[¥) @headlinestoday17 (&) @headlinestodaydaily [f3 @headlinestoday @3 @headlinestodaynews lnSide

HT Saturday

Stream

Reading
Ahad
Zargar
Through
Translation

BILINGUAL WEEKLY LITERARY SUPPLEMENT OF DAILY HEADLINES TODAY Romllz:

Thapar’s

Srinagar e Saturday, July 25,2026 e Issue No:30 e Volume:02 ¢ Pages: 16 Memoir
“Just

' Being”

Larafshan L.al;;la:
&(ﬂ{l Mf

AHAD ZARGAR

Larafshan Largar

bing g anbojysnyy

The Fomo
Fever

_ sndgrion :
nortinary varsifier and irvantive thinkes MM Zargr =
: %"zﬁ The
Grammer of
6(1&6&' gr-_:.’hﬂ-?e yf Freedom in
- the Shadow

AHAD ZARGAR | e

_ Ill : Mushtaque B Barg Practising

READING AHAD ZARGAR
THROUGH TRANSLATION

BY ER. SHAFI AHMAD

Kushi Elpiola Lluka Sarada Maria Kolovou Dustin Hela Tekali Dr. Rajiv Dogra Manzoor Nisar Azam

Nanayakkara Kuchibhotla Roumelioti Pickering Akash
_ J

oo © (YY) (Y [ 1) o +CM K¢ oo (Y} [ Y) o ooo



SATURDAY
25 JULY 2026

2 |

Book Review

HT Saturday

LitStream

Reading Ahad Zargar
Through Translation

Larafshan Zargar
Goolilon Goonee of'

AHAD ZARGAR

b BARELE o
i Anrinige s gy

Er. Shafi Ahmad

oetry, in essence, is the
Pexpression of human
emotions, adorned
through words, metaphors,
and similes. Sufi, or mys-
tical, poetry is both more
demanding and more capti-
vating than ordinary verse.
It requires not merely intel-
lectual engagement but a
profound immersion into a
realm that cannot be fully
explained in words; rather,
it must be experienced
through an intense quest to
discover the hidden mean-
ings of existence.
From Lalla Ded and
Sheikh Noor-ud-Din Noora-

ni to the mystic poets of
more recent times, Kash-
mir has produced some of
the finest exponents of Sufi
poetry. Indeed, Kashmiri
literature derives much of
its distinction and recogni-
tion from this rich mystical
tradition, which has exer-
cised a profound influence
over the imagination and
spiritual consciousness of
its people. Over the centu-
ries, Sufi poetry has contin-
ued to flourish, producing
a remarkable constellation
of poets—both men and
women—whose contribu-
tions have left an indelible
imprint on Kashmiri liter-
ary history.

The renowned scholar
of Sufism, Maqgbool Ferozi,
explains:

“Sufism, or Tasawwuf,
is not a way of life attained
through intellectual knowl-
edge alone; it is essentially a
lived spiritual experience. It
demands personal, inward,
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AHAD ZARGAR

Mushtaque B Barq

and soulful endeavour. It is
not something merely to be
spoken about or listened to—
it must be learned through
experience. It is achieved
not through intellect or
reasoning but through the
pathways of the heart and
intuition. Its light does not
radiate from the outward
self but shines from within.”

Ferozi further observes:

“Tasawwuf” represents
the most beautiful dimen-
sion of Islam and has often
revealed the highest ideals
of Islamic excellence.
Its most radiant aspect
remains firmly rooted in
the teachings of Islam and
the traditions of the Prophet
(Hadith). The Holy Qur’an
describes the righteous with
attributes such as truthful-
ness, sincerity, patience,
and sainthood. Since these
very qualities—truthful-
ness, sincerity, humility,
prayerfulness, poverty,
trust in God, patience, and
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gratitude—constitute the
defining characteristics of
the Sufis, it is only fitting
that they be included among
the ranks of the pious.”

The distinguished writer
and translator Mushtaque
Barq offers another illumi-
nating perspective:

“To the ordinary person,
emptiness appears devoid
of substance; to the mystic,
however, it is an infinite
reservoir from which inspi-
ration continually flows.
It is within this boundless
expanse that mystics dwell,
unveiling divine mysteries
upon the earth and there-
by affirming their sacred
purpose as explorers of the
celestial void.”

Barq further explains:

“Sufism seeks to elevate
the human spirit to higher
levels of consciousness
and spiritual maturity. It
encourages individuals to

CONT. ON PAGE 9
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DR RATAN BHATTACHARJEE

Dr Ratan Bhattacharjee

omila Thapar’s “Just
RBeing “ is not a book

to be read—it is a
book to be inhabited. It asks
the reader to slow down, to
breathe, to listen to the quiet
pulse of existence beneath
the noise of modern life. In
this luminous work, Thapar,
India’s most revered histo-
rian of ideas, turns from the
chronicles of empires to the
interior empire of conscious-
ness. She writes not of kings
and wars but of awareness,
compassion, and the moral
imagination that sustains
civilization.The result is a
text that feels like a river
flowing through centuries of
thought, carrying reflections
from the Upanishads, Bud-
dhism, and modern human-
ism in its current.

Thapar’s premise is simple
yet profound: being is not a
passive state but an active
engagement with the world.
To “just be” isnot to withdraw
from life but to live with clar-
ity and empathy. She draws
upon the philosophical tradi-
tions of India—especially the
Upanishadic idea of Atman
and the Buddhist notion of
mindfulness—to argue that
existence is relational.The
self, she suggests, is not an
isolated entity but a node in
a vast web of consciousness.
This insight becomes the
foundation of her reflections
on ethics, ecology, and iden-
tity. Thapar’s language is
lucid, never ornamental, yet
it glows with quiet beauty.
She writes as one who has
spent a lifetime studying civ-
ilizations and now seeks to
understand the civilization
within—the inner landscape
of being. The book’s struc-
ture mirrors this introspec-
tion: it unfolds in a series of
essays that resemble ripples
on water, each deepening the
reflection of the last.

The first movement of
“Just Being” explores the

nature of consciousness.
Thapar reminds us that
awareness is not merely per-
ception but participation. To
be conscious is to be connect-
ed—to the world, to others, to
the moral dimension of exis-
tence. She contrasts this with
the modern condition of frag-
mentation, where speed and
consumption have replaced
contemplation. Her critique
is gentle but incisive: we
have learned to do, but for-
gotten how to be.

