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1. Punjab
Firoz Din ‘Sharaf’

Among beautiful lands, Punjab is the most beautiful, friends!
Among flowers, Punjab is a rose, friends!

In the garden, girls swaying on swings like creeping vines.
Freshness of youth surging, jewels sparkling.

Bedecked in diamonds and pearls, with moon like faces, friends.
Among beautiful lands, Punjab is the most beautiful, friends!

Gathering at the spinning session, young girls twirl the charkha.®
They create beautiful thread with delicate arms outstretched.
Hearts afire, wine colored lips, friends.

Among beautiful lands, Punjab is the most beautiful, friends!

Rivers bring beauty and fertility to the landscape.

‘Sharaf’? says, Punjabis walk delicately upon their land.

Of Satluj, Ravi, Jhelum, Indus, Chenab?®, friends.

Among beautiful lands, Punjab is the most beautiful, friends!

From Joganh (1932)
Translated by Ami P. Shah

! Spinning wheel.
% The insertion of the poet’s signature (takhallas) is a common feature of Indian poetry.
® The five rivers of the Punjab.
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2. Punjab
Dhani Ram Chatrik

(1) Creation

Punjab! How can | praise you, your creation is glorious,

Your climate, fertile lands, rivers, mountains, open fields.

You are the crown of India, and the Himalayas canopy you,

A blanket of snow on your shoulders, in your chest the warmth of Jawala.*
The Yamuna a spear on your left, the Indus a sword on your right,

Flanked by large boulders, unbreachable by any enemy.

Heavenly blessings descend like cotton, bundles of silvery water burst forth,
Water flows, and turns into a golden harvest.

(2) Blessings

Canopied by mango trees, with a cover of smooth grass,

The largesse of your rivers spreads everywhere.

From cows and buffaloes in your homes, waves of milk and ghee,
Outside, with the help of oxen, the suffering of humanity is extinguished.
The light of your happiness sparkles everywhere,

Whoever beholds you, forgets Europe and America.

Shimla, Dalhousie, Murri, Kashmir, Gulmarag—all are yours,

Delhi and Lahore are yours, your heavenly Amritsar.

(3) Generosity

In which heart do you not reside? Which battlefield is without your mark?
Whose mouth does your grain not nourish? Whose head is not indebted to you?
Who is not drawn to your favor and benevolence?

Thousands of bees have harvested honey from your flowers.

The Peacock Throne® worth millions, you sacrificed for your people,

Placing the Koh-i-noor® on your palm, you showed your pain.

During difficult times, the world glances towards you,

Swaying with intoxication, drinking in your taverns.

* The ancient temple of the Jawala Devi is considered to be a shakti pitha ( “seat of the
goddess™) and is located in the Punjab hills.

> Created during the reign of Mughal Emperor Shah Jahan in the 17th century, the
Peacock Throne was taken out of India during the 18th century incursions of Nader Shah.
® Literally the “mountain of light,” the Koh-i-noor was one of the world’s largest
diamonds. While originally a prize possession of successive reigns of Indian emperors, it
became part of the British Crown Jewels in the 19" century.
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(4) Historical Grandeur

Your culture is ancient, your dignity peerless,

Taksila, a distant reminder of your history.

Nature has fashioned you a cradle of sages and avatars’

Of Sufis, martyrs, devotees, heroes, and virtuous wives.
Searching for the truth, when the call for battle resounded,
Then emerged a Tabrez®, a Puran®, and a Prahlad™®.

You witnessed the arrows of Lav and Kush™, the battles of the Mahabharata,
Guru Arjan and Guru Tegh Bahadur®® gave their lives for you.
You have nurtured Guru Nanak'* and Shaikh Farid*®,

To illuminate the world, you have lit many brilliant lamps.

(5) Courage

What waves of love have your lovers not crossed?

Didn’t Ranjha'® pierce his ears? Didn’t Sohni*’ die, drowning?

Endless storms fell upon your head, but they faded away,

Many sons, martyred, ascended to heaven and shine as stars.

Some have arisen to liberate the country, and many kings now sleep peacefully,
You know defeat and victory, You are also Shirin and Farihad®.

You melt like wax, but in need you are steel.

A beacon of independence, you are the essence of sacrifice.

You have always provided leadership to those in trouble.

7 Incarnations associated with Hindu religious traditions.

8 Shams Tabrez is a revered Muslim spiritual teacher who lived in the 13" century and
whose mausoleum is in Multan, Pakistan.

® A noble hero in the gissa of Qadir Yar’s Puran Bhagat.

10 Bhagat Prahlad is revered for his steadfast faith.

! The sons of Rama and Sita in the Ramayana.

12 A Hindu epic that chronicles the stories of the Pandavas and Kauravas.

3 Guru Arjan (1563-1606) and Guru Tegh Bahadur (1621-1675) were both executed by
the Mughals.

 Guru Nanak (1469-1539).

15 Sheikh Farid (1173 -1266) is a Punjabi Sufi poet whose poetry is included in the Guru
Granth. Revered by Muslims, Hindus, and Sikhs, Farid burial site (dargah) is located in
Pak Pattan, Pakistan.

16 In some versions of the love legend Hir-Ranjha, the hero, Ranjha, has his ears pierced
in the process of becoming a yogi under the tutelage of Gorakhnath. He had been trying
to disguise himself in order to meet his beloved, Hir.

1n the climax of the love legend Sohni-Mahival, the heroine, Sohni, drowns while
trying to cross the Chenab River with an unbaked earthen pot. She had been trying to
reach her beloved, Mahival.

18 A tragic love story recited in the Punjab.
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(6) Temperament

You are warm inside and out, neither too hot nor too cold,
Without any false pretensions or inner impurities.

A glorious glimmer of youth, a peerless light in your eyes,
Providential strength in your chest, robust and vital faces.

How beautiful the bangles and ornaments of young women,

When they churn milk in the morning, melodious sounds resonate.
Young women beating, spinning, grinding, sifting the cotton,
Some sew, some thread, and others embroider.

Swings hanging from the pippal tree become intoxicated,
Youthful vitality propels the swings move as girls take their turns.
When moonlight plays in the night, then a divine melody plays,
The giddha®® breaks out as youth and longing collide.

As the vanjhali®® wafts, the tumba® twangs,

The call of Mirza sounds and Varis sings Hir.

The Persian wheels spinning, and the ploughs dig into the earth,
The morning meals come and the ploughmen brighten.

Your tongue, sweet as honey, is beyond praise,

From the musical sounds of Hindi and Urdu, your rhythm resonates.

(7) Hope

May your homes and fields flourish, your people thrive and prosper,
Your places of worship—Hindu, Muslim, and Sikh—remain,

The whole world is beautiful, but you are unmatched,

Your earthen homes are more beloved than royal palaces.

In your every particle, a sense of belonging,

Sitting in your lap, the worries of the world disappear.

The divine call has come; bags are ready for travel,

But this “Chatrik’? cannot bring himself to leave your door.

From Chandanvarhi (1931)
Translated by Ami P. Shah

19 A folk dance performed by women.

2 A flute made of bamboo.

2L A stringed musical instrument.

22 The insertion of the poet’s signature (takhallas) is a common feature of Indian poetry.
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3. The Chenab
Mohan Singh

Immerse my ashes in the Chenab.
Only a lover can appreciate their value,

Ganga®, that Brahmin®*, would not understand.

Immerse my ashes in the Chenab.

The souls of Hir and Sohni %,
Wander in the Chenab.

I will follow in their footsteps.
Immerse my ashes in the Chenab.

From Save Pattar (1936)
Translated by Ami P. Shah

Punjabi Poetry

2 The Ganga is a sacred river in the Hindu tradition associated with concepts of

brahmanical purity.

24 placed at the apex of the Hindu caste system, Brahmins are considered to be the most
ritually pure and privileged as compared to the Kshatriyas (warriors), Vaishyas

(merchants), and Shudras (laborers), respectively.

% Two tragic heroines of the well known Punjabi romances, Hir Ranjha and Sohni

Mabhival.
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4. Beneath the Mango Tree
Mohan Singh

A mango tree,

Grows beside our house.
Sitting beneath it,

Is an experience of heaven,
How can | describe it,

It is the jewel of our courtyard.
But without my beloved,
Without the one who is away,
It taunts me,

It is sour.

If sometimes beneath this tree,

| place my charkhi %,

To soothe my soul,

| spin some strands,

The cries of the cuckoo,

Strike like a gunshot.

| want to break the spinning stool,
To set fire to the charkhi.

Then, scared of my mother in law,
| take up my embroidery --
Awash in memories,

My heart wanders somewhere,
And the embroidery needle,
Pierces the tip of my finger.

% Spinning wheel.

Punjabi Poetry
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Then I get up from my stool,
And sit on the ground,

In a pensive pose,

| drift away --

To joyful episodes,

Times of union,

Sweets and delicacies,

The endless rain of the monsoon,
His delightful entreaties,

And my own stubborness,

When such memories come to mind,
| burn with desire.

What days were those?
Fortunate days,

Blessed days,

Those auspicious day,

When my husbhand was home.

| would bathe,

Comb my hair,

Line my eyes with kaja
Adorn myself with jewels,
Which having been cleaned
Shone like diamonds,
Trying so many bindis?®,
Creating such enticements.
Beautifying myself such,

| finished all this,

| sat beneath the mango tree,
And began to spin cotton.

27
Ia

2 Collyrium.
2 Decorative mark on the forehead.

Punjabi Poetry
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My peerless husband,

Also sat in front of me,

In the shade of the mango tree.
Of my feelings of love,

He was the handsome buyer,

His tales of foreign lands,
Stories of battles,

The thundering sails of ships,
Upon the waves of the ocean,
The attacks of enemies,

And my beloved's counterattacks,
He would relate to me,

And | would nod in appreciation.

