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PREFACE

I know Sultan Zahur Akhtar since his childhood. His fa-
ther, late Raja Hasan Akhtar, was a close friend of Allama
Igbal. His relationship with the family allowed young Zahur
Akhtar to become a part of the household and to imbibe
the ideas and message of Igbal's poetry at an early age.
Later on, after the death of Igbal, Zahur continued his
studies under the able guidance of his father who incul-
cated in him a sense of the sacred, love for his religion and
for his homeland. These qualities manifested in his services
for the Pakistan movement, his unflinching and life long
devotion to his religion and community and the interest he
maintained in literary activities throughout his professional
career. He has written in Urdu, Panjabi, Pothohari and
English. Igbal’s poetry has always been the center of his in-
terests. Lately, he has prepared this translation of Igbal’s
Shikwa and Jawab4-Shikwa. These poems of Igbal have al-
ways captured the imagination of the men of letters and
thus, over the years, have seen many translations. Zahur's
attempt is unique in that it not only gives an English ren-
dering of these poems but provides a transliteration of the
Urdu text as well which caters.to the needs of a large read-
ership, living in the West, who are no longer able to read
thé Urdu text. I hope it would be a welcome and useful ad-
dition to the growing literature on Igbal and the transla-
tions of his works

(Javid Igbal)
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INTRODUCTION

Most of Igbal's mature poetry defies translation. More it
defies, the more it attracts the attention of men of letters
interested in his poetry who cherish a desire to convey his
message wah:gepmpecﬁwmdmhipwhichhnotabie
to read his poetry in its original Urdu or Persian version. It
is pmtkuhﬂyuuedhkfammnpoemsSMandjwab-
i-Shikwah as well as of his master piece Masjid+-Qurtubah.
The former two poems, which together provide a unified
viﬁmd'thepredk:mentoftheMusﬁmUmmthiu
historical situation, have always been read as a single con-
ceptual unit and have usually been translated together.
Over the years there have been several attempts to render
these poems into English verse and prose. As early as 1934
Altaf Husain published his versified English rendering of
Shikwah and Jawabi-Shikwah entitled Igbal’s Complaint and
Answer (Orientalia, Lahore) which went into two subse-
quent editions of 1948, 1954 partly for its quality of transla-
tion and partly because there were no rivals on the scene.
AJ. Arberry was the next to prepare a translation of the po-
ems in English verse (Shaikh Ashraf, rept. 1987, Lhr.) He
knew very little Urdu and had to rely on the prose render-
ing provided to him by Mazharud Din Siddiqi. This obvious
drawback seriously impaired the quality of the translation
making it much inferior to his other translations of Igbal.

Nawab S. Mahmood Ali Khan Tyro translated the poems
under the title “Remostrance” and "Response to Remostrance”
(Igbal Academy, Hyderabad) and published it along with
the Urdu text. This attempt was not able to improve upon
the earlier endeavors.
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Khushwant Singh — novelist, journalist and historian —
persuaded by the chancellor of Jamia Urdu, Aligarh, under-
took to translate the poems in 1981. The publication was
presented with the Urdu text in nasta'lig and Devanagri
Script. It was a success and saw three more editions in the
following ten years. In his Jgbal — A selection of the Urdu Verse
(S.0.A8, University of London, 1993) David Mathews
translated Shikwah also. It was in English Prose and lacked
the charm and accuracy of the earlier translations.

All of these translations have their relative points of merit
and demerit. There is room for improvement in each of
these attempts which has less to do with the qualifications
of the translators than the difficulty inherent in the task of
capturing the historical and spiritual overtones of Igbal’s
verse in translation as well as in successfully reproducing
Igbal’s idiom, steeped as it is in Islamic lore, in a foreign
language.

This realization has invited many other scholars to take up
the challenge. Several projects are at different stages of
completion. Sultan Zahur Akhtar is the first of these men
of letters who have tried to accept this daunting challenge
again and has produced an English translation of Shikwah
and Jawabi-Shikwah. His long association with Igbal's fam-
ily, his knowledge of both the languages and his under-
standing of the salient historical and religious motifs of
Igbal’s poetry afford him the possibility to do it from a van-
tage point. If the early birds have their privileges the schol-
ars working at the end of the day have advantages as well.
They can enrich their efforts by the experiences and en-
deavors made by others who had gone before them.

v

A translation seldom surpasses the original in the case of
classics of poetry. At the most it can aspire to come near
the original as best as it can. If it succeeds in remaining
faithful to the original and in capturing a reasonably read-
able style and idiom it can find its place in the ranks of
authentic and acceptable representations of the original
message. The translation presented here may not be de-
clared as the best but it has its own merits that secures for it
a special place in the growing literature of Igbal

translations. Apart from this the volume includes a
transliteration of the Urdu text which is particularly useful
for the readers who are interested in Igbal's poetry but can
not read the Urdu script. We hope that it would be helpful
for a wider dissemination and better awareness of Igbal's

message.

(Dr. Waheed Quraishi)
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TRANSLATOR’S PREFACE

Allama Dr. Sir Muhammad Igbal is the Poet, thinker
and philosopher of Islam. He is the thinker and originator
of the Ideology of Pakistan. His poetry, in stages, turned
from romance into Indian Nationalism and then, through
study and immense love for the Prophet of Islam, was Isla-
macised. Finally, through his revolutionary and fantastic
ideas, it turned, into Pan-Islamism.

He is not only regarded as a "symbol” in Pakistan but is
also amark in the World of Islam. In the first four decades
of the 20th century, through his poetry in Urdu, Persian,
and English prose, he has given constructive thinking to
the youth of the sub continent and Islam. His verses and
ideology (which has been translated in many languages) is
ever lasting. He is thus living, and will always live in future.
Accordingly, as "Zinda Rud", i.e. "ever living" or "ever last-
ing", in his poetry he thus is the poet, thinker and the phi-
losopher of tomorrow, and of any devolution any where in
the Muslim World.

My late father Raja Hasan Akhtar, in 1924 AD, met
him in Lahore as astudent. Later in his life, as a civil ser-
vant, he remained his associate till his demise on April 21,
19388. In fact he was on his bed side. That night at about 00-
30 hr's he whined about pain in his chest. My father
wanted, through a doctor present there, that he may have a
pain killer or a tranqualizer. On that the Allama replied
VII



that he did not want to die in coma. In fact he wanted to
face death boldly in his senses. He then recited his Persian
verses to him.

Nishiné marde momin bi tu gdyam,
chiip marg dyed tabassum bar labé Ost.

To you I reveal, true and devoted Muslim's sign
While death accosts, smilingly, wends to the Divine.

At about 3.30 AM he again complained about a terrific
pain in his chest and requested my father to bring Hakim
Qarashy who was his physician. Before my father left he
recited him his Persian verse which is in the book complied
after his demise, Armughin-c-Hijiz

Sarilde rafts bz dyed ké ndyed,
Nasime az Hijdz dyed ké ndyed.
Sar dmad rizgdré ip fagirs,

Digar dini’é riz dyed ke niyed.

The past tune of Lyre, may come or not,
Nerving breeze  of Hijaz may come or not.
The time of this humble has consummated,
That, intimate of the un khown, may come or
not.

At about 4.30 AM he recited the "Kalima” and with an
eternal smile on his lips, expired. His head spontaneously
turned towards holy Ka'bah.

During 1934-88 my father was posted at Lahore. After
his demise he got himself posted out of Lahore. During
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these four years we lived near his house "Javid Manzil". In
this period Ibecame acquainted with his son Javid Igbal, a
handsome boy, few years older to me. This age difference
never was or is a hindrance in mutual respect and

understanding amongst us.

Myself and my two brothers were named by Allama
Igbal. He named me, Zahur Akhtar, younger to me Mah-
mud Akhtar and the last, Masud Akhtar. During our stay at
Lahore | was a constant visitor to Javid at Javid Manzil. I
remember Igbal to be avery kind and considerate person
full of love and feeling for the children and the youth of
Islam. He called them Javid, Shaheen and Falcons in his
works. He was kind and liked my association with Javid.

My tutelage hus been from Hissar, Lahore, Sheik-
hupura and from Punjab University. Later I joined Mulsim
University Aligarh where from I did my Bachelors degree in
Science. Here the daily conversation was mostly done in
Urdu. I was asports man and a good student. There I took
part_in the Pakistan movement in 1945-46. I have been
awarded Gold medal for the services then by the
Government in 1990. Later I joined Engineering College
Moghalpura and qualified in Civil Engineering in 1949. In
early fifties I joined Punjab irrigation Department as Sub
Divisional Officer. I did not like the civil life and went into
the army where I served up to December 1964. In October
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1964 my father died and I asked for the retirement which
was granted.

