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Evolution of a Scholar-Poet

Professor Abdul Q. Zia
(LURENATIAN UNIVERSITY SUDBURY - CANADA)

Himayat Ali Shair had been a primary concern of my
preoccupations for a long time. I have always admired his
intellectual curiosity, his critical capacity, his indefatigable
energy to write lyrical plays, radio dramas, film scripts and
movie songs. At the same time [ have always appreciated his
skill to produce and direct plays and movies. T have also
enjoyed his symbolic poignance to write analytical essays and
articles. I have also respected his spirit of dynamism to face
challenges of complex nature, his singular foresight to be an
adorable teacher and above all his inborn gift to write poetry
of superior calibre. All these combined made me to envy the
multidimensional talents of this scholar-poet, who possessed
cultivation, erudition and sophistication.

The second half of this century has seen a striking
proliferation of fresh ideas and radical approaches in poetry
and literature all over the world and Urdu was no exception.
Yet the value and usefulness of these developments for the
sake of criticism were neither fully apparent nor seriously
realized. About fifty years ago the intellectual scene of the
Indo-Pakistani sub-continent was plainly different from what
it is now and since 1947 there had been more than one kind
of reactions which influenced the literary style and approach
and added several dimensions and perspectives to L
literature in general and Urdu poetry in parﬁeu
pr;u;[ommanlf : actic
upon art for life
art for art's sake. It 1
pmductwc and operﬂtive and brou' rht
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and intricacies of life. Urdu writers in turn became conscious
of everything that surrounded them. They felt very much the
same as other enlightened scholars. Their expressed
attitudes did translate the feelings of people they associated
with and their poetry did represent the trends and traditions
they belonged to. They made their intellectual thought an
interpreter of life and tool with which to build future, a
better and healthy future of course. Himayat Ali Shair is
undoubtedly a product of such intellectual environments and
social conditions. Although he was not exactly a forerunner
of new frends but in course of time he did prove himself to
be a staunch and responsxble member of the liberated school
Q tj_mught and his genius as a poet got deeply rooted in the
grasp of material reality and awareness of the weaknesses of
the prevailing social order and political atmosphere, His
approach to art and hterature eventually became both
constructwe and quahtatwe He acquired a sense of giving
primary p]ace to  the maturity of his imagination and
ahsnc bpnt of mind. To suggest that an insightful

r hls persenahty or poetry In fact he
i to be eompare
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and a manifestation of various turmoils and tribulations of
human existence. His poems "Tamasha" (Demonstration),
"Aadmi ki Kahani" (Legend of a man), "Naya Ahad Nama"
(New Contract), all published in the early stages of his
poetic thoughts and are included in his book of verses "Aag
Men Phool" (Flowers in flames), are the glaring examples of
his intellectual maturity and poetic sensitivity. Selection of
theme and choice of words was of primary importance to
him. All the material of life scattered around him became.
the subject matter of his poetry. Good poets have a definite
attitude towards life and Himayat’s poems like "Zahar
Khand" (Sarcastlc smile), "In.',an_ Amar ; Hat" (Man is
immortal) do suggest that he is a great poet, These poems,
are coherent and consistent in the development of thought
and diction and impressive in their treatment. In these and .
many other poems Himayat appears to be all through a-
visionary, an imaginative and a true representative of
ob]ectwﬂy and creativity,

We know that cla§51c: temper stuches tha past, the v

lem: ognit : |
appeahng bdnks of Ve’rses of 'thJs era, md;cata
-wgbr ' st led u fprw | a
dim‘ . n‘d ced:




12

conceptual thoughts and deep rooted emotions. Even a
cursory glance of his writings will establish the fact that
Himayat, most of the time , is direct, straightforward and
articulate,

