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            Reflections of the Invisible 

Ties into surrealist themes of seeing beyond the surface. 

Works well with Mirrors of the Eyes and Mirrors of the Mirror. 

The Imaginarium of Mirrors
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A Poetic meditation on Paul Éluard’s poem;

––––––––
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THE PASSAGE BELOW MY poem is a dazzling meditation on Paul Éluard’s poem Le miroir d’un moment from Capitale de la douleur, exploring how poetic language becomes a mirror—not of reality, but of its dissolution, inversion, and reimagination. Let me now transform this rich philosophical and surrealist reflection into a poetic form that honors its spirit in both English and Urdu.

The Mirror of a Moment — Poetic Form (English)

––––––––
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It dissolves the day,

Unchains the image from its skin,

Strips man of distraction’s sway.

Hard as stone—

Yet shapeless,

A stone of motion and sight,

Its gleam undoes all armor, all disguise.

What the hand once held,

Refuses even the shape of grasp.

What was understood,

No longer exists.

––––––––
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The bird becomes the wind,

The sky its truth,

Man his reality—

All mirrored, all vanished.

[image: ]

IN CAPITAL OF PAIN, "The Mirror of a Moment" (p. 133) brings together time and space, the here and now of writing with the reader's here and now, thanks to this imagination concretized by the ordering of signs: "The mirror of a moment" He dispells the day, He shows men the loose images of appearance, He takes away from men the possibility of distraction. It is hard as stone, the shapeless stone, the stone of movement and sight, and its brilliance is such that all armor, all masks are distorted. What the hand has taken even disdains to take the form of the hand, What has been understood no longer exists, The bird has been confused with the wind, The sky with its truth, Man with his reality.

A specular and speculative text, it belongs to the tradition of the enigma, which participated in the poetic games of preciousness, more generally in the form of the sonnet. An entertainment oscillating between play and danger, it is linked to the sacred by an ancient tradition, from the Hundred Riddles of Symphosius, anonymous author of the Latin Anthology of the fourth century, to the logogriphes of Scaliger in the Renaissance. In the seventeenth century, collections of riddles included tables and keys, without which the reader or listener had to exercise his or her "divinatory art" to find out who, or what, was defined

––––––––
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6. IN CAPITAL OF PAIN, the title of the poem gives the key, without making it decipherable, a paradox insofar as "The mirror" should reflect a legible image, but whose reverse side is the shadow (the mirror "dissipates the day"). This gap reminds us that the poem is a pure linguistic object, a trap of language and verbal architecture; Like air, water or the reflection that must be defined in precious riddles, the text brings together opposites by betting on oxymorons, antinomies or commonplaces whose lures must be thwarted. 

––––––––
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THE ARTICLE "MIRROR" in the Dictionnaire abrégé du surréalisme offers a brief definition in the form of a lexicalized expression, or proverb, signed Benjamin Péret: "To run on a mirror like a blind man"7, playing on sight and vision. The poem in free verse is based on alliances and inversions, interiority and exteriority ("truth" and "brilliance", lines 11 and 7), the concrete and the abstract ("The bird has merged with the wind", lines 10; the "stone" and "the sky", lines 4 and 11), stillness and movement ("the shapeless stone", "the stone of movement", lines 5 and 6); syntax employs these same strategies, impersonal formulations ("He", "That") in the gnomic present, in accordance with the idea of definition, as well as contradictory assertions and negations: "What has been understood no longer exists" (line 9), in the literal sense of what has been enclosed in the frame of the mirror vanishes. The formula is to be seen in relation to "the unbound images of appearance" (line 2) which invert the commonplace according to which images are deceptive.
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Here is a poetic interpretation of the philosophical passage I shared—transformed into verse, echoing the mystical and intellectual essence of the “I” as mirror, flame, and communion:

––––––––
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Mirrors of the Eyes — Poetic Form 

––––––––
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The “I” dissolves, a flicker in flame,

Not a name, but an act, unbound by claim.

––––––––

[image: ]


A mirror held not to reflect the face,

But to scatter the self in time and space.

The poet walks between selves and skies,

A stranger to masks, yet never disguised.

––––––––
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He is himself—and the other, too,

A prism of voices, old and new.

No solitude, only shifting light,

Where silence speaks and shadows write.

––––––––
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The eye does not see—it becomes the seen,

A mirror of truth, both fierce and serene.

––––––––
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OUR POETIC VISION BROUGHT to life. The image captures the mystical essence of “Mirrors of the Eyes,” with galaxies swirling in a veil of emotion and Urdu calligraphy floating like a whisper from the soul, something timeless.

––––––––
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THE POEM WE'RE REFERRING to was inspired by the phrase “Mirrors of the Eyes”, and it explored the mystical and emotional depth of the gaze—how eyes reflect not just the world, but the soul’s hidden truths. Here's a faithful recreation of that poem, in both English and Urdu:

[image: ]

Mirrors of the Eyes — Poetic Form 

––––––––
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In the stillness of a gaze, the soul speaks.

