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(Everybody calls me a lunatic
You’re mad to trust my sanity)



Of light and blossoms
Everywhere the dawn will glow
Droplets of my blood

On the earth | shall sow

Akbar Barakzai
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Introduction

Akbar Barakzai (1939-2022) is one of the most defiant
progressive voices ever appeared in modern Balochi literature.
He belongs to the generation of poets that witnessed the
political and literary activism of Muhammad Hussain Unga,
Sher Mohammad Mari, Mir Gul Khan Naseer and Azat
Jamaldini. They are known to be the political minds and
architects of modern Balochi literature. Their art responds to
social and political aspirations of their age. Profoundly
influenced by progressive ethos and credentials, they raised
their voice for a just and humane society.

Barakzai was no exception. He sought to reshape the
prevailing socio-political and wrote for freedom and liberty,
peace and prosperity and dignity of mankind. His unwavering
love for human dignity transcends all geographical and cultural
frontiers and becomes universal. His poem Ma Insanan (We
are All Human) reminds us that despite the differences in creed
and race, all human beings in the world share some common
traits and ties on the basis of humanity.

Similarly, in poems like Man Viet Cong aan (I'm Viet
Cong) and April 1978, he expresses solidarity with the people
of Vietnam and Afghanistan. Both poems embody a shared
sense of victory against the oppressive powers.

Rocha Kay Kosht Kanth? (Who Can Snuff Out the
Sun?), written in the backdrop of Che Guevara’s execution, is
not only Barakzai’s most quoted poem, but it is also one of the
most remarkable Balochi poems touching the theme of
resistance and defiance.

The primordial struggle of humanity and its subsequent
triumph over the forces of tyranny and darkness also resonate
in the poem titled Tareekh (History).
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Defiance is the crux of Barakzai’s poetry. He not only
loathes submissiveness and docility but also urges the posterity
to emulate the principles of defiance and dissent against the
powers who seek to suppress the truth. The poem
titled Innan (No) is addressed to the poet’s young daughter -
though nonconformity is the very essence of the poem.

Likewise, in the poem Labz (The Words), he insists
that people voice their dissention against any kind of tyranny
because their very voice will shape their destiny. In other
words, he asserts that their salvation lies in their eloguence.

Barakzai, who often called himself a part-time poet,
was not a prolific writer. In a literary journey that spans around
seven decades, he only brought out two anthologies of his
poetry. However, the poems he wrote to celebrate humanity
and its triumph over nature and its victory against imperialism
will be hailed as a common legacy of humanity.

| owe my gratitude to Barakzai who despite his frail
health carefully went through the manuscript and gave me
worthy suggestions regarding the poems and their translations.

| also extend my thanks to the poet and editor Mitali
Chakravarti who edited the manuscript and wrote its foreword.

| am also thankful to Yasir Dorazahi who despite his
tough schedule, meticulously designed the beautiful cover of
the anthology.

Fazal Baloch

Nasirabad, Balochistan
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Foreword

There are writers who transcend their times, who are
visionaries and look forward to a better world. Names like
Rabindranath Tagore, Kazi Nazrul Islam, Lalon Fakir, Faiz
Ahmed Faiz, Amrita Pritam, Waris Shah, Omar Khayyam,
Rumi and many more such names star in the universe of poetic
excellence. Their poetry addresses issues and encourages us to
move towards a better world with a broader and more open
vision. One such poet who was brought to my notice from
Balochistan is Akabar Barakzai. Fazal Baloch translated his
poetry, and we were fortunate to have him submit some of them
to Borderless Journal, an online magazine that hopes to
connect mankind across all borders. Barakzai’s poetry
perfectly fitted our theme.

Akbar Barakzai’s poetry echoes of hills, strong winds
and the lofty spirit of humankind who journeyed through ages
to create a beautiful world. Yet, intrinsic to each poem that |
have read is that intimacy that makes his words reach out in
empathy to readers with a personalised touch. We emote with
him. We read only the translations and wonder how fantastic
his verses must be in Balochi. Fazal Baloch has translated each
poem with care, weaving the spirit of the original into the
translation because it has got me in touch with the bravery and
the struggle of a people who | have never met but feel | know
well after reading Baloch’s translations.

In Barakzai’s poetry I have found traces of blood and
bones of these people, who care, care for fellow humans as
their friends. You can feel the poignancy and pain of struggle
coupled with philosophical astuteness. Transcending borders
of manmade divides, the poems rise in a crescendo carrying the
readers to the skies, getting us in touch with lofty emotions that
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momentarily help us rise out of the mundane and seek justice
for every member of the human race.

