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figures are nominally united within 

the same frame, yet are persistently 

estranged through composition-

al stratification: one occupies the 

foreground while the other recedes 

into partial occlusion. The image 

thus becomes a visual palimpsest 

of generational breach, staging the 

conflict between inherited tradition 

and emergent modernity not through 

dialogue alone, but through the silent 

rhetoric of spatial separation.

Crucially, the film resists the touristic 

idealisation of Sikkim as a sublime 

postcard landscape. The hilly terrain 

is not aestheticized as spectacle but 

grounded as a lived environment- in-

habited, worked upon, weathered by 

human presence. Panoramic vistas 

of the mountains coexist with the 

intimate materialities of daily labor: 

smoke exhaled from kitchen stoves, 

damp clothes animated by mountain 

wind, the abrasive cadence of foot-

steps on steep, uneven paths. The 

camera lingers on tactile surfaces- the 

grain of aged wood, the viscosity of 

wet earth, the tremor of an elderly 

woman’s hands- constructing a sen-

sorial ecology that anchors the film’s 

emotional gravity in texture rather 

than ornament. This phenomenolog-

ical attention to the mundane resists 

romantic transcendence, insisting 

instead on the weight of embodied life 

within a harsh topography.

Formally, the film privileges com-

positional restraint. Static frames 

dominate the domestic sequences, 

generating a latent tension that 

accrues not through spectacle but 

through durational stillness. The cam-

era’s refusal to intervene becomes 

an ethical stance, allowing discom-

fort and repression to sediment 

within the image. When movement 

does occur- slow pans accompany-

ing walks through Vishnu’s village, 

restrained tracking shots navigating 

constricted corridors- it registers 

as a disturbance in the film’s visual 

equilibrium, signalling subtle shifts 

in interior consciousness rather than 

mere spatial transition. Handheld 

cinematography is deployed sparingly 

and with strategic intent, reserved 

for moments of Vishnu’s psychologi-

cal volatility, where the destabilized 
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frame mirrors the character’s frac-

tured interiority. The result is a visual 

economy in which form and affect are 

tightly braided: every modulation of 

movement is freighted with psycho-

logical consequence, and every still 

frame vibrates with the pressure of 

unspoken conflict.

Light is also a conveyor. In indoor 

scenes, natural light enters through 

the windows and casts shadows on 

the faces - these shadows are a form 

of psychological complexion of the 

characters. The scenery outside is 

bright but not ideal; the grey sky and 

soft colours create a mood of re-

straint and silence. The predominance 

of earthy, grey, light green colors 

of Vishnu standing on the hillside, 

looking out of the window, and sitting 

in a lonely room are depicted in long 

frames. This gives an opportunity to 

reveal the inner self of the character.

The rhythm of editing also fits in with 

the restraint of cinematography and 

is a silent remedy. Scenes are ended 

a little too early many times, which 

is why the feeling is retained in the 

minds of the audience. The slow 

motion is a silent remedy because the 

cinematography is given importance 

to the small gestures and movements 

of life.

Shape of Momo does not announce 

politics out loud, but the cinematic 

form is a reflection of a deeper mean-

ing. With a well-concerned segmenta-

tion of the shot and cinematography, 

Rai develops a visual language that 

silently reflects the social and psycho-

logical realities of the characters. The 

images are not just a reflection of the 

story but a structure of feeling. The 
Shape of Momo chooses consistency 

over flamboyance and heralds the 

entry of a sensitive, responsible, and 

humane voice in South Asian cinema.

strengthens the pragmatic fibre of the 

film.

The selection of frames by Rai shows 

a deeper insight into the space 

occupied by women. Bishnu is often 

depicted as standing at the edges of 

the frames or standing behind home 

items, such as shelves, door sides, in 

the middle of kitchen items. These 

visual disturbances show how social 

norms interfere in his desires. The el-

der female characters are depicted as 

standing in the centre of the frames. 

This shows their traditional power 

and stability in structure. Yet the cam-

era does not look, it observes.

The image also shows the dignity of 

loneliness. The moments of loneliness 
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W
hen multiple films are 
made around a specific 
city, that city ceases to be a 

mere backdrop — it gradually emerg-
es as an active participant in the 
narrative, carrying its own psycholo-
gy, memories, and social resonances. 
Roberto Rossellini’s Rome, Open City 
captured post-war Rome in all its cri-
sis and psychological fracture. Satyajit 
Ray’s Mahanagar and Mrinal Sen’s Cal-
cutta 71 articulated the middle-class 
anxieties and political tensions of 
Kolkata. Ram Gopal Varma’s Satya 
revealed Mumbai’s dreams, struggles, 
and underworld complexities. In such 
works, a city becomes a metaphor for 
aspiration, conflict, and breakdown 
— standing in for the nation itself. 
Mazhar Q. Kamran’s Safar Mein Sha-
har enters this distinguished lineage 
with quiet confidence, adding Mumbai 
to the canon of cities that cinema has 
truly inhabited.