Himayat's deepest love for mankind is also an
indication of his affectionate pride that he felt for humanity,
As evident in his poems entitled "Madar-e-Watan Ka Noha"
(The elegy of motherland) , "Lashon Ki Bastie" (The town of
corpses), "Ek Istaquabaliya” (A Welcome address), he led a
life which brought him in constant contact with day to day
problems and situations, This did not essentially cause any
mental stress or intellectual fragmentation but lighted up his
mi ul. One can easily discover radicalism, liberalism

d ynamism in his poetical experience and above
otest against outdated trends and

dltmns
~ Those who have had an

i opportunity to read what

hat he has significantly
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In-the Hara, the cave of
intellectual maturity,

the sublirni_iy of thought
still awaits Gabriel
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ANGLE OF VISION
lptyur b nid .
: e ! l"L:y:’ l
%C/c:ff/c-‘—cf Z
[ J silio o]
Gen e o
The insignificant stone
stranded on the pathway

can attain divinity
if adorned with faith

The above are only a few specimen of his worthwhile
experience in  Urdu poetry. They have depth,
cmnprehensweness of vision and wholesomeness of thought.
The same can safe.ly be said about most of his triplets. In
feelmg, in approach, in imagery they are excellent. They are
reallsuc, ratlonahsuc ,.and romantic. - They are realistic

i It xy-_dlspassmnately Wlth(ll.lt recewmg

his 'arp eye .and keen mmd for making
: nal y 'af- the theme e p;cked up. Many of them

m del.lght and culminate in
f his 'unusual thmkmg and
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posterity. In course of time his poetic thought soared those
sublime heights that we were left with no choice but to call
him a major poet. In variety of ways he added glory and
glamour to Urdu language. His poems "Bengal Se Korea
Tuk" (From Bengal to Korea), "Shikast Ki Awaz" (The
sound of vanquish), "Badalte Zawiye" (The changing
viewpoints), "Sholai-Be-Dood" (Somokeless flames), are
shining examples. They all have a touch of melody, as well as
melancholy. They possess sophisticated imagery, touching
tenderness, stubborn truthfulness and rhetorical effects.
They all have a dramatic impact and a sensitive irony, His
long poem "Bengal Se Korea Tuk” is in fact an epic. It is
both heartbreaking and heartwarming. It also shows that he
has come a long way to find for himself in that poem the
chief reservoir of strength and vitality. It is a condemnation
of totalitarianism, imperialism and fascism. It stands for the
dignity of man, fundamental belief in human freedom,
equality, equanimity, the harmonious relationship of heart
and mind, the elegance of sincerity, honesty and humility. It
is a protest against injustice, unfairness, violence and
persecution of human beings. Rousseau once said that "Man
is born free but he is in chains everywhere." To break those
chains of bondage is the basic theme of that poem. The
surprising feature is that it was written in the early fifties
when Himayat’s poetic potential has not fully bloomed. But
the poem itself contradicts that kind of notion. He had
attained intellectual maturity even at that early stage.

A short poem entitled "Aina Dar Aina" (mirror
inside the Mirror) is a self portrait of Himayat, precisely
painted and masterfully developed. It tells so many things
about himself in such a precise and concise manner.

"Jawab" (Response) is another fascinating poem that
makes the poet to stand beside its subject. It has a depth of
emotions and a touch of allusions anci a state of mental
insecurity. ;

In hxs long poem "Harf

' Raushini" (Every word

aglow) once could discover a very different kind of scenario
and an unusual depiction of thought and a unique approach
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to preach the members of younger ggn_eration the complex

| _nature of political and social conditions. I.t Prowdes a
truthful account of the frustrations and limitations of
immigration and the legacies left behind by the immigrants
of first generation for future. Let us examine the following

lines. .
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You may make your own start
But my legacies will live along with you
I was a bequest of my decadent past
Now, 1 am dedicating my legacies to you

My main regret is
That in your own abode.
You will inherit the
| anguish of my immigration

Eligrr JLIK £ 5t

:
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Neither there is a clue of man
Nor a trace of existence
My annals are the
panegyrics of stately decorum

Jurists, poets and artists
receive stipends for survival
Ah! my annals, are a sole deed
of slavish mentality

‘What is known as "Shahi Mohalla"
Now - was Harem yesterday

? ‘What a shame

_L My annals are shameful deals.

