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told against him, and still more the extreme penury in which

the greater part of his life was passed. This compelled him

to place his immediate wants before all else ; he could not

afford to work for art's sake alone, and many of his verses

were written either for money or in the hopes of gaining

it. That under such conditions he should have attained the

high position that he did proves him to have been possessed

of more than ordinary ability, and the remark of the critics

quoted by Latifi is well-founded that it must have been by

sheer force of native talent that a man without education,

who had never sat at the feet of muderris or professor, was

able to produce works of imaginative art that filled the

cultured with admiration and amazement. The biographer

just mentioned waxes enthusiastic when discussing Zati's

gifts; not only is he the most prolific of the lyrists, but had

it not been for his deafness and his poverty it is certain

that not one of all tliose who went before or followed after

him could have approached him, for he would have been

uiiif|uc in the cycle and pre-eminent on the earth; 'many

an age must the circling heavens roll ere mother earth bring

forth to the world fiom the womb of nature one of loft\'

genius like to i)ini.' 'i'lic wrilci' adds thai tin- critics are

agreed that he was a master in subtile fancies and imaginative

language, and compared him to the IV-rsian pott She\kh

Kem.il;' for which among the arts of |ioetr\- did lie not

|)ractise, and to what virgin lanc\' did iiol his |)ieriiiu; wit

attain:' L.ttih's, liow(;ver, is no imie Uhnd .k hnii .it ion ; he is

.il>l<' to ,((• the weakness as well a. t he st i en;;t h ol his .mt hor,

' Slicyliii Kriii.il III KiMiiiitiil iliril ill Soj (1400- I); Jrtmi Hiiyn lie imilalt'il

llii.iiii III |)illii, lull '>iit|iiiKH<Ml liiiii ill Htililllly iif tliDii);!)! ; hr wkk iinu'li

:i<liiiiiri| liy Iliili/, I'licrr wiih km riiilirr KciiiiU, lir <i( hlnhikii, who wiix killinl

liy III.' Muiij^iiJH in rn5 (ii\7 H). |l iliiiik lliiil rrlcrrurr ix |ti.ilmlily miuir

Ihm' Iu llir liilln, Kriiiiilii'il-I Hn Ihiiui il, wlinup ffilllp uniiiio won I'oi lilni ihi*

liili i;ii.ill.M|iriMii'iinl, ii-nili'icil liy Kicii im "llif niciU Invi-nloi oTi oniclll." Kl'.]
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and that weakness is in this case the common pitfall of the

old Turkish poets, obscurity arising from excessive artifi-

ciality and proneness to indulge in puerile and far-fetched

conceits. This failing is most apparent in the poems produced

by Zati after middle life, which are for the most part, accord-

ing to Latifi, in the style of the Shebistan-i Khayal, or

"Night-room of Fantasy," a well-known Persian collection of

such ingenious trivialities in verse and prose, by Fettahi, the

author of the romance of Husn u Dil which Ahi and Lami'^i

translated into Turkish.

Qinali-zada writing later than Lati'ff, and with more ex-

perience of what a Turkish poet might achieve, is somewhat

less exuberant in his laudations. While giving Zati ample

credit for his skill in the Eastern art of amphibology, for

his power of language, and for his strange fancies, he criticises

him for making use of expressions peculiar to his day and

therefore outside the stereotyped conventional phraseology

reserved for poetry in the Classic Period, and also for a

partiality to certain ideas alien alike to elegance and delicacy

and unworthy of a man of talent, which render some of his

writings displeasing to readers of taste. Several judicious critics,

he goes on to say, consider his works as unequal, and try to

account for the inferiority of many among them partly by his

deafness, which debarred him from hearing the opinions of his

friends, partly by his poverty, which drawback, however, adds

the biographer, is shared by the majority of mankind, and

indeed by all the poets of the present day, and partly by his

lack of influential friends in high places. The opinion of "^Ahdi,

who is however no considerable authority, is wholly favourable.

Turning to the modern critics, Ziya Pasha in his 'Tavern'

places the 'broken-hearted vagrant Zati' ' as the third of his

'
,
^O \.'*~.^.K^JJ> s,'^'. Ziya Pasha's Kharabat, or 'Tavern' is a great



53

three 'founders' of the Turkish speech, the other two being,

as we have seen, Ahmed Pasha and Nejati Bey. All three

are censured somewhat unreasonably on account of their

antiquated diction and of the obsolete, and to the modern

reader uncouth, words that abound in their works ; also,

with more justice, for the great license which they take

with the imala and zihaf, and for the padding that disfigures

many of their verses. Ziya has however the grace to add

that while the language has been much refined since their

day, their writings were likely enough pretty for their time.

The verdict of Professor Naji (probably the most just that

can be arrived at) is that, while many passages may be met

with in Zati's poems which must be adjudged coarse both

in thought and language, he has a great number of verses

which prove him to have been a man of high talent and

well skilled in the niceties of poetic art; while the mere

fact that from being a shoemaker he became a recognised

auth(jrity on the subtilest points of poetry is a suflicient

indicatifjn of his extraordinary ability.

Z.'iti's chief title to fame rests, as I have alreadx' said, on

his lyrics; but one of his mesnevis, the Shein^ u I'erwana,

claims a little finlhcr iiotiec. ( )f the- Ahnud and Alahimid,

the I' errukh-N.inia, and the two religious poems nothing

beyond tilt: name: is recorded; but Latifi devotes a few lines

to liic I a|)( r and Moth, one ot those slock allegorical love

stories at wliicli we have sc:iii that l.aiui'i tiird his iiand.

I Ik' old hioj'iapher speaks o| this porni ol oiu author as

hifdily aitislic, every coiipjcl Mioin matla to niai|la ' being

lraii(.;l)t with iinaf;ilialion and wilhi-nt pi-ii, all tin- same,

III' (onliniH,, tli( <nllni(d lind tlu' style o| the iiook s«)

l.iniiliil and aililnial lliat IIh |)Iii aseolopy is not as eleai

AnllHilii^;y nt TtnkUli, riMHliiti innl Aeilm | ny in lliifc Miliiini-i, |itililiH|ioil

III I 'nl)nllllllllln|i|r III l.'i|l flS7,|).
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and perspicuous, and the sequence of the incidents in the

story not as well arranged as they might be. When discussing

the mesnevi in the versified review of Ottoman poetry which

he prefixes to his 'Tavern', Ziya Pasha mentions Zati's

Shem'^ u Perwana as the third Turkish poem of that class,

Suleyman Chelebi's Birth-Song being with him the first, and

Sheykhi's Khusrev and Shirin the second, while the works

of Hamdi, Ibn Kemal, Lami^i and a host of others are

entirely overlooked. The Pasha speaks of Zati's poem as

somewhat uncouth in language, yet containing many pas-

sages of much beauty ; he gives several short extracts from

it in his third volume which is devoted to selections from

different mesnevis.

Manuscripts of Zati's works are rare ; neither the British

Museum nor the Royal Asiatic Society possesses any, nor

have I any in my own collection. ' But few of his poems

have therefore come under my notice, and these few do not

appear to be in any way remarkable. The three following

ghazels are quoted by Qinali-zada; the first, which is the

best, is addressed to the Prophet Muhammed.

Ghazel. [i8o]

Glory of the Garth Etern, ^ thy form in radiancy arrayed

Gleams a cypress wrought of light that casteth earthward naught of shade. 3

' [The Author must have written this passage some time before his death;

for his collection of MSS. contains two copies of Zati's Diwan, obtained,

apparently, in June 1898, and one of his Shem'^ u Perwana ('Taper and Moth'),

obtained in May, 1891. ed.]

2 The Garth Etern, literally, the Garden of the Placeless: the Placeless

(la-mekan) is the name given to the void beyond the heaven of heavens,

where space or locality ceases to be.

3 Niir-i Muhammed, the Light or Essence of Muhammed, (see vol. I, pp.

34—35), was the first thing God created in eternity, though its incarnation

was late. It is a common legend with the Muslims that the body of the Prophet

cast no shadow.
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Though all they who looked on Joseph cut their hands, bewildered sore, '

Cleft a-twain its palm what time the moon thy sun-bright face surveyed. ^

Far thy station, like the prayer-shaft's, beyond the nine-fold sphere

;

Loftier than the lofty Empyrean is thy glorious grade. ^

There is none before or after equal unto thee in aught;

Seal of all the Prophet band, infinity thy dower is made.

He it is who gains, O Lord, when passed to the Hereafter's mart.

Who hath ta'en the coin of love of thee for all his stock-in-trade.

This my hope that mid the Paradisal bowers yon Cypress fair

Gather Zati with the faithful throng aneath the selfsame shade. *

The next ghazel is a type of a class still rare at this early

period, but becoming frequent later on, in which some hand-

some young lad of the poet's acquaintance is described in

a whimsical and more or less humorous style, the spirit and

treatment being very similar to those of the Shehr-engiz.

The youth is generally a member of the lower middle class

and engaged in some trade or humble calling; here he is a

barber at a public bath, sometimes he is a tailor, a shampoocr

at a bath, a dancing-boy, or the like.

Gha/x^l.
1

1 H
1

1

A silver-bodied, sweetly siiavcii barl)er stripling fair.

Wild makes the folk lo liow llii; licad llimugh his all-gracious air. *

' kefcrriiii^ to the I'lfjyptiaii ladies who cut liicir lianils in bewildered

iidiiiiratioii at the iK^auly of Joseph when /.eUkli:i presented liini to ihciu at

(he lian'|ucl. Sec vol. II, \t. |6().

'^ In llic Koran, I. IV, l, we read: "And split asuniler is the moon.' I'liis

is triulilioniilly referred to ii niiruclc; ihc iiiil)clieverH Imvin); UHkcd Muli.nnnud

for a nifjii, the moon u|ipc»rcd elcfl in twain. Ity the piilin of llie n>oon i-.

Ill-re rneiinl her disi .

' The l'!iii|iyreiui, i. e. the 'Arsli, wliii li is idiovr llir I'.i^'Jilli raiiidi'.r. Sec

V"l' I, PI'- .^5 ^' "'"' 4.1 4-

'' Sliiiili- liric niraii'. pMilrctidii, iiM in llic Ininiuiit so (oininonly lined in

Hpi-akin^', of II Kin^; <ii ^iivciiioi xX<> .vljl |*'Ol 'Miiy ( iud i-itlciid liix Nliudnw !'

<* III IIk' I' 11. 1 llii' lu'inl iiui'il III III' I'liliiilv .liiiviil I'Mi'pl liii llii- |ii ii liriii
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His flinty heart appeareth still within his tender frame:

Deem not that sweet hath bound a stone about his waist howe'er.

'

Love's vapours rise into my head, e'en as the bath it seems ;
*

What though mine eyen, like the basin-tap, shed many a tear !
^

It ever would have kissed his feet without restraint or let; —
Oh that our face had been the mat his bath to carpet fair

!

A beggar for his grace are we, bare-headed, bare of foot ;
*

O Zati, he hath stript us, he, and shaved us debonair.

In translating this third poem I have preserved the redif,

here represented by 'doth pass away.'

Ghazel. [182]

When we sight thy beauty, free will's bridle-rein doth pass away

;

Champion-rider, grace we cry, the glaive of sdeign doth pass away.

By thy head, cast not thy lover down, bedecking thee so fair!

O my sweet, bethink thee, beauty's henna-stain doth pass away.

Be not vain a-thinking, 'AH these birds of hearts I've made my prey.'

Prince of horsemen, grace's falcon lastwise fain doth pass away.

Kindness show to this ant Zati even as thou findest chance ;5

Solomon-renowned, the seal of beauty, vain doth pass away. *>

a long lock of hair which was allowed to grow on the crown. A man having
his head shaved would naturally bend it; here, by the figure husn-i ta'lil

(aetiology: see vol. i, p. 113), he is said to bow it before the charms of the

young barber.

' There is here an allusion to the qana'^at tashi, or stone of contentment;
a stone which dervishes and Arabs, when going on a journey, or on other

occasions when a scarcity of food is to be apprehended, sometimes tie tightly

against the pit of the stomach in order to repel the pangs of hunger.

