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Himayat Ali Shair was born in 1!930 in Aurangabad,
(Deccan) India. Besides literary achievements he
made his mark as a journalist, broadcaster, television
compare, playwrite, film producer, director and song
writer. Received awards in 1962, 63, 64 as ‘‘Best
Film Lyricist.” Has toured U.S.A. Canada. UK, India
and Middle East Countries on invitation to Mushairas
and literary seminars, He is now teaching in Sind
University (Pakistan),
Among his published works are :
POETRY

““Aag Mein Phool™ (1956, received President
Award in 1859) “*Mitti Ka Qurz" (1974, given Writers
Guild Adamji Literary Award) '‘Tashnagi Ka Safar’”
(1981, long fictional & dramatic poems) ““Haroon Ki
Awaz” (1985),
PROSE

“Shaikh Ayaz" ( 1979, eritical study of most
prominent modern sindhi poet). *‘Shakhs-o-Aks"

(1984, based on critical articles reviews & literary
discussions).

¥
1 " 7
] S
‘_/‘ -Li"d' }/-7/?»‘ il .
o s
7, ] e & Se0”
o7

/ﬁ&& T8 el Uy

(/ S yomdot of Pecs

Precnsse .

2300 ( son ot ‘P&'ft )

- ) — 4y
= o sl e
= S Tl =
g €7 & —
= ?< ’z2 —
- 3 p v
- & e L
- 9% ) —
= 89 e -
- ley Iy

- "9 S 3“ ‘ .
Laar piap - PonTABL gmvakﬁ'r/.



/f{.;l-nac..r_J' : z;g/;

FLOWER
FLAMES

(A Poem on world peace)
y Entitled in Urdu
“BENGAL SE KOREA TAK”
7
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POETRY OF LOVE & PEACE

Mohammad Ali Siddiqui

Poetry is more than the composition of feelings.
It reflects the moods of the times through the medium
of words in a way which enriches one's own
interactions. Modern Urdu poetry—ever ‘since the
thirties—has in its corpus the echoes of national and
international events. Thomas Mann, the well known
German wnter, was emment[y rlght when he wrote thatl ;

It is true

in the case of Modern Urdu poetry as well
Hnmayat Al| Shair is surely one of thosa poets




poem. “This is notan autobiographical poem;
probahlwthls might be termed as one. The central
character of this poem could be myself or you,
Bengal became the graveyard for tens of thousands of
people despite being far away from the theatre of
war itself and Korea is the latest Hiroshima. The
farther this Hiroshima extends itself the outer limits
of (the famine stricken) Bengal would also increase by
leaps and bounds. In the light of this background the
central character of this story could be reckoned as an
individual one as well as a collective entity, "

Pr Rajinder Singh Varma’s translation of
. PoEm is a labour of love, Prof.
'a name for himself for translating
'oetry into Enghsh for a climate
ng but the ideas of peace and
H:e' hés ac‘quitfed h:mself

an*Fus} ng &

of expressing -
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details is so refreshing that he lifts up the whole
landscape. He employs a dialectical sensibility for
recording rural motifs while his contemporary Telegu
poet Shishinder Sharma in his poem translated in urdu
(Meri Dharti, Mere Log) has subsumed himself with
Nature itself. Itis nature speaking out to the poet.
Himayat Ali Shair employs a different technique &
idiom. He makes the centre-piece of his poem look in
retrospect on the ghastly wars, He doesn’t understand
as to why Man allows himself, at times, to turn into
Beast. He appears to be crystal-gazing - scene after
scene—until the images of eventual sanity start leaping
forth. Images of death & decay are superceded by
those of life and rejuvenation.

Life is a cyclic movement, The poet seesin the
marriage rites of his imaginary character's daughter the
triumph of the will to overpower death. The forces of
destruction appear finally receding in the shade, he
concludes. Itisa case of complete identification—
intermingling of the thought-processes of the two-the
poet himself & his created being.

