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FOREWORD

It was my long-felt desire, and that of my late husband
Fakhruddin Ali Ahmad Sahib, former President of India, that
Ghalib’s sublime poetry should be translated into English, so
that its exquisite charm and beauty might be shared by the outside
connoisseurs of literature. Although Ghalib is so well loved at
home, because of the difficulty of language, he is relatively un-
known abroad. It is gratifying to me that Dr. Yusuf Husain
has been able to complete the English translation of the current
edition of the Urdu Ghazals of Ghalib and the selected verses
from the Nuskha-Hamidia (Bhopal Edition) in a comparatively
short period of five months, a feat of no mean order by any
standard. He has been associated with the Ghalib Institute from
its very inception and actively participated in the Centenary
Celebrations of Ghalib in 1969, As Secretary of the International
Seminar held on that occasion he edited the Urdu and English
Papers and Proceedings which have since been published by the
Ghalib Institute. In 1974 he was elected as Secretary of the
Ghalib Institute by the Trustees.

Dr. Yusuf Hussain is fully competent to have undertaken
the task of translating Ghalib into English, Sometime back he
brought out “Ghalib aur Ahange Ghalib” which has received
due appreciation from the Urdu reading public. Init the author
has not only successfully blended research with criticism, but has
also highlighted the significant experiences of Ghalib’s poetic
sensibility which justify describing him as a great poet.

After the Centenary Celebrations, Ghalib has become an
international figure. It is, therefore, in the fitness of things that
throughthe English translation, Ghalib should be introduced to a
wider English reading public all over the world. This book I am
sure, will appeal to all those who desire to know and feel the charm
and beauty of Ghalib’s poetry which can compare easily with the
best of any creative literature of the world. His loftiness of
thought, his concentrated emotion and his dynamic optimism
and confidence in life are 5o remarkable that even an ordinary
reader cannot miss them,



In his love of originality and creative use of language, Ghalib
has sometimes used unfamiliar and quaint Persian words,
phrases and compounds, resulting in the complexity and obs-
curity of his diction. Yet his position in the domain of Urdu
poetry has remained unparallelled. Owing to the difficulty and
obliqueness of his style, a few casual attempts have so far been
made to translate selections from his poetry into English. In
this volume over seventeen hundred Urdu verses have been faith-
fully and accurately translated into English. The Ghalib Insti-
tute, by publishing this work, has made substantial contribution
to the advancement of learming and exposition of our national
culiure. Ghalib represenfs a new romantic element in Urdu
poctry. His aesthetic emotion both communicates and reveals.
The artistic and philosophical content of his poetry drew its
substance from diverse sources. It would be strange if his 1deas
and sensibility had not undergone a change in response to the
varied experiences of his life.  He was one of the early Indian
thinkers who appreciated the benefits of modern science and
learning.

To translate poetry from one language to another is a diffi-
cult task, especially if they happen to be so linguistically diffe-
rent as Urdu and English. Ghalib’s translation into English
is all the more difficult because of his fondness for complicated
imagery and symbelism. 1 congratulate the translator for having
so remarkably succeeded in conveying the sense of Ghalib’s
verses into English accurately, without missing the rendering of
any original key word. I am sure, this translation will be
greatly valued by scholars as well as laymen,

BEGUM ABIDA AHMED

19, Akbar Road,
New Delhi
Dated April 11, 1977



PREFACE

Dr. Zakir Husain, the then President of India and Chairman
of the All India Ghalib Centenary Committee, released my book
*“Ghalib aur Ahange Ghalib” on February 22, 1969 at the Ghalib
Academy. After the ceremony was over, while talking to foreign
delegates of the International Seminar and some Indian scholars,
he said that it was very necessary that Ghalib's Urdu and Persian
poetry should be translated into English so that it could be intro-
duced to a wider reading public all over the world. Everyone
present heartily welcomed the suggestion,

Next morning when I met him at the Rashtrapati Bhavan he
told me. “I have read some parts of your book last night. You
have an insight into Ghalib’s poetry, why don’t you undertake
his translation into English?” I said that after completing my
assignment at the Indian Institute of Advanced Study, Simla,
I will certainly undertake it. Zakir Sahib was a great connoisseur
of Ghalib. I felt clated by his opinion about my book, and also
about my capability to undertake Ghalib’s translation into
English. My promise to him was made in the full knowledge of
the fact that translation of poetry from one language to another
with all their intricacies and niceties of nuance, was an-extre.
mely difficult task. Yet I welcomed his suggestion and promised
to start on this work, after completing my assignment at Simla,

Zakir Sahib had been the guiding force behind many good
causes. No one, that I know of, has done so much to popula-
rize Ghalibian Studies in India and abroad, as he has done. [t
was at his initiative that the All India Ghalib Centenary Com-
mittee was organized and the International Ghalib Seminar was
held in 1969. Since then Ghalib has become, and rightly so,
an international literary figure. Later, the All India Ghalib
Centenary Committee developed into the present Ghalib
Institute under the able stewardship of President Fakhruddin
Ali Ahmed.

w
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After completing my work at Simla, I started the compilation
of “Hafiz aur Igbal” in view of the forthcoming Iqbal Centenary.
Having completed it in 1975, I was continuously haunted by the
promise made to Zakir Sahib, and I was on the lookout for secur-

ing the co-operation of a competent assistant who would be really
helpful to me,

In the meantime, President Fakhruddin Ali Ahmed, after his
return from Iran, told me that he was highly impressed by the
display of translations of S‘adi and Hafiz into English and other
European languages at Shiraz. He said that it would be fine
if someone in our country also translated Ghalib into English.
I at once told him that I was already thinking of undertaking this
work for some time past to redeem my promise to the late Zakir
Sahib. He was very happy to know about my intention and
praised the varied interests of Zakir Sahib in different walks
of life. When I had the privilege of meeting Begum Abida
Ahmed she also reiterated what President Fakhruddin Ali Ahmed
had told me in this regard.

I started translation of Ghalib's Urdu Ghazals in August
1976 and completed it by the end of December 1976. These five
months were a period of strenuous and unrelaxing intellectual
activity for me which I greatly enjoyed. Sometimes I myself
wonder how I could have completed this challenging task in such
a short period of time. Actually, 1 attribute it to the spiritual
sustenance I derived from two great souls, Ghalib and Zakir
Sahib, each having his own special quality of greatness. They both
inspired me to undertake this task and it was mainly their 1nspi-
ration whieh saw me through it so expeditiously. Of course,
aithough the actual translation was completed in five months,
this was backed by fifty years of deep and loving study of
Ghalib’s poetry.

I must here mention that during the course of my work
whenever I met President Fakhruddin Ali Ahmed, he inquired
about its progress with his kindly and affectionate smile. When 1
met him last, he was so happy to learn that I had completed the

work. I requested him to contribute a foreword to the volume,
| J
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to which he readily agreed. But, unfortunately, destiny had wil-
led it otherwise. Before he could give me his foreword he was
snatched away by the cruel hand of death. He was a man of
great human qualities. His interest in Ghalib was genuine and
abiding. He founded the Ghalib Institute by his devoted efforts.
It was at his suggestion that the Board of Trustees of the Ghalib
Institute unanimously elected me in 1974 to succeed him as the
Secretary of the Institute. I take this opportunity to pay my
respectful homage to his memeory,

I am fully conscious of the inadequacy of the medium of
rendering the poetic creation of one language into another, es-
pecially if they happen to be so disparate and traditionally diffe-
rent from each other as Urdu and English. Yet the task, though
difficult and challenging, had to be undertaken, so that Ghalib’s
poetic experience and sensibility could be made known to the
wider English reading public all the world over. 1t was a duty
that our present generation owed to Ghalib, the greatest genius
of Urdu poetry.

Ghalib is a master of the ghazal, which though apparently
lacking in unity of theme has 1ts own organic form, pulsating with
creative imagination which imparts an underlying unity. Ordi-
narily each verse of the ghazal is complete in itself although at
times it may be connected with other couplets through conti-
nuity of thought and feeling. Ghalib has also written odes
(qasidas) and quatrains (rubaiyat) but he has excelled in his
ghazals. In this form he has no equal. In this medium his
poetic sensibility has found its full expression.

There are two ways of tackling translation from one language
into another. The first is fo translate, word by word what the
poet says, and the second is to reproduce the spirit of what is
satd or rather, what the translator believes to be the spirit, This
latter way, at its best, can produce fine poetry, but in the process
it becomes something quite different from the original, In this
translation I have tried to maintain a faithful accuracy to the
actual words used by Ghalib, neither leaving anything out, nor
adding anything extra, except when for the sake of intelligibility
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it was imperative. Urdu is a very subtle language, making use
of slender nuances of meaning, and Ghalib is a master of play
on words. Wherever possible I have tried to indicate this in
the translation, although of course it is not feasible to reproduce
it,

The second choice open to the translator of poetry, is whether
he should endeavour to convey the original in poetry or in prose.
If in prose, then the thought content of the poetry will survive,
but much of the magic of the original will be lost. If poetry
is chosen, then what form should it take? The ghazal is a very
precise verse form, depending upon the musical values of
rhythm and rhyme (Qafiah). English lyrics have equally precise
forms. 1t is well-mgh impossible to interpret one verse form
in terms of another. Moreover, the limitations imposed by
rhyme reduce considerably the choiwce of words available. By
insisting on rhyme one has either to sacrifice strict accuracy, ot
one has to run the risk of producing doggerel. 1 have tried to
avoid these pitfalls, by sacrificing rhyme, In some cases, where
there is a striking end-rhyme inthe original, it has been retained.
I have however been careful to maintain rhythm, since it is lar-
gely through rhythm that emotion is conveyed. The couplets
almost invariably are divided into two parts, and the idea in the
first half 1s elaborated by, or played off against the second half.
For the sake of convenience I have usually spread the original two
lines over four, but through the rhythm have sought to bring
out the division between the two halves, and emphasise the com-
plementary nature of the two parts which creatc cach verse,

No attempt has been made to fit the words of Ghalib inta
any formal metrical pattern but I have let them flow 1n as natural
and spontaneous a manner as possible. It is, however, acknow-
ledged that the emotional intensity and pathos of lyrical poetry
cannot be adequately rendered from one language into another.
To this Ghalib’s poctic art is no exception.

This volume covers the Urdu Ghazals of the current Diwan,
together with a selection from “Hamidia Edition” of Bhopal.
The numbering of the English and Urdu texts being identical, it
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will not be difficult to compare the original verses with their
translated counterparts. Besides poetry in Urdu, Ghalib, who
was bi-lingual, wrote even more in Persian. He himself placed
great value on his Persian poetry and it is hoped that I may be
able to follow up this volume with an English translation of
a selection of his Persian poetry.

My special thanks are due to Mrs M. Mody for her whole-
hearted co-operation in the difficult task I had undertaken. As
a keen student of Englsh language and literature, her quiet
' efficiency and sympathetic understanding have been a source of
valuable assistance to me. 1 have hardly any words to express
my deep sense of gratitude to her for her selfless and unstinting
help and advice at every stage of the work.

I thank Mr. S.S H. Suhrawardy for making necessary
arrangements for the production of the work. 1 should also
like to thank Mr Z.A. Abbasi for taking pains in connection
with the printing and publishing of the volume.

YUSUF HUSAIN
F-7, Nizamuddin West
New Delhi-13
Dated 16 April, 1977,



INTRODUCTION

GHALIB THE MAN

Ghalib’s grandfather Mirza Qauqan Beg Khan was a soldier
of fortune from Central Asia who came to India in the reign of
Mughal Emperor Muhammad Shah, sometime in the second
quarter of the eighteenth century in search of livelihood and a
new home. He joined the army and was granted a small fief for
the maintenance of his troops in accordance with the jagirdari
system of those times. In Delhi four sons andthree daughters
were born to Mirza Qaugan Beg Khan, One of the sons was
Mirza ‘Abdullah Beg Khan, Ghalib’s father, who was married
in a wealthy and illustrious family of Agra. His father-in-law
Khwaja Ghulam Hussain Khan held a high position under the
French who were engaged by the Maratha Chief, Daulat Rao
Sindhia to give European training to his army. The French
military adventurers, especially Monsieur Perron wielded great
political influence in Sindhia’s court, his headquarters being at
Aligarh, a place of great strategic importance in Western Gangetic
plain, the most fertile part of upper India. Ghalib’s uncle, Mirza
Nasrullah Beg Khan was also an officer of rank in the service of
the Marathas, having his head-quarters in Agra.

Mirza ‘Abdullah Beg Khan, father of Ghalib, failed to carve
out a career, unlike his brother, He shifted from one place to ano-
ther without making a mark in life. He first joined the service of
Nawab Asafud Daula of Qudh. then after some time he proceeded
to Hyderabad. After serving in the Nizam’s army for a few
years he finally joined the service of Raja Bakhtawar Singh of
Alwar, who sent him at the head of a military detachment to
quell the rebellion of a local Raja. Inthe skirmish that followed,
Mirza ‘Abdullah Beg Khan was killed by a bullet and was buried
at Rajkot in 1802. The Raja of Alwar granted a suitable allow-
ance for his family in recognition of his services.

Mirza‘Abdullah Beg Khanleft three children as his survivors,
Choti Begum, Mirza Asadullah Beg Khan (Ghalib) and Mirza
Yusuf Beg Khan, Mirza Asadullah Beg Khan, being the first
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male child, was greatly pampered by his mother, ‘Izzatunnisa
Begum, a lady of great accomplishment. Having lost her
husband at a comparatively young age, she decided once and
for all that her sons should not take to a military career.
At the time of his father’s death Mirza Asadullah Beg Khan
(Ghalib) was barely five years old, the date of his birth being
December 27, 1797.

Ghalib spent his childhood in the house of his uncle, Mirza
Nasrullah Beg Khan, who being a man of considerable fortune did
his best to make the three children of his brother feel at home and
happy. Mirza Nasrullah Beg Khan, after the defeat of the Mara-
thas by General Lake had joined the service of the British and
was given a considerable fief for the maintenance of his troops
at Agra, on the condition that they would be sent to help the
British forces when required. As ill-luck weuld have it, he too
died in 1806, when Ghalib was hardly nine. He and his younger
brother and sister became the legal wards of Nawab Ahmed
Bakhsh Khan of Loharu, who was a great friend of Lord Lake.
According to an understand:ng with Lord Lake, Nawab Ahmed
Bakhsh Khan was enjoined to spend ten thousand rupees onthe
maintenance of the dependants of Nasrullah Beg Khan. He
however, secured an amendment by Lord Lake’s order earmarking
five thousand rupees for the maintenance of the three children,
which was hardly adequate. This order was later challenged
by Ghalib in the court of the Resident of Delh1 and the Governor
General’s Council at Calcutta, but his appeal was rejected, to his
great dismay.

After Nasrullah Beg Khan's death Ghalib spent most of
his childhood and early youth with his mother at Agra. But
after his marriage with the daughter of a Delhi nobleman,
Nawab 1llahi Bakhsh Khan, brother of Nawab Ahmed Bakhsh
Khan, Ghalib shifted to Delhi permanently. In Agra
he studied Persian literature and philosophy with Maulvi
Muhammad Mu‘azzam, a renowned teacher of his time. He
exhibited his fascination for poetry at a very early age. He
used to say that his artistic gifts came from God and that he was
not indebted to anybody. The sense of rhythm and a feeling

.
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for harmony were inherent in him. Nature had endowed him
with keen sensibility and poetic talents. At an early age he came
under the spell of Bedil which, despite his disclaimers, persisted
till the end of his life.

Having acquired the habit of wine drinking in Agra, Delhi
offered to young Ghalib opportunities for other indulgences.
It was in the poetic tradition of ghazal writers to brand as hypo-
crites those who made a special virtue of abstinence from wine.
Some Sufi poets have used Saqi, tavern and wine as spiritual
symbols, but for Ghalib they were physical objects which created
sensuous effects. Wine was a great source of inspiration for him

when he wrote his verses. He says:
Then thou should’st see the style of rose-scattering speech,
If someone will place the bowl of wine before me.

Ghalib had a charming personality. He was tall and handsome
and had g very fair complexion which he has proudly mentioned
in his letters, Being witty and full of fun, he was welcome in
the aristocratic society of Delhi, the home of hisadoption. His
wife, Umrao Begum was a simple-hearted and pious lady. Tem-
peramentally, she was just the opposite of Ghalib. Although
in some of his writings, Ghalib has passed witty and uncompli-
mentary remarks about his wife’s occupation with prayers and
fasting, at heart he had great regard and consideration for her.
Also, the material advantages to Ghalib from his matrimonial
connection were considerable. It was through his marriage that
he secured access to the highest society of Delhi. Being an extrovert
Ghalib fully enjoyed the social and artistic milieu of the city.

In the eighteenth and nineteenth century the courtesans of
Delhi were an institution by themselves. Their assemblies
referred to by Ghalib in his ghazals had very much in common
with the Parisian Salons which were the rendezvous of French
intellectuals, artists and poets of the period. In the period of
decline of the Mughal sociey, characterized by laxity of morals
and indulgence in luxury, the young elite and others had full
opportunity to gratify themselves with all sorts of entertainments,
for which the courtesans’ assemblies (Mahfil and Bazm) provided
the pivotal points in the city. The royalty, the nobility and the
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soldiery were addicted to wine drinking. The courtesans ?.nd
dancing girls were engaged on special occasions of mlr_th
and geiety in the society. The main reason for the social
demand for such entertainments and for the development of the
institution of courtesans, was the absolute seclusion of women.
Men and women had two separate societies of their own. Pur-
dah was considered to be a sign of respectability among the
Muslims and also among the higher classes of Hindus. The upper
class ladies, both Hindu and Muslim, went out of their houses
on special occasions in covered litte:s or palanquins. Ghalib
and his contemporaries were very punctilious in observing the
social customs and norms of the period. Dargah Quli Khan,
the envoy of Nizam-ul-Muik Asaf Jah at the court of the emperor,
Muhammad Shah,in his excellent monograph ‘Muraqq‘a-i-Dehli”
gives vivid and objective information about the functioning of
the institution of courtesans in the early nineteenth century in
Delhi. He also refers to their domination of the urban culture
of the upper classes of society, so much so that certain families
sent their children to their houses to learn manners and conver-
sational skills. This attitude towards life resulted 1n social and
moral degeneration and corruption of the crudest variety. Even
the learned and rehigious minded ‘ulama were not immune from
this taint. Naturally, young Ghelib could not keep himself
away ‘rom the vices of the period,to which he makes repeated
references in his poetic compositions, both in Persian and Urdu.
All these references have for their setting the salon of the courte-
san. Here the rival, or the ‘other’, plays a nefarious role. Here
the jealous apprehension of being displaced in the love or good-
will of the beloved is found extravagently rampant. The beloved
18 likely to be more favourably inclined towards the rival than to
her true lover. Ghalib refers to this psychological feeling in
these verses in which the subtle wit of the accomplished cour-
tesan finds full expression:

Last night elated and intoxicated,
She left accompanied by the rival;

I pray to God that she will come
To my house, but not like this.

—d
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At her assembly I rashly said
“No stranger should be present;”

With her usual tyrannous and subtle wit
She showed me the way out, like this,

In a condolence letter written to a friend, Mirza Hatim ‘Ali
Beg, on the death of the latter’s mistress, Chunna Jan, Ghalib
unconsciously exposes his views on sensuous love, in which he
remained deeply interested all his life. He says:

“A lover’s mark of honour consists in his being like Majnun.
Laila died in the lifetime of Majnun, while your beloved died in
your presence. In a way you excel him because Laila died in
her own house while your beloved died in your house. My
brother, the sons of Mughals are simply terrible! They kill those
for whom they are willing to sacrifice their own lives. 1 too
happen to be the offspring of a Mughal. During my life I have
also killed a woman-singer (domni) who knew the tyranny of
ravishing the hearts of men. May God have mercy on both of
them and also forgive the sins of both of us who bear the wounds
of the death of their friends. Itis forty to forty-two years since
this tragic happening and I have become a stranger to the art
of love-making, yet still I recollect her coquettish blandishments
which I shall never forget.”

In another letter to Miiza Hatim ‘Ali Beg he says in a Don
Juanesque veln:

“Mirza Sahib! In early youth a perfect spiritual guide had
advised me that piety and asceticism are not required and that he
would not even forbid deviation from law and sinful living. Eat
and drink and enjoy yourself, but remember that you should
be like the fly that sits on the candy-sugar and not like the one
who sits on honey. I have acted on this advice. Only that one
should mourn the death of others who would not die himself,
What 1s this shedding of tears for, why these elegies? Be grateful
for your freedom and do not cherish grief. And if you are fond
of captivity then if Chunna Jan is not there, let there be 2 Munna
Jan instead. When I think of paradise and its palatial residence
and a houri to live with, what an awful feeling that one has to
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live permanently with the same blessed person! Indeed that houri
will cause perplexing embarassment, The same emerald-coloured
palace and the same branch of the Tuba tree and the same houri
to behold. Brother, you should recover from the swoon and
apply your mind to something else.”

(Urdu-i-M*ualla).

From Ghalib’s verses and letters it is clear that through
the institution of courtesans, passionate, individualistic and
spontaneous love, not being practicable in the arranged marriages
with their social inhibitions, found value and expressionin erotic
poetry of the time, Ghalib, ignoring his own society, seems to
be confident that the fragmentary experience of the individual
alone is important. The power and hold of erotic passion had
long been acknowledged before, both in Persian and Urdu poetry,
but in Ghalib’s ghazals it is made explicit that the term “love”
could nnt be applied to divine love nor to marital affection
which husband and wife are expected to feel for each other. Nor
is it a mere poetic convention in Ghalib, but a dynamic force
which is led by its own laws. His sarcastic irony towards his
own marital life finds expression in hisletters even to the extent
of being flippant and uncharitable towards his pious and
dutiful wife.

In his conjugal behaviour Ghalib represented the evils of
his time, despite hisclaim of aesthetic morality. It isimplied
in his poety that the value of sensuous love lies in the intensity
of its emotion. Thus he places a premium on the excitements of
illicit love and jealousy which, more often than not, served as a
motive for his artistic creation. Sometimes he implies that with-
out this his imaginative power and poetic sensibility would
become dormant, if not totally barren.

In this connection it has to be borne in mind that social
and moral virtues are qualities that relate to man in a stable
society. If the social and political stability is shaken, as it was
during the reigns of the later Mughals, no moral norms can be
expected to flourish. Anarchic conditions are mortal enemies
of virtuous living. The aristocracy of Delhi to which Ghalib

—6—



INTRODUCTION

belonged only reflected the feeling and thought of a great number
of north Indians of the period. Despite the movement of social
reform initiated by Shah Ismail Shahid in the first quarter of the
nineteenth century, its influence remained superficial, without
touching the behaviour of the core of society. Things continued
tp drift like this till a new sovial order came into existence after
the consolidation of British rule in India. Now the feudal habits
of extravagance and reckless living had to be discarded in favour
of moderation and prudence as the chief social virtues for success
in life. This social behaviour was directly connected with the
liberal philosophy of capitalism introduced by the British in
India, according to which the prudent became rich while the
imprudent became or remained poor without enjoying any power
or prestige in society. Ghalib’s age represented painful transi-
tion from & feudal to modern society. In Ghalib’s writings we
come across many references to this state of affairs. Although
steeped in ancient ways of life, Ghalib welcomed modernity with
all its social implications.

In religious matters Ghalib was a free thinker, tolerant to
believers of every religion. All his hife he remained above sec-
tarian considerations. He rejected dogma on the basis of his
own intellectual and aesthetic experience. He had friends and
disciples among both Hindus and Muslims. It is true that the
great religions of the world differ in fundamental respect, but
they are not so far from one another as they appear. Ghalib
was inclined to believe in the unity of religions. He believed that
real existence belonged to God alone and that He alone has
actual independent being. Although sometimeshe hasasserted the
illusory nature of all existence and showed a penchant towards the
doctrine of the “"unity of being” (wahdat al wujud) it is more by
way of following a convention of ghazal writers than anything
else. He was not the man to undergo any mystical discifline. He
believed in enjoying the good things of life and was averse toself
renunciation. It seems that Tasawwuf or mysticism was used by
him to embellish his art as a matter of poetic tradition and sym-
bolism. Most probably he was a believer in Shaikh ‘Ali Hazin’s
dictum that ‘tasawwuf was good for writing poetry.’ It seems he
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was conscious of the inadequacy of the doctrine of “unity of be-
ing”. In one ghazal he challenges the validity of the view that exter-
nal phenomena are imaginary. To him the external world is real
and has contingent existence which is the manifestation of ulti-
mate Reality and cannot be ignored. He wonders at it and also
enjoys it to the point of satiation. .

When nothing exists in the world without Thee,

Then O God what is all this tumult for?

Who are these fairy faces 7 And what are ail

These amorous winkings, these blandishments and coquetry?

Why these ambergris-perfumed, curling tresses?

What is this antimony-anointed glance?

From whence comes this verdure and all these flowers?
What is the cloud, and what the air?

Ghalib was an individualist par excellence. The nineteenth
century was a century of liberal individualism all the world over.
One of the well-marked characteristics of liberalism was its
individualistic approach to life. In Ghalib individualism was
allied with romanticism, aiming at vigorous and passionate
feelings. This 18 why even when talking of the doctrine of
“umity of being”, it was not possible for him to surrender his
intellectual individualism and become absorbed tn the world of
the spint. The 1deal of the Sufi was the tranquillity of annihilation,
while Ghalib cherished passionate excitement all his life. To him
tranguillity wes so dead, so rigid, so hostile to all vigorous life
thet only inactive and unambitious people could endure 1it,

Ghalib’s individualism is well expressed in the anecdote that
in the last years of his life he used to amuse himself by composing
chronograms, showing the year of his death according to the
numerical value of the letters from one to a thousand. Once
he indiceted 1na chronogram the year of his death, but in that
year there was an epidemic at Delhi in which many people had
died, but he survived . In this connection he wrote to a friend
that dying in an epidenuc was too common and was beneath
his digmty. He always preferred things which were out of the
common. When he moved out of his house he put on an expensive
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-gown, pointed shoes and a four-cornered conic cap tapering
towards its higher end, made of rich cloth. Sometimes he tied
a richly ornate Mughal style turban round the conic cap which
gave him a distinguished appearance.

Despite his individualistic approach to life he possessed the
soclal virtues of benevolence and kindness to the poor. In one
.of his letters he says: “l do not have the resources to serve as
host to the whole world. If I could not take the responsibility
of everybody, I could at least see that there was no one without
food and clothing in the town where I live. I am that beggar
going from door to door who cannot tolerate the sight of anybody
asking for alms.”

Haly, his disciple and biographer, has given instances of his
reckless generosity. Always being hard-pressed himself financi-
ally, Ghalib helped his friends and relatives lavishly and never
allowed any needy person to leave his door empty-handed. From
his letters we find that even during his hard days he supported
some destitute families and used his influence with officials to help
needy persons. The natural result of this was that he was
always 1n debt, not having the wherewithal to meet hus expenses.
He was fond of wine, about which his poetic compositions are
full of vanied images. No other Urdu poet has mentioned flower-
gardens 1n his composition, as he has done, as a symbol of the
material world with all its charm and inducements which he
greatly valued and enjoyed. His love and affection for his friends
1s shown in his informal letters, the style of which has remained
inimitable in the Urdu language.

Ghalib’s visit to Calcutta in 1828 in connection with his
pension proved to be a turning point in his career. In this
year his fether-in-law Nawab Ilahi Bakhsh Khan died and Nawab
Ahmad Bakhsh Khan retired in favour of his son between whom
and Ghalib friction came to the surface in connection with the pen-
sion to which he deemed he was entitled. After having filed his
suit with the Governor-General in Coungcil, he himse!f went to
‘Calcutta to pursue his case personally. On January 27, 1831,
the Governor-General, Lord William Bentinck decided the
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case against him, Although he lost his case, he remained an
admirer of British administrative practices which he found to-
be more enlightened than the Mughal method of managing public
affairs, He saw much in Calcutta which represented the progre-
ssive forces of industrialism and modern civilisation, After
his return to Delhi he recalled his visit to Calcutta in his writings
with feelings of tenderness and longing. It was Calcutta’s
western way of life that held out an attraction for him. He
wished he had come there earlier, when he did not have any
domestic responsibilities, to settle there permanently. Compared
to feudal and static Delhi, Ghalib found the metropolis of India,
or the London of the East as it was called in those days, buzzing
with progressive activity. Raja Ram Mohan Rai had given a
definite orientation to his movement for educational reform and
westernization. Here Ghalib came in contact not only with the
highest British officials but also with Indian intellectuals and men
of leiters. In fact he left Calcutta with new confidence in his
destiny as a poet and a more mature understanding of human
affairs. The visit opened new intellectual and artistic vistas
before him. Here all his conservative ideas received a severe
jolt, giving a fillip to his imaginative and aesthetic sensibility
which later found expression in his poetic creations, For the
first time he saw steam-engines and other technological gadgets
produced by the industrial civilization of the West. All knowledge
imparted in the Delhi madrassas was theoretical. Practical
science, which is an attempt to change the world, has continually
increased in importance until it has almost ousted theoretical
knowledge from the thoughts of modern men. Sensitive Indians.
had recognised the value of scientific knowledge in connection
with the unsuccessful wars their rulers had waged against the
British and also with regard to the industrial power and resources
having far-reaching economic consequences for the people of India.
Ghalib kept his eyes open to see and understand 2ll that was
happening in Calcutta. He also noticed that the freedom from
mental shackles had led to an astonishing display of genius in
the fields of art and education in the eastern province of India.
In an Urdu verse he shows the inner struggle which he had to
undergo in this connection.
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Faith halts me and unbelief pulls me on;:
The Ka’ba is behind me and the Church before me.

He also gives expression to this idea in a Persian couplet:

I proceeded to destroy all that is old and antiquated in the

spectacle,

I wish to set a new pattern in the assembly of colour and

fragrance.

What is this “new pattern in the assembly of colour and
fragrance” to which Ghalib has referred in the above verse? It
seems if is the humanistic approach to life with its immense curio-
sity and immense tolerance. His singularly broad outlook and his
indifference to authority, project him beyond his age. The modes
of expression he adopted were conventic nal but their implications
were different from what people expected.

To him the Ka‘ba and the temple represent the fatigue of the
human soul in search of the ultimate Reality by whatever name
one might call it,

The temple and the Ka‘ba are the mirrors
Of the meaningless repetition of desire;
The weariness of yearning

Hews out these places of refuge.

