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Home 

hat visit corrupted the perfect 

image in my head. I could no 

longer recall the simple 

beauty of my childhood 

home. That part of my life had been 

dismantled brick by brick. The depressing 

skeletons of the place, I saw, would haunt 

me for the rest of my life. The paint was 

almost non-existent at this point, the 

flooring was coming off, a thick layer of 

dust covered everything without 

exceptions, and I was horrified on seeing 

a few bricks missing from the porch 

pillar. It was as if the building had 

survived a hurricane. It looked 

abandoned, even though it wasn’t. All I 

could think of was how she would keep 

everything in perfect order here, how 

every morning she would clean the whole 

place, maintain her plants, and do the rest 

of the chores. The small garden that she 

kept would provide a little of everything 

for our small family; from tomatoes, 

gourd, and radishes to garlic, peas, and 

carrots. It was all gone now, just like the 

rose bushes. There was only a strong 

sense of regret left behind. 

What was I expecting? It had been 

years since I was here. 

Somehow this old city had always 

been calling me back into its arms, 

through dreams, recollections, and that 

woman's endless imploring. But of 

course, in my self-absorption, I never 

went. Had I known going back would 

corrode the memories too, it's safe to say, 

I might have not done it even now. She 
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was gone before I could make it. It was 

pointless anyhow. 

The place was ruined, and my 

guilt was such that I decided to stay 

longer and make sure everything was 

taken care of. Everything that she cared 

about. All that I ignored till now. I cannot 

say what was there to ‘take care of’ 

exactly, but at least that’s what I told 

myself at the time, leaving the rest for 

later. This was pointless too. But I was 

convinced that I am doing it for her, the 

last thing that I can. 

When I had entered this familiar 

part of the city last night, the first thing I 

noticed was the fresh concrete overlaying 

the old brick road outside my family 

home, which threw me off at first. 

Everything else was the same, except for 

the little things here and there. The paint 

of the houses in the locality was all 

wrong, not what I remembered. It gave 

the colony a newness that I could not 

appreciate. On seeing this, a sudden urge 

to run towards home came onto me; but I 

was afraid of finding a stranger inside. 

The thought was repulsive enough to 

considerably decrease my pace. As I 

finally reached the house, I was 

transported to my childhood when I 

would come home after playing with my 

friends and was greeted with the smell of 

‘aaloo matar’, whose flavor became 

richer every time I remembered it. I took 

in a deep breath in anticipation, 

unknowingly, but the smell of the evening 

meals that she used to prepare wasn’t 

there. A sense of disconnect violently 

threw me back to the present. 

I had found that the city, the roads, 

the stalls, the people, all had retained their 

soul through generations. In each 'aap', 

which is unique to Lucknow, was the city 

I grew up in. That frivolous youth was 

coming back to me again, and I felt like a 

different person. I felt safe and at ease 

somehow. But then again, the little 

changes made it all feel like a nightmarish 

nonsensical dream. It was like an old 

lover playing on the heartstrings, pushing 

me away and then pulling me back into its 

arms. I was four and forty, all at once, 

going back and forth in time. 

A lot had changed and yet, 

Lucknow was successful in preserving 

itself in small pockets around every 

corner, in its tea shops and bloated-

looking old houses; the Mughal heritage 

and the colonial past were all right there. 

And every intersection was a memory for 

me. The streets that my tiny feet 

nervously walked on, holding on to my 

elder sister all those years ago, were there 

too but appeared smaller than I 

remember. There are many more 

vehicles, a lot more people, still, the city 



had shrunk it seemed. It didn’t feel 

enormously huge to drown me, yet the 

feeling was strangely uncomfortable in a 

way. 

Or I was bigger now, it is 

probably that, yet the thought further 

dissociated me from my hometown. It 

told me that I don't belong here. If only I 

could tell her, it was never her that I was 

running away from. It was this feeling. 

