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‘The poetry which the Progressive Writers' Movement produced did not reach
the heights which the short story did. But one poet secured for himself an
important place in Urdu poctry and upheld some of the major values of he
progressives for nearly half a century, from the middle thirtics right up to his
death in 1984. This was Faiz Alunad Faiz. By the middle fifiies he was already
recognized as the leading Urdu poet of Pakistan, and rapidly became the most
popular Urdu poet of the whole subcontinent,

As we shall see, it was not solely the excellence of his poctry that won him
this position, but his poetry is nonciheless his most importani legacy to us and
demands our main attention. !

Faiz began his carcer as a poct at a lime when different categories of poels
catered for different, and often conflicling, tastes. First were those, mainly
ghazal poets, who were content 1o continue virtually unchanged the classical
wradition and regarded any departure [rom it as a departure from poeury itself.
Two other groups wrote in conscious response (o whal they fell to be the
demands of new times and new condilions. One comprised the progressives and
their sympathizers, whose viewpoint has been discussed in the previous chapler,
and the other those equally self-conscious innovatars whose major organization
was the Halqga i Arbalb i Zaug (Circle of Men of Good Taste, or, more literalty,
Circle of Possessors of Taste). The tone of this somewhat pretentious title
captures very well the lofty disdain that they pencrally feli for their numerous
contemporarics who had not been blessed with ‘good taste’. Their quarre] with
the progressives steinmed from their view that ant and propaganda were muty-
ally exclusive, and that art must be for art's sake alone. (It must be said that
some of the progressives provided ample fuel for this fire, producing verse
which, if clearly progressive, was equally clearly not poetry. However, it should
also be said that some of the ‘men of tasie’ made the opposite mistake and
assumed that anything that was presented as a poem and was clearly nat
propaganda must therefore be an.) The progressive school inctuded some whose
hostility (o the ‘men of tastc’ was matched by a hostilily 10 the ghazal, which
they regarded as an owtmoded, medieval form. '

Faiz from the very beginning hetd himself atoof from all these extreme views.
His poetry of all periods shows a certain catholicity of aste and a command of
a wide range of skills which enabled him to win acceptance and esteem from
the audiences for all three weids, Ghazals, poems on overtly progressive
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themes, and ‘modem’ pocms which do not, however, express anything incon-
sistent with progressive values — all are 10 be found in his collections of verse.
50 100 arc poems in the tradition of the gavvali — popular devotional Muslim
verse - and of the tarana - rousing verse embodying the sentiments appropriate
to popular political campaigning. Faiz maintained this breadih of range 1o the
last, and it is one of the bases of his exceptionat popularity.

Eight colleciions of his verse were published in his lifctime. The first, Nagsh
i Faryadi.2 was published in 1941, and includes poems dating from 1928-29
onwards. The last dated poem in his last collection, a ghazal, was written in
November 1984, only a matter of days before his death. Poems by Faiz, a good
setection of poems with paralle! verse translations by V.G. Kiernan, was
published under the auspices of UNESCO in 1971, Alnost all the poems,
Kiernan says, ‘were chosen by Faiz himself, and all the translations have been
discussed with him,'3 and Kieman has added an introduction? and notes. The
selection covers the first four colleclions, and a few poems from (at that time)
uncollected verses. Although these four collections comprise only about half of
Faiz's wtal output, most of the poems ! discuss in this chapter are taken from
them. There are two main reasons for this, The {irst is that Faiz’s best-known
poems (and in my view almost all his best ones) arc included in these first four
collections, while the last four have relatively few. And a second, rather more
mundane one, is that Poems by Faiz (which was recently republished’) provides
the maximum help both to those who are able 10 study his verse only through
the medium of English and to those whose study of Urdu is still in its relatively
carly stages. Kieman's translations are appreciably betier, and certainly closer
to Faiz’s originals, than any of those by subsequent wanslators, and for students
of Urdu, there is the help afforded by the Roman iransliterations and the literal
translations which the book provides. ’

Three of the first Tour collections include forewords by Faix himself, and in the
{orewords to the first and the fourth (Dast § Tth i Sang) he tells us something of
their themes and of the varying backgrounds against which they were produced.
Almost all the poems of the period 1928-29 10 1934-35 were the product (1o use
the coy words of his introduction to his first collection) of a muayyan (‘estab-
lishcd’) emotion. One guesses that by ‘an established ¢motion’ he means one
gencrally recognized as being commonly experienced ~ that is, love — and this
is confirmed by his description of this in the introduction to his fourth collection,
where, speaking of these same carly poems, he describes them, in words only a
trifte less coy, as springing from ‘that affliction of the heart which befalls most
pcople in their youth,” Numbers of these, not surprisingly, are in the ghazal form,

The earliest of his most famous poems, mufh se pahli si muhabbat, meri
mahbub, na mang, ‘my beloved, do not ask of me my former kind of fove' {No.
6 in Kicrman's translation where i is entitled ‘Love, Do Not Ask’) begins the
second part of Nagsh i Faryadi and marks, he tells us, the beginning of a new
consciousness, an awareness that a man's love for a woman cannot be the be all
and end all of life, and that he must be aware of, and deeply affected by, the
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suffering of the poor anl exploited. A belter poem is “To the Rival® (No. 7 in
Kieman). In the traditionul ghazal the rival is a stock character, the type of the
false lover whose professions of lave, all 100 often accepled by the poet’s
beloved as sincere, are in fact a deception, practised to achieve his own setfish
ends. In Faiz's poem by contrast he is one whose love is as sincere as the poel’s
own, and one with whom the poet feels a common bond, and indeed a common
bond stronger than he could fee! with any other, since both he and his rival have
forged it from identical expericnce. Faiz goes on rather abrupily to say that from
this experience 'l learned to be the friend of suffering creatures’ and that now
whenever he thinks of the suffering and the exploitation that is their lot, a fire
over which he has no control sets his heart allame. In Poetry' s Theme however,
{No.12 in Kieman) he declares that, aware as he is that the sufferings of the poor
afford themes for pociry, the charms of his beloved are such that only they can
be the theme of his pociry. But it seems that he did not always feel like this,
Only a few poems before Poetry’ s Theme comes one of his best directly political
poems, Speak. In Kieman's translation (No.11 in his selection) it reads:

Speak, for your two lips are free;
Speak, your wngue is still your own;
This straight body still is yours -
Speak, your life is still your own.

See how in the blacksmith's forge
Flames leap high and steel glows red,
Padlocks opening wide their jaws,
Every chain's embrace oulspread!

