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34. A PRISON DAYBREAK

It was still dark, when standing by my pillow
The moon said to me “Waken, dawn is here:

The share poured for you of this night’s wine of sleep
Has sunk from brim to bottom of the cup.’

—I took farewell of my love's image, and gazed
Qut over the dim coverlet of the night’s
Siow-ebbing flood, where here and there a dance
Of argent ripples flickered, while the stars,

Like lotus-petals fallen from the moon's hand,
Came sinking, floating, fading, opening out;
Daybreak and night lay long in each other’s arms,

A PRISON DAYBREAK

There was night still remaining when coming beside my pillow

The moon said to me ‘Waken, morning has come,
Waken! the wine of sleep that was your portion this night
Has sunk from the lip of the cup to the bottom of the cup.’

Taking leave of the image of my sweetheart I lifted my glance

To the black coverlel of the night’s lingering flood:

'Here and theve whirlpools of silver began to come in a dance,

From the moon’s hand lotuses of stars falling, falling,
Sinking, swimming, kept fading, kept opening,
Nught and dawn for a long time were embracing.

ZINDAN KI EK SUBH

Rat baql thi abhi jab sar-e-bilin dkar
Chand-ne mujh-se kahd ‘Jag! sahar a'1 hai;
Jag! is shab jo mai-e-khwab téra hissa thi

Jam ke lab se tah-e-jdm utar-a’'1t hai.’
‘aks-e-jAnan ko vida® karke uthi merl nazar
Shab ke thahre hii’e pani ki siya chidar par:
Ja-ba-ji raqs men ine-lage chandi ke bhanwar;
Chand ke hiath se taron ke kanval gir-girkar
Dibte, tairte, murjhite-rahe, khilte-rahe,

Rat aur subl bahut der gale milte-rahe.
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Golden in the jail-yard my comrades’ features

Slowly emerging, a glow against the darkness,

Washed clean by oblivion’s dews of brooding grief

Tor loved face lost, or care for native land;,—

A far-off drum sounding, a shuffle of feet

Of pallid famished guards starting their rounds,

And arm in arm and on and on with them

The angry din of prisoner and complaint.

Light winds still drunk with dream-delights are stirring;
With them, ghostly, a prison’s bodeful noises:

In the prison yard the golden faces of comrades,

Shining out from the surface of davkness, grew little by litile,

The dew of sleep had washed away from those faces

Grief for country, pain of separation from the face of the beloved.

Fay off theve has been a drum, fechle steps have begun fo move
about,

Yellow, oppressed with hunger, the sentinels— )

With whom the frightful, resounding laments of the peoaple of the
prison

Arm in arm keep moving about. _

Breezes drunk with the pleasure of sleep have awakened,

The jail’s poison-filled, broken sounds have awakened:

Sahn-e-zindan men rafiqon ke sunahre chehre
Sat'h-e-zulmat se damakte hii'e ubhre kam kam;
Nind ki os-ne un chéhron se dho-dala thi

Des ka dard, firag-e-rukh-e-mahbiib ki gham.
Dar naubat h@’i, phirne-lage bezir qadam,
Zard, faqon ke satd'e hii'e pahre-wile:
Ahl-e-zindin ke ghazabndk, kharoshan nile
Jin-ki bahon men phird-karte hain bahen dile.
Lazzat-e-khwab se makhmir hawa'en jagin,

Jel ki zahr-bhari, chiir, sada’en jagin.

195



Yoy / # }‘/M .I A g A distant door opens, another shats,
}"' A d ¢ d 0180 .2 | A distant chain scrapes sullenly, scrapes and sobs,
s 3., g Far off a dagger plunges in some lock’s vitals,
L4 - .
d)) : ‘y (, /{J d / b%}) : A shutter rattles, rattles, beating its head.
My mortal foes have risen again from sleep,
/’Zj" a ) LL / ] A ) Grim monsters welded out of stone and steel,
Fast in whose talons daylong and nightlong wail
. Those gossamer spirits, my empty nights and days,
d ,!J /3 d:: o/ 0 g / ‘ Captives watching and waiting for their prince
' Whose quiver holds the burning arrows of hope.
uﬂff} Lt m s
Lfé—'f é(ﬁ)é‘;}ﬂj)uc ; Far away some door has opened, some other has closed,
LJ/ Juf Far away some chain has grumbled, and after grumbling w
¢ s + B : i a has sunk info some lock’s liver
4 =J ‘ﬁ | Far away a dagger has su ome loc ,
U 4‘/ df)})} ’ ‘j: o 0:; ‘ Some window has begun to bang its head again and again,—
G 2, 25 Ay if the enemies of life have yoused again from sleep,
«fe N
U.L’,{‘ Lﬁ lv Lé}) )L—'—V‘,’J (éféf/‘ ! _ Heavy demons cast from stone and sleel,
¢ p / o s . In whose grasp are making lament wight and day
o or The delicate fairies of my useless nights and days;
v l J - y ghis and days,;
Kﬁ w (fJ 2o/ /}‘ ~ ‘ These prisoners are watching for thewr prince,
e 30 In whose quiver are hope's burning arrows.
GLAIL u@u’
Diir darwaza khuld ko’i, ko'l band hi'd,
Dir machli ko'l zanjir, machalke ro',
Dir utara kisi tile ke jigar men khanjar,
Sar patakne-lagd rah-rahke daricha ko'i;—
! 25 Goya phir khwiab se bedar hit'e dushman-e-jan,
Sang o faulid se dhale hit'e jinnit-e-girdn,
TJinke chungal men shab-o-roz hain faryid-kunan
Mere be-kir shab-o-roz ki nazuk paryén;
Apne shahpiir ki rah dekh-rahi hain ye asir
30 Jiske tarkash men haifi ummed ke jalte hive tir.
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