He whom we worship is beyond
The limits of perception; the Ka‘ba
Is but the direction for our prayer
And not the object of our adoration

When Ghalib arrived in Delhi from Agra, Akbar Shah the
second was the Mughal reigning monarch. Ghalib had family
relations with the highest aristocratic class of Delhi, through
which he got access to the imperial court. Akbar Shah wanted
his second son, Prince Salim, to be his successor in preference to his
eldest son, Abu Zafar Bahadur Shah. The British Government,
which had become the dominant sovereign power in north India
in the time of Shah Alam, appointed a Resident at the Delhi court
to look after the administation for the emperor, who for all practi-
cal purposes had become a pensioner of the British, his jurisdic-
tion being confined within the four walls of the Red Fort. The
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British Resident turned down the King’s proposal for appointing
Prince Salim as his successor. After the death of his father in
1837, Abu Zafar Bahadur Shah, succeeded his father with the
approval of the British government. Ghelib, in his utter inexper-
ience had unnecessarily involved himself in court politics and in
one of his Qasidas in praise of the Emperor he had, with his usual
exuberance, preised Prince Salim also, calling him fit by his
temperament and training to be the successor of his father.
Naturally, this attitude of Ghalib rankled in the heart of
Bahadur Shah even after he became Emperor. This is why
Ghalib was not formally received by him for quite a long time,
even though he was allowed to recite his ghazals at the poetic
symposia held in the Red Fort. For his past conduct Ghalib
had to express regrets and apologies to mollify the Emperor.
The hostihity of the courtiers and the poet-laureate Zauq created
considerable obstacles in his way to gain access to the Emperor.
The courtiers and others made fun of his highly Persianized
language which was beyond their understanding, Ghalib’s aris-
tocracy of temperament and taste required him to be distinctive
both in the style and diction which furmished an outlet for his lofly
flights of fancy and fine subtleties of thought. It was through
the intercassion of Hakim Ahsanullah Khan and Maulana Nasir-
uddin alias Mian Kale Sahib, the spiritual guide of Bahadur Shah
that Ghalib was introduced to the Emperor who bestowed on him
the title of Nizamud Daula Dabir-ul-Mulk Nizam Jung. He
was commissioned to wiite the history of the Timurids, but
later the Emperor wanted the history to begin from the beginning
of the world, a tall and unmanageable order indeed. The first
volume was to be called Mehr-i-Nimruz (the sun of noonday)
and the second Mah i-Nim Mah (the full moon). The first
volume was presented to the Emperor by Ghalib personally in
August 1854. The King issued a certificate of merit, expressing
his pleasure at the work done by him. The second volume could
not be completed. The book 1s a superficial performance with-
out having any scholarly merit or worth. In fact Ghalib was not
a historian. It was for the sake of the allowance which he receiv-
ed from the imperial treasury in this regard, that he accepted the
offer to write the history. He admits in one of his letters that
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from his childhood onwards he had been averse to the study of
history and mathematics. After the death of Zaug, the poet
laureate, Ghalib became the Emperor’s tutor to revise and trim
the royal ghazals, By his sheer ability and wit he enjoyed great
familiarity with the Emperor.

Bahadur Shah Zafar was deeply interested in mysticism. It
was to please him that the mystic trend in his later compositions
became more pronounced. His association with the Emperor
also helped to simplify his diction, but not at the expense of the
profundity of his thought. Ghalib’s intimacy with the Emperor
is apparent from an anecdote given by Hali in “Yadgar-i-Ghalib”.
Once he was strolling in the royal orchard ‘with the Emperor,
when he saw the mango trees laden with ripe fruit. Ghalib
looked intently at the mangoes as he walked by the side of
the Emperor who asked him what it was that atfracted his
attertion. Ghalib replied, ““[ have heard it said that each grain
of corn has the name of the person writ on it for whom it is
decreed. I amlooking to find out if any of those mangoes bears
my name,” The Emperor enjoyed the witty suggestion and sent
a basketful to his house.

After the reconquest of Delhi by the British & record of
eminent Muslims was prepared for interrogation by the authorities.
Surprised and amused by his unusual attire, Colonel Burn,
the military Governor of Delhi asked Ghalib whether he was
a Muslim, He promptly replied with full presence of mind,
“l am a balf-Muslim™. The Colonel was surprised at this un-
expected reply and further inquired. “How do you mean?”
Ghalib explained, “Sahib, I take wine bu. I do not eat pork.”
Colonel Burn laughed and ordered that he should be escorted
back to his house.

GHALIB THE POET

Ghalib was the last representative of the intellectual and
aesthetic achievements of Mughal culture in India. The quality
and tone of literature is always related to the culture of which
the author is a part, and the aesthetic situation is largely a rec-
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reation of the pattern of emotions experienced in life. Ghalib’s
poetry, sophisticated and sometimes obscure and oblique, ex-
presses the cumulative experience of a very sensitive soul who
was avid for knowledge in all its forms, in order to enrich the
highly-strung imaginativeness of his personality.

Ghalib’s early poetry shows the strong influence of Bedil,
a poet who specialised in intellectual speculation, curiously inter-
mingled with nostalgic love for the infinite, his assertion of self
and a hopeless sense of futility. Ghalib in his youth was much
attracted by the sophisticated style of this poet, and his often
quaint images which reverberated in the memory through their
indefinable emotional effect. Ghalib followed in his footsteps
in that instead of the limpid diction employed by such masters of
the ghazal as Mir Taqt Mir and Khwaja Mir Dard, he freely
used a vocabulary loaded with obscure, wild and extravagant
symbols and imagery. Despite his claims to the contrary, Bedil’s
influence persisted 1n Ghalib’s poetry till the end, both in his
Persian and in his Urdu verse. Curiously enough, Bedil’s
influence is more marked in his Urdu than in his Persian poetry,
which ts more indebted to Naziri and ‘Urfi, great masters of
Persian ghazal in the early Mughal period.

In his early poetry, Ghalib’s use of symbolism and imagery
tends to be more intellectual thanemotional, He had to wait for
maturity to give full expression to the wisdom gathered from his
own experience. The artist, capable of gaining knowledge and
experience from all the sources that life offers, finds himself in a
different world in every decade of his life, or rather, he sees the
same world with different eyes. Therefore the material of his
art, and the manner of its presentation is continually renewed.
A great poet must have other interests in hife besides poetry, in
order to nourish his creative imagination. The poetry of the ivory
tower is without vitality. A poet is a poet because he has the
capacity to turn his dominant interests, including his thought
processes, 1nto poetry.

The creative output of Ghalib warrants full and elaborate
examination by our generation. His use of symbot and imagery
give to his poetry a modern air.  Even his ambiguities and obli-
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quity are modern in the sense that they give us insight into some-
thing we know and recognise as contemporary reality. It seems
as if he were addressing this present generation when he ruefully
€xclaimed :—

My songs are prompted by delight
In the heat of my ideas;

I am the nightingale

Of the flower-garden of the future.

He clearly implies that his words are the means through which his
feelings are made conscious, even if they were not properly under-
stood and appreciated by his contemporaries. The value of his
words is in their contribution to the understanding and ordering
of his own emotional conflicts.

Poetic experience is expressed in a form which is subjec: to
the stress of words, and the words are ordered in a design which
is part of the texture of the poet’s thought and feeling. Con-
templation of Ghalib’s style then becomes contemplation of
what is expressed by him—the integration of 1deas and expression
in a subtl> manner. The reader becomes vividly aware of the
inner experience evoked by his words. His poetry is not dis-
cursive; it does not describe, but reveals: it is obscure in the
same way that one’s feelings are obscure. His creative imagina-
tion clothes the emotion with life. Sensation and emotion fuse,
and ideas become concentrated. Ghalib’s poetry is primarily
perceptive, not logical thovght. His seemingly intellectual and
analytical argument is in reality a subtle form of imaginative
reasoning, transmuting thought into feeling.

In Ghalib feeling precedes understanding. For him, life is
an emotional experience, which is only subsequently explained
by reason., His heightened awareness leads him to use the con-
densed suggestiveness of metaphor, and with power and vividness
to stretch the meaning of his words. But his metaphors do not
indicate an arbitrary flight of imagination—they are always in
touch with the actual world.

O Asad, my shadow
Runs from me like smoke;
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Who can stay near
To such a fiery soul as 1?

Sometimes Ghalib’s meaning is implicit, and condensed to-
surh an extent that words needed to complete the construction or
sense are purposely omitted. The reader hasto fill in the gap,
as it were, from his own imagination. In a letter addressed te
his favourite disciple, Har Gopal Tafta, he says that ellipsis
is one of the characteristics of his poetry. For this he uses the
word “Mugaddar”, meaning that which is implied. Baudlaire
asserted that in all the arts there is a lacuna which is completed
by the imagination of the audience. Thislacuna is not a deficiency
onthe part of the artist, but a meiit, and it 1s filled when the objec~
tified feeling 1s received into the soul of the reader or listener.
In Ghalib, the implicit is bound by definite links with his inner
experience, without which it would lose its raison d’etre. Even
trite images become instruments of inner awareness; the poet re-
endows them with their original significance :—

Ask not about the waves of the mirage
In the desert of loyaliy:

There each particle of sand

Had the sharp quality of a sword.

Here thz words derive their force and value not from what they
say so much as from the weight of experience which lies behind
them.

Poetic creation needs the height of awareness on the part of
the poet, but this is not to be equated with analytical intelli-
gence. As Claudel stressed, “It can only watch us create”. And
again, “By the image the poet is like a man who ascended to
higher ground and who sees all around him a vaster horizon,
where relations are seen to establish themselves, relations which
are not determined by logic or by the law of causality” (Positions
et Propositions, Vol. I pp 62, 67. Gallimard, Paris).

The poet’s imaginative appieciation of beauty, and sensitive
reaction to i1t, produce the vision of “glorious manifestation”.
The beautiful object, in spite of being external to the beholder, is
always soaked in subjectivity. 1t is in the very nature of beauty
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to manifest itself in order to attract the attention of the lover.

Nonchzalant beauty is & buyer

Of the waves of glorious appearance;

The mirror on her lap shows her anxiety
To create fresh methods of manifestation.

There seems to be 2 subtle equation between beauty, which is the
subjective experience of value, and love, which gives rise to its
enjoyment. Without this equation, aesthetic experience degene-
rates into sensation. In the contemplation of beauty, conscious-
ness liberates itself from the conditioning of material life, and
affirms the freedom of the human spirit. In the aesthetic expe-
rience the poet cultivates the capacity to see with the eye of the
imagination, and to identify himself with the representation of
the object both in its particular and universal aspect, The artist
endeavours to penetrate the depth of the object of beauty as well
as the depth of his own consciousness, in order to awaken the
spiritual sense which is the greatest of poetic attributes.

Before the reflection of her moon-faced beauty, R
The mirror's essence flutters for flight; '
Like particles of dust that fly up

Through the window towards the sun.

Ghalib lays stress on the mystery of the heart, which is the
receiver of the vision of beauty. While intellect may easily slip
into concern with what is merely useful and factual, the heart
corresponds to the inner state of the soul, and of which the poet
tells the story in his richly concentrated style incarnating the
charm of sound and sense. This charm is impossible to define
exactly, since it is of infinite variety, covering the complete play
of the poetic imagination. It embraces the source of beauty as
well as the emotive power of the artist.

In Ghalib’s poetry beauty and love are considered together,
since the concept of beauty embraces the power to stir the heart,
the centre of all emotion. It is in the heart that the feeling for
beauty is generated. The permanent fixation of the lover on the
beloved can only be produced through an inflow of the lover’s
personality into that of the beloved. A great love always pre-
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supposes a vigorous ego which the lover exteriorises in the person
of the beloved by the transforming action of creative imagination.
In Ghalib the identification of the lover and the beloved is so
complete that he does not even want to have further longing for
her:—

We cannot even tolerate

Envy of ourselves;

We may die, but we do not want
To have further longing for her.

Ghalib has identified the contemplation of beauty with the
thought of good action, Unlike Keats, who had identified beauty
with truth, Ghalib treats beauty and goodness as identical.

The thought of beauty merits virtue

As much as pious action;

For this, upon my grave

The window of paradise is thrown wide open.

In fact the whole sphere of art lies in the ambiguous word
‘good® whose meaning extends upwards towards the highest idea
of perfection. Art aligns itself with ethics, because the aesthetic
sensibility very much resembles the ethical susceptibility. Ethics
aim <.t social harmony, while the poet chisels the words to perfect
shape in order to harmonize them with his inner emotional
reality. Both have profound human significance because they
aim at harmony, the basic principle both in life and art. The
indivisibility of the problems of humanity includes within itself
all spheres of Iife. The cesthetic and the ethical are really one
in the imagination of the artist.

In Ghalib, human and erotic love sometimes evokes the
longing for transcendente! beauty, as is expressed i1n the
following verses imbued with spiritual and mystical imagery.

Who con tell

Whose 15 this glortous reveletion?
He has let down a veil

Such as none can lift

————
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The universe is kept in motion

By its inherent yearning for Thy grace;
In the light of the sun

Every particle throbs with life.

In some of his verses, Ghalib appears to take a pessimistic
view of life, but on the whole his philosophy is optimistic.
He is not unaware of the tragic elements in human life, but he
successfully transmutes awareness of this into creative energy,
making his poetry all the richer for it. His reaction to the
tragic, which he calls “grief” (ghamm) is that it is inherent in life,
from which there is no escape, except through creative activity.

The affliction of eternal despair

Must be endured;

Happy am I that my lament breathes not
The shame of striving for effect.

It is not pessimism, compelled by a basic mood of emptiness and
dread. Onthe contrary, Ghalib’s reaction to the tragic is wholly
affirmative. His creative energy rises triumphantly above the
chalfenges of life that seek to submerge it. It is very significant
that in him even the tragic clements of life evoke a positive and
dynamic reaction,

The free feel sorrow

No more than a moment;

In our house of lamentation

We light the candle from the lightning.
O heart, even the notes of sadness
Should be considered blessed;

The instrument of existence

Will be still and soundless, one day.

It would be correct to say that the tragic is a great driving force in
Ghalib’s poetry, imparting to it dynamic energy. Being a sup-
reme individualist he had full confidence in whatever life had to
offer. For him there could be no waiting for a world to come but
a preferring of this world here and now, even to the hope of
paradise. Although he is conscious of the transitoriness of
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human existence, yet his faith in the power of life remains un-
shaken. Increative action the consciousness liberates itself from
the conditioning of physical laws and affirms the freedom of the
humanspirit. Ghalib mingles the sweet and bitter inlife, record-
ing his varying moods, now of joy and exaltafion, and now of
utter gloom and despair. Then he attempts to combine his
contradictory feelings into a single psychologically organic whole,
He even strives to blend the symbols of heaven and hell into a
new entity.

O God, why should we not
Join paradise to hell?
Very well, this way then let there be
More space for sight-seeing
(Urdu-i-M‘ualia)

Ghalib’s deepest and most original interpretations of reality come
by way of imagination which is a mighty power in the world of
poetry. His power of expression depends on the genuineness of
his poetic experience. 1In fact, poetic creation is also a way of
action. The creative act from i1ts very nature is an overflow of
energy which cannot be contained by the essentially utilitarian
ends of life. This emotional energy cannot be communicated by
mere information. This can only be done by the artist when he
conironts a situation identical to those in real life which excite his
emotion, but of course more idealised and far more sensitively
organised. In the case of the erotic sentiment, woman is the
basic stimulus and the spring season and the flower-garden act as
the enhancing incentives. Ghalib has used the symbols of
spring-flower even for the scars of his heart.

I do not display my heart to you
Because of its spring-flower scars;

What use is this illumination

When the master of the show is burnt?

In every work of art there is an implicit dynamism which
compels the artist to seek the most appropriate method of self-
expression. In the words of Paul Claudel, “the work of art is
the result of the collaboration of imagination with desire. It is
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necessary that our sensibility should confront the object in a
state of desire, that our activity should be provoked by a thousand
scattered touches, and kept mobilised, so to speak, to respond to
impression with expression.” (Positions et Propositions Vol. 1
pp 94-95 Gallimard, Paris).

The aesthetic significance of the myriad forms of crestion is
determined by the dynamism of desire. In fact man’s freedom
consists in making himself actively the principle of his desire for
self-realization. In Ghalib there is no ascetic distrust of desire
noi is there any distrust of the joy of life. Itisratherstrange
that although born into a static and decadent social milieu, his
approach to art and life should have been dynamic, a characte-
ristic not shared by any of his contemporaries. It is this vitality
that makes his poetry great. He is never afraid of his feelings,
nor afraid of revealing them. His responses are robust and at the
same time, delicate. Everything in his verses throbs with life.
Even beauty is portrayed as dynamic, and not coldly devoid of
movement.

I cannot disgrace myself by my own efforts,
But if the friend is also a lover of tumult,
Thus shall 1 get my share of infamy.

Ghalib’s concept of beauty is inclusive of its transformation
into the active self. Heis very consciovs of the high status of the
human self in the scheme of the universe. Il is into the self that
external nature passes in transformation. In the following lines
he recalls the primeval state of man, referring to the refusal of
Satan to prostrate himself before Adam, as described in Semitic
mythology and in the Qur’an.

Why have we become so contemptible
Today, when till yesterday

Our honour did not tolerate

The impudence of the Angel.

Every road in the universe leads back to man, whose inner
being is sufficient unto itself, having limitless freedom of choice
and action,

Man himseif is a tumultuous
Riot of ideas; even when alone
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We consider ourselves

In very fine company.

Life is desire and strife. Its attendant tension cannot be
avoided, nor does Ghalib show any wish that it should be elimi-
nated. On the contrary, he cherishes it and gives it poetic form.
The radiating light of being shines on the woild of becoming and
change.

The audacity of Ghalib’s thought, and the stream of his
powerful ideas seem to flow as naturally as water gushes from a
spring. The tumult of his ideas is reflected in his choice of imagery.
He imparts his own dynamism to conventional symbols and trans-
forms the often-used mythology of Laila and Majnun, Farhad
and Shirin, Khizr, and Jacob and Joseph. He is fond of such
images as wild madness, whirlwind, storm, flood, waves, birds in
flight, captives struggling to free themselves, dancing atoms of
dust, and lightning. The metaphor of hightning is one that he
frequently employs; it seems to appeal to him for its speed, its
flash of diffused brightness, and its striking power of destruction:

My hcart is in search

Of a minstrel with fiery breath,

The splendour of whose notes

Would be the glory of the annihilating lightning.

Ghalib made even such normally static things as doors and
walls Lo tumble and dance for joy 1in weicoming the destructive
force of the flood. Another image much used by the poet is
that of waves. He uses the idea of the ebb and flow, the cons-
tant movement of the wave as a svmbol of the pulsating of the
life-force. He speaks of waves of wine, waves of existence,
waves of the brecze, waves of twilight, waves of rese, wave of
graceful walk, wave of breath, waves of pearl, waves of blood,
wave of spring etc.

It is said that the blood of mankind
Lies on the neck of the wine flask;
But the wave of wine trembles

When it sees thy intoxicated gait.

A work of art understood dynamically, is the process of
arranging images and symbols and finding affinities in disparate
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objects. In Ghalib’s poetry the juxtaposition of unlikely words
evokes in the perception of the reader the most complete image
and imparts glimpses of wider horizons imaginatively conceived,

The metaphors of travelling and continuously searching occur
time and again. For Ghalib, man’s whole life is a restless
journey, wherein he is impelled from one stage to the next,
bearing all the hardships and privations of travel in this never
ending search. He personifies this idea, with all its different
shades of meaning in the symbol of the blister:

O blister, be generous—

Endure the pain of one step more;

O light of the eye of the wilderness, :
O souvenir of the desert waste.

The greatness of Ghalib lies in his marriage of dynamic
thought with aesthetic sensibility. 1n this regard he ts unigue 1n
the history of Urdu poetry. Ghalib’s message of humanism
is universal in that it advocates the freedom of the human
spirit. For him love or ‘‘yearning desire” is the main stay of
personality, the only spiritual force capable of transfiguring
human relationship. He is not content with social and religious
formulas to achieve perfectibility of Man with all his inherent
possibilities. The motivating fact in his ethics has 2s its emotional
basis, human love and sympathy. Salvation to all hum=anity can
come only through love. This ideal is worth striving for. If it
cannot be achieved in the present, one should wait for the
future:—

O Lord, who has breathed,
Into the ear of love

The magic of expectation,
Which s called desire,

Then again he says —

From love itself

Nature has found life’s savour
Found the cure for pain,

Found the pain without a remedy.
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Ghalib’s thinking and feeling are mainly for himself, but
beozuse of the integrity with which they are expressed they become
universal in appeal. He explores his own inner experience, yet
his appeal does not lie solely in a literary or historical context,
but in the undying conce.n of man with his destiny.

Nothing is left except desire

To soar higher in the search for beauty;
The Resurrection will be a swift wind,
Blowing away the dust of martyrs,
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Against whose coquettish art
Is the picture a complainant?
Each image, robed in paper,
Lays charge to its creator,

Ask not about the probing agony

Of soul tormenting loneliness;

To make the evening turn to morning
Is harder than hewing a canal of milk,

The intensity of passion beyond control
Is a sight worth seeing;
The sword’s hard lustre
Shines beyond the sword.

Howsoever awareness spreads out
Its net of hearing,

Like the soaring Phoenix,

The meaning of our speech escapes.

O Ghalib, even in captivity

I am fretted by the fire beneath my feet;
Every link of the chain

Has become synged hair.
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2

Wound, diamond dust, scar of the heart,
Congratulations, O Asad;

A sympathetic friend

Has brought these presents.

3

The idol revelling in difficulties

Is fond of telling her beads; the spectacle
Of one palm grasping a hundred hearts
—This doth please her.

By the bounty of the distressed heart
Eternal despair is easy;

Untying, itself,

By our intricate knot is pleased.

Her wish to stroll in the garden of roses,
Mirrors the tormenter’s cruelty;

The style of the sacrificed

Wallowing in blood—this doth please her.

4

Except for Qais, no one else

Came forward; the desert waste, perhaps,
Was like the narrow vision

Of the envious one’s eye.
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Agitation adorns

The heart’s black core;

It was clear that the capital

Of the scar was naught but smoke.

In a dream, my thought
Traded with thee;
Waking, I found there
Neither gain nor loss.

Still I take lessons

From the school of heart’s grief;

But so far have learnt only this—

That ‘“‘Raft” means “Went” and “Bood” means
“Was’.

The shroud concealed the scar
Of the nakedness of vice;
Whatever other dress I wore

I shamed my own existence.

O Asad, even Kokhan

Could not die without an axe;

He was bewildered with the intoxication
Of customs and traditions.

5

Thou dost say ““If we find thy heart
We will never return it to thee”;
Where is the heart to lose?
Thus have we called thy bluff.

-
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From love itself

Nature has found life’s savour;
Found the cure for pain,

Found the pain without a remedy.

He is a friend of the enemy,

So we know how much to trust the heart;
Thus the sighs are all fruitless,

And lament reaches not the destination.

Simplicity and cunning,
Carelessness and cleverness;
Beauty through indifference
Tests the lover’s courage.

The bud 1s again opening;
Today we saw our heart,
Stained with blood,—

But we found il Jost.

The heart’s condition

Is not known; only that many a time
We searched for it, and many a time
Thou did’st find it.

The admonisher, by his bitter advice
Has sprinkled salt on the wound;
Someone should ask him

“What savour did’st thou get?”
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6

Passion of every colour was found
To be an enemy of wordly goods;
Qais, even in the veil of the picture
Was discovered naked.

The wound did not do justice

To the narrowness of the heart, O Lord;
Even the arrow in the breast of the sacrifice
Fell out fluttering.

The fragrance of the rose, the heart’s lament,
The smoke of the assembly’s lamp;

Whoever came out from thy assembly
Departed in confusion.

My distressed heart was like the cloth
On which the feast of woes was spread;
My friends have done justice to it,
According to their capacity.

The trouble-loving aspiration

Was a novice in self-annihilation;
Yet now the difficulty is

That even this has proved too easy.

O Ghalib, my heart’s weeping
Is again unleashed;

Alas, the drop that did not fall
Has become a raging tempest.
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7

In the world, the image of constancy
Has given no satisfaction;

It is a word that has escaped

The shame of meaning.

Thy rebel locks could not be tamed

Even by the verdant down upon the cheek;
Even this emerald could not face

The serpent’s poisoned breath.

I wished that T might be freed
From the anguish of fidelity;
But that cruel one did not agree
That I should die.

The heart is a highway

For the thought of wine and goblet,
Even if my breath has failed to be
The path to the goal of piety.

I am happy even though

Thou hast promised nothing,
And the ear remains unblessed
By the sound of consolation.

To whom can onc complain
Of frustrated fate?

We desired to die,

But even thus was denied.
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Ghalib died from the shock

Of seeing her lips move;

Such was his weakness, that even
The breath of Jesus could not save him.

8

When for the journey of the friend
The camel-litter was prepared,

So then the heat of my passion

" Bound a heart to every grain of sand.

Men of vision in the house of amazement
That reflects her amorous playfulness,
See the essence of the mirror

In the fluttering of the dying parrot.

Despair and hope demanded

An arena for their fight;

While infirmity of ambition has enclosed
The beggarly heart in a magic circle.

O Ghalib, I could not assuage the thirst
Of my desire for expression,

Even though unhesitatingly

I'd dub a flowing river, a bank.

3]
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9

Last night lightning flashed forth

From the fire of my heart.

The cloud spleen burst in floods

And whirlpools blazed like spinning flames.

There for generosity, rain was the excuse
Which held the reins for walking;

Here through weeping, my pillow’s cotton-flock
Was froth on the waters of the flood.

There, self adornment

Had the idea of stringing pearls;
Here amidst the cxcess of tears

The thread of sight was hardly found.

There, the glorious manifestation of the rose
Was the ilumination of the stream;

Here from the lashes of wet eyes

Flowed limpid blood-tears.

Here, on account of sleeplessness

My frantic skull did search a wall;
There her elegant head

Lay immersed in brocaded pillows.

Here my breath had lit the candle

In the assembiy of self-forgetfulness;
There the carpet of the company of friends
Was decked with resplendent roses.



URDU GHAZALS OF GHALIB

There, from floor to heaven

Was a flood of the waves of colour;
Here from earth to sky—

Naught but the grim sight of burning.

Then of a sudden from this bright pageant
Beads of blood dripped from my heart,
While it was savouring the sweet pain
Of the nail’s laceration.

Though restless, the sigh of my heart

Last night proved fruitless; it was

A rue seed, against the evil eye, in the assembly
Where the beloved made merry with the other.

My heart welcomes

And revels in the torrential flood;
The lover’s house is full

Of the music of the jel-tarang,

How can I recall the time
When 1 took pride to sit
Among the ashes; then my thoughts
Were as if resting on a bed of ermine,

It was the deficiency of my madness

That prevented me from reaching the goal;
Else every atom 1n its splendid beauty
Vies with the world-1lluminating sun.
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QIT A

Why dost thou not pay heed today

To the prisoners of thy love?

Till yesterday even thy heart

Was the door to affection and fidelity.

Remember the day

When each loop of thy snare
Was waiting to catch its prey
Like a sleepless eye?

Last night I restrained

Ghalib from weeping;

Otherwise the sky would have appeared
Like foam on the torrent of tears.

10

My zest for roaming will not be curbed
Even by a desert of weariness;

My footprint is a bubble

On the wave of my gait.

Once I delighted in the flower-beds;
But now my annoyance is such
That even the waves of fragrance
Wafted from the rose disgust me.
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11

My offering to His grace

Is the shame of failure; the claim
To piety has wallowed in the blood
Of my hundred-hued misdeeds.

Beauty’s wish for entertainment

Does not ‘fagghlessness imply;

The ¢laim ef Mynocence is proved

By a hundregi#lances sealing her chastity

O light of my eyes, thou should’st offer
The alms of thy beauty; then

The beggar’s bowl, the lamp of his house,
Would shine forth radiant as the sun.

O heedless one, thou hast not slain me
Thinking me innocent the while;
Yet like guiltless blood, the claims
Of friendship will be on thy head.

My tongue’s desire is to be busy

In giving thanks for tonguelessness;

It has wiped out all claims for exacting complaint
For being both handless and footless.

It is the same thing—here breath,
And there the scent of roses;

The splendour of the flower-bed

Is the cause of my colourful songs.
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The mouth of every fair one

Is a chain of slanderous talk;

O faithless one, everywhere

There is infinite gossip about thee.

O Ghalib, do not drag out

The length of your epistle so:

Briefly say how 1 have sighed for grief
Over the tyranny of love’s separat?wa ,
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12

Last night every toper was longing

For the Sagi—it was a specimen

Of the Resurrection Day; the wine vessels

Were brimful, like a picture gallery of yawning.

One step of frenzy has opened the records
Of this contingent world;

The desert path led like a2 thread
Linking the elements of the two worlds.

Who can restrain

The wild roaming of Laila?

The house of the desert-wandering
Majnun 1s without a door.

Ask not the manner of shame that attaches
To beauty’s claim of indifference;

The hands are yet in bond to henna

And the cheeks are pledged to rouge.
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The pieces of my heart are all blown away
By the ill-wind of my lament;

Reminiscent of my moaning

Is the scattered state of my verses.

13

In the wrinkles of my forehead

She has read my hidden sorrow;

As from the badly scrawled address

The contents of the letter are understood.

In a finely polished mirror of steel,

A flaw still lines the surface;

I have been ripping my front-opening
Since first I came to understanding.

Do not enquire about the causes
© Of my heart’s captlivity;

It was so straitened, that there
The prison was understood.

Suspicion did not wish

That she should go out walking;

Each drop of sweat upon her brow

As a wondering glance was understood.

My abasement did deem

That she was evil-tempered ;

From the pulse of the straw can the heat
Of the burning flame be understood.

—37—



URDU GHAZALS OF (GHALIB

In the journey of love,

My fatigue demanded comfort;
The shadow of every step

As a place of rest T understood.

Until death, my heart made every effort
To flee the piercing lashes of the friend;
From the arrow of predestination,
Escape was easy, so it understood.

O Asad, why did you give

Your heart, thinking her to be faithful?

It was an error on your part, that an infidel
To be a Musalman you understood.

14

Passion complaineth that the heart
Is too narrow for its agitation;

Yet the whole tumult of the sea
Is concentrated in the pearl.

Although I know 1 shall receive
From thee no answer to my letter,
Yet am | oppressed by the tyranny
Of my desire to write.

If this be spring, then

"Tis but the henna on the feet of autumn;
In the pleasures of the world

Lic the perennial sorrows of the heart,
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In my grief, do not ask me

To walk in the flower-garden;
I have no mind to bear
Inopportune laughter.

I am still uninitiated

In the mystery of beauty,

Even though every root of my hair
Has become a seeing eye.

We have already submitted

Our heart to her graceful coquetry,

Since we could not endure

The thought that beauty might demand it.

Don’t say that weeping

Is in proportion to the heart’s anguish;

I have kept the credit and debit account
Of the stream of tears.

O Asad, when I see the sky,
Then 1 remember her;

In its tyranny the style

Of my heart’s ruler is discerned.

15

I had to render a full account

For every drop of my liver’s blood;
It was a trust committed

By the eyelashes of my friend.

— 39
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Here 1 am lamenting for

The city-full of my desires;

The mirror which thou hast broken
Reflected a myriad images.

Come, drag my corpse
Ignominiously through the streets;
I was enamoured of the path
That was by her frequented.

Don’t ask about the waves of the mirage
In the desert of loyalty;

There each particle of sand

Had the sharp quality of a sword.

We thought that the anguish of love
Had diminished, but now we discover
That when it was less it became

The grief of the world.

16

I am entirely pledged to love

And yet inexorably enamoured of life;

Even while worshipping the lightning

I am torn with remorse for the gathered harvest.

O Sagqi, the measure of drunkenness’
Is determined by one’s capacity;

If thou art the river of wine

Then 1 am the yawning bank.
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17

I"’am the parched lip

Of those who had died of thirst;

I am the place of pilgrimage

For those who were afflicted by love.

I am in entire despair

And by suspicion racked;

I am the heart of those

Whose loyalty had been cheated.

18

Looking in the mirror she felt abashed
To see a face so like her own;
Through pride, she would not give
Her heart to anyone.

There is no point in killing
The messenger I sent you;
If there was any fault

Then °‘twas not his, but mine.

19

L | dokie

Purity cannot manifest itself

Without impurity;
A flower-bed is the rust

On the mirror of the spring breeze.
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The self-possession of the bank
Cannot withstand the seething river;
When thou art the Saqi

It is vain to retain sobriety.

