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affairs" of“the bulbul, or nightingale, and the rose, and the moth and the

"~ and the ever-thirsty drunkards, had, over this long Béfioq of tipe, become

" lore, constantly repeated themselves;} the Fall of Adam; the gss{on of Moses;

Leading Pakistani poet
speaks out on modern
Urdu literature

[‘ ' . - L ‘ ’
Mahfil: Although your name is intimately associated with the "new" poetry {
of Urdu, you are not considered a "Progressive" poet. How would you .
describe your poetry, especially in contradistinction to the Progressive
poetry of the late Thirties and Fortdies? In muc of your poetry, you show
a definite Western influence.’ Which Western pdets influenced you most and
why? ‘ \ ; 5 N

e

~
~

Mr, Rashed: The movement for the "hég" poetry with which I‘am associated

was In the first instange a step towards the liberation of Urdu poetry from -___ .
the tyranny of form; and, secondly, it* aimed at bringing poetry closer to

the realities of modern life, The ghazal, the most common traditional

verse form, had served a very good purpose .over the centuries, but had
largely becore inert both in form and éontent. It was,on the one hand a
prisoner of rhyme and meter; and, on the other, was hidebound by certain
standardized ‘symbols, images and myths, which continued to repeat themselves
from poet to poet. In the ghazal, it was always the same hungering lover
talking of his unending suffering to an ever-ind#fferent, cruel beloved,

and in this seekdng his personal catharsis. The beloved, in turn, was some-
times a harlot {who could ever talk of his love to a noble woman relegated
to the harem?), and more often a male companion in aéhomosexual relationship;
a feudal lord on whom the poet ‘largely depended for his existence; a spirit-
ual leader: or, when the poet soared a little higher, a male-God, with the
usual Qurénic attributes of the Divine Being, ran ing from the ﬁfofoundest
love and kindness to. extreme injustice ard nkindness.

A part of the symbolism of the ghazql, built around the imaginary "love
candle, an around the relationship between the saqt, or the cup-bearer,

an extravagant-¢liché. . The myths, mostly drawn from stories of the Quran,
which are practically the same as :§ose of the Bible, or {t;? other Islamic

the iconocldsm of Abraham and his défiance of Nimrod; Christ as a super-—
healer; the Virgin Mary as a paragon of chastity; Joseph's masculine charm
and the illicit ove of Potiphar's wife for him; Mansér Halléj, who was
hanged for declafing himself "the Finite Truth"; the e of Majntn for
Laila, the Arab?ksi?tyﬁ the love and sacrifice o; Fazgzg>for Shirin, the

o
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-2 century agoe. Particularly, it no longer help
human equatlohs in the light of modern experience,

Persian queen; and EO on and so forth.

&
“~

These myths and symbols had together lent some semi-ethical texture to the
traditional poetry; and the traditional poets, in their discourses about
their suifering souls, had also evinced some understanding of the psychology
of love and jealousy and its influence on man's spirit -.alternately subli-
mating and corr, upting — and had developed some kind of humanistic approach
to life, which should rank some of them, such as Gh&lib, among the world's
great teachers ) —_—

. '/ N
But this complex of myths and symbbls, as I hate already said, had alreidy
become Jarrlng1y repetitive, and had rémdgred Urdu poetry out of tune with
the times, as even Hali, the first "modern u poet had felt, more than half
in an interpretation of
r in relating poetry to
lems. The problem of

the newly emerging social, political and economic pr
the "new" poet thus was, firstly, to write "as himself,™ or as an individual
rather than a type;, and, secondly, to talk about the suffering soul of
mankind as a whcley rather than of a chronically unhappy fhx;r. New sources
of knowledge had opened up new themes and new visions of reality, and the
new poet was obliged to bring his new sensitivity to bear on xhem. Any
cther course would have been utterly unrealistic PR

.

I have talked at some length about the natufe of our traditional p\EE?y\s\
that ypu'would understand the nature of the "revolt' of the new poe
against 1it. TThis new spirit in Urdu poetry was inevitable, as much ag it
was 1newitable in the peetry of any other language It simultaneously threw
up three poets, who in theif different ways sought to interpret modern life
Miraji made bold experiments w1th\fbnm brought the language .of poetry choser
to everyday speech, and unravelled some the mysteries of the subconsc¢ous
in the light of the new psychoanalytical discdﬁezies; Faiz, using mos
traditional clichésg, symbols and myths, even as Igqbdl had done,, evi
emotional response to current human problems in line with'the so

trine; ‘and I, 1in my small way, ‘experimenting with new rhym:/;;;a

tried tc StIESSfSOme of the current problems, the foremost améng them for me
being the Hlien rule, religious dogmatism, moral reoressio s, etc., which-had

continuously dwarred the Asian soul; and to achieve thls, I drew upon my iL\\\\
perscnal exoerlence alone, rather than the experience of others or on any

ultericr doctrine . -y 2

* s

Since we threi began to write, a large numbet of.o: other poets have carried
forward the nkw trends in different measure - some stres§1ng the form, some
the diction, scme the content. But, whilé the ghazal still®lingers, the
efforés of the new poets have largely rid Urdu poetry, even the ghazal, of
most of its traditional trappings,sgiving it a new lease on llfe, a fresh’
air to breathe in and 4 courage to explore new paths. -

v

e
’

Whkthout any attempt to provide a solution for them, I.have tried to respond
to the modern Asian's probleéms, both emotionally and intellectually, through
an esthetic and moral release from the past, even a rejection of at. The
Progressives, as a ryle, were not directly conterned with a bregkaway from
the past as such; and secondly, they 1n51sted on a single-mlnded ideological
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purpose of poatry, as a truth unarguable and evident. Some of my poems, .

- both im “%oara (That Which Is Beyond), the first collection, and in Irdn mén
Agnat%) (A Stranger in Iran), the second collection, have no doubt some )
points of resemblance in their coftent with the poetry of the Progresshves; °

,but the main point of difference lies in our approach to life and its prob-
. lems. ) .

N ~

While they stood for a complete suspension of choice on thé part of the
writer, in favor of a preconceived doctrine, I believed that a poet who is
honest to his craft, must wtite in the light of his individual perceptions
alone My poetry 1séhot devoid of a personal ideology and af® intenge :
sensitivity to human situation, but it is not linked to any political doctrine
imposed from outside.  Whidle the Progressives had a éingle yardstick to
measure every human situation, I preferred«to react to them in the light of
nmy personal experience and the sense of values born out of that experience,

. I believe that reality has more than one shade, and their reflection in -
literature must depend entirely on a writer's own super-sensibility. The
most manifest streak of my poetry is thus the confidence in individual per- .
ception, ‘even in the aberrant, -erratic self of man, which, I think, more than
his righteous self can provide answers to human questions,

Furthermore, unlike the poétry of Faiz, there is no profusion of sensuous )
gffects in my poetry, because I feel that such effects either distract from—"_——u&gi\\
the main theme or obscure the reader's vision. Also, unlike Alf Sardir -
Jafri, another well-khown Progressive poet, I neither Harangue, nor preach;
nor do I indulge in common sentimentalism, as many lesser Progressive poets
did. I try to achieve my communication through’concrete images contained
within a ‘poetic substance. Some poems, particularly those about Iran during
the War, 'were even deliberately bare and austere in comparison with the
poetry of Faiz and a few others.
As regards your questionr about the Western influences on my poetry, I suppose
many'g?rsgrs'of my generation could not avoid™thepm: in fact, it is surpris-
ing.that we could retain some of the Eastern influences' It is difficult to
say which of the Mestern poets influenced me most, and even more difficult
» to say why. I.do not claim any special erudition in Western poetry, but I
, have nibbled-at many English poets, and at some Eyropean poets in their ~
e English tpédnslations. Irohically, though, the Western poets I have ‘read the
most have influenced me t -least. It is, therefdre, a wrong presumption
that “in order fo get to the meamigg of a poet, one should first examine his
reading list. The Western influen®és on our society and literature did not
ente¥ through Western literature alone: the movies, the radio, the news-
papers, and mest of all the Western-system of education, played a large role
in our persbpalities and our way of thinking and thus our literary creations.
All thig brought about™i new consciousness among us which went a long way
towarys transforming our classical oriental sensitivity into a modern, rather

semi~Western sensitivity. I caangt blamg”any Western poets for my failings.
" I just had them. . QQNN&“NN/S/ :

- i k«‘:«"‘*‘«._.,, J
\ C . .

HanFil: Your works, particularly Mawara, have come under fire from the
o Progressive camp. What is the nature of their criticism of your works?

re

El{fC ‘ . g
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Mp R4sned: The criticisp of the Progressives against my poetry largely

stemmed from my independent attitude towards literature and life, but most

of their criticism was based on certain poemé in my second collection, Irgn

mg% Agnabt, rather than exclusively on poems in Mdwara. It is difficult

to believe that in my condemriation of alien rule, or moril and social repres-

sidn and of religious dogmatism, the Progressives did not. discover some

elements in their own way of' thinking. 'In facty until the publication of :
* the second collection, in which I had criticized St of their most cherished

idols, many Progiessives even claimed me as one of'Ep But,;they soon

realized that I was not talking in their terms, nor in ‘thei ldnguage. Some

of the poems in ’Zcara and many in Irdan =mén Ajnabi were outsp : nly opposed

to the Progressive thought; in these I had read tendencies towar

itarianism and regimentatiori. It was thus inevitable that I should
. persova nin jrara with them as a group and make it easier for them to

me for my other failings. Yet, it goes to their <credit.as well as my own,
“that our friendship has always continued on an indi;idua; basis.

. Beginning with Krishan Chandar, who had otherwise contributed a useful
intreduction to Miwara, wany dubbed me as "escapist." Krishan was at least
gewerous enough to call it a "negative escapism," implying that it was a
kind of "strategic yetreat" on my part in order to continue the "fight."”

But other Prognessiaes"critics” conveniently dropped the qualifying word,
Even Krishan Chandar™s verdict was based on four or five poems, particularly
Rags (A Dance), Bekardn fat ke Sanndte Mén (In the Endless Silence of

Boundless Night), and Xiudkushi (Suicide). ‘. :

»

Now these poems were no, escapist poeqskat all in the sense that, they were, -5
neither autobiographical (in spite of the use of the first person singular),
nor were they intended to provide any justification for escapism. At their
worst, they were dramatic monologues, in the manner of Browning, Yet us say,=

|

which, in voicing the thoughts or describing the plight of three escapists

of difierent type, were designed to bring out the sadness of escapism. To

describe an "evil" is not to adore it. They were thus a part of the grotes-
. queness of the Indian situation under an alien rule, partly to show loss of
- man's communication with nature, as in Zaqs; and partly to poink o the .
\\\\\*brgakdown of esthetic and spirithal values, as in Intiqdm (Revenge)land in
K%ujkuehi,‘}n which an office worker’s routine rapport with existende ends
up 1n an abrupt disillusionment; and even the breakdown of*sexual cdmmuni=
cation, as 1in bekardn R4t ke Sanndte Méuw  These poems’ and others must be .
read as a unified metaphor of the Indian life in those days, when the alien v .
rule was corroding our souls, ‘and social and moral représsions all around =~
- Us were stuntiag our spirituai‘growthﬁ - .

¢
» .. L) y

Another point of criticism of my poetry was related -to its style and diction. -

Some critics, both Progressive and non-Progressive, have regarded my poetry )
) largely esoteric, and have found my exXpression ambiguou$, even obscure. One
reason fos this perhaps is that I was not born to the Urdu language, my .
mother tcngue being Panjdbi. For me the problem’of lanpuage is thus nearly
thsféame as it must have been for Joseph Conrad, let us say. When you are .
orp to a lénguage and have to use it for your”iiterary expression, you '
m1ss. the colloquial flavor. I received most of my educatjon in Persian

Aruitoxt provided by Eic: N . ' .
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and Arabic, and 1t was but natural for me to be influenced by these two ,
lanéuages; which have many commor features with Urdu; but their excessiv%
use in an Urdu work can_easily render it beyond the reach of the common
man. Another, and to me more plausible, reasonm for: this obscurity was
the intengely personal nature of my experience, which expressed itself ¢
without the usually familiar trappings of Urdu poetry. I would have indeed
been more easily "understood" if I had talked in terms of the clichés of

Urdu poetry. Still another reason could be my owh inability to find the

right word for the right poetic thought.y I do not rule out an occasional

breakdown o§ communication oy my part, ’ ’ - ’

A-few other critics, again from both groups, have discovered elements of

"obscenity'" 1in my poetry. I look upon obscenity as a problemt'of the )

ralist or the judge, rather than of the creative writer. Yet, except for

41, there is hardly a poem in my two collections which would be

r legally reprehensible. [Even Tn that poem‘there are no four-

S. As I have said earlier,,in my poems I talk of love in terms
of normal, ngtural love between man and womari, and in order to do so, I
occasionall e imagery verging on sensuality. Indeed, one of my points
of departure frym the tradition was the fr%ede to treat themes of love in
an unihibited -manper and as a healthy passion - as against the morbid, )

. . unattainable desir®e of the traditional poet. I am no believer in mysticism
or in a hibocritica camouflage‘of emot;obs, as the traditionalists were,
and as even some of hhe Progressives are.- Love in my poetry is desirable

. and attainable. Never\theless, in a part of the world where, even the word
. ''kiss" is tabooed for all practical purposes, it is not impossible to find
obscenity in the slightest show of emotion and the minutest reference to
physical love. ‘ :

Such criticism as I have just mentioned does not disconcert:me, because I
feel that it is at least honest and justifiable. But there have been and
are critics who are either ignor§nt or dishonest or dogmatic in their
approach to poetry. For example, Hayitullah Ansari, possibly a Progressive,
published a full-fledged book on my poetry some twenty years ago and with L -
an amateur, rudimentary knowledge of .modern psychoanalysis, he was at pains .
.'to unearth psychological complexes - sadism, masochism,.Oedipus complex, and
so on and so forth. S ‘ v
Another young critic, in a completely irrelevant reference to my poetry in : N
an essay op Akbar Allahdbddi, ruled out my poetry as "soulless" and a . o
.~ ''complete farce" - a harsh view, which if not dishonest and prejudiced, must ~ .
be regarded as perfunctory. Still another critic, who is notorious for. his v
. dogmatic snd astounding views on poetry without being a poet of any conse-
quence himself, said, "Ugdu ghazal is avsemi-barbaric form of poetry," etc.,
and he lashed at my poems for an imagined lack of brevity and coherent¢e and
ridiculed every word used by me, while he had himself failed to read those .
. poems 1n a @oherent manner and had missed the nuances of many words. :Such .
critics exist in all languages, and Urdu is no exception. S
. : 1 ,
+ On the other hdnd, there are critics 1liké Dr. Wazir Agha, who made a bril- LI
TTant study of the elements of revolt in my poetry; or Aftib Ahmad, -who in L.
fwo serial articles analyzed my themes; or Salim Ahmad, who _in his book.

% -
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Jat Yasm ¥ur Phara Adami (New Verse an’'d the Complete Man), proved how, in
rejecting the traditional romanticism, I had sought man's fruition in \
physical love, and® how love in my poetry was ,the search for the harmony of-
what he called "the upper and-lower parts of the body," against the tradi-

* tional poet’ ‘s love which strove to 'destroy both. ~ . T

- ¢ ~

~ . , . - \

-

&uh’il"‘What is the nature of your cri 'c1sm of the Progregsives? ™o you

For
33 ’ -
~ *

'

‘., Rdskhed: The Progressive movement in Urdu began some thirty years ago
with the publicat on of a "Marifestp' by a small group of young Urdu writers
in,London. This was followed by the publication in India of a%collection of
short stories, Angiré (Sketches, or Hot Coa'ls\%g contributed by some dozen
writers. This book was banned forthwith, becautye it wa¥ considered to con-
tain many obscenities and its attitude towards religion was flagrantly
offensive ' In spite of this, I must say,,the bodk did not create much sensag
tion If at all, it should have been banned ﬁor 1ts banalities rather than
for obscenities, X NN ¢

"~

-

The Progressives had'basically two aims in view: firstly, to write for and
on.behalf of the proletariat, rather than for the élite;” and, secondly, to
‘use literature for creating hatred against the uppér classes, feudal lords,
and the clergy. The early writings of the Progressives failed to make any
profound impression on our ljterature, because, I guess, some'of the giants
of- Urdu literature, such as Gh4lib, H&li and Igb&l, had already brought
about ‘a revolution in thought, which was too strong at the time to yield to
any other influence. Nevertheless, gradually, a group of writers, who were
influenced by the Marxist ideology as pfeached by the Progressives, began to
emerge and to receive encouragement and appraval. A Progressive Writers'
Associatisn was formed, and a group of publishers‘found that*tBe literature
produced by these writers enjoyed ready market, especially among young
readers who were lodking for shocks and sensations. i

I have never :been a member of the P;\gress1ve Writers Association, but, as
I said earlier, have had very close relations with many Prbgressives individ-
ually As you would recall, I dedicated my first collégtich to Faiz, and
when his first collection, Naqsh-e Fary4d? was publishedy I contributed' an
introduccion to-i Krishan Chandar wrote an introduction ta my first
_collection, M&wara. Upindar~Nith Ashk, who is not a writer of the’ same
calibre as Krishan Chandar, and is perhaps only 4 half Progress1ve, dedicated
one of his novels to ‘me. . . R

.

My criticism of the Progressives springs from the view that literature is not
and should not b¢ produced under exterpal dimection, tb serve aﬂspecified\
ideology or pecified group., In t,. dictating, the courde of literature
through ,party manifestos always dismays me. To me it means that a certain
group of people, whose bona’ fides are not clear to me, have taken it upon
themselves to-tell e what to write and how to write 1t, S0 that my literary
productions may ser@e their purpose, however laudable. \ i =

. ¢ )
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- Marxist doctrine or the cause of thé-proletarlat,/as they saw it; but ‘thein/,

- with a sense of superiorityuygxtto dub anyone a "Reactionary" in an obviously’

rd

:for myself. This makes "Progressivism!' "a ‘misnomer; for literagur®, in ofdeg

"their ''Man®festo" and about the production

{
¢
Z’n

- X . ; -

This is to me a denial of my freedom td write, ebgh of my freed\;{zo think

to contribute to human sublimation and\pkogress, spiritual progress if you Lo
like to call. it that, must.be written under conditions of utmost freedon.

No politician is wise engpgh to lay down the course of a writer's thoughts— --.
and emotions “Co others. "I do not value anything more than the ability taq ° .
view and interpret the world around me and 1ifd as a whole, 1£ I wish to,
and to react to hyman problefns in their univergal contﬁgt or in my personal _

context, as I may choose: In“so far as the Progressives strove to
writers out of tEE;r\roQons,.gnd'str‘ sed that they mist have a soci
respen iﬁiiity beyend their normal literary responsibiljty, the Progressi
seryed a useful purpose, -for literture and life are interrelgted, and one
cannot exist without the other. Literature cannof bé created in a vacuum L
and cannct éxist to serve cuum. But, in so %aruas they preached that
the writer‘had no personal *will and he must suspend his choice like char-
acters’ in, a melodrama, rhey aimed at .creating literature to fit a pattern.
Thus, I have no quarrel with the P.ogrg§31ves 1n so far as they believe,
that literature should reflect a sowial consciousness, but I do differ with
them when this.social conscioyBness 1X their view must be comp letely imper-
sonal. This is indeed the denial of the whoie creative process and of the
raison d"ézre of all creative activity, - ® -,

BN N N . .
Nevertheless, among the Progrdssives there aréfgood writers and there are ‘
bad writers; there are those who perceive life in its en?frg&i, and those !
who miss 1t complet ly; there are those who bring new wisdom™to bear on
their jinterpretation of man's destiny, and those‘whose finerysenses are
blinded by slogans;! rhere are those who sublimate as well as egify,\ang Lo
those who merelywharangue. Thais, however, provides ne crit
ing what you call tHeair "effectiveness," or qu-finding out ¢
have outlived it or not. ,. ‘ .. ~

-

y

°

. 1 . ) L}
The effectiveness of the'Progressives, in my vrew, lies in the "proliferation',
of their movement, because 1t 1s-as a consequence of their movement, that
writers today, even many ghazaZ—er;ers, cannot afford té close their eyes
toéthelr\social environment and to the problems,of man as a whole. No doubt, -
the Progressives did not succeed in:lining up every writer to promote the. . :
movement has gradually spread enough conscious:éﬁé/of,the exigting haman
situatépn that any writer today who wishes to write for hlmééif‘iiﬁne or.to.,”
indulg€ in self-pity or a morbidly personal nostalgia, must feel a sense of -
guilt in doing so , It was more than a-toincidence that the two movements in
Urdu, one forethe change of formcand 1diom and the other for the c¢hange of
content, arose together and. then converged to produce(the\"new” writer of

today ' i\\\\\\\\ L \j?\\» -

- S
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Today} it is na longer fashiSﬁgblé*éor anysaé_to call himself a "Progressive,"

o

derogatory sense. Today, no wrating can produce much echo unless it is
directly or indirectly related to the life f the people. ~At the same time,
there is a growing resistance to.the -theor at-literture can be dictate
and many writers have—Successfully defied all tessires from outside Qups
tryihg»gg,d%réf?)?ﬁém‘ Most thearists among the Progressives have gone the -~
way of all theorists; ‘the few who lingerAare~of1§iEj§jﬁi11e apologetic 4bout ,
\ngér/i/ygltten directlylto prove

[y

A
the digta, of tfe "Manifesto." . f/f*’fw
i ‘ : (s&
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< Manfil: d you care to comment on the poetry of Faiz Ahmad Faiz, whb is
generally’ppnsidered the foremost Progressive poet, and whom you mentioped
as one of the three pioneers of modern Urdu poetry? How did the Urdu
literary community react to his winning the Lenin Peace Prize in 19627 - i
were your personal re?ctions°

v [
" . .
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« Mpr., Rdsned: Beginning with my introduction to Faiz's first collectfion, a%
great deal has been written on his poetry. While the 0ld masters of Urdy
~verse, Jésh Malihabid{ and Haffz Jallandhari are still alive and prosperﬁng,
Faiz remains the mést popular Urdu poet today wbo, after Iqbal is the beqt
knoim abroad > —

+

- . . 1
Wy opinion that "Faiz stands at the junction of romanticism and realism," £
" which I expressed some twenty-five years ago, still largely holds true. oo
Faiz has 1nherited the wistfulness and sadness of the disappointed lover of
the traditional ghazal in a large measure (this .may be one reason why he
feels very much at home in the ghazal form); and, to thiz, I presume, must ' o
have been added some influence of the English yromantic poets, particularly
Shelléy and Keats, (wha were a part-of our discipline at the University),
because they seem to have left a clear mark on hiSrimagery. His soft
sentimentalism and his repeated reference to 'pain'" immediately remind one
of the two great English romantic poets. From the Persian and Urdu ghazal,
he has beérrowed the whole complex of symbolism, myth and even phraseology

e which, in spite of his apparent contemporary consciousness, render him a

mystic in line with H&fiz and Saadi, who were no less conscious of their

"own immediate environment. »\
™~

But, in using the traditional parlance, he does not always seek his personal

catharsis alone, as the traditional poet did. His method is to awaken first

within hamself and then in the mind of his reader a pain and pathos which

- would link his experience with the experience of ‘mankind as a whole. ‘Thus,

he enables the time-worn clichés of the Persian and Urdu ghazal to aqquire a
renewed sensitivity and to be recharged with meaning, so ‘that the solitary -
suffering of the disappointed romantic lover is transformed into the suffér-
.ing of humanity at large. The traditional poet was often a mere lonely
prowler, but Faiz stalks his quarry, us1ng the'same old weapons of the %gﬁ;%r
ghazal-writer, with'a clear awareness of a multitude behind .him. This.

* explains his constant reference, even appeal, to comrades” and "friends in-

- has poetry.. : s . . . . .
The symbols of wiqe and the tavern, which were jised by the traditional poet - *
to express ''spiritual ecstagcy" or the state of communion with the spiritual
leader or with the Divine Being, are in Faiz's poetry the symbols of the new’

+

" urge and the new aspirations of man; the allusion to the Cross, which in old

. * poetry represented the personal affliction”of the lover, is the suffering

and sa¢riffce of the common man for a supreme cause. In the ghazal, the
cruel, indifferent beloved was referred to as a "murderer;" in Faiz's poetry,
this beloved,.the murderer, i¢ frequently ‘the constantly illusory goal of
struggling humanity, or the persecutors of the new crusader - the colonial °
rules, repressive laws, the violation of human rights and fundamental freedoms

¥ étc., etc. There is no special emphasis in Faiz's poetry on sex, but he
»constantly employs many sex symbols — eager-.red eyes, snow-white bodies, tall
: feminine figure, smiling lips, etci.- which lend an element of "juiciness
x é“to his poetry where no subtle political meaning is i/xended
LS 6
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Faiz fs,a Progressive poet, no doubt, but what distinguishes him from the
ordinary Progressive is that he has not turned his poetry to serve a

functional purpose. He does not directly cater to the proletariat, and

does ‘not 1indulge in the usual oratorital outbursts of the Progressives.

His images are largely ornate, but together they combine to create a

single emotional experience By retaining the familiar symbolism and
phraseology of the ghaszal, he has facilitated his approach to the reader, .
ghich the other Progressives would perhaps achieve either by using the

1diom of everyday speech, or by more direct expredsion, or by simple

oratory. . . :

-

. <

Faiz approaches his reader at two levels at the same time: the level of

the ordinary lyrical poet, with a direct emotional appeal; and the level

of asocially ccnscious poet, in terms of a political ﬁetaphor. His reader
has thus to make a slight mental adjustment to arrive at the underlying
meaning of his poetry, particularl& when Faiz's poetry is not a poetry of
intensely sybtle personal experience, which the ordinary reader would find
difficult ro share with him L

As the time goes, however Faiz is becoming increasingly repetitive, and his
poetry which in the past only echoed some of the traditional emotions in
traditional phrases, now echoes itself back and forth. The themes have

. begun to circle around one another, and the s1lky words in which they were -

clad have become even fluffier, His technique of lulling his reader into

a euphoria, by the use of constantly fepeating sensuous effects so that

he might see the visions of man's future, has turned his poetry into an - .
extravaganza which 15 beginning to wgaken its impact. Unless Faiz permits

a widened personal experience, a reffBwed understanding of human psycholo-

gical Processes and a new philosophical outlook on life to refertilize his
poetry, my-feeling 1s that it might turn into a paper-white narcissus or
calendar art! '

-
=

I am afraid I am not aware of the reactions of the ‘Urdu literary community
to Faiz's winning of the Lenin Peace Prize, I, however, imagine that it
must have been a mixed one. While many must have felt proud that a poet
of-the Urdu language was thus honored, some must have inevitably looked
upon 1t as a political award. I personally do not believe in literary
awards and prizes: the greatest awards for a writer are the freedom to
write and the creation of ,such social and political conditions as would
enable him to reach the largest number of regders in unfettered fireedom.
Literary prizes do ‘not essentially lead to better creativity; in fact, often
they lead to a complaisance on the part of the writer thus honored. Some *
official and para-official prizes even have an element of regimentation,
and are motivated by a desire to corrupt writers, te line them up with a
political ideology tc the exclusion of any independent thought in the name
of common survival It is unfortunately often difficult to perceive this
influence ) s

S \/

Mahful: Another figure who, like yourself, ;jﬁ;/;%-rather, was - highly } 0

_influential in Urdu poetry, and like yourself x’spearhead of modern Urdu
poetry, but also not a Progredsive, was Miratl. what do you think of his
works? How wo%ip you describe his influence on the mest recent poets?

i
.
- »
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Mr, Réshed: 1 have so far gone along with ;ou in making a-distinction,
, - between, "Progressive" and '"'ndn-Progressive' poetry, but 1 suppose we have
P _now teached a parting‘of the ways on this. This distinction is all too
R artificial and perfunctoty, and I believe thaé’IE’méfely serves the pur— .
w pose of camouflaging the polatical 1ntent of a certain type of poetry in
. order to mislead the naive. To call poetry '"communist™or "leftist," & : “
foe which this type of poetry ih fart is, would have naturally limited the < g
’ .- desired psychologrcal impact. I believe that any poet who represents,
) modern consciousness, in one way Or the, 6ther, is Progressive, and thus
A Mfraji, whose themes orlginated in certain aspects of modern life, must .
KRR rank as a Progress,ye_ahpve all. Considering, however, that over a
) period of time, the 1eft?sts have themselves modified their stance over
<0 -, many poets, incleding Gh4lib and Igb&l, I have readons to be optimistic.
that Miraji .to® would some day be included among thelir ranks It would
not help Miraji, but 1t might enrich the Pmogre§51€&§\\;~

s .
. (M

Lo I look upon Mirajl as the most remarkable ﬁoet of dﬁf time. - most ingenious,
AP most prolific, most individuzlidtic - and the most maligned. 'The leftists -
. rejecfed him outraight, 1nvest1ng him with all the sinister quallties ﬁﬁlch
" he never possessed - negat1v1sm, defeatism, morbidity, enot2cism, obscenlty, )
Cn 2$E;gé/lkk\ece., etc. All this because there was no-drumfire in his poetry T~_."
. ot advanck_the leftist cause, or any. cause, for that’ matter ° ,
s T J * 2 ) .
" Miraji was, 1t the 'first instance, a poet who gave up formal Qrosodic deV1ces,
not for the. sgke of mere experimentation, or for a conscious breakaway: from
the past, or to .;reir nék and modern, but because his subject-matter demanded
an entirely new scrgccural basis Without a freedom in linlng, diction, and
L the deployment of language in general which is* possible in free verse alone, ]
he could not’save turned his abstractions into the vivid pictures ‘and sensa- . '
-~ tions that enrich his poetry Also he employed the dramatic momologue tech-
nique extensively, u$ing the first person singular for the character portray-
ed in each-poem Careless critics have interpreted his poems - as well as
,some of mine, as I Said earlier - as mere autobiographical accounts, farget-
ting that the special advantage pf the dramatic mohologues, is that they . .
enable the poet to stand at a convenient distance from his \tharacters, with-
out identifying himself ,with any one and withour gettipg in

1"

"affalrs . ' . 1

w -

. » 4

Undoubtedlyl Mfraji's dramati@ monologues were born out of the complex of his

own personal expérience, as much as all poetry. is, and also represented his

individual philosophy of %lfe But accusing him of a penchant for personal g

experienceo for erotic purpdses is doing him less than justice Since his '
. purpcse Was néver to persuade Oor to afouse any intense .%emotional redEtlons,
. and in talking of sex ke even talked sotto voee, almost stlfl his volce
under highly personal covert symbolism, 1t is wicked to say that he was’
morbidly obsessed by sexual themes or was deliberately obscene. Although
‘his paetry 1s fich 1n sensuous effects, he 5cruvulously avoided the orna-
mental .trappings of the c8nventional verse, on the one hand, and even the
semblance of sensationalism, on the other There are no extravagant sex
scentes 1n his poetry, and while sex no doubt was His principle subject for
poetry, he does not evoke any voluptuous responses~ as, for example does the
poetry of JZsh Malihsbadi, a more or less officupl y recognized Progressive,
. nor -does he 1ndulge in juicy words and phrases, even like Faiz. He does not

use any rhetorlcal devices to dazzle the reader, as Al1 Sardar Jafri does,“

]
' ' ' / iy s ¢
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and his language is so, tlose to its Hindi genu;, as ;éil as _t0 modes of
common 'speech, that, except for the subtlety of his symb\ ism, he is far
closer to the proletariat tthan any ''Progressive poet:

Thele is also no morbidity in"his tmeatment
tions, Fundamentally convinced as he wa
prudery surrounding sex were at the réot of the disintegration of mo ern ~
- man, or ;so-called civilized man, fis pGetry was an attempt at deliverin
" -man of the filth and ugliness”and vice which his subconscious had
accumulated over the ages<” Miraji's poetry is a protest against the havoc
* which moralism has played with the spirit of man, turning his subconscious
- into a mere ''ghostlafnd." His poetry is not moTalistic, of course, in the
~ established sense”of the word, yet in so far as it challenges the hazards
moralism, it is an attempt at remoralization of man. In.
man from any further disintegration, he calls him back to i;
himself arfd to Nature, where his pfimitive self used to be. In one of {i
,his essays, Miraji has viewed this inher disintegration of man as the ro %—

/////gguée of the present-day international tensions and conflicts, which lead§

to great wars - thas justifying his own crusade against it. But, he was
no poet of crusades, conscious, pre—planned crusades, which are the pastime
. . . . g]
///// of the leftist writers alone. .

.

2o g T

- His poetr§ symbolizes the eternal quest of Man, as a pilgrim and.not as a
citizen, for the discovery of the lost Self, through a renewed rapport with,
himself, a harmony within and without. It is thus no matter of surprise that.
he ‘draws mogt Oof his symbols from Nature -~ the sea and the clouds, brooks

and foupxéins,’hillocks and mounds,- forests and gardens, trees and wind, etc; .
and fot his imagery he reverts to the ancient India of Krishna and. the gopts,

Ats dark forest nights, “caves, temples, witches, ghosts and cobras - the days

when Man, in his primitive existence, was closer to Nature, and thus to

- . hg?gelf, than he is today. ; .

v

*
’

Yet, psychological complexes as a problem of the modern man are his favorite
subject, and ‘he uses them to illustrate how modern civilization, the super-
creator and nurturer of these complexes, has reduced man to a mere fraction

* of himself. Sex, which is the symbol of man's whole existence, can, in his
view, resile and stipg back like a éqbra when an attempt is made to cover it
under the 1ids of romanticism, platonic love, or hypocritical moraligm.

It is trud that many readers still find it difficult to understand Miraji's ,
poetry, for his poetry ‘cannot be measured by the normal conventional standards,
nor by ‘any .preconceived notions abdut the purpose 2nd place of poetry in life,
Some knowledge of modern psychology and, more than that, some tespect for the
great discoveries made by Freud and other great psychologists of our ‘times on
the relation of sex and the subconscious, are indeed necessary to build a
resppnse to this unusual p ry. Undoubtedly, Mfrajd always writes from
intensely persodﬁl experience, but in poems like Swmandar ka Buléwa (The Call
of the Sea), Unbhaiﬁakdn (A Tall Building), Chal-chalédo (The Passing Show),
Ek tht Aurat (There was_a Woman), etc., this experience transcends beyond
the poet's person and ?E\{z?ediately linked with the spiritual destiny of the
modern man, which is the attainment of complete harmony with Nature and
himself, more with himself than with Nature, to save himself from disintegra-
, tion and ‘death. ’ " .

' - 1€




Urdu ooeery will always be keenly felt. :

1 look uoon the Halqa as a society of what one may call "th
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While many younger poets, among them Zid Jallandharl, Mukhtar Slddiqi
Majid Amjad, Muhammad Safdar and others, mpst of them members of Halqa-e-
Arbab-e-Zauq, of which Mirajf was the founder, share Miraji'ts method and -
technique.in different méasure particularly the use of run-over ljines,

. his rhythmic patterns, his preoccupation with mythology, and his independert

spirit, few of them oossess his super-sens1t1v1ty, "his peculiar philosophy
of llfe, ,or his dexterity in the treatment of" sexual themes within, an
1ntr1cate pattern of symbols and 1mages/ For 'single-minded moralists, %
Wirayi will perhaps always remain a security hazard, and will always be, :
kept'out of the textbooks by the virtubus ‘schoolmen, but hi§ impact on

<

/, i ) i

t
MahF:l: You have,said that Mfrajf was, among his other great qualities,
the foupder of Halqa-e-Arbdb-e-Zaug, which, I understand, means "The Circle
of Men/of TaSte," and which is suppoSed to have stood for the independent
iy of the writer. What is of this society? What do you
of its recent t Cy to function as”the apologists for the Islamic .
religion in an amic state? Isn't it rather unusual for an "art for art's
sakdl of literature to transform itself into a school of religious
apologetics? . : ( ‘ _ Zr'

Mr. Fashed: D/have always held ‘Halqa-e-Arbdb-e-Zauq, or Halqa for short:\~‘—
in the highest esteem. I was closely.associated with it when it was first
founded in Delhi some twenty-five years ago, more or less as a substitute

“for the so-called Delhi Cultural Society, which I had rather unsuccessfully

tried to form with a similar purpose - the independence of the writer — but
to be comprised of writers in all fhe available languages. Mfraji wisely
saw.that 1t was difficult to bring writers of different languages together
ynder rhe same roof, particularly those of Urdu and Hindi. He, therefore,
concentrated on a society which would be devoted to the cause of the Urdu
languége and 11terature alone, and thus succeeded 1n formlnglwhe Halqa.

ell—rounded

men of Urdu letters,! as against the men of‘lettérs cut to a measure; men '
who believe bhat'the cause of literature }s‘best served by a writer who under
all cir-umscances i )Jllllng to maintain his spirit of independence, and who
does rot sacrifice his individuality for the sake of a political creed
externallv 1mpose§?y"on him; or for any polltlcal exoediency It is, there-
fore, a mistake téh.take Halqa for a mere "art for art's sake" school in-the
sense of an lvory Tower. While retaining’their independent spirit, members
of $he Halga have at all. times shown vital interest in life and its problems,

.and have according to- their individual lights, reflected them in their

literaxy productlons \ _ o,
\ N

\ '\ '
The docrs of the Halga have indeed, been kept -open tq all varieties of writers
and writings - esthetic,’ eftist, religious, mystical, traditional, modern,
and so on and so, forth - as long as it happened to be good literature. The
soc1ety has many special features: it has no regular president, no permanent
executive, no membership.fee and no business office. Everything is done on
an a4 h.2 basis: the president is nominated for each meeting; an executive

.
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is formed whgg needed; mefbers are individually called upon_to subscribe
when a specific program ?eeds financial support; and the priv house or
office of a member may be&xggqﬁisitioned" as business office for a~gpecific ‘
transaction, More than that, the Society has never sought official ¥avors .
or monetary help, and has seldom cared for or°‘received an official frown -

except perhaps once, when its Rawalpindi chapter was order&d glesed down

because it was felt that the weekly meetings were bging crowded by political
extremists. Despite this, the Halqa has functioned well for these twenty-

five odd years, with its Lahore chaptet having proved the most active, while

the other ones in Delhi, Karéchi, Rdwalpindi, Peshédwar, Dacca and London,
operating rather spasmodieally. h : o

One musE,however, admit that the record of the Halqa's accomblishments Ras . E
stayed all-too on the humble side: regular Sunday afternoon meetings, which
to' this day follow'the same pattern as laid down by the illustrious founder;
annual meetings, accompanied by a mushdara (poetical symposium) at'tended by
special invitation; a rather sporadic publication of "annual poetry_select-
ions - to which have lately been added similar selections of Short‘stBries,
essays and discussions. ’ . {

s

4

What lends the Halqa its intrimsic worth 1s not it& output, but its emphasis .
on modernity in literature, its encouragement of all’experimeﬁtatiqn, and its ‘
inveterate "weakness" fotr %ree and frank criticism. ,One rule of the gane ’

which the Halga-has scgupulously vbserved throughout its existence has been

thag,no writer, however ‘great or influential, who cares to present his work*

in any of the Halqa's meetings, will be spared criticism and that,that | .
criticism will be honest anhd Jgjéctlve; This rule has no doubt chagrinel

many an established writer who is accustomed to solicatous -complfifents or '
pélite'comments, which are common in my part of the world; but has, on tHe

other hand, turned the Halqa into a training ground for the younger writer

who must inevitably get some "spanking" from“his senig}s before hgfcan either

realize hls*worth'og fagdl by thé_roadsfgé. e ,

L ¢ .

% b .

LTI s -
As regards, the second part of yourﬁsuesci3n, frankly,sg am noé\gﬁ;re of ary
somersault on the Halqa's part:. in fact, such somer&aults somekow do not
fit intc its paﬁtern at all. How could it ever, as an organization, become
one thing or the other? As I have already porfited but,eit’is not right to
take the Halqa for.a mere IGery Towér, because it has at all times shown a
Hynanag interest in dife and 1ts problems. But, it cannot, at the same time
ever go to the extent af issuing a "manifesto" calling upon alil its members,
to write ‘on one theme of the other; or in one way or the other, for the simple ]
reason that this would not fit into its pattern of approagh to literature, »
Much less would it call upon its members to become.apologists for Islam or .

for any purpose for that.matfer. ., ; 3 , -
; . < ., K ‘ ’

[%d .
- 2

I can well 1magine that some members of the Halya,~as well as certain other»”
writers, today writé on Islamic themes, and'whether.they do so as apologists
or not, At 1is their own business. Islam, after all, is dn important dimension
of the life pf an average Pakistani. The majority of Pakistan's population

is Muslim.” The country has inherited a culture which has its roots in the
Islamic way of life. Thus if a writer views life from the Islamic angle,‘he
is only refYecting life Ehe~way.1t_apﬁears to him. -When you sdy.apologists *
for the Islamic.religion, I hope that you do not mean religioﬁé fanatics,

. because that would indeedqpe a disaster. Otherwise, if a zaki'stani 4iriter

treats Islam, let us say, in the same manner as scores of estérn wri&ers




~ e

e

-
from Dante an Wilton down to T. S. Eliot, have treated Christianity, it does
not amount to ‘an apologia for Islam. There are referen¢es to Christian lore
even in the pocetry of Auden and Bylan Thomas in Englisd} and 1n Urdu we have
already writers like Half, Akbar and Igbil, \who have wﬁ;tte:ﬁgirectly about

Islam, while no Urdu poet of the past has written poetry without allusions to

Islamic myths. . . _ ) . 3

-
[ 4

It is not clear to me what you base your conclusion on, when you say that the : )
Halga has transformed itself into a school of religious apologists. I am
aware that there are quite a few Urdu poets today who draw upon Islam for -
their themes - Islamic religion or civilization or history. For example, ) |
Jilani Kdmran, who has introduced a neo-romantic attitude towards Islam, a |
certain kind af wistfulness for Islamic personalities and places, with such
poems as rar;cﬁre-vﬁta (The” Colporteur), or the poems in which there are _’
extensive references to Fitima, the Prophet's daughter, or even some of his
poems directly inspired by the Indo-Pakistan conflict of September 1965; or
Mukhtar Siddiqi, whase Stharfi tPoem of Thirty Letters) is an attempt at
reinterpreting Islamic mysticism, and whose other poems have a close JBearing
on Islamic civilization and its differengsfacets; or all those poets who 3
several yvears ago brought out a spate o%%%war poetry'" - partly patriotic, b

partly reiigious. . - NS
I admit that this last varietp_of poetry, which was not even a’'good apologia
for Islam, mostly represented patriotic fervor or religious fury, and with

the exception of Ahmad Fariz's poem, Main kyon Udas Han? (Why Am I Sad?),
which read a Lnlversal grief in the tragedy of Indo-Pakistan war, a grief

. which 1s of a1l mankind and which transcends national sentiments as well as

naticnal boundam%es, there was hardly a good poem produced that year. Most
of the orhér poems which I happened to read were oratorical putbursts poured
out 1n hackneye pnrases. For ingtance Jafar Tahir's long "Gar poem,q which
was in fact a series of poems, stod out for its lack of sincerity, for its
mechanjiral use df torrential words, in the manner of the o0ld marsia (elegy)
writers, and for) its overtones of religious frenzy. 1 am reéferring to ithese
instances to shoy that eﬁen if you are "an apologist for the Islamic religion
in an Islamic ‘stage," v%you sayy you have to be a good writer, first andg\\

last, ,and I trﬁs at tie Halqa has not decided to judge literature by any
different stand Neyertheless, these individual efforts which aimed iﬁ,
prevailing 'lslam ¢" sentiments provide no indicatione that the Halga has )
undergone any met morphosis I hopefully believe that its official policy .
still is and w1il always be to striue for unfettered independernce of the
writer. : \

‘
4
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Manfil Your angw¢r to my last question happily answers a part of the quest—
ion which I was ng to ask now. I would, however, like to have your views

\on this subject ﬁ some detail. What do you, ‘then, think the ends of poetry
rt

osght .tq be, pa

? . .
. . e ) |
s o’ ‘
. 1
. ‘
> 0 \ |

Mr. 2ash-1' 1 am|afraid your question is based on certain presumptions which

are not proven, en you ask what the ends of poetry ought to be, particular-
ly from the poiny of view.of a citizen of an Islamic state, you presyme in

the first instande that poetry has specified ends - ends which can be spelled
out in advance; econdly, thdt ends of poetry, if there are any, must change

Al .

; i .. 196 . ) .

icularly from‘the point of view of a citizen of an Islamic
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‘rom place to place or\that they must be geared to the policies and programs
df a state; thirdly, that the point of view of a citizen of an Islamic state,
n matters of literature, must be different .-from that of a citizen of a non-
Islamic state; and lastly that Pdkistan - for we are talking of Pakistan in
the Cbntett of Urdu poeFry - 1s a state with an explicit religious denomina-
tion.

I am not sure, therefore, that I can handle this question ‘to your entire

satidfaction. AI%hohghlit seems to me to be-irrelevan@«tg our discussion
on the ends of poetry as such, we must get clear on the nature of Pakistan
as a state, I would prefer to call it a Muslim stat , rather th?i;anﬁ

Islamic state, A majority of its population professes the faith (of Islam.
Islam is the main cohesive force between its various regions and p\Qyigg
Eheimora;_basis and just%ficapion to its existgnce. The country has inherited +
é”national culture, whici is the product of a fusion of Aggbic& Persian and
Indian elemerits, which themselves were influenced by Islam in different mea-
ures. ,ﬁut to gd1l1 it an Islamic state is to call it a t@eocrq;ic state, co
which-Pakistan dbes not dlaim to be. Religion is not pracdticed any the better$—————|
or any the worse 1in Paki%tan than in any other country of the world, Theﬁ}awé ;
made by the State are related to religion only in their broad moral and sécial . | S
substance. More specifically, the‘Islamic penal code is not administered
there. ' - ¥

AT 2, .
Byf, I do\not wish to.stretch this point too faﬁéhfor, as I said, it is
Rargely irrelevant to our discussion on poetry. Tie main question to which
w:ka:guggeking an answer| is whether a poet owes an¥ responsibility to the
state of which he' is. the| subject; and whether that state has%ny right to
interfere with or influence literature in. any way, irrespective of-the nature
of that state | , B\\ ’

In the first instance, believe "that the ends of poetry do not hnd - ould

not differ from country [to country and state ‘to state, rand should not be .
geared to national.pglitical policies and programs, because national policies . ‘
and programs are shifting sands, while it is in the nature a poet's craft - -+ = 7,
to follow more-ddrable’purposes of the wider humanity.f'Secondly, the people

of one country, whéﬁher it is an Islamic state or not, are no different from . -
the people lof another, in so far as they all expect that their loves and .

hates, hopQEQand féars, sorrows’ and delights and weaknesses and strong points
will be reflécted in ‘their poetry, and in so far as tHey all understafd-and
enjoy poetry better when it draws for inspiration upon the elements, in .their
culture with which they are most famildiar and which they most cherish, I
imagine that this is the normal pattern of response to poetry.in all parts'~

of the world, and an Islamic state ~whatever that éxpression may mean - should
be no exception Thus, I consider it natural for a-iakiétani poet - irrespec-
tive of” the nature of/ Pakfstan as a state - to reflect the life agound him as

it exists, or as hé gees it, or as’he may wish to sie it. If religion 0§ any
other element of thowight happens to be‘thé predominant passion of the people

of a country, it"indeed becomes inevitdble for fts poets and writers to link

their personal experience as well as their loves and hates, hopes and fears, .
with that passion, and to reflect it in their writings éne way or the other.
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This does not, however, mean that a'poet, even if he |lives in'a couﬁtry
dommnated by a single passion, cannét have his own vision~ a vgs1on of

Ehe future or a v1sion of things as’ they should be rdther than 6f things

reality Finally, on the nature of a peet's vision depends the relationship
of the illusion and reality emerging from his poetry ay well as its worth-
whileness in the context of human values,

-

- AR .

But who decides -tlle nature of a poet s vision for him7 Does nd
upon others, his ds, relatives, political grouRs, governments e?p.,
to. provide a ready—made vi ? Or, is it manufactured in those invisible
~workshops of foetical 1nsp1ration ich are beyond normal. hﬁman reach?,. It
is 1ndeed in the mature of a poet's vision that it ‘should be personairégd'
s individual, and that no other ‘individual, however great or influential, no
group, no state, should lay dgwn rules for. shaping that vision, for the
//simp reason that it thén celses to be a vision, , It can be a politicdal
, al forecast based on the~available data, but it cannot be‘a vision.

\$$h oet is thus the sole architect of his qwn v1sions and must always
remain so if he is td be honest to his craft, and if he cares to’'produce "
the best poetry thag lies ip him. Basically, a poet writes because he ’
has ‘the .urge to do sb; and that urge, in seeking expression, gathers a =~ .

gre it. deal of moss aroundéit - the mossg of all, kinds of emotibns and feel—
ings "and t6ns about life-fand i'ts problems, ‘notions about things past,
B xnt and future - it then dresses itself in words, and words begin to

form thythmic patterns, and acquire new meanings, often layers and layer
oft:Lem-uith all kinds of shades ‘and colors, which nmke them powerful

' and sometimeg‘even deggly weapons. Deadly, indeed, because they are capabla
of engendering man{ emotional responsés in others, which are further
multiplied depending AQ the sensitivity of the reclpient and these responses
are known to have led to strange actdions. ‘- . o .

.
H

\

Now, it. 1s this ac ion which many states are concerned about. and even dread,
the- action resul gﬁfr%m what began as an 1nnocent vision of an_ ins1gnif1—
cant being"ﬁutziiﬁn transformed> itself into words in a poem,'and acquired
“a ne meaning ‘Saturated_ vith emotidns, which created responses ahd reactions.
At £his stage,,the stateiacting in sheer self-preservation, - steps in either

to/ suppress the poet s’visieeﬁer to mold it in a manner that it would no )
longer endanger sqcial' order as conceived by the custodians of the state,

or the system of government established and nurtured by them. Thus the

state feels even happier if the Poet's vision would help preserve the social
order and promote ghe political system for which it stands, rather than sub-
vert it. -

It then all depends on how immaculate a poet wishes h1s vision to stay, and
how far he can go to resist the system which strives to suppress, it or dilute
ig, The chotce clearly rests with the poet himself, depending on the confi-
dence he has in the truth underlying his vision, ‘on his sense of responsibi-
lity to mank}nd, on his broad awareness of human destiny, as well as his

%

av
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strength and ability to sustain His visien against all odds.: L.

.The subject af ‘the fteedom and responsibility of the writer has been dis-'

. cussed threadbare, and I am more or less repeating what others have said
before., Still I do not imagine that I have provided you with @ fingl . v

" ansWer to your question. The final answer is that there is no final

‘an'swer. There are no ends of poetry, yet there are. ‘There is no special .’

point off view of,a citizen of any state on poetry, yet there is. The ,

states do not like to curb the freedom of the wsiter, yet they do. And

€0 on and so forth. ~The situation is pretty well confused. Yet, I can

say that I am <lear.about one thing in my own mind. No state, whatever

its polifical denomination, has the right to tell a poét to talk abput.

viclets and stars, until it has created the conditions which make the

violets bloom and the stars shine. .o R N

M .

.
- . - > A
4 Ly

‘Mahfil: How would you describe the literary scene of West Pakistan today, °

“-particularly im the lighr of what you have just said? Who are the major
talénts among the younger generation, i.e., those who have made their debut

since, say,1951? . oo ' '

-

’ - - . . L
Mr. Rashed: 1 suppose ‘in ouf discussion so ar, we have already pretty

well covered the literary scene of West Pakigétan foday. We have discussed’
at some length the leftist movement in Urdu iterature which, for*lack of

an organization of its.own,has more or less/frittered away, and Halga-e-,
Arbdb-e-Zauq, which is still functioning anfl, hopefully, still stands for
the: writer as independent spirit. 'We.have“as yet made no reference to the
Writers' Guild;*which came into‘heing %p‘l 59, under direct state-encourage-
ment and patronage with the declared object of "uniting Pakistani writers
under the. present regime for .the reafgr' lory of Pakisﬁgn." “Whatever the
nature of Lhe Guild's af€iliations and whatever its objectives may bé, one
remarkable achievement of this orgahizatipn has been that it has brought
writere of all denominations and beliefs funder its wingsy irrespective of

the languages they use for their writingd, and has thus opened the doows .
for a new dialogue hetween thenm. e P '
- - . . N o .

‘

With its resources far'better than ;ﬂ%éejof.any other literary organizaEioq in

the' country, it has also launched an ‘elaborate puﬁiications-program.
Furthermore, the Pakistani-writerfhad never before. seen $o much "afflubnce,"
in the form of prizes and‘awards, 'as “the Guild 4hrough its influence with
the moneyed classes has made possible for him today. Some of the xoutine
.activities of the Guild have closely followed the-pattern set by other
literary societies, such as weekly meetings and occasiéQal "quéings with

So-and-So. , The Guild has also been propoting special sales of, books
autogrdphed by the_authots on the spot. ,It publishes a monthly magazine - -
which is-a kind of’literary miscellany of poetry, fiction, criticidém, and

news .of the Iiterary world." Lt "
- “ : s

hd 1

. But, 1 imagine that I'am going too far afield from your qqest{oﬁ, while .
withouﬁ'some_mention of the Writers' Guild, the lige;ary scene of Pakistqn-f_
cannot be considered complete. I guess, you wanted to know .about some ‘of* -7 ©
the more prominent contéurs of the literary scene qf'West Pakistan, part-
igularly in the field of poetry; and besides what we have already gone over,

~ 3 .