Time encugh is this brief hour
Until body and tongue lie dead;
Speak, for truth is living yet —~
Speak whatever must be said.

I shall return 10 this poem below,

Nagsh i Faryadi was published in 1941.% A second collection, Dast i Saba,’
did not appear until eleven years later, in 1952, and presumably includes all the
verse he had written over these eleven years. These were years in which he had
acted on the conclusions he had reached in the mid-thirties and played an active
part in sccial and political movements, He had been a leading light in the
Progressive Wniters, Association from the start. In June 1942, convinced now
that with the entry of the Soviet Union into the Second World War it was the
duty of progressives everywhere 1o support the war effort, he joined the ammy,
in which he served unti! December 1946, leaving with the rank of Licutenant-
Colonel, and (in 1943) having been awarded the MBE. From February 1947 10
March 1951 he edited simultancously two progressive daily papers, the
English-language Pakisian Times and the Urdu fmroz — the dulies of an editor
in Pakistan being perhaps rather less oncrous than Western readers might
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suppose, He also publicly identified himself with the trade union movement,
and in 1951 was Vice-President of the Pakistan Trade Union Federation. In the
relatively free political conditions that prevailed up to 1951 he also served in
posts o which he was appointed by the Pakistan govemment, going to San
Francisco in 1948 and Geneva in 1949-50 as a member of the Pakistan govern-
ment delegalions to the International Labour Organization (IL0O).%

But independence had not brought into being the kind of regime that could
maintin the unity of all those who had fought for it, and, both in India and
Pakistan, the new rulers began o wrn with increasing ruthlessness against the
mass ol the people whose support had brought them 10 power. The strength and
depth of Faiz's feclings on political issues had evidently increased over the
years, and in Dast i Saba poems on political theines occupy a prominent place,
Despite his earlier disctaimer in Poetry's Theme, he has now found in these
themes the inspiration which produces true poetry no less effectively than
themes of love. In 1952, when this collection appeared, only five years had
passed since the political settlement of August 1947 which brought inde-
pendence to the subcontinent and its simultaneous partition into the two states
of India and Pakistan. Two of Faiz's best poems express the widespread
disappointment which the afiermath of independence had brought.

To a Political Leader (No.14 in Kieman's selection) reproaches the type of
leader at whose call his followers have fought against almost impaossible odds
10 achieve their aims, whose whole political capiw! consists of this heroic,
self-sucrificing support - and who now wants 1o curly the forces which he himself
had mobilized, even if by so doing he jeopardizes all the gains that have been
won. Freedom's Dawn (No,19 in Kiernan's selection) speaks direcily of the
August 1947 settlement, described in its firdt line as

R y/ 3 P -
/Juj__d/: ‘Ul!i EbEN z
“This much stained radiance, this night-bitlen morning’, and goes on 1o say that
thig is not the dawn that those who had fought for freedom had laboured so hard
10 bring. Our new rulers, says Faiz, 1ell us to rejoice because the struggle is over
now. Not s, he says, :

Night’s heaviness is unlessened still, the hour
Of mind and spirit’s ransom has nol struck;
Let us go on, our goal is not reached yel

These two poems, and the earlier poem Speak, exemplify a marked charac-
teristic of Faiz's progressive poetry. He never speaks, as some of his conlem-
poraries do, in the strident tones that raise the hackles of all except the converted,
but maintains what I have called the universality of the traditional ghazal, which
enables it to speak to different people’s different conditions. (And indeed this
is 2 quality of much of the world's great poctry.) I have read (somewhere that I
cannot now recall) that Speak was written soon afler the outbreak of the Second
World War, and reflects the very widespread indignation of politically articulate
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Indians at Britain’s high-handed declaration of war on India’s behalf, and at the
restrictions of politicat libertics imposed in the name of wartime needs. But
nothing in what the poem actually says restricts it 1o that situation (and in the
notes, Kiernan, guite properly, does not think it necessary to iell us anything of
the circumstances in which it was writien). Moreover, the poens Lells its audience
to speak, but doesn’t iell it whar 10 speak. And 30 it remains a spinited call 10 all
free men, in any country and any age, to speak out boldly what free men have
a duly 10 say, cven though they risk imprisonment if they do so. To a Political
Leuder has the same sort ol universalily. Readers encountering it for the first
(e when Dast § Saba came out in 1952 would abmost certainly assume that il
was addressed 1o the feaders of the new post-independence stales. But Kiernan's
note tells us that it was the mass uprisings of August 1942 that had inspired it

Freedom’ s Dawn has the same universal quatity. Some of Faiz's left-wing
critics have criticized it for an alleged ambivalence, arguing that anyone who is
dissatisfied with the post-independence regimes of India and Pakislan can
identify with it. But that view is quite unicnable. The poem’s theme is the
disappointment of those who had fought for independence - and not of anyone
else; and it captures admirably the sort of helpless restlessness after 1947 of
milions of people who had felt that indepeadence would see the birth of a brave
new world without quite knowing what that brave new world would be like, and
who now felt that whatever independence ought 10 have brought, it was certainly
not this, Faiz's lefi-wing critics would presumably have wanted him o produce
a poem which would have told its readers why independence had not brought
the resubts they had hoped for and what must now be done 10 remedy the
situation. But I know of no Urdu poem which has done this, and 1 very much
doubt whether this kind of-demand is one that poctry can meet. Poetry demands
whal one may call a certain gencrality; greater specificity belongs to the domain
of prose. ‘

It is about half-way through Dasr § Saba hiat we find the poem in which he

at last compleiety harmonizes the love one leels Tor a lover, with its demand for
self-sacrifice, with the wider, more inclusive love that imakes similar demands.
In Two Loves (N0.29 in Kieman) Faiz expresses his equal dedication 10 his
mistress and 10 his stitl recenily established country, Pakistan, speaks of alt that
he has suffered in his tove for both, and concludes

Yel my heart feels no regret for either love
My heart bears every scar bui that of regret.

This stand is one which thenceforth he never abandoned. And though Two Loves
does not explicitly say so, it is clear from other poems that when Faiz speaks of
his commitment 1o his country he means fiest and foremost commitmient 10 the
cause of the poor and exploited masses of its people.

