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Review 

Poetry is a unique genre of literature, poets are entranced oceans 

and their thoughts are wayward waves, that in the spur of ecstasy 

and spontaneity throw all, the surf, the shells and pearls on the 

shore. 

Peter Curman, President of Swedish Literary Council, seems to be 

conformist to my above said simple expression when he says "you 

can not invent any laws to govern the waves in the sea, you cannot 

order poets to write and behave in a certain way. They are, and 

must be under their own command". 

Peter Curman, has it aptly said "Poetry is the language of your inner 

thoughts and of your beating heart. It tries to convince you before 

you know it yourself. Poetry is the inner voice in us and a poet ex­

presses that voice in a way we all recognize". Renowned poet Peter 

Curman, holds poems as bullets of peace. I present a few lines from 

his poem titled "Poetry and Peace" for readers interest. 

" Poems are not bullets that kill, 

Poems are bullets of life. 

Poets all over the world, shoot! 

Let bullets of peace kill the war, 

Your words shall disarm the armies" 

- Peter Curman 

Poets Like oceans brew tempests in their selves, characterized by 

climate of their concerns, dreams and observations of conventional 

customs, ruthless, rites, tyrant traditions and the wickedness of 

vampires of the world, wearing clothes of cunning capitalists, for­

midable feudal lords. Courtly clerics and puppet politicians. 

These octopuses of earth have never been escaped from eagle eyed 

poets of the people. 

In fact, poets are neither goldsmiths nor iron smiths, they are so­
cial smiths. Their observatory is the society they live in, and their 
raw material is the milieu which affects their minds and attracts 
their observant eyes. 

Mulidhar is both a dedicated doctor and a penetrative poet. 
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He, in true sense, is a smith of the society, whose heart is a fur­

nace, from which come molten thoughts of different dyes and di­

mensions. 

Let's have a cursory glance at his poems produced as pen pictures 

of his perceptions. 

His title poem the "Sunken Eyes and the Injured Hearts" encom­

passes almost all aspects of dictators oppressions and terror in­

flicted upon awestricken people in martial-law era. 

Here in this poem, he logically lashes at ignoble acts of dictatorial 

dispensation in which people suffered indignities and tortures with 

patience, bravery and robust resistance. He does not portend pessi­

mism but outpours optimism and beholds a glint of hope for bright 

future in sunken eyes of the people, who faced flogs, tortures in 

cells, drastic dismissals from jobs and agonizing imprisonments. 

Here the poet acts as a journalist who narrates all the persecuting 

proceedings in news form. This is what Ezra Pond has rightly said 

"Poetry is news that never gets old". 

Let's read following lines from his title poem "Akhriyoon Dela Mu
.
nn 

Ghayal" (The sunken eyes and the injured hearts) 

I saw a mob of men, 

some had the bated breath, 

some had the faded faces, 

some had the sunken eyes, 

some seemed sunk in sorrows, 

I obtained informatior. from everyone, 

all were affectees of martial-law, 

and were spurned by conservatism, 

but they bore a gleam of hope, 

in their arid eyes for bright future. 

In his poem "Mero Mun" "The Malicious Mind" he does not unleash 

his criticism like an extreme reformist but friendly suggests to a 
worshipper to purify his/her heart before making entry into a tem­
ple for adoration. He is of the opinion that the grime of heart is 
worse than shoes dirt. 
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He says, 

It is not, 

good to relieve, 

your dirty shoes, 

outside the temple, 

and carry your, 

malicious mind, 

into it. 

Rather, 

it is better, 

to carry clear conscience, 

in the temple, 

to earn approval, 

of Bhagwan. 

He logically explodes the misconceived myth against the women in 

his poem "Aurat Aen Akul" " Women and wisdom", that holds women 

unwise or dimwitted creation. He debunks this negative notion with 

stellar example of illustrious characters of womenfolk who have 

got their valour and wisdom acknowledged. 

In his poem "Eidoon" "Festivals" the poet demonstrates dignified 

magnanimity of mind for human harmony in celebration of all festi­

vals in fraternal and friendly manners with participation in all 

events amicably. 

He also suggests not to be forgetful of those unfortunates fellows 

who suffer poverty and deprivation due to social unevenness. 

In his poem "Opra" "The strangers" he expresses his anguish and 

angst against injustice that has empowered alien grabbers and occu­

pants who have encroached upon our natural rights over our mother­

land. 

