
“Congratulat ions!  The 
pacemaker implanta-
t ion is  successful .”
The sat isf ied cardiol-
ogist  beamed at  me, 
then switched over to 
a  ser ious expression.
“As a  40-year old pa-
t ient  of  cardiac ar-
rest ,  you need to take 
due care of  yourself 
and take a l l  mea-
sures to stay stress-
free.  I  str ict ly  prohib-
it  you from watching 
Prime Time on T V.” 
He gr inned at  me.  He 
knew I  myself  was a 
Prime Time debate 
host  for  a  nat ional 
news channel,  and this 
categorical  ban would 
mean I  could no lon-
ger continue with what 
he cal led ‘an incendi-
ar y,  highly stressful 
pract ice’.

***

Today is  my f irst  day 
out  of  the hospita l ,  and 
the f irst  t ime in ages 
when I’m not wracking 
my brains out  over the 
next  s immering debate 
issue.  For once,  I ’m on 
the other s ide of  the 
T V. I  haven’t  been re-
str icted from watching 
the news,  so I  switch 
on the T V and head 
straight  for  a  random 
news channel. 

Al l  the world’s  a 
stage,  especia l ly  for 
TRP-hungr y media 
persons.  If  there’s 
anything more mis-
cal ibrat ing than a 
one-sided news debate 
show, it’s  the hack-
neyed ‘100 headlines 
in 100 seconds’  morn-
ing programme. Ev-

er y headline is  a  hype 
du jour of  an obscure 
cr ime,  and ever y fol-
lowing headline is  a 
gorier  version of  the 
same ‘news’.  I ’m glad 
my channel  had dis-
continued this  format 
some t ime back,  and 
replaced it  with good 

ol’  cr it ica l ,  factual  re-
port ing.  The next  news 
programme is  pract i-
cal ly  a  looping cl ip of 
reporters  bickering for 
sel f ies  with a  popular 
r ight ist  leader af ter  a 
press  conference.  An-
noyed,  I  change to my 
channel. 
My show has star ted, 

except  that  Ravi  has 
taken over ever s ince I 
was hospita l ised. 

I  l inger around for a 
bit ,  just  to see how 
Ravi  is  handling the 
reins. 

‘Let  me speak now…’

Admittedly,  the dis-
cussion has gone too 
far  lef t ,  and is  vi l i f i-
cat ion of  a  tr ivia l  mat-
ter.  But  st i l l ,  it’s  better 
than being r ight-wing 
biased,  r ight?

Perhaps not .  6  years 
back,  when the oth-
er  party was in pow-
er,  and when I  was the 
presenter  of  the eve-
ning news analysis ,  I 
extensively covered 
the hottest  scandal  by 
that  government.  I  re-
ceived a cal l  f rom the 
proprietor the ver y 
next  day.

“Just  don’t  mention 
this  one news? I  ac-
knowledge the quali-
ty  of  content  and the 
viewership garnered, 
but  refrain f rom ex-
plicit ly  naming indi-
viduals  involved.”

I  saw where it  came 
from. The owner of 
our company had t ies 
with the nephew of  the 
party’s  vice-president; 
but  even so,  I  hadn’t 
ant icipated this  re-
sponse f rom what I  had 
a lways considered to 
be a  neutral ,  relat ive-
ly  unbiased company. 
Presenting a  suppos-
edly research-inten-
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sive show after  such 
brazen sel f-censorship 
wasn’t  my cup of  tea,  so 
I  switched to host ing 
Prime Time.  With my 
plural ist ic  approach, 
the show wasn’t  nearly 
as  loud and schismatic 
as  its  counterparts  on 
most  other channels . 

