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Even as | depart from this world,
'E'varyone'will say *1 knew him’,
"But the truth is, alas ! that none knew -
Who the s’fi_gn.ger was, or what he said, or whence he -

cama !

—IQBAL
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INTRODUCTION

Yaulana Syed Abul Hasan Ali Nadwi comes {rom a family
that has heen the cradle of learning and lilerature and guidanee
ang instruction, uninterruptedly, for hundreds of years. Allthese
worthy attributes are richly represented not only in his persona-
Jity but also religious, literary and academic endeavours, The
extraordinary command the Maulana enjoys over the Arahic
language and his therough and wise understanding ol the spirilual
and cultural problems of the Muslim World have lent a weight
and importance to his views that, perhaps, cannot be equalled
by any other Muslim theologist of modern India. The Maunlana
can, as such, be described as the most distinguished ambarsador
of the Muslim Adillet,

I suppose Maulana Nadwi is the first religious scholar to
have studied with profound keenness and enthusiasm the lifeand
thought of Igbal, indubitably the greatest and most representative
Urdu poet of the 20th Century. Or clse, theclogians are gene-
rally prone to approach everything modern warily and circum-
sceptly. It is essential, and a happy augury, for the Ulema
themselvesto try to understand Igbal for now both life and reli-
glon are going to be viewed and evaluated in the mauner and
context laid down by him. The MMaunlana is aware of the needs
and urges of the modern mind. He pays attention as well as
respect to them,  Identical was the attitude of another celebra-
ted product of the Nadwa, Syed Sulaiman Nadwi, Otherwise,
there is no dearth of people interested in religion and morality
wha are incapable of distinguishing hetween the modern mind
and their own mentality,
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It is not easy to appreciate the collective menial, maoral,
social and spiritual qualities of the Afillet and the worth and
value of the gifts hestowed by it upon mankind witheout a serious
and respectful study of Hali and Igbal. Tt is the benefaciion
of the love of the Prophet that has invested their works with
immortality. N at-goi' is as difficult and sublime an art and act
of devoation as lofty and benevolent is the personality to which
it owes its existence. It is admitted even by a poet like ‘Urh
who, in his poetical self-conceit, careslittle for anyone’s eminence
and, in support of his claim, repeatedly produces the testi-
meny of the tablet and the pen but when he enters the valley of
N emphasizes the need of caution and wakefulness at each
step.

Hurry not, O ‘Urfl, it is the pathway of NCat.

Or,

Slawly! thou art treading on the edge of the sword.

And again :

Beware ! one cannot on the same harp sing,
Praises of the Prophet,and eulegy of Cyrus, Jamshed.

It is not the peculiarity of the poets alone but with every
Muslim the criterion of religious and cultural worthiness is the
extent to which his life and character are imbued with warm
afTection for the Prophet. For the concept of love of the holy
Apostle we are indebted to Milad-Namas® and Milad-Fhwans but
it goes to the credit of Hali and Igbal that they lifted it from
the level of an emottonal sensation to that of a living desire to
understand, acquire and preserve the high ideals of Islam and

1. Nfatis poem in praise of the holy Prophet. JAfat-goi is the art of writ~
ing it,

2. & 3. AMilad literally means ‘birth’ or ‘birthday’. Among the Muslims

) the term is applied per excellence to an oration or discourse on the bicth
and doiugs of the Prophet. Afilad MNama is the book containing it and
Milad-Khwan is the reciter or narrator thereof.
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the Miflet. The good forlune to respect and observe the com-
mands of Ged and the sacred Apostle is a Divine,gift but to
explain and publicise these injunctions and to impress them upon
the hearts and minds of the people has fallen to the lot of the
inspired poets Lo whose *sweet word™ Igbal has alluded in his
inimitable style in the tollowing verse ;

Gabriel is Yours, Mcehammad Yours, Yours the Quran,

But this sweet word Your interprefer or mine ?

"Fhis is the great poetry which is undying and imperishable
like the holy Scriptures since itis their creature as well as inter-
preter. [t blends religion with culture and culture with religion
and the two with life and kecps them fresh, integrated and
dynamic. Similar is the place of Igbal in Urdu peetry. The
fervour and earnestness with which Hali in ‘drz-i-Haal and
Musaddas and Iqbal in Zarb-i-Kalim and some other poems cry
to the “noblest ol the noble Apostles” and are seen in the pre-
sence of the “mark of Mercy” belongs to the realm of higher
Jiterature not only in Urdu but world poetry, What a fortui-
tious circumstance it is that the honour of carrying the message
of Ighal to the Arabs, in the Arabic language, has gone tn
Maulana Nadwi !

From WNugeosh-i-fghel* or Rawa-i-Igbal® one can obtain a car-
rect idea of the charm and brilliance with which the Maulana
has expressed his views and feelings on the life and art of Tqhal
and on some of his most pepular poems and Urdu masterpieces,
particularly Armughan-i-Hefoz, Thesands of Arabia “soft as silk
under our feet”, the iinaginary journey of an carnest adorer of
the Prophet like Igbal to the blessed city of Medina; the trotling
of the camel on the pitch and timbre of “Hurry not, for the
destination is near”, the ecstatic representation of innermast

1. The title of the Urdu version of the book.
2. The (ite of the Arabic version, -
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thoughts and sentiments in different ways and the coaxing of the
"camel to tread in havimony with thenm—to cast all this into exqui-
site Arabic, while preserving the emotional richness of the whole
event, of trotting and conversing, bears an eloguent testimony
to the wonderful mastery of the Maulana over Arabic expression
and idlom.

Long ago I had an opportunity to hear a talk by Allama
Igbal at Lakore. The theme was something like this: Why wag
Islam revealed in Arabia? The Allama observed that the
cdesert-wandering Arabs were never civilised.  Since civilisation
eveniually led to the downfall of 2 people the trust of Islam
could not be placed in the hands of a community that could fall
a prey to the dissipation and luxuripusness that inevitably
followed in its wake. “LT'hus, whenever Muslims, cutside Arahia,
would be caught in the grip of decay and ruin they would look
to that desert land and its sturdy, nomadic people for warmth,
light and mevement. Foday, this statement comes to my mind,
I have nothing against the bedouin Arabs, “the sea wastheplay-
ground of whose boats”, But the vulgar ostentation of their
rulers and other privileged classes and the extent to which they
have fallen in the estcem of the world is excessively shameful
and distressing.

All the saine, it is a source of encouragement that the reli-
gion which once had “invited Cacsar and Chosroes™ and whose
followers had conveyed the call of peace, truth and magnanimity
te the lour corners of the world—the saine forgotten message is
now being revived and taken back to the Arabs through the ““son
of a Syed™ by someone who was born in 2 Brahmin home and
whose ancesters used o worship the idels. It remains to be seen
how not only the Arab countrics but the entire Islamic World
responds to it and derives freshness and vitality from the soul-
stirring declaration that the “Arab World is from Mohammad
of Arabia”. Did the remark of the Leader of the Arabs (the
holy Prophet) that “I féel a cool hreeze coming from the direc-
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tion of Ind” really convey the glad tidings of this delightful
circumstance 7 But who can tell what the concept of the Arab
World is among the Arabs—of Mohammad of Arabia or Arab
disunity and misrule?

Like the A a¢ of the sacred Prophet the new dimension and
sublimity Igbal has given to the tragedy of Karbala and mar-
tyrdom of Tream THusain also makes a valuable contribution to
Urdu poetry. He made a new experiment with the significance
the composition and recitation of Marsia* enjoy in our life and
literature and gave a new validity to it. A new symbol of ““the
station of Shabbir’** was, thus, introducedin Urdu literature and
it became immediately popular. What was till now a limited
concept became boundless.

Sands of Irag are waiting, Arabla’s sowing-field is
thirsty,
T'o Kufa, Syria and Egypt give again the blood of
Husain.
Strangely plain and coleurful is the story of Harem,
Its beginning is Ismail, Husain the end,
The station of Shabbir is truth everlasting,
Ways of Kufa and Syria change from time (o time.
Not one Husain in the caravan of Hejaz is found,
Tresses of Tiyris and Euphrates though are lustrous
still.
Love 15 the truthfulness of Khalil, fortitude of Husain
is love,
In the battle of life Badr and Hunain are [ove.
micu]aﬂy one written or recited in commomeration of the

martyrdon ol Musain aud his comraniens at Karbala,
2. The name of MHusain,
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_ A vivid description is found in the poems of Hali and {gbal
of the injustice generally done to women from the days of ¢id and
the woeful disregard of their honour and welfare, or of the improper
use to which they have been putting the liberty that has come to
_ them owing to the sudden dissolution of ties and removal of
restraints after the two World Wars, Ighal saw their abasement
in permissiveness. It is impossible to disagree with what he says
in their praise and glorification in ZJarf-i-Kalim and other
poems.

Colour in the portrait of Universe is from woman,
From her warmth the inner warmth of life ;

In glory her dust is greatler than Plaedias,

Each glory is the hidden pearl of her shell;
Dialogues of Plato she could not write,

Yet Plato’s spark by her Aame was broken.

At the end of Rumuz-i-Bekhudi the poer declares the Lhuman
race to be dependent on motherhood and upholds “the way of
Hazrat Fatma” as the perfect model for Muslim svomen for three
reasons : firstly, because she is the daughter of the sacred
Prophet, “the Mercy to the Worlds,” secondly, becausesheis the
wife of Alt Murtuza, “‘the disperser of difficulties”, and, thirdly,
because she is the mother of Imam Husain, “the leader of
martyrs,”’ No better and more enlightened proclamation of the
rights and duties of women can, perhaps, be found anywhere.

Verses, lines and phrases, moulded into shape with superb
skill and amazing insight, in which Iqbal has coiumented on the
various problems, events and personalities of his own and the
carlier times constitute an invaluable addition to Urdu poetry.
This voice, style and distinctiveness is rarely found among Urdu
poets whose works, somctimes, include laboriously composed
verses and even whole poems.

Igbal’s poetry is wholly free from the redundanc and the
superficial. It shows how evolved his taste was and how original
his mind which could effortiessly transform the commonplace
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into the exceptional. Conscious as he was of the superior he
could not settle with anything less. I wonder to whatwretched
state the new experiments and movements that have become 30
common in literature would have brought down Urdu poetry in
these days of mediocrity, lowness and distruption, when all the
traditional values are being distorted or rejected disdainfully,
had Ghalib, Hali, Akbar and Igbal not imparted solidity and
permanence to its lineage, viewpoint and criterion of merit. In
form and substance, thought and theme, and style and diction
Igbal has set a standard that is not easy to emulate,

Fellowers of a particular school are inclined to suggest that
Igbal preaches the falconic cult of bloodshed and seeks to foist
the individual on the society. It is an old criticisrm but can be
angwered easily. How can an ardent admirer of the **Mercy to
the Worlds’ (the holy Prophet) support or advocate the dogma
of cruelty and vielence? As for Ighal’s deep devotion to the
Prophet ample evidence of it is available in Nugposk-i=lghal,
And in order to understand fully the nature of relationship bet-
ween the individual and society and their mutual obligations
and responsibilities one wilt have to study Asrar-i-Khudi and Rumuz-
i-Bekhudi carefully. Igbal has stressed a two-fold education of
the individyal, ene is his capacity as an individual and the other
as a member of the community. Or, in other words, as long as
the individual and the community de not act together, in
thought and in deed, for a noble purpose,a strong and healthy
socicty cannot come into being., Refinement, wisdom andambi-
tion, upon which socicty depends for its existence and ad-
vancement, begin with the individual and end with the com-
munity. The instruction of both is aimed not at keeping them
apart but bringing them vogether and producing in them the
identity of aim and purpoese, Without the guidance and ltader-

" ship of the individual society is bound to go under. 1t becomes
as dangerous as its state is pathetic. Education is imparted to
the individual so that he can lead the community on the straight
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path and not for making it an instrumentl of his selfish ends.
The bond between individual and society, as envisaged by
Igbal, is such that it keeps them united and safe from each
other’s highhandedness.

In their support the critics cite some of Igbal’s verses in
which he has spoken of the chase of the pigeon by the falcon—
“Charging, turning and charging again”—or the worthlessness of
leadership without power—“Without the rod Kalimi! is a mean-
ingless act’”. But, with it, the fault-Anders cught alse tc keep
in mind the warning and exhortation Igbal never tires of admi-
nistering.

O hife’s battleground develop the character of steel,
In love’s bedchamber beecome soft like silk.

Life and times being what they are, can there be a more
reliable formula for living with peace, honour and freedom?
Flumility without strength is the virtue of a beggar. It is our
duty to be strong. Mlisuse of force is cowardice which is another
name for eruelty. The disperser of difficulties is the individual,
not the community., Of the fulility of Hafimi without the rod a
most conspicuous example in the modern days is the United
Nations.

dlaulana Nadwi is an erudite scholar and an expert judge
of literary and poctical merit. He also possesses an enlightened
mind, His laudation and elegant interpretation of Tgbal
confirms the view I have held for long that his philosophy is the
scholastic theology of the twenueth century which will remain
fresh and sound for ages to come because it has been cast in
magaificent poetry. Igbal’s enlightened, scholarly and poetic
exposition of the beliefs, practices and traditions ef Islam has
made a deep mark on Muslim society. A healthy and purpose-

I. Kalim is-the name of Moses, Kalimi, here, may be said 10 denote
Moseshood,
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ful awakening like it has scarcely been brought about by the
scholastic theology of anvother period. Some people, undoubt-
edly, have not been wmoved as powerfully by reading religious
books directly as by learning about the same truths through
Igbal’s verses so much so that the Muslim theologians who were
reluctant to accept some of the views expressed by Igbal in his
wcll-known Lectures on the Reconstruction of Religious Thought in
Islam became readily convinced when they read or heard about
them in his poems as if those concepls and docirines had been
revealed to them straightaway.,

I trust the Maulana wilt not differ with me in the opinion
that the poetry of Igbal is the scholastic theology of the present
century.