It is one of the most dismaying and disillusioning .
;_'Hlmayat has e er_-'wri'tten I't'i;a an elegy of a 'migrant
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from the larger tradition of the Arabic-Persian-Turkish
traditions of ghazal writing, yet it is an expression of Indo-
Pakistani mind and lifestyle. It is neither a replica of Arabie
ot Persian ghazaliyat nor it is 4 reproduction of mid-eastern
cultural traits. The Indo-pakistani ghazal writers displayed
many tendencies that set this genre clearly apart from its
counterparts. Today ghazal has not only become fragmented
but it is much more global than local in its scope, contents
and themes, The process of modernization in this age and
impact of western intellectual thought and cultural norms
has provided new meaning and entity to ghazal. Himayat is
of course one of such poets whose profoundness of thought
and depth of emotion is fully reflected in his ghazals. A
closer examination of many of his ghazals reveal the fact that
litionalism go hand in hand and many
symbols, metaphors and similes, even form and content have
found new meaning and significance in his verses. His
ghazals have embraced the imperatives, challenges and
demands of new lifestyle and pattern of thinking, Here are
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So far critics have failed to allocate the position and
place that Himayat legitimately deserves in Urdu literature.
They have not talked about his poetic potential as a
coherent whole. They have failed to recognize the faet that it
takes a considerable effort and courage to write either
poems (some of them have been referred to earlier) and
ghazals which are neither philosophical nor abstract but
down to the earth type, realistic, concrete and subliminal.
His absorption with his ownself and his spontaneous
thoughts have inspired his readers for more than four
deeades and will continue to do 5o in fﬂ'mre.'E-m'ploymg-'"the
sensible imagery and subtle imagination he has broken new
grounds of poetic technique and tradition. A dignified aspect
of Himayat's career as a scholar-poet was that he was fully
conscious of socio-economic abnormalities in which
uring }
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Himayat Ali Shair :

his thought exhibits imaginative vision

Yunus Ahmar

In February 1952, when 1 came down to Karachi to
take up my assignment as a script writer in Radio Pakistan,
the few persons who came close to me, there was also a
young man of hardly 22 or 23 years of age. His smiling face,
melodious voice and amiable nature were some of the
ich attracted me towards him. This was the early
QUC life. But at the age of twenty he had
f poems titled "Ghan Gharaj" to his
indication that he would attain high

: e near future. And this came true when
Tote h;s_long poem "Bangal Se Korea Tak”. This proved
to be the rurmng point to his poetic life. He is Himayat Ali
Shair who is now a Asstt, Professor of Urdu L;terature in
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this country from Hyderabad-Deccan at a time when
Pakistan was passing through its most difficult period.

Having been uprooted from his ancestral home and
finding no means of livelihood, he had to accept the post of a
staff artist in Radio Pakistan, Karachi to keep himself and
the members of his family alive. From then onward he
wandered from one place to another. From Radio Pakistan
he tried his luck in the film world. He stayed there for
sometime only to say good-bye. Like Radio he also wrote for
Television. But all proved futile. Eventually he had to join
the teaching profession which he had left earlier.

Side by side he continued to write poetry. He could
not give up this exercise because he gains spiritual peace
through it. Although now he has attained the age of fifty; still
he could not get away from scathing questions of life. These
questions are indeed the part of his turbulent and tormented
life. He has been searching for his identity since long and
still the search is on. As he says: "I who am a poet, am at the

same time divided in my own shadows. And in se.arch of my
identity in these shadows makes me fight with myself, as a
result, that poet finds disappointment and disillusionment
who is a symbol of my soul. And I for a long period kept
myself gngaged. n collactmg ‘and mnnecnng the scattere;d
This = = i
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il haunts them. The environment of social misery and decay
:Ii before them has, in fact, created in them a sense of revolt.