Since then, from 1964 to date i.e. 1996, I am busy
doing social work in my native place Kahuta. As a student
of Igbal and other masters, I have written several articles on
Engineering, Social Welfare, Hobbies, History of the Sub
Continent, Politic and Literature in English, Urdu, Poto-
hari and Punjabi in different International, National and
Regional magazines and daily papers. I am also an author
of three Urdu prose works, one Urdu poetry, one Potohari
and one Punjabi mystic poetry books. After 1965, during
civil life I held several appointments and was member of
many boards and committees in the subjects mentioned
above. I have been a member of Markazia Majlis--Igbal and
Member of Markazi Majlis-i-Tenhrik-i-Karkunan-i-Pakistan.
Now I am President of Majlis-i-Karkunan-i-Tehrik-i-Pakistan,
Islamabad and Rawalpindi Division.

I, as such, have attended several conferences and
seminars abroad, due to association with Igbal and Paki-
stan, at times I was asked to preside over Igbal days, Paki-
stan Days and Quaid Azam’s birth anniversaries. On all
these occasions, a reference to Igbal's poetry and recitation
of his verses becomes essential. After these meetings, the
younger generation -of Pakistanis living abroad who have
been bom there and cannot read or write Urdu com-
plained that they can understand Urdu poetry of the mas-

ters but cannot read it in Urdu Script. They desired that if
some one could transliterate lgbal's and other master's
poetry and works, so that it could be beneficial to them.
Taking this in view I decided to translate the Urdu version
of Shikwah, "Representations” and Jawdb-i-Shikwah, "reply”,
both written by Igbal, in about the first decade of this
century, in Roman Urdu as first venture for them. This
language "Roman Urdu" I had read in the army in early
fifties. In those years, some of British Officers and Non
Commissioned Officers were still present in my "Corps of
Engineers” where I was an Officer. Therefore my style of
transliteration into the Roman Urdu is that of the Army. I
was, however, advised to adhere to the transliteration code
developed by the IRI, Islamabad, which is included in the
following pages. While turning with the melody of these

verses, 1 being a meek poet, in the rhythm started

rendering these into English poetry also.

During this period in a2 meeting of the Markazia Majlis-
i-lgbal at Lahore, I had the occasion of meeting Dr.
‘Waheed Qureshi, Director Igbal Academy, Lahore. He very
kindly applauded my efforts translating Igbal’s poetry. He
advised me to read the English versions of three noted
scholars: Mr. Altaf Hussain, the Editor of Dawn, a
Prominent Journalist, who translated the works in
remarkable English in 1943. It was published by Sh.
Muhammad Ashraf from Lahore. This Ihad read while I
was a student of Aligarh University. The second, was by
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Prof. A. ]. Arberry, in 1955. He was Professor of Arabic in
Cambridge University. This also has been published by Sh.
Muhammad Ashraf. The third, has been by Mr. Khushwant
Singh. He is a famous scholar as well as a politician in
India. This has been published by Oxford Press in 1981. He
has given Hindi version in his book of the verses also.

I read all the three versions with devotion. The style of
poetry of the three gentlemen is different from onean
other. These learned personalities with sentiments have
done salient job. I do not consider myself qualified to
comment on the excellent work they have done. My own
poetry is "Char Harfi" or "Rubd’i" therefore I have adopted
that style which is more expository and is adopted by Mr.
Altaf Hussain also. I can humbly point out about them that
their idiom is not Urdu. Mr. Altaf Hussain is a Bengali, Mr.
A.]. Arberry is a British, Mr. Khushwant Singh is a Hindi.
All these noted souls might have read Urdu but have lim-
ited erudition in it. In fact during their noted work they
must have taken help of some one who converted Igbal's
verses of Urdu into their dialect before they could trans-
late it. Thus at many places the spirit and words of expres-
sions of the verse in their noble thinking appears to be
lacking. 1 would humbly yeild that I have an edge on all of
these learned dignitaries because of, naming by Igbal, edu-
cation, age, consistent study, knowledge and the following

facts,
a. | am a Pakistani, my national language is Urdu.
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b. As a youngster I heard verses of Iqbal, their neces-
sity and meanings from my father. | also had read
Shikwah, and Jawab-i-Shikwah, many times at home.
As such I am akin to the spirit and the emotion of
these verses.

c. I was educated at Muslim University Aligarh where
Urdu has been the medium of conversation. Thus
the message of this language is part of myself,

€. 1 have an immense study of Urdu and English Po-
etry of the mavens and I also have written in both
myself.

In this book, on a single page, I have presented Iqbal's
original verse in Urdu, transliterated these and then
rendered them into English Poetry. I hope my humble
effort will be appreciated by those who desired the
translation. In this venture I have been ably guided and
advised by Dr. Waheed Quraishi, for which I am indebted.
Mohammad Suheyl Umar has been kind to check and
advise on the transliteration and English poetry of this
work for which I am obliged. My son Mobeen Akhtar Advo-
cate went through the draft and helped me in computer
printing. My wife Yasmin discussed with me the meaning
and the spirit of Igbal’s verses. To both I am thankful.

Kahuta Sultan Zahur Akhtar.




SHIKWAH

(REPRESENTATION)




Kiyin ziyankar baniin sad farimash rahiin
Fikr-i-fardd na kar@ip mahw-i-gham-i-désh rahiin 4
Nilé bulbul ké suniin awr hamatan gésh rahiin
Hamnawa maén bhi ko't gul hiin keh khamosh rahin
Jur'at amdz méri tab-i-sukhan hie mujh ko

Shikwah Alldh sé khakam badahan hie mujh ko

Why should I suffer loss,
And abstain to quest what avail I may?

Nor image of what tomorrow retains,

And despond over sorrows of yesterday? d /ﬁd W L
Why should my ears entrenched hear,
The doleful cries of the nightingale? !

O fellow - bard! a posy am I, !
To loose me in sweet music’s dilate?

For I too have the gift of note, f ,‘/C..‘f y -——/ /

Which gives me mettle to complain. )
But alas! it is Creator Himself. / /
To whom in gloom I must explain!
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He baja Shéwa-i-taslim mén mashir haen ham ]
Qissa-i-dard sunaté haen keh majbir haen ham H
Saz-i-khamaosh haen faryad sé ma'mir haen ham
Nila ata hae agar lab pé, 16 ma'dhiir haep ham
Ae khuda Shikwa-i-arbab-i-wafd bhi sun Ié
Khitgar-i-hamd sé thora sa gild bhi sun Ié

I grant that we have earned the name,
As ever conforming to the fate.
But to there still a tale of pain,
I can no longer help relate. {

We are like a silent lute,

Whose cords have painful voice;
While anguish, distends on the lips,
We cry, have no choice:

O Lord! hear thou, these sad wails H
"From those of established fidelity; H
From lips wonted but to hail {
Hear thou these words openly!
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3. Thi 16 mawjid azal sé hi tiri dhat-i-gadim
Phil tha zéb-i-chaman par na paréshan thi shamim
Shart insaf hae 'ae sahib-i-altaf-i-amim
Bi"i-gul phaelti kis tarh jo hoti na nasim
Ham ko jam {yyat-i-khatir yé parishini thi
Warna ummat tiré mahbab ki diwani thi

From when endless time began,

Thy dateless Self had also been;

But then no breeze its aroma stretch
The blossom ruled as garden’s queen.

Thyself being just, should concede,

O Best! from whom all favours flow,
Wether breeze had not moiled in love
Thy aroma the people would not know?

The joyous labor we quested for Thee

Rejoiced our spirits and was our vanity.
Imagine Thou the disciples of Thy confidant
Deftly spread, so wide the truth of Thee.




4. Ham sé pehlé tha ‘ajab teré jahin ki manzar
Kahin masjad thé paththar, kahin ma'bid shajar
Khagar-i-paékar-i-mapsis thi insip ki nazar
Manta phir ko7 andhékhé khudi ké kiyankar
Tujh k6 ma‘lam hé leta tha ko' nam tird
Quwwat-1-bazii-i-muslim nén kiya kim tird

Before we arrived, how strange was a view
Was this most comely world of Thine!

To the stones Idols, the humans bowed,

And to the Trees they succumbed sometime!

The human mind was unenlightened

And to believe in God, one couldn't see.
It's known that, no one uttered Thy name
And also knew, nor worshiped Thee!

And you know that even once
No one did Thy name recite?
[t was the strength of Muslim arms
That met Thy task and gave them light.
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3. Bas rahé thé yahip saljiig bhi, tirini bhi
Ehl-i-chin chin mép, irdn mén sasani bhi
Isi ma'miiré mén, abad thé yinani bhi
Isi dunyd mén yahiidi bhi thé nasrini bhi
Par tiré nam pe talwdr utha’ kis nén
Bit jo bigri hu'i thi wo bana' kis nén

On this earth, once lived,
The Saljuks and Turanians.
In China dwelt the Chinese,
And in Iran the Sassanians.

And in Thy peopled world anywhere
The Greeks of Greece held their sway,
While Jews were along with them

The Christians also held their day.

Which amongst these people raised
The cutting sword in holy cause.
And who strove to fight the wrong,
And set the world with Thy laws?
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6. Thé hamip ék tiré ma'raka ari'on men
Khushkiyop mép kabhi larté kabhi darya'on mén
Din adhanén kabhi yorap ké kalisi'on mén
Kabhi afriga ke tapté hu'e sehra'on mén
Shan apkhop mén na jachti thi jahindaron ki
Kalimah parhte thé ham cha'op mép talwaron ki

It was we alone who marched

As warriers, none else but, we.

