240 ’ A HISTORY OF URDU LITERATURE

deliberately isolated himself from other fields of experience and singled
out love as his theme. But what is lauded as renunciation may in reality
be a genuine limitation. Confined té the limited space and narrow wails
of his temperament, he probably had no vision of the world beyond it.
Another difference between them should also be emphasiz_eé. Quite
early in life, Ghilib broke away from the thraldom to his ingenious fancy
and wrote poetry that is as'simple as it is deep. Indeed, as time passed, he
freed himself more and more. Momin’s poetry; with a few exceptions, is
uniformly subtle: it shows no development.: C

To conclude, Momin’s mind is strongly ‘metaphysical’. He has ‘a-

passion for the tortuous, far-fetched, intricate, ingenious, and recondite.
Some of his verses are so compressed that they leave one groping in the
dark. His gasidas are so overlaid with scholarship and are so full of
out-of-the-way altusfons that one must have something of the scholar-
ship of the poet himself to understand them. But suppose you penetrate
through the thicket of his obsolete learning, what do you get? Certainly
not what you get in Browning or Donne. There is no fount of feeling

behind his subtlety. He writes with the head, not the ‘heart, and behind

the impenetrable garb of his scholarship-there lurks the skeleton of a
conceit. His best points are his ironic wit and vivacity. The following
:_gf_zazal.ls among his best, and one wishes that he had written more often
in this'strain: '
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Eyes brimful of modesty—O what grace they shed!
Her cruelty is extended even to her vulgar admiters. O what elegancet . ...

Lcd by hly; iove_fon_- her, I decided to forgo the profniéed houri in hea_ven;.
Mark the beginning of this happy-ending love affair! o

Why cllo_yc.)u_'(_:h-ide e for my madncss, O frié:_rid L - )

Note first the bewitching glance of that magical eye!

The rejected lovers (Whose love was selfish) in despération laid down their lives,
Lok at the misfortune of the trie lovers! ™~~~ = =~ o
At the bare mention of my name she got up (to go), N
Mark the honour dorie me on‘account of my notoriety as a lover!: i
‘By- all means cast secret glances at my rivals in the assembly-—

Ifit is your wish that your secret should not remain hidden!,

Fivery fan of that Venus-like beauty is like a flash of fire,

It leaps up like a flame—O what a marvellous voice!

My tears bear testimony to her chastity, - _ _
Look at the miracle of that heartless Joseph! -~ a L

Fven in-Paradise Momin was not destined to meet the idols (the beautiful-ones} :

Look at the cruelty of the disuniting death!

5

Mirza Asadullah Khan, surnarhed G_l_li‘lib, was-borﬁ. on 27 ]jECCmbe.f

1797, in Agra. His father, Mirza ‘Abdullah, ari officer in the Alvar army,
dying during a punitive expedition, Ghilib, who was then hardly five,

became the ward, first, of his uncle Nasrullah Kban, a cavalry officer in-

the British army, and on his death, four years later, that of his brother-in-
taw, Nawab Ahmad. Bakhsh, recognized by.the British-government as
the guardian of the former’s family. Though nominally a ward of the.
Nawab, Ghalib passed his childhood and youth under. the roof of his
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maternal grand-uncle in Agra, ina state of sumptuous ease. As a result
of this early freedom, he plunged into youthful éxcesses and low com-
pany, and had, by his own account, his fill of the fashionable vices of the
day. These costly and extravagant habiis weighed heavily on him in Jater
life, when, in reduced circumstances, he had to fend for himselfas best he
could.: ' - ' : :

- Ghalib’s early escapades have lent colour to the view that his educa-
tion must have been neglected. But this opinion does not seem to be
correct. Poetry was then considered one of the necessary accomphsh—
ments of the gentry, and Ghalib, who'is said to have begun writing in the
difficult style of Bedil at twelve or so, must have gone through a course of

- regular tramlng early in life. By his own account, the chief formative

influence in his life, so far as education was concerned was that of
Hurmuz (‘Abdus-Samad), a Zoroastrian convert, who stayed with him
as his guest for some two years and introduced him to Persian literature,
mythology and history. Later, Ghalib was wont to treat this teacher of
his as an imaginary figure, invented to silence the critics who ascribed his
literary oddities to the absence of a regular literary training.” This mild
expression of vanity has been made into a serious ground for his moral
arraignment by Dr‘Abdul Latif8 Withotit going into the ethical imiplica-
tions of the case, it'is enough to point out that Ghalib; as his cGrreéspon-
dence shows, continued to revere the memory of his teacher; nor was he
far wrong in approprlatmg some praise for his seif-education. It'is hard
‘to believe that such competent scholarship as Ghahb s could have been
acquired in a year or two of casual study at a time when, as we learn
from his correspondence, he was more interested in chess, lute—ﬂymg,
and other boyish sports than in books. Ghalib was essentially a self-
taught man; and there is no escaping the idea that, at some stage in his
youth, he must have employed himself diligently to the improvement of
his mind.
The year 1826 came as a turning-point in his life. He had been for
some time in straitened circumstances, and came to believe that the
Nawab had all along withheld a part of the pension to which he was
_entitled as a member of his. uncle’s family. This led to -a prolonged
lawsuit, which being decided dgainst him in 1831, left him almost a
ruined man. He had acquired expensive habits which his meagre pen-
sion of Rs sixty-two or so per mensem did not enable him to support, and
he was involved ‘in serious financial difficulties. The shadow of the
debtor’s prison hung over him, and his peace of mind was gone for-ever.
Henceforth, we find hil making desperate efforts to add ta his emotu-
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ments by seeking preferment at court; but the Emperor who'had takena

dislike to him for some political reasons (which we need not go into in -
this brief sketch), continued to look-askance at him; and it-was only in

1850, when he was already an old man, that he relented so far as to
honour him with a title and appoint him as Royal Hlstorlographer atRs
fifty per mensem. A few years before, in 1847, he had. been made to taste.
the bitterness of life to the dregs on being imprisoned for gambling at the
report of a police inspector.? He was released before he had served his’

term, at the intercession of some influential friends, but his heart was
‘broken by the humiliation. In 1854, on Zauq’s death, he-was appomted

poetic preceptor to the Emperor, but these small mercies. dlsappeared
with the Mutiny. His troubles now reached their climax: His pension
was withdrawn and for some time he lived precariously by selling his

household effects. T'wo years after the Mutiny, the Nawab of Rampur :
bestowed upon him a stipend of Rs 100 per mensem for life. A year after; .
his pension was restored; probably at the intercession of Sayyld Ahmad. - .
Khan. and he was able'to pass his last days in comparatlve €ase, dylng on

13 Februarv 1869.

I havereserved for separate dlscussmn an event in Ghallb s hfe, namely, :
his visit to Calcutta in cornection with the pension he used to get i .

return for the fief of his uncle..-He: stayed in'that semi-Westernized city for
about two years and was niiich impressed- by the technological advance
made- by the British. Consequently, when Sayyid- Ahmad Khan re-
quested him to write'a favourable review of his edition of 4 In-e-Akbari,
he sent him a gtz to the effect that the British had so much outstripped

the Mughals in-the art of civilization that 1t was a sheer waste oftimeto

-resurrect works which'had had thieir: day. : :
Influenced by this encomium on the Br1t1sh Professor Ihtlsham Hu-

sain had drawn the conclusion that Ghalib’s visit to Calcutta 'was a.
“turning-point in his life and gave him a new outlook on l1fe Dlscussmcr_ .

the 1mpact this visit had on him, he wr1tes

No conclusive evidence can be c[rawn, but notmg the stnkmg 31m11ar1tv that
exists bétween the prose of Ghalib’s Urdu letters and the style that 'was bemg
consciously cultivated in the prose at Fort William College, it- doés appear

conceivablé that during his two years in Calcutta; Ghalib studied the new prose

and benefited from the beauty and effect with Whic‘h other Urdu writers were as
vet unacqualnted 1
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- This view s flatly contradicted by Ghalib’s own account of why he

discarded the old florid style in favour of the simple one he used in a part.

of his correspondence: He himself assigns two reasons for it: (1) he found
the difficult style too exacting in old age and decided to give it up, and (2)
his duties as Roval Historiographer left him little -time for it. With
Ghalib this change to the simiple style was merely a matter of conveni-
ence, and he set ne store by it. It was only on being complimented by his
friends for it that he realized how unwittingly he had given a new
direction to prose. . - : R : )

Professor Thtisham Husain’s viewpoint is untenable from the purely
historical angle as wéll. According to him Ghalib studied the new prose
during his stay in Calcutta in 1828 and was impressed by it, yet it was
somewhere in 1845 that he began to use it in his correspondence. Surely
this presupposes an inordinately long incubation period.

It is also noteworthy that Glilib in his writings nowhere speaks of the
Fort William College literature; he does not include it in his encomiums
on the British. He writes of charming ladics and fine buildings and lawns
and costly wines, But there is not the slightest reference to the College
and the new prose. And if he broke away from the old prose style under the
impact of the Fort William College literature, it is most surprising that
he should have made no mention ofit. '

“In fact, Ghélib attached no importance to the new style; he used it for
correspondcernce with -his friends and equals, but in his letters to the
nobifity he scrupulousty stuck to the old florid style. . : .