There is a total of more than seven billion people on
this Earth and roughly 6,500 languages are spoken by them.
All of us emote as humans but often understanding each other
becomes a difficult task. Translations, especially if they are
good, help us grow closer to the people. Baloch told me that
the poet himself has edited this set of poems in English.
Therefore, they have been authenticated by the best person
possible, the poet himself.

One of the ways in which Barakzai reaches out to the
West and the East is by weaving narratives of both cultures
together — he has a poem called ‘Waiting for Godot’. Samuel
Becket’s Godot is emblematic of an ideal that we keep waiting
for. Barakzai has captured the essence of the whole play in his
poem with his refrain --

Arise! O friends from this deep slumber
Godot will not, will never show up

And yet, he urges us to act instead of wait. In a poem dedicated
to Che Guevara, he asks:

Who can snuff out the sun?

Who can suppress the light?
He elaborates the pain of fighting for ones’ beliefs in ‘For How
Long?’

For how long

Life will remain in utter distress

Handsome youths keep falling to bullets

And mirror like hearts continue to shatter into shards
For how long?

For how long?

And yet he says --

The serpent of tyranny will vanish evermore
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The sapling of envy and hatred will wither away
This world of mankind will blossom

Into a garden of paradise

But who knows?

How many more years will it take?

How many more eons will it take?

How true is it that ‘Handsome youths keep falling to bullets’!
Wars only cause pain and annihilation. In today’s world these
are important questions we need to ask ourselves. When will
we stop all the violence? When will our children live in peace
in a war-free world as one species unbroken by manmade
constructs that divide us?

It is time, perhaps, for listening to Barakzai’s cry to
move forward in time. Through his poetry, we find he loves
mankind, has a clear vision on what has to be done. His poetry
does not dictate but asserts and asks questions to help us hear
and accept uncomfortable truths about ourselves. His poems
echo with elegance and simplicity. This is a voice that should
not stay confined to one set of people, but his vision should be
shared worldwide — a vision laced with love of mankind.

| am very honored to be writing this foreword for a
poet who in my estimation needed a more acclaimed hand to
honor his wonderful poetry. | would like to thank both Fazal
Baloch and Akbar Barakzai for this grand honor.

Mitali Chakravarty

Editor, Borderless Journal, Singapore
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The Iconoclast

A free spirited-Baloch
I’m an old iconoclast,
For idols, I am fire and fury.

| rip apart the idols

Thrash them forever.

In this Somnath* of life

I’ve shattered hundreds of them
With many shapes and forms,
Giant and small

Of stone and glass

Of silver and gold

Fair and pretty.

I’ve shattered them forever

Just for a fair deity

Her charm courses in my breath
Traverses in my thoughts

My life, my heart and soul
Glory of the days yet in sight
The radiant moon of my dark nights.

* Somnath is one of the most sacred temples located in Gujrat
India. Mahmood of Ghazni is said to have attacked and
plundered this temple in 1025 AD.
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Adam’s Remorse

Far in the perfumed land of trance and ecstasy

In the garden of paradise

| was happy—indeed happy and elated

One day, all of a sudden

A fair lass, with a moonlit face

Flying on the carpet of a cloud

Landed before me with magical charm and grace

Pretty like a deer, she yawned

And outstretched on the carpet of the cloud

The contours of her crystalline body

Like the pages of a book lay opened before my eyes
There was an all alluring world

In the temptation of her bewitching eyes, sizzling lips, sable
hair and passionate bosom

But her soul was on fire

Flames leapt forth to embrace and wash me with warmth
She stretched out her hand said:

“Lo, an apple, a gift for you

It’s my heart and soul, an emblem of my love

It’s my faith, and what in the world I have”

It was no apple but a glowing ember

Startled | thought of Adam

| wondered how this fire from inferno had made it to the
paradise

It must be the mischievous Lucifer

A dark fear seized my heart

And a freezing tempest blew across my soul

Ergo I turned her down
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But she implored:

“I’m Aphrodite, I’'m Venus, and I’'m your Eve

It’s the sweetest fruit of the paradise

A paradise unto itself

Banish the Lucifer from you heart

Frozen with fear, | spurned her

She besought: “I’m your maid

Such pleas and cries would move the god of wrath to mercy
O light of my eyes!

Pray be sweet to me”

Collapsed with fear

A lifeless corpse | had become

| shunned her

I didn’t wish expulsion from the paradise but.....

Since then I’ve been burning in the eternal flames of perdition
Far in the perfumed land of trance and ecstasy

In the garden of paradise

| was happy—indeed happy and elated.
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Revolution's Call

Look in the east at the scarlet horizon

Dawn is about to break, don’t lament

Rise up! O invincible youth, rise up

Revolution's call is tearing through the firmament.
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The Modern Man

A voice always asks me:

"Who are you"?

I'm but me".

Yet I’'m not content with the answer.
After all who am 1?