The poetry of the years 10 1952 constamly reflects an awareness of dangers
that lie ahead, speaks of the risks of sulfering, imprisonment and even exccution
that those who fight for the cause of the people will be obliged o face, and calls
upon them 10 be steadfast in the fight. By the time it was published Faiz was
himsell in gaol. In March 1951, he, a number of leading communists, and a
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group of anmy officers had been arrested and charged with aking pan in a
conspiracy to overthrow the Pakistan government. It was not until just over fous
years later, in April 1955, that he was released on bail. (He was acquitied in
September 1955.) Most of the poems in Dast i Saba, and all the poems of Faiz's
third coliection, Zindan Nama (Prison Writings), published in 1956, were
written during his imprisonment. One ol Faiz's {ellow-*conspirmors’ in dic
Rawalpindi Conspiracy Case, as it was called, was Major Muhanmad Ishaq,
and in a long and valuable introduction 0 Zindan Nama be gives us a faidy
detailed account of Faiz's imprisonment, He was arrested on 9 March 1951, and
for three months held in solitary confinement in Sargodha and Lyallpur (now
Faisalabad) Gaols and deprived of writing materials. Then, until July 1953, he
was in Hyderabad gaol, The ‘conspirators’ were then split up and sent 10
different prisons. Faiz and Muhammad Ishag were among those who were
allacated 1o Montgomery gaol, and i1 was from there that Faiz was released in
April 1955,

Faiz, in a short essay prcfd(,ed 1o his fourth collection Dast i Tik i Sang,1?
has described what the experience of imprisonment did for his development as
a pocl. He says that the verse he wrote in gaol continues that strand in his poctry
which began with Love, Do Not Ask,

But the experience of imprisonment, like that of love, is in itself one of
fundamental significance, and opens up new windows of thought and vision.
Thus in the first place, all one’s sensations are again heighlened, as they had
been at the onset of youth, and the sense of wonder at the coming of day, the
shades of evening, the deep blue of the sky, and the feel of the passing brecze
comes back once more. Another thing that happens is that the time and
distunce of the world outside be¢ome unreal. Things that are ncar seem [ar
away, and far away things scem near, and the distinction belween tommorrow
and yesterday vanishes 5o thal sometimes a imoment secms like an eterity
and things (hat happened a century ago seem o have happened only ycster-
day. And thirdly, in the leisure of isolation from thie world outside, onc hinds
time for thought and study, and time 10 devole more attention 1o adonting
the bride of poelry.

— in other words, time for polishing one’s verse.

Both Faiz and Ishaq speak of dilferent distinctive periods (‘moods’, as Ishaqg
calls them) of the verse of these four years of imprisonment. The first, says Ishag,
was that of the three months of solitary confinement, where Faiz composed and
memorized the short poem that now stands first in Dast i Saba. Kiernan's
transtation of it reads (No.17),

If ink and pen are snatched from me, shall |

Who have dipped my finger in my heart’s blood complain -
Or if they seal my tongue, when [ have made

A mouth of every round link of my chain?

and his nole on it icls us that it is ‘one of several poems that Faiz comiposed in
solitary confinement, when deprived of writing maicrials, and was only able w0
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wrile down several maonths later.” Ishaq says ‘Faiz Sahib used 10 say that in those
days he feht greatly inspired and all manner of themes would come 10 mind;
some poems he could not remember afierwards, but those he could are included
in Dast i Saba.' He then lists seven of them, Kiernan's selection includes three
of these, numbers 17 {just quoted), 25 and 28. Al three express courage in the
face of every danger, and confidence in what the fiture will bring. Thus in Taug
o Dar ka Mausam, This Hour of Chain and Gibbet (1o use Kiernan's title), he
calls the tine

This hour of chain and gibbet and rejoicing
Hour of necessity and hour of choice.

and telis his captors

At your command the cage, but not the garden’s
Red rose-fire, when its radiant hour begins;

No noose can catch the dawn wind's whirling feet,
The spring's bright hour fatls prisoner to no net.

Others will see if 1 do not, that hour
Of singing nightingale and splendid (lower.

For some reason Faiz himself in the essay just quoted is silent about these
first three months, and speaks of only two periods — the Hyderabad one (June
1951 to July 1953) and the Montgomery one (July 1953 to April 1955).

He says of the verse of the (wo-year Hyderabad period that it is dominated
by the - “sense of wonder”, and instances one of the last poems in Dast { Saba,
A Prison Nightfall, (No. 33 in Kiernan's selection) as an example.

Step by step by its twisted stairway
Of constellations, night descends

Graciously on that roof’s high crest

The moonlight's exquisite lingers gleam;
One thought keeps running in my heart —
Such nectar life is av this instant,

Those who mix the tyranis’ poisons

Can never, now or LOmMOrrow, win...,

Ishaq says of this period that ‘all the physical comforts that are possible in jail
were provided,’ and that although there were a number of charges against them
that carried the death penalty, the “conspirators’ were in excellent morale and
confident that somehow victory would be theirs. But Faiz, on 14 July 1952,
suffered a heavy blow when his brother, who had come 10 visit him in gaol, died
of a sudden hean anack.

In July 1953 when Fiiz, Ishag and others were allocated 1o Montgomery Jail,
Faiz was first sent for two months 10 Karachi to undergo medical weatment, and
it was not until September 1953 that he began his almost continuous stay in
Montgomery. (For three weeks in March 1954, Ishaq tells us, lhcy were sent to
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Lahore 10 have their tecth attended to.) Faiz says that these years were i
o ir tectt that | a period
dgfj ril:lc;rtl:;li:;: :J‘:rl:]l ;::iuc - Almost all the poems in Zindan Nama were written
Ishaq says that Faiz felt the constraints of prison life in Mo
more keenly bcc_:aqsc in hospital in Karachi ﬁc had been rcla?il\g;‘;l?;zea"‘}'{\iz
friends had no difficulty in coming (o see him [and] these were reasons w}ly he
came 10 fee intensely the blessings of freedom.’ When he came 1o Monigomer
Gaol, therefore, he felt the extremity of the contrast. He began, o, to feel morz
keenly what must be the plight of other political prisoners in other c'ounlrics He
salute o the freedom fighters of Africa, Aftica, Come Back, belongs to ‘lhis
collccuo_n. Alrchy in Dast i Saba he had written To the Students of Iran Who
gave their Lives in the Struggle for Peace and Freedom —expurgated in Kieman
(No.30_) to read To Some Foreign Students.... and to omil all references to Iran
{and with an anxious note *...this poem should be taken in a general sense, not
as referring 10 any panticular place or time.™1) Ishaq says that in Monlgor;lery
gaol they read in the American periodical Time an account of the shooting of
Iranian students in prison, printed alongside pictures of the place where they
had been killed. ‘Faiz feels a special love for (Iran), the country of Sadi and
Hafiz. Hc was upset and disturbed for several days,’ and eventually gave
expression 10 his feelings in a poem The Last Night, in which he portrays the
..._lhoqghls that pass through the mind of a prisoner on the night before his
execulion next moming.” (This poem for some reason is, as far as [ can ascertain
not included in any of Faiz’s collections.) '
.In Zz.ndan Nama 100 is a poem, We Who Were Killed in the Dark Sireet
written in May 1954 afier reading the letters of Julius and Ethel Rosenberg lhc'
Amencar! couple who werc executed, despite worldwide protests, afier bt'aing
fouqd gux!_ty (wrongly, as many believed) of beiraying atomic secrets to (he
Soviet Union. ishaq regards the poem Darica (The Window) as the most
complele expression of Faiz’s mental siate at this time. Faiz himself singles out
O City of Lights as typical of this period. Both are included in Poems by Faiz
numbered respectively 36 and 35.
The Window begins

