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First Edition

To the one whose eyes are a deeper frontier than the cosmos...

​Thousands of light-years away, where the James Webb Telescope peers into the boundless depths of the universe, even its piercing gaze fails to fathom the infinite mysteries of your eyes.

​Those eyes are a complete universe unto themselves—a celestial cradle where galaxies are born and hearts lose their way forever.

​In that cerulean expanse, there is a vastness that transcends the boundaries of time and space. It is a realm where stars do not fall, but shimmer as eternal dreams; where love travels faster than the speed of light, and every glance becomes the discovery of a new world.

​To those blue mysteries... this journey is dedicated.
PREFACE

​

​The moment I stumbled upon the secret of existence felt less like a spiritual revelation and more like a cosmic jest—as if someone, stifling a laugh, was wringing their hands at my helplessness. I was a solitary speck, lost in the indifference of a boundless universe, groaning under the weight of my own accidental being. This is not a saga of triumph or success, but of a silent rebellion—a chronicle of the struggle against despair, colliding with the terror of a meaningless void.

​One evening, as the rays of the setting sun scattered like golden dust across the horizon, I sought refuge in the withered, crumbling pages of Shelley’s Ode to the West Wind. A line struck through me like lightning:



"Oh! lift me as a wave, a leaf, a cloud!

I fall upon the thorns of life! I bleed!"








​These thorns of life—sharp, ruthless, and indifferent—is our existence merely a perpetual agony? Shelley’s cry became an echo, validating a fear buried deep within my heart for years, a fear I never dared to voice: that we are all accidents. Aimless, wandering molecules suspended in an infinite abyss. Is this life—this fragile coincidence—truly a cruel mockery?

​At that very moment, Kafka’s whisper drifted from afar: "There is infinite hope in the universe... but not for us." I wanted to scream:
Why? Why has hope been snatched from us? But Camus had already whispered the answer: "Because we know that existence is an absurd reality."

​"Existence"—this heavy, burdensome word—an ephemeral truth we can neither deny nor fully embrace. I sought sanctuary in Sartre, hoping for logic, for solace, for justification. But he held an even more ruthless mirror before me: "Existence is a localized, uncomfortable interruption in the tranquility of nothingness."It felt as though every thinker, every poet, was giving voice to the dread I had always endured in silence. And when I stared into the void, the void did not look back. There was only a whisper... from Carl Sagan: "For small creatures such as we, the vastness is bearable only through love."

​Love! This soft, delicate, yet strangely ambiguous word. In a universe that does not even know we exist, where is the room for love? I searched for the answer in the dust-laden lines of ancient scriptures, in the spontaneous laughter of friends, and in the touch of a beloved. But when I asked this question of myself, the answer came as a faint murmur: "Go... and seek it yourself!"

​So, I set out—wandering through the stranger-alleys of life, gathering the scattered fragments of love. In the rustle of autumn leaves, in the dim melody of an old café, in the kind eyes of a stranger, and sometimes in the soft mist of a dream. These moments became my sanctuary—my final protest against the Absurd.

​This is not an end, but a beginning. Because for small beings like us, this journey itself is the answer we have always sought. But what is this journey like? It is a jolt, much like Kafka’s Metamorphosis—waking up to the first light of dawn and suddenly realizing that we are no longer who we thought we were; perhaps, we never were.
This confusion sometimes emerges as "Nausea"—that primordial loathing which Camus called Absurdity and Sartre termed The Burden of Existence. It is that state where everything becomes meaningless, every moment a bitter whisper stuck in the throat: "How long must I carry the weight of my own being?"

​And just as we begin to accept this agony, Sartre’s ruthless revelation returns: "Hell is... other people." Where every relationship, every dialogue, every gaze becomes a prison. Where we are each other's reflections—and each other's executioners.

​And yet, the question remains: Is this all there is? Or was Sagan right? "For small creatures such as we, the vastness is bearable only through love."

​This is the point where this poetry completes itself—where a subtle, sapphire truth dissolves into the bitterness of existence, granting it the sweetness of a dream. Where the faint smile of a blue-eyed girl becomes a final protest against the gravity of being. This poetry is not merely an expression of the absurdity that breathes in the words of Camus, Kafka, and Sartre—it is also a search for those particles that shimmer in the vastness of Sagan’s cosmos in the form of love, dreams, and beauty.These poems are a mirror, in which every reader may glimpse their own nausea, their own captivity, their own hell, and their own shadow of love. And if there is no answer within these words, perhaps the questions themselves are enough:

​If existence is an accident, how much meaning can we give to that accident? If the universe does not know us, can a few moments of love make it bearable?

