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'GHALIB: AN INDIVIDUALIST

Mumtaz Hasan

Ghalib was different from other men and wanted to be
different. He was a non-contormist in life and did not wish
10 be classed with what he regarded as the common herd.
His attitude is summed up in onc of his famous verses:

W G e W ol
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Following the multitude, Jeads you astray
I, therefore, do not tread the path that the caravan
has taken,

His desire for individual identification and distinction
expressed itself in more ways than one, He wore an un-
common type of cap! because he did not want to look like
other people. When in his old age, he decided to grow a
beard, he shaved his head at the same time, contrary to the

-normal pattern of Delhi where, in those days, people grew

hair on their heads and faces with equal solicitude.* His
poetic nom-de-plume originally was Asad, but as soon as he
heard of another poet of the same name, he changed it from
Asad to Ghalib. It is true that the other Asad was a poor
poet at best and it was one of his particularly un-inspired
verses which occasioned Ghalib’s decision,® but this was
probably incidental, Even if this contemporary had been 3
better artist, it is doubtful if Ghalib would have continued
to share his poetic name with him. "You know how long I
have lived in Delhi,"" says he in one of his letters to a favou-
rite pupil, “*All this while I have not allowed any one in this
city to bear my name, my poetic name or my nick name.'*4

! The Kulah-i-Pupakh, Malik Ram, Dhikr-i-Ghalib. p.239. Delhi. 1954,
* Mehr, Khutut. p.235, Lahore, 1983,

¥ Azad, Ab-j-Hayat, p,488. Lahore.

* Mehr, Khutut, p.276,
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Incidentally, his nick name was 'Mirza Naushah' or ‘the
bridegroom', which was given to him by his in-laws at the
. time of his marriage, and which became an affectionate
appellation among his friends and admirers. Ghalib ob-
viously fancied it as it reminded every one, including his
own narcissist self, of his handsome and distinguished ap-
pearance.!

Ghalib had a poetic étyle of his own. Even when he is
willing to concede merit to the other poets of his day, he
regards himself unmistakably in a separate category:

e NV I T VR P TR T R
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Poets of excellence, they say, are many
But, Ghalib, has a style of his own.

His earliest poetry borders on the metaphysical and the
abstruse, with involved similies and far-fetched metaphors,
which may bear some affinity with the poetry of Donne and
Browning in England and could claim kinship with that of
Zahuri and Bedil in India, but was quite alien to the easy-
going atmosphere of the literary Delhi of the early nine-
teenth century. At a later stage, he came under the in-
fluence of men like Hafiz, ‘Urfi, Naziri and Hazin in Persian
and Mir in Urdu,? and his style became easier and smoo-
ther, but neither his earlier nor later work could ever be
confused with any one else's. In the beginning, he was
close to the mind and spirit of Bedil, but could noct be re-
garded as a mere imitator. At that stage, there was un-
doubtedly a certain similarity between the styles of the two
“poets, although it was more a similarity of expression than
of thought and feeling. The somewhat intricate similies and
metaphors, which Ghalib employed like Bedil, were no
more than an attempt to render accurately what he wanted
to say, and it was no surprise to see that, as in Bedil, the
expression was as elusive as the thought. Nonetheless,

1 Hali, Elegy on Ghalib. p.24j. He was like a bridegroom and the whole city
was his bridal party."’
$ Chalib, Kulliyat-i-Nathr p.68; Diwan (Urdu).
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every word was intended to fill a gap in meaning, there
was nothing:that could be called superfluous:
JERSSUR g IO 1Y PR LS
29 one gt 2y G FURRH PN
Every word that occurs in my verse
Is like an enchanted treasure-house of meaning.

There is no doubt, in any case, that in spite of the re-
semblance in the styles of Ghalib and Bedil, Ghalib retained
an individual character of his own. He was, and always
remained, demonstrably distinct and separate from the rest

~of mankind.

When he wrote his Dastanbu, he signalised the work
by choosing tc express himself in the ancient Persian of the
Zoroastrian scriptures! In his letters, he made a complete
departure from the highly formal and ornate epistolary
style of the time. His letters to his numerous friends, rela-
tives and pupils read more like a tape-recorded tete-a-tete
than written matter.

