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taron ne jhilmila ke jo chera sitar-i subh

gane lagt caman men nasim-i bahar-i subh

The stars having scintillated, when the sitar of the morning was excited
Began to sing in the garden the spring breeze of the morning

guncon ki casm-i naz se tipka khummar-i subh

ubhra ufuq se jam-i zamurrud nigar-i subh

From the dalliance of the eye of the rosebud leaked the intoxication of the morning
Risen from the world, the cup of emerald, the embellishment of the morning

sa‘er ki rith ‘isq kt hamraz ho ga't

dunya tamam jalwah-gah-i naz ho ga’t

The soul of the poet has become the confidant of passion

The entire world has become the place of the manifestation of dalliance

Sam‘en hi'h khamos, chukne lage tuyur

ulti nigab carkh ne, jhalka zamin péh tir

The candles became silent, the birds started to chirp

The skies overturned the veil, the hill[s] sparkled on the ground

sinon men ahl-i dil ke hit’e qalb car cir

ankhon se rukh péh daur gaya ansi’on ka nir

In the chests of the people of the heart, the hearts were all in pieces
The light of the tears has run from the eyes onto the cheeks

darya bahe, catak ga’m kaliyan gulab ki

phiiti kucch us ada se karan aftab ki

The rivers ran, the rose’s buds burst open

Burst open/into tears, somewhat due to the blandishment of the sun

sabze péh lahr a’t, jinon khez ho gaya

Jjhonka har ik nasim ka gul-rez ho gaya

A wave came over the greens, which sprung up/were aroused
Every single breeze’s gust became flower petal shedding

Sab ka sukit lahn-i dil-avez ho gaya

rang-i hayat valvalah-angez ho gaya

The silence of the night has become a captivating tune
The color of life is exciting enthusiasm



tanvir khandah-zan hi'i tarik rat par

husn-i azal ki chiit pari ka'inat par

The refulgence became derisive of the dark night

The radiance of the beauty of eternity fell on creation

bad-i sahar ke jam péh qurban hazar jism

daman tamam Sabnam-i tazah se jis ka nam

A sacrifice on the cup of the morning wind, a thousand bodies
All fresh dew, the wetness of which skirted [it]

Jjhonke nahin yéh carkh se hai baris-i karam

har sans gusl dett hai sine ko dam bédam

There are no gusts, this gracious rain is from the skies
Every breath bathes the chest, unceasingly

tht rith men jo Sab ki kasafat, voh dhul ga’'t

gahrijo sans I, to girah dil ki khul ga't

That impurity of the night that was in the soul has become laundered
When a deep breath was taken, the knot of the heart was loosened

varaftagi ki sinah-i masriq men hai umang

har ciz men hayat ki paida hai ik tarang

Joy is in the eastern chest of [the sun’s] orbit
In every thing a ripple of life is born

girdon ki ab o tab se hott hai ‘aql-dang

halka sa abr, abr men yéh campa’1 sa rang

Dumbfounded by the luster of the skies

The pastel-colored cloud([s], this yellowish color in the cloud[s]

Jjam-i zamurrudin men maujen Sarab ki
Sabnam men cubh raht hai kiran aftab ki
Waves of wine in cups of emerald
The sunbeam is striking the dew

dulha bane hi’e hain Sigiifon se bistan

kundan bant hii'T hain paharon ki cotiyan

The gardens have become the grooms of the blossoms
The summits of the mountains have become golden

taron ka bazm-i carkh péh baqt nahin nisan

ankhen hain band, sakit o samit hai asman

No trace is left of the stars’ meeting with the skies
Thelir] eyes are closed; the sky remains silent

hathon péh aftab-i darakhsan li'e hii’e
jis azal ka dil men tasawwur ga’e hii’e



Received on the hands was the resplendent sun
In the heart of the eternity of which they were pictured

ragsan hai bahr, anjuman-i aftab men

jis tarh rith-i sukr ho mauj-i Sarab men

The ocean glitters/dances in union with the sun

In the way the intoxicated soul does in the wave[s] of wine

lahren hain ya hai zulf-i dota pec o tab men

galtan hai rith, bad-i saba ki habab men

Either waves or twisted locks are in the writhing

The soul is wallowing in the bubbles of the wind of the morning breeze

maujen ravan hi'T hain kucch us soz o saz se

jis tarh ko't caunk pare khwab-i naz se

Waves have been flowing, somewhat due to [their] inflammation with passion
In the way someone woke up from the dream of dalliance

