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Self Portrait 

Azam Malik gave provided me with the pleasure of 

reading the third edition of “Sain Sunehray Ghallay”. 

This is the second book of his Punjabi poetry. The 

fourth edition of this book was published in India by 

the Soorjdan de Waris Publishers in 2021.”Sain 

Sunehray Ghallay” is a remarkable creative work in 

Punjabi poetry. This book takes its nomenclature 

from a hemistich of Shah Hussain. It pockets a.e 

pieces of “Bolian", some Mahias certain specimen of 

the genre "Tappa" and a host of poems. These 

poems are short mostly some comprising barely four 

lines; but never short of poetic effect. For instance 

My heart wishes 

“Should I return her letters?" 

I consulted my heart 

The sailors went 
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Wherever the boats headed 

 

The Cranes died 

The companionship  

The lines dispersed and the cranes dead 

The day he separated from me 

All the walls of my house wept 

 

This collection casts light over his self, his 

surroundings, his feelings, his personal pains and 

passions. One can say that this presentation is a 

soliloquy of a sensitive dreamer-a dreamer who 

knows to retell and recast his dreams with fullest 

effects. This is a work promising a big future. I wish 

him every success. 

 

Dr. Ehsan Akbar 
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Azam Malik : A representative voice of 

modern Punjabi poetry 

 

Azam Malik- A representative voice of modern 

Punjabi poetry Punjabi poetry has a rich and diverse 

history. From the early poets like Baba Fareed, Waris 

Shah, Bulleh Shah, Shah Hussain, Mian Muhammad 

Bakhsh, and Khwaja Fareed to the present poets the 

dominant colour is that of Sufism. The Punjabi poets 

in this part of the world not only promoted the love 

of human beings through their poetry but they also 

taught the masses to raise their voice against the 

exploitation and tyranny. Azam Malik has revived 

that vein in modern times through his Punjabi poetry 

taking inspiration from Shah Hussain and other great 

Punjabi Sufi poets. Sain Sunehray Ghallay is his 

second collection of Punjabi poetry. He himself 

writes in his preface that he wants to feel the pain of 
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the sufferings of the people and this stuff formulates 

his poetry. Along with using Ghazal and Nazm, he has 

also revived the old traditions of Punjabi poetry by 

writing Mahias. Mahia is a folk genre of poetry in 

which deep meanings are packed into three lines 

with rural wisdom. His poems have modern themes 

in which he touches the subject of selfishness, greed 

and senseless of the people towards one another. 

Though he is not raising the voice of protest openly 

but there is an undercurrent layer of protest against 

the injustice and exploitation meted out to the 

people. His poetry has deep meanings and his voice 

is a good addition in the Sufi tradition of Punjabi 

poetry. He may be regarded as one of the 

representative voice of modern Punjabi poetry. 

Below is given the translation of some of his poems 

translated by me: Lord Send Messages, My plaintive 

dirge unheard I cry while embracing walls Doors are 

shut and the streets barren The cities deserted of 

friends All places Witches peep from behind I recite 

many amulets No holy remedy works I only raise 

lamentation "Lord send Messages" The River of heart 

O God, I pray turn our hearts into river This life may 
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change its colour As all aspirations are going to die 

No one shares the ground with me just telling the 

tips from outside The virtuous path is difficult though 

But we should be guided to that path. 

 The sun is cold, O Azam Come and lit the glow of 

fire. 

 

 

Khurram Khiraam 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



12 

 

 

Azam Malik's life tale 

 

I have read Azam Malik's collection of poems “ 

Sain Sunehray Ghallay" many times. Sometimes to 

get the amusement of vernacular, sometimes to 

acknowledge the river like flow of his verses, 

sometimes to fathom the depth of thought and 

sometimes to feel the prick of deep sorrow. Every 

time I felt that there was something which was left 

untouched and unacknowledged. The real art of his 

poetry or his deep riddles of poetry and people were 

not coming into my mind. 

This has not happened with me for the first 

time but at numerous occasions but there is only one 

reason behind which sometimes get deeper. Neither 

his thoughts are superficial nor does he have any 

craze of hiding something under the carpet. The 

thoughts within thoughts and the meaning 

associated with different words although seek 

concentration but are not too ambiguous to 

understand. Even then this book is full of very deep 

meanings, why? 
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After carefully thing I got that this is due to the 

flow of expression in the poetry. The grief from 

personal becomes collective and social but like Sufi 

poetry they appear in a unified collective voice but in 

simple words which sweeten and mitigate the prick 

of sorrows. 