I must know how many "Me" | embody?
| am not one alone

I must know my countless shapes and forms
**

Hold on

| recall

They’ve assigned me a name:

The "Modern Man"

Yes I'm the "Modern Man™
Apparently I am one

But wear countless hidden faces

In a moment I'm a human

In the next a devil

In one moment I'm an atheist

In the next a believer

In one moment an ascetic

In the next a hedonist

In one moment innocent

In the next a sinner

In one moment a leader

In the next a robber

In one moment a beast

In the next a human
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**

Of me proud is the modern age
Of modern age

| am the matchless gift
Ignorant of myself

| know not who | am

Perhaps I'm a human

Perhaps a human

**

I'm the "Modern Man"

Yes the "Modern Man".
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Freedom

Before liberating the people

let’s liberate ourselves first.

We who are the slaves of our centuries’ old feuds and
malevolence

Slaves of our follies and sins; malice and greed

How could we liberate the people?

How could we liberate our laborers and peasants
Shepherds and fishermen?

Before liberating the people

let’s liberate ourselves first!
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Verse (1)

I’'m the tree of immortality,
O, you tyrant brute!

Me the more you hew

the more | sprout.
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The Law of Nature

(First VVoice)

Come, you the riff-raff evildoer!
Hearken to what | utter

You are my slave

| am your Master

You are homeless

At my feet forts and palaces

You are homeless

I’m the lord of power and puissance

You are destitute and famished

I’m rich and affluent

*kkk

I’m wise and prudent, you are brainless
I’'m the man of might, you are weak and frail
I'm the owner of large estates and orchards
Irksome is your existence in this world
I’m the master

You are my subject

Of faith and the divine book
Guidance | always seek
You are a wayward heretic

| am pure, you are filth

| am strong, you are meek

Have you ever pondered?
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On the law of nature

Always subdued in the world
Are the weak and vulnerable
A shark preys on little herrings
Lion hunts the ibex

Birds and locust falcon’s catch prey
*k*k*k

History bears witness

Always lie in fittest’s side
Throne and crown

Glory and pride

*kkk

Discern!

In rebellion

You’ll gather only humiliation
I’m powerful, you are powerless

I’m the master, you are the subject
*kkk

(Second Voice)

Granted, you are the master
Proud, rich and affluent

| am miserable and poor

Pious jurists and clerics

Your companions and cohorts
I’m but a sinner and transgressor
*kkk

True you are the mighty overlord
I'm just a wretched slave

But listen you me!

I’'m also a man, a descendent of Adam




19|

No matter how much you oppress me

| wouldn't submit to your law of nature
A pretext to my subjugation

No matter how mighty you are

No matter how weak and frail I am.
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Not Forever

The rule of chains and fetters

Will last only for today, not forever.

The age of tyranny and oppression

Will last only for today, not forever.

All these wealth and riches will liquidate soon
This loot, pillage and plunder

Will last only for today, not forever.
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Waiting for Godot

VLADMIR...YES IN THIS IMMENSE CONFUSION ONE THING
ALONE IS CLEAR, WE ARE WAITING FOR GODOT TO COME.

(WAITING FOR GODOT, ACT 2)

Arise! O friends from this deep slumber
Godot will not, will never show up.

Godot is the prophet of slumberous wakefulness
He's a messenger with a black scripture to misguide
the ignorant, halfwits and simpletons.

O friends and pals! In your hearts and mind

and in every bone and vein of your body

the poison of slumberous wakefulness

has sprouted into toxic mushrooms

Pray tell me why do you want to waste yourselves?

Why do you want to rob your mind of wisdom and reason?

O friends! Much desired is the dark tunnel of death

than the curse of slumberous consciousness

sleep eternally like a rock

or like the sea stay awake for evermore.

Either imbibe the poisonous drink of death

Or reap the treasured harvest of life

Evermore feared is the poison of slumberous wakefulness
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Than the murderer's deadly sword

the murderer's sword puts an instant end to life
liberates one from all worries and woes.

The curse of slumberous wakefulness

neither lets you die in peace

nor breathe in life's gentle breeze

Dear friends and comrades rest assured

Godot will not, will never show up.

Setting our eyes on Godot's trail
we shall surely lose our vision
and our wealth of wisdom

we shall squander away forever.

Arise my pals and companions

pray cast off the snare of death
liberate yourselves

From this slumberous consciousness
set your brilliant minds free

from the fetters of indolence.

For the hope of a mirthful spring
Together with your mates

gulp down the potent liquor of death

O friends and comrades!
Betray not yourselves any more
Godot will not, will never show up.
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Man’s Marvel

(Written after Russia launched its first Rocket to the moon)

Overjoyed, heavens and skies
Today they receive the man

With splendor and grace
Comes out the moon
All proud of the marvel
Man has scored

The rivals of man

Amazed and astounded
Dejected and downcast

Man subdued the heavens at last

All hail to Russia!