{Prof.} Rasheed Abhmad Siddiqi






MY ACQUAINTANCE WITH 1QBAL AND
HIS ART

Before 1 attained the age of adolescence Ighal had esiab-
tished himsell as a poet of distinetion. Many of his verses had
become household phrases. Hewas already a vogue. Perhaps
no poet has captured the imaginadon of his generation so power-
fully as Igbal did. He had a tremendous impact on his age and
it is not surprising, therefore, that 1 was drawn to his poetry
while still young and remained attached to it ever-after.

There can be many reasons why people like great poetry,
“I'he most impertant and common of these, perhaps, is that people
find In it an expericnce similar to thelr ewn hopes and ideals,
And man being basically egocentric he is attracted by all that
reflects his inner urges and speaks the language of his heart.
I do not exclude myself [rom the applicﬁtion of this maxim.
Maybe, 1 admired Ighal because I found him very close to my
ideas and feelings. [ felt that through his verses he gave
expression to what really was passing in my own mind. ‘hat
attracted me most to his poetry was the message of love, high
aspiration and faith it carried, a message that was rare in the
works of contemporary poets, My own cmeticenal make-up is
such that these three attributes can be said te form its nucleus.
I feel instinctively drawn to any movement or literature
which upholds the virtues of magnanimity and deepheartedness
and gives the callof Islamic revival, and which stimulates the desire
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for the development of Self-hood and the conquest of ‘the inner
and the outer worlds’, and promotes the feelings of love
and fidelity, fosiers religious censciousness and encourages a
deep faith in. God and in the greatness of Prophet Mohammad
and the universality and cternity of the message he brought. 1
found all this in Iqbal’s poctry. I admired him particularly as
a champion of human equality and brotherhood, as envisaged
in Islam, and a believer in the essential nobility of the Muslim.
I also admired hin as a fearless critic of the Western materialis-
tic civilisation and a valiant fighter against narrow nationalism
and crude parochialism.

1 began reading his poetry while still a child and as I grew
up I tried to translate some of his verses into Arabic. T had
not read anything of his poetry except the Urdu poems con-
tained in his collection called Bang-i-Dara (The Caravan Bell).
Meanwhile, there had appeared two of his collections in Persian
but I had not yel learnt to appreciatle that language,

I met him for the first time in 1929 when 1 was sixtcen
years old. I happened to visit Lahore which at that time was
a great centre of learning and culture. It was on a hot summer
day that Dr. Abdullah Chughtai, Professor of Islamic Studies
in the Punjab University, took me to Igbal and introduced me
to him as a fervent admirer of his poetry. Dr. Chughtai also
mentioned my father, the late Maulana Hakim Syed Abdul Hai
Hasni, whom Iqbal knew well through his valuable book Gui-i-
fRfana which had just been published and become immensely
popular in literary circles all over the country. In that meeting
I presented to him a copy of my rendering of his poem Chand
{The Moon) inte Arabic. Igbal was pleased to recad it and
then he asked me a few questions about some Arab poets pro-
bably lo assess the extent of my scholarship, I came away
greatly impressed by his simplicity, sincerity and humility.,

During the period between 1999 and 1937 I often visited
Lahore and stayed there for months but did not feel like disturb-
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ing the great poet, believing that there was no need to hurry as
he would remain for.long among us. Besides, T am rather shy
of mecting great men and my own pre-occupation with studies
was, also, partly respensible for pulting off the visit.

His two other collections of Urdu poems were published
during those days. They appcared quite some time after the
poet had stopped writing in Urdu and taken to Persian. Both
of these volumes were richly representative of Igbal's poetic
gentus and crudite scholarship. At that time I liked Zarb-i-
Kalim (The Stroke of the Rod of Moses) more but later Bal-i-
JFibril (The Wing of Gabriel} became the favourite with me and
in thé present book I have drawn mostly from it.

I was then a teacher in Nadwat-ul-Ulema of Lucknow and
used to share my room with the late Maulana Masood Alam
Nadwi who was a distinguished scholar of Arabic and the
Editor of Ai-Zia brought out by the same institution in that
language. e used to read Igbal together. My late lamented
friend was an ardent admirer of Igbal and we hoth did not feel
happy over the fact that Tagore was better known in the Arab
World than him. Tagore had found many admirers among
men of letters in Syria and Egypt. We used to hold ourselves
responsible for it.  We had done nothing to introduce Igbal to
the Arabic speaking peoples, Whenever we saw an Arabic
journal praising Tagore and his poetry (and we used to read
these journals regularly) our resolve to translate Iqbal's poems
into it prew stronger. We began to regard it a duty and a
trust,

It so happened that I had another mecting with the
illustrious poct a few months before his death. It was a long
meeting, worthy of being remembered. On 22nd November,
1937 I visited Igbal with my uncle, Syed Talha Al-Hasni, and
his son, Syed Ibrahim Al-Hasni. The poet was confined to his
house owing to a long and protracted illness which’ultimately
proved fatal. Tnspite of it he received us with great warmith
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and we stayed with him for over three bours. His old and
devoted servant, Ali Bux, fearing that the strain might prove too
much {or his ailing tnaster, camc in 2 number of times and tried
to stop him from over-excrting himself but the Allama ignored
his advice and wenton talking to us. ~ His heart seemed to have
opened up and he [tecly expressed his views on various subjects,
Speaking of the pre-Islamic Arab poetry the poel remarked that
he admired its realisin and vitality and the spirit of chivalry and
heroism it breathed and alse recited a few verses of Hamsa.
He said Islam enjoined upon its followers resolute action and
love of reality and added that positive sciences were nearer 1o
islam in their rejection of philosophical speculation. For two
centuries the Muslims kept alive this tradition and remained
steadlust in {aith, morality and active endeavour till under the
tmpact of alicn thought, mainly Hellenistic, the whole of the
East was intellecwally crnippled. It became a ‘sick man’.
[gbal remarked that the renaissance of Europe was possible only
when it had thrown ofl the yoke of Greek metaphysics and
tarned its attgntion to wseful and more productive branches of
icarning, But In the present age problems arose which set
Europe also on the path of reaction. The Arab temperament,
lie went on, was most sultable for Islam'but Hellenistic thought,
unfortunately, did the same to Islam what it had done to
Christianity in Europe. It overpowered both the religions.

With regard to Sufism {Islamic mysticism) Iqbal deplored
the ideological intemperateness of the Muslim mystics and obser-
ved that while the Companions of the sacred Prophet took
delightin horsemanship and martyrdom the Sufisrevelled in Same’
(music) and I+¥'sjd (ecstasy). Talking of the resurgence of Islam
in India he praised the efforis of Sheikh Ahmad Sarhindi, Shdh
Waliullah Dehlavi and Emperor Aurangzeb. But for them and
their endeavours, he said, Islam would have been swamped by
Indian philosophy and culture.

He spoke of the demand of Pakistan (it should be noted that
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Pakistan was originally his idea which materialised in 1547 after
his death) and remarked that a people without a homeland could
neither preserve their faith nor develop their culture.  The pre-
servation of rcligion and culture was dependent on political
power. Hence, Pakistan was the only solution to the problem
of Indian Muslims including their economic difficulties, In this
connection he also referred to the Islamic institutions of Zakat
(regular charity) and Baitul Malt.

About the immediate future of Muslims in India he teld us
that he had drawn the attention of.some Muslims Princes to the
need of the preaching and propagation of Islam among non-
Muslims. He had also been laying stress on the religiousreform
and uplift of Muslims, the promotion of Arabic language and
the establishment of a World (Muslim} Bank, It was, further,
necessary to have a first-class daily English newspaper of
Muslims for supporting their cause and lending strength to
theiz voice. But, he sorrowfully added, the Princes paid no
heed to his advice. They did not appreciate the gravity of the
situation aad the significance of the changes that were taking
place in the world. They were selfish, petty and shortsighted.

The poet wanted to go on with the conversation but we felt
that in view of his illness it would be better to depart. So we
said good-bye to him and left. \Ve came away from Lahore
within a few days. This was our last meeting.

I distinetly remember that when T asked his permission to
translate some of his poems into Arahic he expressed his pleasure
and readily acceded Lo my vequest. I read to him some of my
Arabic renderings ol verses from Jarb-i-Ralim.  Fle 1lold me
that Dr. Abdul Wahaly Azzam (of Egypt) also was thinking of

I. Meaning the Public Tresury or Exchequer, into which payment on
variols accounts are made, and according to the sources from which
they are derived, applirable to the anpport of different classes of

persons,
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translating some of his works. Six months later when I heard of
his death, on April 21, 1938, my resolve to undertake a study of
his life and art became firmer. I wrote about it to my friend,
Maulana Masood Alam, who was then at Patna. We exchanged
condolences on the death of the magnificent poet and decided to
combine our efferts in the execution of the task. He offered to
write on the personality and message of Igbal (for, as he said, he
was not very good at translating) and left the translation of his
poems into Arabic to me. The work, thus, began. Maulana
Masood Alam wrote a stimulating article on Igbal which appear-
ed in Al-Fatah of Cairo, a journal edited by my old friend,
the late Mohibuddin Khatib. 1 also wrote an article on
Tahal’s life which was broadeast after sometime by the Saudi
Arab Radio. But after this, owing to various reasons the work
remained suspended for ten years.

In 1850, I visited Arabia, Syria and Egypt. During my
stay there, which extended for over a year, I wrote a few papers
on Iqbal, his thought and art, and read them at Darul Uloom
and the Universily of Fuad (now known as the University of
Cairo). I wrote, in 13938, in Syria another article entitled,
Alfvhammad Ighal in the Medina of the Prophet, which was broadeast
hy the Damascus Radia. But, somehow, T could net persuade
myscll to take up the translation of Igbal’s poemns. One of the
reasons, perhaps, was that Dr, Abdul Wahab Azzam had already
begun it. Owing to his mastery of both the Persian and Arabie
janguages and intellectual rapport with Igbal he was most suited
for the job. But, asa couple of’ collections of his translations!
saw the light of day, some of my friends said that they lacked
the moving quality of Igbal, his warmth and sparkle, and did
not adeguately convey his thought and message. They were nol

1. Entitled Risaluhl Adashrig and Zarb-el-Kolim, Dir. Azzam hasalso rene
deted into Arsbic some portions of derar-i-Khudi JRumuz-F-Bekhudi and
Javed Nama.



MY ACQUAINTANCE WITH IQBAL AND HIS ART .17

worthy of Igbal’s tremendous poctry. When I myself read them
I felt that they did not suffer from any fechnical fault of prosody
nor betrayed a lack of understanding of Igbal. They were also
a convincing exampie of the command Dr. Azzam enjoyed over
Arabic expression. The main drawback with them was that by
attempting a versified translation of Igbal Dr. Azzam had failed
to do justice both to hiunsell and to the great peet. A good deal
of the force, vitality and effectiveness of Igbal’s poetry was lost
in the process. To add to it, there had creptinto the translation
a kind of vagueness and tortuosity which created a barrier bet-
ween the reader and his response to poetry. It would have
been better if Dr, Azzam, who was a noted Arabic scholar and
possessed a thorough knowledge of the Persian language as well,
had first delved deep into the art and thought of Igbal and then
teanslated his work in the form of prose as he had preferred for
articles published in the well-known Egyptian journals, Ar-Risala
and As-Sigafa.

Every language has its own mood and flavour, its own idiem
and way of expression, the roots of which can be traced back to
history and culture. If this basic truth is lost sight of in trans-
lation much of the charm and firc of the original text will be
destroyed:. Nevertheless, by translating some of Igbal’s poems
into Arabic wverse Dr. Azzam has rendered a great service to
Islam and to the Muslim literary world for which he deserves a
rich measure of praise and the eternal gratitude of the scholars
of Islamic thought and literature. The translation bears an
eloguent testimony to his deep learning and earnestness. There
is no doubt that the scul of Igbal will be happy over this labour
of love.

My multifarious activities and pre-occupations over-
shadowed the desire of translating Igbal till it was stirred
by an event. I read an open letter addressed to me by the
renowned Arab scholar, Dr. Ali Tantanawi, in the pages of Af-
Muysiimgen in which he had asked me to introduce Igbal to the
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Arab World. It read : “Will you transiate some selecled poeins
of Xqghal into Arabic so thal we cap appreciate properly the
greatness of his pociry and mcessage?... ........... The few Arabic
traunslations that are available have not suceeeded in giving us a
correct picture of Iqbal, his structure of thought and the gran-
deur of his poeetry. Will you, therefore, include this service
among e tasks you have set before yourself and convey to the
Arab WWorld the [reshness and fragrance of Igbal's poetry to
which upto now it has remained a stranger and open the gates

, of this delightful garden for us also, and, thus, enrich the Islamic
litcrature?”

I could not but respond to this appeal with enthusiasm.
The wanslation of the poem, AMasjid-i-Qariaba (the Mosgue of
Cordova), was complewed 1n one sitting and I felt a renewed
urge io go ahead with the job which 1t was not possible to
ignore. This set the process and soon a number of articles were
wrilten and many other poems translated.

