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I- awakening

a hundred years on from partition, the past and future remain mirrors of one
another.

much like its namesake, the jugnu (firefly), jugni is an ember. a momentary
phenomena that allows the witness to pierce through the veil of illusion and see
what lies behind: an unbridled life force. Is it the song of jugni that speaks
through the sands?

II- rupture

struck by a vision, the musicians begin to see. they are swept into lament, not
just for a singular loss but for the larger, metaphorical death of masculinity in the
punjab.

but, merely seeing is not understanding.




* *

III- confrontation

they dig and claw, bursting with righteous indignation: ‘jugni must retum, we
need to know'. and yet, how can they know? they know not even themselves.

the flickers of existential awakening are quickly extinguished without a tryst with
separation. to truly reckon with the self is to reckon with generations worth of
inherited wounds, and the quiet loss of agency that follows in their wake.

IV- becoming

that hot, heavy fever, full of want and seeking, begins to subside. even pain
cannot be eulogised. transformation must be rooted in joy.

the fever has fully passed. in its wake retums something quieter, steadier. To
merely see is not to understand, yes, but devotion in itself reveals the glimmers
of transformation.

when trust settles, the eyes being to see differently. the beloved is revealed as
punjab herself, seen in all her pain and sublimity.







