A World in Flux: Reflections from Geneva 
By Bob Last (inspired style)

As the Human Rights Council’s 60th session continues in Geneva, the Palais des Nations hums with quiet intensity. It’s the kind of place where global crises are debated with the same seriousness as a Swiss pharmacist explaining the side effects of anti-aging cream

This week, Sri Lanka returned to the agenda. The draft resolution, led by a cross-regional group including Canada and the UK, calls for renewed efforts in reconciliation and accountability. It’s a reminder that justice, like a good moisturiser, must be applied consistently and with care—especially when the world is showing signs of wear.

Sri Lanka’s pledge to repeal the Prevention of Terrorism Act and amend the Online Safety Act is a welcome step. But concerns remain. The Council urges Sri Lanka to ensure reforms aren’t just cosmetic. After all, no one wants to buy a fancy shampoo that promises volume but delivers frizz—and let’s be honest, some of us are just trying to tame the rogue eyebrow hairs that now grow faster than our ambition.

Beyond Sri Lanka, the Council is navigating a world that feels increasingly fragmented. Conflicts persist, civic space shrinks, and climate change continues to wreak havoc. It’s a bit like trying to do your weekly shop during a flash sale—everything’s urgent, everyone’s shouting, and somehow you still forget the toothpaste. Again.

And speaking of forgetting things, aging brings its own diplomatic challenges. You start negotiating with your own body: “Why is hair growing out of my ears now? Who authorised this?” It’s like your follicles have joined a rebel movement—uncoordinated, uninvited, and absolutely immune to international norms.

Yet, amid the chaos, there is resilience. Civil society continues to speak truth to power. Journalists shine light into dark corners. Victims and survivors demand justice—not just for themselves, but for future generations. It’s the kind of determination you see in someone who’s found the last tin of baked beans during a supermarket shortage, or who’s finally accepted that nose hair trimmers are a legitimate lifestyle investment.

In Geneva, we listen. We negotiate. We push. Sometimes we succeed. Sometimes we don’t. But we keep going—because the stakes are too high to do otherwise. And because, unlike impulse buys or rogue chin hairs, human rights are never optional.

As I walk past the flags outside the Palais, I’m reminded that diplomacy isn’t just about resolutions. It’s about people. Their stories. Their rights. Their futures.

And in that, there is hope. Even if the world feels like it’s on clearance sale, and our eyebrows are staging a coup, the values we stand for are never discounted.