I wust inake it clear that I do not regard Tgbal to bea
great religious leader, a doctor ol divinity or a man of unques-
tionable picty and dutifulness to God nor am I inclined to be
hyperbolic in the appreciation of his poetry as the case is with
some of his wore enthusiastic admirers. T believe that Hakim
Sunai, Fariduddin Attar and Jalaluddin Rumi, the Seer, were
far ahead ol Lim iu these respects. In his Six Leclnres on the
Reconstruction of Religions Thonght in Istmn there nccur interpreta-
tions of certain Islamic concepts with which I do net agree. ]
de not hold the view that nene had understood Islam better
than him and reached its true spirit.  What T have felt through-
out my life is that he was an carnest student of Islamic theology,
culture and philosophy who regularly kept in touch with the
better known Muslim theologians of his time and spught their
advice, 1lis letters to Maulana Anwar Shah Kashmiri, Maulana
Syed Sulaiman Nadwi and Maulana Masopd Alawn Nadwi are
iRustralive ol his humility and keenness for knowledge.
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There are certaip aspects of Igbal’s unique personality
which do not go well with the profundity of his art and learning
and the magnificence of his message. Ferhaps he did not get an
opportunity to overcome these failings.  All the same, T believe
Igbal was a pocl whom God had inspired to lend articulation to
certain truths and doclrines, in relation to current times, that
had not been set forth by any other contemporary poet or
thinker. He was a staunch ‘believer in the permanence of the
call of Prophet Mohammad, in the inherent strength and
capacity for leadership of the Muslim community and in the
insolvency of medern ideclogies and political, social and cco-
nomic systems and this bad imparted lucidity and maturity to
his thought and led to the growth and development of his
individuality. In this respect he was even better than the
doctors of Islamic theology who are ignorant of Western thought
and culture and possess little awareness of its real aim and
purpose,

I must admit that T find Igbal a poet of faith, love and
decp-hecartedness. Whenever I read him T am stirred to the
depths of my being. Ilis poetry opens a new vista lo my
frmagination and fills me up with an intense ardoyr and enthu-
siasm for Islam, This, I think, is the real worth and significance
of Igbal’s poetry.

Another incentive to translate Igbal into Arabic was pro-~
vided by the abject surrender made by the Arabs to the mate-
rialistic civilisation of the West. T had seen how the Islamic
World was standing at the crossreads of ancient and modern
Paganismm, On one side of it was exaggerated nationalism and,
on the other, godless Communism, and the baneful effects of
both could be felt in its literature, thought and bechaviour.
Writers who could understand the significance of the méssage
the Arabs gave to the world and devote their mental capabilities
for taunching a ceaseless war againat the enveloping darkness
and the intcliectual aposiasy that was strengthening its hold on
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the educated classes were becoming scarce among the Muslims.

Viewed against this background the importance of Igbal
became greater. Far away from the cradle of Islam he was -
born in a newly cooverted Brahmin family andin a country that
was under the political and cultural domination of the West.
Ie received education at some of the most outstanding centres
of Western learning and yet his faith in the message of
Mohammad {Peace be upon whom} grew deeper. He came to
believe more fervently in the high destiny of the Muslim Millet.
The vindication of Islam and repugnance for the Western
thought and civilisation became a second nature with him. He
utilised freely his enormous gifts of heart and intellect in that
direction and became a symbol of the poetry of faith, vision and
reflection, His ideas produced a tumult in the stagnart waters
of the sub-centinent and waves of thought and feeling rising
from here swept the shores of Arabia and the entire Islamic
World.

I, therefore, felt that the rendering of Igbal's poems into
Arabic was the best intellectual offering we could make to the
rising generations of Islam and the up-and-coming Arab youth.
In presenting the bhook I trust that it will be helpful in breaking
the mental apathy and listlessness of Muslitns and setting a new
trend of thought among them.



2

BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH

Igbal was born at Sialkot in the Punjab on February 22,
1873, His ancestors, who werc Kashmiri Brahmins, had em-
braced Islam two hundred years earlier. From that time the
spirit of piety and godfearingness had come to rule over the
family, Igbal’s own fathcr was a devout Muslim with a Sufistic
bent of mind.

He received his carly education in Sialkot, After passing
the Entrance Examination from a local school he joined the
Intermediate College where he was lucky to have as his teacher
Shamsul Ulema Mir Hasan, a great Oriental scholar. Mir
Hasan had a special aptitude for imparting his own literary taste
and distinctive manner to his pupils. Under the influence of
this great teacher Igbal, too, was drawn towards Islamic studies
which he regarded to be such an outstanding favour that he
could not forget it ail hix life.

Passing on to the Government Gollege of Lahare Ighbal did
his graduation with Ebnglish Literature, Philosophy and Arabic
as hizs subjects. It was there that he came inte contact with
Prof. Arnold and Sir Abdul Qadir (whose Urdu magazine,
Makhzan, was, in those days, held in the highest esteem among
the periodicals of its kind}. Iqbal’s poem, Chand (Moon), and
.other early poems appeared in the same journal in 1901 and
were acclaimed by criticy as cutting a new path in Urdu poetry.
It did not take him long to win recognition as a rising star on
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the firmamaent of Urdu literature.

In the meantime he had done his M. A. in Philosophy and
was appointed as &2 Lecturer in Histary, Philosophy and Political
Science at Qriental College, Lahore. Fromn there he moved on
to Gavernment College to teach Philosophy and Eunglish litera-
ture. VWherever Iqbal worked or (aught, his verstality and
scholarship made a deep impression on these around hini,

Iqbal proceeded to Buwrope for higher studies in 1805 and
stayed there for three years. He look the Honours Degree in
Philoesophy and Economics from the Cambridge University aund
alsc taught Arabic at the University of London in the absence
of Prof. Arnold. TFrom England be went to Germany to do his
Doctorate in Philosophy from Munich and then returned to
London to qualily for the Bar. He also served as a teacher in
the London Schoeel of Commerce and passed the Honours Exa-
mination in Beonomies and Political Science. During his stay
in Europe Igbal net only read voraciously but also wrote and
gave lectures on Islamic subjects which added to his popularity
and fame in literary circles,

The poet returned to Lahore from Burope in 1908, While
his ship was passing through the Mediterraneau lgbal burst into
tears at the sight of Sicily. Ide suid:

Now weep blood, oh eyes |
For the tomb of Arab civilisation stands there”in
sight.

Igba! had won these academic laurels by the time he was
32 or 33. Ile practised as a lawyer {rom 1908 to 1934, when
ill-hezlth compelled him to give up the practice. But due to s
multifarious aclivities he could not give undivided attention to
law. In fact, his heart was not in it and he devoted more time
to philesophy and literature than tolegal profession. Heaitended
the weetings of Anjuman Iimayart-i-Islam regularly at Lahare
and it was at one of its annual funciions that he read the epoch-
making poem Shikwa {The Complaint) and followed it up, a
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year later, with Fawab-i-Shikwa {the Answer). DBoth of these
poems sparkled with the glow of genius and made him immen-
sely popular. They became the national songs of the Millet,

Igbal wrote two other poems during these days, Tarane-i-
Hindi (The Indian Anthem} and Taraene-i-Milli (The Anthem of
the Muslim  Aillef), which also were very popular and used to
be sung as symbols of National or Muslim identity at public
meetings.

The Balkan Wars and the Battle of Tripoli, in 1910, shook
Igbal powerfully and inflicted a deep wound upon his heart. He
was hurt, agitated and disillusioned and thesentiments of sorrow
and indignation that were aroused in him took the form of
unabating repugnance against Western Civilisation and European
Imperialism, In this mood of anger and frustration he wrote a
number of stirring poems which together with portraying the
anguish of Muslims were severely critical of the West. -

The spirit of change and revolt runs through all of his poems
of that period such as, Balad-i-Isiamia {the Lands of Islam),
Wataniat (Nationalism), Aduslim, Fatma Bint Abdullah (who was
killed in the siege of Cyrenaica), Siddig, Bilal, Hilal-i-I’d {The1'd
Crescent), Tahgib-i-Hazir (Modern Civilization), Din (Faith) and
Huzoor-i-Risalat Maab Main (In the Presence of the Sacred Pro-
phet), In these poems he bitterly deplores the attitude of
Muslim leaders who lay a ¢laim to Islamic leadership and yetare
devoid of a genuine spiritual attachment to the blessed Prophet,
Igbal is emphatic in bis denunciation of leaders who undertake
pilgrimages to the West but are ignorant of the Prophetand owe
no real allegiance to him.

At Prophet’s mausoleum yesterday a distressed sout was

crying,

Mille’s foundations Muslirns of India and Egypt arc

' distroying ;

Pilgrims of the shrine of Weat, however much they
claim to be our leaders, .
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What can have we {o do with them wlen they are igno-
rant of thee?

In the world of his dreams the poet presents himself in the
court of the Prophet, the Prophet asks what has he brought for
him and the wonderful offering the poet makes can be imagined
from the following verses of imperishable beauty,

Like perfume you come from the orchards of the earth;

What bring you then to greet us with, what offering ?

But I have brought this chalice to make my offering,

It holds a thing not to be found in Paradise,

See here, Oh Lord, the heonour of thy followers glim-
mering,

The martyred blood of Tripoli, Ch Lord, is in this

cup.

Then there came World War I with its tale of woe and dis-
aster for Muslim countries. Igbal was profoundly shaken by
the tragic events. The gening had now passed through the for-
mative period. Igbal’s perplexity had disappeared and he soon
attained maturity as a poet, thinker, seer and crusader who could
read the signs of tomorrow in the happenings of today, make
predictions, present hard facts and unravel abstruse truths
through the medinm of poctry and ignite the flame of {aith,
Selfhood and courage by his own intensity of feeling and force
of expressian, '

His ehullience and enthusiasm, bounteousness of heart and
fluency of moed were now at their peak. Fhizr-i-Rah (The
Guide) occupies fhie place of pride among the poems he wrote
during this period, Each quatrain of it is a masterpiece of artis-
try, reflection and realism. But Tulu-i-fslain (Dawn of Islam)
is the ‘inansion of Ghazal’ the like of which can scarcely be
found in Islamic literature.

Ighal published his first coliection of Urdu verses under the
title of Bang-i-Dare {T'he Caravan Bell) in 1929, and, since then,
it has held a place ol honour in Urdu poetry and world poetry,

.
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Its popularity has not suffered an eclipse nor effectivencss lost its
edge. The period between the publication of Bang-i-Dara and
Igbal’s death is gencrally accepted as marking the ripening of
his thought and the widening of the frontiers of his learning, In
the: poems published after 1928 there is a complete equipoise
between poet and seer, and poetry and philosephy are perfectly
wedded. The collections of his Persian poems also appeared
during that time.

Igbal preferred Persiun for poetic expression because its
circle was wider than that of Urdu and in Muslim India it
enjoyed the position of the second language. -Apart from being
the mother tongue in Iran and Afghanistan it was still spokenin
larger areas outside India including Central Asia and Turkey.
His Persian works, Asrar-i-Rhudi (Secrets of the Self), Rumuz-i-
Bekhudi (Mystecies of Selflessness), Payam-i-Mashrig (Message of
the Bast), Jabur-i-Ajam (The Testamnent of Iran}, Fawed Nama!

- (The Song of Eternity), Pas Chke Bayad Kard 4i Aquam-i-Sharg
(Whaf to do then, O Nationsof the East ?), and Musafir (Travel-
ler) belong to the same phase of his life and so also his Lectures
on the Reconstruction of Religious Thought in Islam which weré exten-
sively appreciated and translated into many languages. Nichol-
son rendered Asrar-i-Kfudi into superb English and Academies
were set up in Italy and Germany for the study of Igbal’s poetry
and philosophy.

In 1927 the poct was clected to the Punjab Legislative
Assembly and made important contributions te its deliberations,
In 1930 he was elected to preside at the annual session of the
Muslim League. It was in his Presidential Address to the
Muslim League at Allahabad that Igbal for the first time clabo-
rated the idea of Pakistan, In 1930-3] he attended the Round
Table Conference which met in London to frame a constitution
for India, While in England he wasinvited by the Governments

1. It can also be translated as ‘To i—h’: Son Jewed’.
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of France, 3pain and Italy to visit those countries. Igbalaccepred
the offers of hospitality of Spain and Italy and delivered lectures
on Islamic art at Madrid. He also went to Cordova and had
the distinction of being (he first Muslim to offer prayers at its
historical mosque after the exile of the Moors. Memories of the
past glory of the Arabs and their 800 year rule over Spain were
revived in his mind and his cmotions were roused by what he
saw. Iqbal has immortalised these moments of hitter grief
in a poem of unsurpissed charm and poignancy. [t depicts the
cultural essence of Islamioc Andalusia in words which evoke a
ready response in the hearts of the readers, It seems that the
past had come to live again in the imagination of the poet. The
masque laments over its desolation and pines for the genufiexion
ul the devotees, the sky of Cordova is eager to be filled again with
the sound of Azan' and Spainisstill shedding tearsin the memory
ol its Islamie grandeur. The art and thought of Igbal is seen
at its best in this poem which is worthy of finding a permanent
place in the higher literature of the world,

In Italy Igbal was received by Mussolini who had read
sorne of his works and was acquainted with his philosophy.
‘They had a long meeting and talked freely to each other.
France, too, was keen that the poet paid a visit to the University
of Pavis and also went to see the French colonies of Nerth Africa
but Igbal’s sense of self-respect did not permit him to accept the
invitatlon., Fle declined saying that it was too smnall a price of
the woceful destruction of Damascus.

The Universitics of Cambridge, Rome und Madrid and the
Roman Royal Society organised meetings in his honour, On his
way back he also went to Jerusalem to attend the Infernational
Conference of Motamar-i-Islami and wrote his scintillating
poem Zuik-o-Shaug {Ardour and Eagerness) during the journey.