. - ' _ 2323,

- - . .1
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A -




‘. ‘. <, (. : \){ ’ ‘. - ) P ) . 5
~ . . . - 18 -’ > / .

: ygu are interested in the new generation of&poets that has come into pro- .

| . “mibence since 1951, I do not underétand the significance .of this date,

| except that with this begins the second half of the present century .
Before'we come to talk pf this new generation, it might'be useful to men- N

~ tion that there are gtill two eminent poets of the oldest’generatlon -
flourishing, namely Josh Malfhidbadi and Hafiz Jallandhari - who are the

antithesis of each other both in pe¥sonality and poetry. We have\%ittle <o

ﬁ - .v time to discuss their respective persopalities, nor is it perhaps ntirely
‘ germane to -ouy present discussiom. As fat as their poetry goes, h once -
wrote fervently patriotic and humanistic verse, but now at a ripe age, .
‘ almost as an afterthought, seems to_have- become hopelessly nostalgic .of -
N his youthfully playful past; Hafiz, wn the ‘other hand, began as° a poet of
youthful lyrical exubgrance, and is en ing up as a religiods revivalist — :
b his magnum opus being Shéhrgmaxe+Isl (ahistory of Tslam in—verse;l______‘E_“\;i\
» * and as a.patriotic poet who_has petmitted his talent to be\ERtensively used ’
; by the Government for the- exhortat}on of the people in general, and the / o
} armed forces in par}icular, to a realization of their national responsibil-
| ities. . ] @ \\\, v 2 t d
LY ! 1y \ S
Of “the Progressives we- ha talked in detail, particularly of Faiz and
. his poetry. “#4s a supplementdxy note, it may be said here that there are
" a'few others of them, who, for lack of a common platform, have got mixed
up with the Writers~>Guild and other literary societies, and most of ¢ /
; them ‘have ended up-as kind of brinkmen. One of the more significant
ij;?’ lefrjst* poets, after Faiz, however-is Ahmad Nadim Q4simf, who has retained
- his <leftist fervor along with some objectgylty in the treatment of his
subj s. The most distinguishing feafure of-his poetry is an intense
‘moral anguish felt over the contrast between the urban and rural way of
life, and the social dnd economic egploitation of the peasangzby the towns-
man., His poetry lacks drama and, wit, but his speculations on the relatiog;
ship of man and nature, man and God and man and. man, lend some philoso-
phical strain to his verse. The conflict between the Muslim mind on the: x,
e, hand and the communist ideology on the other, ;g*GETy obvious in his
] , but it has saved it from the usual’leftist fanaticism. Amdng the
eftist poets, orne who has made a mark is Ahmad Fardz, who hgs
spcceeded uch better than others in balancing sentiuentalism with a .
and an oriental&sensit1v1ty W t ideoiogy

4>

" Amgng those who
.e-Zauq, the mo

iddiqi, Zii Jallandhari, Muhammad Safdar and Majid Amjad, all
representing what one may call the middle. generation of the living Urdu
poets. .It is difficult in thi!&brief discussion to go over their indivi-
dual characteristics, but their dommon features are absolute individualism, .
subjectivity and intense preoccupation with the ¢pnflict between life and
death and with nature, both as a creatqr ang destroyer.u.Except for MuKkhtar
Siddiqi who is a revivalist and a metaphysic@l Poet, the rest of them

show an original searching mind, consﬁantly seeking a philosophical answer

¢ to,the natural phenomenon“in relation to- maf. “While all these poets have
more or less carried'forward the tradAtion of the independent spirit, they\ * \

. ‘\ N . ) . | B
" . ) / N . X% b ',,~ . < /
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. have also been accused of maintaining a blissful non-involvement in the
© current human scene in their search for .the larger human question. Cgnse-

quently they ignore the p¥oblems both in their Thmeddate society and-beydnd
it. ‘Some of them now se§$ to be "compengating' for this non-involvement ,* . i
by writing about the conflict—of-a-f ears-ago, i )
- \ -, ¢ EIL‘LN - . L R !
Now, coming to the more recent generation of Utdu poets who have appeared . \

on the scene during the last\ten or fifteen years, in spite of their own

claim that they are in ‘revolt against everything that has gone before, they !
are by and large the followers of the traditfons laid down by Mfraji and
his immediate followers. Whatevé%\the nature of sheir revolt, I consider

it most encouraging that:a grogp,of*poets has arisen with a courage to ‘ L
challenge some of the existing rules of poetry and to provide a new appraisals yZ

ry . . T Te—
of them in the light of/their personal experience. i

| ©
The main purpose of poe#ry, as*stated by some of their apologists, is the
personal delectation of|the reader. Poetry, according to them, must enter- o
—tain before it can sublimate or edify, and this alone can guarantee that
whatever they write wilj _eventually join the mainstream of literature and
civilizatién. They bellieve in no traddtion, although some of them have
advocated the revival of the ghazal férm, and they believe. that no ethical
values, religious concepts or philoSophidal.thought can compensate for the
basic purpose of poetry|- enjoyment * Most of them usé the language oJf. .common
speech, so that the distance between the poet and the reader be minimized,
and some of them havé [sycceeded in thig admir bly well too, one of them being
M4ddho, who has writte ittle s -5 put has 3lready shown a startling gift
of observation and w » his poetry is noy devoid of a thoughtpzttern,
in. so far a as writlten brilliant satires against humanism. There is
an extensive tendency ambng them to write symbolically, and to,draw their
symbols from the so-callkd "dream world," which often hampers their com-
municationy for dreams, in spite of their roots in the world of reality,

/\
have an intimately personal character and thelr’dimensgons are in a con- .
. stant state of fluidity. : >A\» ‘
. N [\ .
“This newly emerging poetry still largely remains low key, but the signs of ° L

srevolt in it are self-evident. It is a challenge to the humanism of'botho

‘the Marxists and the oriental rietaphysicists, to the wistful $entimentalism

of Akhtar Shirdni and of Faiz, to thg*incallectuali§m of Iqbdl and Gh4lib, and %
to both the former esthetic poets ard ‘the, poets of social responsibility..

In many of t&? new poem§7‘one—can§£ggg\g passion fer life ahd for human I
clvilization, but without any sense oI~the acceptance of responsibilify for
either. Some of the poets of.)\the new generation, such as Zafar Iqb4l,

Akhtar Ahsan, and M&dho,- whom Y mentioned earlier, are gifted with extra-
ordinary human understanding, ahd thus it is surprising that they tend to

treat life as a mere passing éh{Ww\\\\i _ ~ -
y o N <

Another poet, Iftikhéz\;élib, who is endowed with a vision @f human civiliza-
tion, still‘keeps his mind separated from normal human concerns. Poets like
Munir Nidzi, S4q{ Firdq{ and Anis N4gi are largely victims®>of self-love, and
the scenes of violence and fear which they portray can+only lead to a sordid
view of life, born out of neurotic minds. They are basically poets of a
. disorder which threatens the ruin of civilization, rather-than poets of a
;qsw order which would. replace fhe existing chaos. Their poetry is Lthe poetry

\\ ‘ v v il
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" of what one may call "the social subconscipus mind," as against _the poétry.
’ of MiraJL,~who drew his,images and symbols from the subconscietis mind of #

the indivi%ual, . -

.

-

« The age gf grand poetry has passed- ‘away in Pakistan, &8 it has in other -
parts of the world. The.poetry Qf the new generation of Urdw poets has
.t cons;derably reduced 1ts- Weight. What they are/wrlting today is’ largely’ ’ .
a chatty ,and frlvglous, but one”may hope that when their present mood of S
Self—assertlon at any, cost passes away, more, solid and sturdy works may ) } :
emerge,’ —

Fs -
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NINE POEMS

4 A ( Cy
, . p . .
g lated from the ’
. y ' Urdu by~ C Lo Coppola
. L '{,‘b
N. M Rashed ~ ‘ '
. » S.l .
Tl * Near the Balcony*
! . ooy
’ * 'Wake up,". winsorie bedrdom s lght; - - - : K g
) Wake up from your'ﬁéa of velvet dreams,, - ~_ V2R
' //’ - " - Though you still c¥ing to night' s dellght..-. Ve o VAR
. Comme to this window;Z . -
" /rMorning s lights -
Caress minarets
. T " 7 Those.heights s
) . : Mirror my desires. D
* Open those drowsy eyes
That awaken love in my heart;
\ Look at the minarets:
Basking in the dawn.
Do you recall beneath their shadows .
A shabby mullgh '
'+ Drowsing in g dark baslement,
, : Like his idleigad N
A demon, sorrowful, )
A sign of a three-hundred-year shame,
A shame without cure? i
T : Look: as if jungle spirits with torch in hand C e ~
. S Had left -their lairs to prowl, ‘ -~ ) :
- The crowd in the market rushes madly -—- v
Like a flood. ' »
.. Somewhere, in each of these men's hearts »

Flickers ‘=~ bride~like —

A spark of soul,

But not one has the power to burst

Into a raging flame-

Among them wallow the diseaged, the poor,
Nourishing' cruelty beneath the sky.

‘ I am only a beast of burden, tired, old,

, - v Oh whom Hunger,\ hefty and strong, rides‘

ﬁd as other city\ ’§ .
N ter passing a nig t of pleasure, '
I too go out to pick up rags and trash
./ ‘. . hd 1

- :.)-—-f
*This poem and the following are reprinted from The Beloit Poetry Journal,
Contemporary Asian Poetry, A Chapbook; XIII, 2 (Winter, 1962-63): 48-50,




- " Beneath that fiqé;ed sky.. -
* At night, I to¢ return to a shack.
Look at my helplessness!
- - ; - 'Again and again I return to this window
To look at the minarets

‘ . When even%ﬁg gives thém a departing kiss.
‘ | / ‘ .
| \ W2 ‘
\ e
| : /' o . ‘ . R . -
‘ N. M. Rashed , N
\ ¢ S ' a r/ ' . “ N
1 " ’ /( . - ‘v
. K Introductions- .

X . - . ‘ Translated from' the

- . Urdu by Carlo Coppola

'y S \ ) * and M. H. X. Qureshi

" Death, meet them,

- . These simple-hearted who //
. . e Neither pray nor drink,
HWho“are neither artful nor worldly-wise, A

Who ‘have learning .
Of neither books nor of machines,
O0f neither this world nor another. ¢ .
" Merely faithless in all things. )
Don't be shy, Death; -
Meet them.
. . Come ahead; you-also, come ahead .
» " To*meet Death, .~ )
" Come, you new richy ] .
Don't bother to hide your begging bowls; - .
: : - There is no, life in you now, slaves of Mammon, and of Time.
Laugh with Death; woo him; please him. . L
s . ;7 -Death, these are negative meén;
More than negative, less than mem :
. Give them a sweet glance. ) T :

. .

A ~ .
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N. M. Rashed T

-

. . The Death of Raphael*

. - Translated from *
. the Urdu by Carlo
- . Coppola and Munibur
Rahman
-
-~ Weep for the death of Raphael --
The Chosen of God, the master of speech, s
The eternal spirit of human sound, ‘ . .
The limitless cry of the heavens
-~ Is today stilled, liké™a word broken off. 4

) Weep for the death of Raphael.
Come, let us weep for his untimely sleep. ' ’
He lieg near his trumpet '
As if a storm had thrown him upon the shore,
Sleeping silently by his trumpet *
' -~ In the bright sand; 1
o His turban, hair and beard )
All sand-disheveled; ¢
. ) Their folds were sometimes being and non-being. Q
- His trumpet, enkindler
. Of time early and time late, far from his lips,
' Lost in its own cB;es, its own 1aments. T
Weep for the death of Raphael, ? v
He, tumult itself, T
- The. sign_of hidden voices stretched from eternity to eternity.

"

.

\.Legions of. angels mouin ' Lo
For Raphael's death; ‘ - . v
The son of Man, dust on his forehead, abject'
God's eyes, dark with sorrow¢ the heavgnly alarum, gilent; .
Vo Jbugle call from the world of spirits, ‘
, _J . " With Raphael s death, K .
. This world, without the nourishment of voice, '\ '
THe daily bread of musicians, of instruments -- \
The singer —— how will he sing? And what?
; The strings of the listener's heart are mute. '
‘How will the dancer whirl and dance?
« . 'The floor, door, the walls of the a§sembly are quiet; * !
I S ’ What now will the preacher say? :
8 The threghold, dome ahd minaret are still;
. How will the hunter of thought' spread his snare?
. The birds of~ house and mountain are dumb. :

« . ¢ -

*In the Koranic tradition, it is Raphael (Israfil)'who wi sound'the '
» trumpet to annouhce the Day of Judgment.

-
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Raphael s death is |
The death of the listening ear, the speaking lips,
The seeking eye, the knewing heart;

Because of him, tlhe clamor of the dervishes,
The growth of desire in the heart,

The dialogue of lovers with lovers

Who' today are hidden, their voices lost; -.., -
Now no more shouts of tanana hi and yarab ha'*
No more cries in the street;

Even this, our last refuge, is lost.

PNy 3

With Raphael's death

World-time seems -to sleep, turned to stone s

As if someone had eaten every voice.

Such solitude that even Perfect Beauty does not come

That one even forgets one's name.

With Raphael's death

Even the world's tyrants will forget the
dreams, -

Dreams of mastery

N

B

. Swelled with murmurs of the helpless.

s

-Suicide

s

to mind,

-

vision of‘speechless

Translated fr'om the

A ‘ J' . " *Urdu by Carlo- Coppala

Todéy I've made & final resolve.

Before evening I o

'Had made the wall thin, licking it with my tongue;
But it rose up again before dawn. -

____——When I made my way home t

I saw darkness prostrate,

Sobbing-sad, clutching the road.

I reached\ home, red of men. °

My final resolye: '

To jump today from thie seventh storey.

LI }

e
» n

¥Cries of ecstasy shbuted by dervishes.

; . and Mumbur Rahman <

~ .
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" The torch of .the cbming dawn.
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Today I've found life unveiled.
Long now I've been seeing

‘A fickle mistress; " )

But today under her bed ) .

I've seen blood, :

Fresh, shlnlng,

A wine stench entangled in its smell -

She hasn't come bac he bedroom yet, ’

But I've already made my esolve, '

I feel like boldly leaping out-

The seventh-storey window

That opens onto the roofs and streety.

Before evening I had made

The wall thin, licking it with my tongue; ) )
» But it rose-up again before dawn. - 4

Teday for sure it will be levelled to the ground,

g . a

!

N. M. Rashed : ‘ X s >

Desire Is a Nun

. _ Translaied from the
: “Urdu by Carlo Coppola
i : and Munibur Rahman

Desire is a nun, forlorn, lonely, sad.

Desire, a nun who spent her life

Among these monks devoid of -eternity, the guardians of
the temple p)

"In these monotonous menth-year halls,

The shadows of darkness weigh heavily upon the temple,

Blood streams gush from the deity's fa

-
-

-~ The nun comes out of the temp le at ight
Carrying a bright candle and <
Staggers, striking against the floor, dbor and walls;
‘ She says to herself: Perhaps the ¢ e flame ., . ‘
Will become the similitude ﬁf the brightness far from

the temple,

[ -

e
-~ Desire is a nun, forlorn, lonely, sad
But ‘how would the monks know == *
“Nonks, lost in themselves, scared, fearing every murmur,
woyld they know Sl
’ is forlorn, lonely, sad°
d, slab marble, . R o )
<consumed desolation of limitless impotence -
Where the ro of man'yg -compassion do rot grow. >

oy

Id
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. # The nun wanders, carrying a-candlg,
Thinking that someday, because her,
N ) Dew will shimmer on.the grass at the temple doo:{,
N THat footsteps will sound upon the pebbles. . , .

’ ‘ ¢
N. M. Rashed - . , .
, .
Mirror, Empty of Sehse and Knowledge

© * DTranslated from the

- ’ e . . Urdu by Carlo Loppola
/ ' . | and Mumbﬂ.y Ralman
. : . . ,47 » .
: . : IR « -
l“? The mirtor, empty of sense and knowledge, . ¢ 1€ . )
.How shall we turn its non-being inte being? ‘*fad N ;
S Bea.ng Is dependent upon the, rush of nights ande days.” R N A
- . . tiow shall we show theé- mirrorxthe mirror s heart?, . . o
. [N ' < o R
/// .. . *We cry on the useless exggnse of the nirtdr's Hearb ﬂ
/ L Bare of foliage,~ oo k ,
../ T b And the newly-$prung.flower, without smell.” ,.xs‘
) . Men are .adorred with eyés, lips and ears,
* -« <aBut deprived of the pleasure of commotion and of the light
of "1" and "you." i
; ) Here, wine ‘cannot Tléu\like tears,
s ! - . Nor‘eyen the brightness of intoxication; '
. : No beauty of revolt in the purity of the mirror's heart, .
. . Nor is its void the road of thought, ' * o7

The mirror, empty of sense and knowledge.
How shall we'furp its non—being into being? .

The mirgor is%g sea ,
. Stilled by ,é maglcian s haeg/it,th 'start of time; . i

) Reflect ns fofce their way, oping C. '
¢ e The magic of the secluded heart might break because of .

them N
. And this deathiy silence might be _shattered.

. -The mirror in its mysterious world ~N ) ¢
. ‘# Listens’to the dripple of time-dew dripping; t
. It sees the reflection, but falls tonjue~tied .
. Like a buried city. -

" How shall we turn its non-béing into being,
. ~ This mirror, empty of sense and knowledge”

¥ * .

%
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) , Translated-from the
. . . Urdu by Carlo Coppola 3
A " and Munibup Rahman

~- Brush, instrumedt, fresh flowers, dancing feet.
There are many pretéxts to ‘express oneself; X
- But with wham should man talk . '
When there is no excuse for meeting, . )
And access, always short-reaching, ' ' .
éggnot the ultimate object of talk? a .
-— A particle of the hand of dust ) B : ¢
Sometimes like a gambpling spark,
. Happy with the prick of 'some unknown desire,
Helpless because of the burning furnace-flame in its. breast
-~ A particle, always separated from. itself )
Suddenly becomes the deception of voice, and irradiates,
" Sometime becomes the junction of light, color, line dnd arch,
Sometimes becomes the’ lord of meaning o
-~ The lord not’caught in the bondage of~ misfortune.
From the brightness of this one particle . '
Start swirling blue, month-year whirlpools ‘
In the hands and feet of some sleepy dancer.
_ From the astonishment of this one particle
- Some potter's dream tupns to poetry;
C From this one, deathless particle : ’ .
_— ' The paltry briek finds lasting life, g .
) And ‘roofs and doors, -the nightless dawn.

/ - But to whom should a pan talk? . . .
. o Bruch instrument, fresh flowers, " dancing feet. . ’
v L Man is left thinking
) c. - When, why, how shall I 1lift such a heavy burden7 .-
' ) . * ~ Why, ZThen, ﬁwuhiltaﬂ& —. - ‘ ’ .‘ |
- — "~ * o . ’




.~ ] The Strings of Desire S

Translated from the
. Urdu by Carlo Coppola’
_ and Munibur Rahman

»

. —- The entangled strings of desire.
" The unseen strings, tied in knots.
( S . . v
, ~-- Last night some peéple‘descended from the stars; -
' They say: 'Untangle the.strings of your desire;
Untangle them
Like the rays of the stars
. Lest such star-arrows rain
That neither desire nor strings remain." o

~-— The entangled strings of desire. ’ C
The passers-by, star-descended, . ' . .
Whose leaven is alk light, .
Are not aware of desire, nor do they know of . )
The entangled secret of desire's strings —- ) ., &
' The desire of our world, the precious commodity of the
world of annihilation; '
But these people, the star-déscended,
Are captives in the inevitable strands of eternity. -
* . - . S ‘
We say to.them: "O inhabitants of Mars'" ‘ k
(Who knows from which star or other they come?) - e
Courteoqusly we 'say: 'O respected people of Mars,,
Do you not see the, éolor of the entangled strings of © .
these desires?" . .
" But they are’probably not inclined towards color, * -
Because they know noshiing of them;
They have a different idea about color —--
( . Their union and separation are different —-
Their months and years are different,.

A4

N
.

-~ With great naiveté we say: , 1Y '
"O respected people of Mars! Haven't you- ever seen: - '
The color of”éntangied arms, L .

. . Of glances intoxicated by love, . N

The color of sin ., . .?" s . .

- . ~

~
.




N. M. Rashed

I Too Have Some Dreahsl
. . , | '
Translated from the
Urdu by Carlo Coppola
~ gnd Munibur Rahman

.
4 -~

0 love, conquering and kindling eternity, I too have, some
dreams; ! )

I too have some dreams.

Because of this age and its dry rivers,

Because of the vast plains and cities' desolations,

Because of the marauders, I grieve and despair.

0 1ove,'conduering and kindling eternity, I too have some
dreams. )

O love, conquering and kindling eternity, I too have some
dteams; ‘ . )

I too have some dreams

Whose secrets are unknown even today, .

Which are innocent of. the repose of position and honor,

Of defilement by road dust; .

They do not disappear from life's futile strugg{e

And are themselves the meaning of being.
, -

O love, conquering and kindling eternity,
O soothsayer, learned, noble, old - .
It was you who told us the meaning of every dream,

Who told us of the conquest of heart-vanquishing sorrow; _ °

By your hand every chain of fear crumbled: )
0 love, conquering and kigdling eternity, I too have some
dreams, ‘ N

. ,
. 1 too have some dreams. ..

0 love, conquering and kindling'etegp?ty:

Dreams buried beneath our ancestors' ‘self-made stories
of night,

Beneath the broken superstition-walls of ruined religion,

Beneath the thoughts of the Shiraz mystic, his wine cup
half-filled,* . '

Beneath the adversity-heap of a prostrated culture --

Some dreams are free, but overaw:;,by advancing light,

-

Théy have no impulse for good .norfcourage fot evii;

They are themselves the sweepingd of that self,




Bashful of themselves.
Some drfeams, seekers of power from the turning of tools,
Dreams for which the adornment of this world means servitude
to the Provider;
Some dreams, for which man's security means the equality
of sorrow;"
Some dreams, whose practice is“the passion‘for tyranny,
Which have neither*the world nor faith,

9

4 -

Some dreams nurtured by light, but their dawn lost —=
Fire which leavens the dough of loves its sparks lost; -
Dreams, aware of the whole but ignorant of parts; i}
- Dreams for which the rank of tearful- eye is nothing, V”
' The” heart is nothing} heads are 8o egual +that Heads are
nothing,
The expression of skill is nothlng

' ,

O love, conquering and kindling eternity,
. . : These are not my dreams; mine are different,.
© My age 1s different.
In the new age of dreams, there are- no ants and locust,
N no Leo and Taurus;
" None has the taste for surrender nor the passion for ' .
. tyranny; . . ) -
Everyone has. a new, way. ) .
. . g ~
0 love, conquering a{d kindling eternlty, 1 too have some
dreams. .
- " 1'swear by ‘every dream ~-- ¥
- Though hidden and veiled, ‘. '
Concealing in their bosom a. smiling maiden's speech --
4' .~ Every one of them holds the unlty of body and thought,
meaning and speech ' ®
Like lovers whose eternally chlrsty llps long for
attachment
» (0 happy moment). ' ‘ . .

Y -
‘ O love, conquering and kindling eternity, I too have some
: R Y ,dreams,
! New dreams of perfect freedom, - “
0f the product of every hearc -rending effo}t, : . —
Of bells tolling at the new feast of man 's birth,
Of the stages of this earth's grandeur, .
Or of a:new heart in earth's bosom. v
O love, conquering and kindling eternity, I too have some
i .~ dreams, -~ .
N I too have some dreams- ~
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A (" FIVE "DANGEROUS" BOOKS . )

3 v .

On the question of
& —_ censorship in East
. ' o Pakistan

1 ¢ .

January 1, 1970, was a momentous day fo6r Pakistan, for on that date she
regained some Of her democratic rights. Though the "amnésty" came as a
condescending gesture from a military regime suddenly predenting a seemingly
more benevolent image, it was, to the people 6f Pakistan, something to be
thankful far. In contrast with this gesture of goodwill, however, -there had
been an earlier edict issued in December, 1969, which proscribed the circula-
tion of five Bengali books by-East Pakistani authors and banned their further
publication in Pakistan. These books were: '

L. sanskrivir.sankat ("the crisis of culture") by Badaruddin Umar.

2. samekritik gampradayikata ("the commmalism of culture") by

Badaruddin Umar. - . . .
. < \
3. satyer mgpto badnas ("a rogue as truth is") by ‘Abdul ‘Mannan
Sayed.. , . -
- [}

. . -

* 4., alleruni by Satyen Sen. -’
: 5. Jjeie tris bachor o pak-bharater sangram ("thirty years in prison
‘ - and the freedom struggle of Indo-Pakistan') by Trailokydnath
‘Chakrabarty (fondly called "Maharaj" by the people). . N
The first two books are collections of essays; the third, of short stories;
the fourth is a hiStorical ndvel; and the fifth, an autobiography. The last-
mentioned book had «appeared in an earlier version in Calcutta in the early
years of Independence, though the author had opted to stay. on in Pakistan ag
. a true patriot. In 1968 he published an enlarged edition from Dacca, with
a slightly changed title. ’ -

One is hard put to understang?just why these five books were banned
together. The authorities considered them anti-Pakis ni, but that they
are not. They“may question certain cultural values and interpretatigns of
history} even the propriety bf some administrative measure imposed ypon the _
people of Pakistan; but they never at any instance seek to destroy /the égo- .
political reality that is Pakistan. /At most, they create an image of.
Pakistan which may not correspond exactly with tJe socio-political setup
now obtaining in:that country. Perhaps that is not asifnocuous a gtance as
one would like b think. LS ‘

»

1
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Badaruddin Umar deserves detailed notice for the simple reason that he
ralses 1n his essays some fundamental theoretical issues and challénges some’ —_—
ot the broad premises underlying the creation of Pakistan. He was at one
time, 1 believe;, a Reader in Political Science at the Rajshahi University °
o - in East Pakistan. Néw, I understand, he is a full time political worker,
belonging to an jextremist group in East Pakistan -- a rather unfortunate matter, -
as his writings betray hardly any violent mood or revolutionary passion. 7
Before syddenly acquiring dubious distinétion as an author of banned books,
Umar had published another volume of essays in 1966 titled eampradayikata
‘Ma-mmunalism') and dedicated it to his mother. That. little volume first
came %5 the notice of.readers in Calcutta in 1967, when a Bengali weekly jr
organized an exhibition of books,  journals and newspapers from East Pakistan. )
The Calcutra literati were somew?%t surprised -- what? a book on communalism _ ,
irom the pen or a Muslim author?/ Of course, it was their simple-mindedness.
Not chat they have themselves been 'vociferous on this issue. The last ey
communal riot in Calcutta occurted as recently as 1964, while dn other parts !
of India terrible things happened in all the subsequent years, bug\none of
s the predominadntly Hindu writers has come out with a book that deels sensibly
w1;h'&hls gnawing issue.——Small processiong,.letters in Qewspapers, a ’
scattered articles -— all temporary respémsgs. One hears of a Committee for
Communal Harmony, but never‘sees it in attio The Bengali intelligentia, by
and. large, simply hope to wish the problem away. It is not their immediate
.concern Also, it does not have the obvious glamor of "inte:natidhalis%fzf<\

®

which seems to eriamor them more. That this quegtion was first tackled by

an East Pakistani writer should make all East Pakistanis very ptoud. ‘ 2
N > " Umar's is a detached enquiry; hence, its value is more permanent than
if 2t had beesn merely an emotional outburst., He sets out to state a few - =

home trucths but without pretending to. be a prophet,-and is happy,+at least . .
in this first boék, in the role of a researcher. His prose style slightly

. reminds one of Pramatha Chaudhury, but Umar carefully avoids the latter's
obsession with word-play and epigram. Umar knows who his readers are --

_ Crdinary, educaced Bengalis; hence, his style is direct and lucid and avoids
being either pungent or sentimental. Though his predilection for.a dialectic

Sprcach 1s mever concealed, he never explicitly, b¥ings in Marxist theory.

» -

- .

sampraday.kara must be read-as an }nt;éduction to his ;atte? two books ——

- thcse which have been banned. It is an essay in retrospectionms 'History is | T~
, analyzed; certain conclysions are arrived at.: In the later volumes, cqn- . (\<\
temporary situations are investjigated in"the light of those conclusions. He T )

— doesnot s.und one note of propaganda in his first book; he presents the
bearing cf & sexrous_scfolar, not that of a partisan. That air of copl
detachment could nof\Bé>mgintained in the later books. He had to assume the
role or an activist; his involvement there is greater. "Thus, the three -books,
téken together form a whole.” As a committed and.conscientious-intellectual, ® X
he wants to rout some evils, correct-some mistakes, remove-certain vices Eroh
his scziety. Truth, not superstition or blind fdith in some di¥ine revelation, .
’ hys gdide< He looks around, traces the recent and the 1 -so-recent past, . -
tLes to catch our history in a\particular ?erspective. He

-3
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but not pedantic. Quotations are rare in his books, but sources of informa-
tion are listed at the énd in an adequate bibliography. Sampradayikata
contains six essays; their titles translate as follows:

1. Self-Determinatfon and Democratic Nationalism (pp. 1-8)
}

2, Communalism (bpi 9-18) . : T

3. Communalism and the Theocratic State'(pp. 19-27)

’ \

4. Islamic Nationalism and Islamic Culture (pp. 28-42)
. & *

5. Communal Riots (pp.a43—5%) ' ‘

6. Communalism and Political Progress (pp. 52-61) !

. i
The appendix~contains a review of Professor Anisuzzaman's dissertation
muslim manas o-bangla sahitya ("the Muslim mind and Bengali literature.")

-
~

As mentioned earlier, this first boek contains the seeds of Umar's later
thqught. ' He begins with the proposition that the democratic nationalist move-
ment on the subcontinent had been, in the main, & middle-class (ht term,
"Bourgeois”) phenomenon. The Hindu bourgeoisié dominated the scenz\b cause
they had a precious headstart in trade and commerce. They were the first._ to

/ledrn the language of the new rulers and immensely benefitted from that act, ”
while the Muslims, Zgo had just lost an empire, sat back in aversion. Eventu-
ally a bourgeois cla®s 4lso ‘emerged among the Muslims, but the Hindus already
had the lead. The chance for a fair competition was lost forever. Inequality
in thé economic' and political spheres gave rise to a communal inferiority
complex, which.in turn lead to a sense 6f communal injustice. From there,

simple, unadorned, communalism was only a single, inevitable step away. In
Umar's words: 2

' . s Sy T\ )

\<\‘ .+ That the call for self-determination of &he Muslims was

.in fact a call for the self-determination of the Muslim '

bourgeoisie, was understood by neither oflthe two

communities. The Hindus branded the call as communal
. . and were pleased wirh themselves, while the Muslims,
o ignoring the economic basis of the Pakistan Movement,
o £ raised the.cry for a religious state. (pp. 7-8)

(P

The state they had dreameﬁ of, Umar asserts, was not religous in the communal

~ sense of the term. There&ore, he concludesg, Pakistan, as it has been realized,
\\\\\4h5;i§z}le& to provide®a tirue and/gizble bond ‘betwgen its two parts, though

re on_still holds .some sway over ithe popular mind;, T recond essay he
elaborafes-on~shis observation: e . ’ .

. . ; -
“ ) Commﬁn;IIEm\is‘not the same as devotibn to one's faith. . . .
‘ Devotion involvéE\IndiuiQpal belief and-a personal sense of
submission, while communalism implies submission to the will
o of -the~community rather th@pfof God.~ Moreover, true.
#ﬁy"f_—d¢,f¢“ﬂfgg£:otion 1s really concerned with the other world . . . while
— communalism reaps its ‘harvest down here. You do not have to . . o

oppose or hurt someone in order to be devoted to Your faith.

=, But communalism thrives on conflicts with and destruction
o ) 4
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* of other beliefs. (p. 9)
— ~
Hence, communalism and religipus devotion are poles apart, Hardly any '
religious or social liaison occurred between the Hindus and the Muslims (/
and’ this lack of meaningful dialogue between the two compunities prejudiced
them against_each other. The British rulers exploited this situation to
their utmest profit. The provision for separate elections on the basis of .
communal representatjion was one such device. F&om then onward, the two ;
communities could only rarely join hands in some common program of the
nationalist movement. The Lucknow Pact and the Khilafat Movement were
momentary iliusions of an understanding; they raised more hopes than they
fulfilled. In the later elections, Hindu and Muslim candidates began to
depend on the support of their respective communities and all ideglogical
* professions became meaningless. Politics consisted of decrying the other
community and discovering its sinister“intentions. This negative approach,.- -
adopted by Hindus and Muslims alike, obstructed the path of a gtfifgrﬁ///fﬁx/
popular revclution, ' .
~
That xveligion has its- several mundane uses in theshands of a bourgeoisie
1s shown Iln ‘the third article. Uﬁar‘pontends that a tru ationalist move-
ment shculd lead to the creation of a nationalist state where
not have a useful function to serve. But this vision was lost in
for freedom from its inception. Hindu patriots of the nineteenth cent
thought of independence in terms of a revival of ancient Hindu glory .in whi
v the roles of the other communities were defined imprecisely, if not totally
ignored. 1Ir reaction to this, the Muslim bourgeois class organized itsel
undet the leadership of Saiyad Ahmad Khan and became more communally erfénted
Religicn barred for both the communities the way to sharing a common heritage,
and also anaered their striving together for a common goal., That is why the’
Muslim upper middTe-class could not grow a true sense of belonging to a
country in which they had lived for generations. In the heyday of the Waphébi
Movement, they«were even prepared to leave India, their mothérland on all
.counts, forever. Umar indicts that movement as the climactic point of the
reaction&ary trend at work. He is also bold enough to conclude.

¢
.

The dream of Pakistan was, in, fadt not a dream of devoted

Indian Muslims to form a truly religious'gt te. It was a

dream of the Muslim bour ois class to establish a state /§*\\
-that served their own imterests. (p. 26)

from the n&cional, as the”two were the same to him. But Mr. Jinnah had also
shifred his position in his inaugural-address to the Pakistan National Assembly -
on August 14, 1947, 1In it he did not mention his earlier doctrine, but proy ,
claimed:

. .. owe should keep in front of us . . . our ideal and you
wiil find that”in course of time Hindus will cease to be

* Hindus.and Muslims will cease to be Muslims‘\ﬁ‘t’in—the**'—*"*~—-—
religious sense, because that is personal faith of each .
individual, but in the pdlitical sense as citizens.of one — ---
state,
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N\ ,
Umar finds that after all these years, religion isizzxmqge a motivating force /
in Pakistan. Toshim the reason for this is simple. Once™the interests of
the Muslim bourgesisie were given a concrete shape, religion left with.
no definite political role. A class~oriented society is never fo
gious basis, nor can' religion reconcile conflicting class interes
for Unm are the only factors that divide people into. sections of socie
Therefore, tells us that a Bengali Muslim peasant is in no significant waps
close to a membér-gf the Pakistani Muslim elite (who still is nostalgic about
- his Arab or Persidn forebears). The cl@ss/e%éEGQge is more fiundamental than
) the%; re us identity. '"From the ceremonial point of view lone, it is
difference, not the likeness, that is more pronounced bet n a village
Muslim from East Pakistan and one from Madras or Afghanistan." (p. 38) And
so he concludes: '"the accepted argyment that the Indian Hindus and Muslims
have diagonally opposed cultures and the Indian Muslims form a homogeneous
and monolithic communal cultural unit is‘hollow and not supported by facts."
© (p. 38) That the nationalist aspirations of the two communities assumed a
communal character yas most unfortunate, and Umar puts the blame fer- this
turn of events chie¥ly on: the leaders of the Muslim bourgeois ‘nationalist ?
movement in his article "Islamic Nationalism and Islamic Culture." It is
perhaps the best essay in the book, sich in rati;ggl'analysis and fair in

judgement. : t,
The next axticle seeks to identify the g%rces at work behind communal

riots Umar begins with the premise: "the interests of the higher“middle

class «(which is, incidentally, the ruling ¢lass) need riots." (p. 45)

This may smack of easy generalization, but the appeal of his wpol analysis ’

- of pertinent facts catt hardl;lsé\eésiged, The news media also definitély | .

have a hand in fanning communal passtens, because they are mainly controlled

by the ruling class. "In the post-indepéndence years, communalism has been

the chief means by which the ruling class_has succeeded im gagging the class~

consciousness of its own proletariat." .-(p.~46) The solution he propose$ is

certainly daring 1f we note the tifie it was ma Indo-Pakistani war
was hardly over. y

}'- . hardly suffice’. The problem is similar to that of canal o
wat®r in West Pakistan or flood control in fhe Easft. To

reach the right solution, we need the cooperaticn of “both ¢ o -

‘ the governments, and friendship and goodwi;%/on the part *

L of the people of bath the countries. fi;// ) '
In the final essay, Umar establishes that c6émmunalism deters o : B

political progress and gives gge class enemyfa/"mask,éf friendliness' * - v%/r’_ .

that.deceives the proletariat: The Musliin farmer in Bengal was encouraged

to Yook at ;hg\oppressive Hindu landlord more as & communal foe than as a

-class enemy. This vitiated the natieﬁaiist movement in the subcontinent.

1 Commgpalism grew out of the clash of’the bourgeois interests of the two i

> —communities., Similar conflictﬁaﬁréﬁ;ow sfirfacing in the relationship ~

~ between the two wings of Pakistah as we discover West Pakistan forging far . . 7

¥ . ahead of the Easterm wing in €conomic prosperity. ,Communalism is still the i
chief weapon possessed by the bourgeois interests in Pakistan and "it; has

et been used, with partial of full success, to crush all democratic movements

since 1947." / , _ - )
- / | - ‘ e

7 - - ‘
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* how he is-1likely to treat these contemporary questions. As we have alqeady
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o . - . . .
Umar's second,book, The Crisis of Culture, 'has a narrower focus: the . .

perverting influence of communalism, oh our Fulture. In this bqok, first. ‘

published in November, 1967, h¢ seems a bit agitated and his arguments are -

someyhat animated He has apparently lost the detachment that distinguished ) S

his first.yvolume. Hi's position has shifted from that of an academic analyst

to that of 'an active partisan.. But his attack is still restrained and even -

in his bitterest moments his comments remain quite "parliamentary." This

book contains seven articles, and though footnotes are conspiguous by their -

absence, there is an adequate bibliography. The articles are on the follow- . ‘

*ing topics: s R ' - . ) , - .

t .
1, The’Crisis of' Bengali Culture (pp. 1-12)

2. Islamic Culture ¥pp. 13-53) ' Lo
3. Islamic Education and the Study of the Mother Tongue in
™ :the Nineteenth Century (pp. 54-75)

¢ 4, February 21 and Qultural Self-determination #(pp. 76-81) 7
" 5. The Medium of Eduéation (pp. 82-9%)-

_6. '!Student Jolitics and Cultural Movement” (pp. 94-105)

'

7., . Rabindranath Tagore and the Culture of East Pakistan (pp. 106-109)
As we are now familiar with his historital premises, we can safely predict

observed, he is a partisan and a publicist here, blit his emotions never
distort his reasoning. His aim here is to "replace self-interest and
superstition‘with reason¥aid historical and social consclousness"; he believes
that when the'cultural consciofisness of the people becomes free from
“communalism, the cultural firmament of the country becomes clear too. r

o . . ! . -

‘The ' very first sentence 1s explcsive in its co;;:n;; "To conjure up a

-

cleavage between being a Bengali and being a Muslim to be communally
motivated i (. 1) The question whether one is engali or a Muslim or a
Pakistani is'a tbtally irrelgvant one and does rot lend itself to any premise
of logic. The two Germanys have two conflieti ideologies; politically, too,
. they are separate etates -— but the peoples{;é%% themselves Germans all the

saime. Religion shdould ngtlead: ong to §év one's links with one's heritage. »
Russia does not encourdge any religion np6§ but she would not, part witﬁ\the ' .
heritage of Tolstaey, hdis pronounced réligiqus stance twiihstanding. Tben -

d1° Muslﬁﬁ'ﬁEErive himself of tions of Vidyasagar; ) - ¢
kimchandra ichael Madhusudan, Tagore, and aratchandra7 . For Umar,
there 1s nolcrisis of bulthre in the day-to-day life of a Bengali Muslim. "A
y arises only when "the Muslim bourgéoisie stamps Bengalil culture as
Hindu“culture and tries to banish 1t from the state." (p. 11) There is ho |
absolute, independent culture of the Bengali Muslim; language, rather than
Qgreligion, is the primary basis of culture in Bengal. Still, culture is

'»mmniﬁéstly formed by class alignments, since the culture of a Muslim share-

. croﬁper 1s differentgand distant from that of a Muslim landlord. One camnot
dichoﬁpmize Bengali culture into Hindu and Muslim -- as Bankim9Kandra stated

LN
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.. loﬁg ago in his review of Mi Sharraf Hussain's Bisadg-Sindhu ("the sea

of sadness"), a narrative of the tragedy of Karbala. Only the culture of
. the Bengali bourgeoisie is sharply divided on religigous lines, but in
Bengali folk culture the divisfon is much less apparent. This is not to
say that there is no difference between the religious lives of the two =
commuhities. There are several differences 6f rites and ceremonies, but A
none is fuhdamental in tharacter,{except possibly the rite of the dead.
A Bengali Muslim is culturally much closer to a Bengali Hindu than he
is to a non-Benga}i Musgug. . .

« £ :
The third article is retrospective in character and tries to tracé’y

the source of the lack of interest which the Muslim Bengglis of the higher
Classes display toward their native language, Umar maintains that one of.

the earliest leaders of the Mugslim nationalist movement, Nawab Abdul Latif,
whose sway_over the commupity was considerable, was.a conservative to the

core. He did not possess any great love for Bengali as a language, and
requested the Hunter (Commission to provide elementary education in Bengali™

for the lower-class Muslims who were, hardly distinguishable from the lover- °
caste Hindus. But the'Bengalz/he prescribed was first to be reformed for

that purpose by adopting scores of Arabic, Persian and Urdu words, words

that he considered relevant to the religious -life of the community., Urdu,

on the other hand,was to be the medium of education for the upper~class
Muslims. So, it seemed .to the Nawab that Bengali Muslims presented a .
divided society, consisting of the highs and the lows. The first group
consisted of the so-called descendants of the erstwhile Muslim. ulers,
or Turkey. Thé other clasg was forméd of the converts from the low-cadte.
Hindus, and Buddhists who wéfei

structure. Bengali, being the\ n,

%a_lower rung even in the Musl .gocial
- tongue of the latter group, was hard

. fit for the education of the uﬁper lass Muslims. Richer languages -- Arabic,
Persian and Urdu -- were there, more suitable for that /‘purpose. Such a
view held by the celebrated Nawab still prevails in one section of Bengali —

fights this*idea and declares that there can'be mo such phenomenop in lahguage -
and literature. The words that represent.the so-called Islamic Bengali, e.g.,
pant ('water") and anda ("egg"), are not even Arabic, Persian or Urdu in their
“ultimate origin. They come from Sanskrit itself. The people who insist on

* using these words instead of the usual Bengali terms, Jol and dim, display -

" Muslims.. They want to createa:bzg;ng called Isiémic Bengali,  Umar vehementIy

f an ignorance of their own language. /
~ " . .
4 v In the foyrth article he discusses the language policy of the Government
‘ of Pakistan. “Bengali youths sacrificed their lives for the cause of their

language, and their martyrdom was redeeme@ when the nation accepted Bengali
. 4s one of the state languages. But, for, Umar, the movement for Bengali as a
- "%‘ﬁ*"fﬁfﬁfﬂﬁélkfangﬁégé'Waslphiy~ﬁ'partvpiuthe~largenrmaﬂementvﬁﬂnwqgltygg%rautpngmx
. for East Pakigtan. He has doubts as to whether the said‘autono‘§ hasg yet
been achfeved, Notwithstanding its néwWly~achieved national status, Umar *
observed in‘ the next article that Bengall is neglected as much now as before,
+ There are as many covert design3 against it as there have ‘been overt attempts
to ignore it in the educa;ioqa%lpolicy‘of the government. Scores of "cadet
colleges" have been set up in Pakistan where wards of rich people go after
aatending the English-medium "public schools," and go on to select jobs after-
ward. 1In the upstart high society of Dacca, parents proudly converse with
their children in English. Hence, for Uhar, the bloodshed on February 21,
1932, is yet to be properly honored; the restoration of Bengali to its due

\‘l‘ . . ‘ N e
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positionr::/%fill #n unrealized dream, , U .

The next article on gtudeént politics and cultural movement is a digression
N from the main theme, but/4 quite pertinent one. By way. of sounding a wdrning
for everyone conceérned; Umar maintains that 'the so-called. student movements ¢
have no well-defined class character; hence, their ‘aims.are always full of
contradictions which ultimately help the opposiﬁe side. The bases of these -
movements are quite often in middle-class sentiments and invarigbly lead the
students to individual ogPortunism, anarchy andﬁpphntless dest?uction:v. T

)

.~

In “Rabindgﬁﬁath Tagore and the Culture of_East-?akista&,? the author:
apparently had to leave his cool stance. Those who desire to ostracise’
Rabindranach's litérature from East -Pakistan (since his is a "corrupting'" ‘'
influence on the alleged Islamic culture there —- his crimes: he was a
Hindu and an Indian) -- those people are véritably nuts, Umar says. If one,

- +has to do away with all ‘of ,the, pfe-Pakistani Indian heritage, why gleat« - ',
over the remnants of the c¢ivilizations at Mohenjo-daro, Harappa and Taxila?
Is it merely because the latter ‘can bridg in a'loﬁ of foreign currency while
Rabindranath cannot possibly be turned into su¢h merchandise? Ife an 'Indian"

author must be kept out at all cbst, why is Nazrul Islam worshippdli.as the Y
~ azch-deity of Muslim Bengali renaissancé€? Ig not Nazrul more of an "Indian"
since his family had opted to stay on in India? To leave ‘Rabindranath and P

many liberal Muslim authors out of the East Pakistani literary heritage is,
in Umar's view, nothing less than a conspiragy to keep ghe/;iterature of .

East Pakistan in a constantly underdevéloged state.
’ ’/- s \\

The Communalism of Culturé, his third and mosg/?écent volume, publish&d
in February, 1969, deals with almost the same material, with some repetition
and tcukhg; of elaboratiom here and there. "But the *attacks are more severe
here, a2s these articles were-written.in reply to his critics. The titles of
‘the twelve articles are as follows.
. L. .Cultdral Communalism (pp. l:%)' ‘ :

- . ‘J : 1 .4, .
2. Homecoming of the Muslims (pp. 8-11)

2

3, FoifignlWOrds in Bengali: (pé./12ll8)
4, Fofeigﬂ'lnfluences on the Cuiture'of,East Pakistan ' (pp. 19-24)

3. The Opié@ Called Nazrul Islam (pp. 25-32) :

. 6 Literature and Cultural ﬁeritage. (op. 33-46) ,'\

7. The Class-Role of Cultural Communalism (pp. 47-66) , \

~

3 of'téﬁguége-anﬂ,zpeiliﬁg*Reform (pp. ~67-78) .. . . .-
s i vl \ .

9. Februarys2l (pp. 79-80) L. -

. . . y .
ﬁﬁk ‘ 10. On Gorky's Birth Centenary (pp. 81-82) . . ’ /

»

'.‘\
b




L

" ‘ h -) ‘e ' ¢ - 39 -

.
- ¢ .

<

11. On the October Revolut%pn and Culture (pp." 83-85)

S g s

12, Thé. Historical Background of Socialigt Thought (pp. 86-112)

The first nine articles are the ones we are concerned with, and ;ﬁ these
he never deviates from his first premise: culture has its primary basis in -
economic class divisions., A close second in importance for culture ig
»~language. Religion, which has been qud:against the, people at differen
stages of history, has less to do with'culpure_now.f:E

7 people role in the nationalist movements of the t o, ¢
does in East Pakistan. “In the second article he fZBéa{s the old proposition:
the filembers of the Muslim feudal class never thought of themselves as
Indians. In imitation g them and encouraged by them, a secfion of middle-
class Béngali Muslips (local converts) also began to pride itself on if%
non-Indian® heritage, more imaginary than real. Thus, they bégan to behave
like immigrantg jn their native land. The struggle to maké their language
and .culture injgpendent that began in 1947 finally turned into a- successful
struggle "to returpn to the homeland."’ -7

His proposal in the' third article .seems. to be: if we need new words in
Bengali, we should borrow them from richer languages according to our needs
in theémodern age. The present state of the world being what it is, it -
would be useless, nay, foolish, to borrow them from Arabic and Persian. In
a similar vein, he asks some embgrassihg‘ﬁUestions in his fourth articles.
How is lipstick closer' to Islam and Islamic culture than the kwnkwn matk on
the 'forehead of a girl? , In what way do van Gogh and Gauguin have more

» affinity with the Muslim or "Pak-Bengali" culture than Abanindranath and
* Jamini Réy? Condemning the attitude of the cultural "brokers" who profess
such apsurd ideas, Umar uses a ,perfect metaphor: "They want to set up-a
reign of, fireflies sp they must drive out tRe sun, the moon, the planets
and the stars." (p. 24) )

The fifth article is daring, if anything, in its unflinching outspoken-

ness. He makes a fair appraisal of Nazrul Islam's poetry at the outset, -
but goes on to say that to put up Nazrul as a rival to Rabindranath in East -
Pakistan not only looks. silly in itself, but is Yart of a political conspdracy.,
Such an attempt hardly puts.Nazrul in a glorious light, nor does it help one
truly evaluat® his poetry. If Nazrul is branded simply as the author of an ,
"Islamic" literature and the chief architect ofoa Muslim renaissance, one
gets only a partial view of that great man. It also means one either ignores
or deliberately leaves out a large part of his creations. Umarjsuggests
that some people may be seeking to make him into a weaporr for communalism.
In the next article hé proudly adds that the present East Pakistani literature
is directly \inked with the so-called Hindu heritage of Bengali literature.
To ignore this fact is nothing short of "madness."! Even the Vaishnava

~ literature and kirtan should not be deemed foreign by a Bengali Muslim:

.

A - . We must,mot, think that our present culture in East Pakistan - 3

¥ is an upstart one, that it has no great traditiofties boast
= 7 of. We really do possess a glorious heritage. The Bengali
culture of the past one thousand years is the life-force of
our culture, which only began its recent history on August

14, <1947. We must not forget that glorious tradition. a(p. 41)

»
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The next arcicle repeats,much c{ what has been sald so far and can be
skipped in}iour discussion.

The e'ghch article is about the Bengali language mdvement in East
Pakiscan. - The movement was first’ launched 1in 1948, when the then Minister |
of Educacion, Fazlur Rahman, proposed to ‘adopt the Arabic script for
Bengal1. fThen there were some who pleaded for a "scientific'“reform of the .
Bengali dlphabet. But after the popular revolt in 1952 against the attempt . -
to make Urdw the.sole state.language in PakisEan, the apthorities seemingly
learnad their lesson and promptly shelved all the earlier propgsals for

"peforms." But the proposals were not altogether buried;.their ugly heads
still pop’ up here and there. Is there a writer, Umar agks in conclusion,
%ho rfeéls the Bengali alphabet is less congenial to his creativity, that
it cripples or cramps his imagination?