2 Because steam rises from the hot bath.

3 The qurna is a fixed basin in a hot bath, with a hot and cold tap.

Beggars go bare-head and bare-foot, and so do people in a hot bath.

* Solomon, the greatest of monarchs, is often mentioned in connection with
the ant, the meanest of all creatures. The story runs that on one occasion,

when travelling with his army, Solomon entered the Valley of Ants, whereupon
the Queen of the Ants, perceiving the approach of the mighty host, cried

out to her subjects to enter their dwellings lest Solomon and his army should
tread them under foot and perceive it not; a speech which was duly heard
and pondered by the wise King who understood the language of all living

things. See Koran, chap, xxvii.

<• Solomon's great power, by virtue of which he ruled over men, spirits,



The following is the ghazel quoted by ^Ahdi in his Rosebed

of Poets

:

Ghazel. [183]

What doth ail thee that thou moanest, Sphere? dost love a gadling free?

Say, hast thou a shining Moon that roameth all the world to see?

Is it autumn's blast, O garden, that hath sallowed o'er thy cheek ?

Or hast thou a wayward wanton graceful-waving Cypress-tree?

Every morning-tide, O nightingale, thou makest moan and plaint;

Flast a smiling rose that 'listeth with the thorn in fere to be?

'Meet it were, O Soul, that I should yield my soul for thee,' said I;

Wrathful in my face he gazed, 'Hast thou then a soul?' quoth he.

Yet again art thou confused, Zati, like the charmer's locks;

Boundless spite is this, or hast a fair of fairy radiancy ?

I have already said tluit Ziya Pasha gives some extracts

from the Shem*^ u Perwana; but none of these, except the

following, consist of more than ten lines. While they are

thus quite insufficient to afford any adequate idea of the

poem, they give the impression of considerable pictures-

qiieiiess, but without originality in sid)ject or in handling.

I he passage here rendered is descri[)live of the nu[)tials ol

King Perw.'ina and i'rincess Shem' ; the subject is alua^'s

treated in dtrtail in the (»ld ICastern love romances, and

always in the liiglily figurative manner of which tiiis slightly

abridged translation will serve as an isamplr.

I'roin llic Slicm 11 rcrw.m.i. Ii"*^-!!

Wliiii timu Shciii' ittiil rcrwiintt iiicl ii(;iiiti

I In- iiihiT'< pHHHrd iirul left iiIdiic Ihcsu Iwiiin;

Anil s\liiii llio Kiii^ and Sliciii' wuru Irft ulniic

:iti<l mII aniiiKilii, lay In lilii Scnl, on wliiili wi«h ^rnvrii llir *M>)<>t (itriit Nnino/

III I .111 i A /Hill.



58

'Twas like the Sun coDJoined with the Moon.

Their folk had piled the bed-gear nine-fold, '

(The tale of what they did not is untold.)

A golden ladder thereagainst was laid,

Whereby the twain straightway upclomb the bed.

Soon as that Balm of Dole was mounted there

(As o'er the nine-fold sphere the faithful's prayer).

He stript her like unto a gentle dove

Naked, and held her to his breast with love.

He saw how fair that Lamb beseemed his breast.

He clasped her close and to his bosom prest.

And next he struck his teeth into the peach,

'

Delight he tasted, life his life did reach.

A harvest of the rose that bosom shone,

That night the bulbul the rose-harvest won.

From the King's hand the bird restraint takes flight,

His free will sinketh down and passeth quite.

That lover winneth to a silvery lawn,

And sees the foot-print of the heavenly fawn.

When reached the Monarch to that print his hand,

Thereunderneath a casket locked he fand.

The which he opened with a coral key.

And strewed with rubies all the drapery.

More highly endowed with poetic genius, though less ver-

satile and far less prolific than Zati, was Khayali Bey, whom
Latifi calls 'the lord and leader of the poets of this age,

the chief and chancellor of this company,' and whom Qinali-

zada describes as 'the King of the poets of the land of Rtim

and the champion of the eloquent of this realm.' Khayali,

' Eastern beds are made of several mattresses, usually three, laid upon the

ground, one on the top of the other.

2 The bed formed of nine mattresses one above the other to the uppermost

of which the lady, the Balm of Dole, mounted, is compared to the nine

Ptolemaic spheres which revolve one outside the other, and through all nine

of which the prayer of the faithful must pass to reach the Court of God which

is held beyond the outermost.

^ That is, he kissed or bit amorously. A kiss is often called a peach (sheftalii).
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whose personal name was Muhammed, was, like the mystic

poet Usuli, a native of Vardar Yenijesi, a little Rumelian

town which in those days was a centre of culture and not

altogether undeserving of the encomium of Qinali-zada, who

speaks of it as 'the meeting-place of poets and the well-

spring of the accomplished.' When quite young he became

a disciple of the mystic teacher Baba ^Ali'-i Mest, Father

"^Ali the Drunken, ' in whose service he obtained an insight

into esoteric lore to which the poems written in his after

life bear ample witness, whilst his mind became indelibly

impressed with the dervish ideal of a retired simple life,

free alike from desire of worldly wealth and glory and from

fear of fortune's frown. Khayali used to wander about the

country in company with his master, and on one occasion

they came to Constantinople, where, according to "^Ashiq

Chelebi, they were brought under the notice of the judge

of the city, who disapproved of the youthful tlisciple roaming

the land with the wandering qalender, and confided him to

the care of a muhtesib " called Uzun *^Ali at whose hands

he received a liberal education. Already, while he was still

a mere youth, Kiiayali's poetic talent began to show itself;

his gha/.cls attracted considerable attention aiul met with

general a[)i)roval, whereupon Iskender Chelebi the Defterdar,

always ready t<j help and promote the cause of literature,

look up the youii}.; pott, and gavi- liim every assistance

,111(1 ii)(:oiMai.;cMiciit in his power. i'Ai'nl n.ilK iu" reeom-

UK ii(l( il liini to tlic notice ol llic (ii.iiid \'r/ir Ibr.iiiim l'as|\a,

vvilii the i< Mill that the lalliM look khayali into his own

nyi:\c, and linally rrr)W'ne(l his career by presentinj; him to

Sultan Suleyman. The disciple of the va^Jranl dervish had

' TImI i ., iliimkcri, oi Ijf.itlc liiiii.cK, lui lovr ul ilic I'ivlnc Hottuly.

'*
1 III' iiiiiIiIchII) wrh II polico iilllclul wlm liml ilinr|{0 of wcIkIiIii, monHiiroH,

piiivi iliiiri, (!( ; ho ii'.cfl iiImi III net nw nil iiHiiOo'iiu niiil i otlccliu nfi'M i'lf diitlc*,
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now reached the highest point of worldly honour and pros-

perity attainable by Turkish poet; he was admitted into

the innermost circle of the Sultan's intimates, he was pre-

sented with a large and valuable fief, and every new ghazel

or qasi'da that he wrote was made the occasion of some fresh

mark of his imperial patron's favour. But Khayali never forgot

the early teachings of his first master; the smiles of the

court did not make him vain or presumptuous, and but little

of all the wealth which passed through his hands remained

with him. His friends got the rest, for he would give loans

to all who asked him, and as he kept no note of these, he

soon forgot them, while the borrowers took good care that

he should not be reminded. And so when the evil days

came, when Iskender Chelebi was hanged at Baghdad, and

Ibrahim Pasha died mysteriously within the walls of the

Seraglio, and when the poets were no longer the great men

they had been, Khayali found himself involved in difficulties,

and had to follow the advice which his friends had often

previously urged in vain, and pray the Sultan to confer on

him a Sanjaq. ' The request was granted, and it is probable

that this was the occasion of Khayali's receiving the title

of Bey which is usually added to his name. The poet died

at Adrianople in 964 (1556—7).

Khayali Bey appears to have been of a very amiable

disposition; the biographer "^Ashiq Chelebi, who was personally

acquainted with many of the poets whose lives he wrote,

knew Khayali intimately during some twenty years, and

speaks in the highest terms of his modesty, his generosity,

and his hatred of satire and every form of unkind speech.

Once only, and that after severe provocation, was he betrayed

into writing an ungentle verse. Yahya Bey, another great

poet of whom we shall speak by and bye, jealous of the

' A subdivision of a province.
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favour shown towards Khayali, referred to him in disparaging

terms in certain qasidas which he presented to the Sultan.

As this occurred more than once it could not be passed

over in silence, and Khayali found himself under the necessity

of sending the offender a couplet showing him his proper place.

There is a story told of how Khayali, when first intro-

duced into the imperial circle, overawed apparently by the

august presence in which he found himself, abode silent with

bowed head, dumb before the Sultan and his court, and how

he afterwards apologised for this conduct in a ghazel which

ends with this couplet

:

Khayali hath been summoned to so glorious a feast

That there had Eden's rosebud, all abashed, unopened bode. '

^Ashiq Chclebi tells us that he once had occasion to visit

Vardar Ycnijesi when just recovering from a fever, and as

he drew near the town, being weary with the journey and

the summer heat, he turned aside into the cemetery that

hiy without tlie gates to rest a little. While there he be-

thought him to repeat the l"".itilia " for the repose of the

souls of the great and good men lying around, which he

did, incnti(;ning the names of Sheykh Ilahi the mystic, and

<)\' the ])oets UsiiH, Ilayretf, ' and Khay;ih'. No sooner h.id

I In: story is jis aliovc, but ihc pocnj is just as likely to be purely myslie.

^ I he I'iilihji, or 'Opener,' is the short elmpler with whicli llie Kornii beniiis^

li i. to IhI.^iii whal the Lord's I'rayer is to ('hriHteiidoiii. It is usual to rocile

it over jjraves tm Ihc well-bciiiR of the dead, and on almost every Turkish

iMiiibstone one sees a request to ihf reader to say ii I'aliha for (he leposc of

I III! i.oul of liitn or lier who lies buried there.

•• I'or Siicykli lliilif, see p. ^7 ^ of vol. II, for I'sdli p. 45 .t////i/. Ilayreli of

Vaiilai NctiijeHi, a prold'^c of IbrAliiin I'asha, was a minor poet of no ^ront mark,

wliM ili< <l III I).]! (I5,)4). lie had a youn((rr brother Vi\Muf, Nurnamed Sinn-chi\k

01 I Mill llii.iim, from llw inlru'iily of his myHtit love, who iitudird under Shryklt

(•iilnheni, travelled iniu h In I'lisiii, and eventually bocamr Hlieykh of the nirvlevl

(III viHiicH at Adiianopir, lli- wrote '>omc myHlle poenin, and died In )$.)( S4'')'
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he done so than he recollected that he had prayed for

Khayali who was still alive as though he were dead, a cir-

cumstance which he took for an intimation that his friend

was indeed no more. He was accordingly not astonished to

hear immediately afterwards, when he entered the town, of

Khayali's death at Adrianople.

Khayali Bey was one of the best poets of his time. He

would appear to have been living when Latifi entered him

in his Memoirs, for that biographer gives- no particulars as

to his career, and merely mentions him as the greatest poet

of the time. Qinali-zada speaks of him in almost equally

high terms ; he says that Khayali's poems were greatly

esteemed by men of taste, and extols the purity of his

language and the correctness and sweetness of his style,

which for clearness and fluency he compares to a rippling

stream. His writings, he adds, are free from confusion and

indecision, and are distinguished by beauty of phraseology

and grace of diction.

Scarcely less favourable is the opinion of Professor Naji,

than whom no more competent judge has perhaps ever lived

;

himself a distinguished poet and scholar, well versed in the

modern culture and fully appreciating its superiority, he has

none the less a thorough knowledge of and true sympathy

with those earlier writers whom so many of his contemporaries

ignore or despise. This gentleman considers Khayali one of

the finest poets of his day, and says that in no other writer

of that time is so much power to be found.