At the dnvitation of King Nadir Shah Igbal visited

1. Musiiio Culdl 1o Prayer
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Afghanistan in 1932, He was 2 member of the delegation of edu-
cationists which also included Sir Ross Masood and Allama Syed
Sulaiman Nadwi. The King received the poet with great honour
and met him privately as well during which he laid barc his
heart, The two talked and wept. At the tombs of Mahmud
Ghaznavi and Hakim Sunai Igbal was overwhelmed with emo-
tion and his tears again froze into a poem which he called Adusafir,

"Fhe last phase of Igbal’s life was embittered by constant
sickness till his health completely broke down and he was confi-
-nced to bed.  But as regards his creative activities this period was
most productive. Till the last he kept in touch with every ques-
tion of the day and continued composing beautiful verses like
the following :

There is a Paradise for the holy men of Harem,'
There is a Paradise for those who dare,

But tell the Muslims of Hindustan to cheer up,
There is a Paradise to be doled out in charity too!

A few minutes before his death he recited these touching

lines :
The departed melody may return or notl
The zephyr may blow again from Hejaz or not!
The days of this Fagir have come to an end,
Another seer may come or not!

Although Igbal’s illness was long and protracted the end
was sudden and very peaceful. He breathed his lastin the eacly
hours of April 21, 1938, in the anmns of his old and devoted ser-
vant, leaving behind a host of mourners all over the Islamic
World. There was a {aint smile playing on his lips which irre-
sistibly reminded one of the last criterion he had laid down for
a truthful Muslim.

I tell you the sign of a Memin®—
When death comes there is a smile on his lips. .

1. The sacred encloasre at Mecca
2. Truthful believer
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FORMATIVE FACTORS

Among the formative factors of Iqbal's personality which
imparted to it a characteristic warmth and versatility there were
some that had little to do with his high academical attainments,
The depth, magnetism, loftiness and sincerity we find in his
mental, moral, social and emotional make-up were related to
that aspect of lifc which is known as belief and faith.

The educational institutions where Igbal learnt the modern
sciences did not alone have a hand in the devclopment of his
individuality. He, of course, went ahroad for higher studies and
drank deep at the wells of knowledge in England and Germany,
and, in his days, he was the foremost authority on Western
philosophy and civilization in the Muslim World and possessed
a deep insight into both ancient and modern branches of learn-
ing. But if Igbal had stopped at that and after having tasted
the fruits gathered from the Western universities remained satis-
fied with their flavour he would not have been the subject of our
study today nor would the world of Islamic literaturc be ringing
with the melady of his verses. The Muslim mind, in that case,
would not have opencd 5o spontaneously to him and he would
not have risen to such dizzy heights of literary eminence and
popular csteem. No one can hope to attain this lofty position
solely on the strength of intellectual ‘accomplishments.  For it a
number of other conditions have also to be fulfilled which arc as
delicate as they -are sublime, -Had: Igbal not looked beyond:
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educaticnal institutions he might have become an honoured
professor or a well-known writer. He would have won fame asa
-poct or a schelar of Philosophy, Economics, liistory or Literature
or made a name at the bar and become a judge of the High
Court or secured some other elevaied public office. But were
Iqgbal any of these things and no more, he would have gone the
way of all other men of eminence and authority and his reputa-
tion would have faded into oblivion with the passage of time.
‘The secret of Igbal’s fire and colour, the real source of the
immortality of his message, was embedded far away from the
traditional centres of learning. Itlayin an ‘institution’ which
. is absolutely unique, It was here that Igbal learnt what he
tried to convey through the magic of his poems all his life.

You will, naturally, be anxious to know what this' “nstitu-
tion’ was that gave rise to a superb poct likehim. Whart subjects
are taught there?  What is the medium of instruction in it and
of what stuff are its teachers made? Surely, the teaching stalf
of an institution which can produce a poet of the calibre of Iqbal
must be of a very high order. T am definite that once you came
to know of it you will try to gain admission inte it and commit
your training to the care of its wonderful guides and precep-
tors.

No one who received education in it was - unsuccessful, No
one who passes out of it can cver be lost. Ttis an ‘finstitution’
from which only leaders of thought, doctors of law and divinity,
initiators of branches of learning and reformers and renovators
emerge. What they write is prescribed for study im schools
and colleges, students burn midnight oil "over their works
and commentaries are written of their treatises. Their views
are widely discussed and theories expounded by them are exarni-
ned in detail by scholars. Ia this ‘institution’ history is made,
not taught. Herc ideas and opinions are formulated, motanaly-
s¢d and remains and vestiges are produced, not sought and
studied, It is the inner ‘school’ which is born with everyone
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and remains with him till death. It is the finstitition’ of the
lreart, the ‘seminary’ of conscience, where Divine education is
imparted and spiritual development takes place.

Like many other naturally gifted inen Ighal, too, completed
his education at this marvellous ‘institution’.  Flis character and
personality, knowledge and learning, morality and disposition
owed their developinent (o the ‘seminary’ of the heart. As astudy
of his works will confirmy, the internal scheol had a greater hand
in the engendering of warmth and feeling and profundity
and earnestness in his lifc than the external school. Igbal’s
personality would never have been so fascinating and his intui-
tion so keen had he not received education in it. Nor would
have his message hecome the living flame that it was. In bis
poems he has frequently aliuded to the teachers, mentors and
benefactors of this ‘seminary’ and espressed hisdeepest gratitude
lo theun,

Al the five lundamenial elements whieh nurtured and
moulded Igbal’s individuality and carried it to [ulfilment
belonged to this inner ‘school’.

Firstly, there was the atiribute of beliel and faith, It was
Tghal’s chiel preccptor and the main springhead of his vitality
and wisdom. But Igbal’s faith did not consist of a soulless
dogma or a mechanical formula of allirmation, It stood for a
priceless blending of belief with love which enveloped his entire
existence. [His ideas and ecmotions, volition and will, likes and
dislikes and friendship and enmity were governed by it. That is
why, Iqbal believed so strongly in Islam and his love and
devotion for the holy Prophet was illimitable. With him Islam
was an eternal, everlasting religion cutside of which mankind
could not work out its destiny and the sacred Prophet the last of
the minarets of guidance, the terminator of Apostléship and the
leader and master of one and all.

The Pathfinder, Last Messenger of God, master of all,
Who on the road-dust bestowed the splendour of Sinai.
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Igbal was not dazzled by the top-layer glitter of the modern
materialistic civilisation aithough he had spent mnany a long year
" right under the glow of the wisdom of the West. It was, again,
due to his ardent love for the Prophet and immense spiritual
attachment to him for obly true love and genuine devotion can
provide a shield for the heart.

' The glare of Frankish! science could not confuse my
. viston,
For the dust of Medina and Najaf is the collyrium of
: my eyes,
What a curse modern learning is, I know,
Since 1 was cast in its fire like Khalil2.
The Pharaohs plotted, and yet plot against me, what
_ harm ?
In my sleeve I possess the luminous hand® of Moses.
What wonder if the Plaedias or the high moon fall my
| prey,
For 1 have bound my head to the Prophet’s saddle
bow.

In Asrar-i-Khudi Igbal also speaks. of the infensity of
hiz devotion and loyalty to the Prophet while discussing
the basic constituents of the Muslim Milldi, the supporting
columns on which its life-structure is built. Tis poetic instinct
is aroused to its peak when he talks about the sacred Prophet
and verses begin to flow from his pen, freely and smoothly,
as if the springs of love and fidelity had brust forth within- him.
We will refer to the lines given below to illustrate our point,

In the Muslitn’s heart is the name of Mohammad,
All our glory is from the name of Meohammad.

1. Meaning Western or European according to circumstances.

2. Denoting Hazrat Ibrahim {Abraham) who was throwna into the [fire at
" command of Nimrud. )

3. An allusion taken from the luminous hand of Moses.
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He slept on a mat of rushes,
But the ecrown of Chosroes was under his followers’
feet.
He chose the nightly solitude of Mount Hira,
And he founded a nation, laws and government.
Ile passed many a night with sleepless eyes,
Tn.order that the A/l might sleep on Chosroes’
throne,
In the hour of battle, iron was melted by the flash of
his sword,
In the hour of prayer, tears fell like rain from his eyes,
When he prayed for Divine help, his sword answerd
fAmen’,
And extirpated the race of kings.
He instituted a new Law in the world,
He brought the empires of antiquity te an end.
With the key of religion he opened the door of this
world,
The womb of the world never bare his like,
In his sight high and low were one,
He sat with his slave at one table.
The daughter of the chicftain of Tai was (aken prisoner
in battle,
And brought into that exalted presence ;
Her feet in chalns, her face unvelled,
And her neck bowed with shame.
When the Prophet saw that the poor girl had ne veil,
He covered her face with his own mantle.
He opened the gates of mercy to his enemies,
Tle gave to Mecca the message, “There’s no blame on
you today’.
We who know not the prison-walls of country,
Resemble sight, which is one though it be the light of
twa eyes,
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We belong to Arabia and China and Persia,

Yet are the dew of one smiling dawn.

‘We are all under the spell of the eye of the cup-bearer
' of Medina,

We arc united as wine and cup. _

He burnt clean the distinctions of birth and race,

His fire consumed this trash and rubble.

The song of love for him fills my silent reed,

A hundred notes throb in my bosom.

What to speak of the praises I sing of him,

Even the block of dry wood wept at parting {rom him.}

The Muslim’s being is where he manifests his glory,

Many a Sinai spfings {from the dust of his path.

Igbal’s passionate devotion to the sacred Prophet grew with
the passage of time tiil during the last phase of his life if the
name of the Prophet was mentioned-in his presence or someonc
began to talk about the blessed cities of Mecca and Medina he
became restless and could not control his tears. It was thisfeel-
ing of spiritual attachment, this burning, all-consuming flame
of ardour and yearning, which inspired him to compose verses of
matchless beauty and excellence. He, for instance; beseeches
Ged in these words : :

" Disgrace me not-before the Master,
Call me to account away from his sight

How superbly symbelic of love and loyalty these lines are!

The warmth and fervour, anguish and distress” one expe-
riences in Igbal's poems had its roots in the perfection of faith
and down-reaching earnestness of love, Whether it is a moving
verse or a profound idea or any other form of high artistic or

_intellectual ability it is essentially the gift of faith and love. and

1: Tha reference is to the story of the pulpit thet wept when it wai
. changed and the mered Prophet did not ascend it.
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whatever evidence of the glory and greatness of man is found in
history it has its origin in the two basic attributes of the heart.
A person who is devoid of these fundamenial qualities is mcrcly-
a lump of flesh and a community which cannet lay claim to-
this inner wealth is no more than a herd of cattle.  The same is
true of poetry as well. A poel who is not inspired by faith and -
love can, ai the best, be only a rhymester. He may make rhymes
but cannot wrile living poetry. When a book 1s devoid of it is
a mere collection of pages. In the same way, if worship is not
endowed with the spirit of faith and love it becomes an empty
formality, a lifeless ritual. Life itself is not very much distin-
" guishable from death if it fails to {ulfil this condition. Worthless
is the existence in which the spirits are dejected, the fountain-
heads of poetry and literature ure frozen and the zest for living
is extinct. When things come to such a pass true faith and
sincere love come to the rescue by reviving the nobler feelings
and reactivising religious, moral and artistic sensitivity, Elegant,
moving, heart-warming verses are, then, heard, deeds of super-
human courage and endurance are performed and warks of art
and Kterature attain immertality. If love even peneirates into
clay, water or stone it invests it with eternity as we find in the

case of the Taj Mahal, Qasr-e-Azhar and the Mosque of Cordova.
Works of creation are incomplete without the heart's

warm bloed,

Music, an immature frenzy, without the heart’s warsm

' ' bloed.

It is a folly to imagine that men of letters excel one another
merely on the strength of their intellect and scholarship or that
pocts ewe their success solely to natural aptitude, choice of words
and abstruseness of meaning or that the eminence of a leader or
reformer is related wholly to his political acumen, sagacity and
eloquence. Their greatness stems’ primarily from the spirit
of love and dedication without which no one’s work can become
the passion of his life, spread through every nerve and fibre of



- 36 GLORY OF IQBAL

his being and take commend of his heart, will and action. But
when these attributes arc present the identity of a poet, writer
or reformer gets lost in his art or mission so that when he speaks
he speaks with its tongue and when he writes he writes with il
pen. The purpose, in short, becomes his destiny, engulfing his
thought, feeling and everything,

The worst of the gifts of niodern civilisation is materialism -
which, in its turn, breeds commercialism and sell-indulgesce.
It is, basically, the outcomnie of the current system of education
which is tolally unrelated to man’s inner needs. In consequence,
our rising generations are becoming bankrupt from within and
heading blindly towards ruin and destruction.  Their hearts are
bereft of the warmth ol [aith, of the restlessness of love, and of
the joy of conviction, and the wodern world has (urned out to
be a dull, drab and dreary allair in which there is neither life
nor awareness, neither e sensation of joy nor the consciousness
of sorrow. It can be compared to a dead andinertarticle in the
hands of a tyrant who uses it as he likes.

Ighal’s poetry is strikingly different from that of other cele-
brated poets. It never fails to evoke warmth and movement,
yearning and earnesiness, pain and restlessncss within us, It
bugsts upon us like a dancing flame, melting the chains of mate-
rialism and burning down the rotten heap of perverse social and
moral standards. It reveals how strong is the faith of the poet,
how tender is his heart and how restiess his soul.