The well got-up, collectijon of short stories, 4 Rogue As Truth Is by -~
Abdul Mannan Sayed, has also been banned, though for allegedly non-political
reasons, Sgyed's style is what is now being called the "new style'‘in .
Bengaii fiction -- a phemomencn distinctly ofs the sixt{ies -- employing a
prcse that is poetic but with a suspicion of incoherence. Though the surface ~
effect 1s of stream-of-consciousness, it is Jack Kerouac. and not Virginia )
Woolf ' who is the direct inspiration. 1In diction and in content, Sayed is *
at par wirh his Calcutta contemporgries, and predictably questions quité a
few values that the generation preceding him used o cberish The Oedipus *
complex-ts the theme of the first important scory ‘in the volume titled "A
Prologue to Matricide.' A grownup man who has so far monopolized all the

] ///love of care of his middle-aged mother suddenly finds he has a rival. In

\

her” forty-fi:th year, the mother has fallen helplessly and painfully in °
love The son, furious with- Jealousy, begins yearching for "arguments"

for-killing her. 1In the end he gets the green light from his alter-ego: ’
"Now ycu have acquired plenty-ef—*afguments. fronfeve?ything around you, ... . X
THank desénfy,ynu/caﬁ’EEacefully go forward and kill."  (p. 21) The hero of . e
the ne ory, "Fear," has been afraid of everything ever since the day he |

T-ed a’ timid and half-willing girl of the neighborhood to surrender to him.
He dever goes out, stays hiding in a ccrner of his room -- a self-exiled
cowardly existences. But eventually he is able to resolve to kill himself, and
ﬁggset out for that huge, brancliing tree near the boundary
wall to tommit suicide A coil of rope i one hand from fear of other men,
and a.lantern in the other from the fear of snakes and darkness." (p. 32)~
In almest all Sayed's stoEéés, a harmless and weak person, respectable and
normal in the eyes. of the society, abruptly turns violent. He hurts himself
more than others, only to feel himself more deeply, only to be himself at
least once A.shy, young lecturer of art gées to see a doctor, who tells him
he has cnly a month or two more to live.: In a daze, the lecturer comes out
of the doctor's office and wanders into a movie theater. Watching the cheap
Urdu movie, he tries to. shout and whistle with the crowd around him. Later
he enccunters 4 pros:itute, and for the first time in his life makes love,
drinks, ‘utters obscenities, and ends up vomiting in her room. Lying in his
vomit on the floor he vows, "Within the few days that.are left to me, I will

kick away ‘all tfe_falwe treasufes of fesgegz_L—hax%;anyfred in the past

years," ("Degradation') Anozher staty, "The Meat ;" reminds one of t®EEruel " ' e wr
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tﬁeta ent Of ‘Manik Bandhopadhyay. The daughter of the family has been
‘mdde to' spend the night in the rich guest's room. The father, while dining
on the"meat brought by -the rich, guest. for the family, remarks, "The meat is
delicious,"« In "The Slave,"mWe;neet the extraordinary character of a
Village old man as seen through the eyes of a small boy. To the boy the
+0ld man-relares the colorful tales .of his long life —- he has "kneaded" the
.;world ﬁopﬂégygnty-years. One night the boy suddenly wakes up and finds the
. o8 man,” who slept in 'the next bed, ‘standing naked and muttering reproaches
to himself, "Coéntrol your lust, you fool! There is still time! Repeat the
name of Allah, He 1s the all-protector!" "The Key" is another interesting
story. ‘A young man loses the key to fiis apartment and.while searching for
it in tHe big apartment building, has a variety of experiences. The key,
however, is not, foynd and, disappointedy, he moves into another building,
But he says, !'I am. still looking for the key to my old apartment, I, who
have been locked out by myself, a foreigner in my own world. I will, for
the rest of my life, stay in someone else's house and lock for the right
/Egy,to my locked room -+ that i¢ my fate." The last story, from which the
volude got its, title, is another allegory. A.child loses her mother at a
couhgy fair, h;ars she has been raped, then is herself carried away by four
persons, like a coffin to a grave. 'As one can see, several stories have
obvious political significance, and that very thing may be,.in the eyes of
.the authorities, what is wrong with the book. It is an important bobk, a
worthy contribution to the literature of Bengal (though,- unfortunately,
the true, beauty of the stories cannot be guessed from the skeletons I have

given). . - . R

[ - PO S
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Satyen Sen is, 'I am told, a disciple of Maulana Bhasani, but his book
Alberuni has nothing to do with his political beliefs. It is a historical
novel, based ont the life of Alberuni (A.D. 973-1048), who left a chronicle
of his visit to India. There is no love motif in the book, nor is there‘any
sex; still it makes engrossing reading. The author has a flair for telling .
a story. Why was this book banned? One can dn%y guess as follows:

-1 At one place Alberuni praises the wisdom of ancient
India and pays‘tribute to 1ts contribution to Arab
*, science, ’

2 The author depicts the' character of Alberuni as.a
mixture of Socrates amd Galileo, neither of whom was
a darling of the Establishment. ’

3. At another occasion, Alberuni's lifelong friend Ahmad

: says, 'When soldiers rule the land, what good can
happen?" ’

¢

4. During His stay in India, Alberuni is respectful toward
the religion and customs of the Hindus, and when he
leaves, takes with him several treatises in Sanskrit,
He shows resentment over the destruction of the temple
at Somnath. '
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The autobiography of '"Maharaj" coafains not a single anti-Pakistan

statement. -Aivetéran revolutienary who has spent close to thirty years -

behind bars, the author had stayed ‘on in East Pakistan at the time of the o
Partitionq%;efusing to leave the place of his Birth., I fail to understand

why this book fell under the wrath of the authorities. It hardly has the -
makings of ancther ''Che" diary. He describes a communal riot at Naogaon, . -
Sylhet, but blames the Hindus for it,. The author.was nearing eighty when :

he was imprisoned again at the outbreak of hostilitiés between Indian and .
Pakistan in 1965. Made again a third class prisoner, the old man asks a

disarmingly simple question: "The Indo-Pakistani war is here and now, but

it isn't I who brought it about. Why then am I in prison?" (p. 377)

Was this question so dangerous to the stability of the regime that the
book had to be banned?

Nebody knows.. But later events in East Pakistan have shown that
there were indeed reasons for the“authorities to be afraid of these books.

— 2
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BALUCHI LANGUAGE -AND LITERATUREX
s ' : .
A brief survey
K _ of Baluchi,
. e : . . with examples

A. The Baluchi Language

The Baluchi language belongs to the Iranian family of Aryan languages,
one of two Iranian languages among those of Pakistan, the other being Pashto.
The Baluchis themselves consider their language to be only a corruption of °
Neo~Persian, a dialect of modern Persian, but European linguists see it
rather as-a modern form of an old Iranian dialect which is not the same as
that which gave origin to 'modern literary Persian. However, it is not very

‘clear what exact form it took because Baluchi. is seemingly derived from the
group of old Iraniap dialects called "Eastern," but also possesses some
characteristics of the Western group.- At present, Baluchi is spoken by
slightly.more than 700,000 people in eastern Iran and in the Pakistani pro-
vince previously called Baluchistan. It should be noted that not all of
the inhabitants of this province speak Baluchi. In fact, in the northern
area, Baluchi gives way to Pashto (see the following article), which is the
most commonly spoken language in Quetta, the capital city of Baluchistan
itself. To the east, in some zones of Baluchistan, a dialect of Sindhi is
spoken and in the same Baluchi linguistic zone there exists a Dravidian
language island where Brahui is spoken. Baluchi-speaking areas are .-
scattered beyond the borders of Baluchistan, even as far as Soviet Turkmeniss
tans One of the most interesting linguistic characteristics of Baluchi is,
that it well pérserves some 0ld medieval Persian. sounds, even in intervocalic
positions; .for instance, aden ("mirror") for the Neo-Persian a'iné., The

. numbering sysStem is also interesting as it shows clear traces of vigesimal
numbering: 60 is sqi-ghist, or."three 20's"; 80 is char-ghist, or "four

".20'8"; etc. Of course, modern Baluchi, especially in the mixed speech
areas,. is ‘evidently barbarized by mixture with Sindhi, Pashto and Persian
because it is not protected by a written literary tradition. Baluchi does
not have a "classical" literature and when it is sometimes written, it is,
of, course, written in the Arabic script. Examples are not lacking, though,
especially in translations of the Bible, of "Roman Baluchi," or Baluchi
written in Roman script. Educated Baluchis, when they wish to compose in
a literary manner, write in Persian or, in the case of those in Pakistan,
use Urdu. "

'*Fr6m~§toria delle letterature del Pakistan (Milan, 1958). Translated from
the Italian” by Bernard Blajir;:reproduced by permission of the author.
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Modern Baluchi is divided into two major dialects or groups of '
dialects: the first is northern, or northeastern, called '"Sulaimani,” _
which has Indo-Aryan loan words, especially from Sindhi; the second, the
southern or southwestern "Makrani' dialect, with many Persian loan words.

. Makrani refers to Makran, the name of the Baluchi coastal region of Iran
| and Pakistan.

B Baluchi Literatugg -~ Prose
- . - l
As stated above, Baluchi 1iterature is, for the most part, popular
and not written, and it consists of poems sung at evening gatherings by
minstrels called dom or lori, ‘or stories told in prose by narrators,
Norchern Baluchi has been studied most attentively and it is in that.
. d1a1ef5 that the "ballads" were collected in the basic work of Longworth
- Dames. .

1

| .
} . We- will first consider the prose. This is mostly narratives or
«. ncvelle characterized by (4) stories of Prophets and saints; (b) stories
from the more or less legendary history of the Baluchls, (¢) stories of.
fairtes and genies:and (d) stories of love and romantic adventure. Some
of these have been collected from the osal recitations of the people by-
— European scholars. Among the latter types of stories are those from the
great common Islamic heritage such as Laila and Majnun, Bahram-Gur and
Gulandam, while others are purely Baluchi, such as the story of'Dosten and
Shtren, of Shah Murid and Hani, etc. TheBaluchis however, even when:
telling well-known stories, relive them in an eriginal form with a sense
of fantasy and attention to descriptive detail which seem to be their own
and which have brought some to compare their literary taste with that of
the ancient Arabs. One curious and anthropomorphic tale of the mi'rdg,
or Muhammad's ascent to heaven, tells of the Prophet dining with God in
the celestial world, separated from Him.by a curtain. The hand of God
. appears now and then from behind the curtain to take food, and to Muhammad's
amazement, he recognizes a ring on God's finger which he once had thrown
into the jaws of a ferocious tiger that barred the path of his adventutrous

journey to heaven. AW
On crder to give an example of the narrative technique of a Baluchi /\\(\
story, we have translated one of them listerally. It is a Baluchi version _
of "The Water of Life in the Land of Shadows," a motif found very widely
in Muslim narratives. We note that the words at the beginning of the
- story seem to place the events in a primordial age outside of known time.
Both the opening and_ending are stereotyped and common to all narratives
and fables in prose. '

L]
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May He be praised; there is none so great as God. ‘ .-

Once 'upon a time there was a* king and this king called forty of his
servants and said, "I am going to seek the Witer of Life. Come with me, -
but do not bring any old men. If I see an old man, I will kill him." & -
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The servants repliedy, "So be it." . /_ R
Now, one of the servants of the king went homeué pick up-his things

in order to go with ‘the king. His.father said to im, "Son, where are you

going?" ’

The son said, "We forty men are going with the king to seek the Water
of Life, because the king wishes to drink the Water oﬁ,fife so that he will
never die." . )

Then the father said, "Take me with you because I will be.useful to/
you.n . . (

The son said, '"The king has said that if
kill him. If I take you with me, the king will

e .take any old man, he will
kill you.™

—

. <
But the father said, "Prepare a trunk and put me inside; thus I can

be useful to you and the king will 'not see me in the trunk."
’ , !

- The soﬁ said, "Very well; since you insist, I will take you with me.
But- if the king sees youxand kills you, thé' blame will be yours. My
strength will certainly not be enough to tear you away from the hands of . -
the king." ‘ '

v
.

The father said, "Our hope is in God; what will be will be."
Then the young man loaded two trunks on a camel; in one hé put-his
father and in the othér, iis belongings, and then he went to the king., The
-others had also prepared their baggage, and scarcely had he ar™ved when ,
they all set out on the voyage. . A

On and on they traveled, and a day's journey from their countrys” they
halted before some mountains where the Water of Life was_to.be~found. They
rested a vwhile; they %ate and drank tea. Then the kiﬁﬁ”%ommanded ten horse-
men to seek the Water of Life., Each one mounted his horse and ,they entered:
the Lapd of Shadows# and they rode their horses'i\;o the darkness. The king
also went with his men @s far as the Land of Shado § and there they unpacked ™

their baggage. And now let us.leave the .king and hear about the men.

They departed, but the Land of Shadows confounded their minds and they
became lost. ‘The king waited with his eyes fixed on the road, but.they did
not return. The next day the king sent another five horsemen. They left and
did not return. .

0.,\\

Then the king called his servants around him and said, "Why is it that

two dayS\haYg Passed since I sent out my men and they do not return?"

They replied, "How can we know why they do not return?"

(1

he. could be today!

>

The king said, "Alas, if on{g the;%‘were an old_maﬁ here, how,uéeful

’
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\\\\\\ ‘Then the son of the old man said to-hiLs father, '"Today the king missed

., ""[;6- ’ ¢

'\ o ’ , . "

\Naw the young man who had brought his father wenf\EB his father. ThE““‘T
father asked, "So, have the men returned?' ;!

\\-‘L ]
b . - ~ "\\“—' ) /l - -
The son said, "No." ' N Ve
The old man said, "Even if the king sends’ you, do not go bees §7you /
will be lost.!" / - ¢ /

~.

the presence of an old man. He called us and~gsked why the men he sent out

did not return, but we could not answer." - o
The old man said to his son, "Go to the king and Bay, 'I have a father ‘
and I will bring him to you if you do not kill him.'" \\\;\\

So the son_of the old man went before the king and 'said, K o
Qibla of the Wor !5 I have a father and when-we all came here, he“came ——
with me because he ves me very much. Now I will bring him to you i
do not kill’ him'" e - n .
o, . )
.o/ - <
. Thewking said, "Bring him. I will not kill him." And the son went and
brought his. father. : —
. . AN
" The king then said, "Two days have come to pass since I sent m

. bring me the Water of Life, but they-waVGand do not, return. .Why does this
happen?"

The old map &
found the water, took it and set out to return from the Land of Shadows, they .
could not find the way because the Land of Shadows has_neither beginning nor
end. It is a vast land out there."

. Then the king said, "And what must one do so that they do not lose their
way?" -

The old man said, "Do one thing. Command the men to take th{;ty or
¢ forty mares, then tie the foals of these mares at the entrance to the Land
of Shadows, then send the men to get ¢ the Water of Life."

« "Very wise," said the king.
» . So the king sent ten horsemen to get mares. \Thgy went off and returned
with thirty mares. The king said, "Leave the foals of the mare$ and thirty.
men take the thirty mares and look for the Water &f~Life.". They tied the
foals and rode off on the mares. ] ST

e

7

Now the old man said, "Take knapsacks with you and/ggu'will not ¢
it." Some turned back to get knapsacks; others did-hot. Then the
further said, "When you reach the water, put anything you see i
sa&ks. When you have filled the sacks and turned the horses
spur them, But/l%t them carry.you back by "
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L They said, "So be it," and left for the Land of Shadows. The king

‘ and the old man stayed behind with three servants. Now let- us leave them
/ and see what happened to the horsemen. . i
SN

\ The;\}ege and they rode, At a certain spot’they heard the gurgling
of some water) They advanced to the water and filled one or two bottles.
Some took to picking up everything they saw. Many pebbles were washed about
in the water and .everyone who had a place to carry them picked.up the_stones.
- Those who did not bring sacks put some pebbles in their pockgts. Qthers
did not take them and they. made fun of those who did gather the pebbles and
said, "Aren't there enough stones out there that you have to carry them from

_ QII .
:here. — - .

[l

" So they turned around on their\ horses and the horses ¥
correct path and came out of the Land of Shadows. The men cartied the
water, presented it to the king and then opened their knapsacks. They
looked and saw that what they had thought to be stones had turned to gold. ’

- -They-were-no—longer-stones, Now those who did not carry:any were sorry and

even those who did carry them complained. Some said, MWhy did I not bring

any with me?"
ﬂ -

owed the

N N

_And Otherg'ﬁaid, "Why did I not f£ill my clothing with the stones?"
Everyone lamented and was sick at heart. o o

Then the king wanted to drink the water, but the old man said, "0 King,
Tzzz—0 Qibla of the World! Come, let s go, you and me, to that mountain and
there you may drink you water."

R A
The king said, "Let it be so." '

N I
The king and the old man went to the mountain and sat down at the base

-~ of a tree. n the king said, "Now I will drink the water from my bottle."

The‘Bld man said, "Watt~—__Let us first perfora.our afternoon prayers
and then you may drink the water. . ‘

The king said, "So be it." And then the king -and
Preparations for prayér.

When they weré about: to begin their prayers, something round driven by

~ . the wind hit against a rock and then against another, and each time it
»  stwuck, sard "Wack, waek." . )

~
~

The king finished his pféyer and asked the old m;ﬁ, '01d man; while you
and I were praying, there was somet ing like a ball of wool which the wind
blew against one rock and then against another and each time it made a cry
and said 'Wack, wack.' What the devil was it that made that noise?"

¢ )

°

«

1

It
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The cld man saiﬁy\:%:te upon a time there was a king ana\ﬁe*\iike yo

drank this water. Now three hundred years have passed apd he has not die

His subjects have all had en h of him and he has been exiled from his -

country‘and no one loves him any e .because he is too old. And that is+ T~ v,
why he goes wandering around these mountains, And he is so ®ight that the e

wind blows him from one stone to the next, ut _he never dies."

S T~

And now thé king said to the old man, "If thing\\are\like that,
not drink this Water of Life," -
» : ‘ ) ) . Tt
' The old man\gaid "0 King, O Qibla of the World! You may do as you :
wish; but if you rink, even you will become as that kirng."

The klng said "I would not think of drinking this water anymore."
Striking the bottle against the tree, he broke it, and the tree has remained
green and fresh until this day. The king departed for his horsemen and, o
leaving that place with his servants, returned to his land and sat again

on -the throne. el ’
S and I fled from there and I wash for myself good fortune and for
“each ¢f you a sweetheatt! . b
\\\\\\\ X k% -
It is d%ted that. traditionally stories shoﬁ only be told in the . RN

\evening 1If they are told«during thedaytime, the aluchis say, they can

bring bad luck to the narrator ot to the house ,where this infraction of
the rules takes place.

t

- The "epic ballads,” which almost always tréat the Baluchi migrations

and the wars between two principal tribal groups, the Rind and\the Lashari,
form a midway point in Baluchi poetry. Thése ballads are infused with the
imaginative influence of classical Rersian and its very facile and primitive
rhyming system. Some of the ballads can be said to breathe true epic. !
qualities into the burning events of the stages of migratidn, the names-.of
- . their victoriods chiefs, the battles, and the long incursious on horsebac
) of warriors "who passed like lightning and returned rolling Yike the thundex."
They tell of tribés which "arose as one, driven by desire for\ water and.
" destiny," invading new lands '"like showers that felf during the rainy sea- \
- son.” This epic quality.is Very rare in other Islamic literagures. * “\\ -

~-

Amovg the most~famous heroes of these balliads are Nodhb dag and Mir

Shakf™ <The ballads usually begin by mentioning the Battle o¥ Karbala,6 ‘
. and Eﬁ’wolaest of. them, judging by ,the archaic expressions, can be dated
~ in the fifteenth and sixteenth «cenfuries., Here is an example of one of
the few/ colliected from the southern dialect' . P - -
N " . NS . . .
Ianéfﬁihaleppo trembled with anger . p e
Yazid. lifted his head. g P
When Sultan Sha¢ Husain was slain LN L
The.¢lans- conceiVved their hatred for*Yazid
The Lashari adva ed from their camp N “z ct .

ndxwith them mar es the generous Nodhbandag 7
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-Shaihak followed him closely with the Rind .
And descended beyond Rodbar, AR
-.Crossed the Desert of Lar.
g found themselves before the bazaar of Pahra,’
Bey nd the borders’of Bampur
They\ went, the men of the harnessed horses,
And women of beautiful necklaces
' With sheep and cows in great herds.
Women| with slovenly hair
~ ~Captured Prince Shaihak, forger of swords.
Thé ~just, generous Nodhbandag
Settled\ig the desert countrg

—_— ~« _The Lashard halted at Lashar R

And the Rind- at the bazaar of Pahra.

) And three years passed, oge by one,
By the will of God, generous and powerful,
And then came the attack of the Ghazi,

Those Turks on swift steeds. RN

And the army/farried the 'sword from~Jran-\
(There was nol place left even there fo lions);
. .They marched ﬂike the lightning and like “the wind
And roaring, they marched like thunder =
From Ked ta Mgkran, all the way to.India,
. Up.to the river in the region of Sindh,
N\ . From Sarbaz to the desert Mand,
- And Gohar, the heroine, folls ed, 9 ,
They went alw ays in search of streams and lakes,
And they passed beyond Pagaya-land:
Those carriopn Sabuki were put to rout,
The Kurds and|the Khalkhali, devourers of-men!l0
‘ "\ May the Mari have nothing to do with the Rindy

| . May the dwellérs of the highlands remaid in peace.
! th Nodhbandag the Chief, the generous hero, ~\\:::::§\
And\Shaihak, the gallant warrior,
- The clan rose|as one, —-- ' T

! - ] The lonping.for water enraptured them, and destiny too --
. And they paused near rivers and rills ‘
t Stud{ing the™ground, the mouths of streams.

- Kecl did not| p¥ease the Rind

. T 77T 'When they stopped\qn the nude pla ns of Kelwass__~\
\i ) And a year passed entjrely

From the time{Shaihak settled at Ashal) e

Arose then, fortunate hero; A

The minstrelsicame .to Gar/ﬂéd to Danda, | g B
From Dora to Saghik for ‘a’while, w \
From Zig and;from Chambar* to Mala, A
Up to Hortan and to the bazaar .of Tanda.

* A

el e e
-

A
/

S

Shakarl3 like a scintillating ruby T ‘%
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e " .~—And leading them, Nodhbandag came; ' ) . .
’ . Nodhbandag passed beyond the Hari and- above, Yoo
From Ghish-Kaura to Gulkaura. 14 ) o
e " They- ‘came’down like rainfall in the .rainy season .

¢ . And then toward Kackhi aad Sibi.
. ", All the Rind went away together,

. -
., P v -~ _ -

< , " .. In addition to nngratlon, the next important subject of Baluchi epic
' ballads is the "Thifty Years War" (1489-1511) betweeh the Rind clan led by
Mir Shakar), the Son of Shaihak, whom we have ‘already mentioned, and that
of the Lashari ;ed by Gwaharam. Other- tribgl wars in the sixteenth century

taking of the Baluchis'in 1555 to help the exiled Moghul emperor, Humayun,
%n“che reconjuest of Delhi. There is no lack of other balIads of later
wars in the&’eighteenth and nineteenth centuries, THe Baluchis have conserved
these ballads in large folios (daftar) writteh in Arabic script. Buller

" in the Bq? uchistan District Gazeteer (Series VII, pp. 81-82), describing the

AY

. content of some’ of these folios, mentionms . w
+ ~ .. a poem about the mlgratlon of the Rind, :other poems
. o that give details of the history of varidﬁgkprinces of .
' Ke&c, one Ballad cf Ghuldm AlI which describes the Battle .
", of'MalikPinar Ghik'kI against the TaqTl Khan, & General \ '

of Nadir Shah, and still another about Otman Kalmati
. - and the.Battle of Hammal-8-Gihand and the Portuguese, . .'.
As we can see, some of the ballads are recorded even with the names of
thors. : . . )

<
S

[

The cycle of Dosten and Shlren la particularly noteworthy among the

poetic dadtal® about love .and romance Dosten, a‘soldier-of Mir Shakar, ,

chief of the Rind, 1s delivered-as a hostage to the Turks. His cousin and

. 'fiancée, Shiren, waits for him, faithfully for many years until she is -
obliged to marry ‘against her will But just as they are about to celebrate
the wedding, Dosten, released from prison, returns, hav1ng ridden his steed
madly through the mountain gorges. - . ,

Here 1s how Dosten tells'the chief who held krim prisoner  that his mare

could no longer live in the.plains and lcnged for the highlands, (disdain for
.- the hor plains of Sind and love for the mountains is a common theme of

e Baluchi poetry): . - -

-

"Zanghi is my chief; Gwaha&am 1s my leader and friend,
owner of marveloys mares. .1 sweal by your beard, by the new-
. spzouted hair of your face, mare, pursuer of wild asses,
. &s sad She does not want tS%Urink the watér of the indus,
' 4;7// nor eéat the reeds and grass of Karjal:of _the Sind 7 She longs *
Vs for the herds of wild asses of the highlanﬂé and misses, the Lo
g sheet pastunes, the wild asses of the Pass of Phitokh and wglls
’ ‘f11led with fresh water. The flies and mosquitos of the desert
o ’ erltace/ﬁ/r, "The reptiles do not let her sleep The Malwari
barley/ls too coanse for her."

. s M Ve
: * -
. - 2 B
. .
4 A * ’

also serve as subjects for these ballads, Some others related Eﬁ?‘under— *

-~ - ~ e -~
- - ¥ -
~ e - o »
. . .

<

+
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Translator's note: ‘here, ﬁpoular" 1 terature clearly means 'oral.'
Difficulties with this will develop Later., ) )

M. Long@orth Dames. Popular Poetry of the Belochies (London, 1907).
The text'of this story with a Russdan tf;;giation\is found in I. I.

" farubin, Beludzkie Skazki, Serija Iranskaja V. (1949), 79ff. )
tarik-khana iitenally "house of-darkness.'" Note the simplicity with
which the fabuleus_tale-is narrated, A
qibla refers to the direction of Mecca towards which all Muslims bow

. in prayer. "Qiblé'oﬁ the World" here is equivalent to "Worshipped
by, all men" or "YouE,ngesty."’ T ’

Editors' note: Battle of Karbala ‘in 680 A.D., in which Syrian rule;///////
Moawiya and his son Yazid defeated ‘the forces of Husain; Moawiya wa .
named calif and his dynasty, the Umayyads, ruled until 750 A.D. - This
battle has particular significance to Shia Muslims who believe that
Husain, Ali[s.sq‘i was the rightful calif. N ;
In che Persian, Makran. ‘ N
South of Pahra. . '
Heroine of a tribal war sung about in other ballads.
Refers to an abofiginal tribe of enemies of the Baluchi; "Kurds" was -
an old generic term and is here intended to be the Brahui.
The Pakistarni Makran. . T . . L

! ,, Id /
Farther east, near the Sind. ' ) e ’

; - —_ . P

f Shaihak., | g

on o S al\?? o -
~kawr m T'mo&ﬁ;éin stream."
Editors s @& sort of story or romance which makes up
a very la ) .
bhang is a £ )
\ 4 RN ’

Translator's note\  "oral" is clearly implied, but not stated .n the -

essay, ''popular" implies another meaning.
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N In Pakistdn there is also starting a modern local press and some
poets have begun to imitate the Persian ghazal and to use patriotic Islamic
themes Gul Khan Nasir, born about 1910 at Mushki and who studied at
~ Quetta, should,be partleularly mentioned., He has published a.collection of-

' Baluchi poetry called bulbang ("The Cry") and a history of Baluchistan .
(zdrixa-i-Zalichistan) gk Urdu. One of his voems, »nafZr ("The Trumpet Call")
calls young Baluchis to awaken and spring to the defense of Jslamlc ideals, _
including an 1nv1tat10n to imitate, the Arabs who "march to the recanquest of
Israel.”

Azad Jamaldine, born about 1919, is also from Mushki ‘and in 1953
published 4 Cry of Defiance, a collection -of Baluchi verse, with a prose
translation in Urdu. He also writes poétry in Persian and Urdu, and edits
the monthly, baluchi. )

In spite of efforts to create a "written" poetry and prose in Baluchi,
the most attragtive part of the literature is still the ‘"populax” (g a1)17
themes.

We will close this treatise with a brief three-line song:

A wsign of death is the burning fever;’ V)

.

/

-

A sign of approaching rainj the gathering clouds; ] ’ :

A sign of love is/je:}éinly.a smile, o : ‘
. ! - kS ¢ .

<~
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3. The teXt'of’this story with a Russdian tfgggiation\is found in I. I.
v *" farubin, Beludzkie Skazki, Serija Iranskaja V. (1949), 79ff.
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4. tarik-khana; iitenally "house of-darkness." Note the simplicity with
which the fabuleus_ tale -6 narrated. .

5. qtbla refers to the direction of Mecca towards which all Muslims bow
. in prayer. "Qibl4 of the World" here is equivalent to "Woxshipped

. n n , s ", i v
‘ . by,all men" or YouE,M?Jesty. . . - ’//
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. Moawiya and p}s son Yazid defeated ‘the forces of Husain; Moawiya wa . ’
B named calif and his dynasty, the Umayyads, ruled until 750 A.D. - This 4/
battle has particular significance to Shia Muslims who believe that :
’ usain, AliLs;sq~‘ was the rightful calif. N )
7. In che Persian Makran, ‘ .
.° 8. South of Pahra. _ ‘
N . ‘ e
9. Heroiné of a tribal war sung about in other ballads. ’
" 10. Refers to an abofiginal\tribe of enemies of the Baluchi; "Kurds" was -
an old generic term and is here intended to be the Brahui, //
11. The Pakistari Makran. ' ~ ) , / 7
. . ’,, - /
12, Farther east, near the Sind. : . P )
. . LN ] ,/V{‘
13. <Son of Shaihak. | ) g
) - \ > 2 o prd
- 14.~_kaur m "mouﬁ;éin stream."
oy, . o . ) MR ~ . S .. -
. 15. Editors¥ note: " dag s A& sort of story or romance which makes up
a very laxge part of all mic" literaturds, ' .
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17. Translator's note\ '"oral" is clearly implied, but not stated in the - ST

essay, "popular" implies another meaning.
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//// . “MLA Seminar on the Literature of South Asia -

" will be held in the last week of December, 1971 at Chicago ¢pléase see the
November 1971 issue of the PLMA, the official journal of  the Modern Language
Association, for the exact date, time, and place). The_nameéfof the speakers
and discussants ,will be announced later, as soon as the topic and the panel
of speakers and discussants are deécided wpon. If you are ingerested in the
Seminar -- as a speaker, Hfécu§sant, or-participant -~ and/or have any
suggestions concerning the topicsf‘thg format of the Seminar, and so forth,
Please get in touch with Professor V. Gopalan, Department of Engli'sh,

) }ndiana State Univérsity, Terre Haute, Indiana, 47808, as soon as possbile.

The ;gst,M.L.A: Seminar on the Literature of South Asia, held on
December 30, 1970, at New York, and presided over by Dr. K. S. Narayana Rao
of)Jfgconsin State University, Oshkosh, Wisconsin, was devoted to a scholarly
discussiop of 'Indian Fiction: A Search for Form, initiated by Raja Rao, the
. well known Indian novelist. The response to his remarks on the,need in

Indian fiction today for rootedness in the core of ancient Indian tradition
was as enthusiastic as it was intellectually challenging, and American as
well as South Asian §chol§fs of the literature of South Asia took a lively

interest in_the discussion.

.
-~ P

-~

The Third Annual M.L.A. Seminar on the Literature‘of India ggd,Pakigfgg///’;

~
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PASHTO 'LANGUAGE AND LITERATURE* "2
£ .

% . : ' o Bl

. A brief survey

; ) : of Pashto, with

o examples

*A. The Pashto Langudge.

- .

»

Pashto, like Baluchi, is an Iranian language, belonging to the
Eastern branch of this group, and is genealogically related to ‘ancient
Avestan, from which modern Persian descends, rather than to.ancient Pars,
,the language of the Achimeneans' cuneiform inscriptions. Pashto is the

. natidnal language of the Afghan§}“§%d, since 1940, is on a par with
Persian as the official language of Afghanistan., However, it is not
spoken throughout this ,oun;iy, as in various, zones of Tajikistan sthere
a form of Persian as well as Turkic languages are spoken. The language’

. 1s widespread outside the Afghan state, extending into the area of . P
Pakistan known as the Northwest Frontier Province with its capital at
Peshawar and into ‘part of northern Baluchistan. It can be established .o
from the history of the 1iterature,;and especially from the rich field
of popular poetry, that the most productive tultural centers of Pashto
‘are outside the political boundaries of Afghanistan and within the areas
of present-day Pakistan. The total number of Pashto speakers can be
estimated at about four million, including bilingual persons, especially
in Afghanistan, where all educated people know Persian. (It is not rare

" for pure Pathans to know only Pergian).

Pashto 1s divided into two main dialects: that of the northeast,
spoken in the areas around Kabul, Peshawar, and:Yaghistan; and that of s
the southwest, spoken in the regions of Qandahar, Bannu, and Khatak. /
One of the phonetic characteristics of the northern.dialect is to pro-
nounce "kh" like the German-"ch™ in Nacht, while in the other dialect,
the sound is pronounced "sh" as in "shame." Here the name pashtl becomes o
pakhti. More exactly, the "a" of the first syllable of .the word is e
pronounced as the intermediate between u as in "flute" and 3 as in -
- "father," similar to the "u" in th& English word "but." Then, at times,.
reference is made to the "Pushto" language and also to "Pukhto," The
Afghan Pashto speaker is called pashtin or pakhtin (plural, pashtana
or pakhtana). In India and Pakistan the pashtana are known as "Pathans.”

1 v .
-

. While Pashto preserves more archaic forms than the modern Persian
of Iran,” it has undergone cohsiderable influence from Indian languages.
There are numerous loanwords from Urdu. Afghanistan has always 2nclined .

4

*From Storia delle letterature del Pakistan (Milan, 1958). Translated
from the Italian by Bernard Blair; reproduced.by permission of the author. .
. L O - o -
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toward the Indo-Pakistan subcontihent. The Khyber, Gumnl and Bolan Passes,
pf course, make Afghanistan accessible to tHe Indus Valley, while it is
divided fyrom Iran by inhospitablé deserts to the west and southwest. |

One phonetic characteristic emerging from Pashto is the harshness of .
its sounds and the inclination to consonant groups in initial positioms,
such as "khp," "zgh," etc., a unique phenomenon of Islamic languages. A
widely known story in India tells of a wazir who was asked by his sovereign
to give an example of the languages he had heard spoken on his extended
voyages In order-sto make the sounds of Pashto apparent, he brought a
metal pan with pebbles in it and began to shake it violently, that unpleasant
noise representing the phonetics of ‘the language!

3 .

-

"~

Pashto, like most Islamic languages, is written in Arabic script inter-
spersed with specidl diacritical marks 2 .

.

B. The Origins of Pashto Literature.

3

The/Pashto language has a literature that is very rich in quantity. It
1s ESSégtlally an imitation of Persian, though in spirit it is rather dif-
ferent from the Persian literature of Iran -and- approaches more the spirit of
Indo-Persian and Urdu. This "imitation of Persfanm," as in the case of Urdu
and crther Islamic literatures, has been a littl€ exaggerated by some
European scholars who perhaps have not taken -the pains to examine more
closely the statistic and literary realities of .these "secondary" languages
which can offer some pleasant surprises. These surprises are present, with-
out dcubt, in the popular Pashto literature, one of tKe richest and most
vigorous of Pakistan. Furthermore, the areas between the two literatures'
are nct always easy to trace, and, even in the court literature, one feels
a.breath of highland simplicity unknown id other more famous ''classic"
Islamic literatures. 2

The beginnings of Pashto literature present a broblem, as yet unsolved °
with any certainty; that is, the ‘authenticity of some recently discovered
doguments, especially a tazkira,% entitled pata khazana ("hidden treasure")
which may have’been written in 1729 by Muhammad Hotak, a writer at the.court
of Shah Hussein Hotak of Qandahar, who died in 1739. 1In this tazkira exist
many examplies of Pashto poetry which refer directly to the year 139 A.H.
(756 A.D.), the epoch of the Ghors, whereas the prose fragments of the
tazkirazu'l-avaliya ("biographies .of the saints") of “one Sulaiman Maku could
possibly carry the beginnings of Pashto prose back .to the'thirteenth century
of cur.era Histories of Pashto literature previous to these discoveries do
not predate the sixteenth century.

One may exclude‘a nation;list pila fraus of the modern. discoverer of the
‘pata “hazana, Abdul Hayy gabibi,.because if this were the case, Muhammad
Hocak's literary ability and his knowledge of the old styles would be down-
right miraculous and, perhaps, even more difficult to- expldin than the problems
of -authenticity. However, one cannot help but think of, at least in the

.

s
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oldest fragments of the tazkira, a possible fabrication of the literary -
atmosphere of Qandahar duringdthe national rebirth under the Hotaks,con-
sidering the place and period in which the work was compiled. Im its
best light, and all things considered, it seems most probable to me that
one could think of such very ancient fragments as a more recent retelling
of definitely very old poetic subjects within the long oral tradition.

The greatest difficulty to attribute the vyarana ("soﬂg," f&khfzya)
of Amir Krur to a Pashtun anirsof Ghor of the second century A, H, is,

first of all, due to the fact that it is not certain when the Afghans | o

occupied Ghor; and secondly, in the words of the foremost European
authority on the Pashto lapguage, Professor G. Morgenstierne of Oslo,

"the language of the vyarana is-. . . suspiciously modern." One can
concur with the opinion of the eminent Norwegian linguist when he writes
that one can believe . .

-

in the authenticity of the Pata Xhazana as the work of
Muhammad Hotak during the national renaissance at Qandahar .
in the first'half pf the 18th century when it was important to
vindicate the antiquity of Pashto poetry in comparison to
Persian. But even if he were a conscientious and zealous col-
lector of ancient manuscripts and tradftions, we cannot expect
to find him ta be a critical philologist and historian as well.
He pould have accepted the dates traditionally attributed to
the poetry which he found; it is even possible that he invented
some of them himself or-exaggerated out of patriotism-the anti-
quity of othets he found. There is no reason to doubt that he
did not really save many precious poetic relics. I think it

- impossible to say how old they are, but- I think it probable

" that we do have 1n the Pata Xhazina the oldest Pashto texts
+ . which exist, ’ : -

Among these ancient Pashtp poets of the first and “‘oldest period, if
In fact it gxisted (this would be the period that spans the Suri, Ghori
and Lodi Dynasties which cam to an end about 1494)7 the pata khazana
specifically mentions the Ghori, Amir Krur (died 711), as author of a
“vyarana, or fakhriya. These are boasts for warlike undertakings. Even

» 1f these are not authentic, we will uote one becdduse it is very vigorous

and gives an idea of the proverbial bellicose nature of the.people whose
"literature we are condidering: ’
N - » - 1
1 am‘érfzgg?—zhere is no greater hero than I throughout the land, .
Not in Hind, nor in Sind, neither in Tokhar nor in Kabul, " . :
And not even in.Zabul; no greater- heto than I in this world!
The arrows -of my will and my strength come down like thunderbolts
. , on my enemies; -
I enter battle and hurl myself onto the routed and the conqueyed.
No greater hero than I in the world! .
A sphere of fierce destiny hovers over my victories, :
The hooves of my horse make the earth tremble and mountains fall.
I make deserts of the lands. No hero greater than I in this world!
The brightness of my sword shines as far as Herat and Jorum;
The people of Gharg and Bamian and Tokhar- mentiof my names.as a cure
; ¢ £or all ills,
\\\\\?\\ (3{) / K
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' And’eqen in Rum everyone knows me. No greater hero than I in this. - . o
T ‘ ! \ ' world!
' My arrows rain down on Merv and the enemy fears me; . .
~ I run over the frontlers of the Herl—Rudfand their soldiers scatter . s

. I in flight before me.
The. valiant tremble before me. No greater ‘hero than I in this world!
I have conquered Zarang with the red cheek of my sword;
1 haVe overcome the race of the Sur and I control it and its lords
' : and leaders;
¢ ’ 1 have raised my kinsmen to high position and power. No greater hero

- e © than I in this world."
’ v 1 am generous and kind to, my men; I provide and care for them; - ) -

They are-.greatly in my debt, Ng greater.hero than I in this world.
My rule 1s steady and without blemish through the ‘sublime mountains;
The world 1s mine and all the preachers from the pulpits praise
. . only t¥% name.
) In ail the days, nights, months and years, there is no, greater hero
. " “than Iin this ‘world!

Ve

v w E
. Thils same perlod had mystic poets such as Shaiykh Matta Ghorya-Khail
(died 1289), author cf the Volume entitle da Khuday mina ("the love of God"),
" which contains beautiful mystic poetry such as the one which begins:

,,_, -
}

Over the h1gh mountains 'and over degetﬁg ke, .
: at daybreak and-in- deep night '
The cleat songs of the birds --,. "' ‘

. the sad cry g lament = .
Strike my ear as a single 91gh .
And the memory of -Thee: ° k »
all are a manlfestatlon of Thy love. ;
When thé flowers bloom in the garden --°

r

Tt ’ -~ or the rose smiles in the orchard, . }
‘ When the oc ean roars .with foam -~ ’ - .
5 . all are works .of Thy love.* °
. All _zhé pbeauties ot the world.--
. g they are 1n Thy adoring hand, . .

0 Soverelgn, 0 Lord of Lords, King of Kings Coe . ] -
For lack of space and also because of doubt. about their authenticity,
we have passed over some notable fragments of the pata khazana which
enumerate ancient poets such as.Abu Muhammad Hashim (died c., 910). He could
_have been a pupili of the famous Arab scholar, Ibn Khallad, who in his
satiric poetry, dirham (lrterall§, 'silver coins'), may have translated
Arab sazires by such poets as, Khaxshbun (died 1020)," ‘the mystic Shailykh
’- Taiman (died ¢ 1130), the warrior Malikyar (died c. 1175) and others into
Pashto The oldest example of prose of this period would be, as already
- mentioned, the blogranhical work of Sulaiman Maku in the .thirteenth century.. , -

/

-
-
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of his badla, a popular Pg N
L L gt e : \
w . Is it a tzka .ry.ot”ir forehead, or 1s it a'morning star? \

Is- itrgse erft;me_,‘,.qr is_1it your hair that falls before~your face? \ ’

X & clean|purenesk of steel,.or i5™it the ey '.gf--l:éil,a?'.. « e .
gl 'Is it/the love N
v Is

Obviously, this is to an Indian beauty, aslthe tika on the forehead

f wine, or.the spell of opium of Eengal? |

his the pungent pain- of parting,tor is it fever, or is it plague?

B g caste mark wor | by Indian Women. The readér will easily note that —
fost all the poets and authors mentione s far are from outside the !
actiual ‘political bo Ade/rs/o’f' Afghanistan, - )
\With the es;:‘ab_lishme Voéhe Hotak Dynasty at Qanda;;r where a*
2 literyry renaissanc;f/was/:;eated in the eighteenth century, we move,to an
dre digtant from India.- There; court poets Surrounded.the sovereigns
tvho werdcoften themselves literary. Belonging to this litegary  circle at »
“was Muh d Hotak, author of the previously mentioned biographical .
-~ anthology of poets, the pata khazana. The style of the par f/‘t‘:he book .
e .attributed to him is very simple and remarkably modernswhile g remainder
of the manuscxipt #hich was published by Habibi ‘more recent, ‘thus, in )
bart, explaining the lack of archaicisms. s patron, the ruler of Qandahar,
”ﬁm"ﬁ Hussain Hotak, who had a poetic an literary darbar once a week in his
N ~* palace at Narang,

. s hims¢lf a writer ‘of poetry in Pashto and Persian.
Another "who

. /Sadd@t/‘ur?j,a fﬁre
Ta

ote in poetzy was the-famous '‘Ahmad Shah Durrani of the
athér simple verges i

nt invader qf India (died 1773). His dZvan¥of
< ‘the style of Rahman Baba was. published in 1940
/ by the National Pdshto , cademy of Kabul (da pashto tolena).
» N | ' - ' . -
: ‘mog j : e work of this period is The Inlaid History of .
R Jewels (tartkh-i-murassa’) b\ Afzal Khan Khatak,-a descendent of, Khushhal
“Khan and head of jthe tribe until abo'q.‘;:'l‘770. The work is a compilation
principally dediqated to semi- .storfcal. legends about-the origins of the .,
e Afghans. But th . history of the\two ‘centuries previous to Khushhal Khan , .
Khatak is importhnt” to  the study: of modern periods. Afzal Khan was also / ’
the patriarch off a véﬁ:italgle_dydas of poets and writérs. Another famous
' + military chief who %as also a poet % Hafiz Rahm t; governor of Rohii-Khand
\ iA India, a confemporary and ally gf Namad Shah%qrrani in his Indian )
enterprises. AMHp was killed in batfle ik 1774 and buried at Bareilly. It
is said that/Hﬁ‘ 'Jgather‘ed an extensive libgary of\Pisj:; works; some of his
ns such as Ngwab Mahahbat Khan and Allahyyar Khan dicated themselves
- .to Pashto’grampar and philology*and. compile: important grammirs and lexicons. ‘
¢ Among the poet 5 of the other,tribes, the prou#-Qasim Ali of the Afridi . /
tribe.is worthy of mention. It ‘seems that, in addit to Pashto, he knew
- Arabic,’ Turkigh, Persian, Kashm:h:i;%ﬂ%d a bit of Eng '}he\ s
in In X

w/ /cons'ollidation of English influenge" caused him to exclaim verse:

- The Christians dominate fndzia. 0’

- S/ S ' ' : RN
- 0h, .whefe' are the ! @ warriors of yesteryear? ,‘/ I
. R . * /
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‘of.the impcrtant heretical and historico- religious work, the dbbtstan-z— / .

Deccan i 1631. The poet-saint-w of the same period, Mulla Mast, A

is also interesting., His tomb be the inscription, "Sanctuary.of Mast\ )
" Baba,'". and is venerated i Shinwago. In one of his books, he tells of the ~. -
'Holy War of his Spirlcual master (pir) and combines, in typical Afghan . -~ .
.fashion, mysticism and war: y N ) _ P \\\>\\\
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completely lost. Bayazid's doctrines seemed to have contained anti- -

Moghul tra:ts and, at the same time, material written against the Afghani "
aristocracy. '"The qualities of a Shaiykh (religious teacherY’are not e
hereditary," he is said to have told his father, who wished to convince o
him to chocse a spiritual leader from their clan. '"Paradise awaits him /y/

whoe obe??”@od even if he is nothing but a black slave, and Hell awaits L

the discoedleA““%chn 1f they are descendents of the Quresh (Quresh, the

famly of the Prophet). He gave great importance to "knowledge of oné s ///F\\\.
self," through which one teaches knowledge of God. Ignorant pegpley are

as animdld, not men, and could and should be slaughtered. Theffands and’
propercties cf. these people who know neither themselves nor 'God were to
be considered possessions of those dead and inherited from other dead;
hence, to be divided among the true "learned. ' According to-the -author .

maaaktot Bayazid introduced new technical terms into the complex hierarchies

of sufism The four grades of shari’at ("external law'") tariqat ("mystic .
order"), kaq,qar ("realizaticn," "reality"), ma’rifat ("knowledge") are
for him jurdar ("nearness"), baslat ("union'), vahdat ("unity") sukimat
(*traneu1ri“y”), the last being the supreme rank

7’ .

The orthodox teacher, Akhdun Darvesa, sought successfully to oppose
Bayazid's religious influence, Darvesa died, it ,seems, at the age of 108 Ll
lunar years in 1638, and is buried at Peshawar where his tomb is. s¢ill ) -
venerated by the people, We are indebted to him for preserving various bits
and extraefsrrom ‘the works of his adversary whom he refuted in a book filled'
with vuigar invective entitled makhzanw!l islam ("treasure of Islam") and
written 1in rhyminngrcse in imitation of the heretic's Khagiru'l bayan. The - - .
very prolific Akhdun Darvesa wrote more than fifty wofks in various languages,
including Arabic and Persian  His history of the Afghans from the remotest
times to his day,'makhzani-i-afghani ("the Afghan treasure"), is specifically
iMportant~ His eminence 1n the history of Pashto literature is of the high- o~
est rank whén sne considers the great numberaif disciples he had. As an
exampie of the importance which he gave o tg 'national" languagey we may
cite this excerpt from the makhganu'l islam:® '"God speaks all languages,
whether 1t be Arabrey Persian, 'Hindi or Afghani. He speaks in the language
that the heart of man.can understand." Among.his disciples was "his _son, ) . .
Abdul Karim, or:Karim-Dad (died c. 1662), who seems to have collected and ’ .
edited his father's makhzan. .It seems further that there are sgme parts )
of the work which are his own. He also wrote love poems; of/p};try, he .
wrote: ‘"Poetry is like a sea that can only be understood by him who <N
drowns in its vorrex’ of death’" . - .. ' I

e
. v

" It is pointliess z° cite the innumerable disciples and relativés of\\\\\‘;\\~el;‘

Fir-1-Roshan, but amopg his contemporaries, Arzani deserves mention. A B
manuscript of his divan (collected poetic works) fs‘in the British Museum.

A nephew of BayVazid' s, also a mystic.and poét, was Mirza Khan Ansari, who

established himself in India and died there during Shahajaﬁah‘s\\aés in the

-

g «

May I become a warrhor dres ed in the-armor of Certainty .




. his poeLry's_immediacy, I do not_think that it is overréted41\H¢te/is an
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and with the arc of Knowledge (ma ’rifazé), I make war
on the wicked, the shafts of Truth (hagigat) will I ‘
launch.to the sky! ' ‘ ~ .

[ .
-

To this same pgriod belongs perhaps the most famous Afghan poet,
Khushhal Kharf (1613-1689), of the Khatak clan from.the southern Pashto- .
speaking aregx_ He is called the "Father of Pashto," having written more
than 400,000 verses and numerous prose works; part of which have been
lost. He was chief of the Khatak tribe and, like a good Afghan, 'was also"
a warrior. He fought against the Moghulg of India and was, for a time, held
prisoner in the fortress of Ranthanbor by—hts—principai”énemy, the emperor .
Aurangzeb, His elégant verses, however, say little new.to those who know -
Persian style, but show a notable robustness and simplicity which exhibit
a lively interest for the clan sttuggles and fortunes of his tribe. Khushhal
Khan had a great number of sons, nephews and pupils, all poets, sowthat his
title "Father of Pashto" is almost due him literally, aside from“the
metaphorical sense of-the expression. Hé was, furthermore, an innovator in
prose style in that he chose a style close to ‘that of ordinary conversation,~~ . _
Among the ‘most important of his disciples and imitators is his son Abdul e )
Qadir (died 1702). He too was very prolific (he translated Sa'di's
gulistan into Pashto) and his verses are suffused with mysticism more or.
less in the fashion of hi's father. "Don't’coﬁsidpr my poetic words as ‘many-
colored; they are blood that flows from my heart,'" he wrote, Because of

example of a ghazal: - . : T -
~ Alas, would that heaven, which removes all otﬁ;:\;:;;;\ffnm\\; \\”“\~<i

v

my ‘heart, erase th¢ sorrow for my- friend! s . |

The silent &;w, if it finally éarééses Ehe‘rose, sadly T
lgménts the, nightingale coming from the distant rose. o

Happyuéhg burning cangle, thaQ;your tonguglhas become a quill
who

- for‘sthe assembligs, you sing such ‘a song of flame,
The lo&ev had no news of th burning of love;. in this flame: s
I cast thy mistress, e& . . .. ‘

.. _How can-one hide a lamp behiné curtainsg of phantasmagbria?;
\\\\ Even if a _heavy tent veils your face, I will see it!

\g\flré on my Brow. \

: . _ ~ -
in\?ourning for th%/m6fh who dies in the flame, the candle lights —

D)

You ha&é\ orgotten Abdul Qadiry who laients all night :
) while>fou .sleep tranquilly in your bed!

- © -

I

Third most impoxtant in Khushhal's school of poetry ig Sadr Khan,
another of Khushhal's 3ons, who presumably translated Nizami's kHusro-wa-
shirin and who also put into verse some popular stories such as the famous
one about Adam Khan, which‘bggins with this invocation filled with strange
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f 0 Lord, make of my heart a flowered meadow, a garden for n
/ speaking Thy name; make of my hones a plantation of cotton,
[ and over all,'kindle the light of love; and that fire, make

h it blaze on'me until all that cotton becomes ashes. And. of'
my- heart, then, make a tulip, a cup of .impassioned blood, . e

RN

-

// ' Scme Afghans pr%fer the very pqpular mystic poet Abdur Rahman\ better
known -as RahTPEXB‘Ba, over Khushhal.Khan. He was of the Mohamand tr

- . and lived in—Peshawar where he died in 1706. His tomb is still venerated
« ' and-serves to recall his rich dtvan of traditional mystic-erotic inspira
) tion so well Eetognijzed by those who know Persian poetry. Here is a brief’
. example chosen almogt at random from the dzvan ) . 7 S

Who has turned me to this madness and folly, who has taken *
me from my fondest habits?’ . N

1 don't know who it may be that pushed me to such action,
’ / Who 1t 1J who, w1th the magic of a glance, makes me drunk with.
- : ' love!,

/ - -

Which eyes, which lash#s, what flirtatious glances? Whe has cadt me
: into dust and blood like a martyr of God9 .

. Powerle helpless in the face of many temptations; from the
temptation. or your eyes that have made a slave of me?

I understand nothing myself, O Rahman! Who brings me td this '
sad srate? Who almost prostrates me with grief? :\\ - «
’ N "& A

\

v D. The Hotak and Saddozai Period. ‘ .
— . ) >‘ . s 0
§1dering another famous Pashto lyric poet, Abdul Hamid (died c.
from Peshawar and from the tribe of Mohamand we enter the
ghird perjod’ of Afghan literature. The period generally covers the ‘.

asties of Hotak at Qandahar and the Saddozai at Kabul. Abdul

Hamid has been called by Beilew !the Sadi of Pashto." He founded a

poetic sthocl chara crecized by sentimentality,\Br perhaps over—sentimentality,
called, st 2-u-gadaz (“"passion and ardor'"), which does not express the
simplicity or singe ritgkpf his two great predécessors, Khushhal Khan and

Abdul Hamid's contemporary and disciple, Qalandar, an Afridi from )

+ Jamrud/ 1in the Khyber, is worth mentioning, 1f for no other veason.than that
he wag himself, with his love Mira, a subject of popular poetry. We may,
also mepfien Hamid Gul from the familx of Rahman Baba, who also lived near
Peshawar in the first half of the eighteenth century and wrote vetse (mostly -
syll bic) on popular themes and pleasing dialect balladsx Here 1s @ stanza
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~~ anthology of poets

Another €x'who
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of his badla, a pOPUia?}? form: ) ' AN \‘

: is it a"morning star? \
Is- it rgs erfﬁmq,wqr is it your hair that falls befdre~your face?