It has crowned the mankind

With marvel and glory unforeseen
All hail to Russia!
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Verse (2)

From scented tresses,

we made it

all the way to the gallows
No respite we sought
anywhere in between.
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No

(For My Daughter Laleyn)

| wish on your lips

Forever stay the word "No"

It's the word, all glory and delight of life
Pour in from.

Hearken to the words of your aging father
Merrily drink the drink of love

But to venomous hearts say "No"

To goblets of hatred say "No"

To all tyrants of your age say "No"

Go ahead and embrace the tides

That alter the course of life

But to the rule of death say "No"
Always raise aloft the flag of truth
But to lies and falsehood say "No"
Give a warm welcome to the light
But to the curse of darkness say "No"

| wish on your lips

Forever stay the word "No"

It's the word, all glory and delight of life
Pour in from.

The sweetest melody of nature

It’s the secret of life’s beauty
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(“No” was the first word that Laleyn learnt and she
continued to utter it for many days. Poet)
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I'm Viet Cong

(A Tribute to Vietnamese Freedom Fighters)

I'm Viet Cong
Heaven and earth
The whole universe
I'm Viet Cong

Africa and Asia

Europe and the whole world
States* and its ambitions
I'm Viet Cong

I'm a droplet, I'm a tide

Rivers in my each stride

Heart and soul of oceans

I'm the moon, stars and the sun,
Moonlight and Milky Way

I'm Viet Cong

I'm water and snow

Fire and flame

Wind and tempest

Dust and haze

Rain and flood

Lightning and thunderclap
I'm Viet Cong

I'm color and light, music and muse
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Melodious call and tune
Harvest of mirth and merriment
Everlasting spring

I'm Viet Cong

I'm woods and trees
Petals and leaves
Morning breeze
Sweet brook

Dews and mist
Clouds and rainbow
I'm Viet Cong

Emblem of beauty

I'm world's heart and soul
I'm the heaven

And the earth

I'm Viet Cong

I'm the breeze of amity and friendship
True conscience of man

Who can kill me?

After all

I'm Viet Cong

I'm Nile, Mekong and Volga
Tigris, Danube and Indus
Congo, Yangtze, and Ganga
Amazon and Kech*

Who can kill me?

After all

I'm Viet Cong
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Like Yangtze, Danube and Volga
Ceaselessly | flow

In States, Africa and Asia

My light does glow

I'm Viet Cong

Like earth and heavens
Like man's fervent longings

| am everywhere in the world
I'm Viet Cong

I'm the spirit of freedom and liberty
Who can enslave me?

Who can kill me?

After all

I'm Viet Cong

I'm Viet Cong.

*States: United States of America
*Kech: A river in Makkuran Balochistan
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Sputnik

(On the launching of the second Sputnik)

He, at last ensnhared the moon and stars
And subdued the heavens forever

The flight of Sputnik is indeed a feast
No doubt man is the greatest of all.
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| Need Not Your Sky

Since ages, someone within me cries and pleads
With the deaf and blind gods of the lofty heavens
And impregnable skies:

“May forever be blessed onto you your vast universe
The sun moon, stars and galaxies

I need not your affluent world of light

Splendid moons and galaxies

For I’'m a mortal man

And this piece of sacred earth is all | have

Indeed you are the masters and you worth the heavens
This dark and barren plain is suffice for me

Let me breathe in peace

Here on the very piece of the earth

O, sovereign lords of the stars and the suns

| need not your impregnable sky

Pray render me my motherland unto me

That’s my heart and soul

My faith and devotion

But the lords of the heavens wouldn’t bother themselves
To such worthless pleas and cries of the man

Since ages someone within me cries ceaselessly.
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Motherland

Even if like a wasteland

It’s all burnt and blazed
Motherland is but motherland

| crave not for the land of the sun
And its flowing rivers of light
Even if it's dark like a dungeon
Motherland is but motherland.
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The Word

IN THE BEGINNING THERE WAS WORDS, AND THE WORD WAS
GOD...

(NEW TESTAMENT)

We begin with the word
With the word we end
Blessings and salutations
To the Apostle of the word!

The word is God
The very existence
And the guiding ocean of time.

The word brings forth

Freedom and providence

Prosperity and ruin

Mountains trembles with the fear of the word

Who could put out the ever-leaping flames of the word?
Don’t ever bury the word

In the chasm of your chest

Rather express the word

Yes speak it out!

The word is freedom
End of oppression
Light and radiance
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Beauty and bliss

The word is Socrates’ free-spirited paramour
The glowing ember in Mansour’s fervent heart
The harbinger of a new dawn

Don’t ever bury the word

In the depth of your chest

Rather express the word

Yes, speak it out.