This reminder of estrangement from the 

soil that birthed me, not the woman. Then 

again, maybe I don’t belong here 

anymore. But the smiling faces that I 

came across left me feeling otherwise. 

Even after so long, these people who were 

mere blur faces welcomed me as their 

own. They hugged me and cried for me. 

They shed tears I could not. I was not a 

stranger to them, I was the kid who came 

back home. 
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Roar of the Thunder 

sually, the lanes in this season 

are soggy due to periodic 

downpours. En route to my 

workplace, I course through a 

barren farm adjoined by shrubs and the 

sight of leaves bedecked with dewdrops, 

enthrals me. So habitually, I would steal a 

glance from the car’s windowpane of the 

rain-showered shrubs. 

It was late in the evening and dusk 

was briskly engulfing the firmament when 

from the closed windowpane of my car, I 

spotted a troop of children playing around 

in the farm, with cautious steps to not 

destroy the paltry crop pattern. A second’s 

sight at their hilarity shall always be etched 

in my memory. 

These kids were palling around 

sundry ways to distract the chaser amongst 

them whose intent was to jump up on one 

of them and swap his place with him. It so 

happened that the chaser had almost 

grabbed hold of another kid’s shirt when 

being so engrossed in the purpose, he 

couldn’t perceive the slick of the slush 

beneath him that wouldn’t allow such 

haring motion. No sooner had he but 

touched his target’s shirt that his feet lost 

balance and he tumbled down with the 

other boy right upon him. The others 

hurried to their aid, picked both of them up, 

and even though the distance I could see 

the quivering of the chaser kid’s 

cadaverous body. The sudden thud with 

which he fell on the clay, he must have 

been bruised. The countenance of the just 

gleeful visages turned to one of fret. I was 

wondering if I should drop the boy at his 

home when instantly what he did took my 

breath away! 

He stroked the shoulders of his peer 

whom he had successfully chased and 

doing so, burst into laughter, capering for 

victory with such childlike joy that only an 

unrestricted mind like his could derive. 
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Seeing him thus, his groupies were 

relieved and they all whopped at the high 

spirit and burst into guffaws afterwards. I 

watched them for a while, a part of me 

shared their joy, but another felt a jolt. I felt 

my body shudder. A series of emotions 

with a wave of memories, washed away the 

one moment of joy fortune had bestowed 

upon me. The memories soaked me up so 

much that by the time I was home, the 

entire impression of what I had seen 

through was still there, but the expression 

of liveliness and vivacity that my heart 

shared had faded away. I sat by the window 

ledge, on an armchair holding my mug of 

coffee, watching the rain and recollecting 

what caused that jolt. 

The downpour a day before had 

moistened the school ground and made it 

quite slippery to walk. At lunch brea k, I 

was with my friends in the common room. 

Being an introvert, I was always the 

listener. Honestly, I never found any of 

their talks fascinating to add to, they were 

all mundane conversations like the grow-

ups had. But being an over-conscious and 

sensitive kid, I couldn’t bear the fact that I 

would be seen alone and gossiped as 

someone alone, scared, and behaved dumb. 

The other three in the group had decided to 

have a walk around the ground. I wasn’t 

asked for an opinion and being the timid 

kid that I was, and knowing the outcome of 

being left alone, I couldn’t make my 

opposition heard. So I silently complied, 

preoccupied with my aim to look 

engrossed with them in deep conversation 

and like everyone, pretended to be casual 

and relaxed. It was just at the third step that 

my shoes lost grip of the ground and I fell 

prostrate upon the ground with my palms 

getting dug in clay. The sudden intensity of 

the fall didn’t disturb me as much as the 

sound of laughs that I heard and though one 

of my groupies picked me 

compassionately, I could see the faces of 

others revealing scorn, giggling, and 

suppressing their laughter. For an instant, I 

was the center of attention for all the 

onlookers, and the ones that didn’t laugh 

gave me pitiful glances and asked if I was 

hurt or suggested I be more careful. 