I  switch of f  the T V, 
and the air  is  at  once 
rel ieved of  the ten-
sion that  had bui lt  up 
in my room. I  shut  my 
eyes and drif ted back 
to the t imes when I 
was an ardent l itera-
ture af icionado pursu-
ing English Honours. 
If  things had worked 
out wel l ,  I  would have 
pursued an MA in Ox-
ford or Cambridge. 
The turning point 
came when I ,  a long 
with other students , 
happened to witness 
a  junior gett ing beat-
en to death by a  gang 
of  student protestors . 
I  f roze in horror as 
I  registered the face 
of  one of  them– the 
grandson of  a  promi-
nent staf f  member.  The 

news quiet ly  spread 
within the conf ines 
of  our col lege,  but  we 
were too afraid to bear 
witness .  Although I 
managed to reach out 
to a  trustworthy inde-
pendent media source 
af ter  a  day of  s i lence 
on the issue,  local  dai-
l ies  a lready bore head-
l ines on how ‘A student 
committed suicide in 
val iant  desperate pro-
test’.  That  was when 
I  resolved to pursue 
journalism, and be the 
one who,  despite  a l l 
odds,  can fearlessly  re-
port  the ground truth.

My train of  thought 
halts  as  the maid en-
ters  the hal l .

“Hope you’re not 
watching Prime Time?”

She chuckles ,  and 
scampers into the 
kitchen and returns 
with my lunch.

I  s lowly ingest  the 
bland diabet ic  food, 
then turn on the T V 
to ‘Saas,  Bahu aur 

Melodrama’.  Here’s  a l l 
the masala  I’ l l  nev-
er  get  f rom my food 
from now on.  I  s igh, 
and change to another 
news channel.

‘Khloe total ly  sizzled in 
a snake pr int  dress—’

Thank you,  next .

Real ly,  what  is  the 
point  of  broadcast-
ing these factoids? 
The next  news chan-
nel  has a  pretty woman 
rambling about horo-
scopes– “. . . the planets’ 
a l ignment is  in your 
favour.  Your chi ld has 
high odds of  clear ing 
his  engineering en-
trance exam…”
A shadow of  a  smile 
plays on my l ips ,  as  I 
wonder i f  I  would’ve 
dodged my current  pre-
dicament had I  run the 
PCM/JEE rat  race af ter 
my sophomore year in 
high school.  Perhaps, 
as  an engineer,  I  would 
have a  sober l i fe,  and I 
wouldn’t  suf fer  a  heart 
attack? Anyway,  this  is 
probably a  blessing in 

disguise.  Two months 
of  rest  should do me 
wonders,  as  I  detach 
myself  f rom journal-
ism for a  whi le.

***

I  g lance at  my mani-
cured hands,  then at 
the cameras around me 
as  I  walk into the stu-
dio. 
‘No Prime Time’,  the 
doctor had said.  I  have 
switched to anchor-
ing the dayt ime news 
bul let in– the chan-
nel  was kind enough 
to of fer  me the posi-
t ion of  a  news writer, 
as  a  quieter  a lterna-
t ive,  but  I  decided to 
throw myself  into the 
newsroom as wel l .  The 
temptat ion of  spinning 
stories  in f ront of  the 
camera is  too strong to 
resist  now.

*Dramatic  soundtrack 
and sensat ional  visu-
als*

“Namaskar darshakon, 
aap dekh rahe hain 
Shudh Samachar. . . .”

It’s  b een quite  some 
t ime s ince  the  gov-
ernment  revoked the 
Ar t ic les  370  and 35A, 
which  granted  sp ec ia l 
p owers  and cer tain  ex-
empt ions  to  the  s tate  of 
Jammu & Kashmir.  L i fe 
s t i l l  hasn’t  re turned to 
normalc y  in  the  new-
ly  formed union terr i -
tor ies ,  however,  p eo-
ple  are  making  due.  A 
Kashmir i ,  L adak hi  and 

a  Jammunite  acc iden-
ta l ly  bump into  each 
other  somewhere  and 
the  fol lowing  so c ie ty 
mandated  nicet ies , 
hav ing  a  conversat ion 
on the  revo cat ion of 
the  aforement ioned 
ar t ic les .  (The  conver-
sat ion takes  place  on 
ha l f  the  s tage ,  which 
i s  l ighted.  However, 
the  other  ha l f  i s  dark 
and s i lhouettes  can b e 

ident i f ied  s tanding)

Kashmir i :   Af ter  a l l 
th is  hue  and cr y,  i t ’s 
these  damned L ada-
k his  that  got  Azadi . 
Always  whining  ab out 
how they  were  b e ing 
t reated  as  the  middle 
chi ld .  As  i f  they  can 
ever  b ecome devel-
op ed,  with  us  or  with-
out  us .  ( snickers)