- One might as well ask: was the Fort William Gollege literature strictly

confined to the bounds of Calcutta and not known outside that city? We
have clear evidence that it was known in northern India, as is provided by
Rajab “Ali- Suriir’s attack in Fasana-e-‘Ajaib on. Mir Amman’s Bagh-o-
Bahar which he ridicules as bald and savourless in style. Like so many
others, Ghalib, in all probability, had heard of it but there is ﬁothing to
prove that he was even remotely interested in it, ‘

The idealistic view of Ghalib the man, curiously enough, thought by
some to be the necessary adjunct to his poetic achievement, and based on
nothing better than an anecdote or two and a few of his verses, is not

supported by facts. His letters to the Nawab of Rampur, published in
1937, are typically oriental and courtier-like in their fulsome adulation
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and are a bitter pill to swallow for his admirers. Reviewing the book, Dr
‘Abdul Haq wrote: :

In some of these letters he has implored monetary help to meet his labilities in
such words as are incompatible with the-dignity of a great poet, and it is possible
that sore readers should resent their publication and consider them to be a slur
on their beloved poet. But intelligent admiration demands that we should study
both sides of his character; good and bad, as truthfully and honestly as possible.!! ‘

Even a casual study of these letters would convince any disinterested
person that the man who wrote: ‘

7 . . . . ¥
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Evenin adoration I am so intent on my self-respect o
That T would retrace my footsteps if T did not find the door of the Ka*ba open,
seldom tried to follow this counsel of perfection in the practical affairs of
life. ' ' : . o
The more carefully Ghalib’s correspondence is studied, the more
evident it becomes that he was essentially a man of the world. There was
very little of the hero or the hero-worshipper in him. An egoist by
temperament, like most poets and artists, he was very little endowed
either with enthusiasm or loyalty. Of him it may be said that he knew

snly one hero—Ghalib—and he worshipped him with unremitting as-

siduity. That he developed a sensitivity to the wrongs and sufferings of
his community after the Mutiny, his letters fully establish. But a few

years before the Mutiny he had felt no qualms in transferring ‘his’

allegiance to the British on learning that the Fast india Company had
decided to terminate the Mughal dynasty on Bahadur Shah’s demise. He
had no sooner comeé to know.of this than he decided to cement friendly
relations with the British, and composing a gasia in praise of Queen
Victoria, forwarded it to Lord Canning with the request that, as a
leading poet, he might be honoured with ‘title, robe of honour, and
pension’.”? After the Mutiny, when he was a political suspect and his
pension had been withdrawn, he plied Lord Canning with a large

number of gasidas, and did not desist until he was told in unequivocal

terms ‘not to-send such things to him in future’." -

From the above it is possible to draw one inference only-—that Ghalib
was an opportunist and was not troubled with feelings and sentiments.
He held that ideals were for rmen and not men for ideals, and were oni the
whole a pretty disagreeable thing if your object was to geton in life. The

o
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~desperate efforts he made for the restoration of his pension, the pertina-
- city with which he courted the officials, the rebuffs he encountered in his
attempts to contact them—all show that he was a practical man with an
eve to his own interests, Ghalib had a genius for perseverance. He had
set-his heart on being admitted to the Imperial court, and undeterred by

-Bahadur Shah’s coldness, he plied him with gasida after gasida, until he
* had gained his object. And the motive was self-love. It was not cnough’

" for him to know that his genius as a poet had been recognized by the
léading men of the day. It must be ratified by the Emperor; he must have
his place by the side of his hated rival Zauq, who, he believed, had come
between him and preferment at court. Ghalib’s self-esteem sometimes

“bordered on the caniic. I wonder if there is any other poet of equal fame

- or merit who strove so much to be-in the limelight, or took such a childish

‘delight in titles, distinctions, robes of honour, invitations to durbars, or

‘ ‘plumed himself so much on his contacts with the official world. He

*smacks his lips over them in his correspondence and recounts them to his
" friends with elaborate unction. When he was bespattered with mud by a

* critic for his attack on the authorof Burkan-e-Qati', what pained him most

~was that he (the critic) had been wanting in respect to a titled person who
. stood well with the Government. ‘

- Al the abusive epithets that exist in the language have been showered by him on

" me. He should have realized that even if I am not a poet and scholar, ¥ hold, at

: ._':‘]je,als;t", ‘a. distinguished position among the gentry and aristocracy. 1 am an

: honourable man, nobly descended, and on friendly terms with the Indian gentry,

. chiefs; and maharijas. T have been recognized as Rafs-Zada by the Government,

~awarded the title-of Najm-ud-Daula by the Emperor; and addressed as Khan Sahib

‘and Very Dear Friend by the Government. Did he ever think: Why should T call

h1m 'g'nmng, dog, ass, when he is addressed as ‘Khiin Sakib by the Government? In
-~ reality this is putting a slight on the Government, nobility, and gentry of Indiia.**

.~ “We would be tempted to treat Ghalib as the injured party in this
- controversy, if we did not know that he himself was by no means a model
- of'forbearance as a controversialist.” As regards the merits of the con-
‘troversy, Ghalib’s position was untenable. His contention was that no
~one could say ‘the last word on Persian lexicography except Persian
scholars. So-far he was not far wrong, But being himself a Mughal and;
_-lthercf'pre, as 'n_uich.an outsider as any Indian scholar, what grounds had
he; -one wonders, for posing as-an authority on the Persian language?
o _I_m_:cre__sting-light-is thrown on this aspect of his mind by his attitude
- ‘towards the masses. He disliked the popular taste in poetry both as a
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scholar and an aristocrat. Yet what really gave point to his contempt for
the masses was that they had failed to recognize his genius. His position
was illogical. He deliberately cultivated a difficult style to rise' above the
rank and file of poets; and when people failed or refused to respond to his
style, he was angry with them for not doing him justice. No reprieve was
to be given tothem because they had injured his ego. o
His twin weakness was envy, which often degenerated into a scathing
contempt for his successful rival Zaugq, whose plebeian taste often pro-
voked him into saying very ungenerous things about him.'"" Ghalib was
what we would call a highbrow today, but 1 cannot withstand the.
conclusion that his vehement dislike of the popular element in poetry
was enormously strengthened by his dislike of Zaug—the most popular
poet of the age. . ' _ . - :
In stressing the less attractive side of Ghalib’s character my sole
desire is to bring to light those subconscious traits which, as we shill see,

largely determined his inner life and thereforé his poetry. He had his

good points no less; he had all the virtues of the aristocracy. His treat-
ment of the poor was full of ‘aristocratic condescension. Generous to 4
fault, he continued to support his servants and dependants even in his
darkest days, with his usual cheerfulness and liberality. His eminence as
a poet made him friends, and his wit, genetosity, and courtly manners

‘enabled him to retain them. Noblesse oblige was not a cultivated attitude

with him, it was an 'inst:inct. Such was the amiable side of his character;
but the other, the less amiable side, too, was no less pronounced. Ghalib

~ could forgive a thousand things, but if you hurt his_‘self-estceni, he
‘pursued you with ineradicable malignity. His range of vituperation was

wide; the old sores continued to fester and were beyond time’s healing
touch. In his old age he came to contemplate life with some philosophic
detachment; but he never forgave Zauq. As regards Qatil,i” he com- .
pletely forgot himself at the barest mention of his name, and then
nothing was too strong ot too coarse for him. And ‘why? Because he had.-
been cited as an authority against him in a musha‘ara in‘Calcutta,

- To conclude: Ghalib was a man of the world, endowed with a:génius
for poetry. Beyond this, neither in his virtues nor in his vices is there

. anything heroic. The only remarkable thing about him 'is his poetry. He

" wasan accomplished courtier and had the virtues and défects peculiarto:
, that class. As an astute man of the world he believed that he must geton . -
in life and to this end he must stand well with those who could dispense .

_patronage. He was always eager to make new contacts because they were - *
useful. ' : ‘ L e
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Perhaps it will enable the reader to have a ‘more Induigent view of
Ghilib’s 1dlosyncra31es in which his egoism involved him if we tried to
explain their genesis by reference to his life and state of mind. We have
already seen how life smiled on him in his childhood and youth. Brought
up in the lap of luxury he had a grand and worshipful image of himself.
With' the sudden decline in his fortune, he should have faced reality,
adjusted himself to altered circumstances, and given up his aristocratic
pretensmns But he was not so made. He clung tenaciously to the old
image, and the greater his financial difficulties the more assiduously he
worshipped that i image. And as that image grew fainter and faintér, he

refurbished it with an arabasque of fantastic embroideries. Of these the
first was the glorification of his ancestry; and the reader has only to go
through his correspondence to know with what relish he dwells on the
greatness of his forbears and revels in the memories of his earlier happy
days. His one effort was to forget the harrowmg sense of his decline. And
here, besides his ancestry, his most coveted possessions were the titles
with which he had been honoured by the Emperor and the titles and
other conventional epithets used by the British government in their
letters to him. He let his imagination run on them, magnified their worth
and i importance out of all proportion, and invested them with meanings
which they were not meant to have. They soothed his wounded pride,
a.ssured him that all was not lost, and he recounted them with pride and
Joy to his friends and admirers. The pathetic part of it is that it was all
make-believe. He thought all along that he was the model of dignity and
self—respect and yet, in practice, he had to stoopto abject flattery to keep
body and soul together We have referred to this already; for further
confirmaton of the view take this extract from h1s letters:

On Lord Canning taking over office as governor, 1 s_ent hima qaszda. The letter of
- acknowledgement from. his secretary, hitherto unknown to me, contains an
addition to my titles. So far I have been addressed as Khan Sahib, Bisvar Mikrbin
Dostan. This gentleman, endowed with true discernment [italics mine] by way of
addlng to my honour, has addressed me as Satet Mushfig Bisyar Mikrban Mukh
lisan. Now tell me why shoudn’t I deem him as my patron and benefactor"‘ Amla
kafir that I should not acknow[edgc hls fa'vour"’lf‘

i

9

The conventional character of the greater part of Urdu poetry often
makes it difficult to know for certain the strictly personal element con-

T

i
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tained in.it. In this respect, Ghalib is no exception to the general rule.
His themes are the usual themes of Urdu poetry; and the fact that he
made a deliberate departure from the style of his predecessors and
contemporaries does not change the conventiorial nature of his poetry.