Another thing which moulded Igbal’s character was what
is, today, present in every Muslim home hut, alas, the Mualims
themselves have ceased to derive light and wisdom from it, 1
mean the holy Quran which had cxerted a tremendous influence
on the life and philosophy of Igbal. He had not been impres-
sed so deeply by anyone nor moved so powerfully by any other
book than the Quran. Since the faith of Igbal was that of a
‘convert’ and he had not inherited it as a family bequest there
was in him a {ar greater attachment to the Quran and keenness
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to study it carefully than the so-called lineal Muslims customarily
have. Igbal's recitation of the Quran was not like that of any-
other Muslim. It has, been related by the poet himself that he
used to recite the Quran daily after the morning prayer. When-
ever his father saw him reading it he would ask, “What are you
doing?” “I am reciting the Quran”, he replied. After some-
time Igbal made bold to say te his father, “You put the same
question to me everyday and I give the same reply, and, then,
you go away”. Igbal’s father, thercupon, remarked, “I want
to tell you that you should recite the Quran as if it was being
revealed to you there and then”. Since then Igbal made it a
point to read the Quran with an intelligent appreciation of its
import and in such a way as if it was really being sent down to
him at that very moment. He has, also, explained the signifi-
cance of it in one of his verses.
Unless the Book descends upon your spirit, no inter-
preter
—Razi!, nor he who wrote “The Key'—shall unravel
the knot for you.
Igbal devoted his whole life to the study of the Quran. HHe
read the Quran, thought the Quran, and spoke the Quran. It
was his most favourite book which opened new vistas of know-
ch_glr: for ‘hizn and imbued him with fresh awareness and
strength. As his study of the Quran progressed his mind attain-
ed greater loffiness and his faith developed further mellowness
since it was an eternaj Book, revealing transcendental truths and
~ leading on to everlasting felicity. It is the master key which
can open all the vaults of human existence; a complete, well-

i. ﬁ-ra_t;lonaliaing philasopher whe is often placed by Igbal in antithesis
to Rumi.

2. Kashshaf {meaning the Key) which has been used in 1he original is the
title of a. well.known commentry of thie Quran, It was written by
Allama Zamakhshri.
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defined and all-embracing programme of life and a minarct of

light i1 darkness,
The third factor was the realisation of the ‘Self’ or Ego.

Iqbal has laid the greatest emphasis on the culuvation and
growth of Selfhood. He belicved that true developmeat of the
human personality could not take place without self-realisation.
Unless the evolution of the Ego took place life must remain an
empty dream, devoid of yearning and carnestness, cestasy and
intoxication.
Delve deep inio your buried Self, and find the clue to
. life,
Il you cannot be mine then be not, but he your own ;
\World of soul—a world ol fire, ecstasy and longing,
World ol body —a world of gain, fraud and cunning;
The treasurc of the spirit once gained is never lost
again,
The treasure of the body 15 a shadow—wealih comes
and goes;
In the world of soul T have found no Frankish rule,
In that world no Sheikh or Bralimin I have seen ;
"T'his saying of the Qalandar! poured shame and shame
on me:
When vou kneel to another’s might neither body nor
soul is your own,
Lesides thought-content, the sound-patiern and underlying
carnesincss of these verses are so enchanting that one feels like
reading them again and again. Igbal placed a great value on the
disciplining of Selfhood and the cultivation of the Ego.  Accerding
to him self-development taught to mankind the sccrets of power
and rule. Whether Attar or Rumi, Razi or Ghazali no one
could aghieve anything without it. Tt was the realisationwof the

I. Tqbal uses the Quolandar as a2 symbal lor the evolved man who has rea-
lisecl T himself the 1ruths of self-development.
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truth of self-development that led Igbal to prefer death to the
livelihood which clipped the wings and arrested one’s flight and
to hold the beggar whose poverty possessed the character of the
poverty of Hazrat Ali to be a more honourable person than
Darius and Alexander. Only he who had atiained the goal of self-
realisation could have the courage Lo proclaim :

The code of men of courage is truth and fearlessness;

Ged’s Lions know not the cunning of a fox.

Igbal’s conception of Selfhood had hecome the essence
of his being. His own existence was a glowing example of his
idea of self-realisation. Datterns of self-dignity, self-reliance
and self-development are most prominent on the leaves of the
book of his life. In the verses reproduced below he exhorts to
others what he practised himself till the dying day,

If the kings know not their Sustainer they are beggars,
And if the beggars do Lhey are Darius and Jamshed;
Frecdom of the heart is sovereignty ; stomach is death,
The choice is yours: leart or stomach?

Awareness of the Self it was that protected Igbal against
intellectnal capriciousness and literary waywardness which often
induced our poets, writers and literateurs to rush 1o every pasture
and to ramble in every valley, no matter whether it went well
with their mental and meral outlook or neot. They, consequently,
remain strangers to themselves throughecut their lives and end
up in frustration. DBut Igbal was a grand exception. He
knew himself thoroughly from the first day and had made a
correct assessment of his Individuality, With an intimate know-
ledge of his own character and personality he emaployed his gifts
of heart and intellect to shake the Muslims out of their stupor
and stir the spark of faith that was lying dormant in them. He

"used his redoubtable poetical ability to inculcate in them the
spirit of freedom, strength and leadership.

1¢bal was a born poet  ITad he even tried to shun poctry
he would not have succeeded.  His poetry was a symbol of the
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bleeding heart, of ardency, enthusiasm, profoundness and sensi-
tive imagery. Igbal was a magnificent poet who enjoyed a
complete command over the art of verse-making. There was
the fire of genius in him. His contemporaries not only acknow-
ledged his greatness and admired the wonderful quality of his
verses but were also impressed by the newness of his thought and
the originality of his technique. He coined new siniilis and meta-
phors and introduced new symbols, He drew liberally upon
Fnglish, German and Persian literature to enrich his art. It was
not that there were no outstanding poets in India during the
days of Igbal. There was no lack of masters of verse among his
contemporaries who were famous for the chastity of their style
and their mastery of language and fluency of expression. What
distinguished Igbal from them was his poetic majesty, imagina-
tive vivacity and intellectual artistry, and, to crown it all, there
was his passionate devotion to Islam.

Igbal was not a national poet. His pderic genius was not
circumscribed by the frontiers of race or geography. He was not
also one of the romanti¢’ poets who look only to swine and be-
loved for inspiration. His poetry, further, was not altogether
soaked in wisdemn and philosophy. He was imbued with the
call of Islam and the message of the Quran. Just as the drafts
of wind spread the fragrance of flowers and the electronic waves
are used in the modern times to carry messages from one place
to another Igbal cmpleyed his poetic zhility to preach and
propagate the inward conviction which was dearest to his heart.
There is no doubt that he awakened the people [rom deep
slumber and rekindied the flaine of faith in their breasts. And
it was because Igbal had discovered himself and made a correct
judgement of his potentialities and put them to proper use.

The fourth element which went in the making of Igbal’s
personality and endowing his poetry with sublimity, forcefulness
and vitality also had nothing to do with study and scholarship.
It was the sigh of the carly hours of the morning. W!‘Jcn the
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world was asleep Igbal used to get up and devote himself to
lamentation and prayer. It lent a new encrgy to his mind, a
new light to his heart and a new joy to his soul. Having thus
re-equipped himself, mentally and spiritually, before the sun had
risen he would offer matchless verses to the world.

In Igbal’s view early morning devotions were a most pre-
cious asset of life which even the greatest of scholars, ascetics
und philosophers could not afford to neglect.

Attar or Rumi, Razi or Ghazali—whoever may be,
Nothing 1s attained without the pre-dawn wail.

Iybal always left his bed very early whether he was at
honie or in a journey.

Sharp as a sword though the wintry air of Europe,
I gave up not the habit of early rising even there.
Yle even-begged to God to take back from hitn whatever He
pleased but not the joy of wailing ar dawn,
Deprive me not of the joy of pre-dawn sigh,
Do not temper the indifference of Thy glance with
- mercy.

Igbal wished to see his wailing and lementation, agony and
restlessness, in the young people and prayed for the torment of
his heart and his love and vision to be passed on 1o them.

Bestow on the youth the suffering of the heart,
Grant to it my love and vision'!

In another poeu he says:
Grant the youth my immorning wail!
To the eaglets give again feathers and wings!
O Lord! I have hut one wish—
Give to all and sundry the gift of my foresight !

‘I'he fervent wish and prayer of Igbal did not go in vain,
Today, in the whole of the Muslim World a new generation is
crerging endued with true Tslamic thought and undersianding.

The fifth and the last factor was the Mathnawi-i-Maanawt
of Maulana Jalaluddin Rumi. This immortal Persian poem of
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unequalled worth and effulgence was inspired by intuitive
experience and spiritual animation. At the time of Maulana
Ruin the schelastic philasophy of Greeks was predominant in
the Muslim World and the habits of pedantic reasoning and
speculative hair-splitting had become so commeon that it was
extremely difficult to cut a different path or open a new avenue
of thought. Disiressed at this melancholy state of affairs the
Maulana began to write his Mathnaw! which is an astounding
treasure-house of literary sublimity, eriginality of meaning, wise
parables and sagacious advice. Innumerable persons have
been influenced by it and their mental and spiritual attitude
has been transformed. It is a unique work of its kind in
Islamic and world literature. When Igbal came inte contact
with the godless and vulgarly materialistic doctrines of the West
and the conflict between the matter and spirit within him
reached the climax he turned to the AMathnawi for succour. It
proved extremely helpful to him in the hour of inner confusion
and perplexity and he began to regard the Sage of Rum an
jdeal mentor. He declared that the disentaglement of the knots
of wisdem and intellect which had been made more i‘.‘:omplica.tcd
by Western materialism lay in the ethereal warmth genérated by
the Flame of Rum, It was by the Maulaoa's grace that his
own vision had beern illumined,and, in his tiny receptacle, an
ocean of knowledge and awareness had come to be contained.

In the heat of the Fire of Rum is your remedy,

On your intellect the Franks have cast their spell;

My eye is illumined by his grace, o

By his munificence Jaithun! is contained in my ewer.

Time and again Iqbal makes known his deep love and

regard for the Maulana whom he fondly calls the Sage of Rum.

The Sage of Rum, an enlightened mentor,

Leader of the caravan of love and ecstasy.

1. The name of a river of Turkistan.
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In the company of the Sage of Rum have I learnt,
One fearless heart is worth a thousand wischeads
muffled in a sack.
in the present age of crude materialism and soulless tech-
nolegy Igbal awaits the appearance of another Rumi. He
Lelieves that the rust of niaterialism can be removed only in the
furnace of love for which the Flame of Rum is needed once
again.
From the Hu\vcr-b’@'}"ﬁf Ajam no new Rumi arose,
Though the soil and water of Iran is the same, Oh
T Saqi?, and so s of Tabrez.
But Igbal is not despondent. He entertains high hopes {rom
his desolate sowing-field.
Of his desolate sowing-field Igbal shall not despair,
A little rain and the soil is most fertile, Oh Saqi!
These sere the five lactors that gave shape to Igbal’s
personality and caused its developntent, Al of them were the
oulcome of the instruction he reeeived al the peerless ‘institution’
which endued the great poet, pbilosoplier and humanist with a
strony faith, a balanced mind and a lofty ideal and made him
what he was.

. ‘The word Afmw, frequently used by Igbal, signifies what is fureign, out-
landish, i. e., not Arabinn or purely Tslamic, and far excelfence Persia, asz
the home of sophisticated specolation, '

2, The Saqi,as V. G. Kiermman remarks, was originally che page or cups
bearer of the Arabs, and later the hetaira of the Perstans, the mistress who
pours the wine. From the commoen symbolism of wine as truth,-love
as 1splration, the Saql, the filler of 1hie spiritual cup, comes ro mesn
thie leader, the spiritual guide, or even Gad, The word Ty often used
in poetry with utentional ainhiguity,
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WESTERN CIVILIZATION

Towards the close of the 18th century Muslim young men
began tu be attracted by the Western education. They joined
the universities founded by the British rulers. A happy conse-
quence of it was that the fear of the ruling nation was dispelied
from théir hearts and cultural contacts with it were established.
Muslims overcame their diffidence and set their feet confidently
on the path of higher education. At the modern seats of learn-
ing and under.the supervision of Wedtern teachers they got
the opportunity of seeing the West from close quarters and eva-
luating the fundarental characteristics of its civilization.

Through Western phtlosophy and literature the Muslims
got acquainted with the mysteries of the Occident, They learnt
to understand its intrinsically materialistic disposilion and
the arrogant nationalism underlying its_ collective consciousness.
The other weaker aspects of the Western way of life and the
signs of its inner bankruptey and spiritual degeneration, too,
were revealed to them and they realised how the finer qualities
of human mind and character were not only lacking in it but
also being deliberately neglected by its leaders.  All the ruinous
attributes that were eating-into its vitals, but had been present
from the beginning as a part of its nature, were now evident (o
them. Intellectual awakening and the resultant desire for action
could not, however, be produced without a pralonged slay in
Europe. A fearless and non-imitative mind was also needed, along



46 GLORY OF IQBAL

with an intimate knowledge of Western philosephy and eivili-
sation to bring about the reaction.

When the hidden spark of faith was, at last, stirred the
modern educated Muslims were seized with a strong sense of
disappointment in respect of the West and a bold and healthy
spirit of criticism was engendered in them which, nevertheless,
was basically fair, logical and objective.