(L adak hi  breaks  into 
a  j ing le  in  the  back-
ground,  th inking 
ab out  acche  din  f ina l ly 
coming home,  ignor-
ing  the  snide  remark)

Jammunite :  Meh.  I  re-
a l ly  don’t  care .  We st i l l 
have  to  s t ick  around 
with  you guys  just  b e-
cause  the  centra l  gov-
ernment  was  uncom-
for table  ab out  the  idea 

Three old friends
-Advik Jain
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of  a  Musl im major ity 
s tate  or  union terr i -
tor y  or  whatever  for 
go d’s  sake  we  are  now. 
Kashmiri :  Haa.  E asy 
for  you to  say.  Things 
haven’t  b een th is 
worse  s ince… ever.  No 
communicat ion,  no 
internet ,  no  nothing .  
Frank ly  what  go o d is 
th is  cr is i s  i f  I  can’t 
put  Insta  s tor ies  ever y 
hour.  #Kashmir ispir it 
# We w i l l n o t b o w d o w n 
# A z a d i St i l l Not Fou n d . 
Also,  my g ir l f r iend 
now seems to  th ink  I 
am avoiding  her.  Any-
way,  go o d r iddance. 
(p out ,  ac ts  as  i f  t ak ing 
a  se l f ie ,  cr ies)

Jammunite :  A l l  you 
p eople  ever  do  i s  com-
plain  and complain . 
( shakes  head)

L adak hi  (who by  now 
and has  joined in  the 
conversat ion) :  The 
government  has  tech-
nica l ly  not  exceeded 
any  lega l  b oundar-
ies….

L ad a k hi  ( sobbing , 
cont inues) :  …. . .The 
Kashmir  Access ion 
Pac t  was  the  same as 
other  pr incely  s tates 
s igned at  the  t ime of 
par t i t ion.  S econdly, 
sp ec ia l  concess ions 
g iven in  said  a . .ar. .
ar t ic les  were  only  a 
t radeof f ,  ( sobbing 
cont inues)  for  d isp os-
ing  of  Sheik  Ab dul lah 
who It’s  b een quite 
some t ime s ince  the 
government  revoked 
the  Ar t ic les  370  and 
35A,  which  granted 
sp ec ia l  p owers  and 
cer tain  exempt ions 
to  the  s tate  of  Jam-
mu & Kashmir.  L i fe 
s t i l l  hasn’t  re turned to 
normalc y  in  the  new-

ly  formed union terr i -
tor ies ,  however,  p eo-
ple  are  making  due.  A 
Kashmir i ,  L adak hi  and 
a  Jammunite  acc iden-
ta l ly  bump into  each 
other  somewhere  and 
the  fol lowing  so c ie ty 
mandated  nicet ies , 
hav ing  a  conversat ion 
on the  revo cat ion of 
the  aforement ioned 
ar t ic les .  (The  conver-
sat ion takes  place  on 
ha l f  the  s tage ,  which 
i s  l ighted.  However, 
the  other  ha l f  i s  dark 
and s i lhouettes  can b e 
ident i f ied  s tanding)

Kashmir i :   Af ter  a l l 
th is  hue  and cr y,  i t ’s 
these  damned L ada-
k his  that  got  Azadi . 
Always  whining  ab out 
how they  were  b e ing 
t reated  as  the  middle 
chi ld .  As  i f  they  can 
ever  b ecome devel-
op ed,  with  us  or  with-
out  us .  ( snickers)

(L adak hi  breaks  into 
a  j ing le  in  the  back-
ground,  th inking 
ab out  acche  din  f i -
na l ly  coming home, 
ignor ing  the  snide  re-
mark)

