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Preface

This is a selection of my poems that I have written,
so far, in English, Swedish, Urdu and Punjabi.

I have been asked about the language that I
think in. I wish I knew that. Like my dreams, I
believe, it depends upon who am I communicating
with — I use the language that is understandable by
the person who is there when I dream or write.

The situation is like this — my mother language is
Urdu; my emotional language is Punjabi; my
educational language was English and for the last
fifty years I spend my days speaking mostly
Swedish.

Similarly, I have read my poetry and prose in
English, Urdu, Pujnabi and Swedish — each with his
own particular form, expression, vocabulary and
temperament.

So, who am I? A cocktail, I think. You would not
know what the cocktail is made of; but hopefully, it
tastes good!

Same is true for my writing. I have read since I
was five years old; and, I have read from all possible
sources. If I have learnt anything; that is for you to

decide, but here I share with my readers what I
think.

This book, with some changes, is also released in
Punjabi—English; Punjabi—Urdu; Urdu—English.

Sain Sucha. March, 2022
20



Forord

Det héar ar ett urval av mina dikter som jag hittills
har skrivit pa engelska, svenska, urdu och punjabi.

Jag har fatt fragan om spraket jag tinker pa. Jag
onskar att jag visste det. Precis som mina dréommar,
tror jag, det beror pa vem jag kommunicerar med —
jag anvander det sprak som &r forstaeligt for
personen som ar dar nar jag drommer eller skriver.

Situationen &r sa hiar — Mitt modersmal ar urdu;
mitt kdnslosprak dr punjabi; mitt utbildningssprak
var engelska och under de senaste femtio ar har jag
dgnat dagarna till att prata mest svenska.

P4 samma sétt har jag last min poesi och prosa
pa engelska, urdu, punjabi och svenska — var och en
med sin speciella form, uttryck, ordférrad och
temperament.

Sa vem ar jag? En cocktail tror jag. Ni skulle inte
veta vad cocktailen ar gjord av; men forhoppnings-
vis, smakar den gott!

Detsamma géller for mitt skrivande. Jag har last
sedan jag var fem ar gammal; och jag har last fran
alla mojliga kéllor. Om jag har lart mig nagot; det
ar upp till er att bestimma, men har delar jag med
mina lasare vad jag tycker.

Den hiar boken, med vissa dndringar, slapps
ocksa pa punjabi—engelska; punjabi—urdu; urdu—
engelska.

Sain Sucha. Mars, 2022
21



My Wish

Everyday, I wish to see tears in your eyes —
Tears of joy!

22



Min 6nskan

Varje dag, vill jag se tarar 1 dina 6gon —
gladjetarar!

23



Hope

I
"Wake up... wake up!"
He turned his head

And there it sat,
Outside his window,
The black myna bird

"Why are you whispering,
And why are you so hoarse ?"
Asked Suez,

The old farmer.

"Stupid was I

Who flew over the city
Instead of flying around it;
And now I cannot sing!"

"What do you want?"

The old man heard the anxiety
In the bird's voice

And enquired about it.

The myna replied:

"I have come the long way

Because you are a true son of the Earth;
I believe you would understand me!"
"Just tell me,

What's in your heart?"

24



Hoppet
I

"Vakna... vakna!

Han vande pa huvudet,
dér satt hon

utanfor fonstret,

den svarta majna fageln

"Varfor viskar du?

Och varfor ar du sa hes?
fragade Suez,

den gamle bonden.

'Dum nog var jag

som flog 6ver storstaden

1 stéallet for runtom;

s& miste jag min sangrost.’

'Vad vill du mig?
Gamlingen horde oron
1 fagelns rost

och undrade varfor.

Fageln svarade:

’Jag har kommit

den langa vagen,

for du ar Jordens son;

jag tror du skulle férsta mig’
’Sa sdg vad du har pa hjartat!’

25



II

"Our Mother Earth feels sick!

Her children torment her

With gruesome games;

Her skin is torn asunder by tanks,
Dynamite inflicts burning sours on her body,
Toxic chemicals run through her veins,

And lethal gases fill her lungs —

She suffers from shivers, cough and fever.

Do you remember how last Christmas

She suffered from severe stomach-ache,

Her whole inner being shook with convulsions,
And she threw up a violent wave of her fluids —
A tsunami that drowned all far and near

And do you recall how a few weeks later on
She got palpitation and breathed so heavily
Exhaling a wind storm that violently
Fell haughty pines and majestic firs?

And haven't you heard either

About her rising fever

That is causing flood in the oceans
When the snow melts from her breasts?

The bird paused, and then added:
"Earth, our mother, needs us now!
We must hurry to help her.

We must stand by Mother Earth!"

26



II

'Var Moder Jord mar mycket daligt

hennes barn plagar henne med grymma lekar;
hennes hud rivs sonder av stridvagnar,
dynamit branner svidande sar pa kroppen
farliga kemikalier rinner i hennes adror,
giftiga gaser fyller hennes lungor,

hon lider av frossa, hosta och feber.