Aside from abov� description, there are many poems of novel 

themes to comment upon, but I do not like to stand in the way of 

readers, they are learned and intelligent, so they would be the best 
j_udges, critics and evaluators of the worth of this labor of love of 
the poet. 

.Jam .Jamali 
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THE WORTH OF MAN 

The worth of man, 

appears to be, 

a single bullet, 

as if 

a dog killing drive 

were launched 

by the municipality. 
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THE PRICE 

Every influential individual, 

every leader, 

and every person in power, 

bears a tag of price. 

If, 

he d�esnot. receive it, 

he makes hue and cry. 

and shouts a nonsense. 

When received, 

in a wink of eye, 

and in a jiffy, 

he alters his stand, 

and to him 

everything starts looking okay. 

In sooth! 

every powerful person 

has hung a tag 

of his worth! 



ACTION IS LIFE 

Inaction is an emblem of death, 

and action is life, 

stillness and stagnation 

in thought. 

is a demise of development, 

to keep on moving, 

is a step towards destination. 

In fact. love is the truth, 

hatred is an arrant lie. 
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A FREE MAN 

I am not a bull, 

wearing leathern goggles, 

to whirl around a well, 

I am not a 16th century's slave, 

to act as an oarsman, 

in a slave ship, 

I am not a benighted bride, 

sold for marriage, 

in return of money, 

I am not a serf, 

held hostage with family, 

to work on a feudal lo.rd 's farm, 

I am not a listless laborer, 

to work day and night, 

in an industry, 

of a capitalist, 

I am not even 

ascetic Gotum, 

to remain recluse 

from mundane matters. 

I am quite conscious of 

my problems and rights, 

I am a free man!! 

I am a free man!! 



MAUCIOUS MIND 

It is not good 

to relieve your dirty shoes 

outside the temple 

and 

carry your malicious mind, 

into it. 

Rather, 

it is better, 

to carry clear conscience, 

in the temple, 

to earn approval. 

of Bhagwan. 
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DEDICATED TO THE MAGNIFICENT MORNING 
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Dedicated; 
to the innocent women, 
who was humiliated 
by a chamberlain 
of her home, 

to the former. 
who is being exploited daily, 
by his landlord, 

to the laborer, 
whose rights are encroached, 
by an exploiting industrialist, 

to the naked children, 
who, sitting aside avenue, 
are begging for bread, 

to the wayfarers 
�ho were waylaid, 
in broad daylight, 

to tile all oppressed people 
of the world, 
whose voice, 
despite having strong strength, 
goes unheard, 

to the thought, 
that would plead for 
the helpless humanity, 
and 

to the magnificent morning 
that would one day 
certainly dawn. 



FESTIVAL 

Love, amity and approval, 

festivals and Dewali, 

enliven life. 

Christmas, Holee and the Valentine, 

All these days be celebrated. 

But, 

Sonami, floods and earthquakes, 

hunger, unemployment and ailment, 

also be kept in mind. 

On Dewali an earthen lamp of love be lit, 

on Christmas songs of sacrifice be sung, 

on Holee colors of affection be sprinkled, 

on Valentine day roses be bestowed. 

All these festivities be celebrated together. 

But, 

a few moments be spared for 

the poor people, 

whose 

festivals pass uncelebrated. 
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BELOVED' S BOND 

Ligature of love, 

is like a thin thread, 

it is soft and soothing, 

like a flower. 

Beloved's bond, 

is like a shade, 

it comforts soul, 

Ii ke a breezy breath. 

My love's affection, 

is like an ocean, 

it is pure and pretty, 

like SINDH. 



WHAT TO DO OF THEM? 

Love, affection and beauty, 

revelries, comforts and luxuries, 

all are sources of enjoyment. 

Indigence, poverty and pauperness, 

hunger, misery and unemployment, 

all these are calamities. 

Bony skeletal, 

untreated sick souls, 

and undressed kids, 

are all realities.· 

Your fascination and fidelity, 

elegance and affection 

are spellbindingly attractive. 

But, 

o beloved! 

there are bony skeletal, 

bare bodied children, 

miserable mothers, 

and 

uncured poor patients! 

what to do of them ? 
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A WISHFUL THINKING 

On the festival of Shive, 

beside seashore, 

in the temple of Shanker, 

by offering 

many mounds of milk, 

you think wishfully that, 

Bhagwan will be 

pleased with you. 