20

The heedless one busies herself

In proud self-adornment; can she not see
That every waving ringlet of grass

Is combed by the gentle breeze?

Don’t crave for the sensuous pleasures
In the assembly of the cup;

Gaiety is like the prey

That has just escaped the snare.

It would not be strange

If in His mercy He accepts it,
Although in our shame

We can offer no excuse for sin.

With cheerfulness I go

To the place of execution;

The skirt of my sight is full

With the thought of the flowers of wounds.

The soul of Asad

Entreats one burning glance;
Your plaintiff has taken the moth
As advocate for his cause.
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21

Envy says: ““Alas, she is sincere
In her dealings with the other.”
Reason replies: “This faithless one
Is not to anyone a friend.”

Every atom is a goblet

In the enchanted tavern of mystery;
The wink of Laila’s eye

Was to Majnun’s vagrancy a friend.

Love provides the necessary means
For the exaltation of the humble;
Each particle i1s a potential desert,
Each drop of water to the sea is friend.

Now 1 with my wild heart—
*Tis a piece of misfortune,
The enemy of peace and now
To wandering fast friend.

Neither should I complain, nor yet
Should’st thou; resting, arm on knee,
Pensive I muse, whilst thou

With thy mirror art making friends.

O Asad, Farhad tried to carve

Shirin’s image out of stone;

But striking one’s head against the rock
Is not the way to produce a friend.
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22

In a garden not a single particle
Can be deemed useless;

Even the narrow path’s a wick
In the scarred lamp of the tulip.

Without wine, who has the power
To bear the terror of awareness?
The niggardliness of aspiration
Has drawn a line on the cup.

The rose laughs at the business
Of the nightingale;

That which i1s called love

Is but derangement of the mind.

The intoxication of poesy

Is nothing new for me;

I am a seasoned opium-eater

And long inured to candle smoke.

A hundred times

We were released from chains of love;
But what can we do

When the heart is foe to happy ease?

Without heart’s blood, the waves of sight
Are as dust in my eyes;
This tavern seeks the wine, lacking which
It would be a desolation.
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Thy blossoming garden
Is a’world of joy for the heart;
For{whose drunkenness
Is the spring cloud a tavern?

23

It is most difficult

For every task to be easy;
Often it is not feasible
For man even to be human.

Weeping requires

The destruction of my house;
From door and wall

It appears to be a desert.

Woe to me, that again

And again my yearning madness
Drives me there, then leaves me
Lost in amazement.

Because her beauty’s glorious manifestation
Does compel the gaze,

The mirror’s essence desires

To be her eyelashes.

Ask not about the lovers’ joys

As they reach the place of execution;
The naked scimitar appears

As the 'Id moon to their sight.
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We have carried to the dust

The scar of our desire for bliss;

But now thou dost remain

With thy flowers of a hundred hues.

Every piece of my broken heart
Receives joy from the cut of desire;
Savour for the wound of the liver
Is to be drowned in the salt-cellar.

She is remorseful of tormenting me
—After my execution’s over;
Alas, it is the repentance of one
Who is too quick to repent.

O Ghalib, feel pity

For that narrow piece of cloth
Which 1s destined

To be a lover’s front-opening.

24

If the anguish remains untold

Of the night of separation

Then without formality the scar of the moon
Will become the seal upon my lips.

The night of separation

Makes my strength like water,

And the shadow of moon-light.

will flood the possessions of my house.
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I would have kissed her feet

While she lay sleeping—

But refrained, since from such deeds

That infidel would have become suspicious.

Our firm intent was to devote

Our heart to loyalty;

We did not know that in Jove's tests
It would be our first present to her.

Thou hast found a place

In the heart of everyone; /

If thou art pleased with me

Then the whole world on me will have compassion.

If your angry looks continue
To 1nstruct me in self-control,
The flames will be hidden in straw
As blood is concealed in the veins.

Do not take me with thee,
When thou walkest in the garden;
Else every fresh flower there
Will become a blood-shedding eye.

Alas, if there should be no equity

Between thee and me on the Judgement Day;
Up till now my hope has been

That then at least there will be justice.

O Asad, if you are wise, consider—
What sense is there in making friends
With a simpleton; it i1s bound

To result in the loss of your heart.
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25

The drop of wine in amazement
Slowly dripped;

The measuring line of the cup
Became a string of pearls.

Even being in the esteem of love
Brings the destruction of one’s house;
When the other sighs,

It 1s on me her anger turns.

26

By hidden sorrow was my heart
Unsparingly destroyed;

Like the silent embers

Of the dying fire burnt out.

Neither longing for the bliss of union
Nor memory of the friend remains;

All was consumed in the fire

When the house of my heart burnt down.

I am beyond nothingness
Else, O careless one,

The feathers of the phoenix
My fiery sighs had burnt.

The essence of my thought
Burns with such glowing heat,
If T of wild madness think,
The very wastes are burnt.
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I do not display my heart to you
Because of its spring-flower scars;
What use is this illumination—
When the master of the showis burnt?

O Ghalib, all dejected now,

Only for grief I crave;

By the sight of this world’s hypocrasy
My heart has been burnt.

27

My liver is athirst

For fresh lamentation;

The tear-stained eyes
Once more 1 do remember,

Hardly had the Day of Judgement
Paused for breath,

When your last farewell

I did remember.

Alas, the simplicity

Of these my desires;

One whose glance bewitched my sight
Again I do remember.

O unsatisfied desires,

Forgive my weariness;

I would lament, but then

My liver’s plight I did remember.
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I could have passed my life
Somehow, willy-nilly;

The path thou did’st frequent
Why did 1 remember?

Alas now for sighing

I have no courage left;
Disgusted with the heart,
The liver 1 remembered.

Is there no limit

To this desolation?

When [ saw the desert waste
My home I did remember.

What a quarrel will arise

Between the guard of paradise and 1,
When in paradise it 1s

Thy abode that 1 remember.

O Asad, in my boyhood

I once picked up a stone
To strike Majnun; but at once
My own head I did remember.

28

O cruel one, thou hast not been
A friend to anyone;

Others have suffered the torments
That I have been denied.



UrRpU GHAZALS OF GHALIB

Compared with her radiant face
The hand of destiny does rank

The sun itself as artificial

As the fabled moon of Nakhshab.

From eternity, grace is given

In proportion to one’s aspiration;

The drop which nursed the ambition

To be a tear, would not become a pearl.

Before my eyes beheld

The stature of my beloved,

I did not believe in the commotion
Of the Day of Resurrection.

Being a fool 1 was happy

Even when my friend with me was angry,
Thinking, thus will I have a further chance
To repeat the lesson of desire.

The river of sin ran dry
Through scarcity of water;
So dry indeed it could not even
Dampen the skirt of my robe.

O Asad, I had been collecting fire

From the brands of my heart

Even before the salamander in the fire temple
Had taken up his post.
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I cannot offer to my beloved

The supplication of my love;
My heart, my erstwhile pride,

Is now no more the same.

I leave this world bearing the scars
Of life’s unfulfilled desires;

Like an extinguished candle

I am no more fit for company.

O heart, thou must contrive
Some other method of dying;
Since now I am not worthy
Of the hand and dagger of the slayer.

The six dimensions of the universe
Are as the door to a mirror house;
In which both flawed and flawless
Without distinction can themselves behold.

My longing for love has loosened
The ribbons on the veil of beauty;
Except for my sight

There 1s no other hindrance.

Although I was pawned out
To the tyrannies of this world,
I was never yet forgetful

Of remembering Thee.
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The wish to cultivate fidelity

Has been uprooted from my heart;
In its place remains little except
Stifled desire for the harvest.

O Asad, I am not afraid

Of the cruelty of love—
But the heart I was once

So proud of, is now no more.

30

I am antimony that’s given free;
My only price is that

This must remain an obligation
On the eyes of the purchaser.

O cruel one, at least

Let me continue to moan;

God forbid that thy face

Should ever manifest my hidden grief.

31

Last night in the privacy of the assembly
Her coy beauty shone resplendent;

Then every candle’s wick in shame
Became a cover for the chandeliers.
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For miles and miles around his grave
The henna plants sprang up;

QO Lord, how was this lover tormented
By stifled desire to kiss her feet.

There is no gain in love

Except the shattering of desire;
If perchance the two hearts meet
"Tis but the lip of remorse.

How can I describe the lassitude

Of my love-sickness—

When 1 swallowed heart’s blood, it was
Without debt to the fluids of the humours.

32

O Asad, for such a mad vagrant
As we—-helpless and destitute,
The claws of the deer’s eyelashes
Provide a handy back-scratcher.

33

A threat destroys the one
Not ready for the fray;
Love demands a veteran,
Brave and inured to battle.
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In life I had such dread

Of dying, that my complexion
Pale and ashen turned

Long before the flight of death.

1 was compiling volumes

On the theme of faithfulness
Even as a novice, while yet

My thoughts were still diffused.

From heart to liver there’s now

A bank on the river of blood;

On this pathway formerly

Even the splendour of the rose was dust.

Torn apart by the anguish

Of love, one can no more escape;
Even when the heart is gone,
The torment still remains.

Unable to cure my madness

My friends did me imprison;

Yet though confined, my thoughts
St1ll freely roamed the wasteland.

This corpse unshrouded

Is the afflicted Asad;

May God have mercy on him,
That strangely carefree man.
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34

Thou hast not yet received initiation

Into the mysteries of life’s hidden voices;
Else *twould appear, the veil that hides reality
Does in the instrument produce the melody.

The faded colour of my face, to her

Is like the sight of a spring morn;

This is the vernal time

When the flowers of her coquetry bloom.

How often thy quick and intense glance
Rests on the face of the other,

While in pain 1 am pierced

By those long sharp eyelashes.

My gain lies in restraining my lament;
Otherwise one life-melting sigh

Will prove enough to render me

Fit only for a morsel of bait.

When the bottles leap and dance

With the ferment of the wine,

Then every inch of carpet does vibrate

Like cup-and-balls on the agile juggler’s head.

Exactingly my heart declares
That there is still a debt to pay—
An obligation of my nail

To her half unravelled knot,
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The biting pain of separation

Has plundered and despoiled the heart of Asad
Once rich treasure was concealed there,

The buried pearls of secrets.

35

How can sympathetic friends

Cure my malady?

By the time the scratches are healed

Again the nails will have grown. Now what?

O cherisher of slaves, thy indifference

Has really reached the limit—

How long can we recount our hearts’

Sad plight—and all thou sayest is “What?”

Should the respected counsellor

Offer his advice—he is most welcome;
But someone should explain to me—
His exhortation is on—what?

Today I go there carrying
My own sword and shroud;
Her excuse for not slaying me
This time will be —what?

If the counsellor has emprisoned us
—So0 be it. But does he think
That this way we shall leave
Our style of madness, or what?
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We are the slaves of her tresses—
Should we then flee from chains?

We are the captives of faithfulness—
Should we fear prison—or what?

In this city is a famine

Of the grief of love;

Agreed, we should live in Delhi,
—But then should eat—what?

36

To be annihilated in the sea
Is the delight of every drop;

When pain exceeds the limit
It becomes its own remedy.

Like a combination lock

Is fate to me; in the chance

Of our meeting, the moment of union
Brings with it separation.

My heart expired in the distress
Of seeking a cure for pain;
Opening a knot by rubbing it
Will efface it altogether.

Wonderful! we are now

Even of cruelty deprived;

Such a foe hast thou become

To those that are loyal of heart.
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Through weakness,
Tears become sighs;
Now is the truth made clear,
That water can turn into air.

Thy finger, red with henna—
The thought can’t be removed;
To do so would be as hard

As tearing a nail from the flesh.

When spring clouds clear

After heavy rain, ’tis like

The lover dying from separations’s grief
After continuously weeping.

If the scent of the rose

Did not desire thy street,—why then
Did it accept the wafting breeze

And travel as the grains of dust?

QIT*A

O Ghalib, the lustre of the rose

Has embued me with love of spectacle;
The eves must always be open

To gaze at the colourful world.

To comprehend the miracle

In the power of longing—

Behold the mirror in wet weather,
Green with desire 1o be polished.
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The devout soul praises

The garden of paradise;

For the ecstatic one it is a bouquet
Placed in the niche of oblivion.

What can I say of the cruelty
Of those her piercing eyelashes?
Each drop of blood is like

A bead in a coral rosary.

Even the majesty of my executioner
Could not restrain my groans;

The straw that 1 have bitten is the fibre
From which the moaning flute was cut.

If the world grants me respite now
I will display to you a tragic scene:
In every wound of my heart lies
The seed of the festive cypress tree.

Thy glorious manifestation

Has dealt with the mirror-house

In the same way that the shining sun
Burns up the fields of sparkling dew.

In the very texture of my being
Annihilation lies hidden;

The lightning which burns down the harvest barn
In the farmer’s warm blood is inherent.
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In every nook and corner of my house
Lush weeds provide a sight most rare;
The janitor has now naught else to do
Except to clear those useless plants.

In my silence there lie shrouded

A myriad murdered desires;

I am a snuffed-out lamp, abandoned,
Tongueless, on a stranger’s grave.

Even yet a ray of light remains

Of the image of my friend;

My dejected heart has now become
The prison cell of Joseph.

Tonight, it seems, thou must have slept
In the arms of my rival; else

For what reason, with those hidden smiles,
Did’st thou appear in my dream?

I cannot tell how many are those
Whose blood’s been turned to water;
Since it is like the Judgement Day

To see thy lashes wet with tears.

O Ghalib, before my sight

Stretches the path of utter destruction;
This is the string which binds

The dispersed elements of the universe.
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Desire exults in zest

For manifold actions;

If there were no death

Then life’s flavour would be—what?

Why dost thou feign ignorance,
O image of coquetry—

How long wilt thou pretend,
Repeating ‘“What? What?”’

I see much undue courtesy
Bestowed on the other;

And for my colourful grievances
The reason for complaint is what?

One natural glance

From thee I do beseech;

Is thy indifference a test

For my endurance—or what?

The brightness of the flame
From straw is momentary;
Of the honour of fidelity
Lust knows—what?

Our breath is a wave

On the sea of ecstasy;

The saqi’s negligent indifference

Is cause for complaining of—what?,
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My mind cannot bear

The scent of her attire; yet if

The soft breeze takes a vagrant course
My regrets would then be—what?

O destroyer of the stock

Of fidelity, listen!

The breaking of the heart’s price—
From this the sound is—what?

From the heart of every drop is wrung
The note *‘I am the sea”.

To Him do we belong; ’tis therefore
Vain to ask—‘“We are here for—what?”’

Why hesitate? I am prepared

To stand as surety. Look at me—
For the martyrs of a glance

The blood-money is—what?

Who has laid claim

To the title of endurance?
The patience in the heart
Of the lover is—what?

O slayer, why this promise
Which is but a test of patience?
O infidel, this temptation

Robs one’s strength—for what?
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Ghalib, each word she utters
Ys for one’s life a calamity,
Whether it be speech, a hint,
Congquettish grace, or what.

39

From the wine-party why should I return
So distressed with thirst;

If I had repented, then

What happened to the Saqi?

There is now but one arrow
Which has pierced them both—
Those days are past when the heart
Was separated from the liver.

O Ghalib, it would be famous, if from misfortune
Thou could’st aught achieve;

When knotless was the thread

Then the nail could disentangle it.

40

If we had not wept, even then
Our house must have been destroyed;
If the sea were not sea,

Surely a desert it would have been,
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It is pointless to complain

Of the narrowness of heart;

Poor wretch, if it were not narrow
Then dispersed it would have been.

After a life of pious devotion,

The Guard of Paradise would surely
Grant us entry there; would to God
That your gate-keeper he could have been.

41

Thou art late in coming,

But there must be reason for it;

On the way was there, perhaps,
Someone to hold the reins for thy delay?

My complaint to thee about my ruin
Is out of place;

Indeed there is even a suspicion,

Of my good fortune in it.

If thou hast forgotten me—see
I will tell thee my address:-
Once there was a prey,
Captive in thy saddle strap.

In prison thy untamed one

Recalls those same tresses;

The heavy chains did but augment
The burden of his grief.
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If lightning flashes before

The eyes—What of it?

Thou should’'st have spoken to me
Since I was thirsty for thy words.

When 1 compared him in beauty
To Joseph—he kept quiet;

If indeed he felt slighted

Then I deserve to be punished.

While looking at the other,

My heart cooled with content;
In his laments he too obviously
Strove to produce effect.

There is no shame in any

Occupation; indeed it would be idle

To criticise Farhad; among the distracted,
He, who died voung, was our leader.

We stood to welcome death

But she did not come near us;

So be it,—but surely there were arrows
In the playful one’s quiver?

We stand unjustly accused on the reports

Of the angels; surely it would be better
If a man were also present
When our sins were all recorded?
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Ghalib, thou art not

The only Master of Urdu;
They say in former times
There was a man called Mir.

42

Talk of that lovely nymph,
And our description of her beauty—
Our former keeper-of-secrets, it seems,
Has now become our rival.

Why does she drink so much
When at that other’s party—
Perhaps she thought this day

To make a test of our forbearance.

If aloft we could build

A place with a wide view,

Would to heaven that even higher
Than the sky should be our dwelling.

However much he might insult us,
We should just laugh it off;

The caretaker happens to be

An acquaintance of ours.

How long should I just write

About the anguish of my heart;

I’ll go to her, and show her

My sore fingers and blood-dripping pen.
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Why did’st thou change it
Unnecessarily? This thy deor-step
Would have been rubbed away
By ourashamed prostrations.

So that he should not become
An informer—we had made him
Our confidant in this matter
Of complaints to the friend.

What wisdom did we possess?
In what skill were we unique?
For what reason did the sky
Become our enemy?

43

It was not our fortune to enjoy
Love’s union with the friend;
Had we lived longer, then how
Anxiously must we have tarried.

On your promise have we lived,
Yet we did not believe it true;
We would have died of happiness
If on its truth we had relied.

From thy delicacy we could tell
That thy vow was weak

Indeed if it were firm, then

Even by thee it could not be broken.
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Someone should ask about the pleasure
From thy half-penetrated arrow;

If it had passed right through the liver,
It would not prick like this.

What sort of friendship is this

When the counsellor turns well-wisher?
A sincere sympathiser is required—

And one that’s a healer, to boot.

If thou deemest sorrow

To be the spark, then unabated
From the vein of the stone
Would the blood have dripped.

Although grief melts the soul

The lover’s heart can never escape;

If not the torments of love, then

The woes of the world would hold him.

Whom should I tell--that the night
Of sorrow is a terrible affliction?
For me it were no tragedy to die—
So long as it were only once.

If after death we are disgraced,

Would that we had been drowned at sea;
No funeral bier there’d be

Nor the reminder of a tomb.
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‘Who can behold Him? Unique

And incomparable is He;

If a semblance of duality exists,—then
In this world could one encounter Him.

QO Ghalib these are spiritual matters
To which your description leads;

We would have taken thee for a saint
If thou wert not a known wine-drinker.

44

God was there when yet there was nothing;

If there was naught, even then He would have been;
My existence has drowned me in disgrace—
If I were not—I wonder what would have been?

When insensible to grief one has become,
Then if the head is severed, no lament
There’d be; if not asunder

Then on the knee, resting it would have been.

A long time’s passed since Ghalib died,
But yet he is remembered;

For everything he would exclaim—

“If it were like this, what would it be?”
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45

In the King’s court the office

For poesy is newly opened;

O God—keep the door

Of the treasury of pearls wide open.

The spectacle of shining stars

At night commences; and appears

As if in the lighted temple

The doors are ceremoniously flung wide open.

Even if I am declared mad,

Why should my friend deceive me?

A dagger is concealed in her sleeve

While the healing lancet she displays wide open.

Although I cannot gauge her meaning

Nor understand her secret, yet

’Tis enough for me that she,

This lovely fairy, has shown her heart wide open.

The thought of beauty merits virtue

As much as pious action;

For this, upon my grave

The window of paradise is thrown wide open.

Her face, hid by her veil

Is a sight ne’er seen before;
Far more attractive 1s 1t thus,
Than are her locks wide open.

)
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She allowed me to stay at the door—
Yet ’ere I reached there
She changed her mind again
And sent me off—with bedding
still unopened.

Why so pitch dark the night of sorrow?
Perhaps even now calamity and evil
Are descending from heaven for me—
And the stars’ eyes on such a sight
are fixed wide open.

In a strange and alien land,
How can I happily reside—
When all the letters from home,
Are ominously brought

wide open.

O Ghalib, T am a follower of the Holy Prophet.
Why should my affairs stay sealed
When for my king the doorless
Vault of heaven itself was flung
wide open.

46

She has from tyranny repented—
But sincerely has she done s0?

She says “How can we show
Our face to you?”
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Day and night without cessation
The seven skies are in revolution;
Something will happen, so

Why be over-anxious?

Neither enemy nor friend is she—
If foe, then even that is kinship
Of a kind; but when it is neither
Why should we be deceived?

Why is it

That we accompany the messenger?
O Lord, should we ourselves
Deliver to her our letter?

Even if the wave of blood

Passes over our head,

For what reason should we leave
The threshold of the friend?

Our whole life long have we
Looked impatiently for death;
Now it has come,

What else shall we look for?

She is asking ‘“Who is Ghalib?”
Someone please tell me

What reply should I give

To such a query?
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47

The smarting of my pain owed naught to medicine;
It was a blessing that 1 was not cured.

Why dost thou collect rivals? My plaint
Thou treatest as if it were an entertainment.

To test our destiny, where should we go,
Since thou thy dagger wilt not try on us?

How sweet thy lips! Even the rival
By thy abusive words was not chagrined.

The rumour went that she would pay a visit;
Yet even today no mat does grace my home,

Was it to the divinity of Nimrud offered—
That my devotion has been unrewarded?

This life, bestowed on me by Him, I offered;
In truth my debt’s not yet repaid to Him.

When the wound is concealed, the blood still trickles:
But my work, once stopped, can never be restarted.

Is it highway-robbery—or heart-ravishing?
Having seized my heart, the heart-thief has fled.

Why not recite something? People are saying
““What a pity, Ghalibis not singing his ghazal today.”
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48

When none else can be found
Suitable for her wrath: then ’tis not
Wrong to say that in this world
There is no-one else like us.

Even in servitude we are so headstrong
And opinionated, that finding

The gate of the Ka‘ba shut,

We forthwith turn back.

All acknowledge thy claim

To be unique, and thus

No 1dol, mirror-browed, would dare
To come before thee, face to face.

It is a matter of pride to me

To be of the same ilk as beauty’s
Drooping eyes; if thy sick patient

Has not been cured—so much the better.

The sigh that has not reached the lips
Festers in the heart;
The drop that has not reached the sea
Is only food for dust.

The pain destined for me

By none else can be shared;

The inhetent disaster in my affairs
Has not yet raised its head.
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If, when I recite her name, pure blood
From every root of hair drips not,
Then it is only Hamza’s fiction

And not the story of love.

If in a water diop the river

Is not seen, and in the part the whole—
Then is the eye a mere child’s toy

And not the instrument of vision.

The rumour had it that

Ghalib would be torn to pieces;
We also went to see the spectacle—
But it did not take place.

49

Now is the time

When fizzing wine should fly,
Giving the flasks the power
To swim in the wave of wine.

Ask not the reason why

The masters of the garden are intoxicated;
In the shadow of the vine

The air itself becomes a wave of wine.

Good luck to him

That’s drowned in wine; it signifies
The happy omen of the Phoenix’ shadow
Passing o’er his head in a wave of wine.
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In the rainy season it is no surprise,
If by the bounty of the air

The wave of existence

Becomes the wave of wine.

From the flood of joy

Four waves arise—

The waves of rose, and twilight,
Wave of breeze and wave of wine.

The soul of vegetation is athirst

To bloom with wanton glory;
Solace and the water of eternal life
Are given by the wave of wine.

On the strong wing of colour
Soaring up and up,

Like blood in the veins,

In the vine runs the wave of wine.

The pathway of my thought

Is illumined by the scent of roses;
And my imagination

Is radiant with the wave of wine.

Behind the screen of drunkeness,
Observing the spectacle of my thought,
The urge for growth

Is cherished by the wave of wine.
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Spring is the flood of hilarity

In which all things do sway,

From the fresh grass in the verdant meadow,
Up to the wave of wine.

Spring justifies the tumult

Of existence; the way for the drop
To unite with the sea

Is pointed by the wave of wine.

Asad, my understanding falters
Before the splendour of the rose;
This is the time when, fluttering,
Mounts up the wave of wine.

50

What shame that the sky has fashioned
The fingers of the exalted ones,

That should be strings of pearls,

As things to be bitten by the teeth.

When going on the journey

Thou did’st not leave a ring;

Instead of giving a token

Thou did’st display thy empty finger.

Asad, 1 write my verses
Prompted by the burning ache
Of my heart; thus none shall ever
Raise at me a criticising finger.
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51

With the appearance of the soft hair

It seems his value is diminished;

Like the smoke of an extinguished candle
Is the down on the cheek of the friend.

O impudent heart! Learn

To control thy passion.

Who, indeed, can withstand
The radiant vision of the friend.

My consternation at the ruin

Of my house is a wonderful sight;

So enamoured of his gait, that like

A footprint, wondering, I lie before the friend.

In love, the tyranny

Of the other’s envy killed me;
Finally I have been slain by a foe,
Although first afflicted by the friend.

We are happy that the heart
Of the cruel one is delighted;
To see our blood-filled eyes,
Brimful is the cup of the friend.

The rival enquires about my plight

In the pangs of separation; he behaves
As 1if he were sincere and

In my woes a sympathetic friend.
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To make me aware of his own
Intimacy, the other conveys
To me a message, promising
The appearance of the friend.

When I complain about

The weakness of my head,

He starts describing

The perfumed tresses of the friend.

If he sees me

Weeping quietly, then

Laughingly he mentions

The flirtatious words of the friend.

Should I complain

About his kindness? Or describe

My gratitude for the enjoyment

Of anguish caused by the friend?

Ghalib, I must admit,

I hke this ghazal heartily;

Many, many times in it

There 1s repetition of the word ‘‘friend”.

52

If one remains safe and sound
Until the Day of Judgement;
Even then one has to die

One day, dear sir.
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Love flourishes by drinking
Draughts of pure blood;
Therefore love addresses my liver
As most beneficent, dear sir. |

Inspite of the enemy

I am a martyr of constancy;
Blessed am I with felicitations,
And good cheer to me, dear sir.

For him that has not wit

To comprehend the inner meaning,
It is enough to see the magic

Of the outer foim, dear sir.

53

O Ghalib, my eyes have closed for good

In my attempt to open them upon her blazing looks;
My friend, what a time you have chosen

To bring the beloved to visit my sick bed.

54

In the flower-garden new arrangements
Are afoot; the ring around

The turtle-dove’s neck serves

As the chain on the outer gate, today.
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Each piece of my heart

Bursts forth with each lament;

Like a halter, the string of my breath
Has caught the prey in its noose toda;

O peace and comfort, vanish from her:
The flood of tears threatens

To demolish the walls

And the door of my house, today.

55

See with what care

We are tending the love-sick;
If he doesn’t improve, then
What is the remedy for Jesus?

56

Don’t draw breath

Outside the banquet of desire;
If no wine is available,

Draw patience from the cup.

Question not the perfection

Of passionate effort to see reality;
Like a thorn, draw out

The essence from my life’s mirror.
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O heart, you seek excuse

For comfort; but wait—

Whoever hinted that you should

Draw out the blandishment of the bed?

The narcissus is staring at thee

With envious desire; but in the blindness
Of the rival’s heart and eye,

Draw to thee the wine-cup.

With half a wink pay back the trust

Which coquetry has in thee, confided;

From the sheath that veils the liver’s wound,
Draw out the dagger.

In my goblet is the wine

Of hidden fire; with the banquet
Thou must serve kababs

Drawn from the salamandar’s heart.

57

Beauty has been freed

From the distraction of amorous glances;
At last these oppressors

Are at rest now, after me.

There is none deserving

- The dignified office of madness; ,
Blandishment and grace

Have been dismissed, after me.
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When the candle is extinguished,
The smoke rises from it;

The flame of love has been clad
In mourning black, after me.

My heart sheds blood

On the sad plight of these beauties,
Because their nails have been
Begging for henna, after me.

No room is left for ¢he essence
Of cruelty to express itself;

The eye of coquetry is angry
With the antimony, after me.

These madmen in farewell
Embrace their own insanity;

The collar of my robe

Is torn from its opening, after me.

“Who will now befriend

The heady wine, the vanquisher of men?”
This announcement from the saqi’s lips
Re-echoes after me.

I die of grief to think

That there is no-gne in the world
To make lament for love

And constancy, after me.

Y. .
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O Ghalib, I weep for

The helplessness of love;

To whose house shall go the ﬂood
Of annihilation, after me?

58

Door and wall are of no account
As impediments of vision;

For the sight of love

Is given wings by door and wall.

The excess of tears has reduced
My home to this condition,

That wall and door have in exchange
Become the door and wall.

This is no shadow that you see,

But hearing the joyful news

Of her approach, they have moved out
To welcome her, this door and wall.

The wine that’s in the lustre

Of thy face has become so cheap
That in thy street intoxicated,
Lurch every door and wall.

If thou dost desire to purchase
The wares of expectation, then see,
Fitted out with lover’s glances

Is the shop of her door and wall.
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Whenever I prepare

To stem the assault of tears,
Then, imploring at my feet
Fall the door and wall.

When she took up her abode

In the same neighbourhood,

The shade of my wall and door
Sacrificed itself to her door and wall.

My dwelling is like a thorn

In my eyes, without thee;

These eyes are always weeping

As they gaze upon the door and wall.

Ask not why I'm oblivious

To joy in welcoming the flood;
Dancing and tumbling with happiness
Appear to me my door and wall.

Tell no one that Ghalib

Is no more in the world;

The secrets of love should be only
Imparted to the door and wall.

59

My heart trembles.at the trouble
Taken by the shining sun;

I am that drop of dew which lay
‘On the thorn in a desert waste.
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Even in prison Joseph did not lose
The desire for house-adorning;
The blind white of Jacob’s eyes
Painted the walls of his cell.

I have been learning the lesson

Of self-forgetfulness from the time

That Majnun first wrote “Lam”™ and “Alif”
On the walls of the school.

How free were I from the anxiety
Of searching for ointment,

If only the pieces of my heart
Were at peace with the salt-cellar.

In the realm of love

There is no account book of coquetry,
But that the title page

Does bear the seal of unconcern.

Now when I see the red glow

Of the cloud at sunset,

I remember that when we parted
Fire rained on the flower-gaiden.

Nothing is left except desire

To soar higher in the search for beauty;
The Resurrection will be a swift wind,
Blowing away the dust of martyrs.
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Ghalib, even if he has been harsh,
Don’t quarrel with the counsellor;

It matters not. We still retain

The power to tear at our front-opening.

60

Just as stagnant water

Changes colour, so in the end

Even the brilliance of the steel mirror
In its astonishment is dimmed with rust.

The wherewithal for luxury and rank
Provides no cure for longing for madness;
For me, even the emerald cup

Is only a spot on the panther’s pelt.

61

Expediently 1 endure thy cruelty,

Since I see that many fair ones

Are 1n love with thee; frankly speaking,

I may possess a rival just as fair as thee,

62

Who would come to the rescue of madness
If there were no nakedness?

The right of the torn front-opening

Is established on my neck.
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Like a burnt paper I am twisted
By the magic of restlessness;

The heart binds a thousand mirrors
To each fluttering wing.

What a strange demand we make

That the sky should restore past joy;

It seems that we consider the stolen treasures
To be a debt the robber owes us.

