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Amin Kamil: AModernist Poet

Professor Muhammad Aslam

The Poet

Born Mohammad Amin Nengru
on August 3, 1924, in the village of
Kaprin in South Kashmir, he adopt-
ed the pen name Amin Kamil and
became one of the most formidable
writers in Kashmir. As a pioneer in
Kashmiri short story writing and a
literary critic, and short story Kamil
achieved great fame in the literary
circles here. As a poet, he deviated
from the trodden path and introduced
new trends that won him accolades
from all. He writes, “The ghazals
of Rahman Rahi and the poems of
Dina Nath Nadim have endowed our
poetry with two distinct tempera-
ments. Yet change is the very essence
of life. Time is changing rapidly and
making new demands. In response
to these demands, I too experiment-
ed with a poetic temperament. This
experiment appears to have been
successful. This poetic temperament
is entirely new and distinct: it is the
voice of a proud yet wounded sensi-
bility, a new guest in our poetry...”

At times, I draw on Indian mythol-
ogy because it is familiar to us. But
a poet does not look at flowers with
the eye of a gardener, nor at stars like
an astrologer, nor at religion with
the gaze of a devout believer. He
brings these worldly things into his
own inner world and, by giving them
poetic feeling and meaning, forges
new images and idioms” (laveh ta
preveh (Dewdrops and Sunbeams.
Srinagar: Sheikh Ghulam Moham-
mad, 1965)), a Kashmiri poetic col-
lection, 1965, pp. 5-6). Kamil’s other
collection of Kashmiri poems is enti-
tled beyi suy paan (That Self Once
Again. Srinagar: Ali Mohammad &
Sons, 1967).

Kamil held a law degree but had
become a college teacher before join-
ing the Jammu & Kashmir Academy
of Art, Culture, and Languages. Here,
he served as the convenor for the
Kashmiri language and as an editor
of two Academy journals, Sheeraza
and Son Adab. As an associate of
the Progressive Writers’ Movement,
Kamil shifted from Urdu to Kash-
miri, leaving an indelible mark on
contemporary literary history. For
his outstanding work, he received
many prestigious awards, including
the Sahitya Akademi Award in 1967
for his Kashmiri collection of poetry,
laveh ta preveh. “Kamil employs
subtle humour with devastating
effect in his poetry. Through it he
mirrors contemporary life and makes
a social comment on his milieu. It,
however, is satire or humour that
does not bruise, but heals. Kamil is
metaphysical and introspective as

well, and in some ways represents
the continuity of the quintessence of
his own literary tradition minus its
ponderousness. He has the quality
of being simple as well as profound
at the same time. This he does in a
purely Kashmiri tenor. Despite his
erudition, he has never fallen prey to
the transplantation of an alien meta-
phor, borrowing of a foreign concept
or trend in literature. As a creative
poet, “Kamil is matchless in the con-
temporary Kashmiri poetry,” says
Professor Hamidi Kashmiri, famous
Urdu critic and former vice-chancel-
lor of Kashmir University. He fur-
ther says, “After Lal Ded and Shaikul
Alam and a few Sufi poets in between,
Kamil is the only poet to have used
language creatively with all cultural
consciousness. His use of language
is exceptional in the literary history
of Kashmir.”

Kamil has influenced a whole
generation of Kashmiri poets, in
particular the ghazal writing poets.
Many have tried to approximate his
diction, but he stands alone. This is
in part due to his poetic concerns
that are deeply humanistic, his
rich word-hoard which is informed
by his upbringing as well as a deep
study of tradition, and his literary
rectitude. His mastery over prosody
and nuanced understanding of his
chosen language has also contributed
towards this pre-eminence. Writing
in the Encyclopaedia of Indian Lit-
erature, Ghulam Nabi Gauhar sums
up Kamil thus: “He is a master of
Kashmiri ghazal and has to his credit
poems of eternal value” (neabinter-
national.org). Amin Kamil passed
away in 2016 at the age of 90.

Modernism in Poetry

In his essay (‘The Metaphysical
Poets,” Times Literary Supplement,
20 October 1921), T.S. Eliot wrote that
“poets in our civilization, as it exists
at present, must be difficult. Our civ-
ilization comprehends great variety
and complexity, and this variety and
complexity, playing upon a refined
sensibility, must produce various
and complex results. The poet must
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become more and more comprehen-
sive, more allusive, more indirect,
in order to force, to dislocate if nec-
essary, language into his meaning.”
He believed these difficulties were
a sign of the age itself: rapid indus-
trialization was reshaping the West,
Europe was still shaken by the First
World War, and the Bolshevik Revo-
lution had set Russia ablaze. At the
same time, thinkers like Darwin,
Nietzsche, Marx, Freud, and Ein-
stein were transforming how people
understood history, economics, phi-
losophy, science, psychology, phys-
ics, and even religion. Automobiles,
airplanes, vacuum cleaners, light-
bulbs, motion pictures and other
new inventions were transforming
the world rapidly. Arts and especial-
ly poets felt the need to rethink on
their seeing the world and express-
ing experiences. Their experiments
became pivotal in ushering in Mod-
ernism in poetry, the most influential
artistic movement of the early 20th
century.”

Kashmiri poets also couldn’t
escape the impact of the modernist
trends in English poetry. In this
regard, Amin Kamil became a trend-
setter who experimented with new
symbols and motifs in Kashmiri
poetry. He knew that the readers
would find it difficult to fully appreci-
ate his new style and expressions, but
he hoped that this difficulty would
not persist as people got familiar with
the changes in due course of time
(laveh ta preveh, p. 6). I have chosen
some poems from laveh ta preveh
which give us a fair idea of Kamil’s
poetics and what he meant when he
said that he was responding to the
new demands and creating a new
poetic temperament so that Kash-
miri poetry also kept pace with the
modern trends in artistic creations
the world over. The poems are given
in original, transliteration and trans-
lation. Also, a brief analysis of each
poem is given so that readers got a
feeling Kamil’s unique style.

netha naen’ ma’ane
zulfan chyanen hyund gon sayi

yeth saehravas myani mayi
paech’ ret’ cham chaen’ yaad
dila kis darvazas duba rayi
vaensan petth kaem du.:rer yotsh
tami putsi ma samsaras ayi
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Naked Meanings

The dense shade of your tresses is

Only in my love, in this desert.

Coming in a fortnight, a month,
your memory

Is a tumult at the door of my heart.

Who wished for separation for
ages!

We were not born in this world
for this!

Line-by-Line Analysis

The dense shade of your tresses is
there /Only in my love, in this desert.

In these lines, there is a striking
contrast between the beloved’s tress-
es and the desert. Traditionally, the
tresses have been used as a symbol of
beauty, closeness and shelter. Here,
the poet says that in the wasteland
(desert) no natural shade exists, but
the tresses of his beloved give him a
dense shade because of her love for

CONT. ON PAGE 03
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him. The shade exists “only in my
love”.

Comingin a fortnight, a month, your
memory / Is a tumult at the door of my
heart.

The lover feels very painful to
remember his beloved. The memory
of his beloved comes to him periodi-
cally. The feeling is quite disturbing
and acts as a painful tumult at the
door of his heart. The metaphor of
the door implies resistance and vul-
nerability: the heart tries to remain
closed, yet memory insists on entry,
overwhelming emotional defenses.

Who wished for separation for ages!

The lovers had not expected such
a long separation from each other,
but it did come causing distress and
dismay. The line acts as an accusa-
tion directed at fate, society or the
lovers themselves. The love laments
that their love got thwarted by cir-
cumstances beyond their personal
control.

We were not born in this world for
this!

The final lines reject the notion
of permanent distance. The speaker
asks, almost in disbelief, who ever
agreed to a lifetime of separation. The
answer is clear: human beings are
not meant for endless estrangement,
especially in love. The poem affirms
that love seeks closeness, warmth,
and union, not exile or silence.

General Impression

Drawing on classical imagery of
shade, desert, heart, and separation,
the poem is emotionally very strong.
The poem is concise, conveying loss
and longing. Its power lies in com-
pression: brief lines carry layered
meanings, moving from intimate
memory to existential anguish.
The voice is restrained yet intense,
making the lament all the more poi-
gnant.

marsi

hata sa he dosto
hamsokhan hamdamo
kaensi ma yaad chu
toti kenh dyan hyu
po:sh aasaan chi kith’
dohi me gomut mashith
yavnuy pyov rahith
ro:zi ko:tah tsetas
yeth demaghas dilas
varyah kaal
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Elegy

O my friends,

My fellow voices, my companions,
Does anyone remember?

Just recollect.

What are flowers like? I've wholly
forgotten.

My youth has come to a standstill.
How much can

This heart and the mind remem-
ber? An age has passed—

Since I last beheld the spring.

Line-by-Line Explanation

O my friends/My fellow voices, my
companions

The opening line is a direct
address in which the speaker reaches
out for human connection, suggest-
ing loneliness and a need to be heard.
He calls his friends and companions
who have shared his thoughts and
inner life.

Does anyone remember?/Just rec-
ollect

This question raises the poem’s
central anxiety: the fear that
memory—personal or communal—
has faded or been lost. The speaker
urges an effort to remember, as if
memory required conscious struggle
rather than coming naturally.

What are flowers like?/I've wholly
forgotten

Here, the poet is feeling emotion-
ally numb and far away from life’s
freshness and vitality. He has for-
gotten what flowers looked like, con-
veying despair—flowers symbolize
beauty, joy, love, and vitality. The
loss is not partial but complete, sug-
gesting deep spiritual or emotional
exhaustion.

My youth has come to a standstill.

The poet has lost energy, hope and
growth. He has prematurely aged, or
his life has come to a halt because of
sorrows and hardships.

How much can / This heart and the
mind remember?

The speaker’s emotions (heart)
and intellect (mind) are failing.
Human memory is limited, and it
can’t remember everything. It, thus,
reinforces the theme of depletion.

An age has passed—/Since | last
beheld the spring.

Time is heavy and oppressive. The
dash creates a pause, as if the weight
of time momentarily silences the
speaker. Spring symbolizes renewal,
love, and rebirth. Not seeing spring
for “an age” suggests prolonged suf-
fering, an emotional winter, or exile
from joy.

General Impression

This poem is a quiet, restrained
elegy mourning the loss of youth,
memory, and emotional vitality. Its
strength lies in its simplicity: short
lines, direct questions, and famil-
iar images (flowers, spring, youth)
convey profound weariness without
excess ornamentation. The speaker
is not grieving a specific death but a
way of being—an inner spring that
has not returned in a long time.

The tone is reflective and sub-
dued, marked by nostalgia and gentle
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despair rather than anger. The poem
captures a universal human experi-
ence: the moment when joy, once
natural and effortless, feels distant
and almost unimaginable. Through
its elegiac voice, the poem becomes
a meditation on time, memory, and
the quiet erosion of hope.
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Creation

O friend! How shall I tell in what
agony he cast me—

See, my body is reduced to a parch-
ment of skin.

They say his nose is like a parrot’s
beak.

I would sacrifice a thousand souls
for that very nose!

What do the blind call this lumi-
nous beauty?

Line-by-line explanation

O friend! How shall | tell in what
agony he cast me—

The poem begins by addressing
a close friend or listener, drawing
attention to the speaker’s tormenting
life. The “agony” suggests both emo-
tional torment and the pain of cre-
ation orlove. We don’t know who the
“he” is, a beloved, a creator, or the
act of being brought into the world?

See, my body is reduced to a parch-
ment of skin

This line intensifies the suffering.
The image of the body reduced to
“parchment” suggests extreme ema-
ciation, fragility, and endurance. It
also hints at writing and inscription:
the self has been worn down into a
surface where experience or destiny
is written.

They say his nose is like a parrot’s
beak.

Here, the poem shifts into a famil-
iar motif from classical Persian and
Urdu ghazal, where exaggerated
physical features of the beloved are
lovingly catalogued. The parrot’s
beak evokes sharpness, elegance,
and vivid colour, but it is also a detail
others casually describe, perhaps

without understanding its true value.
| would sacrifice a thousand souls
for that very nose!