As we talked —

The rustling of leaves,

The echo of clouds,

The sound of my bangles, chhan chhan,
The whirring of the charkhi,

The lullaby of my singing,

The cry of the cuckoo,

Laid him upon the cot,

And lulled him into a deep sleep.

Beholding my sleeping beloved,
From the charkhi’s axel

| took some black dust.

And on my sleeping beloved’s,
Forehead, marked it.

Bursting with laughter,

I clapped my hands,

| doubled over,

Belly aching with laughter,

He awoke and stood up,
Startled,

Staring,

He asked what happened again and again,
But I would not tell him.

Punjabi Poetry
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He looked at the charkhi’s mirror,
And scowled,

| ran away,

He came after me,

I could not let him catch me,
His prideful youth,

My feminine obstinacy.

I was ahead of him,

He was behind,

Running around the cot,
Around the mango tree.
Running and running,
Laughing and laughing,

His garments rustled,

My heart raced,

His shoe squeaked,

My ankle bracelets sounded,
His turban unravelled,

My chunni?® fell away,
Breathless,

We quietly sat down.

What days were those?
Fortunate days,

Blessed days,

Those auspicious days,

When my husband was home.

Now, searing winds,

Now, scorching shade,

Perhaps | will call the carpenter,
To cut down this mango tree,
But, lest | forget,

Oh, if | forget!

That if | cut the mango tree,
What will I climb to watch for
My lover’s return?

From Save Pattar (1936)
Translated by Ami P. Shah

% The long, veil- or shawl-like cloth worn by women with traditional clothing (salvar
kamiz). Itis often used in poetry as a metaphor for the honor and modesty of a woman.
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5. The Girl From Pothohar®
Mohan Singh

Carrying a bundle of grass on her head,
Dancing,
Swaying, comes the girl from Pothohar.

In a bundle of light green grass,
Shades of blue and yellow,

Of pataki and mustard flowers.
The verdant long stems of grass,
Hang and frame her face,

Like a veil,

They have woven such a web,
As if to conceal her beauty.

Tucking in her patched trousers,
Taking hold of my arm,
She crossed the Suhan,* the girl from Pothohar.

Immersed to her ankles, to her knees, to her waist
Water rises,

From her waist, to her knees, to her ankles,
Water ebbs.

Like a nightingale hidden in a mango grove,
Calling, “May you live long. Brother,”

She released my arm, the girl from Pothohar.

On the sands, like a bird,

Her anklets chiming,

She climbs upon high ground, the girl from Pothohar.
An image tall and slender,

She disappeared as a tree among trees,

| did not see her face,

Nor she mine,

But even now | cannot forget,

Her single touch of love.

30 The Pothohar Plateau covers the northwestern corner of the Pakistani Punjab, around
the city of Rawalpindi.
3L A river.
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Even now when the waters of worry,
Sadness, pain, and tears,

Rise, to my ankles, to my knees,

To my head,

Foam surging, making my feet unsteady—
Carrying a bundle of grass on her head,
Dancing,

Swaying,

Calling, “May you live long, Brother,”
She comes, holds my arm,

Surrounded by waves of sadness,

And carries me across,

The girl from Pothohar.

From Kasumbharha (1939)
Translated by Ami P. Shah
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6. A Song
Ahmad Rahi
Still, the young blossoms on mango trees...

Still, on their lips, the nectar of unopened buds,
In their arms, the suppleness of fresh branches...

Still, the hidden laughter of flowers yet to bloom,
The energy of outstretched ropes...

Still, the gentle tenor of songs—mahie, dhole and tappe, *
The quiet stirring of desire in hearts...

Still, the enjoyment of kikkli and giddha® with girl friends,
The peacocks have not yet learnt the dance of love under the trees...

Still, in the breath, the warmth of girl friends’ whispers,
Their world revolves around each other™...

Still, boats stand quietly alongside the bank,
The waves are far from the boat, so far away...

Still, the young blossoms on mango trees...

From Trinjhanh (1953)
Translated by Ami P. Shah

% Different varieties of folk song often sung by women.

* Two types of dance performed by women and girls.

% The image of chakor (partridge) and chann (moon) is a poignant poetic image that
expresses the undying love for the beloved. The chakor, madly in love with the beauty of
the moon, flies endlessly around it in hope of union.
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7. Village Girl
Shiv Kumar Batalvi

Black scythe, a handle of sandalwood,
A delicate girl, harvesting.

A handful of kajal® in her eyes,

Upon her ears, green earrings.

Sweat appears on her face,

As autumn’s dew upon lotus flowers.
Seeing her gracious neck,

Even the peacocks are shy to dance.
Black scythe...

Of golden complexion and intoxicating gait,
Passing through the garden, she attracts black bees.
Seeing her hair as dark as a moonless night,
Countless moons have disappeared.

Black scythe...

In her fair hands the scythe moves like a storm,
Reaping the wheat into piles and piles.

Seeing her radiance in the sunlight,

The clouds are ready to send their cool tears.
A village girl, harvesting.

From Biraha Tun Sultan (1964)
Translated by Ami P. shah

% Collyrium.
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YM3JdIS — INTERIORS
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8. Trembling Wrist
Bhai Vir Singh

You met me in a dream,
| leapt to embrace you.

You were pure light, | couldn't grasp you.

My wrists were trembling,
| threw myself at your feet,

But my forehead couldn't feel your touch.

You were high, I was low,

My efforts were in vain.

Then | grabbed at your hem,

But that hem, a flash of lightning,
Touched me as it flew by.

This dead soil came to life

And you glow in every particle.
Your light flashed through me,
Now | stand in awe.

From Matak Hulare (1922)
Translated by Randi L. Clary

Punjabi Poetry
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9. Inspiration
Bhai Vir Singh

From those great heights, wisdom falls with burned wings.

Yet, of its own accord, the heart is drawn to go there.

The lips touch the unseen cup there.

The intoxication rises, the loving sways begin.

The scholar deters me, and the stupid calls me a romantic:
“Those who try to cross beyond the limits of wisdom are killed.”
| answer, “Sit imprisoned in your ivory tower,

My heart lies in the realm of inspiration.”

From Bijalian de Har (1927)
Translated by Randi L. Clary
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10. A Song
Ahmad Rahi

My tender heart trembled...

O friends, he came to me in a dream,
Unlocked my modesty.

My tender heart trembled...

Who knows who he is? What he is?
With a face as beautiful as the moon,
He illuminated the courtyard,
Infused my heart with new thoughts.
My tender heart trembled...

He dwells in every breath.

O friends, he is the kajal®® of my lashes.

O friends, he is the adornment of my arms.
He echoes in every pore,

Yet he reveals nothing.

He caressed every limb.

My tender heart trembled...

Sometimes | play with my hair,

Sometimes | shake my bracelets, chhan chhan.
Sometimes | feed the black crows,

With nicely crumbled churian.®’

Looking for him, | merged into the paths,
Unknowingly, he left me in such a state.

My tender heart trembled...

Now, | am restless with my girl friends,
My heart insistently pines.

Consumed by love’s fire,

Nothing is pleasing without him.

For whom I have lost my sleep,

He came and left quietly.

My tender heart trembled...

From Trinjhanh (1953)
Translated by Ami P. Shah

% Collyrium.

Punjabi Poetry

37 Churiyan is a mix of bread, sugar, and butter that she feeds to the crows in the hope

that they will reveal the whereabouts of her beloved.
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11. Eastern Breeze®®
Amrita Pritam

Today, a breeze from the East is blowing.
In my sleep, you come as a dream.

Just as | saw the face of happiness, my heart and mind were at war.
Just as the moon rose in the sky, dark clouds covered it.
Just as | thought of meeting you, the idea of separation came.

Your footsteps met my footsteps, and the earth heard them.
Water became cool, the air grew fragrant.
The light of day can't keep the secret, and the night can't show the way.

Today, your footsteps separated from mine.
Today, my hands measure the distance, and my eyes feel the darkness.
From the earth to the sky, the rain-clouds are pitch-black.

Today, perhaps my life has become simply my tears.
The helpless story of my two closed lips
Is preserved in the graves of time, and only time will wake it.

Today, a breeze from the East is blowing.

From Suneharhe (1955)
Translated by Randi L. Clary

% Winds from the east bring rain, and are considered to be life giving, unlike the western
winds, which bring heat. The eastern winds are also associated with romance and
accordingly bear the greetings of the beloved.
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12. Fragrance
Amrita Pritam

On my eyes,

A thick fog.

Whose footsteps on the sand
Does it kiss?
Circumambulating the sun,
The earth stopped.

Underneath

The canopy of years,

Let me open

The book of the heart.

The memory of the beloved flows out
No matter where you read it.

For many ages,

This lost letter.

My fate

Couldn't read

The address of my beloved
That my heart wrote.

To this valley,

What can be said?

The plant of love,
Wherever it sprouts,

For miles around—

The fragrance of longing.

From Nagmanhi (1964)
Translated by Randi L. Clary

Punjabi Poetry
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13. Remembrance
Shiv Kumar Batalvi

Whose memory has come to me today!
With the moon shining as its nose-pin,
The night has come.

The pain of longing is my first-born,
The moonlight carries him on her hips.
Whose memory has come to me today.

The desolate shape of the roaming clouds,
In which the moon sits like a locust,
Starved, focused,

Intent on devouring the stars,

While casting the net of moonbeams.
Whose memory has come to me today.

In the golden ring of the sky,

The moon is a precious stone set in it.
The skies sent it to earth today,

But it didn't fit—

And all the work was wasted.

Whose memory has come to me today.

The night, a water-carrying girl,
Wearing torn clothes of clouds.