Life is also a ritual. The wars & pestilences are,

It appears, parts of symbolism illustrating the ailments
attacking human body. As there is always a moment
1o grieve, there is not very far behind the moment to
teel a bit optimistic. It is like joy & grief alternating
themselves in perfect rhythm,

The poem erlds w:th the apocalypt:c lines.
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This story is not an autobiography but it
can be one. The central cha;acter of this sml‘v
may b‘B“l as wal! as you Z
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That village, my native land PRACE
Paradise and hell of mine

'Surroundmg a few mansions
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Youth - a wave of surging flood

Youth - a loud cry of gales

| Seething fire in pebbles’ veins
Boiling point of life’s blood
Wit akin to craziness

| Frenzy to wisdom allied
Assuaging rest
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Thouglit and feelings folly-born
_ Took pebbles for precious gems
| Cheated by a sacred trick
i Looked on firmament as earth
Reckoned bowing at the sill
Of every delusion, faith.
ping life in shreds of shrouds

Wrapp

Looked s elegan
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Eventide - My tawny love
Happy eve of solitude
When at its own pulsations
Life intially blushed

To my panting urges flute
Ir




Day N night a wakefulness
Dipped in sleep I underwent

In the sleeping rooms of youth
T Lingered ever light of Moon

' Saqi mine and tavern mine

o1 5_? Life was ever sunk in cups

& Evening was a&mommg sweet

' And at sun-up evening fell
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Crumbled with a sudden jerk
Drunken dreams of self-deceit
Raging tempests tore to shreds
Cloak of roses dipped in dew
With a whiplash shattered all
Roses dancing on the waves
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Ah ! the sweating dawn N dusk
| Punishment of sins of youth
‘ Every breath in pain engulfed
| Every glance in search of bread

E Worrying for dawn at night




Sincc

I whose conscience is a slave

I whose mind and heart are serfs
I don’t know how lofty is

Place of Man in nature’s court
My each morn’s life’s dawn
Every evening’s life’s eve
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Holding civilisation’s flag

War was going round the globe
Bitter-hearted, lips asmile

Ever kept on shedding blood
In the name of coming dawn







That depression, hush N calm

Curbing cries ‘neath the throat.
_ Touching lips and turBing words ToRneng
L Trembled out of fear unknown i
Awe inspiring shadows grind
Bloody' teeth a” every mote
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And when quivering lips of mine
Lowered to kiss mother’s feet

Din of many laments rose
Many lavas did exg
Cries ‘gainst th



e

None could cheer up my heart

43

I did leave but my tears
Accontpanied me all along
Cries echoed in my ears

If I get a moment quiet
House shrmks mto my eyes







[n those lashing, leaping flames
Racing, crying, cracking heads

Roaring giant aircrafts

47




B - e i s
L i oy 1 L L R e . -

49

All around men galore
And an awful solitude

_ Fears waving snaky hoods
+ Eyes glazed and mind aghast '
| Shaking hearts at every step




[ did muse at every step
Where am I, Where’s my life,
Hid in bosom of my Bride,

Is the pride of motherhood
Reveries of my sister dance
In what heavens no or

B VA b A b e Rl
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O my dawn and my eve
Since the even seeking daw;-l.
Din of wards killing hush
Betraying gusto for life
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Far beyond my solitudes

In my house entered spring
Life did: its lavely heaghts




%
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With a total calm and poise

I was at my wits’ end

On the one hand, fear of death
On the other, longings new
Methought after all for what
We were thus a-'t..::d'afggﬁ;rfs drawn

.’W. S
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O in gentle morning wind
Outburst of chirping dawn
Every moment shrinking dark



Topsy turvy dreams of youth
Started stirring in the eyes

Zest of life began to breathe
& In the sighs gi\iﬂ cries again.
slitter ps O y sm
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In the silver gloss of coins
Morning of my dreams smirked
Grace of many rising days
Spangled stars in night’s hair
Clank of many anklets coy
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] O my country, my Bengal
Land of constant mutinees
Land of folk sayings N songs
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I had hoped to welcome me
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I was in my land and it