This line serves as a rebuttal to the
earlier line. The speaker overturns
the ordinary description with extrav-
agant devotion. What others mention
lightly becomes, for the lover, an
object worth infinite sacrifice. The
hyperbole underscores the intensity
of love, where even a single feature
eclipses all worldly or spiritual cost.

What do these blind people call this
luminous beauty?

It is said that Laila, in the famed
Laila-Majnoon story, was dark-
skinne and Majnoon was very smart
and fair. He was asked how he loved
the ‘ugly’ Laila. He replied that
they must look at her through his
eyes. In the same way, the speaker
of this poem contemptuously calls
the people “blind” who did not fully
appreciate his beloved’s beauty and
called her “the parrot-beaked”. This
blindness isn’t physical but spiritual
or an aesthetic inability to perceive
his radiant beloved. The beloved’s
“luminous beauty” is self-evident
to the lover and beyond the reach of
ordinary perception.

Overall Assessment

“Creation” is a compact, powerful
lyric that fuses the agony of love with
the ecstasy of devotion. It draws on
the classical ghazal tradition, where
the beloved’s physical features
become sites of metaphysical mean-
ing. The poem moves from suffering
and self-erasure to rapturous admi-
ration, suggesting that creation—
whether of the self, the poem, or love
itself— is born of pain and sustained
by wonder.

The poem argues that true beauty
is not universally visible; it requires
a particular kind of seeing. The lov-
er’s vision is both a blessing and a
burden: it grants access to luminous
beauty while condemning the lover
to agony. This tension between suf-
fering and exaltation gives the poem
its emotional depth and enduring
resonance.

tsa ayakh, magr

tse ayaka vyon’ magr halmas
ladith posh

kandev ratadaed’ kor yeli myon
yaavun

Jjudaeyi hind hardan me rang taan
Dol

van kartan maaga buz’ vasluk yi
shravun

tsa yeth pompur’ banith gath karni
aayakh

su tsong tshevyov yi kyah chuy
shola naavun

pananev doshvaviv vuthav sheenas
mee kaer meeTh’

yi gov vushner pananyu rava
raavun

You Came, But...

Now you return with flowers gath-
ered in your lap. While thorns have
left my youth torn and bleeding—
Autumn of separation has changed
my colour.

Now, change this Sharavan of
union into Magh— If you’ve come
fluttering around like a moth—

That lamp itself has gone dark.

CONT. ON PAGE 04




SATURDAY
10 JANUARY 2026

4 |

Literature

HT Saturday

LitStream

CONT. FROM PAGE 03

2
‘d'/‘oj
" E

Lf! 3,3 Uj: _f}.a: ‘."('7,’
CHp s i g 74 i0
4)3 EJL{UJ/:;-{

3 Kanst L5108
AL TIEY
cs 'L'.»;'/A:u- ""-’({
J/ o
u):Jo:'J /~/ J/

What to illuminate now? With these
warm lips of mine, I kissed the ice—
This was to lose my own warmth.

Line-by-Line Explanation

“Now you return with flowers gath-
ered in your lap.”

The opening line sets up a contrast
between arrival and abundance. The
image of flowers conventionally sig-
nifies love, renewal, and reconcili-
ation, yet the adverb “now” subtly
implies delay, suggesting that this
return follows a prolonged absence.
The gesture appears generous but is
already shadowed by temporal dis-
sonance.

“While thorns have left my youth
torn and bleeding—"

This line introduces counter-im-
agery that destabilizes the apparent
harmony of the first. Thorns func-
tion as symbols of pain, betrayal, and
hardship, while “youth” personifies
time itself as something violated and
irretrievable. The visceral diction
(“torn and bleeding”) foregrounds
emotional suffering as embodied
trauma.

“Autumn of separation has changed
my colour.”

Here, the poem moves into a sea-
sonal metaphor. Autumn, tradition-
ally associated with decline and loss,
represents prolonged separation. The
phrase “changed my colour” suggests
emotional aging, disillusionment,
and a fading of vitality, reinforcing
the irreversible effects of time and
absence.

“Now, change this Sharavan of
union into Magh—"

The poet invokes indigenous tem-
poral markers, drawing from the
South Asian calendar. Sharavan,
associated with monsoon and fertil-
ity, symbolizes reunion and hope,
while Magh, a winter month, evokes
coldness and austerity. The impera-
tive “change” is ironic: it acknowl-
edges that emotional seasons cannot
be altered at will, underscoring the
futility of belated union.

“If you’'ve come fluttering around
like a moth—"

The simile of the moth introduc-
es fragility and compulsive desire.
Moths are drawn to light instinc-
tively, often self-destructively, sug-

gesting that the beloved’s return is
impulsive rather than committed.
The conditional “if” casts doubt on
the sincerity and permanence of this
return.

“The lamp itself has gone dark.
What to illuminate now?”

This line delivers a powerful sym-
bolic reversal. The lamp, tradition-
ally a source of guidance, love, or
spiritual warmth, has extinguished.
The rhetorical question emphasizes
existential emptiness: without inner
vitality, external gestures lose mean-
ing. Illumination becomes impossi-
ble when the source itself is depleted.

“With these warm lips of mine, |
kissed the ice—"

The juxtaposition of warmth and
ice dramatizes emotional imbalance.
The speaker’s affection meets emo-
tional coldness, and the act of kiss-
ing becomes self-sacrificial rather
than reciprocal. This tactile imag-
ery intensifies the sense of futility in
attempting to revive what has frozen.

“This was to lose my own warmth.”

The concluding line offers reflec-
tive closure. It articulates the cost
of unreciprocated love: self-dimin-
ishment. Warmth, a recurring met-
aphor for vitality and emotional life,
is not transferred but extinguished.
The poem thus ends on a note of quiet
resignation rather than anger.

General Impression

A disciplined lyricism and a
sophisticated density of symbolism
characterize the poem. Utilizing a
synthesis of seasonal metaphors, tac-
tile imagery, and culturally specific
temporal markers, the work inter-
rogates the complexities of deferred
romantic fulfilment, psychological
attrition, and the inexorable nature
of temporal progression. The over-
arching tone is profoundly elegiac;
through this introspective lens, the
poet transmutes individual bereave-
ment into a discourse on the univer-
sality of human emotional suffering.

Shahr-e-aashob

yeth na dekas vasluk shejaar
that yaraanas laeg’tan naar
yena thaevotham paghuk neib
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A City of Sorrow
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On the brow where the shadow of
union never falls,

May such friendship be set aflame.

When you promised to meet
tomorrow,

Since then, heaps of years have
piled high—

Have you, too, been beguiled by
some Ravana?

May you, too, achieve victory over
Lankas.

Line-by-Line Analysis

On the brow where the shadow of
union never falls

This opening line establishes
a landscape of estrangement. The
“brow” suggests a peak or thresh-
old—perhaps a city, a destiny, or
even the human mind—where unity
is absent. The phrase “shadow of
union” implies that not only is union
impossible, but even its faint trace
is denied. The tone is immediately
bleak and foreboding.

May such friendship be set aflame.

This line carries ambivalence.
“Set aflame” can signify destruction,
purification, or passionate renewal.
Read against the previous line, it
suggests that a friendship born in
a place incapable of union may be
doomed—or must undergo a burn-
ing transformation to survive. The
blessing sounds almost like a curse,
underscoring emotional bitterness.

When you promised to meet tomor-
row

Here, the poem turns intimate and
personal. “Pagahuk” (“of tomorrow™)
symbolizes hope, continuity, and
trust. The promise evokes a moment
of expectation, anchoring the poem
in a human relationship rather than
abstract sorrow.

Since then, heaps of years have
piled high—

The broken promise stretches
into an immense temporal distance.
“Heaps of years” conveys not order-
ly passing time but accumulated
neglect, like rubble or ruins. The
dash at the end reinforces incom-
pleteness and unresolved longing.

Have you, too, been beguiled by
some Ravana?

Kamil invokes the Hindu mythol-
ogy. The great antagonist of the
Ramayana, Sri Lankan Ravana, kid-
napped Sita, ultimately leading to
his destruction. Ravana represents
illusion, ego, and temptation. In this
line, the poet accuses his beloved of
having fallen victim to power, desire,
or false glory. He feels sad and wants
to know if his assumption is correct.

May you, too, achieve victory over
Lankas.

The poem closes with a para-
doxical prayer. The poet wishes
his beloved victory over her Rava-
na-like desire, illusion, and pride.
He doesn’t chastise her, though he
is feeling pain. He is very graceful in
his compassion for his beloved. He
ends the poem with a prayer that the
beloved might succeed in overcoming
all illusions.

Overall assessment
‘A City of Sorrow’ is an emotional-

ly dense sestet, mixing personal grief
with a mythic symbolism. It is very
economical—in just six lines and 33
words, we are told about spiritual
struggle, estrangement, the weight
of time, and broken promises. The
change from close disappointment
to epic allusion widens the poem’s
scope, transforming private loss into
a universal human condition.

The emotional arc moves from
desolation to reluctant generosity.
While the city remains sorrowful,
the final wish suggests moral hope
rather than reconciliation. The
poem does not seek closure; instead,
it accepts distance while affirming
ethical resilience.

Overall, the poem is reflective,
restrained, and culturally layered—
its sorrow quiet but enduring, its
compassion hard-won rather than
sentimental.

Conclusion
Amin Kamil stands as one of the
most influential figures in Kashmiri
literature, both as a poet and a liter-
ary innovator. His contribution goes
far beyond mere poetic expression.
He reshaped the very idiom of Kash-
miri poetry, introducing modernist
sensibilities while preserving cultur-
al authenticity. Kamil’s work reflects
arare balance: deeply rooted in Kash-
miri tradition yet open to global lit-
erary currents. His diction is refined,
organic, and musical, elevating the
Kashmirilanguage to a high literary
plane without resorting to foreign
metaphors or borrowed trends.
Critics regard him as a matchless
contemporary Kashmiri poet whose
mastery of language and prosody sets
him apart. His unique style remains
inimitable. Kamil is a dynamic and
vibrant artist who reflects the lived
experiences, cultural conscious-
ness, and inner struggles of people
in general, and his own people, in
particular. “Kashmiri language has
not produced the like of Kamil in cre-
ative prose”, says Rafiq Raaz. Anoth-
er critic, Sanjay Pandita, admires
Kamil’s unique style and says that
“Mohammad Amin Kamil occupies a
luminous and unshakeable position
in the landscape of Kashmiri liter-
ature. To call him merely a poet is
to diminish the scope of his creative
effulgence; he is one of those rare fig-
ures whose very language becomes
an introspective realm, a space
where Kashmiri speech, thought,
idiom, and musicality converge with
inner philosophical depth. His poetry
is not a static monument but a flow-
ing river—sometimes tempestuous,
sometimes serene, always carrying
the fragrance of his people, their joy
and anguish, their rootedness and
unspoken longings. When one enters
the world of Kamil’s verse, one does
not merely read a poem: one expe-
riences a linguistic culture purified
to its essence. Much of this power
arises from his poetic diction— an
exceptionally refined, organic, musi-
cal, and evocative use of Kashmiri
language that simultaneously pre-
serves its authenticity and elevates
it to high literary resonance”
(‘Mohammad Amin Kamil: The Poet
Who Transformed Kashmiri into Pure
Radiance’, Kashmir Pen, 19 December
2025).
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Dr. Arshad Jamal Saarim: A Poet of
Linguistic Rigour and Intellectual Depth

Zulfigar Naqvi

r. Arshad Jamal Saarim
D(born 1978), hailing from

Azamgarh (Uttar Pradesh),
a land renowned for producing a
remarkable constellation of lumi-
naries in art and literature, holds
a distinctive and respected place in
realm of Urdu poetry. It is uncom-
mon for a professional trained in
the medical sciences to dedicate
himself so rigorously to poetry and
rarer still to attain authority over
its exacting artistic and intellectual
demands. Dr. Saarim belongs to that
small circle of poets who approach
poetry not as a diversion but as a
disciplined vocation, successfully
articulating a coherent and reflec-
tive worldview through verse. His
debut collection “Sukhan Zaad”
(2019) was widely acknowledged for
its technical maturity and the seri-
ousness of its thematic engagement.

