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42. NOT ENOUGH

Not enough the tear—stamed eye, the storm-tossed life,
Not enough the secret love, suspicion’s brand;

Come today in fetters to the marketplace,

Walk with waving hands, run in a drunkard’s dance,
Clothes besmeared with blood and head begrimed with dust!
All the loved one’s city is watching by the road: :
‘There the governor waits, and there the populace,
Calumny’s keen arrow, insult’s hurtling stone,
Morning of ill omen, day of evil chance—

TODAY COME IN FETTERS TO THE
MARKETPLACE

The wel eye, the stormy spirit, are not enough,

The accusation of secret love is not enough:

Today come in fetlers to the marketplace,

Come waving hands, come exulting, dancing,

Come with dust on the head, come with blood on the dress.
All the city of the beloved is gazing, come;

There too is the governor of the city, the public gathering too,
The arvow of calummny too, the stone of abuse oo,

The unhappy daybreak too, the wrelched day loo.

AJ BAZAR MEN PA-BAJAULAN CHALO

Chashm-e-nam, jin-e-shorida kafi nahin,
Tuhmat-e-ishq-e-poshida kafi nahin:

Aj bazir men pa-bajaulan chalo,
Dast-afshin chalo, mast o ragsan chalo,
Khak bar sar chalo, khan ba- daman chale.
Rah-takta hai sab shahr-e- ]anan chalo;
Hakim-e-shahr bhi, majma ‘-e-‘am bhi,
Tir-e-ilzim bhi, safig-e-dushndm bhi,
Subh-e-pashad bhi, roz- -e-nikam bhi.
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Who has been their bosom friend, but we alone?

In the loved one’s city who is left to trust?

Who is worthy now of the executioner’s hand?

You that know affliction, lift the heart’s sad load,
We it is, my friends, must once more taste the knife.

Who is their intimale, besides us?

In the city of the beloved who now is pure,

Wheo is left worthy of the executioner’s hand?

Fasten-on the burden of the heart, heart-afflicied ones, come,
Let us once again go fo be murdered—friends, come.

Inka dam-siz apne siwd kaun hai?
Shahr-e-janan men ab bi-safd kaun hai,
Dast-e-qatil ke shayan rahid kaun hai?
Rakht-e-dil bandh-lo, dil-fagiro, chalo;
Phir hamin qatl ho-d'en, yaro, chalo.
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