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Editorial Note

Qissa is a brainchild of absence. We spotted a literary lacuna in the realm of literary writing
for Malayalam bilinguals. This is strange, since Kerala, or most specifically, Malabar has the
oldest tradition of linguistic exchange with Queen’s English. Qissa was born to fill this lacunae
with the realization that it is a demanding and important venture to undertake. Qissa, or fable,
is a word often used on mohabbath-filled evenings with a sulaimani in hand, those Malabar
sunsets by the sea. It is a word filled with possibility, with hope, with stories. We seek to inspire,
but more than that, Qissa seeks to tell the stories of those who have not had the chance to speak,
or who have not been heard.

In our very first issue we focus on the lives of the people we hope to represent, in some ways.
We think not only of the Muslim women of Malabar, coming forth in a silent spring, but also of
the individual in the mirror. What does it mean to exist between history and the present,
between the vernacular and the dominant language? What does it mean to go forth between two
identities, two lives lived in the fringes of linguistic identities? What of caste and its various
hues that colour our lives from before we are born? These questions and much more are taken
up and pondered upon. On the other end of the spectrum, we have voices from the diaspora,
with young poets writing poetry from across the Arabian Sea. These poets, who have been living
in the Gulf, are a new bunch of voices who have not been heard. Yet, for people from Malabar
these are everyday voices, everyday tales. With this issue, we give these voices to the world.

In many ways, this issue is meant to set the tone for the coming ones. It is meant to holler to
the readers what Qissa stands for. But we refrained from putting such pressure on ourselves,
our guest writers and the writings we have picked for this issue. This is partly due to the fact
that the definition of Qissa is evolving. We are not restricted to the small region of Malabar,
even as we are firmly rooted in it. We seek to represent stories of people far away, in distant
lands, in our issues to come. We seek to spread our wings with our Basheer and Kamala Das
giving us the wind, to fly over the literary lands in joy and celebration. We seek to discover.

And with that, we give this to you, the first issue of Qissa.

Happy reading.

Editors,

[Athira Unni, Sukanya Shaji, Aiswarya Sanath, Lakshmi Prabhal]

Qissa



Life, As It Happens Inside A Mirror

Anand Haridas, Guest Writer

Itis an art
To look at oneself

In the mirror.

It always takes some time

For the eyes to get used to the darkness.
Till then,

I adjust the lights, or the mirror,

To give myself a halo.

But I never adjust myself.

Soon,

A figure appears in the mirror.
The first thing I notice

Is the look.

Empty. Vacant. Hollow.

That’s why one needs a halo.

There is nothing else to do,
Locked up as I am
Within myself,

Self-quarantined in my own thoughts.

Nothing more than stare back into the void.

I stand before the mirror and

Listen to my own breath. Gasp. A sob.
Just as it is heard often

In the scary silence of home,

The ceiling fan hums. Clock ticks.

And then, the silence returns.

Art by Rahul Jha



A line of ants goes around the mirror,
Heads bowed,

Looks locked at their feet,

Silent and obedient.

Flooded streets,

Bloated souls,

Lives flogged away

From their homes

For greater common good,

Dreams exploding like neutrons

In an atomic reactor,

Cracked heels,

Broken skull,

Overflowing sewage lines,

Rotting garbage heaps,

Uprooted forests,

Greed mining for more,

Cars splashing filthy signs of luxury
Over those waiting at the bus stops.
Leaking minds whose rooftops
Have been blown away.

Dead eyes distributed like laddoos.

The mirror becomes a portal.
I step in.
Now, I stand at a crossroad

In my own memory.

I walk towards a hamlet,

Tucked deep in the woods.

A thatched bamboo hut,

A disinterested mongrel idling.

Broken mirror pieces reflect truth in bits
On the rickety, incomplete wall of the hut.
Through the cracks on the wall,

A child looks out.



In her hand, she holds

A doll with eyes gouged out.
Alone cry from an unknown bird
Rings across the silenced valley.
I smile at the girl.

She stares back. Blank.

A lizard waited, patiently,

Just above the mirror.

Immobile. Focussed on death.

In one plunge, it scoops up a life.
I never felt that life, waiting there
To be noticed,

Till death scooped it up.

I turn around and run.

The path winds down through

The woods,

Like a spiral into the soul of the land.
Roots peep out of earth,

Hardened by generations

Walking over them, barefoot.

Roots, they flow over the earth,
Entwined and twisted.

I run. Looking back, again and again.

Her blank stare follows me.

The ants keep moving.
Without breaking the line.
They seem not to have noticed
The lizard scooping out a life
Right from their midst.

They move on.

Heads down,

Looks locked on their feet.

Silent. In one line. On and on.



Now, I am on the top of a hill.

Clouds graze past its tip.

A chill. Blue air. Green breeze.

I turn around.

A little boy stands behind me.

“Do you not have school today?

Where is your mother?”

He points towards one of the heads
That bend down to vanish among tea plants.
Only to pop up, with a pinch of dreams,
Dropped into the plastic bag

Hanging from the back of the hood.

In a flash, the boy smiled.

I fish out my phone and click.

He lifts his hand and mimics.

Instead of a phone, as in my hand,

He has a rusted knife in his.

His eyes seen just above the edge.

He even made that click sound.

And, his eyes had the flash.

Tick. Tick. Tick.

First, I thought it was my heart.

I was racing against my own image.
As Ilook on,

The face in the mirror changes.

Eyes vanish into empty sockets.

An inexplicable sadness
Rolls down the cheeks.

Photo clicked by the writer

Alock of hair greys. Slowly.
It must be the lights.
The halo, it is.

I close the tap and turn around.
Behind me, there is nothing
But the darkness.

The girl with an eyeless doll.



The boy with a rusted knife.
Like roots, they become inseparable.
At that point,

The mirror stopped reflecting.



The Story of the Silent Spring: Mapping the History

of Muslim Women’s Visibility in Malabar

Marjan A U, Guest Writer

One thing that left me feeling awestruck and excited during my visit to Kerala
Literature Festival at Kozhikode in 2019 was witnessing the participation of Muslim women
in the programme. In the roles of photographers, organizers, volunteers, and viewers,
Muslim women were unprecedently visible in that space. These young women in their
Islamic attire were not ones to shy away. On the contrary, their body language affirmed that

they were very confident and comfortable in the public sphere.

Art by Revathi Suresh

This had clearly not been the case until the year 2010 when the representation of
Muslim women in various public platforms were scarce. Both the Gopal Sing Committee
(1983) and Sachar Committee (2006) reports had raised red flags about this and pointed at
the “backwardness” of the Indian Muslim community. I personally know this to be true from
the few years of my stay at Kozhikode in the early years of the 2000, when mobility and

visibility were far-off for a majority of Muslim women in Malabar. And, therefore, the new



visibility and public participation of Muslim women convey that there has been a quantum
change within the Muslim community. Various development indexes also endorse the
observation that revolutionary changes have been taking place among the Muslim women
community of Malabar in recent times. From the public, political and pious platforms to social
media, they are carving out a space of their own. A probe, thus, into the evolutionary and
revolutionary transformation of Muslim women is both worthwhile and essential so as to erase

the outdated metanarrative of Muslim women’s victimhood and invisibility.

A historical investigation into the social resurgence of Muslim women sheds light on
the interplay of various socio-political-religious and economic factors that have contributed to
this change. In Malabar, Muslim women’s rights activism as well as the debates initiated by
the Islamist-reformist groups have been crucial in turning the spotlight on the women
question. Such a paradigm shift in the approach to Muslim women materialized with the Gulf
migration and the inflow of Gulf money that began in 1970s, resulted in a higher investment
in the educational sector. The government initiatives towards escalating literacy are also to be
acknowledged. The conversations around modernity as well as the upswing in Muslim
women’s education have also played a strong role in the current transformation. The changes
brought about by the tides of Muslim women’s rights organizations that sprung across India
in the 1980s and the global trend of postsecular feminisms and Islamic feminism also resonate

in the new visibility of Muslim women in Malabar.