Lifting the moon, a dented vessel,
Came to the earth's well,

Poor girl, walking hunched over.
Whose memory has come to me today?
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Today, the sky is a deserted mound

The stars scattered like shards of the past.
The moon is a fagir's shrine®,

In which the rays gather as a festival,

My suffering has come today to see it.
Whose memory has come to me today.

With the moon shining as its nose-pin,

The night has come.

The pain of longing is my first-born son,

The moonlight walks carrying him on her hips.
Whose memory has come to me today!

From Lajvanti (1961)
Translated by Randi L. Clary

Punjabi Poetry

% The tombs of holy men (faqir, pir) are concentrated sites of spiritual power that witness
annual fairs on the saint’s death-anniversary to mark the “wedding” (urs) of the saint to

the Divine.
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14. Notice
Shiv Kumar Batalvi

A girl whose name is love,
She's lost, lost, lost.
Simple, beautiful.

She's lost, lost, lost.

Her face, like a fairy's.

Her virtue, like Mary's.

She laughs—flowers falling.
She walks—a gazelle.

Tall and slender like a cypress.
So young, her fire barely lit,
Still, she understands language of the eyes.
She's been lost for lifetimes,
But it seems like yesterday.

It seems like today.

It seems like now.

She was just standing beside me,

But now, she's no longer there.

What illusion is this? What dilemna?

My thoughts are so confused.

My gaze searches

The contours of very passing face,
Searching for that girl.

When sunset melts over the bazaar,

And fragrance rises on the street corners,
The listless, the tired, and the restless
Gather on street corners.

Surrounded by this chaos, in my loneliness,
That girl's absence eats away at me,

I see nothing but her absence.



JPS 13:1&2

9 fes 1g fe€ waer 9
9 fes #& € waer I
g3 7Hs & Fi3t {9
73t Hiox & s9ve f&e
87 W& nfemy Taft
8g W8 ufgere st
yg ferm 33 © 93 &
T HE nie &7 22
et & 1Y ¥ & fRger

Ug 89 o cusmr sarer
Ug ¥9 8 58w Uer
39 fes 99 fex 3 73t T
g3 Bawr A Bw x AT
g HE It au9 & mr8Er
IH TEt H BR gt E
fogg T feg qifimr afder
€7 T I S5 wwer Ifder
8r T aH <9 ygur AT
ERast s HAt AT T

&H g3t § nust AT T
Erast g Az St AT T
GRast s Ja S AT T

Al o3 uget meet 92
fAS<t At €0 H9 It =
feq @rdt nr & fs 7
ST HIt & =1 &7 BT
a3 =t fofemr & AfeT|

IH T, dH T, IH T
Ae-HI< AISt 293
IH T, dH I, IH T

ni2 @t fasin (1962) &g

48



49

Every moment it seems like—
Every day it seems like—
From a celebrating crowd,
From a crowd of fragrance
She will call to me,

| will recognize her,

She will recognize me,

But from this flood of noise,
No one calls out to me,

No one looks at me.

But why this vague feeling—

Why this shadowy sense—

That every day, from within every crowd,
A figure like hers passes by,

But I don't catch a glimpse of her.

In the face of this missing girl,

| remain lost.

In this sorrow, | melt.

In this sorrow, | dissolve.

I beg this girl to promise me, for my sake,
For her own sake,

For everyone's sake,

For the world's sake,

For God's sake,

If she hears or reads this,

If she lives, or if she's dying,

That she come to me just once,

That she not betray my faith.

Otherwise, | can't live,

| can't write.

A girl whose name is love,
She's lost, lost, lost.
Simple, beautiful.

She's lost, lost, lost.

From Ate dian Chirhian (1962)
Translated by Randi L. Clary

Punjabi Poetry
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15. A Song

Shiv Kumar Batalvi

What do you ask of the plight of faqirs?*°
We are water, separated from its source.
We are born to a life of tears,

Our hearts broken and burning.

| knew that paintings

Are a play of colors,

But when | went to the shop of love,
| foolishly bargained for their price.

Fate was my rival,

| was never in control.

| didn't pierce my ears or leave Jhang,**
Thus, Hir passed me by in a crowd.

I have found many bodies,

But | haven't met a true companion.
What fate was written

On the lines of my palms?

The world hears my songs,
They call me an infidel

Because | made pain my Qaba“*
And called sorrow my God.

0 An itinerant ascetic, often considered to have attained great spiritual power.

“L In Hir-Ranjha, the heroine was from the town of Jhang. In one point of the narrative,
Ranjha leaves Jhang and his beloved behind, and becomes a faqir.

2 The center of Muslim pilgrimage to Mecca (hajj).
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Among the so-called intellectuals,
I have raised my voice,

Priding myself on love

And a claim on suffering.

You say you are rational,

I call myself a romantic.

Leave it to the people to decide
Whom they will deem a pir.*®

From Mainu Vida Karo (1963)
Translated by Randi L. Clary

43 A spiritual master in the Sufi tradition.
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16. I Will Die in the Season of Youth
Shiv Kumar Batalvi

I will die in the season of youth.

I should return filled with unspent energy.
Circumambulating my longing for you,

I will die in the season of youth.

One who dies in the season of youth
Becomes a flower or a star.

In the season of youth, lovers die,
Or some other fortunate ones,

Or those who are destined

To suffer separation's longing.

| celebrate my longing for you

And take it with me to heaven.

I will die in the season of youth.
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Oh, friend, what do we live for?
We the ill-fated—

From the season of birth

To the season of youth,

We endured shame.

Daily, the pains of shame are born,
And we bore the unwanted.

Daily, in some body,

Becoming a flower, will bloom.

Daily, becoming a star and rising rise.

I will die in the season of youth.

Oh, friend, let all the world

Die in the womb.

Before birth, we live life,

Then we live our shames.

Having died, we will
Circumambulate each other's graves.
But if the dust also dies,

What's the point of living?

I will die in the season of youth.

From Mainu Vida Karo (1963)
Translated by Randi L. Clary

Punjabi Poetry
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17. Turning the Wheel of Fate
Prabhjot Kaur

The sky's appearance changed suddenly
The frost spread over the limbs.

In the frozen ice, | sadden.

| get choked up.

The expectation of life was different
Than what has been ordained by destiny,
The body demanded, requested
Prodding shyly, then stinging.

Yet the pain of emptiness,
Doubly manifest.

All happiness flawed,
Every moment hollow,

Empty, empty.

This wineglass of emotions.
With every smile superficial
Every branch withered.

No flowers, no leaves.

No sweet fruit.

No silk-spun dreams.

Punjabi Poetry
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Where? Where is everyone?
No delicate presence of dawn.
No evening shadow

No high noon.

Sharp heat.

No mysterious tenderness of a liminal moment.
No midnight.

Deep darkness has come.

No sleep for me yet.

No final rest.

I still enjoy warm breath
Then why?

Why so fast?

A lap filled with emptiness,
A life frightened.

There was desire,

This body brimming with life

I will send off

Laughing, laughing.

With complete knowledge, | will say,
“Go now, beloved.

Go now, sweet friend, beautifully ornamented.
Go now!

Look, evening has fallen.

Go, rest.

Night has fallen.

The world's chaos is sorted out

Life is exhausted.

Go, now I will be at peace.

Now, | will weigh the mistakes of my past.
The visible, the invisible.

I will meditate on them both.

And of life's past moments,

I will sing inaudibly.
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And then,

You and | both,

Hands intertwined.

We will stop

And spontaneously,

We will bend toward each other.
We'll hug

We'll warm each other.
Again and again, we'll kiss.
We'll embrace.

And once again,

Enjoy eternal elation.

My heart doesn’t want to part,

I haven't lived long enough
You will walk away

Without you, how will |

Pass what is left of time?

With you,

Life can endure everything,

Sit down, my dear,

Do not be in such a hurry today,
Stay for another night.

Slowly, slowly, we walk
Step-by-step

On door’s threshold,

Entangled in anguished glances
Eyes meeting,

Then we'll spontaneously stop

Goodbye...goodbye, we'll bid farewell

And then repeat it.
In the turning of fate
We will fall.

From Pabbi (1962)
Translated by Randi L. Clary

Punjabi Poetry
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18. Ghazal
Surjit Patar

Someone passed through the branches like the breeze,
| am left like the sigh of a tree.

On your footprints, far far away, my leaves
fell as stains of my youth's desires.

The mango blossoms bloomed, the cuckoo cried out
as a witness to some life in the wilderness.

Please meet me sometime, the way humans meet,
instead of passing by like water or breeze.

When we met, we were both young.
When we separated, you left as a god.

From Hava vichch Likhe Haraf (1979)
Translated by Randi L. Clary
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19. Ghazal
Surjit Patar

| am a burning tree, exhausted, I will only last until night.
Still I wait for some Spring.

Though I will not remain, my songs will.
My songs are water, | am only a fleeting line upon their surface.

I was made into a flute, and as that flute,
| am the cry of the jungle from which | was torn.

On a page of fire, my words are a row of flowers.
They debate whether | am wrong or | am right.

From Hava vichch Likhe Haraf (1979)
Translated by Randi L. Clary
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20. Distance
Surjit Patar

Like the distance between day and night—
The distance between my desires and my abilities.

Though my words are yielding, oh God, let it remain—
The distance between my words and my emotions.

| said it myself, my lips should remain pure.
Alas! The distance between this thirst and that vow.

“If the thirst is too much,” she said, “May | quench it?”

The distance between sustaining and murdering relationships.

Duty, morals, law. Which of these keeps
The distance between my trees and your rain?

Listen to his talk—what color! What light!
Alas! The distance between conduct and claims.

The glass of poison stopped at my lips—
The distance between me and Socrates remains.

From Birkh Arz Kare (1992)
Translated by Randi L. Clary
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21. Where Will You Spend the Night?
Manjit Tiwana

Where will you spend the night,

Oh, falling star?

You will fall like a tear from the sky,
Becoming ash, you'll fall to earth.
What is your significance?