It does not mean that Azam Malik is a mere 

introvert and he holds his personal grief dearer than 

the sorrows of people. 

Our folk stories had princes who during 

expeditions were taken to some strange land where 

people were sleeping and the time stopped and they 

could only be made alive by some magical spiritual 

mantra. Azam Malik in this book also appears to be 

standing at the such place This is not some alien 

place but the speed of time had made this alien place 

a common one as we are made like consumers by 

corporate tycoons and the tenderness, care and love 

had diminished from our world. It has now become a 

cancer and a hell blazing inwardly. 

After reading this poem, the setting of Munir 

Niazi's poem came into my mind as there is a 

similarity between Azam and Munir but this 
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similarity is natural as our world has become alien to 

us due to corporate culture. Man's loneliness after 

getting deeper had turned into the sickness and the 

people around and the society is indifferent to him. 

What else one can do except wailing. So the waiting 

of the Messages from Lord is timely and necessary. 

Sain Sanehray Gallay is a story of deep gulf between 

man's self and his society. This gulf gives birth to 

injustice, selfishness, tumult and corporate economy. 

The love and man's companionship with another 

man had become a dream. Azam Malik is striving to 

reinvent that love of humanity and wants to restore 

the prime status of human being to behave like 

humna beings. He is ready to cover all sorts of 

distances for that individual or social. 

Sain Sunehray Ghallay is a complaint which 

Azam had filed to his Lord regarding the behavior of 

his society and every aspect of our actions is 

manifest in it. This book, in this context had become 

such a document which shows the true colours of 

our ugly and disfigured visages and our society 

becomes transparent with all its ill. 
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Azam's poems are also replete with this pain. I 

mean to say that his book scrutinizes the world 

divided by class and selfishness and endeavors to fill 

its gaps and we also find a steady flame of love 

spreading like a branch of flowers, between the lines. 

Azam Malik is from us and talks about our 

conducts and existence. He is striving to finish the 

gulf and wants to remove the distance between, “I 

and You". He is trying to search the harmony of souls 

and these sorts of efforts are hostile to the corporate 

world of today. The world around him, therefore, 

appears alien and strange to him. 

This theme is manifest in his numerous poems, 

“Dead Swans", Deep Wounds", Celestial Place, Night 

Seems enemy, The Price of Soil, Timely thought, Self, 

Loneliness and some other poems are in this vein but 

a steady heat of love mitigates its agony so that this 

world of selfishness may become bearable. This 

them is not only found in his Ghazals but it also 

scatters in his poems like The gulf of thoughts, The 

water of the pain of life, The Water-coloured eye, 

Loneliness, Fear, The borders of eyelashes and some 

other poems. This collection along with Ghazals and 
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poems also include Kafis, Mahiyay, Tappay and 

Quotes. It means that Azam Malik has employed the 

classical genres along with the modern ones. These 

classical genres are dense in techniques and capable 

of conveying very deep meanings in fewer words. 

Azam had also used these genres with great mastery. 

As mentioned before that these quotes are 

filled with juice and tenderness and mitigate the 

flagrant flames of the social fabric afire in his Ghazals 

and Nazm. Azam appears before us as a 

representative of his times and society. 

Sain Sunehray Ghallay is not a book but the 

name of a wait. When a man is disappointed, then to 

mitigate his suffering and to search the shadow of 

happiness, man's gaze is fixed towards his Creator. 

We find a poet in this book whose breaths are soiled 

by the pollution of his times and it is no s surprise 

that he seeks mercy from his Creator in this 

situation. 

Azam Malik's poetry is a heap of combined 

sorrows whether this sorrow is of the distances 

between man and man or the sorrow of the 

separation of daughter, whether it is the flame of 
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love or warmth of sagacity. Azam never distances 

himself from his self and his society. The scope of 

this book is therefore, wider and its effect is deep.  

Azam Malik, the letters soaked in sincerity and 

passion are not torn. It is necessary to acknowledge 

the true demand of true love. The messages for 

which you are waiting may be near at hand. 