Was abodc of rotting bones
Land of inert arid ribs :
Hugging to its neck its heart
Land of daughters and the sons

Selling for a bowl of rice
Land of dusty
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O my primal step in the house
Sight of sudden heart break
Y :d e I]:&
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Only my sister survived
Caressing her cadaver
" For my little daughter’s milk
_| She did sell her chastity
Patting her sensation




PRY-EYE® Dryed was I but
Seething feelings knew no base
| Silence of my quivering lips
f Shouted secrets of my heart
‘What is that dlabahc God
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Silent caravan of time
Burning in its inner flame
‘Neath eyelashes bu:mng coals
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My village - a heaven on earth
Sad and silent like the grave'
Life a plam of agony
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Land of Bengal that day was
Funny playhouse of death
Perished not only my house
But all civilization died
Womb of holiness was lawd-_

Core of eac

Mothers sunk in-
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Ah ! the sweating days N Nights
Sin of living penalized
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In every nook of the world
Everything was busincssm_
Houses did entomb the crops
Still was famished hu ]
Kaaba shop or tem
Everywhere m
In each coffe:
Tender brook




All I had was looted but
Life did offer a gift

Single jot around which
All my days N nights turned
Cares tougheaed day by day
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Once again the tawny eve

Happy eve of solitude
Caim heur of sorrow same




_JJi '

5'9?-1; o g} My daughter is bride today
s 2 Queer 1s the joy indeed
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War has broken many buds
Ere they could fully bloom
Widowed ma’ﬂjr: eventides
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A POET OF BRIGHT FUTURE

Yunus Ahmar

During the current century alone, millions of
precious lives have been sacrificed on the alters of
famine, hunger, disease and war. Societies have been
torn apart, fertile lands made barren, rich economies
ruined and many of the countries laid waste by the
retrogressive forces. What mankind has witnessed
all through is a grim tale of miseries and tears. The
man-made famine of Bengal that struck the entire
province in 1943, still appears a nightmare, a horrifying
spectacle of living corpses of men, women and
children lying. on the pavements of Calcutta with
bowels of alms in their hands. The dogs and vulitures
smelling ‘them as dead, were around them having a
good feast, and people unmindful of the tragedy were
busy. in their day-to-day lives. ' The whole atmosphere
was charged with sobs and cries. tears and shrieks
for food to save them from the hands of death.

When my memory goes back to that grim period
of the histbry of Bengal, | shudder to recall it. Because
| f_iq\.‘a seen small babies dying with their mouths
.quing- the dried nipples of their mothers on the
Tootpat owringhee, one of the most fashionable
of Calcutta. | have also seen the crowd of
eople, walking slowly crying for food. These
he dreadful scenes that aroused the conscience
of our writers, poets and. artists, Zainul Abedin was
one of them who felt his conscience tortured with the

tta of death hanging over his head. He could not
' a series of paintings of these
and children badly mutilated