​These questions lie hidden in every poem of mine. If an answer is found anywhere, that is the completion of my poetry. And even if it is not found... perhaps the questions are enough. For
ultimately, for small beings like us, this journey itself is the answer we have always been searching for.

​Muhammad Ijaz Ul Haq
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An Odyssey of Dust and Despair
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​METAMORPHOSIS
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​
Last night,
waded through Kafka—
A lost voice wrapped in the fog of change.
Where Gregor Samsa,
In a sudden apocalypse,
In the terror of a shell,
Awoke as the portrait of a vermin.
​Under the strike of a nameless dread,
All of humanity
Shrank into itself.
As I closed the book,
A rhythm of trembling snakes slid through my hands;
An unseen tremor
Sprouted from the roots of my nails,
And upon my back,
A heavy burden took seed.
​Then,
In the room’s grey mist,
The half-open windows stood paralyzed.
And sleep?
Sleep was a verdict,
A tribunal, a faceless syllabus,
Where my existence was summoned
Like a silent witness.
​Dawn arrived,
And eyes opened—
But it was not the morning
Woken by the scent of flowers;
Nor was it an eye
That could touch the hem of truth.
​The bed remained the same,
But I was gone.
My arms—
The wrinkled limbs of some alien creature;
Fiber by fiber, a stranger
Settled within my body
Like a colony of termites.
​My tongue
Still lingered in my mouth,
But words were extinct.
A whistle,
A scream,
A meaningless lament
Howled behind the curtain of my laughter.
​I could not walk.
The shell rising from my spine
Imprisoned my motion;
A puppet of destiny’s will,
I crawled
Upon the same floor
Where only last night,
My verses had spread their wings.
​My mother called out:
"The tea is getting cold."
And I—
A voiceless shadow—
Faded behind the threshold.
My voice,
Warped into an extinct echo,
Became the very definition of silence.
​Only then did I know:
Kafka was no weaver of fables;
He was a maker of mirrors.
He held up my own form
Before my eyes.
​This crawling carcass
Was the corpse of my poetry—
The debris of my dreams,
Which wakes in every dawn
Where man is merely a "character,"
And "self" is lost
Behind the drapes of a rehearsal.
​Now,
I am a cog in the factory’s morning,
Bound by the chain of mechanical motion.
My body,
Like a robot,
Endures its daily life.
My eyes
Are lost in the clock upon the wall,
And my dreams
Expire on the back of a file.
​I know now—
Kafka wrote for me.
I am
That very Gregor Samsa,
Who, every day,
In the masquerade of a man,
Is buried
Within the solitude of his room.
​In the eyes of my own people,
I am a shape of loathing—
A creature
Waiting for one final breath
To be called "Life."And today, when
I look at myself—
Not in the looking glass,
But in the mirror of words—
I see that "I"
Which has changed long ago.
Forever.
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​NAUSEA
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What is this mortal venom coursing through my veins,
That with every breath,
Like a midnight lament,
Trembles upon my lips?
​What is this divine clamor dissolved within my blood,
That at every moment,
Like a directionless mirage,
Waves before my sight?
​These earth-born moments—which, in the abattoir of day and night,
Carry the crucifix of existence upon their shoulders
Like the Son of Adam,
Tiring incessantly upon these soul-consuming paths;
How long will they drag themselves,
Sustaining the weight of these meaningless hours?
​Behind the leaden, desolate veil of the void,
There is nothing—
Nothing but a lost echo,
Nothing but a rootless helplessness,
Nothing but a bitter, voiceless, static Nausea!
​This Nausea—which has dwelt in the quivering of my lips since eternity,
Which wakes drop by drop,
A toxic draft within my every vein;
How long will it smolder,
Expanding and surging within my very bones?
​O Life!
In the trackless desert of your indifference,
In these atmospheres that deny your every word, your every identity;
How long,
O how long,
Shall I remain wandering—
Bearing the burden of my own being
Upon my own nameless existence?
d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
SAPPHIRE

%

The Blu‘e‘;"'estament

(Poems of Existential Nausea and Aesthetic Redemption)

MUHAMMAD IJAZ UL HAQ





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





