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must regretfully admit that he did not care what weapons he used.

To put it as briefly as p0351b1e, Sauda followed three methods in his
satires. His greatest weapon is exaggeration. He magnifies the defects of
his victims past all bounds—and things when exaggerated with point
and wit become humorous, as in a caricature. In poems of this class, the
touch with reality is never lost, With Sauda often an insignificant baci!-
lus of truth grows and grows until it acquires portentous dimensions. His
attitude here is humorous and playful, and his satire is successful; when
he loses his temper or is at the mercy of his feelings, especi.ally' his
religious feelings, he becomes abusive. In'the third he rushes into the
fanciful. He is now very ingenious, but not particularly amusing. These
categories are not mutually exclusive. The first and the third moods run
into each other generally. The second stands by itself and includes most
of his failures.

9

Sauda’s gasidas mark the summit of achievement in that genre in 'Urdu;
and in the opinion of competent critics they are quitc on a par with the
works of great Persian panegyrists both in sound, movement, and the
profusmn of utterly impossible conceits. They leave us cold today, but it
is impossible not to be struck by their lofty carrlage The following from
the nasib of a qasida celebrating the advent of spring are magnificent and
contain some fine persomﬁcatlons of natural objects. '
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Gone is the sway of December and january from the garden;

The sharp edge of the sword of April has overrun the land of autiumn.
Every fruit-bearing tree has bowed itself down in grateful prostration,
Beholding how graciously God has showered bounties on the world,
From the branch to the leaves, and from the flower to the fruit,

. The power of growth extends its ré'rigé in the vegetable world.
For the robe of honour on the new year’s day,
The rivulet is busy cutting velvet on the grass.
The rainbow hues of the new-blown rose
Are dressing hills and dales in printed.chintz,
The nightingale’s bew1tchmg shadow on the ground
Surpasses in beauty a masterpiece painted by Mani.
The clouds sailing here and there, string pearly hails on the threads of vernal

- showers-

" To bedeck with garlands long rows of trees, -
The stream rolls on the verdure in extreme restlessness,
Weighed down with the shadow of the profusion of flowers.
No wonder if on account of the extraordinary fertility of the soil
The branch -(horn) of the bull supporting the earth on its horns should

produce a bud.

The rivulet round the garden, glittering in the light of the sun,

~ Drawsa golden margin on the page of the garden.
The shadow of the leaves falls in such ways on every ﬂower _

" Thatit presents the picture of an emerald d:ssolved ina dlamond chalice.’

10

Mir (Muhammad Taqi Mir) has left a full-length account of all but the
last-thirty years of his life in Zzkr-¢-Mir. It does not give his date of birth,
and it is only recently that the discovery of a manuscript copy of his
poems, in the library of the Raja of Mahmiidabad, has enabled us to
establish conclusively that he was born in 1722 in Akbarabad® and died
at an advanced age in Lucknow on 20 September 1810. His father, Mir
"All Muttaqi, a religious man with a considerable following, died when
Mir was still a boy, and he was brought up by Sayyid Amanullah, one of
his father’s intimate friends and disciples. Some three years. after his
death, Mir left for Delhi at the age of seventeen or so. Here he was
granted a stipend of one rupee a day by Amir-ul-Umara Samsam-ud-
Daula; but on his death, during Nadir Shah’s invasion (1739), Mir was
forced to go back to Akbarabad to his family. : ‘
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“The treatment accorded to him by his relatives greatly disappointed
him. ‘Those who had treated him as the collyrium of their eyes’,* writes
Mir, now cold-shouldered him, and when he left for Delhi the following
year, to stay with his foster-uncle, Khan- e-Arzil, his foster-brother:
carried his enmity so far as to write to the latter ‘never to-countenance a
mischief-monger like Mir’ ', In his autobiography, Mir brings out to the
full the pathos of the situation, but is discreetly silent about the cause of
this estrangement and hostility. It is believed that what precipitated his
departure from Akbarabad and ranged his family against him wasa
clandestine love-affair with one of his relatives. Whatever the reason or
reasons, Mir suffered much during this period. Poverty, disappointment
" in love, and the indignities heaped on him all worked on his hypersensi-
tive mind, and the result was a. temporary madness.

