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30. TO SOME FOREIGN STUDENTS

who gave thetr lives for peace and freedom

Who are they, these

Free givers whose blood-drops,

Jingling ceins, go pouring

Into earth’s ever-thirsty

Begging-bowl, pour and run,

Filling the bowl brim-full?

What are they, land of their birth, these young
Self-squanderers whose

"TO THOSE STUDENTS
who pevished in the struggle for peace and freedom

Who ave these generous ones,

Of whose blood

The gold cotns, clink, clink,

Into the carth’s continually thirsty

Begging-bowl are running,

Avre filling up the begging-bowl?

Who are these young men, oh native land (of theirs),
These spendihrifis

UN TALABA KE NAM
jo aman aur azadi ki jidd-o-jahd men kam a’e

Ye kaun sakhi hain

Jin-ke lahi ki

Ashrafyan, chhan-chhan, chhan-chhan,
Dhart ke paiham pyase

Kashkol men dhalti-jati hain,

Kashkol ko bharti-jati hain?

Ye kaun jawan hain, arz-e-watan,

Ye lakhlut
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Limbs’ golden store

Of surging youth

Lies here in the dust, shattered—

Lies strewn about street and alley?

Oh land of their birth, -oh land of their birth!
How could those eyes that laughed tear out
And toss their sapphire gems away,

Those lips their coral?

Who gained, who turned to proﬁt

Those hands’ quivering silver?

Oh questioning stranger—
These striplings, these young lives,

Of whose bodies

The brimming youth's pure gold

Is thus in fragments in the dust,

Is thus scattered street by street,

Oh (theiv) native land, oh native land?

Why did they tear out, laughing, and throw away,

These eyes their sapphives,

These lips their coral?

The vestless stlver of these hands,

T0 what use did it come, into whose possession did it fall?

Oh questioning foreigner,
These boys and youths

Jin-ke jismon ki

Bharpiir jawani ki kundan

Yan khiak men reza reza haj,

Yan kiicha kiicha bikhri hai,

Al arz-e-watan, ai arz-e-watan?
Kyt nochke hans-hatis phairk-di’e
In ankhon-ne apne nilam,

In bonton-ne apne marjan?

In haton ki be-kal chandi

Kis kam a’1? kis hat lagi?

Al plichhne-wile pardesi!
Ye tifl o jawan
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Are fresh-grown pearls of that light,
New-budded shoots of that flame,
Soft light and devouring flame,

From which amid tyranny’s dense night sprang

The rosebed dawn of revolt,

And dawn was in every nerve and soul.
Their argent and golden flesh,

Those coral and sapphire faces

That gleam and shine there and gleam—
Let the stranger who would see

Stand close, gaze long!

They are the jewelry of the queen of life,
They are the diadem of the goddess of peace.

Ave fresh pearls of that light,

Are new-grown buds of that fire,

From which sweet light and hot fire

In the dark night of tyranny theve burst forth
The garden of the dawn of rebellion,

And theve was dawn in every mind and body.
The silver and gold of these bodies,

The sapphive and coral of these faces,
Glittering, glitiering, shining, shining—.
The foreigner who wishes fo see,

Let him come close and look his fill.

These are the ornament of the queen of life,
These are the bracelet of the goddess of peace.

Us niir ke nauras mot? hain,

Us ag ki kachchi kalyan hain,
Jis mithe nar aur karvi ag

Se zulm ki andhi rat men phatd
Subh-e-baghawat ka gulshan,
Aur subh hii'i man man, tan tan.
In jismon ki chandi sond,

In ch&hron ke nilam marjan,
Jag-mag jag-mag, rakhshdn rakhshan,
Jo dekhnd chihe pardesi

Pas d’e dekhe ji bharkar:

Ye zist ki rani ki jhiimar,

Ye amn ki devi ki kangan.
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