o
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with such gory scenes.
Zainul Abedin expressed his sentiments through
paintings while Himayet Ali Shair articulated his
poignant expressions through a long poem titled,
~Bengal Say Korea Tak', The difference between the
two upholders of truth is that Zainul Abedin was
present on the spot while Himayat Ali Sha'ir observed
the game of death through his inner vision. Although
he could not witness the holocaust of the worst famine
of Bengal, yet he could feel the pain and pathos of the
hungry people. His sensibilities were so sharp
that he wrote this long poem at the age of only 22.
Very few poets, at least in Urdu, attempted to come
out with their emotions. Jigar Muradabadi who was
purely a poet of Ghazal, however, felt pain in his heart
and thus he wrote a Ghazal on the famine of Bengal.
The famine struck the province of Bengal in
1943 while war in Korea started in, 1950, There is a
gap of nearly seven years between the two catastro-
phies when humanity remained at stake throughout
this period, At the back of both the events reactionary
forces were very active to strike at the very root of
progressive trends working for the welfare of the
masses. Famine and the powder-keg of Korean war
struck heavily on the dreams of mankind. As the
poet'says :
Wherever the eyes turned
Gaping death was marching on
And it trampled on the way
ita’s roses ‘neath its feet, _
Howsoever h'eLg:vsisi'dhsr- the mighty hand of doath
destroying the hopes and expectations of mankmd,‘. hg
does not fall victim of despondency and frustration.
He always cultivates in his heart the bright prospects
of tomorrow. Becatse he knows that: ot d
: «Life burning in its flames
Had Its loveliness enhanced (AETS
, a'waning world
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has been in the vanguard of progressive movement
playing the flute of love and life, peace and progress
He is one of those poets of his age who has always
yearned for the betterment of mankind. His poetry is
the harbinger of truth, which invites trouble and
problems, But in speaking truth, he keeps before him
the tragic end of the great Greek philosopher, Socrates,
He is conscious of the fact that manifestation of truth
has in store both physical and mental torture yet he is
prepared to face the eventuality. Come what may, he
says, but he will not break the mirror of truth. The
doctrine of truth which he embraced in the early
period of his poetic life, he is still adhering to it. The
revolutionary thought that he cultivated in the flush of
youth, continues'to reinforce in him the same vigour
and vitality. His emotions and images are still fresh
and reinvigorating. He ardently believes in the force
of love which triumphs destroying the power of evil.
“* Bengal Say Korea Tak ' may be described as

a drama of love and hate, war and peace, hope and
delusion, defeat and success: and so on. And this
drama revolves rotind only one main character and that
is the poet himself. He passes through many episodes,
through many experiences and through various ordeals.
He observes different characteristics of life and death ;
he beholds the agony of famine and war ; at times he
feels frustrated but then controls himself. We find the
elements of both ardour and anguish in the poem. We
find the poet in Bengal when he says :

‘0 my country, my Bengal

Land of constant mutinies,

'Land of folk saying N songs
ng in the paddy fields
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get himself settled in life. His eventful life is a glimpse
of the tortuous life of Prometheus whose only sin was
that he stole fire from heaven for which Zeus chained
him to a rock, to be tortured by a vulture. Himayet
was also tortured mentally, physically and financially.
Being a poet of progressive outlook and the dreamer of
peace and progress for the world at large, he outpours
unhesitatingly what he feels inside his conscious heart.
In “*Aag Mein Phool”, he encompases the whole pers-
pective of what had taken place during the turbulent
period from 1940-50.

The feeling and anguish has made the highly
sensitive poets of today a wandering gypsy knowing
not their goal. Like Himayet, all of them are not aware
of the outcome of the battle which is going on between
the body and the soul. The guestion does arise : will
they remain in the debris of man divided in shadows or.
will they succeed in saving the poet who wants to be
alive having sunk in the abyss of death ; who dreams
for existerice in destruction ; who seeks for a new style
of manifestation? This is the catastrophe of these
poets. The question of identity always haunts them.
The environment of social misery and decay before
them has, in fact, created inithem a sense of revolt.

What then is poetry? Himayet has a befitting
reply to this question, He says: ~#Sp long as pofatr.y
does not brighten the consciousness of history: it is
like the glow-worm in, the darkness. The conscious-
ness of history makes a poetan epochmaker and in?ofmi
him of the dialectical process of valuesin society.
Again despite his sincere efforts that he has been
making to brighten the gloomy. face of the sirif_e\-tor-n
mankind, he does not know what will be the verdic_'t of
history for him, who in search of truth and wearing a

shroud revolves round him and sometimes round his
land and sometimes he cries in the chamber of litera-
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poem titled, “Tashnagi Ka Safar (The Journey of
Thirst). He says:

One moment (which is)

the whirlwind in the desert of hope

and the mirage,

the circulation of blood in the desire

to touch

And the silent pain of burning solitude

‘Under the shades of broken stars

| desire that this fire be put out |
moment for a poet like him brings with it the
unfulfilled desires and the cries of
frorn the afflicted heart.

