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SUFI A Q NIAZ AS GHALIB'S INTERPRETER
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Assistant Professor of Urdn
Allamalgbal Open University, Islamabad

Abstract

Sufi AQ Niaz rendered Mirza Asadullah Ghalib's select
verse nto English under the name of Whispers from
Ghalib_ It was published by Feroz Sons, Lahore in 1960. It
comprises one hundred and fifteen verses from Ghalib's
Urdu poetry. These verses are randomly picked from
Dhvan-e-Ghalibputiing no serious effort in this regard. This
arficle i1s a critical analysis of Niaz's English rendition of
Ghalib's Urdu verse.
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But no in the heart

of every drop of water
Latent lies the seed

Of a song, at the chimax,
Which waxes mto a cry
of "I am the sea". (1)

For a long, long time

I've been a devoted pupil

At the hard school

of mner griefs,

But still I stand

Only on threshold

Learning to assimilate

The most elementry truths
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That 'rafat' means 'went away’,

And ‘was' in bood! (¥)
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In some wild tavern

With a tankard of wine,

If T may not lend myself

To the mood of the moment.

It matters little where I pass

The rest of my days.

Let it be a mosque.

Or a monastery, or an old

Shrine of some samt

Anywhere, and anvhow

What difference. at all

Does it make? ()
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Like a sudden blaze
Which leaps up

In a heap of straw,
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The fire of a Love

Which springs from the baser appetites,
Or a desire for gain

Consmmes itself and dies,

In a flash; and nothing remains

But a heap of ashes,

Or half burnt odds and ends! ()
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I too have known

Of a thousand ways of disporting
Myself and drinking to the lees
That sparkling cup

With which the dancing lights

Of our destiny or our doom,

With madness burning in the veins,
Do lead us on! But now. alas_
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Those reckless raptures seem
But little more
Than half forgotten memories

Of a dim and distant dream! (&)
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My days, somehow, would have
Dragged themselves out,
Even without the strength
From memories derived:
Why, then, does this
Sweet, hammting pain

Such havoc play
With my peace of mind? (1)
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The good. of course, I know ;
And well do T approve of it ;
But yet I pursue the worse,
Bemg helpless in the matter ;
For there is no incense
I can burn at the altar
Of mine own nature
To persuade it to take
The virtuous turn ! (&)
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This desolate evening
Is the beginning of separation
From my sweetheart-—the begmning
Of a dreary existence,

Devoid of sweetness

And the meaning of life.
Let tears of blood

Now flow from my eyes,
Even until they lose

Their light - Tl take it
That two dripping candles
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Hawve melted away,
And wasted themselves
In the night! (A)
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Long ago when Majnoon

Was still a child

On the walls of the school
Writing his alphabet,

My life and all I vielded

To a realisation of the mystic
View of self-abnegation

In the paths of love.

But of those aspirations

The long awaited fulfilment?
Ah not vet! (3)
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And as for your moral preaching,
Your sublime philosophising,
Only please allow me to say
That I do not understand It
And much less do you seem
To understand me if you think
I drink for pleasure
That I drink from choice,
For the sake of a borrowed
Feeling of exhilaration.
Mot at all: oh no:

I drink because I am human
Life, as you know,

Often huris hke hell;

And many a time,

Through the day and night,
I feel the knife

Going deep into my heart,
When I feel the pan

More than others,
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Bemg more human
On such occasions I drink
To get away from the pain;
To forget it. if possible
Call it folly, if vou like,
Or cowardice, or just unmanly escapism;
But I call it human
Deeply, mtensely human
So let me be, and let me
Life my life. even though
I have nothing better
To live it on than drink! (i+)
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