He did not even wish to die with the crowd, Ailing
badly in 1860, and in anticipation of death, he had even
composed an epitaph for himself inthe formof achronogram.
But he did not die that year and explained it by saying that

_as an epidemic had broken out in the city, he did not wish

to go with the multitude,® When he passed away nine years
later, the chronogram was altered suitably by his friends.

It is true that all men are different from one another,
in some way or other, Every man is unique; there is some-
thing in him which no one else possesses. Most men
are, however, prevented by ignorance, modesty or lack of
enterprise or opportunity from identifying and promoting
their own individuality. It is one of the fundamental pur-
poses of education to encourage the dormant feeling of
separateness in human beings to develop into a full blown

1 Mehr Khutut. p.161. .
2 Mehr, Khutut, p.306.
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sense of personality. It is also true that the fesling of indi-

viduality differs in extent and degree with different men.
Ghalib was one of those in whom this feeling is strong from
the very beginning. It grew stronger and more intense
through the years, largely as a result of domestic unhappi-
ness, financial worries, and lack of appreciation by contem-
poraries. Life brought him a great deal of suffering. While
suffering gives the sensitive spirit an understanding of the
common lot of humanity, and to that extent brings him nearer
to his {ellow men, the intensity of the experience isolates
at the same time from other men and makes him feel like
a being apart. It is an experience which no one can really
share with cther people. As Ela Wheeler Wilcox said :

Laugh and the whole world laughs with you
Weep and you weep alone.

Ghalib’s early life partook of tragedy. He lost his fa-
ther at five. Barely four years later, he lost the uncle who
had taken care of him.! Thereafier he was brought up by
his maternal grandfather®* who was probably a member
of the minor aristocracy and seems to have been in affluent
circumstances. Ghalib’s creature comforts were thus
cared for, but an orphan is after all an orphan and there are
daily occurrences which cannot fail to remind a sensitive
child of his position. It is more than likely that, like all
orphaned children, Ghalib came to suffer from a feeling
of discriminatory isolation and was inclined to be introspec-
tive and aloof. One can almost see him growing up as a
lonely and pensive boy. Nor was an early marriage calcu-
lated to add to his happiness, He was given a wife when he
was no more than thirteen® and although he always showed
a certain amount of consideration for her, it would be diffi-
cult to describe them as a loving couple. It was cbviously
a case of incompatibility of temperament and probably
also of the blood group, as none of the seven children born
to them lived longer than fifteen months.. Another tragedy

! Malik Ram, Dhikr, pp.24, 30
! Mehr, Khutut, p.22.
* Malik Ram, Dhikr. .45,
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that Ghalib bad to live with was the insanity of his brother
Mirza Yusuf, who had gone out of his mind in his youth and
died a violent death thirty years later, while still insane,
at the hands of British troops during the disturbances of
18572 P :

Ghalib’s only known, though not fully known, love affair
occurred in his youth.* It ended in the death or suicide of
his anonymous sweetheart. Hig lament for her is one of
the most poignant pieces of elegiac poetry in the Urdu

ov Sl by b Gl o
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Thou hast hidden beneath the veil of dust, that there
be no evil talk about our love,
No one could do more to keep love’s secret, Ay me,
Ay mel
Thou didst pledge thy troth for life, but what of that?
Life doth not endure either, Ay me, Ay me!
How can he pass these dark rain ¥ nights of separation
. Whose eyes are used to counting the stars in expec-
tation of his beloved, Ay me, Ay me!

Financial difficulties dogged Ghalib all his life. Occa-
sionally they developed into a crisis, These crises were
largely of his own making. With his aristocratic back-
ground—he prided himself on being a Saljugi Turk and a
descendaf of the royal line of Afrasiyab®—and comfortable
upbringing, he had acquired exiravagant habits and a gene-
rosity towards. others which far outran his resources, He
was fond of wine and it had to be good wine tool He had
an army of servants, He was so open-hearted and open-

-language:

! Hasan Nizami, Ghadr-i-Dehli ki Subh-u-Sham. p.88&.
! Muslim Zisee, Igbal Review, Karachi, January, 1969,
? Chalib, Kulliyat. p.11. Lucknow, 1893,
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handed that he could not bear to see any one in distress.
He spent liberally when the occasion demanded and even
when it did not. *'] want at leastthis,'’ says he in a letter to
a friend,! “‘thatinthe city where I live there shall b® none
who is hungry or naked.”” The result was a foregone con-
clusion. Before he had entered his forties, he had, as he
tells the poet Nasikh of Lucknow in a letter,* accumulated a
debt of the order of rupees forty to fifty thousand. His
monthly income for the greater part of his life consisted only
of a pension of Rs. 62.50.% In 1850 another Rs. 50.00 per
mensem were added by the Moghul Couri* by way of
salary for compiling a history of the Timurid Dynasty in
Persian.® This is what we know by the name of Mehr-i-
Nimroz. After the death of Zauq, the poet laureate, Mirza
Fakhru, the Moghul Heir-apparent and the Emperor Bahadur
Shah Zafar himself became his pupils and Ghalib received
a salary of Rs. 400 per annum for it® Wajid Ali Shah of
Oudh gave him Rs, 500.00 per annum for about two" years,?
and from 1859, Yusuf Ali Khan Nazim, the Nawab of Rampur,
who also became his pupil, sent him Rs. 100 per mensem.®
But all this money, plus gifts and donations from friends and
pupils like Hargopal Tafta and others®, could hardly bridge
the gulf between income and expenditure. The deficit in

the household budget continued and Ghalib died in debt,

although the debt was not as large as one m1ght be tempted
to suppose.1®

For a long time, his dependents consisted of his wife
and the numerous servants of the household. When his
adopted son Arif, who was a nephew of his wife, passed
away, he took his two children Husain Ali Khan and Bagir
Ali Khan into the house and looked after them When in

P I —— .
1 Mehr, Khutut. p. 1085,

M.H. Rizvi, Muta!arnqat-l—Ghahb p.100. Rampur, 1547,

Malik Ram Dhikr. p.33.

Ibid., p.115,

Ibid., p.182.

¢ Ibid,, p.118.

7 Ibid., p.118.

* Mehr, Khutut, p.296.

¢ Ibid., p.124,

10 Arshi, Makatib-i-Ghalib, p. 107

1t Malik Ram, Dhikr. p.171.
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1857 and thereafter, he was passing through particularly
difficult times he did not part with a single servant—and the
servants meant not only themselves bul also their wives
and childrenf!

Ghalib had a claim to a family pension as an heir of his
uncle Nasrullah Beg who had rendered meritorious services
to the East India Company. The total pension came 1o Rs.
10,000 per annum and Ghalib was one of the major claimants.
The quanturn of the pension had, however, been shown at
a reduced amount through the manipulations of a third party
and Ghalib went to Calcutta in 1828 to represent his side of
the matter to the British authorities, The mission was a
failure; it only added to Ghalib’s debt.?

To crown it all, in 1847, he was jailed for gambling,
or more precisely, allowing gambling to be carried on in
his house?® “All pains the immortal spirit must endure”’,
said Mathews Arnold of Shakespeare. Ghalib certainly

«had more then his share of bitterness and anguish.

Ghalib’s inability to live within his means is typical of
the Muslim nobility of his day. In the feudal-military set-
up of the Moghul Empire, when the Muslims represented
the apex of the socio-political pyramid, there was no need
for them to save or care for money. They could command
service in kind. With the rise of the British power in the
Sub-continent, the Muslims lost their properties along with
their political position, and found it difficult to adapt them-
selves to the changed circumstances, It is easy in this
context to understand the financial maladjustment in Ghalib’s
case, the highlight of which is perhaps provided by the
famous incident of the Delhi College, which was being re-
organised at the time and where Mr. Thompson, a senior
British Officer, wanted a competent Professor of Persian.
Ghalib went to see Mr. Thompson inhis office, and waited
for him 10 come out and receive him. When Thompson
found that Ghalib was not coming in, he came out himseif

! Mehr, Khutut, p.411.
* M.H. Rizvi, Muta!:amqnt. p-100
* Malik Ram, Dhikz, p 107,
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and asked him why he was waiting outside. I was Waiting :

for you to come and receive me," said Ghalib. Thompson
reminded Ghalib that he had come as an applicant for a job
and not as a friend on a personal visit. "“Had you come to
meet me as a friend", said he, "I should certainly have
come out to receive you,” '

“If T was seeking service with you," replied Ghalib,
"'I thought I was going to add to my honour and prestige.
If the contrary is going to be the case, I do not want jt''.t
And he went away, leaving behind a surprised, and prob-
ably somewhat amused, Mr. Thompson. That, of course,
was the end of the application and all that went with it.

