Mirza Asadullah Khan Ghalib {1797-1869)

Nagsh faryadi  hai kis kT shokhi-e tahrir ka

drawing complain- is whose playfulness of writing elegantly of

design ant whimsicality ornamental lines
coquetry setting free
brightness

Kaghaz-h1 hai pairahan har paikar-e tasveer ka

Paper is robe every face of picture of

mantle figure portrait .

likeness image

Kavkav-e sakht janiha-e tanhal na poochh
Subh karnd@ sham k32 [ana hai ju-e shir ka

Agahi d§m~e_shun'1'dan jis gadar chahe bichai
Muddu'a anga hai apne alam-e taqrir ka

Of whose exquisite scribbling
does the image complain
That paper is the garment
of every figure's form

Don't ask of the torment of

the intense struggles of solitude
Making evening morning

hewing a river of milk

However understanding spreads
nets of awareness
Meaning is the Anga'
of our realm of words




Mirza Asadullah Khan Ghalib (1797-1869)

Juz Qais aur koi na aya ba-ru-e kar
Sahra magar ba-tangi-e chashm-e husud tha

Tha khwab meN khayal ko tujh se miamala
Jab ankh khul gayT na ziyaN tha na sud tha

Letha huN maktab-e gham-e dil meN sabaq hanoz
Magar yehf ke “raft” gaya aur "bud" tha

DhaNpa kafan ne dagh-e ‘uyub-e barahnagl
MaiN warna har lib@s meN nang-e wujud tha

Tishe ba-ghair mar na saka Kohkan, Asad
Sargashta-e khumar-e rusim o quy{id tha

But for Qais none came
suited to the task of love
Perhaps the desert narrowed
jealous as an eve, it was.

In dream, the imagination had
dealings with you

When the eye opened, neither
gain, nor even loss, it was.

I take lessons still
- from the school of heart's sorrow
But only this:
“allait”-- he went, "etait”-- it was.

The shroud concealed the stain
of the shame of nakedness
Otherwise in every garment
existence was disgrace, it was.

Kohkan couldn't even die
without an axe, Asad,

Head spinning high drunk on
custom and constraint, he was.