Oh, falling star,

Where will you spend the night?

O star! If you

Had become a dewdrop,

You could have united

With the flowers,

And the morning would have kissed you!
Now where will you spend the night,

Oh, falling star!

The palanquin of the unfortunate one emerged,
With body of water, clothed in air,

Without husband, without procession.

Oh, falling star!

Where will you spend the night,

Oh, falling star...

From Savitri (1992)
Translated by Randi L. Clary

Punjabi Poetry
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22. Congratulating
(Rag Bhopali)
Amarjit Chandan

Congratulating, the girlfriends came.
The lover returned, happiness surged.
Lonely nights became a dream

As nights became full of pillow-talk.
Swinging on sky-high swings,
Congratulating...

Looking at his beautiful face, | live.

| drink fully of the cup of union,

My heart can never get enough, friends.
Congratulating...

Having heard of our special union,
People forgot their ways home,
Life became vibrant again.
Congratulating...

When souls united, the season turned,
The whole world heard the news.

The relationship reached its fulfillment.
Congratulating...

From Jarhan (1995)
Translated by Randi L. Clary
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23. My L.ife is Gone, Gone
(Rag Sohni)
Amarjit Chandan

A midnight sunrise.
Softly stepping, entered the courtyard,
My life is gone, gone.

It wasn't what fate had written,

I don't understand what happened.

I go inside, | go outside.

My heart trembles, my lips do not move.
A midnight sunrise.

My life is gone, gone.

Separated for countless lives, oh saints.
Our bodies united,

My Ranjha was in me, | was in my Ranjha.
I can't see anything else.

A midnight sunrise,

My life is gone, gone.

Seven tones awoke,

Sounded the unstruck melody.

The fire of union kissed the sky,

No one could extinguish it.

A midnight sunrise.

My life is returned, returned.

Softly stepping, entered the courtyard,
My life is returned, returned ...

From Jarhan (1995)
Translated by Randi L. Clary
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24.
25.
26.
27.
28.
29.
30.

31

gZ<dT — PARTITION

it 2fgA B &! — | Call on Varis Shah!

39 35 & — To Guru Nanak

g2 Hd' & I - Though We Shouldn’t Say This
TRt %6 — O People With Countries!

g%IH AIST & — For Balraj Sahni

if3T YI3H & — For Amrita Pritam

ASS © AL 83 — On The Path

. J&F ¥ TS - The Workings Of Destiny

Punjabi Poetry

Amrita Pritam
Mohan Singh
Ustad Daman
Ahmad Rahi
Ahmad Rahi
Ahmad Salim
Harbhajan Singh
Munir Niazi
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24. 1 Call on Varis Shah!
Amrita Pritam

Today | call on Varis Shah—from beyond the grave—speak!
And turn, today, a new page of the Book of Love!

Once a single Punjabi daughter wept; you wrote and wrote lamentations
Today millions of them weep, and to you, Varis Shah, they say:
O sympathizer of sufferers! Rise, and look at your Punjab!
Today corpses lie in the thickets and full of blood is the Chenab
Somebody mixed poison into the five rivers

And those waters watered the earth

The poison sprung from every pore of this fertile land

At every inch ascended anger, at every foot rose rage

A noxious air then blew through all the vegetation,

Turning every bamboo flute into a cobra

With the first bite, the snake-charmers lost their incantations
The second bite's effect was felt upon all

Their afflictions affected great and small, and they bit and bit

In no time Punjab's limbs fell numb

Songs broke from their throats, and thread broke from its bobbin
Spinning-sessions ended, the whir of the spinning wheel, over
Luddan* let the dinghies float away with their precious contents
The pippal tree let their branches drop along with the swings
Lost is the flute where once was sounded the puff of love
Ranjha and his ilk have forgotten how to play

Blood upon the earth has even seeped into graves

Love's princesses cry today in their mausoleums

Today all have become as Kaido,* thieves of beauty and passion
Today where can we find another Varis Shah?

Today | call on Varis Shah—from out of your grave—speak!
And turn today a new page of the Book of Love!

From Lammian Vatan (1947)
Translated by Gibb Schreffler

“ In Hir-Ranjha Luddan, minds the dinghies along the Chenab.
% In Hir-Ranjha, Kaido is the jealous uncle of Hir who discovers and, ultimately,
conspires to destroy the lovers' relationship.
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25. To Guru Nanak
Mohan Singh

Come Baba*®, your country has become deserted,

The protection of religious places has reverted to the devil.
You yourself said that the Kaliyug,*” “is a chariot of fire.
Once again, falsehood has become its charioteer.

148

The dream you saw while sleeping under trees,
That beautiful dream is in disarray.

Such troubles have erupted across your land,
Even the water of the five rivers has been disturbed.

Such fatal storms have blown over your land,
Our nests have flown away in scattered twigs.

Ages of shared culture have been trampled upon,
Centuries of shared blood washed away.

Your children have divided this shared heaven,
This broken heaven has become a hell.

Over there, the praise of Hindu books and temples has disappeared,
Over here, the holy Qur’an has been thrown out of mosques.

Both Hindus and Muslims have lost their honor,
Both the burgah and sindhur*® have been insulted.

On one side, Pak, Paki, Pakistan,
On another, Hindu, Hindi, Hindustan.

“ An epithet for Guru Nanak.

47 According to Hindu cosmology, the universe moves through successive periods of time
(yug). In this scheme, the Kaliyug is a period of disorder and darkness.

* The three quotes in this poem appear in Guru Nanak’s writing known as Babur-vanhi,
in which he decries the conquest of the Punjab in 1526 by the first Mughal emperor,
Babur (r. 1526-1530). These three references appear in the Adi Granth pages 360, 417-
418, and 722, respectively.

9 Burgah (body covering garment) and sindhur (vermillion) are emblems that denote the
status and honor of women.
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You had one right eye, and one left eye,
Now both eyes are damaged.

People of faith told such lies,
That lies carry more weight than faith.

Esteem for rich delicacies has increased,
While humble food has been pushed aside.

The elites only have stains of blood around them,

While ordinary people have been drained of their blood.

Gold is engraved on the palaces of the rich,
While the tenements of the poor have been bulldozed.

You had asked for “the rightful inheritance for all”
But that truth has been sacrificed upon untruth.

Now | am forced to sing “songs of blood,”
In this slaughter, every forehead is adorned with blood.

You challenged God, now | challenge you:
How could such atrocities escape “your sympathy”?

From Kachch Sachch (1950)
Translated by Ami P. Shah

Punjabi Poetry
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26. Though We Shouldn’t Say This
Ustad Daman

Though we shouldn’t say this, in our heart of hearts,
You are lost, as are we.

Ruined by our freedom,

You are, as are we.

Hoping for life to return,

You have died, as have we.

Absolutely swindled by those awake,

You were asleep, as were we.

Our red eyes betray that,

You have cried, as have we.

(Recited in a function in New Delhi in the early 1950s)

From Daman de Moti (1993)
Translated by Ami P. Shah



JPS 13:1&2

27. @At %6
vifoHe Iat

WHT vre gt T UgeHMMT T
WHT vire gt i ugrgfant T

TR it € Ju ‘g Ht et
HSt uEt J Afkmrt & 9 ¥
TR U &% USt 9F &19 HI
TH »H 33! HIT X 98 &
IR g2 € I3 9y <

qut g2t ¥ 379 3% 3% <
must v & gu9 § BFaT &
3T g9 Tt Thort ST =

fowt ofeG fogt © g5 2o o
o6t H9e & I3 AUt T
gt dut St get 9 use A
8t Jut 5% BT A I BT
T egel TIP3 S o 3
Tt 39 BEE Tt I BT
WA Afgg T gar gatfot 2
et vt fans At €% T |
A wefsE 53 3 g At
JTT TS &7 T T HE W |

86



87 Punjabi Poetry

27. O People with Countries!
Ahmad Rahi

O you people with your countries! In our own country,
We have come as foreigners.

O you with your homes! In our own home,

We have come as guests.

My mother, in the womb of this soil,

Lies asleep, a distant cry of time

The water of this soil flows in my tears
Here, my hope cried out and yearned

Like a deadwood tree of some forest,
Quivers under the effects of sun and shade.
| search for my mother's grave;

| search for the bones of my kin.

O you with hearts! The binding chains of hearts broke,
Floods of longings surge in waves.

We'd play in the shade of those walls

To which, clinging, we now weep.

Having waded through pain and suffering,

Let us relive and share our sadness.

In this city's gardens

We were once humble flowers, friends.

Fledglings fallen from this nest are we

No one would give a cent for us, friends.
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You are those with a country; you are those with homes

We are homeless; we are estranged

You smiled and took us to your breast

We cried and took consolation

The faded stars, twinkled once again

What we did not hope for, was made possible by your warmth
May my city live, and its people thrive

We came and pray for this as we now depart

All our pockets are empty!

We carry nothing with us as we leave.

Half a heart repines here

Half a heart lies neglected there.

The paths, for which our hearts once beat

For those paths we became strangers.

What of our becoming human beings,

We have turned into Hindus, Sikhs, and Muslims.

(Written in 1951 during his visit to Amritsar)

From Balraj Sahni, Mera Pakistani Safarnama (1963)
Translated by Gibb Schreffler

Punjabi Poetry
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28. For Balraj Sahni
Ahmad Rahi

For you, my country is a foreign-country
For me, your country is a foreign-country
O fellow yogi, dressed in white—L.ive on!
Your camp here, my camp there

The World saw tears spilling by the millions

| saw those ones that did not spill

Though of these no one took account

The white pearls of eyes were no less precious

Those who were locked in a prison of their memories,
Prisoners of the heart, have never been released

The times that flown away with the winds

We were unable to forget despite our attempts

Have you gone to your land or from your land?
Ever since you’ve gone, this thought haunts me
A thought that has robbed me of sleep

How could that thought let you live?