Jammunite :  Meh.  I  re-
a l ly  don’t  care .  We st i l l 
have  to  s t ick  around 
with  you guys  just 
b ecause  the  centra l 
government  was  un-
comfor table  ab out  the 
idea  of  a  Musl im ma-
jor ity  s tate  or  union 
terr itor y  or  whatever 
for  go d’s  sake  we  are 
now. 
Kashmiri :  Haa.  E asy 
for  you to  say.  Things 
haven’t  b een th is 
worse  s ince… ever.  No 
communicat ion,  no 
internet ,  no  nothing .  
Frank ly  what  go o d is 
th is  cr is i s  i f  I  can’t 

put  Insta  s tor ies  ever y 
hour.  #Kashmir ispir it 
# We w i l l n o t b o w d o w n 
# A z a d i St i l l Not Fou n d . 
Also,  my g ir l f r iend 
now seems to  th ink  I 
am avoiding  her.  Any-
way,  go o d r iddance. 
(p out ,  ac ts  as  i f  t ak ing 
a  se l f ie ,  cr ies)

Jammunite :  A l l  you 
p eople  ever  do  i s  com-
plain  and complain . 
( shakes  head)

L adak hi  (who by  now 
and has  joined in  the 
conversat ion) :  The 
government  has  tech-
nica l ly  not  exceeded 
any  lega l  b oundar-
ies….
( Jammunite  and Kash-
mir i  inst inc t ive ly 
s tar t  making  fun of 
the  L adak hi ,  who tears 
up.  They  console  h im 
though)

L ad a k hi  ( sobbing , 
cont inues) :  …. . .The 
Kashmir  Access ion 
Pac t  was  the  same as 
other  pr incely  s tates 
s igned at  the  t ime of 
par t i t ion.  S econdly, 
sp ec ia l  concess ions 
g iven in  said  a . .ar. .
ar t ic les  were  only  a 
t radeof f ,  ( sobbing 
cont inues)  for  d isp os-
ing  of  Sheik  Ab dul lah 
who was  b ecoming in-

creas ing ly  ant i - India , 
by  1954 .  These  ar t ic les 
were  a lways  meant  for 
t ighter  control  of  the 
Indian Union over  the 
reg ion,  instead  of  b e-
coming p ol it ica l  to ols 
that  they  had now b e-
come. 
( Jammunite  and Kash-
mir i  s tare  in  amaze-
ment ,  hav ing  seen an 
educated  L adak hi  for 
the  f i rs t  t ime)

Jammunite  (chimes  in 
enthus iast ica l ly) :  The 
government  d id  fol low 
the  necessar y  and cor-
rec t  l eg is lat ive  pro ce-
dure  for  rep ea l ing  the 
ar t ic les .  A vote  was 
held  in  b oth  the  hous-
es  of  the  par l iament , 
was  passed  by  more 
than a  sup ermajor ity 
and enjoyed p ol it ica l 
acceptance  f rom even 
severa l  opp osit ion 
par t ies….

(Meanwhi le  the  other 
s ide  of  the  s tage  l ights 
up,  and the  ac tors 
pause  and l ights  on 
the ir  s ide  d ims.  The 
s i lhouette  comes  into 
fo cus  and intro duc-
es  i t se l f  a  typica l  na-
t iona l  par ty  p ol i t ic ian 
tasked with  leg is lat ion 
in  the  nat iona l  par l ia-
ment  and resp onsible 
for  the  whole  countr y)
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‘O sweet sunshine
Piercing the winter haze
Do not irk me
As I have befriended
The obscurity
Of the darkest pits’

My voice is hoarse from 
screaming all night. I 
wonder whether the 
passenger sitting next 
to me can sense the re-
verberations of the tur-
bulent riots transpiring 

in my universe. Would 
he notice the tremors in 
my inconsistent tone? 
Would he offer to ce-
ment those gaps in my 
speech with his false 
commiserations? Oh 
look, he is getting off at 
the next station,leaving 
me alone to fight my 
own battles.
But the truth of the 
matter is, I am exhaust-
ed. Tired of waiting for 
my final destination to 

arrive. Tired of faking a 
smile and telling every-
body “All is well” when 
things cannot be worse. 
Simple tasks have be-
come ordeals. At times, 
breathing tightens my 
chest and ingesting 
food feels like swallow-
ing stones. Mornings 
are the worst. The sheer 
amount of energy it 
takes to kick my feet off 
the ground and catch 
the train I am current-

ly riding, is inexplica-
bly humongous. The sky 
seems to have turned 
into a faded shade of 
turquoise. From where I 
am observing, the grass 
is greener on the other 
side. Colourful butter-
flies agitate me. Their 
aimless wanderings are 
reminiscent of my own 
mundane existence.   
 