In the second movement,
Thapar turns to history—
not as chronology but as
memory. She argues that
civilizations endure not
through monuments but
through moral imagination.
The river of history, she
writes, carries both wisdom
and warning. By revisiting
figures like Ashoka, Buddha,
and Gandhi, she shows how
the idea of being has shaped
India’s ethical vision. Asho-
ka’s transformation from
conqueror to compassionate
ruler becomes a metaphor for
awakening; Buddha’s renun-
ciation becomes a lesson in
awareness; Gandhi’s insis-
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tence on truth becomes the
modern echo of ancient
introspection.These are not
characters in a narrative but
voices in a dialogue across
time.

Thapar’s portrayal of these
thinkers is remarkable for its
balance. She neither sancti-
fies nor diminishes them.
Instead, she reads them as
human beings wrestling
with the same dilemmas that
confront us today—violence,
greed, alienation, and the
search for meaning. In doing
so, she restores philosophy
to its original purpose: not
abstraction, but guidance.

The third movement of the
book flows toward ethics and
ecology. Here, Thapar’s river
metaphor becomes literal.
She writes of rivers as living
entities, as moral presences
that teach us humility.The
river, she says, is the perfect
symbol of being—it moves
without possession, nour-
ishes without demand, and
endures without arrogance.
In this section, her voice
acquires a lyrical tender-

CONT. ON PAGE 11
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“Beware the barrenness
of a busy life.”
- SOCRATES

Dr. Supriya Shukla

t 11, Sumera was
peacefully lying in
bed, wrapped in a

blanket, one eye half shut,
scrolling through social
media with the dedication of
a crime investigator. Sudden-
ly, she sat upright.

“WHAT?” Her husband
panicked. “What happened?
Earthquake? Fire?” “No,”
she whispered dramatically.
“The Patels are on the Alas-
kan Cruise!”

There it was again.That
sinking feeling. That irra-
tional restlessness. The
terrifying possibility that
somewhere, someone was
having more fun than you!
That uncontrollable itch in
the soul known as FOMO:
Fear Of Missing Out. Within
seconds, Sumera’s peaceful
night transformed into an
emotional crisis.

“Look at them,” she sighed,
zooming into the picture.
“Laughing. Living life. Soon

they will get a view of the
Northern Lights.” Her hus-
band looked at the image
unimpressed and told her to
calm down. But calmness and
FOMO are sworn enemies.
FOMO is no longer a feeling.
It is a full-fledged lifestyle dis-
order. A modern epidemic.
An emotional mosquito that
bites us every five minutes.

Earlier, people missed out
quietly. If your neighbors
attended a wedding feast
and you didn’t, life went on.
You slept peacefully without
knowing whether the gulab
jamuns were soft or rubbery.
Impossible today! Now every
human activity is photo-
graphed, filtered, captioned,
hashtagged, reposted, and
shoved lovingly into your
face.

Someone is always: vaca-
tioning in Bali or Phuket,
attending a concert, eating
“authentic wood-fired pizza,”
doing yoga near waterfalls,
sipping coffee announcing,
“Much-needed break.” Mean-

while, you are sitting at home
reheating yesterday’s dal.
Naturally, your brain con-
cludes: “I have failed at life.”

The funniest part about
FOMO is that it attacks even
when we never wanted to
indulge in certain activities.
A man who has never shown
interest in trekking sudden-
ly feels miserable because
college friends posted photos
from the Himalayas.

“This should’ve been me,”
he mutters dramatically
while getting breathless
climbing two flights of stairs.
The FOMO fever never goes
down. Another woman who
hates crowds feels emotion-
ally wounded after seeing
people dancing at a music
festival.

“Everyone’s
except me.”

Although last Diwali she
herself complained about the
deafening noise of the burst-
ing of crackers till late night.
But logic collapses in the
presence of FOMO. However,

enjoying
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more grave is the advanced
version, when missing out
is not merely feared; it is
obsessively monitored. Fran-
tic and frenetic voyeuristic
prying into others’ lives that
cannot rest until they know:
where everyone went, who
attended, what they wore,
who clicked pictures with
whom, who liked whose post,
and why they themselves
were not informed.

They investigate social
media stories like intelli-
gence agencies. One auntie
I know refreshes Instagram
every seven minutes. “Just
checking casually,” she
claims. Casually? At this
point even the app asks, “Are
you alright?”

Then there are family
WhatsApp groups which are
breeding grounds for com-
petitive FOMO. One cousin
buys a car. Another suddenly
uploads photos from Iceland.
A third posts gym selfies

CONT. ON PAGE 10
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THE GRAMMAR OF FREEDOM

IN THE SHADOW
OF A PIGEON

MUSHTAQUE B BARQ

Mushtaque B Barq

nd then it so hap-
pened that the bird
failed to attend the

morning class in my balcony.
Absenteeism is a bad habit,
I repeatedly taught my Kkids.
And they, down the line, were
expecting the bird to follow
human instructions. Reasons
may be many, but who knows
the real reason for the bird’s
delay. My kids were repeated-
ly looking at the cloudless sky.
The blue vastness had opened
its arms to hug one and all.
A sense of loss had already
occupied the velvety valleys
of their faces. Two sparrows
were busy in a corner to fill
their crops, and no one paid
any heed to them. An urgen-
cy was apparent on the cover
page of their hope. “The birdie
must be stuck somewhere,”
the little doll declared.

My son, for what reason
only God knows, informed,
“Birds are as free as freedom
itself.”

“Freedom doesn’t mean to
hurt the admirers,”

she responded.

I feigned ignorance. Both
the little kids had taken their
admiration to the next high-
est level. Freedom, as they
were discussing, giggled my
nerve endings, and in my
asides, I sighed. Kids have
their own connotations and
denotations, and elders have
their own. Freedom has its
own grammar. It fits every-
one according to their intel-
lect. Perhaps between us,
there was an unending gulf,
one standing at one extreme
and the other only imagining
the other stretched end mark-
ing freedom.

“A wing to a bird means
freedom, a thought to a man
is freedom,” my little director
claimed.

My little princess hardly
responded. I felt she was
struggling to counter. Ilet her
struggle, unwillingly rather.
I was about to counter my
hero, but then I bought some
time for her to get something
out of her seriousness. Then,
all of a sudden, she raised her
voice, “Freedom is to wait for
the one you wish to; it is not
about the wings, it is about
the imaginations.”