Arshad Jamal Saarim stands
as a significant and representa-
tive voice of the new literary gen-
eration whose work negotiates a
careful balance between inherited
aesthetic discipline and the intellec-
tual restlessness of the modern age.
His poetic sensibility is not shaped
by momentary impulse but by sus-
tained engagement with language as
aprecise and responsible medium of
thought. Linguistic rigour, seman-
tic control and intellectual density
form the backbone of his creative
practice. His conscious resistance
to superficiality and “easy writing”
places him among poets who regard
creativity as an ethical commitment
rather than a display of verbal flu-
ency. At the same time, Saarim’s
poetry bears a distinctive individu-
ality marked by a tonal seriousness
and conceptual clarity that distin-
guish his voice from his contempo-
raries.

The core of Saarim’s poetry is
firmly grounded in contemporary
reality. His poetic insightfulness has
evolved in response to present-day
social and economic disparities,
as well as the wider cultural and
political climate shaping modern
life. This grounding enables him to
engage directly and honestly with
lived experience, avoiding the com-
forts of abstract romanticism. It is
thislived awareness and ethical sen-
sitivity that lends his ghazals their
emotional credibility and intellec-
tual weight.

From a technical perspective,
Saarim demonstrates assured com-

Az

mand over the finer mechanics of
poetic craft. His work reflects metic-
ulous attention to formal discipline
while remaining open to expressive
expansion through innovative met-
aphor and modern sensibility. His
language is characterized by preci-
sion, economy and depth supported
by a wide lexical range and an acute
awareness of how words function
through placement, rhythm and
relational meaning. Structural-
ly, his poetry exhibits intellectual
complexity and inventive compo-
sition generating layered imagery
within the traditional ghazal form.
The rhythmic flow (aahang) and the
tonal gravity of his verses further
enhance their resonance and sus-
tainable participation of the read-
ers.

Saarim’s poetic vision operates
across temporal planes maintain-
ing a dialogue between the past
and the present. Through ambi-
guity and symbolic density he
explores the limits of possibility
and the contradictions inherent in
human experience. His ability to
translate universal concerns into
a credible modern idiom confirms
his stature as a mature and intel-
lectually grounded poet. Ultimate-
ly, Dr. Arshad Jamal Saarim does
not merely write poetry rather he
practices it as a disciplined mode of
thought, constructing a luminous
workshop of words that affirms lin-
guistic rigour and intellectual depth
as enduring values within the evolv-
ing landscape of Urdu literature.
Let’s now discuss some of Saarim’s
verses from his collection “Sukhan
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Zaar” to understand and enjoy his
poetic insightfulness.

“Waqt ko jaane banana hai
mujhe kya, Saarim,

Gardish-e-chaak se ab tak na
utaara mujh ko.”

(I do not know what Time
intends to make of me, Saarim;
it has not yet taken me off the
turning wheel.)

In this couplet, the image of the
“chaak” the potter’s wheel becomes
one of the most profound meta-
physical symbols in Dr. Arshad
Jamal Saarim’s poetry, fully con-
sistent with his larger poetic vision
of incompletion and existential
accountability. Traditionally, the
potter’s wheel symbolizes creation,
craftsmanship and deliberate
design. In Saarim’s metaphysical
usage, the “chaak” is elevated from
a material tool to a cosmic instru-
ment implicitly operated by God
Almighty. Human beings, in this
framework are not static creations
completed at birth and instead
they are forms continually shaped
through pressure, motion and bal-
ance. The revolving wheel signifies
the ongoing process of moral, spiri-
tual and existential formation. The
poet’s confession, “I do not know
what Time wants to make of me”, is
not an expression of confusion alone
but of humility before divine crafts-
manship. Time here is not merely
chronological succession. It func-
tions as the medium through which
the Creator’s will unfolds. Saarim
acknowledges that his final form has
not yet been revealed to him.
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The second line intensifies this
realization. To remain on the wheel
is to remain unfinished. In pottery,
a vessel is removed from the wheel
only when it achieves balance, pro-
portion and readiness. Saarim’s
awareness that he has not yet been
“taken off” implies a conscious rec-
ognition of his own incompleteness.
This is not self-deprecation rather it
is a spiritually alert self-assessment.
He recognizes that flaws, imbalance
or unresolved tensions still require
the wheel’s rotation and divine
shaping. This feeling of incomple-
tion aligns with Saarim’s broader
poetic temperament which resists
premature certainty and false arriv-
al. The poet does not claim moral or
spiritual finality. Instead, he accepts
vulnerability as part of becoming.

Within the context of Saarim’s
modern poetic sensibility, the cou-
plet also speaks to the contemporary
human condition. Modern individ-
uals often feel suspended, neither
broken nor complete, neither settled
nor discarded. Saarim transforms
this existential uncertainty into a
sacred metaphor suggesting that
prolonged becoming may itself be
a sign of continued divine attention
rather than abandonment.

Ultimately, these two lines artic-
ulate a deeply philosophical truth
that completion is not a right but
a responsibility earned through
balance, endurance and ethical for-
mation. As long as the self remains
uneven the wheel must keep turn-
ing. Saarim’s wonder, therefore,
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is not despair but awareness and
an acknowledgment that he is still
being shaped, still under creation,
still worthy of the divine hand.

“Mustaqil rehta hai mujh par
man‘akis ek aaina,

Dekhti rehti hai paiham aik
hairani mujhe.”

(A mirror is constantly reflect-
ed upon me; an unending aston-
ishment keeps watching me.)

Dr. Arshad Jamal Saarim
expresses a state of continuous
self-awareness. The mirror sym-
bolizes relentless self-examination
suggesting that the poet lives under
an unbroken gaze of truth and
conscience. This reflection is not
optional. It is imposed, leaving no
room for self-deception or escape.
The self is constantly exposed to
itself. The second line deepens this
condition by introducing (haira-
ni) astonishment as a permanent
observer. The poet is not merely
surprised by himself, even wonder
itself watches him which implies
that identity remains unsettled and
never fully understood. Self-knowl-
edge does not bring certainty but
ongoing questioning.

Together, the mirror and aston-
ishment create a consciousness
marked by ethical alertness and
intellectual honesty. Saarim pres-
ents self-awareness not as comfort
but as a demanding, lifelong condi-
tion in which the self remains open,
accountable and unfinished.

“Zeest ke taalaab mein kankar
talab karti hui,

Daaira dar daaira woh
phailne ki aarzu.”

(In the pond of life, the desire
seeks a pebble, longing to spread
outward in circle after circle.)

The poet employs a quiet yet
deeply suggestive metaphor to
express the human longing for
guidance, awakening and expan-
sion of consciousness. Life (zeest)
is imagined as a still pond which is
calm on the surface, enclosed and
potentially stagnant. Such water
unless disturbed, reflects only
itself and conceals its depth. The
poet’s desire refuses this stillness.
The “pebble” (kankar) symbolizes
an external agent which might be
guidance, experience, truth or even
a moral shock to break the inertia.
It is pertinent to know that the poet
does not throw the pebble himself
but his desire seeks one. This indi-
cates awareness that self-growth
often requires an encounter beyond
the self in the form of a teacher, an
event, a trial or a moment of rev-
elation that unsettles comfort and
illusion.

As the pebble strikes the water, it
creates ripples “daaira dar daaira”
circle after circle. These expand-
ing rings represent the widening
of perception and understanding.
Each circle reveals a new layer of
reality, dismantling mysteries and
false certainties. Growth, therefore
is not instantaneous but gradu-
al, unfolding through continuous
expansion. The couplet reflects
Saarim’s broader poetic vision,
where truth emerges not through

isolation but through meaningful
disturbance. The poet yearns not
for escape but for illumination. His
“arzoo” is for someone or something
that can disrupt stillness and lead
him toward deeper awareness. In
this way, the verse becomes a quiet
prayer for guidance. It is a wish to
see life as it truly is, beyond surfac-
es, through ever-widening circles of
understanding.

“Rakhta hoon yun bhi aankh

mein kushta junoon ka,
Dehleez-e-khwaab par nahin
rakhni jabee’n mujhe.”

(I carry the calcined remains
of madness in my eyes; I will not
bow my forehead at the threshold
of dreams.)

Here in this verse Dr Saarim
constructs a powerful metaphor
of inner discipline and conscious
restraint. The word “kushta” is
crucial here. In its metaphysical
sense, it implies something that
has been fully processed, reduced
and transformed, no longer raw or
explosive. By calling his (junoon)
passion or madness a “kushta” the
poet suggests that he has completely
dissolved and refined his impulses.
Passion still exists but it has been
incorporated, controlled and turned
into vision rather than chaos. It
resides in the eye, the organ of per-
ception, indicating awareness, not
blind frenzy. The second line intro-
duces a deliberate refusal. Despite
possessing intense inner energy
and imagination the poet declares
that he will not bow his head at
the threshold of dreams. Dreams
here symbolize escapism, illusion
or seductive fantasies that promise
comfort without responsibility. To
bow one’s forehead (jabee’n) is an
act of submission. Saarim refuses to
submit to dreams, however alluring
they might be.

The couplet asserts a mature
poetic ethic wherein the poet allows
no external fantasy to rule him even
though he carries powerful inner
intensity. His self has evolved
beyond surrendering to illusions.
This verse reflects Saarim’s broad-
er worldview where he holds that
imagination must serve truth and
passion must be disciplined by con-
sciousness. True evolution for him
lies not in dreaming blindly but in
standing upright before reality with
refined inner fire.

“Iztiraab aisa hua dil ka
sahaara mujh ko,

Koi thehrao nahin khud mein
gawaara mujh ko.”

(Pain or restlessness has
become a support of my heart in
such a way that stagnation is not
acceptable to me any more now.)

Through this verse the poet pres-
ents “iztiraab” not merely as pain
or emotional disturbance but as a
dynamic inner condition that fuels
movement and growth. The poet’s
unease is not rooted in a single
wound or moment of suffering. It
rather arises from an unfulfilled
quest or an inward dissatisfaction
that refuses closure. This restless-
ness signals that the poet’s search
for meaning, truth and self-reali-
zation remains ongoing. By calling
“iztiraab” as the “support of the
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heart,” Saarim inverts convention-
al associations. What is usually seen
as a weakness or affliction becomes
a source of strength. This unrest
keeps the heart alive, alert and in
motion. It prevents the poet from
settling into complacency or false
contentment. In this sense, “izti-
raab” functions as an ethical and
intellectual engine compelling the
poet to move forward.

The poet clarifies this stance in
the second line wherein he holds
that any form of inner stagnation
(thehrao) is unacceptable. Stillness
here does not signify peace but iner-
tia. Saarim rejects such rest because
it would signal the end of inquiry
and growth. His refusal of internal
comfort reflects a consciousness
that values becoming over being,
search over settlement. It exempli-
fies Saarim’s density of meaning
where emotional pain, philosophical
restlessness and creative momen-
tum converge into a single image.
The verse reveals a poet who trans-
forms unease into purpose, using
dissatisfaction as a tool for intel-
lectual and spiritual advancement.
Saarim’s “iztiraab” is not despair
but a disciplined disquiet and the
restless energy that sustains his
poetic and existential journey.

“Yun mehroom-e-khudi kab tak
rahoon main,

Khudaya mere in kaandhon
ko sar de.”

(How long must I remain
deprived of selfhood? O God,
grant a head to my shoulders.)