We are dealing with one quick to resent,
And an enemy of lovers;

If a ray of sunshine enters her window
She accuses me as if it were my glance.

If thou dost desire to understand

Thy own reality—then annihilate the self;
The brilliance of the destiny of straw
Upon the burning furnace does depend.

Asad is a strange kind of sacrifice—

He addresses his killer thus;—

“Practice thine art of coquetry, and let
The blood of both worlds be on my head”.

63

Why was I not burnt up

By the sight of her blazing beauty?
I am jealous even of my own
Ability to see her face.
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The whole world calls me

A fire-worshipper, seeing

That I am busy emitting

The scintillating sparks of sighs.

What honour is there left for love

When injustice has become so common?
Seeing the reasonless cruelty

Of thy oppression—I hesitate.

She comes to slay me,

But in my passionate jealousy,
I die when I but see

The sword held in her hand.

It is said that the blood of mankind
Lies on the neck of the wine-flask;
But the wave of wine trembles *
When it sees thy intoxicated gait.

Alas, the friend has withdrawn
Her hand from ruthlessness—
Seeing that we are greedy

For the pleasure of affliction.

We sell ourselves
With the merchandise of our speech,

But only after testing the touchstone
Of the buyer’s nature.
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Thou should’st wear a sacred thread
And take off the hundred-beaded rosary;
A traveller sets off on his journey

After first seeing if the path is smooth.

I was horrified to see
The blisters on my feet;

But delighted to behold
The pathway full of thorns.

She is suspicious when she sees

The grief-rust on the mirror

Of my heart; she thinks it

The reflection of a favourite pet parrot.

The flashing lightning should have fallen

On us and not Mount Sinai;

Wine should be given only

When the capacity of the drinker is revealed.

Poor frenzied Ghalib
Breaking his head;
I recollect this
When 1 see thy wall

64

When 1 have built my house,
Without permission, near thy door,
Then thou can’st no longer say
That thou knowest not my address.
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After I had lost all power
Of speech, she said
“How can I know what’s in his heart

Unless I hear from him?”’

My dealings are with a fair one
And one whose name cannot

Be uttered by anyone

Without labelling her “oppressor”.

Now nothing remains in my heart
To be expressed; else I would not
Refrain from saying

All that I wanted to say.

I would never leave

The worship of this i1dol;

Even if the world does not hesitate
To call me infidel.

It is her amorous winks

And gestures of coquetry that are meant,
Although one can’t describe them
Without talk of knife and dagger.

Even if one speaks

Of the vision of divine grace,

One cannot do so without
Recalling wine and the wine-bowl.
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I am deaf. Therefore

Should double care be paid to me;
I can hear nothing

Unless it is repeated.

O Ghalib! don’t make your petition
To the monarch so repeatedly.
Your condition is apparent
Without your telling him.

65

In every wink appears

A different sign; if she shows
Amorous inclination, suspiciously
We don’t believe she means it.

O Lord, she has not understood
My meaning—nor will she ever;
Give her another heart, I pray—

Or me another tongue.

Her flirting glance owes nothing
To the bow of her eyebrow;

No doubt it is an arrow—

But for a different bow.

When thou art in the city

We have no anxiety;

Whenever we need, we can visit
The bazaar and buy another heart.
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Although expert in idol-breaking,
Yet if we ourself remain,

We must think that there is still
One heavy stone in the way.

The blood is boiling in my heart;
I would that I could have

Several more blood-shedding eyes
So I could weep without restraint.

I die just hearing her voice;

What matter whether my head is struck off,
When she continues to tell the executioner
“Strike again! Strike again!”

People imagine it to be
The world-illuminating sun,
When every day I show
A new concealed smart.

If T had not given my heart to thee

Then I would have found tranquillity;

If I had not died, for still some time

I would have continued to lament and sigh.

When sighs find no channel of escape,
They rise in flood;

If my poetic nature is impeded

If flows more smoothly still.
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There are, indeed, other
Eloquent poets in the world,
But they say that the style
Of Ghalib is unique.

66

You should have waited for me

A little longer. Why did you go alone?
Now you will have to remain

Alone for a few days more.

My head must efface itself,

If the stone tomb is not first worn away;
I shall continue to rub my forehead

On your door, for a few days more.

Yesterday you came—and today

You say you want to leave;

True, no one lives for ever, but still

You should have stayed for a few days more,

While going you said that we should meet
Again on the Judgement Day;

Strange—as if the Day of Doom

Would not take place until a few days more.

Old sky, Arif was still young;
What damage could it be
To thee if he had stayed

On earth a few days more?
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You were the moon of the 14th night

Which illumined all my house;

But why the same pattern of my home

Could not have stayed intact a few days more?

Were you so punctilious in borrowing
And lending—that on the first demand
Of the Angel of Death, you agreed to go,
And would not tarry for a few days more?

Sometimes you disliked me, and you were

At odds with Nayyar; but what

Had the children done, that you would not wait
And watch their play for a few days more?

You passed your life, happy

Or unhappy—anyhow;

O you who died young, you should have graced
This world for a few days more.

They do not understand, who say to me

“Why are you still alive?”” To them I say
“It was destined that I should longingly
Wait for death for a few days more.”

67

Don’t think that thus

I shall be free from love’s anguish;
Like the morning sun, the scar of love
Still adorns the opening of the shroud.
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The destitute and poor

Are proud of their lost wealth;
I am still the flower-seller

Of those old impudent scars.

Although in the heart’s tavern

Not even dust remains,

The idol, that expert in the oppression
Of love, still yawns.

68

No difficulty of mine has

The magic of supplication solved;

So just pray to God

That the prophet Khizr may live long.

Don’t wander aimlessly

In the waste land of illusion;

The ascent and descent of existence
Are even now in thy thought.

In love-union one sees the vision
Of beauty’s dazzling radiance;
But who has the patience

To polish expectation’s mirror?

Every particle is a lover
Worshipping the sun; even after
One is dust, the desire remains
To see the manifestation of beauty.
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O Ghalib! don’t ask about
The spaciousness of the tavern of madness;
Compared to 1t, the bowl of the firmament

Is but an empty dust-bin,

69

Neither the blossoming of song
Nor the note of melody, am [;
I am nothing but the sound
Of my own heart’s breaking.

Thou art busy

Embellishing thy curls;

I am filled with apprehensions
Of the far and near.

Boasting of self-possession

Is the deception of a simpleton;
We are occupied with secrets
Which could melt the heart.

I am a prisoner

To the love of the fowler:
Else would I have the power
To fly away.

I pray God that the day

Will come when that cruel one and I
May enjoy the delights of love
Instead of unfulfilled desires.
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There is no drop of blood

In my heart, with which

My eyelashes have not, with delight
Played the game of tossing roses.

O fair one, thy amorous glance
Enlivens me

Even as thy cruelty

Does totally abase me.

Thou art now

Manifesting the true lustre;
Congratulations to me

For prostrating the forehead of humility

If thou hast enquired about me—

It is nothing strange;

I am a poor wayfarer—

And ’tis known that thou art kind to strangers.

Asadullah Khan

Is dead, alas;

What a profligate man!—

And one who practised beauty-mongering.

70

See the amplitude

Of the bounteous rain-cloud;

It passes with blisters on its feet
Scattering gems throughout the world.
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The page of the waste land
Is wholly burnt up;

In my footprints I have left
The burning heat of my gait.

71

How can I hold life
To be of more value than this idol?

Is not my faith most dear to me? < xé&

It has left my heart,
Yet still remains there; it seems
The point of thine arrow is dear to me.

Ghalib, you will have to bear it;
This calamity is hard,
But life is dear to me.

72

O longing for bondage—
Felicitations to thee!

I see an empty net

Near the cage of the captive bird.

Our liver, thirsty for torment
Was not assuaged although
We set flowing a stream
From the root of every thorn.

—100—



URDU GHAZALS OF GHALIB

Alas, my eyes closed

In my attempt at opening them

To see thy beauty. What a time

To come to the bedside of thy sick lover!

I would not have died

So slowly—if my condoler

Had carried a sharp dagger
Instead of that cruel tongue.

O heart, it is better

To sit in the mouth of a lion,
Than to stand near the fair ones
Who are thy tormenters.

By beholding thee

The flower-garden grows apace;

The rose of its own accord

Reaches to touch the edge of thy turban.

What a pity, the wild Ghalib
Died by breaking his head;

Alas for his sitting

So conveniently close to the wall.

73

If the mirror’s essence receives not
Freshness from his cheek’s green down,
Then before his blazing countenance
Would the mirror-house burn down.
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The problem of love is solved

By beauty’s fiery blaze;

The flame removes the thorn
From the foot of the burning candle.

74

At even time the thread of rays

Opens out a bye-path for the sun to travel;
In the new moon, the sky spreads wide

Its arms, to bid farewell to the sun.

75

Beholding the radiance of beauty’s face
The taper has perennial heart-burn:
And the fire of the rose becomes

The water of life for the candle.

In the usage of the masters of language,
Death 1s silence;

In the banquet of friends

This is illumined by the tongue of the candle.

Receiving a hint from the flame,
The waxen taper melts;
[ In the style of self-annihilaters
Is the story-telling of the candle.
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O flame, thou bearest the grief
Of the moth’s unsatisfied desire;
Thy trembling displays

The infirmity of the candle.

By thinking of thee

My soul vibrates in exultation;

I swear this by the sparkling breeze
And the tremulous flame of the candle.

Ask not about the spring

Of the scars of lovers’ grief;

Its blossoming is a martyr

To the autumn flower of the candle.

It burns with envy, seeing me
Reclining on the pillow of the friend;
On my heart why should there not lie
The scar of suspicion of the candle?

76

For fear of the rival we do not bid
Farewell to our awareness;

O will, what shame it is

That we are so constrained.

My hearts burns—

Why were we not consumed entire?
What an imperfection this reveals
In our flame-throwing breath.
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77

The thoughtless boys do not sprinkle
Salt on wounds; ’twould be a blessing
If, in the stones they throw

There should be salt.

The dust on the friend’s path

Is dalliance for the heart’s wounds;
Else indeed in this wide world
Are found vast quantities of salt.

To me these should be welcome

And to thee cause for congratulation;
The pain of the nightingale’s lament,
And in the laughter of the rose, the salt.

Who was it galloping

On the sea-shore today?

To the wound on the surge of the sea
The sand has become salt.

She admires the wound

Of my liver—and cries ““Bravo!”
So 1t is certain she remembers me
Whenever she sees the salt.

It would be regrettable to leave

The smitten body of the lover, and depart;
The heart demands wounds ,
And the limbs require salt.

—104—



URrRpU GHAZALS OF GHALIB

Why should I draw obligation

From another to increase my pain?

My wound is like the slayer’s laughter
Which from start to finish is salt.

O Ghalib, dost thou recall the days
When in love’s ecstasy
With my eyelashes I would pick up
The wound-fallen salt?

78

It takes an endless age

For sighs to take effect;

Who could survive until thy locks
Become my captive?

The mouths of a hundred gaping crocodiles
Are hidden in the net of every wave;
Let’s see what happens to the water drop
Before it becomes a pearl.

Love demands patience

And my desire is restless;

What can I do with my heart

Till my liver becomes filled with blood?

Admitted that thou wilt never

Become indifferent to us;

But we will have been dust

Long before the message reaches thee.
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From the radiance of the sun, the dew
Learns how to efface itself;

I will live just so long

Till I receive a favouring glance.

The leisure of existence

Lasts but the wink of an eye;

The warmth of company endures:
Till the dance of sparks is ever.

O Asad, none but death

Can cure the sorrows of this life;
The candle burns as it must
Until the break of dawn.

79

If thou art certain of thy prayers
Being granted—then for nothing
Should’st thou ask; pray only
For a heart free from desire.

I recall the scars in my heart

Made by countless smothered ctavings;
O God, do not ask me
To render the account of my sins.
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80

How desolate is the nightingale,

At the deception of the rose’s constancy;
At the simplicity of her transactions, -
What laughter from the rose!

I offer my congratulations

To the free wafting breeze; everywhere
Are scattered in small fragments

The snare-loops of the scent of rose.

Everyone is enamoured

Of this transient wave of colour;
Alas, it vanishes in heart-rending sighs
From the blood-stained lips of the rose.

That intoxicated lover

Is fortunate who has laid

His head at the beloved’s feet
Like the shadow of the rose.

The spring invents for thee
The scent of the rose;

My rival is now

The fragrant breath of the rose.

Two things make me ashamed

Of the soft spring breeze—

A flask empty of wine,

And a heart without longing for the rose.
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Because of the majesty

Of thy radiant beauty, jealous of its honour,
Like blood in my eyes

Appears the colourful grace of the rose.

Thy glorious appearance causes

This deception—so that,
As in pursuit, chasing each other,
Hastens rose after rose.

O Ghalib, I have the longing
To embrace her—the thought of whom

Is as the embroidered opening
On the raiment of the rose.

81

With thy laments, garner

The harvest of worldly attachment;
The wealth of the house of chains
Is naught but empty sound.

82

The free feel sorrow

No more than a moment;

In our house of lamentation

We light the candle from the lightning.
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The card-player of thought,
Throwing the party into confusion,
Turns the pages of the book of magic
In the idol-temple of the world.

A world of tumult, half hidden,

Does reside in each of us;

We are as the light in the bedchamber
Within the heart of the moth.

Through weakness, not resignation

We have given up the search,

And have become unwholesome

As a resting place for man’s ambition.

O Asad,—in it thousands of desires
Serve life-imprisonment;

We know our blood-filled heart
Is a grim jail-house.

83

I have died in a foreign land,
Far from my own country;
Thus God has shielded

The disgrace of my helplessness.

Those ringiets of her tresses
Wait in ambush—

O Lord, safeguard the shame
Of my tall claim to freedom.
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I take a loan of a happy dream
From my sleeping fate;

O Ghalib, the fear i1s now—
How can 1 repay the debt?

85

Don’t show me from a distance
That unopened rose-bud;

I want a kiss from thy lips

To show me that it is like this.

Why ask her about methods

Of heart-ravishing? No words are needed.
Her every wink and gesture

Is a blandishment to show it is like this.

Last night elated and intoxicated,
She left—accompanied by the rival;
I pray to God that she will come
To my house—but not like this.

“How did the night pass

With the other?” When I asked this
She came and sat before me,

Angrily staring like this.
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"Why shouldn’t one stay quiet
In company before her?

Her silence implies

That everyone should be like this

At her assembly I rashly said

“No stranger should be present.”
With her usual tyrannous and subtle wit
She showed me the way out, like this.

When the friend asked me ‘“How
Does one lose one’s reason?”

Seeing my ecstasy, a puff of wind
Came and showed that, ’tis like this.

I knew not how to behave

*In the street of the beloved;

The mirror of my wondering footprints
"Showed me it could be done like this.

If thou thinkest in thy heart

That in 'union my yearning love would!lessen,
The tidal -wave of the sea, beating hands

And feet, showed me it would be like this.

To one who says “How can
Urdu be by Persian envied?”
‘Just once recite a verse of Ghalib
So he can see that ’tis like this,
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86

I cannot transcend my obligation

To praise her amorous wiles;

If there were just one graceful gesture
Then as my destiny I should regard it.

The snare of thy wide eyes
Is trained towards my heart;
Every gin-wire of thy locks

Is like an antimonied glance.

Here am I with a hundred thousand
Groans rending the liver;

And there art thou,

Determined not to listen.

O cruel one, do not invite

Suspicion; do not make me ashamed;
Woe to me, may God forbid that

I should ever call thee faithless.

87

At the time of drinking wine, one day
Be free and unrestrained with us;
Else we shall tease thee, pretending
The excuse of drunkenness, one day.
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Don’t be proud, even of the highest
Position in the contingent world;
This great height is destined

To be brought low, one day.

We used to drink by borrowing,

Even though we knew

That drinking, when we were starving,
Would bring us problems, one day.

‘O heart, even the notes of sadness
Should be considered blessed;

The instrument of existence

Will be still and soundless, one day.

Thumping and slapping are not
The habit of that graceful one;
O Ghalib, 1t was we

Who started this one day.

88

Wherever we see thy footprints,
There we sece

The flower-beds of paradise,
Unlimited, unparalleled.

Those enamoured of the mole
In the dimple on thy face,
See the vision of nothingness
Revealed in its black core.
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We see thy stature

Cypress-like, to tower

One fathom higher than

The commotion of the Day of Doom.

O thou, immersed in studying

Thy beauteous face in the mirror—
In pity turn and see

How longingly we are gazing at thee.

Tiace the vapour of sighs
With the scar of my heart;
Trace it as the footprint

Of the night-traveller is traced.

Ghalib, by adopting

The appearance of a beggar
We can witness the spectacle
Of those excelling in generosity.

89

No manner of advice could prevent
My roaming in the wilderness;
There is a whirlwind

In my feet—not a chain.

My desire urges me to run

To the waste land, where the only
Pathway is an astonished

Glance from a picture’s eye.
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My unsatisfied longing,
Delighting in anguish, brocds
In my heart; the path of fidelity
Is the edge of a sharp sword.

The affliction of eternal despair

Must be endured;

Happy am I that my lament breathes not
The shame of striving for effect.

When the wound in the head
Heals, it irritates; the delight
Of the stone’s anticipation

" Is beyond description.

When the friend’s graciousness

Gives permission to be bold and fiee,
The grave st fault would be

To be hesitant and shy.

Ghalib my conviction

Is like Nasikh’s, that

“One who doubts the greatness of Mir
Is himself an ignoramus™.

90

There was confusion like Doomsday
When Majnun heard of Laila’s coming
To the desert; amazed he said

“Can it ever happen in this world?”
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Ghalib I have pity

On her delicate heart;

Don’t keep that infidel so busy
With tests of loyalty.

91

No wound upon my body

Can be stitched, since the needle’s thread
Has now become the string

Of the tears of despondency.

The ruin of my house prevents me
From enjoying the spectacle of the flood;
One would say that the foam on its crest
Has stuffed the holes with cotton.

I am the trust house

For the cruelties of her lashes;

Each drop of my blood is a seal
Engraved with the name of the beloved.

To whom should I describe the darkness
Of my bedroom; if I stuff

Cotton in the holes of the wall

One would think there was moonlight here.

The reproach of friends has constrained
The frenzy of my madness;

Their censure has become the stitching
For the opening and skirt of my torn robe.
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Before the reflection of her moon-faced b
The mirror’s essence flutters for flight,
Like particles of dust that fly up

Through the window towards the sun.

Whether good or bad, I know not,

But I am the opposite of the company I k
If a rose, then I am in the furnace,

And if a straw, I languish in the garden.

The tumult of love’s lunacy

A thousand hearts has given me;
Each drop of blood is a black speck
In the core of a heart.

Asad, I am a captive

To the effect of my love for beauties;
The curve of their embracing arm

Forms a ring of bondage round my neck.

02

Thy steed we can compare with a swift gal
And thus enliven the subject-matter.

Who has seen the effect of sighs?And yet
With this we faisely would alarm her.

O life, compared to thy duration, the light

As one whose feet have been with henna
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We knowthere is no release from the prison of being;
Although existence is as insubstantial as our tears.

The rose opens when intoxicated with colour;
Thedrunk one does not fasten the buttons of the shirt.

Don’t ask about the errors of description;
People talk of moaning as if it reached its target

QO the languid thinking of prudent men,
Who advise us to put henna on our blisters!

Ghalib, these fair ones are simple yet cunning;
They even make a pact of faithfulness with us.

93

This is the rain of lovers’ tears;
Look! In a hundred places

The garden wall has opened up
Like the blossoming of flowers.

The cleim of freedom

From attachment to the rose is false;

The cypress, despite its independence

Is a prisoner, bound in the flower garden.

94

By the life of Asad, the world
Is less troublesome than we had expected.
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95

Now having lost her heart to someone,
She also craves to sit alone;

At last we have here received
Compensation for our helplessness.

All the elements of the universe
Must perish; even the sun

In the firmament is but a candle
On a pathway swept by a tempest.

96

‘Where is now the separation,
And where the joy of union?
Whither have fled those days,

And nights and months and years?

‘Who has now the leisure

For the transactions of love?
Where is the former yearning
To behold the form of beauty?

Not only that heart

But even the brain is missing;
Where is that crazy longing

For the friend’s soft hair and mole?
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Once it was inspired

By the idea of a person;
Where is now the graceful
Charm of thought?

It is no longer easy

To shed tears of blood;

Where has the heart’s strength’faded,
And the steadfastness of the liver?

We were forced to leave

The gambling-house of love;
If we still remained there,
Where 18 now the wherewithal?

I waste away my head

Over the anxieties of the world—
But where am 1,
And where this curse?

O Ghalib, the limbs

Of my body have become so weak;
The former balance of the elements,
Tell me—where has it vanished?

97

Don’t be misled that

Sight is in the pupil of the eye;

Its black core is formed

By concentrated sighs in the heart.
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98

Love is not without hope of its effect,
And devotion is no fruitless willow tree.

Sovereign dominion is passed from hand to hand;
But the wine-cup is not the Emperor Jamshed'’s seal.

Thy glory is the foundation of our existence;
No grain of dust is without the light of the sun.

The secret of the beloved should not be dishonoured;
Or else there’d be no mystery in my dying.

I fear the turning wheel of colourful joy,
But I have no grief for eternal frustration.

They say that people can live on hope—
But we do not even have the hope to live.

99

The sweet-talk of the other
Has proved effective;

But of our tongueless love
No hint has she received.

100

Through madness, not even the Sacred thread
Remains on the shoulder; that is to say,
Not even one thread is left of our front-opening.
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We have gifted our heart to her
In supplication; but now even
The strength to behold her is gone.

If it were difficult to meet thee,
We would have thought it easy;
But ’tis not difficult—it’s impossible.

Without love one cannot pass one’s life,
But here we do not even have the power
To savour the taste of suffering.

In the madness of love, my head
Becomes a torment for my shoulders;
O Lord, is there no wall in all this desert?

Our heart has no room for hatred of the rivals;
Such is our weakness now that even the capacity
Of longing for the beloved 1s lost.

Thou should’st fear my heart-rending groans;
Believe in God—for see, these moans
Are not the painful notes of the caged bird.

Although I haven’t courage to bear
The prick of a thorn, yet is my heart ambitious
To face the battle-line of her eyelashes.

O Lord, who would not die of love
Seeing her simplicity; she is fighting
#Wathout even having a sword in hand.

—122—



URDU GHAZALS OF GHALIB

We have seen Asad, both alone
And also in company; if he is not mad
Then neither is he very prudent.

101

Except for the liver’s blood,

The enjoyment of this world is naught
But dust before my eyes; and now

Within my liver nothing remains but dust.

Perchance, after I am dust

The wind will carry me away;
Else in the feathers of my wings
No strength is left for flight.

Who is this heavenly being
That approaches? In her path
Nothing is seen

Except the glory of roses.

Even if she does not show mercy,
At least I should have

Compassion on myself; but see,
My breath is ineffectual as the dust.

The wine-drinkers are made tipsy

With the very thought of the rose’s glory;
The tavern’s wall and door to them
Appear as insubstantial as the dust.
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I am ashamed to see
The devastation caused by love;
Nothing is left except
The stifled desire to reconstruct.

O Ghalib, our verses

Are only an idle amusement;
Clearly there is no advantage
In our display of poetic skill.

102

What honour is there for the rose

That’s not present in the flower-bed?

That front-opening is a disgrace to the shirt
Which has not become one with the skirt.

O swell of tears, nothing is left

Within my body; the blood

Which has not falien on my skirt

Has flown with my complexion’s colour.

Gathered together like the elements
Of sight in the sun’s eye,

Are these particles of dust

In the window of her house.

What can I say about the darkness

Of the prison house of sorrow?

If cotton is stuffed in the holes

The effect is like the sneaking light of morn.
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The grace and glory of existence

Are at the mercy of destructive love;

The banquet would be without candles

If the lightning did not strike the gathered harvest.

They accuse me of having my wounds
Stitched up—and that other fellow thinks
That I seek a cure; little does he realise
The delight in the smart of the needle.

Since we are martyrs of that fair one,
Who is the dalliance of spring personified,
There is no dust in our grave

But only the glory of roses.

Every drop contains the germ

Of a fresh running sore;

Even the blood in my body

Is not free from the taste of pain.

My ocean-like capacity for wine

Has sapped the pride of the Saqi;

Now even the jugular vein in the wave of wine
Cannot be found in the pitcher’s neck.

Constricted by my lack of strength
My weakness cannot show itself,
And my body has lost

Even the capacity to bend.
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What honour was shown to Ghalib

In his native land, that he should

Hope for praise abroad? In truth I am like

A handful of straw that finds no place in the furnace.

103

Mention of me, even in abuse,

Is not liked by her;

It would not surprise me if thus

The case of the other should be spoiled.

It is my luck that she has promised

To wander in the flower-garden;

In this the good news of my death through envy
Although not stated, is implied.

The universe is like

The waist of the Absolute Being;
Although people say that it is”,
Yet we cannot accept it.

In reality, our drop

Is also one with the ocean;
But we have no faith

In Mansur’s shallow vessel.

O stifled desire

For complete destruction;

My body no longer has the vigour
To face a battle-seeking love,

—126—



URDU GHAZALS OF GHALIB

When I say “Thou wilt be mine
On the Day of Judgement”

She replies with conceit that
““We are not the houri.”

Exercise cruelty if it please thee,
But if thou dost feel remorse,
Then there is no excuse

For not practising indifference.

We drink pure wine to the dregs
From the cup of Jamshed;
Alas for the wine not squeezed
Directly from the vine.

Zuhuri and I are of equal rank,
O Ghalib; the only difference
Being that he is illustrious,
While I am yet unknown.

104

O inventor of torments, my moaning

Is another way of inviting further torture;
No complaint is meant, but rather

A plea for more oppression.

How strange! On one hand love,

And on the other the labour of building

A pleasure-house for Khusrau!

We do not concede the fame Farhad enjoys.
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The wilderness is no less desolate
Than my house—but here

I have such delight

That I forget my home.

For men of vision, the flood of troubles
Is but the school of experience;

The blows of the waves seem

Like the teacher’s slaps on the face.

Alas, what misfortune

For our resignation and our constancy;
She knows full well that we have not
The power even to lament.

Why is the settled colour

Of the rose and tulip all dispersed,
If not to be the illumination

On the pathway of the tempest ?

The gardener is tucking thee

Beneath the flower basket;
Congratulations, O bird of the garden,
That today the fowler is not about.

From her ‘No’ oozes out ‘Yes’;
On the day of creation

The Creator had forgotten

To make a place for her mouth.
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Paradise is no less in splendour
Than thy street; the pattern

Is the same, but Paradise

Is much less populated.

To what purpose, O Ghalib,

Dost thou complain of exile?

Dost thou not remember

The unkindness of thy compatriots?

105

When thou art feeling kind,
Call me back at any time;
I am not time past

That never can return.

In my weakness I should not
Complain about the other’s taunts;
His derisive words are not my head
Which I can no more lift up.

My cruel love—I do not have the poison,
Else I would have taken it;

It would not be as difficult

As taking an oath not to meet thee.

—129—



URDU GHAZALS OF GHALIB

106

In separation, we stare

At the wall and at the door;

Sometimes we glance outside,

Looking for the breeze, and the messenger.

Her visit to our house would be
A proof of God’s omnipotence;
Sometimes we gaze at her,

And then look back at our house.

Pray God that her hand and arm
Be protected from the evil eye;
Why do these people peer so keenly
At the depth of my heart’s wound?

Why should we look

At the jewellry on thy headdress?

There we see the rubies and the gems
Have reached the zenith of their destiny.
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If she is faithful, let others
Call it oppression, if they will;
It is the custom that the gocd
Should be maligned as bad.
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Today we will go to her

And tell her of our troubled mind;
Indeed, we shall go to her,

But what we can tell her is not sure.

These people belong to olden times,
So say nothing to them;

They believe that wine and song
Are able to wipe out grief.

From fainting, when I have respite,
She appears in my heart;

Then has not my sigh

Thus reached its destination?

He whom we worship is beyond

The limits of perception; the Ka‘ba
Is but the direction for our prayer
And not the object of our adoration.

Since thou hast shown compassion
On my sore feet,

The thorns along the pathway

We call the herb of grace.

There is a spark within the heart;
Why should one be anxious?

We want a fire,

So with our breath we can fan it.
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Let us see what colour the pride
Of the saucy one will now adopt;
For every word she speaks, we say
“May God preserve thee.”

Most likely Wahshat and Shefta

Will write my elegy thus:—

“They say the distracted Ghalib is dead
Who wrote such frenzied songs.”
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Her oppression does not imply
That she doubts our constancy;
This is amorous teasing

To her, and not a way of testing.

How can I express my thanks
For this her special favour?

She speaks no word, yet enquires
About me through allusions.

We are fond of cruelty;
The cruel one is fond of us;
Although she is not kind,
Neither is she unkind.

If thou wilt not give a kiss,
So be it. Abuse me then.

At least you have a tongue,
Even if you have no mouth.
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Although her anger is enough

To consume the soul,

My faltering strength and endurance
Can bear no more.

My soul still sings the song

“Is there no more to come?”

My lips do not know the tune

Of “Mercy and request for quarter.”

If thy heart is not in pieces,

Tear open the breast with a dagger;
If thy lashes shed not blood-tears
Then pierce the knife in thy heart.

It is dishonour for the breast

If the heart is not a fire-temple ;
And a disgrace for the heart

If the breath is not a flame-thrower.

If madness destroys my house,

I lose nothing; for a hundred yards of land
I gain the whole wilderness—

Which, I think, is no bad bargain.

Thou dost ask me “What is written
In thy fate?” as if my forehead
Does not show the signs made
By prostration before the idol.
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I get appreciation

Of my poetry from Gabriel;

Although, of course, he does not speak
The same language that I do.

She has fixed my whole life

As the price for one kiss;

She knows very well that Ghalib
Is not even half-alive.
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The flaming quality of fire

Resembles the nature of her habits;

If T get no comfort in this fiery torture,
I am indeed an infidel.

How can I tell thee how long

I have been in this desolate world,

If, in the reckoning, I also

Have to count the nights of separation?

So that I might get no sleep

For the rest of my life,

She visited me once, when sleeping,
And promised ““I will come again.”

Let me write another letter

Before the messenger returns,

Since I know already what reply

She will have written to my former note.
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Most unusually, the cup

Actually came round to me

In the company; surely the Saqi

Must have mixed something in the wine.

One who denies loyalty

Cannot be deceived by anyone;

Why then should I be suspicious

Of the friend when she favours the enemy?

In union I am distracted

By fear of the rival; but why

Should’st thou suffer the twists and turns
Of imaginary apprehensions?

1 and the joy of union! ’Tis something
Only the favour of God can grant me;
Then I had vowed to gift away my life,
But in the excitement, I forgot to.

Under her veil it seems
That she is frowning at me;
This is why there is a fold
On the edge of her veil.

One stolen glance is hers

And ten million blandishments;
Ten million bedeckings of herself
Against one angry gesture.
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That sigh from the heart

Has not the‘importance of a straw,
Although ‘it can cause

A crack in the sun.

That magic is of no avail

For the fulfilment of one’s desires,
That magic by which

The boat floats on the mirage.

Ghalib, I have for some time

Given up drinking wine; I drink only
When it is a cloudy day,

Or a moonlit night.
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With the thought of tomorrow,
Be not niggardly today, O Saqi;
This would be disrespectful

To the Saqi of Paradise.

Why have we become so contemptible
Today, when till yesterday

Our honour did not tolerate
The impudence of the angel.

