge of dying
streams—

footprints remain as witnesses.

In the abandoned spring,

in the sorrow of your absence,
awakened by a touch of con-
sciousness,

the fallen feathers of a wild bird
stir...
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thing apart from the scent of
my grandmother’s garlands.
So I asked,

“My grandmother died long
ago. She was buried here. Have
you seen her?”

“On this side of the world,
you can see everyone but
can’t recognize them. You are
alone here—just you and your
deeds,” he answered, staring at
the orange sky.

“I have to hurry, the sun is
about to set,” he continued.

“Where are you going?” I
asked.

He continued digging and
ignored me. I stuck to my ques-
tion and kept asking where he
had to go, but he didn’t answer
until he finished.

“Now the grave is approx-
imately my height,” he whis-
pered.

“One Friday afternoon, I

Will you place, upon the red lips
of a starving child in a battle-
field...?

Defying the weight of restless
times—

a piece of dry bread, some med-
icine,

and a whisper of affection...

Silent... still... this nomadic body
burns;

the heart trembles as a plaintive
bird

cries out in a forest-dweller’s
song.

At the cry of the dark owl,
the trees, grasses, and vines of
the forest shiver...

A time grown old—

in the blood of ruined winds
trembles the moon of spring;

in the embrace of ancient trees
blooms the firefly-youth of deep
love.

saw a dog stuck in a ditch.
Instead of helping him out, I
watched him suffer till he died.
I enjoyed it.

A few days later, I died in
the same ditch. And now, after
my death, the only punishment
I have is to go and feed a dog
every day, dig my own grave
before sunset, and die again,”
he replied, with tears rolling
down his cheeks.

While he was telling his
story, my whole body became
numb, thinking about how
easily we commit sins—cru-
elty—never thinking of conse-
quences and punishment.

“I am too young, my sins
aren’t many. If I die today,
my punishment will be less,”
I thought.

Irequested him to put me in
the grave so I could experience
it once. After several pleas, he
agreed.

He lifted me in his arms and
began lowering me into the
grave.

As soon as my feet touched
the ground, my eyes met real-
ity. Nightmare? I don’t know.

I froze, the scent of my
grandmother’s hair garlands
was still there.

(Asrar ul Haq is a MBBS Year
1 students from GMC Hand-
wara)

A star had fallen, piercing the
breast of the blue constellation,
in the myriad consciousness of
nomadic thoughts;

with the colors of the rainbow
Ishall adorn the celestial garden
of Brahmakamal,

made wholly of you, of infinite
love...

It will rain—upon the wings of
hope—
you... ... the hungry child...
the forest and the birds...
in the notation of a melancholic
song
the diary of days will take form,
in the smile of the phoenix.
(Mridusmita Mahantais a
poet, lyricist, singer, short story
writer, and a farmer-reporter for
the newspaper Amar Asom. Her
two poetry collections are Zero
Degree Celsius and | Had Cap-
tured a Long Century Here. Her
short story collection The Rest-
lessness of an Unknown Island
is on the way to publication)
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The Rabaab of the Ribs

g I
Mushtaque B Barq

A slice of this inner heart
has now into a string turned.
Shall I thank the dazzling sun
that dried it to this extent,

or shall I thank the effort
that carved a Rabaab in me?

The tip of that holy finger
plucked the string to ignite
averve in this old, empty cage
and penned a script devoid of
words,

known and unknown to ears
alike,

a song to some, noise to
others.

Under the canopy of his care
a feeble wish too germinated,
and a gust of love nursed the
eyes

that had seen only thorns
around;

Veins of Agony

Imran Yousuf

From the sea

of my crumpled remnants,
Let me upheave thee

To the wrecks

of my bawling heart

So thou canst witness

The agony which flows
through my veins.

But alas!

I'm here and thou

On the other side of the
planet,

Like a petal marooned

from the flower.

O my beloved,
Thou knowest not
the agony of love.
Come! In a glass

no rush within, just a soul
on a casual walk around the
ribs.

Then towered a wave within,
of love, ah!

Globes drifted apart; lines,
latitudes,

and boundaries fled my
narrow lane,

where the old footsteps of
yore

were no longer fresh, and the
impressions

of that old sandal’s sole had
faded.

The melody of this wind is
eternity within,

a cosmos where love is life,
and longevity

(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 Memorial Award and the
Kalidas Literary Award, Ahad
Zargar Award. He is known
for his poetic finesse and for
promoting Kashmiri literary
heritage through his work.)

I will teem my tears
Thou stay, thou drink,
For every moment
passed in the way of love
is saved.

In this isolation,

Let me carve out thy face
On the ruins of this murk,
For my words have failed
And futile tears have fallen.

Here I lie,

Half broken, half torn,
Breathing through the pores
of my cracked skin.

Let there be at least silence
for eternity,

Or tears that would never dry
out of ink.

(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.)

Sayed Mobashar Ali

The area well known for
mountains,

Like a shawl draped on Kash-
mir,

It is the epitome of beauty,
Weremember it, creative and
dear.

It holds Rajouri and Poonch,
The two gems of its crown,

It shows simplicity and
humility,

In the people all around.

Poonch is known for seven
lakes,

Neel Sar, Bag Sar, shining
bright,

Katoria Sar, Nandan Sar,
Gunn Sar,

Sukh Sar and Kaldashni in
sight.

The land is also known for
shrines,

And called the land divine,
Faith and peace live together
here,

In every place and line.

Rajouri is known for the
kings,

Evolved over centuries’ time,
Even now it is known for
beauty,

A land so proud and prime.

Life.... A Sonnet

N

Dr. Manoranjan Das

Life is terminated with the truth where
Feelings are related to instinct

Mode of system of musically better...
As it's peace and pain; that's to rotate.
Carrying with day to day dealings,

life is

Individually owed to soul; that's to be
Interacted among relations and it is

(Y} o <¢CM K¢ oo (Y}

The tribes of these two lands,
The Gujjar, Bakarwal, and
Pahari,

The land holds them all with
pride,

And they enhance its beauty.

The name Panchal in ancient
times,

Was a Mahajanapada’s name,
It evolved and changed with
time,

Yet still it shines the same.

The culture of this place is
rich,

The chulha warms the winter
night,

The movement of nomads in
meadows,

And tribal dances full of light.

The places famous like Peer
Ki Gali,

A paradise under the sky,
Nandi Shool and Sankh Doda,
Noori Chamb and Chingus
nearby.

The land is known as Mini
Kashmir,

Also called Mini Paradise,

It makes us proud of our cul-
ture,

A beauty none denies.

This is a place that lives in us,
And makes us proud every-
where,

We will represent it to the
world,

And it will always be there.

(Sayed Mobashar Ali is
from Jammu and Kashmir,
currently pursuing a degree
in Psychology (Honours)

at Jamia Millia Islamia, New
Delhi.)

Embraced with supreme; is it to act to
glee?

Life is mixed with moments through,
God's primise,

Bearing the free-hold of better, at all,
Where the proper and pure-white redi-
ance is stained to domes of presence;
that's global.

The components of life is commoified
To eternality; that is factified.

(Dr. Manoranjan Das is a bilin-
gual-prolific-international writer who
writes both in English and Bengali.
He is M.A.(in English and Economics
), LL.B., B.Ed., Ph.D. He has written
07 books in Bengali and 23 books in
English. He received 08 prizes from
abroad and 04 prizes from India.)
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