Minns du hur hon vid jultiden fick magkramp
Hela hennes inre darrade av skdlvningar

och spydde upp en valdsam vag av véatska,

en tsunami som drankte allt nira och fjarran?

Och kommer du ihag nér hon fick hjartbesvar
ett par veckor senare och flamtade hart
flasande likt en stormvind som ondskefullt
fallde stolta tallar och breda granar?

Har du heller inte hort

om hennes stigande feber

som orsakar éversvimningar i alla hav
nér snén smélter bort fran hennes brost?

Fageln tystnade, och atertog sedan:
’Jorden, var Moder, behover oss nu!

Vi maste genast skynda till hennes hjélp.
For Moder Jord maste vi stalla upp!”

27



IIT
"What can I do?

An old man am I

Far away from all,

Neither strong nor rich,

Without influence or authority.

I own a little land,

A flock of sheep, and my ram Sathi,

Imdad, my dear wife

And my daughter Arodnap;

Haven't you flown into the wrong direction?"

"No, it is you that I seek!

It is you who have the daring ram

And the golden girl.

One fears no hurdle

And the other knows no evil,

Together they make an invincible pair —
And it is for their sake I have come here!"

The old man shook his head:
"It's true that my ram is strong and brave,
And my daughter is chaste,

But what service could they perform
That Mother Earth would heal?"

"Unseen should they enter

The well-guarded citadel of gods,
On the other side of the rainbow,
And open the Pandora's Box."
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ITI

"Vad kan val jag géra?

En gammal man ar jag

langt borta fran allt,

varken stark eller rik,

utan inflytande och gehor.
Jag dger en liten gard,

en farflock, min bagge Sathi,
Imdad, min dkta maka

och min dotter Arodnap;

Har du inte flugit at fel hall?’

‘Nej, det ar dig jag har sokt upp!
Hos dig finns den dristiga vaduren,
Och den gyllene flickan.

Den ena rads ej nagra faror

den andra kédnner ej ondskan,
tillsammans ar de oslagbara -

det ar for deras skull jag ar har!

Gubben skakade pa huvudet:
Visst ar bocken stark och djarv
och flickan min ar oskuldsfull,

men vilken tjadnst kan de bidra med
sa att Moder Jord blir frisk?’

‘De ska osedda ta sig in
1 gudarnas valbevakade slott
pa andra sidan av regnbagen
for att 6ppna Pandoras Ask’

29



"Open the Pandora's Box!"

Horrified, yelled the old man.

"Doesn't it suffice with all the misery that already
abounds,

Must you release more evil?"

"No, all the miseries are already running loose,
Only Hope had stayed behind,

But it did not stay there of her own accord —

It was confined there by hideous forces.

And we have lived for age

In darkness, without hope.

And now Hope must be set free

If we are to regain a trustworthy belief."

But the farmer cried again:

"A belief? And what purpose a belief would serve?
It is just the beliefs held by various people

That spread suffering and sorrow in the world!

In the name of religion ravage

One race members of another."

"Not that kind of belief, Dear Sir "

Said the bird,

"No, not that kind!

That kind of belief is borne by the people

Who are either blinded by their arrogant pride
Or suffer from grave destitution.

That kind of belief is devoid of knowledge,

And it merely leads to dark thoughts

And results in the execution of innocent people
By narrow minded tyrants;
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’Oppna Pandoras Ask?

Skrackslagen skrek gamlingen:
‘Racker det inte med elandet som finns,
maste du slappa ut mer ondska?

’Nej, all ondska ar redan utslappt,
endast Hoppet stannade ju kvar,
men inte holls hon kvar av egen vilja,
utan fangslad utav grymma makter.

Vi har levt 1 evigheter

1 morker utan nagot hopp.

Nu maste Hoppet slappas fritt
om vi ska aterfa en vardig Tro.’

Men bonden skrek igen: ’En Tro?

Och vad ska vi med Tro till?

Det &r just Tron hos varje folk,

som sprider elande och sorg i varlden!
I religionens namn utplanar

Den ena rasen den andra.’

‘Inte den sortens tro, min herre,’
genmalde fageln. 'Nej, inte den sortens!
En sadan tro bars endast

av manniskor, forblindade

av svallande hogmod

eller av granslos vanmakt.

Det &r en tro utan kunskap;

den leder blott fram till mérka tankar
och far till foljd att oskyldiga ménniskor,
utplanas av trangsynta tyranner,
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Or, certain individual without any hope,
After being misled by others

Who use false divine references for their own
purpose,

Are led to kill harmless people

By self-annihilation combined with murder. '

'

IV

"No, the belief that arises with Hope,

And in due time matures into knowledge,
Supported by facts and reason;

That belief shows us the path to enlightenment.

That's why we must liberate Hope!
With hope in every heart,

Sound beliefs in our mind

And knowledge as our goal

We would tame the wicked forces.

First, when no one mobs another

Because one is a man, woman, bird or fish;
White, pale, brown or black;

Jew, Christian, Muslim or Hindu;

Asian, African, European or American;
But accept all as our fellow-beings,

Then could we endeavour to retrieve
Mother Earth's lost honour and grace.
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