I am afraid of looking 
at these strangers di-

Hello, from the other side

Nati ona l  Pol it i c i an: 
Ahh… The technica l i -
t ies  of  l aw. . .What  can 
I  say?  I  just  saved my-
se l f  t remendous  e f for t 
by  not  explaining  to 
these  p eople  what  i s 
and what  wi l l  go  on. 
By  imp osing  a  cur-
few,  I  a l so  saved my-
se l f  f rom b eing  asked 
embarrass ing  ques-
t ions ,  l ike  why didn’t 
you keep opp osit ion 
par t ies  and lo ca l  l ead-
ers  in  the  lo op,  why 
this ,  why that ,  yada 
yada .  I ’ l l  now govern 
as  I  s ee  f i t  b ecause , 
lo ca l  aspirat ions  and 
dist inc t ions  mean l i t -
t le  to  me.  I  th ink  I ’ l l 
br ing  my wi fe  to   J&k 
next  month b ecause 
s ince  cur fews  have 
dest royed the  tour-
ism industr y  and a l l 
the  crowds  have  van-
ished,  pr ices  would  b e 
just  l ike  the  economy. 
Down!! ( laughs) 

(Pol it ic ian  s ide’s  l ights 
d immed again  and the 
other  s ide  l ights  up 

again  and the  #  gen-
t lemen cont inue  the ir 
conversat ion as  i f 
nothing  happ ened )

Kashmiri :  S o  putt ing 
our  e lec ted  leaders 
under  house  arrest , 
denying  them even the 
chance  to  represent 
our  v iews  was  correc t? 
Was  denying  us  the 
choice  to  put  for th  our 
v iews  correc t?  Was 
imp osing  a  cur few 
for  months  correc t? 
This  s t i f l ed  the  l ive-
l iho o ds  of  thousands 
of  p eople ,  d isr upted 
educat ion and cut  us 
of f  the  world! !   Aren’t 
we  Indians  just  l ike 
you two?  Just  b ecause 
some f r inge  e lements 
cause  nuisance,  do es 
i t  mean that  we  should 
b e  branded and denied 
bas ic  r ights  which  you 
take  for  granted?  

(Other  s ide  l ights  up 
again ,  but  th is  t ime 
the  s i lhouette  int ro-
duces  i t se l f  as  a  L o-
ca l  J&K p ol it ic ian  re-
sp onsible  for  the  wel l 

b e ing  of  the  lo ca l  p eo-
ple  )

J&K Pol it i c i an: 
Frank ly,  house  arrest 
a in’t  so  bad.  I  get  a  va-
cat ion f rom a l l  that  in-
cessant  shout ing .  And, 
now that  I  can’t  use 
370  propaganda and 
p ol it ica l ly  weap onise 
the  need to  preser ve 
our  “sp ec ia l  s tatus”,  I 
wi l l  never  b e  able  to 
s t i r  up  the  those  “pa-
t r iot ic”  fee l ings .  The 
centra l  government 
has  played a  go o d one. 
I ’ l l  probably  need to 
f ind  new ways  to  fo ol 
these  p eople .  Oh!  Ex-
cuse  me,  i t ’s  a lmost 
snack  t ime.  (ex it s )

(The  l ights  d im on the 
Pol it ic ian  s ide  and the 
s tor y  cont inues .  The 
atmosphere ,  however 
has   suddenly  turned 
heav y  and the  Jammu-
nite  and L adak hi  have 
s tar t  fee l ing  uncom-
for table)

L ad a k hi  ( s tammers) : 
S . . s . . s ecur ity  reasons . 

There  were  secur ity 
reasons….