Dr. Saarim articulates a deeply
moral and ontological plea ground-
ed in the concept of “khudi” as
understood in the intellectual tra-
dition shaped by Allama Igbal. Here
“kKhudi” does not signify ego or arro-
gance. It denotes self-respect, moral
autonomy, dignity and the courage
to stand upright before power, injus-
tice and compromise. The poet first
questions himself that how long he
must live without “khudi”. This is
not a passive lament but an active
moral interrogation. Saarim senses
that existence without self-respect
is a form of spiritual deprivation.
To be “mehroom-e-khudi” is to live
in contradiction which means that
he is physically present but ethical-
ly diminished. The poet introduces
a striking metaphor of “shoulders
without a head.” In Saarim’s usage,
the “head” symbolizes dignity and
moral consciousness. Shoulders
may carry burdens, but without a
head they lack direction, authority
and identity. The poet thus equates
the loss of “khudi” with being head-
less which means a person alive,
yet stripped of honour and agency.
Saarim does not accuse society and
rather turns to prayer. Addressing
God, he asks for strength, courage
and inner elevation. In the prevail-
ing social climate marked by unethi-
cal compromises, moral erosion and
treacherous structures, the poet
feels suffocated. Survival seems to
demand submission, silence or loss
of integrity. Saarim refuses such
survival. His prayer is a refusal to
live bowed. Through this couplet
the poet reflects not only person-
al anguish but collective anxiety.
It voices the crisis of dignity in

contemporary life and asserts that
true existence requires the courage
to live with one’s head held high.
Saarim’s appeal to the Divine is
ultimately an appeal for moral
resilience, the strength to reclaim
“khudi” and to exist with honour,
clarity and self-respect in a compro-
mised world.

“Kyun bhoola baitha hai
insaa’n, k dam-e-roz-e-alast,

Tha koi jis ne dar-e-paak se
wada baandha.”

(Why has humanity forgot-
ten that at the moment of the
primordial covenant, a promise
was made before the Pure Divine
Presence?)

Dr. Arshad Jamal Saarim here
explicitly directs attention to “Dar-
e-Paak” as a reference to Almighty
Allah—the Pure and Absolute Being
before whom all human souls stood
at “Roz-e-Alast”, the pre-temporal
moment of covenant. By naming
the Divine Presence as the “Pure
Threshold,” the poet highlights
both the sanctity and gravity of
that promise. It was not made
before creation, society or history
but directly before Allah Himself.
The poet’s astonishment arises from
humanity’s collective forgetfulness
of this sacred encounter. Saarim
gently questions how human beings,
once conscious enough to affirm
their allegiance to the Divine have
become so absorbed in worldly pur-
suits that they live as if that promise
never existed. Material ambition,
social competition and temporal dis-
tractions have eclipsed the memory
of a covenant that was foundation-
al to human identity. By invoking
“Dar-e-Paak”, Saarim reminds the
reader that the forgotten promise
was not abstract or symbolic. It was
a conscious commitment made in
the presence of absolute truth and
purity. Forgetting it, therefore, is
not merely spiritual negligence but a
moral estrangement from one’s own
origin. The couplet subtly criticises
a world where moral accountability
has been replaced by self-interest
and remembrance by distraction.

In keeping with Saarim’s poetic
temperament, the verse does not
accuse but awakens. His question
functions as a reminder rather
than a rebuke. It is an invitation to
recall the dignity and responsibility
embedded in human existence. By
pointing back to the Divine Pres-
ence, Saarim urges a reorientation
of life away from mere worldly
pursuit and toward the ethical con-
sciousness promised at the very
beginning of human creation.

“Kya zaruri hai ki ham par bhi
Zulaikhai ho,

Yusufi apni shareek-e-mah-e-
Kinaa’n to nahin.”

(Is it necessary that someone
should become a Zulaikha for me
as well, when I possess no share
in the Yusufi beauty, The Moon
of Egypt?)

The poet’s linguistic excellence
and intellectual density is at its
best in this verse. Dr. Arshad Jamal
Saarim crafts an intellectually lay-
ered verse by drawing upon the well-

CONT. ON PAGE 08
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Five days, Translated version of
Saadat Hasan Manto’s Panch Din

Five days

Mushtaque B Barq

n the way to Kashmir through
OJammu Tawi, subsequent to

Kud, there is a small hilly vil-
lage, Batwota. The place is fighting fit
and flourishing. Here stands a modest
sanatorium for chronic fever patients.
By chance, some eight years ago, T had
been in Batwota for three months, and
a green romantic anecdote of my for-
mative years is associated with this
place; but from this narrative, nothing
like an Achilles’ heel pertaining to my
life is coupled with it.

Now I have been in Batwota for
six to seven months to see the wife of
my friend, who is in the sanatorium
fighting the battle for her existence.
On my arrival, a patient gave up his
ghost, and that poor Padma, who was
previously in bad shape, turned out
to be uncertain. I had no reason to get
across the grounds, but it was just a
happenstance that in this small sana-
torium three patients died within four
days. Whenever any bed would become
vacant, or an attendant would feel
worn out of verve, a painful utterance
would swathe the entire sanatorium
with an unusual sense of wreckage,
and the patient who had waxed these
feeble threads of hope would locate
himself in the ravines of hopelessness.

The wife of my friend, Padma,
would feel dumbstruck, and on her
lean lips the paleness of death would
be evidently perceptible, and in her
thoughtful eyes a carefree reference
would come into view.

On the vanguard

“A terrified why?”

And after him so many weaklings.

“No.”

After the death of the third patient,
I reflected upon death on the balco-
ny. The sanatorium appeared as a jar
wherein these patients, like onions,
are immersed in vinegar. A fork comes
into play and locates a softened onion
and carries it along. How ridiculous a
simile it was. But God knows why this
comparison struck my mind again and
again. Beyond that, I failed to think
that death is a dreadfully ponderous
fixation, meaning one is doing well
in life and from nowhere ailment gets
gummed and exterminates a man. In
accord with fiction too, the upshot of
the saga of survival doesn’t seem well
turned out.

From the balcony, I returned to the
room. Just after a dozen steps or so, a
voice from behind echoed:

“So you have buried number twen-
ty-two!”

I turned my head and noticed that

on the white couch two densely black
eyes were in high spirits. Later I came
to know that it was a Bengali lady who,
unlike other patients, was in the offing
of her death in her own mode. When
she uttered this...

“So you have buried number twen-
ty-two!”

I became conscious that we had not
buried a man but a digit. To be honest,
while concealing this dead man, no
such reflection passed through my
mind that his death had created a
chasm in the world.

When I approached that Bengali
lady to carry the conversation onwards
despite sickness, her black eyes had all
the freshness of the world well in place.
She smiled in the same fashion.

“My number is four.”

Then her skinny hands adjusted the
folds of her white sheet and, in a care-
free mood, announced, “You search
out a unique attention in burying and
blazing dead bodies.”

I casually responded, “Not at all,”
and with this the conversation ended,
and I returned to attend my friend.

Next morning, as usual, I went
for a walk. It was drizzling, by virtue
of which the entire milieu appeared
graceful and guiltless, as if it had no
dealing with the patients who were
inhaling the germ-packed ambiance.
The sky-kissing pine trees, the moun-
taintops wrapped in blue mist, the
rolling stones on the roadside, dwarf
but robust buffaloes—beauty was
widespread on every side—the kind
of self-assured beauty devoid of any
apprehension of robbery.

After returning from the walk, I
walked into the sanatorium and felt
the hanging faces of the patients and
guessed that one more had passed
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away, number eleven, I mean Padma.
Icould see in her thrusting eyes, which
were unbolted, many terrified “whys,”
and behind them uncountable timid
“nos.” Iced up there—how poor of her!

It was raining, and that made it
difficult to amass dry wood. By every
means, the corpse of this poor woman
was put to flames. My friend was there
where she was being cremated and
returned to the sanatorium to mend
his baggage.

As I entered the sanatorium, the
same Bengali woman asked, “It took
you too much time.”

“Yes, due to rain the dry wood was
hard to find, and that is why it took
much time.”

“Most places have wood stores, but
Theard that you needed to collect wood
here on your own.”

“Yes, that is true.”

“Let you sit for a moment.”

I stationed myself on the stool, and
she asked a weird and wonderful ques-
tion.

“It must be a pleasing moment for
you to find a piece of dry wood after a
lot of rummaging around.”

Without my responding, her
unblemished eyes gazed at me, and
she asked,

“What is your opinion about
death?”

“I have tried many times but failed
to figure it out.”

She laughed sensibly and innocent-
ly disclosed,

“To some extent, I have compre-
hended it, for the reason that I am a
bystander to such a number of deaths
that you may conceivably not be able
to see in a thousand years. I am a res-
ident of Bengal, the famine of which
is the talk of the town. You may know

that. People in lakhs died there. Many
stories were published; columns in
thousands are already in print. Still,
it has come to my knowledge that docu-
mentation of such occurrences cannot
be drawn accurately. In the souk of
death, I contemplated it.”

I asked, “What?”

She responded in the same tone,

“I thought that the death of a man
meant his end. The death of one lakh
people is not a joke. You are true in
your account, the intimidation of death
that used to cannon my heart is over
now. When one monitors corpses in
plenty in every marketplace, it is rea-
sonably feasible to think that death
loses its authentic connotation. I only
think that to mourn such substantial
casualties is futile and futility. First of
all, such far-reaching fatality is reck-
lessness.”

I immediately asked, “Whose?”

“Whomsoever, folly is folly. In a big
city, you just drop a bomb; people will
die. Poison the wells, whoever con-
sumes the water will no longer stay
alive. Famine, dearth, hostilities, sick-
ness, all this is gibberish. To die due to
them is like a roof falling over. But the
kind of death one wishes is convincing.
To terminate a man is nothing, but to
kill his understanding is colossal cru-
elty.”

After revealing all this, she
switched to mute mode for some time.
Then she responded after a stir.

“I'had a different philosophy. To be
honest, I was devoid of judgment. But
this famine has pushed me into a new
world.”

After a pause, once again I became
her center of attention. I was, for my
own records, marking a few points in
my notebook.

“What are you writing?”

“Iam a fiction writer. I record what-
ever makes somebody’s day.”

“Oh! Then I shall narrate to you my
entire tale.”

For three hours, in her feeble voice,
she narrated her tale to me. I am going
to recount it in my own words. It is
futile to be over-illustrative.

When famine puffed up in Bengal
and people died in great numbers,
Sakina was sold to a vagabond by her
uncle for five hundred rupees, who car-
ried her to Lahore. In a hotel, she was
made to earn. The first customer she
received was a handsome and sturdy
young man. Before famine broke out
in Bengal, when earning was not an
issue, she used to dream about such a
man who would be her life partner. But
here she was put on sale.

She was made to earn through a
trade which would otherwise bring
a shiver down her spine. When she
was being transported from Calcutta
to Lahore, she knew the consequenc-
es. She was a level-headed girl, well
aware that she would soon be put into
trade far and wide, but she was akin
to a detainee who, despite bleakness,
was still optimistic. She anticipated
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an unlikely encounter.

This did not occur, but her for-
titude, aided by the plainness of the
young man, helped her break out of the
hotel during the night. Now it was the
highways of Lahore and up-to-the-min-
ute challenges. It appeared to her that
the glare of men would engulf her. Her
facade was insignificant to people, but
her glaring youth, which was hard to
hide, was being pursued relentlessly.
Had it been any gold or silver jewelry,
she could perhaps have concealed it,
but she was safeguarding a precious
entity that could easily be seized.

For three days and nights she
strayed. Hunger overtook her, but
she did not expose her need, fearing

it might land her in the deadliest hide
where her chastity would be compro-
mised. Sweet shops lured her; at food
inns people lavishly enjoyed their
plates. Food was being served ruthless-
ly before her eyes as if scarcity existed
only for her.

For the first time in her life, she
became conscious of the inevitabili-
ty of food. Initially, food would come
to her; now she had to get hold of it.
Starvation had elevated her within
herself as a martyr, but her body was
nowhere near in shape. Spiritual verve
diminished.