Igbal was foremost among the intellectual critics of the
"West. 1t can, perhaps, be sdid that the modern educated Mus-
lim classes have not produced a greater man of vision than him
during the last hundred years. He was the most accomplished
thinker of the modern East. Among the Oriental scholars no
one can be said to have possessed the depth of Igbal’s under-
standing of the West and the courage and resoluteness of his
judgement. :

Igbal had understood clearly the inherent weaknesses of
Waestern thought and culture, its faulty and deficient features
and the elemental perversity of its design.  He Yad realised how
disdainfully the Western mind dealt with transcendental truths
and felt that its depravity was chiefly the outcome of the un-
cleanliness of the soul of the civilisation it represented. Fle
says :

Civilisation of the West is perversion . of heart and
mind,
Since its soul could not remain unpoliuted.
When the soul loses its purity everything goes,
Cleanliness of conscience, loftiness of mind, refinement
. of taste,

Inspite of the mighty empires ihe West had built and the
glamour and enlightenment that were associated with it the
Western society was seething with discontent. Steam and elec-
tricity had polluted its atmosphere. There was, of course, the
electric light but it did not illumine the realm ef thought nor
contain a ray of celestial effulgence.
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This unbounded luxury, this government, this trade,
But the heart in the unillumined breast unblest with
peace;
Dark is the Frankish country with the smoke of its
machines,
This “Valley of Blessedness and Hope® not worthy of
' Divine Splendour,
A civilisation sick before its prime, at its last gasp,
The Jews are likely to be the sole trustees of
Christendorn.
Igbal refers, again and again, to the godless character of
the Western philosophy of life whose foundation is laid on the
intolerance of religion and ethics and the favourite pastime of
which, during all the stages of history, has been the carving of
new images. In the Malhnawi, Pas Che Bayed Kard, he says that
this wicked Civilisation has been continually at war with men
of Truth and spreading mischief by installing the idols of Lat!
and Uzza? in the sacred enclosure of the House of Kataba, By
its sorcery the heart becormnes dark and the soulis killed. It is
the robber that strikes in broad daylight and leaves man a pan-
per morally, mentally and spiritually.
Of this civilisation of ungodlincss beware !
At war which is with men of Truth;
The mischief-morger nothing but mischief breeds,
In the Hares? it re-instals the idols of Lat and Uzza.
By its sarcery the cye of the heart is sightless,
The goul thirsty with its barrenness;
The joy of eagerness it kills in the heart,
Nay, the heart itself it destroys.
The depradations of the old thief are for all to see,
Even the tulip cries, ‘What have they done to my scar ?

1. & 2, Names of Idols worihipped by Pagan Arabs.
3. The sacred enclosure of the House of Kafaba at Mecca.
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Annihilation of mian is the profession of this Civilisation and
trade and commerce ifs-sole aim and occupation. As long as
it is predominant in the world there will be no peace among
men, ho sclfiess love and no sincerity,

' Europe, alas, is ignorant of this state,

With the light of Allah its eye does not see; :

Nor between the allowed and the prohibited it makes a
distinction,

Its wisdom is inimature and mission incomiplete,

It makes one community devour the other,

One sows the seeds, another reaps the harvest;

In snatching bread from the weak its wisdom lies,

And in taking away life from his brother’s frame.

The target of the modern Civilisation is man himsell who
is the source of its energy and animation and the instrument of
its commerce and industry. The mounting expenditures and
the nising cost of living are the creations of Jewish cunning which
have robbed mankind of the light of faith. Religion, ¢ulture
and wisdom must remain a dream until the prevalent outlook
on life is radically altered.

Annihilation of man i5 the business of modern
civilisation,

And the cloak it uses is trade, )

Thanks to the banks, these products of Jewish
ingenuity,

The light of Truth from man has departed.

Till this system from the world is uprooted,

Religion, wisdom and culture niust. remain a dream.

Though young in years the Western Civilisation is gasping
in the agonies of death and ready to disintegrate.

A Civilisation sick before its prime; at its last gasp,
The Jews are likely to be the sole trustees of
Christendom.
If it does riot die a natural death it will Wil itself with its
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own dagger, A nest built on a tender bough can but be fragile.
The foundations of the Western Clivilisation are weak and un-
stable. Its glass-house cannot withstand the onslaught of time.
The technelogical advancement of the ¥West is a threat to it and

—_—

the world, L
The arrant intellect that laid bare the trcasures .of

nature,

In its own nest is threatened by the lightning it
rcleased,

The world of profit, trade, deceit and turpitude is erumbl--
ing fast and a new world is struggling to take its place.

But now a new world is born, the old world is dying,
The world the dice-throwers of Europe have made a
gambling den.

The Civilisation of the West is not lacking in Justre and the
flame of [ife burns brightly in it but it does not possess a Moses
to whom Divine inspiration may have come and a Khalil! whe
can break the idols and change the fire into a flower-bed.

In it the intellect thrives and flourishes but a corresponding
withering away of love and other human emotions is also taking
place. Even the so-called revelutionaries of the modern world
do not have the courage to shake off the chains of convention
and come out of their narrow shells.  Their progressive outlock
remains a slave to custom and usage.

Remember the days T was in the tavern of the Waest,
The cups of which glittered even more than the mirror
of Alexander?;

To wine the intoxicated eyes of bartender, the creator,
The glance of the cup-bearer to wine-drinkers, the
Prophet.

I. Abraham
2. 'The allusion i to the mmgic mirror which Alexander the Great is
supposed to have porsessed,
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Without a Kalim' whose splendour is, without a Khalil
whose fire,

Reckless intellect the enemy of love’s fortune.

Its atmosphere is devoid of the heat of impatient sigh,

And patrons without the stumble of an intoxicated soul.

Mankind is sick at heart because of Franks,
And life in perpetual turmoil.

To its own sword Europe has fallen a victim,
Under the sky the cult of atheism it founded.
Man’s troubles all emanate from it,

Of humanity’s hidden sorrow it is the cause.
Man is mere water and clay in its sight,

And life’s caravan without a destination.

In the West there is, apparently, a profusion of the light of
knowledge and science but, in fact, this ‘Ocean of Darkness’ is
without the ‘Fount of Life.* The limit of its addiction to
materialism is that in grandeur and elegance the buildings of
the banks are far superior to those of the Churches. The whole
edifice of its trdde is based upon the profit of one man and. the
death of millions. Politics and government, knowledge and
learning of which the West is excessively proud are meaningless
concepts behind which there is no reality. The Western leaders
suck the blood of men but preach equality and social justice
from the platform. Poverty and unemployment, lewdness and
intoxication are the gifts of the Western Civilisation to mankind.
The achievements of the people who are devoid of Divine grace
do not extend beyond the domains of steam and electricity. In
a civilisation dominated by machines and characterised by
exclusive preaccupation with material profit death of the heart,
destruction of mutual understanding and sympathy and

1. ,The title of Moses.
2. The legendry river sought by Alexander,
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: ;:xtmcuon ‘of humau glory are certain.

Though Europe is radiant with the light of knowledge,

The ‘Ocean of Darkness’ is barren of the ‘Fount of
Life’,

In splendour, in seduction and in grace,

The buildings of banks outsoar the Houses of God.

In appearance it is trade, in reality gambling,

Prefit for one, for thousands sudden death.

Science, Philosophy, College, Coastitution,

Preach man’s equality and suck men’s blood: _

Want and unemployment, lewdness and intoxication,

Are these mean triumphs of the Occident !

A nation unblessed by Divine Light,

Steam and electricity bound its works.

A more penetrating study of the Western Civilisation is
found in Igbal’s Lecturzr on the Reconsiruction af Religious Thought
in Jslam, Dwelling upon the out and out materialistic founda-
tions of the Western cultural and intellectual design and the
host of problems it has succeeded in creating for mankind in the
different spheres of individual and collective existence Ighal
remarks :

.......Wholly shadowed by the results of his intellectual
activity, the modern man has ceased teo live soulfully, i e,
from within. In the domain of thought he is living in open
conflict with himself: and in the domain of political life he is
living in open coanflict with others. e finds himselfl unable to I
control his ruthless egoism and his iofinite gold-hunger which
is gradually killing all higher striving and bringing nothing
but life-weariness, Absorbed in the ‘fact’, that is to say, the
optically present source of sensatien, he is entirely cut ofl {rom
the unplumbed depths of his own being. In the wake of his
systematic materialism has at last come that paralysis of energy
which Huxley apprehended and deplored.........

“Modern atheistic socialism, which possesses all the fervour
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of a new religion, has a broader outlook; but having received its
philoscphical basis from the Hegelians of the left wing, it rises
in revolt against the very source whick could have given it
strength and purpose. Both nationalism and atheistic socialism,
at least at the present state of human adjustments, mﬁst draw
upon the psychological forces of hate, suspicion and close up his
hidden sources of spiritnal energy. Neither the technique of
medieval mysticisin nor nationalism nor atheistic soctalism can
cure the ills of despairing humanity.........

“It is only by rising to a fresh vision of his origin and
future, hiz whence and whither, that man wiil eventually
triumph over a society motivated by an inhuman competition,
and a civilisation which has lost its spiritual unity by its inner
conflict of religious and political values.!”

The Western society cannot sustain itself witheut savage
competition and ruthless class-conflict.  These are. the . two
sources from which it derives its energy and dynarhism. The
division between political and religious values and the differen-
tiation between matter and spirit have destroyed ilts organic
unity. Like all men of insight and understanding Iqbal regards
Capitalism and Communism to be the two branches of the same
tree of materialism which, notwithstanding the fact that the
former is Western in its origin and the other Eastern, join one
another where the materialistic interpretation of reality and the
circumscription of humanity are concerned. Depicting in
Jawed Nama, an i]llaginalry meeting with Jamaluddin Afghani
Ighal expresses the view through him that the West, after
depriving itself of spiritual values and transcendental truths, is
tryving to seek the sculin the stomach though the soul has
nothing to do with the physical structure of life and energy.
Communism is not capable of looking beyond the belly and, at
the wutmaost, it thinks in terms of the equality of stomachs, The

. The Reconstruction of Religious Thought of Islam (1944) pp. 187-28
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ideal of human brotherhood cannot be attained through econu-
mic equality alone. TFor it true love, high ethical standards
and spiritual orientation are necessary.

The Westerners have lost the vision of heaven,

They go hunting for the pure spirit in the body,

The pure soul takes not celour and scent from the

I bady,

And Communism has nothing to do save with the hody.

The religion of that apostle who knew not truth,

Is founded upon equality of the heily ;

The abode of fraternity being in the heart,

Its roots are in the heart, not in water and clay.

In the same way," there islittle to choose between Com-
munism  and Imperialism when it comes 1o greed, dis-
order, godlessness and exploitation, If life in Communism is
Khureoj (production) in Imperialism it is Khirgj (taxation).
Between the two stones poor and helpless man is being ground
like a piece of glass. Communism is the enemy of religion and
morality,and arts and learning, while Imperialism is thirsting
for the bloed of the masses which it sucks from the rich and the
poor alike, Both of these systems are motivated by materialism.
In their outer forms they are resh and radiant but inwardly dark
and corrupt. ’ _

The soul of both of them is impatient and restless,
Both of them know net God, and deccive mankind.
One lives by production, the other by taxation,
Angl man is a glass caught between 'El_u: two stones.
The one puts lo rout science; religion, art,
The other robs the body of soul, the hand of bread.
I have perceived both drowned in water and clay,
Both bedily burnished, but uiterly dark of heart.
Life means a passionate burning, an urge to make,
To cast in the dead clay the seed of a heart.

Igbal is convinced that the Western Civilisation cannat



924 _ ' GLCORY OF IQBAL

save the Islamic World. It can neither solve its problems nor
give it a new lease of life. He asks how a civilisation which is
itself in the throes of death can revive and resuscitate others,

Even the naked truth they cannot see,

Whose vision servility has blurred ;

How can .Iran, Arabia suck new life,

From the West which itself is at grave’s edge?

The West has always ill-requited the East, It has returned
beneficence with ingratitude, good with evil, Syria gave Christ
to the West who preached piety and righteousness, compassion
and kindness and clemancy and forgiveness but the West
rewarded it with oppression, lewdness, intemperance and
gambling. '

To the Franks the dust of Syria gave,

The Apostle of chastity, compassion, love.

The Fraonks to Syria, in return, have sent,

Wine, gambling and prostitution. _

Tgbal is mistrustful of the champions of Medernism, or,
rather, of Westernisation in the East, He fears that their
progressivism is merely a pretext for whole-sale surrender to the
Wcstcrn philosophy of life.

The cry of Modernisation in East, T fear,
Is but a pretence for imitation of the West.
Depioring the spiritual and mtcllcctual poverty of the.
advocates of reform and Westcrmsatlon he observes:
 Of thy conjuror-cupbearers. I have despaired,
Who in the assembly of the East havc _brought an -
empty ewer.
What new hghtmng can there be in these clouds, - _'
When even the old lightning they possess no morc'f’

Blind imitation of other people’s cultural and intellectial
attitudes, custorns and ‘practices is unacceptable to Igbal. Itis
a matter .of shame, he says, for any cdmr_r_;uqity to do so, to
speak nothing. of the one that has been raised dp for the
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leadership of the world.
Who in the world of creation is'a creat'ivc-man,
Round him Time does not cease to circumambulate.
Destroy not the worth of your Ego by imitation,
Protect it zealously for this pearl is unique.
Let that community go ahead with the cult of

Modernism,

For which the nightly pleasures are ambition’s end.
The cry of Modernisaticn in the East, I {ear,
Is but a pretence for the imitation of the West.