Is Shanker so selfish, 

to let his creatures' , 

stomachs empty, 

for appeasement of , 

his hunger ? 



UNCERTAINTY 

Nobody knows, 

when, 

in this city, 

without provocation, 

from unholy hands, 

of a savage sniper, 

an innocent person, 

may bear a bullet, 

to perturb peace, 

of the city. 
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A SAPLING OF LOVE 

If you 

which to let, 

the sapling of love; 

grow green, 

keep it always, 

irrigating with, 

sweet water of love. 



OFFERING ORGANS 

She was a daughter, 

of some miserable mother, 

while dying, 

saved lives of 

two dying persons, 

and 

endowed sight, 

to two young persons. 

by donating her life, 

she lay eternal rest; 

thus immortalized humanity, 

and held its head high. 
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SERVITUDE 

Yes sir! 

I am in attendance, sire! 

I am· at your command, my lord! 

if you 

once learn, 

saying so, 

your conscience will slumber, 

and your fortune will wake-up. 



THE STRANGERS 

These flowers are ours, 

these gardens are ours, 

this earth is ours, 

and motherland is ours, 

even then, 

we have neither any home, 

nor a shelter to live in, 

it looks as if. 

we were strangers, 

in our own homeland! 
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FIRST MAY! 

It is a desire 

to overstep 

the poverty line. 

It is a wish, 

to fill the hell of hunger, 

with a loaf of bread. 

It is a dream, 

to cover up 

bare bodies of naked men. 

it is a yearning for, 

restoration of health, 

of the helpless children. 

it is a flutter, 

for elimination of an uneven 

and discriminatory dispensation. 

A struggle for 

achieving the all, 

is 

First May! 

First May! 



STERIUTY 

Her eyes were wet, 

her face was faded, 

and her heart was hurt, 

because, 

she was childless. 

I asked her, 

do you have got your, 

checkup done? 

She said "yes" 

I advised her, 

for checkup of, 

both wife and husband. 

She replied "my husband 

is not willing for test" 

I posed a question to myself, 

does infertility not occur 

in men? 
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WOMEN AND WISDOM 

As a myth goes, 

"women's wisdom 

lies in her heel", 

if it is so, 

what about these women, 

like, 

Mai bhakhtawar 

Motia Choudhary 

Laila khalid 

Jamila Boopasha 

Zoya ana-Toliya 

Nighoen Thi Chao ? 



The Greatest Wish 

When I die, 0, my dear, 

My body, organs and blood 

Bit by bit and drop by drop 

Give to some one 

Who is needy, has no one 

0, my dear, 

Give my kidneys to teenagers 

Dependent on machines, living a life like beggars 

Give my heart to a mother of four 

Crying day and night for their gloomy future 

Donate my liver to a young man 

Who has dreams in his eyes to reach the skies 

Give my every tissue and bone, 

Be sure I live forever, 

0, my dear 

Murlidhar 
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نَ  پَ  ـ نسَُل پَڑهندڙ
The Reading Generation 

ــالي“ نســلين  אُدאسحســين ” ﷢۾عبــدא ڏهــاكي  جــي1960 ن
“نَسُــل لُڑهنــدَڙ ”مــاڻكَِ  وري ۾ ڏهــاكي  وאري70لکيــو.  كتــاب

كوشش جي كرڻ عكاسي جي دورَ  پنهنجي لکي كتاب نالي
لکيو: ۾ئي ڏهاكي  وאري70 وري حُسينيءَ كئي. אمدאد
ٻـارَ  سـونـڌא אونـڌא آهـي ڄڻـيـنـدي ماءُ אنـڌي
ٻارَ  ٻوڙא گونگا هوندو سَمورو نسل אيندڙ

كَڑهنـــــدڙ، لُڑهنـــــدَڙ، אُدאس، کـــــي نوجـــــوאنن جـــــي دور هـــــر
ڀـــاڙي، كَنـــدَڙُ، אوســـيئڑو كِرَنـــدڙ، چُرنـــدڙ، ٻَرنـــدڙ، كُڑهنـــدڙ،

كـري منسـوب سان نسـلن وِڙَهنـدڙ ۽ ، كاوڙيلڀاڄوكَڑُ  ،کائُو
ــگھجي ــر ٿــو، سَ جــا نســل“ پڑهنــدڙ ”وِچــان ســڀني אنِهــن אســان پَ