The word brings forth

Freedom and providence

Of course, freedom and providence.
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Verse (3)

Leaders gathered
glory and pride
Wretched and poor
laid their life!
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History

Ask this vast wilderness of eternities
(That is known as history
That stays Ageless forevermore)

Who am | who have been fighting the tyrants
and the cold-blooded progenies of darkness?
I’m the creator of the glorious days

I’m the God of blossoms

Clouds and mist

And soothing dreams

At my command are the floods of light
Scorching winds

Thunderstorms, water and fire.

Ask this vast wilderness of eternities

Where at each step I’ve nourished

A verdant meadow with my fresh blood

In this wilderness countless tyrants

Tsars and Alexanders,

Batistas, Genghis, Ayubs and Hitlers

With their blood-thirsty armies of darkness rose and fell
And became traceless under the mounds of this wilderness
But neither did I succumb

Nor did fade my light

For I’m the spirit of love and liberty

I’ve been fighting with despots and tyrants

I’m Jesus, Manssour and the “Seven Martyrs™*

I’m Socrates, Fuchik and Bayazid
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I’ve been fighting with tyrant kings and despots
I’ll remain eternal, so will my light
Darkness will not last for long

Nor ever its progenies

The age of tyrants like Shah and Zahhak
Will not last forever

I’m the custodian of truth

I’m history

The ruthless history

I’m a Baloch, a descendant of Adam

| am the ageless and eternal man

Of Course eternal and immortal!

* The Seven Martyrs of Tehran were seven
prominent Babis executed at Tehran in 1850.


https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/B%C3%A1bis
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Tehran
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A Poem

Your pain and agony, more than you | adore
For they comfort me in life's sizzling sands

| wonder why in fear tremble the kings

No sword, but a pen | hold in my hand.
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To Leaders

ALL THAT IS SOLID MELTS INTO AIR. (MARX)
WAITING FOR THE END, BOYS, WAITING FOR THE END.

W.H. AUDEN

Of my bewailing heart

Who would hear cries and wails
That tear through the heavens
Who would hear them?

Who would feel my pain?
Who would heal my heart?

I’m a poor and luckless Baloch

A peasant with nothing to eat

A laborer without any name

When | see my world in such mess
| flung into distress

A fire shoots through my heart
And blazes my soul

| hear your speech

Weigh your deed

you are men of profound wisdom
And masters of discourse indeed
Hardship for the people you bear
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You are the leader, so | concede

You are the leading light

your intentions and claims

Are crystal clear and bright

you appear so desperately concerned
for my comfort, prosperity and delight.
But do you know what ails me?

How would you help break my fetters?

Ask yourself awhile, why after all

Each of you is treading a different path?
Have you ever wondered?

What you treading on is the labyrinth of death
Will it lead us to the destination?

Or to the darkest ocean of doom?

O my venerated leaders!

My sincere men of wisdom!

Why don't you give me an answer?

Is your hearing has gone crippled?

Either 1 am calling you from a celestial distance
Or your ears are completely clogged?

Why are you so stone-deaf?
Why so stone-deaf?
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Who Can Snuff Out the Sun?

(In Memory of Ernesto Che Guevara)

Who can snuff out the sun?
Who can suppress the light?

In the realm of the dark night

The blind night-birds proclaimed
To have forever snuffed out the sun
They rejoiced and reveled in trance
With wine, songs and dance.

Without the glorious light

Without Phoebus Apollo

The primeval source of light, music and poetry
The Heaven and the earth

the moon, stars and Pleiades will lose their way
into the dark void of nothingness

without the timeless Phoebus, life's most handsome knight
Passion will lose its spark

The sea of music will go dry

and the songs of love fall silent

without the ardent Adonis

Life's Aphrodite wouldn't survive for a moment
nobody can ever dare to snuff out the sun

or suppress the light

In the dark wilderness of the night

The blind night-birds celebrated in vain
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The triumphant sun comes out every day
spreading its radiance all through the world
chanting ever so gracefully:

"I'm Phoebus Apollo"

"I'm Ernesto Che Guevara"

"I'm Immortal™

Everywhere in the world

it unveils Ernesto's smiling face

with splendor and grace.

Who can snuff out the sun?
Who can suppress the light?
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Be And It Came Into Being

(A Poem for Atta Shad)

The heavens and the earth

The moon and the sun

Stars, galaxies and clouds

Space and spacelessness

Indeed the entire creation

God created all in just seven days
All praise be to God!

On the seventh day

Tired of hard labor

He thought of heavenly delights

Of fair damsels and houris

Thus hurried to the garden of the paradise
All praise be to God!