Listening to sweet music, why does it seem

That one’s life is draining away?
Is it because we hear His voice

In the notes of the lute and the rebeck?
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The steed of age is galloping, *
Let us see where it will stop;
The hand does not hold the rein
And the foot is not in the stirrup.

I am as far removed

From my own reality

As my twisting and turning

Stems from the thought of the other.

The reality of the sight of God,

The one who sees, and what is seen,
All in effect are one; I am amazed
Then, what 1s all this witnessing?

The sea’s substance consists of
The shifting appearance of forms;
What then is in the drop,

And the bubble, and the wave?

Coyness, even with oneself
Is but a form of dalliance;
How many unveiled ones
Go about covered by a veil?

The adorning of her beauty
Leaves no time for ease;

Even beneath the veil, her mirror
Constantly confronts her.
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What we call witnessing is in truth

The unfathomable mystery of the invisible;
Even when one seems awake in dreams
One is still, in fact, asleep.

O Ghalib, the scent of the friend
Radiates from the boon companion;
By devotion offered to Alj,

I also serve God.
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I am wondering how I should lament,
And whether for the heart or for the liver?

If I could afford it, I would bring
A hired mourner with me.

For fear of the envy of others,

I do not mention the name of thy house;
I ask everyone I meet

Only “Where should I go?”

A thousand times I go

To the rival’'s house in search of thee;
1 wish to heaven that

1 had never known thy pathway.

‘What is it then? I am not afraid

‘When thou sayest that thou wilt

Tighten thy belt to kill me—

Don’t I know that thou hast no waist at all?
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See! Now she is saying

That this fellow is without honour and name;
If I had known beforehand, I would not
Have caused the destruction of my home.

For some distance I go along

With every swift traveller on the way;
Because as yet 1 have not learned

To recognise the true guide.

Fools confuse longing
With true worship;
Do 1 indeed

Adore that cruel idol?

Again in self forgetfulness

I have lost the way to the street

Of the friend; else one day

I would go there to get news of me.

I am only guessing that the attitude
Of men of the world is like my own;
The wealth of poetic skill

I regard as delight of the heart.

O Ghalib, would to God

That I might see ‘Ali Bahadur,
That jewel of a man, riding
The steed of grace and glory.
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I cannot forever lie in thy doorway;
Life is useless as dust

Since I cannot become

The stone of Thy threshold.

Why should the heart not become
Disgusted with this perennial round
Of trouble? After all, I am a man
And not a circulating wine-cup.

O Lord, why are the heavens
So determined to efface me?
I am not a letter, by mistake
Written twice upon the blackboard.

There must be some limit

To the punishment of my offence.
I am indeed a sinner,

But not an infidel.

Why dost thou not value me,

And hold me dear?

Even though I am not a ruby,

Nor an emerald, nor gold, nor jewel.

Why dost thou deny the blessing
Of thy feet to my eyes?

In rank 1 am no less

Than the sun and the moon.

—140—



URrbU GHAZALS OF GHALIB

Why dost thou forbid me

The pleasure of kissing thy feet?
Am I not equal

In eminence to the sky?

O Ghalib, thou art a pensioner,

So wish well for the King;

Those days are gone when thou would’st say
“] am not the servant of anyone.”
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Having bestowed two worlds on us,
He thought we were content;

We felt ashamed to ask for more
And what could disputing do?

At every stage, in weariness,

A few dropped out;

When they don’t see Thy sign
What could the helpless ones do?

The men gathered in the assembly
Are not 1ll-wishers of the candle,
But when grief melts the soul,
What can the sorrowers do?
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A few, not all, are manifested

In the rose and the tulip;

What fair faces those must have been
That now in dust are shrouded.

1, too, recall those gatherings—
Colourful and gay; but now

The rememberance is like an ornament
Adorning the niche of oblivion.

The daughters of the constellation
Lay hidden in the veil of daylight;
What has caused them

To display their nakedness at night?

Although Jacob asked not
For news of Joseph,

Yet his eyes became windows
In the walls of the prison cell.

With all rivals she is unhappy,
Except with the ladies of Egypt;
Zuleika is pleased that at the sight
Of Joseph, they were lost.

Let a stream of blood filow from the eyes,
For ’tis the night of separation;

S0 I shall think that there

Two candles have been lit.
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In heaven we shall take revenge
On those ones born of fairies,

If, by the grace of the Almighty,
They are turned into houris there.

His is the sleep, his the desire,
And his are all the nights,

On whose embracing arm
Thy tresses lie dishevelled.

On my visit to the garden, it seemed

As if a school was opened there;
For+the nightingales, hearing my plaints
Started to warble their love songs.

Those glances, why do they pierce
Right through my heart?

Those glances, that to my ill-luck,
Have become her sharp eyelashes.

Though I try my best

To stifle the sighs in my breast,
They have become the stitches
Of my robe’s torn opening.

Even if I go there, what reply
Shall I give to her scolding?
Whatever words of blessing I recall
Were spent on the door-keeper.
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The cup of wine enlarges the soul
Of him to whose hand

It passes; all the lines,

One could say, are like jugular veins.

We believe in the Unity of God,

And our religion all ritual does eschew;
- When creed and dogma cease to exist
They become part of true faith.

The man habituated to pain,
For him pain disappears;

So many have been my troubles
That now they are easy to bear.

O men of the world, if Ghalib
Continues to weep in this way,
You will see that these towns
Are turned into wilderness.
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It’s not that I disbelieve

In the Day of Judgement, but I think
That the Day of Retribution cannot
Be worse than the night of separation.

If unfortunately there is no cloud and breeze
By day—it matters not;

Let someone declare what is wrong

With a moonlit night, for drinking?

144



URDU GHAZALS OF (GHAL!IB

If I ever come into her presence
‘She never says ‘“God bless you™;
And when I leave her

‘There is no word of farewell.

Whenever she remembers me,
She says to the company,
‘““Today there is no discord
And trouble in the gathering”.

We have wine to drink

On other days, besides ‘Id;

The beggar in the street of the tavern
Is never disappointed.

In the world there may be

Joy and grief together;

But what is that to us, to whom

God has given a heart that’s never happy.

Ghalib, why should’st thou recall
Her promise to her? How would’st
Thou feel, if she retorts

“We don’t remember it at all”,
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It 1s after all a heart, and not a brick or stone,
So why should it not be affected by pain?

We may weep a thousand times

But why should anyone tease us?
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t is not a temple, nor the Ka‘ba,

t is not even anybody’s doorway;
We are sitting by the wayside,

50 why should we be asked to move?

When that heart-cheering beauty
Like the dazzling midday sun,
Burns up our sight—,

Why should she hide her face?

[he dagger of thy amorous glance

Ravishes my soul, and from coquetry’s arrow
[here is no refuge; why then should

[he reflection of thy face, dare to confront thee?

[he prison of life and the fetters of grief
Are one and the same;

Jntil death, why should one hope

o be free from the clutches of sorrow?

she has beauty, and also much conceit;

[he shame of the lustful one stays unexposed,
Jecause in herself so confident is she

[hat she wonders why she should test him.

[here, coquettish in proud glory, she—

1ere, hedged in by etiquette are we;

WNe are not prepared to meet her on the way
And why should she invite us to her company?
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*Tis true, she does not believe in God,
And I know that she is faithless;

The one who values his creed and heart
Why should he go to her street?

What affairs will still remain unsolved
When the heart-sore Ghalib is no more?
Why should one weep bitterly

For him, and cry ““Oh, ah, alas!”’
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If thy heart is low with jealousy,

Then busy thyself observing the world;
Thus will the narrowness of thine eyes
Open to the exuberance of the spectacle.

In proportion to unrequited longing
Should be the desire for sin;

The seven seas of my misdeeds
Would fit into the corner of my skirt.

If that beauty, graceful as the cypress,
Walks with her graceful sway,

Each handful of the garden’s earth
Would lament like the turtle-dove.
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We are not bound by this,

That thou must necessarily love us,
But have some dealings with us,
Even if it is in enmity.

My weakness has robbed me
Of all desire for company;
Even the image of love

Is a burden on my heart.

My complaint to thee

Is that thou dost mention
That other’s name —
Even if it is to curse him.

People say “There is a cure
For every ill”"; if that is so,
Why is there then no remedy
For the agonies of love?

Thanks to my destitution,

I have no transactions with anyone;
If there is business, “tis with myself,
And of this I am ashamed.

Man himself], 1s a tumultuous
Riot of ideas; even when alone
We consider ourselves

In very fine company.
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To be ashamed shows a sad weakness

Of ambition, and only brings disorder;
Read no lesson from the vicissitude of time,
Even if it is given as a warning.

Freedom does not entail
Becoming an alien in this world;
Fly not in horror from others,
But only from thine own ego.

It is not possible to efface

Remorse for the passing of life;

It must remain even if one spends
One’s whole life in the worship of God.

Asad will not raise himself

From the threshold of that disturber
Of the peace, even if Doomsday
Were to pass right over his head.
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I faint again and yet again

On reaching there; in a hundred ways
I wish to kiss the imprint of these feet
That have brought me to this place.

I urge my heart, and my heart urges me
To fulfill the obligations of fidelity;
From this one can imagine how great
Is our longing for captivity.
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)0 weak am I that even the trace

)f an ant’s foot is like a chain
\round my neck; how can I gather
[he strength to run from thy street?

f knowingly thou showest unconcern,
[hen there is still some hope;

3ut this evasive glance

s a deadly poison for us.

[he lament of the morning bird

s like a double-edged sword ;

Jne blade is the sadness of its doleful cry;
And the other is envy that it imitates my sighs.

When I wanted her to confirm
The promise of my execution,
Smilingly she said,

“We swear by thy head”.

What reason is there, but our helplessness
For the shedding of heart’s blood?

The loss of our eyes’ brightness

[s of great consequence to us.

So exquisitely delicate art thou,

That even our silence thou considerest a plaint;
We, for our part, so powerless now

I'hat even thy indifference is cruelty enough.
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The cause of our going to Lucknow
Is really not very clear;

Certainly we had no desire

To go sight-seeing.

This city is not by any means
The journey’s end of our longing;
We have a desire to visit Najaf
And to circle the holy Ka‘ba

O Ghalib a certain expectation

Is leading us on somewhere;

The attraction of the letter “Kaf’”
Has been the pathway of our journey.
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There, her heart is appalled,
And here I am filled with shame,
To think that her condition

Is due to the effect of my sighs.

Look at her taste for cruelty!
She does not gaze at her face
In a mirror, except in that

Of the glazed eyes of her prey.

1(«Kaf’* is the first letter of “Karam’ =munificence, generosity)
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long to go away
\nd live in a forsaken place,
Nhere no one would talk to me
Nor would I meet any who spoke my tongue.

Chere I shall build a house
Vithout door and without walls;
“here will be no neighbours,

Jor any sentinel there.

should T fall ill
Chere would be none to attend,
A\nd should I die

[here’d be no mourners for me.
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Nhen washing the feet of that silvery beauty,
Chat afterwards I might drink the water,
‘rom the copper basin that I hold,

"o spite me, she withdraws her feet.

Ay heart-felt sympathy is for Farhad
Vho 1n all simplicity gave up his life;
Jas, for the plot that old woman wove,
/hy were her legs not broken?
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Too much had we been running,

And now in punishment

We are made prisoner, and spend our time
Rubbing the feet of the highway robber.

Having wandered far and wide,
In search of healing ointment,
The feet of the afflicted one

Are now more sore than his body.

How wonderful, O Lord, was my_longing
For roaming the wilderness!

Even in my shroud, my feet

Are still convulsively moving.

The bird of the garden

Tries to fly, but everywhere

Her feet are fast entangled

In the spring ferment of flowers.

Perhaps last night

She appeared in someone’s dream;
Today that delicate bodied one
Has aching feet.

O Ghalib, why should there not
Be savour in my words?

I wash the feet of Khusrau,
The sweet spoken, and drink the water.
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Thou knowest better

About thy relations with that other,
But what sin would it be, sometimes
If thou dost enquire about me, too?

Thou can’st not escape being called
To account on the Judgement Day;
If the rival has killed me,

Thou wert indeed the witness.

Admitted, thou art no ordinary mortal,
But a sun and a moon;

Are they also killers of the innocent,
And denyers of justice?

From her veil, see,

There is a thread sticking out,
And I am afraid

Lest it be the glance of someone.

When I have to leave the tavern,

Why is there any need to go

To another place—no matter

Whether mosque or school or monastery?

Whatever praise we hear of Paradise

Is true; but would to God

That it may also be

The place of thy glorious mamfestatlon.
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If Ghalib is not there,
>Twould be no loss to anyone;
But may the world be there,
O God, and may my king.
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Don’t taunt me that I have adopted

The Ka‘ba for my dwelling;

Does this mean that 1 should forget

The claims of the fire-worshippers’ companic

So that in one’s devotions
No temptation for wine
And honey should intrude—
Throw Paradise to Hell.

‘Why should I not be a denyer

Of the belief in the reward of goodness,
When my destiny’s pen nib

Is sharpened the wrong way?

O Ghalib, it is not fated

That I should reap the fruit of my endeavou:
If the locust does not devour the ci1op,
Lightning will burn down the gathered harve
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The time is past for wondering
If we can talk with her, how will it be?

Now I have spoken to her,
But without effect—so now, how will it be?

The thought of love’s union
Brings only more anxiety;

If thwarted, where shall we go,
And if granted—how will it be?

What should we do? Through reverence for her
We are pulled in different ways.

She is coy and hesitant, and so to reach

The objective, how will it be?

If all the beauteous idols

Were endowed with thy nature,
Then for the poor lover,

How will it be?

Thou art vexed at the sight

Of thine own face in the mirror;

If there should be two more like thee
In the city, then how will it be?

One like me, to whom

Dark days are fated,

May call his night the day;
Else for him, how will it be ?
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She cares not even to ask about us
So how should I have any hope?
That she might appreciate

Our value—how will it be?

We were not wrong to think

That her letter would bring solace;
But the yearning eye is impatient
For her sight, so how will it be?

First see her eyelashes,

Then tell me, when the lancet

Has penetrated deep into my life-vein,
To hope for peace, how will it be?

Ghalib, I am not mad,

But as the King has said

“In the separation of friends,

To hope for consolation, how will it be?”’.
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I am moaning in the cage;

Even if the other singers in the garden
Dislike my lament, why should

My existence be anathema to them ?

Friendship is by no means easy,

But neither is envy; O Lord,

Thou should’st not have given
Longing for the friend to the enemy.
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For my wounds not one tear

Has dropped from thine eyes;
Whereas even the eyelashes of the needle

Have become bloodstained in my breast.

Would to God that my hands

Be put to shame for sometimes
Ravishing my own front-opening,
And sometimes my sweetheart’s skirt.

Just now we deem it easy

To confront the place of execution;
But we have not yet seen thy steed
Disporting in the stream of blood.

When there was talk

Of making chains for my feet,

The movement in the essence of iron
Became restless in the mine.

What joy is there to see the clouds
Gather over my fields a hundred times?
From this I see that the lurking lightning
Is seeking my harvest barn.

Steadfast devotion

Is the foundation of all faith;

If the Brahmin dies in the temple
Bury him in the Ka‘ba.
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It was destined that I should die

A martyr’s death; that is why

It became my habit to bend my neck
Whenever I saw the sword.

Were I not robbed in day time,
How could I sleep so soundly

In the night? Now, with no fear
Of theft, I bless the robber.

Can’t I write poetry,

That I should seek jewels elsewhere?

Don’t I have a liver

That I should go digging in the diamond mine?

O Ghalib, Faridun, and Jamshed
Khaikhusrau, Darab and Bahman

Are nothing in rank when compared
With my king, the Solomon of the age.
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Having surrendered my heart,

Why should I make a song of groans?

When no heart is left in the breast

Why should there be a tongue in the mouth?

She will not change her habits,

So why should we change our ways,

And in light-headed manner, ask her

“Why should’st thou be annoyed with me?”
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My sympathiser has dishonoured me;
Would to God that love itself be burned!
When he cannot bear the woes of it,
Why should he keep my secret?

What is fidelity? And what is love?
If T have to strike my head

Against a stone, O flint-hearted one,
Why should it be on thy threshold?

Though I languish in the cage, O friend of mine,
Fear not togive a true account of the flower-garden;
When yesterday the lightning struck,

Why was it my nest that was destroyed?

Can’st thou say that thou art not

In my heart? Then tell me

When there is nothing in my heart but thee

Why should’st thou be concealed from my sight?

Thy complaint about my heart’s magnetic power
Is not correct; just see whose fault it is—

If thou had’st not drawn thyself away

Why should there be this contrary pulling?

The mischief of thy friendship is enough
To utterly destroy one’s home;:
To him whose friend thou art,
Why should the sky be enemy?
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If this is merely testing,

Then what is vexing?

When thou dost belong to the enemy,
Why should’st thou demand myﬁtrial?

‘Thou dids’t say “Why should there be
Dishonour in meeting the other?”
Thou dost speak truly; please repeat it,
And say “Why should it be?”

O Ghalib, thou dost wish

To gain thy ends by taunting;
When thou callest her unfriendly
‘Why should she be kind to thee?
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From sun to grain of dust

There is but one heart pulsating;

In the mirror of the heart the parrot
Gazes in all six directions.
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The doorway and walls of my desolate home
Have become a green meadow;

When this is the springtime,

Don’t ask me about its autumn.
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Even irremediable helplessness

Has become an unfulfilied desire;

Ask not about the hardships of the path,
Nor the cruelty of t@e fellow travellers.
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Hundreds of glories are here before us
When we raise our eyes,

But we have not the strength

To bear the obligation of sight.

The royal decree assigning a livelihood
To the love-mad, is written on stone;
Thus we are still in debt

To stones thrown by urchins.

The wall is tilting through the weight
Of our obligation to the labourer;
O thou, whose house is destroyed,
Never again be in debt to anyone.

Either disgrace not
The wound of my envy,
Or raise the curtain
Of those hidden smiles.
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In the company of the idols
Speech is angry with the lips;
Indeed we are weary
Of the seekers of flattery.

L

The circulation of the goblet

Is the cause of the wine’s distraction;
Once, at least, I pray thee,

Fasten the barrel to my lips.

O devout one, the profligates
In the tavern are impudent;
Never become the adversary
Of such insolent persons.

Seeing the oppressive ways of loyalty,
My spirit has now departed;
Although formerly my soul

Had close friendship with the lips.

132

If amid the woes of the world
I have leisure to raise my head,
I turn my sight to the cruel sky,
And at once I remember thee.
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O Lord, how is it possible

That she should know the contents of my letter,
Since she had sworn to burn

Every paper she receives from me.

It is easy for a flame to adhere
To fine silk; but how difficult
To hide the mystery

Of the feverish heat of grief.

Look at her pert excuse!

Pretending that she wished

To stroll in the garden, when really
She wanted to visit her wounded ones.

With devoted simplicity, we sacrificed
Ourself for the favour of thy dalliance;
But now, O cruel one, it seems thy coming
Was but the prepatation for thy departure.

My strength cannot now sustain
The assaults of misfortune,
Although once it was a surety
Against the coquetry of the idols.

O Ghalib, what should T say

About the behaviour of men of the world?
He has done evil, to whom

Many a time we had done good.
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In the stock of helplessness

Was one heart, like a drop of blood;
That too remained head downwards
In the manner of incessent trickling.

As a matter of etiquette,

We feigned displeasure for a while

With that graceful one; but, formality apart,
That too was a style of madness.

How can the thought of death
Assuage an afflicted heart?

In the snare of my desire

It is a very lean quarry.

I wish to heaven that I had never

Made this moaning; but, O my friend,

I did not realise that that too

Would further increase the pain of my heart.

Don’t put on such airs of pride

Over the sharpness of oppression’s sword;
In the ocean of my agitation

That is but one of the waves of blood.

What is the good of asking for the wine
Of pleasure from the Saqi of the sky,
When he too is sitting

With seven inverted cups.
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Ghalib, in my heart is a longing

For love’s union, and a complaint
About separation; would to God

That I could tell her this, and that, too.

134

O strutting desire, wash thy hands

Of any hope of a gainful harvest;

The heart is a drowned-tenant

On account of the swelling flood of tears.

Like the candle snuffed out

While yet half-finished,

I too am a scar of incompletion
Amongst those that have been burnt.

135

How cramped is the world
Of us, the oppressed,;

Our sky is contained
In the egg of an ant.

The universe is kept in motion

By its inherent yearning for Thy grace;
In the light of the sun

Every particle throbs with life.
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Although my heart is the red of tulips
From the blows of calamity’s hard stones,
The careless one believes

That my bottle contains red wine.

She has given warmth

To the heart of the lustful;
Why shouldn’t she enjoy
Such a cool place?

Excellent ! Did’st thou not give
A kiss to that other fellow?
Please keep silent—we too
Have a tongue in our mouth.

One who sits in the shade
Of his beloved’s wall,

Can think himself king

Of the empire of Hindustan.

Grief has blotted out all confidence
In Iife; whom should I show

That the scar in the breast

Is but the liver’s impression?

O Ghalib, at least

She shows confidence in our constancy;
Even if she is unkind,

For this we can be joyful.
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It seems my Sorrow
Makes thee restless;
O cruel one, what has happened
To thy indifference? Alas, alas.

If thou had’st not the courage
To bear grief’s terror,

Why did’st thou console

My lamenting heart? Alas, alas.

Why did the thought of sympathising
With me occur to thee?

Thus for my friendship thou hast
Become thine own enemy. Alas, alas.

If thou had’st given a pledge
Of life-long love, what of it?
Life itsell

Has no permanence. Alas, alas.

To me the water and air
Of Ihife are like poison,
Since these did not

Agree with thee. Alas, alas.

What happened to the rose-scattering
Of thy brilliant coquetry?
Now there are tulips

Lying on thy grave. Alas, alas.
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To guard thyself from calumny

Thou hast hidden thyself
Behind a veil of earth; thou art unmatched
In keeping the secrets of love. Aias, alas.

The honouring of love’s pledge

Is now beneath the dust;

Gone forever are the ways

And laws of friendship. Alas, alas.

The arm of the swordsman
Has become numb

Before my heart could receive
A mortal blow. Alas, alas.

How is one to pass

The dark nights of the rainy season?
My eyes have acquired

The habit of counting stars, Alas, alas.

The ear is robbed of messages

And the eye deprived of the sight of blazing
Only the heart remains to be subjected

To eternal despair. Alas, alas.

O Ghalib, love had not

Yet caught the colour of madness;

In the heart was a longing for infamy,
Which remains unfulfilled. Alas, alas.
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In wild madness is despair for life;
Congratulations to my peace of mind
That still there is hope of death,

She does not ask for news
Of my vagrant heart. Does she think
That it is still with me?

How can I describe the joy
Of this burning fever of grief? Every hair of my body
Has become a tongue to express my gratitude.

Through pride of beauty she has become
A stranger to fidelity, although she possesses
A heart that apprehends truth.

On cool moonlit nights,
Drink all the wine thou can’st get;
Heat agrees with this phlegmatic nature.

Each house reflects the quality of its dweller;
Since Majnun died, O Asad,
The wilderness 1s sorrowful.

138

If it is the benefit of silence

That one’s condition remains hidden, .
Then I am glad it is impossible

To understand my speech.

—170—



yURDU GHAZALS OF GHALIR

To whom can I complain

About my stifled desire for expressmn‘?
My heart is a record - b
Of my mute tongue’s debit and credit. °

O Lord, behind what curtain,

Busy in self adornment,

Is Thy Grace hidden? The silence of my lips
Is the excuse for my sins.

~

Woe to me, may God forbid

That she should become my enemy;
O ashamed desire—

What art thou thinking?

The musk-black covering of the Ka‘ba

Is due to the blessing of ‘Ali;

The Ka‘ba is the navel of the whole earth,
Not the navel of the musk-deer.

For my wild wandering, the space

Of the universe was much too cramped;
The sea is the sweat of shame

For the narrowness of earth.

O Asad, be not deceived

By this existence;

The whole universe is nothing ' ud
But a noose of the snare of thought. -
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Dig not too deep while asking

Me about my complaints;

Thou must fear my heart

Because a fire is hidden in its depths.

O heart, even this grief and anguish

Are beyond value; in the end

There will be neither the tears of morning
Nor the sighs of midnight.

140

The swift pace of life is travelling

On the pathway of anguish;

The reckoning of years should be made
Not from the sun, but from the lightning,

Here is the flask of wine, and there the tall cypress
And all the joy of spring;

The wing of the partridge displays

The glorious lustre of the wave of wine.

The heel of perseverence’ foot
Is wounded ; there is neither
The courage to flee

Nor the strength to stay.
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In all six directions of the world

Stretches the estate of the profligate diunkards;
But the careless one thinks

That they are merely vagabonds.

My gaze cannot be the associate

Of her beauty’s flashing lightning,
For whose glorious vision the ferment
Of spring serves as a veil.

In my despair,

How can I console my heart?
I admit that my sight

Is a beneficiary of thy face.

O Asad, I feel no joy in the message
From the friend; I am jealous

Of the messenger’s opportunity

For question and answer with the friend.

141

That I seek comfort at home,—

For this reproach is justified;

The morning of my country bares the teeth
Of jeering laughter at my condition.

My heart is in search

Of a minstrel with fiery breath,

The splendour of whose notes

Would be the glory of the annihilating lightning,
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T am travelling through

The valley of thought

So intoxicated that I have
No anxiety about returning.

Thou art so immodestly
Unveiled in the garden,
That I feel ashamed

Of the perfume of the rose.

How could anyone have known
The secret of my heart?

I fear the themes of my verses
Have made me infamous.

142

If we found any happiness in life,

Our madness should not be reproached for seeking rest;;
Whatever savour we received from existence,

Was the sprinkling of salt on the heart’s wounds.

How can one make a try

For freedom from the hubbub of existence?
The liberty of the swelling wave

Puts chains around its feet.

Even after death, the madman’s tomb

Is a place of pilgrimage for boys;

The sparks from their flying stones

Have been a scattering of flowers on my grave.
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This reproach is punishment meted out

To one who complains against the beloved’s tyranny;
I am afraid lest the morning of Judgement Day

Will show its teeth in derisive laughter,

If the farmer should sow the point of the lancet
Instead of grain, the pierced veins of Laila
Would sprout forth from the dust

In Majnun’s waste land.

Perhaps the wing of the moth

Was the sail by which the goblet was impelled;
After the party had warmed up,

The round of the wine bowl began.

I bave no strength to describe

My inability to unfurl my wings;
The main feather became powerless
Before my attempt to fly.

How long shall I weep behind her tent?
It is dreadful as the Judgement Day.

O Lord, was there no stone wall
Destined for me?
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If the flame guards not the gold coins
Of my heart’s scars, then dismal gloom
Is lurking, hidden

In the ambush of my tonguelessness.

Even as a child she did not care
To listen to my story;

What can I expect from her
Now in the fuliness of bloom?

It is not right

To torment anybody;

Else I would have wished

That my enemy be given my life.

145

O, come soon to me!

My soul has no tranquillity,
And there 1s no more strength
To bear the cruelty of waiting,.

They give us paradise

In exchange for this world’s life;
The intoxication is not

In proportion to the after-effects.
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My tears compel me

To leave thy assembly;

What a pity that I have

No control over my weeping.

It is idle to think
That there’s resentment in our heart;

In the nature of lovers
There is no bitterness.

In thine own heart, savour the taste
Of the revelation of sublime realities;
Without the rose there is no mirror
For the splendours of spring.

Excellent! Thou hast
Enjoined to kill me;
It would be a pity if thy oath
Does not prove firm enough.

O Ghalib, thou hast sworn
To drink no more,

But there is no surety

That thine oath will be kept.

146

In the extremity of grief
My head is bent so low
That the thread of sight
Becomes one with the thrgad of my skirt.
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By darning the wound, I wish

To savour the delight of the needle’s

Pricking point; don’t imagine that thy mad one
Is unmindful of the pain. :

O Ghalib, in the garden

Whete that rose reveals her glory,
The bursting open of the rose buds
Is the sound of the heart’s laughter.

147

The 1mage of that sportive idol

In the arms of the rival—

Not Mani’s brush, but the ugly foot

Of the peacock should be used to paint it.

Thou art so ill-natured that thou dost consider
My consternation as a spectacle to be enjoyed:
But grief is a story that can only

Be told through disturbed speech.

I long for that hectic fever of love
Which like the heat of the candle’s flame
Demands plercing within,

Right to the pulse of the liver.
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I was a wanderer in the desert,

But my foot is now helplessly tucked in my skirt;
The thorns in its sole are like the essence

Of the mirror in my lap.

The condition of my heart

At the time of embracing, is worth seeing;
Every tip of your hair

Has become a friendly glance for me.

From head to foot I am a musical
Instrument that’s full of the melody

Of complaints; so, in the presence of others
Do not provoke me.

149

If thou art not relieved

Even by my death, ’tis no matter;
If there 1s some further test for me,
This also does not matter.

Unsatisfied longings for her sight
Are the cruel thorns of grief’;

If desire could not pluck the flowers
Of consolation, it does not matter.
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O wine drinkers, you must fasten

The barrel of wine to your lips;

If one day the Sagqi is absent

From the party, then it does not matter.

If the breath of Qais,

Which is the eye and lamp of the desert waste,
Could not become a candle for the black tent
Of Laila, it does not matter.

The gaiety of the house is in its turmoil;
If there is no melodious note of joy,
Then let there be the moan of anguish—
Which, it does not matter.

I have no desire

To receive praise or reward;

If there is no meaning in my verses,
It really does not matter.

Ghalib, delightful intimacy

With the beauties is good fortune enough;
If thou dost not have a long life
It really does not matter.

150

I like thine indifference, because

The mind of my humility is of a most high orde1;
If thou dost avoid me in company,
Then I shall have to leave.
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That the world is full of people, proves
That there are no more magnanimous ones;
If the goblet and barrel stay brimful,

It shows that the tavern is deserted.

151

O cruel one, have pity

On the snuffed-out lamp, whose life is—What?
The pulse of fidelity’s patient

Is the smoke of a dying candle.

Longing for love

_ Makes us restless;

Else the absence of light

Is the gain of the extinguished lamp.

152

The flower-garden is so much
Enamoured of thy company

That there the opening of buds

Is the opening of arms to embrace thee.

There the parapet of indifference
Is always on a height;

Here, on the contrary, sighs claim
To have reached their target.
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Since grief teaches

The measure of control,

The scar that I see

Is a glance of repioof for me.

_ 153

Glass gets the support of restless mercury
And becomes the wondering mirror;

We have been thrown in amazement

By our turbulent heart.

The bosom of the rose

Is opened to say farewell;

O nightingale, begone,

Since the days of spring are over.

154

Excessive anguish has made me helpless,

And through consternation [ can lament no more
My silence has the straw of humility in its teeth,
As a hundred flutes lie hidden inthe mutereed for

Disregarding formality,

The favours of the ill-tempered one
Ravish the soul; their amorous glances
Glitter like naked swords.

"
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In the excess of grief,

Joy has completely vanished;

The ‘Id morning is for me more wretched -
Than the tearing of my robe’s front-opening.

1

If thou dost desire to bargain with the Saqi,
Bring both thy faith and thy heart;

In this bazaar the bowl is only given -

In exchange for ready-money.

Grief cherishes the lover in the lap
Of calamities; our lamp remains lit
Even in the violent storm, jast as the lamp of coral
Survives the wave-blows of the sea.

155

If awareness of hesitation and dignity
Remains in unton, then ’tis as bad

As separation; the beloved

Should be coquettish and the lover frenzied.