~ Here we have a man who needed money, but wanted
it on his own terms, a man who was caught up so irretrieva-

bly in his upbringing and his ideas of social dignity that,"

however pressing the need, he could not yield to the ex-
pediency of the situation.  Was not Novalis right when he
said that character was fate ?

Incidentally, it would be wrong to suggest that in his
meeting with Mr. Thompson, Ghalib, as a member of the old
ruiing class, was in any way actuated by any feéling of hosti-
lity towards the British rulers. On the contrary, he admired-
them. He counted many of them among his personal frinds
and some of them among his pupils.® He mourned his
friend Major John Jacob in a moving letter,® and his grief
was great over the death of his pupil, the famous Alexander
Heatherly ‘Azad” of Begum Soomroo’s Court4 He sorrowed
over the death of his British friends in the holocaust of 1857
in the same way as he did for the Indians.$

His visit to Caleutta, in spite of the frustration it other-
“wige had for him, had given him an insight into the British
system of administration, and the new achievements of sci-
ence and technology which the British had brought with them

1 Azad, Aab-i-Hayat. p.495.
! Mehr, Khutut. pp.218, 416,
3 ibid., p.218.

+ Mehr, Khutut, p,308,

¢ lbid.,/p.264. Lahore.

80

Y

toIndia. This made such an impression on him that when
Syed Ahmad Khan, the great educationist and founder of
Aligarh, asked him to write an appreciation of his new edi-
tion of the A’in-i-Akbari, Abdul Fadl’s famous Imperial Ga-
zeteer of the Moghuls, Ghalib was less than enthusiastic,
He thought the British system represented an improvement
over the Moghul one, and went to the length of disparaging
the Syed’s work by saying that exalting the dead was not a
task that is worth any one’s while? e

S 8 e Ohay e
There is nothing commendable in promoting the dead.

Chalib’s catholic sympathies enveloped all men in a
bond of affection. In a letter to Hargopal Tafta,* one of
his Hindu pupils, he said **Believe it or not, I love all human
beings, be they Muslims, Hindus or Christians, and regard
them as my brothers.” He could transcend all distinctions
of race, religion and geography, and rise to the level of pure
humanity. The difference between East and West did not
exist for him, and Rudyard Kipling could not have convinced
him that *the twain shall never meet.” He could, indeed,
have said, like his older contemporary, Goethe:

- ... Wer sich selbst und andra kennt
.. Wird hier auch erkennen
.. Orient und Occident
.- Sind nicht mehr zu frennen,
- [Whoever knows himself and others
Will also know ' '
- That East and West
Are no more apart]..

To the unhappiness of personal life and the constant
need for money was added the cold shouldering that Ghalib
received from his contemporaries. Even though towards
the end of his life, he was an honoured citizen with the title

- of 'Najm-ud-Daulah Dabir-ul-Mulk Nizam Jang Bahadur’,

1 Ghalib, Kulliyat, p.118
% Mehr, Khuwt, p. 187. -
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from the Moghul Court, which commanded respect among”
the British community ; and had a large circle of friends and,

admirers among all sections of the population, there is no
doubt that recognition came to him so grudgingly and so
late that it hardly mattered. Years earlier, he had resigned
himself to the idea of posthumous fame. Of that he was
sure: :

TSl a3y .J_”fcﬁ pe » mf_,r
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My star was in the ascendant in the realm of non-
existence

The fame of my verse will spread throughout the
world when I am no more.

