MAKHDOOM MOHIUDDEEN (1908 - 1969)

Born: Hyderabad, India
Mother tongue: Urdu
University: Usmania University, M.A., 1936.

Orpharied at four, Makhdoom Mohiuddeen became socially
conscious at an early age. An active communist and trade union
agitator, he was imprisoned several times. From 1946 until

1951 he lived in hiding, and continued his work underground.
Later he led the communist group within the Provincial
Assembly of Andhra Pradesh. He was given the Indian Academy
of Letters award posthumously.

Makhdoom was one of the founders of the Progressive Writers
Movement, and his poems were sung at labour rallies. Between
1944 and 1966, three collections of his verse were published.



THE DARKNESS

A begging bowl in the hand of night,
The bright stars, the shining moon,

Smug in their borrowed light, their cast-off glow:

Their bridal gown and shroud are one.
In this darkness from dying bodies,
In this den of Satan’s hounds,
Loom a culture’s wounds:
Trenches,

Barbed wire,

Men hanging on barbed wire

With vultures tearing at their bones.
Skulls that splinter, :
Corpses without hands or feet.
Down the rows of skeletons
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An icy wind keens a lament.

In the stilly night

Float cries of wives and children

Echoed by the stars and moon. :
A band of stars hangs gloomy on night’s forehead,
But only till the blazing sun rises.

Night has nothing but its darkness.

Night has nothing but its darkness.
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IMPRISONMENT

. We lie in prison, without term.

We suffer tyranny, we find no justice.

We have the night, its loneliness and silence.
Far from the confines of our prison,

From the city’s very heart, bells are sounding.
Their ringing jolfs the mind.

The flame of breath flickers

As thoughts long buried issue from the ground.
Every single incident comes back to mind.
Crowds of men in streets, in lanes, in markets,
Walking busily along _

Their foreheads scored with fear

Their eyes brimming_With their mournful yesterdays,

Their fea:ful days to come.
Millions of feet,
Millions of men,
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Millions of beating hearts, d) £ U)’ Lw’l 4-—)’? Z/’ 2 u"gj U /C
Sick of imperial tyranny, - . (JL” Y AP W /7 U"'"P el (f G /5’
Exhausted by politics’ greed. ) u_,/ A—[V
God knows when they might explode. . ' J la)‘" b/L"J e % ’: % 7
Youthful desires, reprgssed for years, ‘ uC’ | U/ d L’J ).! 3 0 J/Jl J UL_/ UL»
Lie asleep, their bondage in their arms. ! )[9
If they stir, you hear the clash of chains _ c;. J '.0' Yy d)’f UJ ﬁ—/;f 202
Echoing in sleep the agonies of life, _ f b/JK‘”’ U’ ﬁ 2 ‘:’, u*', /
I regret the boundless wealth of youth _ - |
Wasting itself in prison. f’b" ,.w b/Lf f U/ ‘-'“'-}/ U"' d "7
I would spend it all to free my land. ; / / 0/6// '@; (ii',
ly; Ul o4
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THE LAND OF MOON AND STARS
(Before and after the Freedom*).

Our martyred bodies burned like wax, -
The candle of our nation’s dawn
Flickered through the night. _
The land of moon and stars kept glowing.
Still thirst was not slaked

But even thirsty we were drunk.

Bearing the empty cups of thirsty eyes
Men and women waited.

Their revelry, merry-making and wantonness ceased.

Those bodies which glowed in the mght

In the morning became a wailing wall,
Became a thicket dense with thorns of grief,
The pulsing artery of night

*refers to the Independence of India and Pakistan
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Flowed out a river of blood.

Some wily leaders,
Serpent-tongued,

With hearts black with hate,
Leapt forth from ambush,

And drank the blood of morning’s light!

The sky shows streaks of light,
But darkness too.

Friends,
* Let us join our hands
And walk towards our goal
Past milestones of our love,
Past milestones of their gallows,
Through streets of the beloved,

Carrying our crosses on our shoulders.
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LOVE CHILD

You may hide love at the bottom of a well,
But a voice will haunt you.
Sometimes as song on moonlit nights,

Sometimes as black laughter from the mad-house.

A voice will haunt you,
It will haunt you: ‘
That voice, - ,

A child, rejected, fatherlesé,,
One day, _
‘Borne zilong on ¢rosses,
Led forth the children of this world

And became God.
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A mother,

Long years ago,

Fearful of society,

Abandoned her beloved child

On the roadside.

That child, rejected, fatherless,
One day,

Borne along on crosses,

Led forth the children of this world
And became God.
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RENDEZ-VOUS

(On the flight from Moscow to Delhi, when the plane flies over
the Hindu Kush mountains at 30,000 feet, around 3 to 4 2. m.,

the traveller can see at once night on one side, and dawn on the
other)

I have drunk the sun,

My breath comes quick,

" And my thirst becomes intense. .
From the land of light and fragrance
~ Morning has come down like the sun.
The crystal aircraft

High above the clouds

Glides swiftly.

On this side, all is night,

On the other, red sword of morning.
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The sky is bathed in crimson,

‘Red stars shining in its glow,

- The stars our playmates
And the moon our friend.

We fly surrounded by the song of life.
Every moment of our transitory voyage
Is eternal.

God, let our journey never end.
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