دنيـا جيِ  كمـپيوُٹر کڻـي تان كـاڳَر کـي كتابن. آهيون ڳولائو
ورهـائڻ ٺاهي e-books ىيعنـ كتاب برقي ۾ لفظن ٻين آڻڻ، ۾

کــي ٻئِــي هِــكَ  ۽ ويجھَــڻ وَڌَڻَ، کــي نســل پڑهنــدڙ وســيلي جــي
.ٿا رکون آسَ  جي آڻڻَِ  تي رستي جي تحريك سَهكاريِ  ڳولي
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صــدر، بــه كــو جــو ناهي. אُنَ  تنظيمَ  به كا (پَــنَ)نَسل  پَڑهندڙ
אهــڑي شخص به كو آهي. جيكڎهن نه وِجھندڙ پايو يا عُهديدאر

آهــي. نــه ئــي وري كُــوڙو אُهــو تــه ڄـاڻو پَــكَ  تــه ٿــو كري ىدعو
אهــڑي كــو جي نالي كي پئســا گــڎ كيــا وينــدא.  جيكــڎهنپَــنَ 

آهي. كُوڙو بهِאُهو  ته ڄاڻو پَكَ  ته ٿو كري كوشش
ناســي يـا پيلا، نيــرא ،ڳاڙهـا ،ســاوא پَــنَ  جـا وڻــن طَــرَح جَهڑيِــءَ

۽ آهــن مختَلِف به پَــنَ  وאرא نَسُل پَڑهندڙ طرح אَهڑيءَ آهن هوندא
،پڑهنــدڙ ۽ ٻَرنــدڙ پڑهنــدڙ، ۽ אُدאس وقت ساڳئي ئي هوندא. אُهي

ٿــا. ٻيــن ســگھن ٿــي بــه پڑهنــدڙ ۽ وِڙهنــدڙ يــا سُســت ۽ پڑهنــدڙ
 نــهExclusive Club كِلَــب لڳل تالي ۽ خُصوصيِ  كا پَـنَ ۾ لفظن
آهي.

۽ سَــهكاري كــار كَــم ســڀ جــا پَــــنَ  تــه هوندي אها كوشش
אُجرتــي كــم كــي تــه آهــي ممكــن پــر ٿين، تي بنيادن رَضاكار
مــدد جــي هكَِٻِئــي پــاڻ پَـــنَ  ۾ حــالت ٿيِــن. אهــڑي بــه تــي بنيــادن
ـــرڻ ـــٺ אُصـــولَ  جـــي كَ ـــدא وَٺُ  ڏي هي -non غيرتجـــارتي  ۽ كن

commercial .ـــدא ـــن رهن ـــارאن پَـنَـ ـــائيِز کـــي كتـــابن پ digitize ڊجِيِٹ
كـرڻ حاصـل نفعــو يـا فائـدو مــالي بـه كـو مـان عَمــلَ  جي كرڻ
ويندي. كئي نه كوشش جي

وِرهـائڻ مرحلـو אهــم ٻيـو پـو کان ڊجِيِٹائيِز كرڻ کي كتابن
distributionكــو جيكــڎهن مــان وאرن كرڻ كم ٿيندو. אهِو  جو

جــو אُن ســان پَـنَـــن رُڳــو كمــائي، ڀلي ته ٿو سگھي كمائي پيسا
هوندو. نه و لاڳاپبه كو
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وڌِ  پٹانــدڙ وَسَ  هو ته ٿيڏجي  صلاح ۾ אکرن کُليل کي پَنَن
۽ ، ڇپائينــدڙنليکَكَــن جــي كتــابن كَري خريد كتاب وَڌِ  کان

ڄاڻ ۽ كرڻ حاصل عِلم وقت ساڳئي همِٿائنِ. پر کي ڇاپيندڙن
مڃن. نه کي رُكاوٽَ  به كَنهن دورאن كوشش جي ڦهلائڻ کي

شيخ אَيازَ علمَ، ڄاڻَ، سمجھَ ۽ ڏאهـپَ کـي گيـتَ، بيــتَ، سِــٹَ،
پُكارَ سان تَشبيهه ڏيندي אنهن سڀني کي بَمن، گــولين ۽ بــارودَ 

جي مدِ مقابل بيهاريو آهي. אياز چوي ٿو ته:
گــيــتَ بـهِ ڄــڻ گـــوريــلا آهــــن،  جـي ويريءَ تـي وאر كَـرن ٿا.