The poems of Khayali are exclusively lyrical; ' "^Ashiq

Chelebi vainly endeavoured to persuade him to try his powers

in a mesnevi ; he protested that it would be impossible for

him to complete a story once begun. Careless of his poems

' This poet must not be confused with the obscure writer of the same name
who composed a Leyla and Mejniin in the time of Selim I. See p. 1 72, n. 3, of vol. II.
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as of all his property, Khayali never made a collection of

them as other poets did, but distributed them among various

friends and acquaintances. They were, however, brought

together and formed into a Diwan, a copy of which, we are

told, was often in the hands of Sultan Suleyman. The Ottoman

Sultan was not the only royal admirer of Khayali; Shah

Tahmasp of Persia, so runs the story, was seated in full

divan, when a verse of the Turkish poet was quoted in his

presence, whereupon admiration so filled the King that he

straightway called for a beaker of wine which he drained

to the health of the gifted singer. '

Khayali's poems, which are for the most part deeply tinged

with the mystic philosophy, display far more originality both

of thought and of treatment than is usual with the writers

of this age. They may indeed be equalled, or even surpassed,

by the works of some of his contemporaries, so far as pictures-

qucncss of imagery and mere verbal adornment arc concerned
;

but it seems to me, notwithstanding the fact that Khayali

is passed over by Ziya Pasha without so much as the mention

of his name, that he is in reality the truest poet among all

the many who made ( ionstantiiioplr their head-(iuarters be-

tween the days of Nejati and those- of \\m\\. Tliought, not

expression, not even fct'lini;, is his (nstinclivi,- cliaracteristic

as a poet.

Besides the usual f|asf(las and gha/eis Ihc-ri' are in Khajah's

' I'(mIi:i|>:> il is lo lliis (liiil Kliiiyiili alliiili-s in tlu' rullnwiii^ rouplct froni

one of his i^Iiii/.cIh;

I, Kliiiyi'ilf, mil u icvcllri wlin diiiiiiH llir tlrnj^n in Uilin,

VVIiiir tliu l'',iii|»'i<ii III riiikliinil (|tiiinH ilic ihinii Imwl In im*.

I liiil.liiiiil — 'I'lirklHinii — llir l.iiiii ul till- luikH, llnr Coiilirtl A'-iu, i\.>l

I III key, i>i inc'iiiil,
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Di'wan a few stanzaic pieces, murebba^ mukhammes, and so

on, the most remarkable of which is a fine elegy on the

talented but unfortunate Prince Mustafa, composed, as is so

often the case with such poems, in the verse-form known

as Terji"^-Bend.

The following ghazel is probably an early production, as

it is quoted by Lati'fi in his Tezkira ; it is purely mystical

:

Ghazel. I185]

How to make my soul be fellow of the Sempiternal Rayne?

How to strip away all yearning for the world's desire and gain? '

How to fly and bide within the curling tresses of the Dear,

Having worn, through love, my body to a hair by wail and plain? 2

How to cast my falcon will to take the birds of golden wing

That do fly and play them ever o'er the vast quicksilver main ?
'

How with one deep draught to empty all those nine smaragdine bowls

Set in heav'n, and thereby banish hence ebriety's dull pain !
*

Lo the sphere hath turned Khayali's visage to an autumn leaf;

How to give it Thee as Keepsake, Thee the spring of beauty fain'.^

' It is well known that the first rule of the mystic philosophy is that no

progress can be made in the Higher Life till all selfish desire be killed.

2 The Dear is the Celestial Beauty, not to be perceived or apprehended

without travail of the soul. Occultism, says the theosophist, wears no crown

but one of thorns.

3 The strange picture of the golden-winged birds flying over the quicksilver

sea may perhaps have been suggested by the stany heavens; by these birds

the poet possibly means nothing more definite than those mysteries of nature

which surround us on all sides, and which may be comprehended, say the

mystics, through wise, strong, loving purpose.

* The nine emerald (that is green, or as we should say, blue) bowls of

heaven are of course the nine Ptolemaic spheres, and here represent the

universe, the riddle of which the mystic seeks to solve and so escape from

all doubt and perplexity into the region of perfect calm.

5 From two or three passages in his poems, Khayali would appear to have

been of a sallow complexion : Yahya Bey also in one of the verses he directed

against the poet, speaks of his yellow face.
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The next must also be interpreted in a mystic sense; in

the original it is very graceful.

Ghazel. [i86j

A Mejnun I, filled with the grace of Leyla; '

Within my head the passion-craze of Leyla.

That butt am I of Fate and evil Fortune

Who drowneth in the ocean-maze of Leyla.

To me Love's gory-shrouded martyr seemeth

Each tulip in the desert-ways of Leyla.

The Mejnun heart doth feel but shame at honour

Since branded with the dear disgrace of Leyla. 2

A silent Mejnun I, fulfilled of rapture,

But in my heart the deaf'ning praise of T,eyla.

There fallcth on mine ear the anklet's tinkle;

Will e'er appear or glimpse or trace of Leyld?

'i'ill with llu; inner eye liiou sce'st, Kiiaydli,

Ne'er will ai)pear the lovely face of Leyla.

Tlxj ihrcc following are fairly representative of Khawili's

average style; all are more or less mystical.

Ghazel.
1 1

•''^7

1

My V(;rscs form llic liindcii .uiij; by all llic fere-, nf pain ai\d piiu-;

A story from llic world <>( Love is every siii^;le wind i>{ mine.

'I'm laml llic hIuI'. in llic ( miveiit nf iln- world inv si^'Jis and Icitrs

! )o liiiiii.li, these llir oi[>_:in iiiilc, anil llio.c llic nili\ -linti'il wine*

i liioii|'lioiii ihiit |r|ia/.(:l Lcylii HtiimL loi llic liivliu' lli'uuty, the objctt

of llic iiiyvilic'h love.

'• Tliat Ih, llio Idvliin licarl wliii li liu'. trcn llic hwccI bruuly ol the my.lic

Inilli, r('|{iu'ilr(l by the wmlil oi orlhodoxy luid t'liiivcntloii »< lil>i'i|tlK'iiiy i\i)il

(li'i^;iitcr, coiilil Ici^l iiiit nliiiiiir ill what ihnt wntlil liohU for liiiiUMir,

" KhuyiiK iiicHit'i hcic thai while he il^h"! niiil weepi loi the hivi" ul nnihly

5
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Although the Erzheng is no longer, every verse of mine doth glow

The picture-gallery of Mani, through the tale of thee divine. '

Betake thee to the tomb of Mejnun and behold how Leyla makes

Of every bow of him a surma-holder for her painted eyne. 2

Behold, Khaydli, thou'rt the champion-wrestler in the field of verse .

To-day while reigneth a Darius heaven-throned and Jem-benign.

'

Ghazel. [i88]

Each tree within the mead I held a houri lighted here below,

I saw the flowers and reckoned there the radiance that their faces* show.

I looked and saw the garden-ways were fair bestrewn with almond bloom.

And likened them to Eden-bowers wherethi^ough the streams of camphor flow. •''

The mead is the Most Blessed Vale, ablaze with all its blooms and treen;*

I fancied it was Sinai's Mount with Heaven's refulgency aglow.

The stream beheld the Joseph-flower within the Egypt of the mead;

I thought, the lover holding forth the mirror, filled the while with woe.

beauties, he does in reality pay tribute to the Divine Loveliness which mani-

fests itself through these. The figure in the verse is taken from the Christian

worship; the beautiful pictures and images in the churches were but idols to

the Muslim, though to the mystic it was easy to see how God could be wor-

shipped through these. The organ and the sacramental wine play important

parts in the Christian rites.

1 Mani is Manes, the founder of the Manichaean system. The poets represent

him as a great painter; and his studio, where he kept his collected paintings,

is called Erzheng (sometimes Erzeng and Erteng.)

2 This couplet is purely mystical and does not refer to any incident in the

romance, which makes Leyli die before Mejnun. The meaning may be some-

thing like this: The Eternal Beauty, in its countless manifestations, is ever

making use of the elements, physical and psychical, of its lovers, in order to

give expression to and body forth its own loveliness. Surma is the black

powder with which Eastern ladies paint the edges of their eyelids.

3 In this verse Khayali gives both the Sultan and himself a pat on the back.

* That is, the houris' faces.

* Of the streamlets of Paradise it is said that their earth is of camphor,

their beds of musk, their sides of saffron, while their pebbles are rubies and

emeralds.

6 The 'Most Blessed Vale' (Vadi-i Eymen) is the valley in which Moses

saw the burning bush.

I
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Khaydli, I beheld his breast which grief for rivals had bedecked;

I took it for a desert-land wherein no pleasant grasses grow. '

Ghazel. [189J

Naught he knows of medicine's virtue who hath ne'er had ache or pain
;

Never doth the caitiff quaff the beaker at the feast of bane. -

He shall not be broiled at fires infernal myriad months and years,

He, O zealot,'' who in cant's hot market-place* doth cold remain.

What though I should dance around, O jurist, 5 for the Dear One's love? —
'Twere but meet if dust to circle with the whirlwind still be fain. ^

One of pinion with the "^anqa lofty-souled is he to-day ^

Who apart, alone, abidetli mid creation's nest and grain.

Tidings of the bloom and perfume of this garth " Khayali gives,

Like to y<jndcr leaf autumnal on whose green's the yellow stain. ^

The next ghazel is said by I'rofessor Naji to be the best

known of Khay.Ui's poems.

' Perhaps an allusion lo \'aliya I'.cy.

'^ 'I'lie caitiff can never win adciilshi]), to gain which one must suffer.

^ The 'zealot' (zfihid) is a frequent figure in the mystic poetry of the Kast.

II<: corresponds to lUirns's 'unco guid,' and stands for the type of the rigid

bui somewhat liypocriticiil orthodoxy of convention. He is usually introduiid

lo serve as Ijutt for Homc itcnthing Hpcccli of the poet.

• A marlfl'ii bcin(^ 'linl' or 'warm' means its being l)usy and ninth licipu-nlfd,

" riic juiii. <ii i|.i( iiii ul ihc law, (fiiq(h) Ih here iiilroducetl us imother type

o( iiinveiiliotial n-Hjieclability.

" ll were not Hlninge if I, who mn bul du-.l, siiould In- liornc numd by

th<- ail-cotnpidling whirlwind of love for the Divine lleuiily.

^ The aiiqil Ih ii fiiblcd bird of ({igiintic nI/c, NuppoHrd to dwell on the

Niiniiniu of Mount (,)(ir, n chain of lofty nioiintiiliu Niild to Ktirrouml llio whole

ciulli, wliieh of cinuHe wiim regiirdcd i\h lint. The 'iin(|il which In pnulit ally

the Hiinic UH the I'erHliui Siinur^li, bring unique, without nmte or (innpiinion,

In oftnii liiken by llir poetH iih ii type tif the Delly,

" The gHr<len of the Divine Heiuily, or of love llieiefiM.

*' I'crhiip'i II ii'iiiolr iillii iMii III ihi' pont'ii Hitllow loinplexion,
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Ghazel. [ 1 90J

The world-adorners in the world know naught of what adornments be;

Those fish that swim the seas around know naught of that which is the sea.

zealot, prate not to the tavern-haunters of the pains of hell:

For children of the hour are those, from all the morrow's troubles free.

If lovers looked upon their scars what time the sunset's blood is spilt,

No mote w^ithin the solar beams, no moon in heaven would they see.

About their bowed forms they sling the cords befashioned of their tears;

The arrows of their will they shoot, but know not whence the bow may be.

Khayali, they whose naked frames in weeds of poverty are wrapped

Do boast themselves thereof, nor reck of satin or of broidery.

1 shall close the selections from Khayali's Di'wan with a

curious and very original ghazel ; it is a little fable, a kind

of poem rare at this period, and which, when it does occur,

is usually found in mesnevi form.

Ghazel. [191]

Once unto the world-illuming Sun the Moon in heaven did say,

'O thou beauty, radiance-visaged, charmer high of fair array,

"Tis thy beaker's dregs that scatter foison over land and sea,

'Whelmed are all earth's myriad atoms in the lustre of thy ray;

'Through thy self the verdant garden finds its glory and its grace,

'By the brilliance oi thy judgment heaven and earth are lumined aye.