Khin-e-Arzii was far too generous to disown Mir, but he.is said to
have bitterly rebuked him, and their relations were far from happy. In
Ab—e—Hayat Azad ascribes the1r growing estrangement to their religious
-views. Arzi, he writes, was a Hanafite and Mir a Shi’ite. But the real
cause was probably the family scandal, although the bitterness may have
been accentuated by their religious differences. ¢

In the ‘Introduction’ to Kullfyai-e-Mir, M. ‘Abdul Bari has pomted out
the disparity in the account of Khin- e-Arzi as given by Mir in Nikat-ush-
Shu‘ara (1751) and Zikr-e-Mir."' In the former he lauds his. uricle 2s 2 man
and scholar, and is proud to call him his teacher. In the latter, written
after Arzit’s death (1756), he rakes-up the old grievances against him,
disowns Khan-e-Arzi as his teacher and writes of having ‘read a
few. books with some persons in the city’.'? T agree with Asl that Mir’s
reticence in the earlier volume was dictated by considerations of mere
prudence: He had much to fear Khan-e- -Arza alive, for the latter could
any time Justlf» his severity to him by disclosing the real cause of their
estrangement. He had nothing to fear from Khan-e -Arzi dead: He,
therefore, chose to expatlatc on his good points and his indebtedness to
him in the earlier volume, gwmg full verit to his grievances in the second.

Like other poets of the day, Mir’s first choice was Persian, but he was
persuaded to take up Urdu instead. His rise into prominence was rapid:
After his estrangement from his uncle; he experienced a quick change of

patrons either on account of the extreme political instability of the day,
or hls own egoism and vanity. His troubles culminated after the sack of
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Delhi at Nadir Shah’s order. When he returned to Delhi after the defeat
of the Mahrattas, he was profoundly grieved at the desolation of the city,
and has given a poignant expression to it in some of his ghazals. = -

- Mir’s life enters on its second phase with his invitation to Lucknow by
Asaf-ud-Daula: He was held in- high esteem, and must have been @ -
constant companion of the Nawab, as is proved by. his several realistic
masnavis on -the latter’s marriage and his hunting expeditions. These
poems show that Mir was much more of a court poet than is generally
conceded. T - S

But Mir was never quite happy in Lucknow despltc hlS complete
free_dom from financial worries and the high honour in which he was
held. The reason was an excessive nestalgia for Delhi, engendered-by his
early memories. He despised Lucknow—the haven where at long last he.
had. found peace, security, and honour. The real reason for his dis-
satisfaction lay more in his temperament than in his yearnings for home.
Mir was a man who could not be perfectly happy anywhere. Egotistical
toa fault, he found it increasingly difficult to get on with his patrons. He
imagined insults or slights where none were intended, and was rude and
brusque. It must be said to the credit of his patrons that they treated him
with uniform courtesy, and put up with his vagaries with good humour
and forbearance. But much of this was lost on him. Once in a fit of sulks
he went so far as-to withdraw from Asafud-Daula’s court, but was
recalled and provided for by his successor. v :

i2

As a man Mir was antisocial and. cynical. A confirmed egoist, he was

incapable of seeing merit in others, and frequently resorted to a blunt-
ness which lost him his friends and admirers and insenced his enemies. -
His irritability was not due to the fact that his talent had not been duly
recognized, or that he had not been adequately rewarded. In Delhi and
Lucknow he had actually lived i in a blaze of reputation. Financially, he
was far from secure in Delhi, and was throughout dogged by insecurity
on the death or downfall of his patrons. Yet the fact remains that he was,
for the most part, well looked after: He was proferred help by the King
which he rejected on account of his vanity. He rated himself so high that
all that was done for him in Lucknow seemed to him to be altogether
inadequate to his extraordinary merit. Hence his sullen broodmgs hlS
pathetic complamts and his boorish manners.

Mir’ § vanity is not a figment of Azad’s fancy, as his admlrers generally
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. thmk it is' an mdubltabic fact. Let us, for the time bemg, ignore the
anecdotes ‘Telated about him by Azid, and confine ourselves to the
evidence provided by his works. Of the right to self-praise which Persian
and Urdu poets have arrogated to themselves, there are very few who
~ have made a more lavish use than Mir. This self-complacency is only
equailed by his attacks on others.. He has pilloried poet after poet in
Nikat-ush-Shu‘ara, and anyone who succeeds in getting a good word from
him must be a fortunate man indeed. He is a judge with a black cap on,
sentencing his victims to, summary execution, with no possibility of
reprieve.'® In a fit of egregious vanity, he once compared himself to a
dragon in Ajger Nama and his contemporary poets-to reptiles and vermin
who are scorched to death by its poisonous breath. For once, this was
more than they could bear. There was a furore when the poem was read
out, and a rising poet bearded him with an 1mpromptu compos1t10n
contammg the line:

/&Zw d:/u“'( J Jl/ c'rLfJ:Ja:Z.-;/p

Q0 lear! I-_Ialdar, the Mighty, has endowed me with such -
- powers that I can rend asunder the jaws of the dragon.