The history of the educational and consequent economic backwardness of Malabari
Muslim women (and men), which has been a reality for decades and is now surmounting, has
its roots in the anti-colonial struggles. The impacts of the Malabar rebellion and the
community’s uncompromising opposition towards western education have affected its women
the most. Though the Kerala Aikya Sangam was formed in Kodungallur as early as 1922, its
modernist waves didn’t make as many currents in the Malabar as it did in Cochin. “This
organization was later rechristened as Kerala Nadwatul Mujahideen, popularly known as the
Mujahid movement in 1950. It established women’s colleges and encouraged education of
Muslim women. Mujahid movement also founded the Muslim Girls and Women’s Movement
in 1988 as an independent organization for the mobilization of women in the community”
(Santhosh 94). Jamaat-e-Islami, another Islamist organization that emerged in Kerala soon
after the Independence, takes up the fight for minorities. They too have separate wings for
girls—Girls Islamic Organization—and women, which takes up issues concerning women.
Both of these reformist sects have been operative in bringing Muslim women into the public
and educational sphere. They opened up their mosques to women, marking a major turnabout

from the orthodox Sunni sect, which is still hesitant to open up its door to women.
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The history of the Muslim women’s leap in Malabar would be incomplete without
NISA. NISA, a Muslim women’s rights organization formed by V. P Zuhra in 1997, has been a
vanguard in fighting the un-Islamic, unconstitutional and patriarchal practises of the Muslim
community. Zuhra is a pioneer in her legal combat against the Triple Talaq, polygamy, Arabi
kalyanam, female circumcision, unequal property rights, denial of Muslim women’s right to
enter mosques and so on in Kerala. In an interview, Zuhra said to me, “Muslim women are
being treated as secondary citizens. Both the religious leadership as well as political leaders
refuse to bring any substantial change that would help women so as to maintain their
privileges” (Zuhra). The Kerala Muslim Mahila Andolan (KMMA), the Kerala chapter of the
Bharatiya Muslim Mahila Andolan or BMMA, is yet another feminist organization that
attempts to eliminate unjust and “un-Islamic” practices among Muslims. Both NISA and
KMMA belong to a new school of Muslim women scholar-activists across India that largely

identifies with the school of Islamic feminism.

A close assessment of these organizations reveals that though all of them speak about
women’s rights, a whale of a difference exists between them. Even though the reformist groups
encourage the education and mobility of Muslim women, the freedom that they offer to their
women is conditional and highly ambiguous. They reject feminism and Islamic feminism for
various reasons, including its western origin, says C.V Jameela, the President of Jamaat
Women’s wing (Jameela). An ethnographic study on various members of the Jamaat-e-Islami
revealed that though the group claims to propagate gender equality, it accepts male superiority
within the family structure and refuses to disturb that power structure within households. It
is precisely because of this that V.P Zuhra is highly suspicious of the outcome of these

reformist/Islamist women’s rights activism.

Sylvia Vatuk, in her article “Islamic Feminism in India: Indian Muslim Women
Activists and Reform of Personal Law”, makes a distinction between Islamic feminist activists
and Islamist women by pointing out that the latter are “less concerned with the advancement
of women’s rights than with the advancement of Islamization”. For these groups, gender
equality is an idea that is selectively employed. However, despite this, there are women within
these reformist sects who attempt to stretch the boundaries of the organization towards gender
equality through intense dialogues. Despite the parental organization’s strict supervision of
their women’s wing, the different negotiations undertaken by women with varying
perspectives cannot be forgotten. It is to be noted that the difference in theological and
organizational standpoints among various groups regarding the “position of women in Islam”
and intense discussions around it have finally resulted in the creation of a discourse on Muslim

women, thus ensuring that the women’s question can no longer be ignored (Santhosh 104).
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Despite the upsurge in female literacy among Muslims, it is to be noted that the upward
mobility is not without any pitfalls. An ethnographic study on the educational status of Muslim
women in North Malabar conducted by Dr. Sahala P M demonstrated that that the educational
status of Muslim women has shown considerable increase in recent times. However, though
there is an increase in the enrolment rate of girls in graduation courses, only few of them are
able to complete it. The study highlights how the dropout rate of girls at the graduation level
is high, mainly due to marriage. Despite these, the Muslim women of Malabar have been
asserting their identity and presence like never before. There is a ‘quiet revolution’ taking place

among the Muslim women in Malabar—as Leila Ahmed would call it.
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For the lost places of the past...

Sonya | Nair, Guest Writer

# First Contact

Soni Somarajan
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Soni Somarajan’s First Contact churns the mind. There are entire lifetimes there, waiting
for you to read, re-read and open your eyes to the endless cycles of days, nights, lights, animals,
tastes, desires, oceans, myths and mountains. The collection is a masterclass in poetic technique.
The economy of words would rival the austerity of some sages. But this stark, stark control enables
one of the most beautiful symphonies of words I have come across in recent times. It marks
Somarajan out to be a virtuoso. And the taut lines interspersed by well-placed enjambments and
caesurae have ensured that the poems paint pictures with the gentlest of brushstrokes and yet
leave deep incisions. You can’t help but stare deep and long at the landscapes that Soni presents.
His lands have light in its various nuances-still, sepia tinted, capricious, melding and bleeding

into the inner reaches of the mind.

13



Different meanings of the same thing we make.

Perhaps, it’s telling us to keep true to that light,

to stick out that foot, to wilfully

blind ourselves to the hallucinations we carry,

divisions we create, thinking it’s freedom.

Possibly then, light will reward us for faith,

and restore our true sight.
(Amar Chitra Katha)

Imagine a wandering spotlight of sunshine

rendered in stark monochrome

on the last page of The Indian Express.
(Tarzan of the Apes)

First Contact is an account of multiple lives rendered with lyrical exquisiteness. The entire
biography of the poet is on offer. The title itself being the first hint you receive. The genesis,
evolution and growth of the mind, mindset, the body and emotions are detailed with the
meticulousness of a miniaturist. I was reminded of the miniature paintings with their attention to
colour, background, the craftsmanship and most importantly, the love with which they were/ are

created.

Soni has structured his poems almost like a Greek play. There is the invocation to the
Muse: in this case, the opening poem that goes out to Arachne — that mistress of intricate art
whose talent was envied by the gods — and whose name is forever a part of one of Nature’s most
silken weavers. There lies a beautiful allegory that connects the Muse to the poet if one carefully
looks deeper. In fact, Arachne was one of the prospective titles for the collection. He offers the

poems to ‘powers elephantine’— bridging cultures with ease.

The poems go on, spanning decades, locations as diverse as the poet’s home —
Manjadithara, the various Air Force bases in Hyderabad and Hashimara, and later years in
Trivandrum that chronicle the journey of the poet from being a child clambering over hills, packed

off to school, a young man with dreams of striding across the world to flying on the wheels of his
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wheelchair. First Contact is an intensely personal narrative that vocalises memories. One of the

most telling ones being about the regulation black trunk that was mandated at school and how

the poet’s father, on not finding one, paints a steel trunk black. He tells the son to look beyond the

‘trunkness’ of the trunk — its mundane functions and to see it for what it really is. Years later, Soni

says,
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my inheritance is an
absence of certainty,
a silence that takes shape

as

poetry.

(The Black
Trunk I)
The collection has its
impish moments,
especially by reimagining
Malayalam alphabets and
what they really might be.
One that stood out for me

was,

(0

This shell-shaped
translucence
leaving a silvery trail, the
story we carry.

(Learning

Malayalam)

One can picture a child sitting down to learn his alphabets that run riot on the page and in

his imagination — almost Calvin and Hobbes-like. The sense of delight spills over into the luscious
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description of fruits and the lines leapfrog from sensuous evocation to memories of sticky fingers

and faces smeared with juice. The mouth waters and the brain light up.

In an age when one is jaded looking at technical innovation in poetry where things are
obscured to a point of being cryptic requiring code breakers, Soni magnificently lays his trail of
breadcrumbs and we follow, willingly, happily. His verses grant us the joy of discovery without
being condescending. They are the equivalent of an evening on a cliff overlooking the sea, talking
to someone you knew from another life. Someone who says,
and you become a world I desire.

In a silence that’s not

the absence of words, I reach out and

touch you in the language of tongues

(Stars on Skin)

The atmospheric undertones that the poems carry are beautifully supplemented by
paintings by famous artists, covers of comics, as well as photographs by the poet himself. The
marvellous eye when trained on the physical world has captured verses of a different kind.