In my barred window is many a cross
and goes on 10 list some of the things that are crucified on these crosses

On one the heaven's spring cloud is crucified
Qn one the radiant noon is crucified

Yel every day they retum, revived 10 be crucified again.

Zindan Nama is only the third of Faiz’s eight collections of his poems, but
}he fust three collections provide ample materials for a study of alt that is best
in his poetry, and [ shall make only occasional references to later poems.

['have hitherto spoken mainly of Faiz's political poems, because I believe
ll!ese 1o be his best, But as I said at the outset, there are also poems of other
kinds. Some of the besl are his love poems, often, though not always, in ghazal
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form. The very first pocm in Nagsh i Faryadi, comprising only two couplets
and headed simply Ashar (Couplets) but in Kicman's ranslation entitled Last
Nighi, is one such pocm. This translation reads:

Last night your faded memory filled my heart
Like spring’s calm advent in the wildemess,
1.ike the solt desert footlualls ol the breeze,

Like peace somchow coming 10 one in sickness.

Another short poem, also in Nagsh i Faryadi, is in Kiernan's translation (No.22)
headed Her Fingers and reads:

The softness of her fingers is in this dawn-wind’s hand;

And as it stirs, the fancy comes today to my mind _
That hier soft hands are scarching through the ranks of our fricnds
To find what are their heartaches, to feel where are their wounds.

A ghazal of live couplets in Zindan Nama, unusuatly simple in its language
and wilh a long, srongly rhythmic line

—— i — — i — e — = = —

begins

When are you not with me in memory? When is your hand not in mine? A
thousand thanks that as night follows night, no night is a night of separation,

The ghazal ends

if you gamble in the game of love, stake as much as you like — why be afraid?
If you win, what happiness! And even if you lose, all is not fost.

Another poem of two couplets in Dast i Tik i Sang is headed Tanhai (Solilude)
and reads:

Today loneliness like a well-tricd friend

Has conie (o be my cvening winc-pourer.

We sit together waiting for the moon to risc
And sct your image gleaming in every shadow.

Finally there are poems which are neither political poems nor pocms of love.
it is a sriking feature of his poetry that he is not afraid to portray in a poem any
emotion that he feels deeply. Such poems are clearly not ‘propaganda’ (and this
allows the ‘Men of Good Taste’ 1o approve of them) and though most have
nothing in them to offend progressives cither, some of them do. For progressives
— or at any rate the most puritanical among them — it is a cardinal sin 1o despair.
Well, Faiz sometimes felt a keen sense of despair, and since he felt it, he
cxpressed it His poem Yas (Despair) is on that theme and nothing else, and
contains no sop lo the puritan progressives (such as, for example, an cxpression
of regret, confession ol weakness aind S0 on); it belongs to the late 1920s, the
days of the greal world cconomic cnisis, days in which, says Faiz, graduates
Jooked in vain for employment, *days when suddendy children's laughter died,
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when ruined peasants left their fields to work as labourers in the cities, and when
respeciable women ook 1o prostitution.” It was writlen in the period before Faiz
became a revolutionary, but he quotes it in his foreword 10 his fourth collection,
Dqst i Tih i Sang published in 1965, withom any adverse comment, and
cvidently did not include it in those poems of his youth which {(as we shall see)
he regarded as not reaching a ‘tolerable’ standard.

Fai.z himsell says that *The period after Zindan Nama was one of some mental
wnrmoil. [ had lost my profession of journalism. I had again to go to gaol. The
period of martial law arrived....' (In September 1955 Faiz had resumed his post
as editor of the Pakistan Times, butin December 1958, in the early days of Ayub
Khan's martial law regime, he was again imprisoned and the Pakistan Times
and associated newspapers were in 1959 taken over by the military regime.)
Faiz continues, *...and in the mind and atmosphere of that environment alike,
conditions gave rise to a fecling that once again the road ahead was lo some
exient blocked and one must look for other ways forward.” It was a period, he
says, of "stagnation and waiting’. He is writing, presumably somewhere around
1964 or 1965, because although the piece is not dated it appears as a sor( of

. foreword to Dast i Tih i Sang and, one imagines, was written 1o serve as such.

He continued 1o live and write for another twenly years, and one wonders
whether he ever reaily emerged from the mental state he describes. At all events,
1955 marks the beginning of a new period. To the best of my knowledge he
never wrote any accounlt of his development over these years to continue hig
account of the period 1928 to 1955; so we do not know what he thought about
it.

I have already said that 1 shall not in this chapter discuss more than an
occasional example of his verse of this period. I shall, however, say something
of his role both as a poet and as a prominent figure in the public life of Pakistan;
and this requires some further discussion of the 1934 10 1955 period as well.

Al the beginning of this chapter 1 said thal it was not solely the excellgnce
of his poetry that won him the pre-eminent position he came 1o occupy. We
should note here some of the other factors that contributed to his standing.
Generalizing them, one might say that Faiz was always, both in politics and in
literature, sufficiently identified and sufficiently unidentified with a number of
different groupings to gel the best of a number of worlds. To say this is not (o
question his sincerity - a quality which is not the exclusive property either of
the committed or of the uncommitted — but simply to stale a fact. Let us first
take the literary field,

Faiz was a Panjabi, but like most Panjabi Muslim writers, he always chose to
write in Urdu which, since the decline in Persian, has been the dominam
language of culture of the Muslim community throughout the subcontinent, {The
few poems which he wrote in Panjabi towards the end of his life do not
significantly alter the piclure.) His anainments in Urdu were such as 10 excite
both the pride of his fellow-Panjabis and the admiration of the ahl-i-zaban — the
people of Urdu mother ongue, The first were proud that one of them could write

et
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Urdu well; the second admired the exceptional attainments of one who was not
one of them; and no poet of Urdu mother tongue could have won this kind of
estcem [rom both publics.