Sooner or later we are sure

To receive a kiss from her,

But to achieve this one needs burning desire

And the courage of a ‘fear-naught’ profligate. s
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If wild madness has the longing to tear

The front-opening, and due to nakedness

There is no robe to tear, then my heart’s wound,
Open like daybreak, will become the skirt.

The splendour of thine appearance
Is such that when I think of it

The eye of my heart becomes

A place of pilgrimage for wonder.

O Lord, my heart is in despa‘r

And even its breaking is frustrated;

How long must the glass petition

The stony mountain for its sad affliction?

If the tavern is broken open

By the intoxicated eyes of the fair one,
The cracks in the bottle would become
The lashes of the goblet’s eye. '

Friendship has drawn up an agreement
Between the locks and the down on his cheek;
Whatever perplexity transacts

Is entirely acceptable to us.
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The eyes of the fair one

Speak, even in silence;

You would say that antimony

Is the smoke from the flame of the voice.

The body of the lover

Is a musical instrument of ill-luck;
His sighs are the sound

Of the revolution of the spheres.

Behold the power of the blood-shedding
Eye of Majnun! It has turned

The wilderness into a carpet covered
With the glory of a myriad flowers.

158

Every step I take, the distance

Of my destination is glaringly apparent;
It seems as if the wilderness

Were running at my speed.

To take a lesson from the preface to the book
Of worldly show, is better than negligence;
But my sight has been the thread

Stitching the binding of my eyelashes.
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In the night of loneliness, my own shadow
Takes fright at the frenzied fire of my heart,
And runs away from me

Like smoke drifting from the flames.

If grief for the lover

Teaches simplicity to the fair ones,
How desolate will the mirror-house
Become, all on account of me.

Because of my blisters,

The pathway of the desert waste
Of madness has been illumined
By a string of pearls.

Would that self-forgetfulness should form
An introduction to my tranquil bed of ease,
And my bedchamber, like my shadow

Be filled with me.

If thou dost cut my throat because of my desire
To see thee, even then my sight

Spreading in all directions, will encompass thee,
As by trimming the wick of the candle, light flares

ancw.

Alas, the distress of the night of separation,
And its gloom of wild madness!

Even my shadow hides from me like one
Trying to shelter from the sun of Doomsday.
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From thee is the passing-round of the cup,
Glorious in its thousand colours;

For me 1s the duty of holding

The mirror for the wondering eye.

O Asad, from the burning glance,
Fire is dropping; by me

The straw and dead leaves

Of the flower-garden are illumined.

159

Only in one place “Fidelity” was written,
And even that had been erased; which shows
That the paper of thy letter rubs out

Words which are insincerely written.

Why should not the heart burn in anguish

At the imperfection of its longing

For annihilation? We are not burnt up
Although our breath is continuously shedding fire.

When fire is extinguished,

A sound rises from the embers;
This shows that everyone
Through distress is made to sigh.

He Himself is seeking an excuse

For the intoxication of each grain of dust;

He whose glorious manifestation has made drunk
The whole space from earth to sky.
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Don’t tell me “Thou did’st say
I was thy life”.

These days I am disgusted
Even with my own life.

I have drawn the picture of an eye
At the beginning of my letter;
This is to indicate

My stifled desire to behold thee.

160

In my fevered uneasiness, every thread
Of my bed is pulling in different directions;
My head is an affliction for the pillow
And my body is a burden for the bed.

My tear is a wanderer in the desert waste

And has become the light of the eye of my skirt;
My heart fallen helpless, without hand or foot,
Is lovingly supported by the bed. ’

What good fortune for my sickness

That thou art visiting me; by thy coming

The fate of my bed is awakened, and[shines

Like the glowing candle by the pillow of my bed.

In the stormy night of loneliness,
And the effervescence of anguish,

Like the ray of the sun of Doomsday morning
Is the webbing of my bed.
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Still the smell of her musk-scented locks
Pervades my pillow; like Zuleika,

To see the beloved only in dream

Is 2 shame to my bed.

Ghalib, how can I describe the condition

Of my heart when separated from the friend?
In my agitation each thread has become
Like a pricking thorn in the bed.

161

My fear is lest the binding thread

Of love should become the neck vein of pride;

To be proud of thy friendship is a misfortune,
Since at any time thou mightest become an enemy.

O Ghalib, thou shouldest consider it
A deficiency in the growth of spring
If the tall-statured cypress

Does not become dressed in flowers.

162

The wine acquires its brilliant colour

By touching thy lips;

The measuring lines on the bowl have become
The glances of the rose-gatherer.
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Sometime or other this crazy head

Should also receive justice;

Since long it has been smothering the desire
To see thy head on my pillow.

’Tis no surprise if the rose hears not

The heart-rending moans of the nightingale;
Its ear is stuffed with the cotton

Of the moisture of the dew.

Asad is breathing his last!

For God’s sake, O faithless one,

Go to him now; it is time to discard the veil
And bid farewell to stately dignity.

163

Why should not the eyes of the idols

Be absorbed in indifference? Why indeed?
It is the sick ones to whom

Abst.nence from gazing is prescribed.

What disappointment that her dagger is so sharp
That it will instantly cut our throat,

So our desire for a full look at her

Must remain unsatisfied.

O Asad, gazing at the cheek of the rose
Reminds me of her glowing countenance;
The sudden outburst of the spring season
Rouses the heart’s yearning.
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Even in joy, I do not forget

The recital of the name of God;

The rosary of the devout seems to me
Like a smile that’s only on the lips.

The opening out of my constrained heart

Is pawned to poetry;

The talismanic words for the combination lock
Have been for me a lesson.

O Lord, who can appreciate
My distracted longings?

I feel envy at the thought
Of the prisoner’s comfort.

My nature is enamoured of the savour
That I get from stifling my desires;

In the act of desiring, my purpose

Is to enjoy the breaking of desire.

Ghalib, by falling in love

Thou hast become like me;

O Mirza Sahab, thou did’st once
Forbid me to indulge in love.

165

If one practises gazing on the show

Of this world, it is a sure sign of madness;
The opening and closing of eyelashes

Is like receiving the blows of shame.
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I know not how the scar

Of reproach for perfidy can be

Blotted .out, when for thee even the mirror
Is a’whirlpool of censure.

Break not the string of well-being
By the twists and twirls of ambition;
The glance of humility

Is the thread of safety.

What shame that the beloved is prepared

For fidelity, but that the claim of love

Is without foundation; it is a calamity

If one has to pretend madness in the spring season.

166

Intoxication wears a fresh colour,

And the musical instruments are drunk with joy;
The pitcher of wine is the green cypress

On the bank of a stream of melody.

My companion, do not say “Don’t disturb
The friend’s assembly of pleasure™;

There even my groans possess

The credibility of melodious song.
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The flippancy of teeth is expressed
In laughter; and the claim

Of the get-together of friends

Is also a matter for laughter.

In its state of inexistence, the bud is absorbed
In pondering the end of the rose;

Pensive, head on knee, limitless thought

Is the aftermath of laughter.

In the distress of dejection,

The comfort of restlessness is forbidden;
Else teeth piercing into the heart

Is the cause for laughter.

Friends deny the existence

Of inner tumult, otherwise

The heart is an ocean of tears

And the lips are the friends of laughter.

168

Nonchalant beauty is a buyer

Of waves of glorious appearance;

The mirror on her lap shows her anxiety
To create fresh methods of manifestation.
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O intellect, how long wilt thou be busy
Showing the variegated colours of the world?
An open eye is the embrace

That bids farewell to glorious manifestation.

169

Until one creates a mouth
From the wound in the heart,
It is difficult to open up

A way of speech with thee.

The whole world is merely

The dust raised by the wild madness of Majnun;
How long can one think of it

As the ringlets of Laila?

Mere dejection cannot attract

The joy of her attention; but if one becomes
Pain, entirely, it might be possible

To find a place in her heart.

O boon companion,

Reproach me not for weeping;
Afterall, sometime, one has to open
The knot in the heart.

When she did not enquire about my condition
Even after the tearing in pieces of my liver,
What point would there be

In dishonouring our front-opening?
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The pieces of my liver are tied together
With the veins of thorns, to form

A rose branch; how long should one do
The gardening of the desert waste?

The failure of the glance

Is the lightning that has burnt up
The spectacle; thou art not one
Whom it is possible to gaze at.

Every stone and brick

Is the shell of the pear! of breaking;
There is indeed no loss

If one trades with madness.

One cannot pass one’s life
Patiently waiting for the fulfilment
Of thy testing promise; there’s now
No time left to yearn for thee.

Despondency is inherent

In the wild madness of creative action;
This pain is not such

That anyone could consciously produce it.

Idle frenzy is fully occupied
In striking the head;

But if the hands are broken,
What can one do?
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The glorious beauty of the candle
O "poesy is far away;

First one must consume oneself
By melting the heart, O Asad.

170

Thinking me hysterical

The garden sets out to frighten me;
The shadow of a rose branch
Appears like a serpent to me.

The lustre of the sharpened sword
To poisoned water its existence owes;
I am that green herb which grows
Only in envenomed water.

Yearning desire is absorbed in the spectacle
Of the breaking of my heart;

I have a feeling as if someone

Were taking me to the mirror-house.

Lamenting is the fate of this world,
And the world is a palmful of dust;
The sky appears to me

To be an egg of the ringed dove.

In life she used to order me

To be lifted from the assembly;
Let us see, after my death
Who now will lift me.
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If I am echoing sound,

I am a burden on the heart

Of the mountain; then tell me,

O leaping spark, what should I be?

Like an egg, the corner of the cage

Is too cramped for wings and feathers;
If we get freedom, then

We would have a new life altogether.

172

Intoxication dies through tasting
The indifference of the Saqi;
And the wave of wine

Becomes a sleep-laden eyelash.

I have no other desire but to receive

A wound from the sword of thy amorous
Playfulness; this is why the fron!-opening
Of thought is torn by thy hands.

O Asad, I can see nothing

In the ferment of frenzy;

In our eyes the desert waste

Is naught but a handful of dus",
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173

In the workshop of existence, the tulip

Has the‘wares of scars for sale;

The hot blood of the farmer contains

The lightning for the harvest of tranquillity.

The bud, til} it blooms,
Isfunacquainted with well-being;
Despite its collected heart

The dream of the rose is scattered.

Howjcan we bear the anguish of restlessness?
The burnt scar shows the back of humility’s hand
And the flame holds a straw

Of supplication in its mouth.

174

The breath from the lips of Jesus
Gently rocks the cradle;

Doomsday is a heavy sleep for martyrs
To the 1ed lips of the graceful ones.

175

The tumult of the surging flood

Is fast approaching;

The footprints are putting the finger
Of the pathway in their ears.
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Whose intoxicated eyes have turned -

The tavern into an abode of wild madness?
In the bottle, the pulse of the fairy

Is hidden by the waves of wine.

176

Where the gentle breeze is busy

In combing the tresses of the beloved,

The scent goes to the head of the deer of Tartary
And their brains become the perfumed musk pods.

O Lord, for whose glorious manifestation
Is amazement searching?

The mirror, waiting, has become

The carpet of the six dimensions.

In the narrow confines of space

My yearning desire has been ground
To atoms; if these are the snare

Then the whole desert waste is the prey.

The heart is plaintiff

And the eye defendant;

The case of gazing

Is again brought before the court.

The dew is sprinkling water

‘On the mirror of the rose leaf;

O nightingale, it is time

To say farewell to the spring season.
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We must take notice

Of the promise of that heart ravisher;
Whether she comes or not,

We must wait for her coming.

O Laila, go not unveiled

Towards the valley of Majnun;

Behind the curtain of every grain of sand
A restless heart is hidden.

O nightingale, collect a handful
Of straw for thy nest;

The flood of the coming

Of the spring season is near.

Dorn’t waste thy heart. O brainless one,
The mirror carries an image of the beloved;
If there is no wisdom in it, instead

Let there be the spectacie of desire.

Insensibility is the surety for long life,

And Asad holds the guarantee for perpetual joy;
O fatal and most sudden death,
What art thou waiting for?

177

A graceful spectacle emanates
From thy silence; the glance that comes
From thy heart is antimony laden.
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When the soft breeze penetrates
The veil of the rose, from its tight embrace
Are squeezed the shapes of dew drops.

Don’t ask the lover’s breast about the sharpness
Of her piercing glance; through the wound
Of the doorway, air freely passes.

178

Why should I not give to thee the mirror

That thou mightest wonder at thy beauty

Which is a joy for others? From where can I bring
Another who could be called like thee?

My suppressed desire has brought a bouquet
Of glances for the assembly of thy thought;
But people think it bears

That which is called the heart’s black scar.

O Lord, who has breathed
Into the ear of love

The magic of expectation,
Which is called desire?

In excess of pain at being a stranger,
I cast upon my head

That handful of dust

Which is called the desert.
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In the eye, tear-wet from stified longing
For the sight of her, is hidden

The broken rein of yearning desire
Which is called a river.

For the flowers of delight to bloom
There must be a spring morning;
That which is called

The wine-pitcher’s cotton cork.

O Ghalib, don’t be offended

If the preacher admonishes thee;
Has there ever been anyone
Whom the world has called good?

179

The drop of dew on the tulip’s petal
Is not without significance;

A scar on an unfeeling heart

Is a shameful sight worth seeing.

Through the writhing pain of desire

For thy sight, the heart is blood-stained;

It is like a mirror held in the hennaed hand
Of that intoxicated idol.

So much coquetry is in thine image,
That with a hundred longings,

The mirror, like the rose, has opened
Its bosom to embrace thee.
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The flame itself would not have done
What longing for the flame has done;
How badly has our heart been burnt

Through seeing its own distress.

The turtle-dove is a handful of ashes,
And the nightingale a cage of colour;
O lamentation, what 1s the sign

Of the burnt liver?

Thy nature has frozen my heart’s aspiration
For wild madness; it is a strange calamity
To be beloved and yet to lack

The desire for love’s dalliance.

To be constrained and yet to claim
To be love’s prisoner, is like the hand
Placed beneath a heavy stone

To signify a compact of fidelity.

We have come to know the condition
Of the martyrs of the past;

A picture-reflecting mirror

Is the lustre of thy cruel sword.

O light of the world-illuming sun,
Cast a ray on this side also,

For like a shadow

A strange time has befallen us.
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O Lord, if I am punished

For sins committed, then I should also
Receijve justice for the suppressed desires
For sins left undone.

Ghalib, be not disheartened

By the hostility of people;

If no one else is thine,

Know, my dear, that God is thine.

180

O Provider of succour, see how close
The brow is to the eye;

This signifies that near the mosque
A tavern must be found.

Thou hast now become

The lover of someone;

At last there must be retribution
For thy oppression.

O sky, do justice

To the stifled desires of my heart;
So much amends, at least,

From thee I must expect.

We have even learnt the art

Of painting for the moon-faced ones;
Now we must find out

An occasion to meet them.
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Who is the evil-omened one who thinks
That we are only seeking pleasure?

For the whole day and night

I wish for self-forgetfulness.

QIT‘A

Ghalib, as the branches
Are nourished by the root,
So every speech from
Silence must be drawn.

The colours of the tulip, rose
And briar are all different;
But by each colour

Spring must be affirmed.

At the time of ecstasy the head

Should lie at the foot of the wine-cask;

And at the time of prayer one’s face

Must be turned in the direction of the Ka‘ba.

This means that in accordance

With the circulation of the cup of attributes,
The knower of secrets must always be drunk
With the wine of the Divine Being.

181

My existence 1s a vast space

Of yearning wonderland ; our lament
Is lost in its immensity and like

The fabled Phoenix, cannot be found.
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What is autumn? And what is spring?
Whatever the season, we are the same,
The cage remains the same, and the same
Is the moaning for feathers and wings.

The fidelity of the heart-ravishers
Is but fortuitous; else, O friend,
Who has ever witnessed the effect
Of the doleful heart’s sighs?

The impudence of my thought could not
Sustain the afliiction of despair, and
Wringing the hands, ostensibly in remorse,
In fact renews the convenant of desire.

182

I admit that what I have
Is not love but madness
By my madness is thy fame—
So let 1t be.

Don’t sever thy relations
With us; if there be nothing else
At least there’s enmity —

S0 let it be.

If my company brings to thee
Ill-fame: then if not in public,
Let us meet in private—

S0 let it be.
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We are not of our own self
An enemy; if the rival

Expresses love for thee—
So let it be.

Whatever is, should be from one’s
Own being; if there's no awareness,

Then there is insensibility—
So let it be.

Although life flies past swift
As lightning, there is respite
Enough for one’s heart to bleed—
So let it be.

We shall never give .up fidelity;
If there 1s no love, then

Let there be calamity—
So Jet it be.

O unjust sky, allow me something;
If nothing else is given, permission
For laments and sighs is there—
So let it be.

We will also cultivate the habit
Of submissive resignation; if thy nature

Is inattentive disregard—
So let it be,

Ghalib, let there be sweet teasing
With the friend; if there is no union,
Then there is smothered desire—-

So let it be.
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At the time of writing, ink falls

And blots the paper; the same picture
Has been drawn by the decree of fate
For my nights of separation.

184

Look at my fate! 1 feel envy
Even of myself, and although
I glance at her sometimes
Hcw can I gaze at her?

If there is so much heat in thought
Then wash thy hands of the heart ;
Through the impetuosity of the wine
The glass is melted.

How can she forbid that other’s impudence?
Even if she feels ashamed,

She is too bashful to rebuke him

For his presumptuous audacity.,

Longing for love urges me to lament
Incessently: but the state

O_f my heart is such that even breathing
Fills it with agitation.
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May thy assembly of joy

Be protected from the evil eye;
.Excellent! If my lament reaches there,
It becomes sweet melody.

Although her indifference holds a veil
Qver the secrets of love, we become lost
In such a way that she discovers

That we are infatuated with her.

When I come to know that she adorns

The assembly in the company of the other,
My anguished heart is distressed

That his pretentious claim is being established.

By becoming a lover herself

That fairy-faced one has grown

More delicate; her colour becomes
More attractive the more it flies away.

Her picture even flirts

With the painter; the more

He tries to capture her expression,
The more it does elude him.

O Asad, my shadow

Runs away from me like smoke;
Who can stay near

To such a fiery soul as I?
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185

The image embroidered on my quilt
Has kept me busy with lamentation;

In the cold nights of separation

The heat of my sighs has kept me warm.

I know the reality of the credit

And ready-money of both the worlds;
It is my sublime aspiration

That has purchased me from myself.

To see the manifestation

Of One in many, is to worship
False ideas; these idols of thought
Have made me an infidel.

There is no fear, even in thought,
Of longing for the rose;

Being without wings and feathers
Has given me strange comfort.

186

One should love these beauties
As much as one can; if they give love in return,
What other gracious favour can’st thou expect?

The company of the profligates should be shunne
It seems; and instead of drawing the wine
One should from this withdraw oneself.
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What had the heart considered that loving thee
Entailed? Now I demand an explanation
For why he considered it so easy.

Do not tear away thy front-opening
When it is not the season for roses;
There must be a hint from that side also.

Alienness is like a curtain
For friendship; thou must not
Therefore veil thy face from us.

That other one has been lost
Because he was my enemy; the limit
Of his enmity is a sight that must be witnessed.

I cannot disgrace myself by my own efforts,
But if the friend is also a lover of turmoil,
Thus shall I get my share of infamy.

One whose only hope
Depends on death, his hopelessness
Must be a sight worth seeing.

QIT‘A

O Asad, thou art enamoured
Of the fair ones; thy face
Is also a sight worth seeing.

O negligent one, consider,
That for those moon-faced beauties
The lover really should be good.
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She will come in a dream

To lighten my anguish;

But the distress of my restless heart
Will not let me sleep.

Thy weeping at my avowals

Of love—this slays me;

Who else but thee can sharpen the sword
Of glances with the tears from thine eyes?

Finish us off by showing

The merest quiver of thy lips;
If thou dost not give us a kiss,
At least proffer a reply.

O Saqi, if thou dost despise me,

Pour wine in the hollow of my hands,
If thou dost deny me the cup,

At least give me the wine.

Asad, my hands and feet

Have puffed up with delight,
When she whispered to me

“Do press my feet a little while”.

188

Again my heart is restless
And my breast searches for a mortal wound.
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Again the nail of grief is digging into the liver;
The season for tulip-planting has arrived.

The object of my sight’s longing supplication
Is again the same curtain of that canopied litter.

The eye is broker for the wares of dishonour,
And the heart buys the delights of humiliation.

The same hundred-hued laments are there;
The same hundred tear-sheddings of distress.

The heart craving the sight of her graceful walk
Has become the commotion of the Day of Judgemen

Her glorious appearance again offers dalliance;
It is the day for the bazaar of life-entrusting.

We again die on account of that faithless one;
But inspite of this she is our life.

QIT‘A

The door of the court of coquetry is open again;

There is a bazaar-like briskness about the crimina
cas

Acts of tyranny are being committed;

Her tresses have been appointed as court officials.

A piece of the liver has filed a petition;
Sighs and groans are seeking redress.

Again the witnesses of love are summoned;
The order is issued for tears to appear.

—213—



UrpuU GHAZALS OF GHALIB

The case between the heart and the eyelashes
Will be brought before the court today.

Ghalib, this ecstasy is not without reason;
You are holding a curtain over something.

189

At times in her heart arises

A feeling of goodness towards me;

But when she remembers her past oppression
She becomes ashamed.

O God, perhaps my passionate desire
Wili have the opposite effect;

The more 1 wish to draw her to me,
The more does she from me withdraw.

She is ill-natured,

And my tale of love is lengthy;

In short, the messenger becomes impatient
With my long description.

That side is suspicion that my claim of love
Is false; and here, in my weakness

Neither can she ask after me

Nor can 1 explain 1t to her.

O despair, help me to hold my own;
What a catastrophe ’tis for me

That the skirt of the thought of my friend
Is slipping from my grasp.
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Frankly speaking, I too

Am one of the spectators of her beauty;
But this calamity is for me unbearable,
That she is gazed upon by others.

In the first battle of love

My feet have been wounded;
Neither can I flee from there,
Nor can I stay.

It is a calamitous disaster

‘That she has been a fellow-traveller

With my adversary; that lovely infidel,

Whom I dare not even commit to the care of G

190

A long time has passed since the friend
Was my guest; when by the ferment of the cup
The whole company was illumined.

Again I gather the pieces of my liver;
An age has passed since the invitation
Was given to her lashes.

Now again, on account of over-caution
My breath is choked; it is a long time
Since I tore at my front-opening.

Again the breath is hot with spark-exhaling sigt
A long time ago we went to see
‘The spectacle of the illumination.
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Love has come again to ask about .
The condition of the heart’s wound, having first

Prepared a hundred-thousand salt cellars.

I am again dipping the pen of eyelashes
Into heart’s blood, to make an embroidered
Design of flowers on the skirt.

Again the heart and the eye
Have become rivals—the one for gazing
And the other for thinking about her.

The heart goes back
To the street of reproach, and there
Lays waste the idol-temple of selfish pride.

My yearning love once more demands a customer
To whom the wares of reason, heart and soul,
Can be offered up for sale.

Again my imagination runs
Towards roses and tulips, and encompasses
A hundred flower-beds for the spectacle.

I want to open the letter of the beloved again,
So that I may gift away my soul
To its deceptively-written address.

Once more there is longing to see her
Appear on the balcony, her black tresses
All dishevelled about her face.
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Desire wants her to stand before me,
Face to face, when she has sharpened
Her dagger-like eyelashes with antimony.

Again the eyes yearn to gaze at a coquette
Fresh as spring, with rose-like face,
Flushed with the splendour of wine.

Again my heart yearns to lie
On her door-step, and put my head
Under the obligation of the door-keeper.

My soul seeks the same leisure
That it enjoyed before, when for days and nights
I used to sit and contemplate the beloved.

O Ghalib, don’t disturb us!
With gushing tears we are determined
To produce a deluge.

191

By our immoderation we have become
Contemptible in the eyes of others;
The more we have increased,

The less we have become.

A trap was hidden

Very close to our nest;
And having just attempted
To fly, —we were caught.

—217—



UrbuU GHAZALS OF GHALIB

Our very existence is an argument
For our annihilation;

We were effaced till one could swear
That we were nothing.

Why enquire about the condition

Of those who endured the trials of love;

Such people, from head to foot, have step by step
Become anguish personnified.

Thy faithfulness is not able

To make full amends

For all the other cruelties we have had
To suffer in this world.

We continued to write
The blood-dripping stories
Of madness, even though
Qur hands were cut off,

May God be witness that on account
Of their fear of thy ill-temper,

The lamenting elements in my heart
Have devoured each other.

The victory of men of Just
is to run from the battle of love;
Their triumphant standards

Are the raising of their flying feet.
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In the state of non-existence

Some sighs were assigned to us;
Those which there could not be drawn
Have here become breath.

Asad, even in beggary

We have not given up our spicy humour;
When we became a mendicant, we also
Became a lover of the generous ones.

192

With strange delight we go forward
To meet the slayer;

In our shadow our head

Is two steps in advance of our feet.

Destiny wished me to be ruined

By the wine of love;

It wrote only the word “‘ruined”,
Then the pen could move no further.

The woes of the world have brushed away
The delight of love’s intoxication;
Otherwise at one time we also enjoyed
The flavour of affliction.

For God’s sake judge aright

Our frenzied desire

To reach her door

Before the arrival of the messenger !
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O curl upon curl of thy ringlets,

The life-long perplexity
Of distraction that we have borne
Shopld come before thee in retribution.

There is a wave of blood fluttering
In the heart and the liver;

In the past vainly
We imagined it to be the breath.

There was a time, O Ghalib,

When she would swear by my life;
Now she only swears

Tnat she will not attend my funeral.

193

The wound that can be darned,
O God. apportion it, I pray
To the lot of the adversary.

It is good to contemplate the tip
Of her hennaed finger; at least
One drop of blood is reflected in the heart.

Why art thou afraid
Of the lover’s lack of endurance?
Here nobody listens to the laments of another.
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QIT‘A

O Ghalib, a hundred regrets
For the unsuccessful lover, whose longing
For a quarrelsome idol remained unfulfilled.

The knife has never become familiar
With the liver; and the dagger
Has not cared to ask about the throat.

194

There is no melody in complaints;
Lamentation depends not on the flute.

Why do the gardeners sow the hollow gourd
If the garden be not a beggar for wine?

Although in all things Thou art manifest,
Yet is nothing like unto Thee.

Be not deceived by existence;
However they may say it is, yet ’tis not so.

Cast out happiness! thus will no grief remain;
If there is no spring, neither will there be autumn.

O devout one, why dost thou reject the cup?
It is wine, not the vomit of the bee.

There is neither being nor non-being;
But then, O Ghalib, what art thou?
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195

Ask not the prescription of the ointment
For the heart’s wound; in it
Diamond dust is the main ingredient.

After a long time thy indifference
Has produced a half-glance, which,
To all appearance, is even less than a glance.

196

In weeping for love

We have become insolent;

We have been washed so much
That we are cleansed of shame,

To pay the cost of the wine

We have disposed of the wine utensils;
Thus the two accounts
Have both been settled

Although thy vagrancy
Has made thee infamous throughout

The world, yet thy disposition
Has made thee smart.

Who says that the lament
Of the nightingale is ineffectual?
Under the veil of the rose

A hundred thousand livers have been torn apart.
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Why ask about the existence

Or non-existence of the people of yearning love
They have become straw »

And dead leaves for their own fire.

We went there purposely

To complain of her indifference;’
She flung one glance

And we were reduced to dust.

Yesterday the corpse of Asad
Was lifted up in such a manner
That even the enemies,

Seeing this, became disconsolate,

197

I too am a spectator

Of the sorcery of desire;

But the object of this is not

That the object should be realised.

198

Seeing that my hidden intent

Was to throw off my clothes,

My nakedness has bound me down
Upon my body.
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I have become the whetstone

For the sword of the friend’s glance;
Bravo to me! How blessed

Is the sorrow of my soul.

Why should she not be indifferent,
Being contented and collected;
She knows it is enough

If she visits me in a dream.

When the eternal writer of destiny
Recorded the fate of my afflicted house,
I was also included

Among the causes of its destruction.

That infidel became suspicious

When she saw me listening to the melodious songs
Of the garden bird; would to heaven

I did not have such longing for this !

Alas, even there the tumult of Doomsday
Did not let me rest in peace;

The craving for ease

Had carried me to the grave.

Keep thy promise of coming!

What is thy intention?

Why hast thou entrusted me

With the duties of warden of my own house?
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How wonderful is the delight

In the coming of spring !

Again the passion for the melodies of the ghazal
Has been awakened in me afresh.

God has blessed my brother
With a fresh lease of life;

O Ghalib, Mirza Yusuf

Is a second Joseph for me.

199

My house of darkness is filled

With the agitation of the night of grief;
There 1s but one candle to acclaim

The morning, but that is silent.

Neither the joyful tidings of union,
Nor the vision of beauty remains;
For long there has been perfect amity
Between the eye and the ear.

Wine makes the self-adorning beauty

To cast aside the veil;

O desirous love, now hast thou full permission
To surrender thy discretion.

Look at the pearl on the string
Round the graceful one’s neck;
What height of fortune

For the merchant of pearls!
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Gazing is the wine, yearning aspiration
The Saqi, and sight itself is drunken;
The assembly of the imagination

Is a tavern without clamour.

QIT A

O thou who hast newly arrived
On the carpet of heart’s desire,
If thou art fond of the piping
Of flutes, and of drinking,—

With thy discerning eyes,

Look at me as a warning;

Listen to me if thou hast ears

To receive my admonitory advice.

The appearance of the Saqi’s face

Is the enemy of faith and reason;

The minstrel’s melody

Robs one of dignity and self-awareness.

At night it could be seen

That every corner of the carpet
Was like the skirt of the gardener
And the palm of the flower-seller.

O the delight of the Saqi’s gait
And the sweet music of the harp!
The one is paradise for the eye
And the other a heaven for the ear.
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In the morning, revisiting

The scene of last night’s banquet,

One finds neither joy and entertainment,
Nor the mirthful clamour of the party.

Wearing a burnt-out scar

Of sorrowful parting,

After last night’s gay revel
Only a silent candle remains.

From the unknown these thoughts

Come to me; O Ghalib, to me

The scratching sound from the tip of my pen
Is the musical tone of an angel.

200

When does she ever care

To listen to my story?

And if at all she does,

Then ’tis not from my tongue.

Don’t ask about the pricking
Of her cruel amorous glance;
Just take a look

At my blood-shedding tears.

What will they relate

In the weeping at my death?
Perhaps they will mention
The distraction of my speech.
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In the dreary waste land of thought
I am a vagrant wanderer;

That 1 have lost the way

Is my only sign.

My adversary and 1

Are opposed to each other;
He has been made silent

By the fluency of my speech.

I have the worth

Of a stone, lying on the way;
But my weightiness

Is going very cheap.

1 am a whirlwind

On the path of restlessness;

The fury of the tempest of love
Has been the cause of my existence.

When I could not
Discover her mouth,
What was disclosed

Was my perfect ignorance.

Ghalib, my weakness
Has made me helpless;
Even for old age

My youth is a shame.
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201

I would die for the sake

Of her simplicity;

I have no control and yet

The slayer has a dagger in her hand.

Behold the savour of speech!
Whatever was said by her,

I thought that it was

Echoed in my heart.

My name is mentioned

But with bad intent;

Even so, my mention in her company
Is better than myself.

O assault of despondency!

The deliciousness that we enjoy
In this our fruitiess effort,

Wil be ground to dust.