. v

Is it cleanpureness of st':'e'gi,lor is™itthe eyds qf.-lz§i]:,a?', ¢
'Is ig”the love of wine, or.the spell of opium of Bengal? .
¢ Is/Chis the pungent pain-of parting,ior is it fever, or is it plague?

caste mark worn by Indian Women. The readdr will easily note that \
st all the poets and authors mentiéne
ac ual‘politicallbo‘dg;s/of Afghanistan,

Obviously, thiﬂ is to an Indian beauty, as}the tika on the forehead

s far are from outside the

2

/‘/_ R . -’\ . .
With the es;ablis?ggg&%ﬁf/;he Hotak Dynasty at Qandahar whexe a -
literjry renaissanc s created in the eighteenth century, we move.to an

area m (eogigtanf from India.- There; court poets Surrounded-.the sovereigns
Who werecoften themselves literary. Belonging to this litegary: circle at
Qandahar ‘was Muha Ed'Hotak, author of the previocusly mentioned biographical~ -
m? the pata khazana. The style of the part-of the book )
.attributed him is ve'ry simple and remarkably modernswhile ) éﬁg@mainder
of the manuscxipt ﬁhich was published by Habibi more recent, thus, in
- part, explaining the lack of "archaicisms. S patron, the ruler of Qandahar,
ﬂ/§haﬁ'ﬂussain Hotak, who hada ppetic apnd literary darbar once a week in his
palace at Narang, s hims¢lf a writerof poetry in Pashto and Persian.
ote in poetz¥ was the-famous ‘Ahmad Shah Durrani of the
ent invader gf India (died 1773). His divanf¥of
‘the style of Rahman Baba was published in 1940
cademy of Kabul (da, pashto tolena). .

! L
er simple verses {

'
I

Thé\mogt impprtant prose work of this period is The Inlaid History of .
Jewels (tarikh-~i-murassa’) by\ Afzal Khan Khatak,-a descendent of Khushhal
~“Khan and head of |the tribe until aboyt 1770, The work is a compilation
principally dedi ated to semi-Bistorical.legends about:the origins of the
Afghans. But the¢ history of the two ‘centuries previous to Khushhal Khan
Khatak is importpnt’ to' the study: modern periods. Afzal Khan was also /
the patriarch off a vé%itable~dydas y'of poets and writers, Another famous
military chief ‘hg/éés also a poet ¥ (Hafiz Rahmat] governof of Rohii-Khand l/)J‘

L 4

R

ifd India, a congemporary and ally of Aymad Shah'Burrani in his Indian
enterprises. Mg was killed in batfle iR 177
is said that h} gathered an extensive 1i ary of\gifszg works; some of his

" qons such ag Ngwab Mahabbat Khan and Allat\yar Khan dicated themselves -
.to Pashto’grammar and philology™and ‘compiled important grammdrs and lexicons.

* Among the poetf of the other,tribes, the prou sim Ali of the Afridi .

and buried at Bareilly. It

tribe.is worthy of mention. It ’seems that, in addit to Pashto, he knew
- Arabic,’ Turkigh, Persian, Kashmiri;~Hindi and a bit of Engt . ﬁhu;; y,
_ ‘tonsolidationfof English influenge in EEHI;&caused him to exclaim verse:

7/
.

The Christians dominate fndia.

./ ) ' o . . t
" . Oh, whefe'are the noble swords :f:iﬁ; warriors of yes;eryﬁiiz/ﬂ,/f//// ~.
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In’ fne rich library of‘%he Ismamia ollege in Peshawar, a copy of his

3 4nga* ("complece works") is pre¢served with his autographic sgal dated

} In addition to lyrlc poetry in various Islamic languagese the .
rk contaips a history of his Afridi tribe and an _interesting glossary

o
//Qf Persian\verbs tran kated into Pashto, Kashmiri, Urdu and English.

/ s \ . ¢ , . ) ‘
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L !hd% litkrature offers™ nothing of particular. 1nterest from 1834 until
the mcdérn afg an renaissance of about 1931 The poets retain the traditional

etaphor of yhe ghgazual and. of. the Persian or Urdy qaszda, while the prose
writers produce num historicai and pseugo-histerical compositions. How-,
ever, it w. thas parti gr period that tke best populaﬂkpoets flourished.
.It should :gh cned that popular Af ghan Zf?ﬁrature is relatively fecent,
althoug-, obviously, the subjects are traditlonai and from older periods. 0
- % .

f
{e mention, then, Munshi hmad Jan, founder‘of m dern Pashto prose, who
rose.

t  1ivéd in the second haif of %Ffe nineteenth century and wrote three volumes
of Kalubrious amd popular They are entitled ganj-i-pashto ("Pashto
¢ tyeasures"); ggp ('wor ") and da hadga dagha’ ("@f this and that"). Another
eader of the mew schbol is Mir Ahmad Shah Rizvani, boérn in 1858 near .
Peshawar”’a poet, rose writer, author of a Pashto grammar.in Urdu, and a
cqachex at the lleges 'of Peshawar and at Punjab University, Lahore.®  Fram .
/. ..the Pashto ar .of Pakistan (Peshawar), there is also Mulla Nimatullah
=..called by spfie the "Pashto Firdausi," who tias a specialist in romantic and
. epic poems. We spare the lay reader furtfer names. about which we can say
ldtcle to nothinga One need oply observe* that prior to its hirth wishin the
polirical borders of- Afghanisthn, the/renaissance of Pashto literature
sbegan in the Pashto-speaking province of.British India, and, in large part,
undey- Engiish 1nfluen¢e eThe Pathians of present -day Afghanistan ;began their,
literary renaidsance later undey the influepce of their Indian neighbors,
,'especiaily during the rule of King Amanullah (1919-1929) and Nadir Shah
(1929-1933) Pashto became the official ‘language, together with Persiam, -
in 1940, while in 1937, the Pakshto Academy was established. The publication
,+ of texts, new editions of anthologies and grammars, cultural reviews, etc.,
/ .has given strong 1mpulse to ashto literature in Afghanigtan.

m

-

/ 1In Pakistan, thé new lite ary school was especially reinforced from
1920 onwards with the’ founding of Islamia College at, Peshawar “through the
efforts of Six’ Abdul Quyyum Khan) This Pasghto cultural bgacon -also attrdcts
Afghans frem beyond the borders t 'cgme’in contact with new .currents of
Euvrcpean and Urdu literature. At the same time, another institution in

. Peshawar, Edwards College, exefcised gotable influence n the/fﬁrmation of &
4 _ new generation of writers. From Islamia College came shch writers as . --
‘#’S id Kasui RaSa, Fazl Haqq, Shaida, Mu ammad Askhraf”Maftun, Shaukattllah

" Khan Akbaf Yunus.Khalil, at Edwards College, writers suth as Hidayatullah'
.were 1nstrutted. Among the contemp rafy no) elists are "Abdul’ Karim Datmanzoe,
- Abdul Khaijq, Khéllq, Gul Afzal, Zaifun Bano ‘and Arab Khany, who more ‘or less
L imitate ‘the Urdu novel. ''Recent Pa hto poetry has been influenced by the

D .\. .

.
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soctal tendencies of English literature and by the great bards of Urdu
such as Hal:i and Igbal. 1In order to break old, formal and esthetic
chdins, a "message" pcetry has been created on the basis of Islam,
patriotism.and libe e » which has its political and cultural values,
but does not always attain che heights 6f beauty. a poet such as
'Samundar Khan Samundar (born 1900) has translated into Pashﬁo the

two programmatic poems of Igbal, The Secret of Self and The Mystery of
Non—Ser,ll and tries to wield classical imagination into new moods.
"In‘the following composition entitled "Separation,' the imagery is so = %
hackneyed that it risks losing all dmpression of -freshness. 1In another
sense, It is in thé best tradition of the "Indian styie” so much admired
by Afghans, with the tendency to isolate a particular emot and study
it poetically 1in all aspects: o .

Departure was decided, a tecar. :
The eyes' continuocus weeping ‘sent cne to laughter, ¢
Those,eyes from which the flood of tears is spent,
"But %Zn. a flowing tear danced a brilliant talisman, a light,
A :é:E whose scinrillation goaded sleeping Destiny,
A tear,‘dg;ermlned to leave,
4 tear which would never stop again,’
A Lear 1nterwoven with forests of threaded glances,
* A rear which now, beneath a veil of collyrlum} lanced rays of
. . ) light.
Like a pearl which by the door of ancient seashell ‘
" Turns backward glances of goodbyé,
Reassertion of sorrowing eyes said:
"I am going " . T :
The arid eyelashes palpitated, fixing sadly on the clothes;
Ihe‘cravel}lﬂg maiden caressed with emotion transparent veils‘of
eyelashés
As 1f:de5111ng Us console a crying child -
And said: "Ihe pe ]‘,was always prized only when it parted. from
o - R . . the mother.
How long must 1 cemain hidden . '
In this, your gicom? , . L.
When I am no more, you will remain pledged, my love,
. And I toc will zafty in pledge your love 1n my heart'"
And rhat scinril.aring moonlight of your eyes
L lefr, leaving my eyes spent and saddened;
i was only-a drop, that tear bur the value was no less than pearl:
--How can l-stand, ¢ Samundar,%? the parting of your precious company#

e

in an effort o pe complete, the name ot Agman Khan Khatak must be .
added to-those'preylcusly mehtioned In his poeric composition, he
interprezed the life'and padsions of workers and peasants. The major part
of the works inm vontemporary Pashto literature is published in literary |

reviews such as 3b3s:¥ ("the .father of rivers," an Afghan name for the
" Indus Rivér) ¢z 1n coblecrions such as-scksr gulina ("basketof flowers").
Availabile space here prevents giving examples' of the lines og poets thus
far mentroned _Others, in my modest opinion, have not yet succeeded in
éﬁualllngathcse vigorcus works of 'some of the older classical or popular
writers +3 ' o :

v




Popular Literature.
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Some special reference to popular literature is now appropriate.
In this type ofjliterature, one discovers,at times gems for which one
would search in vain in formal literature, oppressed as it sometimes is
by the rhetoric and: meter of the Persio-Arabic tradition. Popular »
literature has developed forms suc¢h-as.the charbatta, the misra' or
single verse, the badla, the landail, and the loba ("play"), which are
unknown, or almost unknown, to formal poetry which is usually composed \
in syllabic meter. The ghazal is also widely used among popular singers
and is the principal lyric instrument of non-Arabic Muslim people. The

rather than a pure Pathan. There is even @n occasiohal Hindu dom. * As
with cultured literature, the center of diffusion for populgr literature
also seems to be mostly in the eastern part of the Afghan language area,
that 1s, in Pakistan. From there? the latest songs are'carried west by
thousands of merchant caravans which cross the Sulaiman Mountains each

. season; -hus, unity is preserved and songs born in Pakistan are ‘soon

) anwn ds far away as Qandahar. The pdpular themes are very abdndant, but,
as we’said, not very old. They 1nclude epic-historic songs, religious
songs and legends, romantic legends “from the most varied sotrces, and an

* infinite pumber of love songs. - .,

-
-~ 5 -

It is nct easy to give exampleé‘within the brief space allotted,
. but, the most-vigorous are perhaps the songs of. war and the laments,
~e—lisually composed by women, about fallen heroes. This first example is
. a robust and 1ngeniqus song of the Waziri tribe of Mahsud:
The heroes are\fighting*,Mulla Sahib is their chief i / .
May God preserve him, he is a fragrant-tree from the high . ‘
s hills. He has put_the perangazls in chains and\the Engiish
“~. . women: ‘dn. London are\ terrorized. - ¥
/ " \ \/ . -
A curious contrast in bhese ‘'wartior songs are the viv1d metaphors .
with which che heroes, "flowers,” are described in the blood of battle. - o
Ancther Wazirl song .states: st - '

te

s

Lalin has N killed. He was a rose of springtime. Therhour°
of Paradise have gathered him with their fingers. He was
only a boy, but when armed with his rifle, he was a young tiger.

Ceqtain-colorful.impress1ons are recorded by ingenuous primitives:

Asad Khan was a handsome eiéer,yﬂﬁe/;z;—;\red durani of Kabul
with a yellow collar like a parrot -- but the English have plucked
this beautiful budding flower.

g

.popular poet-singer @bm in, Pashto) is more often an Afghanicized Indian é’,r(’fi/
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The following 1s-a ghazal by the-popular poet, Mira, who was
an exception 'to what we have said about the non-Afghan origins of the
dom, for he was "3 pure Afghan of the Afridi tribe. The poem is known

as zakmmai ("wounded") and is perhaps the best known of popular .
Afghan songs: ‘ . ’

Wounded, T writhe in pain, wounded by the stab of separation.
You have stolen my heart ‘and enclosed it in your hand, Kharo. ,
I am ever-at war, always red with blood, always your supplicant,

\ tender-tenderly,
Life oppresse me, and my loved one is my doctor, and I long for
- ™ medicine, tender-tenderly.
. Your breasts are fruit, sugar to the lips, and your white teeth are
pearls; - ~-

All this 1s my love, and she has wounded my heart until I drowned in -

. tears, tender-tenderly,.
It 1s my reward to serve you, and worthy of you to hold me, 0 love,

think of me always,
* Night and day I pine at the door of your sanctuary, the first of

: ° your servants, tender-tenderly.
If you sing your verses, and you sing to another, well, can I call

‘ you thief?
Any grazal you sing, 0 Mira, always praises God and puts evil words

in bonds, tender-tenderly,

This next ballad (ehdrbaiza) is Temarkable for its style and also for the
curious personality of the author, an insane dom, Muhammad-gi of Pakli, whom
Darmesteter met i1n 1886 in the prison of Abbottabad. . It is a strophic

* dialogue between a dovetr and his beloved, who is married to a disagreeable
husband: - . -

T *,

— kY

1. Last night I went for, a stroll in the bazaar of black tresses,
I was entangled there|like & fat bee, in the bazaar of black
. :, -~ tresses.
Last night I went to dtroll in the orchard of your tresses;
1 was enmeshed there lIike a f%i%bee by the voluptuousness

\ of your pomegranate-breasts;.
I nibbled pure gold inithe tenderness of your chin;
I breathed perfume from the flower garland around the neck of

) my queen, the garland of black

o tresses;

Last night I wenp/%or a stroll in the bazaar of black tresses.
1 was entangled like a fat bee in the bazaar of black tresses., * -
. \- - ‘ - ’
II. You breathed/ the perfume’ of my garland, my lover,-and sou fell

ud E as if you had drunk bhang
And you sIep¥ like Bahran on Sarasya's bed.l6,

But 1in the end, someone Wwill kill you for being the thief of my ’
/ P rosy cheeks!

Now the/gG;rd of the black tresses is furious about you,

" Last night I went for a stroll in the bazaar ‘of black tresses;

I was ‘entangled like a fat\ bee in the bazaar of black/;rﬁﬁs.\
(S e o

\
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III. Is‘he really furious with me, little one? But God will surely
~ ow how to protect me, -
Stretch eut your black tresses like a\cane to protgct me,,
Give me your white face; satlate me wit sugar, liké a parrot;
Let me enter the granary of black tressgs:
Last night I went for a stroll-in the bazaa of black tresses.
I was entangled there like a fat bee, in the bazaar of
+- black tresses.
. 4 - - - - N .\
IV., I will let you enter, my lover, the garden of my white breasts;
But then you will rebel and leave me disdainfully.
When I tnveil my white face, I extinguish the light from my lamp.
. 0, God, bring me beautiful adornment for 'my black tresses.
“u Last night I-went for a stroll in the bazaar of black tresses.
*®] was entangled like a fat bee in the bazaar of black tresses.
V. God has given you great beauty, beauty without equal,
But throw me at least a glance, O beautiful.aﬁe~ for I am your

servant.,
Yeste:day at the first blush of dawn I sent you my faithful
- messenger.
0, how rhe serpent has strlcken my heart, the serpent of black
tresses, . K

Last night I went for a stroll in the bazaar of black tresses;
I was entangled like a fat bee in the bazaar of black tresses.
VI. I will charm the serpent with a magic breath, for I am a
clever enchantress,
¥y ‘But, poor wretch, I am torn to pieces for your "honor.
Come, let us flee from Paklij. I cannot stand the ‘brute any longer.
Aand I will give you full rights over my black tresses!
Last night I went for a stroll in the bazaar of black tresses'
I was angled there like a fat bee, in the bazaar of black
Ts N - tresses.,

It 1s with regret that we put aside the translation of the above excerpts
which, with their essential poetic value, are worthy of being included with
the most renowned literature. But, we cannot do less than cite some mzsra g,
expressions in a single line, of fleeting sentiments and images:

Come, we can still make up; Deafh is pursuing and only °
half the night remains. . ~

- T~
What destiny prescribes can never be changed, even if the
-dead tree should sprout leaves again. -

When, from afar} I reunite with your braids, the perfume
" 1s like a gentle breeze and I flower like a rose. -

-

Or, this beautiful misrg' for a dead love which seems to deny the .
tradivional image of the fierce and warlike Pathan:

If into your dark tomb'a subtle path were sent,
, Then to my'love/hould I roses present.

| - 73
/\:

“

N




3.

- 69 -

NOTES

~

-

The name "Afghan" is Persian in origin, but the etymology is still
not clear.

For example, zgh = "I" continues the Avestan nominative azem, while
modern Persian has generalized the pronoun with an old Persian oblique
form, ran. - .
- :

Pashto phonetics, differentiating from old Iranian languages, recognizes

the occlusive cacuminals.

4.“&Collections of biographies of poets, accompanied by samples of their

10.

11.

14,

15,

16.

” In'all the Muslim literature, the merit of having made. the local .

with some attempt at.definition, although the author has given none.

works.

Translated from a letter of Morgenstierne, a copy of which he very
kindly sent me.

-
za'i 1n Pashto means "son -0f" and corresponds to the Persian z3da.

One should not forget that Babur conquered India and did away witg‘the
Afghan Lodi Dynasty. ,

v

language flourish in place of Arabic was due especially to the
Popular mystics who had obvious motives.in propagating religion.

Editors' note: a review by Annemarie Schimmel of D. N. Mackenzie's
Poems from the Divan of Khushal Khan Kattak, London: Allen and Unwin, .
1965, 288 pp., appears in Mahfil, IV, 2, 57-58, :

. i
Translator's note: the use of letteratura populare, "popular litera-
ture," is imprecisely presented in this article. The author is unclea
as to what 'popular literature" means. Folk literature? "Popular" in
the sense of "modern," as opposed to "classical?" "Popular" as
opposed.to "unpopular?" The usage in this article needs to be examine

—
Editors' note: these books are available in English translation:
Secrets of the Self, tr. R. A. Nicholson (London, 1920); Mysteries of
Selflessness, tr., A. J. Arberry (London, 1954).

samundar literally means "sea" and the sea contains pearls. ° .
; ; :

i
- Translator's note: here a distinction seems to be made between ''popular!

as opposed to,'classical," but is not the same as the definition of the
word used elséwhere in the essay. ' ’

Darmesteter has given some examples.

leerally, "Franksvf and by extension, the English, l |

Referénce to a romantic story of Persian origin well known throughou;
che//ﬁuslim world. .

J ) 4 -




Annemarie Schimmel -

SINDHI LITERATURE - 7

e - 4

A brief sketch of
a sadly underrated
literature -_. - .

A

.

03

Over a century ago, in 1866, the first critical edition of a work of
Sindhi literature was published in Europe. .1In that year the German
missionary Ernest Trumpp (A.D. 1813-1885) brought out, in a very“fine and
careful edition, the »isalo of Shih 'Abdul Latif in the publishing house
of Brockhaus, Leipzig. Then in 1872, the same scholar published his .
standard work on the Grammar of the Sindhi Language in London.l But since
his time, the study of the Sindhi language and literature has again been
deplorably neglected by Western scholars. Little has changed since Trumpp
complained: : :

| ¥y

Among the recent languageg/pf/lndia that are of
Sanscritic origin, none h¥s béen more neglected

by the public interest than Sindhi. . . . Sindhi has
.been, since ever, the most despised language among the
Indian vernaculars; even the o0ld grammaticians of
Prakrit have scarcely thought that it deserves

mention,
And yet, the field of Sindhi ;;Lerature is more vast than that of many
other Indo-Pakistani languages.' Sir Richard Burton is quite correct when
he writes that "no vernacular dialect in India . . . possessed more, and
few so much, original composition."

The Gazetteer (22/1908) stated shortly that Sindhi literature consists N
mainly of translations from Arabic and Persian, chiefly theological works,"
and of a few rude national ballads (p. 406). Nothing could be farther from
the truth. We know from the Arabic geographers, as, for instance, Ibn
Hauqal, that already in the first centuries after the conquest of the
lower Indus Valley by Muhammad ibn al-Qasim (A.D. 711), considerable
literary activity was visible in the centers of this province. And
although we are only in'a position to know some relics of the Arabic works
which were composed either in Sind or by Sindhi scholars 4n the Arabian _
countries, we do know from the geographers' witnessed that a local language
was spoken as well (and probably also used in writing); though we do not.
know how much older than present-day .Sindhi was that language into which
-- according to Buzurg ibn Shahriyar's aja'ibh. ql-Hind —- the legendary
king of Rahad translated the Quran in A.H.270/A.D.883. :

b

[And
v
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The first literary pieces in Sindhi date to the sixteenth century --
small verses of mystical meaning, in an extremely condensed and difficule
form like those of Qadi Qadan 5 1t 1s even said that the group of mystics
who migrared during the wars between Humayun and Sher Shah L3di from Sind
to Burhanpu* in Central India used to recite in their swmd session verses
in their mdther congue.6 This shows again the paramount influence the
mystics have had, in all parts of the Islamic world and elsewhere, upon
the literary development of the spoken folk languages. It was their aim
to expiess their feelings of love and ecstasy, of longing and of wisdom
in words which even the 51mple ploughman and fisherman could understand,
instead of using the theological Arabic (or, in Europe, Latin) or the
court language, Persian We can also judge from small historical allusions .
1n Sindhi folk songs and ballads that they must belong to a far earlier
period, and there 1s no doubt that the great classical romances of the
Indus Valley were well known among the people at least 1in the sixteenth
century. This can be proved in relation to a story, Hir Ranjha, 7 which
1s better known in the Punjab than in Sind; the same is also highly
possible with the famous folk stories of M’mal Rand, Sassui Punhun, Sohni
Yehonal, and surely with Jnr: Tarmact, the story of the love of a Samma'
Prince and a rishermaid 1nto which some strands of the old Indian fairy
tale cf the "Princess with the Smell of Fish" may have been interwoven.

The great mystics of Thatta, the flourishing capital of Lower Sind,

must have used their native tongue in the sixteenth and seventeenth.centuries,
in additicn to the learned Persian, in which they composed verses dccording
to the classical form with the inherited imagery of Persian mystical poetry
whose main influence comes from Maulana Jalaluddin RUmi's inexhaustable
matmail  but also from the works of Fariduddin Atcar. Jami's influence,

too, 1s visible 1n several verses. The great treasures of Persian poetry

in Sind were collected 1n the eighteenth century _by Mir 'Ali"Shir Qani'

of Thatta (d.A.D 1781) 1n his magqalat ash-shu'ara, which was continued by

a member or the same ramily (who were stern adherents of the Naqshibandl
tarlQa), Muhammad Ibg3him Khalll Thatta'i (d.A.D.1899) in the takmilat
Magilat ash-shu'a.l The great stars of the galaxy of Islamic mysticism
-shined ailso over the songs and ballads that were written by the’ Sindhi
mystics in their native tongue

The first great perigd of Sindht llceracure proper begins around

A D. 1700. At that time/the learned scholars of Thatta, headed by Makdum
Muhammad Hashim, startefl writing theological treatises in Sindhi poetry, .
rather artless poetry 1n this writer's’ opinlon,—usiﬂ§§che simple means of ;
filling up the ends of the rhymes by a rhyming long a, the alif al-ishba.

s But these c.mparatively simple and artless poems which were easy to learn
by heart left a deep impression on Sindhi literature, and the legend
around the miracles of the Prophet, as told by Makhdum Muhammad Hashim
(A.D.1692-1761), belcnged to the first works in Sindhi that were printed
after the establishment of the Muhammadi Press in Bombay in 1867. They are
st1ll preserved 1n the numerous collectionsof pious books of mu'jizat,
munagat and 7aJdih, as the different typés of devotional poetry are called.
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or stanza begins with a- letter of the alphabet.‘ Again a kind of folk . \;
" poetry common to the whole western wing of Pakistan’are th "Day- and )
- Night-Poems," where a story is told in a.way that the poet43<<5: - —
. .o 3 .
On the firsp.ﬁay they did . ... ‘ B \ ' N

- o On the second‘dayggfglaid... L < \ -
\ . . . i \\ )

r

or: Rk ) ’ \iﬁ\\\ “ . 7 - .

In April they did . . . - ' -
In May they did.,. . .’ ! N

This 1s an effective way of composing love songs., é}i aLéo,«especi‘lly 1E///
the "monthly" form, religious poetry, each month beimg ¢ombined with an
N event from the life of the Prophet or of his family. Another valuable. ) - .
" collection imside the folklore series is the folk ,tales. They comprise ) g
already eight volumes and are not yet exhausted. - "It is, howevery high —
time to collect all these treasures before/moi;;p life will cause-them

to\fall 1nto obliv1on. e

/ ’ ’ . - ‘ ’
/Slndhi literature is a sttange phenomenon. Although ;yé Sindhi~- 7 - //j::z:;;;

speaking population of the®province ‘consists only of from four to five ;743_#___Lf—~—
million, the number of newspapers in Sindhi (moge than sixty) comes ;E;y//’
after Urdu and Bengali papers. Lastly, even though the percentage o

/\» illiteracy was reported to be\very high26 in this mearly completely rural . / o

area, the knowledge of poetry 1s extremely wid’spread Evén\;g the. /

- smallest villages the songs of Shah"'Abdul Latif are well known, and the

flame of that j6erman ‘scholar who first published his risqalo, that\ of o

- ) Ernest Trum is honored by the Sindhis:as much as that of Max Muller is ~
.7 1in Indaa. ! , o ' .
: A
) - NOTES S N

’ [N
A

! 1. Cf. Schimmel, Ernsf Trumpp., A Brief Acdount of His Life.and Work. ,
Karachi: Pak~German Forum; 1961. The first book-Trumpp brought out /

\ in Sindhi was the Sindhi Reading Book in the Sanserit and\.fqubzc '//
. cbarantapa, London‘ Chyrch Missionary Soeiety, 1858. ~\\\: o .
L2 oo, 15/1861 p. 692 ££. . - N
) - N\
. 3. Swd}{ anég the~-Paces Ihat Inhabw the Valley:of the Indus (London,, \\
. . ‘ N ¢ : -
t g, Ed._. Paris 1872°, p. 2. R ‘ ' ’
v 75, For thEwhole de{%lopment ;E\Q}ndhi literature, see thesmall but .
v usefil bookl®t in Urdu by pir Hussamuddin Rashdi,. sindh? adab

Karachi.s.d,, upon which A. Bausgpi “In the Storia delle letterature
del Pakistan (Milan, 1958), -has based his chapter on Sindhi. About.’
the language the bgok ‘of §§r/8heeromal Mehrchand“Advani (A.D.1876-1953),
uvndb7b9uz a dz;fb}kﬁ'is very yseful, , . o

! . ° . .
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the spinnirig wheel, which is very common in Punjabi mystical poetry for
the constant meditation of God and the performanée of good deeds.12 He, °
leads us through the desert where a crumbled little tree stands beside [
a former water course and we wander with him and a group of yogins (who'
are made the revelation places of Divine Grace) towards Mount Hinglach.
Perhaps the mdst touching chapter in the whole risald is the."Sir Sarang,"
where he desrrlbes the countryside longing for rain. But here rain is not
only the water of the clouds, bur also the rahma, Divine Grade which

manifests itself 1in the Prophet who was sent rahmatan ZzZ’aZamzn.
“t

~~._  Shah ‘'abdul Latif's work is, of course, filled vith allusions to . .

classical Bufa poetry, and again it is Rumi whom he praises mgré than
anycne else and to whom he is, no doubt, deeply indebted. Rimi's mathnawi
together with the, Quran, was his favorite and perhaps only reading book,
according to some traditions (we are told the same ‘thing, by the way,

. about other Sindhi mystics also). Small wonder thdt his work has been

commented upon by both Muslims and Hindus. The Hindus' have always

"regarded the mystic of Bhit as a representative of all—embracing mystical

unity and :cve, whereas he never denies his Muslim roots, even though he .

) highly pralses the yogins. Thus, Ernest Trumpp was cotrect when he

Nt
.

checse the zisaic as the first work to be edited with critical notes,
though 1n several articles on Sindhi and on certain parts,of "the risalo,

he did nst conceal his deep antipathy against these expressions of mysticigm'.

which were, for a Protestant missionary like himself rather horrid. The
text he gives diifers from other editions in the order of the verses of of

the Lhapfers, and since the risdl? is meant for recitation and singing, it
will always be difficult to constitute a "text which is generally accepted

as o the sequence of the verses and 'so on.- But these small differences

do -not marcter for the understanding of the whole grand ‘work. % Ty

-

Shah 'abdul Latlf is still the beacon light of Sindhi poetry and
literature, One frequently meets allusions to his work, and the risald
is recognlzed by &ll parts of the population as ‘the unsurpassable model of
mystical poetry He 15 the national poet par excellence whose verses lend
themselves easily for quotations on any occasion. And no doubt &£he Sindhis
are justified in their pride. Even the foreigner who will always haveé

some difficulties 1n understanding the grammatically complicated constructions .

and” the parily obsolete words will"® agree that his .hard work is richly rewarded
by the depth and beauty of Shah's poetty,
» . . .
Other gizgf/hefalZS of mystical love_ and union followed Shzh 'Abdul

:Laflf, maintainiing thus the noble, tradition of mysticism thag had already
flourished since the Middle Ages in-the Indus Valley. 1Is it a sheer

aociden- that the namé ¢f the greatest mystic 10 the Arabic tongue, al-Husain
ibn Mangur ai-Halidj, who wandered through Sind in A.D. 905, is found in

nearly all expressicn of mystical poetry throughout the country9 Hallaj -
had proudiyadmitted the union ‘of the uncreated’ and created spirit in the’
rare moments of -ecstasy, proclaiming, then, . his ana’Z-Haqq "I am the
Absolute Truth " He was killed in A.D,922 by the orthodox judges 1n
Baghdad, undefended by his own fellow-mystics. He is praised in Sindhi
mystical poetry as the‘martyr of love and has become, since Shah 'Inayat

Shah}d aﬂd Shah *Abdul Latlf, synonymous with the mystic's longing. for
martyxdem tcr the sake of love, as well as for the: eternal ‘struggle between

N
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orthodoxy and those who‘éonfesé‘che unity of ‘all Belng.14 Thus. Hallaj
1s a favorite symbol in the poems of Sachal Sarmast (A.D.l?Sl—l§26), the
» great mystic¢ who is seccnd dnly to Shah Lat.:If.*.15 But,” whereas the.mystic
of Bhit conceals the mystical meaning in complicated\symbdlg and rarely
opens his heart. to expréss.the mysteries of mysticism aloud, Sachal; whose
Pen name 1s Ashikar ("open"), sings without restfiction the deepest secrets '
of love and union, 6 He, too, relies often upoii the great folk tales, but
his poetry 1s more fluent,” more ardent, than that of ‘Shah and reminds the .

reader of the poems'of"popular Turkish mystics,-beginiing from Yunus Emre *

(the nprcthern diale¢t whith leads already over to Punjabi) or Pefsian -- he ~

pours out .vche intense love of his heart, complains that God always makes

those He loves suifer, teases' the orthodox, and yet sees One 1n all the °
different manifestations of being: - ) . ~— ¢

14

Thou are Mansﬁ§ (1 e Hallgy),

R <;/* (d.A.D,l32;): In never-ending dithyrambs -- be they 1in Sindhi, Siraiki AN

and Thcu made him suffér
and Thou art again, the mclias . . ~ ™\
3 . P N
. It would be easy to enumerate a long line of mystical poets who, after

the example of Shah Latii and Sacﬁal, contiquéd s their ideas_in the* -

country, yet élwags reverting to_the classical models. Beédil of Rohri

(A D.1814-1872),%° Hammal Leghiri (a.D.1809-1896),1 and

famous for their diia” and for their écstatic sayings. i
' country folk st1ll preserve many verses of strong mystical,beauty'w1£hout )

remembering ch%}r authars. o . T

)
. a R . . - m— a

On the other hand, the first f of the ﬁfﬁecaenth century saw n
Sind a certaln tendency towards more sophisticated forms and content of
poetry Whereas the grear poets cf the Talpur court, like 21y= Tattawi
(d A.D _1814) and Azim (A D.i750-18159; composed artificial Pdrsiar

mathrcwis on subjects from fslklore, other Sindhi poets began troducing
the difficult Arabo-Persian fcem of the ghaztl fnto their mother\ tongue.
. Thus, the~Siadhi ghaeal, with ali the rules of hyme and rhychm, wa
ciltivated 1nstead of the simpler but purer old Rorfms of the way .or kafi.
- ~ o [N .

N -,
The Braitish conquest of Sind 1n 1843 1s perhaps\the most- importan
event during thar cepntury, and 1ts 1mpact on literatude cannot lre o
With their+method of abclishing Persian as the official anguage
-subcontinent and the encouragement .of the regional languapes, the British
first provided Sindhi with a proper alphabet. , The language ad until that
time been written :in the different script systems of the count: ¢« Arabice,
with eg'w1chouc\add1tlonal dots (which was extremely diffiqulgydu to the
Devanagarl, Gurmukhi, and several other systems,, ’ 'Sir Bartle Frere intro I
a modified Arabic alphabet with many additional dots in order to §howy
correctly the dentals in which Sindh1i 1s so exgr%@ely rich. Though. Ernest—"
Trumpp did not completely 3gree with the system, §t1ll preferring in his 5
edition of the ri3a!l and 1n“the.Grammar a sllghtlg_diffgrenp\sys;em of e
Arabic with additional dots, the alphabet of Sir Bartle Frere Soon ) o o e
became commonly accepted, even th ugh the Hindus st1ll continued thé use OF
. the Devanagag& SCript. mJhe firsc 1ntlng presses were opéqéd in‘Bomb§yL; .8

Ao

‘ a‘. > \ \
r . : *
o _

- (

great number cf dentals which could not be discerned 1n the proper wa ﬁﬁnxk\\
d . -

s
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then in Sukkur, Hyderabad and other cities. After a\\hort while>not only
“religious textbooks and classical pious legends of the Prgphet were printed
. there, but also the productions of the Hindus of Sind until ail activities\\\
of translatlng and wr//ing_converged, so ta speak, i single person,
-Mirza Qalich Beg of Hyderabad (A.D.1853-1929) .19
& " ?
ghce at Blllimoria s work Bibliography of Stnd suffices to see how
gref Share is Mirza Qalich Beg's in building up a Sindhi prose literature
8dable style which would be attractive to both men and women. The g
%3, coming himself from Caucaso-Turkish stock, had set before hﬁmselg\zhe
o . 1ldeal cf adapting as much as possible ofﬁworld llterature into his native ‘j
N tongue His son writes: ‘ .o )

\ . —

.

3]
N In order to flll the deep gap of Sindhi
. poerry and prose, he has deeply investigated -
. AN . the different books of both Eastefﬁ\ang .
® \\ Western poets and scholars, 11terate5~4nd . 7f*é
. TN .+ excellent ‘pen, philosophers and mystics, '&m«’¢“
. . N gnostics and rationalists, has translated
’ . their prosaié and poetical jewels into fluent
) \Slhdhl, and has put them before us ‘-~ and there
~ 1s no subject or tigle upon which he has not’ , ~ o
~ : rurped his pen. ) .

~ , . — N .

c ~ . N
.’//T”’_JTEFI::igere is, 1ndeed nearly nothing between™ Shakespeare (whom he retold)
and 01 Baby icn, between the Germian War and Christoph von Schmid's

© Blurenkorbzhen, between the Art of Gardening and Smile's Self-Help, or

~ betwween § rlek\Holmes and Bacon, which he did not translate into Sindhi.
His bCYle'st pledsant and easy, even though (or because) he translated
' ‘almost al books yithout’ paylng too great an attention to styldstic

T
s probiems LMt;- than 300 bodks. emerged from his pen; not only transIakions,
~but alsc htmerous products of his own -—- novelS, poems and plays. it is :
espet1a11 \worth mentioning that mirszg Qalich Beg belonged to the great
~ adyoc dres| af female education. His novel zingt deals with tHis problem
n a very able manner, and shows the advantages of a girl's being literate

. €

: and capable to -work for hérself when her ‘husband is away or if she is a .
) w1dow Though this, novel 1s deelled after thHe Urdu classic in t is ’
PR fieid, thewir'at al-arks, I feel-that it is much Better written is,

+ at* legsr,in tﬁéxfirst hahf, very successful even from today's point of
? Y

f/ ’ v1ew Z0
\\\ . AT che Same time end short‘y‘af\er rzi Qallch Beg, other writers . -

took’ up the aim of 1trng scholarly pros in_the field~of history and -
\\ \\\\Qgetry, d the. grow1ng number of newspapers 1n thé-province was a good

_plact for wrlterS\in every iie? Ut +E; was only after Partition

a

that the Muslim wrlters 0f Sind made mew atfempts at forming their own
11terary style and doing useful work ‘for their country. The SindRi

3 Hindus, whose literéiry center in India 1s now Bombgy; have shown remark-
able activity in thelfield of modern short stories’ in India,2 but the
-Pakistani Musllms of Xind are equally active. We §}nd among them gﬂfted s




{
e
writers who tale up a variety of subjectg. And many of them, as is often
devgloping ¢ountries, indulge in social criticism, not in a

rery belligerent form, but rather with hidden bitterness. An excellent
story is that of Jamal Abro, "With Blackened FacE}" which shows the problem
of a pious man Who-has, however, robbed the silken cover of a Pir's tomb - +

in order to get money for a doctor.for his only .child. The autfor here
" ¢riticizes very intensely the 'vegeration of the .dead bones of so-calléd
saints (for, 'which Sin% is repowned), whereas-the poor are forgotten and
thrown—-into the depths of misery. With regard also to stylegand expression,
~ .. this story ji& very impressive. Other authors have concentrated upo
i satire lighter jokes; others have a more romantic strain even in their
¢riticism.22 Poétry as well has started adoptingsnew, modern forms,
‘has. sometimes - reached beautiful expression of sentiment.

) . | . ) ©
But whereas mgaern~litérature as a whole is still in ﬁhe making, the
sclehtific research that is %oing on in this part of Pakistan is of a
\remarkéh%e degree. . The Sindhi Adabi Board, which was founded in 1952 in
Karach#? \and 1s now located|in Hyderabad, has brought out more than 200 ‘
books, partly newﬂimpressioné of- Sindhi classics -- for instanc®, the most,.

number of .volumes on the histpry‘of Sind, the first of -them being the
{ English book by H. T. Lambfick, Sind, 4 General IﬁtPOJaCti0n~(1965)-'3u

rImpoFtant.class1cal sources, ﬂgch as the ¢Aiehname (the eldest chronicle

about .the conquest of Sind, a Persian trahslation of ‘the lost Arabic
original), have been made available in Sindhi and partly also in Urdu

edited as well. Critical articles by ‘many scholars-show the high standard
of Sindhi prose. A series which [is especially welcome to the scholar of
lingulstics,_the historian of religions, and to the specialist in folklore
is the sindhr ick adab the Sindhi Folklore Sertes.2% - We have already
mentioned some of its volume ich contain, classical and popular poems
on the Prophet and'the,sain;ijw§33ﬁ34hh15§i:how the large imagination of
the greafﬁaévﬁht\pqgts;as well as of the Simple country.folk. In a £urther
examination of the collection e find a volume of folk ballads -~ the
motifs of some of “them goiné\baek\go the Middle Ages -~ which relate the
Amportant events of Sindhi history, both medieval and modern. For example, .
" the opening of the Sukkur Barage in 1932, which caused such a drastic change
. in the social fabric of Upper Sind, or the events of Wrld War II when.
words like "control!
tion into the baXlads, and“final}y the election.of President Ayub Khan are
all included.//groﬁ this it may be seen that the dld art of poetry as a kind
of journalismquite, common all over the East in the past, 4s still existpnt
in, the -Eower Indus Valley. Arother volume contains marfﬁage songs, .and
" with theh Dr. Balbeh has explained every single moment of the marriage
ceremonies, £ A Charming volume is devbted‘tqgf%ddlgs and enigmas, a kind -
ular poetry which is most -amusing and sometimes very- vexing. There
is alsd 61lectdqn of a poetical forms that atg(ﬁgculiar to Sind and the
Punjab (tih akaryim), the -stharfz, or "golden alphabet," which has been

used bnyhe'great poels as well as by minor ‘singers for expressing their .
ideas so that people chuld easily femorize them simce each verse, or couplet
/ R |

important stories amd tfanslakions done by Mirza Qalich Beg -~ and 4lso a K

translations; classical Persian authors have been re-edited or newly _ ///

-

N

and 'blackmarket" were introducedJin phonetic transcrip-| -

'

'
o
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or stanza begins with a- letter of the alphabet.‘ Agadn a kind of folk
poetry common to the.whole western wing of Pakistan’are th "Day~ and

Night-Poems," where a story is told in a. way that the oet ays
g P

On the firspfday they did : ... ‘ L

e o On the second they did... . . o C
' \ ‘ - 0 N~ i !

In April, they did .

the "monthly" form, religious poetry, each month be g cOmb
event from the life of the Prophet or of his family. Another valuable~
collection inside the folklore series is the folk ,tales. They comprise
already eight volumes and are not yet exhausted It is, howevery high
time to collect all these treasures before moder life will cause- them
to fall lnto obliv1on ) o . ® .

a - ]

/51ndhi literature is e strange phenomenon. Although tie Sindhi-

after Urdu and Bengali papers Lastly, even though the percentage o

area, the knowledge of poetty 1s extremely wi&ESpread Evewy in the

-0 Exrnest Trum

namé of thaééserman ‘'scholar™ who first published his risald, that. of
S .~ in India,

N . NOTES T L .
N

i 1. Ci. Schimmel, Ernst Trumpp. A :Brief: Acéount of His L{fe.and Work.

\ ’ in Sindhi was the Szndhz Reading Book in the Sanserit a Arc‘bw
\ B Cbaracters, London Church Missionary Soeiety, 1858.
) 2‘\\ZDMG3wlS/1861 p. 692 ££. . - ¢ o \\\ "

B
. 3. Smd}l and the- Paces That Inhabw the Valley:of the Indus (London,
18ﬂ4 ,
- : - ° : . . . ( ’ . e . .
5, Ed Paris 1872, p. 2. e ° G

. N e
- g
hole de{%lopment of Sindhi literature, sée the small but
useful bookI®t in Urdu by \Pir Huss muddin Rashdi,. sindhi adab

atndm boli'a g7 tap is very yseful. o,

Cwm (L /

LY illiteracy was reported to belvery high?6 in this mearly ngii:tely rural

is honored by the\Sindhis as much as that of Max Mu er is”

Karachi.s.d,, upon which A. Bausa iy7in the Storia delle letterature
del Pakistan (Milan, 1958), ‘has based his, chapter on Sindhi. About/

the language the/iioik%ﬁ. /Bheeromal Mehrchand' Advani (A.D. 1876—1953),

[

/ In May they d d , é//
J ’ ' ‘1
This 15 an effective way of composing love sohg§4, o,\especiz ly ?////
ined with an,

‘//f/

o

¢

smallest villages the songs of Shah‘'Abdul Latif are well known, and the

Karachi: Pak-German Forum; 1961. The €irst book Trumpp brouglt out

//,

speaking population of the‘prOV1nce‘c§nsists only of from gggr to five
million, the number of newspapers in Sindhi (moge tRan sixty) comes gnliijjjy‘c_ﬁ———Lf?—

e
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7= mme ‘4n the quarterly mihrém, 1956 a new enlarged edit
écred. P . Rashdi has further edited Khalil's takmilat maqalat
h-shu’ in 1958. Cf. also H- I Sada&a.gani, persum roets 4F

”

/ez,nd (Kafachi, 1956) S < ;o

A4

’

A Schrmmel” "'I;ranslations a d Commentarles of the Qur _an in indh1
Language," "m Orzens, l6/ ’

./ ¢ S~ . . - '

.\;myen s?zah 'zna'[; go kaZam, ed: b§ Dr“:\ N, B Baloeh (Hyder bad, 1963)

-
,.aw- N » g?‘

.The most .compre ensive book’ is that of, H‘ T. Sorley, SHah Abdul

S " L . 6

'2inat,'" 1slam, 39/1965.

. - ¢ \
o ~a’ . b

in
i-, 1'n 1956; “the’ sdme scholar has also eﬁ ted his most’ intere; %
i

! .

n A,‘_Schimmel "MEin Frauenblldungsrqman auf Smdhi' Mirza Qalich Beg s

Vs

La#'zf of .Bhit (1 xfoxd, 1940; see my reviex.? of this voly fme in 7L, . ’
L IV 2: 50—:52 (19 8)). An Urdu verse transtation has Beenn dofe/ by }.
. Sha Aya , & renoyned peet in Sindhi and Urdu (Hyerabad 1965). ~ .
oo \Part of _th rzsaZa have sbeen translated into English ,by Elsa Razi - ’
| (Hyderabad 1965) . o . AR
» \t ‘0 . - 7 “ et . ’ !l
v 4 /: <
‘. - 12, cCf. L. Rama Krishna Pangabz“:Suf'L Poets. (Calc tta, 1940) . O
" .‘ / ‘. ] 4\ -~
) l3 A" 'Schimmel g h'e. Vener:ation of the! Proph t Muhammad as ey ,
' Reflecbedln Sindhi P&étry,"” ‘in The Sat)wur God, ed by *8:~G. F. o - S
‘ Bravndon '(Manchester 1963) .,;’,-_ o . . . }
14. f{f A, SchJ.mmel, “The Martyr-—Mystic'HallaJ ig Sindhi Folk Poetry . .
Co otes om a MysticalrSymbol " Numen, X, 3 (1963).-.
15. ‘HiS s7,ndh7, divan was. edited in 1958 by Othman.ALi #sa T his. | =,
. Siraiki .verses in 1959 by Maulawi Haklm Muhammad adi Ranlpuri»« }
o“‘
“. 16.. Ed. by Abdul Husain Shah Musaw:L (Karachl, 1954), .
) .(-T“fo; 2l . \:\ N . d :' « ) ';. .
:({’.\1' “3a! by Dr. N. B Baloch. (Karachi 1953).. v L
Clne 1 ~ P | o.o R
) :18. *He writes zoMe, 1'5/186}, P. 697 note ’l)’. "Shortly before iy &Y .
¥ arrival, ~a British c¢ivil servant had composed a Tew Atrabic alphabet- .
s * . and obtrlded {t)upon the country, an alphabet which must be °called
the silliest o¥/all. . ..." N T
. A S ] ‘ .
. 19. cf. A. Sch‘i/mmel., "The Activ:u.tieszof the Sindhi, Adabi Board," ‘Welt ae Tt
' " des IsZam, N$ VI,»3-4: 236‘ A frleﬂd caIled im "a beok-—maklng *
o machine. x = ’ 7 < , K
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characters in the story appear in the dovel, including Nisar Ahmed, the
-muezz1in of the mohalizk or neighborhood. of Delhi, whose voice, calling the
faithful to prayer, provides a note of permanence and depth, an zah,
the milk vendor, whose son is killed by the British trdops in one Af their
confrontatiome. Mirza is a major figure here; particularly important is
h1e a:zceptance of the inevitability of tragedy and of a wisdom greater than
his, somewhere beyond the neighborhood and the city. Significant, too, is
the narrator, the young man who wonders, ‘without conglusion, wyhat force
will clear up the debris left by inevitability, wisdom, and perhaps power.
Together with his continuation of the earlier experimental te

attitudes, 1n thig Story Ahmed Ali began the exploration of

that 1n Tur 1ig%T 1n DgZhr was to become the microcosm of Defhi itself, of
Ipdlg}zand'of th érnal confrontation between time an ternity at the
point injige/hfgg/f; of men, cities, and gmpires that i§/forever twilight,

As “in "Hamara Gali," the background of émj}ight in Delhi is the first

two décades ,of the twentieth century, those years during which Indianp
naclonallsﬁ/had at last begqh.to.recozer from the defeatr-.and humiliation
“ef 1857  But-the nationalistic background "1s oply part of the much broader
background cf life, epitomized in the deciine in che physical and mora
fibre of a Muslim businessman of Delhi, his family, dnd the world of which
henls\igtlmately a part. /Pl .

The mé(chgnc'is Mir Nihal, prosperous, successful, ¥md secure in his
own personal life, particularly because of two promising sons and 2}5 -
businesses, which need lictcle, of has agfention.‘ He.finds fulfillment with
his attractive, yeung mistress, Babban Jan, and in his~favorite hobby, °
flying his pigeons with skill- and daring. In many respects he and his

way cf life represent the epirome of success. for the wellr~born head of a
Syed hcusehold of Delhi. e .

N
/

"The city itself 1s the most recent of a succession of cities\aqd
civilizations, and, according to Mir Nihal, thé best. :But it was about ..
to be replaced by  the alien British "as they prepared to hold the great -
Coronation Dubar for George, King-Emperor, and as they began to build what
they considered the erghth and greatest-of the Delhis‘ﬁﬁipulling down the
old Moghul walls that had given unity and idenkity to the*tity Mir Nihal
had kncwn and loved. When the Chandni Chowk, the main thoroughfa&; of .
the old city, was modernized and widened for the Dﬁébar and the neWw.city
by destroying the old peepal trees that had sheltered generations of the
city's inhabitants, modernity did indeed come to Delhi.. At that time the
Delhi ¢f che -Moghul past began to give way to-the twentieth century at the
expense of the city's identity, uniqueness,, and sense of continuity. How-
ever, -many of 1ts inhabitants hoped and a-few predicted that British might

in India was also entering its twilight years,

P - 5.

»

] Ahmed Ali .uses ti}s‘historicai—cultural-symbol ¢ complex as back-

ground, with the peoplé of the mokallah 1n the forepround. and the family
of Mir Nihal cenrwer stage as-the story of. decline ynfolds ° Thzdugha the
illness and death of Babban Jan, his los¢ of intergst-in his pigeons, the’
narriage Of‘BlS younger son Asg ar to a-girl of Jower status, the,illness
of hrs wife, his own crippling ¢§troké, and the degth of his odder son .
Habibuddin, Mir'Nihal passes from activeparticipant 1in thgwgfamatitzlife

) 3
"
8%
,
V

»
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Pakistani novel

In August, 1939, just before the outhre§k‘of World WareIIl, a young
Indian Muslim writer arrived in.London with the manuscriﬁt\gi\:is first

I

novel and embarked on the embryo novelist's most difficult task: finding
*a publisher. The young man already enjoyed a reputation of so
measure of notortety in India as a writer of quant-garde, often
subversive short stories in Urdu.: This novel, written in English,
been solitited'and thep rejected by an American publisher who had rea
part of it in The Atlantic Monthly, . . L L »
’ : \ |

-

. “‘%ﬁg young writ?r was Ahmed Ali, now one of the most important figures
in the Pakistanv;iterarydestablishmenq’as well as one of that country's
most influential writers 'working in both English and Urdu. The npvel was _
Twilight in Delhi, destined to.be'significant and influential-in contri=-..
. buting ’to the fusion of tyo ciltures. Western English culture, colored
strdngly by post-Darwinian determinism and.pessimism, is merged with the
Eastérn Muslim culture that combines‘a reverence for. 1ife with a sense
of hope. This fusidn has become particularly important in the Pakistani
licerary tradi ion that has begun ‘to' emerge in the course of this genéra—
"tion, That the novel was written in English was of significance in 1939,
-4in those last days of the British raj,.,*as Ahmed Ali‘seught-a publisher <and
,- @ wider audienee than the Muslim p0§ulati6ﬁ“b ~India alone could provide:
s Put actually the language is -unimportant; rot ‘only do the' ideas merge -
“easily and logically, but Ahmed Ali's grace and facility in prose is—i TS
equally evident in both languages. , - o w st

Y 5
v te T . ., -

Although E. M. Forster. read the typescript of - Twilight in Delht
:shorfly after Ahmed "Ali arrived.in London and compared it faGorébl& with

* A Pagsage to' [hdia, a.position that he later reiteratéd in the preface
to the “Everyman's Library editiom of .that nével,” the subject matter of .
Twilight in Delhs and the outbreak of war threatened to prevent its |
publicatiény The Hogarth Préss had accepted it for publication, bu#®the .
printers, conscious of the subversive-implications of much of ‘the-back- .,
ground, insisted that they could not print it, The printers demanded . * -
revision; John Lehmann of Hogarth'tended to compromise, and Ahmed Ali,
supportéd by Forster, refused. .It appearéd that s tlight in Delhi 'would
nog be publisﬁgdt~at~least not by Hogarth a£§53f~xximg. L '

- K, - ot TN, el

. '3‘Ultimatély;*howev9;, the. apparent impa S 2% resolved
approached ' Desmond McCarthy about the problem; ad

" Virginia Woolf, who-teok it to Hﬁroﬁﬁ\NicHolsgn&it

\ -
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Nicholson read the book,,saw nothing dangerous to the saf;;y of the Empire
in 1t, and passed it The printers withdrew their objections, the book
- publlahed but not untilk after Ahmed Ali had returned to India 1ate in 1920\

Thls sort of tontroversy was not new tosAhmed Ali, however; in fact, it AN
. 1S c.ncelvable, in the light of the increasingly strained relations betyeen o
England and India at that time, that Ahmed Ali's> eputation within the pro- .
gressrve Urdo literary movement was at least partf} responsible for -his .
difficulty an England In the late Thirties, at the" time-.he had begun to
work on Twilignt i Delhi, he was a téntributor, together with such other
young Urdu fiction writers-as,Sajjad Zaheer, Rashtd Jahan, *Akhtar Husain
Raipuri, and MahmuduZ Zafar,to the anthology of short stories Angarey ("the
blazing cinders"), which met a good deal of critical approval among literary
progressives, much disapproval from traditionalistss and ultimately pro—

scrlpc!on by, the Bratish government of Ind1a because it contf&¥ned matter o
"offensive t& public moraiity." ‘

n
4 -

-

-

» Shértiy thereafter, Abmed Ali published Sholey ("the £lames'"), his own
- collettion of stories and that with which hlS literary reputation began. In
it was "Hamari Gali" ("cur lane"). Like his ‘eg?lier—published story "Mahava-
ton K1 Ek Raat"“("one,rainy night of. winter"), "Hamari Gali" is a milestone
-, in the history of Urd@ literature. Two .0f the finest stories in Urdu, they
.. . have been widely translated, and they are among the most influential short -«
’ stories in the developme t of Urdu and English fiction in‘pre—lndependence
JIndia as well as in the growth of the new literature of Pakdstan. -
Both stcries also combine shed a good deal of 1ight on the ,genesis
_-of lwilight v lelhe "Mahavaton Ki Ek Raat" is primarily important for its
technical experlmentations and innovatjons, particularly in the‘use of a ;
subjettlve point of view that explores e psycholdgical dimensions of Ahmed
+ Ali's Muslim fndian people. Concurrentlyhe experlmented with the stream of
4 CCNsS.iousness tethnlque It this and other stwories of the period,” thuS\provid— o
ing the technical foundation for his later shoxt fiction and ultimately.for
Twiaght v le'he :
A RSV g
”Hahavatcn Ki Ek Raat ccntains another innovati hat was to be import-
ant in f.llewing stories, fn the’ noveI, and ultimat”fyn\h\the .development of
_modern fiction in‘the vernaculars of Urdu and Bengall as well as English in
the subcountinent This 1nnovation was a fusion of the Western techniques and °
rm of the $hort story with the Eastern tradition of the orally-told tale,
Thdg, ‘the stQry merges the intensity of control that charadterizes modern
fictyon at 1tg best with the sweeping, sometimes meandering panorama of the .
. ‘human “wredicament t%it makes up “the best of the old; philosophicallx the, - ~ ¥
"~ story cogbines the East's acceptance of the inevitabllity of the life cycle, .
the Weste™q awareness of the deterministic nature of that cycle, and the VL
< Musi///jong (tion that somehow there is" an elusive meaning bgyond it all. '

€

B »
v

-

The experihental nature of "Mahavaton Ki Ek Raat" nakes it ultimately
- less satisfac tory\than "Hamari Gali," the short story that, in reffecty is )
- Tweight in Zelht ih microcosm. In the batkground ot "Hamari Gali" is the
Vbne Qgperation Mcvem- t, inspired byr Gandhi, that led to confrontations . e
S Several of the
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characters in the story appear in the dovel, including Nisar Ahmed, the
-muezz1in of the rohallizh or neighborhood. of Delhi, whose voice, calling the
faithful to prayer, provides a note of permanence and depth, an zah,
the milk vendor, whose son is killed by the British tréops in one 4f their
confrontatioms. Mirza is a major figure here; particularly important is
his azzeptance of the 1nevitabilicy of tragedy and of a wisdom greater than
his, somewhere beyond the neighborhood and the city. Significant, too, is
the narrator, the young man who wonders, ‘without conglusion, what force
- will clear up the debris left by inevitability, wisdom, and perhaps power.