At the same time, as in other poets, his ghazals are interspersed with

intimately personal utterances; and it is in these alone that his inner life

is to be sought. The rest is a masquerade; and the reader cannot be
warned too often and too seriously against taking the greater part of his
verse as a genuine expression of his mind.

It is equally important to remember that judged by the volume of his
Persian verse and the just pride he took in it, Ghalib would be classed as
a Persian poet. Urdu poetry was merely an accident in his career and
forms a very small fraction of his works, having been written (barring his
early poetry which terminated in 1821) during 1821-7, and 1847-57.
His ripest years (1827—4-7) were given mamly to Persian. The post-
Mutiny period i3 again one of Persian. He based his hope of poetic
immortality on his Persian verse, as witness the gibe at Zaug-—

“’“O”JL,GJJV/JD/ Jéﬁz.. 23 LA

Study my -Persian poétry so that thou mayst ﬁnd numerous many-coloured

pictures;
Pass over my collection of Urdu verses because it is insipid and colourless.

T am pointing this out because I fear that by confining myself to his
Urdu poetry, as I should and must, I shall be seriously delimiting ray -
range of reference. His poetry, as the expression of his personality, is an
indivisible whole, and an estimate based on a small part of it may not
only be incomplete but even misleading. And yet on account of the
exigencies of this work I miust perforce make his Urdu poetry my chief
guide, supplementing it by some citations from his Persian poetry.

10 .

Ghalib’s outlook on life was essentially and: overwhelmingly pagan.
Salih-ud-Din Khuda Bakhsh was right in comparing him with the
German poet, Heine." He, too, would have said with the latter:

The fairer and happier generations ... that will rise up and bloom in the

atmiosphere of a religion of pleasure, will smlle sadly when they think of their poor
ancestors, whose life was passed in melancholy abstinence from the joys of this
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béautiful earth, and who faded away into spectres, from the mortal compression

which they put upon the warm and glowing emdtions of the sense.20

Ghalib had no conscious theory of life to offer: he was more intent on
living his life than on theorizing about it; but if there is one thing more
than another that his life and poetry substantiate, and to which ample
testimony is borne by those who knew him persorially, it is that he
yearned to have more and more of life and explore its possibilities for
personal enjoyment. His attitute towards the hereafter, as is well known,
was sceptical; and even if, occaswnally, he was led to think of the rewards

promised to the righteous, a class to which he emphancally did not .

belong, he decided to have the cash and let the credit go.

Yet the word ‘pagan’ as defined by Matthew Arnold (the ideal,
cheerful, sensuous life?!) is applicable to him only in a general way. The
difference between a pagan strictly so calléd, and 2 modern pagan is this:
the former led a life of the senses because he lived at a physical level;
because neither by training nor by experience did he know of an attitude
above or beyond it. He followed the senses, but there was nothing
militant or revolutionary about his sense-worship; nor did it imply a
conscious selectlon of an ideal from a tangle of conflicting motives. But
between us and the old pagan world there lies, historically, the wide gulf
of religious puritanism with its inhibitions and repressions, and a new set
of values, ascetic or semi-ascetic. Paganism is in our blood; it is the voice
of our deepest nature, but during the last two-thousand years or s6 the
native sensuous impulse has been overlaid with successive layers of a
restrictive morality. Consequently, today, paganism 1mphes arevoltora
conscious repudiation of religious ideals. And this revolt is quite ev1dent
in Ghalib. Not only was he uncomfortable in the religious framework; he
broke through it proclaiming aloud that he owed no allegiance to it. Nor

was there a particle of mysticism in his temperament. It implies, among

other things, a disbeliefin the reality and, very often, the goodness of the

world; and Ghilib knew no other reality and no other good. The world

was in perfect accord with his deepest impulses. The note of revolt is
“struck quite strldently in these Persian verses:

(J;’.—-‘JM() LT | r!u_br;;rﬂf:f{’—-f’__ ;

I have inherited the nature of Adam and am descended from him,
Topenly declare that I indulge in sins.

DUW& )JL C/(ﬂ’;’f _ )M/f’yd‘ﬂwi,/f

R
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Do not upbraid me, because I belong to the sect
Which considers the stain of sin_to be the beauntiful mole on the cheek of

the beloved.

-,aULJ/j; /A"Mr’ UJ‘W/Q‘:/wu’n (Lu l/!

Take dehght n revelry, riotous passions, and luxurious living;
'Why dost thou die of thirst in the mirage of religion?

gl gls b o g/u ;/»114/1.../!/

Youth and piety-—whata dlsparagement of the git of life!
It is a calamity for the youthful to be pious. :

JIJO/L"»)‘UVCA?U/ ,«r"/(/’bd“‘;,‘ O)LJ/

If T am inclined towards wine I should not bc censured; I amnota theologlan

but'a poet;. -
Why should poetry be afraid of moral defilement?

| wd/g‘u‘}’;a‘{/‘;k (',w‘;w;(/(,-/u’u/x

I do not know the ways of religion, and I should be held excusable,
I am Persian by nature although my religion is that of the Arabs. -

Ghalib’s repudiation of orthodoxy, though temperamental, was also a
reasoned creed and was, in one important respect, a reaction to the
narrow-mindedness and hypocrxsy of the orthodox. The following verses.

_illustrate his viewpoint: -

/) ,u;ms%}'uﬂitg

T am aware of the promised reward for worsh1p and plety,
But my heart is not inclined that way.

) MiJL&)"afJJﬁ} uff’
LA,../L b/,-«(:l.:l,ul;

In brief, my heart, too, is inclined towards piety,
But disgusted by the shameful behaviour of the plous I have drlfted into

heterodo‘i ways.’

A great deal of his verse is devoted to the criticism of religious ideals,
especially the incentives to morality. Ghalib is of the opinion that virtue
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should be 1ts own reward. But the calculated morality, the morality that

is motivated by the desire for reward in the hereafter, is really a species of

selfishness, a profitable investment or a convenient harter,
He writes:

A AR Jﬁf J/I}MWNB/

Awhile entertaining hepes of heav en, awhile afraid of hell,
Beshrew it even il it be God’s. worship, it is in no way different from thé
vexatious pursult of'worldly things.

The pious who aim at winning rewards in heav en, Ghalib argues, are
for ever tossing hetween the hope of reward and the fear of pumshmcm
They have no peace of mind and, as such, there is no difference between
them and those who have set their heart on worldly things.

Szl b5 B N fﬁga;4LUyw

-So that there should he no lure of wine and honey Uovs ofparadlse} in God’s
worship, : :
Let heaven be flung into hell.

A/u",ué.slﬂbw LS ﬂ‘?”j J._,:ff‘,y/%

My heart is bored by the narrowness of Kaba;
O for a wanderer who should traverse with me the open spaces of the idol
houses of China and India! -

Ka'ba here symbolizes the restrictive morality which condemns the .

senses, and the idol- houses stand for pagan joys, the healthy enjoyment
of the senses. :

Note the humorous j Juxtaposmon of the tedlum of the formal aspect of
religion with the poet’s joy in love, song, and music in:

J;Jd-:;é:z':'uéuvﬂ?-—) L w"',-ﬂ/ u" bfbﬁf'/ﬂf:lr

I find food for joy in the m51p1d sermon of the preacher
For though it has no music there is at least a frequent mention of harp, wine,
and lute in t.

A-/1/ S ’y"’( oo 7 A// L2 ﬁﬂﬁu Uf

The talk tqok a turn from the garden of paradise to the beloved’s lane;
It was like the path that swerves from the desert to the tulip-field.

P
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Here is dlrect Cr1t1c1srn of the abstmence that defeats its own end

5" U Lﬂ') )J/‘v) (L3 J/C" o Luyc)yul"(fu/ o

Man ] gluttony increases with abstinence,
The Ramazan has no attraction except the eager preparation for f'ast-breakmg.

And here is sceptlmsm

q.uﬂd ta):e( u‘fZ Jr uﬁuﬂ-"d/u«’/_“.(;b")?

I know ‘what paradise rea[iy is—
A pleasmg 1llu51on to. tltlliate the fancy

T am aware that some critics have trled to bring Ghallb within the fold
of orthodoxy on the strength of sonie of his uttérances, mostly in prose,

-and a few others in poetry as well, There is no doubt that in his capacity

as a Muslim he subscribed to the dogmas of Islam, and he was perfectly
sincere in doing that. But, as we have stressed répeatedly, poetry like
Ghalib’s, at any rate, the one on which I have based the estimate of his
mind, is the voice of his inner self, Itreveals him as he really was, and it is
at variance with what he said or felt in his capacity as the product of the
social order i in which he had been brought up and to the forms, convic-
tions, and views of which he mechamcally subscribed. He had a pro-
found admiration for Hazrat Ali and wrote in praisé of the Prophet also.
But this personal leyalty or admiration is compatible with his general
Sceptlcal attitude towards religion and its utilitarian morality. _

Andif, occasionally, he is found jeering at life and’ proclamnng its
vanity, it is because he feels that there was so much in life that remalned
beyorid his reach

))/JJU—/YU,H/ J)‘/W;’U-/F,

The period of joy was all too bnef hke the dance (wnthmg in agony) oI a
- slaughtered bird; - '
It was not commensurate with the extent of my desires.