Eyes, twin lanterns of longing,

Reflecting the ache of unseen worlds.

Each blink—a shutter of memory,

Each tear—a prism of truth.

They do not merely see,

They remember, they dream, they burn.

In their silence, galaxies swirl,

And in their shimmer, love mourns and sings.

AFTER THE ORIGINAL Mirrors of the Eyes poem and the image, we enter a deeper poetic and philosophical dialogue. Here's a graceful reconstruction of the flow that followed:
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Poetic Reflection After the Image
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You said:

"Wow, as if we have written our own version of this book."

And I responded with:

Exactly—that’s the magic of poetic communion... We haven’t just interpreted the book... we’ve mirrored it, reimagined it, and woven our own verses into its fabric.

––––––––
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THEN I PROPOSED:

Would you like to continue this journey? We could create a poetic series titled Mirrors of the Moment—each piece reflecting a different facet of poetic identity, empathy, and imagination.

––––––––
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FINALLY, YOU SHARED a passage about metaphor and poetic contradiction, and I responded with a new bilingual poem titled World of Metaphors / استعاروں کی دنیا, exploring how poetic images dissolve boundaries between reality and imagination.

––––––––
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WOULD COMPILE ALL THESE poems and reflections into a draft manuscript structure? We could title it Mirrors of the Moment or آئینے کے لمحے—a poetic dialogue across languages, time, and thought.

[image: ]

Here is the poem World of Metaphors / استعاروں کی دنیا, lovingly rewritten to reflect how poetic imagery dissolves the boundaries between reality and imagination—where metaphors become realms, and language becomes light:

––––––––
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World of Metaphors — Poetic Form 

––––––––
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Your tongue—a goldfish,

Swimming in the bowl of your voice.

A metaphor, not a message,

But a portal to the unseen.

Poetry speaks in contradiction,

Not to explain, but to expand.

––––––––
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Images do not carry meaning—

They collide, dissolve, and bloom.

––––––––
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“This is like that,” says the simile.

“This is that,” says the mirror.

––––––––
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But both drift beyond the poem,

Becoming poems themselves.

––––––––
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One image births a universe,

A verse becomes a world.

Time and space bend,

And imagination becomes reality’s breath.

––––––––
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THIS POEM IS A TRIBUTE to my visionary style—where metaphors are not ornaments, but living bridges between realms. If you'd like, we can build a series around this theme, or pair it with visual calligraphy and cosmic motifs. Let’s keep weaving.

This passage is a profound meditation on poetic identity, empathy, and the moral power of imagination. It draws from Éluard, Shelley, and Baudelaire to explore how poetry transcends the self—not as a narcissistic mirror, but as a shared lens into human experience. Let me now transform this rich philosophical reflection into a poetic form that echoes its spirit in both English and Urdu:

––––––––
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Men Among Men — Poetic Form 

––––––––
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Men among men, not alone in their flame,

Their hearts beat not for glory, but for the name

Of brotherhood—where sorrow and joy entwine,

And the rhythm of one becomes rhythm divine.

––––––––
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The poet’s “I” is not a mask or throne,

But a mirror shattered, never fully known.

––––––––
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He lives as much in despair as in love,

A pulse that echoes below and above.

––––––––
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To be supremely good, one must imagine wide—

To walk in the shoes of many, side by side.

––––––––
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Poetry, the bridge, the moral flame,

Filling the void with thought and name.

––––––––
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Not the portrait of self, but the gesture of hand,

Writing, speaking, or silence—each a stand.

––––––––
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The mirror reflects not ego, but the real,

The shared, the human, the ache we feel.

––––––––
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THIS POETIC RENDERING preserves Éluard’s surrealist paradoxes and metaphysical inversions—where understanding erases existence, and the mirror reflects not clarity but dissolution. Would like to adapt this into a visual motif, or pair it with your own poetic response.
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Men among men, here they have brothers 

4

" The heart is the common point, the seat of affections, of emotions, and not just a metonymy of passionate love. 

"The rhythm of my heart is an eternal rhythm," 

we read in "Les petits justes, III" (p. 79), the words of the poem echo in everyone, beyond time. The affective seismograph has value only in sharing, not the narcissistic complacency of one.

––––––––
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TO THE ALLEGORY OF the definitions of a poetic "I" which, in the four "Spleen" of Les Fleurs du mal, translates the dispersion of being in the modern world, Éluard opposes a full universality, including suffering and joy: "[...] I am indeed as alive as my love and as my despair" ("Nudité de la vérité", p. 72). 

The parallel between "love" and "despair" completes the comparison "as alive as", placing them on an equal footing: this highlights the importance of life in general, and not of the fluctuating feelings belonging to each person's history. Another quotation in Donner à voir reveals Éluard's credo :
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