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1z. POETRY’'S THEME

Twilight is burning out and turning chill,

Night comes fresh-bathed from where the moon’s spring
flows;

And now—these eager eyes shall have their will,

These avid fingers feel the touch of those!

Is that her fringed veil, is it her face, her dress,
Behind the hanging gauze, that makes it glow—
And in the vague mist of that rippling tress
Does the bright earring twinkle still, or no?

Subtly once more her loveliness will speak,
Those pencilled lids, those languorous eyes, again;

POETRY'S THEME

Evening, numb and smouldering, is being extinguished,

Soon night will emerge, bathed, from the fountain of the moon,
And the eyes’ desive will be fulfilled, '
And these thirsting hands will touch those hands!

Is it the border of her veil, or cheek, or is it hey manile?
Something there is by which the curtain is being tinged with colour.
There is no knowing whether in the hazy thick shade of that tress
That earving is still twinkling or not.

Today again there will be the same style of caplivating beauty,
Those same as-if-sleeping eyes, that line of lampblack,

MAUZU-E-SUKHAN

Gul hii'i-jati hai afsurda sulagti hii'l sham,
Dhulke niklegi abhi chashma-e-mahtab se rit,
Aur—mushtidq nigihon ki suni-ja’egi,

Aur—un hiathon se mas honge ye tarse hii'e hat!
Unka anchal hai, k& rukhsar, k& pairdhan hai?
Kuchh to hai jis-se hi'i-jati hai chilman rangin.
Jane us zulf ki mauhfim ghani chhé’on men
Timtimatd hai vo dAweza abhi tak k& nahin.

Aj phir husn-e-dilara ki vuhi dhaj hogi,

Vuhi khwibida-si ankhen, vuhi kdjal ki lakir,
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Dusted with that faint powder, her pink cheek,
On her pale hand the henna’s delicate stain.
Here is the chosen world of rhyme and dream
My muse inhabits, here her darling theme!

——Under the black and blood-red murk of ages
How has it fared with Eve’s sons all these years?
How shall we fare, where daily combat rages

Of death with Jife? how fared our forefathers?

Why must those gay streets’ swarming progeny
So draw breath that to die is all they crave?

In those rich fields bursting with bounty, why
Must no ripe harvest except hunger wave?

On the colour of the cheek that faint cloud of powder,

On the sandalwood-coloured hand the misty tracery of henna.

This only is the world of my thoughts, my verses,

This only is the soul of my meaning, this only is the darling of
wmy intent.

Down to today, under the shadow of red and black centuries,
What has befallen the offspring of Adam and Eve?

In the daily battle-array of death and life,

W hat will befall us, what has befalien our ancestors?

The multitudinous creatures of these glittering cities,

Why do they keep living only in destve of death?

These lovely fields, whose bloom is bursting out,

Why does only hunger keep growing in them?

Rang-e-rukhsar pé halkd-sa vo ghaze kd ghubar,
Sandali hath pé dhundii-si hina ki tahrir.

Apne afkar ki, ash'ar ki dunya hai y&hi,
Jan-e-mazmin hai yéhi, shihid-e-ma‘ni hai yé€hi.

Aj tak surkh o siya sadyon ke si'e ke tale,
Adam o Havva ki aulad pé kya guazri hai?

Maut aur zist ki rozina safard’lt men,

Ham pé kya guzregi, ajdad pé kya guzrl hai?
In damakte hii'e shahron ki fardwan makhliq
Kyiin faqat marne ki hasrat men jiya-karti hai?
Ye hasin khet, phatd-partd hai joban jinka,
Kis-liye un-men faqat bhik nga-kartl hai?
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Walls dark with secrets frown on every side,
That countless lamps of youth have sunk behind;
Everywhere scaffolds on which dreams have died
‘That lit unnumbered candles in man’s mind.

—These too are subjects; more there are;—but oh,
Those limbs that curve so fatally ravishingly!

Oh that sweet wretch, those lips parting so slow—
Tell me where else such witchery could be!

No other theme will ever fit my rhyme;

Nowhere but here is poetry’s native clime.

These harsh walls on every side, full of mysteries,

In which the lamps of the youlh of thousands have burned away,
These execution-grounds, at every step, of those dreams

By whose radiance the minds of thousands are lamps:

These also are themes, others also like them there may be.

But the slowly opening lips of that saucy one!

Ah, the cursed alluring lines of that body!

You yourself say, will there be such sorceries anywhere else?

My theme of poetry is nothing else except these,

The native land of the poet’s nature is nothing else except these.

Ye harék simt pur-asrar kari diwaren,

Jal-bujhe jin-men hazaron ki jawani ke charagh,
Ye harék gam pé un khwibon ki maqtal-gahen,
Jinke partau se chardghan hain hazaron ke dimégh:
Ye bhi hain, aise ka’l aur bhi mazmiini honge;
Lekin us shokh ke ahista-se khulte-hd'e hont,

Hi'e us jism ke kambakht dil-awez kKhutiit—

Ap-hi kah1ye kahin aise bhi afsiin honge?

Apni mauzi'-e-sukhan inke siwd aur nahin,
Tab‘-e-sha'ir kd watan inke siwd aur nahin.
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