What I felt back then even after all 

these years is so alive and so fresh in my 

memory that just the mere thought of it is 

enough to bring a downpour of self-

loathing, this one incident had in a way, 

terribly brought something to my eye that 

the childhood I was desperately and 

incessantly trying to run away from. As if, 

something that moment I was trying to hide 

had in the worst way possible, something I 

was trying with all my might to disprove 

had only been proven by myself. I 

lambasted myself for acting so dumb, the 

laughs I heard ringed my ears for several 



months, I never dared step out of the 

common room again in the rainy season. 

A week passed by, I saw the 

children a couple of times playing their 

same old game in the fields. However, rain 

since that day hadn’t been frequent at times 

when I was on my way through the roads. 

This evening, I was lucky!  

The sky was crowded with black 

clouds by the time I had finished my work 

for the day. The rain was already bucketing 

down when I had turned to the roads on the 

other side of which was the field,. And 

there they were, the group of these 

ebullient, boisterous, and jocular kids 

playing to their soul’s content. I stopped 

my car and instantly took off my black 

blazer and socks, and before the thoughts 

of how an adult ought to behave and what 

people might think of me could overpower 

and restrict my actions, I came out of my 

car and went to join these kids. They all 

noticed me approaching and I could read 

patches of curiosity and a tad of concern on 

their visages. All of them congregated 

awaiting my arrival. 

At first, I passed them a serious, 

musing glance. The next second, relieving 

them, I beamed and urged them to let me 

be the chaser once. The cheer on their faces 

returned instantly and they profoundly 

accepted my request. So it went, for the 

next hour, rain and thunder kept us 

company while we ran at each other, took 

shelter for a while when the rain had all of 

a sudden started pouring in torrents. At 

last, drenched and exhausted, dirty and 

laughing, we went to a nearby roadside 

Dhaba that the kids told me about. The 

steaming noodles instantly lit our faces for 

we all were famished. I dropped them at the 

colony where they lived. Most of them 

came from families that just made enough 

to live to make both ends meet. Their 

mothers thanked me cordially and one of 

them urged me to come to her house. I 

wasn’t in a hurry, so I obliged. She was a 

tailor, her husband ran a grocery shop. She 

warmly offered me one of her kurta pyjama 

sets. I hesitated for a moment but she 

insisted that I should change for I was 

soaked from head to toe. After promising 

another visit to her and other ladies of the 

colony and some chocolates and candies 

for the kids, I took my leave. 

The rain has turned to drizzle now 

as I sit by the windowsill, sipping coffee. 

Suddenly a flash of light in the sky catches 

my sight. The roar of thunder follows by in 

another moment; I smile as I trace the 

raindrops gliding through the glass panes 

of the window. The flash of lightning 

happens in an instant, it’s the roar of it that 

scares us but when it comes, the lightning 

has already taken place. The roar trembles 



our heart once and we get accustomed to 

feeling scared and keep away from the 

lightning. The thunder of what others 

might think, how will I be looked upon had 

so long caged me from showering in the 

rain of freedom, let the lightning of 

embarrassing moments come now, I will 

be scared no more, I will embrace 

embarrassment as warmly as I embrace my 

dignity and reputation. Let the adults laugh 

at my childish, callous conduct, I would be 

grateful to laugh along.
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₹ 

 copy of The Alchemy of Ageing 

paired with a cup of black 

coffee, much like the front cover 

of the book flaunts, is a perfectly rich yet 

bitter, flavourful journey, especially for 

young readers who dread even the rarest 

thoughts of ageing, into the nuances of what 

it is like to age “if accepted gracefully”, in 

Hamid’s own words from the preface. S. A. 