And upon the land we also fought,
And battled upon the sea.

Our Azan’s call rang out

In Churches of European lands.
And made this magic tune,
Over Africa’s blazing sands.

The glamour of our conquerors
Regal glories were disdained.
Under the shade of flashing swords
The "Kalima" was proclaimed.




7. Ham jo jité the to japgon ki musibat ké liyé {
Awr marté thé tiré nam ki ‘azmat ké liyé ;
7hi na kuch tégh zani apni hukomat ké liyé
Sar bakaf phirte thé kiva dahr mén dawilat ké liyé {
Qawm apni jo zar-0-mal-i-jahin par marti )
But fardshi ke Twad but shikani kiyon Karti ]

We lived then, only to face,

The distress of Thy wars; i

To eulogize Thy name we perished, {

Decorated with battle scars. {
|
)
|

Not to win an empire for ourselves,
We drew our swords and inspired.
We roamed hand in glove with death,
Not for earthly riches, we desired.

Our plebeians, if had striven,

For worldly riches and gold.

The Idols could never be smashed
Instead they could be sold.
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8 Jal na sakté thé agar jang mén ar jaté thé
Pia'op shéron ke bhi maydin se ukhar jaté thi
Tujh sé sarkash ko'i to bigar jaté thé
Tegh kiya chiz hu'd, ham t6p se lar jaté thé
Nagsh tawhid ka har dil pe bithaya harn nén
Zér-i-khanjar bhi yeh payghim sundya ham nén

In the fray we stood our ground
And did not yield nor dread;

The lion hearted enemies were,
Uprooted in the battle and fled.

And those who rose against,
Our swift, grim anger faced.
What cared we, for their sabers,
Their canons we debased.

On human heart we set Thy seal,
Thy oneness "Tawhid" we impress.
And beneath the daggers point,
Proclaimed your message with stress.
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9. Tu hi kaeh dé ke ukhari dar-i-khaybar kis nénp
Shehr qaysar ka jo tha us ko kiyad sar kis nén
Toré makhlidg khudawandon ke paekar kis nén
Kt kar rakh di'é kuffir ké lashkar kis nén
Kis nén thanda kiya atashkada-i-irdn ko
Kis ne phir zinda kiyi tadhkira-i-yazdan ko

Tell, whose fierce valor once

Uprooted the gates of Khyber?

Who were they who reduced to nothing
The proudest capital of Caesar?

Who razed to dust the fake gods,
The things of straw, and clay?

And who cut to pieces the infidels
And destroyed their armies to slay?

And who quenched and cooled
The sacred flame in Iran?

And in that land told again
The story of "Yazdan"?
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10. Kawn si gawm faqat téri falabgar hu'i
Awr téré liyé zahmat kasha-i-paekar hu'i
Kis ki shamshir jahangir, jahandar hu't
Kis ki takbir sé dunya tiri baedar hu'i
Kis ki haebat sé samam sehmé hu'é rehié thé
Muph ké bal gir ké hu Allahu ahad kehté thé

Which was the nation, there

Who needed Thee, as we sought?
Or fought the battles and the wars
That Thy super will be brought?

Whose conquering sword spread
The might of one and all?

And who stirred the mankind
With “Takbeer" clarion call?

Whose fear made stone Idols
Into fearful submission?

They fell on face submitting,
Admitting, God is one, only one!
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11. A giya ‘aen lard'i mép agar waqt-i-namiz
Qibla ril ho ké zamin bos hu't gawm-i-hijaz
Ek hi saf mép kharé hé ga's mahmild-o-ayiz
Na ko't banda raha awr na ko't banda nawiz
Banda-o-sahib-o-muhtaj-o-ghani &k hu'e
1éri sarkdr mén pohnché to sabhi ék hu'e

In the midst of battle, hour came,
The time, every one went for pray.
Men of "Hijaz", turned to Ka‘aba,
Kissed the earth, and quit from fray.

The king Mahmood and slave Ayaz,
In file, as equals they stood arrayed.
The ruler was no more a master
When both, to one Lord they prayed.

Slave or master, the poor or rich,
No intent of dissent was felt.

Unified in adoration was to each,
O Lord! before Thee when they knelt.
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12. Mehfil-i-kawn-o-makan mén sahar-o-sham phiré

Mae-i-tawhid ko [é kar sifat-i-jdm phiré

Koh mén dasht mép Ié Kkar tird paegham phiré
Awr ma'lim hae tujh ko kabhi nakam phiré
Dasht t6 dasht haen, daryd bhi na choré ham nén
Bepr-i-zulmat mén dawri di'e ghoré ham nén

In the corridor of spell and stretch,
From morning to evening we spent.
Filled with the wine of Tauhid,

Like glasses around we went!

In planes and mountains we traversed
To spread Thy message, was our task.
On no occasion we failed Thee

That's the matter we ask.

Planes and deserts spanning,

We conquered rivers and seas
And on our steeds, we galloped
On oceans and their boundaries.
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13, Satha-i-dahr sé batil ké mitiya ham nén 4
Naw-i-insdn ko ghulami sé churdya ham nén ) , J /
Tére qurdn ko sinon se basdya ham nép sl H e e >
Tére quran ko sindn se lagaya ham nén ] r/’ g’ . / /’7
Phir bhi ham sé ye gili hae ke wafidir nahin : /

1
Ham wafi¥dar nahip, ta bhi to dildar nahin { ' b7 Y & L,
[ ‘ A—‘.}Ka&v,wdu'&’
We were who, doffed from this earth, { s
The pages, of falsehood stained. ! g ~ gt AR,
We were who, from despot drudgery, i L—'ﬁ' .‘:V uff-’!’d-é—/

Got the human race unchained. { ]

We were who, bowed our brows
To Thy Holy Ka'aba's shrine.
We were thorax held,

Qur'an Thy Book Divine.

Even so, Thou have accused

We have lurked, the ardent’s part,
If unfaithful, we have been,

Did Thou have won our heart?




14. Umatép awr bhi haen, un mén gunahgar bhi haen
"ljz wilé bhi haen, mast-i-ma'é pinddr bhi haen
In mép kahil bhi haen, ghafil bhi haen, hushydr bhi haen
Saekron haen ke tiré nim sé bézir bhi haen
Rehmatép haen tiri aghydr ke kishanon par
Barg girti hae to béchiré musalmanon par

‘I'here are people of other faiths,

In them some are the transgressors.
There are numbie, lowly amongst them,
And drunx win pride are others.

In them are slugs, and neglectful,
And some are endowed with brain.
Many and hundred are the people,
Those who, despond Thy name.

Yet Thy bounties are being showered
On unbelievers and strangers all.
Only on the abodes of poor Muslims
Your fury, like lightning fall!
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15, But sanam khianon mén kehté haen musalman ga
Hae khushi un ko ke ka'bé ke nigehban ga’é
Manzal-i-dahr s€ dngon ke hudi khin ga'e
Apni baghlon mép daba'é hué qur'an ga'e
Khandazan kulfi hae, ihsds tuihé hae ke nahin
Apni tawhid ka kuch pas tujhé hae keh nahin

Yell the idols in the temples

The Muslims are, for ever gone.
Triumphant, they are on their attainment
Guardians of Ka‘aba are withdrawn.

From the canvas of the cosmos
The singing camel men have faded.
In the bosoms and their armpits
Clasping "Quran" have vacated.

Infidels smirk and snicker

Are Thou art even aware. .
For the message of Thy "Tawhitl"
Do Thou self even care.
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16. Y& shikayat nahin, haen un k& khazine ma'mir
Nahin mehfil ménp jinhén bat bhi karnénp ka shu'lr
Qehr té yé hae ke kafir ko milép hir-o-qusir
Awr bécharé musalmanp ko fagat wa'da-i-hir
Ab woh altaf nahin, ham pe indyat nahin
Bit ye kiya hae ke pehli si madarat nahin

Not that we brood and complain
Their riches and treasures overflow.
They, who have no modes or manners
Nor of prudish speech they know.

Infinite injustice, here and now are
Beauties and bounties, to infidels given.
And to poor Muslim are the promises
Of the houris when he goes to Heaven.

No favours and Thy kindness

Is shown and given any more.

What has happened, where is affection
Thouself showed, in past and yore.
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17. Kiyiin musalmanén mep hae dewlat-i-dunya niyab
Teéri qudrat to he woh jiski na had hae na hisab
Tt jo chahé to uthé sina-i-sahri se hubib
Rahraw-i-desht ho saeli zada-i-mawyj-i-sardb
Ta'n-i-aghyar hae, ruswi'i hae, nadari hae
Kiya tiré nam pe mamén walon ka iwad khari hae

Why no more are worldly riches }
And wealth amongst Muslims found.
Great is Thy might, beyond any limit
Has no measure or bound.

If Thouself willed foaming fountains i
Could bubble from dusty land, 4
And Mirage-bound a traveler be {
When walking through the sand.

All we own is taunts of aliens, 1
Public shame and poverty!
Is disgrace be our reparation, b
For waiving life for Thee?