As with Swift, so with Ghalib, ‘fortune had turned rotten at
the same time that it became ripe'! ST

-Ghalib was always less understood than misunderstood.
And whatever the causes and circumstances of conflict
between Ghalib and his critics, there is no doubt that it
was in reality a clash of the old with the new, of convention
with invention, of mediocrity with genius. . Chalib had
something to say and he wanted to say it with truth., He
yearned to express the inexpressible and did so in words
of unsurpassable beauty. The, great artist has to’ pay the
price of being himself. ‘One of his problems always is that
. since his thoughts and feelings have an individual guiality
of their own, he has to find new words'and phrases to ex-
press them if he wants to be true to himself and-his art.
This unavoidably leads him to new modes of expression,
which often distrub the existing patterns and upset thossé who
shelter snugly behind them. This artistic necessity, coupled
with the inner tensions and disharmonies of his nature, which
were peeping from behind the curtain all the. time, made
Ghalib’s poetry almost incomprehensible to most of the
poets and literary connoisseurs of the day, wha were used
to beautiful words and expressions which hardly conveyed
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anything by way of human experisnce, Browning was in

- & similar case when he spoke of :

Thoughts hardly to be pack’t
Into a nparrow act
~ Fancies that broke through language and escaped,

In fairness it must also be said that Ghalib did nothing
to mollify his opponents. He did not mince matters when
he expressed his opinion about such reputed poets as Qa-

teel of Faridabad or Waqif of Lahore, nor did he easily

acknowledge the superiority of any one. One of his pupils
happened to visit the tomb of Amir Khusro and ate of the
sweet fruit of Khirnie tree by the graveside in order, as
he said, to acquire eloquence. He told Ghalib how already
he was feeling more eloquentthan before. *You need’nt
have gone to all that trouble,’” said Ghalib, "If you had
turned to the Peepal tree at the back of my house, the hea-
vens themselves would have opened for you."* This may
be a light-hearted observation, but there were certainly
notmany in Ghalib’s Delhi who could have dared to be
light-hearted about Khusro in this fashion.

Itis also true that Ghalib never admitted defeat, although
he was fair-minded enough to acknowledge an individual
error when it was pointed out to him. ‘He refused to yield
to criticism or opposition and went through life with a
head that was '"bloody but un-bowed."” What annoyed
his critics was that he was more often right than wrong, a
situation unbearable to the generality of human beings.

The criticism of Ghalib’s poetry on the part of his con-
temporaries assumed the tone of derision now and then.
Agha Jan Aish said, for-instance: - : B
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" 'Tis worth while writing poetry when one man writes
L it and the other understands,

‘But what he (Ghalib) writes can be understood only

by him or by God.

! Azad, Aab-i-Hayat. p.5186.
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Abdur Rahman, a stooge of Agha Jan Aish who bore
the unusual poetic name of Hudhud (hoopoe) composed
some pompous nonsense, which he declared had been
written in the style of Ghalib.}

The fact is that Ghalib’s contemporaries were not
on the same wave-length with him. It is one of the ironies
of literary history that what they found incomprehensible
has now come to be acclaimed as some of the greatest
poetry of the world.

Chalib listened to these taunts with good humour.
Now and then, he appealed to his critics not to be led away
by prejudice and refuse to see the merit in him:
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O thou that art taken up with the poels of by-gone days,
Deny not the merit of Ghalib who lives and writes in
thine own time.

When the campaign against him grew, he declded to
turn his back on it:

bt § Jow 6§ Pl w
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I want neither recognition nor reward,
If my verses have no meaning, let it be.

The most virulent attack on Ghalib came whenh he
published his criicism of the well-known Persian lexicon
the Burhan-e-Qati, There were those who regarded it as
a sacrilege for any one, least of all Ghalib, who was no
favourite any way, to point the least little finger of doubt
or criticism agdinst a well established work which had
become almost a classic. There was an cutburst of anger
dgainst Ghalib, which among other things took the form of

1 Ibid., p.474.
These vgraea were believed to have been oomposed by Agha Ian ‘Aish’
hirnself and put in the mouth of Hudhud,

"
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filthy personal abuse. GChalib thought fit to bring a de-
famation case against one of his detractors. During the
course of the hearing, the defence made so many mis-
statements and put up such a stink that Ghalib decided to
withdraw the proceedings?!

Ghalib’s reaction to some of the abuse heaped upon
him was typical. In one of the angry letters he received
about the Qa#i Burhan, as Ghalib’s book was called, the
author had made a scurrilous reference to Ghalib’s mother.
“These idiots,"’ said Ghalib, “do not even know how to
abuse people correctly. You see, when you want to insult
a boy you remember his mother, when a young man, his
wife, and when an old man, his daughter, Abusing an old
man’¢ mother is simply stupid!”

