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- 36, THE WINDOW

In my barred window is hung many a cross,
Each coloured with the blood of its own Christ,
Each craving to hug tight a divine form.

On one the heaven’s spring cloud is sacrificed,
On one the radiant moon 1s cructfied,

On one is torn asunder. the trance-filled grove,
And on another the delicate breeze has died.

THE WINDOW

In my window how many crosses are fixed,
Each with the colowr of the blood of its Messiah,
Each with the hope of union with its Lord.

On one they make sacrifice of the spring cloud,
On one they murder the bright moon,

On one the rapt park is cut in two,

On one they put to death the morning breeze.

DARICHA

(Garti hain kitni salibent mére dariche men,
Harek apne masihd ke khiin ki rang liye,
Harek vasl-e-khudawand ki umang liye.
KisI pé& karte hain abr-e-bahar ko qurban,
Kisi pé gatl mah-e-tabnak karte hain,
Kisi p& hoti hai sarmast shakhsar do nim,
Kisi pé bad-e-sabi ko halik karte hain,
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Daily these kind and beautiful godlike things

Come weltering in their blood to my bitter cell;
And day by day before my watching eyes

Their martyred bodies are raised up and made well.

Each day that comes these deities of kindness and beauty
Drowned in blood come into my house of grief,

And daily before my eyes their

Martyr-bodies are lifted up, healed.

Har d’e din ye khudawandgin-e-mehr-o-jamal
Lah{i men gharq mére gham-kade men ate hain,
Aur 3'e din m&r nazron ke samme unke

Shahid jism salamat uthi'e-jate hain.
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