6. LOVE, DO NOT ASK
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{ . on / w Love, do not ask me for that love again.
0L ” ** d . Once I thought life, because you lived, a prize—
U. . * L~ The time’s pain nothing, you alone were pain;

Your beauty kept earth’s springtimes from decay,
My universe held only your bright eyes—

2
7 s w j If I won you, fate would be at my feet.
Mifigredsbied . e

It was not true, all this, but only wishing;
Our world knows other torments than of love,

"G nr S5 .;/ Z—' And other happiness than a fond embrace.
LVJ} 4’ b’tfﬂ (j‘t ' Dark curse of countless ages, savagery
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DO NOT ASK FROM ME, MY BELOVED,
LOVE LIKE THAT FORMER ONE
Tl o= 57

1 Do not ask from me, my beloved, love like that former one.
I had believed that you ave, therefore life is shining;
4—L@/ w L,)B/[U}ﬁ([d)/ . There is anguish over you, so what wrangle is there ouver tke
‘ sorrow of the age?

] . Y
d tV }f’ u Jgd L&' d’ i j Fram your aspect springtimes on earth have permanence;

5  What does the world hold except your eyes?
t (V w A' u * }‘ : If you were to become mine, fate would be humbled.
f 0}’ L/.t ~ u o —It was not so, I had only wished that it should be so.
p There are other sufferings of the time (world)besides love,

b/ [ - ;’ u& A, y w" ﬁ Uﬁ; /9 f -+ There ave other pleasures besides the pleasures of union.

10 The dark beastly spell of countless centuries,

{ .
L‘}ZJ%{J‘% Up:'}‘jj MUJH-SE PAHLI-SI MAHABBAT, MERI MAHBUB,
u( '2C u/ NA MANG
b"’/ L UJ‘M u ’ ! I Mujh-se pahli-si mahabbat, méri mahbib, na mang.

Maifi-ne samajhd tha ké td hai, to darakhshan hai hayat;
Tera gham hai to gham-e-dabr ki jhagra kya hai?
Teri sirat se hai ‘Alam men bahiron ko sabit,

5 Teri ankhor ke siwa dunya men rakkha kya hai?
Ti jo mil-ja’e to taqdir nigin ho-ja’e.
Yin na tha, main-ne fagat chahi tha yin ho-ja'e;
Aur bhi dukh hain zamane men mahabbat ke siwa,
Rahaten aur bhi hain vagl ki rahat ke siwa.

10 An-ginat sadyon ke tarik bahemina filism
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Inwoven with silk and satin and gold lace,

Men’s bodies sold in street and marketplace,

Bodies that caked grime fouls and thick blood smears,
Flesh issuing from the cauldrons of disease

With festered sores dripping corruption—these

Sights haunt me too, and will not be shut out;

Not be shut out, though your looks ravish still.

This world knows other torments than of love,
And other happiness than a fond embrace;
Love, do not ask for my old love again.

Woven into silk and satin and brocade,—

Bodies sold everywhere in alley and market,

Smeared with dust, washed in blood,

Bodies that have emerged from the ovens of diseases,

Pus flowing from rotien ulcers—

My glance comes back that way too: what is to be done?
Your beauty is still charming, but what is to be done?
Therc are other suffevings of the time (world) besides love,
There are other pleasures besides the pleasures of union,
Do not ask from me, my beloved, love like that former one. '

Resham o atlas o kamkhab men bunwi’e hi'e,
Ja-ba-ja bikte hi'e kiicha o bazar men jism,
Khik men lithare hii'e, khiin men nahli'e hi'e,

* Jism nikale hii'e amraz ke tanniiron se,

Pip bahti hii'l galte hii'e nasiiron se—

Laut-jati hai udhar ko bhi nazar, kya kije?

Ab bhi dilkash hai téra husn, magar kya kije?

Aur bhi dukh hain zamane men mahabbat ke siwi,
Rihaten aur bhi haif vasl ki rihat ke siwi;
Mujh-se pahli-si mahabbat, mérl mahbib, na mAang.
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