A side-light on Ghalib’s character is provided by the
way he tried to help the son of his well-known critic and
detractor, Agha Jan Aish. After 1857, when the Aish family
had fallen on evil days, Ghalib recommended the young
man, whom he described as his nephew, most warmly to
Jawahar Singh, a Hindu pupil of his who was a Tehsildar.
It is not given to every man to treat his enemies with such
forgiving nobility.

An 1mportant elementin Ghalib’s personality is the pre-
dominance of the intellect in his make-up. It seems as
though his sensitive spirit, which had experienced the whole
range of pain and sorrow, had provided itself with a defen-
sive mechanism. ‘‘Those that are sensitive,”” said Goethe;
“must gird themselves in triple steel”. Intellectand Rea-
son became the protective steel around the delicate and
vulnerable heart of Ghalib. After his tragic encounter
with first love, he never allowed himself to lose self-posses-
sion. Although his friendships were deep and lasting, he

-had fortified himself against the love of woman and spoke

of love as though it were a light-hearted pastime. Even
though his youth was hardly free from indiscretions of the
'wild oats’variety, the flippant references to love in Ghalib’s

1 Malik Ram, Dhikr. p.228,
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poetry are undoubtedly a psychological defence adfaihst
his inner sensitivity. He is certainly doing no more than
masquerading as a gallant when he says:
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I am a lover all right, but'-m y business is to beguile
) the sweethearts of others
Even Laila speaks ill of Majnun in my presence.

He even speaks of love as a mental disorder:
F ol ws gy ow b S g
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The Rose laughs at the Bulbul's foolish infatuation,
. That which they call love is nothing but a derangement
of the mind,

Recalling his own tragic experience of love to & friend
who had lost his sweetheart, he counsels him not to involve
his heart in women. He tries to cheer him up by saying:
“If Chunna Janis gone, let there be a Munna Jan,’” said he in
his characteristic banter, One is reminded of Richard
Lovelace: .

~ Out upon it, I have loved

Three whole days together, ,

And am like to love three more

If it prove fair weather,

But Lovelace, the representative of Restoration England,
said what he meant and practised what he said, while
Ghalib was only trying to show off.

The importance of the Intellect is emphasised more
than once in Ghalib’s poetry. He assigns a higher place to
Reason and Intellect than Rumi or Goethe or Igbal would be
willing to allow. Ina poem entitled ““Mughanni Nameh’’ he
has extolled Reason and Intellect above poetic inspiration ;1
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Ghalib, Kulliyat, P. 156,
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Though poetry is a treasure full of gems
Reason has a lustre all its own.
Reason manifests itself ever anew,
~ And the heart acquires new light from the eye.
" The treasure with which reason has endowed the

wilderness,
Would make the world a fairy-land.

The emphasis on the Intellect is significant, as Intellect
is more individualistic than feeling and emotion. Feeling
draws us towards others. It makes us fall in love and enter
into other human relationships. Intellect, on the other hand,
is cold and aloof, and transcends affiliations and align-
ments,

Individualism is first cousin to cosmopolitanism. It
is only the man who is able to rise above his social and
political envircnment, who is qualified to become a citizen
of the world, In Ghalib we have such aman. He was cer-
tainly related to the society of his time, but only in a perso-
nal and limited way. He lamented the passing of the old
order because he himself belonged to it:
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There is only solitary burnt out candle
Left to mourn the revelry of yesternight.

The terrible events of 1857 moved his heart to grief
for Delhi and the Muslimst:
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Every particle of Delhi's dust
Is thirsty for the blood of every Muslim.
* Muslim Ziace : Ghalib ka Mansookh Diwan, P, 276, Karacki 1969,
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- Delhi, of course, was Ghalib's city and he could not
see it being destroyed, without a Pang. As regards
the Muslims, he was never their leader or champion, but
he could not help being affected as he was one of them.
He saw them being mercilessly slaughtered all round,
and his own life and honour was as much in peril as theirs.
His sympathies were, however, not confined to himself or
his community. He felt for all those who suffered and de-
plored vandalism wherever it took its toll. Any wvictim
of barbarity, be he European or Indian, Hindu or Muslim,
white or black, claimed the same sympathy from him.

