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2g. TWO LOVES

Fresh yet in memory,

Saqi, rose-sister,

Those days whose bright mirror
Reflects her face still;

Those moments like opening
Blossoms, of sight of her,
Moments like fluttering

. Heartbeats, of hope for her—

Hope of fulfilment

Come to end heartache,
Hope of love’s night of thirst
Ending at last:

Sinking, those sleepless

Stars that rained sorrow,
Dawning, that destined

Joy so long waited—

TWO LOVES

Fresh are still in memory, oh vose-like Sagi,

Those days shining by the veflection of the face of the beloved,
That moment of meeting, like a flower opening,

That time of hope, like a heart palpitating—

Hope that, lo! the good-fortune of the sad heart has awakened,
Lo, love’s night of longing is over at last,

Lo, the sleepless stars of pain have sunk,

Now the destined-prize of impatient looks will shine:

DO ‘ISHQ

Taza hain abhi yad men, ai siqi-e-gul-fam,
Vo ‘aks-e-rukh-e-yir se lahke hil’e aiyam,

Vo phiil-si khilti hii'i didar ki sd‘at,

Vo dil-sa dharakta hii’d ummed ki hanigim—
Ummed k& lo jiga gham-e-dil ki nasiba,

Lo shaug ki tarsi hii'l shab ho-ga'l akhir,

Lo diib-ga'e dard ke be-khwib sitare,

Ab chamkegi be-sabr nigahon ka mugaddar:
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Oh, this rooftep the sun

Of your beauty will gild,
From that corner its rays
Red as henna will break,
From this doorway your steps
Like quicksilver gliding,

By that pathway your skirt,
A twilit sky, flowing!

Fevered days too

I have known, separation’s
Pangs, when lament was
Smothered in anguish,
Each night’s dark burden
Crushing the breast,

Each daybreak’s arrow
Piercing the soul.

From this voof the sun of your beauly will emerge,
From that corner will break the hewna-coloured ray,
From this door will flow the quicksilver of your walk,
On that path will flower the twilight of your dress.

Again, I have seen also those feverish days of separation
When lament was forgotten in anxiety of heart and soul,
Every night such a black load that the heart sank,

Every morning's flame entered my breast like an arrow.

Is bam se niklega tére husn ka khwurshid,
Us kunj se phiitegi kirn rafg-e-hina ki,

Is dar se bahega téri raftdr ki simab,

'Us rah pé phiilegi shafaq teri gaba ki.

Phir dekhe haini vo hijr ke tapte hii’e din bhi
Jab fikr-e-dil-o-jan men fughan bhiil-ga’i hai,
Har shab vo siya bojh ke dil baith-gaya hai,
Har subh ki lau tir-si sine men lagi hai.
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Lonely, how many.

Ways I remembered you-—-
Wretched, how many
Refuges caught at,

Pressing the wind’s cool
Hand on hot eyelids,
Round the moon’s cold neck
Throwing these arms!

So I have loved that
Mistress, my country,
Heart no less ardent

* Beating for her:

" This love too a pilgrim,
Seeking its haven -
Now in a curving cheek,
Now a curled lock.

In solitude what remembrances of you did I not have,

What vefuges did the sad heart nol search for;

Sometimes I laid on my eyes the hand of the morning-breeze,
Sometimes I put my arms round the neck of the moon.

In the same fashion I have loved myy darling country,

I'n the same manner my heart has throbbed with devotion to her,

In the same way my passion has sought for the easement of a
resting-place

In the curve of her cheek, sometimes in the curl of her ringlet;

Tanha'i men kya kya na tujhe yad kiya hai,
Kya kyi na dil-e-zir-ne dhiindi hain panahen;
Ankhon se lagdya hai kabhi dast-e-sabi ko,
Dali hain kabhi gardan-e-mahtdb men bahen.

Chaha hai isi rang men laila-e-watan ko,

Tarpi hai isI taur se dil uski lagan men,

Dhindi hai yfin-hi shaug-ne dsa'ish-e-manzil
Rukhsar ke kham men, kabhi kikul ki shikan mes;
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To that sweetheart too

Soul and flesh, every fibre,
Have called out with laughter,
Cried out with tears;

No longing of hers,

No summons unanswered,

Her griefs all transmuted,

Her sufferings made light;

Never devotion's
Prompting unheeded,
Never the trumpet

Left to ring hollowly—
Ease and indulgence,
Worldly distinction,

All the shrewd huckster’s
Counsels forgotten.

In the same way to that sweetheart of the world my heart and eyes

Laughingly called, sometimes weepingly cried out.

All the demands of her words of longing I fulfilled,

I made bright each pain, assuaged every grief;

No bidding of ecstasy was ever rejected,

Never did the sound of the bell velurn alone;

Welfare in life, comfort of body, corveciness of costume {respect-
ability),

Al the advice of the people of ambition, were forgotien.

Us jan-e-jahdn ko bhi yiin-hi qalb-o-nazar-ne
Hans-hanske sada di, kabhi ro-roke pukéra.
Piire ki'e sab harf-e-tamanni ke taqize,

Har dard ko ujyala, harék gham ko sanward;
Waipas nahin pherd ko’ farman juniin ka,
Tanhi nahin lauti kabhi awéaz jaras ki;
Khairiyat-e-jan, rihat-e-tan, séhhat-e-daman,
Sab bhil-ga'in masiahaten ahl-e-havas ki
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What others on that road
Meet, T have met with:
Prison-cell solitude,
Marketplace calumny,
Priestly anathemas
Thundered from pulpits,
Threats and revilings
From places of power,

No barbed dart of insult

By strangers omitted,

No mode of upbraiding

By near and dear spared.
—My heart neither this love
Nor that love repents;

My heart that bears every
Scar, but of shame.

W hat befalls everyone on that road befell me,

Solitary within the prison, somelimes dishonoured tn the markei-
place;

The divines thundered a great deal from the pulpzt COFHEF,

The men of authority voared a great deal tn the audience-chamber,

Strangers spared no arrow of calumny,

No manner of reproach was lift out by my own folk.

But my heart feels shame neither for this love nor for that love;

Theve is every scar on this heart except the scar of shame.

Is rdh men jo sab pé guzarti hai vo guzri,
Tanha pas-e-zindan, kabhi ruswa sar-e-bazér;
Garje hain bahut shaikh sar-e-gosha-e-minbar,
Karke hain bahut ahl-e-hukm bar sar-e-darbar.
Chhori nahin ghairon-ne ko'l navak-e-dushnam,
Chhiiti nahin apnon se ko'l tarz-e-malamat.

Is ‘ishq na us ‘ishq pé niddim hai magar dil;
Har dagh hai is dil men bajuz dagh-e-nadamat.
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