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Husain and Revolution
translated by Jillian Ingold and Till Luge

kya sirf musalman ke pyare hain husain

carkh-i nou'-i basar ke tare hain husain

Is Husain only the beloved of the Muslims?
Husain is the star of the firmament of humankind

insan ko paidar to ho lene do

har gaum pukaregi hamare hain husain
Just allow man to awaken, then

Every nation will cry out, Husain is ours

[31]

Jjo karvan-i ‘azm ka rahbar tha, véh husain

khwud apne khiin ka jo Sanavar tha véh husain

He who was the guide of the aim of the caravan was Husain
He who was the swimmer in his own blood was Husain

ik din-i tazah ka jo payambar tha véh husain

jo kabala ka davar-i muhassar tha véh husain

He who was the prophet of a fresh faith was Husain

He who was the arbiter of the doomsday of Karbala was Husain

jis ki nazr péh sevah-i haqq ka madar tha

jo rith-i ingilab ka parvardigar tha

On whose glance rested the basis of just manner
He who was the cherisher of the soul of revolution

[33]

han véh husain, jis ka abad-i asna sabat

kahta hai gah gah hakimon se bhi yéh bat

Yes, he is Husain whose eternity of acquaintance is permanence
He tells the doctors, too, from time to time to this point

yani dartin-i pardah-i sad rang-i ka’inat

ik kar-saz zihn hai, ik zi-Su Gr zat

That is, in the veil of the hundred colors of the universe
He is a producing mind, a sensible-minded personality

sajdon se khincta hai jo ‘masjud’ ki taraf

tanha jo ik iSarah hai ‘ma‘bud’ ki taraf

The one who pulls towards the worshiped through prostrations
Who by himself is an indication of the direction of God

[36]



‘alam men ho cuka hai musalsal yéh tajruba

quvvat hi zindagt ki rahi hai girah-kusa

In the world it has already been continuously experienced
The very power of life has remained problem-solving

sar 2a'if ka hamesah raha hai jhuka hii'a

na-taqati ki maut hai, tagat ka samna

The head of the weak has always remained bent

The death of powerlessness is [in] encountering power

taqat st Se magar khajil o bad-nastb tht

nd-taqatt husain ki kitni ‘ajib tht

It was a thing like power but ashamed and unfortunate
How amazing was the powerlessness of Husain

[37]

taqat st Se ko khak men jis ne mila diya

takhtah ulat ke, gasr-i hukiimat ko dha diya

Who thrust [lit. mixed] the thing like power into the dust

Having overthrown the government, he razed the palace of the government

jis ne hava peh, ru‘b-i amarat ura diya

thokar se jis ne afsar-i $ahi gira diya

Who blew up (into the air) the pompousness of the authorities
Who, with a blow, struck down the royal officers

is tarah jis se Zulm, siyah-fam ho gaya

lafz-i yazid, dakhil-i dus-nam ho gaya

In this way, by whom tyranny was turned black
The word ‘Yazid’ was included among the curses

[50]

tujh sa Sahid kaun hai ‘alam men a’e husain

ta hai har ek didah-i pur-nam men a’e husain

Who is a martyr like you in the world, oh Husain

You are in every single eye filled with moisture, oh Husain

zuhhad hi nahin hain tire gam men a’e husain

ham rind bhi hain halgah-i matam men a’e husain
The very ascetics are not in your pain, oh Husain
We, too, are libertines in the gathering of matam

azad jo khayal men hain aur kalam men

voh bht asir hain tirt zulfon ke dam men

Those that are free in thinking and speech
Those, too, are prisoners in the trap of your locks