Our boat sank in midstream

Some drowned; others, too, failed to swim.

O eternal partner in pain!

Your wounds remain fresh; mine, too, have not healed.
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Residing in my land, O foreign friend
The pain of mine is the same as yours
You left this place with a wailing soul
From there | came with a crying heart.

Could there be any more sorrow than this?

You think of here, | think of there.

All the broken hearts—How could we reckon them!
Millions here, millions there.

How they’ve ravaged the nest!

A twig here, a sprig there.

Even as we arrived, we arrived nowhere
Each place cries to us.

God willing, on these paths

May there be no other traveler.*

From Balraj Sahni, Mera Pakistani Safarnama (1963)
Translated by Gibb Schreffler

% Here the word for “traveler” (rahi) doubles as the poet’s name, effectively highlighting
the poet’s own experiences as a result of the Partition.
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29. For Amrita Pritam
Ahmad Salim
My heart is in shreds here,

There, life also wanders in disarray.
On that side, the newly wedded are unwell,

On this side, a young woman also stands dishevelled.

In your village, honor is lost,

In my village, innocence is sold.
In your town, love is weighed,
In my town, dreams are sold.

Many lips have been sealed here,
Many have lost their lives there.
The Sassi®* of my heart dies daily,
Your Punnu is also buried daily.

Distance doesn’t understand the meaning of love,
Walls don’t feel the pain of love.

Our separation is like a torn chunni®,

One shred here, one shred there.

Written in 1968, From Kunjan Moian (1989)
Translated by Ami P. Shah

Punjabi Poetry

*! sassi and Punnu are the heroine and hero of a tragic romantic legend popular in the
Punjab. Unable to live together in life, the two lovers are united in death.

*2 The long, veil- or shawl-like cloth worn by women with traditional clothing (salvar
kamiz). It is often used in poetry as a metaphor for the honor and modesty of a woman.
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30. On The Path
Harbhajan Singh

The fragrance of friendship was present,

When melody arose from the rabab,>

And the Guru’s words awoke like the morning breeze.
Even today, the Guru’s words are present in the sangat,**
But their harmony has been lost.

The Guru's word is there,

But the meaning is missing.

Kirtan® is present,

But the music is absent.

In some corner, the rabab is lying, lost and silent.

For many years now, from its strings,

No tune has sounded.

Without the delicate touch of a lover,

Exquisite melodies will not sound from this instrument.
Someone go and bring the master of this instrument,
From the other side.

Without an instrument,

The secrets of a voice cannot be fathomed.

My Nanak has been left alone.

Many days have passed,

And Mardana® has not come to the sangat.

Sometimes, during my childhood, in our home,
| beheld a picture.

Near Guru Nanak’s was his friend Mardana, the rababi®’.

For me, in that picture, the world,

And its entire meaning was visible.

This world was,

Like my childhood, innocent and untouched.
Abruptly, however, some unfeeling person,
Removed Mardana from that picture.

Or Mardana himself fled, and

Left the picture.

Punjabi Poetry

53 A stringed musical instrument played by Guru Nanak’s minstrel, Mardana.

5 An assembly of the Sikh community (panth).
% Devotional singing in praise of the Divine.

% Mardana (1459-1534), a Muslim by birth, was a rabab-playing bard who, while
accompanying Guru Nanak on his travels, provided a musical articulation of Nanak’s

teachings.
% Player of the rabab.
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Now whenever | look at that picture,

The warmth of life leaves the body,

Light is expelled from a smoldering body.
Friendship is nothing except convenience.
Perhaps the relationship between poetry and music,
Is an illusion of the mind?

What I thought was my light,

Came out as the shadow.

My Nanak has been left alone.

Many days have passed,

And Mardana has not come to the sangat.

At a distance from Mardana’s village,

A voice sometimes calls:

| am alone in my city,

| don’t meet Nanak.

In this place Nanak used to graze his cattle.

At that place, someone’s crop is completely destroyed.
Who can bring this crop back to life?

At those places, where memories of my Nanak are,
There, who remembers him?

My music has lost its harmony.

In my journey, | am out of tune wherever | go.

There is no destination to this journey.

There is no water to quench this thirst.

In my friend’s town,

| wander friendless.

In the land of restlessness,

Who will bring sweetness to this worthless fruit?
Someone tell my Nanak,

That he should come to my city, his city.

Tell him to let me accompany him to Mecca.

| am ready.

| am ready to embark upon this journey of friendship again.

From Sarhak de Safe Utte (1970)
Translated by Ami P. Shah
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31. The Workings of Destiny
Munir Niazi

Who was and was not at fault?

This is not the time to apportion blame,
The time has passed for repentance.

The nights should not be filled with sighs.
Whatever has happened was destined,

And it is impossible to prevent what is destined.

Once such things begin,

Matters do not end just like that.

The paths traveled were difficult,

A yoke of despair around the neck.

Some people in the city were rather cruel,
And even | entertained thoughts of death.

From Char Chupp Chizan (1972)
Translated by Ami P. Shah
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32. Close The Doors And Sleep

Najm Hosain Syed

Close the doors and sleep,

Whenever night comes, we won’t be home.

Even if it comes crossing the seven heavens,*®

Playing a melody at every door,

And bridging every street to heaven,

We won’t be at home.

Huts, shanties, palaces, buildings, ruins, open spaces, bazaars, religious places,
If they are set on fire,

We won’t be home.

Seeing its shadows, the night dances with the blaze of fire,
We won’t be home.

From Qafian (1965)
Translated by Ami P. Shah

% In Islamic cosmology, heaven is considered to have seven levels.
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33. Today
Munir Niazi

Today passed just like that,
Nothing was accomplished.
The sun rose in the east,
And stood in the west.

| didn’t meet the world,
Nor did | remember God.

| didn’t pray,

Nor did I drink wine.
Neither happiness nor sadness,
No laughter, no tears.
Today passed just like that,
Nothing was accomplished.

From Rasta Dassanh vale Tare (1978)
Translated by Ami P. Shah
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34. A Bunch Of Sparrows®®

Pash

This bunch of sparrows will not fly away.

Here, around the fields’ edges they will pick grass.
They will carry modest meals.

With their dirty chunnis® drenched in water,

They will wipe faces scorched by hot winds.

This bunch of sparrows will not fly away.

They will hide somewhere around here.

Aloneg, they will weep.

They will sing lamentations of their accursed youth.

This bunch of sparrows won’t have an inkling,
When suddenly, a steel trap,

Will descend upon their portion of the sky.

And the dream of their journey to a distant place,
Will disappear forever.

This bunch of sparrows is needlessly confused.

Their father having sent away their doli,*

Will mend the entry of his home.

And tearing the pieces from their dolls,

Will patch his old tattered shirts,

As he himself turns into a yarn of sorrow,

The memory of the spinning wheel will not bother much.

This bunch of sparrows flying,

Will not go to a new land.

Instead they will suffer the constant irritation of remembering.
On a white cloth,

Blood stains will remind them of their lost innocence.

From Sade Samian vichch (1978)
Translated by Ami P. Shah

% «Chirhian da Chamba” is a song sometimes sung at weddings as girls are likened to
these birds that will fly away one day to the homes of their husbands and fulfill the
dreams of their youth. The main refrain is as follows: “AaT fggdht & 997 2, 5%
iRt €% 7T, AEt 3 83t 2, ggw fagz ¥H 7= (“We are a bunch of sparrows,
O Father we will have to fly away, Ours is a long flight, O Father to which land will we
go?”)

% The long, veil- or shawl-like cloth worn by women with traditional clothing (salvar
kamiz). Itis often used in poetry as a metaphor for the honor and modesty of a woman.

8 A doli is the palanquin in which a bride is carried to the home of her husband and in-
laws after marriage.
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35. The Most Dangerous

Pash

The exploitation of hard work is not the most dangerous of all.

The cruelty of the police is not the most dangerous of all.
Insatiable greed is not the most dangerous of all.

To be caught unawares - that is unfortunate.
To hide in fearful silence - that is unfortunate.
But it is not the most dangerous.

In the disorder of deceit,

To concede even though one is right—that is unfortunate.
To read in the dim light of fireflies—that is unfortunate.
But it is not the most dangerous.

The most dangerous is,

To be filled with a deadly silence.

To become apathetic, to bear everything.
With life’s movement,

Restricted to daily routine,

The most dangerous is,

The death of our dreams.

The most dangerous is that watch,
Which works on your wrist
But whose time appears idle at your glance.

The most dangerous is that eye,

Which sees everything, but remains cold as ice.

Whose glance has forgotten to look at the world with love,
And sees the world without distinction.

Accepts the ordinary,

And gets lost in the aimless repetition of life.

Punjabi Poetry
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The most dangerous is that moon,

Which after the scene of a slaughter,

Rises quietly in the courtyard,

But doesn’t irritate like pepper in the eyes.

The most dangerous is that song,

That in order to reach your ears,

Takes the form of a lament,

In front of the houses of frightened people,

And sounds like the beginning of a dreadful prophecy.

The most dangerous is that night,

That follows the death of an individual,

And continues with sounds of utter desolation,
That clings eternally at closed doors.

The most dangerous is the direction,
Where the soul has no destination,
And the sliver of its sickly light,
Penetrates the front of your body.

The exploitation of hard work is not the most dangerous of all.
The cruelty of the police is not the most dangerous of all.
Insatiable greed is not the most dangerous of all.

From Khilare hoe Varke (1988)
Translated by Ami P. Shah
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36. The Bull That Supports The Earth®
Tara Singh Kamil

Haven’t you heard?

The whole world has found out,

That the bull, who supports the earth,
Is missing.

