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28. AMONG TWILIGHT EMBERS

In the sky, while evening’s star burns out among -twilight
embers,
Long tresses float of the night of lovers kept apart.

Will no-one sound the marchl—an age almost has passed
Since heaven allowed the caravan of day-and-night to start.

No moon come now by night, cool cloud by day, to make
Old memories of friends and boon-companions smart!

Once more the breeze comes tapping at my prison door,
Whispering—Dawn is near; teach patience to your heart.

GHAZAL

In the ashes of twilight the star of evening has burned away,

The tresses of the night of separation have waved in the sky.

Cry out, someone, for a lifetime has nearly passed

That heaven has kept the caravan of day and night standing stiil.

This is the preventative of memories of wine-measuring snfvmates,

That the moon should not come out at night nor the cloud by day.

The morning-breeze has come again and knocked on the prison
door: :

‘Daybreak is near, tell your heart not to be agitated.’

GHAZAL

Shafaq ki rakh men jal-bujh-gaya sitara-e-shim,
Shab-e-firaq ke gest fazd men lahrd’e.

Ko'i pukdro k& &k ‘umr hone &' hai

Falak ko qafila-e-roz-o-sham thahrad’e.

Ye zid bai yid-e-harifan-e-bada-paimi ki

& shab ko chand na nikale, na din ko abr d’e.
Sabi-ne phir dar-e-zindan pé ike di dastak:
Sahar garib hai, dil se kaho na ghabra’e.

16X





