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33. A PRISON NIGHTFALL

Step by step by its twisted stairway

Of constellations, night descends:

Close, as close as a voice that whispers
Tendernesses, a breeze drifts by;

Trees of the prison courtyard, exiles

With drooping head, are lost in broidering
Arabesques on the skirt of heaven.

Graciously on that roof’s high crest
The moonlight’s exquisite fingers gleam;

A PRISON EVENING

By evening’s devious stars

Rung by rung night is coming down;

A breeze passes close by,

As if someone has spoken a word of love;

In the prison yard trees, with no native land,
Head drooping, are absorbed in making

On the skirt of heaven images and pictures;
On the crest of the roof is glittering

The beautiful hand of the gracious moonlight,

ZINDAN KI EK SHAM

Sham ke pech-o-kham sitaron se
Zina zina utar-rahi hai rat;

Yin sabd pas se guzarti hai

Jaise kah-di kisi-re pyar ki bat;
Sahn-e-zindan ke be-watan ashjar
Sar-niglin mahv hain banine men
Daman-e-dsman pé& naqsh-o-nigar;
Shana-e-bam par damakta hai
Mghrban chandni ki dast-e-jamil;
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Star-lustre swallowed into the dust,
Sky-azure blanched into one white glow,
Green nooks filling with deep-blue shadows,
Waveringly, like separation’s

Bitterness eddying into the mind.

One thought keeps running in my heart—
Such nectar life is at this instant,

Those who mix the tyrants’ poisons

Can never, now or tomorrow, win.

What if they put the candles out

That light love’s throneroom? let them put out
The moon, then we shall know their power.

The sheen of the stars has dissolved into the dust,

- The blue of the sky has dissolved into light,

In green corners dark-blue shadows
Wauver, as if into the keart
A ripple of pain for separation from the loved one were coming.

A thought continually says to my heayt:

Life is so sweet this moment,

The mixers of tyranny’s poison

Will not be able to be successful today nor tomorrow,

The lamps of the bridal-chamber of union,

Even if they have put them out, what then?

Were they to extinguish the moon, then we should acknowledge them.

Ehdk men ghul-ga’i hai ab-e-najiim,
Niir men ghul-gaya hai ‘arsh ka nil,
Sabz goshon men nilgfin si'e
Lahlahate hain, jis tarah dil men
Mauj-e-dard-e-firaig-e-yar a'e.

Dil se paiham khayal kaktd hai
Itni shirin hai zindagi is pal

Zulm ki zahr gholne-wale
Kamran hoe-sakenge ij na kal.
Jalwagah-e-visal ki sham'en

Vo bujhi bhi chuke agar, to kya?
Chand ko gul karen to ham janer.
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