: 7. TO THE RIVAL
ﬁ ‘ : .’ d Round you my memories of that fair one twine

oo Who made my heart a fairies’ nursery,
‘ Caught in whose toils I called this busy age
An old wives' tale, and let the world go by.
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Her youthtime deigned to tread, drunk with youth’s pride,

“b/ o of? / ! While as her beauty’
y's pageant passed, these eyes
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Gazed on it worshipping, unsatisfied.
M U W/ LL;, - Q‘W With you too have those darling breezes plﬁyed
L‘{‘ “} 4 .u:w s  Where fading perfume of her dress still baags,
w (e/ L: . Lj ( . / R Onlyou too from her roof has rained that moonlight
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:: d;(j..: /] o)%f:" é-ffﬂd;. ’ 1 Come, for memories ave linked with you of that beauty

. . 9 Who turned this heart into a fairy-house,
. ¢ -
. f ’ ‘/( In attachment to whom I had forgotten the world,
4 (/( “L‘E’é—d }? U/‘f”" UJ’ [ had turned the age into a fable of an age.
%o 9 ” ;J’? K 5 Familiar with youv steps are those paths on which
LZJU‘J ":y’(ﬁ?w pa, UI}J Her intoxicated youth bestowed ilself,
, /. .;f/ By which the caravans of her charms have passed
é,(f“ d U/ A That these eyes profitlessly adored.
¢ U}Lf/’})’“ééu !u/‘ uy/ With you have played those beloved breezes in which
10 Thé faded scent of her dress rEMAINS
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w&y Lj.{l}:h./}fgﬂ}uf‘;:érﬁf On you too has rained from that roof the light of the moon
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s / " P s, _ 1 1} k& Vflbiti hain u}s{,h husnbki yid?htuj:ll-se
. is-ne is dil ko pari-khdna bana-ra a tha,
Jj ?w&ﬂtdféb‘f Cf"'.{ﬁ{ Jiski ulfat meﬂ}.;)hulﬁ—rakkhi thi dunya ham-ne,
Dahr ko dahr ki afsina bani-rakha tha.

5 Ashnd haiii tére qadmon se vo rahen jin-par
Uski madhosh jawini-pe ‘indyat ki ha,
Karawan guzare hain jin-se usi rand’i ke
Jiski in ankhon-ne be-sid ‘ibadat ki hai.
Tujh-se kheli haint vo mahbub hawi’en jin-men

1o Uske malbis ki afsurda mahak baqi hai;
_ Tujh-p# bhi barsd hai us bam se mahtdb ki nur
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" Haunted by long-done nights and bygone pangs.

You who have known that cheek, those lips, that brow
Under whose spell I fleeted life away, '
You whom the dreamy magic of those eyes

Has touched, can tell where my years ran astray.

Such gifts as love and love’s keen anguish bring,
Gifts beyond counting, side by side we earned:

To whom else could I speak of what that passion
Cost e, or through that passion what I learned?

In which the pain of bygone nights remains.

You have seen that forehead, that cheek, that lip,

In contemplation of which I squandered existence;

On you have been raised those lost-in-thought magical eyes;

To you is known why I wasted life.

Qurs in parinership are the favours of the pain of devotion,

So many favours that of I were to count I would not be able to
count;

 What I lost in this love, what I learned,

Jis-meri 'bitl h'1 raton ki kasak baqi hai;

Ti-ne dekhi hai vo peshani, vo rukhsdr, vo hont
Zindagi jinke tasawwur men lutia-di ham-ne,
Tujh-p& utthi haii vo khé't hii'l sihir ankhen,
Tujhko ma'lim hai ky@n ‘umr ganwa-di ham-ne.
Ham-p# mushtaraka hain ihsan gham-e-ulfat ke,
Ttne ihsin ke ginwd'in to ginwa na sakiin;
Ham-ne is ‘ishq men kyd khoya hai, kya sikha hai,
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I learned of misery, helplessness, despair,
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U JW(J} b{d . / }I d—-f/,’ 2 I learned to be the friend of suffering creatures,

I came to know the torment of the oppressed,
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- o b v a The truth of sobbing breath and livid features.
f .: oh : A f C a Wherever now the friendless crouch and wail
“’UJ/ 232D d lﬂ}‘/ .L. Till in their eyes the trickling tears grow cold,

Or where the vulture hovering on broad pinions

L‘gw :’, W 'f- u}"?, /j f Snatches the morsel from their feeble hold—
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explain. ,
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f A carned helplessness, I learned protection of the poor,
Wrd)@fé}) / ..% I learned the meaning of despair and frustration, of suffering and
s P & 4 pain,
(JZ‘ L‘V}’ < éddﬂ(l"’é [ I learned to understand the afflictions of the downirodden,
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wd s o I learned the meaning of chill sighs, of livid faces.
[af ot ?‘:. e .(. e : 25 Wherever sitting weep those helpless ones whose

~ ‘j..“ v ; (J}’ ‘}/‘ U" I}'L J Tears, flowing in their eyes, fall asleep—

Or eagles pounce on the morsels of the feeble ones,
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| 20 Juz tére aur ko samjha'in to samjha na sakiin.
t ‘ajizl sikhi, gharibon ki himayat sikhi,
Yas o hirmén ke, dukh dard ke ma'ni sikhe,
Zerdaston ke masd’ib ko samajhnd sikha,
Sard 3hon ke, rukh-e-zard ke ma'ni sikhe.
25 Jab kahin baithke rote ham vo be-kas jinke
Ashk dnkhon men bilakte hii'e so-jate hain,
! Ni-tawanon ke nivilon pé jhapatte hain ‘uqdb
Bazi tole hii'e, mandlite hit’e dte hain,
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When labourers’ flesh is sold in chaffering streets,

Or pavements run with poor men’s blood,

That lurks inside me blazes up beyond

a flame

All power of quenching; do not ask its name.

Wherever the workman's flesh is sold in the market,
The blood of the poor flows on the highroads,—

Something like a fire that s always in my
not ask!
No control over my heart is left o me.

breast mounts up, 4o '

Jab kabhi bikta hai bazar men mazdiir ka gosht,

Shahrahon pé ghariboi ka lahil bahta hai,

Ag-si sine men rah-rahke ubalti hai, na piichh!
Apne dil par mujhe gaba hi nahin rahta hai.
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