Hamid is a retired Professor from the 

Department of English, Kumaun University 

Campus, Almora. Full of creativity and 

vigour, he finds ageing “enriching and 

stimulating, both sexually and 

intellectually”. S. A. Hamid’s way of 
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looking at life, as is projected through his 

poetry collection and preface, is one of an 

optimist, who believes “there is at least 

some degree of truth in the popular saying 

about every dark cloud having a silver 

lining”. Being an optimist does not make 

him an idealist, and he refuses to remain 

ignorant of the multitudinous vices and 

taboos that surround him, the society he 

lives in and the world in general, making it 

a point to critique the prevalent 

discrimination, dogma, patriarchy and 

marginalization. 

Rich imagery paired with 

phenomenal wit and sarcasm is just the tip 

of the iceberg of the poetic array one finds 

in this anthology. The real treasure is their 

slice-of-life quality, that one and all, from 

any age-group whatsoever find themselves 

and their thoughts reflected in between 

these pages; be it exploring the shallow 

paradoxical nature of millennial love or 

something as deep as critiquing the varied 

aspects, both good and bad, of his religion 

from the stance of a non-dogmatic, open-

minded person; to narrating what life has 

become in the post-covid scenario, Hamid 

has done it all in this book. 

The act of writing poetry itself is 

sacred to Hamid, as he writes in his poem 

“Silence”: 

“The only meditation 

I have known 

results in poetry.” 

He has reverently used the 

sanctified concepts of Hijrat and Kerbala 

as references and inspiration in his life and 

consequently, in the poems he has written 

describing those moments from his life. 

Poetry holds such an important place in 

Hamid’s life and heart, that he considers 

himself as a poetic entity as well: “Let me 

not be an unfinished poem.” 

The theme of love is traversed by 

Hamid profusely, with numerous poems 

even eponymous of the feeling itself: 

“Cyber Love”, “Earthly Love”, “Honest 

Love”, and a ghazal, “In Love”. The readers 

find a deep longing for love filled with 

lamentation: 

Hamid’s views on love ranges from 

this romantic longing to practical 

sermonising: 

“We will part before that 

When the body gives way. 

Honest love is real, 

Not true love.” 

He doesn’t shy away from the 

darker recesses, i.e. the unsentimental 

physicality and loneliness of love too, with 



 

poems like “Lust”, “Carnal Appetites”, 

“Lonely Hearts” and “You and I”. Hamid 

dares to step into a puddle of paradoxical 

juxtaposition, when he yearns for what his 

very heart has grown weary of, loneliness: 

“In the arms of loneliness 

I feel my ageing bones give way 

To a strange yearning 

For lonely relationships;” 

Hamid makes it a point to reiterate 

his opinion on how love and passion are two 

completely alienable concepts and more 

often than not, are jumbled into one by the 

masses, as is evident in his ghazal, 

“They emit heat of passion, caresses, 

kisses, hugs 

But after copulation, do they remain in 

love? 

Between men and women, it’s passion, 

lust, 

And they keep on believing they are in 

love.” 

There is a state of dual 

belongingness in his poems, first to 

Lucknow, his janmabhumi (birthplace) and 

second to Almora, his karmabhumi (plane 

of action). His migration from the former to 

the latter, the process of bracing himself for 

the change, and then in consequence having 

two places he should consider home, but 

not one that he can truly belong to, is an 

aspect that will resonate with a plethora of 

readers who have migrated atleast once in 

their respective lives, be it geographically 

or metaphorically, and have experienced 

alienation in one form or another. Hamid’s 

exploration of the concept of home is a self-

reflective question in itself. Despite being 

from a feudal nawabi background, he 

doesn’t resonate with it, while being 

perfectly aware that he can’t get rid of his 

own ancestry, due to which he feels like a 

“stranger in (his) own city... So many 

memories, good and bad/ perhaps in equal 

measure”. The overpowering need to run 

away, more so spiritually than physically, 

from the concept of home one feels stifled 

by, is a very relatable sentiment in today’s 

world when everyone has felt traumatized 

at one point or the other in their lives, by 

their past. Hamid too, found a home away 

from the place which was thrust upon him 

as his supposed-to-be home: 

“I built a shield 

a home away from home 

No ghosts of the past to haunt me” 

Living in a place as sublime as the 

lap of Himalayas, a deep seated love for 

nature, its beauty finds a special place in 

Hamid’s poetry. Nature is used as a 

metaphor and muse in several of these 

poems.  