God knows how she could
counter. My son nodded and
encouraged her, “Opinions
vary, and I respect opinions.”

The financial advisor of the
family, as usual, attended the

class late, but her common
sense guessed it right. The
subjects in the balcony were
beyond conclusions. She
too, like her kids, hesitant-
ly scanned the sky and then
announced, “Let us enjoy
pudding down in the kitch-
en.”

Pudding, the so-called
family weakness, for a frac-
tion of a second took all of us
from the world of imagina-
tions to the dulcet world of
realities. The pudding on the
table hardly lured the atten-
tion of the kids; they obeyed,
I suppose, for two reasons:
one, that pudding serves
better when shared hot, and
the second, the pigeon seemed
in no mood to join the class.
How aptly it goes: first cut is
the deepest cut, and first love
is the feeling that we carry
on either as a sigh or as a
beloved halt. Pudding and I
have never been isolated by
my better half. Every time
pudding reaches me, it comes
with a message, either shop-
ping or a leave for a few days.
But today, the pudding was a
total surprise. My son winked
at me and slowly dropped a
bombshell in my ear. “Mom
was talking to Mosi that she
will visit Mamu.” This mes-
sage chilled my pudding, not
because she had a plan to
move, but because she would
have asked for it amicably.
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Freedom to me that day was
like a caged bird.

But I was happy for my
kids, who were still loyal to
their first love like me, and
the aroma of pudding always,
at least for the family, acted
as a binding force. If first love
is sweet to remember, the
fresh adoration too echoes
deep into the crevices. My
two little kids, before fin-
ishing their bowls, checked
at least twice by one pretext
or another to crosscheck the
attendance before marking
the pigeon absent for the day.
In the heart of my heart, I was
too eager to know how they
would, in their lives, learn
what absenteeism means.
How the class teacher feels
it, how the friends take it,
and, above all, how the absen-
tee takes their absence, and
how they take it—as a free-
dom, an irresponsibility, or,
for that matter, a tight call.
Everything has a reason, the
absentee as well.

(Dr 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 pro-

moting Kashmiri literary heri-
tage through his work.)
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“Somewhere between
the ringing bell and the
final note, they are not

performing for the nation.
They are practising how
to belong in it.”

Ritu Kamra Kumar

video clip the other
day. It showed a school
courtyard, a handful of chil-
dren standing in line for the
national anthem, and one
boy caught in an awkward
in-between,his hand half-
raised, his posture uncer-
tain, as though he had
momentarily forgotten the
choreography expected of
him. The hesitation lasted
barely a few seconds. Yet
it opened the floodgates of
memory.
The courtyard in the

I came across a short

clip could have belonged
to any school across India:
a patch of sunlit ground,
a few low buildings in the
background, trees offering
reluctant shade. It remind-
ed me of our own morning
assemblies, those daily rit-
uals that felt endless then
and invaluable now.

The bell would ring,
and we would spill out of
classrooms in uniforms
that never stayed immac-
ulate for long. We formed
lines by height, adjusting
collars, smoothing plaits,
nudging distracted friends
into place. There were
whispered reminders:
Stand straight. Don’t talk.
Sing properly. A teacher’s
watchful gaze ensured that
discipline arrived before
devotion.

And then the anthem
would begin.

The first note always

altered the air ever so
slightly. Conversations dis-
solved. Faces grew solemn.
We stood still or at least
tried to. Some voices rose
confidently; others lingered
on hesitant lips. We sang
partly from habit, partly
from imitation, and partly
because mornings demand-
ed it of us.

Yet no assembly was ever
entirely flawless.

Someone always moved a
fraction too late. Someone
lifted a hand uncertainly
or swayed when stillness
was expected. Sometimes
a suppressed giggle trav-
elled irrepressibly down
the rows. Sometimes a child
fainted beneath the unfor-
giving summer sun. Some-
times someone simply lost
focus, distracted by a drift-
ing cloud or a darting bird.

The boy in that clip,
caught between salute and
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stillness felt achingly famil-
iar. It revealed how growing
up is less about perfect per-
formance and more about
gradual understanding.
School assemblies were
our first lessons in collec-
tive identity. Before we
understood civics, we prac-
tised community. Before
words like “nation” and
“freedom” acquired mean-
ing, we learned the disci-
pline of standing together.
At the time, these ritu-
als felt rigid. We counted
the minutes until disper-
sal, until we could return
to chatter and classrooms.
The principal’s speech
seemed endless, the heat
oppressive, the instructions
repetitive. We did not real-
ise then that these routines
were quietly shaping us.
Now, years later, what

CONT. ON PAGE 11
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BALANCING ACTS:

RETHINKING
WORKPLACE CULTURE

FOR WORKING PARENTS

ZARAFSHAN MANZOOR

Zarafshan Manzoor

he dawn is not just
I the beginning of a
new day, but rather a
signal of a challenging day.
Many working mothers get
ready for breakfast, lunch,
and other responsibilities
before their colleagues
arrive at the office. By the
time working mothers put on
their working attire, many of
their colleagues have already
accomplished half of their
daily task.

Although the female work-
force participation rate has
improved over the years,
the office culture and infra-
structure have failed to keep
up with the development.
Meetings are still scheduled
around the school pickup
time while parental leave is
considered a bonus. Family
time is compromised as there
are times when office tasks
take over with little or no
break in between. In both
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scenarios, the spouse is at
times working late hours to
ensure they give something
worthwhile to the family,
thus blending the office and
home duties.There needs to
be a policy that limits indi-
viduals according to the time
allocated for a specific role.
As a result, individuals
are forced to make choices
on who or whom to attend
to when a parent is unwell
or when a work meeting is
scheduled during family
time.The burden is mostly
shouldered by mothers
since they are perceived as
the caregivers by default and
by design. Modern fathers
are also facing similar chal-
lenges because the culture
does not allow them to take
parental leave or adjust their
working hours without being
questioned. Can a father
live for the office or for the
family? This haunting ques-
tion has kept me awake at
night, and its effect is visible

in the office, at the kitchen
table, and in personal life.

Studies have shown that
the root cause of most paren-
tal stressors in the workplace
comes from having to oper-
ate in two different domains:
the office and the home. One
may be seen to be operating
in one domain but is simulta-
neously involved in the other
domain while being unaware
of the pitfalls associated with
such an approach. A parent
working at the office may
appear to be concentrating
on a specific project initia-
tive but is operating from
the viewpoint of someone
who has to balance work and
home responsibilities, and
mistakes are often attributed
to such an individual.