The confluence of voices that inhabit the collection are by degrees, chatty, jaunty, soothing and
reflective — there is no abrasiveness — rather the mellowness of old whiskey that catches liquid
amber and tastes faintly of wood, smoke and wistfulness, love at its molten.

Often, we dream the same dream.

We do. Tonight, there’s this odd chance

the rain may choose to sleep in mine

and wake up in yours.

(Degrees of Separation)

By the time the poems move from episodes First Contact to Degrees of Separation, one is
left satiated yet hankering for more. That is when Soni picks up where he left off and talks about
why he writes poetry. I read in those sentences, an intensity of feeling, like a flaming finger
reaching out to touch your heart. This book throb with a beautiful desire to live and be heard. Like
its Muse, First Contact will continue to weave gossamer threads of steel that will clothe you with

the gentlest, lightest, airiest of words, fill your mouth with the tartest of tastes, ask you to love
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though it may kill you and to fly though your wings may be differently fashioned, to gaze at the
darkness in your light and the sunlight in your darkness, to look for the future in your past and to
vapourise time, to remember...to hold dear steel trunks, old loves, snake groves, the places you

came from, lived in and were a gypsy at. To think back and realise that,

The thing with imaginary treespeak is:
when you are young, everything conspires
not to be unkind, to the child

(Wild Jack)
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How Borderline Personality Disorder and Anxiety
Wreaked Havoc withmy Career - The View from

the Inside

Thushara Reddy

“Keep Walking.” - Johnny Walker

What looked, for the longest time, like
youthful inconsistency, turned out to be a symptom
of the diagnosis I had received, as possessing “traits
of borderline personality disorder” - namely, an
unstable sense of self. In me, this manifested itself

as constantly changing career goals.

Long story short, invisible monsters seize me

from within, making me ride charged, ephemeral,
ecstatic highs that convince me I could take up this
career path or that, highs that last for anything
from one morning to a few days and then send me,
inevitably, spiralling down the path of self-doubt,
followed by my abandoning the path altogether,

very quickly; and this has repeated now, time after

dizzying time, for decades on end.

Art by Revathi Suresh

Wait. Let me try to follow Lewis Carroll’s timeless wisdom and begin at the beginning.
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I have always, perhaps problematically, viewed work - that pursuit into which most of us
invest most of our productive years and energy - as the primary source of meaning in my life. I
have also looked at it, since my teen years, as a means to make a positive contribution to the
world, i.e., to solve real problems that cause unnecessary pain to sentient beings. Given my

journey, that was my definition of my purpose in the world.

And so, I embarked on the path of biotechnology aged 17, with lofty goals of alleviating pain
and serving humanity through research and innovation. I also thought the path of research was
most suited to me, given my issues with social anxiety - I could save the world and hide away in
labs! However, the subjects I was studying soon failed to interest me. Lost in a haze of indifference,
I was soon in the final year of college. To top it off, the career prospects for a biotechnologist in

my country had become bleak over the course of my undergraduate years.

So then, upon encouragement from a friend, and infused with fresh hope and much
monetary ambition, I began preparing for the entrance examination into an MBA programme,
which would land me in a line of work that anyone who knew me, with my conspicuous social
anxiety, could see I was ill-fitted for. I was blind to that aspect of things at the time. Perhaps I
was too young to lose hope. So, I got ambitious nevertheless: if so, many people could do it and
earn handsome packages thereafter, why not me - was my question, was my approach, was the

depth of my thought process.

I prodded happily on through the MBA entrance coaching process. I was supremely
motivated. I tried my very best to crack the entrance examinations into a set of elite, state-run
colleges in the country. I had always wanted to be part of a premier educational institution, it

seemed to me. I succeeded.

I was soon walking in, head held high, into a campus of supposed geniuses that quickly saw
me tumble headlong into a sense of intellectual inadequacy and self-doubt, coupled with my

long-time companions, depression and social anxiety.

I was barely able to keep up with the demands of the rigorous MBA programme. Days
would go by that I'd spend locked up in my room, contemplating suicide, crying, sleeping,
occasionally writing, and shutting out those who came by to check on me. Simultaneously,
disillusioned with the idea of the corporate, I couldn’t see meaning in anything I was studying or

training myself to work as. Miraculously, though, I got through the programme unscathed. 20



The corporate experience was soon to follow. Two days into the job, I crashed from
anxiety. With constant calls to friends and medication for support, I got through 8 months of
work - crashing, crashing, crashing - anxious, underperforming, and terrified on the job. I was
thrown out, in the end, due to issues of absenteeism. After one more short stint - also marked

by crippling depression and anxiety - I left my career in management for good.

I was going to get married. I went home for a few months, got married, and took a break
from work. I tried volunteering with NGOs, I tried foreign languages - the usual suspects. Nothing
really worked out or drew me in. Years passed. But my aspiration to make something of myself

never left me.

In April 2016, my partner suggested I take up writing; content writing for businesses, in
particular. I tried it and - wonder of wonders! - stuck to it, albeit as a sometimes-unholy dance
between freelance and full-time work. Four years passed - by far the longest time I'd been able to
stick to a career path.

But my ambition began to kick in again - content writing wasn’t challenging enough. I could do
better, I once again thought, driven by the confidence of having stuck to content writing for a

while.

So, I tried to take things on the work front to the ‘next level by trying to work as a
content strategist, and failed miserably, thanks mostly to my anxiety. I ran away from that

job too - with a sigh of relief - in a few months’ time.

Since then, I have experienced motivation towards a number of career paths that light up
my mind like a Christmas tree, each for a few days at a time. But the lights fade away quickly and
I find myself in a space where I'm questioning the feasibility of the chosen career path due to one

reason or another. Then I go veering off again in some other direction altogether.

Earlier, this had been a slower process, invested as I was in degrees and jobs. But now, the
whole cycle completes itself in a matter of days. I've gone from aspirations of living as a teacher
to a counsellor to a playwright to a poet to a librarian to an experimental psychologist to a
sociologist to a mental health start-up owner to a data scientist and beyond during these short
but intense highs. It’s tiring, how they all seem plausible in that moment and then each

possibility fades away quickly, leaving me back at square one.
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Now, I work as a freelance writer. This has a few merits over my previous plans, I think.
This broad line of work, for one, preserves a lot of my freedom and hence moulds itself to fit
my frequent, emotion-fuelled changes in direction. Two, writing is something I have been able
to produce consistently in the past. With these as my current consolations, I must move

forward. I must keep walking. I must keep writing.

22



Mo MR 1GRIHE 630 M 1@ 16eTMIECMIS0

Hypeshia Sekhar

@a01HOM  @yeelaEOm 108 MM lmMIEIM  MaIGNI0  (MIoMRIM 1ds
OOOUBNIAOT  all03NIRINILE 16BN @M 10WBHOAIW MWD IGDMISYH)S |
(UMY af)PIOONEHIOMB 2 l0MAUI @R2YEEN! af)PYD IR HIO 1 @M " VGNIANo
WD RIMIHNOM) @RLOCUI Things fall Apart af)(m AOMB NRBOG O (AIMVM @RGaNDIQ
GMONIM@3. HAUSBHHIEMEN @R 1M IGUWNN0 ERSBMIENBILNMM NINEREY0 @YEM)
aRRBOD N0 ODIQULDMo.  aTRHOMOL]  ACOOMID)  HLOIAII@DM Mo
MOBHHIQ @D  (alOWIMIo  @BO1HNMB  MoMRIO@T Mo  af)PYOTMBHI0N3
M@ B3NS,

alRORHOM N0 Cal@1@d MM @HM AUIRMHHNIOM alGRIHHUNIW]
eMoNeIMen  988Sdho  M)aldbAILIMMENS.  af)MIT3  EMINIEeRl (WM
BINEERES 1M HEAMDHUT OSHNMD 1M MBBal @EM,@YAN1HOM MVoMRIED 1NN
al2JO® all(@o af)PYOMBIOME (UD2IBHISIM). DDAIOD) 16)IMI0 MQINE1TD
MM} OBHI6NE @ 1@ 160103 BMIHE) IQIM@B ED(M 6N N lalRINIo af)(MITB af)E3a] O 13
Mo(NaMHOINB  (AJ@IMVORAIO@IDY MVIOMRID B (Al ORIV 12I0GEMI @)
20 2702 oM@ af)M) B8@) M laHo 210012 BAlIGQHNI0. TVoMNIEERNMD)
@OEEREOMWIAMEEJ0?  MAMESM  GaldOLIWIMHEMo  INBBOURY0 )M (UOUD]
al1S180n0monileleeld.