Secondly, as we have already seen, he wrote in a way which enabled him o
appeal o each of the (broadly speaking) three different audiences for poetry.

Two lactors outside the lield of poetry also contributed to his prestige. Firsily,
in 1941 he married an English wife; and secondly although his sympathics were
with the poor, he was not one of them, and lived a decent, respecuable,
reasonably comfortable life which his respectable contemporaries recognized
with a fecling of satisfaction as being very much like their own. {In my
experience these essentially snobbish attitudes held by people in South Asia —
and, for that matier, elsewhere — are nol perceived as being In any way
inconsistent with advanced revolutionary views.)

Faiz's imprisonment as one of the accused in the Rawalpindi Conspiracy
case brought, along with the hardships, an enhanced fame; so that when he came
out of gaol he had a larger and more appreciative public than when he went in,

Finally, by this time he was the leading progressive poet in Pakistan, a sort
of personal embodiment, unique in Pakistan, of the by now vinually defunct
Progressive Writers' Association,

Thus conditions that came into existence independently of his will of his
contriving, brought him to the fore. He was a highly imeHigent man and, as the
words I have quoted above imply, now bepan 10 ke stock of his new position.

It seems 1o me that from the time of his release afler the Rawalpindi
Conspiracy trial Faiz made up his mind that he was not again going 1o do
anything that could land him in prison, and that he was going w lcad as
comfortable a life as possible, praclaiming the same message in his poetry as
he had always done, remaining in the limelight, but refraining from any
dangerous political activity. At all cvents, he suffered imprisonment only once
after that, when Ayub Khan established his martial law cegime in 1958, (He was
in gaol from December 1958 10 April 19593 | am 0ld that far from being
imprisoned on Ayub Khan's instructions, e was gacled without Ayub Khan's
knowledge by an over-zealous subordingte who thought that Faiz's imprison-
ment would please the Americans, and that pleasing the Americans was an
important part of Ayub’s poticy. My informant tclts me that when the officially
approved organizalion of Pakistani writers protesied, Ayub Khan told them that
he had given no orders for Faiz's imprisonment and gave immediate instructions
for his release. Afler that, untif the end of his life, Faiz lived a lifc of considerable
material comfort, surrounded by rich and influential friends who would entertain

him lavishly and treat him 10 the whisky of which he was so fond.

His position in the political and social life of Pakistan was somewhai similar
1o his pasition in poetry — one of an avoidance of full commitment 10 any ciear
cut stand and one which therefore enabled him to steer clear of anyone's strong
disapproval, Always on the left, but never cither a Communist Panty member or
so close o fellow-tmmvetler as 1o be identificd with it, his stand may be fairly

described as a blend of Marxism with a kind of sccular Pakistani nationalism,
a blend of a kind which made him close enough 1o the comnunists 1o win their
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praise and respect, but not so close as to forfeit the fricndship of the more liberal
elements of the Pakistani establishment, or indeed of that establishment as a
whole in its more liberal moments. ln international politics 1o he came to
occupy a similar position, especially during the years when Pakistan moved
[rom us one-tine stand of clear and uncomplicated alignment with the West in
the carly days of the Cold War. Thus, Faiz indecd contributed, both as a poct
and as a citizen, to the cause of peace and friendship between nations, but one
toubts all the same whether he would have been awarded the Lenin Peace Prize
in 1962, and whether Pakistani opinion would have been so pleased at his
recciving the award, had he been either closer or less close Lo cither of the 1wo
positions between which he stood. His standing internationatly contributed
{urther both 10 his fame and to his comfort. During his sojourns in the Soviet
Union he was provided with ail the comforis of the life to which he had
accustomed himself — and so also, though less frequently, in Ching, Cuba, the
USA and other countries he visited.

Other features of Faiz's behaviour contributed 10 this sort of blurring of the
lines. Kicrnan says that in his personal relationships he is famous for his silences
-(p.26) and one could say the samge of him in the political field. Even his [riends
would, I think, find it hard 10 1ehl how far these were the silences of uncertainty
and how far the deliberately ambiguous silences of political tactics, His travels
abroad had somcthing of the same character, so that one of our mutual acquain-
tances once said (0 me in some exasperation, ‘When Faiz ought (o stay in
Pakistan he comes out, and when he ought 10 stay ou he goes back.”

His acceptance of govermment posts, in the conditions of relative polilical
liberty which existed unlil 1951, is, 1 think, both undersiandable and justifiable.
His continuing acceptance of them in later years is, 10 say the least, rather less
so. Under the Bhuto regime of 1971-77 he'was Cultural Adviser 1o Bhutio and
continued 10 hold this post until Bhutto’s overthrow by Zia ul Hag, long afier
Bhuto’s savage and vindictive nature was inflicting imprisonment, torture and
humiliation of the most shameful kind upon those who crossed him. In 1977,
when General Zia al Hag again esublishied martial law, Faiz thought i best 1o
lcave the country; but nobody forced him 10: he went of his own [ree will 10 wke
up a weH-paid post of editor of a Soviet-supported kiterary journal. He remained
abroad until returning 1o settle in Lahore in November 1982, iwo years before
his death.

All this brings one back 10 his role as a poet; for this sort of ambiguity
rcpresents, in a way, a somewhat novel development of an old wadition. In the
old quasi-feudal amocratic society the ghazal poct was, amongst other things,
the licensed critic of the establishiment, and was protecied by two generally
accepled conventions, The first of these was the nature of the ghazat itself, which
penmitted many of #s verses (0 be interpreted sintullancously on several planes
of meaning, some more ‘dangerous’ than others. The second was the convention
that in his poetry he had a right 10 be as unambiguously rebellious as he
pleased-but at the price of hiving his words regarded as *only poctry’, and not
to be taken seriously outside the poetic sympaosiom ~ the mushaira — where they
were uticred. Faiz ok full advantage of this time-honoured convention, Bul he
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did more than that. Whether by conscious design or not, he in some degree
succeeded in extending the range of operation of this convention beyond the
bounds of the mushaira into society at large, and brought into being a siluation
in which his role as a poet enhanced his role as a politician, and his role as a
politician enhanced his role as a poet — but in politics oo, reaping the same
advantages and paying the same price for them as the classical poet did in his
more restricted field of operation. {Not that he pushed his luck too far, I was
Intrigucd when a banker, a co-speaker with myself at a condolence meeting for
Faiz in London soon after his death, said that he disagreed with Faiz's political
views ~ views which, however, he had never heard him express except in
poetry.) Given the present stage of devetopment of Pakistani society, 1o do what
Faiz did was nol oo difficult a task, but Faiz’s success was all the same
remarkable. And having said all that, one must add that Faiz’s poetry reflects
very faithfully the feelings of vast numbers of his radicaily inclined fellow-coun-
trymen, including most of those whose favourite arena of radicatism is the
drawing-room,