Why bear the hardships of the way?
Fatigue is in love with my feet;

They can go no further, so have already
Reached their destination.

Our heart may be the manifestation
Of hell fire; but in whose gait
Are the mischievous elements
Of the Resurrection Day’s turmoil?

—229—



URDU GHAZALS OF GHALIB

The distracted heart of Ghalib
Is a sorcery of perplexity;
Have mercy on thy longings
Whic¢h are in great trouble.

r

202

What was there in my house '
That grief for thee should have destroyed it?

The stifled desire to build
1s still with me, strong as eVver.

203

‘When she passes my lane

In her palanquin,

She does not even let

The litter-bearers change shoulders.

204

O Ghalib, lush grass

Is growing over the doorway and the wall;
Whllle we wander in the wilderness;
Spring has visited our house.
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The arrow of thy glance has pierced
Right through from heart to liver;
And this at last has unified them both.

My breast is torn asunder! Hail to the sweetness
Of repose! There is no more the annoyance
Of hiding the wound of the liver.

‘Where are those drinking bouts of night?
Now get up! The delight
Of morning sleep has gone.

My dust hovers in the street
Of the friend; at last, O wind,
The desire for feathers and wings is gone.

Look at the heart-alluring style
Of her footprint; the wave of her graceful walk
Has torn the rose from the rose-branch.

Every father of lust now claims
To be a worshipper of beauty; the honour
Of men of true vision is gone.

Gazing itself acted as a veil;
In rapturous intoxication
Every glance spread over thy face.

The difference between yesterday and today
Has disappeared ; yesterday,
‘When thou did’st leave us, Doomsday overtook 1

—231—



UrDU GHAZALS OF GHALIB

Asadullah Khan, time has slain thee!
Where are those tumultous desires?
And where has thy youth gone?
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In the assembly where thou dost talk
With saucy elegance.

Even the figures in the wall-paintings
Throb with life.

The cypress and the fir tree will accompany thee
Like 2 shadow,

If with this captivating stature

Thou dost grace the garden.

The tear could justify its glorying pride
In its own preciousness,

If pieces of the liver fell

From the blood-shedding eye.

O cruel one, give me permission
To complain, at least;

Dost thou find pleasure

In torturing me?

If it gets a hint
From that bewitching eye,

The mirror will start talking
Like the parakeet.
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O Lord, the tongue of the thorns
Is dry with thirst;

Let someone with blisteredfeet
Come to this valley of thorns.

Why should I not die of envy

When that delicate body

Comes within the embracing, curling loop
Of the sacred thread?

If lust for gold is destructive

Of one’s fame,

Why should the beautiful rose descend
From the garden to the bazaar?

O foolish heart, tearing the front-opening
Will only be enjoyed

When each breath becomes entangled
With each torn thread.

My breast has become a furnace
With the heat of the hidden secret;
Woe betide if ever there is occasion
For its disclosure!

Thou should’st consider it a treasury
Of meaningful reality:

Every word of Ghalib that occurs

In these my verses.
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O Ghalib, when life has passed
In such wretched conditions,
How can we remember that with all this

We also had God?
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So that no room for complaint be left,
She listens to talk about me, even though
She herself never mentions my name.

Ghalib, we will tell her about thy condition,
But we don’t guarantee that she will call thee,
Even after she hears from us.
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'We cannot even tolerate

Envy of ourselves;

We may die, but we do not want
To have further longing for her.

She has secret friendship with the other;
If she does not observe the veil,

This is just a pretence to show us

That he is considered still a stranger.
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Thou dost speak ill of Ghalib,—
This is not proper;

Seeing this, even the lustful

Will become filled with despair.
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I have grown so frail that if in thy assembly
Thou dost give me room to sit,

1 give assurance that no-one

Would find out that I was there.

What a marvel it would be if she were merciful
On seeing my wretched state !

Someone should take me to her

On some pretext or other.

If thou wilt not show thy face,
Then do not do so,

But as a mark of thy displeasure
At least show thy angry eyes.

So delighted is she now

With my captivity,

That if I became a lock of her hair
She would entangle me in her comb.
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The cruelty of the friend

Is good news for my soul;
Now no other way of torture
Is left for the sky.

Let this misfortune be, that for my blood
The eyelashes of the friend are thirsty,
But let me still retain enough blood

For my own blood-shedding lashes.

O Khizr, in our life we have been
Acquainted with human beings—

Unlike thee, who for eternal life

Hast, like a thief, been hiding thyself away.

Even in my misfortune have & been beset
With the bane of envy;

Thy graceful blandishment is a calamity
For the soul of the whole world.

O sky, don’t keep me
Away from her; after all
I am not the only one whom the far-reaching

Hand of the slayer can test.

The striving of all my efforts
Is like the captive bird,

Who even in the cage

Collects straw to build its nest.
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He was silent, thinking me

To be a beggar, but as ill luck

Would have it, I got up

And touched the feet of her gate-keeper.
+

The narrow canvas of the ghazal
Is not in accordance to my desire;
More spaciousness is required
For my description.

Joy has been given to others also

To safeguard thee from the evil eye,
But luxury is created

Especially for Tajammul Husain Khan.

O mighty Lord, in homage to him
Whose name has been taken

By my tongue, my speech

Has taken a kiss from my tongue.

He who is defender of the state,

The supporter of religion and the kingdom,
For him the sublime heavenly sphere

Has been created as his threshold.

In his reign, the whole world is busy

In adorning and bedecking itself

With fresh beauty and lustre; the very heavens
Will put new stars on view.
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The page has ended,
But praise remains;
A sea-faring ship is needed

For this limitless ocean.
[ 4

In his special, eloquent manner,

Ghalib has sung with subtle distinction;
There is a general invitation

To those friends who appreciate subtlety.
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We would not weep for peace of mind

If the delight of thy glance was available;
Only among the houris in paradise
Might we perhaps meet thy semblance.

Do not bury me in thy streect

After I have been slain;

Why should people, through my address,
Come across thy house?

Today thou art filling the role of Saqi;
Have regard for this—

Else, every night we drink wine,

As much as we can get.

My boon companion, I have no complaint
To make to thee; but if thou dost meet
The messenger that thou did’st recommend,
Just wish him well, on my behalf.
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We would show thee all

That Majnun had done,

If only we could get respite

From the distraction of our hidden sorrow.

It is not necessary to follow

In the footsteps of Khizr; we shall only say
That a saintly person met us on the way
And was a fellow traveller.

O dwellers in the street

Of the heart-holder,

If you meet the distracted Ghalib,
Give due respect to him.
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If our life continues for some time more
We are intent on doing something else besides.

The fire of hell has indeed great heat,
But that of secret grief is something else besides.

Many a time have we seen her displeasure
But this time it is something else besides.

Having handed me the letter, the messenger
Still looks at me; perhaps verbally there is some-
thing else besides.
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Most of the stars cut the lives of men, .
But that sky-fallen calamity is something else besides

O Ghalib, all disasters but one are over,
Sudden death'remains, and that is something else
besides.
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No hope is realised;
There is no_way out.
The day of death is fixed,

So why can 1 not get sleep at night?

Once I would laugh at the state of the heart;
Now nothing any longer makes me laugh.

I know about the rewards for worship and devotion,
But my nature is not inclined that way.

There is a reason for my silence;
It is not that I know not how to speak.

Why shouldn’t I lament? She remembers me
Only if she does not hear my voice.

If the scar of the heart cannot be seen,
O provider of remedies, don’t you get the smell of it?

In self-forgetfulness we have reached a stage
From where we have no news, even of ourself.
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We die in the longing for death;
This death comes, but still death does not come.

O Ghalib, with what face can’st thou go
Tothe Ka‘ba? Dost thounotfeelashamed to go there?
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O simple heart, what has befallen thee?
What remedy can there be for thy pain?

We have great longing for her, and she is disgusted
with us;
O Lord, what is the matter?

I too have a tongue in my mouth, and I wish to
heaven
That thou would’st ask me “What is thy desire?”

When nothing exists in the world without thee,
Then O God, what is all this tumult for?

Who are these fairy-faces? And what are all
These amorous winkings, these blandishments and
coquetry?

Why these ambergris-perfumed, curling tresses?
What is this antimony-anointed glance?

From whence comes this verdure and all these
flowers?
What is the cloud, and what the air?
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We expect fidelity from one
Who does not even know what fidelity is.

Yes “Do good and good will be done to thee”;
What else is the call of the dervish?

I offer my life to thee; I do not know
What is prayer for a blessing.

I admit the worth of Ghalib is nothing—
But if you get him gratis, then it’s not bad.
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O friends, you all pray that the fair one,
With perfumed hair, should come;

I wish that once you would all call out
In agitation ““She has come!”

I am in the agony of death;

O love’s attraction, even if I can
No longer speak, let her once come
To visit the sick.

It was like a world of lightning
And flames and mercury;
Although she came, still I fail
To understand her coming.
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Clearly the angels who will come

To question me in the grave

Will flee, confounded, if from my mouth

Comes the smell of wine drunk the night before.

We are not afraid of the executioner,
Nor do we quarrel with the admonisher;
We recognise Him

In whatever guise He does appear.

O seekers of reality, who can hear

The sarcastic taunt of not finding Him?
When we feel we have failed in the search,
Then have we lost ourselves.

It is not our nature

To sit idle; when we failed

To reach her door, we set out
On the pilgrimage to the Ka‘ba.

My companions made a speech to the beloved
Explaining the bad effects of my weeping;
They all remained self-righteously good,

But left me to drown in ignominy.

O Ghalib, what can we say

About that assembly of gracefulness?
We also went there

And wept for thy misfortune,
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The radiance of the full-moon is lovely,
But the beauty of my sun-faced one is just as good.

She gives no kiss, but every moment keeps an eye
Upon my heart, thinking, if free, this merchandise
is good.

If it breaks, we get another from the bazaar;
As Jamshed’s world-showing cup, my earthen bowl
is just as good..

There is more savour in getting without asking;
The beggar who does not habitually ask, is good.

By seeing her, my whole face is brightened;
And she thinks that the sick one’s conditionis good.

Let ussee what benefit the loversreceive fromtheidols;
A Brahmin has predicted “This year will be good”.

The axe made it possible for Farhad tocommunicate
with Shirin;
Whatever perfection one attains is good.

If the drop mingles with the ocean, it becomes ocean ;
That deed is good whose end is good.

May the mighty Creator keep Khizr sultan prosperous!
This new sapling in the King’s garden is good.

We know the reality of paradise; O Ghalib,
To keep the heart happy, this idea is good.
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With the mention of complaint

The faithless one gets angry;

Don’t say this much—but if you do,
It will be taken as reproach.

I am as full of plaints

As an instrument is full of melody;
If thou dost merely touch me,
Thou wilt see what happens.

Although she does not understand,
Yet look at the elegance of recompense!

If I complain of oppression, she is all the more
Intent on further tyranny.

On the path of love, the gait
Of the glittering sky

Is like that of a slow walker
With blisters on the feet.

Why should we not be the target
For the arrow of oppression?
If the arrow, 1n error, misses,
We pick it up and bring it back.

It would be excellent, if, from the start
We had been our own ill-wisher;

We seek for good,

But the result is always bad.
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Formerly my lament reached
Far beyond the heavens;
Now if it comes to the lip

It has reached its destination.

My pen is Barbud,
Great musician;

It is a songster

In praise of the King.

O King, the stars are thy army
And the sun thy flag;

Who can repay his dues

To thy generosity?

If the tribute of the seven kingdoms

Is collected, it will be no more

Than the money thou dost pay the troops
To abstain from plunder.

Every month the full moon
Dwindles to a crescent;

In fact the moon thus humbly
Rubs its forehead on thy threshold.

I have become presumptuous
In the style of writing ghazals;
Thy favour has given

An impetus to my taste.
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O Ghalib, forgive the bitterness
In my songs;

Today the ache in my heart

Is on the increase.
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On every word I utter thou dost say
“What dost thou think thou art?”
Tell me thyself,

What is this way of speaking?

Neither in the flame can such winking be found,
Nor in the lightning such coquetry;

Then tell me, someone, what is

That saucy, ill-tempered one?

My envy is that he is talking

To thee; apart from this

I have no fear of the adversary

Being ill-bred and speaking evil of me.

My robe is stuck

To my bedy with blood;
‘Our front-opening

Has no need of darning.

When the body was burned
The heart also must have burnt;
Why art thou raking the ashes?
For what art thou searching?
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If it is circulating in the veins
We have no faith in it;

If it does not drip from the eyes,
Then what sort of blood is it?

That which makes paradise

Dear to us

Is naught else

Than the musk-scented, rose-coloured wine.

1 drink when I can see

Two and four barrels before me;
What use is the bottle, the goblet,
The flask and the pitcher?

There is no strength left for speech;
And even if there were,

With what hope could one say

That this is my desire?

Having become the King’s companion,
He puts on airs;

Flse what honour does Ghalib

Enjoy in the city?
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He may be the holy Mary’s son,
But he should cure my pain.

Law and custom are the pivots of her actions—
So what can one do with such a murderer?
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Her gait is like an arrow shot from a full-strung bows;
How can one find a place in the heart of such a one?

On saying one word, the tongue is cut;
Only she should speak, and everyone else should
listen.

I know not what nonsense I talk in my madness;
Would to God that no one understands me.

Do not listen if someone talks ill of thee;
Say nothing if anyone harms thee.

If someone goes wrong, then hold him back;
If he commits a fault, forgive it.

Who in this world is not needy?
See whose need one can satisfy.

What was it Khizr did to Alexander?
Whom can we now accept as guide?

Ghalib, when all hope is gone,
Why should one complain of anyone?
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In her assembly

I sat unabashed

Even though others were hinting
That I was unwelcome.
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After all, it is the heart, and it was afraid
Of the door-keeper’s chastisement;

Else how could I return from thy door
Without making some sort of clamour?

For wine T have been pledging

My prayer carpet and patched garment;
It has been a very long time

Since T have entertained the spring season.

All passes uselessly away —

Even the great age of Khizr;

On Doomsday even his stately holiness
Wil usk “What have I been able to do?”

If I had the power,
I would ask the carth —

“O miser, what hast thou done with all
Those precious buried treasures?”

W.oaen dav were the A FHARIED

oS KISS
Without request,
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Obstinacy apart,
Her disposition is not bad;
Unknowingly has she fulfilled

Full many a promise.

Ghalib, thou thyself should’st say

What reply thou wilt receive;

Granted that thou dost continue to speak,
And she continues to listen.
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It’s rather strange that when 1 teased her,
She kept quiet;

If she had been drunk

She would have made a scene.

Art thou rage,

Or art thou calamity itself?
Whatever thou art, I would to God
That thou wert only for me.

If so much sorrow

Has been destined for me,

O Lord, several hearts

Should have been given to me.

O Ghalib, she would have listened
And conceded to thy request,

If only thou had lived

For some time more.
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Divine revelation had a preference -

For Mount Sinai; but for thy stature

And thy face the very fate of manifestation
Has been revealed.

In the blood-dripping shroud
Are millions of adornmen s;
The glance of the houris
Falls on thy martyrs.

O preacher, thou dost neither

Drink thyself nor dost thou

Encourage others to drink. How wonderful
Is thy pure wine of paradise!

The slayer finds fault with me
As to why I did rise up

On the Resurrection Day; as if
I had not heard the clarion call!

The spring season has arrived

And the nightingale is warbling

Her melodious songs; this is the flying rumour
Reported by the birds of the garden.

Although now they are not there,

Yet once they were turned out

From there; these idols

Have a distant kinship with the Ka‘ba.
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Is it inevitable

That everyone should receive

The same reply? Come,

Let us make a trip to Mount Sinai.

Let there be heatedness in speech,
But not to that extent

That everyone with whom

One speaks, complains of it.

Ghalib, if he will take me

With him on the journey,

T'll present the merit of the Haj
To his Majesty.
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In the court of His Majesty the king

There is a contest for the masters of language;
In the flower-garden, the melodious singers
Of the garden are being tested.

The trying of Qais and Kohkan

Was by the stature and tresses of their beloveds;
But where we are, ’tis by the gallows

And the hanging noose that we are tested.

The aspirations of Kohkan

Will be examined later;

For the moment it is the strength

Of his wearied body that is being tested.
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What sympathy could the Egyptian breeze
Have had with the old man of Canaan?
It is the fragrance from the shirt of Joseph

That it is keen on testing.

Now she is arriving in the assembly,

Do not say later that thou wast negligently
Unaware of this; the endurance and the patience
Of those present are being tested.

If the arrow is lodged in the heart,

It is good; and if it penetrated the liver
"Tis even better, since the aim

Of that arrow-shooting idol is being tested.

There 1s no grasp in the loop

Of the rosary and the sacred thread;
But it is the faith of the Sheikh

And the Brahmin that are being tested.

O captive heart, lie still!

There 13 no gain in restlessness;

Perhaps the twining strength of her waving curls
Is again being tested.

When the poison of grief comes down

Into the veins and tendons, then let us see

What will happen; for the time being

The bitternessin the palate and mouth is being teste

Would she come to my house?

What promise is there? Ghalib let us see
How in new mischief

The old sky will be tested.
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In the suffering of grief

My frustrated heart is very timid;
That the rose-coloured wine is scarce
Torments me with anguish too much.

I feel ashamed

To tell the Saqi

That even the dregs in the cup
For me are too much.

The arrow is not ready in the bow,
Nor is the fowler lurking in ambush;
In this corner of the cage

My comfort is too much.

What can we believe of austere devotion?
There may be no hypocrasy,

Yet the raw greed for recompense

Of pious actions is too much

About what special precepts

Are the people of understanding boasting?
By common customs and rituals

They are bound too much.

Leave me at the well of Zam Zam!

What have I to do with circling the Ka‘ba
When my pilgrim’s garb

With wine is stained too much.
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It would indeed be a calamity

If even now I failed in my objective;
Now when there’s no denial on her part,
And on mine the urgency is too much.

O death, my liver

Is still not drained of blood;

Let me stay for some time more;
The work remaining is too much.

There 1s hardly anyone

Who does not know Ghalib;
He is a good poet,

But his infamy is too much.
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She is critical of all I say, and yet

I can’t help telling her of my heart’s grief;

What can I say when I know full well

That I shall not succeed unless I tell her stories?

I will invite her to come,

But, O passionate craving of the heart,
Thou must show such efficacy

That she is forced to come.

She considers it just a pastime

To be practised lest she might forget it;
Would that she will not rest content
Without torturing me,
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The other is flaunting thy letter

In such a manner that if someone

Were to ask him “What is it?” .
He would not be able to conceal it.

Damn this delicacy!

If one is gracefully slender, so what?
If she comes into one’s possession
One would be afraid to touch her.

Who can tell

Whose i1s this glorious revelation?
He has let down 2a veil

Such as none can lift.

There is no point in my waiting anxiously

For death, since it 1s bound to come;

Even if I wished that thou should’st not come,
Still I can’t help calling thee.

Such a load has fallen from my head
That I cannot lift it;

Such a work is still in hand

That somehow must be accomplished.

O Ghalib, nobody can love
To order; it is a fire

Which one cannot light,
Nor can anyone extinguish.
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If he has given his heart to her

He is, after all, a man; so what can 1 say?

If the messenger has become my rival

Yet is he still my messenger—so what to say?

It is adament that today

At least 1t will not come,

Though come it must; how many complaints
Have I against death—but what to say?

He stays constantly in the street
Of the friend; if one does not say
That this street 1s the home

Of the enemy, then what to say?

How miraculous! With amorous glance
She has deceived us in such a way

That she knows everything

Without my telling her; so what to say?

She enquires from me about my health
While passing in the bazaar,

So that I might say

“This is the street’; so what to say?

Thou dost have no regard

For the string of fidelity;

We have something in our hand,—
What is it? What would you say?.
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From my questions she has a suspicion
Of my madness; why should I quarrel?
As we are cut off from all hopes

Of thy reply, so, what to say?

What can I do? Jealousy is the punishment

For excellence in poetry;

Tyranny is the price to be paid

For the rare goods of skilled art—so what to say?

Who has said that Ghalib

Is not bad? Except for the fact
That he is distraught

What else is there to say?
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If 1 tell her of my condition

She says “What dost thou want?”
Now tell me thyself, if thou dost talk
In this manner, what can I say?

Don’t say again, sarcastically,

“So we are tyrants”; it is my habit
To reply to whatever thou dost say
“Yes, thou art right”,

It may indeed be a lancet,

But when that amorous glance
Has penetrated the heart,
Why not call it friend?
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The arrow-wound

Does not give pleasure;

It is only the sword thrust

Which gives satisfaction to my heart.

Don’t be an enemy

To one who is thine enemy;

If someone says “Thou art unworthy”’

Thou should’st not, in turn, call him unworthy.

Somewhere we write

About our own soul-wasting malady,
And elsewhere we speak of the affliction
‘Of the unsuitability of the medicine.

Sometimes we complain

About the heavy burden of grief;
And sometimes we tell the story
Of the fugitive quality of patience.

If hife has fled

Then give blood-money to the slayer;
If the tongue is cut,

Then hail the dagger.

If the fair one has no feelings

Of attachment, even so, she is the beloved;
Her swaying walk

And graceful coquetry are enough.
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If the spring is short-lived

Still it is the spring; so recount
The freshness of the flower-bed
And the excellence of the air,

Ghalib, when the boat

Has reached the bank,

Why should one complain to God

About the tyranny and injustice of the boatman?
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The world is as children’s playful fun to me;
Night and day this show is performed before me.

The throne of Solomon is but a pastime for me;
The miracle of the Messiah is a valueless trifle
before me.

The appearance of the world is only a name;
The existence of things is but a fancy before me.

In my presence the desert hides itself in whirling sand;
The river rubs its forehead in the dust before me.

Don’t ask me what is my plight in thy absence;
Just see what is thine own manner before me.

Thou dost say truly that I am conceited and plume
myself;
Why not? the idol with mirror-like forehead sits
before me.
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Then thou should’st see the style of rose-scattering

speech,
If someone will place the bowl of wine before me.

/

1 'spurn all envy that might be construed as hatred;
So how can 1 say “Don’t utter her name before me”?

Faith halts me and unbelief pulls me on;
The Ka‘ba is behind me and the church before me.

Although I am a lover, my aim is to deceive
The beloved; Laila abuses Majnun before me.

In the night of union’s joy one does not die,

as [ have done;
My prayer on the night of separation now comes

before me.

The tical waves surge in the sea of blood;

may it end there!
Let mc see what else now will come before me.

Though my hands are numb, still there is life in

the eyes;
I pray thee leave the wine and the goblet before me.

He is of the same trade, and is to me both boon

companion and confidant;
Well, why dost thou then abuse Ghalib before me?
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There are thousands of desires

And upon each one I would die;

Many of my longings have been fulfilled
Yet still a few remain.

Why should my slayer be afraid?
Will that blood be on the head,
Which constantly for my whole life
Has flowed from my wet eyes?

‘We have heard much

About the expulsion of Adam from paradise;
We have most dishonourably

Been turned out from thy street.

The error regarding thy tall stature
Would be at once cleared up

If the twists and curls

Of those tresses were opened up.

If anyone wants to send a letter

We shall write it for him;

Every morning we come out from our house
With a reed-pen stuck behind the ear.

In this age, wine-drinking

Has been attributed to me;

Again the time has come for the mirror-cup
Of Jamshed to appear in the world.
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Those from whom we had expected
Sympathy for our wounds,

We discovered to be still more sorely
Wounded by the sword of tyranny.

In love there is no difference

Between life and death; we live

For the sight of the same lovely infidel
For whom we give up our life.

O Ghalib, where is the tavern door,
And where the admonisher?

We only know that yesterday

He was going in as we were coming out.

231

The others in her assembly
Kiss the goblet,

While we remain lip-thirsty
For the invitation.

Why complain to thee
About our affliction,
Since these are the ways
Of the blue-coloured sky

We will write the letter
Anyhow, even if it means
Nothing; we are in love
With thy name.
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Last night we drank wine

At the well of Zam Zam,;

And in the moming washed the wine-stains
From our pilgrim’s garb.

My heart has been ensnared
By my eves;

But perhaps these also

Are loops of thy net.

There is good news that the king
Will take his first bath

After his sickness; let us see

When the bathroom’s fortune turns.

Ghalib love has made thee
Good for nothing;

Else, formerly, we also
Were of some use.

232

Again the spring season has come with such splendour
That the sun and the moon have become its spectators.

Behold, O dwellers of the earth,
This 1s called world-adorning.

The earth has put to shame
The surface of the enamelled sky.
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When verdure could find no more place on earth
It became the green film on the water’s surface.

To behold the greenery and the flowers
The eye of the narcissus has been given sight.

The air 1s full of intoxication;
To move in it is like drinking wine.

Why should the world not feel happy, when the king,
The prop of religion, has recovered from illness.

233

It has been trampled

By the Royal cavalcade,

So why should not the dust
Of the pathway put on airs?

When kings come

To see it,

Why should not the tulip-bed
Be famous among the people?

We are not hungry

To promenade in the garden,
B.ut why should one not gulp it
Since it is the air of spring?

—266—



URDU GHAZALS OF GHALIB

234

The world’s woes might be in abundance,
But no less so is the wine; /
I have no worry since I am a slave

To the Saqi of the nectar of paradise.

We know full well thy manner

And thy ways; if there is gracious favour
For the adversary, then what is this

But cruelty to us?

We also believe

In the fire scattering of Ghalib’s pen
In poetry; but has he

Any breath still left in him?

SELECT VERSES FROM THE NUSKHA-i-HAMIDIA
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Where is the next step of desire?
We find that the desert of potential existence
Is a mere foot-print.

No pride is left to be ashamed.
How long can the envy of being tested last?
Utter helplessness, thou art the world’s only friend.

Hope is a game of sand-castles,
A children’s workshop; despondency laughs
At the two worlds with wide open lips.
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2

How long can the blood of constancy
Display the saucy colour of henna?
At last, O promise-breaker,

Thou also hast remorsefully repented.

3

Behold the amplitude of God’s mercy!
That even an infidel like me,

Who felt no obligation, even to his sins—
Even he should be pardoned.

4

With our own eyes we beheld

That deluge of calamities,

In which even the ignoble sky

Was but a fistful of froth on the flood.

The heart-dejectedness of Asad
Is more in harmony with melancholy;

Remember the days when I would savour
The society of friends.
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>
If ease is the purpose
Of the grief of restlessness,

Then our worldly fortune is sacrificed
To the constant circulation of the wine-cup

In the waste land

Of this world’s assembly,

Like the candle, we considered

The flame of love to be our only wealth.

Like a traveller,

Thrown beyond range of return,

I am the speech of those whose words
Have been brought up to the lips.

From head to foot a mirror-holder

To breaking, I am the intention

Of those low-spirited ones whose melancholy
Is as immense as the world.

In appearance, ceremonious etiquette,
But in reality remorse;

Asad, T am the smile

Of grief-withered flowers.
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8

My wandering is confined

To the privacy of a blistered foot;

The waste land is turned to blood

By the wretchedness of the heart’s distress.

My hidden storm

Is revealed by the intoxication of desire;
Every open wound

Is a stretching wave of yawning.

The frustrated desire

Foi the intoxication of madness

Is independent of the heart’s effort;

My skirt stretches up to Majnun’s yawning.

9

Despite her renown, her solicitude

Is pledged to bashfulness;

Like the spark in the ring’s precious stone
Her name is not to be found.

In expectation of a special glance

I am the litter-bearer of smothered passion,
Lest her universal favour should hold

The reins of indifference for me.
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If she clashes rage and compassion
In the wine-drinking assembly,
Her one cup would fill

The measure of a hundred lives.

Asad, resignation is more colourful

Than the trading of prosperity;

A dry sown field is His,

And His is the thoughtlessly strutting eloud.

10

In the tavern of stifled longing

To behold her beauty, even if the eyes

Are destined to weep blocod, my purpose

Was to gaze at the spectacle of the flower-garden.

The veil of the heart’s pain was a mirror
Reflecting the hundred hues of joy;

The stitching of the liver’s wound

Was the laughter behind the lips.

In love we purposely abstained
From persistant asking;
Otherwise all the ingredients
Of desire were available.

At last the frenzied heart

Was made captive by the tress’s tip;
Although it had been liberated
From all the restraints of custom.
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Craving is the apparatus

For extravagance; else, O Ghalib,
When did we possess the means
For inventing desire?

11

With one step of rapturous ecstasy

Let us plunder the spring-beauty of the desert;
In the bosom of the footprint

Let us tightly clasp the desert waste.

If madness reaches its destination,
Worthlessness itself is a graceful gesture;
A mere handful of dust is the measure
For the breeze of the desert waste,

O blister, be generous,

Endure the pain of one step more !
O light of the eye of the wilderness,
O souvenir of the desert waste,

The heart is in the stirrup of the desert;

It is the destroyer of the house

Of the waste land, a tidal wave of the mirage,
Exhibiting the yawning of the desert waste.

Every particle is a pure heart

In the mirror-house of dust;

The image of intrepid desire is encountered
At a hundred places in the desert waste.
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The madness of Asad sighs in longing
For enjoyment; in his head is the craving
For the flower-garden, and in his heart
The affliction of the desert waste.

Ld

12

By feigning wild madness, the fowler
Has captured us, the fugitives;

The thread from the torn front-opening
Was the material used to make the net.

The reflection of that radiant face

Became the image embellishing

The back of the mirror; there the coquettish one
Adorning her beauty, took rest from dignity.

From the wave of pure wine from the sea

Of the torn front-opening, the saqi provided
The thread for the eye of the flask’s needle

To trace out the measuring lines on the goblet.

Instead of giving a letter, she set a seal
On the lips of the messenger;

The stately slayer has thus

Sent the message of silence.

Asad, on the evening

Of separation from the friend,

In madness we counted the moon

As the largest bead in the rosary of stars.
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13

The desirous ones contemplate the view
Beyond this worldly show;

Even Khizr wishes to meet

Such vagrant wanderers of the wasteland.

Again she is coming

To the flower-garden;

The colour of all the friends
Of the rose-bed blanches.

14

Asad, the sagacious ones

Know the worth of word and meaning;
I am a slave of speech

But not anxious for approbation.

15

The ambition of the foot

Is choked by fatigue;

A tear, fallen to the ground,
Is the blister on the foot.
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From the inn of existence

The desert waste of the quest is very far;

The fate lines on the sole of the foot

Are determined by the wandering of the foot.

In the wilderness, the description

Of desire’s fulfillment did not reach

The tongue; the pimple on the lip

Could not become the blister on the foot,

O Asad, from our lJaments

Is produced the heat of madness;

The pimple on the lip is the camel-bell

That proclaims departure for the caravan of the foot

16

"Tis not the foam of intoxication
On that delicate lip,

But the cream of all the graces
From the effervescence of beauty.

The evil eye of the sky knows not

The zenith of despondency;

But from ineffectual sighs

A spring without an autumn is created.

Asad, it is the heat of desire which makes
The grains of dust dance in the open window;
From the wounds of the heart comes

The lustre of the tempered sword.
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17

Except my torment, what did the fowler gain
From my captivity?

Like the tear

I was a prisoner in the eye of the snare.

Both heart and hiver were reduced to dust
By the flame of separation;
Yet still unripe

Remains the vision of union.

The night of the hyacinth brought forth
The morning drained of colour;
But still unfinished

Was the story of the beloved’s tresses.

Whose small mouth did I remember
Last night—

That in my thoughts
There was a crowd of kisses?

18

The tavern is as desolate

As 1s the wasteland:

The stain of wine is a reflection
Of the eye of the startled deer.
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Twilight is the lengthening flame

Of the liver’s fire;

Every star in the sky

Is a teardrop from the burning heart.