HILI0H0L1BRSIW] 127121 23BaldM MUV 6303 M1 1aHo 6)dHI6NS
1930 ) NQIUIMB MDHE) MVIUWIBE L) af)(MIT BIMINIQ DSEAISERIIS)HS |
MSHAOQ MIQEBRUZ UDIOTRNUING TMVIUIDIEEMMM ©BINOEMAIW]| 210 (MAlRAIQ
D BMINUM3 MO 1B 16010)). M aH1@DIW MIQEBRUE oM@ IMafiNo AUDE1HAIW ]
OMYAMSIOM NIQBRSIW | NN MR ailHN0.

B0) alRHOOD alQ] af)PIORCMUIE @R 1NN HINCWIS) 63(0S]
@odLlo  aloe{lénemo af)0M  alfiGe]0¥lo GDIAMINENS.  QUOQMEHNION)
@RGGRAOOT MO  UIRMIMEBUo @M  @ROUBINAINEMAM AN 1HEREMN®)
6)dHI6N3) MEM HLNO® alQ] AMIM af)PIOMM L @M M16BRUE I 120 1CATMIS).

DD allRHOMNO3 )M @O 1IWIW]  @YHBaH16)2400) QAUMP
@M MW OH-06ME 1@ 1863600MID) MoTRIREDMD 16)M &30 2] @RYLO™ @3 @00 1IN
MOWe2MIBB@IM.ARYNNHE )M  BILINBOOT  B0)  (UIHO WIS
MO SYO IIDB, ( (IUIMN HHLOAII(@0 )@ (LB 103 DEN30HYNM DIQEBRUE ~
@PIBYHS 2MMo, MSEEE1 2101 12)) UM HOLIRISEERE M0 HSHRISIENMM @1, 63(0)
@AY &1 (B8 (S9Z)H a 1N HLNIAI@OED 1M MVAIMAIW] (AlHSAIBYM
OW@BU®lo MILWIo, @M GCalderl @ONIMEMIVWAIY @) (alld: QI BMIHE]
BHO6MING  MVOUWIBN0. HILIDMW)o @O@IUE @oS1WIN2] AUl 12)Galomm
VORI 1MNEN) QIEIGEN (DI oY) @O MDD QUOQMOM)BMIo
rUERIMN 1B M. BHIDTGAIIM  MoMRIPOM NN  ODV@M)  Gald®  COUMDIB:US
@SSO 16@O1QIEMINE  @MEAIGHNHNE]  UDYM  BIOEMMBHUE O ldhaf)o

23



OMQDIGOMIS) HS] D GMICUDE OIBMMIHE [OMOIOM). (UBaHEBRUBHE) lal0o
Mo OO0  allPIONDIQRNMHUE  @YHOUBDD 1HLOOSIAM) af)NG  MEANU3
DOMMEIB-I6NS GBIMBHNM G3MIGN).

DOOOUIBOM @3 @S 1IN QANWIMIHMON BE) BM@. 60 DHIEON0)
2M1HMEMIoU3 @M 1Me0 =210 Mo  MIBIMIHBEAIW D 1HNENI @OEDI @)
MOVOY1GRIGEH @HGBEMI MIEBRMEDMMMD BHS1OQ (al@ 1NTWOMo Gal@m "afl"
@RLINNIY AlEGRAUCMHW @)W 12 1@ 1H30 af)M) BN Al 1MIHHUZ. M
@PLOOUD @) HHEMMIEBRUE BI}EMMAIW ]| BEEMEAS) BaldNBHQWIREME: T3 @AW
132 @IWI0 GlalMBLIIBNNAIW T eI a{1H0M af)BTO 63(0) CLISH:0 @D 1216
a)0M QuRIoVAY0, @) @REIUDY NIMLo MO 12 MMM M @U@ valeilaly Galoam
(B BHOM0 (U1U010MEERBY0 @RMIHUIMEBREYo, MG M3 @O 100Qo HEMBOIO.
21ANOOMIG3 aBO (ol VW I)EN30@ILeN0 @R 1M (@ 10w Melond @osyoel
)M GalI® ONUS12a]oS1N) 66BUANTMo @RMOEBIME MVIWIHN0 af)0M HEMS2])
01N EOIM 630 S0 2MEBRUT .

92108 @6 (alWIM BHHU6Mo. @PAUG @RM driaH] ©2IQIMD)0o
N1860QUSIHMMD0 CaldRNo @ONUDES alPGRNUMBES (ol 1@ 16)a]SyOT 16)@:06N306M).
lEBRAIMWAS CHHIB0ANENIIM @ONUMIOS dhiBlo MM MUB12}e)alddh)o af)MNI@
BRMMGAIIM M@ IMILIIEM®D). @RYYLHEBIB0 MlaNE) MRIHMNMM H:0241@3 STV o,
@0 1M) MBMISIVWIW] @Yal@1H8)0M  UBIMDY 1M}aM@OMNo @A MM 1WA
@10)21000MIHIMEBRUE MEMQIEN).

OO0 MoMYIEERS1M B®) Sl 1MeN oAl a)moen)  afm
@ROIWINIOM oM 1BE  @YBHI0SH  GMIM). B0 all@aUM)  af)l@® Gale)X®
GOUMEN®: 120 BIDIWIHHNI0. OV BIVIAIE G@OWIRES MES )@ 1@a] Mo
B$S0OM 2102y GaldM). BBOMINIIHM GalEReSOM) N181H600 af)(MMDELINEI®
OIS B @OOUBH6) a)O M 1210 MLOOMAIMEBRUT OSBMIW |
HEMBNIBH WM L. @DBRY BIVLH AOQ) BIVINICRHOIUT MMBDENLO0 LIE1H0
a)(M MO(Mo. alfl 2ISEBRYMH-E1RN0 BIDIAIM@ (HHAIMIMEGDEMWIGT) alIB:SIHOIMIDY.
BBOMINT MG BIRIAIM (AID) B0 (Mo OANBIBNIMM @R)nNI0 B 1H6)EHQ)0
@ROUGINSI0 VO 1HENHHWI0 AalQIM). @G B3R 2] BBOMINNHM Bl aH 1 1@3
MANIWHMM), MEBBROS S 1HOS By 12] AUS@OM). O (VD |HEYOS
OSWIM3 )M ILN0  AlSHBBMAIONIQ (ULHNHEIBIMIo  MEON  HIEMIM)o
oW enMIal. @OMIAE:I6NE MMM @PUB @ODMDP0 d:3SIoen! (UINIMVNH6 103
@S 102} 210112133 ag)M) UM BHIM AMMY2I0H6I08 MVIU1HEY0. AMIaHM LT3
(@3 5HaI00Q] 63028103 Mo BDEBRM 12! af)M@ 1MEN MVIHHIE)]SYOTDS.

(DOMN HLOAII@@ MO PENRI0 BIDY MMEO MINMo EDaYIMIMIEMo
M08 BROMIN6M CGAUEMBIN) HOUWHN B0 ERSEN] D BHLOIMIWH6M Nf1NI0aN0
HPNHNBHQYIDEM  2IQIM@. MO @ 166MSIA{ 103 al}@eMMIW  MVIMOMY0
@ROIQ  9alEINHNMIOWMD afEMM @O 1d@allal). MVIWIEM NG W 1G3
Mmoo @ dbaflo QUM @RAUDS OilalRINdQ QU0  @RYGRIDAHEBRU3
@IS BUNI(D MoMPIONAIW ] BSHLIBOM 1@ 1H6)0M).