18. Bani aghydr ki ab chihné wili dunya
Reh ga'i apne li'€ &k khayali dunya
Ham to rukhsat hu'€ awron né sambhali dunyi
Phir na kehna hu'f tawhid se khali dunya
Ham to jité haen ke dunyi mén tira nim rahé
Kahin mumkin hae ke siqi na rahé jam rahé

For strangers now the world stows,
The benevolence and esteem:

For those who move on Thy path,
Is a spectrum world and dream!

Others have taken over the World,
And our days are by gone and done.
Say not then, there is no "Tawhid,"
Or no one believed, God is one.

All we live for in the world,

To hear the recall of Thy name,
Can this ever be possible,

The "saqi" departs and cups remain.
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19. Téri mehfil bhi ga'’i chiahné walé 'ﬁbi gae
Shab ki Zhép bhi ga'in, subh k& nalé bhi ga'e
Dil tujhe dé bh'i ga'é, apna sila Ié bhi ga'e
A ke béthé bhi na the keh nikalé bhi ga'e
A € 'ushshaq, ga'¢ wa'da-i-faradi lekar
Ab inhén dhiind charigh-i-rukh-i-z&ba lékar

Thy alive crowd is defused,
Thy livers too have gone.
Gone are mid night sighs,
And no moaning at dawn!

The hearts we offered and went
Took the wages Thee bestow.
But hardly had we been seated
Thouself ordered to go!

As devotees we had arrived

And went with promise of tomorrow.
Now search for us with the light
That Thy beaming face does glow!
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20. Dard-i-laeld bhi wohi, qaes ka pehlii bhi wohi
Najd ké dasht-o-jabal mép ram-i-8ha bhi wohi
Ishq ka dil bhi wohi, husn ki jadad bhi wohi
Ummat Ahmad-i-mursal bhi wohi, td bhi wohi
Phir yeh dzurdagi ghayr-i-sabab kiyd ma'ni
Apné shaedi’on peh yé chashm-i-gadab kiya ma'ni

The love if "Laila" is violent still,
And "Qais" desires her ever more.
On the "Najd" and the dales,

The swift footed deer is ever before.

The passion of heart is still unfold,
The Beauty is alluring and is magical.
The followers of "Ahmad" still abide,
That Thy presence is eternal.

Then why is Thy high dislike
Neither rhyme nor reason is known.
What spells this, Thy eye is turned
From followers of Thy own?
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21. Tujh ko chord keh rasal-i-‘arabi ko chord
But gari pésha kiya, but shikani ko chora
Ishq ko ishq ki @shufia sari k6 chora
Rasm-i-sulemdan-o-awaes-i-qarani ko chora
Ag takbir ki sinon mén dabi rakhté haen
Zindagi mithl-i-bilil-i-habashi rakhté haen

Did we abandon our faith to Thee?

Or to Thy "Messenger” cease to cling? '
From idol-breaking did we tire? ‘
And took to Idol-worshipping? :

Did we forsake love and passion

Cause of grief which it is fought?

Or give up feelings of "Salman"

Or omitted what "Uways Qarani" taught?

The flame of "Takbir" is hidden
Within our bossoms we nourish :
The life of "Bilal" the black

Is a model that we cherish ! ‘
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22, 'Ishg ki khaer wo pehli si adi bhi na sahi
Jada paema'i-i-taslim-o-radd bhi na sahi
Mudtarib dil sifat-i-qibla numa bhi na sahi
Awr pabandi-i-a'in-i-wafi bhi na sahi
Kabhi ham sé kabhi ghaerop se shandsd'’i hae
Bat kehné ki nahinp 1a bhi to harjai hae

Our affection may not be which was,
Nor has the same blandishment.
Nor on same path of surrender,

Nor same way give assent.

If, unlike charged compasses,
The souls return now not to you
And if to laws of attachment
Our hearts are now less true;

Some tiine to us, at time to others
Thou hath affection shown.

It is not that one should say
Thyself is untrue to Thy own.
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23 Saré firip pe kiyi din ko kdmil ti né
Ik ishdré mép haziron ke li'¢ dil td né
Atash andoz kiya ‘ishq ka hsil (@ né
Phiink di garmi-i-rukhsir sé mehfil ti né
Aj kiy@in siné hamaré sharar Zbad nahin
Ham wohi sokhta simap haep, tujhé yid nahin

On peak of mount "Faran"
Thou didst the "Faith" a form.
With single Divine gesture drew,
Trillions souls by storm.

Thou set ablaze the quest of love,
Which had been our aim;

The flaming beauty of Thy cheeks,
Set the entire world aflame.

Ah, why 1oday in our numbed hearts,
The sparks doesn’t glow at all?

Still are we, that inflammable stuff,
Have Thou slighted all?
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24

Widi-i-najd mén wo shor-i-saldsil na rahd
Qaes diwdna-i-nazzira-i-mahmil na raha

Hawsalé who na rahé ham na rahé, dil na rahi

Ghar ye ujra he ke til rownaq-i-mehfil na raha
F khusha roz ke 3'-0-basad ndz 3
Bé hijabana sa'¢ mehfil-i-ma baz i

The vale of "Najd" no longer tolls
The sound of "Qais’s" chains;

No more he glimpse "Laila’s" sedan
No more his eyes he strains;

The cravings of the heart are dead,
Our heart is cold, and so are we.
The ruination fills our home

As shines not, the light of Thee.

Blessed day! return, hundred times
With all Thy beauty and grace!
Past Thy veil and thrive my bunch,
So, we view Thy comely face!
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25. Bada kash ghayr haep gulshan mén labe ji bacthé

Sunté haen jam bakaf naghma-i-k@ ki bacthe
Dir hangama-i-gulzir sé yak s bacthé

1ere diwane bhi hacn mutazir-1-hii bacthé
Apné parwanon ko phir dhawq-i-khud afrozi dé
Bary-1-dérina ko phir larman-i-jigar soz de

Drunken aliens in the garden,
By the fountain are sitting.
Sparkling glasses in their hands
They listen the "Cuckoo" singing!

Away from disorder in the garden
Quiet in a corner seated too,
Love aching loonies await

Thy furor igniting spice of "Hoo"!

Ignite in Thy moths the urge

To burn themselves on the flare.
Kindle again the ancient lightning,
Mark our souls with Thy name!
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26. Qawm-i-Awdra 'indn t3b hae phir si¢ hijaz
Lé urd bulbul-i-bé par ko madhagq-i-parwiz
Mudarib bagh ke har ghunche me hae b’ niyiz
Tu dhari chaer to dé tishna-i-midrib hae siz
Nahgmé bétab haen tiron se nikalnen ke i’
Tr mudfar hae isi 4g mép jalnén ke li’e

The wandering nation towards "Hijaz"
Turn their yenning eyes!

As wingless nightingale takes to wings (%

For love of the open skies! sy Ve § Y 2
{ 4 . | % )t 3 b ’

Each flower in the garden longs to glow { J‘/;‘e "-/“/" ’k@:/,j

To free the aroma in its body; ] 4
So awaits the lute the plectrum, ¢
Touch its cords, listen to its melody!

dé'/c"ﬁ:uigf uc‘é‘:—
it T -/: - :
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Anxious and restless are notes
To flare out of the strings.
"Toor" is twittering keenly

To be ignited by Thy lightning!

53




27. Mushkilén ummat-i-marhim ki dsan kar dé

Mtr-i-bé maya ko hamdosh-i-sulaeman kar dé / /
Jins-i-ndyab-i-muhabbat ko phir arzip kar de P /! ) ‘J w
Hind ke daer nashinop ko musiman kar dé tJ r

Jo'¢ khiip mi chakad az hasrat-i-dérina-i-ma i

Mi tapad nala ba nashtar kada-i-sina-i-ma

‘__/ulr‘/ ,.0"!’14-'/

Resolve the troubles of the plabes

c

Ease the burden they bear, Y
Raise the scant under foot ant ikl d / s ., .. ,
And make it "Sulayman’s" peer! )

4 *
Give ample that dainty love ) 4_,}‘/%"_) "% d" i
Cheapen its lofted fees;

Turn the India’s temple sitters {

i ]
Into Loyal Muslims of Thee. " /’/ / A}ﬁ(dfd_.l
My Heart’s cravings are unfulfilled
Constantly the life blood drain; H

: £ ,-—/ Jl,u./
My bosom is dagger gashed, L "J v
Strive hard with the cry of pain!
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28. B¢ gul Ié ga’i bériin-i-chaman raz-i-chaman
Kiya qayamat hae ke khud phill haep ghammaz-i-chaman ’
Ehd-gul khatm hu'd fuf gaya sdz-i-chaman ¥ UJ
Ur ga'@ daliyon sé zamzama pardaz-i-chaman :’ (jF I d/
Ek bulbul hae ke hae mahw-i-tarannum ab tak
Us ke sine mén hae naghmon ka talafum ab tak

i 5 L /
1, VJ(@;J;‘G;J ../uu

The scent of the blossoms stole

The secrets of the garden away A

What calamity! 'the traitor’s role ] JL;__// I,f‘ MP
The gardens buds ought play! ; {

The garden’s lyric is done; Uj Iz ‘%’L—-‘J”' ’-’é—/f

The season of flowers is gone; ]
And from its perch upon the twig,
Each hiss songster has flown.