It’s not all His fault

If unaware He is of worldly woes and worries
Of the agony of love and longing

Of the harsh nights of hunger and famine

It’s not his fault if He is unaware

Of the monsters of tyranny and suppression
Ours is a world too far from Him

Let Him revel with heavenly maidens.

May the curse of God befall these blasphemous thoughts!
Indeed how would Akbar, a mere minion of God
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Know His never ending mysteries!
A mere poet and wordsmith

He seeks His forgiveness

All praise be to God!
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The Distracted Youth

O, you, the distracted youth!
Why you lament on the shore?
Go ahead and embrace the tides
Wherein lies life’s lore.
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The Invincible Shrub

The heaven and the earth

The sun, breeze and zephyr

On fire they are like hell

Flames they pour forth
Everywhere on sands

On plains and mountains

In a parched and limitless desert
A young solitary shrub*
Indifferent to its surroundings
Oblivious of the world

The heaven and the earth

The sun, breeze and zephyr
Steadfastly standing before the blazing winds
May it never ever whither!

May it last forever and ever!

*The original poem is addressed to a f Prosopis Cineraria
shrub called Sol in Balochi.
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Verse (4)

Wisdom and reason,
| never seek

If I’ve gone mad,
let me be!
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Mysteries of the Universe

| wonder if mountains smile

If the wind gets hungry

If clouds too have a mind

| wonder if ants wash themselves
If flowers have any sight

If colors breathe.

| wonder if the sun also feels thirsty
If the moon stretches out for a yawn
If fire ever becomes pregnant

If water dreams any dream.

| wonder if stones, pebbles and gravels

Pass through childhood, youth and age?

| wonder if beads and pearls are passionate for one another
If fish and birds rhyme songs

| wonder if there exist such walls

Which have no ears at all

If dead can also see us from their grave

If they laugh at us

If days and nights have tongues

If they mourn for others.

| wonder if clouds too burst forth in the heavens
If flowers and trees also tie the knot

If river, lake and sea

Feel pain and grief

If stars and Pleiades have heart eyes and ears
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| wonder if Mars and Venus know

Of friendship and poetry

| wonder if the earth has ever fallen in love
If it has endured any pain and anguish

| wonder if anyone can unravel the enigmas
Embedded in Akbar's verse

The mysteries of the universe.
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How Glorious Be the Night

(A Poem for Amanullah Gichki)

Greetings! Dear friend

| wonder if you know

What curse has befallen you.

Your mind where once bloomed

A heavenly garden, is now ravaged by the scavengers
In the wilderness of your heart roam vultures

The air you breathe in is heavy with poison

Like snakes and scorpions now sting your words

A predator you have become

Down your waistline crawl the worms of lust

At Caligula’s door

You dream the dreams of dinosaurs

The stench of carrions enchants you

More than the scent of camphor and musk

| wonder if you know of the mysterious fear

That courses in your blood

| plunge into distress to see you in such mess

Dear friend!

If the scorching wind has not blown scattered Sartre's flowers
Then discern and waste not yourself

Stop wandering on dark and narrow trails

Nobody has ever gained anything at Caligula’s court
But only betrayal, loss and lament

Power's lust stains heart and soul

It evokes guilt, regret and remorse

Dear friend!
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Cast off the burden of fear from your mind
Caligula’s court is not your destination

No matter

How glorious

How prosperous be the night

It is no match for the day.
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The Anguished Sigh

Hail you, O, restless sigh!

Lay trapped in my collapsed chest

May you become a little songbird

And in every sad heart find yourself a nest.
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Parting

Came at dawn

My fair mistress’ call

Madly 1 jolted out of bed

Her melodious voice like the note of a flute

Coming from a distant fairyland

Steers blossoms into the wilderness of the hearts

Or the heavenly call of a shepherd’s reed

Who sits under a distant tree and chants for his beloved
The fervent call of happiness mingled with my heart and soul
Awhile there was nothing but mirth and merriment
Glory and delight

All of a sudden

The soft waves of sorrows wrenched my heart and soul
And pity with | bode farewell

To Berlin: the city of beloved!
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Verse (5)

Of blood, today

| seek the light
Poetry could not
devour the night.
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The Golden-Haired Mistress of Dawn

(A Poem for a Baloch Poet)

Come on O, friend!

Vales and dales have the tidings

"The golden-haired mistress of dawn is about to come™
And to welcome her

Young and handsome lads

Turned up to the alleyways.

Forgetful of all woes and torments
A world in mirth and merriment
Moving ahead

To hail the mistress of dawn.

Oblivious of all worries and woes
With my fervent head in my hands
| too am marching forth.

Come on O, friend!

It is not the moment

To excuse and lament

Nor to curse and cuss

These are grave sins

For history wouldn't forgive us.

Come on O friend!