24



N0 (MOMIID AlUBUIOMERIOD T8 o)DM IR0 MINEBRUS 6)EHI6T3)
I3 (VA 24O@3 BRD af)(® NS (AlBHIENUWAIL0 af)M@ QUIBODIEN). GPOUDINS
MV0MIBO@ 1 MRIYEERUE MMM MIMo @ 1dbafo QUIDITRAIEN.  af)(MIGD
@M ORI OO0 WA af)TMIEM  af(MD  GOUBD @ 1HNIME  UOWMHNIOM)
MOW 1B ERIOMMIBOHN QL @PMUMIMF (ldHSMIW MIQEBRUB 6)BI61E) NUMINMM)0
@ROIOS DNIT8 a1 630 MoMVEIV0 HHITIONUT MSOTMDo VO 1GWI
DGO af)(M® 2100 {1H6)6)(MIB) UMP@@I6ENT .

emonueil@d  (enSlad  (MoPI@o  af)eBReM @R IMONO  COUMYE-U3
@060 26eM1@d 2VMIWHMMYo  af)@EOMIBo &S 1LINOW]T  @ROUMDYHS
DOOOM®)o  @Y2l0ERASWI0  @PN1S  (al® oY e ®M)o af)PIO) B3
06M 12)) @@0M). MVIMMOo ©@10)21006BBOSW)0 alPBRNIERBWI0 MIoBH LM@Y 1M
GAUENE]  AMIAUYMB @O 1RIS1HNMD  MHMIo  HMELIQo  MNSEERIW  BIM0
@RAIOQMIo @M MU EID1eWIBe MIamE) MIEIANIB 6HERSs 6B
@19)2100MI6)6MOMNY}o BMINUMB 051 @M.

HILIRISEERUE  af)@® @] QUMMIWILNo DMaUIN)  @ROUMEO
MoPIORD 630 18610 MBSB] alOWINIIME MW 1B 18] 212000 MQIMMEIEE Mo
210 1HMEMUIPI0 BAT Al BIDL6BBUE @ 1fh2fjo AUMPMIINIQ 63IWOQAMIEN).
@OMI02oN1HBIW  MVVWEBRUE  MMAUE  OBHSlS)EMECMIOPI0 ME)QIWD)
@D2/1000OMERI MIoMIREOMEOWI DMELIMo 621QPING (LVATHEREMIIPI0 Moo
af)(MO @RI GO0 allPIODMNIWING AlQIDD BMISEMM) UIBMAIBDHIMD) 2100
MQoene1@d 21N 1eam Mmoo 19- 000 mgoomg’laia MSM MBI B0 1)) Mo
QUOQMQAS BINDILENGMUIPIEN).

25





Athira Unni
Text Box
Art by Revathi
Suresh


FICTION

27



Souvenir

Joseph Antony

Seraphine traveled from her home 30 miles away from Huma’s, twice a month to be with her

in the uncluttered room.

When that day arrives, Huma bathes herself in attar sprinkled water and get dressed in an

attire — one that she would have chosen at the night of their last communion, one which she

had never worn already. In the days that stood between them, she renounced even her

confined worldly pleasures.

Everyone in a nation never gets the taste of
the independence they desire, even when the
nation itself does. Though the blindfolds are
removed, some are still held by chains
tightened around their wrists, ankles, necks,
and what not. Without rallies and fights,
they create for themselves a world free of
tyranny, dreaming that they would inhabit
this short-lived world all their lives.

For Huma, it’s the presence of Seraphine
behind the locked doors of a modest room in
her relatively larger household that gave the
flight to a free world.

It had been six years since her mother found
a photo of her without wearing a hijab and
her already clipped wings were cut down to

the scapular.

“You will never go outside anymore without

us”, her father said.

Art by Indrajith Baby

They arranged a home tutor and she was taken outside only to attend the exams until she

graduated.

She met Seraphine two years ago, seated near her, humming a song that Huma was unable to

recognize but still remembers. A voice that liberated her momentarily.

“Can you teach me?”, she asked hurriedly amidst the instructions given before they took the

exam.
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“Sorry, if you meant it. I just like that song”, Seraphine answered, intrigued at the question.
She never got any reply, but her hands held a paper flooded with words hanging at the
corners after the exam ended. Brooding over the letter for two days, she did what Huma

sought. Upon the wind of her arrival, even Huma'’s fallen feathers flew.

“I will come on the 18th of next month”

“Till then?”, Huma paused and gave a penny to her. Seraphine held her hand with the penny
interlocked between and showered kisses on her palms, fingers, and along the veins that her
lips traced from the knuckles.
In the blink of an eye, Huma re-lived the moment of their separation when they last met
realizing the day had come. She heard the sweet echoes of 18 and even felt the rush of kisses
all over her body. Like a chariot standing still in the hope that rain wouldn’t curb the
festival procession, she waited.
Some days, she would come in the morning and some other days at noon. Seraphine never
missed coming on the day she promised. Though they had the privilege of a telephone in the
age of letters, it never held the keys to reach their new world. Huma asked her once,

“When the sun is visible, could you be here beside me in this bed?”

“Yes, and someday, the sun will rise with us and we will watch it together”.

As the bus left the city, the summer smeared golden sweats on Seraphine’s face. Reminiscing
the days that led her to this, she took a penny from her purse, hung her hand outside the
window, and let the wind wash away all its tears. The day she met Huma, reading her well-
planned escape letter, turning up as a fake - tutor for her, desiring her freedom, selling her
hand-knitted sweaters, longing to burn her body in the sins of their love and the 31 pennies -

her thoughts wandered like the clouds that floated along the stream.

“Did you knit?”, Seraphine asked drying her hair as she was drenched in rain.
“Yes, I used all the yarns, every colour I had”

“Next time when I come, I will buy yarns. What colours do you want?”

“Sera, I will never knit in this place again. If you sell this one, I should have the money to

leave from here”.
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She took the newly knit woolen sweater with yarns of a rainbow and wrapped it over the
trembling body of Seraphine. In the witness of its warmth, they embraced each other.

“So, this is the one going to give me the last penny”, when she said that, she decided to buy it
herself. But she never showed any signs.

“You always want a single penny every time you sell my sweater. Is this enough for you to
survive our fate?”, she drowned her face in the cascade of Seraphine’s dark hair.

“I have seen the coastal people. The ones who love every drop of the sea and wish they
would swim through it all their breath. But the storms and floods of nature never let that
happen. So, they return to the shores. Some with pearls, some with seashells, some with the
sound and taste of the waves. Till they go back again, whatever is in their hands, that’s their
sea”

The red of her collarbone was ruined by Huma’s kohled tears. In the roar of the rain, they
tattooed traces of love and pleasure on each other’s skin.

Seraphine felt a tickle at the nape of her neck as these moments flashed their way through
her mind.

With a sudden halt of the bus and the effect of the dropped penny on the road, she came to
her present.

When she got down from the bus, running to pick the penny she was blocked by a man with a
rifle.

“You dare to run from us? Step aside.”

She saw a group of militants, men, and women standing in front of the bus. People were
driven down as a militant got into the bus and shouted,

“If you don’t want to get out, burn along with it for what your government does to us”.

In the quest for freedom, somehow people derail from their path and their own people’s blood
spill on their hands and they never know the differences. Everything is red.

“You are not allowed to travel further into our region. If you want to go back from here alive,
give us all the money you have”

Some people started to queue up to give their possessions to the man and woman who

made sure that the people have nothing of monetary value left.

Seraphine stood away from them, with the money to buy Huma’s last sweater and 30

pennies, thinking about the lone penny on the road.
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KUVVI- THE STORY ABOUT
WAITING

Hypeshia Shekar

The sun was like a small bright spot, emerging out from the cloudy shadows of
Perambal. Kuvwvi, sat on the periphery of the rocks that were dampened by the rain from the
previous nights. He never liked the rain and the dampness that came along with it. But this
time, he had no choice, but to sit on the wet rocks and wait. He had been waiting there since
some days. His eyes, heavily thoughtful about something. Raju, his neighbourhood friend,

had never seen Kuvvi being pensive like that.

He told Kuvvi, “Stand

up, it is drizzling. Let
us go and take cover

under some roof.”

Kuvvi  did

not respond. He sat

there nonchalant, as
though he did not
hear the words of
Raju. He was lost in
the abyss of his

PR -, " = }\ e memories. The
§' - - s . = . -

Art by Sibi Mathew memories about a life

that got shattered in a
split second by the twist of a finger-tip. Gloom enveloped his eyes as the memories began to

rush over to his mind. He looked tired.

