(it

L‘;‘%/d;@bu’ G (P:] A
Aty ot
& Habé’:,,{jﬂ

»
%

W p et sh il

tal

LP i eiens GG

*

* o

Wi
/J{/*Lbdayj/d’::fﬁ:;’wb
wf el fy b
TRt

272

AR > Ao
gc‘.—ﬂ’a}ﬁ)lﬁy&g’;'

IO

I0

53. HEART-ATTACK

There was such pain that night my maddened spirit
Was on fire to wrestle with every living fibre,

Gush out through every pore.

Tt seemed as if far off in your green bower

The leaves all dripping with my agonized blood
Were sickening of the moon’s beauty—

As if this body were a desert,

All these racked nerves its tent-ropes,

One after one slackening, warning

Of life’s caravan making ready for departure.

‘HEART-ATTACK'

The pain was such that that wight my wild heart

Wanied to wrestle with every vein of life,

Wanted to dvip away through every hair’s root;

And somewhere far off (it was) as if in your garden courtyard
Every leaf, washed in my miserable blood,

Began to look weary of the moon’s beauty;

As if in the desert of my body

The tent-ropes of all my aching nerves had loosened

And begun one after the other to give notice

Of preparation for the departure of the caravan of zest-of-living;

HEART-ATTACK

Dard itnd thi k& us rat dil-e-vahshi-ne

Har rag-e:jan se ulajhna chaha,

Har bun-e-mi se tapakné chabd,

Aur kahin dir, tére sahn-e-chaman men goya
Patta pattd mére afsurda laht men ¢hulkar
Husn-e-mahtab se jzurda nazar ine-laga;
Mere virina-e-tan meft goya

Sare dukhte hit'e reshoft ki tanaben khulkar
Silsila-war patd dene-lagin
Rukhsat-e-qafila-e-shauq ki taiyari ka;
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Somewhere in memory’s dying candle-light

A momentary vision, last glimpse of your tenderness;

But even that, there was so much pain, I wanted to be done
with :

—Or T wanted to stay, but my spirit would not.

And when in memory's expiving candles came in view somewhere
For one instant the final moment of your loving-kindness,

The pain was such that one wanted to pass by even it—

I indeed wished, but my heart did not wish, to stay.

Aur jab yad ki bujhti hi'f sham‘on mer nazar aya kahin
Ek pal, akhiri lamha térl dildar] ki,

Dard itnd tha k& us-se bhi guzarni chaba—

Ham-ne chihi bhi, magar dit na thahma chiha.
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