'What the sin whereof I'm guilty, what my evil in thy sight,

'That whene'er I look upon thee, thou dost turn thy face away?

'That whene'er I show to thee my body bended as the bow

'Far thou fliest to the apsis of disdain and there dost stay ?'

When these words the Moon had spoken reached unto the shining Sun,

Thus the answer came, 'O mirror of the forms of man and fay,

'Whensoe'er thou art beholden in the fulness of thy grace

'Doth the eye of earth still witness how vainglory is thy way.

'If I saw thee meek and lowly, pale of visage and demure,
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'Then my love for thee would deepen and my yearning win the day;

'Then if aught I saw of blemish in thy frame, O lover mine,

'I would perfect and complete it by mine own bright beauty's ray.'

Whosoever sees his failings in the mirror of his heart

And doth make his nature perfect, all the realms of soul doth sway.

O Khayali, shouldst thou meet with woe, a childlike heart's the balm

:

If thou seekest to be mighty, be thou lowly, lowly aye.'



CHAPTER IV.

The later Suleymanic Age. 964—974 (1556— 1566).

Fuzuli. Poets of Azerbayjan.

On certain mornings we may see the sun climbing the

eastern horizon and bathing all the land in the glory of his

radiance, while the moon is shining with soft pale lustre in

the western sky. The era of Turkish poetic greatness breaks

with such a dawn. Fuziili of Baghdad, illustrious by virtue

of the originality of his genius, may well represent the sun

flashing with his own underived splendour in the east, while

Baqi of Constantinople, most gifted of the Persianising poets

of his people, may stand for the westering moon shining

with a borrowed light.

We must therefore interrupt for a little while our survey

of the poets and poetry of western Turkey, and turn our

attention eastward ; for there, in a remote corner of the

Empire, appears this great man, whose genius may be justly

called transcendental alike in the intensity of that impassioned

pathos which could grapple with and overcome even the

deadening conventionalism of Eastern rhetoric, and in its

solitariness, since it had neither forerunner nor successor.

There is no greater name in all Turkish literature than Fuzuli

of Baghdad. Appearing like a glorious meteor on the eastern

horizon of the now far-extending Empire, he flooded for a
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space all the distant sky with a strange unwonted splendour,

and then sank where he had arisen, leaving none to take

his place. Fuzuli is the earliest of those four great poets

who stand pre-eminent in the older literature of Turkey,

men who in any age and in any nation would have taken

their place amongst the Immortals.

Muhammed bin-Suleyman, whose poetical name was Fuziili,

is said by a modern writer, on what authority I know not,

to have been of Kurdish extraction. ' There is some doubt

as to the exact place of his birth ; it was certainly somewhere

in the valley of the lower Tigris, in the region known as

^Iraq-i "Arab, probably either Hilla, as the British Museum

Catalogue says, or, as is suggested, though not distinctly

stated, by the early biographers, the city of Baghdad. In

any case his life was passed almost entirely in the last-named

city, the 'Abode of Peace' (Dar-us-Selam) as it is called by

the Eastern writers ; and a very peaceful, or at least unevent-

ful, life it seems to have been. As was to be expected, the

contemporary biographers, living in the midst of the literary

wf^rld of Constantinople, know next to nothing of this i)ro-

vinciai singer in a remote city but just adtled to the Kinpire. ^

L.iliTi had heard his nanie, and knew that he was one of

llie 'poets of the age;' he knew also that he had a strange

heart-bewitching style which was all his own, and had heard

some story about a Kiiains.i conlainiii;.; an cncli.intinj; \ iMsioii

of tin: tale of |,cyla and Mejniin, tliicc »(>iii»I(ts froiu uliifli

lif <|iiotcs. 'Asliiq ( liclebi's infonnalion goes a tiitU- lurllu-r;

Ik I.Movvi all tiial LatiH knows and a little iiiok. 1 U- knows

' Mlm/./iyii Tcvfiii ill llir milieu in llu* Niiiiiihui-i I'.dcliiyyiil.

'<> Mii|',liil;iil, wliicli liml liccii ill tlin |i(mNCKHl(>ti of the I'dxiiinH iiiul liiul int-

|i|iiti(l iIk lirlji III StilcyiiiAii, wnH <n'imi|i1(m| willmut rcKiHliiiiic liy uti (Mtoiiini)

aitiiy iiiiilct ill) (iniiiil Vc/ir IliriUiiiii I'luliii in ().|0 (llio vciy lic^innin^ ol

1535), The Siilliin iniivcil iiohI liiiy, luid rciniiincil ihrrr wllh ihc tii><i|i<. till

r.])rini;.
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that Fuzuli is 'Baghdadf, of Baghdad, and that he is the

'master and elder of the poets of those parts ;' he also knows

that when the Ottomans took possession of Baghdad Fuzuli

presented qasidas to Ibrahim Pasha and Qadri Efendi, and

through them to Sultan Suleyman himself, who gave him

an order for a pension on the exchequer of the city ; but

as to whether he was dead or still alive at the time of

writing the biographer confesses that he knows nothing.

That writers circumstanced as were Lati'fi and "^Ashiq

should be able to tell us but little about Fuzuli is only what

we should expect, but we might fairly have expected a fuller

account and more definite information from ^Ahdi, who was

himself a native of Baghdad, and who wrote his Memoirs

in that city in the year 971 (1563—4). But here again,

although we get a few additional details, the notice is un-

happily of the meagrest. So far as it goes, however, it is of

value, having regard to the time and place in which the

author wrote. He likewise speaks of Fuzuli as 'Baghdadi,'

and adds that he was highly accomplished, being well versed

in mathematics and astronomy, and that he was of a lively

disposition and was a charming conversationalist. He com-

posed with equal ease and elegance in Turkish, Persian, and

Arabic, his Turkish poems being highly favoured by the

critics of Riim, his Persian diwan being the delight of the

poets of every land, his Turki pieces being recited by the

Mughals, and his Arabic verses being famous with the eloquent

among the Arabs. In another part of his book this biographer

tells us that Fuzuli had a son named Fazli, who also was

skilled in versifying in the three languages, and who, at the

date of writing, was living in seclusion, apparently in Bagh-

dad. But this son made no mark in literature, and would

have been altogether forgotten but for '^Ahdi's brief notice.

"^Ahdi says that Fuzuli died of the plague in 963 (1555—6).
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If this date be correct, his death took place while ^Ahdi was

absent from Baghdad, for we know that the author of the

Rosebed of Poets left that city in 960 and only returned in

971, a circumstance that might account in some degree for

the meagreness of the notice which he accords to his gifted

fellow-citizen. But it is not quite certain that this date is

correct
;

Qinali-zade, writing some twenty years later and

in the west, says that the poet died 'about the year 970

(1562-— 3),' and this has generally been accepted as the date

of Fuzuli's death. But it is difficult to think that '^Ahdi,

writing a biography of poets in Baghdad in 971, could make

so extraordinary a blunder as to antedate by seven years

the death of a great and famous poet which had occurred

in that very city only the year before; it seems to me much

more likely that it is Qinali-zade whose vague statement is

at fault here. A careful examination of Fuzuli's works might

possibly throw some light upon the matter.

In the charming Preface prefixed to his Diwan Fuzuli

himself tells us how his whole life was devoted to literature

and especially to poetry. We have a pretty picture of the

scliool which he attendetl as a little child, with the fair

young scholars sealed in rows and iHiIdiiig their books like

ilovv< IS in their small hands. ( )f years too tender to set out

upon tlic thorny paths of l-'.astern science, this little compain'

read iiolliin'; but |)oems telliiij.f of love, studied nothing but

glia/.els in wliicli I lie liinniii;; lie.irl si^Jicd foiMi its passion.

Studies so suggestive, combined with the socict)' of such

sweet c()m|)anions, soon began I" h II on the impressionabK-

mind of the young I''u/ul(, (»n the p.igi; ol whose soul the

reed ol destiny had on llie rnuial I )ay inscribed the lo\e

ol pixliy. He bee.inie (list r.iui;lll liki- llie Mi;;hl ini;aK', and

lound lli.it III', ii.iliiie i;ave hini leave to warble beloie those

rosis. llie (!(',( (Ill moon o| poetiy rose over the hori/un
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of his mind, and, borrowing the radiance of passion from

those sun-bright beauties, waxed greater day by day, till

ere long the light of its beams reached far and wide. From

time to time, he tells us, this passion for poetry would over-

master him and make all other things fade into insignificance.

His fame and reputation. were ever on the increase, but it

became evident to him that he must study to acquire all

manner of science, for poetry without science is like a wall

without foundation, and a wall without foundation is but

lightly esteemed. So he set to work, and for a time spent

the coin of life in acquiring the various sciences, until at

length he was able to adorn that beauty, his poetry, with

the pearls of knowledge. The Preface next gives an account,

to which we shall revert by and bye, of the circumstance

which led the poet to collect his Turkish ghazels into a

Diwan. This is followed by an appeal which Fuzuli makes

to his (presumably Osmanli) readers not to let his verses

fall in their esteem merely because he has never in his life

travelled beyond the limits of his native province of "^Iraq-i

''Arab (an interesting item in his slender biography), and not

to look with the same contempt upon his ability as upon

his birthplace, since the esteem in which a country is held

does not affect the ability of an individual, just as the sheen

does not pass away from gold because it is lying in the dust,

while a fool does not become wise merely through dwelHng

in a city, nor a wise man a savage through abiding in a

desert. All this is interesting as showing in what light the

Azerbayjani or Persian Turks were regarded by their brethren

of the west.

Then comes an entreaty to the 'eloquent of Rum' on the

one hand, and the 'Tartar rhetoricians' on the other, to hold

him excused if his verses are not adorned with the words

and phrases of those realms, and bedecked with the witticisms
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and proverbs of those countries, for the people of every land

look upon borrowing as a disgrace. The Preface closes with

a prayer that God, whose grace has guided those dear children,

his poems, from the narrow strait of nonentity into the plea-

sant field of existence, may accompany them to whatever

land they go, making their advent a blessing and their

presence a delight; and that He will shield them from all

who would do them wrong, and especially from those three

cruel foes, the ignorant scribe, the unskilled reciter, and the

envious detractor.

The works of Fuzuli are written in that dialect of the

Turkish language spoken along the Turko-Persian frontier

and called Azerbayjani from the country of Azerbayjan,

which forms the north-western corner of the modern King-

dom of Persia. Although it has at no time been more than

momentarily in the hands of the Ottoman Sultan, this district,

which in population and language is almost exclusively Turkish,

(night, cthnologically speaking, to have been incorporated in

the Ottoman West Turkish luiipire; and it is much to be

regretted that Suleyman and his successors, in place of wasting

the energies of their people and the resources of their state

in vain schemes for tlie concpiest of foreign hinds which it

was as impossible as it was undesirable lli.it they should

Ijermaucntly retain, did not turn Iheir serious .ittcntion to

completing tiu* best woik of tlicii i)rr(U;cessors by gatluring

iimli r llnir wing tiiosc large bodies ol tluii Icllow- I'm ks

who still remained subjecl to the Slialis ol i'ersi.i in districts

conterminous with their own dominions.

This A/erb.iyj.inI dialect staiuls between tin- l)tlom.iii of

( 'onst;iMlino|»le .ind lln jaghatay of Central /\si.i, but is

mm h ( lo'.ci lo III. Idimii ill. in il r. lo llie l.iller, AuNone

f.innli.u Willi iIh ()II<>iii.iii di.dect, especially in its e.iilier

st.i|'i ;, will li.ivi no tiiiiililr III i(,idiii(; ansllmi;; wiitteit l)\'
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F^uziili, while he will hardly be able to understand much

of Neva^i without some previous special study. ' None the

less it would appear strange and probably somewhat uncouth

to western readers; and so we find Lati'fi and Qinali-zade,

apparently more struck by the dialect than by aught else,

likening the works of Fuzuli to those of Neva^'. That the

poet himself regarded his speech as distinct alike from the

^Osmanli and the Jaghatay is evident from the appeal in

the Preface to his Diwan for indulgence if his words and

phrases be found unfamiliar, since they are addressed equally

to the 'eloquent of Riim', namely the Ottomans, and to the

'Tartar rhetoricians', that is the Central Asian Turks.