 

 

Ghulam Hussain Sajid. 
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Azam Malik's poetry 

 

I removed man lines and then wrote again 

about Azam Malik's poetry. I read his book twice. 

First I enjoyed his poetry emotionally then I read it 

with more concentration. When I scrutinized his 

technique and the wisdom hidden in his verse then I 

discovered that I should have read his book this way. 

Azam knows how to say something and he also 

knows how to leave something unsaid. The recurring 

current of pain in his poetry also tells that there is a 

sea of worldly wisdom hidden inside him. I was 

startled many times by his poetry and enjoyed his 

poetry. 

I first read his poetry while travelling in a bus 

then I read it lying on my bed covered by a quilt. 

During the second reading I had the bitterness of 

another book in my mind in which the essay like 

bitter story of another writer had filled my mind with 

bitterness and I was in a spoiled mood. 
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Sain Sunehray Ghallay is a line from Shah 

Hussain which is adorns the title of Azam Malik's 

collection of poetry. He has also published another 

book before that in 1996, titled as “Naal Meray Koi 

Challay". The first edition of this book was published 

in 2017 and now second edition is before you. The 

common thing between these two books is the titles 

of the book chosen from Shah Hussain's poetry. This 

tells us the about Azam Malik's school of thought and 

what kind of trees are planted in his yard. We also 

find the light of this enlightened tree in his poetry.    

Our age is an age of confusion and mist in 

which we have even lost our identities and original 

colour to an extent that even the light is hazy and 

polluted. This is not limited only to colour but also to 

its impact. No one appears in his true colour 

nowadays. Everyone is soiled in these misty times. 

The pagan and the disbeliever are in same light-hazy 

and blurred. It’s an accomplishment on Azam's part 

that he is not oblivious of the true colour of his life. 

It is a positive thing that one should never be 

disappointed in his life. There is always a silver lining 

in cloud. Times will change one should be hopeful. 
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This is life and this is the high value of life. 

I found many hues in Azam’s poetry. Many 

times which he had gone through or suffered but 

one colour is dominant in his poetry and that is the 

love for humanity. He feels pain of land and the 

people of his land. There is no doubt in the fact that 

we the people of third world countries only go 

through pains and our joys are also hidden in these 

pains. We cannot find what we are looking for. We 

are forced to suffer with these pains and trials and at 

last we make it a part of our life and carry these 

pains with us. No one else does this work we do it 

but ourselves. We organize these spectacles 

ourselves and then are amused by it. 

There is a poem in this book whose darkness 

has blurred all our community. We have not yet 

come out of that darkness and no one knows how far 

we are destined to be lost in this darkness. That 

poem is “The desire of the life of my heart. Our face 

is reflected in the first part of this poem. 

 

The desires of my heart's life 

I wounded by the taunts of the world 



21 

 

The world of my inside tattered 

I, imprisoned by the sayings 

The custom and rites ripped me apart 

I became half-dead 

Make me a second time 

The desire of my heart's life 

The place where we squatted 

Come on that spot today 

Let us see the Ka'aba of love again 

Let us perform a pilgrimage together 

After killing the separation 

Inhabit my deserted place 

 

 

Iqbal Qaiser 
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A voice near heart and soul 

 

"Sain Sanehray Ghallay" is the news of the 

attainment of wisdom which passing through our 

Punjabi Sufi poets has reached the poets and 

intellectuals of present times. They are using it with 

new style in a new setting and are searching the new 

meanings from the wisdom and trade of the man of 

present times. There is a deep hidden meaning, 

wisdom in this wisdom. A certain type of sensibility is 

therefore required to talk about and understand 

about this which may harmonize the old tradition 

with the sensibility of present times. We should 

admit this fact that a majority of our intellectuals is 

alive about this wisdom and is trying to spread it 

among the masses. 

Azam Malik appeared on the scene of 

contemporary poetry during the decade of 80s and 

that wisdom which becomes a source of spreading 
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the feel of land its soil its society its joys and sorrows 

yearnings and aspirations to the people took roots in 

him and this urge assuming the shape of poetry 

showed a new face and guise of Azam Malik which is 

true literary and learned appearance and one can 

indentify this face through his poetry in " Sain 

Sunheray Ghallay". 