This, as it may appear, rather harsh-sounding judgement can be supported
both by the similar judgement of his close friend and fellow-'conspirator’
Muyhammad Ishag, which 1 shall quote below, and, more importantly, by
reference to his poetry,

There is a 1ot of Faiz's poetry that does not appeal to me; but | should hasten 1o
add that | can say the same of almost all the poetry | have ever read. I read a
poet’s work, fecling as [ do so that much of it is cminently forgettable, and some
is enjoyable — and, occasionally, with a theill of delight, ‘This is real poetry.’ [
feel this, for instance, in reading Mir, whose best poctry 1 love; and I think that
il is a poet’s best poetry that he deserves to be judged by. Mir's best poeiry puls
him in the first rank of poets. 1 don't think that Faiz's does.

To do him justice, Faiz was of the sume opinion, al any rate about his first
published collection Nagsh i Faryadi. He begins his foreword:

The publication of this collection is a sort of admission of defeat. A few of
its poems are perhaps tolerable, but a few tolerable poems don't make tp a
publishable book. In principle I should have waited until I had accumulated
poems of this kind-in sufficient number, but it has begun to scem pointless
to wait any longer.

Later in the same foreword he speaks of ‘the commercial reason’ for not omitting
his early verse. He says thal the poems in the first part of the collection
(occupying 36 pages of its total of 72) are mostly love poems (described, as we
have scen, as a mucayyan (‘established’) emotion which made it easy to wrile in
establishied forms). He says that he experienced it when he was young, and acdds
that ‘the roots of the experiences of youth are not deep’ — on which one feels
inclined 10 comment, “the roots of the experiences of youih are not deep’ - on
which one feels inclined o comment, ‘Speak for yourself”. However, the roots
of the experiences which these ecarly poems of Faiz express are indeed not deep,
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and one fecls that when he and Kicrnan made a sclection for the UNESCO-
sponsored uanslation they were right 1o exclude almost al of them, Even the
few that they included cannot for the most part be numbered among his best
poems.

This scems 10 be the point at which 1o say that ‘commercial reasons’
continued 10 weigh with Faiz, throughowt his fife. The sort of ambiguity which
one encounters in every aspect of his life is in evidence here 100. He wrote verse
which appealed, and, one fecls, was consciously designed 1o appeal, (o each of
the three audiences | have described, and perhaps all the more so 1o the first 1wo
= the ‘traditional’ and the ‘madem’ — because in gencral he ok his stand witk
the progressives, and his ‘traditional’ and ‘modern’ pocins therefore made a
greater impact than would have been the case if all his verse had been in a single
style.

Of poetic radition he wrote towards the end of his preface wNagsh i Faryadi,
‘Thave not thought it appropriate to depart unnecessaril y from traditional styles’,
adding that he had made onty minor departures from the waditional rules of
metre and rhyme. *Quite right!” one thinks. ‘He has had the goodd sense Lo reject

the view that the raditional forms, and above all the ghazal, are outmoded,
“fendal™ forms that no progressive poet should cmploy.” But when one looks at
his ghazals onc cannot help fecling that along with good and effective ones in
which the best ghazal aditions are used 1o express age-old but still powerfully
relevant feeling, or are without violence adapted to wholly conlemporary
themes, there are others of the kind that any competent versifier could have
written al any period of the ghazal's history. One such ghazal is that in Zindan

Nama which begins
. / .
L e\ g
Lét colour {ill the flowers, let the breeze of early spring blow.

It is one in the repertoire of one of South Asia’s most popular ghazal singers,
Mehdi Hasan, and, one feels, finds a place in it because it expresses in casily
inteltigible language, well-worn and wholly unremarkable themes 1o which any
popular audience can at once respond. Any ghazal which singers as popular as
Mchdi Hasan sings gains a currency which contributes substantially 10 the fame
of ils author, and one feels of not a few of Faiz’s ghazals that he wrote them for
him, and a number of other famous singers, with that sole aim in view and not
because he had anything much to say in them.

Oane has much the same mixed feelings about poems on which Faiz's appeal
10 the moderns must have been based. Faiz knew very well that a progressive
poct has emotions which are shared by others who would not cali themselves
progressive but are not the less valid and not the less valuable for that, and tha
these can ofen be most successfully expressed in forms (including free verse)
which had no place inthe classical canon. Poems like Solitude (No.8 in Kiernan)
and Despair, which I have already quoted, are good examples of the best that
he produced in this styte. But in others the ‘moden trappings scem 10 be
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everything. Thus in Evening, the overall impresginp is one of letlapdlgh.
obscure, and pointless comparisons - ‘Every tree is like a temple, alt ?'f."e 1s
temple’... The sky is like a (Hmdu)l priest...[L is as 1hpugh so‘mc magician
scated behind a curtain,..” Here and in other pocms Faiz scems to be m;uaulr:g
the unnecessarily difficult diction, a_nd the fashionable, prclcrlmuus,- c‘u Il)ura dy
snobbish and pointless obscurity which charugmn"acs the wur:.l.o.f E_z.r.f nulnl ,
TS, Eliot and their imitators, and where what is said, wherever it is intelligible,
seems 10 be not worth saying. And there is no duqbt t‘luu there were, and grle,
among Faiz's readers quite a pumber who hkc.lhls kl‘ﬂd of po<f:mlf0; e‘xla;;é
these spurious quatities. Faiz himself evidently li_ked this poem, for '\c 1;1(, ud
it in the selection which Kiernan translated. chrnu'n, pcrl}aps, wits e‘ss im-
pressed, for he notes on the comparison of _lhc sky with a lh.mlu pnc'SI, iI give
the meaning as explained by Faiz, but the image, tuken straightforwardty, is a
cunF(;lilZ’gn;oe!ic diction, one feels, is often just a bit too much. What |csi lw‘rong
with it is well illustrated by his remarks fﬂl‘&ﬂd)( quosed, that the epforcc 1 eisure
of imprisonment gave him the opportunity ‘to devote more auc::?uo.n o E;:/[ oming
the bride of poetry.’ This pretentious manner Mars a lot of his verse. 1 ‘an‘y ml
the audience of a popular poct are dazzled by pociry that abounds in Pgrfl.l.iir]m.c(
vocabulary and Persian conslruc_li(ms, ‘al-ld Faiz is all 100 fond 'ot;( hig l-f é)wn
language; and the result is sometnnes ridiculous, as \:vhcrc the barl'm[sl 0 ) .c:}glz
is expressed as ghogha e sagan which may be rcasonahlly trans a;cm.a n
clamour of canines.” Even in his best poems one ﬁnd‘s }h:g kind 0 ! m;. 0
describe [reedom’s dawn as shab-gazida (‘night-bitten ) is (ilsconcerllngbr‘{ther
than striking. If he had lelt ‘uleiblridc of poetry” 10 exercise her appeal by beauty
we should have had better poetry. . .
unq;i'i?éncc(;]mem of his verse, 100, leaves one with a sense of something lacking.
1 have already remarked on his comment that the rmtslof youthful l?‘rje l;re not
deep. Where Faiz is concerned, judging by his poetry his l()‘vc never di C(:!TIC
deep. His beloved is, to me, a singularly unalractive person. In u‘\c a[‘,plea? ing
ghazal in Zindan Nama which T quoted above there is a couplet that reads:

The field of fove is rot a king's court. Here no one asks your name and
lincage. The lover has no ‘name’ and love knows no caste.

But if this was Faiz's view of the lover he seems to have taken a different w;\.;r‘
of the beloved. His betoved is not simply a woman; she is a lady —a ladydwu
plenty of money and plenty of leisure 1o spgnq on mqk_e-up, fine clothes an pr:
perfume, and it is these rather than any intrinsic qualities (forhe rart?ly menu'(ir!
any) that Faiz seems to find atiractive. No \.fvonflcr that in F reedon‘z s Dawni 113
the restraining arms of rich ladies reclining in thcir s:umplu(msly appfnfnu,
bedchambers (khvab-gah) that tried to hold hnnqulm‘l his comrades b{lLl\‘ rg)gn
participating in the frecdom struggle. Nor docs Faiz’s discovery announce :,n
Love Do Not Ask impress me much, The realization that there are other m:,n;,sl
in life besides love of women which must engage a mature man's attenlion, and
that no one can be forever insensitive to the sufferings of the poor and oppr’csscdf
is surely not so world-shaking that it needs 1o be announced with a [anfare o
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trumpets. However, my rather lukewarm response to this poem reflects my own
personal flcvelopmcm. in which concern for the poor and oppressed preceded
the experience of passionate love for a woman, and it never at any Lime occurred
1o me that there was any conflict between the two. I realize ‘that this s nol
everyone's experience, and that others who are not lacking in the capacity for
wider human sympathies can go through a stuge in which these sympathies are
dormant, and l(JVf: for a woman can be so all-consuming that nothing else scems
10 maiter — even In a country where stark poveny conlfronts one inescapably on
every side, as it does not, or need not, in the developed countries of the world
I su;‘)posc‘(hal L also expected more of a poet who was at home in the ghazaf
tradition, in which love is all-embracing and it is taken for granted that love for
woman (or man), love for humankind, love for God, love for high ideals — all
mesp are aspects of a single, indivisible love. Faiz seems 10 auain to this
realization rather tardily in Two Loves, and that 100 after the relapse announced
in Poetry’s Theme.

~ The other of his ‘Two Loves', his country and its poor and oppressed
mhapnan‘ts, is portrayed, like his lady beloved, in terms of external appearances;
afld in this portrayal Faiz shows a propensity to dwell upon scenes that evoké
disgust rather than on things that arouse sympathy ~ let alone that admiration
and solidarity which are the indispensable basis of the revolulionary social
change that Faiz preaches. Thus in Love, Do Not Ask what he contrasts with the
charms of his beloved are diseased bodics, with pus flowing from festering
sores. In Dogs, where dogs are clearly a (not very apt) symbol of miserable
oppressed humanity, the picwre is one of people who live and die in ﬁllh'
begging and stealing in order 10 live, bearing every humiliation, and when 1hey'
fight at all, fighting one another, o

Ishag, then, is right when he says that *the blood and sweat of the working
people of Pakistan’ is not much in evidence in Faiz's poetry, and that *his poelry
sull has to emerge from the drawing room, the school and the college and spread
1o the streets, markets, ficlds and factorics.” 1t is in the drawing-rooms and
colleges that Faiz fclt most at home, where it is my experience that revolution-
arics (both those who sec themselves as such only in fantasy and those who are
more fully qommiucd) rarely want 10 know the real human beings whose cause
they champion and whose role they scem 10 see (consciously or unconsciously)
as lha} of admiringly applauding them and doing as they tefl them.

_ Faiz's rather lukewarm style of loving and his concern never 10 commit
himself 100 unequivocally seems 10 have entered into his soul, so that even in
poems \yhe;e the expression of stronger feeling would have posed no risk, that
_feelmg is surprisingly absent. His poem on Igbal, an incomparably powerlul
1nf}uence both for good and bad, says almost nothing, though it was written afier
Faiz had formed his progressive outlook. A literal translation reads,

T_o our country came a sweet-voiced fagir. He came, and passed through
singing his ghazals in his own style. He fitled the empty roads with people,
and the deserted taverns began 10 come (o life. Only a few had the vision 10
penetrate 10 him, but his song went deep inlo the heans of all. Now that king
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in beggar's clothing has gone far away, and the roads of our country are again
despondent. A few dear ones have one or two visions, but his song dwells in
the hearis of al). The beautics of that song will never fade. [ts exuberance, ils
fervour, its deep fecling - this song is like the fierce flame of a volcano.
Caught in its leaping fire, the heart of the wind of non-exisience melis
fwhatever that means). Itis like a famp that does not fear the rage of the desert
wind, like a candle oblivious of the coming of moming.

A poem, in shor, that could apply 1o any poet who exercised a great influence
on his contemporaries, and 1ells us nothing whatever about the qualities which
made him great and influential or about Faiz's assessment of him and his
message.

Even where we would expect the expression of deeply felt personal emotion
one does not find it-and if Faiz feh i, he did not succeed in conveying it. His
1982 poem in memory of his comrade in imprisonment, Major Muhammad
Ishaq, has echoes of Ghalib's lament for his dearly loved adopied son Arif, with
its radif ‘koi din aur’, and abounds in stilted phrases that convey no real emotion.