The bashfulness of reddened cheek
Is a sight for amazement;

The blanched colour of the rose

Is a mirror for the veil.

19

Under her wings the radiant hue

Of the rose becomes a fire-temple ;
In springtime, a cherisher of autumn
Is the thought of the nightingale.

Dazed by thy garden-adorning beauty,
The colour of the rose

Becomes a sacrifice to the desire

To flee on the wings of the nightingale,

My life has been spent in beholding

The blossoming beauty of the friend;

The changing colour of the flower garden

Depends on the month and the year of the nightingale.

Forbid me not

To worship beauty;

For the wine of beholding the rose-bed
Is lawful for the nightingale.
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Perchance the realisation of the aim
Of Asad depends on some other time,
O night of the moth, and day

Of the union of the nightingale.

20

Except the painter’s pigment, blown by the wind,
What else possesses the harmony of flight?

For a nightingale in a picture

The claims of fluttering wings are futile.

When the picture of something is naught
But the wave of a mirage,

Then in the valley of stifled longing,
Distracted wandering is futile.

21

Withdrawal from life's journey

And the peace of annihilation are in vain;
Except staggering foot-steps,

Walking is nothing.

Amazement is constrained to silence
About all the mysteries:

Binding oneself to the pledge of fidelity,
Apart from this, life is nothing.
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The image-melting mirror is only
A warning for the vision;

The astonished sight of the garden
Of existence is nothing.

For the blossoming rose-bed
And the place of flying sparks,

The respite of restlessness and the ambition
For growth are nothing.

The symphony of non-existance
Is pawned to the lamenting echo
In the mountain; the coquetry

To invent sound in life is nothing.

‘O submissiveness of desire,

Of what art thou proud?

The tools of prayer are madness,
And the effect of prayer is nothing.

In the tune of Asad, there is nothing
But the melody of Bedil,

““The world from start to finish

Is our story, and we are nothing”.

22

In the garden the rose and the morning
Make claim to be in love with the idols;
Like adversaries they engage in combat,
Both the rose and the morning.
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By the rose-coloured leg,

And the mirror on the knee!

Always beneath the skirt of the elegantly dressed
Are the rose and the morning.

Wishing for union with the mirror-faced ones,
Both are of one breath, and every morning
Pray for the fulfilment of desire,

Both the rose and the morning.

The flower-surrounded courtyard from end
To end is a8 mirror-house;

Enraptured, lost and bewildered

Are the rose and the morning.

O Asad, life 1s no more

Than a few breaths; at the apathy

Of friends, and their desire for comfort,
Laugh both the rose and the morning.

23

Thou hast a mean disposition,

But thy thoughts are very high;

Like a child, busy with his own affairs,
Thy staff is raised higher than thy stature,

In eager waiting for the sight
Of the friend’s beauty,

The eyelashes have become useless,
But the hand of prayer is raised on high.
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Stop taking such pains in staining
The hands and feet with henna,
Or else the flame of henna’s colour
Will be raised up too high.

Heart-ravishing is lying in wait

For the invention of a glance;

The need to seek excuses for the bashful eye
Has been raised up.

Growth is the passionate longing
For the vision of life-augmenting stature;
Each one according to his ability
Has raised the length of his robe.

24

The eye without blood of the heart,

And the heart without the ebullience of sight;
My tongue presenting the sorcery

Of heady desire for the rose—say for how long!

The assembly is a scar of wild joy,

And the scar is the fluttering feather of colour;
How long the candle and the rose—

The moth and the nightingale—say for how long!

The sigh is a snare for desire,

And well-known is the anguish

Of captivity; the description of the pride
In patient endurance—say for how long!
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Asad, the afflicted, is a prisoner of many doubts;
O Resolver of the world’s difficulties,

The indifference towards me

Must endure—say for how long!

25

Indifference is the mirror-holder
To the silence of the heart;

On the occasion of testing,
Erased are all laments.

The melody of being and non-being
Is destroyed by negligence;

For the world and the men of the world,
Plentiful are my laments.

There are a thousand afflictions,
And one miserable life of Asad;
O king, of helpless ones,

For God’s sake hear my laments.

26

The veins of the rose above all resemble

The straight path of the thread of the glance;
I and the nightingale will meet
In the inn of love, at last.
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The pride of restraint broke down

In the agitation of the agony of death;
Endurance and patience became

A prayer for the fluttering wings, at last.

As for Asad, so for me,

Without the luminous morning of the cheeks,
The evening of youth, O bereft heart,

Came to an end at last.

27

Tyranny over a beggarly lover
Is not the practice of the kings of beauty.

Friends, to a tortured one like me,
It 1s enmity to mention union.

It i1s wrong to place trust in life;
Where now is Qaiser and where Faghfur?

Like a tear, do more running about!
O Asad, Delhi is still far off.

28

O sky, let there be dust on the head
Of the construction of the universe;
But let the foundations of the covenant
Of fidelity be firmly laid.
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The mirror is the scar of consternation,

And amazement is the wrinkle of despondency;
The mercury is restless,

But Asad is more restless still.

29

Like a pathway, thought

Is in the street of desire’s love-sickness;
The thread of attachment to home

Is still the chain around my feet.

Asad, I was pierced by the thorn

Of the frenzy of fidelity;

In the needle hidden lay .
The adornment of the flowery robe.

30

The self-adorning beauty still practices
The art of indifference;

The flower-decorated mirror is still

In the hand of the serving-maid.

The simplicity of an idea

Has th_e coquetry of a hundred-coloured painting;
The skirt of reflection is still

The astonishment of the mirror.
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Simple-minded, yet very cunning,
Negligent, but very clever;

From the curls of the box-tree, still
Demanding the comb of the hyacinth.

The saqgi and the instruction of enduring grief,
The assembly with its dignified authority

Is a vexation; and still the cup without wine
Is instructive like the teacher’s blow.

The preoccupation of lust is in the sight,
But it is unaware of shame;

The lament of the nightingale is still

A note of the blossoming of song.

The sound of the shattering of the heart
Is a melody of wild delight;
From a wineless bottle still
There is demand for the gurgling sound.

31

Tearing open the front-opening has still
Some tie with hesitation;

In the bud is tightly coiled

The aspiration of the rose.

Love is an ambush of pain,

And madness of heart rolls in agony afar;

The curling of the locks

Is the deceiving snare, hidden beneath the greenery
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The mirror of testing is the gift
Offered to negligence, O Asad;
The six-sidedness of causality
Is only a fancy of resignation.

32

In the wound of the heart is hidden
The bud of the beloved’s arrow;
Under the veil of a suppurating sore

Is the glorious revelation of the garden.

On the pathway of the quest for wine,
The foot is full of blisters;

Yet not even a single grape

Has so far come to hand.

The flower has bloomed, the buds are cracking,
And it is morning,

But that drunken narcissus

Is still tipsy with sleep.,

O Asad, the darkness of my black fortune
Is only too apparent;

The morning of the night of darkness
Has not yet appeared.
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33

The dire affliction of Kokhan

On one side, must be weighed
Against the heavy sleep

Of Khusrau Parvez on the other.

Whatever happens, we have destroyed
Our claim to the gathered harvest;
On one side are we, and on the other
Is the spark-flashing lightning.

On one side is the gratuitous piercing

Of heart and liver by her amorous glance,
While the deep digging of her sharp eyelashes
Is on the other.

On one side every hair of my body

Is a strong feather in a wing

Poised for flight, while on the other

Is the impatient restlessness of a fiery heart,

O Asad, on one side is the terror

Of the night of separation, and on the other
The snare of her heart-ravishing tresses,

All set to capture wild desire.
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34

O yearning for love, thou martyr

To faithfulness, demand not blood-money;
Pray only for the preservation

Of the hand and the arm of the slayer.

The lover’s impudence on the night of union
Is in fact the adorner of his supplication;
The lover’s prayer should be only

For the twist of the beloved’s plaited tresses.

By a single movement of exultant joy,
Topsy-turvy is the banquet of the unopened bud;
If thy nest be narrowly confined,

O careless one, pray not for airiness.

1 have wandered the world over,

And observed the rules of supplication;
Never ask for a friendly glance!—
Expect enmity, is my conclusion,

Beholding a pageant is not the same
As having a heart that breathes blood;
Look at the mirror, but don’t ask

For the essence of the leaf of henna.
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35

Tis on account of the disagreement

Of fate, and the severity of my distress,
That my hope has been rendered hopeless
And my desire is broken-hearted.

‘O Asad, in the tavern

The stone of the sky’s tyranny

Has struck at the spirit of the wine
And made the goblet broken-hearted.

36

If the rose at the beginning

Could foresee its end, then from the bud,
As if from the beak of the nightingale,
One would hear the moaning of the rose.

The splendid manifestation of beauty

Is like lightning to the sight;

Come what may, we must extinguish

The candle in the private chamber of our heart.

37

Although cramped like the peacock’s egg,
The heart has yet the capacity to grow
Into a garden of a hundred-coloured flowers.
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Through heedless longing, my heart,
Like an untuned instrument,
Is heaving discordant sighs.

38

I perceive how powerless is the halter
Of sighs to apprehend effect;

In the ambush of an aim, only

The vapour of sighs is found.

The glory of revelation

Is in accordance with love’s aspiration;
Apart from this, the spaciousness

Of the mirror-house is known.

The spring breeze, wandering the city,
Is pledged to the bud of the rose;

The sorcery of coquetry is nothing
But the tightening of the shirt.

Her formal courtesy

Is so all-embracing, that it is difficult
For her friendly glance

Fiom unfriendly to be known

Asad is enamoured with

The new style of oppression;
Else by the promise of constancy
Her heart-ravishing is known.
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Since we enjoy suppressing
Our longing, we have become
A guardian of desire

For the vision of the friend.

To arrive at the destination

Is to reach the flower-garden of fatigue;
In vain do we adorn

The assembly of our gait.

Let not our breath renounce

Its spark-spitting function;

By controlling the fire in our heart
We have become a burning substance.

Beholding the pageant of the flower-garden,
And having desire to pluck the flowers,

O Creator of the spring, we admit

That we are sinners.

We have no taste for the skirt

Nor affection for the front-opening,
Now that we have understeod

The glance of the rose and the thorn.

Asad, we believe complaint

To be infidelity, and prayer ungratefulness,
But still we are constrained

By the assault of desires.
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40

Where there is no way

To pass the calamitous flood,
Mad men don’t care

To build their houses.

The budding flower .

Is drowned in the river of colour;

O awareness, what place is there,

Free from the deception of the spectacle?

41

Frustrated by the glowing colour
Of the friend’s coquetry, the rose’s

Crown of pride is relegated to a niche
In the wall of the flower-garden.

It is time that the miserable nightingale
Should emulate Zuleikha, by purchasing

The rose of Joseph, whose glory is now manifest
In the bazaar of the flower-garden.

O Asad, our wild moaning
Depends on the spring season;
The river of our pouring eye
Is the canal for the flower-garden.
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42

Again in the curling of her locks,

Pathways for the sight are opened ;

The glances of lovers have gathered together
Like smoke in the open window.

Inquiry has shown that the head

Of every grain of sand

Is the darling of madness;

The crown of the tulip is full of scars.

Tell me, on whose heart do

Thy self-adorning eyelashes intend assault?
From the shallow water of the mirror

The troops have descended in battle order.

The temple and the Ka‘ba are the mirrors
Of the meaningless repetition of desire;
The weariness of yearning

Hews out these places of refuge.

43

There are a hundred thousand obstacles
In making distinction between good and bad;
Unlike the mirror, we are a blank sheet,

Like a shadow we have formed the habit
Of resignation and acquiescence in devotion;
Cheerfully we carry the scars of our heart.
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The sacred thread has become the neck veins
For the devotees; we are the first
To place our head at the foot of the idol.

44

By squeezing a flower-bud I can extract

A hundred barrels of rose-coloured wine;
But the compression of the blood-filled heart
Is quite another matter.

O envy, I am the measure

For the spaciousness of the tavern of love;
But even so, I turn out the candle

In distressed condition from the banquet.

Asad sighs for the indifference

To his heart’s disgrace;

Now from which note should I
Unfold the harmony of my lament?

45

For what infirmity should 1 pluck hope
From my anguished heart?

I am a thorn which, pricked

Into the flame, produces colour.
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No longer is this the lane of disgrace,
And the links of the chain are broken;
O sighs of grief, tell me in what manner
Should I bring forth my lament?

In the world there is no room

For the galloping past of the thriving growth

Of my desires; however I express them is according
To the capacity of the construction of my heart.

O Asad, love’s sense of honour demands
.That on her blandishment, even if the eye
And the heart make peace,

Still I should find reason for combat.

46

Through the frenzy of love

I am a cold-drawn sigh;

I am that morning brought forth

From the thought of the darkness of her tresses,

The marks of anguish

Are manifest in my face;

I am the comb which, with its teeth,
Is biting the back of the hand.

My songs are prompted by delight
In the heat of my ideas;

I am the nightingale

Of the flower-garden of the future.
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My sweet songs give to the dying

The desire for restlessness; I am the bow
Which plays upon the strings of the necks
Of those whose throats have been cut

47

In the wilderness of the world

It is difficult for two eyes to meet;

The encounter of the eyes of sun and moon
Is the harmony of a distracted dream.

The sorcery of creation is the circle

Of the assembly of affliction;

In the dark night of time’s revolution,
The hair of the head becomes disheveled.

The image of which Venus

Is such a mercurial reflection
That, like particles of dust,
The mirrors have taken flight?

Perhaps the fire will illumine

The star of our good fortune;

Else, like dry thorns,

By the flower-garden are we rejected.

O Asad, on the spectacular pageant of the world,
Indifference holds the veil; if thou dost wish

To veil thyself, then cover thine eyes,

For we are a naked picture.
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In the wilderness of longing for ease,

I am a wanderer for whom the heart’s wound
Opens wide to let me pass,

That I may reach the morning of my home.

The shade of the rose is a scar,

And the ferment of the rose’s fragrance

Is a wave of anguish; the heat of its colour
Seeks to destroy the flower garden.

49

I am that probing candle, whose foot
Has absorbed full many a piercing thorn;
Now, my objective lost, I am consumed
By the encircling conflagration.

Every limb of my body

Is a fresh spectacle for burning;
Like the illumination for Diwali
I am a blazing row of candles.

50

In our humility, we keep our feet
Firmly on the ground, like a pathway
Which, though beaten low,

Leads to the street of the friend.

—297—



UrpuU GHAZALS OF GHALIB

Beyond the crowd of tears

Is a magic house of intoxication;
We have a tavern situated

On the other side of the river.

In this world of destitution

We are like flying grains of dust;

A thousand hearts are on the move,
Forever bidding farewell to rest.

O Ghalib, ours is the frenzy

Of the separation of departed friends;
Our heart is as desolate

As the dusty wasteland.

31

The thought of the simplicity of the image

Is an embroidery of wonderment;

On the feather of the phoenix 1 have drawn

Pictures of the colour that has flown.

The bane of oppressive thinking has stuffed cotton

In the ears of the adversaries:
Else the interpietation of the dream
Is inherent in the story.

O Asad, what can we say about the style
Of the climax to the heart’s agitation?
I consider this torment

As the effect of the killer’s love.
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O sky, beware lest the anguish of the heart
May destroy the whole world;

Affliction rising from the heart of the dejected
Contains the substance to create a desert.

The wringing of hands

Is a lesson in remorse;

O thou who art buried in negligence,
Realise that love is the free gift of life.

53

If in remembering her stature,

The fire of grief rises high,

Then every scar of the liver

Will become the sun of Doomsday.

My heart aspires to cultivate

The habit of enduring oppression;

Now I shall have a binding tie

With the one who practises great cruelty.

Because of the bitterness

Of my frustration, I am hopeful
That once again I may kiss

Her sweet-as-sugar lips.

—299—



URDU GHAZALS OF GHALIB

Every foot-print of thine

Has the quality of mother-of-pearl;
Then why should not the tear

From Asaq’s eye lie in it like a pearl?

54

The tresses of thought are delicate,

And restless is the expression of my feelings;
O Lord, let not my description

Become the comber adorning my speech.

I am the snare of sight,

O Asad, fluttering there

Where even the spring morning

Cannot make a cage for colour and scent,

55

Continue to take pride in the exercise of thy coquet-
tish

Glorification, and consider the heart of the moth

Tg be the spring; but ask not about the restlessness

Hidden in the splendour of that fiery soul.

Every scar of my heart is a heart

Which is awaiting a fresh scar;

Ask not about the spaciousness of the breast
In which the testing of pain is going on.
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56

O blister, stitch up the elements
Of the footsteps with the gait;
Thus thy camel-litter will reach
The valley of nothingness.

O Asad, the complaint of the fair ones

Is the preamble to madness;

Stain with blood the heart of thy thought,

Then write on the subject of the beloved’s oppression

57

Man does not heed the lesson
From the page of warning;

The sky and the earth

Are an unheeded page turned over.

No one 1s aware

Of the secret of another;
Every individual in this world
Is an unread page.

58

Complaint and thanksgiving

Are the result of fear and hope;

Would that the house of awareness be ruined
For turning the heart into such a calamity.
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The madness and pain of helplessness
Cannot be so unavailing;

The lengthy rope of Khizr’s age

Is a long-drawn sigh of futility.

If the broken rein of yearning desire

Imparts alesson of madness, then consider the pathway
Leading to an excursion through the two worlds

As the momentary numbness of the foot asleep.

59

Sometimes one has hope of paradise,

And sometimes fear of hell;

Even in the remembrance of God

The worldly vexations of man must be considered.

Woe to him, thirsty for the testing of exertion,
Whoisdeceived by the mirage of a charming manner!
Shame not thy heady desire; it is enough

To consider the friend’s coquetry as thy refuge.

The sauciness of beauty and love

Are holding a mirror to each other;

If thou dost come upon a thorn, think it an un-
sheathed sword,

And consider that we are barefooted.

O Asad, the melody of Bedil

Is not the instrument for story telling;

Be a sacrifice to sleeping pain

And understand the weeping of life’s happenings.
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60

The trouble thou dost take over attachment
To this and that, amounts to negligence
Of the real purpose; if love makes thee dissatisfied,

Consider it the camel-litter of numb feet.

Any distinction ktetween I ard thou

Is a sign of weakness; this is love’s
First lesson; ’tis only a mede of speech.
Think of nothing but self-annihilation.

For us there is no means to realise our wishes,
Nor any chance for continued communication;
O heart and soul of the world,

Consider me also as a friend.

61

How long shall we sit in one place
Like a scar, and suffer loss;

It were better to remove our shop
From the market place of love.

Through the constraints of love, every hair of my body
Prcduces harmonious melcdy;

If T sit awhile bemoaning,

A bed of reeds will spring into existence.
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62

Whose complaint art thou citing?
Thou and infidelity? ’Tis impossible!
But we and a good name?

We dash our head!

The sword of thy cruelty cuts the flowers
In a hundred ways, and clandestinely
Kills them; the sword of grace

Needs not to be unsheathed.

Although my whole life has been passed
In grief, even so, the expounding

Of yearning love, like my complaints,
Remains still incomplete,

Through sheer despondency,

No more is Asad dependent on the Saqi;
The intoxicated, with palate dry from thirst,
Have crossed the river without obligation.

63

For the spectacle of the friend’s glorious beauty,
The flight of our sight is a humble present;

My loving glance is the wing

Stretched wide open.
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O God, how long must I endure
The lowness of the nature of desire?
Grant me the height of hands
Raised up in prayer.

At least once, lust

Should also be put on trial;

O heart of love, give me the wine
Which is the test of a man.

64

It 1s the height of presumption

To probe the blemishes of a beggar;
Even the dry thorn traces its lineage
To the flower-garden.

In union with the beloved, the desire

Of the greedy heart is increased;

On the rim of the goblet the fioth of wine
Shows the effervescence of its thirsty lips.

Happy is the heart which has become

Entirely the magic of forgetfulness;

Madness, despor.dency and grief,

These are the means for attaining the objective.

Whose spectacle is this, upset in the flower-garden?
The petals of jasmine are lying scattered

Like fragments of broken wine-bottles,

Made of Aleppo glass.
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If the exhilaration of vagrancy’s intoxication
Can bring increase of joy,

Then in every whirlwind in the wilderness
One would find a hidden earthen wine-bowl.

It is the swaying stature of the garden plants
That displays the zenith of intoxication
From head to foot; else in itself

The cypress is only an empty decanter.

Before the reflection of her rose-like countenance
The mirror becomes a cup of wine, and the mark
Of the mole on her face is reflected in the mirror
Like a spot of Portuguese wine.

Asad, when the Doomsday-statured fair ones
Raise themselves for adornment,

"Tis like the natural growth

Of « sublime poetic theme.

66

Because the camel-litter of desire

Is linked to the shoulder of flight

Of the deer, the coquetry of Latia -
Is revealed in the madness of Majnu,
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The negligent sight of the beholders

Is the veil on the face of the friend;
The shutting of eyelashes

Draws a curtain over the naked picture.

O Asad, the fastening knot of her attire
Is a bud of paradise; if it opens

I shall reveal a world of flowers
Hidden inside.

67

It was mere simplicity on our part

To have made a covenant of love with her;
The knot that bound the compact remained
An unopened eye of indifference to me.

O Asad, I know that I shall never have the power
To realise the passionate longing for union;
Would that I possessed the strength

To snatch my skirt from its grasp.

68

It is only with the help of another

That I tear the garment of house destruction;
The string of the pathway is the thread

From the skirt of the desert waste.
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In the pitch dark night of separation
From the radiant beauties,

The lamp of the heart’s abode
Burns the scar of desire.

69

The petal-shedding of the flowers

Is a gesture of gold-scattering tribute
Paid by the garden

To thy graceful rose-like body.

Although thy companionship with adversaries
Is a matter of envy,

Still more distasteful to me
Is thy bad name.

Shame for my worthlessness

Lays its head on the knee of grace;
O Asad, thy careless negligence

Is then not out of place.

70

Composing songs relies on elegance of style,

And this, it seems, is a prisoner of silence;
Likewise the smoke from the lamp
Is a chain without sound.

—308—



UrbDU GHAZALS OF GHALIB

O bud of desire, that art

The embellished palm of the beloved,
If thou wilt return my heart,

I will tell thee what is in thy fist.

71

Breath is the rival of sighs

And sight is the enemy of tears;
Thus is my captivity

Much more than thou can’st know.

"Tis not possible for my tongue to express

The desire of my silence; yet the only alternative
Is that the destroyer of the house of speech
Should be able to understand it.

72

*Tis the forgetful stupor of dejection

That is responsible for accusing me

Of conceit; O heavy drowsiness,

My ambitious desire is becoming infamous.

The farewell to vision is my assembly,
And despair for joy my messanger;
The leisure of the dance of sparks

Is for me but the message of a kiss.
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My weeping is flood-stirruped, and my sighs

Have Doomsday as their reins;

Thou dost consider Asad to be without means,
But many tumults are the ingredients of his nature.

73

The cheek of the friend has held the weeping eye
In fascination; it is strange

That the reflection of the sun
Is a candle for the dew-drenched field.

O negligent one, wonder not

That the buds of the heart can bloom,
When the breeze-like swaying strolls
Of the fair ones can produce the spring.

74

Just as the essence of the mirror is hidden
Inthe mirror, so theeyelashes ofthe friend are atrest

In my heart; the drops which trickle fiom the eyes
Are besmeared with glances.

In the snare of submission,
Where are the means for comfort?

Even the fluttering of wings is a deception
Of the tranquil heart at rest.
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What can I say about the distress
Of the wandering of my flight?
Tranquillity is the capital

Of unopened wings and feathers,

75

The leisure of life is a mirror

In which a myriad gay adornments
Are manifest; the day and the night
Are the spectator’s palm of remorse.

The horror of the wound of fidelity

Is worth seeing; its stitches are like the essence
Of the sword which has in its power

The whole heart, from one end to the other.

The sigh is a blood-stained leaf,
And the heart is the flowering theme
Of twilight; O adorner of life,

This is the terror of solitude.

O Asad, from the garden

Of the heart’s silence,

The words of love are the breath inflamed
With mysterious allusions to the flower-garden.

—311—



URDU GHAZALS OF GHALIB

76

The feathers of the peacock

Are a pageant for me;

I had one heart, which has been
Shown to me with a hundred eyes.

The tulips and the roses assembled together
Display the virtue of spring;

I am the scar which has been settled

In the midst of flowers.

I have now no mind for suffering,

Nor for sighs o’er spreading the whole world;
T am that dust which has been

Thrown upon the head in mourning.

Every atom of the goblet is, on account of me,
Intoxicated with desire; O Lord,

Whose heart am I, that I have been

So bound to the whole universe?

77

My heart has no other desire
But to receive a wound from the sword

Of her amorous playfulness; even the skirt of thought
Is torn by the hands.
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O Asad, because of the ferment
Of madness, we are unable

To see anything; the desert waste
Is a handful of dust in our eyes,

78

O thou who hast been ruined by the laments

Of the nightingale, and hast become a martyr

To the langhter of the rose—dost thou still claim
dignity,

And still harbour fear of ignominy?

The breaking of the musical instrument of thought
Is beyond the ridge of grief; yet still

The sighs are fluttering their wings

To satisfy their taste for graceful beauty.

Thousands of caravans of my desire
Have perished in the desert of despair,
But still the litter of stifled longings
Struts on the shoulders of self-conceit.

Aspirations have departed. Plaints are rife.
Fidelity has brought us to submission;

But yet, O Asad, thou dost still maintain
The illusion of pride in wisdom.
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79

Though aspiration depends not

On the image of indifference,

In the silence of the lover is hidden
The plaint for inability to speak.

The laments of the chain are the musicians
Of the lords of annihilation;

Eternal bliss can be only found

By swift fleeing from one’s selfhocd.

The mirror and the comb together
Have become the hand and the knee;

O beauty, there is passionate lamenting
For breach of faith.

80

The nest of existence

Is to be thrown out; but here,
That which 1s eager for the burning
Is itself the means of construction.

The flaming sword of annihilation
Cripples ambition;

O scar of desire, thy shield
Should be surrendered.
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Except for uselessly putting dust
On one’s head, what is the gain?
Yet even in the wide plain of desire
One has to scurry here and there,

O thou who hast not received the fruit of thy labours,
What is the use of growing?

Yet for the spectacle of the rose,

One must crane the neck.

It is simplicity of mind

That craves for entertainment,

When, O Asad, the colour of the flower-garden
—Even this must vanish,

81

The tongue is begging

The power of speech from Thee;
And silence has its own way

Of communication from Thee.

The moaning of those without hearts,

In their affliction is addressed to Thee;

The lamp of the morning and the blooming
Of the autumn flower are both from Thee.

The spring of sight’s astonishment,
Testifying to man’s endurance;

The feet of death, hennaed by the blood
Of martyrs—all from Thee.
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"he fairy imprisoned in the bottle,

\nd the lovely face reflected in the mirror:
"he astonished eye of the waiting maid
hedding blood—are all from Thee.

)n one side the freshness of the morning of prayer
nventing effects, and on the other

‘he spring of lamentation, and the colourfulness
)f sighs—all from Thee.

. myriad roses, mirrored

1 the lap of desire, and hope
bsorbed in the delightful pageant
if the flower-garden—all from Thee.

ur supplication is a veil

‘oncealing the conceit of our self-worship;
he adoring forehead prostrated

it Thy threshold —is from Thee.

irace is laying an ambush of excuse
or mercy; fulfilment

f ambitious desires and the trials

f affliction are all from Thee.

ow sad that in the spring season

sad is confined in one cornerof anenchanted cage,
'hen the graceful walk, the flower-garden

nd the gentle breeze are all from Thee.
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The order is—not to be restless,

And yet rest is forbidden;

In spite of the exercise of wild madness,
Fleeing is forbidden.

Shame has transformed the forehead of the flood
Into a mirror of astonishment;

It is legitimate to be water,

But to trickle is forbidden.

Ecstasy is the ruler of the wonderland
Of madness; here it is the law

That stitching up of wounds is a crime,
And tearing of shirts is forbidden.

Now with the joyful news of sight

"Tis a disgrace to demonstrate one’s anguish;
Tonight, even the throbbing

Of the stars in heaven is forbidden.

For fear of their delicate nature,

When the fair ones are strolling in the garden,
Even the growth in minute cells of vegetation
Under the ground is forbidden.

My dear friends, the beloved

Can’t help being indifferent;

Hearing the moaning of the nightingale
Is for the rose forbidden.
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O Asad, the denyer of wine-drinking
Is ignorant; but without the love

Of the Saqi of paradise,

Wine is forbidden.

MISCELLANEOUS VERSES

1

I crave for cruelty, so let there be

More cruelty for me;

Thou art pleased with oppression—

Very well, then let there be much more of it.

Thou art an 1dol, but why should’st thou
Harbour the conceit of godhead?

It were better if thou wert called Lord —
Very well, then let there be another god.

My anguished heart again hankers

To go into thy street;
Very well, then let there be another Ka‘ba
And let there be another pointer to the Ka‘ba.

O God, why should we not

Join paradise to hell?

Very well, this way then let there be
More space for sight-seeing.

(Urdua-i-M‘ualla)
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If it passes, they call it night,

And if it bites, it is called a snake;
Someone should tell me then,
What those curling tresses are.

If one wishes to write down

The ordinance of predestination,
Then let him do so; but who knows
What is in the movement of that pen?

(Khutut)

3

It is not possible that, even by mistake,
I should find ease and comfort;

In the wilderness of grief, [ am the deer
Which has espied the hunter.

Whether by predestination or free-will,
I remain afflicted ; sometimes

I am a long-drawn sigh

And sometimes a trickling tear.

I have nothing to do with the rosary
Or with the wine bowi;

In a dream, 1 am seen as one
Whose hands have been cut off.
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Being most humble,

I bear enmity to none;

I am neither a fallen grain,
Nor a stretched-out snare.

My value and my position
Are not what they should be;
I am that Joseph

Who is sold to the first bid.

There is no place for me
In the heart of anyone;

I am an eloquent speech
Which is, so far, unheard.

In the circle of the pious

I am contemptible;

Bat in the company of sinners
I am the most select.

O Asad, as one bitten
By a dog fears water,

So I, being man-bitten,
Am afraid of the mirror.

—320—
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4

My speech will never cross
The bounds of reverence:
I also know the secrets—
Should I tell them, or not?

Because of this heart,

Which is my mortal enemy,

I am a captive of misfortune—
Should I tell it, or not?

(Diwan-i-M‘aruf)
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PUBLISHER'S NOTE

The publisher regrets that a few errors have remained uncorrected, and three
verses which had been revised by the author have been ncluded in the text
in their unrevised form. The correct versions are given below.

1. p.86 lines 13 and 14
Ask not about the ecstasy
Of joy in welcoming the flood;

2. p.92 Lines 10,11 and 12
Else, whether I lose my head, or not,
1 would not refrain from saying
All that I wanted to say.

3. p-245 Lineid
Of the starry heaven

4. p.297 48 should be inserted at the head of page.

ERRATA

Page Line For Read

46 24 will will

49 16 your thy

55 20 wasteland waste land
101 20 the wall thy wall
113 20 unparalieled unparalielled
140 4 Thy thy
142 9 constcliation constellation of the Bear
233 3 blistered{ect blistered feet
252 6 adornmens adornments
275 6 fulfillment fuifilment
276 18 wasteland waste land
294 1 veins vein
296 12 disheveled dishevelled
298 12 wasteland waste land
312 20 the thy
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