Al <

Togerher with his continuation of the earlier experiméngal te
- attitudes, in thig Story Ahmed Ali began the exploration of

P

that in Tw: luphT wn Dgihz was to become the microcosm of DgAhi itself) of

Indlg}zand'of th €rnal confrontation between time andsfternity at the
point” in ¢ istdry of men, cities, and empires that 4

forever twilight,

. / ’ - .
. \\\ . As 1n "Hamari Gali," the background of Twilight n Delhi is the first
NN two décades ,0f the twentieth century, those years during which Indian

N natioralisg had at last begun to.recover from the deéfeat-.and humtIiation
"of 1857 But-the nartionalistic background "1s only part of the much broader
background cf life, epitomized in the deciine in the physical and mora
fibre of a Muslim businessman of Delhi, his family, apd the world of which
he-ls\xgtlma:ely a pare, /n

-

v

N Sh oy . .

The mé(ChEnt‘is Mir Nihal, prosperous, successful, dmd secure in his
own personal life, particularly because of two promising sons and 2}5 B
businesses, which need little of his agfention.‘ He . finds fulfillment with
his attractive, young mistress, Babban Jan, and in his-favorite hobby, ° *
flying his pigeons with skill-and daring. In many respects he and his .
way cf life. represent the epirome of success- for the well~born head of a
Syed hcusehold of Delhi e . -

.

4
’
-

"The city itself 1is the most recent of a succession of cities and
civilizatrons, and, according to Mir Nihal, thé best. .But it was about .=

, to be replaced by the alien British as they prepared to hold the greft -

. Coronation Dubar for George, King~Emperor, and as they began to build what
?hey considered the eighth and greatest:of “the Delhisfﬁ?tpulling down the
old Moghul walls that had given unity and idengity to the“tity Mir Nihal
had kncwn and loved. When the Chandni Chowk, the méiﬁ tHoroughfdgi of .
the old cjty, was modernized and widened for the Difbar and the new city . *
by destroying the old peepal trees that had sheltered generations of the
city's 1nhabitants, modernity did indeed come to Delhi. At that time the
Delhi Gf che -Moghul past began.to give way to.the twentieth century at the
expense of the city's identity, uniqueness,, and sense of continuity, How-
ever, -many of 1ts inhabitants hoped and a-few predicted that British might
in India was also entering its twilight years, / ’

~

Y

. o
- * aoNT

] Ahmed Ali uses tiés'historicai—cultural-symbol ¢ complex as back-
ground, with the peoplé of the mohallah 1n the foreground. and the family

-

of Mir N:ihal cenver stage as-the story of decline nfolds ' Through, the <

illnesg -and death of Babban Jan, his loéé{df“inter st-in his pigeons, the’
maxriage of his younger son As% dr to a-girl of Jower status, he, 1llness

of hig wife, his own crippling §troke, and the déwth of his older son AN -
Habibuddin, Mir'Nihal passes from active participant in thg\gfamaticzlife S

@

»

)
8%
L

€
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A of the 1ty -5 frustrated observer to helpless, despairing cripp{/. Yet, as
Ahmed Al1l makes clear, life--the life of man and of the c1ty—-continued to
go on celentlessly, unconscious-of any change or disruption.

The merger of the life of Mir Nihal'S‘family‘@nd of the city itself is,
with ghmed Ali's facile style and subtle evocation of permanence within
‘ changi, one of the major strengths of the novel. Unlike much of the oral
tradition out of which many of /Ahmed Ali's techniques have evolded, his
characters 1n qx ght in Delhi, as in '""Hamari- Gali," are fully |Uimensidnal,
rezognizable hu |beings/ rather than stereotypes for plot purpg¥es 4
aymbols"or mora br phliosophic purposes. Remarkably, this cl ar—character-
1zation 1s not lyAited to the major characters, but it extends dlso to the
minor buv neter § adowy characters who provide much of the panoramic life
of Qherh‘ of the city itself. Beggars, merchants, craftsmen, profes-
51.>na1 mo&?%axs, the ruined descendants of the last . of, the Moghul emperors,
even rae tmts who stalk fancy pigeons and discarded milk cups with indis-
ﬁflminak (vor, are all part of the Delhi that has gone on to triumph
cver' ssRen empires’stmply by absorbing and outliving each of them. The
implicatiyp is clear: the city, like life itself, will outlive and out-
-~ last the most recent, the city oftthe British, which, like the others, pro-
m1ses a new erernal city. This city, like those of the past, fails to
pecrierve ¢r understand the true immortality of a place and its people.

Ahmed -Al1 ties the novel firmly into th immortality by recreating
the cusioms of courtship, marriage, birth, aid\death that have given the
people identity and unity for a millenium and that, in spite of Asghar S
_adoption c: English” dress and his willingness to marry beneath him, pro-
mise fc endure for at least that much longer. The date palm that ‘stands
in Mix V&hal‘s courtyard mirrors the complexity and continuity of the scene,*
thé setting, and the ‘people as it goes on through its life cycle, flourishew....
ng and declining with season and weather, changing yet remaining unchanged
aging yer remalnlng ageless, as' the life ‘of Delhi, of India, and of man ”%%
}ji:idb pbelow. .. | . '
This e}pb*ll' depth and technical excellence were recognized in 1940,
and the novel s tritical ‘reception was almost unanimously good. Edwin-
 Muir, Bonamy Dobree,.and others recognized its merits 4n England, and
Indian 7:ritics were no less reluctant to praise it. Neévertheless, it
quickly. went but cf print and remained virtually unobtainable fo¥ almost
TWENTY~-L1VE years In the intervening years Ahmed Ali became Professor, L
Ahmed Ali, opring for Pakistan at partition,. where he served as Ambassad r
tg Morocco and then to the Peoples Republic of China for more than a decade.
Unfoxtuna:aly ‘these changes were’ detrimental to a sastained writing°careér, )

°

and fie did not publish his second novel, Oceans of NLght, until 1964.. .

. 4 ol . ~\. - .

‘ Me*nwhi -2, as the Delhi “of the old order gave way- to that of the
British and then to the Republic &f 1ndia, the novel bas§¢¢on fts’ 1ife
became vittually a legend among young Pakistani writers.  its reisgying,
firstyin,Urdu translatioh 1n 1963 and then in a new English edition dn
o ;1966 nade it again acce551ble to them Its new editiog,. also provoked

. canothen Mancxoyefsyﬁ o many respeots; like that which marked L;s Ppre-
X ‘puU pulwﬁthéﬂOIy in 1940, " This time, howeVer, the ~céntroversy - -dig not”
possiblé gubverSLOn, it dealt with linguism, the problem of. the:




s "

/ -5~ -~ B :
e _ Y .

culcural énd/Bolitical,overtones of the continuing conipetition among them.

respects, an embryonic manifestation of the attempts resolve the problem
of linguism in Pakistan since partition and indepéndefice in 1947. The

- novel was written’ ip English rather than in-Urdu, the language of the )
Muslims of Delhi, many of whom, like Ahmed Ali himself, chose to go to
Pakistan in 1947. This migration strengthened the role of Urdu as a major
vernacular in that country, and shortly after partition many nationalisqu -

The légguage debate as it centers: on. Twilight i:ﬁgg@hi is, in many

s critics began -to insiststhat because it was written in English, Twilight in
Delhi was of no consequenée in the development of a Pakistani literary
/  -tradition., Not only did such a statement ignore the obvious influence of

the novel, but by iﬁplication, it denigrated the role of Ahmed- Ali himself
in making that new literdry direction possible’, both through his contribu-
tions to the Urdu short story and to the cause of letters in general.
« 7 ¢

The debate became particularly barbed after theé publication of -the
novel in Urdu translation as Di71% %7 SHam in 1963, The tpanslation, by
Bilquis Jahan, Ahmed Ali's talented wife, is first rate,~4ad he and numerous
critics'acknowlgdged at the time. Thus, the peculiar situation emerged in
which a work appeared in the language indigenous to its background, customs,
and idiomatic usages only after having been written in another tongue,
Almost immediately the uniqueness of the situdtion.became i factor in
debating the’ language most appropriate to the work. ' )
. To -one critic, Ibne Sa'ied, the Ufdu version was clearly inferior to .
-the English because it ", ., . .does not have the same poignangy, it ‘seems .
to have lost the depth.. . ." Particularly lacking to Ibne Sa'fed:was the .
distortion in idiom that he insisted occurred in the translation:

’

5 . The'language which was used to create an atmosphere of romance,
. mystery, illusion, the moral and spiritual fabric of the ’
inherently Oriental characters of the story has.been reduced to
. & compendium of idioms; slangs, colloquialisms, proverbiology . -
and cliché-dom. : )

However,  typical of the resﬁonse’by those who support the development’
of the national literatures in, the vernaculars was the comment of "Acquarius,"
the reviewer of the Mcrning News of Karachi:
The English language has never possessed a vocabulary or idiom ..
in which a novel depicting the 1life of a particular milieu in e
| the annals .of the city,of Delhiscoyid be faithfully and : -
correctly written ' . ’ :

it is:bﬁly‘the Urdu language which could have depicted the life
- of Delhi of a pgrticular milieu moré naturally and more faith- .
o { fully in which Twilight in Delhi should have. originally been

P

written.. . . ' .

P

Toﬂboth,cgitics, literary judgmenté play a role in theéir diametrically
Sii%ed éssessmeqts of the language of the work and its translation as well

4
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as 1n\khe1r opinions of the effectiveness of the work itself. But at the
heart of their debate is the continuing controversy over the language suit-
able to the.development of a nation that is now a generation old but still
fragmented by-the lack of a common linguistic background.

. While such debates are necessary in finally resolving the language
problem in Pakistan, they have no réal bearing upon the ultimate literary
value of any work, particularly one of the stature of Twilight in Delhi.

‘The Urdu translation is not "an act of repatriation," as "Acquarius" AN
insists, nor is the novel an English novel, as Ahmed Ali has commented in
Such statements are only-part of the truth, which is-that

he "language of the novel is immaterial. Twilight in Delhi is first of

a}l a first-rate novel, .and as such it transcends language, as any substant-
1al wowk of art ultimately must do. It is certainly in subject matter and

in trsnslation an Urdu novel, and in language and form much of it is English.
But most ©f all, 1t 'is a novel about people, about life, and about time; it
makes per:*nent, often profound comments about them, and it makes them with
‘grace and claricty It effectively narrows the gap between two alien cultures,
and 1t poin he way toward a further narrowing in the future. In the pro-
cess_1t has provided a model of technical skil¥ for a generation of younger
Its proper language is the lagguage of man, and wider disseminatidn
rather than linguistic limitations should be its ultimate fate. Perhaps, as
the Pakistani literary tradition becomes established and secure, the semlnal
roie of Twilight wn Delhi in developing that tradition will provide the
fcundaraion fer the further studyoand dlésemlnation that the novel deserves.
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¢ L THREE POEMS

. L. . v

After My Dea}:h

il

’ * . ) . " Translated from the
: . -Bengall by Abul H.
7 ) = - . Lo Boduddin and Thetis
. . R . . Simpson
. b v . . 0
- . \‘«—».
‘ ) No one v;épt at my death, . =~ : ) -

or sighed in the air of that room.
Instead that satisfied cynic, hurnfble to genius,
relaxed in his ch ; sayjng:
"Well, then one more bed is vacant now-- ‘ ‘
.+ Yes, he was a nice guy, % " L i .
and he drew on the stém of his dying pipe.

L .
.

Four pall-bearers came, ) .
- ) “bound me carelessly like export goods. .
\_._;_/ They kept me under thé scorching sun ° \
as 'they were gbing towards the érave, - "o -~
perhaps to change their shouldgrs, T -
: N perhaps with no thou&ht Aareall, ’

‘' . i \:»-4 \u..( %ﬁ ¢ i 4

- «/'7' h .
- "

A flock of crows came down inst,antly J
4 Trying to' make friends with me , Co
one said in a harsh cry: ¥ . ’ /7
"After your leaving someone remarked-— - : \
He was good} A i SRR -
. always he wanted to share with -everyone . ) '
an intimate, singere affection and faith; but-- o e TN
. he stopped there, beiﬂ'g frightened - ey ; Y
M - and _loocked "gt-his surrougdings, ) T R -
. y then muttered only--t« RS S LN

. However, it's‘all over... M . : .t . v .-

. G .
- , A
' Al

.

) . . v ., .

Another crow whose feathers were wﬁite once;’ . . R .

perhaps the leader, . LR ‘ e N S e
*  ipformed me in’%,voice ever harsher' . "“; - K K .o
"Someone, said . .t . St . SR

- A S fpr.that*re'ason only ** . 4 ot LRI -

D . “you've ‘been distinguished T s T
. ) af-mpiti(able and déspisabla td everyone, . . ]

IRC - T 91
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. of course you're forgotten 4

§ .. "Perhapéﬁthé wings. 6f e wind > -

. . “in this spring.’* R TR e P

. .
. ~ e ‘t' -
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and for this only no one remembered you, y ) ] y
except 1in downright necessity; v .

when their interest is over. ’ .
So you desired once--
-'Bury me in that place .
where the.fresh alluvial earth ) .
wilkl be ovérwhelmed with loving passion
being pregnant with the hope of green and
- yellow spears,
whose innocent grain Iam . .'
They all forgot this." , g :

“UTherefore. . " ' '
the leader-crow tu:ned his head to the pall—bearers,
saying with a gesture of, request: .
"Therefore, you pall-bearers, o \ ~ T .
-~ leave him in this dunghill.
Ioc him who had no friend in his life, s

at least for this moment we can be, _ ° .
lfn -” ‘ L

A Tale of a Lamp - -

- ‘ Translated from the -
Bengali by Abul H, -
S - ' Saaduddin and George
- , ) M. Murphy

_The fllckerlng wick of my lantern " ’ d\\7 -0

"has- been quivering -ovet .the paab few nights. “ . . ' st

LIt mq?'pass ayay at any moment e

I triedgach rantic efforys tn diagnose its 111,

bqg. ound zt* ot L '

y ‘ - ‘\ . , Y
2 oo .»'

o DI roaTe N On .
éone suré@ me‘ . - .

u‘

“ - . \‘ﬁ

N ln a siortl&e mood ¢
. ar;e play‘j_ng:‘&ith it\ "oy L . .. .
LI v .. ~ ‘—.7 .

* <“~ '|: N .“’ R
W1th a boomrhg'loud wh spef A .t . ' ' o
said my hdmoprgus sistét, . [ _ . :
with a ik in het eyesy % - Tt e e
"After many' a summer‘- s T N et . LS

. the wind has lost it way'* T A

s / R ,“- ? :‘,

v
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But my younger brother, a medical freshman, A ) - B
declared with his contemplative brow: . R L
. "Surely the lamp is suffering!fgpm a - S o F ) : s
: oronary contraction.' ) ' 4
g ~ ' ' '.
I blew out the lantern, . i .
and crept into my cozy bed. ) . .
* “ N
In a secret attempt e Jo. )
I placed a hesitant hahd on my chest . )
. to feel something. - E .- 7
- > ) r ﬁ' ‘ N a - .
v, . ' N
\‘ - ’ ) “_ ; '
| - SEEN FROM FAR AWAY &/ . - , \
‘ - - : - -
- ‘) . - o s Translated from the .
- ‘ O s - X Bengali by Abul H. '
) . ' ‘ / C " “Saaduddin and Rwhard i
' ) . S, ? © " G. Maspn )
y ‘ R -
‘ ' .o * . > ) o “ \ ¢
\ o R .// / My Father / \ .

Was it.gd ‘needless impulse
that woke ‘him this d\wn, )
' ‘ before the sun _cut the gleaming horjizon; . \
-or only a nightmare° . ' ;
LY L]
o . . ’
Eastward past the window his eyes stretch to the skys
he listens to the murmers of falling leaves
onto the quiet pond;
. + songs of joyous morning birds
s - startle hi’s pensive thought-—'
««-+ - * He is my Father, & ‘
& . whose-life’ has_seen no happiness, . :" )
- \ . - but is drowned in’ regretful sorrows - ) " ’ ‘ . °
" ey and frustrated hopes.- R , .. T e et

- - \

PRI

v
- % -
[N N ','. . ' * ‘. Iy . N .

. . A R et . . . . . M !

- . L] J e 3
N ° 4 . f. s foen, . . . . i 3
~ Would he turd back and-lqok ‘at ﬁer . v : . ‘
_~ who sleeps with a-seteng ougsenangeg ' Loy Lt N
A _ despite sincere'eqd A3 o “ ot ?‘_ e SR W
“n - he couldn t offer ;; ak{er-incedse ot Lot
. .' w f «
N . . JtQ, her Tife 8 altary " . . e . ,
\‘1 ‘ . . ' x _‘i’ ot N R . '-'. L . = ",.- . . s . ',.‘,, .
ERIC ™ w0 v\ st T

. .
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yet ever- smlllngly ‘she shades him
B with her cloak of love,
her long dark hairystill brings the youthful spring

still shezbles;es him with her gentle touch of hands -—

i \\\\~““—sn w - before he sleeps at night--,
| edis a Kzl gan . \ ‘
1_ N . . . .
i
|
|

WOuld he, lyinz-on his life's thorny bed, ’
3 \ 1ncant the sasred, verse of Sura Fateha -
. 1n his silent soiiloquy,
- : » would his t%embllng l1ps utger: * < "~
T "Surely it is a crime to hate Man; .

) this earth and the mundane life
© with all their angutsh and. €tceteras N :
L they are beautaful.
So: my »dear child, ehbrace Life, ’

N . forti1t 1s life alone that can enrich life-~
RN o love mankind with all its virtues and vices,
e . and do not concéal Truth, -
L ‘_i' i - or you!ll be guilty to your conscience."
. . s T )

b .

Pezhaps when prayer is over
‘he'll"Saunter to the grd%e which he knows so long,
anigg on his trusted stick of solitary, moments,
e ) . and express his intimate feelings, whispering:
) ”Eorglve my: exhausted soul, 0 Loxd."

F. ' -~ 0 nightingale."”

LI b4

0] L .
‘ '.,.4; i . e

would he lock back to the.plcturesque panorama R
. - ooy “of his bygone days, ’

ard stare at the streaming chronicle of his 1life,"

P &1 . full of rapids and shoals—- '
. Y ! . L B .
: / ~ *0-my dearest father, : ., N .
: ,do you st1ll dream of the ocean, ; . L
in whose image you see 2 g .
K the unkind embtace of death and blessed ¥ife?
Does the flaming light of your . tired eyes, o -

0 my fazher, .
scili flltkec in yearn1ng for the radiEnt sun?

- to his wearled soul in the languid twilight, S

L

n
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/ My*Mother

. = ’

14 Ly 4
s 7 . s .
In this sléeﬁless/hgur,‘ - . Lo
. ] swhen the night is dark-like the ‘sorrows of her life,
. . . she, lighting that small earthen lamp, . St
' is perhaps lost in the’'verses of the Holy Korap=~
. My Mother'! - i"ﬁc : -

~e

. N & ’ L
Once she stops her prayer
and slowly comes to my deserted bed ' .
in deep’silence, ¥ ‘ A
and fondles the forlorn pillow
. . sl?e??ng like the‘darling-child.

¢
- .

.0"

Suddenly she,ri;es; lest someone see, | ‘ N
abashed a little, she wears—a smile-- :

“"the spft light of ever-goodness~r ' \\*‘_ e
X3

comes back to her sacred mat,

and reads her faith agaim; .
- her prayers to the Merciful ) -
. , awake the tranquilled river of the night,

- - " - K .
Sudden unmindful t<€§s‘from fear unknown : T

will dim thre brighthess of her eyes;
yet with un?alterihg faith and peaceful resignation
.~ she'll faise her gentle hands, - . .
»and Pkter the resonant silent prayers
for a flower, speard of grain and dovegﬂt e

4

s .
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Rranslated from “Urdu
by Muhammad Umar Memon
L. k+