  … …
جئن جئن جاڙ وڌي ٿي جَڳَ ۾،  هــو ٻـوليءَ جـي آڙ ڇُـپن ٿـا؛
ريــتــيءَ تــي رאتــاهــا كـــن ٿــا، موٹـي مَـنـجـھِ پـهــاڙ ڇُــپـن ٿـا؛

… …
 آهــن؛پــيـلا نــيـلا جيئن، אڄـــكـــلـهه سُرخ گُلنكالههَ هُيا جي 

گــيــتَ بـهِ ڄــڻ گـــوريــلا آهــــن........
  … … … …

 گولو،-هي بـيتُ אَٿي، هي بَـم
 به کڻين، جيكي به کڻين!جيكي

مـون لاءِ ٻـنـهي ۾ فَـرَقُ نه آ، هـي بيتُ به بَـمَ جـو ساٿـي آ،
جنهن رِڻَ ۾ رאت كَيا رאڙא، تنهن هَـڎَ ۽ چَـمَ جو ساٿـي آ ـــ

تـه مَڑهــڻ ســوچي אهِــو تــي پـاڻَ  کــي אڻڄاڻــائي ســان حســابَ  אنِ
 پڑهــڻ تــي وقــت نــهكــري אُن آهي، دور جو عمل ۽ ويڑهه هاڻي”

.آهي نشاني جي نادאنيءَوڃايو“ 
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ــابن نصِابي رُڳو وאنگر كيڑن كِتابي عام پڑهڻ جو پَنَن كت
قيــد کــي پــاڻ ۾ كتــابن نصــابيرڳــو . هونــدو نــه محــدود تــائين
۽ سماجي حالتن تان نظر کڄي وينــدي ۽ سماج سان ي ڇڎڻكر

אڻڄــاڻن ۽ policiesنتيجي طور سماجي ۽ حكومــتي پاليســيون 
 نصِــابي كتــابن ســان گڎوگــڎپَـــنَ . نــادאنن جــي هٿــن ۾ رهنــديون

ــنتــاريخي،אدبــي،   سياســي، ســماجي، אقتصــادي، سائنســي ۽ ٻي
كتابن کي پڑهي سماجي حــالتن کــي بهــتر بنــائڻ جــي كوشــش

.كندא
 جهــڑن كـينئــن۽ڇــو، ڇــالاءِ   سڀني کــينَسُل جا پَـنَ  پَڑهندڙ

سوאلن کي هر بَيانَ تــي لاڳــو كــرڻ جــي كــوٺَ ڏيــن ٿــا ۽ אنهــن
،ق پنهنجــو حـ نــه رڳــوتي ويچار كرڻ سان گَڎ جوאبَ ڳــولڻ کــي

سمجھندي كتــابن unavoidable necessity فرض ۽ אڻٹر گھرج پر
کي پاڻ پڑهڻ ۽ وڌ کــان وڌ مــاڻهن تــائين پهچــائڻ جــي كوشــش

.جديد ترين طريقن وسيلي كرڻ جو ويچار رکن ٿا
توهان بــه پڑهــڻَ، پڑهــائڻ ۽ ڦهلائــڻ جــي אنِ ســهكاري
ــا، بَــس پنهنجــي אوســي تحريــك ۾ شــامل ٿــي ســگھو ٿ
پاســي ۾ ڏِســو، هــر قســم جــا ڳاڙهــا تــوڙي نيــرא، ســاوא

.توڙي پيلا پن ضرور نظر אچي ويندא
وڻ وڻ کي مون ڀاكيِ پائي چيو ته ” منهنجا ڀاءُ 

.پهتو منهنجي من ۾ تنهنجي پَــنَ پَــنَ جو پـڑلاءُ“ 
)لهي پاتم كينروك(ــ אياز    

 The Reading Generation   نَ  پَ  ـ نسَُل پَڑهندڙ


	ارپنا
	آشا
	ترتيب
	انسان دوست شاعر
	گھايل من جو شاعر مرلي ڌر
	شاعريءَ جا سڏڪا ۽ مرلي ڌر
	پنهنجي پاران
	سنڌي شاعري
	اردو شاعري
	Akhriyoon Dela Mann Ghayal - Poetry [English]
	Index
	Review
	پَڙهندڙ نسُل  پ ن



