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Inferior 

Komal Ishtiaq 

I’d never let myself out of the cabinet of insecurities. I am thinking of the past and 
persistently reinforced it into my future. Standing beside the window, looking over the horizon 
and taking a sip of tea and sometimes reading a book “Wuthering Heights” would take me into 
their world of despair and dismay. Reading classics, listening classics suits my taste, my mental 
state. But, I would never complain. Complain of what. This what is something that would never 
let me get out of my cabinet? It should be why instead of what. Definitely, this why could 
answer me best? What sounds deceptive to me? AH, but never mind. My droning routine would 
always force me to perform such lackluster tasks again and again. I wanted to do something 
feasible but it would be only a practical dream of my mind. Sitting beside your reading table 
and writing a tales of lost man and his shallow adventures. What good is it in? Nothing. 
Unexciting and mind-numbing. But, after all I have to do it. As what good I am for except 
doing it.    

Now I am working on my new fiction “thousands of unreachable stars” in hope of 
getting something prolific. But, let’s see either a man in this tale would be able to triumph those 
unachievable stars. I hope he’d get it, but all that works would not be significant to my thoughts, 
it opuses in its own ways. That is my abysmal concern. I always asks myself whether a fiasco 
of my composed protagonist is the failure of mine too. If it is so, then what good I am for. Here, 
I failed to answer myself. Tell, me am I wrong in my insecurities. Probably not. In the last year 
when I thought of publishing my work, editor resend me my crafting piece which was 
underscored with so much to change. It was beyond my understanding why!! He forced his 
opinions over my piece of writing. He always did this to me. Though, I realized indeed it was 
my own slipup somewhere due to which my craft pleads more effort. But, sometimes I really 
feel sick of doing this for past ten years and a lot of rebuffs during these years.  

My personality got worn-out, I’d not know what to do with myself in order to evolve. 
But, then I realized evolution is not meant for me. Isn’t it good to know that you are good for 
nothing would save your time? Then, again what am I to do with this time. Something, that 
might be adventurous, I’d always hoped for. I always dreamt of pouring myself into the 
spectacular fancies of the world, but I rarely found any time for it. Now, at the age of 45 a 
worn-out woman is on her way to do something out of the trajectory. Isn’t is sound bizarre? 
But a lot of thoughts and intellect is required to do something that is out of my pathway. All, I 
wanted is to take out my old journal, and to explore it there might be chances of finding out 
something that I’d wished in the past to do but I’d never found any time to do it. Indeed, for 
me now it is a great break to feel myself alone out of these odd contexts where I hardly find 
any time for me. But, again to enjoy, getting break and feel myself is a meticulous task. It is 
simply not easy for me to come out of my shackle at once.  
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Then, I decided to keep it all aside. After all, I have to__ Now, I am thinking of taking 
a good walk in the garden near my house. This walk is something which makes me able to 
breathe with liberty out of my four walled, encapsulated room, where there is nothing for me 
instead of writing table, a few fine pens and unpleasant yellow papers to write. The whiff of 
those papers is nasty, strange, and peculiar but unfortunately, I get accustomed to it all for the 
past ten years or it might be since my birth. Ah, but I’d not recall it to my poor memory. I failed 
to understand myself during all these years, consequently I botched to make it realized to the 
world outside. Walking in the garden at that time give me strange sense of familiarity with the 
people around, though I’d never met them before. An old man sitting on the stone seated chair 
closer to the pine tree, Hullabaloo of children playing in the garden. Movement of couples in 
the garden, walking side by side, having one another hands into their own and chirping of birds 
on the slender pine trees. I found it a reprieve, but all is that I am alone. Isn’t it my failure that 
my liberation is nothing but an aloofness? Its half past seven, now I decided to go home, as it 
is late, and strange for me to stay outside my four walled room till this late.  

Walking to my house “all unknown to me still”, I am thinking of achieving an 
unachievable task, but all the exertions, struggles and obstacles makes me winced. These all 
thoughts can be overcome but my huge concern is about the denial and refusal which I’d been 
facing for the past ten years or the years before. What I have to do with this concern? I’d failed 
to find any answer. Then, all there comes is let it be an inner voice of mine. Rain starts heavily 
in the middle of my thinking and my way to home. Standing in the middle of the road, draining 
in the rain water without an umbrella would again give me a strange sense of relief that would 
impossible in the four walled encapsulated room with the writing table and with the tales of 
those lost and shallow adventurous. Being drained in the rain gives me a sense of liberation but 
still I’m void as I told you before it would be impossible for me to come out the cabinet of my 
insecurities. All, I have to do is to way back my four walled, encapsulated room to complete 
my unachievable task.  

  


