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32. BURY ME UNDER YOUR PAVEMENTS

Bury me, oh my country, under your pavements,
Where no man now dare walk with head held high,
Where your true lovers bringing you their homage
Must go in furtive fear of life or limb;

For new-style law and order are in use,

Good men learn,— Stones locked up, and dogs turned loose’.

MAY I BE A SACRIFICE TO YOUR STREETS

May I be a sacrifice to your streets, oh fatherland, where

It has become custom that no-one shall go with head lLifted,
And that any lover who comes out on piigrimage /
Must go with furtive looks, go in fear of body and life; ‘

Applied 1o the people of heart now there is this method of

administration,
That stones and bricks are locked up, and dogs free.

NISAR MAIN TERI GALYON KE

1 Nisir main téri galyon ke, ai watan, k& jahan

Chali hai rasm ké ko'l na sar uthike chale,
Jo ko’i chdhne-wila tawaf ko nikle
Nazar churdke chale, jism-o-jan bachake chale;

5 Hai ahl-i-dil ke liye ab ye nagm-e-bast-o-kushad,

K& sang o khisht muqaiyad hain aur sag dzad.
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Your name still cried by a rash zealot few
Inflames the itching hand of tyranny;

Villains are judges and usurpers both—

Who is our advocate, where shall we seek justice?
But all hours man must spend are somehow spent;
How do we pass these days of banishment?

When my cell’s window-slit grows dim, I seem
To see your hair spangled with starry tinsel;
When chains grow once more visible, I think

I see your face sprinkled with dawn’s first rays;
In fantasies of the changing hours we live,
Held fast by shadowy gates and towers we live.

It is enough for tyranny's pretext-seeking hand
If a few enthusiasts call on your name;
The men of ambition have become both prosecutor and judge:

Whom are we o wmake our advocate, from whom are we to desire

Justice?
But the days of those who are to pass them do pass;

In sepavation from you they spend their mornings-and-eventngs

thus.

When the prison grating has grown dark, my heart has believed |

That your haiy-parting must have been filled with stars;
When the chains have shone out, I have thought

That now daybreak must have been scattered over your face.
I'n short I live in fancies of evening and morning,

I live in the grasp of the shadow of wall and gale.

Bahut hai zulm ke dast-e-bahina-ji ke liye

Jo chand ahl-e-juniin tere nam-leva hain;
Bane hain ahl-e-havas mudda't bhi, munsif bhi:
Kise vakil karen, kis-se munsifi chihen?

Magar guzdrne-wilon ke din guzarte hain,
Tére firdq men yin subh-o-shim karte hain.
Bujha jo rauzan-e-zindan to dil ye samjha hai
K& terf mang sitaron se bhar-ga'i hogi;
Chamak-uthe hain salasil to ham-ne jand hai
K& ab sahar tére rukh par bikhar-ga’l hogi.
Gharaz tasawwur-e-sham-o-sahar men jite hain,
Girift-e-saya-e~-diwar-o-dar men jite hairn.
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This war is old of tyrants and mankind:

Their ways not new, nor ours; the fires they kindle
To scorch vs, age by age we turn to flowers;

Not new our triumph, not new their defeat.
Against fate therefore we make no complaint,

Our hearts though exiled from you do not faint.

Parted today, tomorrow we shail meet—

And what is one short night of separation?
Today our enemies’ star i3 at its zenith—

But what is their brief week of playing God?
Those who keep firm their vows to you are proof

.Against the whirling hours, time’s warp and woof.

In this same way tyranny and mankind have always been at odds:
Their (the byrants’) ways are nof new, nor 15 our fashion new;

In this same way we have always made flowers blossom in the fire,
Their defeat is not new, nov is our victory new.

For this reason I do not make complaint against my fate,

In separation from you I do not let my heart sink.

If today I am separated from you, tomorrow we shall be together,
This separation of one night ts nothing;

1f today the vival's fortune is al the summit, what of 12

This godhood of four days is nothing.

Those who keep firm their vow df fidelity to vou

Possess the remedy against the vevolutions of night and day.

Yuii-hi hamesha ulajhti-rahi hat zulm se khalq,
Na unki rasm na’t hai, na apni it na'y;
Yin-hi hamesha khila'e hain ham-ne g men pbil,
Na unki har na'l hai, na apni jit na'l
Isi sabab se falak ki gild nahin karte,
Tére firdq men ham dil burd nahin karte.
Gar 3j tujh-se judi hain to kal baham honge,
Ye rat bhar ki juda’i to ko'l biat nahin;
Gar aj auj pé hai tali"-e-raqib to kya,
Ye chir din ki khuda'i to ko't bit nahim.
Jo tujh-se ‘ahd-e-wafi ustuwir rakhte hain
‘i1dj-e-gardish-e-lail-o-nahar rakhte hain.
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