- et_,_ who Is saddled

.
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A POET OF LOVE AND LIFE

Professor Azhar Qadri

The first conscious attempt at modernizing Urdu
Literature was made by Maulana Hali. In this 'regard
his achievements can hardly be overestimated. After
Hali lgbal is the most prominent poet to welcome
the new trends in Urdu Literature and to give itan

impetus which has gone a long way towards shaping

it on the most modern patterns of life. In fact modern v
poetry has drawn much of its inspiration from ri'1<r
In the wake of all 'thls modermty was~ laum:h :

_len of the Progress:\re W
ogresswe mavemem provrdsd
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tc‘da\‘f.Hirna\,rat Ali Shair has successfully trie‘zd his han_d
at most of the forms of poetry. Hence it is 1haft his
poetical works, besides containing‘ the poPuiar ;lrm:
susﬁ as ghazals, ruba‘iyat and qa? at, consist oT .'an':j
.'and free verses, sulasi (triplet), fif;tmnal, dramai.tc an
national poems, songs and poetic dr:fmas. This goes
1o show his multifarious poetic achievements and to
point is versatile disposition.
e tﬁ ?f:il:e love of man which invariably gives birth
oetry. This love of man plays a great role
d planning the themes and subject-
at's poetry. Consequently it can
t humanism is the base on which he
1is poetic thinking. This
feet rooted to'the soil and
rtunity '_t'é- understand his
hus his poetry gives
e problems

to the modern
man. Hence
poetry is
th philoso-
phases
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in shaping the poetic thinking of Himayat Ali Shair and
establishing his relation with the dynamic progressive
literary movement of today, This has enabled him to
lock at the human situation in its true perspective and

to distinguish the oppressor from the oppressed.

The [Industrial Revolution put an end to
feudalism and paved the way for capitalism which is
the rage of the modern age. In the evolution of society
capitalism is & step forward in that it has done away
with serfdom and other evils connected with the feudal
period. It has indeed given a dimension to science
and technology unique in the history of mankind. The
fruits of the progress and advancement of science and
technology have no doubt been reaped by the
paymasters of the world and it is they who have largely
benefited by the scientific inventions, It is, however,
fair to admit that science has completely changed the
face of the world today and enabled man in general to
subdue and bring the brute and naked forces of nature
under his control to an extent unknown in the past.
And now man is out to conquer the spa '
made great strides towards this direction. To
astonishing scientific and technological p'rbgreé& of
man capitalism has made great contributions. But
despite all this capitalism has created great problems
dividing mankind into haves end havenots.
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to them. Himayat's belief in going through life with
eyes wide open keeps him in contact with his
environment thereby enabling him to see things for
himself. His association with the common people
around him gives him ample opportunity to look into
their day to day affairs and to understand their problems.
The wide experience thus gained forms the basis of his
creative activities and gives realistic shape to his art and
craftsmanship. While actual observation of surrounding
objects and practical acquaintance with facts have
given him an insight into the brute forces of contemp-
orary society his deep study of classical and modern
literature and his wide knowledge of the philosophical
trends, both old and new, have also largely contribu-
ted 1o his historical consciousness. He has learnt a
great deal from tradition and his made good use of its
healthy elements. From the rhetorical style of tradition
he has carved out his own diction which is guite in
keeping with the modern damand of the linguistic
norm. By assimilating the metaphorical beauty of the
classics he has not only enriched his own style but
has given it the grace and flavour of modernism.

Right from the' beginning the use of Talmeeh
(allusion to some famous past events) is very common
and popularin Urdu literature, Himayat Ali Shair has -
also made use of Talmeeh in his poetry, But contrary
to the traditional and common practice he has used it
to elucidate his points in @ way which gives it
freshness and renders it ‘nouveau riche’. Since the
-_?.ub]hﬁiﬂh’d issues dealt with in his poetry are modern
In their context he has taken good care to see that the
use of talmeeh has also a modern colour. This method
of the application of Talmeeh to modern ideas is his
own and can hardly be traced in the poetical works of
hfs cnniembmarias \In this heiis quite adept and

, which remained in
! mnﬂteanth century

e,
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pragmatism, symbolism, imagism, dadism vorticism and
impressionism found their way into world literature.
Freud's psycho-analytical views have also equally
influenced the thinking of poets and prose writers.