This book is an exclusive sign of our Sufi 

wisdom which is very dearly preserved by us and we 

completely agree with the competent critic of his 

poetry Dr. Aslam Rana, 

“When Azam Malik should speaks in his poetry 

we also in the fragrance of the soil in it."This is the 

real thing which pertains to our intellect, wisdom and 

the soil of our homeland and when the shape is 

fashioned by the soil of land it is bound to have the 

voice of soul. When we see the soulful poems 

written by him we find everything closer to us. The 

reason of this familiarity is not a difficult one. When 

somebody talks about an experience which you have 

passed through you find a strange attraction and 

pang inside you and it spreads in the entire self. 

Azam Malik has preserved this low in his poems. We 
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find lines in his poems which are near to our soul and 

heart. 

Azam Malik is a poet of commitment and this 

is not a thing which is heard or seen but it is 

experienced by him. We have seen and experienced 

the vibes of his personality and he loved his land and 

language and more than that he loves humanity. This 

features stands out in his poetry. The beginning, 

middle and end of " Sain Sunehary Gahllay" 

comprises of this brotherhood and love which he has 

conveyed to his readers and listeners in a very 

charming and original style. 

 

Zahid Hassan  
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The Poet’s own Reflections 

 

 

Poetry is to give the robes of words and to 

adorn the pains of the world, want of love and the 

pangs of separation. Everyone has its own sorrows, 

someone yearns for another one, somebody 

languishes due to the sorrows of people and 

somebody suffers with the pains of the entire world. 

It is great favour of Almighty that he endowed me 

with the pain of other people. I took the help of 

poetry to harmonize my inner pain with the pains of 

the world. I tried to stop the injustice meted out to 

the poor, and to give an expression, through my 

poetry, to the pains of people suffering from poverty 

for ages. 

It is difficult to make one's mark in the field of 

literature and it is more difficult in case of poetry. 

One identifies oneself in this field by harmonizing 

with the sorrows of the world and nurturing these 

sorrows. It is a deal of loss for a worldly man. It this 

field, therefore, it is a rarity that someone dwells 
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upon the sorrows of others. Many a great men, 

trying to reach the top of ladder have lost their 

identities. It may be a very difficult choice for me as 

well. Some illustrious person of that field had said 

that if a person discovers himself he becomes silent 

and if he starts speaking then he becomes a poet. 

I became associated with poetry during my 

school days. While studying in Masters in Persian 

language in the government college Lahore I became 

the president of the “Punjabi Majlis" in 1993. I 

became associated with daily Jang before that in 

1988. Due to my participation in the local politics and 

working with the organization international, I got a 

chance to know the people who lagged behind in the 

race of life. It was due to the good family background 

and mercy of the Almighty I tried my best to 

recognize the pains of others as my own and ti 

become conversant with the depth of their pains and 

it happened so. 

A collection of Punjabi poetry containing these 

half felt sorrows titled as “Naal Meray Koi Challay" 

was published in 1996. This edition of my second 

collection of Punjabi poetry “Sain Sunehray Ghallay" 
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is in your hands. Now it is up to you to tell me how 

far I have been successful in harmonizing with the 

sorrows of the world. 

Let alone the claim to be a poet I cannot even 

claim to know myself properly. I made these 

complaints so that my Lord may send me messagesto 

finish the pains of the people. After the publication 

of the first edition of “Sain Sunehray Ghallay" I 

became recipient of “Mehkan Adabi” Award and the 

second one from “Dil Darya Pakistan". 

I did not want to enhance the image of those 

who helped me in the publication of my second 

collection of Punjabi poetry, as the friends are there 

to do good for you. 

 

Azam Malik 
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Hymn 

 

Your providence manifest in every thing 

Your glory is supreme 

Every pore of my body is grateful 

Under your bounties 

 

The tongues are dumb in praising you 

But your attributes can never be estimated 
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God 

He, who holds the sun onto his fist, 

And controls the wind 

He, whose yard had our dreams, 

In its lap 

Who illumined the day?  