" Nor was Mir unconscious of this weakness, for he refers to it hlmsclf in his
- poetry occasmnally S :

L’lqﬂiﬁduﬂ?:béi /(/-’ L?/Mfcfl
- Fie upon you:Mir! that you should carry your bad manners so far

_Astobe at loggcrheads with the sky and the earth
And:
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* - The fact is T am riot free from worries for a singlé moment; -
My heart burns'with inward sorrow like a lamp. -

'+ My bosom is torn with pain and my heart seared with gnef
Tn public assemblies I 2m known as Mir the ill-tempered .
Such is the unsavoury reputation I have acquired for my short temper. -

R
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The chief quality of Mir’s mind is his realism. This quallty is tempera-
mental and marks him off from Sauda for whom the real is often merged
in the exaggerated and the fanciful. The mirrot he holds up to life is
not a normal one; it is predisposed |to reflect whatever is sad and
distressing; but with this reservation, heis usually a true chronicler of his
moods, feelings, and suscept1b111t1es Of course, he is not free from the
false taste of his age, there being a great deal in his ghazals that is a
concession to the reigning taste. Nevertheless, the best of him is a true
picture of the various states of his mind. '

As regards the emotional experiences which form the warp and woof of
his mind, they are predominantly sad and pathetic. He is the best

_representative in Urdu poetry of the passivity and wistfulness we as-

sociate with the East—an attitude considered the fittest theme for Iyrical
poetry by some, and’ voted as morbid by others. Mir was frail, nervous,
resigned, and reacted with extraordinary force to the accidents and
vicissitudes of life. For him the course of life and love did not run smooth,
and his love lyrics are an expression of the grief, disappointments, and
pathetic yearnings consequent to it.

14

Mir’s gIoom is not all personal; it also reflects time’s sad decay. As such

his poetry is an unusually sad man’s commentary on his own defeated
lif¢ and the decay and extinction of what was most dear to him in the life
and associations of the Imperial City. Here are some of his reflections on
the departed glory of Delhi and the reign of terror that followed it:

ez ?fe:wu.-myyf

The head that is proud of kingship today, -
Tomorrow there is a cry of lamentations about him.

5 WU~Lu:‘éblﬁ_~eL»*J wufbéd/cfub:

No one has gone safe from the caravanserai of the world,
Not a traveller but has been robbed of his belongings in this journey.
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Spare some time to pay a visit to the tombs of these luckless persons;

Who knows what affictions they might have been subjected to in their life. It feels cheerless and depressed with the coming of the evening;

My heart is like a pauper’s dimly- burnmg lamp.

'J’“(‘/‘?%'/ Lot J"fw/'?é.w;jfyb@,/'- N R s oo un,m;)“’ /’w/éb

; .O Mir, how many friends of thine have gone the way to dusty death ) . Pangs of separation, yearnings for tmion,.mtense passion, .
_ Fool! hath anyone ever grieved at another’s death! B Behold' whiat a tumult I took with me into the grave!
.L;L/c.’.- }JEZJL ara..wf b ‘ ‘ S
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In this tempestuous world Fate breaks us hke a bubble _ . ) - Thls world is full ofl[luswns : R, ‘

' We behold herewhatwe:magme' L o
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'Do not be m1sIed by the prospemus look of the world;
A house ﬂcur;shes here after being ruined a hundred times.

y . : i : ’ My heart has made me even more mlserable than before. ‘
) )@wﬁﬂwéi’,v ) "-’?fu’z?:’&bf&(u( e S J
" By one wanton zct you have destroyed these-august persons e d_— ’ L«?d.-}“'u) ' ( UA’L/"DV £ &

+ Whom the SkY produced by long sifting the dust. .- ' o . _ In the earlier stages of love I was all afire, :
His Shathr Ashob also sheds light on the- deplorable contemporary, lam noi all dust and ashes—-—such is the end of my love
scene and should be studied side by side with Sauda’s poems on the

subject. . | : < : _ | djp—))fd/‘.p? g)fﬂujﬂ afé#‘ctﬂ

15 o ‘ . The strects of Delhi were notmere streets, they were fike a pamter s album;
Every figure I saw there was a model of perfection. :

By lurmg me into the street of the beloved

Mir’s style is srmpie and bare even to nakedness. There are some mmds
that cannot contemplate a thing without trailing a cloud of images. Mir

shows little of this imaginative fertility. He is nelther alluswe nor suhtle. LA—LJ w — l? L"'] LPC-#‘/JW (.—7/
Whatever the nature of his thoughts, he can be expected to be straight- '
forward. This simplicity .or llmpldltv, this contemplatlon of.a thing
without a host of associative images, is the chiief feature of his riind and

distinguishes him from a poet like Ghalib. He is remembered today for : (}’ u l/v() Lq() UI /g+ J( b/ LJJ'U L?’cf. ‘/'U/
: . : 7

such lines as the following:

. 2y
L-/'/ﬁ) / J'/ s Ob/ aub/ qu—_L-:J/ 2—_ ’J:l?( ; : Like the vain. musings of a pauper, how far and wrde have rny thoughts

wandered in the lonehness of separatlon from youi!