Ghiilib had his tribulations, his moments of gloom and despondency,
but it will be obvious to anyone who reads hiim with an open and critical
mind that he never proclaimed life to be a vanity. He nowhere says that
life cannot give us anything that'is' worth having. He holds that life is
good and believes in making the best of it. A healthy, all-round respon-

~ siveness to life-—such seems to be his general attitude towards life..
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O Ghalib, the beauty of the flower sharpens the power of perceptlon in the
beholder, .

It is meet, therefore, that the eye remain open under all circumstances.

Not only this. He believes that life is worth living even at its poorest.
"The very act of existence, shorn of all adventitious considerations, is a
great privilege. Even in the fever and fret of life, in pain and sorrow, there
is an excitement that is life. The worst is death, the darkness of the grave.

U/K’J%f By L -’-"r(‘f-*"'d)d—f(f';/fd.b”

o} my heart! Make the best even of the strains of sorrow; .
Ttis not long before the harp of life w1ll be silenced tor ever.

wretlrisia e v

The life of my house depends on some sort of commotlon,
- If it is not a song of joy then let it be a dirge of sorrow.

4(5"?' ﬂh-/d“r(f / »’/Cf /lqu(";‘ i’y H 'J)/)/A/J

O Asad, we should bie gratefill for this sorrow and pain, because at the end -
There are neither the morning tears nor the midnig'ht sighs -

He knew thepam of love, its heartaches and sorrow, ‘but he held that

u‘U”U‘/u//%c’d./ 4.40‘/3; b&éﬁgy |

The stir of life is owing to the all-consuming passion of love,
 When the llghtmng does not falloq the harvest of life, the assembly is'without
a candle. .
And is there not behind the self-conimieefaition ef the following a devonr?
ing passion for life?

Y Mf/)f_‘/dvf ;:_.A.g-jzf,ﬂ,u ,u,

I bear on myv heare the scar of longing for life.
. I'am like the extinguishied candle which is no longer. ﬁt Eor the assembly

| a.ﬁ}lé,g(/b/;-é.-/d—é PR TP
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T am reminded of numerous unsatisfied yearnings in the world,
O God! Do not ask me to furnish an account of my transgressions!

UGN ek I GES i

AU AOZ P 7 S Freeja s
1t is not possible to get over the regret at the lost opportunities of life, R
Even if we have devoted the best part of life to the worship of God. .

- Elphpted 4 .uf//mwy

A thousand désires, each most ardently pursued : ‘
No doubt, a 1arge number of them wére satisfied, yet |2 fecl that thev were 1ot -
- enough

pllolfon saSonllteh

0 God‘ If there be pumshment for the sins committed by me, 5
There should be’ eompensatlon too, for those that I planned but falled to
' comm1t ' :

- £ e T h Ly
r“u‘ )b/,._/”Ly uu Jagge e g.-’é.‘-,uu
Lookmg at the garden, we have the urge to pluck ﬂowers,

O Creator of Spring! we are guilty,

Says Ghalib, God has implanted strong insfincts in us to make the -
most of life, yet our eagerness to satisfy our basic instincts is treated as

sin. The verse is highly ironical and means that itis Just and right that

we should avail ourselves of what the world has to give us.
At gl z.’..-l_//r-f' E et u,,/}ﬁy,

o Asad eomplamt is sheer heresy, and solicitation mgratltude, e
We are ini a strange dilemma because of the iniensity of desires.

uyames?.b/ujq‘c‘u;l. . LJ ;,ul J /dL; z._-///

I had the afﬁlctlon of a hundred thousand de51res,
O God, whose unlucky staram I?

u*usmu,af ,wau u“o"/
1z, L{/J:{)DLU‘U:%:/&}
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Insilence there are a thousand stifled desires,
I, tongue-tied, am like the extinguished lamp at'a stranger’s grave.

BN £d SRR P bl 0

I, too, gaze at the magic show of desire;
I do not really mean that the desires should be fulﬁlled

According to Ghilib, to cherish or entertain de51res is a sxgn of life.
Ta.ke them away and there would be no zest for life. - REERAE -

If this view of the mind of Ghalib is accepted and a study of hlS works
leaves one no alternative, it is not  little surprising to find him dubbed a
pessimist. For a pessimist is one who believes that life is not worth living
even at its best; and Ghalib was a confirmed believer in the goodness and
beauty of life. The pesmmlsm theory of Ghalib, so far as his poetry is
concernéd; is, in my opinion, based exclusively on hig self-commisera-
‘tion, generally misunderstood. Hali, who khew him personaily, denies
that He was temperamentally or habitually gloomy; and ascnbes ‘his
moodiness and self-pity to the conventional tendency of our poets to
exaggerate their woes.” Ghalib, like most people, obtained relief by
airing his grievances, but considering his general responses to life as
revealed in his prose and poetry, and taking into account, further, the
unequivocal views expressed about his heartiness by some of his con-
temporaries, it looks like wilful misrepresentation to take the following as
his real or final verdict on life. In all these I see self-pity and no more.

ot e ioited

- Sorrow ceases to be felt when one gets used to it;
So numerous have been my trlals that I can now meet them with equammny

Zzérwfcéﬁ,&%((; - Wcméé’uzz@@

When such ig the sort of life I have been fated to live, .
How painfill would it be, then, to cherish the thought that'1 had a'benievolent
Gad to look after me!

../L,yd.—(f"utf /z:’ & ..f //4’./ !(g"/

There is no cure for the sorrow of life except death O Asad
Theé lamp must corttinue burning till the arrival of the dawn

[
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‘The imprisonment that is life and the chair of sorrows are, in reahty, one ancl the

- same thing,.
How can one be free from the sorrows of life hefore the artival of Cleathp

fr-{‘df:(’u(‘d/fd"wv
%’B?JJ.‘K"/»"%U"Q?({&?

It may be autumn, springtide or any other seasen; .
I am the same in all the seasons, mourning my captmty and the loss of wings and
feathers. _ :

The ﬁnancial worries in which Ghalib was im olved on a'ct‘ount of his
prolonged lawsuit. came as a watershed or dividing line in his life; on one
side, memories of joy, wine, women, music, and good fellowship, on the
other, carking cares, poverty, and thwarted passions and .desires. He -
now lingers wistfully on the past and yearns for the golden period of hls. '

life, the paradise from which he has been driven out.

e
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How importunétely we ask the sky to restore our ¢ lost pl'easurcs to us,
We think this lost property to be a debt due from a highwayman {sky).

/%ch)@‘é’%z:@w
Glts cf/u-?d(df
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Those reduced to poverty love to linger in 1mag1nat10n on the wealth thel,r have
lost,
I am the flower vendor of the hustre of my old scars.

The artful Fancy is given to shifting the scenes:
1 am, thus, the turner of the leaves of a fascinating picture-book.

I, too, knew how to arrange colourful festive assembiies,
But they have become now the decoration of the shelf of forgetfulness.

Gone is the intoxication of last night’s carousal
Wake up now, for the sweet sleep of the early hours of the dawn is gone.

You have been brought low by the hand of time, 0 Asadullah Khan,
Whither.have gone the early 10ng1ngs of your heart and the youthful ardour of
your soul?

The above are all fromn ghazals composcd aftcr 1830 and embody

memories of his youth, when not only was his ardour for life atits highest,
but he possessed also the wherewithal to make the best of it. In this

respect, the following, composed in 1831 when he was thirty-four years :
old, has a special autobiographical significance: - :

UL{JL/MLM_M&*’” UL*/(JL’“;’ ’UJ’U/‘J
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Whither are gone those days of union and separation!
Those nights and days, those months and years!
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No Ieisure have I now for the affairs of the heart,
Whither is gone that keen desire for looking at beauty! -

Not only my heart but the entire temper of my mind is changed,
. Whither is fled that rapturous joy in the lovelih_ess of form and figure!

It was all due to the inspiration | received from the love of a certain lady, L
Where are those rare thoughts that once visited me!

Ttisnot easy to'shed tears of bload

My heart has lost its strength my splrlts the1r buoyancy.

Reluctantly, I have _r.etir'edr frot_n the gambling house of love,
And even if 1 go the't*e, there is no cash in my pocket. '

- chcd by thie worries of life I cat out my heart iri gncf’
- I'whoam least ﬁt to bear’ thcsc vcxatxons

- My faculties havc falien into a state of decay, o Ghahb‘

And goneis the balance of the clements that comnposed my nature.

