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Ajj aakhaan waris shah nu in English text with PDF
Pehla dang madariyaan mantr gaye gwach
Dooje dand di lag gayi jane khane nu laag

Naagan keele lok munh bs phir dang hi dang
Palo pali Punjab de neele pe gaye ang
Galiyon tutte geet phir trakkaliyon tutti tand
Ternjanon tuttiyan sahailiyan charkharre ghukar band
Sane saij de bairriyan ladhan dittiyan robarh
Sane daliyan peengh aj piplan diti tor
Jithe vajdi si phook piyar di oh vanjali gai gawach
Ranjhe de sab veer aj bhul gaye us di jaach
Dharti te lahu wassya gabraan payyan chon
Preet diyan shehzadiyan aj vich mazaran ron
Aj sabhe kaido ban gaye husn ishqg de chor
Aj kithon liayye labh ke Waris Shah ek hor
Aj aakhan Waris Shah nu kiton gabraan vichon bol

Te aj kitab e ishq da koi agla warga phol



Ajj aakhaan waris shah nu in English

Speak from the depths of the grave
to Waris Shah | Say
and add a new page of the saga of love today.

Once wept a daughter of Punjab,

your pen unleashed a million cries
a million daughters weep today,

to you Waris Shah they turn their eyes.
Awake, decry your Punjab,

O sufferer with those suffering!
Corpses entomb the fields today
the Chenab is flowing with blood.

Mingled with poison by some
are the waters of five rivers,
and this torrent of pollution,
unceasingly covers our earth.
And heavy with venom were the winds,

that blew through the forests



transmuting into a snake,

The reed of each musical branch.
With sting afters ting did the serpents
suppress the voice of people.

A moment so brief and the limbs of Punjab turned blue
Threads snapped from their shuttles
and rent the songs at their throats
Silenced was the spinning wheel*s hum,
severed from their gatherings, the women.
Branches heavy with swings,
cracked from peepul trees
boats laden with trappings
loosened from anchors to sink.
Despoilers of beauty and love,
each man now turned a Kedul
where can we seek for another
like Waris Shah today?

Only you can speak from the grave,
to Waris Shah | say

add another page to your epic of love today.