The only viable solution is
to stop treating the issue as
an individual problem and
deal with it from a structur-
al perspective. Organiza-
tions need to develop more
flexible policies regarding
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parental leave, implement
results-based performance
management approach-
es, create non-negotiable
parental leave policies, and
promote a positive family
attitude throughout the
corporate culture. Parents
cannot continue to operate
from the premise that indi-
vidual effort can override the
limitations of modern infra-

structure.
(Zarafshan Manzoor is a
technology professional,
international educator, and
researcher, currently serving
as a Computer Trainer at Foun-
dation World School. She is a
certified Cambridge Profes-
sional Development Qualifi-
cation (PDQ) educator and is
recognized within the South
Asian Cambridge educational
network for her expertise in
aligning global pedagogical
standards with active, stu-
dent-centred classroom learn-
ing.)
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BY
RAYEES AHMAD KUMAR

Rayees Ahmad Kumar

hile embarking on
the bus to start his
journey to reach

duties from the bus stand of
city, a cute and pretty girl of
about twenty years made a
hand folded request to every
passenger in the bus includ-
ing Ziya appealing them to
donate some money so that
she could manage to contrib-
ute to her family's income.
Though she wore a casual
dress and low cost slippers
but her bodily figure and
enchanting look added to
her beauty. Ziya opened his

vallet and gave her a fresh
note of hundred. Other pas-
sengers either neglected her
or handed over a meagre ten
or twenty rupees. Next few
days he met the same situa-
tion, when he embarked in
the bus the girl again begged
for money at the routine time,
with people either skipping
her pleas or pleasing her with
a ten or twenty rupees note.
Ziya again gave her hundred
rupees and the incident hap-
pened and repeated many
times.

Ziya while working in the
office recalled her attractive
looks due to her almond like
eyes, thick black eyebrows,
lustrous red cheeks and deli-
cate, soft and silky long dark
black hairs. She was perhaps
from Bengal and was putting
up alongside her two brothers
and parents in a small tent
under a flyover in the city.
It had been their annual rou-

tine to stay here from April
to October and then to leave
for Bengal during winter
months.

Ziya was an unmarried
guy and was appointed as a
bank clerk two years ago. He
was posted at a branch in city
outskirts so he used to board
the bus from bus stand to
reach on time. His other two
brothers and a sister were
already married, now his par-
ents were looking for a good
match for him. In their own
relation, his parents had sug-
gested many matches for him
but due to one or the other
pretext he always expressed
his dissent. Nobody from his
family or friend circle knew
the reason of his disliking
every girl whom he was
asked to marry.

In fact it was the Bengali
girl's smart personality and
stunning body which had
wholeheartedly lured him
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and he anxiously craved to
make her a life partner but
never made such expression
before his parents, friends or
other relatives. He knew he
would be taunted, mocked
and ridiculed by everyone
particularly his parents
incase he tries to unfold his
intentions. From dawn to
dusk he himself used to make
an assessment of his intent.
He would think and ponder
about marrying a girl that too
from Bengal, belonging to a
destitute class, putting up in
an ordinary tent and with
begging as their profession
and mere vagabonds.

One day even his boss,
manager of the bank branch
too had told him to marry a
girl in his relation and when
he repeatedly emphasised the
same, Ziya made an expres-
sion of his desire to marry the

CONT. ON PAGE 9
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READING AHAD ZARGAR...

transcend the limitations of
ego and worldly attachment,
enabling them to perceive
reality with greater clarity.
Sufis place immense empha-
sis on opening the heart to
divine knowledge and divine
love. This is achieved through
spiritual practices such as
prayer, meditation, and the
remembrance of God (zikr).
Sufism teaches that spiritual
advancement is possible only
through divine grace and
blessings. Consequently, Sufi
practitioners strive to purify
their hearts and souls so that
they may become worthy ves-
sels for receiving this heav-
enly grace. Such purification
ultimately leads to spiritual
transformation.”

It is widely believed in
Kashmir that if its rich tra-
dition of Sufi poetry were
presented to the world with
the attention it deserves, it
would be recognised as one of
the highest achievements of
mystical literature. A survey
of the long lineage of Kashmi-
ri Sufi poets reveals not only
extraordinary literary excel-
lence but also a profound
spiritual consciousness that
illuminates their works.
Besides Lalla Ded and Sheikh
Noor-ud-Din, poets such as
Wahab Khar, Samad Mir,
Nyama Sahib, Soch Kral,
Ahmad Batwari, and Prakash
Ram Bhat enriched this tra-
dition with poetic jewels of
enduring beauty and spiritu-
al depth.

Among these illustrious
names, Ahad Zargar occu-
pies a position of exceptional
prominence. It is increas-
ingly recognised that the
mystical poetry of Kashmir
deserves to reach a global
audience, allowing readers
across languages and cul-
tures to appreciate its artistic
and spiritual grandeur.

Translation—particularly
into English—has therefore
become an urgent necessity.
Unfortunately, only a hand-
ful of capable scholars have
devoted themselves to this
demanding task.

Among this select group,

Mushtaque Barq stands out as
one of the most accomplished
translators of Kashmiri Sufi
literature. His notable works
include Mystic Voices of
Kashmir, Verses of Wahab
Khar, Songs of Soch Kral, and
translations of Ahad Zargar’s
poetry. Most recently, he pub-
lished Golden Semee of Ahad
Zargar, Volume II, which was
released in August 2023.

Ahad Zargar is regarded as
one of the foremost Sufi poets
of Kashmir. Born in 1882,
he departed for his eternal
abode in 1983. He is widely
acknowledged for having ele-
vated Kashmiri Sufi poetry
to new heights through the
originality of his thought, the
richness of his themes, and
the distinctiveness of his
poetic form. Consequently,
he occupies a place of honour
not only among literary crit-
ics but also in the hearts of
his countless admirers.

When a Sufi poet of Ahad
Zargar’s stature meets an
accomplished translator like
Mushtaque Barq, the result
is naturally expected to be
extraordinary. As a reader
and reviewer, I find myself
irresistibly drawn towards
both the original verses and
their English renderings.
Holding Golden Semee of
Ahad Zargar in my hands, I
tread cautiously through its
pages, attempting to gather
the pearls of wisdom embed-
ded in its metaphors, symbol-
ism, and profound spiritual
insights.