And made night for calm 

He is the sustainer of all. 
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In Praise of the Holy Prophet (PBUH) 

The creatures 

Strayed for centuries 

At war with themselves 

Consumed by the fire of hatred 

The creator showed benevolence 

And sent you as Mercy 

The truth incarnate came in view 

Illumining the entire universe 

The lost ones got their destination 

The fire of hatred cooled down 

All the minarets of falsehood fell down 
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Lord! Send Messages 

My plaintive dirge unheard 

I cry while embracing walls 

Doors are shut and the streets barren 

The cities deserted of friends 

Everywhere witches peep from behind 

I recite many amulets 

No holy remedy works 

I only raise lamentation 

"Lord! Send Messages" 
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My Heart Wishes 

"Should I return her letters?" 

I consulted my heart 

The sailors went 

Wherever the boats headed 
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My beloved across the stream 

Neither bridge, ferry nor any oar 

The evening standing apart 

My beloved across the stream 

This distance spans over centuries 

Chanting the rosary in neck in vain 

My beloved across the stream 

Since my beloved turned away her face 

Time turned hostile 

My beloved across the stream 

My friend left me friendless 

I, unaware of these milestones 

Azam you hold me with hand 

Lest I am left in between 

My beloved across the stream 
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Separation 

 Life a mourning of the departed ones 

An illness inflicted by separation 

After living together for years 

Life, is a bane of separation 
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Adam's Son 

I am Adam's son, O friends 

I am Adam's son 

I am Mansur, who was crucified 

As Socrates I drank goblet of poison 

I was tormented at many places 

I am Adam's son 

I as Majnoon, who chose Jungle 

As Farhad, I dug the mine 

As a hermit, I remained anxious 

I, the son of Adam 

I, a dweller of the world of love 

Azam my grief went along with me 

Separation finished me over 

I, the son of Adam 
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The River of heart 

O God, I pray 

Turn our hearts into river 

This life may change its colour 

As all aspirations are going to die 

No one shares the ground with me 

Just telling the tips from outside 

The virtuous path is difficult though 

But we should be guided to that path 

The sun is cold, O Azam 

 Come and lit the glow of fire 
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Prison 

The bird of soul 

Imprisoned in the body 

Sitting dumb and silent 

Bears the rigors of time 

At last, one day after leaving the cellar 

Becomes a prisoner elsewhere 

One cage changes into another 

The second into the third 

This imprisonment, written in the fate 

Freedom lies in the chain 
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Dedicated to Hazrat Sultan Bahu R.A 

While crossing the rivers of the heart 

Many travelers exhausted 

Some plunged into it 

And died by drowning 

Some did not even place a step 

Fearing death 

After listening to the tunes of flute 

Took the prayer mats of grief 

The river of hearts deeper than the ocean 

As none would fathom it 
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The Water-coloured Eye 

The face radiant like the moon 

The water-coloured eye 

There is none like her 

Although multitude are like me 

How could one search oneself? 

By getting separated from self 
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A Memory of the Government College 

On that tower of the college 

The birds still perch 

Those abodes of the friends 

Are still inhabiting the heart 

The departed friend, when I remember 

The stars sparkle into my eyes 
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The Loneliness 

Sometimes it happens 

I get lost among the friends 

As a lone tree 

On a deserted land 
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The Glory of God 

He never objects on whatever I do 

Just watching silently 

In the guise of my father, O people! 

God dwells in our home 
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To bear a life 

My heart, a handful of sand 

Gradually slipping away 

Sand slipping from the hand  

Or the tears falling from eyes 

Nothing remains in grip 

One can’t stop, try as one may 
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Desire 

May I spread laughter for the grieved ones! 

Here and there 

May cover the naked backs 

With a eye-holed shawl 

Snatching bread from the crows  

May give away to the kids 
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Courage to Know 

The birds perch on the tower of college 

Like the people learn wisdom 

From sages 
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Fear 

Neither this light clear like milk 

Nor it is pitch dark 

The merry drums beckon from far 

I, surrounded by sorrows 

Something may happen instantly 

My heart fears 
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Fragile Slumber 

I woke up from my fragile slumber 

These vigils became by fate 

My eyes silent, lips sealed 

But the people donor fell silent 

Stop my friend, stop! 
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The borders of eye lashes 

Come, O my beloved 

Now you must 

Hopes are uprooted 

At the night of your arrival 

I may lit 

The walls of my eyelashes 

After peeling off this false self 

I may step on the ladder of truth 
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Self 