I What then is poetry? Himayat has a befitting reply to
| this question. He says: So long as poetry does not brighten
||‘ the consciousness of history, it is like the glow-worm in the
darkness. The consciousness of history makes a poet an
epoch-maker and informs him of the dialectical process of
values in society." Again despite his sincere etforts that he
has been making to brighten the gloomy face of the strife-
torn mankind, he does not know what will be the verdict of
h‘j_s_t_ary. for him; who in search of truth and wearing a shroud
 round himself and sometimes round his land and
' ;;_.he_.: cries in the chamber of literature - "I am
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Under the shades of broken stars
I desire that this fire be put out!
Each moment has awakened today in my dream
Which claims the past debt from me.
The heart started quarrelling with the heart
And a loud sound was heard
Time broke into pieces in such a way as if
Galaxy spread out from horizon to horizon
| Each star turned out to be my mirror
And each mirror became the portrait of past moments
of my fate.
My fate of like a stone that does not melt
(And) my mirror does melt into my reflection. )

* Each moment for a poet like him brings with it the
lamentation of unfulfilled desire and the cries of wounds
which are oozing from the afflicted heart. This is the tragedy
-@f a modern poat, who' 1s saddled w1th *vanous preblems-.
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with the help of which he has even conquered space which
was regarded as impossible yesterday. The result, however,
did not lead man to peace and prosperity. On the contrary,
every moment of today is exposed to the fear of annihilation
and destruction. Man is, therefore, shivering to see his
future bleak. In his poem titled, “Bagola” (The Whirlwind),
Himayat says: UnBGes

e L LI
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A voice was heard in the wide silent athasphere
Which startled me

[ wrned back to gaze at it

An aeroplane was flying

[ continued to stare at it

Not knowing for how long,

In the narrow space of this fleeing moment

Who knows

How many centuries had shrunk!

How meany new horizons glittered i iy eyes

Who knows

And how many mooi and sun had sunk in them?

I don’t kenow what was that world like

Whose earth was like the floor of gold under the feet,
Whose sky was like the cloak of pearl over the head.
The fragrance of fresh flower was coﬂng out fram

: rhebreaﬂt- _ RS

"“Ll‘
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frustrated and then comes out with this feeling: +

No matter whatever way, let someone

Put out the burning flanes of my hieart!

L' inside my eyes but lost at the same time.

I'm a presumption or truth, let someone tell me

How long will this game of sunshine and shadow go on!
Let someone wake e up from tiis stumber.

I'nt that prince of this magical wilderness

On whose head the sky is standing like a dome without n
any door.

My goal is writ large on my chest.

But I'm planted on iy own path lile a stone.

I need a hard blow to break this constant silence!

Why does he need the hard blow to wake up’? Is he
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personality only when he finds a sense of suffocation all
around. He expresses this same feeling in his poem titled,
"SANNATA" (The Stillness). He says:

Jn b e B g
Jy? < J.r,'f,f/L i iz st
ST py S il o U G
‘:-_L'nutf’b’u:@‘;f‘yd;l
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Be attentive! is it the knock of the breeze

Or the sound of a hurricane!

Closely related to the necessity of reading each poem in
terms of its state is the vital importance of the point of view.
Superficially there seems to be little to distinguish one from
the other as more or less the same idea is repeated by him
but there is no doubt that it exhlblts 1magmatwe v1smn

: tha.n not uses symbols to portmy
(Whlrlmnd) "Addmi'"
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What is this fire O God! thay is burning in the heart

Why does the desire take birth when it remains
unfulfilled?

What this sorrowful mghr will bring, who knows?

A thing lile the sword exists with the breath.

The more I break the ring of the chain of horror -
A new chain is forged around. me heart‘wtth pesdiatanics

i He 4 f-if Jre




EVERY WORD AGLOW

Professor Nasim Nasho Fauz

John Stuart Mills in one of his classic essays defines
Poetry as "Poetry, accordingly, is natural fruit of solitude and
meditation". Himayat Ali Shair is a person who possesses
the most emotional out bursts of his won meditation and all
his feelings are recollected in the poetic sanctuary of pure

solitude. But the Poetic sanctuary of Himayat Ali Shair is

bound all tinged with the Philesophic consciousness of

Urdu Paetry whzch were
Ali Shair possesses the
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dull-colored  horizon that appears as nonentity  or
nothingness but the same becomes transmigration of hope
and light, In fact, HURF HURF ROSHNI is 4 long Poem
which is dedicated to the young generation, the inspiring
posterity. Unmystically, it is a preaching of "Faith" and the
love of motherland. But such preaching is not done in 4
pedantic fashion but with patriarchal grace and affection, It
becomes an expression of moral sense, keeping in view of
panorama of pastness, the glory of Aryan and Moghul
Culture and of human weakness on the whole. We find
Himayat’s treatment of historic theme as evocative, serious,
realistic but above all "humanistic".