For the comfortable life to which Ghailib had been accustomed and

~ which he longed to lead, three things were essential—youthful ardour,
' mieans, and leisure, i.e., freedom from worries. With his changed circum-

stances the last two had disappeared. The note of depression in the poem
quoted above appears to have been deepened by the emotional crisis
referred to in the fourth line, but the poem offers on the whole a true

- picture of the general state of his mind at the time, and of his tempera-

~‘ment’in general The worries of life (L,) /6 ) left him no 1elsure

( L:A'y. ), and he must perforce relive i in memory the days that were

~ no more: [t is significant that when this youthful mood revives in the
glmzal begmnmg with the line

z..,e-‘ﬂu U/('/d-a"u’i d—j‘;CUb’ ey

- It is long sinice T had my love as my guest,
. And llt the festive assembly with the shining cup of wmc,

itis on thls abscncc of leisure that he dwells:

z...,;lutbﬂujzt che Juy(f/d-—
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My heart is once more secking those carefree days,
So that I should sit lost in thoughts of the sweet countenance of my beloved

a e SR
Ghalily’s view of life, then, is that of a pagan. It is an extreme view, like

that of the puritans, and leaves out so much that makes life significant
and heroic. To quote Matthew Arnold: ‘

[Paganism] by the very intensity and unremittingness of its appeal to the’ senses

and the understanding, by its stimilating a single side ‘af us too absolutely, ends
by fatlgumg and revolting us; ends by leaving us with a sense of tightness, of
oppression,—with a des:re for an utter change, for clouds, storms, eifus1on and
relief? R _

Ghilib escaped this narrowness, because in h1m the life of the. senses,
vigorous and full-blooded as it was, had been reinforced and suppler-

mented by an equally keen intellect. So important, so apparent, is this

aspect of his mind that there is an dlmost universal tendency to regard

him as a philosopher. And yet a moment’s reflection will show that this
view is based on a mlsunderstandmg of the waord phﬂosopher Ifbya
philosopher we mean, as we should, one who presents a systematic and

abstract systern of thought or @ consistent theory of life, as did, for

example, Igbal, then Ghalib would be found to-be arnything but ‘a

_ philosopher,. the distinguishing quality of his mind béing a keen in=

tellectual awareness, a tendency 1o question-things, and offer fresh and
often-profound comments on them, or rediscovering ‘old truths anew for

himself. It is this. objectmty, this capacity for being influenced by things"

as- they are; without seeing: them.through. the distorting medium. of
preconcewed views and theories-that has led to his being: called a
'pesmmlst optlmlst believer, agnostic, mystic, sceptic, etc. In an open
mind there is scope for all these moods or attitudes; but’ it is uncritical to
regard these momentary reactions, even if they repeat themselves ocea-
sionally, as settled convictions,

The fact is that Ghalib had an open mind and did riot perrmt any one.’

aspect of life, however important, to blind him to its other sides. The
world is too, vast, too complex, too contradictory, to fit into any, one
scheme of things. Hence, a philosophy of hfe necessanly Jmplles selec-
tion, omission, or at least, a helitelement, conscious or unconscious, or
experiences not in accord with one’s bias. All philosophies of life are
based on experience and truth, but not on the whale truth, the totality of

experience. Consequently, a predisposition towards any philosophy im- -
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phes a Certam amouit of narrowness, if not blindness. lhe dlStlngUlSh—
ing trait of Ghalib’s mind is a'wide receptlwty and not a. predlspOSItlon
towards any one theory of life.

Ghalib had an mqumng mind: as he lived his life, he no less thought
about it. Hence, all his 1mpressmns are of the nature of a personal
discovery, his vision-of life as it appedred to him.at a given: moment.
Some of these impressions tend to recur. Probably they havé a greater
relevance to the cast of his mind or the nature of his.experience. But he
does. not surrender himself to them; they-do not constitute hls final
verchct on life. Note, for example, the following:

Ol by 64 d/wﬂz/w/a/

Even in my construction there is 1mphct an eiement of ehsmtegranon,
The warm blood in the veins of a farmer is 1tself‘ the bolt that is hurled on the
ham est of his life. '

L//Vdﬁj/;u L(LQB/J:L./qafu’f

.How eagerly we plan ever new activities!
Take away death and there, wou!d he left no zest-in hfe :

b/L()UWL/"uUA’ UL,.z/)d-—Jf)fJ[r(ﬁ/d’b

The heedless person ascribes his achievements to his own unaided efforts,
As amatter of fact, there is nota blade of grass but owes 1ts gloss to the comb of the
mormng breeze '

W U)fc)//%(’fz-'u/ ébd/u‘@"é;,cf’ d;}

The stir and bustle of life is all due to the ravages of love,
Without this hghtmng fallmg on the harvest of life, the assembly remams
impriersed in'‘darkness: "

u:.dl!au;/ LJJ/J fLP(/4.a;/’ / JJ&M

If your envy does not permlt you to enjoy life, go out of yourself‘ and study life in

general;:-
Itis quite likely that your narrow outlook may w1den by afuller knowledge oflife.

By Pt cadlgpiidby, |
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. We are made restless by our eagerness to satisfy our desires, |
Otherwise the absence of]tght is good [or the extinguished lamp

iy /‘//J st S w@ww)u =

Life's lensure is no more than a-single glance.
The ardour of the festive assembly is homentary like the dance ofa spark.

e &0F iy CAFLT e

. What are idol-houses and the Ka ‘ba except images of the persistence of "desire,
The unfulfilment of desire invents places of refuge for itself. '

Here dair-0-haram stands for religious systems in general. According to

Ghilib, they have their origin in man’s failure to obtain happiness in the

world. Faced with unfiilfilled desires, men seek refuge in imagination
and invent 3 world of bliss in the form of pleasing dogmas which not only

take away the sting of failure, but also promise happiness in one form or.

another. In a perfect world there would be no place for religion and its

consolatory visionof a blissful world where all wrongs would be righted, -

and the believers rewarded for their faith. Note how the conquest of
Nature and the evolution of a just order have wéakéned the hold of faith
in the West.” ~

U"'ul.a’(b/lq—)”f u"’d‘?’&ll’é’-—c)lﬁ’kf’lﬂ
* The beauteous one has not yet done with adornment
" The lookmg-glass is still in front of the beloved under the veil.

Here is something akin to the evolutionary conception oflife prcsentcd '
in the imagery of the ghazal. The world is nota being but'a becoming—

B EPIo bt reuitsiniipe

The world is full of the dust raised by the madness of M.ajnun
How long can one beguile oneself with the loveliness of the crest of Laila!

Face to face with the confusion and disorder that figure so large in hfe,
it is difficult to beguile ourselves with the behef that allis for the best in
the best of possible worlds.

uL,LMLw‘;wy} (LJ'ZJ.»;}M”LUM

THE AGE OF GHALIB - 963

All'the elements of creation are tending towards decay.
The sun in héaven is like a lamp set in-the path of a gale.

In Time eternal the sun may one day be snuffed out like a candle, says

‘Ghalib.

These lines are not cold mtellcctual diagrams or platitudes; they are
charged with emotion. 'The truths they embody may be as old as man
himself: some of them actually are, but under the stress of emotions they
come as revelations to us. Then we see them for the first time in a new
light; and they are not a second-hand or tenth-hand reproduction of
other people’s experiences, but a palp1tat1ng and vital discovery as
personal as Newton’s or Galileo’s.

It has been held by Hali, and after him by Dr Ikrdm, that Ghalib has
enriched poetry with certain ideas unknown before. It is difficult to say |
how far this is true. But it would be generally conceded that a capacity
for originating thought or discovering phases of experience unknown
hefore, however pralseworthy, does not constitute poetic greatness. There
is in the reasoning of these critics a confusion between scientific truth and
poctic truth. The former lies in discovering some tendency in nature or
man unknown before. But poetic truths are very old truths, and we feel
them so intensely because they are so old.

It would not be out of place to point out that they have not been able to
produce much evidence for this type of originality. Dr Tkram quotes:

¢l 5f = / ” / AT /
B denby) e IR
I am not sure that it is a new idea, or being new it is true also. Besides,
poetry is judged pnmarﬂy by the beautiful work it makes with ideas, and

the line quoted above is too unmusical and heavy-footed to be even
tolerable poetry. . :

12

The high esteem in which Ghilib is held is mostly due to his excellence as
a poet. His personality is much less attractive, One must admit, however
reluctantly, that a careful study of his writings leaves one in no doubt”
that though there is much that is admirable in his temperament, there is
also a great deal which, if not positively ugly, at least fails to inspire much
love or enthusiasm. :

Probably the least attractive side of his character comes out in his
conception of love. ‘Love in the highest type of poetry,” writes Priestly, ‘is
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always a facing outward, and not a facing inward, a mete emotional
barter; it is a life to be lived together by two in a divine companionship.
For the most part. love with Ghalib is an appetite not a sentiment: it is a
commodity that can be bought and sold. Ghalib, as I have pointed out in
his character-sketch, was essentially possessive egoistical, and there is
no instance in his life, and there is none in his verse, to show that he ever
felt love as an ideal passion calling farth self-surrender and self-sacrifice.
His attitude towards it was that of'a vol{uptuary. :

e f U /é— ‘Jd{{ u”f:w |
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- He alone enjoys a good sleep, mental composure and joyous nights,
~ Whose arm cariies over it thy dishevelled locks.