...//I'r/:"%J %J./:/

A lonely nightingale sings on

Its throat beats with jungle still
And pours out its soul in song.

In garden all day long; : __/ K!U/ ;‘/‘&J J
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29, Quemriyan shakh-i-sanobar sé gurézin bhi hu'in
Pattiyan phil ki jhar jhar ke paréshan bhi hu'in
Wo purani rawashén bagh ki wiran bhi hu'in
Daliyan paerahan-i-barg s€ ‘urydn bhi hu'in
Qaed-i-mawsim se labi'at rahi dzid us ki
Kash gulshan mép samajhta ko'i faryad us ki

The ring doves averse from the cypress;
Have from the garden flown;

The petals dismayed left the flower,
Letting boughs naked, have random strewn.

Those ancient garden walks
Lie desolate and are shorn,
Ravished of their leafy robes,
Are stripped of, they had worn;

Unmoved by passing season’s turn,
The songster sings alone:

Alas! if in this garden some
Could feel the clog of its moan!




30. Lutfmarné me hé bigi na maza jiné mén
Kuch mazi hae to yehi khiin-i-jigar pine mén
Kitné bétab haen jawhar miré 4'iné mén - & AWy,
Kis gadr jalwé tarapté haen miré siné mén : o. 4 I u :
Is gulistin mén magar dékhne wilé hi nahin ‘/: d,;."/ ’J p ‘/..z'

Digh sine mén jo rakhte hon wo I4lé hi nahin 7

e
No gusto now is left in death, ‘ d’&—/%/dfd{ "c;" ’/ {

Nor life can bring relief; ‘ -l > i LR

It’s nice to sit alone and sigh ‘ . L 2

And take a sad souls grief. 1 d‘d..""{"/ff /} -.#Z"d- /
Ll

Out from mirror of my mind ﬁ' e 2_:/ : o
What gems of thought shine. U: o J /‘/J
What visions' dreams superb,

Aspire in heart of mine! u""fz.d‘i—/b"uu

No one is in the garden

To see, hear and attest:
No Tulip lies bleeding ‘/M (_'!d&féw d':/c!

Carrying scars on its chest.
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31. Chak is bulbul-i-tanha ki nawa s&'dil-hbp
Jagné walé isi bang-i-dard sé dil hon

va'ni phir zinda na' ‘ehd-i-waf¥ sé dil hon ‘J - 14 ILv JML,

Phir isi bada-i-dérina ke piyasé dil hon U e ,U

‘Ajami khum hae to kiya, mae to hijizi hae mrn

Naghma hindi hae to kiya, lae to hijizi hae miri { U{JLULU"A—’J—“’
Let Nightingale’s lonely song P
Slice the hearts of all; u,'J el () L,ig,, 4 J/a’u»"
Let awake the hearts of the sleeping H ¢ 2 < "
With my clarion call! LR e

U!’Jé_é—//)asfd’/{ {

Charged with fresh blood, k g g L ¥
A new bond of faith we sing; . o A
Let our hearts crave again e O ¢ 1] 0‘!7’
For thirst of classic wine! : U’/ é d} fﬁé"y” ¢ ’
The jar I possess be " Ajami" - A s o« o
The wine from "Hijaz" I serve Ul/ ?’d’ f?’z-'y //d A'f/

What, if the song is from "India
The "Hijazi" is its verve. ‘
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JAWAB-I-SHIKWAH

(THE REPLY)




J-1. Dil se jo bat nikalti he athar rakhti hae
Par nahin taqat-i-parviz magar rakhti hae
Qudsi ul asl hae, rifat pe nazar rakhti hac
Khak sé uthti hae, gardan pe guzar rakhti hac
Ishq tha fitnagar-o-sarkash-o-chalak mird
Asmdan chir gayd nila-i-b&bik mird

Passion, streaming from the heart
Never fail to have effect.

But no! Blessed is its origin,

On heights its locus is set;

Though they have no wings,
Yet have power to fly,

And though from dust it rises,
Yet pierces through the sky;

So reckless and erratic was my passion,
Such clamor raised its sighs,

So intense was my plaint

It tore through the skies.
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J-2. Pir-i-gardin ne kaha sun ke, kahin hae ko't
BoI¢ sayyare, saré arsh-i-barin hae ko't
Chand kehta tha nahip, ehl-i-zamin hae ko'
Kehkashin kehti thi, poshida yahin hae ko'

Kuch jo samjha mire shikwé ko to ridwip samjhi

Muyhé janat se nikila hu'd insdp samjha

The aged sphere heard in amazement,
Some one is some where, said he.
The planets paused and chimed in,
On paradise some one must be.

Bright moon said "You are wrong,
Some mortal from earth below”.

The Milky way too joined parlays,
Some one is hiding here we don’t know.

Guardian of heavens "Rizwan" alone,
Could understand and recognize,
He made out for a human who

Had lost his paradise.

w‘ﬂﬂé’é—/bf /
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J-3. Thi farishton ko bhi hayrat ke ye awiz hae kiva ’ / v / / £ 1008
Arsh walon pe bhi khulta nahip yé riz hac kiyi ] )| [’ P o 5"’
1 saré ‘arsh bhi insdn ki tag-o-taz hae kiyi (O ”J/‘/JJ ¢ =~

A ga'i khik ki chutki ko bhi parviz hae kiyi o o gl i r
Ghalil adib sé sukkin-i-zamin kaesé haen 4 e Yy JiNE
Shokh-o-gustakh ye pasti ke makip kaesé hacn 4 %&0/ 0 /-j

The angels, even could not tell - / A LIS -
What was the ven: :o stra.zge, ; 'lu/jt, 3 tJ‘ /“f“/{-//f

Whose covert sounded to exist above s

The empyrean sense’s range. iy // ’ // _/;

» )i
4 4
To heavens can ever a man attain .’u /L/Uf( ”M J" /

And reach these regions high? ] / oA

Could tiny speck of mortal clay, { . % .
Has learnt such art to fly? ' d‘a.u“'. b"-é—"-’ s

These beings of earth, how little sk

The manners do they know; Jd ‘/& - cl,—/; >
How rude and arrogant are they, r e

These mortals of tracts below.




J4. Is gadr shokh keh Allih se bhi barhamn hae
Tha jo masjid-i-mala'ik ye wohi adam hae
‘Alim-i-kaef hae, dina'é rumiz-i-kam hae
Han magar 1jz ke asrar se nd mahram hae
Niz hae (aqgat-i-guflar pe insdnop ko
Bat karné ka saliqah nahin nadinon ko

So lofty in his arrogance is he,

He dares even God berate!

Is this the "Adam" to whom, the bow
The angels once had made?

The virtues and quantum
He knew the secrets, true
The ways of lowliness as well
If he could little knew!

They are insolent in their speech
How arrogant these humans be,
They have no sense of conveying
And to use this art gracefully.
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I-5. A'i awiz gham angaez hae afsdna tird
Ashk-i-bélab se labréz hae paemana tira
Asmdp gir hu'd na'ra-i-mastina tird

Kis gadr shokh zuban hae dil-i-diwédna tira | 4 l,l /
Shukr shikwé ko kiya husn-i-adi sé ti né V ,U /_/r J
Ham sukhan kar diyi bandon ko khudi sé 7 né /
_ . f / i //._/J — L_/L/ /
Then came a Voice sympathetic: P
Thy yarn is full of sorrow,
Thy tears twitter at the brim /‘ ‘ 4
And are ready to flow; { '/ -~ ‘/f—/
The Heaven itself has been roused f / - J,l J C_,u‘ JJ
By thy flaming cries; J /
How wild tongued is thy heart ’ / /;

Which utters vicious melodies! { : C_ ,z "‘:

How fitly put has been thy plaint 1
Which sounded like a praise. ' . "b‘ ’ ‘
To speak on equal terms with us é——’" ”d"f‘,")c/?;

Thou caused the humans a raise!




*

J-6. Ham 16 ma'il ba karam haep, ko' sa'il hi nahin
Rah dikhla'én kisé, rahraw-i- manzil hi nahin
Tarbiyat @m tu hae, jawhar-i-qabil hi nahin
Jis s€ ta'mir ho ddam ki ye wo gil hi nahin
Ko'i gabil ho to ham shan-i-ka'i dété haep
Dhindané wilop ko dunya bhi na'i dété haen

Ready are we, for endless treasures
But none is there, to pray?

None is on seekers trail

To whom, we point the way?

Tutelage is of course there

Worthy is none, for they were raised!
That clay in not available

With which another "Adam" be made!

