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9. A FEW DAYS MORE

Only a few days, dear one, a few days more.

Here in oppression’s shadows condemned to breathe,

Still for a while we must suffer, and weep, and endure
What our forefathers, not our own faults, bequeath—
Fettered limbs, our feelings held on a chain,

Minds in bondage, and words each watched and set down,;
Courage still nerves us, or how should we still live on,
Now when existence is only a beggar’s gown

Tattered and patched every hour with new rags of pain?

Yes, but to tyranny not many hours are left now;
Patience, few hours of complaint are left us to bear.

A FEW-DAYS MORE, MY DEAR!

A few days more, my dear, only a few days.

We are compelled to draw breath in the shadows of tyranny,;
For a while longer let us bear oppression, and quiver, and weep.!
It is our ancestors’ legacy, we are blameless;

On our body is the fetier, on our feelings are chains,

Our thoughts are captive, on our speech are censorings,

It is our courage that even then we go on hiving.

Is life some beggar’s gown, on which

Every hour patches of pain are fixed?

But now the days of the span of tyranny ave few;

Patience one moment, for the days of complaining are few.

CHAND ROZ AUR, MERI JAN!

Chand roz aur, méri jan! fagat chand-hi roz.
Zulm ki chha’orl men dam lene pé majbir hain ham;
Aur kuchh der sitam sah-len, tarap-len, ro-len.
Apne ajdad ki mirag hai, ma'zGr hain ham,

Jism par qaid hai, jazbat pg zanjiren hain,

Fikr mahbis hai, guftar pé ta‘ziren haifi—

Apni himmat hai k& ham phir bhi jiye-jate hain.
Zindagi kya kisi muflis ki qaba hai jis-men

Har ghari dard ke paiwand lage-jate hain ?
Lekin ab zulm ki mi‘ad ke din thore hain,

Ek zara sabr, k& faryid ke din thore hain.
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In these close bounds of an age that desert sands choke

We must stay now—not for ever and ever stay!

Under this load beyond words of a foreign yoke

We must bow down for a time—not for ever bow!

Dust of affliction that clings to your beauty today,

Crosses unnumbered that mar youth's few mornings, soon
gone,

Torment of silver nights that can find no cure,

Heartache unanswered, the body’s long cry of despair—

Only a few days, dear one, a few days more.

In the scorched desert of the space of this age

We must stay, but not stay like this;

The nameless, heavy oppression of foreign hands

Today must be borne, bui not always borne.

The dust of tribulations enfolding your beauty,

Counting of the frustrations of our youth of fwo days,
Futile burning pain of moonlit nights,

The heart's profitless throbbing, the body’s despairing cry—
A few days more, my dear, only a few days.

-‘arsa-e-dahr ki jhulsi hii'l virani men

Hamko rahna hai p& yin-hi to nahin rahnd hai;
Ajnabi hathon ki be-nam girdnbar sitam

Aj sahni hai, hamesha to nahin sahna hai.

Ye tére husn se lipti hit't alam ki gard,

Apni do roza jawani ki shikaston ka shumar,
Chandni raton ki be-kar dahakta hi'a dard,
Dil ki be-siid tarap, jism ki mayiis pukar—
Chand roz aur, méri jan! fagat chand-hi roz.
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