Do not wonder at the depth of my misery, -
Such are the ups and downs of life!

I inquired how long is the life course of a rose;

~ The bud heard it and broke into a smile. S o o ' J”:_i /U/JJ‘J/ ny‘—'u Ld’/é—-;‘
K ‘J'/LV f/ 1f:.: q—i)f 'd_) ‘[" [z"’J L" L'}{ gf’/d—-( l/’ : ‘ Was it the fragranee ofa flower or the song.ofa mghtmgale;J . ‘

How qulckly have the days of miy life passecl'

I
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Mir ‘tried his hand at several other genres but w1th little success. His
satires are personal and fully as vulgar and censorious as Sauda’s. His
erotic masnavis, commonplace both in form and substance, are failures.
Crudely tragic, they show a pcnchant for unhealthy themes and homo-
sexual love.

Of 'a much higher order, and unique in their own way, are Dar
Hajuv-e-Khana-¢-Khud (‘A Skit on my House’), Dar Hajv-e-Khana-e-Khud ki
bg Sabab-e-Barin Khardb shuda bitd (A Skit on my House that had suffered
hadly durmg the Rainy Season’) and Narsang Nama. They stand ina class
apart in Urdu poetry and, as the taste for what is natural and really
pathetic develops, they will come more and more inté notice. They are
all autobiographical, the first two describing the discomforts' of his
humble dwelling, and: the third giving a vivid account of a sojourn in a
dismal and bleak country in the company of a nobleman. Here, for once,
Mir is an amused spectator of his own mishaps and discomforts. In their
blend-of—'hundour, pathos and realism they represent the high watermark
cf humour in the poetry of the classical period. . .

Since humour in Mir has gone unnoticed, I give below two passages
from Narsang Nama, the concluding part of the Skit on my House in the Rainy
Season, and a few verses from Dar Bayan- e—murg_bazan (‘About Cock-
fighters’).
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I_t was nothing short of a godsend to.find accommaodation in an inn kept by a
hostess, and 1 forthwith.accepted all her conditions. When she asked what food
she was to cook for me, I explained that my food was supplied by the nobleman
I served. I get my food morning and evening from him. Whatever is sent 1
partake of, and what is left over I send back, Heanng this she heaved a deep
sigh and said: I took you for a man of rank with these five or six.persons
standing around you. But you have turned out to be a penniless coxcomb; you
are as poor as Emperor Shih ‘Alam. You don’t intend to eat or drink, and 1
don’t know how I shall pass the night. How very unlucky to have lodgers like
you! Alas, on what evil days my inn has fallen! I said: My dear lady, here’s
something to console you; and don’t take against me so much. Some come

* to eat, others to feed others, and still others who are like me.
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A httle way off there was a bazar with four or five shops of banyas One of
them had some pulses and flour that was fly-blovm. The other had nothing but
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dust in his baskets, Another had four or five bulbs of onions, and thought no
erid of himself ori that account. There was aniother grocer and I ade friends
with him. If I asked him to give me some turmeric, he straightaway packed
some yellow dust in a piece of paper and gave it to me. When I remonstrated
with him, he retorted: “This is no place for 2 man like you. I give what’s in
démand here; and mind yoti, [ don’t get these things gratis; I pay for them.” If T
asked him to give me chillis. er coriander seeds; the fine fellow would give me
something that had two or three seeds, the rest all gravel. I sent my servant to
bring some ground clover and what he brought was chillis, .. -~ . -
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 'When in return for the rent T paid for the house, I could have the roofonly,
we thought it advisable to leave the house, using the thatch as rafters. We

deemed it preferable to quit the house, as it was better to be drowned than to

be buried alive, The idea struck us as réasonable, and we decided tofollowit. I,
therefore, lifted the bundle of clothes, and my brother carried the charpai on

" his head. He who was carrying the bundle of clothes suffered from stiff

shoulders. One was carrying a lamp, another a cup. One of us held. the
wmnowmg—fan over his head to protect himself from the rain, and anotherwas
floundering in the rain. Another covered his face with a sieve, and still another
set a door-screen over his head. Another quickly took up the network for
hanging food and hung the legs and sides of a bedstead round his neck.
Another wrapped himself in a mat, and managed to held whatever he could.
Carrying our baggage and holding a clothes-line for fear of being drowned, we