So far as it goes, the judgment of the early critics on

Fuzuli is wholly favourable. Latifi speaks of his 'strange heart-

bewitching' style, and pronounces him an originator with a

manner of his own, a fact which "^Ahdi also is able to per-

ceive. Qinali-zade finds his unique style curious but ingenious,

and his poetry highly ornate, but possessing dignity and power

as well as delicacy, while the clarity of his speech, like unto

that of sweet water, is the envy of the heavenly Selsebil ^

' Among the more obvious peculiarities of Fuzuli's Turkish are the occasional

use of such Eastern forms as ,iisij«' = ik.^x-»', .c>Xkj^ = x^iij', ,£jfXj,^i =

«.^a1.xS, ^ ,».Ji = *.5^.v^; and as bAaJ^I = tsiA-iAJ^', slX.jKU = 8A20;b,

BiA^xsLi = sA-SsX/olj. The form .^A-J^Jji = .L\/ii.ij' was still common in the

West, but not *Jv5' = f*-^.!}',
or .~M*.i»J^^ = .-Aw./ii.ijl. Similarly, while the

forms qJjAj^ = i_jjlX.j^, ...LtiLj = v--i«,5ij were used there, such a form as

^LiiL^! = ,-i^^U?-5 was unknown. So was slXacL*- ^^b for suXJvcLw ^^.iji-Xjlj.

The forms .,0 and .0^.50 for jO and iiASkJ were obsolescent; so was .Jj' =

jJ-j'. Such Eastern accusatives as (^g^J^-^a-S for ^^--J,^j-0a5 were never in use,

nor had
,
<;-w'* ever been generally used for jj;***, nor ^y* for ^^, nor (iXJ

for (jiO (there was however an old word ^c^. ^till in occasional use). The

meaning of a few words is slightly modified: thus Fuzuli often uses \.jkx^^

where an '^Osmanli would prefer v^^j"!, \Jsla.»jd in place of v^4.ajS, and so on.

2 The Selsebil is a river in Paradise.



and of the Fountain of the shining sun, and the verdure of

the bovvers of his ghttering poesy is an object of envy to the

rose-garden of the earth and the azure field of the revolving

sky. But high-sounding words like these go for little with

such authors, who scatter the pearls of their rhetoric with

lavish and impartial hand upon genius and mediocrity alike;

indeed, many a writer who is now all but forgotten is far

more richly handselled with the gems of Qinali-zade's elo-

quence than is he whom all now recognise as the chief glory

of Turkish medieval literature.

While it is thus evident that the old critics perceived that

in Fuzuli's poetry they were confronted with something new

and strange, it is perfectly clear that they utterly failed to

appreciate the greatness of his genius, or to see that in his

verses they had the sweetest words yet sung by poet in the

Turkish tongue. How, indeed, should they appreciate him ?

His ways were not as their ways and his world was a very

different world from theirs. What had they and their com-

peers, with their laboured metaphors and far-fetched conceits,

to do with that love which in its i)assionate ardour becomes

ohhvious of self and all beyond its one dear object? What

to Ihcni was the simple language of the lender soul, the

words that How from Ihe Hps because the heart is full? They

eared for none of these things; they had deliberately shut

the door ill the lace ol true and iialuial leeliiig when they

till 111 (I ill (diileiiipl hum llu; songs and ballads ol then own

'liilki'.h |Mo|)le, wherein, il they had bill dei;/_iied to looU,

they would have learned .1 levsoil ol .inipllilt w teiiderni'SS

.Hid manhood wlm h all llu' poets ol li.iii were powerless

lo li.iih. I'.spicssioii was the ;;<idde',', to whom thti-.e luono-

llieisl', bowi'd lll( l.liee, .1 poel ini;',hl be the p.lltot o| the

i'l r.iaii'., Willi not .111 idea in hi. he. id Ih.il lu h.id not

liiiiiowed liotii I I. ill/ 01 j.iiiii, 01 Ik ini{;ht '" 1 iil)'.slic
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whose every verse was a riddle recalling the proverb 'the

meaning is in the mind of the poet;' ' or he might even,

if he liked, write the veriest nonsense, with no meaning

either for his own mind or for that of any man, but so long

as he paid due reverence to Expression, that is to the mass

of artificialisms and affectations which masqueraded as such,

his Plato-astounding thoughts would reach beyond the Seventh

Heaven, and his dulcet words would form the burden on

the tongues of men and angels. And so it comes about that.

Expression being considered the one thing needful, and ex-

cellence therein the true measure of poetic genius, Baqi, the

master of the Persianising writers of Turkey, is crowned

King of the Poets, while Fuzuli, in many of whose ghazels

there is more real poetry than in the whole Diwan of this

King, is dismissed with a few lines of commonplace approval.

It has been reserved for the moderns, who are much more

in sympathy with him than were his contemporaries, to fully

appreciate the genius of this gifted poet and to perceive the

unique position which he occupies in Turkish literature. As

I have already suggested more than once, his distinctive

characteristic as a poet is pathos ; a tender yet passionate

tone pervades his works, of which even the most artificial

impress us with a feeling of the author's earnestness. No
Turkish poet has written ghazels so truly beautiful; Baqi's

are more classic, Nedim's more dainty, but none are so

intense, none so aglow with living fire as those of the old

Baghdadi. There is besides more internal harmony in his

ghazels than is usual at this time; the note struck at the

beginning is adhered to throughout, and he does not sing

each couplet on a different key. Many writers spoil what

would otherwise be a pretty ghazel by introducing a distich

1 y:Lxi.ii ^j j, ,_colIL
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altogether out of harmony with the rest, and striking an

entirely new vein of thought, but Fuziili is careful to avoid this.

Fuziili stands alone; none can charge him with that imi-

tativeness which he somewhat too chivalrously declared was

held in all lands for a disgrace. The resemblance which Lati'ff

and Qinali-zade find between him and Neva'i is the mere

superficial resemblance of an unfamiliar dialect, whilst the

comparison which '^Ahdi makes between him and Selman is

no more than a conventional compliment. Fuziili found his

inspiration in the pages of no poet, Turk or Persian, but in

his own heart
;
guided by the light of his own genius, he

found a new pathway for himself, a pathway untrodden by

any predecessor, and which none of all who followed him

could rediscover. He stands alone in old Turkish literature

as the Poet of the Heart.

But Fuzuli could not wholly escape the spirit of his age;

in an evil hour he gave himself up, as we have seen, to the

study of the 'science' of poetry, a study the results of which

are unhappily but too manifest in many of his works. A
man of his powers would soon make himself familiar with

llic literary paraphernalia of the Persians, and, being pcrsuadetl

that such things were necessary adjuncts to poetry of the

loftier style, would freely adorn his verses with novel ami

striking combinations of the old stock materials; and so we

(iikI llial there are few even annMig Turkish ports more

artilicial than at limes is I'li/iili, lew in whosi- works arc

more fantastic similes or nimr fai lelched conci'its. Hut not

the least wonderful thing about this pod is that, in spitr

ol these trivialities, his poetry riMuains poeti)'; that ni>l\\ith-

sl.iiidini; the evident coiisciou'.ness aiul Uf less evident plea-

snr<' wilh wlm li he inl io(lii( i •. hi', .ubiile lancies ami lai

fetched in>a;;< ly, li<' never laih. to convince us ol his peilect

sinceiily and ol his real lai ne-,| ms'. o( Iieail. Ami heie h«"
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differs widely from the mass of his contemporaries; for this

was a period of Hterature in which it was natural to all

authors, authors in prose as well as authors in verse, to seek

out ingenuities of fancy and curiosities of expression. Such

a period paralyses mediocrity, and genius alone can encounter

it and emerge triumphant.

But Fuzuli has very many passages and not a few entire

poems in which he seems to have forgotten all the learning

of the schools, in which the pedant is silent and the voice

of the poet alone is heard. And it is these passages and

poems, where he gives himself up unrestrainedly to his own

passionate feelings and pours out his ardent heart, all oblivious

of the canons of schoolman and rhetorician, that form his

true title to our affection and esteem, and have won for him

the high position which is his in the literature of the East.

The genius of Fuzuli is intensely subjective; he is unable

to perceive a thing as it is in itself or as it would be if he

were not there ; he reads himself into everything he sees,

and even in those poems descriptive of external objects it

is not so much the objects themselves as the impression

they produce upon his mind that is uppermost in his thoughts.

This subjectivity is a feature of the time, and is shared more

or less by all the poets of the Archaic and Classic Periods,

but in Fuzuli it finds its most eloquent, if not its ultimate,

expression. A result perhaps in part of this mental attitude

is that tone of sadness which pervades almost all of this

author's writings. Still when we read those sweet sad lines

so full of a gentle yet passionate yearning, we cannot escape

the feeling that we are here in the presence of one who has

looked closely on the face of sorrow.

Fuzuli is not a philosophising poet like Khayali, with a

Diwan full of mystic odes, but every now and then we come

across a line or a phrase deftly introduced in a ghazel which
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sets us thinking, and we see that we have here no mere

writer of love ditties, but a man who has pondered long

and deeply on the great Whence and Whither. His philosophy

is of course that mysticism which in one form or another

was the bread of life to all the Eastern sages of old time.

Turning for a moment to the technical side of Fuzuli's

work, we find Ekrem Bey in his Course of Literature ' praising

him for the harmony of his language, bracketing him in this

connection with Nef^i, the second great poet of the old

School, and with the modern writers Shinasi Efendi and

Kemal Bey, all of whom, he says, owe something of the

great reputation they enjoy in the literary world to the

presence of this particular beauty in their works. If we bear

in mind when and where they were written, it is but natural

that Fuzuli's poems should abound in Persianisms, and so

we arc not astonished at frequently coming across Iranian

idioms and constructions where it may seem to us that

little would have been lost in speaking plain homely Turkish,

even though the turn of the phrases might not have been

quite Constantinopolitan. ^

The modern writers are, as I have said, better able to

sympathise with and therefore to appreciate l'\izuli than were

the critics of his own time. Ziya I'asha gives many (|uolations

both from his JJfwan and from his Leyla antl Mejnun, and

in the preface to his anthology he speaks of the gha/.els of

III!' old |)()ct as bi;in^; slill lull dI vital aidtiui and ot his

I Xu.iii as being aglow with the lire ol love, lie says that

I'li/.iili does not tliiiil: of art whc^n wilting; his glui/i'ls; that

tin- .III is there, Iml unconsciously, spoMlani'ously, a slatc-

' oLajjI (*Abu> vol. I, |i, IJ4.

^ I'ui rxitiii|ili:, If iw 11 ({iciil iillrmlRr it){itiiiiit llu- ititr nf I'viiki^li i'iiiii|iii(iitiiiii

iIimI ilirro hIiimiIiI ikiI lie iniirc tlinii tliroe Irdfclit (IVminn ^ntltlvo cuimliuclloii)

III iiiii ( ouniiiii ill |iiiihii, mill iiiiii ill |iiir(iy (itllil lllill lull titirly).

(I
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ment which is called in question by Kemal Bey. In another

place, discussing the Leyla and Mejnun, the Pasha says that

the understanding is lost in admiration of this heart-attracting

poem, and that though there are many Leyla and Mejnuns,

none is equal to this. Kemal Bey would begin the true poetry

of Turkey with the works of Fuzuli. Memduh Bey in his

pamphlet on Ottoman literature simply ignores all that has

gone before and starts with this poet. He is the first poet

mentioned by Ekrem Bey in his little treatise on the old

writers; and Professor Naji looks upon him as the greatest

of the love-poets of Turkey.