Perambal was once home to Kuvvi. The place where he resided along with the
family of his master. A small rural hamlet, lined by shafts, that were home to the plantation
workers. They would toil hard and come back to their shafts to make peace with the day. It
was a small place that contained their happiness and sorrows. Kuvvi lived in one of these
shafts that lined the muddy hills.
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Every morning he would wake up at 6 and make noise so that his master would wake
up and take him for the morning walk. It was a leisurely morning routine he enjoyed very
much. Some days, karuppi, the little daughter of his master also accompanied them. They
walked along the muddy pathway, channelling the plantation hills. The lush green velvety
blanket, which was covered with mist, was something of a scenic pleasure, that made
Perambal, a symbol of beauty. Kuvvi would sniff around the moist laden leaves when the
shrill voice of Karuppi reaches his ears. “Kuvvi....Kuvvi”....he turns towards her, as her shrill
voice reaches his ears. The little girl with a tiny round face, glowing with happiness, came
running after him. Together they would roam around the hilly area enjoying the beauty of

the fresh mornings.

Kuvvi would run towards the horizon, to see the sun waking up slowly from its sleep
to brighten up Perambal. He would look at that sight for a brief moment, only to later roam
around the hilly areas, sniffing the tiny wild flowers that decorated the hills. His master
never put a chain around Kuvvi’s neck. He trusted Kuvvi and knew very well that Kuvvi had
already become a part of his family and that he would never run away from them. In fact,
Kuvvi was a known face to the people of Peramabal. He was liked by everyone and they knew

that he would never be a nuisance for them.

Sarasa, the old woman who went every morning to the plantation to pick tea leaves,
made fun of Kuvvi. Jokes that are light hearted and not hurtful! She would ask him, “Hey,
Kuvvi, why do you pee only at some specific spots? Kuvvi would wage his tail at her at times.
But when the question got repeated every day, he learned the art of paying little attention to

her monotonous question.

Karuppi, the little daughter of the Master, was his best friend. Aged seven, she was life
to him. The little one played hide and seek with Kuvvi. She would hide in some place, when
Kuvvi turned away his head. She would then call out his name. Her shrill sound echoed
inside the roof. Kuvvi would come running to sniff her out from the place where she was
hiding. Both of them would jump out of joy when Kuvvi found out Karuppi from her
hideouts. They continued playing until one of them got tired. Then, they would take rest by
the huge tree that gave shades to their home. Kuvvi would lie on the ground, his eyes looking
eagerly at Karuppi, when she strolled around the tree picking up the dry leaves strewn on the
ground. Occasionally she would touch the barks of the tree and hug it. Kuvvi never

understood, why the little girl hugged the tree and he felt jealous.

Later in the afternoon, Karuppi would give a piece of her fried fish to Kuvvi during
the lunch. She gets scolded every time by her mother for that humble act. Karuppi,

nevertheless continued the act of giving a daily dose of love, in the form of fried fish to Kuvvi.
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Their life went on that way, unperturbed by anything. His master would go to work
every day at the plantation factory. When he returns home, Kuvvi would run towards him,
waging his tail. Sometimes, the master would buy snacks from a small tea-shop at the town.
On such days, Kuvvi would be brimming with happiness, as his master happily gave him a
small portion of the snacks. Every evening, he stood by the tree, waiting for his master to
return with the evening specials. Some days, he will be disappointed by his master, when he
returns empty handed. Then the master would console Kuvvi, by telling that, “Eda, I will get

you something tomorrow.”

How can a poor plantation worker buy snacks every day? Kuvvi never thought that.
And his master made sure that, neither Kuvvi nor Karuppi knew about their penury. “You
somehow know the magic of living happily with so little you got”, said Kamala, wife of the

Master.

It was one such odd day for Kuvvi and her family. Thunder and lightning filled the air.
There had been heavy rainfall in Perambal since some days. The place, had never witnessed
rain with such a magnitude. The rain lashed out bending the long blades of the grass which
had earlier stood in attention with pride, immersing them in the depth of water. Kuvvi, felt
uneasy when the long gusty wind began to blow hard twirling the trees in a to and fro
motion. Something bad was going to happen, a strange feeling trickled down through his
body.

Karuppi got frightened as the loud thunder echoed in the air, sending their small
shaft to a shiver. She ran towards her mother for safety. Kamala rubbed Karuppi’s hair,
consoling her telling that lightning and thunder are the Gods of Nature and that they cannot
harm them. The master looked worried of how he will go to work the next day, if it continued
raining like that. He couldn’t think of sparing a day’s work. He stood by the door, lost in his

thoughts, as it showered heavily outside. It had been some days since he went to work.

Chandran from the next-door home, called out to the master. “Hey, it is raining non-

stop.”

“Yes”, replied master with a heavy voice followed by “I am thinking if I will be able to
go to work the next day.”

“Yes, it seems difficult, if the rain continues like this” said Chandran.
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“It’'s always difficult for the poor”, thought the master in despair. Kamala, came
towards him at that moment, as though she read these murky thoughts getting clouded in

her husband’s mind.

“It will be fine, the next morning. You need not worry”, she assured her husband. Even
then the master looked disturbed. She asked him to get inside and have the dinner. The
master suddenly looked for Karuppi. The family used to dine together. “She has fallen
asleep” said Kamala as she arranged the food on the plate- White rice and long-bean
mezuku, with a toast of mango pickle to add more taste to the dinner. The master ate the
food half-heartedly, quite unusual of his ways. Because he was a person who always
appreciated anything that kamala cooked for them. Kamala knew very well, why her husband
looked so anxious. They lived on the meagre amount that the master got from the work. And

he had a loan to pay back.

Once they finished having their dinner, Kamala went and gave Kuvvi, a portion of the
food, with left over fish curry from the previous day. Kuvvi, did not mind which day the fish
was cooked, as long as it was fish. However, on that day, he did not feel like eating. He stood
beside the food, not evening taking a look at it. Kamala bursted out at him, for not eating.
She yelled at Kuvwvi telling, “Why? Can’t you eat the food because it was mixed with the fish
curry from the other day? You used to eat them noh? She kept asking Kuvvi. Kuvvi however,

stood adamant by not even taking a look at the food.

Outside, the rain poured heavily when they extinguished the lanterns and went to
sleep. Darkness engulfed the home, just like the thoughts that engulfed the mind of Kuvvi
and his master. Somehow, both of them could not sleep that night. The master looked at his
wife, sleeping peacefully beside him. He wondered, how she could sleep like that. The master
got out from the bed. No sooner did he begin to walk towards the door, when a loud sound

exploded, leaving everything blacked out.

Morning broke out feverishly. Kuvvi ran here and there, looking for Karuppi and his
master. He could not find them. The hills that once looked friendly and home to him, now
looked like a distant place. Everything so familiar and similar seemed to have been washed
off. He looked at Perambal, the beauty, which has now been swept under the wreckage of
nature. The dark clouds have bent over the hills, wiping out the beautiful mornings from its
face. Kuvvi looked around and thought, Yes, there were no beautiful mornings, no shafts, no
master, no Karuppi to be found anywhere. He wondered, if he got lost in some strange place.
Thoughts began to weigh heavily in his mind. Did the master and family abandon me? No,

they can’t!
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The dampened air resonated with the siren of the ambulances. Its loud noise rolled
over to the ears of Kuvvi, as he sat by the wet rocks, impatiently looking at the bunch of
strangers, running around the place, helping the poor who somehow miraculously saved
their lives. He wanted to ask them if they had seen his master and family. But he couldn’t
utter a word. He got apprehensive if they would understand his language. Words got stuck in
his throat. The loud voice of the huge vehicles, that were throwing out the mud from the
debris and digging out lifeless bodies that were once familiar and smiling faces, caught

Kuvvi’s attention. Hehad never seen such vehicles before in his life.