Barq has translated twen-
ty-five ghazals, each present-
ing its own philosophical and
mystical challenges. Reading
the original Kashmiri text
alongside the English trans-
lation compels the reader to
penetrate beyond the literal
meaning of the verses and
explore the deeper layers of
symbolism concealed within
them. Such an exercise
demands not only linguis-
tic competence but also an
appreciation of the spiritual
and cultural context from
which these poems emerge.

One such couplet reads:
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Mey alifas daal kor kami
khal o khatan

Woun lagith zala zagan
chum su hitan

TRANSLATION:

My upright Alif has been
bent into Daal by Your attri-
butes;

Now every excuse I once
possessed has been ensnared.

The symbolism of Alif and
Daal, the first and fourth let-
ters of the Arabic alphabet
respectively, is particular-
ly striking. Alif, perfectly
straight and upright, sym-
bolises steadfastness, indi-
viduality, and spiritual ele-
vation. Daal, with its curved
form, represents humility,
submission, and surrender.
Through this transformation,
the poet suggests that divine
love has bent his pride into
complete submission before
the Beloved.

Another ghazal offers an
equally compelling image:

Yetchi yus khoobroyas dil
milawun

Gatchitaslooth tchonwani
Kkhasiyatan

TRANSLATION:

Whoever desires union
with the Beloved

Must surrender the four
natural dispositions of human
existence.

Here, the poet reminds the
seeker that the path of divine
love demands the abandon-
ment of worldly attachments
and personal comforts.
Spiritual union can only be
attained through complete
self-effacement.

Another remarkable cou-
plet states:

Bar sawari teg heth Turki
jalad

Mara weni yim aara rasi
mijgana taie

TRANSLATION:

Mounted upon a steed
comes the Turkish execu-
tioner,

Ready to unleash his merci-
less arrows.

In this verse, the Beloved’s
eyes are compared to the leg-
endary Turkish execution-
er whose poisoned arrows
never fail to strike their
target. A single glance from

the Beloved is sufficient to
annihilate the lover’s worldly
self. The metaphor beautiful-
ly captures both the cruelty
and irresistible attraction
associated with divine love.

In another stanza, Ahad
Zargar combines the themes
of lineage and destiny to
affirm the ultimate suprem-
acy of fate:

Myon aalaw tas goshan gov
na grone chum logmut myie

Kron te gabeela trawith
drayas lone peum zorawa

The translated version con-
veys the poet’s helplessness
before destiny. No matter
one’s family, status, or world-
ly strength, fate ultimately
prevails. The lover stands
powerless, lamenting before
the Divine Will, which gov-
erns every aspect of existence.

Addressing the Beloved
remains a central feature of
classical poetry, but in Sufi
literature the Beloved is none
other than the Divine. This
mystical dimension becomes
evident in the following verse:

Kentchan che jalwa hae-
with kenh bali tche tanblaw-
ith

Kenh tashna lab tche sae-
with andar mazar yikhna

TRANSLATION:

To some You revealed Your
radiant countenance,

While others You left buried
beneath the tomb, consumed
by unquenched longing.

The poet reflects upon the
mysterious ways of divine
grace. Some seekers are
blessed with spiritual illu-
mination, while others con-
tinue to yearn in separation.
The thirst referred to here
is not physical but spiritu-
al—a longing for union with
the Divine that remains for-
ever unquenched until true
enlightenment is attained.

Reading a poet of Sufi stat-
ure like Ahad Zargar is like
quenching one’s thirst and
translation makes it easier to
understand.

(Reviewer is President Fic-

tion Writers’ Guild and can be
mailed at wanishafi999 @gmail.
com)
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THE FOMO FEVER

with captions like: “Grinding
silently.” Silently? Brother,
you posted fourteen stories!
Soon everyone feels pres-
sured to prove they too are
thriving.

People now attend events
not because they enjoy them,
but because absence feels
dangerous.That is when this
fear of missing out becomes
an obsessive compulsive
disorder. Half the crowds
at weddings are mentally
exhausted. They are not
dancing out of joy. They are
dancing because tomorrow
someone may upload: “Epic
night with the gangggg!” And
heaven forbid if your face is
missing from the Instagram
post in the background! You
are disquieted, disheartened
and distraught!

The true tragedy is that
while trying not to miss life,
we are actually missing life.
Friends sit together at restau-
rants staring into phones,
documenting happiness
instead of experiencing it.
At tourist spots, people don’t
watch sunsets anymore.They
position themselves in front
of sunsets. One young man
nearly fell into a lake while
attempting a “candid” reel
where he pretended not to

notice the camera. Nothing
screams authenticity even
after rehearsing spontaneity
umpteen times.

Even spirituality is infect-
ed now. Someone posts:
“Digital detox. Going offline
for mental peace.” Then pro-
ceeds to upload twenty-seven
aesthetic pictures of a retreat,
announcing the detox. Appar-
ently inner peace also needs
audience-attention. Children
observe all this quietly and
learn early that life must
constantly appear exciting.
Ordinary moments begin to
feel insufficient. Reading a
book peacefully? Too boring.
Chatting with parents? Not
“content worthy.” An eve-
ning without notifications?
Suspicious. We are slowly
becoming emotionally aller-
gic to stillness.

And yet, if we look careful-
ly, the people we envy online
are often equally restless
themselves.The girl posting
beach pictures may secretly
be anxious. The man display-
ing success may be lonely.
The smiling group selfie
may have been followed by
awkward silence and sepa-
rate cab rides home. Social
media displays highlights,
not human realities. Nobody

uploads: “Had existential
crisis today. Cried. Then
slept.” Although honestly,
that would be refreshingly
authentic.

The irony is that while we
fear missing out on every-
body else’s lives, we quietly
miss out on our own. We miss
conversations because we
are checking notifications.
We miss laughter because
we are framing photos.We
miss peace because we are
measuring our lives against
edited fragments of others’
lives. Life was never meant
to be a nonstop performance.

Some of the most meaning-
ful moments are gloriously
unphotogenic: an old parent
waiting for you at dinner,
a child narrating cock-and-
bull stories, an evening walk
admiring the magnificence
of nature in silence, without
headphones, without urgen-
cy. These moments rarely
trend online. But they nour-
ish the soul far more deeply
than curated excitement.

Sagacity lies not in attend-
ing everything, knowing
everything, or posting every-
thing. Perhaps wisdom lies
in occasionally saying: “No,
I'm not missing out. I'm
simply choosing different-

ly.” The truth is that nobody
can experience everything.
Somewhere, someone will
always be richer, happier,
fitter, more travelled, or
eating better pasta. And that
is perfectly alright.