The two works on which the fame of Fuzuli rests are his

Diwan and his Leyla and Mejnun. He has, as we shall see,

other writings, both in verse and prose ; but these, admirable

though they are, are subordinate to the two just mentioned.

The Diwan is preceded by a Preface in prose, with verses

interspersed, in which, as we have seen, he gives some

account of his studies and of his devotion to poetry. He

further tells how he came to collect his Diwan; one day a

musky-haired beauty comes to see him, who after winning

his heart by sweet and gracious words, reminds him that

he alone is able to write poetry with equal grace in Arabic,

Persian and Turkish, and represents to him that while his

Persian ghazels " and his Arabic Rejez are a joy and delight

to many, it is unjust that the Turkish lovehngs should be

left without a share, an omission which might moreover

eventually prove a defect in the foundation of the edifice

of his fame. The musky-haired beauty's words seemed good

to Fuzuli who, although at that time engaged on work of

greater import (one cannot help wondering what it was),

' Fuziili wrote a complete Diwan in Persian, of which there is in the British

Museum a manuscript marked Add. 7785, and which has been lithogi-aphed

in Tabriz.
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resolves to carry out the suggestion and collect into a Diwan

the various Turkish ghazels which he had written from the

days of his childhood, He therefore set to work, and, having

requested his friends to return the poems which he had from

time to time given them, compiled the book which has made

him immortal. The first part of the foregoing pretty little

story is quite conventional, and probably entirely fictitious;

those old Turkish poets seem to have had no lack of en-

couragement from fair friends, so perhaps it is not astonishing

that they were so industrious.

The Diwan itself opens with a number of qasidas which

are for the most part panegyrics on Sultan Suleyman and

certain Ottoman officials, probably connected with the govern-

ment of Baghdad. Poetry of this kind was altogether alien

to the genius of Fuzuli, so that nothing very remarkable

can be looked for here, and, as a matter of fact, his qasidas

arc surpassed by those of several of his contemporaries. Very

different are the ghazels, some three hundred in number,

in which Fuziili pours out his heart, and sighs and smiles

by turns. The few stanzaic pieces which follow are very

qiiaiiit. .ind pretty, being lighter and brighter in torn- than

1li<: ghazels; if the sighs an: lu-ard more often in thr hitter,

vvc have the smiles in fuller measure here. A section iA'

quatrains (rub.'i'^(s) brings the iJfwan proper to a clt)se, but

some copies liave further a few pieces celirbrating the triumphs

of till- ()tloiii.in aims in llic IC.ist. These, as wi-ll as the

q.i.ldas, |)aitaKc of the Matiiri: of court pocti\', ami both

sections .lie usually omitted in niainiscripts .wmI piintetl

edition', ol the jXw.iii, which lo\es jillle of value and };ains

mill h III iiiiil)' ol loiii' .iml leeliii;; li\ llien .ibsi'uce.

The hue hlw.iii o| I'll/nil, lli.il r. the I )i\v.in. as we have

il Willi Ihe idiiil |)iii liy ejiniiii.iled, is inspired liy love, and

lt\' love alone, lh( .|>iiil ol |iiv<', oi ralhei ol lovi'', .adness,
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exhales from all its pages. ' This love of Fuzuli's, to the glory

of which his whole Diwan is one long rapturous hymn, is of

a nature so subtle and etherealised that one doubts whether

its object had any existence on the material plane at all.

The beloved is rarely presented to us as a human creature

formed of flesh and blood ; we are conscious only of a vague

presence of more than mortal beauty, and clothed about

with radiance, but intangible, impalpable as the vision of a

saint. Had this beloved any objective existence, or was the

whole but a poet's dream, and this fair being no more than

the personification of the writer's ideal of all loveliness? No

one can tell; we can only guess; it may be that there was,

or once had been, some one whom the poet loved and

through his love invested with all that he could conceive

of grace and beauty, and whose image abode in his heart

clad in this garment of perfection which had no counterpart

in the outer world. Be that as it may, Fuzuli's love is of

the purest; unsullied by any stain of the sordid or the

earthly, it is such as the angels in heaven might bear to

one another.

Here again Fuzuli is the mirror of his age. The loves

of the poets of this time are always more or less mystical

and transcendental, and have, for the most part, an air of

unreality about them. Similarly, the erotic aspect of love is

hardly recognised in Turkish poetry till the more objective

spirit of the Transition Period begins to assert itself.
^

• The Diwan of Fuzuli was printed at Bulaq in 1254 (1838—9), and his

Leyla and Mejniin (under the title of Manziima-i-Fuzuli) in Constantinople in

1264 (1847—8). His Kulliyyat, or complete Turkish works, were printed at

Constantinople in 1291 (1874).

2 Except in the nuptial scenes in certain of the romances, where the whole

business is set forth in a series of metaphors, sometimes obscure, sometimes

daring enough; but the matter is never unduly insisted upon; it is neither

accentuated nor shirked, but takes its natural place in the story, and may

fill some thirty or forty lines in a mesnevi of three or four thousand couplets.
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In one respect, however, Fuzuli's good taste raises him

above the spirit of his age. He has none of that unnatural

and unbecoming misogyny, real or affected, which was at

this time fashionable among the learned men of Persia and

Turkey. Indeed, one of the very few more tangible and

plain-spoken poems in his Di'wan is frankly addressed to a

girl, his 'Kafir qizi' or 'paynim maid,' ' a proceeding from

which Ahmed Pasha or Ishaq Chelebi would have shrunk

in horror.

Fuzuli has but two or three strings to his lyre, tuned

though these be to perfect harmony, and it is more than

probable that the European reader of to-day would find his

Di'wan, as he would that of most Eastern poets, somewhat

monotonous reading. But to the student of Oriental poetry

it is a veritable treasure-house of delights; there is scarcely

a ghazcl but contains at least one couplet enshrining some

gem of thought or fancy. Graceful and unlooked for little

pictures, quaint and loveablc as those charming designs

wherewith the artists of Japan delighted to beautify their

inros and their tsubas, await us on well-nigh every page,

:in(] by their infinite variety dispel all feeling of melancholy

and (heary sameness, so that what might otherwise iiave

been a dull cloud of tearful monotony becomes a shimmering

pearly haze blending all things into harmonious unit)'.

I'\i/ul('s seccjiid great work, his version of the romance of

i.cyl.'i and Mcjuiiii, bcloiiMs |o I he last period ol his life.

In llic cpiloMiic he speaks (jf himself as one iVoni whose

hands the (apital of life has passed and who has piohteil

nolhini; (roui all th.il he has done. A litllr hiitlui on he

indKatc. in a i hi onoi'i .mi ihf yen in ulmh tlir woiK was

hiiishcd i)(i] (1556), which as we have seen is piol>.il>ly the

' Not nccCNNiirlly it Jowonn m <i ( liiitiliun, Iml nicrcly « Ivmiil In Ium Invrr.

Scr |i()rm N '. 300.
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year of his death. ' The poem opens in the usual way with

the praises of God and the Prophet; these are followed by.

panegyrics on Sultan Suleyman and Veys Bey, ^ who was

governor of Baghdad, and to whom several of the poet's

qasidas are addressed. Then comes the 'Occasion of the

Writing of the Book.' One day the poet was at a wine-feast

with certain accomplished friends from Rum; the talk ran

upon poets and poetry, upon Sheykhi and Ahmedi, Jeli'li

and Nizami, when Fuzuli, becoming exhilarated by the good

cheer, fell to vaunting his own poetic powers. Thereupon

his companions proposed to him that he should undertake

the story of Leyla and Mejnun, for although there were

many versions of the tale in Persian, there was as yet none

in Turkish. Much against his inclination Fuziili consented,

for the story was a sad one, giving no joy to either thought

or fancy (had it been otherwise many of the talented would

have handled it before); but he perceived that the proposal

was made as a test of his powers, and it was less painful

to set to work on it than to begin and make excuses.

This story may or may not be historical ; but the statement

that the romance of Leyla and Mejnun had never been treated

in Turkish is of course absolutely wrong. Fuzuli may be ex-

cused if he never heard of the obscure writers Bihishti and

Khayali who made Ottoman versions in the days of Selim

the Grim, and even if he was ignorant of the rendering given

The printed texts read *JJ^Lc ^'^'} l5»' sJlAiijl y which is obviously

incorrect as it gives the sum 1873, a Hijra date from which we are still more
than a half a millennium distant. I have therefore ventured, though without

authority, to amend it as above. The British Museum has a MS. of the poem,
but the text of this is not very full, and among the omitted passages is that

containing the chronogram. A further difficulty is, however, raised by the fact

that the poem is cited by Latifi, who finished his Tezkire in 953 (1546— 7).

2 Called Uveys in the British Museum MS.
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by Hamdi, whose Joseph and Zeh'kha ecHpsed all his other

work; but he ought to have known that Neva^i had treated

the story in Jaghatay Turkish some sixty years before.

The romance itself is merely the slender story of the desert

beauty and her frenzied lover, ' but told with that passion

combined with simplicity which we should expect from Fuzuli.

Many ghazels in the poet's own characteristic and eloquent

style are scattered through the narrative. These ghazels are

put into the mouths of the actors, usually at some point

where their feelings are strung to so high a pitch that they

seem unable to find relief save in a lyric outburst. The same

tone of gentle melancholy that runs through the Di'wan

pervades this poem; but the style is simpler, there are fewer

quaint conceits, there is less of fantastic imagery, while the

language is perhaps a trifle freer from provincialisms and

dialectal peculiarities.

In the pathetic little story of Leyla and Mejnun r\i/.uli

has a subject well suited to his genius. Like many another

great poet, he did not care to invent his story; he was

content to take one that was already common property, and

\)y the magic of his treatment turn it to his own. The story

of Sliirin is iiioic draiiiatic, that of Jose[)h more i)icturcs([ue,

but neither would have afforded such scope for the e.\crcise

of the writer's special gifts, and he acted wisely in making

the selection that he did, or in following the advice of his

CoHipaniuns, if we suppose the story in IIh- pioItiMur (n be Irui'.

I'li/i'iii's Leyla and Mejnun is without doiilit the most

beaiitilul Miesnevi that had yel been written in tin I'urkish

language, and it is very (piestionable whetlui it has cvcv

l)i:(:n surpassed. Then- i'. one poem, and one oiil)', that lan

Compete? with it, that is Sheykh (ihalib"'. llirai ii A-.hq oi

I Sri! vol. ri, |i|i, I'/jt n^i). I'lwiUl lullowcil liiini'-i uitliri tliitii NlrAnii'ii

ll.llllllivc.
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Beauty and Love, written late in the Transition Period, the

last romantic mesnevi in Turkish literature. This fine poem

is more powerful and far more original than Fuziili's, but

it cannot compare with the older work in pathos or intensity:

according to the reader's temperament will be his preference.

Fuzuli's poem consists of nearly 3400 couplets, and is

written in the same metre as the prototype by Nizami.

Fuzuli has two other poetical works, the Saqi-Nama or

Cup-bearer Book, and the Beng u Bada or Nepenthe and

Wine. Both are short mesnevis, the former containing a little

over 300 couplets, the second about 440 ; but the Saqi-Nama

is in Persian, and so outside our present sphere. The Beng

u Bada, which is in Turkish, must have been one of its

author's earliest works, for although the year of composition

is not given, its dedication to Shah Isma^il fixes it as being

somewhere between 907 (1501— 2), when the Persians took

Baghdad, and 930 (1524) when Isma*^!! was succeeded by

his son Tahmasp. The line containing Shah IsmaM's name

is omitted in many copies, doubtless because the Ottoman

scribes were loath to admit that a poet whom they reckoned

as one of theirs should have inscribed a book to the heretical

sovereign who had dared to withstand the grim Seli'm. ' The

poem is a phantasy conceived in the same spirit as Lami^i's

Contention between Spring and- Winter, but written wholly

in verse. When Fuzuli wrote, the use of the opiate called

' The line "is, however, supplied by the printed edition of Fuzuli's Complete

Works. (KuUiyyat-i Fuzuli).