Perambal, a once beautiful memory, now seeped into Kuvvi, like an aftermath of grief
that got trickled down from his eyes. It’s been day three since Kuvvi has been searching for his
best friend and his Master. Everybody now began to notice the dog that was patiently
waiting by the side of the dampened rocks, where once his small house stood. At times, he
looked doubtful if Master and Karuppi were playing hide and seek with him. Lost as though in a
dream, he hears the shrill voice of Karuppi calling out his name, “Kuvvi...Kuvvi”, the little
girl with a small round face came running towards him. Kuvvi suddenly took a leap from
the wet rocks and ran forward, hoping against hope, that he would find out his Master and

Karuppi from their hideouts!
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Memoirs in Water

Hamna Mariyam

It was summer in Calicut. Far from popular perception, the sun was lashing its
pitiless heat on every object it grazed — regardless of human, hibiscus or ants. And to rub salt
on wounds, humidity dressed himself in minute pools of water on every pore of the skin; a
chain of lakes on the majestic human topography with steam gushing through one’s eyes and
nostrils is never a desirable portrait. A painter seeking beauty, in these circumstances, would
have thrown shades of blue on her canvas with the majestic Arabian sea and its sea waves
watching over the whole city, but she would carefully elude the sweat bearing humans. Don’t
we all love this immaculate conception of beauty and in pursuit of it not address the real, much
like shoving all the clothes and pots and crayons in the shelf so that the living room is
impeccable or like fighting a thousand demons in one’s heart with an eternal smile plastered

across the face.

But today, the painter can be real. Today, it drizzled the first summer showers! Water
like pearls dripped through the canopy of mango trees of Kadija’s courtyard. Some of her
mango flowers fell on the moist ground too, but she was ecstatic. Rains always brought the
thousand-feathered peacock in her alive, her heart dancing the bird’s dance, her eyes
dancing too as her irises reflected the rains. She heard the jackfruit tree in her backyard
pregnant with far too many jackfruits, splashing a few ripe fruits all over the ground. She
imagined umma¥* muttering in her breath the next day grabbing the broom and battling with
the yellow-brown mire of jackfruit-soil combo covered with big houseflies with a blue tinge at
their back. Tomorrow, she paused to remind herself that the air would smell of jackfruits
even after umma’s incessant cleaning. Nature always clings to its calling, it knows of no other
way.

Kadija has always loved the summer air. It was a platter of smells of her favourite fruits
— mangoes and jackfruits in plenty. If only the sun was a tad bit kinder, she often thought to
herself. She was in her usual spot when school shuts for summer, under the big, old mango tree
reading the many books her uppa* bought her from the bookstores near the Public Library.
These days, it has become a ritual for her and her father to frequent the bookstores during
every holiday. Buy all the books you want, he would say fondly and she would flutter like a
butterfly through those old second hand copies, yellowed by time and use, smelling of other
people’s stories. She was fascinated by antiquity and at the same time bore an intense dislike
towards the glaze that newness reeked off, be it characterless skyscrapers of glossy books, her

revulsion was equally measured.

Her books were touched by many before her and hence bore part of their souls on

every page in different degrees. Some would have cried and tear drops never really
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vapourised, some laughed at the pathos that seemed unwanted as they could not connect with
the lines, some kept their tea cups which left stains and others left feathers — those treasured
bookmarks, in addition to the dramatic tales etched on the parchment like the memory of an
unforgettable now unwanted tattoo, and as garnish, like a candelabra on a long marble paved
alley, it shone of the fallen mango blossoms. And then some rain drops from the cotton candy
of nimbus clouds roaring towards the earth like an army from the skies. She looked up trying
to invade the skies back, take all the heaven’s bounties into her heart, and when she failed,
she ran where the yam leaves ran its colony and kept abreast the perfect spheres of water
droplets. Her adventure did not end there and she proceeded to the mudbrick wall were
vines grew in plenty. She was particularly fond of this climber that had a water crown on its
tip as it rained. She would pluck those and run under her lashes like huge kohl lines as water

seeped into her eyes and touched her heart.

As the first wave of the smell of moist earth tantalized her, she levitated like Marquez’s
Remedios the Beauty. She remembered looking for the smell in the many perfumes
people wore, in the yellowed pages of a forgotten book, in the locks of babies, but terribly
failed. Only the summer rain that bore its waters from the Arabian Sea could satisfy her with
that smell. It was the song of healing of a parched earth waiting days and nights to quench
her thirst. Mad magnificent beauty that bewitched every cell of one’s existence cannot not be
associated with unbridled pain and unverifiable passions. She later learnt to call the smell

petrichor but what did it matter! To her, the rains came before the words ever did.

ko
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Kochi-Muziris Biennale, December 2016

Aswin Vijayan

An incomplete novel is painted
in black against white walls

and in a corner, an electric junction box
houses a sparrow the size of my fist.

Art by Rahul Jha
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Athira Unni
Text Box
     Art by Rahul Jha


“Coffee is like another, and my defense of coffee is a plea for difference itself”
- Mahmoud Darwish, Memory of Forgetfulness (19)

“KaapiKaapiKaapi” (Coffee Cotfee Cotfee)

Aathma Nirmala Dious

train snack-seller uncle announces, walking corridor with steel dispensers filled with kaapi
to this day no filter coffee I drank matched the deep sweet warmth of Train Uncle’s kaapi.

brewed through layers of steel filters, pour in with sugar and milk brought to boil in steel cup
pour back, forth from cup to tumbler till the heat is just right for your lips to drink kaapi.

maybe it’s the steel, maybe nostalgia of friendships forged over a cup in warm Abu Dhabi night
bonding on shared tongues in constant yearning for homes through senses in our brown filter
kaapi.

In Sharjah-black, no sugar, 5:30 pm kattan kappi, like me Reni Chechi chuckles over her
constant

familiar, familial practices—Acha combining steamed puttu, as it’s done back home. with kattan
kappi

my Acha and Amma share takeaway cappuccino, alternate sips, Amma’s choice, no sugar, extra
shot,
and kanna, if I find you, I'll know it’s you when we sit with the same cup, alternate sips of kaapi.

it fills the empty of loneliness sometimes caused by cities. it does. In hot chocolate that
roommate

and I talk, drink, dull and lull this sadness with on cold rainy New York night, add that dash of
kaapi.

over filter kappi on a cool windy october night on wooden table, I confess the way I love to two
friends

one whispers why did you not share it? I love the same way. I was so alone before a deep sip
of kaapi.

Aathma understands why Darwish lovingly made morning kappi amid the bombs falling in
Beirut

In Abu Dhabi— brown peaks & clinks distracting from pandemic news, Amma whisks sugar and
kaapi
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Nadu Evidaye?

Meenakshi Nair

Kerala is stubbornly green
Vaazha, thengu, plavu, paadam
all compete for dominance
while the kaayal, silvery-blue,
is witness to time, bearer of
tourist houseboats.

Little shops sell violently yellow
banana chips

Large billboards sell

yellow gold and property

A Kathakali mask smiles down
from beside a woman

in a kasavu sari.

Kerala is in old people like Mani Chechi,
hard-of-hearing, smiling the same smile
that Muttachan smiles in faraway Delhi.
It is in red floors and sit-outs and faded
photos of beautiful people I think I know
because of something about their eyes.

Kerala is where I should feel I belong and
it’s where they speak Malayalam

in ways I understand: conversational,
soft sounds and swallowed-up syllables
and in ways I don’t: formal, fast,

with Asianet News consonants.

Kerala isn’t small towns by anyone’s standards
Take Kochi — harbour city, expanding into the
blue sky, home to the Biennale

But also take Kochi where everyone knows
everyone else through blood or marriage

or a grandparent who went to school with
another.

Kerala is in Amma’s stories of summertime
during her school years, in Muttachan’s soft
cotton mundu and in how Ammuma knots
her wet hair two inches from the end.



It is in phone calls and letters in a script I
can barely decipher, in the columns of the
Mathrubhoomi and in the rows of Dulquer’s
Instagram. In Delhi, when she’s angry,
Amma scolds me in Malayalam.
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Recasting

Aldish Edroos

a blank sheet.

no.

no sheet.

no discernible existence.

savitribai, jotiba.
disdain.

stones.

one letter.

3.

then 3T
then S.
one word.
education.

dr. ambedkar.
mahad. manu.
yet another.
water.

words flowed.
like water.
percentage.
tribes. castes.
others.

fire.

earth.

water again.

