MEERAJI (Mohammed Sanaullah Daar) (1912 -1949)

Born: Gujranwala, Punjab {now in Pakistan)
Mother rongue: Kashmiri

Highly eccentric in appearance and behaviour, Meeraji made

sporadic, but short-lived attempts at conventional jobs in

writing and editing. After Partition, he settled in Bombay and
began an Urdu literary magazine in collaboration with
Akhtar-ul-Iman, but was dead two years later. His pen name,
Meeraji, is said to have beeri derived from a youthful, unfulfilled
love for a girl named Meera,

Despite his personal eccentricities, Meeraji's literary influence
was undeniable. Younger men acknowledged his leadership,
and while still in Lahore he founded a literary forum that

retains its reputation to this day.

A skilled prose writer and sensitive analyst of modern Urdu
poetry, Meeraji published little of his own verse in a book form
during his life time, although he pfcparcd several collections in
manuscript. Two of those were published posthumously.
Strikingly Symbolist in style, his poetry shows-a marked debt
to Baudelaire, whose influence together with that of the
Sanskrit poet Amaru, Meeraji himself acknowledged.
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SINGULAR WAVES OF JOY

I want the eyes of the world to keep on looking at me,
The way one gazes ona tree’s tender branch,
(Gazes on a swinging supple branch)
But with the burden of leaves,
Like a robe cast off near a bed,
Lying in a heap below.
[ want the:wind to keep on embracing me,
Pettishly, teasing me, muttering between laughs,
Pausing, hesitating, fretted by modesty,
Under a rainbow of ecstatic whispers.
When I walk, when I run,
I sometimes long to go on and on,
Asa breeze, caressing a stream,
Keeps on rifﬂing the waves,
Ever moving, never ceasing.
When somewhere a bird sings a golden melody,
I want the waves of its singing
To touch me, echo from my body,
And never stop.
Sometimes warm rays, sometimes gentle moti_ons,
Sometimes sweet, ehtrancing MUTImurs,
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One thing or andther,‘ one colour from-another,
All emerge and melt into one vast expanse.
Nothing should intrude upon the circle of my joy,
The joyful circle that is rounding to completion.
The open wheat field extends to the horizon.

- Far away, sky’s canopy, a wondrous bed,
Beckons me with voluptuous gestures.

The mingled sound:of wave and song

Fades from my sight.

I sit with _ve1l fallen back.

Who cares if someone sees my hair?

The joyful circle rounds into perfection.
Nothing must break theAci'rcle of my singular joy.
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THE TALL BUILDING

With your thousand eyes, strange form of constructlon
You stand, herald of civilisation.
‘Your face strikes fear,
- As though you bodied forth the tempest in the mind of man.
I can hear a hundred songs, rolling in like waves,
But their words conceal the tumult of injustice,
‘Tall wailing shadows, tales of sleepléssness. -
O, shining gem of civilisation, .
Do you also hide a sad soul in your bosom?

Stifled, your melody has vanished, and I see

What's left of the bitter drink in a broken faded cup.
I drink, and my eyes grow dim. :

Why does the dark night frighten me?
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Your eyes glowing in the darkness cannot scare me,

Dve lived in darker places.
And the darkness of my soul was ht by stars of pai1
 From time to time,
Flames of comfort leapt from every gleammg star,
- Just like the melody that rings forth from your w1ndows\
Spreading its arms,

To disappear in the lap of space.
- Memory holds those forlorn tears,
The same tears, the same comfbrtihg flames.
But it was all a dream, the flash of flames,
Only a dream. ‘
Like a-wounded bird, my winged imagination
Flutters and trembles in vain,
The tension in my limbs
‘Kept me from living.
In agony all of a sudden
I used to search for freedom,
But just when pain became my solace,
" Restraints were lifted. .
To soothe my nerves I came to you,
Forgetting the dark n1ght of my soul.”
I viewed your grandeur with respect,
Towermg erect, with a thousand blinking eyes.

People have told me
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-Strange stories about you,

I've heard that in your tired body

There lies a maiden on a bed,

A girl whose loneliness,

- Like dull fatlgue invades her mind.

~ She lies impatient for the curtain to fall back,
The robe to turn into a scuddmg cloud,
-And the entry of a magic stranger

© And whether h1s manners
Appeal to her or not,
She does not care —

.Only that he erect -
A strange form of construct:lon
In the sea. of tense limbs,

Whose face will be abhorrent,

And confronts you in an instant,
Rearing up a tempest in the mind of man,
And the soul-less onlooker of night

- Will see the maiden as a wall that crumbles,
Without volition.

Forgetting the sad sound of her fat1gue
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In the twinkling of an eye

She would destroy the strange form of constructlon.