. ; B SR
' & ’ . - . ‘ B * ‘%:
"I have just received ;§§onfs letter, and I remember sométhing yhfhk(z{ -
happened ‘two years ago and which I had nearly forgotten,. MMexorably,
time so overwhelms our memory and renders our hearts so.compietely help~
less that nothing is.recollected, no matter how hard one tries. Destinat-
ions pass by, as the caravan of life.hurtles toward oblivion.” It is the
kindness of our memory which corrodes past impressions, thus enablipg us
to outlive the pasty for who could have marched: ahead wish the memorial
paraphernalia of all times, or dared to participate in thé'gytch-dark
future with one's cggbroué“memories? B . v
3 o .
It is a very peaceful an transpardnt afternoon in the fall., I am
~~~ sitting on the bridge across the stream in front of my house. I can see
the table in my vefandh, on which lies open a neat pile of letters-
received in ‘the morning mail, excepting one which I have stuffed “in my .
shirt pocket after carefully folding it. Every now and then I reach with
my hand to feel the faint fustle of the expensive paper-:™U wish to read
it once again. But I cannot; because there is such subtle ce in the
pale autumn sun, in the\genﬁly‘flowing waters, in the pale tree
their dry, yellow: leaves far and wide in the running brook, in ‘the
caught up ,in the trees, and “Madthe ploughing motion of the farmér-work-
ing in the yellow'field below ->a silent and tranquil spell whigh is
*always found in aytumn and especially dn the afterhoon. A silence so
deadly still and invulnerable to disturbadce. I sgarcely remember now ‘©
who had remarked that the saddest and' probably thé most-fouching spectacle *
in the world is a Qermer tillin his dand. He was an ar ™

.
~ - wt

[ . > A 'l\ * .
-Once again'I feel” for the letter. Right under my chin, though in
a golden rush of. remjniscence,.I can see faridff scenés -- lost .
' faces of yesteryears -~ gently flow by downst§:imm The tyranny of‘

s e is subsiding.ﬁ Brook!’ my dear friend,<legdhme ur ear, .
- ' ’. »

o4 . & h N @

7 .
— ja' // ¢ . . . .
. i " N .

@ . .
. e ——— T ~ ‘¢ B .

- " "~ /A‘ T n
" *The Brook istkgﬁ;ﬁ/goor substitutes for the original Nadd:, which‘isI/ ,
* neitherva rivér-nor.a brdoky for “both.conjure up a resouriding rhy;?g,

while what Mr. 2in had in mind can be best characterized by a f W,

_ ‘15 _edsential for the whole atmbsphere
of the story. s this'r,ythm‘ﬁs,adequately conveyed by Xaddi.
~==(Translator.)™ . e ) f/,z, »

r"‘\ *
~
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peacefully on a silent hill, It had been raining that day, until.around .
“peen”it slackened, thinned to a faint drizzle, and ¥inally stopped. - Thick
clouds split. agunder. It was a fairly tiring day. <ored to death, I

It was my second day at a small west CanadIénéinTﬁérsity that stood
h

sauntered out of my réom. Cars stood parked her d there on wide,
asphalted roads, washed clean after heavy raine, wet, crimson, yellow-
ing maple leaveg scattered on thelr tops. Some b stood leaning over the o

engine of a small car., As I came ‘nearer, they raiged\their heads and said .

héllo to me 1h their friendly way. A few yards ahead Yas the girls'.dorm, ) .

and as I walked past it I was scanned critically by a whole lot of them.

standing on the Lteps. Further up the street wds thé uni rsity chapel, ' .

and a young priest smiled and greeted me with/ﬁarmth as_he came outside.

In the reatr was old Jim, waiter of the refectory, carrying an empty milk

bottle in his hand. On -coming nearer, he greeted me, his pipe still stuffed

in his mouth, and we walked on our .separate ways. Because I was a newcome
_he was my only acquaintance except the Dean, I thought, iifgiefgigg#e&TT’The .

cold became too severé all of a sudden.. Drops of rain, cau n the leaves, "

trickled down from maple and pine .trees as the wind stirred among them. I <<

jaiged my collar, suddenly feeling chilly, and bade my way to the common
room which stayed opem till late.

-

The hall was empty. Windows had been slammed shut. Inside it was
comfortably warm, a haven_ftem the rain which had meanwhile started falling
again I kept trudging aimlessly on the fleecy, green carpet, occasionally .
glancing at the books A variety of periodicals. and newspapers lay scat-
tered on the tables. A stale smell exuded from the boeks .and furniture and
"hung arrested inside the hall. With my~hands still jammed gn my pockets, I
glanced over the fropt covers of s periodicals and even thought \of

settling down at a tablé to read a newspaper, but the next moment, eartily
enjoying the clumsiness of my thought, I moved over to a big window ‘nstead. 5’
I watched the -small drops .of rain make a dull sound gs they beat in vain

against the.hard glass panels. Qutside, red and grey, mauve and crimson

maple leaves kept falling. They whirled and danced and floated in puddles

of water.. The red top of the chapel stood out against the sky, Behind it :
dark mountalns stretched out to infinity, Beyond them, I thought, some-

where was.my country, many thousard miles sway. And there wére oceans

between us, v \ ) ~ s . . N

-

- '
., - ’

"It 1s such a pledsuré:\watching*rainfall from behind closed shutters,"

= gomeone §aid behind me. _ . o .
_Gradually, very slowly, I backed out ofﬁmy thoughts and held myself
stlll for a few seconds before I turned around. It was a -girl who stood

-leaning over a magazine, “her back turned to-me. She appeared to have - v
dttered these words«to the magazines before hef, She had on & scarlet woolen o
'sweater, gnd a pair oa spectacles rested clumsily on the bridge of her small T
‘nose, c . . ' . . P . . ~ . .

~

Lt . ‘o ' /" .
"I feel," she Beggﬁ,'still 1eaniqg, then turned around and-dooked
.straight into-me, "I feel as if some wayfarer has suddenly come ‘th

knocking timidly at our doors." ) *

1y




" "Ugh?" I managed with difficulty. I was a trifle nervous. Her eyes
and hair had the color of bright- champagre. ”

"I always feel that way. You too, don't you?"

"Me?" I'said,aséill quite nervous.

<
"Where do you come from?" she inquired.
"y om , .
' : e , . /
"Hold on," she cut in, "let me guess. Spain, that's whére you come -
from!" S = N

. :"NJX Not quite." ) ) AN ’

. "Not from Spain?"{shg sald with a trace of suffering. "ioun kind of
People always come from Spain. Miro, too, came from Spain, some two years
ago. We gere good friends, you know?" --

’ . . .
f

' "Then?'! L . . )
igé:}s gone. Tell ‘me, &here do you come from?" : .
] "Guegs." ! . L , - ' * ,
: "Oh ;o, please.‘ I ju;t wanted to know whether you didn't come ;fom
fpain. Tell me?" o \ . . ‘ E‘~

I told her the name of my countfy, ‘ d/r/
"Well, I am Blancé," she introduced herself and resumed: "I am a

great linguist," she said good naturedly as her even, white teeth opened
up in a melodic smile. "I mean I'm only a student.. A student'of linguis-
tics. Well, seftfior, how about you?" ‘

e
.

I told her my name and that I had come there to do research in physics.

~

"Gosh, you mean_ you are a research scholar?" she rajsed her brows. -
,'Strange, by your looks you appear to be a junior in geegraphy to me." She
giggled as she went on in her complacent way. "Physics is an interesting
subject, too, but not.quite as interesting as linguistics: Well, let's
take this magazine. Now, can you read it? I'm pretty sure you 5an"ﬁ. Or
would you rather try?" . .

I came nearer and tried strenuously for a moment to make out the words
in a foreign language. . . .

. " "Give upy" -she' laughed at my helplessness. "You can never ever read
it. *No. It is Russian." Her face lit up with elation as she said: "I'm
- studying Russian, also Spanish and Latin. Spanish is my major, though. I
always spoke Spanish while I was with Miro." .

"And with whom do you speak Russian now?" '

-

e o\ s - -
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b L.
"Now? Only with my professor. A very difficult language it is, but

very fascinating Just now I was reading Petrovosky's story. Next year

I plan to go to Russia. I have to do some research there., How much I . .
want to go there' Moscow ---marvellous, fabulous ﬁoscow!.\;bu'know, there

is such a mystery in that city of tzars and Rasputin and Tofstoy and

Dostoyevskil and Mayakovsky and Nijinski and Pasternak. It has a character ]
of its own, too distinctly its own: strange and dignified and fascinating,

just as there 1s a character of Vienna and Paris. You just think of them

and mystexies stir up in the memory. New York is only a few hundred miles
never think of going there. I might be impressed by its

o there. But it has no attraction for me. Perhaps, I.
there\ I want to see Russia. Don't you also want to go’

JTo be. candid enoughy I said, "if I could, I would onl§ want to go. .
where I come from." . .

S
.

"Oh," she went on as she put her glasses on the table. "You people
the East are all very emotional." .o

"I ccme from Southeast Asia." I told her, rather proudly. (
e ’ ’ \\\
‘ "Well, for that matter, the Spairi aren't any different.”

"You love Spain, don't you? I see you‘héVE\a\Eeeling for this wogd."
. . . S [ }
~ "Nc, not quite Let's not talk any more of Spain." She sobered up & -
d became sad once again, "But I had a wonderful friendship with Miro. T
Mge Iellowship as one would call it."

&

ou Met here on the campus”" She deliberateiz/digtessed.

1 told her 1 didn't know anybody except for the Dean the Faculty ef
Science, who had invited me for ,supper that evening, and-old Jim. . ‘

-

P " "I see," she said. '"It's so fortunate that you've run Ynto me here
this evening I'ma fairly useful person, you‘know.”" She was talking once- |
again Jightheartedly "Too unpopular in a certain group on the gampus :

- and extremely popular, i1n another. Anyway, you'll see for yourself that I'm
famous like a devil. The whole faculty despises me. You know why? Because
,1've more intelligence than they can probably handle. This -you must have
noticed ycurself by now. Well, you'll be really pleased to meet me. I've
P a colorfyl personality, friend." She)adjusted her glasses, looked at me
amusingly and broke into laughtet. ' '

1 joined her, still a bit nervous. By the time we stopped, we had
become good friends, pdinful foreignness had disappeared. I removed my
P . jacket and hung 1t on the peg and came to sit beside her. She told me a
lot about'‘the university: its past history, its scandals, term engage-
ments, sc on and so tforth., I reciprocated by giving an account of my
cQuntry; even told her some very intimate bits of my life as a student.
She listened with enthusiasm.

-
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Outside, it was still raining and chilly,vbut the room was comfortably
warm due to central heating. Listening and talking and being so close to
her, I felt myself strangely relaxed ‘and resigned. She told me of some of
her very close friends in her usual, slightly ironical way, and spoke of
their petty troubles and comforts and all that was so amusing in what they
did. As she talked, she would suddenly grow sad and forlorn, and her voice
would seem to come from afar; next moment she would give out a hearty laugh.

< In less than an hour I saw her eyes and face change into umpteen different

shades. When it got fairly dark outside, and the rain had finally stopped,

X

she shrugged her shoulders and stood up. R

. "Welf, let"'s get going now. Pretty late. WNone will showsup that late."”

While putting on my jacket, I nearly foréot it was my~i$cond day here
- \
and I 'was still a stranger. : : :

2

" "Poor Petrovosky's story," she said as she closed the Russian

periodical. Then she'began hurriedly arranging the scattered periodicals .
aqd newspapers, : and tolq me: since the monitor of the common room hadn't
turned up yet, the Dean had her and three other girls work, each for one
d%y. "Today, it was my turn," she said. "'Sofdownright wicked of them. No .
one showed up. You know, all day I've been messing them up myself so as to-.
givé the impression a crowd of readers has just left."

[
~

"You are pretty wicked," I said. She blushed and chuckled 1ikeé a kid.

.

. As the key tarned slowly, she told me, rather sec¢retively: "You don't’

know, this Dean Jenkins is a pretty mean_fellow." She stopped fQr a small '
\hmpmegt on the .steps of the corridor, knotted her .scraf carefully, felt the
faint drizzle on-her face and gave a brief but deep, emotional laugh before
she said: - B ¢ .
) .

"How stupid. I haven't said a thing about éhe weather. “Well, you may’
have noticed, this place is surrounded by hills where it rains frequently. .
With the first showers of autumn, the weather'suddenly turns chilly. The
tall and brooding maples then drop off their remaining leaves, and one is
overwhlemed by a desire to sbar high up ip'the atmosphere, just like this,"
she spread her arms and fluttered them 1%ke a bird. "Like, this. If only
I had wings!‘ I would have flown to that high branch, from where the leaves
hage just fallen." Her arms were stild poised for fluttering. Then she
sléwly raised her face with hey eyes,.closed in ecstasy. After a while she
opened them. Solitary she stood, feline and glaring, a strange, liquid
light pouring out of her wise®bright eyes.

. In the faint, mellow radiance of the evening, her -skin sent. forth
ves upon waves of perfume and also a kind of soft, almost caressing,
light, -Hér beautiful forehead glowed with happiness; her teeth were like

white diamonds; and a rebeéllious lock 6f hair arrogantly stuck out from

- under.her scraf, almost touching my chin. .

.

"You are so beautifw]," a moment later I found myself saying, "so
incredibly beautiful!" T e . .

’" ' ’ ‘\ . . ] ’

- 1090
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"Really?" she asked. Her uplifted hands gently falling to hé% sides
as she looked up at me, her eyes slightly dilated with a lost, ‘blue look in
them. . .. : 1

I was stunned. Raving ‘found no answer, she turned round to me and
said: . .

"KiSS me.ll . \
3 ) o
My eyes began to blink in shee eﬁiafrassﬁent.
"Kiss," she almost demanded, h:t:ﬁiy\~__> . (

Astonishment froze me rigid. I leaned O;Zr,he{/face and gently kissed :
her on the forehead.

"Is that all?" she reléaseg‘g long breath and asked peacefully.
. ~ R

"No, not all,"” I protested feebly. . i IR

{ ) RN e

. { * -
"I can 'understand,'" she began with unction, "men go about knocking the
whole world, longing for friendship and company. . Yet a desire is left in
their heart of hearts and that is to subjugate woman. Men lack imagination
so incredibly much that even after talking about a whole lot of things all
their tall talk culminates in sex. 'You're cute!' and all is up with her.
After that, misundersténding creeps. in her heart, she loses her defenses
and consents to incarceration. She could now be a beloved, could give and
bear pain, everything and anything, but couldn't hope to be a friend. *‘As

for myself, I am sorry §p15an Husain, I can only make . That's all
there is to it. Now Sq}tan Husain, I guess all yodr ems stand solved,
and ycu ought to be tharkful to me for that. We now equals and let's

not pre;pnd, nelther you nor I. You are free.
whenever you like and yet be free," under.stgnd?

ou may kigs me wherever and

. - .
I stood biting my lips, feeling both slighted and annoyed. She looked
dejected all at once. Y L X
"Just because of these silly things, I have becqmg-unpopular among a
majority of boys. But those who are my real friends, I mean -- Well, now,"
she paused, "it's up to you to pick up whichever”group you wish. Let's go."
She clutched my hand and began climbing down~the stairsf almost running.

Soaking wet in’the dark drizzle and jumping over the scattered'smqll
pools of water, 'she was now once again talking in her low-pitched; “ironical
way. ] ' ’ N . { )

"Come to think of it," she began, "I haven't told you a thing abodt my
perdonal attaipments. . Well, in ‘my freshman year, 'I produced an exhaustive
dissertation on Dante's Beatrice. It brought me fair'recognition. It was
awarded the prize for the best article of the year. Later, the university -
press printed it in book form. Miro was so'taken in by the stuff that he

rendered "1t in Spanish and sent it for publicatlon to a Madrid publisher.
. AA(“ \. 3 :

. . / | [I’/ j
. : 7
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That fellow qg;ﬁgg out a perfeqt rogue and swallowed it clean. It is a
remarkable piece, anyway. I a§\éoing to give it' to you to read. It .yill
help you gro% a great deal mentally." -She "laughed. "I see you are gbing
to. eat with the Dean this evening. Well, you, should have some tips I -
have up my sleeve. I bet yod'll profit immensely. Now, this Dean-Richards
is a pretty nasty fellow, hates me and despises me~beyond.all measurés; and
stingy as he is, he would never ask anyone,fsf“d;nngr. Since you are the
first Asian, pardon me, Southeast Asian, student’'to have come here, I guess
he has made arm~exceptidn in yégr case. Now“the tips: Well, remember you
don't forget paying court to the lousiest cur in the world: I pean his
dog. You'll see a sluggish beastly thing all huddled up on his dodrsteps.
This is a St. Bernard, his preécious-pet. Don't ever be scared of him, He
s such a dull, lagy, .useless creature as oneé ever saw. You must praise‘
him anyway. And see you never get tired of interesting yourself in bird-
watching. This is his hobby. If you did, he'll*surely feel bad and as

. you know this can harm you a great deal. You should remember all that."

\

"Did you say he hates you?" T asked.

-
5

- .

- "Oh.yes. Well," she began, "it's a pretty'lqﬂ! sﬁory.,.A;;éhy, last
- winter at tie closé ofsthe Christmas Ball,, around eleven in the evening,
as we were getting out of Jackson Hall, the boys' begged us girls to join
{hem in their dorm. So'we sneaked in and began dancing with them in the
- ounge. They hadga great big nude on the wall. Now, you know, we are not
permitted in'the boys! dorm. Around one a.m. someone told on us to Dean
Richards. He came, shouting'and swearing all the way, but somehow we
winq of it jugt in time. So, some of us hid behind the sofas and thogs
left outside began garolling so that when he amé we plainly told him t
we were Yust passing by. Well, we came out singing cayol# at the top o
our voices. Insides he happened to see the great big,nude. That really
\did it. He got red all over, screaming with anger, and took the nude awa}.
We floodi§ inside’ again. For a while wehsat smok®ng on the, tables, almojt

. boredito death. Then someone ‘thought we had befter draw a.cartoon of
Richadds.| I was unanim sly.pickéd out for the job.. We hung it in plaée’

of the nude an#¥retugméd. But the real® trouble began’ the following morn-

ing when some ignorant thief informed him that we were still there after

he had lefit and<that Bl qcagWilliams did a cartoon of him which she hung

on the wall,” He came to see ig -himself, boi}ing all over. He has-been sobre
at me'since&.\But I don't givg/a damn, of course, and Dean Jenkins knows

this pretty \well.. If you want to saye your n,don't tell him you

have met me ithis evening,' ‘

" : R
v T \1 . a S
—_ "Look 4ﬂ@re, t is our chape x\\Qne Qf these days I dhall take you g
to see it f&ggnggvde. And there, that is the refectory where three
e

“times a day sulp down poison. Byyon is expected to be heré shoxtly,
~, Make frjends 7th him. He is suchh:)nice fellow%.a divine darlingy

\Well now,,péi? this is my place, what do’ you say? We shal meet again
. all right. Sq 1éng, then." . .. . )

7 . ) - L
/éhree days had”pasged’since the term began. All day d been
wandering with my profeésdr from one lab to another,k*in\the evening I
returned feeling (pnearly Jexhausted. I changed an ”alked ut for dinner
so that on'my ret Lthere could still be time to get off)some letters
| L4

wnn

-
AN ‘ - -
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\ . *to the family, Laila in particular. As I left home, she had looked 'up at

me with-her little\face, trembling. s ‘
., ’ S v ' 2
. UBhai Jan:" she had said, "please do write us all about the good places

you see and the nice people you meef, will you?" : ~ . )

At ten thet“evéping, as I was getting ready to go to sleep, it begéﬁ:
a wild ruckus, with sh 1 female voices dominating. I rushed down_ the
.stairs and outside. Boys stood expectantly on both sides of the wg}k&gyﬁi;e
from afar there came a p cession, lighting its way by flashlightz; As it

, got nearer, I saw the ldest spectéﬂle. some hundred and fifty moye
girls, all in their phjamas, yelling and milling. in great panic like a 'herd
of sheep They rap/and.stumble¥ and ‘halted, now grabbing their collars, now
arranging their Jair, now shrinking, now shil ering, now screaming, now
Fatigh ﬁg with ame.” The senior girls had fiormed an impenetrable ring around

« them apd pugifed them forward with the flashldghts. The gang of boys stood
1\\;3 laugiNng the sidewalks. In the glare of @ flashlight I was almost sur=
prise .

see Blapca. . Q\\‘qr

"This 1is what we call the Pajama Procession of the frosh,™ Byron, my
end of four days came over to tell me "An age-old tradition here at the
ampus. Bossed over by the senior girls, thése freshman girls follow them
/like timid sheep for a couple of days; but then, they soon begin to believe A
/ in the total goodness of the world, and that's when they are*stirred out o
. their ,beds one night by a false cpy/ of 'Fire! Fire!' Still in their n}gﬁf//i
t robes” they are then serenaded all around the campus. Some are so shocked
they don't show.up in the-class for days. As a rule, only sophomore girls
can par ke of this 14 tle mischief, but Blanca joins 4n invariably every '
couldn t' care less.
"there's Jane, right
b¢hind ‘ e is studying library science, We are getting married
as sodn as we fi sh here." < >

- & N

. We kept nalkihg by'the sidewalk for a long while after -the procession
had passed big Toon had méanwhile slowiy riseh.. It .was a cool, impec— '
“ably clean, Eh;lin—efisp fall night. Maple leaves kept gently falling on

us. Four days ago I had met Byron, a graduate student in economics, and

of Blanca's closest friends. He was fairly cultured, handsome, and a
ound young man of Irish parentage. 'His family had. g 'ermanently settled;
in Canada :He still retained sdme blurred memories/of Dublin and talked ,
about it with a-sweet but p nful nostalgia, just a§ we all do while suddenly
reminded of 311 the beautiful, dreamy places we had been to, or lived in, in
childhood. ‘ N . . .

—That night, talking\withxg;m.by.the sidewalk, I brimmed over in my heart
' with an all too strong Vigor and freshness of early youth, quite oblivious
that all that 1s good in human life: youth beauty and loveliness---like
‘forgotten old fairy tales---stays behind us, lying inert underneath the
,debris of our shattered dreams, Lo faces that were so loving once, in the
time that 1s pasty, and'in the greying leaves fallen in yesteryears, and in ‘
that which, sometimes later, while one is leaming over and looking and
< constantly lookiqg at the cool running waters, Crops up suddénly on the sur-
face to submerge all too sdon. ° . ¢ S

~




EY

"« JIntroduce yourself. Her name is Isabella."

. —After the'pajémé‘prbcessioniwe returned to our rooms, and the following - o ‘
days wége busy. However, in mid-month it was-timeé for the autumn dance, and
- : Rl 1y ) n -
ﬂy?on‘éﬁld to me,.,Why dgﬁ & y9u_?sk Blanca for a date e -

b ) N - “ M 2 - Y
'"Aékwﬁlanca for a. date? - Heavens, I'm not sure she‘ﬁ6;1&'come,» Besides,
‘A don’ t know any dancing:" T

<
v

‘i

"So far as I know," said Byron, "she isn't going out with anyone these
days« JSIt won't hurt to ask, anyway." . »

)
?

So I phoned her, Sﬁé excused herself,'saying she had ajready peéﬁf\,
asked by another boy and had promised him, and that she would have gertainly .
enjoyed going with me, but then, she didn't know if I would ask her,~ so~on

and so forth.' . . - .
’ Al * \‘ . & - - -
v‘"Never mind,"” said Byron. "I'll find you a date." g/
But before evening,‘Blanca phoned me. "Well, Sultan of Soﬁgheast .
Asia!" she began humorously, "I hgve selected a girl for you. A queen in . ‘

her own right. Now listen, I d&h't want to hear 'No,' do you understahd?
*A cute little freshman thing. Pick her up at her dorm tomorrow évening.
She'l} be'waiting for you near the stairs. . She has long, dark hair. -

Fall 4s exquisitely béautiful in West Canadian woeds where it glows
with a thousand®different colors. ,Befdre they fall, the leaves change
into yellow}*red, golden-brown, champagne, black, almost all colors. On

he evening of the autumn ball, all these’ colors blazed in paper buntings
that fluttered in Jackson Hall. On the dance floor, 'Isabella had me try
out -a few steps.’ Then we'sat down, feeling nearly exhausted, and began
chatting lightheartedly. She had curly hair, entwined and black, chestnut
br s, a face nearly covered-with pimbles; and a simple body. Had she
a trif \dibit'‘more charm she wduld have certaigly looked attractive, but she
was a sigfious and sincere girl who knew barei$\anything outside her subject
which wi English literature, qbviously not my interest, so that it was
possible to keep talkifg. Soon we got tired and,. our drinks still .
hands, we quietly walked 'down to a corner table and, stuck as we
were with éenuiné\poredom, began watching the couples who shoutéd and danced
and sang all at once. Once or twice Byron and Jane danced past us. None of
the boys had -come tp ask Isabells for a dance but she was quite complacent,
for she was among those freshman ‘wirls who had come there with a date. The-
autumn ball, in-a way, served ‘also as an occasion for formal introduction
. for the freshmien— Most of the freshman girls had therefore qome \alone; wait-
ing to be picked up by the boys as they stood all along the wall in twos and
fours. ,In the same way, the freshman boys sat in small groups and stared at
the girls. They would stand ‘up all at once whenever the orchestra ran wild,
play¥ng. a boisterous tune.' They would surge forward én masse, like a_lurch-
ing wave, on, the strength of their collective support, mumbling inaudibly,
with their cheeks suddenly crimson, and eggy- dancing with whatever glrl came °
§in'fxoﬁf7bf them. On the whole’ I was quite amused by the spectacle. Most ..
+ of the couples had been formed in little less than an hour and were now, laugh~ * ™

. ing-in the 'fefvo; of ngwl& acquired friegdships.'/l was on point of make-
ing a-final effort .to work up a conversation with Isabella when somebody
tapped on my shoulder,. ) ¢ o ‘

» o e . Pl "
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"May~I-have the pleasure of dancing with you?V
in her characteristic half-serious, half-jocular way.

It ' was Blanca, asking
I looked up at her

with a start,

Her hair had a dazzling brilliance and was dyed golden.

For

a few moments I kept blinking my eyes neérvously, then eXcused myself to
Isabella, We Walked out on the waxed parquet floor.'
< . .Y . L4
"Don't stare at me so hard'ﬁs though you were an uncouth country boy,
. she admonished me. "Hair dyeing is my hobby." - . .

"Really?"

-
.

"Why yes! ‘If only there was a way of coloring one's eyes, I would
have gladly colored mine." -

"But it looked still lovelier in it} original color."”

o . , X ~
"'Oh, I could ngver imagine myself committing such blunders. Fbrgive me. i
, Next time I shall be more careful. I sHaIl ask written permission of you (
“well in advance, all right?" ) .
. ’ ! -
. "1 didn't mean that," 1 said, hurt. !
"What else did you mean then?" she asked both- W1th certainty and smug—
ness. "I see you dance pretty well." .
, 4 ¢ .
"Just now Isabella .taught me." . ’ :
"Isabella?" She paused. "Well how about Isabella? You haven t said !
a thing. You like her, dog't you°" P
"Yes, very much." ‘ T
¢ * -
"She is cute, isn't shg? ) /' '
‘ . . ! . - P
"Yes, very cute indeed." oo, - - . -
"and intelligert, too." s . ‘ I
. <
a‘/l ) . » ow b
® "And intelligemt, too. Very intelligent,"-I-said rathér curtly. _ )
She looked up straight into my eyes, then almost dragged me into the . "
gordidor. R Y . - . . !
© ; L PR LY v /

"What the hell %s the matter?  Why so cynical?" she asked in the semi-~

dark corridor. '"Are-you angry?" = . N ‘ -~ .
- aNo." . < ‘ ; ‘ _‘ . © .
. ‘ - | -
“But there is nothing." : - w’ ,//
; .fWaat to kiss me,, then?'™. : . ¢A£(" . .

<
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= . . "Isabella?" - v
\, ' -
\g "No, please —— " 1 gaid angrily,
‘\\ ' 'Wh}’ ?" 1 \
\ "Why? We dbﬁ't,kiss our girl friends, that' all."
! ' She was dolorous again. "That éxplains it," s écsaid.

3 - / M
"Expains what?!
! . ot
/ "That you are sentimental," she said painfully.
Eﬁo. You people simply create complications.” I am so sYared of them, all

hese sentimental pegple." ) - -

& ~

-

. 'You know why?'" I started, my eyes boring 1e6elly into\hers.' "It is
because you are yourself sentimental." :
. C

. She gave me a withering look and, upset' as she was,, staggeXed a bit but

n got into stride. In the hall, 1life sputtered vigorousli% e ball was
- 'in full swing and a crescendo of laughter, spirited conversation awd dragging

steps, togéthe?’with strong light, came drifting.through high windows: She
wag standing aXong the railing, blinking h®r eyes swiftly. Within

thel unnatural lustre of her eyes and the smiling ridicule with whicH she
pokéd fun at the world and entire humanity came back to her, only.t make me
, still crazier. Suddenly-she reached up, girdled her hands-around neck,

fc ced my head dqwn, kissed me on the lips and ran back inside.
. . :

il
bother to look’ for. her. That evening I was forced to retognize the fact of
Blanca's tremendous popularity among the boys. A good dozen times I tried .to
dance .with her but couldn't reach her in the first place, and even if I did,
I was each time obliged to step “back, ‘unwillingly giving her hands into those

. of some intruder -who had just tapped my shoulder, Isabella danced with a
tertain boy all along. Oncé as they came dancing near me, she stopped for'a
moment to introdude her partner: a freshman of short stature and rather big

- . te ho~smiled -at me amiably from behind his thick glasses. Seeing them
////’/Tf’2§;2:;2r and so close, I was agssailed by a’'strange happiness. .
. « * " / ’ - R
RN

. feet dragged and :lost their rhythm. Then ‘the last dance began, a slow,
. ~majestic waltz, intricate but subdued-and romantic. I was surprized by the

through me at intervals. It made me,terribly nervous and I tried to éﬁppress
it but minutég later forgot all about ix. Her eyes, forever shining withyv/

- derision, imfnense popularity, ubiquitous disposition of her nature —-- al .
of these were imbued with a profound mystery which was so utterly maddenifg:
'And that silent gcorn in the cufve of her smiling 1lips which seemed to
claim to everyone: I know you, You are just insigpificant. Where wo 1d
you hide yourself from me? I am everywhere. o

Coats were put on amidst a chorus of good-nights. Outs de, the/night R

was pleasantly cool and desolate. Car doors were being operfed and closed.

... 10@

\ JArur Provide Ic @ . . .. .
R T T

. I returned feeling sulky. Iéabeila'had disappeared meanwhild, I didn't

.The last loud bars of the dance qhickened sﬁarply and hundreds of tired -

-.'presence of a meaningless dismay, an'inarticulate anger that zigzagged L

v
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~up in this wofthless maze. Freedom is th® essence; the rest? -- phony
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Tired eyelids . now 'dropped, now opened“ I came out, 'mi’hands on Isabella’ s
shoulder, and found Blanca standing with her group on the %?vement.

"Hi, Blanca, good-night." I made it as casual as I could, trying to

steer my way clear of her, but she gently put her hand on my arm and
said: PR . ‘ . ‘
"You'd Eﬁtter not at'tach yourself go‘people, Sultan Husain." Then a )
split second later came her voice, as if\from afar: "Else you'll get mixed '
11t

"Really?" I threw a glance at her as I saild vacantly.. . R 3
) °
» And then the parting laughters of the evening ‘and good-night kisses;

+kisses -- which drop down one by one like greying maple leaves, and laughters

== which will freeze up rigid in the darkness of night, and crop up later in
the bylanes of memory to keep us warm and young and alive for many, many years
to come, ndt to be seen anywhere, becoming a part of running waters, fused
with them in eternal embrace. °

¢

"Good-night, Sultan."

.. "Good-night;, Blan%a,f,Good-night, Isabella."
l -
"Good-night. Thank you very much."

"And thank you, too."

~

"Good-night. -Gobd-night. Good-night,"

In the following weeks, I became completely absorbed in my studies. A
couple of«times I called on Blanca but she wasn't available. $he was always
too busy. On holidays Byron and I usually went out for long walks ix the
neighboring mountain woods. The woods are always serene and colorful, It
was during gne of those afternoon walks that I/discovered Byron was something
of a philosopher besides\being a graduate student in econopics, and that he
was in constant pureuit of‘ -1f not yet able to discover‘tﬂmself.

. "Blanca is much too abnormal." I remember him/telling me one afternbon
while we strolled in the woods. , "She paints herse€lf so remarkably well that
you cag hardly claim to understand her. And this is her art. Whatever she
says and'does is just the opposite &f what she bélieves. I once had a crush '
om her too But you know, she never permits that. 'Byron,! she plainly
told me, 'we can be such good friends together if only you just Btopped
being crazy. You know, you are so dear to me.' Well, I.sobered up. Now,
she 1s my best friend., It is useless to try sto .grasp her; even when you're .
close to her, you.can't do it. .. . . .

Those silent woods, those idyllic sunny afternoons, and that unshakeable

feeling of association, which rose slowly and became stronger every moment,
stand as milestones on the path of my life. ~

. o N
. 14 . ? ,
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.his friends downtown these days. Even I don't know whefe. Guess this time

in. The woods-wefe as usual mysteriously silent and the sun gently spread

‘Only and only then he wduId produce somet

. P

£

, - Then Byron suddenly disappeared. One Sunday, Blanca phoried ne. "Sultan," -
she said, "Byron had it ‘again, I mean his art-fit, and i hiding with ene of . .

o

he will perhaps discover himself. Ah, poor, David FitZgerald Byron!" o .
T-invited her for .an afternoon walk. She heéitated a little then‘gaﬁe -

its gold on the paths covered with dead leaves.nylanca talked and talked
about her engagements in the past few days. She was la ;c‘as'alwayg, and
so was her tone which wgs both light and iron /ally s?di

¥ ’ <

-

-

‘fI’mupretty sure\! she/said, "sooner ot /latter Byron will find himself’

Ang of credit." . -

2 so0 mystefious?".-i asked irrita

. \~ - /,/~ ’2" o i /l ?
"Mystery," she laughed with iron§, "my dear friend, is pretty important.

We are all mean, weak,.and ‘each f us carries sb much dishong;ty,i slde

- "You folké,.why do you insist on
edly.® - v .

-

that we need jt-to hide behind, Aever to lose our appeal, ih shoy't, to/keep ‘
going; de yqu understand? Let"™s step into that young forest, this olqﬁ?nt ’ .

scares me out of my wits." Lt . \ .

We got out of the agpd‘woods and entered one which had fresh, young )
trees. The layer of young decaying leaves that covered the paths was thin
and cold., Trees had been stripped naked in the hr?cing cold of lazé fall
and thes sun shone all over. Blanca clambered up a hill.an/,then dropped to /
th d*feeling tired. ' o ‘ ,
e ground-feeling ir?/, . _w’7 . /L

.
. . /,/ S
.""In a few ﬂéys, it'll start snowing and all tgg/s gi} will be gone. = .
All places will freeze into a single, monotondus white block:” The spell of - ) ’
autumn, is so short-lived! 'ﬁnd all other’ spells,.for %Eg. matter. Did you //

v ‘
2 .

look for me?" . 7 / R
. . . ’ * ‘l ~ , 7
. \ o, ¢ - . ¢ / v ’/
*"I did. Three times in the past two weeks."” ’ n
_ . R . .
"Why?" CA ‘ - :
. ) o

. [ d
- . 4
* "Nothing, just wanted to see you."

"See’tre," she repeated unmindfully.

LR - -

"Y6u~wergzbusy. You are always busy."

*

} Feelihg the depth of my voice and ‘its concern, she looked'at me i;w\\\\ o
a

" alarsr— fhen she gently put-her hand on my ‘arm and said: ‘'Hold on," She ~//,//-’- -
y 'L do believe Yéu'v% fallen.in love with me, haven't yoy?”" , .\y{
"Me? TFalling in love with you? Ridiculous!" I %was pretty obstinate. .

"I can hardly afford such nonsense." R .y . , .-

. i
"It's all right, then," dhe laughed. -"If that's that,-well, we céé/

.always be good friends."/ﬁll these folks, Peavens, why is'it that the only
-thing they know is to love me?" :

PR
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"I never thought you had illusions abobt yourself "

L3 ~

"Illusions?" she paused "They are no; illusioﬁs}\gz. Sultan Husain,
but hard reality," she laughed. "All of them, without exgeption. And you
know, why? Because I'm so different from pther girls they keeg\knocking
agafnst every day. This isn't their fault, I guess,but.'then, not-mine,
either. Shall I tell‘you just one more thing However much you

me, I shall never fly off the handle. Instead of calling me an ill signist,
you could just as well have said I was lyipg; even that would have bgen all
right. I've heard much dirtier things saad about myself than that.

don't you see, I'Ge a friendship -with the whole world, haven't-I?'

)

"Maybe. I don't know." I was‘sullem,
i

"Well, now, look here, if you can't ﬁolerate mé then let 3 quit "

She stood up. a \
> i
"Oh, ,no, please," I said nervously. TStay on, I didn't n that., I
was thinking of something else." ot . -
. ‘ v . ) .
Sht laughed ang kept talking in her cruel, mean and utterly inexplixable
Waya < :
. \ Laier, a number of times aé(ambled along together in the woods. Once in .
B a while Jane and Byron joined us and after the walk all four of us went to .
Aol The Dragon, our favorite downtown restaurant, and had ice ¢ream.and coffee

and even ate, there sometimes if ‘one of us had enough dough on him to outwit
the Samaritan. Byron had changed a bit; he had grown whiskers and music had
become his latest passion. Consequently he neglected his studies, thus mak-- -
ing Jane quite apprehensive about his mental and spiritual condition. We ~
always consoled her. She was such a pretty little thing to be hurt. At :
v times Byron's indifference to himself and to Jane so outraged me that I nearly

) thought of beating him up right in the street. It was snowing again, but we

went out regularly. :

In those days ‘I was quite involuntarily driven toward making sense out’
of and seeking a hidden meaning behind all that Blanca said or did, watching
closely all her gestures and all the shades of her mercurial nature, so that

.o I could help myself straighten out the mess in which her enigmatic persona-
. lity had thrown me so itrevocably. I didn't know then that all this while,
I had been falling in love with her, slowly but surely. . .
g /
R A dance was ZCheduled for the evening before the start of Christmas.
vacation. I asked Blanca for a date, but she declined in a roundabout way.

s + "With wﬂonlyou are going out, then?" I insisted. .
She thought for a moment before she answered: "Michael," .
"Congratulations, then," I said and left. -

a

3 -
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In the evening she phoned me. 'You are angry, aren't you, Sultan? .
I am really sorry to have turned down>your request once again. ‘But you see, *

Michael is a very sensitive boy and if I didn't go with him he would feel

terribly hurt. And how I hate to hurt people. ‘Listen, I had a‘long.disfance ‘ .
talk with motker. How about spending Christmas ‘with us? Won't you? Guess
you aren't going elsewhere?" - ’ ’ D

"You are sure," J began, still feeling hurt, "your folks won'temind?"
¢ ~
N L o

"Mind? Heavens, no. Don't be crazy. Mo;her'has\inviéed you‘inwbarti_
cular. Listen, we'll get the train tomorrow evening, shall we?"

~ Daccepted gladly, though inside I was pretty jealous at the.thought
of her going out witlt Michdel.’ T
"So you'll pick me up at the dorm’ tomorrow about six in the.evening." ‘ A
Toward the close of the Christmas ball she reminded me. "Now,  don't you .
" go to bed all soused up, else we will miss tHe train. The rest I'll frell -
" on board." IR . : . ‘ N s

‘The hectic evening haled away in the shouts of "ﬁérry Christmag." Out-
side it snowed heavily, ’ C

*  The following moru.hg, while I was busy ﬁSéking, Byron dashed in to -
tell me that he had just heard the news of Blafica's sudden departure by an
N . early morning train. Stunned as I was, I kept staring vacantly at the wall
N for a while. Next I grabbed the phone. Her dorm confirmed the news.

. "Any message?" I nearly shouted.

" "No. Not for you, Sultan,"'Jén spoke at the other end. 'Did you
expect one?". ~

1) ¢

i I hung up on her rudely, mad with rage. But what could be done now?

. Except of course unpacking the bag, I thought, and accordingly I uspacked.
- - N )

) " In the afternoon Byron agair peeped into my .room. He appeared to be

quite shocked. ''What? What is this mess all about?" . - '

g "Yes," I exploded, "the dressing.table was bare, so I covered it with -
my pajamas, and my shoes looked pretty Lrty,-so I gave them a treat, a real
treat, with paste and brush, so,what? The table-lamp was in acute need of . g
a shine, obviously. But what the hell ém I telling you all this for. .
Listen, buddy, this is my room. Now get lost, will you?" '

g He scurried out, looking suspiciously at me. .1 pushed up the window
* and smashed the small snowball I had been nurturing with care and love ‘for
the past three days. Fragile needle3 of frozen snow went crisscrossing in

every direction. .t was still\snowing. The whole world looked white. ,
"Merry Christmas!" Outside, pine and cypress ‘trees stood, gently bent with :
loads of snow. '"Merry White Christmas! Merry Christmas, get logt! Get the

hell out of here!" Having thus ousted Christmas, I pulled down the window. St

Small, arrogant snowflakes kept breaking against it silently.

+ . 1
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. Next day I received a letter from Blanca, a brief one. She said she-

‘» was fully conscious of her xudeness' but she just couldn't help it, and of
course there were,reasons for it which it would beé in my interest not to

. " know. To these she had- only-slightly alluded; she mentioned that she hhd’ .

a brawl with her mother. T tore up the letter and-flupg the bits out of ’
: my window. . = ’ . ’ . v ’ .
o= . % L ‘- ¢ \\ / 4’“\

13

N Christﬁas, of “course,. I spent with my professor. After that I felt
' pretty depressed for a few days. ‘It was then in my most blue "and bleak
N days that the reality of my .having fallen 'in love with her dawned on me.
L It made me feel more than ever deJected I remained genuinely surprised
over that for quite.some days. . .

a - N . : ]
I -7 e The day classes resumed I ran into: he;\as she was ‘coming out of the
ERPCE library.. On-my part’'I had resolved never to talk again with her. After

° all she hdd let me down so terribly. Buf* she met with’ such equarfimity and
x_ ) | composure as if there hadn't happened a thing ‘betwedn us.'

3

. &
l. \ 3 -~ - L] ..
. <~ «"QOh, hi, Sultan,",she begag.equably with an informality ahd an unshake-
) ' able confidence that weresg eff@racteristically her own,, Vflow have you been
these days? I misgsed 50 tenﬂibiy much; in fact, I missed all my friends.

Gee, you look so pifik and fresh. Snow seems to suit you quite well."
~ - .

L4

, it's snowing so heavily," I could think of nothing else to

.
. L

‘ "How about Zaling supper at’the Dragon this wevening? I'm pretty rich
. these- days, so don'® yorry about money. There is so much to talk about,
' . After-all, ye haven’t seen each’ other for ages. Is that all right?" ’

, Before she couia regret her offer, I accepted promptly, Both my resolve
and my indignation were swept away by a flaod of good feeling. She looked sO
dashingly smart in‘he;\ uffel coat and hazy red scarf. ‘Her nearness @ade me
' smile. It always happened like that, with her at: least; you thought you
could continue in your indifference and then you saw her and then all your’
resolve vanished.' And it was also true of the boys who would denounce her
and then gather around her timidly when she happened ‘to be around. v
" 4That evening, I found myself sitting opposite her in our favorite Pplace.
. The strange, light mood in which I had been in the morning had given way to
a dull irritation over -the depression of all those days since she flew away
from me. For almost half an hour neither of us-said a word. We were now °
. waiting for the coffee tq be served. -

§

."Did you receive my letter?" She finally broke the ice.

, "Veg " ¢ N
o T s ' . .
- "$t1ll angry?" \ ) . . ’
i ! _ "No. Not angry. Did you have a pleasant Christmas’" :

- <« ‘ L

[

y
. "Oh/yes, a very nice éne. We had lots of fun.

R ¥
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Her smug and friendly tone made me sufficiently uneasy.
-~

"I don't quitk see why your mother had to pick on Christmas to have a
fight with you?" - ; ) - - .

¢ ont 5 L :‘

-"Sultan,! she at once sobered u > "you think I told you a 1lie?" *
™ g € P , '
€ « 7 .

"Even if .you did, it didn't help." < | -

"Nasty," she cried, almost in pain, and having™ feund ‘my eyes blinking
appreh%nsively, squandered one of her most disparaging giggles., "Is that
all, then? Was that the last thing fn your a ory? You p¥ople run out of

amunition so soon. I was at fault, don't I know“that? But you could have
Just as well forgiven me." >f/ . ’

Il

3 1 “: .
"Blanga --," but I was cut short. -

"And. this is always the case when you attach yourself too much to
_Others." .

Iy

fggw listen, Blanca. Listen," I leaned slightly forward and, levelling
~with her, nearly sheuted.; "You don't.understand, you don't =--"

. } ~

"Sssh, tnot so-loud,” she warned me by'ﬁlacigé her finger-on her lips as.  °
she got up, People arpund us seemed quite’amused™~by this little scene. At'

the cash register she tossed a few bills but I pushed™hér rudely aside, and N
paid instéad.. ) N

-—

Outside, it was €lightly uncomfortable after the cozy warmth of the
restaurant. ‘Gusts,©f cold wind kept tugging at our clothes and hitting’
against our faces. Fair wisps of- glacial brilliance began gathering on our
eyelashes.  We walked and walked, wading silently through the snoyclad
street, our faces all'wrapped in mufflers. This quarter of the city, where

we walked now,\was unknown to me and I didn't have the vaguest idea where
she was headed. - <

"Where are you taking me,'Bldncaﬁ” I asked.

- »
-

"Be quiet, just come along," she said and took a handful of snow from
a small cypress and stuffed it in her mouth.

At last she steere4 me into a rather small street and stopped at a
certain door. She pressed. the’call bell, and after a while pressed it
again. The door was andwered by a girl who, seging Blanca, gave out a

shrill cry and embraced her wildly. :She then stepped back and quickly .
came to mk. - - '

L3 '

"I'h Knna}" the girl thrust forwér& her hand very <informally, then_
she ‘turned round and informed Blanca. "All are in the cellar.” - -
) - d
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She was stuffed in tight black pants and a loose grey sweater. Her 7"~
light-brown hair was long and straight and she wore a pair of black-rimmed

. glasses. I gave her a look of disapproval. Then we climbed down behind her

in the cellar which was a dirty small room reeking heavily of tobacco. I
nearly choked from the stink it made me feel sick and lacerated my throat.
When I got imto my own, I saw a group of boys busy chattering with Blanca.
There wgs much noise around. The den locked as grubby as the occupants. R
My head spun as I made a complete survey of the room. I leaned and held |
tight to the wall and gave a second but very puzzled look. All sorts of *#
thifgs lay around: broken furniture, musical instruments, tennis.rackets,
cart loads of empty beer cans, cigarette tins, dirty clothes, cooking pans
-—- apparently never washed --, old rotten shoes, tattered socks, used up
toilet articles and heaven knows what else lay one on top of the other so
that the great ‘junk pile nearly touched the ceiling. ere was barely an
inch left é@pty of things and people: young mem with unshaven faces who ¢
were ~lad In big, loose trousers and thick, coarse pullovers, their shoes
terribly filthy and unpolished. They looked at the newcomers from behind
their huge spectacles with their owl-like, sagacious, 1moersonal eyes and
laughed in their distinctly informal way. And the girls who didn't care

to do their hair and let }c ;alL in a massive cascade, and who sat on the

" tables, chain moking. In a corner a boy beat his bongo drum and was so,

N lost,1n his beat that nothing else mattered or existed for him, while /
another read out loudly a poem scribbled on a piece of paper. A third bne,_
havlng perhaps nothing better to do, just watched the other two. Yet another,
his back turned to the rest, went along blowing his trumpet, the veins in his
neck standing out. The table in the middle was occupied by a group of boys
and girls who pa®sionately discussed something as they sipped beer. Leaning
backward against a wall was a girl who gazed into space vacantly. The
cigarecrte had almosfburnt itself out in her fingers. In another corner, I
found Byron busy playing piano.

A pandemonium that nearly deafened one, that's what it was, Blanca had *
joined the group that was engaged in a heated discussion about something.
Every now an&’;hen.a boy tried to kiss her. The whole atmbsphere seemed so
odious 'to me that I removed my hand £from the waLl and walked up to Byron.

‘/
. ' "Beethoven," he raised his head and said ecstatically¢ ”prophet of

music Beethoven'" .-

"Yes," I nodded, affirmatively. - '«

"Hey, boy, I've finished the Moonlight Sonata. ¢ Vothing exists, you ‘
know, just nothing Rkeyond Beethoven's music, oh nothing. I've.heard my call,
bey." | s L

"Yes," I nodded again with a sorrowful understanding.

» : : . ‘

""Beat it. You keep’saying yes, yes. Say s$omething real. Tell'me, have

you heard your c&ll?} *
"0h no," I said, puzzled, _"i don't know anything. Blanca has brought
me here " .

v’
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Wjane doesn't like my coming here,'. he began, "and robably you don't
either'as far as Blanca s concerned. But youpeople‘simgly gannot understand
the thirst of soul, its 'quest for nobler regions, for you are always lured by
petty ephemeral things bécause you are petty people yourself," \

I could only feel sorry for Him: his unkempt beard yas sticky and smeared

. with diret,

.

N In the meantime a bunch of these young men came to me, and then left, for

I couldn't somehow bring myself to recturn their cordiality and good will, so
shockingly beqﬁft 3f formal etiquette.. I turned hack again to see Blanca and
' . the boy, who was trying laboriously to kiss her earlier, dance to the truﬁpet
' and bongo drum. The rest had forﬁed a ring around the dancing couple ‘and .
- beat time with hand-claps. Blanca wag laughing spiritedly.  The lonely girl
leaning against the wall began suddenly mumbling some hing. No one seemed
to care about her. After a while, Byron and I joined "the groupkof clappers.

W, ’

S

Two hours later as we got out'of there we felt strangely’ happy.. Outside,
‘/night had set in. A night perfumed with the sweet smell of snowclad earth.

ively heat€d cellar, the open .night was co gorting. The street lay completely
dese ted. 1In the shadgw of a wall Blanca-stretched out her hands, saying:
"They are all my friends, my good friends. \I've a strange feeling of
being contaihga\iq\?verything. We ‘are everywhere and eéxfything, you know."
. . .
Meanwhile the snow had,stbpped falling and the cold had become less
severe In the pleagant weathgr we unbuttoned our coats. The shops had
long since closedhfoq the day. Many.a‘tginbow-tinted prism of shimmering
radiance shot forth streaks: of light from inside the show-windows. We N
walked and walked in their diffused glow.
. . A ‘ LU0 - )

// "Sultan," she cailéd,'fthere, 9 you see this white, rare mink," ‘she
pointed to one in a certain window. \ "Well, I plan to marry a properly-
placed,. on-the-ball sort of multi-millionaire in, say two|ye:§sq;:Then you'll
see for yourself I'1] have all the furs'on earth piled up in my closet, and
how I'1l walk past petty men like you with a zoomy my nose proudly:held in
the air. Well;‘do inform me if you are in line for a few millions yourself

.in a couple of years," she laughdd "And there," she went on as she pointed,
'“you see apples of the season. I am starving. "Some six'thousand seven
hundred and eighty two he{had painted. I mean apples. Heaven knows how
many did he eat?" She gaJE out another of her overwhelming smiles and left
me dripping with the joy of her gaiety. . ) (

L}

By the time we reached thé campus we were nearly out of breath. Herk
it was a litrle stifling. We removed cur coats and collapsed on the stai&s
of her dorm. The night air smelt of fresh snowfall and the great silence'’
suggested how thick and wide it was. . -

' p
»

r :
Tﬁéxg,'sitting on her toes; she began. "Sultan! 1I've mo illusions
‘about myself. I know I am human and have my share of human weaknesses.,
Sometimes I do tell lies, I know, but in this particular matter I haven't .
lied, 1If only you knew how poor is mother's knowledge of geography. . When

-

o co114 J :

I breathed deeply, carelessly in the fresli~zool air After the close, excess- '
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I‘spoke to her about you, she became very happy indeed; for in truth I

hadn't invited an3N\of my friends before. In the evening, peghaps, she .
discussed it with ddd who, most. likely, informed her qhat Pa&istan is an

Asian country. And the real trouble began." ' \ /

7
¢ ~ - N
~s

"Real trouBle?"

"Yes.. That's so. She at once éonqlqﬂed that you are, oh, I mean,
I mean you are == " she stammered. .

. &

L)

. "That I am what?"
v

"That you are == " she hesitdted.
/
'""0h, now come on."
[

: » . '"That youare == o Ty

T "Black!" I completed., 'You mean cdlﬁfed, don't you?"
"Vof quite colored or black, " she heaved%«a rather long sigh. "But
\Asian She paused, then said: "The same night -she called me again, bt
, I was pretty obstinate and wouldn't give in. I said I'we promised him and .
\ not for anything am I going to back out of it.  She said she didn't care ’
. much about casteor creed or color herseif but that she spoke solgly in my-
own interest, because'it'll offend cher boys of my age and consequently
ruin my future,’ Well I hung up. In the morning I boarded ‘the first .avail-
able trzain. That was all Somehow I didn't like to involve you in all
that." .

[
-v .

-

o 'Do you really“ﬁhink?" I asked her after a few homents. "Othet boys-~
vhite boys - 2" ¢ « ,

- v

"Yes,'" she saids;irmly. "They won't let you know of it though, but
inside they feel pretty badly urft. Then the only thing they can do abou\\
it is to join a tacit understanding to socially ostragize the girl. This

has happened umny times." ,

’

. "And how do ‘you personally feel?"

"How do I feel? Crazy, ‘didn't I tell you I/am-a part of the whole’
.universe, an inseparable part." .

. "Still you g "

( /

But she didn't let me -finish and continued: "We are involved in each:
other's life ei:ally That was why I decided to go out with you downtown »
earlier:this evening &and let them see for themselves, I mean all the boys

- who whisper about me, love me, bug me, owd around me, that I am wit
~and couldn't care less. I want to be frke. That's about all there is \\
it. Already a whole bunch of them have seen us together, so what? Let -~
them see. 1I'll marry the swarthiest, the blackest right under their nose
if I wish. The most they can do is to start rumors. Well, I am quite
used to their scamdals. They will soon forget all about it and people do
' forget, don't they? @ : il

ERIC s 11y - ‘
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"That was why I brought you among these other young people who have been’ )
rejected and disowhed by the society. Papers have é?verely denounced tﬁem"//// .
Well, they may be dirty and fugitive, living a godless ‘and incoherent life, ¢
but, fool," she smiled sadly and resumed, “‘don't you see these are the ones
who are striving to see life in its basic colors, without qgé.sophistication
and the superfluous’ trappings pf culture, In their ¢ffort t®c=determine new
directions for themselves they've lost sense of the old ones. Believing as
they "do in the goodness, #love and simplicity innate 4n human nature, they
~have so tremendously been-disillusioned by religion,’ be it any; for in, this
highly civilized country of the twentieth century ,the follower of\oqe church
can't buy himself his daily bread from shopkeeper ?gho belongs to another.
- Why? Because the essence of faith is @Etred~for pther faiths. And Eh’éSeg .
young people belong to no particular ng ion, religion, or creed. ey are .
ju;g human beings, k?pt forever ;estlegglby their superior minds. They-may .,
be“wrong, but ‘they do try- to create love ahd loveliness from the' confusion °
of their disrupted life. The birth of qhe-concept of beauty’ is-a purely ./
agcidenta} thing. , /And it is nqt all’ that important, afte% all. iWhat really
counts.4s: who comes forward in its ,guest and has the patience to endure it
through? ' o .
i ’ "They are free and want to remain so. I am one of their. number and
cannot accept obligatdons. ,I neither concern myself with anything nor care
for anyone; I just want to be free. Freedom," she stood up and stre tctred

ougfﬁer Iimbs like a bird, "fréedom, my friend, -is my passion!" ° .
i Yo * v
; i

4

Ve

.
v

N\ Shevfgi down at once and said: ''Now listen, Sultan, won't you like to
see my~room?" She stobd up again. '"Come, I'll show you." ’

"I would love to," I said, "but do ydu think it is possible?l” “\ L
.« R

s2id.  "All of them must, be asleep
e outer door. You wait here and
en I signal, come up." . ‘ e
N

Without waitjing for my conse silently opened the #oor ard slipped
in, I sat aghast ~'my heart poundiNg yA1dly. After some time she signaled. = -
L followed her and in my bewilderment forgot to pick up my jacket. Inside’
it was gently warm.’ Like seasoned burglars we climbed up the stairs in ‘
complete s¢1éngg/and then entered her room. Her face turned crimson as §he'
‘fastened the door .and her body shook with silent laughter. She gtruck me
as a naughty, brightteyed,, little girl who conspired with ‘her pal to steal
a piece of cake from the larder after the elders had retired.

"Well, we'll sneak in somehow.,"
at this hour and I've with me a ke
let me go see if everything is oka

. "If someone finds out you are here, we shall both be kicked out -of
) school," gshe said gallantly while my heart skipped a beat. "But in these
small things I feel a strange freedom and adventure, You are .the second--to
have come here. First of course was Miro. Do sit down." . R /
r;,pagrsEZEEIng in the middle of her room which was like any other
girl's, except a bit messier. - 0ld, worm~eaten, odd=shappd” bits of wood hung
+ - against theywall.: : .

4

“"This is drift,wood. I collect it; perhaps you too?" she aéged.

: o - 11¢ S
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"No, I.don't." ' ' R . )

* "Anyway, tah! this,"” she remd;EB ,a piece from its ehord and offered. it
to fe. "Take this, please. This the most precious in all’ my collection.
Last year I picked it myself fro the Atlantic. And here; this one,' she

< removed anocher, "the pretties of them all. ‘'Take this,."too, for a keep-
sake, a souvenir. I ve\p othing else to offer." Skt became sad all at-once,
put her hands on my s oulderfrand stood up. - :

TKiss me!" *

A fire,
I was, .~

"Blanca
things.
/' learjfig me thus shout and lose hold of uyself she stared
daze or /a moment, then jumped up, forced her open pa
the dbo )

rhe heavily, .and then she perhaps
collapsed Fox_her violent crying began piercing the silence; -

g/iﬁ/;:eat spe, climbed down -
.iégin. In the L
llky—white night, I stood ‘benumbed et:/3 eard my heart pound

frightfully .

The. snow got heavier andlzkéi fr., All arg me everything was asleep|
except for a pink glow from a 4ingle window. erything.wds shrouded in
dooxs, windows, the hesitant fo age of tr hin :
sight~ A -~

1 cpmpletely -gave

coffeg till .late in thz/y

My grant ensured only

well under way. I was thus obliged to finish my thesis in thé remaining
months, Loads of books bo rowed/;fom the library were piled up everywhere
inside my. room. In their rigid, c¢olorless world one felt a dtrange feel-
ing of evérything having already fallen to dust except r€ading 'and writing
which remained the only sheltering place. Then sudden}y, in this cold, .
colorless world Z felt my passion for Blanca melt away. . Only sometimes,
Sgle working in’ the lab, 1 'would feel it to6 clearly, although for a brief

emesterf/i/study and ‘plans for my departure were

mopent. I would then raise my head, feel its gentle’ ache under my side,
even wonder, and finally return to mg work leaning over a microscope, . heav-
ing a deep sigh of both satisfaction and remorse. Strangely, before a month
was out, 1 hajifzgained1my emotional stability. ' -

% —
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’ ., We would still meet, though-not too often. Once a month, even now at .
ledst, all of ps -- Byron, Jane, Blanga ¢and myself -- would go to our °

. favorite Dzagon and huddle around ‘our special table "xd‘t:alk’ briskly. We
‘still made whoopee at the Union activities and went, skiiing together, but,
something had really changed. The earlier agony ‘and restlessness oOf passion
had subsided giving way to . d slight regret mingled with'a feeling of deep

. satisfaction and .a sense of lasting assdciation. * We had evidently become

- ‘equals now. In a-way we were happy to have become so. Neither of us ever ..

men;inneﬂ‘that night whose memory still carried ynpleasant associations. B

!

¥

‘ N . " ~ §°
Byron's fit of- esthetics and art had spent itself by now. He even
shaved. 0ff his ‘beard but his interest in music continued., It was a mature
passion now which he bursued with sustained effort—Hi's relations with
Jane, .too,” appeared to have reached a smdoth course. Blanca continued to )
be beautiful, ever-changing and 4 sincere friend ‘as always. LT ‘.

In spite of this a profound curiosity, kind;ea by her charm, her mercurial
temperament and her énighatic‘personality, had found its way in my heart. It
" .kept on smauldering_;nSide me and thus never made me completely immune to ‘her,
" altliough it is true I myself never consciOusly.tsied to get to the bottom of
thingse——- . = ) . T

-

,» " ) . - " ~

By then winter, Nad almost run its course. énow‘helted and sptouting.
young leave brigthqpé’tﬁa_landscape. Some three weeks before the 3nnual
I came down with the flu and was"hospitalized.: One morning when
e to visit me, I saw a bouquet of small white flowers in her hands.
"Spring/flowers," she thrust them forward to me. "They have blossomed for
ne, friend; kiss them.'""/ I thanked her with a smile and put the 3
rs near my pjllow. She sat down beside me and talked about the petty
cidents of efferyday 1life. diyas feé}ing so weak'I hadn't shaved.even
once in the past five days, and my €yes closed every now -and then while she
talked. - Once on opening them I ﬁguqd'gef_gaze'silently;intent upon me,

. -
»w " - w -

”Whed‘dp you plag to return, Sultag?" she asked. .

"In about 2 month,"

4 . : : .
, "'Have you finished your thesis?" ’ L ]
- RN . . - .

¢

L4

L} * ' a L ‘T -
"Almost," A S
. . IR - A -

"Sultan,” she said very, ver§-éently and came &loser, "I'1l go with
you to the prom.” St )

‘ ’ - VA . B
, "If you wish," I said. : S / .
S "Will you listen tovme?" v . A - -
"St'xre "e . . . ) : ~. .
A ) ' A ) * “ ' " b ‘

"What if you allow your whiskers to grow?" ] : -

I gave out a short, weak laugh. o ' v e

’

.‘ * - M (
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e - "Don't laugh; érazy. Listen, I've a bfight idea. Let it grow for
. -sometime then we shall get it trimmed beautifilly, the way Byron got his.
Then~-4 -then I shalL go with you and I, too, mean to surprise you that

day." - . . N .

/
e "ibu\Pean you, teo, will 576; whiskers?"

. /"Not exactly whiskers Something of course-there would be. Beliéve,
me, ‘'you'll look lovelier.  Now, you '11, please,'" shé held my hand and‘patted
it gently as she went on, "say you will, please, for my sake," she implored.

I thought for a moment, then- said "All right, if you say so," partly
for, her sake, partly f0r some beautiful days we had had together

~ " It took me about two weeks before I could feel myself healthy again.
On the tenth day, when ghe vislted me, she put the bouquet of small white
o flowers on the pillow and took out a pair of clippers from her pocket. Next o -
she began trimming my beards For a moment I was surprised by her skill,
'S
: The evening before the dance @éhe todk me downtown We had ice cream
and . ‘coffee at thelpxagon On our way back, she Malmost dragged me into a

Gairdresser s shop. . ﬁ\‘“\hel‘__f&f;___‘ / ———— 7 /

e i

T "This is 6ur hairdresser, John. I've fixed everything with him. He'll
trim' your beard nicely and dye it gold,” she said. "Now/ please don't make
a fuss or I 11 collapse right here, crying." -

vy * ’
A e
- L2
~ ~>

v« 1 kept looking in John's mirror and'my face kept changing little by )
‘little . i A .

/ B ’ /

"Now you look exactly like George v," said John, tapping my back as he ~ -

. finished. . - ,
o N

-

"Thank you," ¥ said rather seriously, paid and walked out.

When Blanca came’. out she looked at me and jumped up-with—Joy.—But I
“stood gtill as 1f glued to the ground. £She had her hair eut short ]4ke that'
of little girlg and dyed silver-grey., A yeung boy by her haircut, an old
hag by her dyéd hair and a.pretty girl by her'beautiful .face --  ‘that’ 5 how -
“she locked, And one felt giddy looking at her as a whole. She felt my
bewilderment and tightened her scarf around her head

s — —

\ ‘ At the dapce there was something of a gala show around us., She had to
dance with a whole lot of boys and I, with many a girl. At a point, while
the .evening was in full bloom), we suddenly found ourselves opposite each
other. - 'We reacted normally.dn spite of the hectic evening, the dance being

. at'its height and our ridiculous appearance Both of usricwered our eyes .

/" instead and, as if follbwing a prearranged plan, ‘danced out of the hall inﬂf
thé corzidor where the lights had 'been purposéiy put'out The iron railing
faintly gleamed in the surrounding semi- darknesb.as ‘it _caught a streak every

. now and then coming from the hall, o s y
¢ > .
"How.. far 1s your country from here?"“She:aeggdi ' . /////.
- - e - N (] »4
0 ¢ .
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' /
"Eight thousand/ﬁiles." ‘ J 3

She stood bent on the‘ratling. Lamps were being put out now in the
hall one by one till only the centralchandelier remained luminous: The
Viennese waltz was being played downstairs. The familiar, gently rising
Blue Danube that]in.-a moment almost touched you, in th¥ next, receded way
back intgﬁﬁhe/dis ance, kept pouring into our ears and flooded our souls

atior which ig so difficult to articulate..
e
"Sultan," her voice seemed to be coming from far off. "We shall
cross hundreds of thousands of miles in our 1ife but these, perhaps, ve
never will."” She paused, then said: "I want.to talk to you."

. h/ <

A short while after we were zigzagging in the streets.downtown. We
went to the Dragonf‘but soon she stood up with a start. Qutside, while
trudging’ along the pavements, T suggested quite a few places to sit’ but
she kept walking. Somehow 1 felt she Wanted to wear herself out completely