We dared to build a mirror-house 

In this settlement of stones 

Have planted a berry tree in yard 

Harvested the crop of love 

The seed of her love is sown in heart 

This famished my body 

I lost my self 
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Wait 

We started off together, though 

Wait settled into the heart 

Like the banks of stream 
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For Daughters 

Joys reigning supreme all round 

And happiness may sprout 

The father's house may be 

Filled with joys 

Upholding the esteem of daughters 
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Lament 

My life depended upon you 

The wishes nurtured in your company 

Life turned into ashes 

Time turned the hairs hoary 

Your hand separated from mine 

Now it’s beyond you to return 

Eyes turned white while weeping 

All ways deserted, alone 

Come, and cast a glance 
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Pollution 

Why should we earn enmity unaware? 

Wiping away one's own kind 

Why to pollute that air 

Where the inheritors of our tomorrow 

Are heaving the breaths 
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Protocol 

I and my bosom friend 

Across the Smile cliff 

Lost in our thoughts 

Were sauntering beside the road 

Suddenly, the birds screamed behind us 

After listening to the scream of crow 

We sat on the footpath 

Insects and worms settled in their nest 

I and my bosom friend 

Suffered a lot by world 
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Riddle 

Once suddenly, my beloved friend 

Placed her palms on my eyes 

Asking to guess who? 

If one cannot sense his friend 

After touching the hands 

One shatters from inside 
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The Pride of Earth 

The smell of your sweat is 

The proclamation of good times 

You are the adornment of my life 

Even God says, 

The lock waving at your forehead 

Is not less that silver and gold 

The markets are on rise 

Due to the lines at your palm 

The water oozing out from your injured hands 

Had kept our trees green 
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Timely thing 

Once it happened 

While laughing 

My laughter got wild and spread out 

The hurricane blowing fast 

Uprooted the nails of my self  

The cliffs dashed inside 

Trees all burnt 

Turned me into a lunatic 

While searching my dust 
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The value of Soil 

How far one can comfort one's heart 

After sending the sons 

And departing the daughters 

Buried in sparkling dress 

How far I may kiss the soil 

With my eyes, hidden in the shawl 
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Spectacle 

I cut the branch where I perched 

And clapped watching my own spectacle 

I set the huts of my heart on fire myself 

I lost the winning battle myself 
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Beguilement 

I sent my letters to her daily 

 Beguiled by a hope 

God knows she reads it 

Or tears without reading 
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Celestial Place 

There are black holes ahead 

With a place for water 

The flowers are irrigated here 

And a desert place ahead 

Everywhere the shadows pass by 

Their faces hard to watch 

It’s hard for me to hide my face 

And spend the night there 
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The Cranes died 

The companionship,  

Abruptly their queue dispersed  

The cranes dead 

The day, my friend separated from me 

The walls of my house wailed together 
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The desire of my Heart's life 

The desires of my heart's life 

I wounded by the taunts of the world 

The world of my inside tattered 

I, imprisoned by the sayings 

The custom and rites ripped me apart 

I became half-dead 

Make me a second time 

The desire of my heart's life 

The place where we squatted 

Come on that spot today 

Let us see the Ka'aba of love again 

Let us perform a pilgrimage together 
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After killing the separation 

Inhabit my deserted place 

I have nose pin of my heart's desire 

My heart above earth 

Stays, O time, stay a bit 

If Azam is not to see me 

What good my youth will be 

The desire of my heart's life 
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Against the Terror Wielders 

The red flowers turned yellow 

The fragrance migrated 

The sparrows together wailed for the dead trees 

And paid condolences 

The bullets fell like raindrops 

My screams choked at the spot 

Now the heart of soil 

Have deeper wounds than before 
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Boliyan 

Whenever I touched the pen 

I first wrote your name 

......... 

We wish to witness the city of Prophet 

It will cure all our grieves 

......... 

My friend, I spend night in vigil 

The stars always count me 

............... 
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We planted the banyans of honor 

While grabbing the daughters under shoulders 

.............. 

Looking at your delicate lips 

The flowers stopped  

Blossoming in the orchard 

.......... 

I planted your memory carefully 

Which yielded the stars of love? 
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Mahiya 

Your face resembles moon 

The ills of firmament 

How may torment the earth 

............. 

Some plant of Barna 

Those inflicted by Love 

Have no fear of death 

……………………………… 
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