With his:usual frankness, he wrote 10 oiie of his frlends on the death of
hlS mistress:

Iam 51xty-ﬁve now. 1 have tasted life for ﬁfty years In miy early youth a perfect
guide advised me thus: I do not approve of piety and rightecusness, nor do [
dlsapprove of a life of pleasure. Eat, drink, and be merry; but remeniber that in
your pirsuit of pleasure you must be a fiy, not a bee. One who is himselfa mortal
should not deplore the death of another. mortal. Why shed tears and raise a hue
and cry? Be thankful for your freedom. And il'you have set your. hearton bondagc,
then one mistress is as good as another. .. :Come to your senses and give your
heart to someone else 25 ‘ S o

. Harmless banter! says the admiring critic, thrown on the defensive by
the cynicism of the confession. I shall let it go at that, for once. But what
is there to say in defence of a poet who dismisses domestic life, after fifty
years of companionship, with such shocking cynicism, as in'the passage

- below:

I pity Umrio Singh 4nd at the same time envy his lot. O, my God! There are some
who have been freed twice from matrimonial bondage: and. yet, so far as I am
concerned, it is now over fifty years since this noose of death was cast ar'm_md my
neck, yet neither the noose breaks nor do I die

Obv10usly thlS does not read like badinage. But Ghilib has taken the
question out of the sphere of controversy by another utterance, still moré.
outspoken, on his pet grievance. :

Married life is my death. I have never been happy in this imprisonment. There
was disgrace and humiliation in going to Patiala, but, at any rate, it would have
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brought me. the wealth of smgleness But, alas what Is the good of thlS tempnmof
sindleness. this borrowed celibacy!® : :

In his straltened circumstances when his ‘pension: had béen with-
drawn, he did not think of his wife's privations and suﬂ"ermgs but
harpmg as usual on the strings of self, wrote:

Had I been smgle, I could have lived a happy and carefrce life on th1s smail
allowance. Heaven’ knows whether my pensiott will be granted or pot. It my
present circumstances however, the prospect of leading a comfortable life on my
pension. as a single man. seems extremely remote.”™ :

Ghalib’s egoism is distressing. Nature had been bountlful to him i m
several ways, but she had not sown the seed of the ideal in him; and we
cannot escape the conclusion that when he speaks of his unsatisfied
desires and uncommitted sins, he is thinking of some unsuccessful intri-
gue like the one with the “tantalizing dimn?’ 2 over which-he used to
smack his lips even in old age. I feel almost certain that it is the absence of
devotion to a great-ideal that explains the recurrent note of discontent
and fidgetiness in his writings. His life lacked serenity. If he had been
capable of true love he would have found in it a recompense for the
comparative povérty and want of recognition of which he so often
complained. Love, which is nature’s greatest gift to man in this imperfect
world, had been denied to him. What really makes life worth living is
some 1deal passion, a devotion to something outside us, be it the love of
one’s country, religion, humanity, a woman; or of namre, as w1th
Wordsworth, who writes:

.. if in this time of dereli¢tion,
- Of dereliction and dismay, I yet
* Despair not of our nature, but retain’
A more than Roman confidence, a faith
* That fails not, in all sorrow my support,
The blessing of my life, the gift is yours
Ye winds and sounding cataracts! 'tis yours, .
Ye mountains! thine, O Nature! Thou hast fed |
My lofty speculations: and in thee,
For this uneasy heart of ours I find
A never-failing principle of joy
And purest passion.

, 13 S o
Ghalib’s end was pathetic. In his youth he had defied the gods. But when
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the shadow of old age dimmed his intellect and weakened his body, hc
made a pathetic surrender to the powers he had all along challenged. His
correspondence is full of quietistic utterances---now that he has lost the
energy that had fed his revoit. The horrors of the Mutiny and his
personal sufferings and bereavements shook his life to the foundations.

" He was a broken man, with little or no hold on life, and it was now, for the

first time; that he came really to subscribe to the unreality of life and
sought refugc in a weak and enervating mysticism. There is a similar
change too in his strident faith in the goodness of life. All that he had
admired, all that he had lived for, is now like dust and ashes in the
mouth. The great achicvements of man in poetry, ph1losophy, rehglon
what are they, he writes, but the quintessence of dust!

You are cultivating the art of poetry and I am cultivating the art of immersion in
“the divine spirit. I consider the scholarship of Avicenna and the poetry of Nizdmi
to be useless, unprofitable, and unreal. To live we require a little happiness: as for
philoscphy, kingship, poetry, magic—they are all absurd. If someone was an
avatar among the Hindus, what then? If you make a name in the world, what
then? or 'if you are unknown, what then? Some means of livelihood, a little
‘health—these matter: all else is vain. No doubt, these also may be felt as vain, but
I have notyet attained this stage. Who knows that in a little while the curtain may
be rimg up, and I inay ignore the means of livelihood, health and comfort also. 1
may enter on the stage of non-existence. There is no sign of the world or both the
worlds in the great silence on which I have now entered.
unreal, It is not a river but a mirage; it is not existence but an illusion. We are
good poets, and may be as famous as Sa‘dr and Hafiz. What did they gain by their
renown, and what shall we'r’Go

And again:

What did ‘Urfi gain by the fame of his panegyrics that I should look forward to
some good by the publication of my gasidas? What did Sa‘di gain by his Bostan?
FEverything hesides God is unreal and non-existent. There is neither poetry nor
poets, nor qasz'a’a, nor will. Nothing exists but God #!

This apathetic self-surrender and sense of futility, this disbelief in the
greainess and achievement of man, in poetry, religion, and phllosophy,
this negation of life, of strenuousness and effort—here is the grim spectre
of pessimism under whose shadow Ghalib appears to have passed his
last days.

4
. In one important respect the life of Ghalib was a tragedy. It was the
tragedy of a highly original person, born in a conventional age, which

. I consider all to be

[ — ST
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gave hlm little or no scope for rising to the hlghest pOSSlblllt!f:S of hls

mind. At almost every point he was at odds with his soc:ety, and
although he strove hard to find an outlet for his energies and rise above
the pressure of the age, he was never completely successful. He was wont
to speak of -authority - ‘with a certain amount of 1rr1tablhty and vehe-
mence, even braggadocio: In an age when the ancients were held in
extreme veneration, he could say: ‘Do not think that whatever the.

_ancients have written is true. Were not foolish men born in those days?*

And crmclzmg a line of Hazin, he wrote: ‘Hazin was a man. If this
opening line: -were archangel Gabriel’s T should refuse to take it as an

-authority and follow it.’®

And yet, desplte this tilting at. authorlty, Ghalib could not find his way .

" to a constructive vision. His révolt against puritanism and conventional
‘morality came very near bohemianism, while his passion for originality

resulted in eccentricity-and a feverish desire to be unlike others. The fact
remains that he could not transcend his age.
The reason for this failure was that his dge was too mcdiocre, too

' commonplace; and too incurious to supply the hecessary*stimulus for

high original work. With this view not a few will disagree. In fact, those
who maintain that Ghalib really fulfilled himself~—and there are many-

" —hold that he was a great poet because he was born in a creative

period. On this point 1 have already expressed my views. [ maintain that
although there was a revival of peace and learning durmg the period—
thanks to the advent of the British-—and the old interests in literature
and scholarship had to some extent been revived, yet of really active or.

living thought there was little or nothingin the age and unless we allow
.our enthusiasm to blind us to facts, we shall see in the closing years of the

Mughal rule in Delhi, the after-glow of a sunset rather than the promise

~of a sunrise, So much with regard to the revival of the old Muslim

learning. As regards the religious revival of the period already hinted at,

it did not even remotely touch him. His friends and contemporaries of
whom. we hear so much~~Shah Nasir, Momin, Zauq, Maulvi Fazl
Hagq, Nawab Mustafi Khin Shefta—were intellectually commonplace, . -

_though models of good breedmg and courtesy. Ghalib stood outside the

ferment which gave us the Earlier Renaissance. He belonged to the past
and had no affiliations with the forces, rchglous, educatlonal ~and sci-
entific, which heralded the modern age. ‘ ‘
.Given a 'man with a passion for originality, born in a, narrow and
insular society, how- will he react to his env:ronment'r’ He will affect
singularity and contemn the ideal he cannot break through or demolish.
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Ghalib’s attitude towards his ‘contemporaries was superior and aristo-
“cratic, His vanity, which, as we have seen, was'terribly hurt by the

refusal of his age to take his oddities for genius, led him to decide that he.

would ‘have no truck with it and eschew whatever was popular.-He
decided that he must be different from the masses in every way—‘not
‘only in poetry, but in his personal appearance, his dress, his food, -his
mode of life; nay, even in life and death’ 3 This contempt amourited toan
obsession; and he studiously avoided in life and literature anything that
could be traced to the vulgar herd. So far as poetry was concerned; he
strove to be new in imagery, diction, thought, feeling, at all costs. Hence
his conceits, his ‘metaphysical’ fancy, his love of the recondite, and his
highly Persianized diction. All these had their root in an intense desire to
be unlike others, especially the popular writers of the day, adored by the
multitude. In all this, he forgot the great truth that great men are unlike
others, not because they strive to be different from them ‘but simply
because they are: Again, although a great writer’s genius'may tower over
the populace, yet the warp and woof of his-art are the very thoughts and
feelings he shares with them. A great writer has simply to be himself and
go the way his genius leads, to rise above the rank and file, Let this

become 'a conscious craze and he will become affected and artificial,.