befoye sitting anywhere, byt in front gﬁ a huge iron gate, which was still
ajar, she slowed down.

L] . ’ ,

* It was the ice;hockey stadium where students' had raised hell two days’
earlier during a famous game, and the whole affair had to' be brought before
Dean Jenkins. We entered the half-dark gate. All the twenty-five thousand

" seats around us were vacant. Only the central .bulb in the stadium was left

burning. It threw a small circle of light on the lustrous surface of snow.
Some laborers were shovelling the surplus snow, levelling the field for the
coming game. They raised their heads, 1ooke3/§t-us and ‘got busied in their
work. We climbed up countless steps before we sat 'dotm in a dark back row.

The emptiness of .the stadium was overwhelufng. Our dim, spall and solitary

figures made us look like homeless vagrants lost in a vast expanse. In
this place, where we had always seen burst forth with floods of light
and countless jostling- crowds of h ity, we now sat overpowered by a
dr&adful silence. Way down the thfee poor, old laborers now entered the

"*Pool 'of light, now walked out of it, talkihg sadly frgm time to time as

they levelled the snow with their shovels. °

e .

-

[
-

Blanca, who was gazing fixeély at the wet, shimmering circular pool
of light, shuddered and straightéened up. "You Know," she said, '"it was
here that Miro started playing hockey." . - o
. \ . . . . IS
"I see, you remember him quite often,” I said. - My veice was surpris-

prs=====—1Tgly pure of any shade/gf jealousy. |

4 “« ¢
"I had a strange fellowshjf with him." - A
- ~'! ~‘ N
"This 'felloyship' of yours is a pretty difficul€ thing for me to
understand," I said, "with/me', with Byron, so to say with the entire

e L8

universe, Strange!", .
} . . : ~
. "You are mistakend" she said, rather hurt. '"Not with everyone. Him,
only him, Miro." N ’ -
’ R /\9' ‘/ - N

"Seems to be ."d%ry ex;réﬁ?&inary person, I mean this Mr. Miro of
yours.') . - : T

4
rs

h/""m“, | ° 120 / . <t
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v She kept staring at the circular pool of light., "Miro --'" she said, as

- 1f to harself’/as if I,didn"t exist. "Miro %as an ill-gotten child of the
Spanish Civil War. His ,parents met each. other in their bitter struggie
agalpsu the ‘armies of Franco. In those days, while death loomed large, you
would pkobably ask,.who had time for love? But yoh see, 'who needs time for - !

\that’ S0, he was born in a cavg,/ Shortly afterwards his parents were )

,killed in the war and he was .brought up by an 0ld soldift who' also died when .

. Miro-wa$ barely fifteen. But before his death the old' fellow told him all- .

, that there was to be told. Miro had a sound personality » 'L hardly know
‘anytﬁing about my past,' he had said to me once, 'nor I even so much as care
to . know it. I'm going.to be a”great journalist. I've get to be.' 'In those

. days I had gone nearly crazy' for him. He was thg first add probably the

~ " last man in my life, I was\ 3lways too scared of him,’ forahe,was quite cap-

able of destroying me. . ¥ 7/

. -

.

~

) "'If you wanﬁ to be happy in life, crazy,' oncé*h_‘TTTT“Taid‘lehen
cultivate friendship with the world. Yes, friendship, only friendshi all
else is useless. Forget everything!'" . . ‘5§§

'
v

R "His words came as a great solace’ and "gradually fEStored_Lhiacontrol‘ .
over, myself that I had so unwittingly lost earliet. But I iasn't that bra

nor had a mind anywhere comparable to his. He did manage to, forgét his

accident but I could never .bring myself to forget mine."

» ~

' "So you never got over him?" ) o C

. LBRY

s

He was but a symbol. No more."

"Symbp1?" \ | :
12 ? ‘ / ’ i . t
, "That's right. A symbol." ‘ ’ . ’

I lobked up at her, surprised.

.. ‘
"Got ovér him? Him? Miro7" she smiled sadly "Who\iares for Miro!

"Three sons were born to them," she bggan in her same even voié& tinged
. with”infinite sadness. "Then mother got derigusly i1l and the doctor pro-
nounced that she could have no more children. They were rather eager to have, .
a daughter as well. Being well-to-do people, they went to a home and picked,
up the prettiest, girl and brought her back with them. This I was told while ‘
I was still in the secondary sthool. The youngest and the only girl as I was
in the family, I enjoyed a certain prominence over- ‘and above my brotﬂﬂrs who,
in turd, spoiled me completely with their love, My parents denied¢ne noth- .

ing, they rather gave me more than my due. 11 of them loved me sd much, so
enormously much! N \ . y
o . e S - S -
"Then suddenly one gay, while my brothers Happened to be out, dad called . 3

me to come and sit down, Mother was sitting next to him, her face deadly
pale. Then dad began: 'Néw daughter,’ he séunded plain and matter~of -fact,
' that you_are young and intelligent, we feel morally obliged to tell you //
everything.' So, he told me everything, except only that he glossed over
one thing. He cheated me in a smhall detail, . .

\ . ' | | 121
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.'alwqys_enﬁed,up'feeling: ﬁg}' t fools and-idiots, they really are illyfion-

.

“

" Father's wo

for ourselves. You see, dad iy
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, "He said/fhét my réal parents were British citizens .and rather poor,
who had migrated to Canada. Shortly aféergny birth they had both been killed
in a road acgcident. I became infinitely sad. That made h%m ¢onsole me.
'Daughter,' he said, 'you've gotten it a3l wrong. You must Anderstand that
"in the world every birth is purely accidental. Byt with
for you are that really very important person who was
dreds of thousands of children. You must be happy, ;
So, I became hapby., Their moral duty was nicely pérformed. Soon they for-. /&%
got. But I didn't. I simply could not.. Not be&cause~{ didn't. try. Txy 7/‘.~// .
did: Ile been to a whole bgﬁiécof psychiatrists since that day and havy/  / ce

-

ists.- . ; , , )
"That day, the couple, who arg my parents, simply filled my :/;;t with __
a horror which was never to be uprogted by anyone. _They conting t6 hold
me dear as ever. I was still 'thd most prominent member of the Ffamily. But: -
as for me, never again, even,fof?a moment, since ,that day, did/I feel myself
‘the same girl I had been amdfst ‘them’for the past sixteen yeafs. My parents ®
didp't'carqgto know what was going on inside mel they had ng’ need to, ‘

k hours grew more and’ more, instead ¥ from eighf to ten and from
ten-to twelve: ' Why? So that 'we could become more than efér prosperous, so
that we could outsmart our neighborq who had expensive ffurniture, and-to
outdo them was necessary *in as much as we lived near tjfem. Religion preaches
to love your neighbors, doesn't it2 ‘S0, you see, wefwere busy loving them, .
for this is the only one way in which ¢gne can lo}e ofie's neighbors in this -
country. Then our neighbors bought afgreat ﬁig‘hz *cap and fve had it:
dad's whole energy was concentrate buying owe&!Alike theirs, or, even better,
uccessful man.

"Well, a time came when<§erﬁad all that oyr neighbors could boast of,
perhaps even more than that; so dad decided t¢f move up to somg other plac
Why? Simple, very simple indeed: we obvioug y could not.ha¥e continu
live ‘among a people who were no longer our Xike. So, the e we Were
brand new comfortable housé in the wealthigst area. Fat )
"the new, éomforgable house, he increased Yis work hours/
he .wouldn't come home until after midnighft. Well, amo
we were on thé lowest rungs of the laddefr. ' The game

rest in
d. Sometimes

. "Please don't think I am telling fou a story of/ the like oné findg’in -
the Arabian Nights. Thié is what really and' trul f éppgns in our cou try.
Here the individual is destroyed so fhat the soc °ty as a whole may be
strengthened Befare the year is oift, stagisticy convince us that today we
live in the most advanced country ¢f the world,fthat we are being fed the '
richest diet in the world,, that we/ hg#Z the ghesf individual indome,:and,
finally, we do not know' where we dfe Meadinf. We -just keep running. "n
this game, one faust only run‘anQ/ﬁe er gfop to think. How many spiritual
calories do we need gtday, well, pfbody ftells us that, )

"I shouldn't be digressin;o’ Well, what I really meant was that my
parents had ho time to reflegd, They, on the contrary, kept accumulating a
great many things and contirdued to think their .children were the happiest
‘ever born. Perhaps they teren't wrong. _But I had clearly changed: where

] . . .,

o . \ . R - . -, -




L]

-

-

<

¢

«

it was clad in, the love.of parents and many more things besides, but rather

. these were the favors conferred on 1t to be thanked for each one of them —-— -
completely ruined my personality ~ I couldn't help myself. "I wasn't at
fault and the pity of it all is that no one was.

"Next I entered the university. They've spent no less than ten thousand
dollar@ on my education to date. Another thought that haunts me is that I
must pay them back each single penny they've spent on me and then I will be
free, Last summer I spent all the three months working as a waitress in a
small, dingy cafﬁferia; and all those mashers, those filthy truck drivers
and mean factory workers snacking there watched me, made indecent advances,
poked at my side as they smiled roguishly. So you see, I do have a passion

for liberty \

.

"Once I dreamt I had wings on my sides and lured by the uﬁchartered'
heights I was flying in a cool, life-giving breeze. I was a phantom wrapped
in an eerie cloud, dissolving and reforming Full of exhilaration, I felt
myself strangely weightless. Dark clcuds suddenly gathered and covered the
sky but‘I.kept soaring in their midst, rising high above them and syooping
down, now dwindling, fiow_completely hidden, emerging finally from behind a
dark cloud. 1 had nearly exhausted myself, so I slackened tg rest for a
whi}e on their fleecy carpet, and cthen' resumed, Through the blue sky above
me, the white clouds below and a silent endless space around me which was .
both peaceful and free, I kept riding this way or that, upwards and down-. ..

wards with perfect weightless ease Mine was a sért of soundless ‘flight . ~ LA

in & cosmos suffused with blue'llght and where -freedom and vastness had no Q,/
limits I almost cried out, surfeited as.l was with happiness: 'The gky is ™
mine” My eyes welled up with a liquid warmth and I woke up. '

"Many years have passed since that dream and countless times I've tried
+to live 1t once again. Every night before the usual sleeping pirlls I pray
in vaitr for 1ts return. ) -

° v

s ‘ F I
"At home my personality snapped in two, at the university ainto three,
or four, maybe, I don't know By andsby 1 began to feel apprehensivé of
revery man. I st'ill do. Each time 1'se§vone I‘feari one more step closer
‘and all will Be up with he He wi1ll de;troy me. And I begin to hate,him,.
despite, and you wilI‘be surprised, that no ‘one has ever hurt me., And so
I drew a mist around my real self for the people outside, in order to
elude their attraction ) O
“ . [N [
4 - "With my flashing wit, I made of qé an interesting conversationalist;
1 ¢ould now %¥alk charming nonsense for any length of time wath remarkable
knowledge, ease .and felicity on any given subject, or one of my own cholce,

5 from all the gieac books and all the reputed works on music, and British

.

politics down to campus' scandals, and that too in a single breath, in a ,
single mood, or, different, but all the time painfully conscious of my own
lesser self, my 1n51gnific§nt, ignominous being. While I am talking Iam
.alwayg conscious that this man, this handsome, attractive, intelligent )
young man is being slowly but surely drviven toward me, I am now prevailing
over him, so that 1t 1s up to me whether to embrace or reject him. But

I'm also aware of his superiority over me, so he shouldn't come any closer
lest he should know the truth and abandon me. Before he does _so, I'd much
rather abandon him myself and for this 1 shall stake all my cards: wit, -

RN -
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it was clad in, the 1ove.of parents and many more things besides, but rather
. these were the favors conferred on 1t to be thanked for each one of them -4
, completely ruined my personality ~ I couldn't help myself. "I wasn't at
fault and the pity of it all 1s that no one was.

"Next I entered the university. They've spent no less than ten thousand
dollar@ on my education to date. Another thought that haunts me is that I
must pay them back each single penny they've spent on me and then I will be
free. Last summer I spent all the three months working as a waitress in a
small, dingy caf§§eria; and all those mashers, those filthy truck drivers
and mean factory workers snacking there watched me, made indecent advances,
i poked at my side as they smiled roguishly. So you see, I do have a passion

for liberty \

"Once I dreamt I had wings on my sides and lured by the uﬁchaftered.
heights I was flying in a cool, life-giving breeze- I was a phantom wrapped
in an eerie cloud, dissolving and reforming. Full of exhilaration, I felt
« Dyself strangely weightless. Dark clcuds suddenly gathered and covered the
sky but I kept soaring in their midst, rising high above them and syooping
down, now dwindling, flow_completely hidden, emerging finally from behind a
- dark cloud. I had nearly exhausted myself, so I slackened tg rest for a
white on their fleecy carpet, and then resumed, Through the blue sky above
me, the white clouds below and a silent endless space around me which was .
both peaceful and ftree, I kept riding this way or that, upwards and down-. ,. -
wards with perfect weightless ease Mine was a sért of soundless “flight A
in 4 cosmos suffused with blue light and where -freedom and vastness had no g,/ -
limits I almost cried out, surfeited as.l was with happiness: 'The sky is *
mine! My eyes welled up with a liquid warmth and I woke up.

"Many years have passed since that'dréam and countless times I've tried
-to live 1t once again. Every night before the usual sleeping pills I pray
in vaiw for its return. ) -

° v

» ¢ 3

"At home my pérsdnallty snapped in two, at the university 1into three, .
or four, maybe, I don't know By andsby 1 began to feel apprehensivé of N

-every man. I sfillldo. Each ‘time I‘se§vone I‘fear:' one more step closer
‘and all will Be up with he He will deStroy me. And I begin to hate him,
despite, and you wilI‘be surprised, that no one has ever hurt me. And so
I drew a mist around my real self for the people outside, in order to

elude their agtraction L '
. Rt é *
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’ "With my flashing wit, 1 made of me an interesting conversationalist;
'l ¢ould now %alk charming nonsense for ‘any length of time with remarkable
knowledge, ease ,and felicity on any given subject, or one of my own choice,

5 from all the great books and all the reputed works on music, and British
politics down to campus scandals, and that too in a single breath, in a ,
single mood, or, different, but all the time painfully conscious of my own

o lesser self, my 1ns1gnific§nt, ignominous beirng. While I am talking I-am

o .alwayg conscious that chis man, this handsome, attractive, intelligent .
young man is being slowly but surely driven toward me, I am now prevailing
over him, so that 1t 1s up to me whether to embrace or reject him. But

| I'm also aware of his superiority over me, so he shouldn't come any closer

. lest he should know the truth and abandon me. Before he does so, I'd much
rather abandon him myself and for this I shall stake all my cards: wit, -

\ fl:2ﬁ£-~ . ) \\\\; “I




. wqud at large.
,full honesty. .

.

.doing agything.

art, and,’ above all, all the assets” of my many personalities combined in

ones ,
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"I haven' t been able to come to terms with myself, let alone the

Please don't think I didn't try.

Try I did and with

"Don't you think for a moment that I tell you all this because I
think you are a priest and I have come to you to make a clean.breast of

my sins,

I've been to them as well, and you know how I feel about them.

They are just ididts who vomit mechanically their crammed sermons, the way

a parrot does.

"I'm telling you because I am\afraid
each .dther any more and I certainly don t
fa}se notions about me.

Like me, they are also great imposters,

- v

2

so unable to help.

e may not have a chance to see
ike that you should retain

"We'are very good peoplé, really. We have built a strong and wealthy

soctety and. are genuinely proud of it.

But there are always peoplé, some

people at least, who, even though they know all,.are just incapable of

become painfully aware of our helplessness"

t

infinitely sad,

the spell of .her voice, of the words she spoke. :

1

.

We want to help, but alone in the final analysis, we. do

‘She stapped, breathing hard and with a look in her eyes, that was
I'tried to look away from her so that I should evade

"It was sheer good luck," she resumed,

"that no one could ever attract

Guess

he did me a

me except Miro 7" And he ‘himself didn't come closer.

good turn, didn't he?

I feel greatly indebted, to him, Sultan.

But

~= but

I am really afraid of that handsome man who will show up suddenly one day,

whom I shall not be able to resist.

What will I do, then?

To whom will I

-~ .

turn for help? What will become of me?
looked at me imploringly.

. 3 f

"What woulll you do then?"

"So you don't know,"
o«

"Blanca,".I cleared my throat once again,'
_that in our society we don t kiss~our girl friends.

finish .

I cleared my throat and said'
I really don't know what would you do then, Blanca."

Tell me, please, tell me."‘ She

4 -
LS

"I am afraid,

she repeated after me in panic.

‘remember I once told yoi
But =~ " I couldn't

-

She looked up, stared hard at me for a while, then smiled with loving

sadnéss.

"Want to break conventhkons, crazy boy?

1]

All right,. have your own way.'

El

She closed her eyes and raised her“face, gently toward me. “\\\\\ ‘ *

As we got out of the stadium the workers looked with mocking surprise
at my gclden beard tinged with red, my jet-black hair, my wheatish complex-
ion, the shimmering silvef, of Blanca's hair. and our faces'that were pain-

fully silent.

L 120

We walked the remaining distance .to the campus in silence -

.
'
L) \S
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which was only briefly interrupted when we R?ssed near the chapel,

* "People pray,’ Sultan," she -said, "so that they can he}g themselves
find God.. But I search after Him so that I can loye. Both are right
< N

in their owm way. -- Kiss me!" ,

" Indeed, you are right, sweet girl." . I wanted to say. But I could
not. I said "Goodnight!" instead and ‘left. Y ¢ .
rd
Now the final scene, ﬁhe one which is so' near, se §hoddy, so deep,
and crosses the memory for a fleeting moment, eventually fading out in

the pg}mal gulf of oblivion:

I see the small railroad station of the
three loving.faces so very close £o6 me. M
and I have a big green ticket in my ha

uggage is already aboard

L 4

. 7 ' .
"Remember," says Byron, "one day| when I'll be touring around the
world with my private opera, I'll perfurm especially for you and your folks
a real command'perfoannce; old boy!" -t
"And remember," says Blanca, "one day.my ship,will knock égé%nst your
shores. Do wait for me, please, won't ygu?" ) VPR
But Jage is silent, she doesn't say anything. Only she is Yooking at -
me with a pretty forget-me-not look and her lips vaguely parted only to“form -
a*sweet smile which would geem- to reflect: "We are good people. Remember us.

God'll remember you in turn!" ) ‘

And then the hands wave, -hankies flutter, and faces --now get mixed up
in the surging crowd, ' now become visible once more —- animated and sad and
smiling through the ebbing day light ~- and with,the same suddenness.
dwindle and fade out, and nothing is recognizable any imore as the train bends
‘with the iong,,hilly'gurve;.everythidé stays behind. -

For quite a while Blanca's letters keep coming. Then they stopped
suddenly. Byron writes occasionally. One of his letters reveals that
Blanca is having an affair with a Ukrainian boy. Later I am*inforimed that
they have announcedgtheir engagement. She is happy at the -prospect, I
feel a strange uneasiness. Then month after month passes without bringing

_a letter from Byron. Today, however, I receive one. I stuff it in my pocket
and come out in the open and ‘feel the silent spell of a late afternoon of
fall and see.the saddest. spectacle in the world, there, in the field. I
lean over the rails ‘and address the brooks - N

“ It is” growing dafk«on{thé silent bridge. “A long time has passed away
== little by little, moment by pomédt. Jhe farmer is“already gonme ‘and the
breeze, caught up in' thé checkered.foliage, has begun /to stir dnce again.

My dread begins to subside. I pull the letter out of 'my pocket, bring it

closer to my eyes in-the 1§st, faint.afterglow of the dead day. ’

‘-
L
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. . +ee Two weeks before their wedding, they visited Niagara ST
Falls and sent picture cards to me and to Jane.... :

. : "Towards nightfall, after a thorough Search of nearly two
‘ hours, the rescue party could only produce her.corpse. According -
to thgspolice report, she tumbled over the rail into the falls as
/ she sat there taking pictures. It was regarded as a case of
accidental death. Jane and I have dropped the idea of going te
Niagara Falls for the honeymoon.
. " "Sq loeng. 'Yours, David F. Byron" ' .
£ ’ . . . \ .
) . T read every line over and over agaif, and every word, too, until the ~
- swiftly gathering darkness .blind$ my sight and the §hadow of dread' gives
way. A memory completed, -- a memory parts compady! Now, I am free. And
I proceed toward the future with no shade of apprehensiqn in my heagb.
Future: the abode of supreme bblivion, where -~ all that is godd 1n ‘the'
Yorld and pure and chaste and lovely and fragile and young and brave turns ©
w, grotesque, ugly, and is shattered, left behind and coggletely fotgotten,
arid though, on the surface of- this planet, therbirth of'euery mgn”is purely
adqcidental, there are some who_tannot bring themsélves to forget their own.
ey -- who stand upright and keep their sincerity, godd will beauty and'
T inpelllgence, but fail miserably, to holdflheir own aga;pst thEeonslaughts .
.of their superior but inexorable memory: Such people:are tbe consqiénce of
-the times who break apart by the waigﬁt ‘of their own excpllence to be soon
« sqratched out of human memory.  This is. the cruelty of the time and we cannot

.~ ‘_help it, Only the kindne'ss ofgﬁuf geemingly inferior memories ‘Can make us
. stand’ face to face with it, -

. : H

- ."‘ , .

~ A .

RN

. : « I stand up 1eaningaon the,rails and drvop the crisp paper into the brook
DarkneSS°floods over the surface. We are ,all co-gharers ié the datk, Blanca
. darling Rest ass&fed, you are not alone' we walk togetheg! '

. ~ 1
AN N ~
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" if no one told a story, for couldn't they just gaze at the moon and pass the
“time in silenge? These thoughts kept coming back to them, particularly when

‘days, that the whole busipess.did nqt at all appear to them to be a crime.

v THE TALE OF A TULSI TREE
. * . ; r . L
" ’ ] " Tranglated from the
. Bengali by S.
- . ) Artisuzzaman and Ann
) ) . Morrison

L . -

- A hundfed yards-from the bricked river embankment, where it curves like
a bow, stands the house. It ig two-storied, enormous, and rises directly
off thé road here is no sidewalk there, for no one has bothered to leave ,
a margin of land in the front. But there is space behind. Besides_.the clean ¢ \ _ °
open area between the washroom, the kitchen and the toilet, there is plenty of
land at the back. The fruit trees - manPo, blackberry, jackfruit - have -
grown- there into an almost impenetrable jungle, where thesdamp.soil covered
by thick grass smells musty and a deep darkness.P;evails, even in the brilliant
sunlight. « .

"With that much space around,. why couldn't some room have been left in
the front to be made into a sort of garden?" they asked themdelves. '"Do not
think of the garden that .could have been there," reflected Matin. If there .
was only a strip of land in the-front, they could make a garden themselves - «
and, with some care, could raise beds of flowers, maybe gardenias and camellias,
even roses. After returning from their offices in the evening, they could”
sit out there. They could even buy a light cane chair or a canvas easy chai?r
and sit there and talk. Amjad smoked a hukkah. Well, for the evening
gatherings he could buy a hukkah with a lovely tube, in keeping with the
luxuriant garden that might have been. < Quader was a gopd conversationalist.
In the gentle open air, how enthralling would be his voice, how-sweet,.
mingled with the scent of gardenias. O moonlit nights it would not matter

they- returned from the office exhausted and climbed the stairs to the’E;rst

— . -
floor, those stairs that began right on thé road.
. R * ~ / A ] y < . ‘.
. ﬂ‘.‘kihThey had occupied the house forcibly., Of course, they did not have to
fight nor @id‘anyone accept?defeat~by:y}?lding to their overpowering military
strength. 'They had come to this téwn during the tuniltuous-days of Partition.
“hb"‘-\' gl S

Then, davm to dusk,’ from the moment of arrival, they had looked for some sort
of shelter. One day they had sedn this house -~ a huge building, deserted,-
forlorn. They were reludctant at first, but then they camt in a mob, broke

the locks on the doors, and: entered the house with a‘®victbrious cry. They-
became so drunk with the excitement, like that of:gathering mangoes in April
If any feelings of guilt ever began to creep into their minds, a burst of j
laughter would dispel them. ) o, “ N -
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- since he had slipped away {with his large family for fear of his life. The

. not living as the owners did --:one room per person. Still, the frash air- ve

,they fad been busy ccntriving a similar! robbery elsewhere in the town. They

Y

.
.éA ‘5,
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Later in the day, when the news had spread in the town, undesirable ]
elements began arrjving, also with the hope of finding shelter. -But the
cccupants stopped the comers. 'Imagine! These men wanted to rob them
of their possessions! hey answeted coldly and quietly. 'Where is there
any piace for you? Alli the rooms are taken. Look over here. Four cots
havs been put up in thi$ tiny dark room. You see only the cots now, .but
when rou%ubedrolls of six—by-three feet, a few chairs and tables are added,
thére wodtid be no room qeft. Sometimes they.said sympathetically, '"We
reaiize your difficulties. It's been the same for us for the past few days.

's just bad luck. -If you had only come here four hours ago! Just two
hours age that big man from“the accounts office occupied the ground floor
rocm in the corner. It qpens on the street, but then what does that matter?
There's:a street light ndar the window, and if the electric ‘power goes off
in the house, one can stilli do his work ",

I . «

Even though the treméndous change of Partition had disrupted the whole
country, still rhere wasn|t anarchy. Tnns, the police came to enquire 1nto
this iilegal entry

wner or the house had appealed to\the governméht
Even if he had known that his house had been
oubtful whether he would have done so, especiaily

Nct that cthe absent
to restore his property.
oczup:ed by fcrce, it is

police had-been informed by those who had come to the house too late, because
knew it was their bad -luck) but why couldn't others have bad luck too?

* . Those ac the house had\banded together to protect this possession which
by luck was theirs. Although there was no physical clash,. the occupants
were quite“prepared for any kventuality. The whole matter was explained to
the police in such a way thaf the Sub-Inspector went back to*his men without
r=1§ih§ any furthér gquestions\ He was supposed to report on the issue. This
he did but in such a complicdted way that his superior thought it better to
suppress the report’ than to take the trouble to investigate. The idea of
being sympathetic to the fleei g owner never arose. Unless he came back and
*eques ed the police to take some course of action, why should. the police

other? Besides, the occupants) though clerks, were gentlemen, Granted, they

had taken posse€ssion of the ho \e but they.were not damaging the doors or
windows’, nor were they emoving the beams from the ceiling to sell on the
black markez . ) ’ . ~_

»

Overnight the house came tq life. Many oﬁ,th occupant8 had come from
Calcutta where they had lived with the sailors in 3lochmann Lane, with the
bookbinders in Baithak-khana area, with the tobacdo merchante in Syed Saleh
Lane o in\ the appalling dirt and smell of Chamru Khansamah Lane. What a
diffeyence to find such spacious rooms with big windows—— just }ike those
in t indigo factorigqs —- and thé open courtyard within, the jdngle of
fruit crees behind! THagr delight was beyond. description. Trud they were

and .the sunlit rooms made them very content. They felt as if they had been
saved. From now’on the light and air would bring them strength 'and health,
their faces would become 4s alert as’ the senior officers , andAtheir bodies
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would be‘cured of malaria and kalag-azar.

Take Yunus, for example. He used to live on MacLeod Street which 3
looked like a garbage heap every morning, full Jf dirt, in spite of the. Q
European name. With some hide merchants he had shared a shaky, two-storied, ~ -
wooden house. Someone had once told him that the smell of hides was good
“for one's health -- it killed the tuber culosis germe?! The stench was so
strong that no one could smell the putrid drains; a cat or rat could have ,
died and decomposed in his room without his knowing about it. Not bad,

Yunus used to think. He had particularly liked the remark about.the germs. .
His health was not good; hesvas thin and feeble. Now, lying near the window
of the big upstairs room fécing south, looking at the golden glare of sun-
shine, he would shiver to think of his old retreat in MacLeod Street. - He

- wondered what had happened to him by this time. If only he had the money,
he could go to a doctor and have his chest examined. It wouldn't hurt to
be careful. ] . . ¢

To the left. of the kitchen in the back yard stood a Tulsi tree on a
platform of brick one-and-a-half-feet square. One morning while Modabber
was brushing his teeth with a fibrous stick from the nim tree, he suddenly
discovered it. Being the excitable type, he shrieked, as he always did, -
sending a shiver through everyone's heart. The rest came running., They
knew that something had ‘happened, but probably nothing serious enough to
call for such a noise. o : : -

“"This Tulsi tree. It must be uprooted{’fggw that we have moved into
this house, no trace of Hindiusm should .remain." ’ N

Everj%ne looked at the tree, The deep green leaves hal become somewhat
limp with a brownish glow. Grass had grown at the foot during the few days
it was left uncared for. Amazing: No one had noticed the tree before this —-
as 4f it had been hiding itself-somewhere.

L4 3
But suddenly the rest.of them were quiet. The house, which had seemed .
so empty, whith had seemed so deserted despite the names written with a -
childish hand on the walls by the stairway, looked different, as if the
Tulsi tree, caught unaware, had told of so manﬁkthings.

* ]

lngered by their stillness, Modabber roaredxggain, "What are you think-
ing about? No talk; just uproot the tree." \

They were not quite familiar with Hindu custoié, But they had heard ,
somevhere that each day at dusk the housewife in a Hipdu family kindles the
evening lamp “under the 'Tuls? tree; with the hem of her sari around her neck,
she bows down to it. ‘Someone used to kindle evening~ldQPs under this Tulsi ) *

. tree also, there, where the grass had grown now that it was deserted. When
the ‘evening star ‘used to shine in the sky in its- lonely splendor, in the
approaching shadows a gentle low lamp used to be lighted everyday with the
silent touch of the bowed head, glowing with the stain of vermilion. Perhaps

. this_had gone on for years. Misfortune may have plagued the family, the light

«of someone’s life may have been extinguished, but the practice of offering
evening lamps would not stop. ' ves e AN N e
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€, this day, this housewife who had-kindled the lamp
. year after yea¥? Why did she leave? Matin had once worked on the rajl-
ways. He wondered if she had gone to some relative's house in Calcutta or
- 1n Asanspl; maybé& in Baidyabati or in Howrah. Perhaps in Lilua. That
wide :eéebordered ;;5;/that\used to hang from the roof of the black, two- *

. steried house next,®6 the railway yard, maybe it belonged to this house-
ife _—But wherever she was, when the shadows of dusk touched the sky, she
probably remembered the Tulsi tree, her eyes glistening with tears.

Yunus kad had a mild cold since the day before. He spoke first. "Let®
it stay therde. We ‘are not going to worship it anyway. It's rather good te
have a Tuls:|tree near the house, for the juice of its leaves is_good for
coughs*and c¢lds,"” . - ..

- .
-

/,/ Modabber looked from one face to anofher. It seemed as if everybody
agreed with Yunus. Enayet was the religidus one among them. He wore a
beard and prayed five. times a day. It was gven said that he recited from
the Quran each morning. He was silent'too. Was he thinking also of the
glistening eyes of the housewife in the evenings? N

- . " i : .

The Tuls7 tree remained untouched. The drowsy, lifeless mood of
Calcucta days was gone and the atmosphere in the house was congenial. The
talking sessions were quite a success, and soon they turned into debates on
every sukject -- 'social, political, economic; even the question of '
communalism was touched on occasionally.

"They are at the root of everything," said Saber. ''The country was
partitioned because of the meanness and bigotry of the’Hindus," he added.
Then he cited innumerable 1nstances of their injust e and oppression.
Anger mounted in everyone. .

. ) B

Maksud, considered a leftist in the group, prot€Sted. "Not as much as
that. Even if they did that 'much, we Q‘E not’ do any less.” Byt seeing
Modabber grimace, the leftist's resolve egan to waver. Resignédly he

. pondered, "Who kﬁows,'gfter all? We can swear that they are to-blame, and
they can swear that the blame is ours, It is very compli& , very
difficult to understand.” He thought, "Perhaps we are rigizfi\39&~should
‘'we be mistaken? Don't we know ourselves?"

¢

-

His opinions, vaciilating in confusion, ﬁ:ung to the right. Sometimes
without knowing why, they moved to the left, d so he' had earned the bad

- name of leftist. o

. The Tuisiz tree.by the kitchen could be seen while walking to the toilet.
Someone had cleared the weeds awdy. The leaves that were brown and withering
had once again become green and vigorous. Someone had been watering its e
~ roots. It was done secretly, however. After 'all, there is such a thing as
, . delicacy. ) ‘
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Yunus thought that he would never have to‘'go back to that dirﬁ& den of .
‘the hide merchants in’'MacLeod Street, that he had saved himself forever in
the plentiful sunshine $286h air of this house. But he was wrong. Not
- only Yunus, but all of fthem. They-had thought that, even iffthey could not ~
afford to have good meals in these days of rising prices, even if they could

- (Y

« Dot send home the required amount of money, they would enjoy the rare comfort
of spacious, sunlit and airy surroundings. All of them were.mistaken.
Fortanately there had been no strip of land at the front of the house. ¥For
tHen they would have made a garden by now and the gardenias, if no others at
this time of year, would have bloomed. What a terrible mistake’ that'would
have been! -~ ) . :

Modabber came rushing in announcing, "The police have come!" Why?

Perhaps a petty thief had entered 'the house while making his escape, they

thought. It was like the thoughts. of a rabbit, When the rabbit can find

no escape from the hunter, it suddenly sits down, ¢loses its eyes and thinks

that no one can see it. Why, they themselves were the thieves, but instead

of hiding, they were keeping their eyes closed. i ) )

E
-

The Sub-Inspector of Police tucked his hat under his arm and wiped the .
sweat from his well-lined forehead, Such an innocent gestire! Behind him
* were, two armed constables, who looked even more innocent in spite of stheir
" big moustaches. Silently they.counted the rafters on the ceiling. pair
of pigeons, -~ one white, one grey ~- had made ‘their nest up there. But the
constables didn't need their riflesjust to see the ﬁigeons(or cournt rafters,
Matin asked courteously, "Whom are you looking for?"

. )

""All of you. . You have illegally ocgﬁpied'the house. You must vacate
+ it within twenty-four hours." The Sub-Inspector showed Matin the order._

s @

So_the owner of the house had. returned. Alighting frod’éhg train he

-+ had come here, found out what was going on, .and had gone straight to the ® -
police station. Afzal tried to look over the heads of others ,to see whether _
the owner had accompanied the police. No one was tHere except for the two .-

constables with big moustaches and rifles. B . : “;
. - .“‘ 7 ).-‘

"Why?"‘they asked.. "Has the owner complained?"

"

""The government has requisitioned the .house."

4

T

(EE?; kept quiet for a.long time. Matin said at'last "Why', we érq the
governmént's men!" ;- - ’

. r £

-

Sometimes bne wonders at the extent of human stupidity.. ‘At this state-"
.ment even' the silent cqnstables turned their eyes from the ceiling to look
- -at them, as if their solemn eyes_spoke. ) . .

.

~
, *

A shadow hung over the hGGée,after that. Anxiety knew no bounds. -
"Where to‘'go was the question. Some of them would suddenly become angry.
"We won't go anywhere," they would say. "We shall stay here. Let's see.,
who comes to throw us out. If someone crosses the threshold of this house; - .
it will be over our dead bodies." <(Somewhere else, .50 -tHe stoty went, some

' ' 132 : S
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im fx That story
had been rememhered.) TheiF blood boiled within. "Never shall we leave
this house," thex said.. "'Come, whoev;r will, but let him know that he will

have to walk over ad bodies."
% :b

: e

Their angér/réged for a few days. They couldn't pay attention to their
work, They couldn't -eat. 5All they could do was talk, talk full of resent-

-ment, dipped in bittergess. Then the talking gradually diminished. And when
they stopped talking about it, how long would it take fbr their anger to
cool? After” all they were not students. The other day they had proudly told
the police’what they were. Hearing about the requisiton, they had kept
silent for sometime and then had said, "Why, we are the government's men':;

pe
One day they left the house in a group. As they came, so they went
/ away, like a storm, leaving behind scattered bits of old newspapers, worn
ropes on which they had_hung their clothes, cigarette'endss and the sole
of a torn shoe. The doors and windows of the house, made like those of an_
indigo factory, were left wide open. But for how long? Colorful curtains’
& would cover them soon. o . .
: : %
ThevTqui tree in the back yard has withered. The leaves have become
brownish again. No one has watered the roots”since the police asked them
to vacate the house. Didn't they remember anymore, if not the Tulst tree,
at least the glistening eyes of the housewife? .

- * Why they did not remember 1s known only to the PTuls? tree. The Tuls?i
.trae, which men may keep aliwve or destroy in a moment if they want to; in
other words, whose survival and growth does not depend on its capacity to
protect itself

~
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Chiragh Bibi's sleep was disturbed whenever a dog barked or a cock
crowed in the night. Rising;”she would move on soft feet from her smitilel
root, feeling her way to Jher husband's cot in the courtyard. Seating her-
self quietly, she would massage his feet, her fingerd moving continudusly
until she felt drowsy. Alia had grown so accustomed to the warm touch of.
her hands ‘that:this slight disturbance did not -awaken him but relaxed him °
s0 that he slept even more deeply. Sometimes he, too,' was awake, and then
he held his breath beneath the éovering, This covering acutally was his
Zungiz, which he put/over.himself at night' as protection frem-mosquitoes;
but it difin't cover His whole body. If his head was hid en, then his feet
were bared. e . . :

When Alia'ayoke in the morning, ?hirégh Bibi had arisen before him,
“;ﬂ and .he could hear her performing the /sacred ablutions in the courtyard or
praying in her small room. She always repeated the words of the prayer in
a whisper, but the final words were ‘clearly audible. g . N
"Oh Holy Provider! 1In the name of the Prophet, alwé&s protect the
master of the head of ‘thig blind, needy girl.. Oh 1y Prov, déf,rin the
name of the Prophet, put down all his-enemies. Phtloly, Brovider, accept
my prayer that I may die first and He only afterwards. Ame@@?’
. % . " - /

Alia rose from his/é

:" Skaking out the coverigg he tied it around
his waist. Hearing thig

hék{ng, Chiragh Bib% quickly came out of her -

v

room and asked wiﬁ%;gpxﬁ@i submissiveness, '"Did you call me?" . . .

7 .//o
when Aliax was present, she thohght him absent and prayed
;éfhas embraced me, full of sin. Allgh ‘and his”?rop'éEA" P
will give Jdm/his reward. Of what use”am I, a poor blind gir%z//ﬁﬁat !
can I.g ﬁgfh m? 'I,can't light the fire; I can't do any work, in the
= “outgide of it. Yes, I can massage his feet, but of;whatvuse\is e

- \
/ , -~ i

Sometimes
~’ to hersgelf.

’

e . . N ‘ Ly '

"Cﬁiragh Bibi was the daughter of the old Zmam of the village mosque,

)se mother had died when she was a child, TWe Zmam himself was not.

ipd, but his daughter's eyes had been blinded by smallpox. The Zmam
-raised his motherlesg daughter with great care. ' The,old and young

* " people of the village all respected him, for all the young men as well as ~
“*their~ fathers had learned to read at least thé Baghdad Réader 'from him.

-+ + ' When the 61d map's time drew near, he calldd the elders of the village

'to’him agd fpoke with humility. L Ct ' ‘

\
\
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"I am going to leave 3 fatherless ild behind me. . She has reaéhed
the age suitable for marriage, but h rriage has not yet been arranged..
If she should remain thus, my soul always be restless. All my life

I have performed my duties, pleas
you would find a home for my da
but you too wotld be rewarded

in the next." ' /
[ . )

and unpleasant, for you people. If
hter, not only would my soul be happy, ///
Y this kindness, in this world and also ,

Ang”the imam died. Affer his burial the elders presented t e/;atter

to the panéhayat;3 especiglly addre551ng the young men. "Is thére any,
would do God's vork and repay the kindnesses of

our <mam sahib?" B °
- . —

There wa Then one young man s sense of Honor was touched.

a4 poor zamindar's* son, but because of his eagerness he out-

other young men in every endeavor. Stepping forward, he pre-
/

sentegrhimself for this deed\pf merit. He was Ali;.

Many fathers of' marriageable daughters, who had/thought of Alia as
a possible son-inglaw, were dlsmayed The elders remained silent. Of
‘all the young men of the v1llagex they had expected this sacrifice to be
made by someone slmple and stupid, someone with little importance in the
village -~ not by Alia, whose virtues made him the choicest young man in
the village.

In this way Chiragh Bibi came to Alia's house. °

Alia had a small piece of land inherlted from his father. - He cul—
tivated this with much labor, and he and. his wife liwved on whatever grain
he could raise The wife was no great expense. She needed no jewelry or
new clothes. She had grown up in the chamber of the mosque, used to
daily ptayers from het infancy. When still a child, she bégan to fépeat
her prayers five times a day, and to keep the thirty’day fast of Ramazan.
Being blind, she Had no work but to remember Allah. ‘She learned many.”
prayers trom her father and memorized a few passages from the ‘Koran.’
After/romlng to Alia!s house her devotions did not” lessen; they increased.
On her prayer mdt,-Which was spread in her small room for eight hours, she
‘recited the daily worship in ,addition to her prayers. .The fragrance of
perfumed wood and incense drifted from her room, with the contipual chant,
"Oh Forgiwing One, Oh Merciful One, Oh'Forgiving One, Oh Merciful One;"
slowly ising higher and higher’. Sometimes when Alia &ntered his house he
had the impression'he was in a convent. He respected Chiragh Bibi's
religious zeal, but he himself was not convinced of the worth of prayers
“ and fasting. He "consoled himself by saying that to perform the moral
obligations of marriage with a woman of such pure charj;sgp was nothing

short of worship

Alia. gave a bit of grain gnd fodder to the daughter of a village .
widow, Rahmate?‘ﬁqz,prepariag food and performing other ‘household tasks.
Rahmate was about eleven years old. She was industrious, but also mis-
chievous and playful. She usually spent the whole day with Chiragh Bibi
since they got along very well. Chiragh Bibi would talk of Allah and
-his Prophet while Rahmate interspersed pleasantries and the village gossip.
She was the only one to whom Chiragh Bibi talked of the things Closest to

her heart
\
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"Rahmate, my father used to sap, 'Be Mutiernt),' daughter. Some buyer
will come for you, by Allah. .One ill‘sureiy.come and lift you from the
dust and embrace you.' Father's wprds were true. Fﬂnafly"my prince did
come. ’ ' 3 . - ¢

g ..

"Rdahmate, he is more beautiful than Joseph; he has the dignity of a
prophet.’ He is a ghaazi mard. For my sake.he has accepted poverty.. oThe
village numberdar® wanted -to marry. him to his daughter and put one hundred
acres of land under his name. : But for my sake, a sinful blind girl, he

- spurned those riches. Wealth and prosperity come and go. When on dies,
his property can't be taken along -= only kind deeds go with him.'

~

<
LiNas

- Rahamte yould say, "Chiragh Bibi, by Allah, Choudhry Alia
young man. You are a lucky girl. That'silver charm on the
around his neck lookg, handsome." ~ ° = .. /

Chiragh Bibi replied. happily, "Is there another s man in the
village, one who can excel him in horseback riding;. yrestling, or.kabadds ?6
His hands move so: fast in the harvest work, like f h in water. He does

. . the work of four men at harvest time. His hair iércurly; his body is(ﬁgll—
formed. When I massage his feet I enjoy it so

: SN T :
. The best of these times wére when Ra atg,crouched on the stool in the
courtyard making bread, with Chiragh- Bib4 on another stool_beside her.
Rahmate would listen,with pleasure ds éhe described some of Alda's obvious
.virtues. '"Really, Chiragh Bibi?" ‘ ‘ '

-

-

K,Rahmate began speaking when/éhiiagh Bibi grew tiYred. '"Did you hear -

that today Rasulan ‘gave birth ;o/a girl? So small, like a rat — The

numberdar is making preparatiods fo “his daughter's wedding. ‘People say
they are going to kring a ba ijﬁrthe city. And last night five seers
ith . .

~ 'of tobacco were stolen from 's store’" .

One daflehmate arrived in a great hurfSH She was full of excite- .
ment. 'As soon as Alia left for the field she burst.forth, <

¢

"Have you heard, Chiragh Bibi: In the next village, Dhuup Charhi,
the zamindak Umru has remarried. That wretch is sixty years ‘old and the
bride is but seventeen! All the villagers are saying‘bad things about
him but he doesn't care. To anger them more, he has made his bride life
her veil, and there are other strange th%ngs. I heard he: has bought two '
white horses, one for himself and one for his bride, and every morning
they go horseback riding together. If the o0ld man‘has work, he sends-
his wife Gulnar out alone' . Yesterday this -Gulnar came riding alone toward
our village. .She- talked with great fgpeedom.with our villagers! Some boys
followed her horse, Everyone watcheaagn astonishmert. Her color is white
like a memsaheb,® and her hair is golden; they say she is very beautiful.
She wore a silken shalwar-kamis, with huge embroidered roses, and on her
feet were gold-woven slippers; a tinsel-botdered red dupatta was tied

atrQss her chest. Gulnar rides her Horse with such an air, as though she.
were\@ queen! She rode right across our fields, and, Chiragh Bibi, Choudhry

Alia suq her and even spoke to her! Perhaps she asked him the way."”

N

) /
"What did you say? He saw Qig? /And spoke to her?"




> "Yes, Chiragh Bibi."

"My prince?"

"'Yes, Alia Choudhry." : <’“\ : ‘ -
S L .

. ,"Say nothing more My head hurts, I'm going inside. She got up

from the stqol and felt her wa¥ into the little room. Chirgpgh Bibi didn't

talk any more’with Rahmate that day.'

+ In the evening Alia returned from the fields. He was usually quiet
in the house, but this evening he didn't even move around. First he sat
silently on the cot and ate, then he fixed his hookah and smoked for a
while. Chiragh Bibi also sat quietly, but when Alia prepared to sleep,
spreading his lungi over himself as a cover, she came to him as.usual and
began td massage his feet.. But only a few minutes had passed when he
said, "Chiragh stop now, I'm going to sleep. "

She was dismayed by Alia's behavior With a Soft sigh she went
silently to her room, , , \ //
T . . Y . \,__l
Soon, "Oh Forgiving One, Oh Merciful One, Oh Forgiving One, Oh
Merciful One," could be heard in her room. Thé worship continued for an
hour. Then Chifagh Bibi felt her way to Alia's cot and touched his -

.

uncovered feet tenderly, She wanted to sit on the cot as'before the massage °

his feet, but she did not have the courage and returned to her room.

- .

v “Again whispered sounds came from the rqém. -"He has emhraced me,
full of sin. Allah and his beloved Prophet will ,reward him, Of what use
am I, a poor blind girl? Oh.Holy Provide¥, in the namé of the Prophet

always- protect the mastern of my head. Oh Holy Provider, strike down his -7

ecnemies. Oh Holy Prpvider, guard him from every calamity. Oh Holy Pro~-
vider, in the name of “the' Beloved whoever tempts him with her beauty,

. destroy that one. Oh Holy Provider, in the naine of the Beloved, accept.
‘my prayer. Oh Holy Provider, may I die first and he only afterwards. N
Amep ." . ‘ '

. . ¢

fter twd houre she left her room again Touching,h/s fep, she

was «omfofte

had not gone aw y. She retﬁrned to her room //

Only t of night remained when she' left her room again and-’-
' approached his cot like a shadow. ger warm handsefound his feet and

as she sat. og the ground at the foot’ of the coc, she softly kissed them.

. Alih changed sides in his sleep, drew his legs together under the cover.

. When the dawn broke, a voice came qQnce more from Chiragh Bibi's
,€E§ room. Now it was ‘fuld of excitement and rose highér than usual.

ot i

.

” ‘"He has aecepted poverty for the sake of a sinful, blind ‘girl. He

A has embraced me.” My prince is more beautiful than Joseph; he has the
dignity of a prophet -
p, ‘

,%

S ' ~
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ard she saw that-he was sleeping, covered as before, he' .
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Notes ' \ .

"~
N e

1A hero whe figﬁts or sacrifices worldly.pleasyres for the sake .of

” religion, L. .
o A il ]
“2A colored cloth}worn round the loins and extending down to the Knees.
4 - .
: ) ¥
. Ihe village council, consisting of five or more members.
4 . . . - Ad . . . . . N
A land-owner, \
. 5A respected representative of a community who is responsibievfor the
government revenue. . . . e

P

*

6An Indian game, in which "kabaddi kabaddi" is, the cr{ of the person
wio runs out to touch or capture an adversary. . '

’

1

Tseer 1s a weight of about.two.pounds. ) ' ‘

A

8A term used for’married Eyropean ladies.
I
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Rain will come. One spring evening a wind touched with dew will blow .-

»

from the south. Carrying the moisture of the sea, it will raise tremors over ’

the parched dry fields and”in'the branches of dry, leafless trees, then
condense over the top of some faraway hill. Andmﬁater,*ﬁith thewhole sky
breaking up into storm, thunder and lightning, ' an ‘incessant shower.of rain |

will fall like a blessing. Tender leaves will fill up the dried-oht branches
and twigs of the trees, and all the land will turn into~hues of green. Vhen
the farmers go out to weed the new seedlings in the jute field under 'the-
noon sun, sweat will stream from their bodies -- with no one the least.bit
tired for it. Because merging like a flood with every drop of blood in their:
bodies will be the dream of a new harvést, 7 et
But none of 'this has ﬁapphued yet., Thes month ff'March passed with no
signs of cloudy darkness in'the north. April came to an end and, except ‘for
some rumbling noises in the sky for a.few days, all.of nature stayed sultry
and very little happened., Lo ’

" ';Bhen it was May. And gtill the sun continued ‘to pour down
fire and piercing heat. The seedlings of jute, which had raised their

‘heads on' the bxeast of the garth.a long time .4go, slowly shriveled up.

Overhead was a vast hazy heat, and below, an,unending barenness ‘everywhaye
-~ land parched and pale in the sun like a diagram of square fields for the
game, of Baghbandi. 1f, at noon, you stood on the ridges around the fie
and looked, your heart would jump with fright. There the whole field

glared like a yitoh with her scorched and copper~colored- tongue hangingf out.
She burned with hunger and devoured the infant crops upon her breast. No
doubt the wrath og God will be on us next year. - .

! - . N N . .
But %hy? .There must be a reason behind it, The ‘question came up one
day after Friday prayers. Moulana Mohiuddin "stood up before thé congrega-
tion and began to speak: A "Fellow Brothers in Islad! I am only-a lowly
servant -- you are all so knowledgeable in everything “~ what &ould I offer

in service to you? The Koran says the Wrath of.God befalls thé earth when

it dwells in sin. ' And what do, we see around us? Sonsg aresnot obgying their
fathers, women do not observe purdah,-andthe .world is,'filled with thieves,
robbery and wickedness. There are no more prqyeréb no fasting, no e
pilgrimages, no alms-giving. Come, let as weep today.and appeal to the .
Court of the Lord! Let us all go to the field and raise our hands,.in prayer,

. for He is the Most Compassionate, and He _can' shoW us mercy-if He will."
¢ , . .
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The deep, heavy tremors of Moilitana's voice echoed inside the brick
walls of the mosque. Haji Kolimullah rose up, from among thé learned men.
On his chin was a tuft of white beard, on his head a cap, and in the
middle of his forehead was a mark from touclfing the floor through, years of
praying. He cleared his throat and then, in a voice quavering with )
emotion, he began to speak: 'We shall, of course, obey whatever Moulana
Saheb w1ll say. But there is another thing we must all keep in mind: -
evil must ,be punished. Have you wondered why this drought has occuryed? *
Let me be frank. God forgive‘us, some girl must be illegitimately
pregnant. It must have happened in this region —~ in some nearby village
or even in our own vidlage. We must search her out, find her, or else
there will be no respite from the Wrath of God. We must crush the seeds
of evil'" - . .

L} Y O , ‘

Running the fingers of his right hand through his beard once, Haji
Kolimullah sat down, shaking from the heat. Every cell of his brain was
charged with a desire to find out the truth about.the sin, ' LT A

The prayer ' for rain was to take place in the sizziing heat of the
midday sun on the football field, but the day before, Sufi Mo¥lana Mohiuddin
fell sick. , -

[
Haj1 Saheb was. asked to lead the prayer oqtbehalf of the village.

Although at first he modestly decrinedg he finally agreed to perform for the’
benefit of everyone. ’

e .

]
-After prayers had ended that day, Haji Kélimullah turned his face from

'tﬁe welst to the east. Looking far out 1nto the distence, he saw that the

’

world was not yet unfit for living, as even now thousands of people would
present themselves in the Court of the Lord of Unseen and Seen, if called
to do so . He saw innumerable white caps, many of them sticky with oil or
torn in tatters Hollow-cheeked and.copper-colored men sat over the open
field as if helpless, ‘each with a prayer for a small blessing. Haji
Kolimullah raised his arms and began to speak in a full-throated voice:
"0h God, oh Allah' -Rest your eyes on us, and have mercy onm your servants!
You are ‘Master of Heaven and Earth, Sun and Moon! At the slightest move
of your flnger, the seas stir, the winds blow, the waters flow -- at your.
slightest wigh this world can be filled with floweTrs-and crops. Give us

rain, oh God; g1ve us water; give us shade and peace!" . ’

o

"Amen: Amen!" they all said together, in a single troubled voice of
prayer. The white beard of Haji Kolimullah®was wet with tearsg. Weeping _
and pleading, he finished the benedictiop, quotldg from the Koran, ’ s

1 r N () - »

This way both the young and the old wenp to the field once, twice,
even three times, to jbin the congregation; they kept one eye towards the..
sky and the other om the crqps shriveling-up in the fields. Young children
smeared soot ' over the bodies of the boys who, were their pareﬁts sole sons,
and accordlng to the custom, held toads and branches of poison ivy over °
their heads and played the rain game They fed offerings of sweets wrapped
in banana leaves to beggars along the edge of the river. Their necks

~
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became stiff from looking &E‘sqipuch,,bui still thé sky was ag blue as
a crow's eye, shooting down“ray¥ of sunlight'with .not the slightest hint
of a cloud in sight. ° . ¥ .
Pl a
+ After evening pra§ers, Haji Kolimullah remairied seated on his
prayer mat. He counted thé&peads on his ‘rosary" and)thought "about the
situation. Shadows of fatigue circled his eyes. He had reagons to be
worried. He had bought -a warehouse on the Meghna River port with half °*
of the sgeveral thousand rupees which he had made by black-marketing weav-
ing looms. With the other-half he "had bought ‘one and a half duns of
land. There was no profit in owning a warehouse if he couldn't buy and
hoard jute to sell when market prices were highest. He couldy of course,
leaée‘ft out for 150 rupees, but that was such a small amount. ‘ He '
didn't think he would be able to use the warehouse himself this year. MAd
now he was himself farming all of his land.. In this he was extremely”
foolish. If he were to lease it out, he could get one and a half thousand-
rupees in cash. But now he spent money to pay laborers and to~have the
land watched over. The cost of having it seeded and weeded oﬂly‘onee was
by no means small, and there would be more expeénse in the future. Yet,
from the looks of the sky now, there was little ‘hope for reaping a crop.
And he did not do so well by giving up the weaving-loom business
either. _Last year when he went on his pilgrimage and fléw in an airplane,
]uafhohgﬂt from then on he was not going to be involved fh family affairs.-
He would'leave the warehouse in-the hands of his sons and do nothing him-
self but care for his land. But financial straits spoiled those plans.
In truth, hq thought, business is business, ‘and there is no question of
honesty or dishonesty in it -- with good intentions, it will suffice to °
give alms to the poor‘occasional}y. . '

The strong scent of mango‘bﬁossoms floated in through the window.
The sound of birds chirping in the bamboo grove died down. Haji Kolimullah
restlessly rotated rosary beads through his fingers, and his mind gradually
slipped into a daze. i .

. - . .
Joigun, who came into the room to light the lamps, was startled. She
said, "Are you here, sir? Didn't you go to the mosque?" ' /. )

"No, I am not'feeling‘well." Haji looked towards her and added,

N

"Besides, the mistress may arrive any minute." -

,Két was now fifteen days since his new wife had gone to visit her
parents, and she wad’ supposed to come back today. Haji was unable to go
himself, 8o he hdd sent Khaled, his third son (by his first wife), on

+his behalf, Actually he was altlays against allowing his wife to stay with .

lter parédts for.a long time. He allowed his first wife ten days, and that

was when they were just newly married. By the time of his second. wife, \
the number of days increased a little. And now, in his declining years,

he could not be strict anymore about everything. His mind completely left

family affairs after his second wife died two years ago. But if God wills

somathing, wHo can-avoid it? .That which is written on one's forehead will

one day inevitably come to pass. .Morrths before he went on haj last year,

) .

-
-
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evetyone‘had pleaded with him you .haye such a prosperous household

< ~"but- without a wife nothing is in order,

Bﬁt-where was he to get a bride? He was already past sixty -~ who
" would give him ‘his daughter’

N "Ygu make me laugh, Haji Sahib Does a man like you lack brides?"
~Maju Ptadhan stxoked his beard and continued, "Just tell me that you
want. to'marry, and I will find you the bride And no ordinary bride at
that --'I will find sudh a girl you won't bé, able to turn your gaze away
“from her° ;

L 4
-

The eyes of Haji Kolimullah lit up with happiness. A strange sensa-
tion thrilled his heart, but outside he appeared qnmplepely calm.-~- one
should not forget the memory of previous wives so soor. ‘Clearinghis
throat, he said, "Listen, three-fourths of. my 1life has..gone" and one-.
fourth is left —- it is not time for making merry. But if she;éould
pefhaps keep house and run errands‘fnr ne,_ghat would be “enough."”

"Yes, I understand,"Maju Pradhan said. "One can work with an old
boat, and a new one can alsq, do the same.’ But which do we want? Which
will bring us across the river more p%easantiy?"- . . »

Then they decided on a bride with a dowry 6f.-geven units of land,
who was Maju Pradhan's granddaughter (by HWis own,daughter). She was twenty-
one years old. In these regions a girl.is already 61d at éhenty, in that
respect her match with Haji Saheb was: not at all inapproptiate. «

After cleaning up the kitchen, Joigun came in. With a grave and
significant look, she pulled up a low stool and sat down. Haji Saheb had
not finished his recitation of fsianic verses yet. He stopped muttering .
briefly and asked, 'Is there an} news?" - ’

Joigun answered, "Yes, there is." ‘ ) !

"let me hear it. Haji Kolimullah's fingers stopped moving on the
rosary and he looked up curiously. He was interested because he had ‘employed
Joigun to bring all the gossip to him ag well as ‘do the regular work

"I went to see Batashi today - She was gatheringmangoleaves for her

" goat when I arrived. She stairted telling me this and that as soon as she

saw mey but I couldn't take my eyes off hér'body!" With a furtive glance
at the deor, Joigun continued, "It seems to me her belly -is quite swollen.”

Haji pressed her, "Tsn't it true her husband died quite a-while ago?"

"No lese- than seven or eight months ago," Joigun answered, "but her
belly looked only four or five months'along." :

" "Really? Such a wide gap there7“"Haji Kolimullah brightened -~ his
eyes lit.up With hope.' Lowering his voice, he asked, "All right then, did
you see the man who fs living in Batashi's house?" -

xS
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. "Yes, I saw-him. He hasn't recoverdd £rom his”illness yet, but he
seems a lif'tle bettef than before.- I was standing by the 'door’and I saw .
him lying on the bed ingide." . - i ' N
247 ¢ / ’
"So what?" Haji interrupted. "What does‘it matter if he's lying
down? Do you think because he's sick he couldn't do it? Of course he .
could. What do you think?" Lo :

"Yes, I think you're right. Besides, I don't. ‘ﬂ'oVE\QgiBatgshi's
doings. Even when her husband Rajaball was still allve, peop g\useq to gossip

about her. And doesn't everyone know that Chamu from Namapara Went to her
room? The blame fell on Chamu only because Rajabali found out about it. But
who would dare do such a thing if he didn't get some ehcouragement from the

girl?" |

"If this is all true, then it's settled, and thete's nothing more to
say. I think Batashi has committed the sin. Otherwise why would there be
a drought?" Haji began to count the beads on his rosary again. He sat
silent for a while, then he said, "But still, let me look into it myself;
then” something will be done about it." -

Joigun left, and Haji Kolimullah again became absorbed in his thoughts.

The wrinkles on his forehead became more prondunced. The rosary beads began
to move quickly through his fingers. Batashi, 'Batashi, Batashi. No one
else but Batashi could .have dode it. This is what happens when a husband .
dies and leaves a -young widow.. Having a man is like opium -~ she could do
without”rice, but never without that intoxication. How could a young widow

" forget it easily? Besides, she i1s in her prime now. She can entice one or
two ogrdinary men with just an inviting look. Yet, to hear her talk, it all
sounds very innocent. She said he was her cousin. He was a laborer. He
was in danger with the black fever, and since there was fo one else to care
for him, she had to take him in and watch over him. But all these words
diqn't hold water. No doubt she really took the man in to spend the nights
i?,bed with her. ) -

-

3

/4 But how should she be punished? ‘According to the laws of *the Koran, she
should be buried up to her neck in the ground and stoned on the head to
death. But how could this happen in ‘this day and age? There are police now,"
with their own laws. Then what should be done? Beat her with shoes?

.;/’ Isolate her? Banish her from the village?

At the same time that Haji‘Koli%hllah was absorbed by all these worries,
) / his son Khaled had arrived at-the edge of gpé rivulet in the dried-out

o riverbed with Haji's newest wife.

ko

/ T When they started their journey, the full moon was just coming up, and
now it shone high over the top of the bamboo grove. All around was silent --
not even a. light wind moved through the tree branches,

. T By now the river was/only knee-deep. A narrow path met with the dry land.-
+ It was pressed on both sides by banks of mud, and a trickling stream of water

s gently. cut through its clean sand. Clusters of tender sprouts of boro rice
grew out of the water. - ' '

3
or
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- Johora bent down and took off her shoes with her right hand. She had

Haji's youngest son on her shoulder. Noticing her difficulty, Xhaled came
to her side and said, "Please, let me take Saju."

The two were almost the same age. At first, Khaled had been shy to
address her in formal terms, but now he was used to it.

Johora looked at the face of her older stepson. It was bright in the
moonlight, and beneath arched eyebrows, his eyes seémed even more beautiful
to her. An inexpressible feeling rose up inside her breast, like a stream
stirring in the darkness of the forest. ‘Momentarily overcome with feeling,
she said, "Oh, are-you sure you don't mind?"

Khaled smiled and said, "No, no trouble at alla"

Saju's mother had died two years ago when he was five, and, being with-
out her. affection, he used to whimper all the time. But now things were