There is, if some one of grading
We would raise him to splendor,
And if some one, rating comes,

We give, new world of wonder.
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J-7. Hat bé zor haen ilhad se dil khiigar haen

Ummati ba'ith-i-ruswi'i-i-paeghambar haep
But shikan uth ga', bagi jo rahé butgar haen
Tha brahim pidar, awr pisar azar haep

Bada asham na'¢, bida niya, khum bhi na¢
Haram-i-ka'bah niya, but bhi na'e, tum bhi na'e

No strength is in your hands

In your hearts we have no place;
To the name of the "Prophet”
The disciples bring disgrace;

The idol breakers are gone
Idol makers thrive.

The father was Ibraham
The sons, "Azars", survive.

New are glasses, and the drinkers
And new wine you brew.

A new Ka'‘aba has been built,
Thyself and idols are new!

)J’:_u ,u;
‘J~.’...'3"-/~"

- lv ’ o’t
JZ/’J&!‘U‘L‘:{/’&
//’/-/”/J ‘;/‘ﬂ(

U’(—/Tra;té—rﬁ-/ﬁ:‘




J-8. Wo bhi din thé keh yehi maya-i-ra'nd’ thi
Nazish mawsim-i-gul l[3l3-i-sahrd’i tha
Jo musiman tha Allah ki sawda’i tha
Kabhi mahbib tumhari yehi harja'’ tha
Kisi yakja'i se ab ‘'ehd-i-ghulami kar 1o
Millat-i-Ahmad-i-mursal k6 maqgami Kar 6

Those were times when

This very One was taken as sublime.
The "Tulip" of Muslims was pride
of desert, in burgeon time.

Once every born Muslim

Loved the only "Allah" he knew
Some time "This" was thy Beloved
The same, thyself now call untrue.

Be gone! and with some local deity,
A new bond of indulgence sign
And the "Millat" of the Prophet
To some local space confine!
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J-9. Kis gadr tum pe girin subh ki bédari hae

Harmn se kab piyar hae, han nind tumhén piyari hac
Tab"i-azid pe gaed-i-ramadan bhiri hae
Tumbhin keh do yehi d'in-i-wafiddari hae

Qawm madhhab se hae, madhhab jo nahin tum bhi nahin

Jadhb-i-baham jo nahi, mehfil-i-anjum bhi nahin

How heavy is to rise at dawn
How loathe are thou to rise
Never, thou are faithful to us
Slumbering is thy prize!

Care free is now thy nature
"Ramadan" fasting heavily press;
Say it, and answer thyself

Is this the way of faithfulness!

Nations are born by faith,

With out the faith they die,
When there is no gravitation
The stars here and there fly.




J-10.Jin ko ata nahin dunya mén ko'l fun, tum ho
Nahin jis gawm ko parwa-i-nashéman tum ho
Bijlivan jis mép hon asiidah wo khirman tum ho
Béch kharé haen jo aslif ke madfan tum ho
Ho niké nam jé qabron ki tjdrat kar ké
Kiya na bécho ge jo mil ja'én sanam paththar ke

Those deprived of any skill,

In this world, are you.

The only people who cares not
For their dwellings, are you.

The haystacks that conceals
Lightning fires, are you.
The creatures who sell

The tombs of elders, are you

Drawing profit out of graves
Has secured thou renown;
Thyself would not hesitate
In trading Gods made of stone.
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W-11.Satha-i-dahr se bafil ko mitdya kis nén?
Naw'-i-insdn ko ghulami sé churdya kis nén?
Meré ka'bé ko jabinon se basdyi kis nén?
Meéré Quridn ko sinon se lagdya kis nén?

Thé to aba wo tumhira hi magar tum kiva ha”
Hath par hath dhare, muntazir-e-farda ho!

Who erased the dab of falsehood
From the pages of history?
Who liberated the human beings
From the chains of slavery?

On to the floors of my "Ka'aba"
Whose foreheads swept?

Who were those who clasped
The "Quran" on to their breasts?

Indeed, they were thy fore fathers;
Tell us what are thyself, we say,
With idle hands thou sit and wait
For the dawn of a better day!.




J-12.Kiya kaha? behr-i-musalmén hae fagat wa'da-i-hir
Shikwa béja bhi karé ko' to lizim hae sha'ir
‘Ad] hae filir-i-hasti ka azal se dastir
Muslim &'tp hu ' kifir to milé hur-o-qusar
Tum mén hilron ka ko't chahne wald hi nahin
Jalwa-i-flr to mawjad hae misa hi nahin

Did thou say, we promised Muslims,
"Hoors" only in paradise?

One should have manners

Even if there is reason to criticize.

Justice, is from time eternal
our sovereign rule.

When infidels become Muslims
We, offer Heavens gifts in pool.

There is none amongst you
Who could, Heavens gift aspire;
No "Moses" is left now

To see "Toor" at fire.
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J-13. Manfa‘at &k hae is gawm ki nuqsdn bhi ek
Ek hi sab ka nabi, din bhi, iman bhi ék
Haram-i-pik bhi, Allah bhi Qur'in bhi ek
Ku_gﬁ bari bat thi hote j6 musalman bhi ek
Firga bandi hae kahin awr kahip dhatén haen
Kiya zaminé mén panapné ki yehi batén haen

One are thou people,

Profit and loss thou share.
Your Prophet and creed is one,
The same truth thou declare;

Thy Ka‘aba is one, God is one,
And one is the blessed Quran;
Still, divided each from each,
Lives every Mussalman.

There are sects all over,

And castes are some where.
In these times, are these ways,
To progress and to prosper?
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J-14. Kawn hae tirik-i-din-i-rasl-i-mukhtar? 1
Masglahat waqt ki hae kis k& ‘amal ki miyar {
Kis ki apkhon mén samdya he shi'ir-i-aghyir |
Ho ga'i kis ki negeh (arz-i-salaf sé bézir
Qalb mén 567 nahin, rah mén ihsas nahin
Kuchs phégam-i-Muhammad ka tumhén pas nahin

yagay S b
4 37 Vi N s
Who deserted the code and ethics, ) E’JUJ d—jf.u
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Of our messenger and His sanctions? : §, ' - (b /T// /
Whose temporal advantage are 37
The materialistic actions? 1 " E’G{ué:ﬂ{v J UJ

I
Whose eyes have been dazed

v
L3 2 1y A 5
By stranger’s ways and customs? ’ J k_é_’/*v,j—j A JJJ & v
Who have turned their eyes away { w IS
et T
Jo L

From their ancestral tradition?
e

Thy hearts, have no passion -/ .
Thy souls have no zeal, 44 0 A
Thyself have no feelings for message , ‘/‘Z‘//: %“/ b‘?%{

Which "Muhammad" did reveal.
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J-15. Ja ké hoté haen masdjid mén safird to gharib
Zahmat-i-rozi jo karté haep gawdra to gharib
Nam [étd hae agar ko't hamara to gharib ) & i"/ T
Parda rakhta hae agar k&' tumhdrd to gharib *lg e %)
Umard nashsha-i-dawlat mén haen ghafil ham se %’, ""‘ﬁ‘” WA—L
Zinda hae millat-i-baedd ghurabi ké dam sé

If any one, is in line for prayers P’f"/"’gﬂé")ﬁ ;._/‘7

In mosques, it is the poor;

y .

If any one suffers hunger,
During ramadan, it is the poor; H _,7/: jb"d J )’C’—-L—/r'
If any one ever bethinks, ! ' ORI / /

) -
About Us, it is the poor. J / : A /"/ /
If any one covers, ; : "’7” /WU ”/ '

]

Thy shoddy deeds, it is the poor.

: )"
Drunk with liquor of means, ‘ d'f J L/‘ W

The opulent neglect Our due.
The zest of faith is alive ; { ! §
As the poor to Us are true. C—r L—(-/ Lz:’g’_jé-u

95

s F




J-16. Wa'iz-i-gawm ki wo pukhta khiyali na rahi

Barg (ab'i na rahi sho'la maqali na rahi

Reh ga'i rasm-i-adhdp, rith-i-bilali na rahi
Falsafd reh gaya. talgip-i-ghazili na rahi
Measjidén marthiya khip haen keh nimazi na rahé
Ya'ni wo sahib awssaal hijizi na rahé

The reverends are immature

No substance in what they preach,
No lightning is in their minds,
No fire is in their speech.

Call to prayers is routine

The spirit of "Bilal" is lacking.
Philosophy is, of course there
Unheard is Ghazali's preaching!

The mosques yell and cry

No worshipers fill them for prayer.
The type of noble gentlemen

The "Hijazis" are not there.
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J-17.8hor hae ho ga'¢ dunyd se musalman nabid

Ham ye kehté haep ke thé bhi kabhi muslim mawid
Wad'a men tum ho nasdrd to tamaddun mén hunid
Yeh musalman haen! jinhén dékh ke sharma'én yahid
Yiin to sayyid bhi ho mirzi bhi ho, afghan bhi ho
Tum sabhi kuch ho bata'd to musalman bhi ho

Loud are the utterances that,
Muslims, have faded from global face.
We say, that the true Muslims,

Ever existed at any place?

Thy style is that of Christians,
Thy culture, is of Hindoos;

A Jew would be ashamed

To see the Muslims as you!