Sam‘en bujhati @t hain thandt hawa ki rau

parvane sar-nigan hain dhii’an de raht hai lau

The candles have been extinguished, [by] the stream of cold air
The moths are depressed; the flame is smoking

yéh vadiyon men phel raht hai sihr ki zau

ya araht hai sar ko jhuka’e ‘artis-i nau

This shining of the morning is spreading in the valleys
Or [like] a new bride is coming, [her] head bent down

ankhon men dil-fartb tabassum li’e hit’e

kakul hai casm-i surkh péh sayah ki’e hii’e

Having taken on an alluring smile in [her] eyes
There is a lock, casting a shadow on [her] red eye

a’e jos! dekh gor se, yeh rags-i rang o bu

thi kab se tujh ko partav-i janan ki arzi

Oh jos! Look closely, this dance of color and scent

Was, since when, for you, the reflection of the desire of the beloved

han dekh! yéh tabassum-i gul, naz-i ab-ja!

kiikii ki yeh sada’™-i dil-afroz kit baki

Yes, see! This smile of the rose, dalliance of the streamlet
This heart-igniting voice of the dove, from street to street

ankhen utha, ‘ilaj-i dil-i dard mand kar

pai-ham sada’en salli ‘ala ki buland kar

Turning a blind eye to the cure for the pain of the heart

Again and again, voices exalting “[Allahuma] salli ‘ala [Muhammad va ali Muhammad]”



yéh sahn-i gulistan men hari dab ki ada
yeh vadiyon ki os men dubi hi' T hawa

This blandishment of green grass in the yard of the rose garden

This air, drowned in the dew of the valleys

yéh ko’ilon ki kiik, papihe ki yéh sada
rukhsar-i gul péh rang, halka sa dhiip ka

This shriek of the (Indian) cuckoo, this voice of the (Pied Crested) cuckoo

The color of the pastel-colored light on the cheek of the rose

ranginiyan yéh silsilah-i kohsar ki

yéh tang ghatiyon men sada ab-sar ki

These colors of the chain of mountains ranges
This sound of waterfall[s] in narrow valleys

yéh ab o tab-i cadar-i ab-ravan, yéh niir

nuzhat ka yéh hujum, latafat ka yéh maufar

This luster of the running waterfall, this light

This crowd of delight, this abundance of exquisiteness

yeh daman-i nasim men, sarmayah-i sarar

bikhre hit’e zamin péh moti yeh dar dar

In the skirt of the breeze, this capital of exhilaration
These pearls, scattered far on the ground

yéh jhalkiyan st pardah-i zulmat men nar ki

yéh ma'rifat men garq, sada’en tuyir ki

These flashes of light in the veil of darkness

These voices of birds, immersed in ‘mystic’ knowledge

kucch kah ke najm-i subh se yéh ul-wida*-i mah
yéh kunj ki nasim-i khunuk, yéh hart giyah

Having said something to the star of the morning this [is] the farewell of the moon

This cool breeze of the bower, this green grass

yéh nahar ki tarap kéh thaharti nahin nigah!

yéh phankri ka naz, kéh allah ki panah

This restlessness of the canal that does not stop the gaze
This dalliance of the flower petal that [is] Allah’s refuge

sahn-i zamin péh Sab ki siyaht li'e hii’e
yéh asman, afsar-sahi li’e hii’'e

The blackness of the evening has taken over the courtyard of the world

This sky has taken over the afsar-Saht

kundan se yéh kalas, yéh dil-avez kohsar



yeh dil-kusa caman, yéh farah-bakhs lalah-zar
This ball of gold, this captivating mountain range
This delightful garden, this joy-bestowing bed of tulips

Sakhon ka dil-bart se lacakna yeh bar bar

yéh méhr ka jamal, nah pinhan, nah askar

Through the loveliness of the branches, this bending time and again
This beauty of the sun, not concealed, not disclosed

yéh asman, jalwah-gari par tilla/tala hii'a

yéh husn-i la-zaval ka parcam khula hi’a

This sky was the coating on the manifestation
This banner of eternal beauty of was opened

a’e Saikh! ti nahin hai haqa’iq se bahrah-yab
fitrat-parast jos par aur is qadar ‘étab

Oh Saiykh! You are not prosperous of truths
And so much reproof of nature-worshiping jos

fitrat bhi teri tarh se hai sahib-i kitab

is din ka sahifah-i zarrin hai aftab

Nature, too, is like you, owner of the book

The golden revealed book of this faith is the sun

khasak kah raha hai jise ti, voh phil hai

nadan! subah-i guncah-kusa bhi rastl hai!

What you call rubbish, that is a blossom

Fool! The bud-opening dawn, too, is a prophet!



