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41. EVENING

It is as if each tree

Were an old deserted shrine,
Unlighted, Iong since pining

To be free to crumble away—
Each rooftop gaping, every
Portal at the last gasp;

And heaven a sort of priest,
Squatting since god knows when
Under the eaves, brow daubed
With scarlet, body with ashes,
Speechless, head hanging down;
—As if behind the curtain
There were some conjuror
Drawing such webs of magic
Over the universe,

EVENING

1t is as.if every free is some temple,

Some ruined, unlit old temple,

Which since long is seeking excuses for crumbling,;
Each roof torn, every door is at its last breath.

The sky is some priest who at the foot of each roof-wall,

On his body ashes smeared, on his forehead vermilion smeared,
Head drooping, is seated silent, there is no knowing since when.

1t is as if behind the curiain theve ©s some magician
Who has so spread over the heavens a net of magic,

SHAM
Is tarah hai k& har&k per ko'l mandir hai,
Xo'i ujrd hii'a, be-nfr purdnd mandir,
Dhiindta hai jo khardbi ke bahane kab se;
Chak har bam, harék dar ki dam-e-akhir hai.
Asman ko’i purohit hai jo har bam tale,
Jism par rakh male, mathe pé sindir male,
Sar nigin baithd hai chup-chap na jane kab se.

Is tarah hai k& pas-e-parda ko'l sdhir hai
Jis-ne difiq pé phailaya hai yiin sihr ki dam,
“27
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And time’s skirt and this evening’s
Were stitched together so close,
That twilight will never end,
Darkness will never come,

Night never decline, or morning
Ever return. . . . Heaven's prayer
Is that the spell may break,

The chain of silence snap,

Time’s skirt be disentangled—
Some wailing conch-shell blare,
Some jingling anklet speak,

Some idol waken, or some

Swart votaress lift her veil.

The evening's skirt is so joined with the skirt of time,
Now evening will never be extinguished and darkness nevey come,
Now night will never decline nor morning come.

Heaven has the hope that this spell may be broken,

That the chain of silence may be snapped, the skirt of time be freed,
That some conch-shell may make oufcry, some anklel speak,
Some idol awaken, some swarthy-beauty open her veil.

Daman-e-waqt se paiwast hai yin ddman-e-sham,
Ab kabhi sham bujhegi na andheri hoga,
AD kabhi rat ¢halegl na sawerd hoga.

Asman s liye hai k& ye jadn tite,

Chup ki zanjir kate, waqt ki daman chhiite,
Tse ko' sankh duha’i, ko'l piyal bole,

Ko’ but jage, ko'l sanwall ghiingat khole.
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