Life is not a race to attend
every party on Earth. Some-
times the greatest joy is
missing out peacefully while
sitting in leisure, eating hot
pakoras, and not caring who
went where. That, truly, is
freedom.

In a world obsessed with
‘keeping up’, perhaps the real
luxury is peace—the ability
to sit quietly without feel-
ing left behind.That is one
way the FOMO fever can be
abated and controlled.

As Socrates wisely said,

“Beware the barrenness of
a busy life.”

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

FROM PAGE8...

DESTITUTION

girl from Bengal. Initially the
boss was stunned to hear it
but when he himself saw the
girl he too was flabbergasted
due her charm and enchant-
ress.

With each passing day
Ziya was pressurized by his
parents to give an assent but
he preferred to keep mum
thinking if he openly express-
es his wish he would rather
be chided and reprimanded
by them over his unsuitable
choice. After his parents,
relatives and friends unan-
imously advised him to get
married to a reasonable and

upright girl, Ziya too weighed
it wisely and began to forget
her heartily.

Now he hasn't placed her
in his heart nor is ready to
propose her, instead he has
made his mind to marry a
girl of decent family back-
ground and noble character.
Her impoverished family
history, vagrant character
and professionally begging
character has displeased
Ziya due to which he took a
U-turn in his stand. Neither
he is interested in her nor he
wants to dishearten his par-
ents now.

After a week his parents
managed to select a better
spouse for him among
almost a dozen daughters in
their relationship. This time
he didn't negate their offer
instead felt delighted. Every-
one in their relationship was
happy and his friends sent
him congratulatory messag-
es soon after coming to know
about it. Soon after engage-
ment ceremony, the date for
the formal wedding ceremo-
ny too was fixed instantly.
Now he was busy in making
preparations for the grand
event including to invite his
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friends, relatives and col-
leagues.

Just three days before the
marriage ceremony when he
routinely went to attend his
office he heard from office
peon that manger's wife had
come a day before in the
office to insult and affront
him in presence of all staff
members. The reason was
that he had solemnized his
second marriage covertly
with the Bengali girl whom
Ziya had enticed and allured
in the past.

The writer can be reached at
rayeeskumar31@gmail.com
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FROM PAGE 3...

ROMILA THAPAR’S MEMOIR “JUST BEING”

ness reminiscent of poets like
Agha Shahid Ali and Habba
Khatoon. The river becomes
both metaphor and memory,
a reminder that existence is
fluid and interdependent.

Thapar’s reflections on
ecology are not sentimental;
they are ethical. She argues
that environmental degra-
dation is not merely a sci-
entific problem but a moral
failure—a symptom of our
inability to “just be” with
nature. The act of being, she
insists, requires reverence
for life in all its forms. Her
vision of ecology is spiritu-
al without being mystical,
grounded in the idea that
awareness itself is a form of
care.

The later sections of Just
Being turn inward, exploring
solitude, silence, and the art
of reflection. Thapar writes
of silence not as absence but
as presence—the space where
thought ripens. In one of the
book’s most beautiful passag-
es, she describes the mind as
“a river that reflects the sky
yet carries its own depth.”
This image captures the
essence of her philosophy:
being is both reflective and
dynamic, both stillness and

movement.

What makes Just Being
extraordinary is its tone.
Thapar does not instruct;
she converses. Her writing
feels like a dialogue between
equals—the reader and the
thinker, the self and the
world. She asks questions
rather than offering answers,
trusting that inquiry itself is
a form of being. This humil-
ity gives the book its moral
authority.

The ethical dimension of
Thapar’s thought is insep-
arable from her historical
sensibility. As a historian,
she understands that civi-
lizations are sustained not
by power but by conscious-
ness. As a philosopher, she
knows that consciousness
must be nurtured through
empathy. Her synthesis of
history and philosophy is
seamless. She moves from
Ashoka’s edicts to modern
existentialism, from the
Upanishads to Heidegger,
showing that the quest for
being transcends geography
and time. In her hands, the
river of thought becomes a
confluence of traditions.The
Indian idea of Atman meets
the Greek notion of psyche,

the Buddhist mindfulness
meets the modern ecological
ethic. Thapar’s scholarship
bridges these worlds with-
out strain. She writes as one
who has lived among ideas
long enough to see their
unity beneath diversity.
The book’s relevance today
cannot be overstated. In an
age of digital distraction
and ideological polarization,
Thapar’s call for introspec-
tion feels revolutionary. She
reminds us that civilization
begins with consciousness,
that history is not merely a
record of events but a reflec-
tion of values. Her insistence
on “just being” is not escap-
ism—it is resistance. It is
the refusal to let noise drown
meaning.

Thapar’s prose carries a
quiet urgency. She does not
lament the modern world;
she seeks to heal it. Her river
of thought flows toward com-
passion, toward awareness,
toward truth. The book’s final
pages read like a benediction:
an invitation to dwell in the
present, to see clearly, to live
gently. As a literary work,
Just Being stands apart for
its fusion of scholarship and
lyricism.Thapar’s sentences

shimmer with clarity; her
ideas breathe with grace. She
achieves what few historians
attempt—to write philosophy
as poetry.The result is a text
that can be read as medita-
tion, as moral reflection, as
cultural renewal.

Thus Romila Thapar’s
“Just Being” is, ultimately,
a river of consciousness. It
flows through the landscapes
of history and philosophy,
carrying the sediment of
centuries and the freshness
of the present. It teaches
that being is not a state but a
journey—a continuous move-
ment toward understanding,
compassion, and truth.To
read this book is to stand
beside that river, watching
it flow through the valley of
thought. It is to realize that
the act of being—of aware-
ness, of empathy, of reflec-
tion—is the most radical act
of all.

(The writer is a International
Dickens Medal Winner multilin-
gual poet and fiction writer who
authored “Oleander Blooms”,
“Six Feet Distance” “Twilight of

Love”, Dr Ratan Bhattacharjee

is a former Affiliate Faculty of
English Virginia Commonwealth

University USA.)

FROM PAGE 6...

PRACTISING BELONGING

lingers is not the discom-
fort but the texture of those
mornings, the dusty ground
beneath polished shoes, the
uneven chorus of young
voices, the collective relief
when the final note faded
and we exhaled together.
We remember the friend
who sang off-key with
unwavering confidence,
the classmate who forgot
the last line.

