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.46. MY VISITOR

The whole wall has grown dim, to the circling roof;
All roads are blotted out, each wayfarer

Has taken his departure. Once again

My night and its own loneliness converse;

Once more my visitor I think has come,

This palm with henna stained, that palm with blood,
One glance all bane, the next ail healing balm.

MY ‘INTERVIEW’

A1l the wall has become black, up to the circle of the roof,
Roads have been extinguished, all travellers have taken leave;
My night has again begun talking with its solitude;

It seems that today my ‘interview’ has come again,

On one palm henna, on one palm blood,

One eye full of poison, in one eye medicing.

MULAQAT MERI

1 Sari diwar siya ho-ga'l td halqa-e-bim,

Raste bujh-ga’e, rukhsat hit’e rah-gir tamam;
Apni tanha'i se goya ha'l phir rét méri;

Ho na ho aj phir 4’1 hai muligat mérl,

£k hatheli p& hind, ek hatheli p& lahd,

Ek nagar zahr liye, ek nazar men dari.
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In my heart’s lodging no-one now for long
Has come or gone; grey solitude has left
The garden of pain unwatered; who is there
To fill its chalices of wounds with crimson?

Once more indeed my visitor has come,

Of her own will, my old acquaintance Death,
She who is adversary and comforter both,

To such as us the murderess and the sweetheart.

Since long no-one has come or gone it the halting-place of the
heartl;

In the isolation of pain the flowerbed of the scar has been un-
watered— '

W hom to tell that he should fill the cups of its wounds with colour?

And again of her own accord my ‘interviews’ has come,

Familiar death, who is both enemy and grief-soother,

Who for us people is both murderess and sweetheart.

Der se manzil-e-dil men ko' 4yd na gaya,
Furqat-e-dard men be-ib hi'd takhta-e-dagh:

Kis-se kahiye k& bhare rarig se zakhmon ke ayigh?
Aur phir khwud-hi chali 41 muligat méri,

Ashna maut jo dushman bhi hai, ghamkhwar bhi hai,
Vo jo ham logon ki gatil bhi hai, dildar bhi hai.
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