Jo§ Malthabadi:  Kisan [selections]
Peasant
translated by Jillian Ingold and Till Luge

jhutpute ka narm-rav darya, Safaq ka iztirab

khetiyan, maidan, khamosi, gurub-i aftab

The soft-flowing river of twilight and the restlessness of dusk
Crops, fields, silence, sunset

dast ke kam o dahn ko, din ki talkhi se farag

dur, darya ke kinare, dhundle dhundle se cirag

To the work and watering of the desert, respite from the bitterness of day
In the distance, at the river’s edge, through the mist there is a glow

zer-i lab arz o sama men bahamt guft o Sunud

mas‘al-i girdon ke bujh jane se ik halka-sa diid

Heaven and earth are whispering to each other

A light smoke from the extinguishing of the torch of the skies

vus‘aten maidan ki stiraj ke chup jane se tang

sabzah-i afsurdah par, khwab-afrin halkd-sa rang

The vastness of the fields narrows with the veiling of the sun
On the withered crops is a light, dream-exciting hint of bloom

khamust aur khamust men sunsunahat ki sada

sam ki khunkt se goya din ki garmi ka gala

Silence, and in the silence a rustling call

The voice of the heat of the day, spoken from the chill of night

apne daman ko barabar qata-sa karta hava

tiragi men khetiyon ke dar-miyan ka fasla
Together with its skirt, the wind traverses

The distance between the fields in the darkness

khar o khas par ek dard-angez afsane ki San

bam-i girdon par kist ke riith kar jane ki San

In the refuse the dignity of a lamentable story

On the roof of the heavens the condition of leaving after a dispute

dub ki khusbii men Sabnam ki nami se ik sarur

carkh par badal, zamin par titliyan, sar par tuyar

An exhilaration from the moistness of the dew in the sweet aromas of the grass
Clouds in the sky, butterflies on the earth, birds over head

parah parah abr-i surkht, surkhiyon men kucch dhii’an
bholi bhatki-si zamin, khoya hi’a-sa asman
Broken clouds of redness, in the redness a bit of smoke



The innocent wandering earth, the lost sky

pattiyan-i makhmir, kaliyan ankh jhapkati ha't

narm jan paudon ko goya nind-st ati hu't

Intoxicated petals, buds like fluttering eye[-lid]s
As if a soft spirit is falling, sleep-like, on the plants

yéh saman, aur ik gavi insan, yani kastkar

irtiqa ka pesva tahzib ka parvar-dagar

This weather, and a powerful man, that is, a tiller
The guide of evolution, the nurturer of civilization

<

tifl-i baran, tajdar-i khak, amir-i bostan

mahir-i &’in-i qudrat, nazim-i bazm-i jahan

Child of the rain, ruler of the earth, the orchard king

Expert in the laws of nature, manager of the meeting of the world([s]

nazir-i gul, pasban-i rang o bii, gulSan-panah

naz-parvar [hléhatt khetiyon ka badsah

Beholder of the flower, watchman of color and scent, protector of the garden
The monarch of the delicately raised, blooming harvest

varis-i israr-i fitrat, fatih-i ummid o bim

muharram asar-i baran, vaqif-i tab*-i nasim

Inheritor of the mysteries of nature, conqueror of hope and fear
Sacred signs of rain, acquainted with the nature of the breeze

subah ka farzand, khursid-i zar-afsan ka ‘alm

méhénat-i paiham ka “peman” sakht kost ki “qasm”
Son of the morning, knower of the golden sun

The promise of tireless labor, the oath of hard work

Jjalvah-i qudrat ka sahid, husn-fitrat ka gavah

mah ka dil, mahr-i ‘alam-tab ka nir-i nigah

Witness to the splendor of nature, observer of the beauty of the wilds

The heart of the moon, the light (of the sight) of the world-illuminating sun

qalb par jis ke numayan nir o zulmat ka nizam

munkasif jis ki firasat par mizaj-i subah o Sam

On whose soul lies the prominent system of light and darkness
In whose intuition is revealed the nature of morning and evening

[.]

jis ka mas khasak men bunta hai ik cadar-i mahin
jis ka loha man kar sona agaltt hai zamin
The touch of which weaves a fine veil in the litter



The superiority of which being acknowledged, the ground becomes fertile
/ Having obeyed its iron, the ground spits gold

hal péh dehgan ke camaktt hain Safaq ki surkhiyan

aur déhgan sar jhuka’e ghar ki janib hai ravan

On the plough of the tiller shine the shades of red of the evening twilight
And the tiller, the head bent down, is moving towards home

[..]