Faiz did not rely simply on fortunate circumstances to maintain and eahance his
popularity. He and his admirers created imyihs about his politicat commitment
in which teuth mingles with stories which, if not wholly untrue, include substan-
tial elements of ‘suppression of the true and suggestion of the false.’

Thus, there is much popularity 10 be pained outside Pakistan if people know
that, in Kicenan's words, Faiz hid been jailed ‘somctimes’ (p.283, n.17) ‘in
solitary confinement.. deprived of writing materials’, and on one gccasion on a
charge that could have carried the death penalty (p.284, n.25). These things
make a special appeal in Britain, for once a subject people bas actually been
victorious in its struggle (or independence the British generally (el a retrospec-
tive sympathy for that struggle which they were far [rom feeling ol the time; and
il the same way they have a ready sympathy for political prisoners when it is
no longer they who are doing the imprisoning. This is a deserved popularity -
and it remains unalioyed if one does not know, whit is also true, that the
conditions in which he lived in jail were, for three-and-three-quarlers of his
four-year term, not anything tike as harsh as Kiernan's words would naturally
fead his English readers to suppose. They would be surprised to learn what Faiz's
felow-prisoners, Sajjad Zahir and former Major Muhammad Ishag, tell their
Urdu readers in their foreword 0 Zindan Nama. Thus Sajjad Zahir recatls how
when Faiz's second collection of verse Dast | Saba was published, ‘we got
permission from the authorities to hold a party in which all of us prisoners
congralulated Faiz on its publication.® Ishag writes of conditions in Hyderabad
Jail, where they were held during the first stape of court proceedings apainst
them.

The court building was inside the jail. The court sat from 8 a.m. 10 12 noon.
Saturdays and Sundays were free, In the allernoon our lawyers would come
10 consuit us from time 1o time, but the rest of the lime was our own... We
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made our own provision for our meals. Two prisoners...who were excellent
cooks had been assigned the duty of cooking for us, and we ate in regular
style, as though we were dining in the officers’ mess....In the evenings we
would play volley ball or badminton...Mushairas, gavvalis and dramas
generatly took place in our compound. When we went 1o see Sajjad Zahir on
our free momings he would entertain us to coffee and biscuits and we would
talk about literature and politics, \

I have alfeady quoted his statement that in Hyderabad Jail ‘we had every
bodily comfort which is possible in a goal.’ In Montgomery Jail, he says, ‘we
had preuty well alt the facilities we had had in Hyderabad." | shall say more abowt
all this below,

Similarly, the impression has been given thal Faiz was forced into exile when
Zia ul Haq came to power, though this was not so. :

An almost ludicrous example of what can result from this myth-making can
be found in Naomi Lazard’s introduction, headed ‘Tmnslaung Faiz', 10 her
recenily published wanslations of Faiz's selected poems.'? After a greatly
exaggerated picture of Faiz's standing lhroughoul the South Asian subcontinent
(‘Anyone who knows any poetry at all in that vast region knows of Faiz') she
says:

Faiz became a spokesman for his people in another way too. Instead of
struggling for a literary career, instead of taking high posis as lecturer or
professor, he dedicated himself 1o teaching illiterate people. tle was blasé in
his disregard for the blandishmenis of life. He identified himself with the
masses of the poor, the exploited, the victims.

Such statements, based, one must presume, on what Naomi Lazard was told by
Faiz himself, can only provoke saréastic laughter in those who know the truth,

Faiz was also at pains to conceal as far as possible personal habits which he
thought potential admirers would disapprove of. In the sense which ‘everyone’
bears in such stutements, everyone knew that he drank; but he was ai pains not
to let this general knowledge become more general than it already was. When
Kieman was preparing his transtation for publication [ was shown a drafi of his
introduction in which there was a very mild reference to Faiz's drinking. I spoke
of (his to Faiz, who told me that there would be no such reference in the finally
- approved draft; and, sure cnough the published introduction includes no such
reference.

All of this has given rise 10 some billerness in those progressives who avowed
the same political views as Faiz but were denied, or denied themselves, the
opportunities to combine this avowal with a life of such material comfort as he
enjoyed. One of them told me emphatically, 'Faiz hus absolutely nothing to do
with the mass of the people,” and ancther, ‘Faiz will never set foot in any house
where the floors are not covered with the most expensive carpets.” When he was
approaching the end of his self-imposed cxile some young progressives in
Islamabad alleged to me that he had now begun Lo write poetry in which there
was nothing to which General Zia ul Haq could object.
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I'have written these last pages because I think that they deal with an aspect of
Faiz and his place in the cultural and political life of Pakistan which needs 1o
be understood. But having said thai T would smress that there are even more
important things that should be understood.

Firsily, even if Faiz can be fairly accused of a oo whaolehearted concern with
building his own image and secking his own safety and comfort, it #l becomes
people who have never had 1o experience inprisonment for their political beliefs
or lived under the threat of a death sentence 10 adopt a lolly moral tone towards
one who has. Those who have not undergone the stress of that experience can
only hope that if they did they would have the sirength 1o emerge from it ready
to react with more consistent courage than Faiz seems 10 have reacted. If for
most of the years of his imnprisonment he lived in refative comfort, imprisonment
is nevertheless imprisonment; and moreover not alt his ime in prison was spent
in such comfort. The solitary confinement in which he had been held for a full
three months, Ishaq tells us, *had had so profound an effect upon him thal even
after he came o Hyderabad he could not bear wo be alone.’

Secondly, the most important thing about Faiz is his poetry. 1t is Faiz the
poet, much more than Faiz the man, that has made a more significant impact on
Pakistanis, both in Pakistan and in the numerous other countries where they have
setled, and wpon thousands of others in the Urdu-speaking community; and
there is no reason o think that this impact will not continue many years after
his death.

Thnfdly, il the best poctry is writlen by those who, like Mir, for example, live
a life in which they consistenily feel, think and act as they and their audience
would wish them 10, and soinehow convey this unmistakably in what they wiite,
{here are also poets who present themselves not as Lthey are but as they wish they
could be, and where that aspiration is strongly and sincerely {elt, the poetry it
inspires is, or can be, good pocetry,

And finally if Faiz's warmest admirers are not the effective revolutionary
force one wonld like them o be, they are nevenheless, in the Urdu phrase —
ghanimar — a gaod deal better than nothing. Faiz's poctry gives theie feelings
and aspirations the expression that they need and deserve, and it will fong
cantinue o inspire others with a hatred of oppression, a sympathy with the
downtrodden, and the desire for a better world,