The viral clip has drawn
smiles because it captures
something universal: the
vulnerability of being
watched while trying to do
the right thing. But it also

reflects the times we live
in. Today’s children do not
stand only before teachers
and classmates; they stand
before invisible audiences.
A fleeting lapse can now
travel far beyond the school
gate, replayed and inter-
preted by strangers.

Our assemblies were pri-
vate rehearsals of growing
up. Theirs unfold in a world
of instant commentary.

That is why the boy’s
awkward pause feels tender
rather than trivial. It
reminds us that childhood
is not meant to be curated.
It is meant to be lived, dis-

tracted, uncertain, imper-
fect. Not every moment
needs correction; some
simply need compassion.

In those uneven notes
and uncertain gestures,
children are learning how
to stand—together and on
their own. The anthem will
end, the lines will disperse,
the clip will fade from time-
lines. What must endure is
our willingness to allow
children the grace to falter
without fear.

Somewhere between the
ringing bell and the final
note, they are not perform-
ing for the nation.
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They are practising how

to belong in it.
(Dr. Ritu Kamra Kumar is a
retired Principal and Asso-
ciate Professor of English at
MLN College, Yamuna Nagar.
An acclaimed academician,
poet, and author, she has
contributed over 400 articles
to leading national newspa-
pers, published 75 research
papers, and authored ten
books. A sought-after speak-
er with a doctorate in Gender
Studies, she has received
several prestigious honours
for her contributions to litera-
ture and academia.)
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The light of Friendship.

Kushi Nanayakkara

I found a firefly in the smile of a friend.

A lit candle in a ghost house of a mind.

We shared our flaws, laughed at ironies.

A sudden new dawn, to our programmed symphonies.

We both found shades, unseen by the others.

Though the clock ticked different, we lived similar minds.

Like dew drops on grass touched by the sunlight.
So pure and vibrant, our friendship of light.

We walked through adventures singing melodies of sweet-

ness.
We found joy’s sugar in coffee’s dark bitterness.
In lakes of doubts, we held unseen hands.
Walked each other, though from distant lands.

With little stars we made a web of million lights.
Casted the web when dusk stretched the nights.

In friendship this rare, we found struggles were mornings.

That woke us up to the life’s profound teachings.

Freedom Of World

Elpiola Lluka

Under the curtains stays conscience cold,
hard breathing goes beneath the glass;
Window as a cloud tries to connect skies old,
as raindrops wash the pain without class...

The fear embraces those innocent eyes,

where fire and ashes as a carpet lay down their foot...
Peace soon will touch the skies,

highest way will bloom again the root...

And smiles will paint all face and skin,

new colours will born underneath the heart...
Happiness creates the roads smart,

the Garden Of Eden blossoms as you never imagine.

(Elpiola Lluka is a worldwide poetess, writer, songwriter and
singer. She was born in Korca city of Albania. She has studied

(Kushi Nanayakkara is a Sri Lankan born poetess who brings
nature, human experiences, and creativity together through
poetry. She studied Graphic Design/Information Technology
before finding her way into poetry in 2020. Her work often
revolves around themes such as: nature, art, life, love, mind,
death, philosophy, and social themes such as justice and
humanity.)

for English Language and Literature in the “Fan.S.Noli” Universi-
ty. She has written her first poem since she was 8 years old. She
is aregular writer and poetess and her poems are published in
many international newspapers, magazines and anthologies
books. She has taken many certificates and qualifications
worldwide. She loves psychology and philosophy, music, sing-
ing, cooking, jewellery art, photography and animals.)

of ordinary things
that have no right to go on.

a monument,
a lie dressed in cotton.

SILENCE

You spoke your last words so softly
they arrived like gunfire. Left me the echo of a door
Each syllable, a bullet that takes three  that will never close all the way.
days It hangs there...
to find its target. half-open,
Now I am bleeding in slow motion. half-shut,

a wound that keeps breathing.

You took the future with you.

This quiet is violent.
It peels the paint from my ribs,
shows me the rust underneath.

(Sarada Kuchibhotla is an M.A.
graduate from the University of
Madras and a former English teacher
with nearly 25 years of experience.
She began writing at the age of 14 and
has since been featured in The Sig-

I hear the crack of a promise breaking
and it sounds exactly like
a teacup settling on a saucer.

Sarada Kuchibhotla

Polite. nificant Anthology, Umblical Chord:
It is not nothing. Final. An Anthology for Parents, GloMag,
It is the roar of a stopped clock, Hollow. LitStream and Worldwidewriterweb. A
the shriek of a feather falling. recipient of the NaPoWriMo TSL 2026
The fridge hums. award, she is an active member of the
The morning after, The dog sighs. Destiny Poets International Commu-

your side of the bed is a cold burn.
I trace the dent your head left...
a crater, tra

The mailman whistles.
And I am drowning in this orches-

o +CM K¢ oo [ Y) (Y}

nity, where her poem The Bench at
the Mall was recognized as the 158th
Poem of the Month.)
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MOMENTS

Maria Kolovou Roumelioti

Moments that run and get lost...Imagine!
Leaving in their path the mark

of a repetition, that opens a rift

to be filled with the breaths of those who remain.

In the iron-fenced fields,

the dreams live and reside, the world’s
frugal and temporary efforts. The soldiers of our life:
Incomplete circles to sustain time.

And our days, are measured by the dram

The sunbeams, in domes, forgotten,

Heavenly...that no eye can see

Only lightning carves their dome

And somehow, like this, we live

our greatest true illusion,
freed from its meaning!...

And somehow, like this,

comes the death of moments

and the great injustice of living

as if

we were never going to die

(Maria Kolovou Roumelioti is a writer, poet, visual artist
and long-distance runner - marathon runner. she is a member
of many Literary and Artistic Associations and Associations.

She has combined all her hobbies together and continues her
creative course and personal development with continuous
awards and distinctions in all areas where she is active. Many of
her works have been included in collective anthologies, literary

Unparalleled Love

Dr. Rajiv Dogra

Every day, I bow
Before Lord Shiva,
And in every prayer,
I ask for you.

If ever I fail

To ask for you,
Then I ask for

magazines and newspapers, etc.)

Your every happiness.

I search for a reason

To write something else,
But in every word,

It is you I see.

Gazing at the innocent
Smile upon your face,

My heart enters a state of
deep meditation—

A stillness akin to Lord Shi-
va’s.