The Islamic countries that have degraded themselves {o the
position of being the worthless discii:)lcs and imitators of the
West while, in fact, they were intended to be guides and leaders
of mankind have been severely taken te task by Igbal. Speaking
apparently of the Turks he observes more in sorrow thaninanger
that: _

Who could as leaders of their Age function,
The dotards, alas, have become its slaves,

In Fewed Nama Iqbal puts the following versesin the mouth
of Sa’eed Halim Pasha to describe the shallowness and superfi-
ciality of the Turkish Revolution and the intcllectual sterility
and imitativenessof its main architect, Mustafa Kamal.

Mustafa Kamal, who sang of a great renewal,
Said the old image must be cleansed and polished.
Yet the vitality of the Ka.‘.aba‘can‘not be made new,
If new Lat and Manat from the West are imported.
No, the Turks have no new melody in their lute,

" What they call new is only the old tune of Burope.
No new breath has entered into their breast,
No design of a new world is in their mind.
Tarkey perforce gocs along with the existing world,
Melted like wax in the flame of the world we know.

The Western educational systern is a slow but unrelenting
genocide practised on the people of the Bast by the rlers of
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the West. In the place of the old and condemned method of
physical extermination the Western educationists have perfected-
the technique of casting a whole generation inte their mould
and, with this end, intellectual factories are being set up, from .
place to place, under the sanctified names of schools and colleges, .
The following verses from Akbar Allahabadi throw a flood of
light on the detestabic plan.

Pharaoh would not have carnednotorlcty for:

infanticide, '

Had the idea of founding a college crossed his mind.

Rulers of East break the enemy’s head,

Those of the West alter his nature.

Iqbal, with a first-hand experience of the Western education-
al design, gives expression to the same idea with grealer serious-
ness and solidity. He says :

Be not complacent about the education you receive,
Through it the scul of a nation they can kill.
Lgbal denounces the Western educational systeni as a cons-
piracy against religion and morality.
Freat 1ts Ego with tie acid of education,
. When it softens, give it the shape you pleasc.
More efficacious than elixir this acid is,
A mountain of geld it reduces to dust.
igbal was one of the very few fortunate young men who not
only made the coast safely after diving full length into the
" ocean of Western education but also bi"t)llght with them some
priceless pearls like the restoration of faith in themselves and in -
the eternity and comprehensivencss of the message of Islam.
Though it is difflculé 10 say that Igbal remained completely
unaflected by Western p‘hilosophy and education or that his
religious understanding wholly conformed to the teachings of
the Book (the holy QQuran) and the Sunnah, the ‘Fire of Namrud’
hadl definitely Tailed to destory his Islamic Individuality as the
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casc was with thousands of his contemporaries.
The spell of medern educatdon I broke,
I picked the grain, left the net alone
God knows how in the manner of Ibrahim,
I sat in its fire easy in mind.
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MODERN EDUCATION

Igbal discovered a number of weaknesses in the modern
cducational system. .He subjected its 'faults and inadequacies
to frank but constructive criticism and also brought themn into
the notice of experts in educational methods.

When Igbal speaks of ‘schools’, ‘seminaries’ and ‘students’
he. generally means the Western or Westernised educational
institutions and their scholars. According to him the present
system of educalion is a curse to the rising gencrations, It is
doing them an irfeparable harm. He is displeased both with
the Mudrassa {seminary) and Khangah {sufi-lodge} where neither
the zest for life 1s witnessed nor the ardour of love, neither know-
ledge is fostered nor idealism.

I rose downhearted from Maedrassa and Khangalt where,
Neither life is promoted ner love nor knowledge nor
vision.

He frowns equally upon the bankeuptey of the schools and
the soullessness of the monastries.

The scholars ol Madrassa ignorant and listless,
The hermits of Khanyak shallow and unambitious.
lgbal asserts thar modern education is an evil because it
neglects both the mental and the moral and spiritual develop-
ment of the younger generations, The resultis that a crisis of
character has overtaken the youth. Having been brought up in
a lopsided manner it is finding it hard to adjust itself to the
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cnvironment, to the hard realities of the surrounding weorld.
If the young men everywhere arc inclined to be wayward and
restless it is due to the emotional imbalance that has got created
in then owing to the defective cducational design. A deep
chasm has been caused between their inner and outer selves,
hetween their mind and body, and knowledge and belief.
They have developed a split personality. ' '

The intellect of the present day youth is bright and reful-
gent but its soul. is dark. Its spiritual degeneration has been
taking place side by side with mental development, Iqhaf knows
the younger generation intimately, and, therefore, what he says
about it and the judgement he passes is not fanciful but realistic.
Ie laments that the goblet of the youth is empty and its soul is
thirsty though outwardly it presents a picture of brightness and
vitality. Ttsuiind is luminous but in so far as discernment and
perceplion are concerned it is blind.  Hesitation, incertitude
and despondency are the characteristic traits ol its personality and
disappointiment its lot. The young men are not young; they
are living corpses. Th ey deny their own identity but are ever-
willing to repose faith in others.  Alicns and strangers are build-
ing the church and temple out of the Islamic heaven. The ener-
gies of the Muslim youth arc being [rittered ar the doorstep of
the tavern. It has grown indelent, slothful and case-loving.
So unbounded is its apathy, torpor and insipidity that the sde-
rings of ambition are hardly felt in its besem. ‘The mmodern
cducational system has hlunted its soul and rendered it virtually
lifeless.

Among the Muslim young men the unawareness of the Self
and indiflerence towards their destiny are widespread.  Under
the influence of the Western Civilisation the Muslim youth is
ready to harter away Its soul for a few crmmbs of bread. The
mentors of the rising generations being themselves ignorant of
their true worth take litle interest in teaching them the secrets
of greatness and nebility, They are Musliins yel unaware of
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the joy of death and unacquainted with the power of Tawheed
(the doctrine of Monotheism . They feel no compunction in
borrowing idols from the West. These ‘sons of Hatem’ are not.
averse to making a pilgrimage to the ‘street of infamy’ and
prostrating themselves at the ‘feet of the mistress’, The West
has killed them without shedding a drop of hlood. Their inte-
lect is defiant, their hearts are dead and their eyes are shame-
less. Ewven the warst of shocks and disasters do not make an
impression on them. Their knowledge and learning, faith and
politics, ideas and emotions are all motivated by materialism,
Ne wave of yearning rises in their hearts, their minds are devaid
of loftiness and a state of cnervation and stagnation has settled
on their entire cxistence.

The idols of modern days carved in the school,

Bear neither thie touch of Azar! nor possess charm,

My complaint against mentors of the school is this:

To eaglets they impart the lesson of earthliness.

Peoplt of the seminary have strangled thee,
Wherelrom the sound of La Jek-n-Illaliak* can come?

Does the Aadrassa possess the beauty of thought 7
Is the joy of mystery in the Khangah present ?
From the wine of faith is the warmth of lile,
Grant this liquid fire, Oh Lord, to seminary too.
Is this the whole fortune ol the modern world—
T.uminous mind, gloomy heart, arrant eye?

I. The father of Ihrahim swhn was a famous idol-maker.
2, Meaning, There is np God save One God,
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Ah 1 the hot-blooded youth of the school—
Ilapless victim of the witchery of West.

The young are thirsty, their cup is emniy,
Their visages are polished, souls dark, intellects hright.

Devoid of vision, Lerelt of faith, sliorn of hope,
Nothing in the world did his eye perccive.

The worthless men, untrue to themselves, servile to
} others,

The architect of the temple, from their clay, has laid
the bricks

Nevertheless, Iqbal is not dismayed. He has an unshakable
faith in the growing generations and his poems are {ull of hope
aud encouragement for the youth.

I am in love with young men who,

(iast their noose on the stars.

Grant the youth roy morning wail !

To the caglets give again leathers and wings!
O Lord! T have Lul ene wish—-

Give to all and sundry the gift of my foresight!

A glimpse of his hopes and expectations can De seen in
Khitab Ba Jawanan-i-Istan (An Address to the Yooung Men of
Islam) and soime other poems. Fis message to the scholars ol
Musliny University, Aligarh, for instance, contains the following
verse |

From the passion of FHaren is the glory of Arabia,
11s place is different, its law unique.

The poem, Ei Nawjawan ke Nam (Toa Young Man), is also
richly representative of hisideas and feelings,

Your sofas are from Furope, your fine carpers from
Tran;
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My eyes weep blood when I see such pampered ways
among young men!
For what arc rank and office, what even the pomp of
Choszroes, when
You neither like Haider' brave the world, nor scorn it
like Salman?
Not in the glittering modern world is that contentment
. to be found:
Ttis the splendour of the True Believer, his ladder
reared on faith.
When the eagle spirit is awakened in the youth,
Its destination appears to it far off in the skies,
Hope on!  In despair is the decline of mind and soul,
The True Believer’s hopes are among the confidants of
God.
Your resting-place is not in the vaulted palace of the
kings,
Your are a falcon; build your nest upon the mountain
rocks.

Igbal fecls deeply hurt when he sees Muslim young men

influenced more by alien ideologies than Islam. In his poem
Falsafu~zada Syed Zade Ke Nam (To a Philosophy-stricken Son of
Syed) he writes:

1.
2.

Had you not lost your Selfhood,

You would not be a slave to Bergson ;

The end of intellect is non-presence,
Philosophy is removal from life.

The soundless notes of thought,

Are death for the love of action.

By faith the way of life is sustained,

Faith is the secret of Mohammad and Thrahim.

Hazrat Ali
A prince of Tran whe, leaving his all, went to Arabia, embraced Islam

and became a Companion of the Prophet,
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. Hold fast to the teachings of Mohammad,
You are the son of Ali, from Bu Ali! keep away ;
Since the discerning eye you do not possess,
The Leader of the Quraish is better than that of
Bdkhara,

Igbal holds the modern educational system responsible for
the moral and spiritual decay of the Muslims. He says that the
younger generation is devoid of inner warmth and lacking in
piety. Tts tongue is sharp but there is not a tear of repentance
‘in its eye nor the fear of God in its heart.

The eye that is bright with collyrium of the West,
1t’s alluring, it’s ¢loquent, but not moist.

He lays the blame squarely at the door of modern education-
al institutions. Another source of evil is the excessive rational-
ism which dampens the spirit by advancing the argument of
gain and expediency at each step, -

Yet another cause of moral and intellectual degeneration is
imimngderate materialism and exaggerated reliance on  worldly
means and resources and the deplorable habit of regarding
employment and the earaing of place and position to be the end
of education.

O high-scaring bird, death is preferable to the
sustenance,
Which clips the wings and arrests the flight,

The main drawback of the modern education is that it is
governed by Ma‘ast {material life) and not Ma®ad (Futurity).
Tt deprives the nightingale of its song and the nature of its
beauty. It does not provide bread but takes asway the soul.

It stole the song from nightingale’s breast,

And the old fire from the tulip’s bloed;

Of this school and learning you are proud,

Which placed not bread in the hand but took away life.

1. Avicenra
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Mercilessly Igbal exposes the crimninal character of modern
education and places his finger on its tender spots with un-
etring accuracy. Excessive emphasis on means of subsistence,
undue expediency, artificial culture and imitative living are its
foremost gifts to mankind.

The modern Age is your Angel of Death,

Deprived you of soul by giving auxiety for bread ;
Your schooling has estranged you from high passion,
That forbade the mind from toiling at evasion;
Nature endowed you with a falcon’s sight,

Slavery stuffs a wren’s eycs in your sockets;

The school has hidden from them all secrets,

That are laid bare in the solitudes of hill and desert.

One of Igbal’s grievances against medern education is that
it breeds self-indulgence, passivity and inaction and converts
the ccean of life into a stagnant pool.

His prayer for the student is :

God bring you acquainted with some storm,
The waters of your sca are tideless and still

The modern educational scheme, again, serves as an instru-
ment of Western Imperialism in the East, It promoles the
thoughtless imitation of Western customs, practices and ideals
and paves the way for colonialism. It forces the Western men-
tal attitudes upon the people of the Orient and creates new
problems in the guise of social and ceonomic advancement. By
undermining the age-old Eastern values and traditions it seeks
to give rise to a society which, in the words of Macaulay, is Eas-
tern in name and origin but Western in content and reality,

For the reason that the Western educatien is conceived in
atheism, or, at least, in mental'unrest and intellectual anarchy,
it instils the same ills and evils inte the minds of the young and
engenders skepticism, discontent and turmoil under the cover
of rationalism and free-thinking. In Igbal’s view blindness is
better than a distorted visionn and ignorance is preferable to
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scholarly ungodliness.
Take it from me thut the blind -
Is better than him whose vision 1s crooked;
Take it from me, the good-doing simpleton
Is better than the sage who denies Ged.

Igbal repcatedly questions the usefulness of scientific
achievements that may enable man to conquer space and fiy
in the air but sweep him off his feet and dislodge him from his
spiritual moorings.

Of What usc the sky-measuring intellect,

Which revolves round the siars and planets;

And floats aimlessly in the boundlessness of the
atmosphers,

Like a speck of cloud on the shoulders of wind ?

The contemporary educalional system tends to reduce the
worth and value of wan efore tnachines, industries and other
manifestations of material progress although he is the ‘desired
pearl of the oceun of creation’ and the ‘gathered crop of the
cornfleld of existence’. The world should be subservient to
man, not man to the world,

Put down not the lamp of desire from your hand,
Attdin the state of yearning and rapture

Lose not your Ego on the world’s crossroad,
Diestory the crossroad and return to yourself,
Draw both the worlds to yourself,

Not that you ran away from your existence;

See your present in the light of the past,

Today from yesierday none can separate.