On the fourth night, she passed a
street and entered a nearby house.
Doubt arose, but exhaustion led her

to the courtyard. In dim light she saw
pitchers, fruits, and a cup of cream.
Without thinking, she consumed it.
Relief followed, but dizziness struck.
She collapsed.

When she regained consciousness,
she lay on a tidy bed. Her chastity
intact, she relaxed. A coughing man
appeared, a teacher suffering from
chronic fever. His eyes held forlorn
kindness, not lust. He had renounced
hunger. Sakina narrated her tale; he
listened calmly.

“Stay here, Sakina,” he said. “I do
not desire food; I wish only to watch
you live.”

For a year and a half, he cared for
her selflessly. Before his death, he

confessed his inner conflict, the sup-
pression of desire masked as virtue,
and the cruelty of denying one’s own
humanity.
He survived five more minutes after
his confession. He died cheerfully.
“Sakina,” he said, “I am not greedy.
These last five days of my life are
enough. I am grateful to you.”
Mushtaque B. Barq is a noted writer
and translator, presently serving as
an English Mentor at a Cambridge
school. A recipient of several national
and international awards, his work is
admired for its poetic finesse, cultural
depth, and commitment to preserving
and promoting Kashmiri literary her-
itage.

FROM PAGE 6...

Dr. Arshad Jamal Saarim...

known sacred narrative of Hazrat
Yusuf and Zulaikha. He uses the
story not for romance but for phil-
osophical self-assessment. The poet
begins with a rhetorical question.
He asks himself if it is necessary that
he too should inspire a Zulaikha-like
love. The word “Zulaikhai” has been
used as a verb here. It is a condi-
tion in which one should be loved as
Zulaikha did. Zulaikha represents
not just a lover but an extraordinary
lover, one whose desire transcended
power, status and reason.

Hazrat Yusuf was called “Mah-e-
Kinaa’n” the Moon of Egypt. Saarim
introduces the pivotal term “Yusufi”
using it with remarkable artistic
precision. “Yusufi” here does not
mean Yusuf in a literal sense but
the total embodiment of Yusuf’s
qualities that includes divine
beauty, moral purity, spiritual ele-
vation and God-given distinction.
By saying he has no share in that
“Yusufi” essence, the poet acknowl-
edges his own human limitation. He
does not claim exceptional beauty,
prophetic virtue or transcendent
charisma.

The logic of the couplet is there-
fore deeply ethical. Saarim rejects
unrealistic entitlement. He sug-
gests that extraordinary devotion
demands extraordinary worth.
A Zulaikha-like lover requires a
Yusuf-like beloved. Without pos-
sessing that rare moral and spiritual
stature, it would be unjust and even
absurd to expect such devotion.

At a deeper level, the verse is
a satire on modern romantic and
existential illusions. Saarim dis-
mantles the fantasy of desiring
intense love, admiration or sacri-
fice without deserving it through
inner excellence. Thus, the couplet
is not about love alone. It is about
proportion, humility and self-knowl-
edge. Saarim transforms a sacred
love story into a meditation on merit
and expectation. The verse exempli-
fies his intellectual density where
myth becomes measure, devotion

becomes responsibility and desire is
subjected to ethical scrutiny rather
than indulgence.

“Kab kuchal jaayen kisi paon
se ham barg-wujood,

Waqt ki dhoop mein waise hi
karaare hue hain.”

(We may be crushed under
someone’s foot at any moment,
we—leaf-like beings—have
already dried out in the harsh
sun of time.)

Again the poet has employed a
deeply evocative metaphor to com-
ment on the fragility of human
existence in the modern world. The
phrase “barg-wujood” immediate-
ly reduces human beings to some-
thing delicate, lightweight and per-
ishable. Like leaves, people are no
longer sturdy or rooted. They are
exposed, vulnerable and can easily
be destroyed. The second image
“waqt ki dhoop” the scorching sun
of time is crucial. Time here is not
neutral. It is harsh, oppressive and
relentless. It symbolizes the cumu-
lative weight of social pressure,
economic struggle, political uncer-
tainty, fear and psychological stress.
Under this unforgiving heat, human
beings have already been (karaare
hue) dried brittle and exhausted.
The poet suggests that people have
lost their inner moisture of hope,
resilience and emotional strength.
Because of this dryness, destruction
no longer requires force. A simple
footstep, a slight gust of air or a small
spark is enough to annihilate them.
Saarim thus presents a terrifying
picture of contemporary humanity
which is so weakened by anxiety
and tension that survival itself has
become insecure. The danger is not
only external violence but internal
erosion. At a deeper level, the cou-
plet beautifully criticises a world
that has stripped people of their
capacity to resist. Constant pres-
sure has normalized fear and help-
lessness. Humans are not crushed
because they are inherently weak
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but because they have been overex-
posed to relentless strain. Saarim’s
imagery subtly indicts social sys-
tems and temporal conditions that
exhaust individuals until they can
no longer protect themselves.

“Masaaib mein hi mumkin hai
tan-aasani nikal aaye,

Khazaa’n ke baad mausam jis
tarah dhaani nikal aaye.”

(It is within hardships that
ease can emerge, just as after
autumn a lush season arrives.)

The poet, after laying bare the
tensions, fear, moral decay and exis-
tential suffocation of the contempo-
rary world, consciously refuses to
end in despair. This couplet intro-
duces a measured yet deeply rooted
optimism, one that is neither naive
nor escapist but born out of under-
standing the rhythm of life itself.
The poet asserts that relief (tan-aas-
ani) is not separate from hardship
(masaaib) but concealed within it.
Ease is not a sudden miracle. It is
an organic outcome of endurance.
Saarim suggests that suffering car-
ries within it the seed of resolution,
provided one has the patience and
moral strength to endure it. This
reflects his broader worldview
where struggle is not meaningless
but transformative. The second
line strengthens this philosophy
through a natural analogy. Autumn
(khazaa’ ) symbolizing decay, loss
and barrenness but it is not the end
of the cycle. It is inevitably followed
by a lush, fertile season (mausam-e-
dhaani). Nature itself teaches that
decline is a precondition for renew-
al. By invoking this cycle, Saarim
universalizes hope, grounding it in
an observable and undeniable truth.
The poet is very much optimistic in
his approach. Having portrayed a
world fraught with unrest, moral
compromise and exhaustion, the
poet now affirms that chaos is not
permanent. Just as a dark and suf-
focating night gives way to dawn,
periods of collective and personal

distress must eventually open into
clarity and ease.

Taken together, these verses
firmly establish Dr. Arshad Jamal
Saarim as a poet of rare linguistic
mastery, intellectual density and
disciplined craftsmanship. His com-
mand over language is evident in
the precision of his diction, the econ-
omy of expression and the layered
suggestiveness with which a single
image unfolds into philosophical,
ethical and existential meanings.
In his poetry each word is carefully
placed, each metaphor rigorously
controlled and each verse construct-
ed to carry multiple registers of
sense without rhetorical excess.

Equally significant is Saarim’s
ability to transform lived experi-
ence into poetry without reducing
it to sentimentality or abstraction.
Restlessness becomes a driving
force, fragility a social diagnosis
and suffering a site of renewal. His
verses resist easy resolution, com-
pelling the reader to engage, reflect
and return. At the same time, his
poetry remains rooted in hope and
optimism grounded in endurance,
ethical clarity and faith in renewal
rather than illusion.

The verses discussed here repre-
sent only a small glimpse into the
richness of his collection “Sukhan
Zaad” that contains a large number
of similarly dense and thoughtfully
crafted couplets. Owing to limita-
tions of space, a detailed discussion
of all such verses is not possible
here. Nevertheless, even this brief
selection suffices to demonstrate
that Dr. Arshad Jamal Saarim does
not merely write poetry. He practic-
es it as a rigorous intellectual and
moral discipline, securing his place
as a significant and enduring voice
in contemporary Urdu literature.

(Zulfigar Naqvi is a prolific Urdu
poet, a former announcer with All
India Radio, Poonch (J&K), and

a retired Principal of the School
Education Department, Jammu and
Kashmir)
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Tears - The Healing That Flows Unseen

Dr Supriya Shukla

mong the myriad blessings
Athe Almighty has bestowed

upon the human species,
there is one gift so subtle, so delicate,
and yet so profoundly powerful that
we often underestimate its worth—
the gift of tears. They are not mere
droplets of sorrow sliding down the
contours of the face; they are liquid
reflections of the human soul, wit-
nesses to the countless emotions that
flutter, collide, and surge through
the human mind. Tears are not con-
fined to lamentation or mourning
alone. They are the whispered con-
fessions of the heart, the unspoken
echoes of joy, gratitude, fear, awe,
and spiritual ecstasy.

Human life, as scriptures from
every culture remind us, is both
a divine privilege and a complex
burden. As Shakespeare wrote in
King Lear, “When we are born, we
cry that we are come to this great
stage of fools.” It may seem almost
ironic that the very act that marks
our arrival into the world is an out-
burst of tears. Perhaps our first wail
is Nature’s way of telling us that
tears will accompany us through
every path—warming, cleansing,
healing, and sometimes even trans-
forming us.

Yes, life is purposeful, but the
journey can feel like a relentless
test—one that bruises the physical
body, strains the mind, and wearies
the emotions. And yet, the Almighty
has not abandoned His creation to
suffer unaided. He has endowed man
with reasoning, resilience, emo-
tional strength, and above all, the
miraculous ability to shed tears—
the most effective catharsis known
to humankind.

Ask anyone who has cried after
days of battling inner storms, and
they will tell you: tears do what no
balm or medicine can. They release
the weight lodged deep in the chest;
they soften the rigidity of grief; they
make breathing easier. The prob-
lem or pain may not vanish, but the
heart feels lighter, freer, almost as
though a window within the soul has
been opened.

A psychologist once narrated a
real incident about a woman who
had lost her spouse suddenly. For
three days, she sat in stunned still-
ness—dry-eyed, silent, unmoving.
Not a tear escaped her. She looked at
the doctor and said in a hollow voice,
“If I start crying, I will drown.” But
the doctor gently held her hand
and encouraged her to let her heart
speak. When the first tear finally
escaped, it was as though a dam had
burst. For an hour she cried, trem-

—The Healing
That Flows Unseen

Dr Supri

bled, shook—and afterward, she
whispered, “I can breathe now.”
This is the quiet miracle of tears:
they return us to ourselves.

Unfortunately, society has long
misunderstood this divine elixir,
equating tears with weakness—espe-
cially masculine weakness. Boys are
raised with the oft-repeated com-
mand: “Don’t cry, be strong.” Girls
are told they cry too easily. Thus
begins a cruel and unnecessary
emotional apartheid. But strength
is not the absence of tears; rather, it
is the courage to feel. As Washington
Irving once beautifully said,

“There is a sacredness in tears.
They are not the mark of weakness,
but of power.”

Tears are not only companions
of grief; they are also the heralds of
joy. Think of a parent seeing their
child after years apart. Think of
the moment a student finally holds
a long-awaited result in trembling
hands. Once a violinist was per-
forming a hauntingly beautiful ren-
dition at a small community gath-
ering. Suddenly an elderly man in
the audience— considered to be stoic
and strong throughout his entire
life - broke down and started to cry.
Later he confessed, “It reminded
me of my mother singing that hymn
in the kitchen.” Thus, music often
becomes a bridge between memory
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and emotion, unlocking tears that
have patiently waited for release.

And then there are tears born
from divine astonishment—the
kind that well up when one stands
before a snow-capped mountain, a
star-studded night sky, or an ocean
that stretches into eternity. Nature,
with all her majesty, has the power
to make the soul overflow. The
poet Wordsworth described such a
moment in Tintern Abbey, where
his heart swelled with “the still, sad
music of humanity.” In those sacred
moments, tears become a hymn—a
silent prayer of gratitude.

Devotional music, too, can trans-
port one into a sublime realm. Many
speak of how a simple soulfully ren-
dered devotional song can make one
feel as though the divine presence
itself has brushed past them. The
eyes fill, the voice trembles, and for
a few seconds the soul seems to dis-
solve into something vast and holy.
These are tears that cleanse not the
body but the very consciousness.