"mahatma"
another word.
harijan.

anger.

hunger.
independence.
shit.

sheet introduced.
drenched.

dried.
constitution.
reservation.

bold.

then underlined.
then italics.
parenthesis.
endnote.
asterisk.

water again.

a flood this time.
loose change.
—caste, annihilated.

—— S a3

Art by Sunil Abhiman Aw.

achar
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Roshna Aliyar
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Reflections series, art by Rahul Jha
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Reflections series, art by Rahul Jha
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Bios

Guest Writers

-

Anand Haridas started off his career as a journalist.
After a brief stint with different dailies in North India,
he joined The Hindu, one of the foremost Indian
national dailies. He reported for The Hindu for 13 years
on a range of subjects from art and culture, civic
administration to law and order. In pursuit of more
creative space, he left journalism and moved on to
advertising and branding fields, where he curates
content. He translated two novels from Malayalam, the
vernacular language of Indian State Kerala where he is
based out of. They were ‘Kumaru’ by C.R. Omanakuttan
based on the relatively unknown phase of Malayalam
Renaissance poet Kumaranasan that he spent in Kolkata
and ‘Kamakhya’, a new perspective on the life of Sage
Vatsyayana by new generation author Pradeep Bhaskar.
His translation of the play ‘Kaali Natakam’ by Sajitha
Madathil was published in Indian Literature, the
bi-monthly journal of the Kendra Sahitya Akademi, the
official body to promote art, culture and literature in India.

Marjan A U is a research scholar at The English
and Foreign Languages University, Hyderabad.
She is currently working on Islamic feminism in
Indian context and has a deep concern for gender
issues. She engages herself with various
negotiations between gender rights and religious
structures. She also teaches a proficiency course
in English. Having graduated from MG
University, Kerala, she has done her
post-graduation at the University of Hyderabad.
She has presented and published few academic
papers on alternate feminist movements budding
within the framework of Islam. She is also into
creative writing, her first love.

Sonya J. Nair has been writing poems ever since
she can remember, but like a dogged carburettor,
she has to be coaxed and cajoled into publishing
them. Her writings have appeared in the Shimmer
Spring Anthology by Hawakal and in the collection
Rewriting Human Imagination by the IASE and
Centre for Digital Humanities. She likes to observe
people and places around her, all of which
reappear in her poems. However, she is on a poetic
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quest to stop this due to the fast-shrinking circle of acquaintances. When not writing poems,
she serves as the Head of the Department of English, All Saints College,
Thiruvananthapuram. She is also the Curator-Editor of SamyuktaPoetry.com — a

space for poets, poems, and the worlds caught in between to grow ecosystems and
atmospheres. She loves animals and giving out incidental information. Sometimes, at the
same time.

Essays

Thushara Reddy is a writer who believes that the ability to
express oneself lucidly is among the most powerful paths out of
pain available to us. Through her writing, she seeks to find meaning
and peace amidst all the existential angst, and maybe even offer
some healing to kindred spirits along the way.

Hypeshia Sekhar works at ISRO. Half the time, she is lost trying to
figure out the figures in the budgetary works and in the other half,
she finds herself lost in the world of her musings. An enthusiastic
soul about Arts, Culture, Food and Travel, she pens down her
thoughts, mostly her observations and experiences on the same.

Fiction

Joseph Antony works as a development analyst in a
corporate firm. Poetry makes him shed tears, both
happy and sad. He stays sane through conversations,
art and self-love.
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Poetry

Hamna Mariam Khan loves book covers and the
stories they tell. Along with her coffee shots and her
spouse who writes poems for her and about her, she lives
in a beautiful bubble and is grateful for it. She is a career
diplomat by the day, a flaneuse by heart and a lot of
undefined particles of the cosmos by life.

Amith Kollathodi is a first year student pursuing industrial
engineering at college of engineering Trivandrum. Apart from
science and technology he is a film and book enthusiast. Amith is
an active member of various film and literary societies. And has
received prizes in various district literary events. He is a serious
film critique and philosphile . Absurdity is his new interest and
likes to read non fiction too.

Aswin Vijayan has an MA in Poetry from the Seamus
Heaney Centre, Queen's University Belfast and is an
Assistant Professor at the Zamorin’s Guruvayurappan
College, Calicut. His poems have been published in The
Bombay Literary Magazine, Verse of Silence, The
Tangerine, and Coldnoon among others. He is also the
Managing Editor at The Quarantine Train and a reader for
Nether Quarterly’s revival issue.
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Aathma Nirmala Dious is currently a senior at New
York University Abu Dhabi, pursuing a B.A. in Literature
and Creative Writing. Her identity can be self-described
as a Malayali (Indian ex-pat) from Abu Dhabi, UAE.
Poetry and Creative Non-Fiction and is currently
experimenting with Speculative fiction, with a focus in

-~ South Asian-Gulf Migration, Femininity and Memory.
Her other interests include spoken word, planning travel
around food, chocolate and memes. Aathma has
performed for the Louvre Abu Dhabi’s first anniversary and is published in The Gazelle,
Bengaluru Review, Postscript and Electra Street.

Meenakshi Nair is a third-generation Malayali who lives in
Delhi and loves it. She works with Comparative Literature and
explores narratives about cities. Her work is published or
forthcoming in Nether Quarterly and Porridge Magazine. Find
her @meenusbookcase on Instagram.

Aldish Edroos is a PhD student in the
Department of English at Jadavpur University.
She is working on the socio-cultural and
political theory of Anuradha Ghandy and the
complexities, challenges, and limitations of the
Indian Left vis-a-vis gender and caste.

Alexander KS, 22 years old, has done MA
English Literature at the Central University of
Hyderabad. He is from Idukki, Kerala, in the
profession of stopping and staring.
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Roshna Arafa Ali is a clichéd tea drinker who is also a
sucker for sunlight and gender politics. She is currently
pretending to be living inside a very dramatic Indian
movie in which she plays the part of a struggling
journalist, but it hasn’t gotten anywhere near the main
plot yet. Roshna prefers written or texted words to all
other forms of communication.

Supriya Prasad is an old soul who loves nature and everything
green. She scribbles random things in this blog:
https://vakkintepachha.wordpress.com/. She thinks she is a
mean poet who writes for self-pleasure. Sometimes she forgets to
~ remember about the readers. But she is not sorry as long as she is

happy.

Artists

Muhammed Sajid, the cover artist of Issue 1 of Qissa is from Calicut, Kerala. After
finishing his degree he moved to Bangalore and is currently working as a creative designer.
His favorite medium to work on is poster color on paper, but he mostly uses digital art as it
has everything; his working process starts with scribbles, then he starts sketching out his
piece and then he moves into colouring. In most instances, he starts painting directly. Art
plays a huge part in his life.

Indrajith Baby is a visual artist and designer.

Dr. Sunil Abhiman Awachar is a well-known poet and painter. He works as an Assistant
Professor with the Department of Marathi in the University of Mumbai.

Rahul Jha is a confused and curious paraplegic. He creates art to learn certain things and
unlearn the rest. Reach him at @_ dumbfound_dead_ on Instagram.
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https://vakkintepachha.wordpress.com/

Revathi Suresh is currently wrapping up her PhD dissertation in linguistics. She enjoys
drawing, films, reading and loves everything horror-related. She currently lives in Vellore.

Sibi Mathew is a Brand designer and Communication strategist. He does a lot of sketching
during the day to keep the creative juices flowing.

Editorial Team

Athira Unni
Editor (Poetry)

Athira Unni lives on coffee and thunderstorms. She loves house plants and
her cat Thomas. Her first poetry book “Gaea and Other Poems” was
published in September 2020. She blogs at chocolateandink.wordpress.com.

Sukanya Shaji
Editor (Fiction)

Sukanya Shaji is a freelance writer, poet and lawyer. She loves
rainy days and people who smile with their hearts.

Aiswarya Sanath
Editor (Non Fiction)

Aiswarya Sanath is a research scholar and a translator who dabbles
in poetry and politics. But on most days you can find her chasing
purple sunsets and taking a book large, and a worry small.
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Lakshmi Prabha
Editor (Non Fiction)

Lakshmi Prabha is a research scholar and content creator
based out of Darjeeling. She is a people person who loves good
company and good music.
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