I don’t want your melancholy nights anymore
I don’t want your melancholy nights anymore

Just about now I walked out of a mehfil
I felt so melancholy, I walked out…

The moon had moved… or I would say…

Turned homewards… or I could say,

Turning melancholy, had got quite soiled.

The day’s flags started fluttering…

Looming up…

Or I would say –

Over the city, over houses, all over…

Started galloping.

Jivba sat at the gate

On a bench

Collecting subscriptions

The lantern burned still…

“Hey Jivba, … how long would you stay up man?”

“We eat fire and shit embers…

So, don’t give us that… okay…”

Really, I don’t want your melancholy nights anymore.

Truly, I don’t.

[Translated by Jatin Wagle from the Marathi collection of poems Jaheernama (Manifesto) by Narayan Surve, Popular Prakashan, Mumbai, 1975. Original title of the poem: ‘Tumchya tya udas ratri aata mala nakot’, pp. 22.]