" left the house in single file to reach some place to shelter. And as we filed out in

this ladicrous trim, we looked like a band of gypsies on its way to a new
encampment. And all those who saw us then smiled and tittered: At this we felt
ashamed, and at last arrived at the house of a brother. Since then we have been
in great trouble for want of residence; for we have not been able to get a house,
even as-small as a bubble, in which we could live comfortably for a breathing-
while in our own way. : '
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The _cotk-ﬁghtei's are wild with excitement;

And everyone of them is holding a cock in his arms.
The cocks exchange one or two kicks,

And a hundred ejaculations by these fools.
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The cocks flap their wings and these twitch convulsively,

They hit with their beaks and these veciferate and shout,

If the cocks stand erect, these bend low,

And change their position and posture according as the cocks do

‘The cocks once flap their wings,
And they make a hundred vulgar remarks,
One of them says: it has received a knock- down blow,
" Another, that it will lick the dust. . )
They bend down and seem to parry the attacks; ' .

. One would think it is they and not the cocks that are receiving the chks
Oneof them is sucking the beak of a cock,

And another indulging in vulgar remarks. - - |
They blurt out what’s uppermast in their minds,
And look daggers at one another.

17
For the past three quarters of a century it has been customary among

critics to approach Mir with bated breath and on tiptoe. He gets nothing
but pralsc, pressed down and brimming over. His historical position

apart, it is doubtful if Mir as a poetic genius deserves that unctuous -

ﬂattery, wrongly called criticism. There are several methods of estimat-
ing that rarest of ali qualities—-genius. Accordmg to one standard, the
greatness of a poet may be measured by the lines of supreme beauty in
him: This is pre-eminently a sound test, for it is only a really great poet
who can give you lines of outstanding beauty. Judged by this standard,
Mir does not fare badly. We hear of his seventy-two lancets or poignant
lines, selected by his contemporaries. We do not know, today, which they
are. But it is possxble to select probably a larger number of lines which
will be accepted even by fastidious critics as meriting distinction.
But these lines of supreme beauty are few and far between in his
unusual]y voluminous works. We expect to meet in'great poets not only
supreme moments of poetry; we expect them to be fairly frequent too. At
any rate, we expect all notable poets to keep to a certain standard, or, at
least not to fall as low as the very lowest. An earlier critic who had more
courage than we have, said: ‘His high is very high and his low is very low.
. This dictum needs the necessary amendment that he is very rarely at his
best,

S

THE DELHI SCHOOL OF URDU POETRY 139
18

The last of the famous quartette, Khvaja Mir Dard was born in 1719, in
Delhi, and died on 7 January 1785. Mysticism ran in the family; for he
was descended on the father’s side from Khvaja Baha-ud-Din Naqsh—
bandi, and on the mother’s side from Hazrat Ghaus-e-A‘zam. His father
Khvija Nasir ‘Andalib, a poet and the writer of Nala-e-“Andalih (a

voluminous work on mysticism and theology in Persian), had held'a high
position at court, but had retired from service to devote himselfto a life of
meditation. Dard studied thcology with his father, and learnt the art of

. poetry from Khian-e-Arzi. For some time he was in the army; but he

gave it up to lead a life of retirement and study and, at thirty-nine, on hlS
father’s death, succeeded hgm as the head of the sanctuary.-

The ziyarat in which he resided was outside the rampart, west of Pahar
Ganj, later known as Baraf Khana. During Nédir Shah’s invasion, he
received an invitation from a member of the royal family to move into the
city, but he stuck to his place. Later, he moved into the house especially
constructed for his reception in Kiicha Chelan. Dard was well versed in
music, and is said to have composed Kfayals, thumis, and dhurpads. This
tradition is supported by the following line in his younger bmthcr, Mir
Asar’s Masnavi-e-Khab-o-Khayal: -

Dbyt o oL

The beautiful Lfmyals composed_ by Dard— ‘
How can I tell you how profoundly moving they are!

and th‘e-foll’oWﬁng of his own verses:
Wlgidaiie sl u‘uf@;uw_,um:f

The high and low are equal i in my eyes,
Just as the high and low notes are equal in a musical instrument.

el ekt

I am of the world, yet live apart from others,
‘Very much as thesam [final beat] in the measure called Ripaks cutside the
. musmal time.

Mousic being forbidden in Islam Dard has appended the followmg
apologia for his weakness:

I do not put music so h1gh as do other mystlcs, nor do I rate it so low as the




