
 

MARIYAM 
 

  

 

We lived in Kashmir valley, called as the “Heaven on earth”. We in this sentence refers to my 

family; my family that constitutes of my Abba, Ammi and 05 siblings including a 16 year old me; 

the eldest of all siblings. My name is Mariyam, we live away trem town and in a village at the 

foothills of high mountains; life here has its own challenges and perks. The place is so beautiful, 

serene, full of tranquillity and as pure as it can ever be. People here aren‟t very social with each 

other; but they support each other in their tough and unpleasant times. Most of them go to 

South Kashmir and further to south; for earning their living and rest of the earning members in 

the house; undertake trivial tasks in the village itself. People here are religious, they believe 

“Lord Allah” will change their fate, will bestow them with happiness, food and resources; which I 

find very unrealistic and impractical. My family falling in the same loop visit a Masjid nearby my 

mohalla; on weekly basis asking “Allah” for best of health and happiness for everyone. 

 

My mother has taught me from childhood, “A person makes his own fate by himself”, I have 

grown up with the same dictum in my life; hence I want to do something for my parents. I so feel 

like being like mother, she is such a loyal, industrious, adorable person who is perfect as a 

mother, daughter and wife; there is so much to look up to her. My father on the other hand is a 

modern man, he tells me to look beyond the boundaries of these ridges and cliffs; he goes 

against the social norms for the upliftment of family. Hence, he is not that famed in our society, 

disliked by spiritual preachers; who are against upliftment and modernisation of the society. He 

travels various states in the nation for his business of wool and cloth and is a diligent person 

who works hard for earning living for the family. 
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This summer, few months after the snow melted here in my village, my father made sure that I 

went to study in Kupwara Senior Secondary College (SSC) for my higher education; however 

this resolution of him wasn‟t that forthcoming in the village. On Friday that week, when he went 

to Masjid for jumma, the maulavi there showed his disagreement over this decision of my father; 

that made him very furious. He took my father to a separate clingy and ill lit room, I heard yelling 

of people from a distance; I had not seen my father that furious in all these years. After finishing 

prayers in masjid he came home and narrated the entire story 

to my mother; a lady who is so much but at last a 

conservative-orthodox lady. I could feel so much tension 

developing in the family, my mother sobbed the entire night; I 

could feel the supper served to us was all bitter that night. 

Father on the other hand, slept empty stomach; however I feel 

he hardly could have slept that night. That was the last day 

when he went to masjid, from that day on his religion was 

restricted to his „allah‟ at home and us. I could now see the 

indifference in the eyes of people, the way they treated my father as if it was a crime for me to 

get educated. I cursed myself, all those days; I felt comfortable staying indoors without those 

nagging, criticising eyes staring me and my siblings.  

  Now, winters were coming close; it was that time of the year again when my father had to go 

for his clothing business. Every time this year, I see a mixture of characters in my mother; there 

is fear and strength in her eyes. It started as normal day when our house being at the fringes 

and aloof of the mohalla; was intruded by 05 strangers. They were wearing phiren, thirsty, 

hungry, carrying heavy bags, dark circles around their eyes, attired in untidy footwear and 

clothes; they forced themselves in. They were ruthless animals, closing all the windows of our 

home, bolting all the doors, destroying our utensils in kitchen, tearing apart the furniture and 

putting them against the wall as if they were building defences, threatening my parents; 

everything was so abrupt that it terrified us to death. They misbehaved with my mother and 

assaulted her physically multiple times; I couldn‟t see her suffering; so I rushed into the room 

and saw my father tied with multiple injuries over his body who had already bled to death. The 

moment, I saw this; I fainted. I cannot forget that miserable night ever. In one moment, 

everything just shattered to nothing.  My father who became the victim of those cruel howlers, 

who were later recognized as foreign terrorists and pinned down by Indian Army. 
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My aim to become and making my parents proud just shattered in a blink of an eye. In mere a 

moment, I lost my father, not even was able to bid him his final farewell, I lost all dreams, I lost 

my family, I lost everything; the few strangers that ruined my life forever. The entire world, just 

fall on to my doorstep as if hell broke down upon me. The dreams of my father, the expectations 

of my mother and my belief has now transformed in the miseries of my life. To carry on with the 

loads of my broken dreams, is too heavy to bear. I now sit alone sobbing, with my of siblings 

and mother in excruciating pain; with utter despair in my eyes and tears already dried. The 

days, the nights and everything seems useless and pointless from here. My grief cannot be 

explained in words, the void I have in my heart, my mind and in my soul is unparalleled. I am left 

over with no father feeding and supporting our family monetarily and emotionally. The future 

now seems so bleak, on personal front I have lost my present and my future; battling the world 

against all odds, a never ending deprivation from education and basic amenities of life. Living is 

equivalent to a curse now, a burden which I have to shoulder for the remainder of plight. The 

shattered pieces of my family, with no support; will ghost me throughout my life.  

 


