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M
y room wall is scarred

with engravings. I

wrote my name a few

times, and the days I have been

here - 2005. I keep track because

it helps me keep my sanity intact.

I’ve been in confinement for so

long that I don’t remember my

sister’s voice, or the taste of my

mother’s chapatis. I can’t even

remember the last time I had a

hearty laugh. The war was seven

years ago, but it continues to de-

stroy me even now.

The scars on my back and shoul-

ders are reminder of the war, how

I ended up here, as a prisoner of

war, betrayed by my colleague,

failed by my plan and alleged to

be spying for my country. 

The sun is a little different today,

I muse. When you’ve been in a

room with only a small window

for this long, the sun becomes

your only friend. I see the sunset

every day, to etch another day on

the wall.

A sudden knock on the door star-

tles me. I sit up and see a hand

pass a plate. It’s the same food I

eat every day. I pray before my

meal like I always do, hoping

against hope that I get free today.

And gobble it all, in an attempt to

fight the constant hunger.

The noises outside are usually

soothing. I lie down and listen

everyday about the lives outside,

because mine is stuck in a limbo.

I hear the noises grow louder

today, and then a bit more; this

never happens. I sit up to hear at

the door, my heart races, “Is it

today?” I stand up and feel a pain

shoot up my leg and spine. I cry

out and fall. 

I always forget that my legs don’t

work anymore. Two infected

gunshot wounds stare back at me.

I hear guns now, and I crouch

back into the wall. I feel my

throat getting drier. The screams

outside are blurred by the heart-

beat in my ears. Something is

going on outside, I need to call

out, I shout, but my voice comes

out cracked, not at all like the

voice I once had. Words form in

my mouth, and I scream. 

I hear bangs on my door, I feel a

body slumping against it, and

then for the first time in 2005

days, my door opens. I cry out,

feeling the tears rolling down my

bony face. Someone comes in

and drags me out, “This one has

no identification, can you

speak?” “Tahmina, 6578,” I man-

age to whisper. The man stops

and murmurs, “You have done a

great duty to your country

ma’am, we thank you. Your mes-

sage reached us distorted, but

helped us a great deal.” I cry out,

unable to contemplate the words.

Had I succeeded? Had my mes-

sage warned my country? I find

myself being lead outside. 

As soon as I feel my bare feet on

the ground, I slump down touch-

ing it. I feel the sun on my face

and someone else’s hand pats my

back. I cry because I haven’t felt

all this in years. All the pain in

my body calms down for a while.

All the feelings, I had forgotten

about, come rushing back to me.

I feel the cries of victory. Sud-

denly, I feel everything. G  T
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“Who let the words out? Who? Who?”
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I hear bangs on my door, I

feel a body slumping against

it, and for the first time in

2005 days, my door opens. I

cry out, feeling the tears...
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Green Ice Tea 

Method

Ingredients
Boiling water.................4cups

Green tea bags..............8 bags

Cold water.....................2cups

Sweetener (optional)........2tsp
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Iced Green Tea Pitcher

In a saucepan, pour boiling

water over tea bags; cover and

steep for 5 minutes.

Remove tea bags from water,

squeezing gently.

Stir in 2 cups cold water and

sweetener, stirring until sweet-

ener dissolves.

Keep it in refrigerator for

some time. Serve chilled. 

Method

Ingredients
Mint leaves (chopped).1/2 cup

Green tea bags ......................2

Honey .............................1 tsp

Water .....................2 1/2 cups

Crushed ice.................8 cubes

Minty Green Ice Tea

Put some chopped mint

leaves in a tall glass .

Keep the glass in a fridge for

10 mins. 

Boil the water and add the

tea bags.

Remove the tea bags using a

spoon, add honey and mix well, 

Add crushed ice and garnish

with mint leaves. 

 Your minty green ice tea is

ready to serve!
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Help

Delhi’s choking

Everything is smoking

Help

For I can’t see anything

Neither the landscapes

Nor the future coming about

Only a filthy clout

It’s a time bomb

Strapped around the chest

Of the city we call Delhi

Which now stands scared

For now, it’s praying

Praying hard to God

But whenever it looks up in hope

Smog smirks and applauds

And lets out a mocking laugh

“Oh human, this is your fault

Nature had enough for your need

But not for your greed.”

So as we wear masks as jewelry

And crib and cry

Let’s try acting wise for a change

For once, let’s just try

Let’s not put a price to oxygen

When it was granted for free

Let’s not waste the last chance

For after this, all will be amiss

Let’s plant more trees

Else oxygen will not be free

Let’s be kind to nature

It’s the only way out mature 

Only if we try hard

Then we might stand a chance

There might be a ray of sunlight

In this deathly circumstance G  T
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I didn’t know her

When she came to my life

But I started loving her

From the first sight

Her soft hands and bangles

Wake me up every morning 

She teaches me values

In multiple hues

She shares my happiness 

She shares my sorrows

Each hardship of my life 

Is what she borrows

She walks with me 

Holds my hand at every step

Making sure I don’t fall

I just have to give her a call

I didn’t know her 

When she came to my life

But I started loving her

From the first sight.G  T
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