Because of this the earth trembles,

The authorities announce on the radio.
The parliament utters blasphemies,
People search for religious sanctuaries,
Browse through sacred books,

And rulers change continuously,
Because the bull, who supports the earth,
Is missing.

This is why offices are open, but don’t function,

Why officers never arrive in time,

Why bribes often make things work.

For this reason, the condition of hardworking people is unbearable.
They long for a full bowl of flour.

And the basic necessities of life,

Have turned and begun instead to destroy them,

Because the bull, who supports the earth,

Is missing.

82 According to mythology, the bull is a metaphor for order (dharma). Over the course of
four time periods (yug)—Sati, Treta, Dvapar, and Kali—the position of the bull is
progressively compromised. In the Sati age, the bull stands on four feet and order
pervades; in the Treta age, the bull stands on three feet; in the Dvapar age, the bull stands
on two feet; and in the Kali age, the bull only stands on one foot and disorder
characterizes all of existence.
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For the same reason, delicacies and alcohol flow freely,
And shoes are thrown regularly in the parliament.
Abroad, pious slogans of Hey Ram,

And for India, religion in name only.

The writ of criminals runs frequently.

Alcohol, wealth, and attractive women,

Are now the objects of worship,

Because the bull, who supports the earth,

Is missing.

We have heard that politicians have stolen the bull.
Some say that the guardians of religion have stolen it,
Or that businessmen, poets, and artists have stolen it.
That the learned, virtuous, and heroic have stolen it,
Or that some wise one or a fool has stolen it.

But the blame for this theft is clear—

It falls directly upon everyone,

That the bull, who supports the earth

Is missing.

From Kahikashan (1988)
Translated by Ami P. Shah
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37. Candles
Tara Singh Kamil

Why are you lighting candles upon the ledges?
Let these harsh winds pass through the bazaars.

Let the stigma of shame remain on doorways,

Let the trace of these infamous politics remain,

So that future generations can apportion blame.

Let extinguished lamps in these homes remain unlit.

Where will you turn? Every direction is saturated with blood.
Why are you lighting candles upon the ledges?

Leave the places smeared with the blood of innocents,
Leave the names engraved on the walls,

Leave the fields where innocent cries rang out,

And the villages attacked by conspirators.

Do not search for new blossoms in this autumn season.
Do not light candles upon the ledges today.

Let the dried blood upon swords fade away,

Let these angry meaningless thoughts fade away.
In those houses marked with blood,

Let those marks upon the walls fade away.

This dark season has charred all life.
Do not light candles upon the ledges today.

Punjabi Poetry
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When reason becomes powerless,
Then swords are unsheathed.
I have seen such a season with my own eyes,

When those who spoke of life were deprived of their own.

These winds of self -righteousness have not yet stopped.
Do not light candles upon the ledges today.
Let these harsh winds pass through the bazaars.

From Kahikashan (1988)
Translated by Ami P. Shah

Punjabi Poetry
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38. Please Don’t Ask Me Of Punjab
Sant Sandhu

Like a family without progeny,
A cow walking with the butcher,
The mother of a dead son,
Whose sadness is incalculable,
Please don’t ask me of Punjab.

Like life condemned to endless poverty,
Blood spilt in the center of town,

Crime masquerading as law,

With the ruler himself complicit,

Please don’t ask me of Punjab.

Like a vulture eating a skinned animal,
A war broken out at home,

The sickness of paralysis,

Which leaves one side lifeless,

Please don’t ask me of Punjab.

Like an empty bowl for making gurh,®
A cobra hissing in arid land,
Draupadi®dishonored in public,

With no concern for modesty,

Please don’t ask me of Punjab.

Like ripe mustard fallen to the ground,
Innocents encircled by murderers,
Verdant gardens destroyed,

Rose flowers trampled,

Please don’t ask me of Punjab.

83 Jaggery.

Punjabi Poetry

% Draupadi is the wife of the five Pandava brothers in the Indian epic, the Mahabharata.
During the story, she is wagered and lost by her husband during a dice game. As a result,
she is brought into the assembly hall and publicly insulted and dishonored in front of her

entire family.
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Like curdled milk,

Mauled elephants,

An endless war,

Without any reckoning,

Please don’t ask me of Punjab.

Like a field overrun with weeds,
Persian wheels running backwards,
Two trains in a headlong collision,
Bones turned into kababs®,

Please don’t ask me of Punjab.

Like a natural setting without deer,
A body without an animating spirit,
A burnt bamboo forest,

A landscape of destruction,

Please don’t ask me of Punjab.

Like confusion on all sides,

A season that destroys all vegetation,
A son who has taken the wrong path,
The company of a bad friend,

Please don’t ask me of Punjab.

Like a punishment wrongly decreed,
A broken dam,

An ox with a bleeding neck,

A rabab ® with broken strings,
Please don’t ask me of Punjab.

® pieces of roasted meat grilled upon skewers.

8 A stringed musical instrument.

Punjabi Poetry
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Like Sirhind ransacked,

The moon ostracized by clouds,
Misplaced thread on a charkha,
Earthen walls weakened by dampness,
Please don’t ask me of Punjab.

Like a corn crop destroyed by buffaloes,
Blooming flowers tossed in a storm,
Blood spilt as easily as water,

Of Majha, Malwa, and Doaba,®’

Please don’t ask me of Punjab.

Unpublished (1989)
Translated by Ami P. Shah

®7 Different regions of the Punjab.

Punjabi Poetry
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39. The Land Of Punjab
Ahmad Salim

The Punjab is the land of Dulla.®®
Here, the brave Mirza® was born who spoke of honor.

The land of Bhagat Singh and of the Kharals™
Sacrificing their lives, people follow their destiny.

Though the land of Punjab is very fertile,
Its inhabitants have been reduced to scarcity.

Wells work in communities, but thirst dances upon lips,
Though the harvest prospers, people die of hunger

Again on the land of Punjab has arisen the uproar of hatred,
History has turned a page from the past.’*

With the ease of cotton flying in the air, people are killed,
In your hands, peace is torn to shreds.

Life is covered with dust at every door,
O Mother, how can | hide this falsehood on your hands.

Your sons are inciting war in far away places,
With great relish they are drinking the blood of others.

Your soil is giving birth to dishonorable ones,
Who watch with pleasure as others’ homes burn.

Destraying your honor, they look across the rivers,
In an effort to kill Mirza, they sorround him.

% Dulla Bhatti is the bandit-hero of a Punjabi legend.

% Hero of the Punjabi story of Mirza-Sahiban.

™ Ahmad Khan Kharal (d.1857) and Bhagat Singh (1907-1931), hailed from the Punjab
and were freedom fighters who were executed by the British colonial government.

™ The page from the past alluded to is the horror of the Partition (1947) which was
witnessed again during the partition of West and East Pakistan and the creation of
Bangladesh (1971).
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Sahiba from the land of Bangla, the life of Mirza,
Her youth has been destroyed, her blooming smiles stolen.

Ranjha’?, the brave lover, has been imprisoned,
His hands are tied, his tongue silenced.

“Chains, chains,” everyone screams,
Yet, the people will win this battle of democracy.

Your honor has been debased once again,
Though songs are sung praising you.

Those who honor you deeply, O mother,
Crying they ask you, “are these your sons?”

O Mother who sings lullabies, why is death in your lap?
When will the light of love glimmer in your eyes again?

Let both lands be fragrant, and separated ones re-united,
Tie broken thread, O rider of Nili*.

Let us cross rivers to rejoin the separated.
‘Ahmad’ ™ says that without Ranjha, Hir is inconsolable.

From Kunjan Moian (1989)
Translated by Ami P. Shah

"2 Hero of the Punjabi story of Hir-Ranjha.
™ Mirza’s horse.

Punjabi Poetry

™ The insertion of the poet’s signature (takhallas) is a common feature of Indian poetry.
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40. A Song
Surjit Patar
First they cut off Varis Shah

Now it's time for Shiv Kumar
The old wounds are already forgotten

As the preparation to make wounds anew.

Without Shaikh Farid,
Even nectar is tasteless
Without Kabir,

The horizon seems small

Whosoever shines, is ours
We consider every light precious

For whom the sky, platter-like

Was set with lamps of the sun and moon
For whom the stars were pearls

And the wind a fly-whisk, day and night

Through the verse of that great poet
Who is attempting to create a breach?

He who does not call his own mother, “Mom”

Will desparately need the shade
Enduring alien sunrays
One day he will come 'round on his own

To him it will seem like a call
From his loving mother

Punjabi Poetry
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When do | say don't ask for justice?
Or, for your rights, do not fight?
But recognize the enemy

And don't sever your own limbs

Do not dishonor your wings

In this unnecessary flight

Against sorrows we have to fight

Against poverty we have to fight

Those who exploit with the pretext of protection,
We have to fight against them

| offer my life on the edge of your sword
Who can refuse its importance?

Take care of it, keep it well burnished
Keep its edge well honed

In the darkness writing light

Keep it like a blaze of fire

There are times when

The sword alone is a scribe

Yet why walk the distance already walked
The road ahead is sufficently heavy?

From Hanere vichch Sulagadi Varanhmala (1992)
Translated by Gibb Schreffler
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41. 1f Bulleh Shah™ Was Alive
Ahmad Rahi

If Bulleh Shah was alive,

| would ask him

Why my surroundings are

Enveloped in such a blind darkness?

Why in the grinding mill of punishment an individual,
Without guilt, is being crushed?

Tyrants have reached the limits of cruelty,

They aren’t even scared of God.

In every heart, a seat of mourning,
Silent tongues sing lamentations.
There is such fear within people,
They can hardly breath.

In every moment, moist eyes
Drowning in a torrent.

Dreams once envisioned,

Lay scattered.

From them, even the name of God has disappeared.
What remains is the transaction of give and take.
This isn’t any time period, it is the Kaliyug"®.