Ghalib’s failures as-a poet are principally due toa passion for originality
‘at all costs which often degenerated into a desire‘to be unlike other
people: Priestley’s analysis of Meredith’s failure as a writer is so true of
Ghalib that I cannot do better than qiioté him at some length. -
This is in part due to the fact that his pride forbade hirn to take any interest in-the
commonplaces, in wha £ any Tom, Dick, or Harry could do fairly well. He was
always too self-conscious on this score to be a really great artist, for the rea[ly
great artist, forgetful of everything but the work in hand, does not wonder

whether he is being original or merely cornmonplace and platitadinous, does not .

try. to:be different from other people -but merely does -the work as well as 1t
possibly can be done:- :

A great many of his defects proceed from thleSElf -consciousness. His later -

novels are almost ruined by the writer’s obvious desire to-avoid the commonp-
Jace. As he grew older he coddled himself and frankly abandoned, himself to.his
pet mannerisms. His pride would not allow hinr to state a plain fact in a plain
way. [n much of his work he was compelled to appear somewhat obscure simply
because he was trymg to express really subtle and difficult i nmpressmns and states
of mind. But by the time he came to write One of Our Conguerors . . he had to give
ari‘appearance of subtlety and difficulty whether there happened to be anything
subtle and difficult to express or not. His style had mastered him, and the reason

why it was allowed to master him was that his genuine artistic impulse was by this
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time weak, whereas his pride, his seli-~consciousness, his desire not merely tg be

‘différent’ but to be increasingly more ‘different’, to be more and more the
Meredith whom the public had neglected and his friends had adored, were
stronger than ever. It is generally supposed that these later novels of his are more

- subtle and complicated than the éarlier ones, but actually they are nothing ofthe

kind. . . - Either he was by this time the slave of his.own mannerisms; or he
deliberately covered ip this inferior s1mp[101ty with a surface complemtv de-
termined that it should not be said that George Meredith was at last coming to
terms with his hostlle critics and.the publ:e ‘ :

Slmllar as Ghalib’s mmd was to that of Meredith, we find at work n.
him a reverse process. He began where Meredlth ended. His earliest |
poetry is hopelessly riddled with the defects assoc;ated with him, But as
time passed, his ‘good sense prevalled though not w1thout a. sharp.
reminder from the public. And he is the poet that he'is, because he grew
less self—centred as time passed, and came to feel that originality. was not
the same thing as singularity. -

Ghalib owed his salvation partly to h1s crmcs a.nd frlends and partly to
his own common sense. He began by 1m1tatmg Bedil, one of the most
obscure and mannered of Persian poets. With this ideal before him, he
wrote a poetry which is the most arid and lmpenetrable of its kind. Tn his
old age, reviewing his youthful vagaries, he wrote: ‘From the beginning .
my nature had been seekmg rare and lofty thoughts, yet on account of my
unconventionality, I mostly followed those poets who are unacquamted
with the right path.’*

How long he would have continued to sow these literary wild oats itis
difficult to say; but it is clear that he set much store by his early poetry,
and left to himself he would have struck to it much longer than he did.

- Out of these self-complacent dreams, Ghalib was rudely shaken by &
contemporary criticism, sharp, stinging, but Just. For some time he stood

his.ground, replying attacks like~

é/’-ﬁu}fa/fé'é/![l éf:/u;’é(fu /(ﬂa/
g‘jybuaf—/lz (/‘:/Qf//-‘ ﬁf:b,n-/fj 2 é/”ﬂg

If you alone understand your verses and 10 one else, you ha\.e not achle\ ed
much; :

" Whati is really pralseworthy is that others. understand wha.t you say

We have understood the poetry of Mir and Mirza,
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But what you write can be understood by you or by God alone,

with—.

- ufmw/ww/ :,/J,wy L:"M,

T am neither hankerlng after pralse, nor am 1 solicitous of reward,
If there is no ineaning in my verses, it.does not matter much

But this was no more than bravado. The laughter of hls contemporarles -
" made him thirk, and, when to the cénsure of his critics was added the,
persuasnon of his friends, he decided to hold out no longer. He handed -

over his divan to his friends whose drastic excisions recluced it to nearly
one-third of the original. Henceforth, as he tells us, his guides were to be

“Urfi, Nazirl, and Talib Amuli~~poets who W1thout bcmg extremists,'

represefited the same ideal as Bedil.

Fromi the above it would be evident that, even after this compromnsc, B

Ghilib’s merary sympathies were predomlnantly with the Persian
metaphysncals From first to last, excepting the brief interval when he
wrote in the style of Mir, Ghalib did not try to fall in line with the

 tradition of the Urdu ghazal. In his poetry one is struck moré by the line
of departure from this tradition than by the points. of contact with it. A
brief study of his diction, imagery, and obscurlty will conﬁrm thls
v1ewpomt.

15

Ghilib maintained that the language of poetry should not be'the sartie as

* the spoken language of the day. Here was a radicat departure from the

practice of his predecessors and contemporaries. The poets before him
had cultivated, especially in the ghazal (the reader will remember that
ghazal means conversation with women), what has been called the

neutral style; a style which differs from the best spoken language, as the

language of feelzng will naturally differ from the language of less exalted
moods. Ghilibis in favour.ofa highly Persianized, learned, and elegant
diction. ‘Even now’; writes Hali, criticizing his: excised divan, ‘ficarly
one-third of his divan consists of verses to which the word Urdu can be
. applied with cllfﬁculty 3 Later on he adds: ‘The thoughts are as strange

as the language is unfamiliar. He made free use of the characteristic

Persian infinitives, conjuctions, and adverbs . . in his Urdu writings.

Many of his Urdu verses could be easily converted into Persiah by

altering a single word. "
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This excessive predilection for Persianized - dlctlon may nghtly be -
ascribed to his becoming immersed in Persian; but it is quite as muich, .
and sometimes exclusively, due to his horror of the commonplace in
expression, corresponding to his horror of the obvious in thought. This is

" also Hal’s view. ‘He avoided the common modes of expression as far as

possible and refused to negotiate the beaten path.'Consequéntiy, he
preferred novelty ‘and originality in thought and expression to
simplicity *® This partiality for Persian; whatever its cause, is proved by

' the nonchalarice with which he uses Persian idioms and expressions in
Urdu. No doubt, in importing Persian vocabulary and idioms into Urdu

he was following an old precedent; but what had been done with modera-’
tion by his predecessors was often carried to hcence and abandon by
him,; as in the following: : :

o) Jignzze i
Vlbgreb by, de(/éf/r/@"-"
| liyl_(é;tra,ﬂutyf Uﬂu

(} bu;vl’w -

l# y/’fb/aff} bnllrinl

B w/uouu/{au/
j wtqaﬁwld:,.wu .d‘LJ wu"bﬂ/ud’

Ghalib’s obscurity i$ an indubitable fact, and during the past sixty
years or so has provided the most extensive scope for guesswork and

. critical ingenuity. That he is difficult on account of fundamental brain

work s one of those fictions by which the hagiologist has always tried to
cover up the fajlures of his hero all over the world. As far as I can see,
Ghilib’s obscurity may be ascribed to three convergent causes: (1) his
learned diction, far-fetched imagery and allusive style; (2) vagaries with
regard to the use of Persian idioms and expressions; and (3) by and large,
his compression, involving omission, sometimes, of vital links in the
chain of thought Take the following: '

A-/Z-' Ll o) AL "yl /:fé;.bf,f
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The ﬁrst is obscure because the reader does not know what to make of

the second hemlsnch the second because of the use of 4——] for / for

which there 1$ no precedent i in Urdu; and the third, because he is trying

to put into a verse a great deal more than It can reasonably hold. Ghalib.

isvery often difficult because he wants to pour a quart into a pint bottle.
‘The avmdance of the fam:har or the instinctive desire for what is

far- fetched remote, and subtle, is abundantly proved by his imagery.-

Imagery in Urdu poetry is mostly srmple and drawn from the world
of familiar observation: Ghalib’s imagery is far-fetched, ingenious, and
intellectual, Everr when it is familiar, he is generally arrested. by ‘its
unfamiliar aspect. Except in hls early poetry and a few other instances,
where he may be said to be straining for effect, neither his bizarre
imagery nor his learned diction can be ascribed exclusively to affecta-
tion.'With him the style is the man; and the key to his grotesque 1magery
is provided by the fact that what is unfamiliar to the ordinary man is
familiar to him. His was essentlally a subtle, brooding, and introspective
mind, lookmg at thmgs from odd and unexpected angles so that his
imagery comes home o] us with a_shock of surprise, like some of his
profound comments on life discussed in an eatlier section. The subtlety
of hisi 1magery can be aptly Illustrated by the following:

)/ZJ' y)ubvq;z—'u& ;fd L»(WIU—/U’JU
I am'without the favour o4 friendly breath, -
Otherwme there lies hrdden in every hone of mine a cry of angmsh asina reecl

Uiﬂ/ULJE-JIC}"#L f;;lm}/(quu’wl,u, |

I do not know the real nature of the urge for quest which is ever dr1v1ng us
forward,
- Like the wave in the river I am an ampuitated tongue.

/"-f// /é,.w‘b/u/ /fju );f(f‘/q.,b
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The chssolutlon of the festive assembly is a source of pain,
Every piece of a broken glass plate is sharp and painful like a lancet.

ldu-{:JJ LJC‘*’}”JJJ) 2] J/ s U’ﬁ'

.The finat outcome of love has never been other than disappointment,

The two hearts bound together in love were like the lips compressed In sorrow
and regret. ; _

This is not the pictorial imagery of one who lives. by preference in t_he
objective world only; it is that of a self-communing mmd at home in

thought also. _
‘When his mgenulty is carried to excess, he becomes blzarre asin

4«/:@ J/J/-/y(_)f §7d /)(J’ < u“yj U’/

The dead are lost in wonder at the thoughtlessness of the l1v1ng,
The verdure at the mouth of the grave is like the finger raised to the llps in a
moment of surpnso, :

or strained as in the following: - - . ‘ _
4 Lt : /ol At [
Ll gl KL KA
.Not even the smallest partlcle of the garden is without its verdure and flowers,
The pathway is like the plug inserted into the wound of the poppy-

The abstract character of his i imagery can be studied in these'

ﬂﬂuz:u"uﬁfj«-ﬂd— d—/ fuJ’ b b d/

" No one can fathom the mystery of another person,

Each individual in the world is like an undeciphered manuscript.