(Dr. Rajiv Dogra is a young
poet, writer, and Hindi teach-
er from Kangra, Himachal
Pradesh.)

ALONG, THE SILENT
ONES ISOLATE

Dustin Pickering

Craft the lingering light
from heaven’s respite—
golden laughter in silver
fields.

Now stonecold, an hour
it bemoans.
Forgive this birth, o Winter!

Enter my mind, yes,

to see the Approximate
field.

Time is unheard by bent
ears.

Live the wonder of your
days,

To fascinate. In trenches,
imagine the sweat from
silence.

RESILIENCE

Hela Tekali

I am destined to resilience,
It has marked my existence.
I am the poet born of rebel-
lion,

One unyielding spirit
among the millions.

I am a daring woman, and I
am proud

To raise my voice, to raise
it loud.

I swim against the current,
and I dare,

Even if no one else seems to
care.

Justice is what I call for,

A new spirit brimming full
of poetic force.

I'hold my sword as I willing-

) e H$CM Ko eo ®

( Dustin Pickering is
founder of Transcen-

dent Zero Press. He

has contributed writing

to Huffington Post, Los
Angeles Review, The
Statesman (India), Journal
of Liberty and Internation-
al Affairs, The Colorado
Review, World Literature
Today, Asymptote Journal,
and several other publica-
tions. He is the author of
numerous poetry collec-
tions and books includ-
ing Salt and Sorrow. He
placed in the top 100 for
the erbacce prize in 2021
and 2023, and was a final-
ist in Adelaide Literary
Journal’s first short fiction
contest. He was longlisted
for the Rahim Karim World
Prize in 2022 and given
the honor of Knight of
World Peace by the World
Institute for Peace that
same year. He hosts the
popular interview series
World Inkers Network on
YouTube and co-founded
World Inkers Printing and
Publishing.)

ly write —
My revolutionary mind dic-
tates my might.

Resilience must mark the
new era,

A bold, steadfast thought is
my mantra.

I leave the searing imprint
of rebirth behind me,

A renaissance woman:
untamed, unbound, and
free.

(Hela Jenayah Tekali is

a trilingual writer and poet
from Tunisia. Writing since
2014, she has published over
a dozen books spanning
poetry, novels, and plays.

Her work explores Sufism,
mysticism, ethics, and human
development. Among her
notable books are The Plight
of Palestine (2024), Alchemy
(2022), Metaphysics: A Mirror
to Mysticism (2020), Poetry of
Redemption and Spiritual Mis-
sion (2025), and the novel The
Quest: Sublime Hope, which
explores the human psyche,
existential philosophy, and
spiritual introspection.)
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Lidder River

Manzoor Akash

IN THAT bowl valley in Nature’s lap,

Quickly at the break of dawn gushing out from hills.
That sweet music in the bourn of whistling thrush,
Tossing of cold waters against the rocks

Making of froth in a rush.

And that murmuring sound,

Strikes one, with awe to observe in quiet;

Lush green beauty of nature—not bound

Bleak water looking as if milk flowing;

Maker of an alluring sight.

Leaping waters after that stumbling with rocks,
Seemed showing a strenuous exertion,

To on-lookers, an infusing new life—

That picture of Nature’s finest treasure,

On eve hours cool breeze;

Flipping of torrent waters against big rocks
Flowing down in meandering manner,

Rocks quiet towards stream bank

Some hidden by bushes and some so grassy,

By and by from tides of waters getting shake.
Fatigue of a traveler avoid and pallid a fresh
Resplendent and splendid charm made,

Their hearts’ fire, it did extinguish

Conveying passion not a single one bade.

Eye marvel at the skillful handiwork of the Nature
No consciousness of the physical world,

That nature’s surprise and gift for creature

And advertant reconnaissance in abundance;

On can not found, although most bold.

The bourn replete with circular rocks,

But for a distant huge gigantic rocks too,

Making it more fascinating and more beautiful
Away from mingled dulcet water one cannot move.
Delicious fragrance dispels selfishness,

Exhibits affection, extends cordiality;

Showed its altruistic nature.

That little rest, fir and when I closed my eyes—
Meditate on the exhilarating beauties of the Nature
Role of utterances

An inclusion to inexpressible peace of mind;

That blurs air above those pines, birch trees.
Those mountain slopes and peaks, away from me, aloft,
Clad with the gorgeous plumage of the dense snow
Providing cold touching breeze,

From denser forests was highly soft!

Manzoor Akash is teacher by profession. He is a poet, colum-
nist, critical analyst and author of several books in English and
arecipient of National Peace Award. His works currently focus

on social issues, Kashmir’s cultural heritage and elderly citizens
with a growing interest in storytelling. He hails from Rafibad
and can be reached at manzurakash@yahoo.co.in
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RESONANCE

Nisar Azam

I sit alone

on the silent banks of the Mawar,
where the rain falls

like forgotten memories

from the grey shoulders of the sky.

I feel the drops on my face;

no one can tell

which water belongs to the clouds
and which has escaped

from my eyes.

The river runs wild today,

its shrill cry

echoing through the cirque.

I hide my sobs

in that restless music of water,
for even grief seeks a place

where it can disappear unnoticed.

The cedars stand quietly,

the mountains watch without questions,
and the mist wraps the valley

like an old shawl of sorrow.

Perhaps this is the wisdom of rain:

it teaches every broken heart

that tears are not always meant to be seen.
Some are offered silently

to rivers, winds, and passing clouds.

I wonder if separation

is not the absence of someone,
but the presence of their memory
in every familiar place.

And today,

as the Mawar carries my sorrow
toward distant valleys,

Ilearn a secret of nature:

Everything that flows

must leave something behind—

a whisper on the stones,

a song in the water,

a trace of love

even after departure.

Mawar: A rivulet originating from the Qazinag Glacier
near Bangus Valley.

(Nisar Azam is a well-known Kashmiri poet, writer, and trans-
lator. He is the author of Patti Lejill Zoon Daras and translator

of significant literary works, he has contributed to bringing
diverse voices across languages. A recipient of the Sahitya Aka-
demi Yuva Puraskar (2011), he has also worked in cinema as a
dialogue writer and director.)
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Disclaimer: Opinions expressed in this publication are solely those of the authors and do not necessarily reflect the views of the magazine or its editors. While
every effort is made to ensure accuracy, the magazine assumes no responsibility for errors, omissions, or outcomes arising from the use of its content.
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