Let's join hands

And move forth

Indeed dawn ushers in emancipation and glory
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Delight and bliss.
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Unfinished Song

Mankind is a beautiful song,
A song unfinished as of yet

Heart and soul of the sacred earth
to conscience it gives voice.

It’s each word and each rhyme
Like flowers soft and sublime

A heavenly wine in Nature's cup
Like morning breeze it does chime

Someday 'twill touch its finest note
“Twill survive the tides of time

Bestowed by the Mother Nature
A blossom that will last forever.
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The Memory of You

(A Poem for ‘H’)

My heart now wears the look

Of a desolate mosque of a deserted hamlet
Where the memory of you

Like a poor and dejected traveler

Comes and stays for a while

But nobody even greets it

With a heavy heart

It lets out a sigh of lament

And leaves the hamlet

Ah! The poor and dejected memory of you.
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Open the Windows Dear Friends

Unbolt the door

Open the windows

O, friends! Languishing in the corner of a dark room
why are you so weary, frail, dejected and downcast?
Unbolt the door

Open the windows.

Don't you know what ails you?

So deep why’ve you steeped in self-ignorance?

You're inmates of eons’ old cobwebs

Enchained by your own thoughts, ideals and memories
Refuge of fear, prisoners of envy and hatred

Don't you know what ails you?

Dear cohorts!

Unbolt the door

Open the windows.

Venomous snakes and scorpions are in abundance in this
room

it’s the dwelling place of misfortune

like a poisonous serpent, here crawls the dagger of darkness
An enemy of love, it slays each desire and longing for life
deprives the man of his dignity and pride

why you stay clad in black mourning robe?

Unbolt the door

Open the windows.
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In far and wide

It's light outside

Fragrant spring breeze wafting with entranced ecstasy
Perched in dense green trees, the sweet-singing birds
Melodiously chanting the songs of mirth and merriment
Beyond your senses, I’'m sure, you've not yet gone
Unbolt the door

Open the windows.
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We Are All Human

Russia, China and India,

Arabs and the New World*,

Africa and Europe,

The land of the Baloch and Kurds --
Indeed, the whole world is ours.
We are all human.

We are all human.

Of blood and brotherhood,

We share common traits and ties.
Love is all we harvest.

On freedom our faith does rest.
Indeed, the whole world is ours.
We are all human.

We are all human.

A life free from strife,

A world blooming with

Dreams and desires,

Happiness and delight --

This is all we seek.

Indeed, the whole world is ours.
We are all human.

We are all human.

From murderers
And tyrants like Genghis,
With our swords and soul,
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We protect the beautiful Earth.
Indeed, the whole world is ours.
We are all human.

We are all human.

Together along with the downtrodden,
The wretched of the earth,

We shall wage a war

Against brutes of the world,

And for truth we shall lay our lives.
Indeed, the whole world is ours.
We are all human.

We are all human.

With the stars of our blood,

Like our beloveds, we shall adorn
The night-bitten cities and valleys.
The dark night will vanish forever.
Indeed, the whole world is ours.
We are all human.

We are all human.

The sun will rise from our blood,
The prophet of glory will appear,
The night will pass into dawn --
There will be happiness everywhere.
Indeed, the whole world is ours

We are all human.

We are all human.

(*By the New World, the poet means the continents of
Americas and Australia. Translator)
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The Beggar

O wise men!

Masters of light!

Empty lies the bowl of my wisdom
Barren is the land of my reason.
Pray give me a bit of your wisdom
the light of your intellect I’ll carry forth
Everywhere in the world

of the poor Baloch | am the leader
Brave like a tiger

but the sorrows of the nation

Has stripped me of my reason

in its quest | groped the fire

Ended up in a quagmire

Know not how to seek an exit
From this mess

O, wise men!

Have mercy on my poor nation
Pray give me something!

Of you grateful I’ll be a thousand times
Give me a slice of your wisdom

A Dbit of your reason

O masters of light!

O wise men! O wise men!
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For How Long?

For how long

Light will languish in captivity

In vales and dales

Death will roam free?

For how long

Life will remain in utter distress
Handsome youths keep falling to bullets
And mirror like hearts

Continue to shatter into shards?

For how long?

For how long?

Light-- the very essence of freedom
Will not forever remain in prison
Life will not suffer distress

The serpent of tyranny

Will vanish evermore

The sapling of envy and hatred
Will wither away.



