






































34/GHALIB: THE POET AND HIS AGE _ - GHALIB: A SELF-PORTRALT/3S

His memoty began to fail him more and motre. He lost poems o deserved, and he was confident that he would one day receive it.
which people sent to him. To one such he writes: ., He had written:

nmus_ﬂm sit, the wm.mwa\ yout servant _onosmwﬁ. has gone where I | Today none buys my vetse’s wine, that it may grow in age

am going — to oblivion, That is, I bave lost it. . e To make the senses reel in many a drinker yet to come.

My star tose highest in the firmament before my birth:

Despit iods in which his health i d a good deal, h
espite periods 10 W, is health improved a good dca, 1 My poetry will win the wotld’s acclaim when I am gone.”

never really got better. His friends continued to pester him,

though he even went to the extent of having it printed in the 1 think he was right. His fellow-countrymen now acclaim him
maémwm@ﬂm.ﬂwﬁ he was no longer in a position to accept vetse as one of theit greatest poets, and to the extent that his work
for correction. But, in general, the bitterness disappears from his can be presented in other languages, the world at large will come
tone. He writes to his friend Maududi: . to recognise his worth. :

‘Do you know the state  am in now? I am extremely weak and I p, 28,

feeble. [My hands] have begun to tremble, my eyesight has got
much worse, and my senses are not with me. I have done what
I could to serve my friends, reading their pages of verse as I lie
here and making corrections. But now my eyes cannot see
propetly and my hands cannot write propetly. They say of
Shah Sharaf Ali Bu Qalandar that when he reached advanced
old age God exempted him from his religious duties and the
Prophet excused him the prescribed observances. I expect of
my friends that they will exempt me from the service of correct-
ing their verses. The letters they write out of love for me I shall
continue to answer to the best of my ability.”? .

By February 1869 he was on his death bed. Hali describes his
last days, and his very characteristic last letter:

¢ A few days before his death he became unconscious. He would
remain unconscious for hours at a time, coming to for only a
few minutes before relapsing again. It was perhaps the day
before he died that I went to visit him. He had come to after
being unconscious many hours, and was dictating 2 teply to 2
lettet from. ..Nawwib Ala ud Din Ahmad Khan [Alai], who
had written from Loharu asking how he was, He replied, “Why
ask me how I am? Wait a day ot two and then ask my neigh-
bours.”’3

A few days later he was dead.
He died knowing that men of his own age had not valued him
at his true worth; he looked to postetity for the appreciation he
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