If only we shed our inhibitions
and free ourselves from societal
judgments, we would experience
the sublime bliss hidden in these
unsuppressed emotional releases.
For it is through tears that we often
slip, unknowingly, into a meditative
stillness—a momentary union with
something higher, gentler, wiser.

Perhaps that is why Kahlil Gibran
wrote, “Your joy can fill you only as
deeply as your sorrow has carved
you.” And tears are the chisel that
carves.

To cry is human. To cry is divine.

And to allow oneself to cry—with-
out hesitation, without shame—is to
honour the most tender blessing the
Almighty has given to the human
heart.

Tears are not symbols of frailty
but sacred channels through which
the soul releases, renews, and recon-
nects with its deepest truths. When
we allow them to flow freely, we
honour our humanity and welcome
healing.

As Victor Hugo beautifully wrote,
“Those who do not weep, do not see.”

Tears are the Divine Panacea that
touches where words cannot ....The
Holy medicine only Heaven could
create !

(Dr Supriya Shukla is a retired
Principal and former Head of the
Department of English at VSSD
College, Kanpur. A gold medallist

in English with a doctorate. She is a
freelance writer and blogger, empan-
elled with The Times of India and The

Sentinel. A trained vocalist and an

avid traveller, Dr Shukla is a regular
columnist with LitStream and also
serves as a member of its Advisory
Board.)
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e had come from far south
Hof the Valley, from a place

where the road thins into
orchards and buses run on patience
more than schedules. The previous
evening, after a journey that con-
sumed most of the day, he checked
into a small inn near SKIMS, one of
those unassuming places that seem
to exist almost entirely for people
like him. The room was clean, spare,
and silent, holding the faint, famil-
iar smells of disinfectant and boiled
kehwa. He laid his file on the table
beside the bed, opened it once, then
closed it again. Everything that
needed remembering was already
inside him.

He slept lightly. Chemothera-
py has a way of rearranging sleep,
breaking it into intervals, keeping
the body alert even when the mind
seeks rest.

Before dawn, he was awake. Not
anxious, just alert, trained by repe-
tition. He washed carefully, folded
his papers with habitual precision,
and stepped out into the cold Sri-
nagar morning while the sky was
still undecided about light. The road
lay quiet, almost contemplative. A
few tea stalls were stirring, kettles
beginning to hiss, shutters lifting
reluctantly. He walked toward the
oncology block, rehearsing nothing,
hoping for nothing more than to be
early.

At the gate, he was among the
first. This mattered. The first turn
meant finishing sooner, returning
to the inn before fatigue deepened,
catching transport home the same
evening if his body allowed it. He
stood patiently, greeting the guard
with a nod, taking his place without
announcement. Others arrived grad-
ually, dragging small bags, accompa-
nied by sons, brothers, neighbours.
No one asked where he was from. It
showed in the way he waited, in the
economy of his movements, in the
quiet discipline of his presence.

When the doors opened, his name
was taken early. Inside the day care
unit, nursing officers moved with
practiced calm, their gestures eco-
nomical, their attention unwavering.
His file was recognised. Blood reports
were checked. Veins assessed. There
was no drama in it, only familiarity
earned over repeated visits. By the
time the sun reached the windows,
pale and tentative, his drip was
already running.

He watched the fluid descend, drop
by measured drop, counting time in
transparency. Around him, the room
slowly filled. Chairs were occupied.
Conversations softened into whis-

pers. For a brief while, he felt ahead
of the day, as though preparation
itself had granted him a modest, pro-
visional advantage.

This is how cancer is managed
here, not heroically, not publicly,
but through small triumphs of timing
and readiness. A night spent in a
rented room. An early walk through
quiet streets. The dignity of being
prepared.

By afternoon, when fatigue settled
into his bones like silt in still water,
his treatment was complete. He would
rest, gather himself, and attempt the
long journey back. Tomorrow, the
room near SKIMS would belong to
someone else. But for this one day,
he had arrived early, been seen, been
treated, and that was enough.

Not with alarms, not with urgen-
cy, but with waiting. By the time
the sun climbs over Srinagar’s roofs
and minarets, they are already there,
standing outside the oncology block
at SKIMS Soura. Some have travelled
since dawn, some after the sunrise.
They carry files thick with history,
hope folded carefully between pre-
scriptions like pressed leaves. They
do not speak much. They already
know where they are.

You would not notice it at first,
unless someone pointed it out to you,
but this is where the real weight of
cancer care in Kashmir rests. Not
in the operation theatres that glitter
briefly in news reports, not in wards
that close their doors at night, but
here, in the day care oncology unit,
where illness is treated without cer-
emony and courage is repeated daily.

Come with me, the narrator
insists. I will show you.

By eight o’clock, chairs are filling.
Nursing officers move with the ease
of those who have learned time differ-
ently, who understand that urgency
can coexist with calm. They do not
rush, yet nothing is delayed. Each
patient is called not by a number but
by name, softly, respectfully, because
this is a place of return, not arrival.

This unit treats eighty, sometimes
hundred patients a day, while the
radiotherapy day care and haemo-
tology day care also serve eighty to
hundred on the other hand. Multiply
that by weeks, by years, and the scale
reveals itself. Over the last decade,
while the world outside debated sta-
tistics and policy, SKIMS quietly reg-
istered over tension of thousands of
cancer patients. Most of them passed
through this very space, receiving
chemotherapy, transfusions, hydra-
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tion, or sometimes only reassurance,
before being sent home again.

Day care, the voice explains, is not
lesser care. It is concentrated care.

It allows the hospital to treat
more patients than beds ever could.
It allows families to keep their sick at
home, within familiar rooms warmed
by family presence. It allows life,
however fragile, to continue beyond
institutional walls, tethered to Kitch-
ens, courtyards, and the rhythms of
everyday Kashmiri living.

By mid-morning, drips hang like
suspended time. Medical record
technicians doublle the registration
number of every patient seeking his
file. Nursing watch veins the way
sailors watch weather, alert to the
slightest shift. Doctors pass quiet-
ly, adjusting protocols, interpreting
blood counts, calculating futures in
milligrams.

This is repeated medicine. The
same patient returns after three
weeks, then three more. Faces
become familiar. Silences become
shared. There is no illusion of final-
ity here, only management, contain-
ment, and hope measured carefully,
without exaggeration.

Over the past ten years, this unit
alone has delivered hundreds of
thousands of treatment visits. Yet no
register captures the true inventory:
the silent endurance, the practiced
bravery, the restrained despair that
rarely announces itself.

You see, the narrator says, this is
where medicine learns humility.

In radiotherapy day care, people
have to undergo double whammay,
bnignly bearing with of beams for
a long time. Patients with head and
neck cancers. Breast cancers. Pelvic
malignancies. Brain tumours and
likes, they have to make a beeline to
the day care for further management.

These patients frequently attend
both therapies, radiation here, che-
motherapy there, day after day, week
after week. Their attendance is as dis-
ciplined as prayer.

Few speak of them in reports, but
hundreds of thousands have passed
through radiotherapy at SKIMS in
the last decade, often without ever
being admitted. Their lives were
recalibrated in outpatient corridors,
their endurance largely unrecorded.

The Weariness Sets In

By afternoon, fatigue thickens
the air. Patients grow quieter. Some
sleep through their infusions. Others
stare at nothing, conserving energy.
Yet the work continues. The paradox

KIMS

of day care oncology is that it never
truly rests, yet it must never appear
hurried. Errors here are unforgiv-
ing; compassion must coexist with
accuracy.

Since 2014, cancer registrations
have risen steadily at SKIMS. Each
year has brought more patients than
the last. The establishment of the
State Cancer Institute in 2020 expand-
ed infrastructure, but not demand.
If anything, referrals intensified.
Peripheral hospitals send their most
complex cases here. Day care absorbs
the overflow.

It is not that other centres do not
exist, the narrator clarifies. It is that
when illness grows serious, people
come here.

With the fall of dusk, files close
again. Drips are disconnected.
Instructions are repeated carefully,
sometimes more than once. Patients
leave, not cured, but treated. Not
healed, but with hopes.

This is perhaps the most radi-
cal aspect of day care oncology: the
patient goes home with the disease.
Healing is no longer confined to the
hospital. Families become caregiv-
ers, and homes too become exten-
sions of wards.

Over a decade, this model has
spared thousands of admissions,
reduced institutional congestion,
and preserved dignity. It has also
transferred responsibility outward,
requiring education, trust, and con-
tinuity.

It works, the voice says quietly,
because it has to.

Before leaving, the narrator
pauses and sighed.

Do not forget the people who keep
this alive.

The naive nursing officers, the
dignified doctors, and the very dedi-
cated supportive staff, from a janitor
to the sanitary attendnent, who rec-
ognise distress before monitors do.
Nursing officers whose calculations
and canulations decide safety, and
residents who learn to speak truth
without cruelty.

Though daycare offers no dramat-
ic victories, it envisions a safer and
serene days ahead for the sufferers.
If the last ten years were to be com-
pressed into a single image, it would
not be a graph or a report. It would
be this room, chairs filling and emp-
tying, files ageing, faces changing.

Over ten years, SKIMS Soura’s
day care oncology and radiothera-
py services have quietly carried the
heaviest burden of cancer care in
Kashmir. Hundreds of thousands
treated. Countless visits completed.
Lives prolonged, sometimes saved,
always acknowledged.

This, the narrator concludes, is
not a footnote in healthcare.

This is the backbone.

And as you step back into the eve-
ning air, cool, familiar, carrying the
smell of rain or smoke, you realise
something quietly unsettling: tomor-
row, this will begin again. Just as
faithfully. Just as quietly.

May Allah send the choicest of His
cure and care to all the people afflict-
ed with this diseas ...
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Dystopian Undercurents in English Poetry

P.V. Laxmiprasad

ystopian poetry in English
Dexpresses visions of a world

filled with fear, decay, oppres-
sion, and moral decline. Unlike dys-
topian fiction, which often creates
complex future societies, dystopian
poetry is usually concise, symbolic,
and prophetic. It uses imagery and
metaphor to caution readers about
the possible paths humanity might
take. These poems reveal deep wor-
ries about power, violence, loss of
faith, environmental damage, and
the fading of human values.

A key theme in English dystopi-
an poetry is the breakdown of social
and moral order. Poets illustrate
societies where traditional values
fail, resulting in chaos and despair.
W.B. Yeats's The Second Coming
offers a haunting image of a world
where "things fall apart; the centre
cannot hold." While not a futuristic
tale, this poem shows a civilization
on the verge of collapse, ruled by
violence instead of reason—a clear
dystopian mood.

Political oppression and violence
often show up in dystopian poetry.
Poets reveal the cruelty of authori-
tarian regimes and the silencing of
individuals. W.H. Auden's political
poems, like September 1, 1939, depict
a world haunted by dictatorship,
war, and moral cowardice. In these
poems, individuals feel powerless,
overwhelmed by immense political
forces—this is a significant dystopi-
an concern.

Another vital theme is dehuman-
ization. Modern dystopian poetry
often portrays people as reduced
to mechanical, nameless, or spiri-
tually empty beings. In T.S. Eliot's
The Hollow Men, individuals exist
in a barren world, unable to act or
believe. The poem's lifeless imag-
ery—dry bones, broken stones, and
empty rituals—suggests a spiritual-
ly dystopian state where humanity
has lost its essence.

Loss of faith and spiritual emp-
tiness is closely connected to the
dystopian vision. Poets show worlds
devoid of divine or moral guidance.
Eliot's The Waste Land presents a
fragmented landscape of cultural
decay, where meaning has fallen
apart. Though not a dystopia in the
usual sense, its depiction of a sterile
and fragmented society strongly res-
onates with dystopian themes.

Anxiety about technology and
the environment is more evident in
contemporary poetry. Poets warn
against environmental destruction,
nuclear threats, and technologi-
cal overreach. Poems that address
climate crises or post-apocalyptic
survival portray futures scarred by
human greed and misuse of science,
reflecting current dystopian fears.