Who will speak such truth?

Trapped and helpless, humanity

Is caught in the middle of death and life.
Like a boat in a whirlpool,

Victims of cruelty, without a shore in sight.

Punjabi Poetry

" Bulleh Shah (1680-1758) is a Punjabi Sufi poet whose mystical poetry transcends the
boundaries of political and religious ideologies and institutions. Beloved in both India

and Pakistan, his burial site (dargah) is in Kasur (West Punjab).

" According to Hindu cosmology, the universe moves through successive periods of time
(yug) and the Kaliyug is a period characterized by pervasive disorder and darkness.
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That hell in which we

Suffer day and night,

If in this type of hell,

His mind and body were burning,
What would he write?

I would ask him,

If Bulleh Shah was alive.

From Rutt Ae Rutt Jae (1993)
Translated by Ami P. Shah

Punjabi Poetry



JPS 13:1&2

42. AT TUT ot HSA3
>AH RS AGE

HI nied’ S gfg oSt &

AT U9 Udtgat § niy mirust O aret &
A 2t 2 nidr Bt gfant
HA-#ft & 93t Aeat ®fo aret €
e I BW famr &

fox <t fow ffg Sfo oSt &

3% of Ifenr I fags

A 8HI 397 I3 Az § At a9 ®

HIH Higs &l @9 (1993) f&g°

140



141 Punjabi Poetry

42. When Suffering Humanity
Najm Hosain Syed

Though suffering humanity stood together,

Their pain has returned within unexpressed.

When the prophets themselves are concerned with survival
While sitting in front of the TV,

The glory of rising youth has been lost.

Since that time has passed,

Those unfulfilled desires have remained unspoken.

What is wrong with you,

That you wish to compose poetry at this age?

From Shish Mahal di Var (1993)
Translated by Ami P. Shah
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43. Traitors Of The Nation
Ustad Daman

Traitors of the nation, scream and yell now,

Call back the departed firangis.”’

You have already broken our nations into fragments,
Keep breaking human beings into pieces too.

Keep amassing and consuming, who will reveal your secrets?
In private corruption reigns, in public promises are made.
With mist in all directions, and dust flying.

Speak in platitudes while amassing personal property.

Keep the spoils within the family,
Distribute them among yourselves and keep enjoying.

Like a blind man hitting a blind woman, the fist hits the pillar.

Create as much chaos as you possibly can.

Go to the hills and celebrate your holidays,
While sending poor youth to liberate Kashmir.
Fill your bellies, who cares for the poor?
Keep offering the hungry long explanations.

If you ban liquor, | appreciate your prohibitions,
Start distributing crates of liquor among yourselves.
Embezzle the tiny remains of poor people’s income,
And keep importing cars from America.

Keep amassing and consuming, who will reveal your secrets?
In private corruption reigns, in public promises are made.

From Daman de Moti (1993)
Translated by Ami P. Shah

Punjabi Poetry

T Literally, “foreigner,” but here a reference to the departed British colonial rulers.
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44. | Have Been Told Many Times
Ustad Daman

I have been told many times:

“Stop taking the name of Punjabi.

The lap in which you were nurtured and raised,
Disavow that mother and those places.

If you want to raise a hue and cry about Punjabi,
Then leave this place where you stand.”

It seems to me as if people are saying:

“Son, abandon your own mother.”"®

From Daman de Moti (1993)
Translated by Ami P. Shah

"8 This poem references the politicization of language in Pakistan with regards to the
recognition and status of Punjabi and Urdu.
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45, A Wise Person's Return To His Village From America After Twelve
Years

Najm Hosain Syed

What can we say?

Since you have been gone,

Our resources have grown exponentially.

What can we say of Lahore, when nothing has remained with us?
Brother,

You used to say that you would bring the revolution.
That the bottom would rise to the top.

As far as we are concerned, this has happened. What can we say?
Two sisters have become co-wives. "

They sit across from each other in public.

| swear, my tongue will burn if | repeat their words.
As if they were two old sharks®,

Who are with us day and night,

Covering their ears, they say,

“You Sinner,

Cut your evil hand with a weapon.

Become pure like a white cloth

Emerge in the name of religion and sacrifice yourself.
Destroy anyone who utters a sound.

Send back whoever comes out.

Like a flood, wash away the dirt.”

They call us close and,

Turning their eyes they tell us something else.
Traditional familial relations,

And the honor of women have not remained.

From dark windows, they laugh.

We don’t say a word.

They employ torture from below,

And put pressure upon the people from above.®

™ A reference to the division in the Communist Left between factions that allied with
Moscow and Beijing, respectively.

80n Punjabi, shark, sometimes referred to as gutar, is a quarrelsome, noisy, and large
sparrow.

81 These two lines describe vicious methods of torture.
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There is a heap of clothes from the earth to the sky.

| swear, my tongue will burn if | repeat their words.
Nothing is secret,

But is there any point in talking about such things?
Brother,

Go back safely to America,

Otherwise you will be brought into this chaos.

You used to say that you would bring the revolution.
That the powerful and the powerless would become one.
That has happened.

You used to say,

“What is our task?

To dream of the revolution.”

It is good that you have left here,

Along with your dreams.

Twelve years have passed and we are wide-awake.
If we fall asleep, who knows what will happen?

From Kal Thal (1998)
Translated by Ami P. Shah

Punjabi Poetry
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46. Candles®
Surjit Patar

Light these candles.

Rise, light these candles.

There will remain,

These quarrelsome winds,

But you should light these candles.

May darkness not think the moon scared.
May night not think the sun dead.

Light these lamps to honor life.

Rise, light these candles.

Granted, the night’s reign may be stubborn,
But rays of light still survive.

On dark pages, verses revealing life.

Rise, light these candles.

These cruel whirlwinds will remain,
The fall will shake away the leaves,

But this does not mean that new leaves will not grow.

Rise, light these candles.

Unafraid of the poison that spreads daily in the wind,
Nature continues to do its duty,

Of transforming poison into nectar.

Rise, light these candles.

Girls, do not cry, this is the time of Rahiras.®®

Do not linger on death, reflect upon the passage of time.

These difficulties will pass away.
Rise, light these candles.

Unpublished (2006)
Translated by Ami P. Shah

Punjabi Poetry

8 This poem can be read in dialogue with Tara Singh Kamil’s poem also entitled

“Mombattian.”
8 A Sikh prayer recited at sunset.
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uJg - HOME

47. Yatdt ¥ AUST - The Punjabi’s Dream

48. A& H& IIt f&9 - On Lonely Paths

49. iiyzT fg ugTfemT — Native or Alien?

50. gfg3t — Quandaries

51. I®H BT U3 = — Conversation Between

Foreign Born Son...
52. UgeHMT T 3ft3 - Song of the Displaced

53. H9 IJt I It 3THT — My Language Is Dying

Punjabi Poetry

Dhani Ram Chatrik
Surjit Patar
Shivcharan Gill
Ajmer Rode

Amarjit Chandan
Amarjit Chandan

Surjit Patar
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47. The Punjabi's Dream
(A Punjabi settled in a distant land meeting a compatriot)
Dhani Ram Chatrik

O brother who comes from Punjab! Pray tell something of our home there.
About our village, about our family, friends and neighbors.

Avre the crops coming along well? Are the rains on schedule?

Butter cheap? Flour still affordable? All are eating their fill?

Early morning churnings took place? Morning meals came to the fields?
Crowds thronged around the roasters? Spinning wheels hummed along?
Someone must remember us folks sitting abroad?

Some one's mother's, or sister's, or wife's heart must heave a sigh?

Is there any desire among the Punjabis? To make Punjab glorious?
To bring together divided people and reunite estranged kin?
Hindu, Muslim, Sikh, and Christian would become a perfect blend.
Peasant, Merchant, and Laborer would come and stand together.

Ever since we have come here, our looks have changed altogether.
Rancor and jealousies have vanished, crooked ways have been cast aside.
We desire that that the Punjab should function like these countries.

With harmony in each village, and paved roads all around.

That bounty might fall on all work and the soil might turn to gold.

And the torrent of hard work wash away hunger and poverty.

From Navan Jahan (1942)
Translated by Gibb Schreffler
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48. On Lonely Paths
Surjit Patar

On lonely paths, a footprint here and there,
The heart is sad, but otherwise everything is fine.

In a distant village there was a smallish house,
With mud walls and a narrowish doorway.
Worry was my mother, fear my father,

At that time, my friends, | was very young.

Since then, happiness has been my enemy.

My sisters would embroider flower patterns,
The kikkar and beri trees are in bloom.
“Your daughters have grown up quickly,
Arrange their dolis, what is the delay?”

O people, wait, | am still at odds with my destiny.

On a dark and foggy wintry morning,

It was too early even for the sun to rise,

My father went abroad for the first time,

There were tears and darkness in my mother’s eyes.

Even now there is still a little sadness in the eyes.

Who are the birds? And from where have they found food?
In order to settle his daughters, my father left his home.

At that time, | came to know the worth of my country.

The Tricolor® drove a deep hole into my chest.

O Tricolor, keep flying, it is fine with us.

On lonely paths, a footprint here and there,
The heart is sad, but otherwise everything is fine.

From Hava vichch Likhe Haraf (1979)
Translated by Ami P. Shah

Punjabi Poetry

8 The “Tricolor” (taranga) is the Indian national flag made of three bands of color:

green, white, and saffron.
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49. Native or Alien?
Shivcharan Gill

In an alien land | have my home,

All is mine.

In my own country | do not have a home
Nothing is my own.

A real truth yet it sounds like a lie,

And the result of my labour seems tainted,
On this quandary rests my reflection:
What is mine and what is not mine?

The work is mine; its value is foreign
This fine of a lifetime,

Must be paid in a strange land

Hard to accept this realization!