65 |

Verse (6)

Redolent wind

wafts all through the streets.
You know not

how to let your pretty hair
go disheveled.
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Mad in Love

You said;

“It's fire”

| reached out to it
You said:

“It's poison”
Merrily I drank it

You said:
“It's the malady of death”
Happily I embraced it

You said:
“It's hangman's noose”
| wore it around my neck

You said:
“It's sweeping flood”
| embraced the deluge

You said:
“It's the sharp sword of death”
| bowed to its each stroke

You said:

“You’ve surely gone mad”

| said:

“Whose eyes are to blame?”
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Of course my love!

| am mad and insane

Scorching in love’s leaping flames
like the stars and moon

Over and over again

| yearn for you

Passionate for life I crave for love
for your sweet name

| lay my life

I'm mad in love

Yes, mad in love!
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Our Dreams Still Belong to Us

We are a nation, not at all

We are people, not at all

These date-palms are ours, not ours
These harvests are ours, not ours

This place is ours, not ours

These homes are ours, not ours

These cities are ours, not ours

These towns are ours, not ours

These rivers are ours, not ours

These mountains are ours, not ours

This land is ours, not ours

These godowns are ours, not ours

O, Akbar!

Tell the tyrants brutes of the day

we know, indeed there’s nothing left
for us to own yet

Our collapsed bodies still belong to us
Our souls, our sprits still belong to us
Our hands, our arms still belong to us
Our sense, our wisdom still belong to us
Our sobs, our cries still belong to us
We still have the memories of our bygone glory
Our guffaws, our smiles

Our pains still belong to us

We still have our yearnings, madness and passions
We still own our dignity

What we have gained still belongs to us
What we have lost is still ours
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Our words and voice

Our songs and melodies still all belong to us
Our passionate hearts still throb as ever

Our hope and expectations still belong to us
We still have the beautiful dreams of a new day
Indeed ours dreams still belong to us

Our dreams still belong to us

Yes still belong to us.
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Verse (7)

Of existence

Perhaps, ‘tis the only key

to unravel the secrets.

Of death, the sizzling goblets
I lift to my lips.
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Keep Moving Ahead

How persecute you the heaven,

Never bother, keep moving ahead.
Even it pelts you with hailstones

or glowing embers, keep moving ahead.
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April 1978

Let's sing for the Saur
let’s extol the groom

A garden in our heart has bloomed
Doves chant and herald the news
Revolution has arrived

Arrived what we desired.

Let's sing!

O, fair maidens of the hamlet!
Chant and hail the handsome lad
Revolution has arrived

Arrived what we desired.

Let's sing!

It's the day of delight
Forget your sorrows, right
Revolution has arrived
Arrived what we desired.

Let's sing!

Mirth and merriment everywhere
Happy and delighted everyone
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Revolution has arrived
Arrived what we desired.

Let's sing!

There will be no hunger
Dark days of grief are over
Revolution has arrived
Arrived what we desired.

Let's sing!

We counsel with our brothers
the custodians of our honor
Revolution has arrived
Arrived what we desired.

Let's sing!

We shape a new age

Array our bodies with arrows
Revolution has arrived.
Arrived what we desired.

Let's sing!

Leave our gardens and meadows

so we warn all the brutes and despots
Revolution has arrived

Arrived what we desired.

Let's sing!
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We chant for the sacred flower
and hail the handsome groom
Revolution has arrived
Arrived what we desired.

Let's sing for the Saur
Let's extol the groom.
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Don’t Grieve

From the horizon

O my fellow traveler!

Forever the night shall efface.

Don’t grieve.

And the mistress of bright dawn

comes out with comely charm and grace.
Don’t grieve

Flowers and blossoms,
merriment and mirth

there will be everywhere

on the earth.

The days of prosperity will come.
Don’t grieve.
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Rise Up O Friends!

Far and near

it’s dawn everywhere.
Rise up O friends!

The message it does bear:
“Rise up O friends”!

The torrent of light
Pouring on barren fields.
Of a new life

As far goes the sight

the blossoms of blood
Sowing the seeds

Rise up O friends!

In our plains and valleys
like sea-breeze

death roams free

Rise up O friends!

At its fullest swing

Colorful drinks

Ecstasy and whirling trance.
From the goblets

Light is pouring forth

Rise up O friends!

Look, at last, in utter distress
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Our ruthless enemies have put on
The mourning dress
Rise up O friends!

It is either

Gallows’ glare

Or coarse shackles

Tyranny is destined to meet up
Rise up O friends!

Surely, from the edge

Of a blood-soaked dawn
Shall rise the day of glory
Rise up O friends!

After all, for how long
We shall have in life
Agony and pain

Grief and strife?

Rise up O friends!

It is the honey of death
None else

That forever slakes
Life’s thirst

Rise up O friends!

Never bother!

Taunts are the laurels

Fervent folks are destined to gather
Rise up O friends!
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VLADMIR...YES IN THIS IMMENSE CONFUSION ONE THING
ALONE IS CLEAR, WE ARE WAITING FOR GODOT TO COME.

(WAITING FOR GODOT, ACT 2)
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