different, He liked his new mother, so much that he wouldn' t,leave her side
for a minute. When Johora left to visit her parents, he climbed into her
arms and went with her. .

As Khdled went; to take the sleeping boy from her shoulder onto his own,
the fingers of his left hand brushed against something as warm as the breast
of a pigeon and as firm as coral, and it quivered 1ike a- Chapa bud in a sudden
wind. Suddenly a shiver ran through his whole body like a flash of lightning
in a clouded sky. For a second he noticed how the girl had flushed -- a
fire-like stream of red flowed all over her face. Khaled could not stand
still any Ionger, and he began to walk ahead through the trickling water, his
face turmed away with some unknown pain, as if a deep memory from a previous .
birth had come: to mind. e

But Johoza stood" still Straightening her -sari, she looked up at the
moon and then back at the figure moving on ahead. She was suddenly very.
restless Like “a startled doe, she walked over the silvery path into the
stream and. stopped again, kree~deep in water. She pulled up her sari from
. behind and held it, drawn up at her knees. She looked down at the black
water splashed with.moonlight and saw her own reflection breaking on the.

. ripples along with the broken shape of the moon. All of a sudden she
raised her head and called out, Khaled!" :

"Yes?" Khaled answered from a distance. . »

L4

, "You're leaving me behind!" Johora said in a faint voice. "I'can't
‘walk. Look, the water is go beautiful." ¢

Khaled came back. He said, "What's wrong with you -- come on.* It's
getting very late." . ’ .

- "That's true. It is getting late." Stepping forward a little, Johora
abruptiy stopped again. She.looked at the glittering waves and said, "Can't
. you see how beautiful it is of the water? .It would be a pleasure; to dfe_in
such water. T \ " :
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Khaled remaihed .silent and, face down, went ahead withogg,a,wdgda

‘ Overhééd’éomewhere a bird was calling out, "Bou Kotha. Kq."
'\ ' ’ - i - .
Johora crossed the river and shook the water from her feet to put .

on her shoes again. She felt her heart ‘was utterly empty, and some hollow
wail was slowly dying out like a logt wind. She suddenly shivered, and her
body went numb with weariness. . ' '

.

Khaled was walking on véry slowly. Behind him he heard a distressed
voice say, "Wait a minute." ' ) !

"What's the matter now."

+ "All I know is'you don't understand anything' Why am I crying like
. ,this?"  Johora came up and stood in front of Khaled with very wide eyes.
In the light of the moon, the tears rolling from her oyerflowing eyes
appeared to be jewels. S

Khaled spoke again, "What happened?” *

- V-

"You don't know; you can't understand anything." Johora wiped her
eyes with a corner of her sari and said sbmewhat distraught, "“Give Saju
back to me. Let's go on now. It's so lonely here —- it's frightening."

. While they stood face to face like this, a slight gust of wind had
begun to blow, and now, when they began to move on silently, a snatch
of black cloud was gradually beginning to move from the south. At this very
time, Haji Kolimullah paced back and forth across the courtyard in his
wooden sandals. He looked up at the sky and started with surprise.- Did
this mean his-gues$ was right? )

"Joigun!  Joigun!" he burst out. "Look, we were right -= the éky is
filling up.” - : ] ’ ~

Joigun came, poked her head out of the doorway, and said, "And stiIl

mind. Batashi is a whore."

you said to wait and investigate it further. But I have no doubts in my, fo\tx

Haji Koiimullah looked at the cloud moving in the sky and began to }
pace again. He could not decide what her punishment should be.
Johora arriveé half an hour iéter, and even though hé talked with her

. as he lay down, Haji's train of thought was broken again and again -—- he
couldn't sleep for a long time. T,

Finally he maée’up_his mind and went fto vggirABataéhi gﬁ'her house on
the other side of the mango grove in the east sector. Shg sat-by‘the‘fire
under a bamboo thatched roof cooking a rice gruel, and when she héard
Haji Saheb arrive, she went into the courtyard with-a stool in her hand.

He was such a respectable man -- never before had such an important person-,
- visited her house, and she had no idea how to receive him properly.
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Haji Saheb, however, paid not the slightest attention to what she
said as she covered her head, for he was busy scrutinizing her soft, ,
beautiful yellowish body.

After Johora had seen to the morning's work, ghe felt morose and sat
on the edge of her—eot in the bedroom.

Since her marriage, Johora spent her free time here, drawn .by some
strange attraction. What kind of spell was this? What was the attraction?
Johora could not understand.it. The appearance of_ the whole house had
changed, perhaps, in many respects since she came to it, but nothing had
changed in this room -- only a few new things had been added The touch.
Haji's previous wives was still fresh on many things, and if she sat here
in the dark, she could almost hear them whispering. Then it seemed to her

.that "she had no right to intrude on this room -- she was a thief trying to

possess it.

"But is it my fault? I did not agree to the marriage. Grandfather
said, 'Don't cry and be patient for a few years, and the old man will die
goon. Then I will find you a younger man, Just get -hold of his property
for now.'" Johora said-to herself; "To hell with the property."

* She began to burn inside her breast, as if & hot wind blew over a
festering wound. She could hardly breathe, and then she wented to cry out.
A wild anger glowed in her eyes.

-

Her mind in a state of confusion, Johora shook her bush of disheveled

¢

" hair and went outside, She looked around, and her eyes suddenly rested on

the mehedi tree beside the well. Its tender leaves were dense and thick
from growing in the wet earth.
Even though she had wanted to do it for-a long. time, she could not
cut "the mehedi down. But today, her right hand began to itch. With
quick steps she went to the kitchen.- She brought out a sharp knife and g
began to chop off the branches of the tree, one by one. :

"Oh don't! What are you'doing, uistress?" Joigun came running out.
"That tree is very old and it has been very good to people. If the master
hears about this, he'll be furious!" )

"Get away from here, I know well enough who's going to be angry and

/who isn't. I will cut it down because I want to."

"What does it matter to me -- I only work-here. I'm only telling
you for.your own good." C

v M
£
"i

"Oh, really?® -Johora looked up. 'You have to worry about my welfare’ N
Isn"t there anyone else in the world but you?"

-

o
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Joigun did not’dare provoke her master's beloved wife, so, frowning,

she went back to work.

_ Johora could not say how it came to be morning, to be afternoon, and
how at night the world turned dark. She felt as if someone had taken a

... —knife and cut away a part of her heart -- it was numb to the gay ripples

of everyday 1life, and there was onky a pain there, like a slow-burning fire.

After evening prayers, Haji Kolimullah lay.down and said, "It is just

"as I thought. Batashi is the one who sinned."

",

"How did you know?" Johora asked.

"It doesn't take much intelligence to figure it out. If you plick -
the right string, the right note will souna; Ah, now there is no more
worry. As soon as the trial is over, it~will definitely rain." After a
brief silence, he continued, "Next Friday after midnight, we will hold
the trial. We'll see what happens." .

Johora lay still, listeming. Why was the scent of the mango buds so
intoxicaténg%? Why was the night so black, so dark? If the sun never rose
again, it would be best, Then she would be lost from the sight of every-
one forever, and there would be no one to see her. ’ -

With the touch of a soft hand on his forehead, Haji Kolimullah was
soon asleep and snoring. It seemed’ to Johora that, except for this sound,
a dead man lay beside her, covered from head to foot in a white shroud.
She took her soft hand away and waited a while, quietly. Then she very
slowly got out of bed. Very carefully she unbolted the door and went out
to the foot of the mango treé in the courtyard. ' T

"Whé;;-have you been all day?" she asked Khaled, who had just sneaked
into the house. She came up close beside him and whispered, "You like to

" go without eating, do you?" —

Khaled made no-attempt/to speak and just stood still. Suddenly Johoré
raised her right hand- and slapped him on the cheek in a frenzy and said, "I

can't bear this any more. Leave this house, go.away!"

She covered her face with her sari and élmost ran to the vefanda;
dashed inside, and bolted the door.

Khaled stood where he was and cried. Tears poured from his éyes !l .
he sobbed uncontrollably. Early that same morning he had left the house,
before anyone was up. He had wandered along the river aimlessly, over the
ridges of the fields, Then he had gone to the harbor where his two older
brothers worked in an office. But his mind found no rest even there.
Finally he had turned back, drawn by some unknown feeling to return to his
home. - '

Friday, after midnight, one by one, everyone arrived at the parlor of
Moulana Mohiuddin. Even before that, the matter had leaked out to the whole
village through rumors. Buf not everyone had the right to judge in-these
matters. The group today consisted of only the learned and the leaders of
the village, ' After they closed up the doors and the windows,\they seated the
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accused persons in the middle of the floor and started the trial.

Hlaji Kolimullah had gone. through the scriptures for three days and
nights and finally prepared a verdict. Witk the permission of Moulana,
he read it -aloud. - ' ) .

7 . .

Batashi had given up in despair long ago and just sat and moaned; once
in a while, she burst out crying. Wailing, she said, '""Oh my mother, that
this should happen to me! Why didn t you kill me with salt when I was
born and spare me this fate?"

PR “

"Stop crying, woman!" Haji scolded. "You had your fun, didn't you?"

Moulana Mohiuddin appeared to be worried. A pain showed on his
normally calm, grave face. Slowly he raised his face and asked in a quiet
voice, "Well, do you have anything to say?" . . » '
"What can I say, sir? You men never listen’ to the poor. We aren't even
human to you; we're dogs and cats. Do we ever get any respect at all?"
Wiping her eyes, Batashi continued, "If it weren't so, how could you charge
me with such a thing:" .
"But these things do not fall from E;aven!" Haji Kolimullah said.
"How is 1t that you have been charged and not someone else?"

"It's my fate. If it weren't, why didn't anyone see me throwing up
when my husband was still alive -=- I was so sick I couldn't go without
tamarind and parched earth a single day. Why did no one notice me then?"

Batashi's cousin Rokimoddi sat wrapped in dirty rags and moaned.
When anyone asked him a question, he simply ‘stared back, blankly.

As the trial proceeded, droves of black clouds came from the south
and covered the entire sky. Every now and then the moon was hidden, and
shadows played over thé trees, fields, and river.

For a whilé the wind stopped and the whole earth was still for a long
'time. Occasionally thunder shook the house and lightning flashed. Within
the room, tensions and excitement rose to a high pitch.

At this same time, a man was standing behind Haji Saheb's house, under
the mango tree. He tip-toed to the open window and looked inside for a
long time -~ inside the completely dark room. The house was frozen in a
stoney sleep like a haunted house in the middle of a dense forest. .

Moving away from the window, “the- figure approached the foundation of
the house and then moved around past the kitchen, then he came and stood
in front of the door. Each time the lightning flashed, he started with
terror, B |

L4
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-In a while the wind began to blow aé;:%he‘ehundqroqs roar of colliding
-L:cloudsn§;l¥pd t?e air. The door was slightly ajar and, in a violen st

of wind, if'hoiSin‘bﬁénedx’«Ihe man;ggick} -stepped \wp onto the veranda,
Looking around first, he boldly entered the)'}iouse“.”'gi arouhnz*.'lma‘/ng_thpg‘
but noise. The corrogated roof twisted under. the fierce impact of a strong -
wind, and the timber fence resounded with incessant "clattering.

He came up to the bed and hesitated, as if he suddenly was not sure what
to do. The hair on his body stood on end, his heart pounded, and blood,
rushed to his head, blurring his vision. BHe thought, "Where .have I come?

Am T alive or dead? 1Is this howling a wail of loss, or a mad cry for
intimacy?" He heard the jingle of bracelets, a deep slow breathing, the

. light rustle of clothes. "Is this the smell of mango buds, or is it the

smell of hair?- No, no, not here. I don't want this, I can't want it.". ~

As he retreated a step or two, he felt a soft, smooth hand come out
from the darkness and, with great assurance, draw him back like the .refrain
of a song. '

Then the sky was filled with warring clouds, and the whole world shook
with their thunder. A strong burst of the storm ripped the“leaves of trees
asunder, as if someone was mad with the fury of a warton Hlunder. The
churning of heaven, hell and earth filled the air with a music both frighten-
ing and beautiful. . >

-
s -

No one could say how long the storm raged this way. When the wind
receded, rain began to fall like strings of pearls.

The first shower came sharply, and it was like the intermittent wailing
of a newborn child as it brushed over the roofs of houses. But not for long.
The wind died down as if to the lingering tempo of dhrupod music, and the
rain became heavy. Then there was only the sound of rain.:

Time passed this way indefinitely. At one point a man passed through
the open door, stepped into the courtyard, and, stumbling through the rain,
disappeared into the north compound. Behind him came Johora in disheveled
clothes and stood on the veranda. Splashes from the downpour drenched her
sari., '

‘ T

After a while Haji Kolimullah, with an umbrella protecting his head,
entered the main compound, panting heavily. Suddenly seeing him, Johora
said, "'Why are you so late! I was so afraid!" ) ‘

"What else could I do ~- I had to attend to that nuisance.” As he
leaned his umbrella against the fence, Haji said, "She was such a bitch!
She wouldn't confess a thing even to the end. But haven't I heard the
excuseg and jabber of women like Batashi before? I gave them both fifty
blows with a‘'shoe; moreover, they will have to leave the village
tomorrow, Did you see the blessings of Allah? Immediately after that,
it rained!" .

.
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"Yes, it is truly marvelous." Saying this, Johora stepped from the
veranda into the courtyard, into the falling rain -- she moved in a

strange new way.

Haji cafied out, ﬁkﬁ@ what are you doing” Have you gone crazy? You 1y

™. S - acatgh cold, getting we ‘s data at night'"
> Ee...,,\\ <»L{ - o
"No, I never catc a.™ Johora came-ﬂp.ﬁb the veranda, She pushed

away a cluster of haif'i;om her eyes with her right’ﬁand and rat\Ed hegr face,
bright as a flower in- fg}l bloom, . wiz

-~

i lips OVerflpwing with a sweet smile,
She said, "Don't you khow? This is bé firgt rain of the year and it is
very good to get wet. ' It ‘will brﬁng/éhtich ‘harvest." .

1590
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CONSPIRATORS
’ Translated from the
P ’ ' . ‘ Urdu by C. M. Naim
£3 , . . \\ ”
‘ . Talking about everything under the sun, we sggﬁf\the whole day carrying
ht

basket$ fullwof dirt to the trucks, We were free.

Only when we looked at
each other did we remember we were prisqners.

.

We had sat djwn on a small mound to rest. Hmmm, we ghought, we're
digging a canal. '

~- Hmm!

¢
-

¢ sun, we were coming back in a barred

stripes run across our bodies.
. o~ 6

Lights. ' ‘ . ‘

In the flood of lights we saw the girls. The truck slowed down. The
young men among us smiled. The 61d man became serious. The girls seated

on the back of the tonga slipped warm shawls over their breasts. The old
man smiled. We said, Girls! . .

One of us saidy Ah . . . Bombay . . . all this is a shitty mess. 0

ur
hovel there was better than a crystal palace here,,

‘ -

We wondered when the canal would be finished. } ‘ g ) )

= 'Prisonefs, a girl seated on the back of the tonga said to the other.
We were astounded., The truck passed ahead 6f the tonga, leaving it miles
behind. ;We again started chasing after the stripes of light. All of us

knew where the stripes would take us. We peered through the bars. One
said, My town. M . :

[

, Another closed his eyes, .

> -- Delhi .-. . Chandni Chawk -- -,' - ' o
-- Ambarsar . . . Yaﬁé Qulche, Bagarkhani, Bal Bazar, Darbar Sahib -- Ci
-- Son of-a Sikh -- \? g \\‘»

The third borrowed a bidi from me and 1it it%

.
-

-

.
: .
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—~- Lahore 1is Lahore; Bhati, Lohari, Mochi --

The o0ld man smiled.
-~ Where were you?

- 17

-

The fuzz above his lips was faint and new.
-- I? ., , . where am I?

" We burst into laughter. He blushed and took us to town with him.

v

1 was in Mohenjo-Daro, the old man said.
. We didn't understand a bit. In Mohenjo-Daro?
-- Yes. . )

. The lines on the old man's face deepened. The fading glow in his
eyes became bright again.

—- But that was a city in ancient times?

-~ Am I not ancient myself? e

— L]

-~ That's the same city where that dancing girl --

2 4 l

-~ Yes,

, 9

. -¥ | N
-~ But 1t doesn't exist anymore. It was a long time ago.

—-~ Nothing exists anymore. Everything as a long time ago.

Py .
.

The qQld man blinked his eyes., ' . -, < R

. ]

The hair on our bodies rose in -terror and we tightened our.hold on

the bars. . . . 4

The old man laughed. That famous dancer was my wife.

He sighed, My caity. ¢ -

i

Silent, as if a snake had bitten us.

Then the boy with faintly fuzzy 1ips seated nehar me screamed, Liars!
All of you are liars. We're all lost. None of us exists. You lying cheat- >
ing old man!




. ¢

He grabbed “the 0ld man's sbeard. The guards leéped forward.. Blood =
boiléd into the boy's eyes, turned into foam. ’

We asked each-other,. Now what kind of a.childish trick was that!
‘ * '-, .
When the gudrds‘dragged the boy away, ‘one of us said, He's the

bastard son of that well known dancer.

o

]

[ 4 ¥ 1y

Ha Ha Ha Ha Ha Ha Ha Ha Ha Ha Ha Ha Ha Ha
’ N

All day long we carry dirt in baskets to throw into the trucks.

Silent, . -

We are not prisoners. Only when we look at each other we remember

we are in prison. Our lips are sealed with silence. —~

We are seated on a small mound to rest. -

-~ Get up, get up! Back to work! Making plans to run away? " Con-
spirators. One of them came near us and growled,

-
y

Our silence is the conspiracy and we keep'on wondering when the
canal would be finished. .

4~
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' . ‘ OF BLACKENED FACE

»

Translated from
. the Sindhi by
. Annemarie Schimmel;
) . from the German by
‘ - ' Elisabeth Mohr
Rahman

Din Muhammad's face ‘was blackened. Half his head was shaved, the
mustache torn off, his beZrd pulled out and his sideburns cut off. His
fearful eyes bulged out; the face was swollen. On his arms and legs, black-
and-blue marks; his back was stréaked with scab-covered cuts. His skin was
torn and bruised. Thin, only skin and bones; bald like a plucked bird. A
horrified expression on his face,.he wetted his ‘dry, chapped lips with his .

tofigue'.’ & . ) )

He was as bruised spiritually as bodily.
around his neck. He came like a poor, rdoaming \sou
like a ghost., I started to tremble, for I was

)

tring of old shoes hung
1l and stood in front -of me
errified. '

I jumped up. I did not find my shoes.
Dinu, is it you?" for I could not believe

mmediately, but shouted, ""Oh,
at I was geeing.

Dinu sighed. 'Sahab, my little boy --" Suddenly it came over him;
pain upon pain arose in his worried eyes -- and then the dampness. The noze
dripping, the chin drooping, his lips thickening then pursing; it was as if
he had been shaken by a cosmos. - '

1 was also shaking. Putting my arm around his ne&k, I said to him,
"Dipt;—~ye'1ll go to town and report the case." His eyes popped out further
in \fear) he shook his head. )

‘ -

"No, no," he said, "the police put me on a donkey."

I could not help but letting out a cry, as if\I had been struck by

lightning. "The police -~ in the middle of town! In the twentieth

century! Dinu, you must be out of your senses =-- are you crazy?" -
He only(looked at me. . "Sahab, I am Din Muhammad," he said as if he

' needed to be reminded of it.

I stared at him inquisitively, Yes, it really was Din Muhammad. _His
forehead™bore the black mark’ formed.by striking it on the ground in prayer;
his wrist bones were scraped, the feet twisted. The pious one who wanted to
live in peace with everyone. I was overcome with anger,
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Why had they pulled his beard? Why had this face, bearing the mark
of his prayers, been blackened? Why had his dignity been assaulted, his
honor tread upon? 1 saw Dinu's body, a perfect shape which had been
trampled in the dust, set upon a donkey and reduced to the lowest of the
low. He was beaten, bruised, stepped upon. )

Again he shuddered, then screamed like a bird whose feathers were
"being pulled out one by one, like someone whose companions had abandoned
him. . . Y

I trembled. The hair upon my limbs stood up 1like thousands of question
marks. Why? Who!

Dinu ‘sighed. '"There were lots of people --" Before my eyes, beople
started to spin about, citizens, educated people, followers of the Prop
they danced wildly, raving mad, beating drums as they wormed their way
around street corners. They comspired with the police and laughed at Dinu
sitting on the donkey, shouting at him, throwing stones, spitting and
cursing him -- a human being, the son of a human being, an offspring of
Adam. Even the donkey raised 1ts tail, opened its mouth and brayed,
uncovering 1ts teeth. With 1ts stiffened neck, it looked up as if to make
fun of the sky Dinu's body had been made into a bloody sacrifice; dancing
girls performed; offerings of thanks came one after the other; dancing
girls plucked ten-rupee notes from the cheeks and beards of the rich peasants;
clouds of smoke from the hashish pipes, groups of hemp smokers, jokes from
the drunk, the din of the beggars; women singing, men twisting their
mustaches; food trays passed incessantly. Finally, even the.dogs had to
vomit. And what a cover! Wonderfully shining, glittering! Silken,
velvety, embrodidered with gold!

Dinu started to become restless. He Begged imploringly, "Sahab, leave
me. My God, how are things with my baby?" .

"What are you talking about. Who? Gulab? What's wfong with him?"

1 suddenly remembered Dinu's innocent three-year-old son, a rose of
a child. His name was Allahdino, '"'gift of God," but we called Him Gulab,
or "rose.'" He ran about 1in a little waistcoat and a little hat padded with
cotton on- his head. After his father's long yearning for a son, he was
finally born. He was starting to speak 1in .sentences, laughing .loudly, with
a tender knowledge of everything.

My commiseration made Dinu calm down This large, lumbering man
suddenly became quiet and calm. His eyes were extraordinary; in adversity,
they would dry ocut; with sympathy, they overflowed. The outer composure of
a miserable human being was broken down by the soft hand of compassion.
After a while, he told everything.

And this is exactly how i1t was with Dinu. Tears welling, he said,
"Sahap, the day before yesterday in the evening, he suddenly became still.
It wds diphtheria, they.said The doctor on duty said he needed injections.

It wbuld cost two notes of twenty --" :

s

-




7155-
he j -
When I heard this, I understood. He let his beard be pulled out
for the sake of this rose; his face blackened to save Allahdino. A man
had allowed the destruction of his dignity to save his son; he let himself
be dipped in blood to ma®ntain the links in the chain of 1ife. He had worn
the string of shoes around:his neck to preserve the law of creation; he y
has suffered scorn and curses so that his wife's lap would not fall empty.

N \

Blessed by Dinu's hands, the hands which had taken away the cover
soaked 1in the blood of hundreds of innocent children, the hands which had
uncovered madness, ignorance and tyranny. He has stretched out his hands
there, where the blood of the ll&ing ones had flowed on hundreds of 1ife-
less bones, but where not a drop of water was found for laughing blossoms,
there where age-o0ld bones rotted away, wrapped in silk, there where the buds
withered away, there where everythifig was enshrouded with smells and scents,
but where the perfume of the rose was gse€ifled. The dead had been brought
to life; the living, killed; the stone was offered prayers, the spirit,
murdered; the Golden Calf shouted, the o0ld idols were again set up.

Blessed by Dinu's hands,which were the first to snatch away this damned
cover so rich with curses! Behind his hands I saw hundreds,- thousands of
hands stretching out to spli't open the air, to measure the distances, to
open the ground, to tear the sky apart, to make the hidden gods topple down,
to destroythe authority of these false gods. Din Muhimmad had snatched the
reins f;om their hands.

I looked at his blood-stained body, his harmless face -- an innocent

face -~ and measured its hidden strength, His one worry had been his son.
My soul was flowing along with his soul. My heart beating as I took

hold of his hand. We looked at one another for a/ momént, then turnéd toward
his hut. Quietly, breathing heavily and full of misgivings, we stepped into
the peaceful hut. The child was moaning in his mother's lap. She uttered a
cry, "O Gulab's father!" The child called out one last time to his father,
"My child -- ," Dinu exclaimed. -

Lamentations broke out as the father and mother started to weep. Dogs
howled; the air darkened and leaves from the neem tree fell, as if to leave
the tree naked. The mother unknotted her hair as a sign of mourning. The
rose lay witheréd. Allahdino was destroyed ~- S50 was his mother, so was
Din Huhammad. .

s

Far away among the trees, beneath the tomb, upon the stone, in the gleam
of lights, the precious cover was spread out once more. -What a wonderful
cover. It reflected thin glittering rays -- injection needles for diptheria
perhaps. Outside arose the roaring laughter of the hashish-smokers celebrat-
ing the birth of Pirdino and the death of Allahdino. Smoke wafted about;
loudly they sang the praises of the saint who was buried there. They
cursed Din Muhammad. . ‘




REVIEWS

SHAHID HOSAIN , ed., First Voices: Siz Poets from Pakistan. Karachi:

Oxford University Press, 1965, 70 pPP., Rs. 12, !
Lately come out of Karachi is this worthy anthoiogy of verse by six
Pakistani poets writing in English, the first such collection tobe
published in that country since its genesis in 1947. The wait has been
worthwhile, for this is no ordinary assemblage of minor lyrics in tire-
some rhyme.- Reflected in the verse of these writers is an incredible range
of experience: expatriates who have lived in China, Morocco; the young
Muslim who encounters England and finds it alien; an Oriental poet who in
Tuscany feels a loss akin to that of his own land. More striking is

. evidence in these poems that poets of the sub-continent, writing in English,

have:indeed sloughed off the tendency to mimic Western verse and have
embarked,on a productive search for an idiom of their own.

Ahmed Ali, whose other contributions to the world of letters are
immeasurable, here makes no mean offering of poems stemming from his years
in China. These are remarkable in ‘their approximation of classical Chinese
poetry -- both in tone and subject matter. Drawing on traditional images .
suchias the willow and the plum tree, Ahmed Ali transmits with calm
clarity the pain of remembering:

13 v

Magnolia buds recall

My loved one's cream white hands.
But there is something of the poet's Persian heritage in the winecup and
his preoccupation with sorrow, for in these polished poems, three traditions
are fused. i “ "

Zulfikhar Ghose, who now lives in London, probe§ deeply the imprint of

-Western culture upon his own. Conversational in tone and possessing a

narrative element, his poetry is the most distinctive and perhaps the most
successful in this collection. Explaining what the Pakistani first feels
of England, Ghose writes:

A child at a museum, England for me

Is an exhibit within a glass case,

The country, like an antique chair, has a’rope

across it, )

A gimilar rope becomes the image of partition between India. and Pakistan,.

forcing the poet to reject the vibrant 1ife of his own country and to
adopt England as his home. Thus Ghose makes meaningful the most intense
experiences of his own life. No poet can do more. -

The editor of this collection, Shahid Hosain, possesses'é considerable

'poetic talent of his own. His verse is more formal, more traditional, than

that of Ghose, yet the juxtaposition of hard brilliance in imagery with
abgtractly intellectual passages is strongly metaphysical. The influenge of
Urdu and Persian verse is apparent in his marsiyah, an, elegy on the
martyrdom of Imam Husain. But Shahid Hosain is also capable of delicacy
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arid restraint: . .- - '
] o . : - . o
- Let us assume S .
' A metaphor of climate; let us say v ‘

The skies were grey, but did not weep, - L
The sun was warm, but did not shine, . )
And few birds sang, but birdsong

- Was never absent from the memory.

-

Riaz Quadir, whose verse is the most disappointing, offers a

. collection of lyrics convéntitnal in//one and subject matter: praise of a

love, regret for empty ruins, and grief for the young girl who goes to her
flower-bedecked marriage bed. That Quadir is unable-to go very far. beyond
his English models is ev?dent in these poorly disguised lines:

The shimmering bangle-jingle ' -

Rings the bell: ’ ' ‘

It tolls for thee . .
" For thou must sell

The liberty, thy breath, thy life. . . .

a*

In' the poetry of Taufiq Rafat, the rhyme 18 sometimes artificial and he
is more successful with free verse. Although a delight in experimentation'*
is obvious, his poetry is immature in its repetitious images and capital-
lettered abstractions, Occasionally, Rafat achieves a metaphor that makes
one wish that the whole of his verse were adequate to contaln that single

iking lfne: .

So in despair and love's despite,
We move in a cage of twilight.
The poetry of Shahid Suhrawardy is perhaps most reminiscent of T. S.
Eliot in itg shattering imagery and reverberating echoees of speech and
‘prayer. gzi Sthrawardy was of EXt5t's.. generation and shows himself .
capable ofi turning his masteY's lessons ‘into mettegzgf his own. The
strengths of his later work are evident in.selectiont from An 0ld Man's

- Songs, which transmit with sensitivity and force an old man's view of

the young: - T, : ‘
' WHat are old men to do with their lust? — ’
»  -Only to stitch their hearts
To the hem of your vhixling dress,
And scatter
Into iridescent dust!

!
-ty

First Voices 1s witmness to the fact that writers'of the sub-continent ©
have made of English far more than an alien language forcibly imposed from
the outside. With these six poets, English becomes a Gehie%e sufted to
exceedingly subtle and intense visions. Their, efforts tempt one to believe
that Macaulay's concept of English education has at last borne succulent—
fruit, It 4is not too much to foresee a body of rich literature in the
English language stemming from South,As;a; even ag those countries favor:

L)
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the vernacular in their struggle with’naéionélism. While this anthology ~*
is only a sampler of the fine poetry that remains unpublished, we would
hope to see it followed soon by a fuller chorus of” these same voices and

iiﬁers. . . | :‘ . j -
Janet M, Powers
‘Gettysburg €ollege .
. //. . - ‘ 7(

- /‘ - N N
ITALIAANDER, ed., In der Palmweinschenke. - "Geistige Begegnung,"
Band 14: Pakistan. Herrenalb, Germany: Horst Erdmann Verlag, 1966,
347 pp., n.ps — ) ‘ . . . .
v - L
In 1966 the Ihsti;zzz\::; International Relations in Stuttgart,

.

Germany, published an ology of German translations of Pakistani short
stories. It appeared as Volkime XIV in the Institute's series "Geistige
Bégegnung" ("Intellectual Encounter") and is entitled In der Palmwein-
schenke ("At the Toddy Shop"); its editor is Rolf Italiaanﬂer.

" In one of the two intreductory chapters Mr.%Italiaander outlines
briefly the\political history of Pakistan and*his own, connections with -
the communit} of writers and poets in that country, and in general justifies
the edition an S selections and excldéions. It i most unfortunate that
Mr. Italiaander dic t restrict higgélf toareporping facts rather than '
engaging in political propheéy —-,which proved to be wrong, given recent
developments in Pakistan -- apd chiding this generation of authors for not
- choosing politics as the subject matter for their stories more frequently
than they do. Besides, he-shows a cultural snobbery of the worst sort. It
1s by no means objectidnable in an introduction of this kind to point to
the difficulties writers in an emerging nation éncounter, i.e., the high
‘rate of illiteracy as an obstacle to a wide regdership; but -- and this is
the point =-_ compassionate understanding here takes the tone of a patronizing

pat on the back. The praise turns sour when pronounced from a position of .

assumed superiority; it comes out sounding like an "A" for .effort. In view
of the title of thé series, My, Italiaander's attitude strikes this .
reviewer ag being highly ironicdl, Furthermore, it is not very helpful to-
characterize an-author as "revealing the Asiatic mentality," since such a
vague and elusive gtatement is nothing more than a cliché. . -,

. The second iﬁgroduction'presen%s a concise review of the precursors oﬂ e
Pakistani literature, the problems arising from the multitude of languages
involved, and short biographical summaries of major poets and their
achievements, It was contributed by Professor Annemarie Schimmel, presently
of Harvard University, It is, of course,’a monumental task-to condense such
a vast amount of material meaningfully in fifteen pages, and the uninitiated
reader to whom this volume }s directed can orrly regreét that more space was
not assigned to. introduce him to a totally new subject. However, given this
limitation, Professor Schimmel accomplishes her task admirably, ’

The appendix contains a glossary of vocébqlary items and terms which
were left untranslated 1n the tekts, as’ well as’ ghor't biographies of the
authorg ihcluded in’ thig volume. rd ’

.
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The body of fictibn of this anthology is divided into two parts: the
first contains twenty-three short stories by West Pakistani writers; the
second, six by East Pakistani writers. Such a division, based on geopolitical
reagons, might ac.first glance seem arbltrary However, the reader will
discover a marRed ‘difference in the narratives, qualitatively and in mood,
between those stemming from the western portion in comparison to those that
aoriginated in the eastern part of Pgtistan. In fact, he will regret that the
number of stories 1included in the t© parts is not reversed; for in literary
merit those from the eastern region are far superior.

— The great majority, seventeen, of these narratives were translated into
German by Franziska Weidner, with Anna Valeton contributing six, Aanemarie
Schimmel three, and Detlev Chaiid and W. A. Oerley one each. It is impossible
for me to judge the accuracy or quality of these trapslations because many of
the stories were translated twice, 1.e., from the original language into
English and then tnto German, and I am unfamiliar with the original languages.
What 1s noticeable, however, 1s that there is, particulagly in the West
Pakistani storiés, a certain laxity of language that goe °beyond the colloquial
and strikes one rather gs jargon This may be the translator's idiosyncrasy,
or it may be a literary device fashionable amdig the particqlar group of

.writers whose works were i1ncluded in this volume.

0f the storles from West Pakistan, four deal with the upheavals in the
wake cf the partition of India and Pakistan. Three treat the problem of
people caught in thé relocation process and the hostilities encountered.
"Toba Sek Slngh " by Saadat Hasan Manto, set in an insane asylum, is the only
one of these stories to create a viable, unique hero in the person.,of Bishan
Singh (see Mahfil, VI, 2-3:14-23). Of coursey the setting itself and the -
fact chat Bishan Singh utters only one sentefice, an wnintelligible conglomer-
ate of languages, gives this narrative itsg spec (flavor. Unfortunately,
the tour-de-force ending spoils an otherwise’successful piece of fiction.
Bishan Singh, who refuses to be relogateds”is sprawled+out in the mud in the
no-man's land between India and Pakis n, and this after fifteen years of 7
refusing to lie down. ‘ '

7
And 1nteresting twist 1s also provided by the opening selection of the ;
anthciogy, "Primarily Autobiographical,” by Q. N Shahab. The narrator is f

_the- traditional chtlonal hero of Urdu.lite re who cynically adjusts
a pre—lndepen@ence to’a post- Independence e:TE%ZEEE‘Hn&~whe—eaﬁeasttiél
the

informs the Yeadér that the new freedom for thé Muslims in Pakistan {
avallablrrty of alcchol, but that at least Pakistan protects the faith of
girls wha', belng refugees, are forced into prostitution.

Five of the West Pakistani stories deserve ‘special mention beéause :
they srand dut from the rest stylistically -- though that may be' hard to
judge 1n translation -- and in subject matter and formal aspects. They are

,more concentrated, more integrated, and lead bBetter to the point. they wish Vo

to make There 1s the story of twenty- one-year-old Otto Kriger ("Hitch-

C hiking," by Qq;ratulayn Hydar), who-is on a world tour-to gather experience

and whe 1s killed by a stray bullet’ in Vietnam. Even though Kriiger is to

. a large extent stereotyped as a serious -and* intense German, his story is .

unencumbered by unnecessary detail. Every word in this sparse narrative
contributes directly, ig contrast to many of ‘the other stories. Simp city
of expression ig also characteristic of Saadat Hasan Manto's "The Bldck
Shalwar\" which deals with an interesting though nat original system of

~'16O
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barter. It-is part confidence game, part a Robin Hood story,| but without
being so pat, as are many.of the West Pakistani stories, which makes for sQ

3 -

m%Fh tedium, - ) - . /17

Very- touching, though often choppy and devoid of necess ry transitions,
is Mumtaz=Shireen's "The Defeat." It clearly bears the imprint of John
- Steinbeck (the author translated Steinbeck's The Pearl into Urdu), depicting
an.old man's tenacious struggle to retain his dignity, a fightshe inevitably
losés. Equally unforgettable is.a peasant's struégle, credted by Sagheer
Hussain in "The Lonely Scholar." This peasant finds the means to attend the
university only in his old age. At the university he leads a lonely.exisﬁence,»
being mockéd by the younger students. He ffzaily meets a/young poet and |
spends a night conversing with him, just a;é/gfhad envisioned college 1ife t¢
. be. Bdt because he fears the poet will tire of him on closer acquaintance,
.he leaves the university, returning to his village to cherish the memory of
this one night. J

The outstanding selection among those from West Pakistan is "Of
Blackened Face," by Jamal Abro (see p. 153 of this issue). Not only 1is the
story excellent, but it is formally 4inique among its companions. Written in
almost telegram style, it is at the sSame time a symbolic eonstruct of imagery, N
and the combination creates a startling and intriguing tension. To achieve
social protest with subtlety is in itself remarkable, but to achieve it in
this form is doubly admirable. The story concerns a cobbler whose body : N
bears all the marks of human cruelty. He had stolen a silken cloth from a
grave which had been decorated with it in celebration of the birth of a
wealthy man's son. The reason for the theft was poverty: - the cobbler's own
son was ill with diphtheria, and the medicine cost more than the cobbler had.
Upon discovery of the theft, the c;ty people had trampled, brutalized, stoned, .
and dehumanized him, and as a final indignity led him through town on a /
donkey. The silken cloth is then put back on the grave and the cobbler's sbn
dies. x . -

) L " - . .

The remaining W%gf Pakistgni stories need net be mentioned-in detail, :
for nothing distingufshes them. They all share a noted absence of imagery,

. and where it is employed it fails to be integral to the story and -strikes"

- one as being tlagged on. Furthermore, readers who expect a great -deal of

. }ocal color permeating these pages will be disappointed, the publisher's

‘ advertising notwithstanding. No "mysterious glamor of a strange world,"

" but rather pettiness, poverty, corruption, and greed are the themgs most
frequently used. Many of the stories show indebtedpess to.foreign writers
-= B8ll, Hesse, Steinbeck, to mention but a few -~ and most of them do not
manage to go beyord being imitations. - - :

The, stories from East Pakistan are radically different and all bdar
discusging. Amodg them are two contributions by Syed Waliullah, "The
Capgo" and "The Way Out," which, being so divergent in subject matter and
tragtment, testify to the author's wide“range and versatility. "The ..
Carg \ is'my favorite of.the entire volume (see Mahfil, 11, 2:23-27). It
tells the simple story of two young fishermeh and an orphan waiting in vain
for a cargo .of molasges. They are hungry and dread returning home emp ty-
handed to their hungry families. An old man asks to be taken home by~ them
buf/dies during the voyage. After the fishermen deliver the corpse to his

e \ / . - '™ .e
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relacives, théy go on down the river to their own homes. What makes this
tale so irresistible is the mood permeating it. It is a fully lyrical

mood, subdued 1in.tone, in which the themes of life and death are treated. -
The great manifestations of nature, water, night, and moon, the noises

come alive in Waliullah's poetical language; nighr, death, and the river are
viable agents without being abstracted personifications. Hovering over the
narrative 1s a sense of mystery that allows the reader to participate in-

this world of wonder and be touched by ‘the phenomena of life and death. . ///

"The Way Out" takes us into a totally different world, that of a
train full of refugees. A young man, haunted by memories of the bloodshed
he saw during the parctition, tries desperately to establish a link of
communicacion with a little girl sitting atross the aisle from him. How-
ever, his attempts fail; he friggtens the girl into thinking he is m:;//

and 1n crder to protect her fr this fear he searches the compartmen to
find the deranged man. When he cannot find him there, he opens the door
of the moving train to look for him outside. Here is a story.which deals
with a brutally grim reality in a fashion that lifts it out of the trite
and sentimental which mark so many of the West Pakistan stories; and its
simultaneous starkness and subtlety fill the reader with horror and com—
passion  Jjust as in "The Cargo," the author here takes an individual
situation, but intensifies 1t so that it transcengs the purely individual.

A similar process 1s at work in Syed Mahmudur Rahman's '"The Parade,"
in which an i1dealistic and dedicated village teacher searches for means to
keep his students uninvolved in corrupt politics until their religious
education 1s completed"and has made them righteous and pure men who will
then end all corruption as *the new gkneration of leaders. He sees his
" hopes thwarred and 1s upstaged by the politicians; at the end, he is left
not only to face his failure but to see the very strategy he had devised
to prorect his students perverted to seduce them. Here again the writer
takes a situation and locality which are, in themselves, of little import
and- lets shine through them a significance of a far wider impact.

The ceptral image of "The Leader," by Abu Jafar Shamsuddin is that
of a python that seems to want to devcur everything. It is, structurally,
a c.assi. short story in that it concentrates on an extraordinary event and
does so concisely The narrator, who directs a good deal of sarcasm toward
himseli, eaciier in life had discovered hif talents as a party. speaker quite
by accident, because he was attracted to a party.functionary's beautiful
sister One day, at the time when the famine of the 1950's was already
being felt, he spoke on foreign policy at a large rally in Bengal. He saw
an immense train of emaciated women approach from a distance. This sight
so paraiyzed the speaker that, when the women were quite close and.screamed
for rice, he felt so threatened, as by a python, that he took to his heels
and iled The trouble is that years later he is still running. What
strikes one parclcularly»ln_thls story is the horrifying realdity. of hunger
and the discrepancy of this reality to the setting of a rally, 'the speech
- on foreign afrairs, and the speaker's own motives. all elements of the
narrative are well integrated, and the tone in which it is told unites the
. incongruity and absurdity of what' it told.

F




‘naked burial, which is illeggl but cheap. His widow spends her last two
_rupees for funeral prayers.

- 463 - ‘ @

In Sarakat Osman's "How_Abed Ali Got to Heaven,'" we again encounter
a very simple tale in a very simple form with not only shattering social
implications but also implications for transcending the narrow confines of
its characters and setting. We meet a very poor man who dreams of heaven
d w

He even has a fixed image of the houris, a touching f&sfon of his wife

and a young girl he once saw at a railroad station. When he is fraudulently
indicted in a court of law, his defense and the necessary bribes to
officials cost him all his money. He dies at night, making possible a

as a place without work a hose wishes for possessigég are modest indeed.

.

. A widow is also the central character of the last story in the
collection, by M. Abu Taher. The title could as well be translated ""The
Sacrifice" as "The Victim." This twenty-year-old girl follows her
mother's footsteps in her desire to remain faithful to her dead husband's
memory; she thus refuses to remarry, thereby condemning herself and her
mother! to the most abject poverty. Her great beauty, which makes it
impossible for her to find work and to mingle with other people, keeps®
her indoors. Once, however, she ventures to market at dawn, before anyone
is about on the streets, and she is trapped by a white slaver. When she
realizes the fate that awaits her, she drowns herself rather than submit.

¢ All the selections in this volume share in common the sense of
victimization. Their protagonists are the little people, at the mercy of
corruption and defeated in their efforts to maintain themselves and their
families, and most are thwarted in trying to salvage some personal human
dignity. None of the twenty-nine stories gives a glimpse of a world that
is or'promises to be orderly. Neither are there apocalyptic visions or
great passions except, perhaps, the image of the python in "The Leader."
It is this conformity of outlook that makes the collection somewhat suspect.
How far is it truly representative of Pakistani literature? 1Is it the
editor's predilection of mood, tone, and subject matter, or is the lack of
variety and span really Xypical for contemporary writers, as the publisher's
advertising suggests?  The example of "The Cargo" seems to indicate other- .
wise. : ‘
]

Renate Gerulaitis

Oakland University v “y

r
- 9 .

SIR MUHAMMAD IQBAL. Javid-nama. Translated from the Persian with
Introduction and Notes by A. J. Arberry. London: Allen & Unwin, 1966,
151 pp. ’ : .

English was the first language into which one of the major,worké of
Igbal, agrar-e khodr ("secrets of the self"), was translated. First
published in Lahore in 1915, that philosophical poem came out in England
only five years later in the translation by the old master, Professor R.
A. Nicholson, who included in his translation the text of a letter from
the poet's own pen elucidating some of his thoughts. Javid-nama, his
most significant worK, however, was to be introduced to the Western world

12 o~ |
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first in an Italian translation (1952), then in German (1957), only in

1961, nearly thirty years after the publication of the original. text in

1932, was an English réndering printed in Lahote.l This English version

of the poem, being written in verse form, does not satisfy the needs of

scholars who care more about exactness than elegance. Despite its chamm ;
and beauty of style, this version remains a very free translation, which,

however much enjoyable for some, is less reliable for othérs. Moreover,

it does not provide the reader unfamiliar with Persian with sufficient

explanations of the text, without which the depth of many ideas in the

poem and their background cannot be felt and appreciated.

These were perhaps the reasons which motivated the late Professor A.
J. Arberry tc prepare a new translation. Ar y was a great master of
Islamic literatures who many times had prove s unique ability by
translating scme c¢f the famous works of literature, philosophy, and religion
from Arabic and Persian into English. This was not the first timé he put
his hand to Igbal. He was drawn to the great poet-philosopher many years
before. Aiready in 1947 he had translated The Tulip of Sinai, a’section
of the bock payam-e mashreq ("the message of the East"); in 1948, .The
Persia. Psalms !zabur~e 'ajam); in 1953, The Mysteries of SerZessness
(rcmuz~e bekhodi); and finally in 1955, The Cdmplaint and Answer, part of
a book entitled bang-e dara ("call of the caravan'),

Scholars unanimously consider javid mama as Igbal's magnum opus, the
Divine Cumedy of thé Islamic East and a modern classic of world literat e.
Indeed, the poetic beauty of this'work is as fabcinating as to rank it/?
among the best poems of classical Persian literature. Its philosopby,
born cut of a deeply-felt- concern for the misery,and decadence 1ﬂ7which
the Muslims of the subcontinent and of all the Middlquastern countries
were submerged, was doubtlessly of such strong impetus as to help create
a new nation. But the message of Uavzd—nama is too sublime in jts vision
to bs limited to the fare of Muslims only. It is. dlrectgd to mankind in
genera.. Irs scope is to form a new man who 1s fully 'aware of his self,
‘potent.elly _:eative apé actively sharing with God fn the task of ruling
over the whole udiverse. One_should read along with this work Igbal's
asrir-e khedi, 1omuz-e bekhcdi and payam-e mashreq, now fully available
in exceilent German translations,zln order to realdze tha? the poet, though
immediazely occupied with the State of the Muslim nations -- their cultural
and religious entity being threatened by blind imitation and hasty import
-of only the gaudy valueg and habitg of the West —- is trying to build a
more compréhensive system of thought by way of synthesizing the e ocentric
and materialistic concept of life prevailing in the West with the rather
spiritually-oriented wisdem of the East. Thus, he hopes te bring about
a practical philosophy which would encompass all domains of human existence .
and would be universally applicable to life on earth.

L Obviously, it is not within the limits and scope of this review even
to tcuch simply on the phiIOspphy of Igbal. 1Interested scholars can find -
ample and ever-increasing studies of Igbal's philosophy in many languages.

- . : ~ -
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" achievemént must be constdered unique 1n eyery respgct. During his life-
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Whatever place he may g%nally assume in the pantheon of human culture
among’the great poets andtlinkersofthe world, it remains a fact that Igbal
with his ideas helped a great nation of Muslims to be born and .to secure

its independence. He also managed with his works to set up a lighthouse

for that nation which many future generations will look to for guidance -
at a cime when the political turbulence of the poet's own age will no lenger . .
exist. In addition, the problems of man's quest for peace with himself Xtid _ IR
his destiny, and man's need for an answer to the essential and everlasting . “
problems of existence-haVe also occupied the poet. The people of Pakjstan
have every reason to be proud of Iqbal as the great spiritual founder of
their state who so decisively effected thescourse of history for their .
country and who, at the same rtime, was a genius which their land gave to
the whole wérld. .. ’

Iranians are equally filled with both gratitude to and g}ide in Igbal.
Théy are grateful for the tremendous.wealth of thought and poetic beauty
with which he eamriched Persian poetry, which perhaps never before him was
used with such precision in expression of philosophical ideas. They ar® : Y
proud because of their cultyral héritage and the great classical literature
from which Iqbal derived so much. One could even say that he identified -
himself with the mainstream of Iran's old culture: He not only employed
the vehicle of Persian language in almost all of #is more important and_
significant works; ‘but he also made no one less than Mauldn3 Jalil al-din -
Rumi his leader through the cosmic spheres. His attachment’to Maul3n3 Rumi
can be felt everyyhere in his poetty. Despite the fact that Persian .

- poetry had a long and deeply established tradition in India, Igbal's

‘time Persian wds no longer the court or official language of India. The

old literary- traditions were fading; Western influences were growing with
the spread of English, which had long since pushed Persian aside. Neverthe-
less, we find Iqbal, who started writing Persian poems as late as 1915 when
he was already forty-two years old, using that language with all its poetic
expressions and 1ts conventional figures of speech so remarkably well_and

so superbly that 1t would be no exaggeration to say that he animated that
language to new heights of expression and thought." Iqbal's amazing mastery
in writing Persian poetry must appear even more ar astonishing mystery if
we remember that he, according to his biographers, could hardly speak e
Persian Two short letters in Persian which he wrote im 1932 to the late
Professor Sa'id Nafisi3 clearly show the gap between the rather clumsy

style he might*have learned ih his environment for practical purposes such .

as letter writing, conversations, etc,, and the knowledge he derived from ~

the deep ocean of a literature many centuries olds which sﬁived as the

course of inspiration for such a work as gyavid-nama. ..-

- A .

Professor Arberry's style of translation is often .criticized for lack:
-of conformity with modern taste and for the use of some obsolete words and
grammatical forms which alienate his language that of present-day
readers. No matter how true this criticism m ght be, one must always keep--.
in mind that'Arberry was in the first instance a scholar to whom-accuracy
was a far more fmportant criterion of translaton than the‘external problems
-of form and style, which are thé concern of poets and artists. The lucky oot
cembination’of both remains a rarity. The Italian and German readers of

s .
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javid-nama are perhaps more fortunate in that respect. Il poema celeste
is translated as Italian friends and cclleagues will agree and confirm,
in an- extremely elegant and graceful style which, though in prose, has a
' great poetic charm. In addition to that, Professor Bausani has furnished
. his translacion with a large numbér of footnotes which quite often are N
mcre than simply an elucidation of a reference or an 1dentification of a
proper name In many cases, he embarks ¢n commenting upon the background
. of a statement and explains Igbal's philosophy. Professor Schimmel' S 7%, T
| German translation is a Nachdichtung, a poetic rendering; yet her scho arly
,commitmen\\‘inhi:ielf is a safe guarantee against any deviation from the .
originzl texXt; Though a certain linguistic ‘freedom can never be avoided in
" a verse translation. Both Schimmel and Arberry have placed the explanatory
notes at the end of the work. Besides that, Schimmel provides the reader
with an ‘aiphaberical list of the names of persons and places which she .
explains, \The lack of a similar index, or at least a cross reference, in
. the English translation -often confronts the non-Persian reader with_a _
problem of understanding. The word alast, for example, occurs in javid-nama
several gimes. In verse 273 -- Arberry's version is numbered —- it is
rendered as ''The day pr1mord1al" and is further explained in the notes. In
verse 2131, we find "a moment of Alast" for the same term without an . .
explanaultu cr a cross reference in .the notes. Another example would be .
haidar, which 1is explained with a reference to verse 1346, but passed over
withcut a note in verse 2167. Slmllarly,~qaar is explalned in verse 605,
but not in verse 716. Theése are just a few fandqm selections to show that
an arpnabeticar iist of names and places; as ~well as cross referencing,
would have been & very useful adjunct to this volume. N

N\ .
in this general context of scholarly accoutrements, it must be added
that Professor Arberry does not seem to have tried anything more than copy-
ing the bare minimum of explanaticns already available in other Western .
tranaia%fons of the text. I am sure that a greater effort on his part to '

o

comprehend the 1deas behind a song or a group of verses which are not too : .
clear at)\firsr glance would have revealed to him much more than he apparently
had tsen gble tc offer in his notes. "The Song of Tahira" (p. 92), for
~ exampiz, is 1n Teallty one of the most behutiful and famous_poems composed
- by Tahira herself, which Igbal must have read in some Baha'i source either
in Irdia or i1n England. Arberry does not mention this.* The second poem
urder Tahira's name (p. 96) is a composition by Igbal himself, reflecting
the prin-iple of progre581ve revelations of God, which i$ so fundamental to
the Babi and Baha'i religion Only in light of this basic teaching can one.
understadd what igbal wants Tahira to say. Arberry, apart from giving no -
. comment on this point, unfortunately seems to have missed the messages
The subject of verbs- 1n the vss. 2287-88 and 2290-92 (i.e., "meets," "turns,"

-

3

passed away " "lies," "be', is "frenzied servant of God" in vs.2283 rather than
"passion” 1in vs.2285 (p. 86) The true sense of Tahira's statement is, thus,
N unfottunately lost,b ’

lqbal s origunal Persian, due to the complexity of philosoohical ideas, is,
of course, scmetimes not clear enough.~ It would be the translator's task to
remo¥e any such ohscurities. Acberry has no doubt achieved this task in most
instanles. That some uncertainties have still remained and that some evident
mistakes have been made will be shown in the iollowing examples which were
found_cr. s: merandomlyselectedpages Larefully compared with the original

text: -
5 - 1866 _ o
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_\Iqbal, p. 54, vs. 1. baqq}\Arberry, vs. 535, "love" instead of
"God";. Bausani, "Dio"; Schimmel, "Gott." Of course, Arberry translates this
word correctly in many other places, even on the same page only two verses
later, )

Jgbal, p."%5, vs., 5: nazar; Arberry, vs., 712, "glance." The poet
means,. I beliewg, "reason" or "intelleét," as opposed to "heart" (gabl)
in the same yerse. Bausani, "sguardo"; Schimmel's version is freer ang
somewhat different, ' g

4
. * *

Iqbal; p. 134: niw—shab az tab-e mahan nim-ruz; Arberry, vs. 2121:
"midnight, a world half day in moon's gleam." More cor ectly,

: o it Epuld.‘
.t be: "Midnight it was, yet midda§TIE*Eﬁé‘gieam~Qﬁ‘iti/égons."

s

.. D'qual,_p. 136: . . . ke pa nagodhadkt be jada-e ke dar u kuh-o
* dast-o darya nist; Arberry, vss. ,2153-54, . + .+ who mever set fopt on
‘any high-road that ran over. . . ." The line\ghould read: ", . ., did

, not run over. M .
‘ * - * .
‘ Igbal, p. 138: chand dar afkar-e khod bashi
", ¢+ how Iong will you be. . . ." should read ",
1 N

\ 4

have been.";

4 s

ir; Arberry, vs., 2187,
for how long you
) 5
Iqbal, P; 143: buy; Arberry} vs. 2261, '"epell" shou
. Below I quote some examples of the difference in the trandations
‘'which are'cau§ed by the ambiguity of the poet's expression itdelf\W

1. Iqbel, p. 144, vs. 6:° kohnagi-ra az tamasha mirbq<iz;
a

read 'éolor."

«

u ‘ Bausani, p.. 12b: "Rapisce aila vista ogni vecchia c \\." “ ,f“\\%
Schimmel, p. 110: "Reisst zur Schau empoxr die aitesten\Dinge."
T ) ¥ .
Arberry, vs. 2286: 'Removes from vision the old and stale."

2. Igbal, p. 145: bolbol az way rangha andukhtéh. )

™

N -Bausani, p. 127: "L'us{gnolo per lui ha tesoreggiato color¥, ™ ——
Schimmel, p. 111: "Die Nachtigall legt an ein bunt Gewand."

Arberry, vs. 2300:  "The nightingale daubed with colors as
: ' its result.”

r . - _ _ .
3. 1Igbal, p.'l6l1% shisha-ra bogdakhtan 'ari bowad. -

Bausani, p. 136:' "Non ci vuole nulla per- fondere un pezzo
) . di vetro.V o . ’ .
q .-
Schimmel, p. ’'121: "Glass zu schmelzen Ygt ein Kinderspiel."
Arbefry, vs. 2580: "It were a shime to melt a pilece of glass."
™ ;.




. - 168 -

While speaking of what method of translation a translator should
adopt, Arberry quotes two passages from Reconstructzon of Religtous
Thought in Islam, a short one and a longer one, both of ‘which Igbal has
translated himself from javid-n@ma. These are, indeed, free interpretations,
a method which is allowed the author alone. For others, especially scholars,
loyalty to the original text must remain the prime concern. Professor
Arberry has followed this course. For his translation, he says, ". . . the
aim has been to adhere as closely as possible to the meaning of the original
Persian® (p. 16)\ Women and translations, some have said, have one quality
in common: they both are either only beautiful or only faithful. That this
maxim does not hold in the case of women needs no proof. As for translationms,
I sincerely hope that Arberry's translatlon of Javzd-ﬂama will serve as
good evidence of the falsehood of this 'statement.

Heshmat Moayyad

University of Chicago ‘

NOTES

1. The Italian translation, Il poema celeste, with extensive notes by
Alessandro Bausani; one-volume translation, Bari, 1965, the German .
translation, as well as the Turkish eneof 1958, by Annemarie Schimmel,
Buch der Ewigkeit, Munich, 1957; the English version, The Pngrzmage of
Etermity, by Shaikh Mahmud Ahmed, Lahore, 1961.

2. Annemarie Schimmel (tr.). Botschaft des OstensypwWiesbaden, 1963.

3. igbal-nama (a publicatlon of Danish Magazin, Teheran), 1330 A.H. /1951
p. 74, -

_4. Professor Schimmel is also not explicitly clear in this song; see
Buch der Ewigkeirt, p. 106 and heélﬁntrodhction, p. l4. B

5. See Bausani, Il poema celeste, notes 144 and 147, p. 121 and p. 126.

6. . The German translation is also not free from this error. Sehnsucht
(passiord) is made the subject of the above-mentioned verbs (pp. 110-111).

7. I have used the original text in the 1945 edifion by Entezami Mission
Press, from which the quotations in this review have been taken. This

edition, incidentally, has many typographical errors; for example: p. 13,

vs. 6, koshud for goshud; p. 14, vs. 9, QVr for var; p. 25, vs. 7, kosha
for gODha, p. 145, vs. 6, nafas for naqdh; p. 149, vs. 5, gahi-gahi for

gah—gah s p. 149, vs. 7, ad for u; p. 150, vs. &4, mmar for mntzy (montazar);

- p. 207, vss. 8-9, anbar for anban. This last error is a serious one which

should be checked perhaps with the manuscript of the text.

-
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NOTES ON THE CONTRIBUTORS

Ghulam+Abbas: born in 1909; has written only two books of stories, bﬁt is
considered very highly by all the critics. The story translated here
1s from the second book, jaare kii cagndni. '

Jamal Abro: ' b. 1924 in Sangi, Larkana District, Sind; he started writing
in 1940; his works deal primarily with social problems and have been
translated extensively into Russian.

Alauddin Al-Azad: poet, novelist, story writer, essayist and playwright.
See Mahfii, 11.2., for another story. ‘ X

. . y

Robert Anderson: Professor of Amerjcan Thought and Language at Michigan
State University and presentlyian acting editor for Mahfil.

Alessandro Bausani: Professor of Persian and Urdw at the University of
Rome; author of histories of Persian and Pakigtani lYteratures; has
translated Igbal and Ghalib int$ Italian.

‘ (

-

Janet Powers Gemill: reaches Engliéh at éet;ysﬁ rg Ccllege.
\ .

*

Rehate Gerulaitis: holds a Ph.D. frbm the University of'Michigan where
she submitfed a dissertation on Goethe's Eget-West Divan; she teaches
German literature at Oakland University. ////

. . 1

Zia Haider: works in the Bengali Academy, Dacca; writes poetry, lays,
short stories and -songs; has produced many stage and teleyfsion plays
in Dacca. : ‘

Abdullah Husain: his ‘novel, udaas naslen, won Pakistan's highest litera
avard, the Adamjee Prize, in 1963. The story translated here first
appeared in gavera in 1962, and was his first published work. See
Mahfil, 11.2., for a section from the novel. :

Heshmat Moayyad: was educated in.Germany, has Eaught at the Oriental
Institute in Naples, and presently teaches Persian in the Department
of Near Eastern Languages and Civilizations of the University of

Chicagb

N. M. Rashed: b. 1910; leading Pakistani Urdu poet; his latest volume of
poetry is entitled laa = insaan ("nothing = man," 1969); has worked
for United Nations Radio in New York and is presently in Iran with
UNESCO. See Mahfil, I1I, 2, For additional poems.

/

Enver Sajjad: a-doctor by profession; writes plays and stories; paints.
The story tramslated here is from his recent collection tsta'aare
(Lahore, 1970), which he also illustrated.
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Pabitra Sarkar: has taught Benga11 Literature at Jadavpur University;
writes poetry, acts; at present working for a Ph.D. in Linguistics
at the University of Chicago. (Mr. Sarkar has asked us to add_the
following note to his translation of the original Bengali article
that appeared in amrita (Calcutta) in February, 1970: "The author,
though born in' what is now called East Pakistan, 1s not a citizen
of Paklstan, but be;gngs to that narrow ethno-cultural unit called

. the Bengali. He is concerned with everything that happens to his
culture, hence this article. His being a Hindu is totally irrelevant
to what he has to say here. Further, “his purpose has not been to
flaunt his own opinions, but to present in summary the ideas of the
proscribed authors.')

Annemarie Schimmel: Professor, Center for Middle Eastern Studies, Harvard
University; author of Gabriel's Wing, the highly acclaimed study of,
Igbal's thought; has extensively translated into German from Arabic, a
Persian, Turkish, Slndhl ard\Urdu.

Syed Waluillah: author of several novels, plays and books of stories, has
received several literary awards; works in the Foreign Service of his
country. See Mahfil, II.2., for another story.
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