Yet food, clothing, home...all are mine

So all this is all my own, in an alien land...

The country that gave me birth,

Rests my eternal devotion.

Its fragrance pervades my being,

Its memory pervades my sighs.

But aromas don't fill the belly.

Memories don't sustain.

Neither was my stomach full,

Nor my body fully clothed.

What to talk of home

When there's nothing that is our own, in our land?

In native land, there is hunger of the stomach.
In alien land, there is hunger of the soul.
This being, where can it find repose?

From Alakhkh (1977)
Translated by Gibb Schreffler
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50. Quandaries
Ajmer Rode
l.

Baba Makkarh®

Sat in the square and started rambling:

“Punjabis are destined to roam

If not us, then

Our sons and daughters, will go to a foreign land
No daughter-in-laws will serve us?”

Towards the feet of elevated souls, folks bow their heads
And the lotus-feet of the saintly float upon others' eyelashes
To one befalls high status, one the slave of slaves

The feet of the high-status do not touch the ground

I am neither a big shot nor a saint

The feet that walk on ordinary roads never attain high status
For the blessed-foot people are honor, love, and values

The blessed-foot people never leave home

The bleeding feet walking on sharp-edged stones, friends
And will one day be uprooted from their home.

Those two simple feet, humble, glued to country paths

Walking at high noon will get scorched here

Those feet, resting on the bridge over the stream, oft repining
Dispersed waters will not come back, but will grieve there forever
Those feet lifted their body on which rested their heads
Hesitating, they emerge from the village seeking new refuge.
Those two feet, tore up roots, and uprooting, carried this burden
They begged forgiveness of home ground, never to return there.

8 Baba Makkar despite his own pretensions stands for a senile and foolish figure.
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A lump lodged in his throat

He pretended to laugh, Baba Makkarh

But his heart became weary:

“Why this difficult period on Earth?

Why have these inauspicious times come?”

He recited to himself a verse to console his soul:

“Up shot a comet

There was anxiety in each home

The village headmen robbed me some,
The officials robbed some more,
Jewels and valuables my parents took
My friends took away my youth
Forced to graze sheep,

The wives of the ungrateful

Forced to graze sheep...”

Living in ones own land, who became ungrateful?

Who are they, whose wives graze sheep the whole day?
Softly now spoke Baba Makkarh

“There's roaming in Kaliyug's foot”

Mothers no longer care for their children

Stuck in a quandary, one cannot make up mind

In the homeland as well as abroad, one keeps thinking:
Should I stay or should I go?
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On one hand I feel like returning

Here I've neither stability nor address

| wonder if this land will ever be mine

Will it be, or won't it?

Here there is the Fraser River

Which flows ever so gracefully

Because of its blessings

A great city lives in pride

The island on which I've come to reside

Owes its creation to this river.

I go to its bank

And outstretch a friendly hand to the water, that | might touch it
We quietly look at one another

No song can | recall

Nor could it tell me any story about Sohni and her pot
What reply should I give?

| feel like I should return.

From Shubhchintan (1993)
Translated by Gibb Schreffler
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51. Conversation Between a Foreign-Born Son and His Father
Amarjit Chandan

O you aliens,

All lands are strange.

The river that comes down from the mountain
Is never to return.

Instead it dashes, leaping

Towards the sea.

What an odd thing you do

You dam up rivers

And fill the well of your heart.
Folks used to say,

“Two once gone, never turn back:
Birds and foreigners.”

What kind of bird are you?

What kind of foreigner?

You fly time and again

Back to your country.

And so, friends, such a forest is our country
Neither a tree, nor a bird

Nor a friendly eye.

There is some shoulder of nostalgia

On which you can rest your head

And cry.

There is some memory lane

On which you can ramble

And be yourself.

But what can | do?

Now whom can | tell?

There is no lane; there is no shoulder.
What about crying, when | cannot even be?
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Now and again, | go to India

No one knows whose offspring | am.
They just wonder, what's this “garbar”?
Who's this foreign Englishman?
Gibber-jabbering!

An “English Sahib” has come from abroad

I aman “English Sahib”

Son of a father

Who, for the sake of mansions and gold
Did forsake country and honour

And ran off to a foreign land.

The annihilator of my tongue: you
The annihilator of my dreams: you
Of my amusements, memories, longings
The annihilator of my fragrance, is you.

| too am part of your dream

A dream believed would come true
I too would like to fulfill

A dream of awsome beauty

The language of my dream

Is not within your reach

How might | effectively explain,

I do not myself understand?

Hooligans hurl abuses:

“Pakil,” “Darky!,” “Bastard!”

I have never shown you

The daggers lodged in my chest.

From “Paki” | turned to “Punky”
And changed our names

Gurpal became “Gary”

And Sarbjit “Sam.”
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Leaving our land we landed in London

In our pockets were three dreams:

The first dream was of a Home Sweet Home
The second, a fancy Job

The third dream was for sons and daughters
But we got caught in a trap of suffering

The dreams shattered like a broken mirror
Into shards, scattering here and there
There is no way to pick them up—

Only death can bring bring this to close.

Half our lives spent at work
The rest spent paying loans
Your heart has no recipient
Where could you go to cry?

No peacock sings in the thickets
No moonlight blooms

No blossoms grow on the mangoes
Nor do youths tryst.

When you see nothing all around
You sit down and turn to the bottle
From this self-imposed imprisonment
There is no release.

From Jarhan (1995)
Translated by Gibb Schreffler
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52. Song of the Displaced
Amarjit Chandan

On white ledges, the crow sits silent

Will not recognize us having come home

The storms swirling up in the yards

Will throw us far, no one will know

To whom will we show our agony

When the long-sleeping mother will not awake

Having lost our way in broad daylight—where will we go?
Those we once knew have now become strangers.

Empty hands, tear-laden eyes—all is to show for our lives
We captured the world, yet lost the game

With warmth in our limbs, we travailed the world

How did day pass into night!

Storms is on all sides, and life has turned silent

We cannot serve out this life sentence

Having lost our way in broad daylight—where will we go?
Those we once knew have become strangers, too.

The paths that taught us walking have disappeared

The waters that taught us swimming have dried up

Those stayed with us every step, every breath,

Where are they lost in the play of memory?

Invoking God we sought help, yet no one offered it

The hungry soul received no morsel for nourishment.
Having lost our way in broad daylight—where will we go?
Those we once knew have now become strangers.

From Jarhan (1995)
Translated by Gibb Schreffler
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53. My Language is Dying
Surjit Patar

1.
My language is dying, word-by-word.
My language is dying, sentence-by-sentence.

Dhammi vela, pahu-phutala, chhah vela, laudha vela,

Diva vatti, khaupia, kaurha sota, dhaldian khitian,®
Gharhian, paher, bind, pal, chhin, nimakh®, poor things,
All of them have been destroyed by “time.”

Perhaps for the simple reason that “time” has a “time piece”

Harhat da mala, channe da uhala, gadi di hute,

Kanajan, nisar, aulu,

Chakkalian, burhe, and the revolving tinds® fill and spill.
All of these had to be washed away,

Disintegrating in the stream of the “tube well,”

But | am not surprised at all.

| am surprised, however, that

Ammi and Abba have not remained,

That Biji and Bhapaji have also gone.

And how many other relationships,

Have been rendered unbearably into Auntie and Uncle?

Just yesterday a little boy was saying,

“Papa, look at how all the “leaves’ on the ‘tree’ are ‘falling.””
“All the ‘leaves’ on the “tree’ are ‘falling.’”
Now only Rabb® can protect

My language.

8 Here Patar lists vanishing terms that were once commonly used to denote different
times of the day. Eight are mentioned, respectively: very early morning, the crack of
dawn, “lassi time” (the morning meal), late afternoon, the burning of lamps, evening
meal time, early hours of sleep, and the setting of a cluster of stars.

8 These six terms refer to different lengths of time, respectively: hours, period of three
hours, a while, moments (pal, chhin), and an instant.

8 This series of terms reference the mechanics of the Persian wheel, respectively: the
rosary of buckets on the Persian wheel, the shadow of the two walls around the wheel, the
wooden shaft that supports the Persian wheel system, the large metal trough where water
falls from buckets, a pit in the ground where water falls from the nisar, the round gearing
system, the iron nails that make the system move, and the filled buckets emptying
themselves.

8 A non-sectarian Punjabi epithet for God.
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Rabb?

Even Rabb is becoming mortal
Making haste to leave him,
Avre his hungry children.
Taking shelter in 'God,’

My language is dying.

Itis dying, 'by God.'

2.

My language is dying,

Because they want to remain alive,
The people of my language.

They want to live.

The people of my language,

Even on the condition,

That their language may die, if need be.

After all, for human beings to remain alive,
Is more necessary,
Than for a language to?

I know,

That you will say,

On this condition that the human being remain alive.
They will remain alive,

But will the human remain?

Don’t try to make me sentimental.

You yourself explain,

Now when,

On every grain,

Is written the name of its eater,

Your Rabb writes in English,

Then what merciless parent would want,
That their children,

Remain in the sinking ship of language?
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May my child live!
If it dies, let it die,
Your old language.

3.

No my language will not die in this way.

Language does not die in this way.

A language does not die when a few words become obsolete.

If not Rabb,

Then Satiguru® will be of assistance.
Others will save it:

Sufi, Sant, Faqir

Shayar

Nabar

Ashagq

Yodhe

Mere Lok.™

It will die only after these people go,
My language.

This too is possible:

Having been encircled in these mortal states,
Encountering these destructive situations.

It will become more vibrant.

My language will emerge more alive.

Unpublished (2004)
Translated by Ami P. Shah

% Trye and eternal guru.

Punjabi Poetry

o Figures such as Islamic spiritual teachers, true individuals, wandering mendicants,

poets, prophets, lovers, warriors, my people, respectively.