The Triplets (Sulasi) is indeed a beautiful new poetic
genere. The Triplets of Himayat Ali Shair saw the heyday of
its climatic point. These Triplets are the most vivid
expressions of his poised soul .._... the agonies of heart, and
soul are there no more. It is a by-gone phenomenon.
Himayat’s Triplets begin tosing the primal hymn of life.
Thcse T 'plets are reﬂeetwe mystical, mtensely intellectual
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peace, has already proved its worth.

In HURF HURF ROSHNI, Rajinder Singh Verma has
virtually captured the inner spirit of Himayal’s perceptive
wakening world of Poetry. Verma’s Poetic venture must be
equally acknowledged and appreciated. Verma did his
translator’s task with excellent accounta bility.
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KNOWLEDGE

If you'd die work
Wonders are you die
If you'd live, O heart!
In this lonely nook
Into the heart of words
Like the content slip

v
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CERTITUDE

Yes, “tis pretty hard
Not an easy job

We too shall the town
Of learning explore
We may be witless

But not ignorant

Like stubborn Bu'Jahal
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POINT OF VIEW

Lying on the Path
This one humble stone
Can be God if faith

Is bestowed on it
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PROGRESS
"Vagrant clouds your
Height's an escape”
Raising head with pride
Tiny shoot observed,
"Planting feet on earth .
Towards the sky rush”

VIGILANCE
1
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| B
Shadow chases the sun
Night follows day
All mobile and firm
Things play hide N seek
Each aspires alike
But no one is caught

-
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CONDITION
Never does the sun
Show up when 'tis night
In this world indeed
Your shadow as well
Walks along with you
Only in daylight

CONCERN
Between shade N light

mt ||||.II|
Ly ) 4
1 e
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v "I &
C‘V’/” THE OTHER SIDE

oy This pose of the sun
& LS #f'/;’-w g Isn’t Proof at all

T Light does ever hold
r,‘,’; & ﬂ.‘*“""."”“'{"""’?f . Mﬁrorupto me
4’0"?‘5‘—’ L{ A Shadow isn't what

, Blackness my inside

TRAGEDY
I have a feq
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J J INTELLECTUAL
SN . { We who in the dark
‘4" g U/ 5__ (s U—"‘w c'ﬁua"r? | Like a taper shone
v (T4 o % Amid lankies

& J?Lt:f ”4‘£4"£d’j ‘}f | Me lltedain ous r“f;ime
2‘-—;; _yﬂ'/‘:.u/dﬂa'f o ﬁ‘,,f And ’tis, we who did

In this meeting Dwarf
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TRADITION OF THE CRESCENT
No self-knowledge nor
Now insight it gained
Ah! that people still
Does worship the moon
Whose tradition is
"$plitting of the Moon"

R




EQUALITY
Though not through out their live;
Yet at Prayer time awhile
Just to make an exhibit

Of their faith for Public sigh

i Pose togetl
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I've been ever torn
Between faith and doubt
Now target of God

And now of athiest.

Though I’m nmuﬁod 1
is
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I do ponder but
What use is my thought
4—5»{; Qfgd/www Tustsdream ot wal

Knowledge is what else?
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But fol cloak of dust
What is on my form ?
But for ashes what's
In my fire left ?