Another dystopian theme is
silence and the loss of voice. In
many dystopian poems, language
itself seems to fail. Fragmentation,
repetition, and broken syntax show
the inability of words to challenge
oppression or express truth. This sty-
listic break reflects societal break-
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W. B. Yeats — The Second Coming
(1919)

"Things fall apart; the centre
cannot hold;

Mere anarchy is loosed upon the
world."

These lines strongly express the
collapse of social, moral, and politi-
cal order. The image of a disintegrat-
ing civilization reflects a dystopian
world dominated by chaos rather
than reason.

"The best lack all conviction,
while the worst

Are full of passionate intensity."

This line illustrates a society
where moral leadership has failed,
letting destructive forces take
over—a characteristic of dystopian
vision.

T. S. Eliot - The Hollow Men (1925)

"We are the hollow men,

We are the stuffed men."

This line symbolizes spiritual
emptiness and dehumanization,
portraying a world where individ-
uals exist without purpose or moral
grounding.

"This is the way the world ends

Not with a bang but a whimper."

Eliot suggests a quiet, anti-heroic
end to civilization, emphasizing the
bleak inevitability typical of dysto-
pian thought.

T. S. Eliot - The Waste Land (1922)

"A heap of broken images, where
the sun beats,

And the dead tree gives no shel-
ter."

This barren landscape symboliz-
es cultural and spiritual emptiness,
presenting a post-civilizational
wasteland.

W. H. Auden - September 1, 1939

"T and the public know

What all schoolchildren learn.

Those to whom evil is done

Do evil in return."

The poem reveals cycles of vio-
lence and moral failure in political
systems, reflecting dystopian reali-
ties shaped by war and oppression.

Wilfred Owen - Anthem for
Doomed Youth

"What passing-bells for these who
die as cattle?"

Though a war poem, this line
depicts a dystopian view of mass
dehumanization, where people are
seen as expendable.

Philip Larkin - Aubade

"The mind blanks at the glare. Not
in remorse

The good not done, the love not
given, time

Torn off unused."

Larkin's existential despair illus-
trates a modern dystopia filled with
spiritual emptiness and fear of death
in a secular world.

Ted Hughes — Hawk Roosting
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"I kill where I please because it is
all mine."

This line reflects the voice of abso-
lute power and control, a central
theme in dystopian literature.

Margaret Atwood — Siren Song

"Only you can help me;

You are unique."

Atwood unveils manipulation and
deception, showcasing dystopian
control through language and psy-
chological pressure.

These notable poetic lines rarely
describe futuristic dystopias.
Instead, they evoke dystopian mental
states, moral decline, and civiliza-
tional anxiety. English poetry often
approaches dystopia symbolically
and prophetically, providing time-
less warnings against chaos, tyran-
ny, and spiritual emptiness.

In summary, dystopian themes
in English poetry present images of
decay, authoritarian power, spiritu-
al barrenness, dehumanization, and
environmental decline. Rather than
building detailed dystopian worlds,
poets evoke crises and warnings,
encouraging readers to face uncom-
fortable truths about society. English
dystopian poetry acts as a moral and
cultural warning, reminding human-
ity of the risks of moral blindness
and unchecked power.

The author has 44 books to his
credit in English Literature.
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The Gut - Brain Connection:
Understanding the Reality of IBS
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Dr Sameer Ul Haq
Drsameerulhag234@gmail.com

ost of us have experienced
Mstomach discomfort at some

point in our lives, such as
an uneasy feeling before an exam,
a sudden urge to rush to the toilet
during a stressful day, or bloating
after a heavy meal. Usually, these
symptoms go away with time. But
for millions of people, such diges-
tive issues are not occasional but
a persistent part of daily life and is
known as Irritable Bowel Syndrome
or shortly IBS. IBS is one of the most
common gastrointestinal disorders
worldwide, yet it remains widely mis-
understood. Many people dismiss it
as “just acidity,” “stress-related,” or
even “all in the mind.” In reality, IBS
is a genuine medical condition rooted
in a complex interaction between the
gut and the brain. Understanding this
gut-brain connection is important to
understand IBS itself.

IBS vs IBD

IBS is a functional gastrointestinal
disorder, which means that while the
structure of the gut appears normal
anatomically, its function is dis-
turbed and functions poorly causing
people to experience symptoms such
as abdominal discomfort, bloating,
flatulence, diarrhoea, constipation or
an alternation between both. These
symptoms often come and go on daily
basis and affect the daily routines.
On the other hand, IBD is an immune
mediated inflammatory response of
the gut which cause physical damage
like ulceration and bleeding poten-
tially leading to cancer. This can
result in more severe symptoms
such as blood in the stool, abdomi-
nal pain, unintentional weight loss.
Importantly IBS does not cause any
bleeding or permanent damage to the
gut. However, the absence of visible
damage does not mean the suffering
is any less real.

The Gut and The Brain: A two-way
conversation

The digestive system is not merely
a passive tube for food digestion,
rather has its own intricate nervous
system, known as “Enteric Nervous
System”, often called as the “second
brain”. This system contains millions
of nerve cells and communicates
continuously with the brain through
nerves, hormones, and immune
pathways. There is a two-way com-
munication. Just as the brain can
influence gut function, the gut can

influence mood, stress levels, and
overall well-being. This is why emo-
tional states like anxiety, or fear can
immediately affect hunger and bowel
movements. People with IBS have vis-
ceral hypersensitivity, meaning their
intestines are sensitive to sensations
which could be normal to others.
What might be completely normal for
others can cause significant discom-
fort for someone with IBS.

Role of Diet and Lifestyle

Many people with IBS notice that
certain foods worsen their symptoms.
Such triggers are commonly ignored,
and include spicy foods, tea, caffeine,
sugar, citrus foods, beverages, and
artificial sweeteners. In recent years,
attention has been given to a group
of carbohydrates known as FOD-
MAPs, a combination of five food
groups which are poorly absorbed in
the gut and can cause bloating and
diarrhoea in sensitive individuals.
However, IBS is highly individual. A
food that triggers symptoms in one
person may be perfectly tolerated by
another. This unpredictability often
leads people to restrict their diet
excessively, which cause nutrition-
al deficiencies and further anxiety
around eating. Lifestyle behaviour
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is also important. Irregular meal tim-
ings, lack of sleep, physical inactivity,
and chronic stress can all disrupt gut
function. IBS management is there-
fore not just about avoiding certain
foods, but about adopting a balanced,
sustainable lifestyle.

Diagnosis: Know it by yourself

IBS is highly individual and there
is no specific test to confirm it. Diag-
nosis is usually based on confirming
symptom patterns and some lab tests
to exclude some warning signs such
as unintentional weight loss, blood
in stools, anaemia. It is important to
recognize your symptoms. Being told
“Nothing is wrong” is very different
from being told “You have IBS, and it
is manageable”.

Living with IBS: More than a Diges-
tive Issue

IBS affects much more than diges-
tion. It influences work productiv-
ity, social interactions, travel, and
emotional health. Many people plan
their day around access to toilets,
avoid social gatherings, or live with
constant fear of symptom flare-ups.
This hidden burden is often invisible
to others. Women are affected more
commonly than men, and symptoms

often begin in young adulthood,
during a phase of life that is already
demanding. Despite its prevalence,
IBS is under-discussed, leading to
stigma and delayed care.

How to Manage

There is no cure for IBS, although
the symptoms can be alleviated by
avoiding triggers. Evidence suggests
reducing gut irritants in diet can sig-
nificantly reduce discomfort. Com-
bination of dietary modifications,
lifestyle changes, and medications
is effective for 95% of IBS patients.
Dietary management includes
increasing fiber content foods while
limiting diary products, avoiding
gas producing foods, and restrict-
ing FODMAPs Common foods con-
taining FODMAPs include wheat,
onions, garlic, pulses, dairy products,
fruit juices, and certain fruits such
as apples, watermelon and drupes
(Peaches, Plums, Apricots etc.) The
purpose of this diet is to first relieve
symptoms and then identify the
triggers, so that the gut can tolerate
when they are introduced again at
some point. Adequate water intake
and maintaining a food diary can help
identify trigger foods. Lifestyle mea-
sures such as regular physical activ-
ity, stress-reduction techniques, and
adequate sleep also play an important
role in symptom control. For some
people, psychological therapies,
including cognitive behavioural ther-
apy, hypnotherapy, are also useful.
Medications may be prescribed
based on predominant symptoms
and include antispasmodics, anti-di-
arrheal, low-dose antidepressants for
pain and associated mood disorders,
and IBS-specific drugs. While symp-
toms may not resolve completely, it’s
important to recognize the triggers
and avoid them while taking care of
nutritional status.

Correcting Myths

Stress causes IBS

Although stress plays a role in
symptom severity, it does not cause
IBS. The condition arises from a
complex interaction between gut,
brain, nervous system, and gut flora.
However, stress can trigger disease
flare-ups or worsen existing symp-
toms, which may explain why many
people associate stress with the onset
of symptoms.

Is IBS “All in the Mind”?

This is perhaps the most harm-
ful misconception surrounding IBS.
While stress and emotions play an
important role, IBS is not a psycholog-
ical illness. Rather, it is a condition
where psychological factors influence
symptoms.

Indigestion or Acidity is IBS

Indigestion or acidity are often
mistaken for IBS, a common mis-
conception. Indigestion and acidity
usually involve the upper part of the
digestive system with symptoms as

CONT. ON PAGE 13
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Raavi misses Jhelum to meet Chenab

i‘ L

Sonika Kaur

“Haye chetti kar, gaddi nikal jaani
hai Raavi,” (Hurry up, or else we will
miss the train, Raavi) said Satluj, a
brimming girl whose beauty had
just spurred into adolescence. Ravi
was about to board her first trip out-
side her home. The only trip both
sisters went on was to school and to
their ‘Nanke’ (maternal grandpar-
ents’ home) with Beas Baba Ji, their
father, during summer vacations.
Excitement was in seventh heaven
for Raavi and Satluj. Joy gushed
down the minds of the two sisters
like rivers eagerly flow to merge
with the sea. “Baba ji, tusi tanga
bulao cheeti!” (Father, please hurry.
Go and look for a tonga) said Satluj.
Beaming with joy on his daughter's
faces, Baba ji summoned a tonga
rider passing by. “Bhai, tation jana
hai. Jhelum da time ho gaya hai.
Pahuncha denga?” (We have to go
to the station. Will you be able to
make it to help us board Jhelum),
said Beas baba ji. “Haan Ji, haan
ji”’(Yes, Yes), said the tongawalla,
whipping the pair of horses. The
sisters quickly stuffed last-minute
things important for a veere da
vyaah like pranda, jutti and gota
chunni. “Main hari chunni de naal
lal pranda pa lavangi mehendi te.”
(Iwill drape a green veil with laced
borders along with a red hair fancy
accessory for the mehendi function),
said Satluj. Both sisters bid goodbye
to their mother, who is busy packing
snacks and food for her daughters
to take with them on the journey.
Beas Baba Ji hopped on the tonga in
excitement. While Raavi and Satluj
raced to the tonga. Mother advised,
“Dhyan naal kudiyon”. (Be careful,
girls.) Upon turning their heads to
hear what their mother was saying,
Satluj tripped over a pebble in the
‘veda’ (veranda) and nose-dived on
the ground. “Chamkile? Aayi jara.
Haye kudi nu sat vaj gayi hai.”