Kashmiri :  No.  Even i f 
the  Ar t ic les  were  not 
fundamenta l  to  our 
b e ing  a  par t  of  the 
Indian Union,  are  we 
not  ent it led  to  have  a 
say  on something  that 
d irec t ly  concerns  us? 
When Telangana  was 
created,  was  a  cur few 
put  in  place?  People 
were  r unning  amok 
as  wi ld  as  animals .  It s 
as  i f  the  government 
made  our  l ives  worse 
so  that  when we go 
back  to  our  “normal” 
l ives ,  we  forget  that 
something  happ ened 
and are  just  grate fu l 
for  b e ing  le f t  a lone. 

(The  Jammunite  has 
no  resp onse,  instead, 
cha l lenges  the  Kash-
mir i  to  a  duel  for  su-
p er ior ity,  as  a lways . 
The  L adak hi  fee ls  no 
obl igat ion towards 
these  two anymore 
and r uns  away  )

-Muskan Sharma
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rectly in their eyes lest 
they notice that my pu-
pils are extremely dilat-
ed. So instead, I try to 
focus on the book idly 
resting on my lap.
“I was within and with-
out, simultaneously en-
chanted and repelled by 
the inexhaustible vari-
ety of life.” 

I could have related to 
that quote, except that 
now I am mostly re-
pulsed by anything that 
life has to throw at me. 
A beautiful dress? Too 
boisterous. A sad song? 
One can’t dance to it. 
My choices have be-
come an aggregation of 
negations.
I wish to hope that 
therapy sessions are 
helping me sleep sans 
nightmares. It’s been 
exactly four days since 
I have had the same 
old dream of me being 
chased by a tall, hid-
eous, masked figure. He 
knows my next move, 
before I know it myself. 
I can never outrun him. 
So, when I start to run 
out of breath, I pause 
and face this monster 
fearlessly. I want to 
find out who is hiding 

behind that mask. My 
hand reaches out for 
his face, and as I step 
forward to pull off the 
mask, I trip over a rock 
and keep falling into 
nothingness. That is 
when I wake up. During 
my last visit to Dr Knutz 
(ironic name,eh?) , he 
asked me to describe 
the monster in absolute 
detail. I did. Then he 
asked me to answer the 
question, “Who am I?”. 
I began to answer and 
then stopped abruptly.

Apparently, the sero-
tonin in my blood has 
dipped low to a dan-
gerous level. I take out 
the pills and with great 
effort, gulp them down 
all at once. Even though 
medication doesn’t 
make me feel any bet-
ter, I take them anyway 
because I don’t want to 
worry my parents, es-
pecially after what they 
have gone through af-
ter my brother passed 
away. There, I said it. 
Dr Knutz would be so 
proud of me. The one 
emotion which I can 
distinctly discern from 
the others cobbled up 
in the cauldron of my 

mind, is that of my love 
for my parents. I am a 
cent percent sure that as 
and when I take my last 
breath, the only f lash-
back I will have will be 
that of my mother call-
ing out my name in a 
soft, hushed voice, al-
most as if singing me a 
lullaby to sleep.

The train is finally en-
tering the tunnel. It’s 
funny how one second 
everything seems bright 
and illuminated and 
the next second my en-
tire frame of existence 
plunges into darkness. 
My anxiety has returned 
and is now feeding on 
the last shreds of faith 
I have in my abilities to 
get out of this perpetual 
loop of emotional pa-
ralysis. The ‘tick-tock’ 
of the watch adorning 
my wrist, is pulling me 
down and my legs have 
become transfixed. I 
am screaming out re-
ally loud. But it seems 
like the cacophony of 
my voice have all gob-
bled up and formed 
an enormous lump in 
my throat. Nobody in 
my vicinity has even 
thrown a glance at me. I 

look at my reflection in 
the glass window. The 
face staring back at me 
is mostly harmless, ex-
cept the eyes. They say 
that eyes are a direct 
portal to the heart. At 
last, I have concurred 
with this conjecture.

I spot a dandelion 
swiftly twirling in the 
winter breeze. It’s care-
free, solemn waltz is 
beginning to tantalise 
me for some indefin-
able reason. It’s feath-
ery existence is defying 
all bounds of gravity. 
The weight pinning 
down my legs gradually 
begins to fade out and I 
feel light again. My sta-
tion has arrived. I prac-
tically jump, to check 
whether or not I man-
aged to break down the 
chains I had been teth-
ered down with. 
Surprisingly, I did.

