Namrata B. Kanchan

The following poems are Dakani ghazals composed by Golconda’s Sultan Muhammad Quli Qutb
Shah (r. 1580-1612) who is renowned for being the creator of Urdu’s first ghazal divan
(collection). Although both ghazals are set in the rainy season they deal with contrasting topics:
the first ghazal describes the anticipatory stage before the sexual union of lovers in the monsoon
season. More important, it evokes the sringara rasa by abounding in images associated with
Indian showers. The second ghazal details a Qutb Shahi victory in war just before the onset of
the rains. | chose these poems specifically to contrast the erotic verdure of the first poem against
the martial crimson of the second.

Rainy Season Poem 1
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Transliteration

mrig sal aiya phir the mrig naini singaraf kar

jarit mang bahatiyaf 1°al motiyafi lek dharafi kar

badal jare maiii kewre phankariyaf jhamkao bijliyaf jyori
chipa ghonpe maifi phul tare badal ke andhkarafi kar



rasile kanth stfi alap ab koel ke kuhkare
papihe nad safi mad piv nat kadna khumarafi kar

harya shisha harya pyala harya kisvat harya joban
harya javani haryali maifi nadiyafi motiyaf ke harafi kar

nichal mukh nir paraf maifi machliyafi locan tira canchal
joban gaj garajne tipar latafi badal ke bharafi kar

hava apna dikha kar conp sofi kar saz malhara
rijhale shah kon pyart baja kar jiv ke taran kar

Muhammad Qutb Shah ke kanth lag nis din lage jhar jyofi
Do jifi ati bhog garmi the puhe khuyt bund maraf kar

Translation

The rains arrive once more, doe-eyed one adorn yourself
Forehead bedecked by a Bhotiya ruby, from pearls create its stream

Kewda petals streak lightnings in nebulous tied tresses, like
A flower hidden in a veil, transform stars to create darkness

The melody from the mellifluous voice is now the koel’s cry
Drink wine from the papiha’s song, and never stoop from drunkenness

Green glass, green goblet, green garment, green adolescence
Green youth; in greenery rivers create garlands of pearls

Your restless fish-eye in the still water world
Magnificently thundering youth, from wisps create colossal clouds

The breeze having shown its desire, thus sings the Malhar
Entice the emperor beloved; by strumming, create strings of life

Embrace Muhammad Qutb Shah, night and day dissolve into a downpour, like
Two beings from great carnal heat intertwined, hit with drops of sweat

Rainy Season Poem 2
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Transliteration

anandan site bhi aya mrig sal
dandiyan pamal ‘azizai hu’e khvushhal

kinare asmaf ke naiii shafaq rang
dandiyaf mare ga’e uchalya ragat lal

falak naifi gargarata mast hai hast
kih shah ke durjanan kofi karne pamal

unan ke dafa‘ taii kuch naifi muje kam
kih api sab chipe us sapt patal

kaman qaus-i quzah dene malak kofi
dandiyan maran kofi 1a mehvar ke tis bhal

zafar shah pa’e kar sab durjanan par
Khvusht stf gave zuhrah fatah barmal

nabt sadge nako kar gham tan qutba
‘alt haur al dayam tere rakhval

Translation

With joy too has arrived the rainy season



Enemies trampled, dear ones became delighted

The sky’s edge is not a twilight crimson
Enemies vanquished, red blood sprung forth

Heavens do not thunder, drunk is the elephant
To trample the emperor’s evil foes

| had no hand in repelling them
Unbidden they hid in those seven infernal regions

To bestow a rainbow upon the lands
An axle-less thirsty arrow-tip to destroy enemies

Zafar Shah crushed all the wicked foes
Venus joyously sings victorious in public

In the prophet’s devotion, despair not Qutha
Ali and his family are forever your guardians