(Chamkila? Come quickly. My
girl has got injured), screamed
Bishni (mother) to her son.
The anxiousness was obvi-
ous. But what was not obvi-
ous was Satluj getting injured.
The family quickly summoned
Sarpach saab (village head) for
help to assist them in reaching
the ‘vaid’ (village doctor) as
early as possible, as Satluj was
bleeding. Bishni advised Beas
to go ahead with their journey
and not worry, because Satluj
won't be able to make it to the
station. While sarpanch saab
showed swiftness, Beas Baba
Ji and Raavi hopped onto the
tonga in despair. The Tonga
rider showed his best skills
to make it to the station in
time, which they thought they
had done. Upon stepping on
the platform, their wide eyes
bid goodbye to the moving
Jhelum. “ Haaye, bhen de sat
vi vaj gayi, te gaddi vi nahi
chade.” (Alas! My sister got
injured, and we missed the
train too), aghast, Raavi mur-
mured. “Koi na putt. Koshish te
poori Kiti hai appa. Tu ethe baith.
Main hune thoda paani le ke aaya.”
(Its ok dear. You rest here. I will
just come back with some water.
Along with Beas, the platform
emptied with just another shadow
who missed Jhelum. Raavi turned
around to see the crowd dispers-
ing, and someone appeared from it.
Their eyes locked in the flow of con-
nections. Jhelum left, but Raavi and
Chenab were still. Though flowing.

While Raavi decided to rest,
Chenab chose to stand.

Both were emotionally aligned,
but in different forms. With inquis-
itive emotions and bubbly feelings,
Raavi hesitantly captured the flow
of Chenab. A gush of emotions ran
through Chenab. And suddenly....
Jhelum met with an accident. Chaos
on the platform erupts. Raavi and
Chenab run together to escape as
per the emergency announcement to
clear the platform. Raavi, shocking-
ly, sees Beas Baba ji looking for her
and not leaving the area around the
platform. She spurts up to run for
Baba Ji, but caringly Chenab holds
her soft hands to safety. They run
away from the station. Panting high
and looking for shelter, they reach

Chenab’s village Bannpur. The
doubtful gaze of the villagers wel-
comes the couple, with fiery ques-
tions in their eyes. Chenab manages
to reach his home with Raavi, wor-
rying about the explanation he is
not prepared for. Bapu ji stared at
Chenab, asking who the girl was and
what she was doing with him. He
scarily explained, only to convince
the family to offer shelter at their
home.

Societal conditioning barred the
villagers from accepting this deci-
sion. But Bapu ji stood by the girl,
taking her responsibility.

That night, both were seeking
a slim sight of each other but kept
away. The moonlight spread its
blanket on those who were yearning
for connections.

Bibi ji shared her dream the next
morning with the head of the family.
She, without a doubt, discussed with
Bapu ji about getting her son mar-
ried to the girl. Bapu ji gave will-
ful consent to lock the couple in a
sacred ceremony to be held in the
nearby gurudwara. Little did Raavi
know that the paranda, hari chunni
and gota her sister packed were des-
tined for her own marriage. ‘Naayi’
(a person who invites guests for a

marriage on behalf of the
groom’s or bride’s family)
was given the duty to
invite guests from nearby
villages for this occasion.

On the day of marriage,
Beas Baba ji reached the
gurudwara as per the
invitation. Raavi saw
a glimpse of her father
through her gotta chunni,
hiding behind the com-
munity centre door and
surrounded by the women
of the village. She burst
out in pain and started
crying, quenching her
emotions and separation
from her father. What was
a moment of happiness
turned into an emotional
flood. Raavi narrated the
ordeal to her father. He
wholeheartedly accepted
what was flowing through
Raavi and walked her to
the aisle of the gurudwara
for the sacred marriage
ceremony. Little did Beas
know that the marriage he
was going to attend was of his own
daughter.

After aday, Raavi was to visit her
parents' home as a part of a ritual.
She was welcomed with great joy,
feasts, decorations and love by the
villagers and the neighbouring com-
munity. Bishni opened her arms to
welcome her lost daughter, who
met her destiny, Chenab. Raavi
and Satluj were heading to their
cousin’s marriage. Had Satluj not
been injured, and Jhelum not been
hit by an accident, two endearing
souls wouldn’t have met with their
destiny.

(Sonika Kaur is an author, thinker
who is passionate about exploring
and studying subjects of language

and literature. She contributes opin-
ions and research through articles,
blogs, case studies, and various
other forms of literature representa-
tion. Sonika designs content strat-
egies for brands and businesses in
both B2B and B2C categories, glob-
ally. She has over 14 years of expe-
rience in content development in
the global digital market. Language
comes to her as a divine experience.
Her research work strengthens

her writings with diverse angles of
approach.)

FROM PAGE 12...

The Gut - Brain Connection...

like burning sensation, discomfort,
or a feeling of fullness. IBS mainly
affects the intestines and changes
bowel habits, causing abdominal
pain, bloating, constipation, diar-
rhoea, or alternating symptoms.
Mistaking IBS for simple acidity
can result in delayed diagnosis and
improper treatment, which is why
understanding the difference is
important.

IBS only Affect the Gut

IBS does not only affect the gut
and digestive system. Many individ-
uals also experience fatigue, sleep
disturbances, anxiety. The condition
reflects a broader disturbance in
gut-brain interaction involving gut,
brain, nervous system.

A Message of Reassurance

IBS is not fatal, but it is real. It
is not a sign of weakness, poor life-

e $CM K¢ oo

style choices, or imagined illness. It
reflects the complex and fascinating
way in which our brain and gut com-
municate. Recognizing this connec-
tion allows us to replace fear with
understanding and frustration with
effective coping strategies. With the
right guidance, most people with IBS
can lead full, productive lives. Aware-
ness, early recognition, and compas-
sionate care are the first steps in

changing how we view this common
yet often misunderstood condition.
Understanding IBS is ultimately
about understanding ourselves, how
closely our thoughts, emotions, and
bodies are intertwined, and how
listening to our gut may sometimes
mean listening to our mind as well.
The gut is the second brain; when
one is anxious, the other feels the
blow.
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WOMAN, BEYOND THE INDEX OF BODY

Dr. Perwaiz Shaharyar

Lake like eyes/ Scarlet coral-like lips/ Curly-curvy

hairs
Attraction all four directions
These are mazes

Face and physical charms are curtains, indeed
A weapon to keep off you from the desired abode

A true woman lives somewhere else
Beyond the index of her body
Sitting crouch like a recluse

Just like an abstract thing

Like a dream of snow-white clouds

Sometimes, similar to the moonless dark night
Dormant lightening, full of its potency
Extremely tough meditation is needed

To open her inner layers of heart,

Love is considered to be the genuine pearl of a woman
This can be discovered by proceeding beyond her body
Otherwise, nothing lies in the whirlpool of body

Man wants to overpower
The screaming body of a woman

ASojournto A
Strange Land

r 4 h g
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Manik Chakraborty

Why does the moon today spread so
much light on the earth’s surface,
In that light,
His face does not take shape.
Why is the blue firmament so gen-
erous
Azure blue in color,
So without seeing him
A thousand questions arise.
Why does the river flow
to the distant land
Why do birds migrate from distant
Siberia
I am a poet engrossed in the sweet
song of the birds in the sweet sound
of the ripples that the river carries
It is natural I may be lost in my
dreams
I wish to sail away to the distant
land that Yeats once imagined to go
Or Nowhere here to some other
world as Tagore once fancying a
reverie
Inow wait for the lonely cloud that
is floating alone in the sky
The little boy does not know any-
thing about these
He wonders looking at the sky
But why I don’t know nor anyone
can unfathom it .
(Manik Chakraborty is an emi-
nent editor and poet Souborno
edited by him is a popular interna-
tional magazine)

But the body is a dune of sands/ a fair of desires

There is only mirage and mirage

Woman uses to be hidden,

Somewhere in her inner self,

Instead of, being found in her apparent body
Which is like an epic center of a live volcano
A man in his entire life

Used to run after fascinating faces

Like those idiot men

Who, on the surface of the water

Often, stare at diving and floating waves
With their curious eyes

Use to play, the whole day, with shells lying on beaches

Perhaps, they do not know

That the true pearls are senselessly lying
In the depth of a sea,
Where the breathes not much support the divers

To achieve such unknown pearls in the deep sea
Needed to wait till the lips of the shell get opened

To get the original element of a woman

You will have to raise the curtain of deceitful face
You will have to step down

Into the concealed room of her heart

You will have to knock and knock again

At the tightly closed window of her soul
A woman is not a thing of luxury
Not a commodity of marketing

Not even a body of only bone and flesh

The true name of a woman is ------
Love, love, and only love!
(Dr. Perwaiz Shaharyar is a distinguished multilingual

poet, critic and short story writer and consultant editor

ONLY A POEM

Lily Swarn

When all else looks bleak

And the violence in the air waves
surpasses the gentleness of human
touch

When the sparrow is on the verge of
extinction

And the vulture mangles the petite dove
When tigers hunt for their vanishing
habitat

And concrete monstrosities loom larger
on horizons

NCERT, New Delhi, India)

When squirrels can't find the nuts they
buried
And hyenas bare their canines to laugh
When your love for me is only a poem
And no more a promise of lasting ded-
ication
When the moon hides behind damp
limpid eyes
And clouds get darker and ominous
That's when I kneel down beside my bed
And repeat by rote the prayer that I
learnt in kindergarten
Hallowed be thy name thy kingdom
come
Thy will be done on earth as it is in
heaven
Amen to that my loved ones
When all else looks bleak !!
(Lily Swarn is an internationally
acclaimed poet, novelist, and essayist,
author of 10 books. She is the 2023-24
International Beat Poet Laureate India)

RABIES

Dr Jernail S Anand

When they are not hungry
They do not accost
you
Nor pester you
Nor they organize protests
They wind their tail
And sink into a trance.
I am talking of dogs
Who possess a higher sense
Of dignity
Missing among us homo sapiens
A dog barks
To protect his master
When thieves enter to burgal his
house
He does not run after food
Or sex
When not hungry
Then I think of us higher mortals
And feel ashamed.
What makes these animals
More divine than we people?
Nature has imparted an inbuilt
sense
Of balance to every object
They look for food only
When hungry
And fight or bite only when pro-
voked
And they never store things
In Swiss banks
When dogs go mad, they lose
Their natural balance
Then they bite
And send rabies in the blood
Of their victims
Our race has lost its balance
Its dignity and runs on rabies.
(Dr Anand is Laureate of
Seneca, Charter of Morava, Franz
Kafka and Maxim Gorky awards,
with an oeuvre of 200 books. His
name adorns the Poet’s Rock in
Serbia)

The Name That Fits

By Muskan Hamid

Every word I think of seems to circle you,

The shadow you carry, the sunlight too.

The calm in your silence, the laughter you bring,
Both rooted and light, a rare balancing thing.
There's strength in the way you stay wholly the

same,

No masks, no pretence, no hunger for fame.

You stand as you are steady and true,

Even when life is unkind in what it puts you through.
You love without noise, without needing to show,
You keep oceans inside when your own tides run

low.

When the roughest of winds try to pull you apart,
You don't give up ground; you don't loosen your

heart.

You listen more deeply than most ever speak,

You see in the break’s others call as weak.

Where others rush past, you quietly stay,

Turning heavy moments gently toward light.

You heal without calming the mantle and the praise,
You offer your presence, not words, every day.

In rooms full of voices, you are clam and contained,

° e 4CM Ko e

Like a lighthouse that stands lighting without calling

its flame.

You hold affection like something sacred,

Not rushed, not loud, never misplaced.

In the quiet space between your breath and mine,
There’s ocean of poetic words could never define.
You don’t promise the world, you offer your hand,
And somehow that feels more solid than rock and

sand.

When I falter, you don’t rush to repair,
You stay, you listen, you simply care.
Loving you feels like coming home slowly,
Like being seen fully, gently, and wholly.
Not fire that burns, but embers that last,
A love that grows deeper, built to last.
You carry your scars like your worn white coat,
Not as wounds, but like rivers that keep you afloat.
There’s warmth in your heart, patience in your eyes,
A softness that steadies, a courage that quietly rises.
So, what name fits best for a soul like your stock,
Still playful, still soft, yet steady as rock.
A child at the core, with a healer's dock,
A tender-hearted man, a quiet baby doc.

The author is a passionate nurse, calligrapher and a

poet
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