During the past fifty years Urdu literature has
also imbibed some of these ideas. Pragmatism
Freudianism, imagism and symbolism of Mallarme
and Velery brand have especially held fascination for
some Urdu writers, But since these idealistic and
rasy movements lack the necessary vigour and potency
to meet the economic, social and politica | challenge of
the modern world, Himayat Ali Shair and the poets
belonging to his class will have nothing to do with
them.

The latter half of the nineteenth century
witnessed two very important movements in biology
and economics. Charles Darwin (1809-1882) in his
world famous books, On the Origin of Species by
Means of Natural Selection and ‘The Descent of Man 5
put forward the theory of evolution based on scientific
investigation. James McFarlane in ‘The Mind of
Modernism' has very ably commented on Darwin's
work and Ideas. He says,"A special and outstandingly
f'nfluantial role attached in the nineties to the work and
ldeas of Darwin. By offering a new, exhaustively
documented and entirsly plausible pattern of cause
and effecf, based on the slow process of sexual and
natural selection and the reductive effects of environ-
mental factors, Darwin stimulated a search in & great
many other areas of intellectual endeavour for similarly
long-term and slow-acting casual chains in the expla-
nation of natural and social phenomena. The theary
of evolution took its place alongside the earlier
Newtonian theory of gravity and the *‘uniformitarian’
theory of geology as one of the seminal ideas in the
history of thought," The theory of evolution and the
theories of political economy: enuncmt
by Darwin and the leading i
mneteanth century ‘brought
changes in the general outlook of man. Th;ese deas
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made man think and take stock of his beliefs and
' opnions afresh. They profoundly influenced the
course of social, economic and political events and
lad to fresh inquiries into science, arts literature and
philosophy on empirical and dialectical grounds, The
progressive elements in literature, philosophy and
other disciplines have also profited by these ideas.

Himayat Ali Shair, drawing heavily on these
ideas, has introduced into his poetry a delicacy of
-_apprehensmn and acuteness in analysis of social
unsncu,rnbered by any distorting dogma. He
seem to agree WIthWH Auden that ”a poet

puetry or that i the subject
n which to hang the poetry.”
|t is the op:mons and dectded

vary discrimin-
He ‘does not

list trance,
scious material
 world of

imilarly he

o
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In conclusion it may be said that Himayat Ali
Shair represents the man in the street and knows how
his intense private world can be brought right out into
the open and pegged down to every point of everyday
interest and life, His commitment to literature is total
and his creative outputis a bnlliant commentary on
our contemporary social and cultural history.

Himayat Ali Shair published his first book of
poems, Aag mein Phool in 1956, which contains
nazms, ghazals and ruba’iyat. Since the poems in
this book are the productions of his youthful days,
they evidently are marked by the vigour, enthusiasm
and passions of youth. No doubt Iyrical and
emotional in tone. Aag mein Phool nevertheless
shows signs which clearly point to the line the young
Shair was to take in the future.

His next selection of poems, Mitti Ka QOurz,
appeared in 1974, It is based on sulasi (triplet), gha-

zals and nazms. A production of adulthood and

matured thinking Mitti Ka Qurz shows its poet at his
best. The rudiments of ideas met with in Aag ‘mein.
Phaol are fully develaped thﬂ sharp, sol '




: 120 |
last thirty years. It is based on ecritical writings,

i : reviews and opinions of books and his replies to
} unjust and unfavourable criticism - levelled against
ke himself and others. It gives a thorough account of
‘the controversies that raged in those past days. The
| book makes interesting reading and is a document of
what took nlace in literary cirgles in the recent past and
an prowde»any intending historian of
its and trends of the period with

long poem,Bangal Se Korea
a) has gained wide reputation and
. This poem is a sort of
'emplayed in it is very
)E témeWS past