“O sweet sunshine,
Harbinger of spring
Will thou pull me out
Of this abominable 
abyss,
To witness the f lowers
Turn from red to pink”

In his book, The Wealth 
of Nations, Adam 
Smith asks a very vital 
question - how do you 
get your dinner? An-
swering that question, 
he went through a set 
of intricate procedures 
and deduced that ev-
eryone involved in the 

process - the butcher or 
the brewer or the baker- 
acted out of self-inter-
est.  They had no sense 
of benevolence while 
selling their product 
but acted as they did in 
order to gain profit for 
themselves. While ask-
ing and answering this 

very important ques-
tion, Adam Smith for-
got a key component of 
it  - Who cooks the din-
ner on the table? In his 
case, it  was his mother 
- Margaret Douglas- 
who looked after the 
household his entire 
life.  While self-inter-

est might have a role 
to place in her actions, 
it  would be safe to say 
that it  was also because 
she loved and cared 
for her son. As Adam 
Smith forgot his moth-
er, Economics forgot 
about women. 

Feminist Economics
-Aashna Jha
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In economics, there 
is a f ictional charac-
ter called the econom-
ic man. The economic 
man is based upon the 
idea of self-interest and 
is the guiding force of 
economics. He is inde-
pendent, rational and 
isn’t affected by emo-
tions or family. If  our 
economic man is always 
rational then the mar-
ket is always rational 
and doesn’t need to be 
regulated but we know 
that it  is far from the 
truth. Markets crash 
and economies col-
lapse far too often. The 
fact is that humans are 
emotional,  dependent, 
vulnerable and heavi-
ly inf luenced by fami-
lies and communities. 
What is striking here is 
that the economic man 
possesses qualities that 
are typically assumed 
to be masculine where-
as everything that is 
excluded from the eco-
nomic theory is widely 
regarded as feminine. 
This is how the eco-
nomic theory ignores a 
woman’s presence while 
romanticizing with the 
idea of a man’s life. 
Models based on this 
theory can’t understand 
gender inequalities,  let 
alone make public poli-
cies to solve them.

Economics is a vast 

f ield covering a mul-
titude of aspects and 
affecting governments, 
private organisations 
and common people 
alike. Despite the reach 
and power it  holds, dis-
course in economics, 
l ike most other f ields, 
is l imited to the man’s 
perspective. Modern 
economics is truly re-
gressive, devaluing and 
ignoring a woman’s 
contribution. This is 
ref lected in the man-
ner GDP is calculated 
wherein wages labour 
is accounted in but un-
paid work at home is 
not.  As stated in Mar-
ilyn Waring’s book ‘If 
Women Counted’,  this 
system has been de-
signed to put women 
“in their place”. Pro-
ductive labour results 
in goods or services 
holding some monetary 
value hence compen-

sated through wages. 
Reproductive labour, 
on the other hand, is 
l imited to the private 
sphere and is concerned 
with what people do 
for themselves, such 
as cooking, cleaning 
and more, it  does not 
result in any monetary 
compensation. Repro-
ductive labour is sti l l 
largely dominated by 
women across the globe 
and this separation of 
the public and private 
sphere in economics 
leads to women doing 
unpaid labour. The fact 
that most women across 
the globe are working 
in unorganised sectors, 
their contribution to 
the economy is further 
made invisible.

While things are cer-
tainly changing for 
the better with inter-
national agencies such 

as the United Nation 
factoring in measures 
such as health and 
well being other than 
cash income, there is 
sti l l  a long way to go. 
Feminist economics is 
needed to ensure that 
the economic policies 
made don’t dispropor-
tionately affect women 
and a female narrative 
is always on the table. 
An ideal future would 
be one where the label 
‘feminist economics’ 
ceases to exist and is 
instead what consti-
tutes good econom-
ics. Gender relations 
and structures must 
be taken into account 
to understand the eco-
nomics of any society, 
thus making feminist 
economics not just the 
economics for women 
but economics for al l. 

by Shashank Singh