Ol Kol

No one was adventurous enough to meet the challenge of love,-
The wilderness (in which lovers wander) was probably natrow like the eye of a-

Jealous person.

u:/ ){,@{»:ﬁ el /444,(’

If thisis the spring, it is no better than the henna-applied to the feet of the autumn,
All that we do in the world is a source of perpetual vexation. :

His finest i imagery has no touch of the bizarre:
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Con31gn yourself to extinction if you are eager to know your true. nature,
A chip of wood leaps into a flame when it is cast into a furnace.

ng}fd/ e OMutd (—V"f Ff !f‘é.«:’-—w/,.

"THe light of the sin imparts the lesson of annihilation to the dew,
I also'will endure till you bestow a favourable glance at me.

s . .y ® ‘ . . L
ZoSilisi o FapdFla
~ Like unto the egg, this confinement in the cage of the body is-a disgrace for

“your wings and feathers,
Set your self free by obtammg amnew life.

a,“’Mf’}gé—w Pl L/c!/ o‘/ <

Thy light is the source of all existence,
The particle of dust shines by the light reflected from the sun.

: N 6 _

-
Ghalib’s theory -of poetry was a part of his theory of life. With an
aristocrat’s sense of the futility and limitations of conventions, the goal of
his-endeavour was to discover new paths in poetry. So far so good. The
refusal to tread the beaten’ path is a necessary condition for renovation
and progress. Ghalib’s instincts-were sound; unluckily, in trymg to be'a
‘reformer he was reckoning without the age he lived in; for 1t is not encugh
to be discontented with things as they are, or to refuse to follow the herd,
as he did, to renovate literature. Every genius gwes something positive to
its age, although this positive something may in the last analysis be
discovered to beno mere than the contribution of the age itself. Ghalib
knew his age to be a prison, but there were no cracks and fissures in its
walls to enable him to have a vision of a different world. Hence, his
iconoclasm, finding no constructive outlet, turned upon itself like a
dammed stream. Eccentricity is originality without a conscious goal, a
dynamic urge that is directionléss; and since Ghalib felt thwarted, he
became self-centred, eccentric, defiant, as his early poetry only too clearly
shows. I believe it was the general aridity of his age which accounts for
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the feverishness and discontent that characterized his life. We cansay of

him what Matthew Arnold says of Gray: ‘Born in the same year with
Milton, Gray would have been @nother man; born in the same year with
Burns, he would have been anothier man’.* All through his life he prided
himself on the avoidance of plebeian contacts; but what was the net gain?
Artificiality. The greater part of his poetry lacks passion; but to give it
the appearance of freshness, he must bedizen it with useless scholarshlp
and subtlety.Consequently his poetry looks most profound when it is

least so. Itis a hard nut to crack, but the reader gets little or no kernel for

his pains.

We are now in a position to take our final stock of Ghahb’s achieve-

ment as a poet. To begin with, as already explained and illustrated, he
excelled in a certain capacity for thought. Here his pre-eminence is

-undeniable. It is no less true that being a confirmed egoist; he was

deficient in feeling.- He does not appear to have gone through any great
emotional experience, and is wanting in pathos and feeling for others.-
His poetry is said to be tough and the reason assigned is its depth.
That his poetry is often tough is no doubt true; that it is due to the
recondite nature of his thought, is incorrect. The best of his poetry in
which he truly expresses himself, the poetry from which I have quoted, is
transparent. In the poetry that strikes us as difficult and obscure hie has
nothing of his own to say; it is merely an exercise in ingenuity and no

“more. It consists of well-worn themes of the ghazal swathed ih conceits

and recondite learning and allusions. It makes an impressive show, but

is found to be hollow on analysis. You laboriously remove the trappi‘n'gs‘

and come upon a hyperbole or a violent distortion of some simple fact in
short'a conceit:
Of late it has been fashionable to say that Ghalib stood at the parting

of the ways and looked forward to the future. Having broken away from

the past both in thought and style, he stands at the threshold of the
modern world. It is needless to say, Ghalib is wholly a product of the

past. He did break away from the traditions of poetry from Vali to Mir,
but it was only to find masters in the Persian decadents whose'i 1ngenu1ty, _

conceit-writing and obscurlty he 1mported in Urdu

17

Ghalib’s letters which have given him a permanent place in the evolu-
tion of modern Urdu prose were begun about 1849. In writing them he
was following no conscious theory of style. Indeed, so far was he frgm
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feeling sure of his ground that he felt his innovation required an explana-
tion if not an apology. All this has been discussed in an earlier section. The
view that he deliberately broke with the past shoWing'the way to othersis
not supported by facts. The writers of the Aligarh school did not go to.
him for inspiration; they followed the Time Spirit. ‘Ghalib’s prime
motive was.convenience and it was quite inadvertently that he became the
forerunner of modern prose. ~ - . . ' :
Ghalib’s letters, except -those' addressed ‘to the nobility, where he
crosses his t's and dots his i’s with punctilious care, have all the direct-
ness, informality, and well-bred ease of polite conversation. I believe.the
secret-of all successful letter-writing is' the joy of communication or
expression.. One feels, as one reads these letters, that the writer has
something to say, and he says it without stint or reserve. The contrast
between his prose style and poetry is striking. In the latter, he is self-
conscious,. pithy, intellectual, and wrote in full panoply. He wrote his
prose in lounge-suit and slippers. Essentially utilitarian in tone, it pos-
sesses an easy, familiar, leisurely mavement, and has no intellectual
interest, having been writter, for the most part, at a plane of conscious-
ness totally different from that of his poetry. _ -
. Most of these:letters have little interest beyond their style. Their

themes are the well-worn themes of correspondence—instructions to his

pupils on versification; critical dicta; news, inquiries; information or
directions about the publication of his 'books;' relations with the British
Government; the-withdrawal and restoration of his pension; greetings;
- condolences; reminiscences; and .other personal odds and ends. They
reveal a tempgrament at once cultured, urbane, social, and egoistical, in
which much that is polished and courteous alternates with savage and
rasping moods. The factis that Ghalib was self-centred, and only a true
hero-worshipper would fail to note some of his limitations.

- From this engrossing self-love Ghalib was, to some extent, awakened
by-the Indian Mutiny. Ghalib, who had brooded over his wrongs, was
now suddenly made to see by that great catastrophe all the cruelty and
brutality of life. Some of the letters of the period are the best of their kind. -
They are the works of a' sensitive. man who is also. a humorist—the
sensitive man whose heart goes out to suffering humanity, and the
humorist who from the vantage ground of this new knowledge can smile
at his own mishaps. '

Ghalib has been acclaimed as a great humorist: His letters do not
provide much evidence for this judgement. His gift of humour was at best
intermittent, and is confined to half a dozen letters of the post-Mutiny
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period. But though the quantity is limited, the quality is high. On the
other hand he is often witty; and those who praise his humour usually
mistake the formerfor the latter. .

Besides the light they throw on his life, interests, and character, these
letters.are valuable for their style. Strange as it may sound, the earliest of
them are quite as mature as the latest. For sheer béauty of style, the best
of them are only surpassed by Muhammiad Husain Azad mthis very best.

I mean.Azad the raconteur and hot the letter-writer. - .

18 ‘
Zafar {Abd Zafar Siraj-ud-Din Muhammad Bahadur Shih), the last of
the Mughal emperors, is the author of four voluminous divdns. Two
things stand out in his  poetry; first his passion for difficult rhvmes,
excessive word-play, the'n ofa crude typ_e, and his love of fine writing_, i.e.,
over-indulgence in idiomatic language for its own sake. This aspect of his
poetry is traceable to the influence of Lucknow, through his poetical
preceptors, Shah Nasir and Zaug, who had both cultivated this style to
emulate the poets of Lucknow, then held in high esteemn and studiously
imitated. The second is the sense of frustration and gloom. As is well
known, his father had been persuaded by his favourite wife to nominate
her son. Mirza Jahandar, as his successor; and though in this he was

~ overruled by the British, he continued: to suffer from his father’s resent-

ment till his succession to the throné in 1837, when he was a little over i
sixty. : B S
The poetry of Zafar is the image of his own mind. It has a distressing
sense of the disabilitics imposed-upon him, and his inability to break
through them. Significant in this respect is the pature of his imagery, the use
of words like fowler, chain, captive, cage, snare, etc. The persistence with
which he returns to them shows how overwhelming and unbroken must
have been his sense of frustration. He is not uniformly gloomy; there are
eager longings and fugitive gleams of hope as well, but they are few and far
between, and serve only to throw his gloom into still sharper relief.
Zafar’s poetry is wholly personal, a dirge on his blighted hopes and the
misforturies that dogged his heels. There are some, however, who see the
patriot in him, and by way of proof refer to the last three _lines‘quoted
below, and. other similar verses as proof of his heroic resolve to rid the
country o.f the British. Taken out: of their biograph_ical conitext and
provided with a political background, they may be interpreted as t}.le
ebb and flow of his political sympathies. But his life, as we know it,




