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44. HYMN OF PRAISE

Sovereign lady of life’s city,
How can our. thanks to you be told?
Wealth the heart owns past all counting:
How then complain of penury?
Why should pensioners on your beauty
Take anxious thought for daily bread?
Making songs and selling sorrows—
Where should they find a merrier trade?

PRAISE

Queen of the city of life,

In what way could thanks to you be performed?
There is no counting up the wealth of the heart,
What complaint of poverty could be made?
Those who have become devotees of your beauty,
Where for them is anxiely about ltvelihood?

We shall sell pain, we shall sing songs—
Where a happier occupation than this?

HAMD

Malka-e-shahr-e-zindagi, terd

Shukr kis taur se ada kije?
Daulat-e-di}l kd kuchh shumar nahin;
Tangdasti ka kya gila kije?

Jo tére husn ke faqir hit’e,

Unko tashwish-e-rozgar kahan?
Dard bechenge, git gd'enge—

Is-se khwushwaqt kar-o-bar kahan?
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‘When cups spill and guests are gathered,

Who feels his debt to the comforter?
When tears fall the garden blossoms:

Who bears a grudge at niggard Springs?
We are blest—no shrine, no temple,

Shuts up from us our heart's desire;
Where should we go seeking fortune,

When all we care for shares our roof?
Who is rich enough to chaffer

About the moon and sun with us?
He who thirsts to give us battle

May conquer first the universe.

When the cup has. overflowed the gathering has collected:
Who feels obligation to the gractousness of the consoler?
When the tear has spiiled the flower-garden has bloomed:
Who feels grief af the tnadequacy of spring?

We are fortunate that the desire of (our) eye and heari
Is neither in (Hindu) temple nor in (Muslim) shrine.
Where are we to go to lest our fortune?

Euvery idol (atfraction) is in our own mansion.

Who is rich enough to

Negotiate with us the price of the sun and moon?
Whoever has a wish for battle with us,

Let him go and make conquest of the universe.

Jam chhalki to jam-ga'l mahfil:
Minnat-e-lutf-e-ghamgusar kise?
Ashk tapka to khil-gayd gulshan:
Ranj-e-kamzarfi-e-bahar kise?
Khwush-nashin hain k& chashm o dil ki murad
Dair men hai na khingah men hai,
Ham kahdn gismat 3zmane ja'en?
Har sanam apni bargah men hai.
Kaun aisd ghani hai jis-se ko'l
Naqd-e-shams-o-qamar ki bat kare?
Jis-ko shauq-e-nabard ko ham-se,
Ja'e, taskhir-e-kd'inat kare.
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