^-.Jj.^.*-/*' 8'v.-.i; j}—i} *_> ij^^'^ «Lx*jJ 33ir-j' u*»J^

The feast-brightener of the banquet-hall of the Intimate,

The Jem of the age, Shah Isma'^il.

At rest through him are rich and poor,

God perpetuate his Kingdom to eternity!
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beng (which we may translate by nepenthe) ' had become

very prevalent in the East, especially among the doctors

and men of learning, many allusions to whose fondness for

it are to be found in the poem. It was proving a formidable

rival to wine for the suffrages of the devotees of pleasure,

and Fuziili figuratively describes the competition between

them as a struggle between two Kings. King Wine is seated

surrounded by his courtiers "^Araq, Nebid, and Boza, ^ when

Saqi (Cup-bearer) arrives and tells how he has been at the

court of King Beng who boasts himself lord of all, and

master even of King Wine. The latter takes counsel of those

present and determines to send Boza on an embassy to

Beng, demanding his submission. Beng naturally scorns such

a course, and having talked the matter over with his friends

Afyon (opium) and Ma'^jiin (electuary), sends the latter to

Wine with a counter demand. The result is that they go

to war, l^eng being eventually defeated. The little work is

interesting as throwing light upon certain byways of life in

those days, but its poetical value is of the slightest. There

is in it no trace of l^'uzi'ili's proper style, nor, so far as I

can see, any promise of his future distinction; its interest is

merely that of a curiosity.

IJfjth l^atfO and Qinali-zadc say that I'\izuH is the author

of a Kliamsa, or set of five long mesne vis which the fonuer

(iiiIIk r declares to be a 'response' to llic famous K.li.iiusa

of Ni/.inii. Ncitlicr, however, knows any detail except tli.it

I lie story of Leyl.i and Mejmin forms the subject of one iA

llie five. 'Alidf, while specially mentioning the Leyla ami

Mejmin as bciii^; I'li/.iilf's work 'in tin mesturvi form', says

iiolliiiii; whatever .iIkmiI lln. .ille;Mi| Kh.imsa. No |>.n t leul.us

I llcii|.', (ir 1)1111^ (WUr IiiisIiIhIi, cIiiuh, klf, Olc) In ii |iii'|<itiittiiiii nl Imliaii

li(Mii|i (CiuiimliiH Induu).

''I 'Armi (rii(|l) U Nplrlt^ iirlild (m lu-lil/.) in liulRwittr; lio/a i* a iltiiiU

iiiiiiic finin iiiiiilrd iiilllcl.
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concerning it are forthcoming, no copy of it is known te

exist. Ekrem Bey says that, having seen it mentioned in

certain Tezkires, he appHed to several libraries in Constan-

tinople, but no manuscript was to be found. It therefore

seems to me that the two Western biographers are in error

in their ascription of a Khamsa to Fuzuli. We have already

seen that their information about this poet is vague and

uncertain ; and it is incredible that in those days one mesnevi

out of a set of five should have attained the celebrity of

Fuzuli's Leyla and Mejnun, while the remaining four should

have been so utterly and absolutely forgotten that their very

names are lost. Again, had the poet written a Khamsa, it

is scarcely likely that "^Ahdi would have passed it over in

complete silence, referring at the same time to the single

poem of Leyla and Mejnun as being Fuzuli's work in mesnevi,

as though this were the only thing of importance he had

achieved in that form. It is much more probable that Latifi

received and chronicled a piece of erroneous information,

which Qinali-zade, either through negligence or inability,

failed to check before transferring to his own work.

In prose Fuzuli wrote a history of the Holy Family of

Islam, which he called Hadiqat-us-Su'^ada or The Garth of

the Blessed. This work, which deals chiefly with the sufl"erings

and martyrdoms of the Imams Hasan and Huseyn, the grand-

sons of the Prophet, follows the lines of the Persian Rawzat-

ush-Shuhada, or 'Garden of Martyrs,' of Huseyn Va'^iz, ' but

comprises many details collected from other sources. It con-

tains a very beautiful elegy, in the Terkib-Bend form, on

the Imam Huseyn, who was slain in the desert of Kerbela,

1 Huseyn Va'^iz died in 910 (1504—5): amongst his numerous writings is

the Anvar-i Suheyli, or 'Lights of Canopus', a book of fables, the Turkish

translation of which, called the Humayun-Nama or 'Imperial Book', made by

'All Chelebi about this time, is reckoned among the finest prose works of

the Old School.
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along with his little band of followers, after a long and

brave resistance, by the army of the usurping Caliph Yezid.

There is further a petition addressed by Fuziili to the

Nishanji Pasha protesting against the action of the local

authorities who refused to comply with the instructions of

the Sultan's order granting him a pension, and requesting

the assistance of that officer. This letter, which is called the

Shikayet-Nama or 'Plaint' of Fuziili, is held by the modern

critics to be among the best examples of early Turkish prose
;

it is simple and natural in tone, with a certain naivete even

in its conceits. It is written in the Ottoman dialect.

The following ghazels arc taken from the Di'wan ; the

reader will observe how different they are in tone from those

of any preceding poet, and how much closer than usual is

the connection between the several couplets.

Ghazel. [192]

my loved one, tliou^h the world because of thee my foe should be.

"rweie no sorr(jw, U)r thyself alone were friend enow for mc.

Scorning every comrade's rede, I cast me blindly midst of love;

N<;'i:r shall foe do me the an^^uisii 1 have made myself to dree.

\h\\r. and te(rn shall ni^ver fail me lon^; as life and frame abiilc;

Life may vanish, frame turn ashes: what is life or frame to mc i'

Ah, I knew not union's value, ere I tasted |)arlin^;'s pain;

Now the ^'Joom of absence makes me many a dim thin).; clear to sec.

Smoke and ember!; are for me, () );ard'ner, cyprcHs-lree and rose;

What shoidd i with bowers? 'I'hin<- llic bowers, mine the lire, perdie!

\'on<l(-i Moiin lialh bared her )daiiic'H );laivc; be not unlieedin^;, lieait;

i'or del leed llii'i day aie blllei »iiil In me and denlh l>> titer.

O l'u/,tlli, though thai life iiliould pant, Irom loyr'n way pii»-i not I,

l!y the path wheie lover'i wandei niido- my ^lave, I piay ol yr.
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Ghazel. [193]

Whensoe'er I call to mind the feast of union 'twixt us twain,

Like the flute, I wail so long as my waste frame doth breath retain. '

'Tis the parting day ; rejoice thee, O thou bird, my soul, for now

I at length shall surely free thee from this cage of dule and pain. ^

Lest that any, fondly hoping, cast his love on yonder Moon,

'Gainst her tyranny and rigour unto all I meet I plain.

Ah, my tears of blood suffice not for my weeping eyes' outlay,

So each moment from my vitals aid to borrow am I fain. '

Grieve not I whate'er injustice rivals may to me display,

'Gainst my dear's despite, I teach my heart injustice to sustain.

Well I know I ne'er shall win to union with thee, still do I

Cheer at times my cheerless spirit with a hope as fond as vain.

I have washed the name of Mejniin off the face of earth with tears;

O Fuzuli, surely I likewise a name on earth shall gain.

Ghazel. [ 1 94]

Feres are heedless, spheres are ruthless, Fortune is inconstant quite;

Woes are many, friends not any, strong the foe, and weak my plight.

Past away hope's gracious shadow, passion's sun beats fierce and hot;

Lofty the degree of ruin, lowly is the rank of right.

Little power hath understanding, louder aye grows slander's voice.

Scant the ruth of fickle Fortune, daily worsens Love's despite.

I'm a stranger in this country, guile-beset is union's path

;

I'm a wight of simple spirit, earth with faerie shows is dight.

' The flute wails so long as the player's breath is in it; the poet wails

till his breath ceases, i. e. till he dies, or till he swoons for sorrow.

2 That is, from the body.

' The liver (the seat of passion) was supposed to be formed of blood in

a solid state.

* The world.
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Every slender figure's motions form a stream of sorrow's flood,

Every crescent-brow's a head-line of the scroll that madness hight.

Learning's dignity's unstable as the leaf before the wind;

Fortune's workings are inverted, like the trees in water bright.

Sore desired the frontier, fraught with anguish lies the road of trial;

Yearned for is the station, all the path of proof beset with fright.

Like the harp's sweet voice, the longed for beauty bides behind the veil;'

Like the bubbles on the wine, reversed the beaker of delight.

Separation is my portion, dread the way to union's land

;

Ah, I weet not where to turn me, none is here to guide aright.

Tears of cramoisie have seized on Fuzuli's sallow cheek

;

Lo, what shades the Sphere cerulean maketh thereupon to light.

Ghazel. [195]

Ay, belike these wine-dregs arc the dust of one whose heart was fair.

So the bubliles o'er them fashion domes with reverential care. 2

When my tears and sighs thou sightest, rain and levin deem not those;

Ken not I my plight, I)ut weep and burn fur me the clouds o' the air.

What the use of that vain (luestion, ihiiu who askcst of my case?

Ask, an so llir)u please, Init never auj^hl of answer shalt lliou hear.

O'er my tonil), amidst the waste of woe, should e'er llic wliiilwind-trce

Xear its head, to stint thy watrr round that tree, mirage, forl)ear.

Never liavinjj won lo union with the I.cyla fair, () sun,

DoHl tliuu, like to me, turned McjniUi, wander o'er ll>c desert hare. -^

' 'I'lie word perda incanH bolli 'veil' atid 'note' (in nnisii), and is hi-ic uird

in liulh Ki:nNCH.

'' Lillle doMicH arc raiHcd over the touiltH of Haints in llic Kant. Here thr

drr^;M of llic wine arc HuppoHed lo have oner formed |>art of tlir body of

MiiiK! holy man, and, by the li^;iiii' liiihn-i ti\ III, tlu- IiuIiIiIoh arc Nidd In )ir

llic (loiiicH rained over tltCHc,

' The Nun croNNON the doMortN over wlileh Mcjiulii iiucd In wundii wlun lir

ui-iii iiirlanclioly miid for llir luvr of l.r'yl,\.
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Yonder Goddess reared her eyebrow, shrine-ward turn not I my face; '

Let me be, O zealot, vex not me, so thou do God revere.

All thy life-coin thou hast squandered one fair Idol's love to win

;

O Fuziili, woe is to thee, if this compt be called for e'er.

Ghazel. [196]

Cast the veil from thy moon-cheek, the morn doth ray

;

Forth! for forth is come the sun to take survey.

Surely my heart-strings suffice thee, knot thou these;

Only curl no more those jasmine-locks, I pray. ^

Roaming flushed, cast not thy glance on every side;

Ah! consign not all the world to waste dismay.

Toward thy lovers leave not thou to turn thine eyes;

Hold thee from the heart-consuming wail away.

Every night I count the stars till morning break;

Thou, the night apart from whom's my Reckoning-Day.

Hell he ne'er shall sight who burns for thy disdain,

None to torment doomed may win to Heaven a way. *

Earth's duresse hath cast me from my feet adown;

Give me wine, cup-bearer, that doth dule allay.

Oh! have ruth upon those fallen for thy love;

Hast no meed a guerdon-gaining deed to' assay ?

Should the loved one ask, 'How fareth it with thee,

'Sick Fuziili ?' what wouldst thou in answer say ?

1 Here the mihrab or prayer-niche (see vol. i, p. 224, n. i) is coupled with

the eyebrow, on account of its arched top.

2 That is, jasmine-scented locks.

3 The Reckoning-Day is properly the Day of Judgment ; here Fuziili boldly

calls the night spent apart from his beloved his Reckoning-Day; literally,

because he counts the stars all night (i. e. lies awake); and metaphorically,

on account of the tonnents he suffers.

* And Hell itself would be Heaven compared to the torment caused by

thy disdain.
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Ghazel. [197]

Lo thy mole hath thrown my fortune all a-tangle like thy hair;

Ne'er a day, O free from dolour, wilt thou ask me, 'How dost fare?'

Heart, yon cypress-figure's shade is past away from o'er thy head;

Weep, for now thy blithesome fortune changeth into drear despair.