Thou art the Syeds and Mirzas,
And also are Afghans;

Of course thou art all these,

But are thyself a true Musalman?
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J-18. Dam-i-taqrir thi muslim ki sadigat bébak
‘Adl us ka tha qawi, lawth-i-marddt se pik
Shajar-i-fitrat-1-muslim tha haya sé namnik
Tha shujaat mép wo ik hasti-i-fawqul idrik
Khud gudazi namé kayfiyyat-i-sahbiyash bid
Khali az khésh shudan siirat-i-mindyash bid

When the Muslim spoke,
He was truthful and forth right;
Wieldy was his sense of justice

~ And was honorable and up right.

The tree of his conscience

Was fresh with modesty most rare.
In courage he was subtle,

His valor was beyond compare.

His self annulment was the entity,

As liquid is for liquor

As the vessel empties the liquior out,
Emptying itself for others, his pleasure.
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J-17.Shor hae ho ga'® dunyd se musalman nabid )

Ham ye kehté haen ke thé bhi kabhi muslim maw;id
Wad'a men tum ho nasdrd to tamaddun mén hunid
Yeh musalman haen! jinhén dékh ke sharma'en yahid
Yin to sayyid bhi ho mirzi bhi ho, afghan bhi ho
Tum sabhi kuch ho bati'é to musalman bhi ho

Loud are the utterances that,
Muslims, have faded from global face.
We say, that the true Muslims,

Ever existed at any place?

Thy style is that of Christians,
Thy culture, is of Hindoos;

A Jew would be ashamed }
To see the Muslims as you!

Thou art the Syeds and Mirzas, :
And also are Afghans; 4
Of course thou art all these, )
But are thyself a true Musalman? i
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J-18. Dam-i-tagrir thi muslim ki sadigat bébak
‘Ad! us ka tha gawi, lawth-i-mard dt se pak
Shajar-i-fifrat-i-muslim tha haya sé namnik
Tha shuja’at mép wo ik hasti-i-fawqul idrik
Khud gudizi namé kayfiyyat-i-sahbiyash bid
Khali az khésh shudan silrat-i-mindyash bid

When the Muslim spoke,
He was truthful and forth right;
Wieldy was his sense of justice

~ And was honorable and up right.

The tree of his conscience

Was fresh with modesty most rare.
In courage he was subtle,

His valor was beyond compare.

His self annulment was the entity,
As liquid is for liquor

As the vessel empties the liquior out,
Emptying itself for others, his pleasure.
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J-19. Har musalman rag-i-batil ke live nashiar thi
Us ke d'ina-i-hasti mén ‘amal jawhar thi
Jo bhriasa tha us¢ guwwat-i-hizo par thi
Hae tumhen naw! ka dar, usé khuda ka dar tha
Bap ka tlm na bete ko agar azbar ho
Phir pisar gabil-i-mirath-i-pidar kiyin kar ho!

To every vein of fallacy

Every Muslim was a knife.

In the Mirror of his being
The model was constant strife

On the muscles of his own arm,
Every Muslim used to rely
All he feared was his "God"

-Thou fear and fear to die.

From, his fathers learning,
A son, secures no light
Then, on his fathers heritage
How will he, claim his right?
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J-20.Har ko't mast-i-ma ¢ dhawg-i-tandsini hae
Turm musalman ho? yeh andiz-i-musalmani hae'
Haedari fagr hae, nae dawlat-i-uthmani hae
Tum ko aslaf se kiyid nisbat-i-rithini hae?
Woh zamané men mu azzaz the musalman ho kar
Awr tum khar hu'¢ tirik-i-qurdn ho kar

Each one is intoxicated, with

Joy of comfort beyond any strife.

Are thyself the Muslims

Is this, the Muslims way of life?

Thou don’t own "Hayder's" contentment,
Nor "Uthman's" riches thou grew,

What spiritual relationship exists,
Between the progenitors and you?

For the fact, they were Muslims,

They were sublimed in their day,
Thou, have abandoned "Qur'an”
Are spurned and cast away.
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J-21. Tum ho dpas mép ghadabndk, wo dpas mén rahim

Tum khata kiro-khata bin wo khatapash-o-karim
Chahte sab haen ke hop awj-i-thurayya pe mugim
Pehle vaesd ko't pacdi to kare galb-i-salim
Takht-i-faghfiir bhi unka tha, sariv-i-kae bht

Yap e batén hacn ke tum meén wo hamiyyal hac bhi

Thou are cross with one another,

They were kind and understanding;
Thou, tort thyself, see wrong in others,
They shielded others and were remitting.

To be at the top is the,

Hearts desire, of each one amid you!
First, produce such a soul,

Who can make the dream come true.

They held the realm of Cathy,
And scaled the Persian throne :
Where is the manly honor they had
Thou art great in words alone.
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J-22. Khud kushi shéwa tumhara, wo ghuyr-o-khud dar
Tum ukhwwat se gurézin, wo ukhuwwait pe nithar
Tum ho gufidr saripa, wo sardpa kirdir
Tum tarasté ho kali ko wo gulustin bakinar
Ab talak yad hae gawman ko hikdyat unki
Nagsh hae safha-i-hasti pe sadiqgat unki

Self ruination is thy practice,

For honour and self respect were they known.

Thyself are hesitant of fraternity,
They gave lives for their own.

Thou are oral and articulate,

They were of acts, deeds and power,
Thou crave for buds only,

Theirs was garden with every flower.

Nations to this day recall,
The legends of their bravery
Their truth is still inscribed
Upon the scrolls of history.
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J-23. Miithl-i-anjum ufiiq-i-gawn pe rawshan bhi hue
But-i-hindt ki muhabbat mép brahman bhi hue

Shawgq-i-parwiz mép mahjur-i-nashéman bhi hu'é

Bé 'amal thé hi jawdn, din se badzan bhi hu'’e
Un ko tahdhib ne har band se azid kiya
Li ke ka'be se sanam khane mén abad kiya

On the horizon of their nation
Were shown like stars of heaven.
Till, by Indian Garnish Idols
T'urned thou into Brahmans;

In lust of flying, thou left,

The nest and took to open sky.
Void of actions were thy youth;
And to them their faith deny;

New culture removed all ties

And set them madly free,

And brought them out from "Ka'aba®
To settle in house of Idolatry!.
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J-24. Qaes zahmat kash-i-tanha i-i-sahrd na rahé
Shehr ki kha'é hawd, badiya péma na rahé
Wo to diwina he basti mén rahé yi na rahé
Ye dariiri hae ke hijab-i-rukh-i-layla na rahé
Gila-i-jawr na ho, shikwa-i-bédiad na ho
‘Ishq azid hae, kiyilp husn bhi azid no ho

"Qais" now can no longer,

Bear, the lonely deserts waste.

They now breathe, the city airs;

For desert wastes, they have no taste.

He is crazy, may not choose,

The city as his abiding place?
Vital is, that "Laila", should raise,
Her veil and show her lovely face!

End the demurs of inequity!

Nor speak of any tyranny!

When love has no yoke, than why
Should beauty be not free?.




J-25. Ehd-i-naw barqg hae, atash zan-i-har khirman hae

Aeman is se ko't sefrd na ko't gulshan hae
Is na’i ag ka agwim-i-kuhan indhan hae
Millat-i-khatm-i-rusul shu'la be perihan hac
AJ bhi hé jo brahim ki imip paedi

Ag karsakti he andiz-i-gulistin paedi

The new age is lightning,
Inflamed, is every haystack.
Neither barren nor a garden
Is secure, from its attack.

To this new fire, are the fuel,
Old nations like faggots on a pyre
Disciples of the last "Messenger”
Are swilled in its fire.

Even if today the faith

Of "Ibraham" is made to glow.
Out of the Infidels fire,

A garden of blossoms will grow.
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J-26. Dékh kar rang-i-chaman ho na préshan mali
Kawkab-i-ghuncha se shiakhép haen chamakné wili
Khas-o-khashik sé hotd hae gulistan khali

Gul bar andaz hae khiin-i-shuhada ki lili | i d " //
Rang gardiip ka dhri dekh to 'unnabi hae > S ot | X
Ye nikalté hué siraj ki ufaq tabi hae ‘ y %Jb, — :
3 e AR
Let the owner not be mournful ' 74 A &
To see his garden’s plight, e. 9 £ (V3
As soon the branches will be gay : V/ L"/%":; i G/
. With buds, with and beaming bright; { b g 4
| 2% i)
Leaves and weeds will be swept, 1 3 J Ud 'A-/J, C;’/ - ./
Out of the garden with broom; ; S
Where the martyrs shed their blood H w | Lo /. 'l Y /
Crimson roses will bloom. H 4 fo’L_‘/‘!’p‘)’/)buJ
L '] ol
4
Look upon the deep vermilion H P o L A o
Brightening the eastern skies, i [TJ “'J-/’ @»”, < :z,
The glow on yonder horizon's brow, £e, AR

Heralds a new sunrise.




