'Tis heard that Brother passed away,
The whole Kandahar is weeping;
Shah Mahmud left me forlorn, lost;
To me this bright world's a sepuchre,
The blade of seperation cut my heart;
The Hotaks grieve for this great loss,
The crown of our kingship's endangered;
When Shah Mahmud departed this life,
The whole Kandahar is weeping;
He was young, brave, valorous, 
Defending the honor and fame of his nation;
He besmeared his enemy with blood,
Like a lion, a leopard in the battlefield;
Pity, death took him away,
The whole Kandahar is weeping;Mahmud,
'tis not only thy sister that weeps,
Every village, every house bemoans your death;
Not only thine relatives, the king, thy brother's crying;
The whole Pashtun nation's mourning;
The whole Kandahar is weeping;
O! world, the kinship's lost, the crown no more;
As Shah Mahmud's laid in grave;
Dark and pitchy is the Pashtuns' sun,
The enemy will deride us,
The king's fall beggared the Pashtuns,
The whole Kandahar is weeping;
The army's dispersed, the Pashtuns perplexed,
The noble Mahmud is laid in the grave;
Gone are the throne and the crown of Isfahan,
The enemies rejoice at our sorrow;
Saying: the Pashtuns are now without a king,
The whole Kandahr is weeping,
O! firemament, what tyranny you've shown again!
You severed the link that joined the Pashtuns together;
You gladdened the enemy again by bereaving us,
When you shut up Shah Mahmud in the grave;
Our household is mourning, crying, moaning,
The whole Kandahar is weeping,
O! Hotaks cry, where's Shah Mahmud gone?
O! Pashtuns, where's you large army?
What became of our domain from Isfahan to Farah?
Where's our king, the protector of our honor?
The grandeur of the Pashtuns is no more,
The whole Kandahar is weeping,Mahmud,
you were young, why did you leave me forlorn?
Why you abandoned thy throne and thy crown?
Why did you forsake Isfahan?
Raise thy head, see, what our enemies are doing,
The enemies have risen again here and there,
The whole of Kandahar is weeping,
I hear their cries of sorrow, all lamenating,
The untimely death brought ruin to the Pashtuns;
It's now the sound of wailing brought by the wind;
The old and the young are all mournful,
Brother, may GOD make heaven thy abode!
May He give you peace after death!
Blessed be thy soul on the day of resurrection,
May thine face shine with the love and blessing of God;
May God always show mercy to you,
The whole of Kandahar is weeping,