Never would I let the spirit's tablet deck the body's wall,

Were it not, O dearest one, that Love had drawn thine image there. '

Though thou dost not draw the glaive of wrath to work my death forthright,

Yet forsooth some day 'twill slay me, this despite thou mak'st me bear.

Yearning for that mole so musky and that ruddy cheek o' thine

Whelms the pupils of mine eyen mid the liver's gore for e'er.

O thou bird, my heart, I rede thee, keep thee from Love's snare away.

Ere the stone of slight have broken these thy plumes and pinions fair.

Like thy shadow, hath Fuziili lain for long before thy feet.

In the hope that thou may'st one day tread him prone before thee there.

Ghazel. [19BJ

( loddess, when I sight thy figure wonder makes me dumb to be

;

llij who sees my plight and fashion for a figure holdcth me. 2

Naufjil of 1()V(-- to lilt: tliiiii sliovvest, iiauj-Jit of nitli, till in)\v at li-ngtli

l':is:,i(in for thy locks ilotli head me like I he sliadow on ihc lea.

Weak my star, my forliinc adverse, yet witlial thy gracious iiiioii

I'.ver fills my soul with yeaiiiiiig] loml (ni iiniiiii with thee.

Thou a |)riii(:ess; I, a l'»"KKar, may mil woo llicc : whiil inn I?

Yeaniiiig <la/,ctli iiu: with funcicH vain I ne'er tun hope lo soc.

Shoot not forth thy ^danee'i* diirl, il KinitcN my viluU, sjiilU my I>1imiiI,

(!anl not loose ihy khoiteil trcHHCH, fi»r Ihoy work my toinu-nhy.

I
I would iievei i iiiiHeiil lo live oil lull lor ihr |ii(liii(' of llirr whii li I .ovi

hu<i diiiwii ill my miml.
'<>

I h .1 I It. I M III.'!.'.. I



96

Destiny long since hath vowed me to the love of darlings fair",

Every moon-bright one doth make me thrall of down and mole to be.

O Fuziili, never shall I quit the path of Love, because

Through his virtue gain I entrance mid the noble company. '

Ghazel. [199]

Ah, the happy days when thy dear face was aye before my sight.

When the lamp of union with thee filled the eye of hope with light.

Then the joy of being near her made the ailing body whole.

Then the cheer of union with her brought the weary heart respite.

Radiant was my welfare's taper, mighty was my fortune's star,

Current was my glory's edict, prosperous my pleasure's site.

Naught of censure's dust had lighted on the skirt my gladness wore

;

Far the envier's eye, far distant from my party of delight.

Then was I a man, right welcome was I at her gracious court;

Mine abode was Heav'n; my drink, Kevser; my fere, a houri bright.

Fate was bidden to accomplish whatsoever thing I sought,

Time was bounden strait to order everything I wished aright.

Whatsoever prayer I uttered found an answer meet straightway,

Whatsoever boon I cried for granted freely was forthright.

Naught of grief, foreboding parting, suffered I to reach my heart,

Though I saw how Fortune ever dealeth dolour and despite.

What then if the Sphere do cast Fuziili midst of parting's pains? —
In the days of union bode he still a vain and heedless wight.

The following mukhammes is taken as an example of

Fuzuli's stanzaic poems; it is that already referred to as

being addressed to the Paynim maiden, and is written in

a slightly humorous style.

* Da quel giorno in qua' ch'amor m'accese

Per lei son fatto e gentile e cortese.

Luigi Pulci.
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Miikhammes. [200]

Thou whose body silk y-clad is attar within crystal clear, '

Gleaming water is thy breast, thy buttons shine the bubbles here; 2

Thou'rt so bright earth hath no power to gaze upon thy beauty sheer;

Naked did'st thou rise and cast the veil and coif from thee, my dear,

Ne'er a doubt whene'er it saw thee, earth were ravished far and near.

Lo, the heart hath limned thy golden bower and told thy rubies' ray ; '

And the rubies in thine ear have harkened heedful to its say. *

While the comb thy hair companions, love-sick I am far away

;

Every time it opes a tangle, bites the comb in am'rous play

:

Many a tangle knots my heart-strings, envying its goodly cheer.

Roseate face, and shift of rosy hue, and trousers cramoisie:

Thou hast donned thy flaming garments, and hast made us fire to dree.

Paynim maiden, ne'er was born of seed of Adam one like thee;

Sun and moon in beauty's circle 'fore thy face undone would be.

Sure the shining moon's thy father, and the sun thy mother fair.

Ruffled I of yonder musky hair Ihy fillet red doth crown
;

'Neath tiic golden anklets that thy silvery legs adorn I'm prone.

Think not I am like thy fillet void of thy sun-love, O Moon;

Nay, my semblance is the golden chain about thy cheek that 's thrown.

»

I'angs a thousand fnnii tliy glances' shafts my woeful breast ilolii hear.

' 'I'hc swcci body is Ihf attar of roses; ihc (iiaphanous silk dicss, the

crystal vessel.

'i Uy extension, llic Mmllons' may fiirtlicr alhiiic In the lady's breasts.

' This is !i very fliflicull line:

"'III'' Ip'miI liafli (liawii (di-|)i( liil ) lliy j;i)l(ltMi |iaviliiiri, and ^;ivfn news of

lliy niliii".."

Kcnii'inbcrihg that I'li/.iiK ofliMi uses "nuMfn" foi "red," mid vin- veisrt,

tliir meaning mitmih Id jir Honicwiiiil hh f<tll(i\vs:

"My hrarl, l)lfr(liii(.; (red) iImoukIi l»vr of llicc, rcinlK thy it<i pavilinn

fii|ipmenl!y Honic u|iiirtincnl or KiiiH(|U(' ndornnl willi k"'I'"K '" '""'' |"«><>'K

mid Himiliirly ({ivcn ii hint of (llic citjom of) iliy niliicn (ird lip-.)."

* Tin iiiliicH III lliinr Piu — Mliy luliy rtiiiliijjH,' m priliup* Mliy i>'i.y in\i,'

"* '111 'ill'' I oiiliiiim 11 riii'-fiMcliril r(|uiviM|iir lliiil niiitiui \<r M-|inHlim'il In

li.iii'.iiiliuii. Milii fliiih'diiird 'dun-ltivr') niniiiH Imlli '>.un' und Mom-,' ilir lillrl,
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Tulip-red thy hands with henna, ' and with surma - black thiue eyne

;

Like to thee is ne'er a beauty thus bedecked so fair and fine.

Shafts thy glances, ^ bows of poplar green those painted brows o' thine

;

Still unto thy glance and eyebrow doth Fuziili e'er incline :
—

Passing strange the bird should fly not bow and arrow, filled with fear!

The following will serve as a specimen of the ruba'^is.

Ruba^i. [201]

If thou desire thy love, self-love forego

;

If thy desire be self, thy love forego.

With love of self may ne'er a love be gained:

So love thereof, or love hereof, forego.

Before taking leave of the Diwan, I shall quote a few

stray couplets from different ghazels, which are both pretty

and characteristic of the author's style.

being in thy hair, does not embrace thy mihr, i. e. sun (-like face), but the

chain, hanging round thy cheeks, does; so I am not like the former, but like

the latter, as I too embrace thy mihr 'love,' i.e. love of thee is within my heart.

1 Henna (properly hinna, but usually pronounced qina in Turkish) is the

plant lawsonia inermis, from the leaves of which is made the red dye used

by Eastern ladies for staining the nails and sometimes parts of the hands

and feet; men occasionally use it for dyeing the beard.

2 Surma, the preparation of antimony used for darkening the edges of the

eyelids.

3 The comparison of the eyebrow to a bow, and of the glance to the shaft

or arrow is a favourite.

* Fuziili here speaks of the eyebrows as 'vesmelu,' i. e. painted with indigo,

and likens them to bows of green poplar. The 'green poplar' (yeshil toz)

may be some particular variety of the tree, or it may mean merely a young

poplar; in either case the word 'green' has a secondary reference to the indigo-

stained eyebrows, and is an instance of the identification of the colours blue

and green. [In a pencil-note of the Author's which I found lying between

the pages the following parallel passage is cited from Zihni's Yiisuf and

Zelikha: —

'Adorning her eyebrows with indigo, she bound the green bow-string to

the black (musky) bow.' ED.]
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Couplets. [202

Yonder Moon knew naught of how I burned upon the parting-day;

Kens the sun about the taper burning all night long till morn ?

Day by day the heart-consuming flame of absence fiercer grew;

Brighter shines the moon's refulgence as it further leaves the sun.

Strange a secret that of love, for ere to any wight I spake,

Voices through the town were crying how I loved thee fond and dear.

All the world through thee rejoiceth, I alone am thrall to dole;

Dole is forth the world departed, and hath homed within my soul.

* ?: V * Si « * » * * * * * * Si * « S- * * « * «

Whate'er the bondage be, 'tis sheer distress ; a cage would only grieve

The nightingale, although they formed it all of branches of the rose.

S; iK !?• Si St Si Si Si Si Si Si Si Si Si Si * Si Si Si Si Si Si »

Ah Fuziili, lo, the Sphere hath bowed our frame, as though 'twould say,

'15cnd thee down, for now 'tis time that through the door of life thou pass.'

Si Si Si Si » * Si Si Si # * » Si Si » Si » Si Si Si Si Si «

The zephyr will not let the tender rose-leaf kiss the dust that lies

Aiicath thy feet until the dew hath laved its face an hundred times.

Ne'er could they the tyrant glaive of those thy Sh(r(n-lips aby,

'I'liough the Splicrc should, like to Fcrh.'ld, fashion lovers' frames of stone. '

Neither roHcbud glads nor rose expands the .stricken heart tif nie,

Sore it yearneth Un that smiling lip and red red clicck u' tliinc.

'I'o Ijcar the praiHCM of Ihy pearly tcclh the hcu is fuin,

And HO ItH car inny ever l)u much upon the Hhorc. '

' Am Mllii'.iuii Id I'l'ihiid'H s< iilptiiiiii({ Ihi^ li^ui(?it of Shiilii mid KIiii^h-v

on MuiiMi Hi Sihiii.

'^
I lie dcni/, <|iilin{hi or wpii-rtir in whnt wr «'iill llir nn-ihrll. Ihi* muplfl

MU|i|ilii'H III) cxaiiipir of ihc curlouH but uii^iiial iinii^ciy which liutlll ut

(itiii'ii iilli'ciN,
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Let us now look at a couple of passages from the Leyla

and Mejnun; the first tells how Mejnun redeemed the gazelle

from the hunter in the desert, touched with pity because he

saw in it a fellow-sufferer, and because its eyes reminded

him of Leyla's.

From Leyla u Mejnun. [203]

He saw where a hunter had set his snare

To ensnare the gazelles at unaware.
^

A gentle fawn in his snare was caught,

Its black eyne with tears of blood were fraught.

Its neck entangled, its feet bound fast,

Its bright eyes wet, and its heart aghast.

Mejnun had ruth on its drearihead

:

He gazed and rosy tears he shed. '

That hapless one came his heart anear,

And gently he spake to the hunter there

:

'Have ruth on this fawn, I pray of thee;

'Who would not pity this misery ?

'O hunter, slay not this hapless one

:

'Have ruth on thy soul, and let it be gone.

'O hunter, beware, this crime evade

;

'Knowest not that blood is by blood repaid ?

'O hunter, give thou its blood to me,

'And make not its heart the fire to dree.'

'It is thus that I live,' the hunter said,

'I shall loose not its feet though I lose my head.

'If the life of this quarry I should spare,

'How would my wife and my children fare?'

Mejnun gave him all his gear with glee,

Of every leaf he stripped his tree
5

He loosed the bonds of that sweet gazelle.

And rejoiced its woeful heart right well.

He stroked its face with a weary groan,

He gazed in its eyes and thus made moan

:

'O thou, as the desert whirlwind fleet,

' The rosy tears, i. e. red tears, tears of blood, i. e. shed in anguish.