J-27. Ummatép gulshan-i-hasti mén thamar chida bhi haen
Awr mahridm-i-tharmar bhi b aen, khazin dida phi hacn

{
Saenkron nakhl haen, kahida-o-balida bhi haen '
Sacnkion bagn-i-chaman mén abhi poshide biy hucn } Af?d/‘ W U‘/ '
Nakhl-i-Islam namilna hae barGmandi ki

Phal hae yé sackron sadyop ki chaman bandi ki ‘ U‘{ 9, ’/(Jf(f/r 7l

In life’s garden the people lived ! 1 % A
Which collected fruits they toiled. ' !

Others were who reaped nothing { ‘/‘U‘(‘J VA«Z‘/‘ d!/‘/

Their harvest autumn destroyed; {

Hundreds of plants whither, ’ ‘f’ »’u"' u"uf Jb "’V

Countless remain evergreen, i

Hundreds are hid in earth’s womb, )

And yet are to be seen; 2;‘ % /6: (W

Islam, is an example of tree {

Nursed with great care. { L/UU!’*‘@ f/
i : : g6

Centuries of its gardening { )
Have produced the fruits it bears. ¢
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J-28.Pak hae gard-i-wafan sé saré diman téri
T wo yiisuf hae ke har misr hae kin'dn téri
Qifila hé na sak¢ 2d kabht wirdn 1ér1
Ghaer yak bang-i-dara kuch bhi nahTh saman tera
Nakhl-1-shama asti-o-dar shu'la dawad résha-i-tu
‘Aqibat 56z bawad sdyd-i-andésha-i-td

Thy robes are not tainted,

By the dust of native land.

Thou art that "Yousaf” who has,

His "Canaan" in every Egyptian sand

Never will , thy Caravan be,
Made to wander and to waste;
For the journey all thou have,
A starting bell, make haste.

Yea a candle-tree thou art,

In the glows, thy deep roots thrust.
By the umbra of thy thought,

To morrow's cares are baked to dust.
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J-29. T na mil ja'€ ga irdn ke mil jané sé
A rs!} sha-i-me ko taallg nahin pacin: ne sé
Hae ‘ayan yorish-i-tatar ke afsane sé
Pasbin mil ga'€ ka'bé ko sanam khané sé
Kishti-i-hag ki zamine mén sahdra 1 hac
‘Asr-f-naw rat hae, dhundald sa sitara 1a hae

Thou will not be decimated
Should Iran’s star decline,
Its not the vessel which rules
The sinew of wine;

From the tales of "Tartar" hordes
It stands out, we can see.

The Ka‘aba got its care takers
From the droves of idolatry.

On Time's Ocean thou preserve
The fragile vessel of True.
Modern age is rapt in shadows,
But thy star glints faintly through.
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Hae jo hangama bapa yorish-i-Bulghart ka
Ghalilon ke Ii'¢ pacgham hac bédir ki

Tu samajhta hae, ye siman hae diliziri ki
Imtihap hae tire ithar ki, khuddari ka
Kiyiin hardsanp hae sahil-i-furus-i-a'da sé
Nar-i-hag bujh na saké ga nafas-i-a'da sé

The clamor bread by "Bulgarians”
The offensive and aggression;

Is to rouse thou out of vanity
And gird thy self for action.

Suppose not that to harm thy senses,
It is a baleful device.

Is a claim to thy self respect,

And is call to sacrifice.

Why then twitter at the snorting,
Of the war steads of thy foes?

The light Truth could not be quenched,

With breaths which the enemy blows.
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J-31.Chasm-i-agwam sé makhfi hae hagiqat téri
Hae abhi mehfil-i-hasti ko dariirat téri

;
4
Zinda rakhti hae zamane ko hardrat téri ) “ 'p‘ ] ,
Kawkab-i-gismat-i-imkén hae khilafat ri ! ) d/u/ ’
Wagt-i-fursat hae kahan kam abhi bagi hae

Nir-i-tawhid ka itmam abhi bagi hae ' ! d / ’] M

Yet other nation, have not seen

{
What is thy true worth, : / { . .
The realm of Being has thy need ‘ ‘y - /,"’,_ LJ"JMJ

g : )

For perfecting, this earth. 3 : //
By thy breath lives the world, : u,/. S W M ./_,1,!
And is kept animate, - e

And thou shalt its, fated leader
And thou shalt its star of fate.

% ’L | b‘/ u/ wi ou
W" -t
There’s no spell for idle rest, : E bf QI r d y / 7

Much still remains to be done; S » 3

The shout that, "God is one"! H

- - /
Thou have yet to strew "Tawhid, l Ldl,d" ‘ A bAAT Y
; Yo r X s §
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J-32. Mithl-i-bl qaed hae ghunché mép, paréshan ho ja
Rakht bar dosh-i-hawd-i-chamanistin ho ja
Hae tunak maya, to dharré sé bayabin ho ji
Naghma-i-mawj se hangdma-i-tafip ho ja
Quwwat-i-'ishq se har past ko bili kar dé
Dehr mép ism-i-muhammad sé ujila kar dé

l’ﬁ

| S ...J,“

?fu*-fﬁ@'/”fj’
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Thou art like scent in the bud,

Disperse thyself: get release.
Load thy pack upon thy shoulder

Fan the meadow with thy breeze.
From dusty speck, to infinite L AT DA b.a-// C_-C.” ;”
Vastness let it increase. L—/’;J’ ~

From gentle wave, a tempest grow
The roaring of the seas!

¢ : / / b
| z_.,/‘utl%é’——a’ oh

With the power of love r ! /

Raise the lowest to fame; f o

Enlighten thou the groping world . e /’ J/[% ", ‘—/‘éfu‘ﬂ.!
With Muhammad's beaming name. { . ~
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J-33.Ha na yé phal to bulbul ki trannum bhi na ho
Chaman-i-dahr ménp kalyon ka tabassum bhi na ho

Ye na saqi ho to phir mae bhi na hé, khum bhi na ho

Bazm-i-tawhid bhi dunyd mén na ho, tum bhi na ho
Khaema aflak ka istida isi ndm se hae
Nabd-i-hasti {apash imada isi nim se hae

If this flower blossoms not,

The nightingale will not sing,
Nor buds make the garden smile
Welcoming in the spring;

If he is not the "Saqi" then
Nor vessel nor wine will be,
Nor in the world "Tawhid" shine,
Nor thy heart wags in thee;

Beneath the giant sky’s tent,

This name like pole sustains,
And treading to its music, streams
The blood in life's veins
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J-34. Dasht mép, diman-i-kohsar mén, maedin mén hae ¢
Bahr mén, mawy ki 4ghésh mép, (afin mén hae ‘: ;
Chin ké sher, mardgash ke bayiban mén hae ! s ‘ . Ll e
Awr pdshida musalmin ké imin mén hae H ’ ;u‘d%"}u‘_ﬂffl"j‘.’v/’
Chasm-i-aqwiam ye nazzara abad tak dékhé :: Al /
] : ’,

Rifat-i-shin-i-rafa'nd laka dhikrak dekhe ‘ PR i
AR %vvw'de"q/’.

He is in the dales and hills, : '
(A)nd tlo::n the poised ;l);pam; $ | / /
n the seas, in the lap of waves,
In bellows of hurricanes: :: 3 £ Gf' ¢/ .‘f: / LU::
{ s
His music is heard in China, ? / I
In Morocco’s desert - His song. :, : ¢ ‘/‘ v d'du/ ’J”
He is hidden in Muslim’s heart, 1 3 P
Which makes his faith grow strong. } ;
i 3 /_’L)-/‘ AN e 1 r]
Let all the people on the earth, ¢ 1 ¢ (
See till the eternal time. 3 $ L
And testify Our saying, { . ,’ L_‘/’}‘y(/._-”/
We have made thy name sublime!. rvid
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J-35. Mardum-i-chasm-i-zamin ya'ni wo kili dunya

Wo tumhare shuhada palne wali dunyi
Garmiyé mehr ki parwardah, hilali dunyi
Ishq walé jise kehté haep bilili dunya
Tapash andoz hae is ndm se paré ki farah
Gholah zan nilr mép hae dnkh ke tare ki {arah

The black regions of the globe,
That pupil of the eye of earth.
That land which nursed the martyrs
The land of their birth.

The land of fervid love,

That land of the - Hilal
Which lovers faith fondly calls
That land of their "Bilal".

It glitters like mercury

At the echo of His name

Like a sparkle in the eye
Dunked in "Noor", divine flame!

Seedeceee
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J-36.'Aql hae téri sipar, 15shq hae shamshir tiri
Mire darwésh khilafat hae jahangir tiri
Ma siwa Allah ke li¢ 4g hae Lakbir tri
Tu musalman ho to tagdir hae tadbir tiri
Ki myhammad se wafa tii ne to ham téré haen
Yeh jahap chiz he kae kiya, lawh-0-qalam téré haen

Wisdom is thy shield and sword
The flaring Love Divine,

So accoutered, my "Dervish"
Seize the world, it is thine?

God is great, is sparkling flame
The sounds of thy "Takbeer" great;
If thou art a true Muslim,

Thy elbow greeze, thy fate.

If thou break not faith with "Muhammad”,
We shell always remain, for thee:

What alone is this universe,
TheTablet and our Pen, "THY" PRIZE SHALL BE"
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