In Ghalib, there is a perceptible indifference towards
the problems and needs of society. Heis neither a social
philosopher, nor a social reformer. He worships at the
shrine of Truth and Beauty, but is not deeply concerned with
the good life or the moral pattern of society. His approach
is always based on a personal rather than a social view of
the human problem. Nor is he alone in this respect.
In his own time, there was hardly any one, with the
exception of Syed Ahmad Khan, who had any appreciation
of the predicament of the society around him and the direc-
tion in which the social environment needed to be changed,
Speaking of other great poets of the world, and judging by
the prevailing tone of their pottry, Goethe, Hafiz and Rumi,
like Ghalib, are pre-occupied with the idea of the exalta-
tion of the human individual and the development of human
personality. They are inclined to overlook the importance
of corporate human effort, and the need for building up a
proper state of society as a basis for the training and deve-
lopment of the individual. This is admittedly a delicate
and difficult matter, as a balance has to be struck between
the claims of the individual and of the society, and one
would like to see that balance tilted, be it ever so slightly,
in favour of the former, rather than the latter. Howsoever
that may be, these questions do not seem to have arisen
in Ghalib’s mind. Among the great poets, Iqbal and Sadi,
to take only two examples, Tepresent those who are socially
conscious and concerned.

Ghalib and Iqbal are both poets of humanity, but Iqbal
B8

is for a good deal of the time, an Basterner and a critic of
the West, while Ghalib is more consistently a man rather
than an Asian. It is only fair to add, howevaer, that Ghalib
was never exposed to the impact of Western civilization
and culture, except socially and superficially to a certain
extent; he never had the opportunity of studying the ori-
gins and sources of strengih and weakness of the western
culture.

It is true that at times Ghalib does look forward to a
go.den age in the future:

G wak o gpad b2 LS Oy
Oy Wil U Cu G
My song spring from the warmth of my intoxicated

imagination,
I am the nightingale of a garden not yet created.

He does not, however, show any anxiety on his own
part to bring the golden age nearer. He certainly has
no plan or programme for it.

With his dedication to the cause of individual freedom, -
Chalib fits properly into the century to which he belonged.
The nineteenth century, in spiteof its territorial imperialisms
and exploitation of man by man, was a century of liberalism
just as the twentieth century, notwithstanding the disappea-
rance of thrones and crowns, is & century of retrogression,
a century where the human individual is no more than an
instrument of Society and a chattel of the State. That is
probably one of the reasons why Ghalib has attracted more
attention in our time than before and why men all over the
world are beginning to turn towards him and his like.
It is possible that the twenty-first century will emancipate
the individual from the tyranny of the State and Society, and
allow him to take his proper place in the social environ-
ment. If so, it will be the century of Ghalib.

Ghalib’s spiritual developmentis in the nature of verti-
cal rather than horizontal progression. He grew upwards
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and not side-ways. As he passed froim experience to
éxperience, his life and thought ‘became progressively
individualised, and he soon reached the point where
he had already transcended the limitations of the social
context. His outlook became so broad and his sympathies
S0 catholic that nothing much remained in him of the Indian
or the Asiatic. Heisaman. = - -

The stages through which his spirit passed on its way to
its final goal can be guessed at with a fair amount of pro-~
bability; although it would be a piece of gratuitous folly to
pretend to any exact knowledge in'this respect, " Hig poetry
gives us glimpses of him in the course-of his spiritual quest,
We find, for €xample, that from his Olympian heights,
Chalib could look down upon the world and watch its deni-
zelts like-a god-like spectator out for fun: - -

T e L gy o Uy
The world to me . is a children’s playground,
The show goes on before me night and day,

He had reached the stage where he could régard
himself and his experiences as though they were the affairs
of a third person: : . :

e G e a1 ol o pad gl G
bt O A I S s Glby Lk
-I stayed away from that sduc_'ysweeﬂ:eart”with a show

of vexation,
But pretence aside, that too was no more than a mode

of love’s madness,
g BT sk 5 5 e W e Gy
Usy LS o5 U_,.,u_,eurl-‘-,:“ el oS, e _
It is a long since Ghalib passed away, but we still rem-
- ‘ : - - amber

The way he used to say of :everything, ““what if it had .

happened this way and not that 7"’

At the same.time, his ‘Prodigious ascent to the Tealm

——

-

of spirit brought him nearer and nearer to the Reality that
he was seeking. It would appear that he started with a
feeling of primeval wonder at the various manifestations
of Creation:

w ot o oS oy S
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Where from have they come-these flowers and all

_ ' - this greenry?