The sea of tense limbs,

Like a castle built of sand,

Like a crumbling wall that buckles.
Such tales, like fugitive fragrances,

- Used to flicker through my mind,

Whenever they desired -

And now I see your thousand eyes

Turn into a one single shining eye. _

Is this the eye that holds the flame of comfort?
I want to shut that eye with my own hands.
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LATER FLIGHT

It thinks it is going to kiss her, that goddamn crow.
'Look where it has dared to light. '
Black-hearted, black-faced, filthy scoundrel —

I would have _called you that, if I weren’t a man.

‘Hair falling on a shoulder.

Smudged bindi*, a shooting star but stationary,
As if a traveller suddénly stayed his step.

I saw a red mark on a finger, in the bathroom.
"That tells something about the shooting star.

It has gone, but left behind

Like footprints

On the patli of night,

A tale which would make a hearer say,

*3 round dot on the forehead, used as an embellishment
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‘No trembling note was needed in this melody’

Such a trembling note sounded once

When the wavering garments trembled to the floor.

One caught itself upon the head-board.

‘Leave it alone, let it be, it can stay here.”

She then closed her drowsy eyes again, _

Covering them right up for 2 moment with her hands.
Now suddenly, if those eyes open,

Those same eyes that were blind to me,

If they can see me now,

What will she do with those hands of her eyes?

Keep them in the same place, the same point of destination,
Where begininng met the end, ‘
And became one moment.

In such a moment, the bindi, that I saw as a shooting star,
Left a tale across the night to make a hearer say,

‘No trembling note was needed in this melody.’

Now the wavering garments are not seen,.

But the eyes do not need this anyway.
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It was just a miracle of the flood of night, gone now.

Such a flood, a blind deluge.

Receding, if made me think of Noah.

“And Noah said unto his sons,

‘Open the cage, and send it forth, this dove,
It will seek out land.’ ™

In a few moments the dove flew back,
Ordained to be a failure. '

And the crow was sent to find the land.
Look where it -has dared to light!

Thinking it will kiss her, that goddamn crow.
Black-hearted, 'black-faced, filthy scoundrel.
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These murmurs are saying, “Come along, : ‘ ' U? U:J dl S Ul ¢ .
Calling you for years has wearied me to death.” : & d‘ & 4’[ o2 5.";[{ e O}:l
I have heard voices, briefly, or for longer, Cn ' w 2 . g
But this strange one is new. ' _ < L{'JLE UQU)"({. U la Ung‘ ‘.'.'/(
Calling never wearied anyone, and perhaps never will. _ - - Ty lr & ﬁ J LL& }/Lgp ._,l( Yy
“My darling child”, “Oh, how I love you”, I'd go mad : {" ¢

~ If ever you did that”, “Oh, my God”. . )
At times a sob, a smile, or just a frown. Y U-JJ:"’ ‘(i.‘é)/’ e ;J»—‘-’u_‘f Uj’dl |
Those voices are my old familiars, ' " ‘ ! : b 3 K L3S
‘They have joined my brief life with eternity. : | ot %Jl" = = P
But this strange voice, wrapped in total weariness, - _ w ’ﬁ éf ‘ w " .b ULb/& ?_ B L I j‘, ; ?uf' ,BVQ _
Threatens to drown out all other voices. _ w T WM E Y . U-{ g’f/ (J Ja/ |
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Now these eyes do not glitter, lips neither smile or tense. ; ! . PR 2L
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I’m in a garden, where breeze wantons,
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Withering and falling upon earth, buds break again in blossom,
To make a floor of velvet
Where languish the fairies of my heart’s desire.
As if the garden is a mirror.
In this mirror every image became beautiful,
" And then was lost forever, =
There is a'mountain, still and quiet,
Sometimes a bubbling stream will ask,
. “What lies beyond it on the other side?”’
But for me, the foot of the mountain is enough.
“There is a valley there, and a stream flows through it,
And on it floats a boat that really is a mirror.
In this same mirror every image became beautiful,
But when it sank, it never floated up again.
There is a desert-- vast, arid, treeless.
Its whirlwinds are the signs of fearsome ghosts.
But me ~ 1 have my eyes fixed on a far oasis.
Now there is no desett, mountain, and no garden.
No smile on any lip, glitter in any eye, frown on any brow.
Only a stranger voice is saying:
“ Calling you for years has wearied me to death.”
Calling never wearied anyone, and perhaps never will.
And so, this voice must be a mirror.
I am the one weary of calling.

There is no desert, mountain, and no garden,
_Only the sea calling me, '

Since every thing that came from the sea
. Returns to the sea once more.
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WITHIN AND WITHOUT

Your heart will go on beating,
My heart will go on beating,
Remote.
Happiness will come and go,
Remote.
- Stars will keep on shining,
Remote.

Everything will continue to exist,
‘Remote. ‘

But the feeling of your love,
This melody, '
Will remain within my heart,
‘Wild, close, immediate.
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