The film opens with an extreme wide 
shot: the vast sea, waves striking 
against towering buildings along the 
shore. Massive structures, busy roads, 
local trains — yet from a distance, 
the city appears silent, introspec-
tive, almost withdrawn into itself. 
An off-screen voice says: twenty-one 
million people live in this city — and I 
am one of them. The title — Safar Mein 

Shahar, the city in journey — raises 
an immediate question: the narrator 
lives here and is not a traveller, so 
whose journey is this? As the question 
lingers, we see a local train moving 
through darkness, taxis rushing along 
illuminated roads, narrow lanes 
where people sleep. Parts of the city 
that never sleep are still awake.

The characters who populate the film 
are varied and carefully drawn. An 
elderly father whose son lives abroad; 
a young journalist seeking to establish 
herself in Mumbai; a woman return-

ing from overseas for her father’s 
second marriage; a domestic worker; 
taxi drivers of different ages; a low-
er-middle-class youth aspiring to be a 
filmmaker. Their cultural and econom-
ic backgrounds differ, yet each is on 
a journey — not merely through the 
city’s streets, but towards an inner, 
perhaps long-unopened chamber of 
the self.

What makes these characters com-
pelling is the quiet specificity with 
which they are drawn. The elderly 
father inhabits a large and silent flat 
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— his son’s absence felt not through 
dialogue but through small, telling de-
tails: an unanswered phone, a second 
cup of tea left untouched. The domes-
tic worker carries within her the city’s 
unspoken labour — her daily commute 
from the periphery to the centre a 
journey that mirrors the social dis-
tances Mumbai rarely acknowledges.

The film does not follow a convention-
al linear narrative. Story here is not a 
chain of events but an accumulation 
of small, lived experiences. Memory, 
desire, and pain together form a col-
lective consciousness. Many scenes 
unfold inside moving taxis, with the 
shifting city visible outside and inti-
mate conversations unfolding within. 
Toward the end, several characters 
converge, almost accidentally, in a 
restaurant. A stand-up comedian re-
marks casually: “In Mumbai, everyone 
is running — but no one seems to ar-
rive.” The line captures the existential 
drift of urban life with quiet precision.

One of the film’s most deeply moving 
moments emerges from a conver-
sation with an elderly taxi driver. 
The old man has spent his entire life 
navigating Mumbai’s streets, yet a 
young visitor from a village unsettles 
him with a single remark: “You have 
no home here, and nothing left in your 
village either.” The words land quietly 
but devastatingly — an expression of 
the profound alienation embedded 
in urban life. The driver’s silence 
resonates as something larger than 
the personal — an echo of existential 

emptiness in which “home” ceases to 
be a geographical location and be-
comes an endless, perhaps unanswer-
able, search within consciousness.

As the silence deepens, a plaintive 
strain rises softly in the background. 
Beyond the taxi window, the harsh 
iron skeleton of an under-construc-
tion flyover drifts past — stark, 
unfinished, suspended between what 
is and what might yet be. It feels less 
like a backdrop and more like a mirror: 
a visual echo of the driver’s own 
incomplete and unsettled interior. 
The rawness held within the camera 
frame, together with the score, lifts 
the scene beyond the merely visual — 
carrying it quietly, irresistibly, into the 
realm of felt experience.

Kamran’s direction is marked by re-
straint. He does not impose emotion 
upon his characters; rather, he creates 
the conditions in which emotion 

becomes inevitable. The cinematogra-
phy — with its documentary sensibil-
ity and its charged interplay of day 
and night light — maintains a sense 
of watchful presence, as though the 
camera itself is one more inhabitant 
of the city, curious and unhurried. 
Editor Asim Sinha weaves seemingly 
disconnected scenes together with 
fluidity, preserving mood and rhythm 
with admirable craft.

In the end, Safar Mein Shahar reminds 
us that cinema’s highest calling is not 
to entertain or even to enlighten — 
but to make us feel less alone in our 
incompleteness. Mumbai has found, 
in Kamran, a filmmaker worthy of its 
contradictions; one who does not re-
solve the city but inhabits it, honestly 
and tenderly. At a time when Indian 
cinema mistakes loudness for ambi-
tion, Safar Mein Shahar whispers — 
and in that whisper, says everything.
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ARTISTRY

Let me paint you in my dreams
Soft strokes of my thoughts
Danced to and fro on the canvas of 
my mind.
Every caress I could feel you, 
Every silent stroke I could hear you 
warm breath 
In your different moods.
Low and happy,
It was like a dream.
Slowly the you in me
with your different hues and moods 
was looking at me with love.
I smiled at myself 
Yes, you were there in front of me.
A soul to soul Canvas of Love.

By Monali Bhuyan.
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Strength of Woman 

The strength of a woman is heard when she speaks 

Holding her head high her voice sweet and deep 

Her words full of wisdom humor and wit

Soft is her tone yet firm and determined 

She speaks her heart  true and pure

Each word from her lips confident and sure.

The strength of a woman is seen in her eyes 

Full of dreams and the depth of a sky 

Her steely glances can slay the world 

Yet full of kindness reflecting the warmth of her soul

The beauty of her eyes can melt the heart

Yet the fire in it can burn worlds to dust.

The strength of a woman cannot be measured 

She is born powerful she is God's treasure 

Every word she speaks every action she does 

Are timeless jewels that through centuries last.

By Vijaylaxmi Sarmah 

Assam
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