This prostrators’ town
Land of the dimsighted -
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Listen rapt, the wind’s
Knocking at the door
Listen rapt to sound
Of approaching storm

Raising hands the twigs
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Is it echo of
My sound or me B
God is calling out

‘g'-'" 4"‘!!"'6(/.:”—"/%’ 4 : Listen intently.
e Wi T
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Any trial let my heart
Undergo [ do not mind

Only may mother earth’s
Wilted visage glint again
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Yes, we do possess a boat
But ah none of us is Noah
Whiter turns the raging hurricane
Only God Almighty knows

Supenmfmsmg, like a ciﬁuﬁ
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The scintillating star
That heralds the night
If you ponder it’s




Strange is heart’s lot
After saying all

I've a feeling that
Something else be said

Peace he cannot get
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People thought the sun
Was under eclipse
As I saw in light




83

82

If the face of morn
Had ablution of-d:ew : s
r Clue of scent was in ' :







EL .S

87

People re-pattern

Themselves at each step

Into a new mould

O how much they change
Instantaneously ! Ly Pt

Pai-adise_lﬁsf’z

1l




e ;_.u—/f i ot éoﬂ" Like the taper not
V7 " z . 2. Caring for viewers
- Dt e S ok Oft n their own

R ey

s eiiin. 1o
‘ P AN . Ao )
e & F) d;‘i e .. B, of  Fal = . o A
- - ' "-‘:"ll v

(LY




90 o

5

Whenever I do

3 el , | Caress her I wish , -
&wﬁfu“ L-"/Q-'ﬁ;f:: ' To pull her out
o 4 *
Pl U;”def! i Citadel of self
' w She was sizzling in

Heat of
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In this waste of poesy what
Flowers one could cause to bloom
As the sun grew hot a bit

All the shadows were a flame

In the Dazzling broad daylight
How could one 1llummate
Let someone put ou

So that this earth
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MIRROR WITHIN MIRROR -
S . : This time as we met "
g 1a H&;WG)Ie_fagql.l'@ﬁff'l'\Eﬁﬁk? \J ) _,‘? g




I addressed him "Pal!
What'’s wrong wi
He said : "It is
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Boundless ocean! your expanse
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While setting the sun
With its nose in air
" Looked at the universe
Eveloped in dark




EARTH BOUND
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Now within my reach
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PREMONITI







WHIRLWIND
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Who knows in the scant
Hem of moment fled

How many ae

ons shrank?

How many new skylines
Glinted in my eyes?

How many su




[ don’t know immersed
In what thoughts I did
O’er which cloud ﬂeat
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MILESTONE

Let someone p
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HUSH

Gathering in its hem -
Allits fund of sense s
Like a thief the night

Passes stealthily



Lightning or a star

S A S
t)-—"cfd%-jli/z;’ y v 3
L it S
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99 SECOND EXPERIENCE

Yestcmighr-l n"ma ""ri‘d
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Swinging in her eyes that
Expression of drunkenness.

On her flowery face writ large

Was a broken h-aught'iﬂes.’s._
Vibrations of uncxpre d
Passnon hov red ¢




It was a queer n
To one momen
It was a strange
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»
Mind lost in charm
Of thought and eye in e
Dream of lovely face. 1\
fd‘d%’— Je No one knew it was s
dgvuj;x__, f Meaning of what dream

That stirred in the ey&s
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Strange doubt in
Wa Su

IR 2w B

pes dxiter vy










1 this
Anguish as a test.

Don’t accuse the earth
For your ills
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}
O lamps of my blood
O bits of my heart
® I relate today y
My story to you
3 J!'%{—'"fm ¥ /L.r"

v Fur Y t/wmf
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O lamps of my blood !

(6] blts of my heart !

Heap of lies N fibs

Nominal is God
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O lamps of my blood ! i
O bits of my heart ! %
You think your forbears

Were mightydevouts
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.
O lamps of my blood !
O bits of my heart !
What a sordid tale
r Is this oddyssey

You can hardlyrkllm
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@ O lamps of my bkmd [
O bits of my heart!
,yLﬁL/__ / Lp’ . I shall tell ﬂm&%l’ ge

l._a-; ¢ L"'!).-"(_))L’di—- Lzl u,, Story Fom e e
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-
O lamps of my blood !
@ O bits of my heart !
o : Let’s study this
,Jﬁ(:%é_,/' - f};’;‘ L)ﬁ:’.;/ | Process of advent

R WA : - Nt
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O lamps of my blood ! 2
O bits of my heart | o8

| Pick the dust of your i T

Land and look at it

g .- :
j',é’éfm * lf U'«/)G'—..!-‘ ; Each N every mote | -

.