The Alchemy of Ageing is as much a 

tongue-in-cheek commentary on post-



 

modern lifestyle and romance, (especially 

the turn of events due to Covid-19 and how 

it has affected each and every life), as it is a 

jarring attack on the hypocrisies of customs, 

traditions and religion. It is a sneak-peek 

into the mind of a profound man, who 

prefers having a vision of the world as a 

whole gigantic canvas, rather than choosing 

to look at it through a tiny peephole of one’s 

own narrow perspectives.  
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Bond 
 
 

y poor girl must hate 

me! I scolded her on 

her birthday, that too 

after being late for the cake cutting. 

Boss has been giving me such a hard time. 

What if I lose my job? How will I look after 

my Cherry and my wife then? But never 

mind, these are problems in the long run, 

what should I do right now? How terribly 

she wept... my darling’s face and nose were 

red, her eyes teary, she was panting! How 

pathetic I feel, for making her feel that 

way…” 

Father, being unable to sleep, kept 

ruminating agitatedly in his bed. His boss 

had been relentless for some time now, 

asking him to perform irrelevant tasks. And 

despite knowing that this was an 

exploitation of the employees, that too 

during the pandemic, he couldn’t switch 

jobs, the job market being what it was; 

several companies laying off their 

employees. He was well aware of the 

situation. 

Father left the house in vexation, every 

morning. The tasks that his company had 

assigned could be performed from home 

easily, but just because they were paid full 

salary, to juice it out the boss forced them 

to come to the office. Father was a hard 

worker. He was not annoyed because he 

had to go to the office. He had an 

experience of working overtime on several 

occasions. He was just scared of getting 

infected and bringing the disease home. 

Every time he returned home, Cherry used 

to come running to hug him, like she always 

had since she started walking. The stress of 

work, feeling of powerlessness, and 

concern for Cherry’s health made him lose 

his calm and shout at Cherry that evening. 

She ran away crying and slept in her 

mother’s arms. They didn’t celebrate 

anything. Father was really upset and felt 

guilty.  

Next morning, he woke up early and went 

to Cherry’s room. He sat next to her bed and 

started stroking her hair. She woke up 

rubbing her eyes and smiled. She was 

happy to see her father. She hugged him. 

Father’s eyes got moist. He smiled and 

showed the fairytale book that he had 
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bought for her. Cherry started reading it 

right away and enjoyed it a lot.  

Father read the story to her and Cherry kept 

giggling every now and then. In all her 

innocence, she had forgotten about last 

night, as kids often do. She was happy to be 

in her father’s arms. Father’s heart warmed 

up by her adorable smile and he decided 

that he will never let his stress cause any 

pain to his darling Cherry. 

He hoped that the pandemic would be over 

soon so that he could take his daughter and 

wife for an outing where they could enjoy, 

laugh and get rid of the stress and negativity 

together. But first he vowed to make sure to 

keep his family safe and happy at home, 

always. 
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Empty Streets & Glorious Past …

 

 
 … Autumn Met Winter and Others



 

 
Empty streets, hustle free passes 

No whoops and hollers post the classes. 
Where’s canteen chat and gossip gang, 

 University was so different before the crisis.  



 

 

 

 

 

 
Lovely edifice, lush green fields 

Arts quadrilateral and cadet’s drum beats 
Glorious past and pastel walls, 

I wish to be a part till the curtain falls. 



 

 

Once autumn met winter on the bench under this tree, a green tree neat the deep blue ocean, the tree 

that now awaits the spring to be back. 



 

 

 

This colossal tower, apart and alone, has met innumerable ocean waves and tells its story silently to 

the sky. 



 

 

 

The shimmering sea bids farewell to the smiling daylight, with a promise to meet again tomorrow. 
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