What really is the cloud? What is the breege?
Who are these beautiful, fairy-like beings?

And what is the meaning of this coquelry, these amo-
rous glances, these blandishments?

This led to deeper questioning: :
q_t.fg' .:_,.,.:..._,.\il.s_,a_,,..:,_}.pl
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When the seer, the seen and the sight itself are one
and the same,
I wonder where the seeing comes in/
The ocean is but a successive manifestation of forms,

Else, what is the meaning of these drops of water, the
waves and the bubbles upon them ?

He also found himself peeping into the heart of life
and saw the elements that composed it:
o e T g el il 2 il
K @l sb 35T o 8§ e
Purily cannot manifest itself without impurity,

The garden is but the verdigris of the mirror of the
. spring breegze.
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That reminds us of Euripides !

“The good and evil cannot dwell apart;
The world’s a mixture—'"

But this is no more than an obiter dictum. Ghalib’s goal
lay far beyond the phenomena of the material world, and in
directing his footsteps to that goal, he chose any but the
beaten path. For him there would be no conventions, no

caste, creed or colour:
(39 SF o B bl @y dege
oy okl 2l o b e i
I believe in the One, I believe in discarding all cere-

mony and ritual,
When individual creeds disappear, they become part

of one [Universal] Faith.

Reality lay beyond the territory of Intellect, beyond
the sun, moon and stars and the whole phantasmagoria of
sense experience. Eventhe Kaba was no more than a sym-
bol, a sign-post on the way:

C - R I G RY

The One I worship is beyond the bounds of compre-

hension,
The Kaba we know is no more than a symbol! of the

real Kaba.

The Kaba and the temples represented no more than

- the fatigue of the human soul, Itis only the tired spirit who
would stop at them and go no further:
LS T pe s
Wl g 25 Gpd Tl

The mosque and the temple are reflections of the

repeated end of desire,’
They are shelters which the tired spirit fashions

for itself,
92
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Ghalib is now in full search of that Reality. Shorn of
all earthly loyalties and relationships, he stands alone be-
fore the mystery of existence. He yearns to get a glimpse
of what lay behind the appearance of it:

e ol o5 Copm g e pla 5
D e Y B 1%
What is the wondering eye waiting for, O Lord?
The world of expectation is lined with mirrors on
every side,

He could take all the existing and possible universes
in one sweep of comprehension, but what else was there:
e bl s B LS 0L o
bl b 25 S5 O s 2

Where is the second step of yearning, O Lord?
The whole realm of possibility is but one foot-print,

To have an answer to this question, he wished he had an
observation-post beyond the Throne of the Almighty:

é-hm.ﬁ';i&-mi'-ﬂﬁ*‘
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Icould have seen everything from a still greater height,
Oh how [ wish I could have my abode beyond the
: Throne of God,

These were moments of ecstasy. They lie embedded
in words and phrases that defy mortality. Ghalib’s quest
was nearing its end. He was soon to come face to face
with the One he sought. He had reached the empyrean
of bliss and saw the Truth. And lo and behold! the Truth
was nothing but Beauty: -

Gom @l Wy 2 Gad oy 23,5 by
W oo Bl 5 ol &G e
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Love has untied the strings of the veil of Beauty,
There is nothing now between except the seeing eye.

This is the great vision of Ghalib, the greatest ever vouch-
safed to a poet's eye.

““Beauty is truth, truth beauty—that is all
Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know;'f

said John Keats. That, in a word, is Chalib’s message,
but while Keats seems to have had only a distant glimpse
of Reality, Ghalib, after his pilgrimage of ecstasy, came
48 nedr to it as was ever permitted to mortal man. -
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