In its blood is d
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O lamps of my blood !

| O bits of my heart !
o - ' Different were those folk
"/.i, — —;/fé"?' eyt Who illumed the earth .
s el T |
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@ O lamps of my blood !
| O bits of my heart |
#&j, 4—-;’-—-;;’}’-'—/')1’ < You know well that man
S N ; Isurge incarnate
(L e Uit | © e S

e,
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-
- O lamps of my blood !
; ‘ O bits of my heart ! 1
; This point merits thf,_ught "
)4 ?A—fk‘{’ ﬁéy EL And fit to banmwed - -
PR : .
i3 sl
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- - O lamps of my blood !
O bits of my heatt !

womie, | oo
&b Lo | B AR
o7 B i :
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—
s : O lamps of my blood !
, 4 " O bits of my heart!
Mfz_.y_fjéﬁa_y r Fall ofkmggh!pshmf,,_ u

‘)’”‘ ‘:—'U':"ﬁdbz |
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P e D me |
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O lamps of u&
O bits of ,af: 1

Tms is aga wn
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O lamps of my blood !
O bits myhcartl i
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s Hel e,
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O lamps of my blood !
O bits of my heart !
Wherever you are

Now settled, stay on
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O lamps of my blood !
O bits of my heart !
This is patent tale

Of each nati
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O lamps of my blood !
O bits of my heart !

If you look back, time
May display toyou
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: O lamps of my blood !
yg,ﬁq_i 'b:é;:-’-r-f,a' | O bits of my heart !

MLt st r O thessiloyia
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~ SYMBOL OF PEACE

183

FLOWER IN FLAMES

SOME REVIEWS

One of the objectives of a literary maguz
introduce the richness of Urdu poetry an
public. For that reason alone Flowers in Flam
English translation of the poem ‘Bengal Se Kore
is a significant contribution. :
the emotional and social
human civilization.
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Himayal Ali Shair's long poem entitled "Flowers in Flames" (in
Urdu "Bengal Se Korea Tak") projects the poet’s sensitivity to “injustice” and

“inequalities’ operating on social and perhaps metaphysical plumes of

existence, Whether it is the horrifying scenes from famine-struck Bengul or
a “fresh Hiroshima® in Korea, the boundaries ol "the wastcland’ are
perpetually expanding, It is the collective conseiousness Lthat is aroused Lo
perceive also the images of life and rejuvenation. To make a creative effort
to reaffirm faith in human destiny deserves attention, particularly, in the
bad\gmund of the ghastly world war, the famines and droughts leading Lo
images of death and decay. Modern literature usually propagates I(,l.hnf,s of
rootlessness, alienation and neurosis.

Yunus Ahmar and Prof. Azhar Qadri’s eritical appraisals of the
poet and the pocm perhaps help the reader mtcrprc[ "Flower in Flamc-.“
WIth :

4?

~Msﬂr§-#’ﬂ|
.‘b et wmh © il
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brotherhood is indispensable for the maintenance of peace. and harmony in
the world.

On the one hand, fwof death
On the other, lon .

What's the bitter-ness j'ar whiclf
War threatre apou.'s be'ood

po!ttlcxans as peace for the peopte Frustratedthe po
1o analyze his own existence in context of the preva
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The [ifth and sixth parts of it were published in May 1953, [n the
"Mashrab" Karachi. Professor Mumtaz Husain published its eighth part in
his journal "Saiyara" Karachi in September 1953.

In March 1954 the "Shaluah" Delhi, edited by Wamiq Jaunpuri,
pubhshetl the full poem in its annual number.

The central idea of the poem is based on peace and, according to

3 conceived during the Korean War, The gruesome
World War I and the dtsaslrnus cffu.l:. 0[ the ammm

rare in Urdu puemy It is, in fact a sorl of
L cvents in relation 1o the last
ingular, he elucidates his
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