16, MY FELLOW-MAN, MY FRIEND

~ Tal
w, ) 7 ”6“ - 1f I could know for certain, my fellow-man, my friend—

1f I could know for certain that your heart-weariness,

That brooding in your eyes and those thoughts that sear you
might

w))&ﬁﬁdl/}’ﬂ‘ Ku/’ é/ Be }nealed by any caring or comfor’_tir.ig of mine;

Or if my words of solace were medicine that could bring
/ b/ / Revival to your stricken and shadow-haunted brain,
/ é Wipe from your brow the wrinkles that shame and failure
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‘ MY FELLOW-CREATURE, MY FRIEND
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/ r If I were certain of this, my companion, my friend,
If I were cerlain of this, that the weariness of your heart,
d’UJf ‘, )c‘,UL“Ju// The sadness of your eyes, the burning in your breast,
Would be removed by my sympathy, my affection;

. 5y -
6 ‘, by jé‘, ' }: [EP: f L/, /,:./ é—l J- 5 If my words of consolation were that medicine through which

Your desolated, unlit brain would recover iiself,

S f oo f g J & o " These stains of humiliation be removed from your forehead,
|
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MERE HAMDAM, MERE DOST

1 Gar mujhe iska yaqin ho, mére hamdam, mére dost—
Gar mujhe iska yaqin ho ké tére dil ki thakan,
Teri ankhon ki udasi, tére sine ki jalan,
Mert dil-j@’1, mére pyar se mit-ja’egl;
5 Gar méra harf-e-tasalli vo dawd ho jis-se
Ji uthe phir téra u]ra hd'd be-ndr dimagh,
Teri peshani se dhul-ja’en ye tazlil ke dagh,

108 i o ‘ 109



& o / H o And mend the pale consumption that wastes away your
J LZ}’W dli: )L:'dﬁ youth;— .
2 If1k this f tai fell
. o ( / u,w} b/ new this for certain, my fellow-man, my friend!
w) ) / “r / f % C/' Day and night I would cheer you, morning and evening make
- Songs and new songs to please you, honeyed, heart-quieting—
)(’ L‘ ‘ﬂﬂ/é J" / )( L“ WJ}J)J Songs of cascades and springtides and flowery meadowlands,
£ ., Of breaking dawns, of moonlight, or of the wandering stars;
/ g
g,/ }’ﬂ L L"J Or tell you old romances of shining eyes and love,

\\\

Of beautiful proud women and bosoms cold as snow
£ L Melting under the fervent touch of a lover's hands;
JZ u DV ‘/ u K JL’V u ))Ul Tell how familiar features, long known by heart, may while
We watch them be transfigured in one short moment’s space,

{ C u )) L/ ZLJW £ 5&'[ Or how the crystal whiteness of the beloved one’s cheek

Will suddenly be kindled into wine’s ruby glow,

u }ﬂ’f_f'l;é J Lﬁf w éj Your sickly youth be cured,—-

If I were certain of this, my companion, wy [friend,

[ . || 10 Day and wight, evening and daybreak, I would keep entertammg .
&—U (’/LUJ WJ} - you,
I would keep singing you songs, gentle and sweet,
(ﬂ Jdij# ) / d/‘J )ﬁ ( / Songs of waterfalls, of springtimes, of meadows,
L1 .

Songs of the advent of dawn, of moonlight, of planets;
( I{ I would tell you stories of beauty and love,
J )ﬁ" u’ )’ L d_—}’d 47\1 4—-—/’7 15 Of how the ice-like bodies of proud beauties
Melt in the ardour of warm hands;
LV d s ( £E 9 :?;f 3 "~ How the w°ll—known: familiar features of some face

While we ave watching ail at once become changed,
How the transparent crysial of the beloved's cheek

J }L La’"’ b/h/ }‘; Lﬂ ‘ﬁ 6}‘)// 20 Suddenly glows with red wine;
lV ( L E C Ter] bimar jawani ko shifd ho-ja’e—
L 2 &/ ’ 0l Gar mujhe iskd yaqin ho, mére hamdam, mére dost,

10 Roz o shab, shim o sahar, maif tujhe bahlatd rahan,
Main tujhe git sunita rahin, halke, shirin,

C Abshiaron ke, bahiron ke, chamanzaron ke git,
Amad-e-subh ke, mahtab ke, satyaron ke git;
Tujh-se main husn o mahabbat ki hikayat kahiin,

15 Kaise maghriir hasind’on ke barfib-se jism
Garm hathon ki hardrat men pighal-jite hain;
Kaise 8k chahre ke thahre hil’e manis nuqiish
i10 | : Dekhte dekhte yak lakht badal-jate hain;
: Kis taral ‘Ariz-e-mahbib ka shaffaf bilaur
20 Yak-ba-vak bada-e-ahmar se dahak-jatd hai;
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—How of herself the rose-spray leans to be plucked, and send
A breath of perfume stealing through the dark hall of night;

Such songs I would keep making, to sing you hour by hour,
Weaving new notes to charm you, sitting here by your side.
But for your rooted trouble what is my rhyming worth?
Verse is soft balm for sorrow, no surgeon to save life:

Music a salve for sickness, no lancet; and there is

No remedy for sickness like yours, except the knife-—

The murderer, the redeemer, that is not in my power

Nor in the power of any that draw breath on this earth:

~ Any, excepting only—yourself, yourself, yourself!

How the rose-spray bends of itself for the vose-plucker,

How the hall of wight grows perfumed;

—So would I keep singing, keep singing, for your sake,

I would go on sitting and weaving songs for your sake.

But my songs ave no vemedy for your affliction,

Melody is no surgeon, even though consoling and sympathetic;
A song is no lancet, though it may be a lotion for sickness.
There is no cure for your sickness, except the lancet,

And this butcher-messiah is not in my power,

" I's mot in the power of any breathing thing in this world,

Except—vyes! except yourself, except yourself, except yourself.

Kaise gulchin ke liye jhukti hai khwud shikh-e-gulab,
Kis tarah rat ki aiwin mahak-jita hai;

Yiin-hi gata-rahiia, gita-rahfin, teri khitir,

Git buntd-rah@in, baitha-rahiin, teri khatir.

Par mére git tére dukh ki mudava hi nahin,
Naghma jarrah nahin, minis o gham-khwar sahi;
Git nishtar to nahin, marham-e-gzar sahi.

Tere dzar ki chira nahin, nishtar ke siwé,

Aur ye saffak masihd mére qabze men nahin,

Is jahdn ke kisi zi-rih ke qabze men nahin,

Han magar tere siwd, tere siwd, tere siwa.
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