You bear no resemblance to the man of God,
He, a master of the universe; you a slave ;
Present in you not even the guest of the shore,
He within him possesses the depths of the oceans.
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Human understanding remains imperfect without Heavenly
favour and Divine revelation. To make it free and unrestrai-
ned hefore the attainment ol maturity is to invite capriciousﬁcss
and perversity. Igbal has written an illuminating (ie* under
the title of Azedi~i-Fikr (Freedom of Thought). It reads :

Freedom of thought for them is ruinous, ‘
Who do not posses a disciplined mind;

If ipind is immature, freedom of thought,

Is the way {o make a man a beast.

The manner in which unripe ideclogies are becoming wide-
spread in the East and ill-digested ideas are giving rise to men-
tal discontent in the world is also the outcome of the modern
eraze of giving the dignified name of philosophy to every brain-
wave,

Pcople of the seminary entangled in labyrinth of their
learning,

Whe, in the Modern Age, cares to keep the count of
good and ill ?

In another poem entitled, Asri-Hazir (Modern Age), Igbal
points out the fundamental drawbacks of both the Qrient and
the Occident. He says that the unseermly haste and impatience
of the technological Age has destroyed the solidity-of everything
and reduced philosophy to a haphazard collection of incoherent
ideas. Love had failed to find its legitimate place in the Wes-
tern design of living because atheism had left no axis about

“which it could revolve and intellect had not been able to attain
its rightful place in the East because there was no consistency
of thonght in it.

Mature ideas, fully developed thought, where is one to

o seek ?

The climate of the present times keeps everything un-

ripe.

1. Akind of verse in which the meaning ol the frst verse of each stanza
is completed in the last,
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The school gives the rein to the intellect bul,
Love leaves the ideas vague, inconsistent, clisordered.
_ Love is dcad in the West thanks to atheistic bent of
‘mind,
Intellect in the East is servile owing to inmconsistency
of thaught.
The modern education encourages a blind imitation of the
West among the youth till no spirit of originalily or independent
action is left. The world itself is a slave to convention bt the
educational institutions are even more narrow and bigoted where
men of exceptional ability take pride in being turncoats, oppor-
tunists and timeservers instead of Munconing as leaders of their
Age. .
If the culture of the rubies of Badakshan' be the aim,
The reflection of the wavward sun is futile.
The world in the web of convention is cauglht,
Of what worth the school, the endeavour of the
scholars ?
Those who could as feaders of their Age lunction,
The dotards, alas, have become its slaves.
Igbal maintains that the Muslim yonth has no existence of
its own ; it is a shadow of the West and even the artificial life it
leads is borrowed. The new generalion is a structure of flesh
and matter hainmered into shape by the artisaus of the West
but inte which they have not breathed thesoul. It islike a
scabbard which though ornamented does not contain the sword.
Iqbal bitterly remarks thatin the sight ol the young the existence
of God is a myth but in his view their own existence is shadowy
and unreal.
Your being takes all its light [rom Europe:
You are the four walls her architects have built;

MName ol a region near the source of Oxus, famous (or its rubies.

]
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But mud untenanted js the edifice,

An empty scabbard embellished with flowery gilL
To your mind God’s existence stands not proved;
Your own existence is unproved, to mine.

This only is life—ihe Sell’s spark shining ouy;
Take heed o it ! I do not see yours shine |

The Western educationnl scheme has crushed the spirit of
the Muslim youth and instead of firing it with bope and ambi-
tion flled its soul with distress and disgust. It has taught the
young men to live ostentatipusly, made them soft and effeminate
and rendeted them incapable of standing up w the challenge of
life. Igbal regards the education to be worthless which robs
the crusader of his manly qualities and deprives him of his
weapons by supplying the goods of luxury in the battleficld of
lite.

Ighal fervently appeals to the benclactors of the rising gene-
rations and when he gives expression to the [ollowing sentiments
through z loving teacher aad an affectionate guardian it appears
that the agony of the whole world has compressed itself into his
heart and the gricl of the entire Millet has taken possession of
his existence.

O old man ol Flaremn | Give up the habits of monastery,
Understand the significance ol my morening wail;

May Allah keep thy young men safe,

Impart to them the lesson of Selfhood, self-denial;
Teacl them the ways of piercing the rock,

The West has taught tizem the art of glass-blowing;
Two hundred vears of slavery have broken their hearts,
Think cut some remedy for their confusion now;

{ speak out thy secrets in the paroxysm of madness,
Make some allowance for my distress too.
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KNOWLEDGE AND LEARNING

Ighal’s views on knowledge and learning were typically his
own. They stemred from his own mental and spiritual aware-
ness, About poetry and literature he felt that the aptitude for
it and the refinement of taste were God-given gifis by which a
revolution could be brought in the lives of men. People could be
roused through them to launch a heroic struggle against the
depravity of the environment and to rcvive and establish
sound and healthy values and traditions. The ‘pen of a
poet or writer should, therefore, possess the quality of the
‘rod’ and the ‘luminous hand® of Moses and of the fbreath’
of Jesus. He should be willing and able to perform the duty of
the guidance and upliftment of mankind through love and
compassion as well as anger and sternness. .

A lirerature produced merely for emotional satisfaction or
induced by avarice or any other unworthy sentiment is a waste
of time and encrgy. 1t serves no useful purpose. It i{s mis-
conceived as well as misdirected, In a pocm he says that heis
not indifferent to the appreciation of béauty, he does not deny
it, for it is an inhorn urge, a natural iustinct, butwhat good
can a sickly literature do to the society which is incapable of
evoking a positive and energetic response in the people. For
what transforms poetry into magic and magic into a miracle is
the restlessness, warmth and vitality of a living heart. Unless the
rich, warm blood of life flows through the lines of a poem it can
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neither move the hearts nor inspire the minds. With deep
anguish he asks poets, writers and artists of what worth is the
thirst for knowledge that does not go beyond the apparent and
fails to reach the reality of things. What purpose can the
passionate lyrics of the poet or the magical compositions of the
musician serve if they do not awaken the hearts and impart life
to the atmosphere? The morning breeze blows in vain if it
does not carry the message of spring to the garden.
Valuable is the raste for Art, ye men of vision ;
But vision that percelves not the Reality is
worthless .
The goal of Art is the flame of immortal life,
Not a spasm or two that vanish like sparks,
O ‘rain of spring’ if thy produce no tumult in the
ocean’s bosom,
What is the worth.of that shell and pearl?
The song of the poét or the minstrel’s strain—
Worthless is the zephyr that makes the garden
depressed,
Without a miracle nations do nol rise in the world,
What Art is devaid of the striking power of the Rod
of Moses?
Suelris the sublimity of Igbal’s art that when he observes
the intellectual poverty ard hollowness of his contemporaries
he is forced to conclude that like the whole of the East,the
Muslim World, too, is obsessed with sex. The poets and writers
" of the World of Islam are constantly engrossed in the thought
of woman, the musicians never tire of singing her praises, the
sculptors carve her images in clay and stone and the artists see
the refllection of her beauty at all places. A new intellectual
concept of Wakdatul Shuhud (the Unity of Maunifestaiion) has
replaced the traditional pantheistic docirine of Wahdatnl Wiynd
(the Unity of Being) in which the world begins and ends with
the fair sex. The vulgar sensualism of the intellectuals and
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.artists has been condemned by Igbal in these words:
Their fantasy the death-bed of love and passion,
In their dark brains the nations lie entombed ;
In their studios Death’s portrait is made,
The art of these high priests sickens of life;
They hide from mortal eyes the life’s high places,
Arouse the flesh, put the spirit to sleep ;
Ch, India’s painters, poets, story-writers !
The woman sits astride on their nerves.

On philesophy and other intellectual sclences, also, Igbal’s
viewpoint is illustrative of his general approach to life. He
believes that an ideology which is not sustained by the spirit of
active effort and the sentiment of sacrifice cannot endure. If a
system of thought confines itself to abstract reasoning, specu-
lative hair-splitting or metaphysical pattern-weaving and fights
shy of entering into the arena of practical life and grappling
with social realities it Is bound to shrivel up and lose its
validity,

Philosophy not written with the blood of heart,
Is either dead or in the throes of death,

Ighal’s wide study and experience of the -world had taught
him that it was [utile to look up to philesophy for the solution
of problems fundamental to human existence. Its glossy shell
was empty. It did not contain the pearl of life. Philosophy had
no guidance to offer to mankind 1n its struggle for survival and
advancement. For a comprehensive programme of life Igbal

-falls back upon the message of Islam. He commends his own
example to a rationalist friend. %I came from the stock of ido-
lators and my ancestors used to worship the pagan deities,” he
says. “There is Brahmin blood in my veins. Yet'I came out of
the fold of infidelity and embraced Tstam. You, on the other
hand, are of Hashimite descent and related .by' blood to the
‘Leader of the ancients and the moderns’?, The high distinction

i. The Prophet, - '
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of being the Prophet’s progency belongs ta you. But, having
renounced him you are groping in the labyrinth of unproved
ideas and vain conjectures while I, (Indian philosoph? may be
said to be the marrow of whose bones),held rationality to be the
‘veil of truth’ and the opiate which causes the weakening of the
moral and physical fibre of man and makes him an escapist.
Even Hegel is as empty-handed, speculative and -hypothetical as
anyone. The flame of the heart burns no more in your life; you
have lost your Individuality, and,hence, have become the camp-
follower of Bergson. What the world needs 1 the mesasge of
life which philosophy does not ppssess. The Believer's Adzan' is
the call of awakening that rouses the world from sleep and
illumines it. Only the legacy of Mohammad and Ibrahim {May
the Peace and Blessings of God be upon whom) can bring about
order and organisation in faith and life. O Son of Ali, how
long will you fellow in the steps of Avicenna | The Leader of the
Quraish is far more worthy of allegiance than the leader of
Bokhara”, '
Hold fast to the teachings of Mohammad,
You are the son of Ali, from Bu Ali keep away.

Modern education, in fine, has been a failure. It has not
succeeded in raising up a generatipn which could employ its know-
ledge to lay the foundation of a healthy society in which man
was at peace with himself. It is well-versed in the topography
of the North Pole and knows all ahout the flora and fauna of
Africa but pays little heed to the discovery of humanity and the
awareness of Self. It has learnt to control and use steam, electri-
city and nuclear power but has no idea of its own strength.
It has subjugated the world but taken no steps to discipline itself.
The modern man flies in- the air and swims in the water but
cannot walk properly on the earth. '

It all is the fault of conternporary esducation which ‘has

I. Muslim’call (o Prayer.
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disturbed the moral and emotional equipoise of the youth. The
modern man is equipped with Power but lacking in Visien,
Igbal sorrowfully remarks that “the conqueror of the solar radia-
tion could not brighten his own destiny, the secker of the orbits
of the stars could not chalk out a course of action for himself
. and the master of science could not mark the difference between
good and evil.”

He who enchained the sunbeams could not

Unfurl the dawn on life’s dark night;

He sought the orbits of the stars, yet could not

Travel his own thought's woerld;

Entangled in the labyrinth of his learning,

Lost count of gdod and ill.

To draw, finally, the protrait of an ideal Muslim young-
man from what Iqbal felt and thoughtand prayed and preached;
he is a man of unblemished character, his youth is clean and
spotless ; his blow is deadly and he is as strong as a lion in war and
as soft as silk in peace. Heacquits himself well bothin combatand
in friendship. He is gentle of speech and stern in action. His
desires are few and his aims are high. Ie is contented in
poverty and rich in indigence, self-respecting in want and bene-
volent in prosperity. He prefers death o a Jife of dishonour.
Sometimes, he is the dew that cools the heart of the tulip, and,
sometimes, the storm that causes an upheaval in the bosoms of
the oceans, Fle turns into a raging torrent if the mountaing
beset his path and passes like a singing brook through the bed-
chamber of love. He is an emhodiment of Abu Bakr's faith,
Ali's valour,. Abu Zarr’s contentment and Salman’s devotion.
His faith is a lamp of guidance in the dark night of the wilder-
ness and his life is an example of manly courage and fortitude,
of Mamin’s wisdom and foresight. He likes martyrdom better
than worldly power and rule. He casts his noose on the
stars and enslaves the forces of nature. The loftiness of his
character is the envy of the angels and hiz existenceis a challenge
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to falschood and infidelity. Even the whole world cannot pay
his price nor can he be bought by any one except by his Lord.
His noble ideals have lifted him above the triviality of the world
and its empty allurements. The deceptions of sound and colour
mean nothing to him and he refuses to follow and imitate the
peacocks and nightingales of the modern civilization, disdain-
fully proclairming : '

Nightingale is nothing but sound,

And peacock no ‘more than colour,
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ART AND ARCHITECTURE

Fine arts, in Igbal’s scheme of things, accupy a place of no
less importance than the more serious and productive branches
of human skill and endeavour. He rcgards the ariists to
be the tcachers of humanity and the harbingers of Apestolic
revolution. Opposed, as Igbal is, to the employment of aesthetic
abilities for petty gain and cheap entcrtainment he wants them
to be brought into play for the growth and development of the
Ego. |

He believes that painting, music and sculpture instead of
getling involved with the external phenomena and immediate
object of percéption should try to capture the inner richness of
man. The true endeavour of art and learning, faith and wisdem
ought to be to arouse and evolve the latent potendalities of the
hwipan personality, Igbal rejects the idea of a closed and prede-
termined universe and the sign of a decadent belief or literature,
according to him, is that it gets divorced from reality and shuts
its eyes to the hard facts of life.

Music and poetry, statecraft and knowledge, faith and
art,
All of them possess-a matchless pearl;
II they protect the Ego they’re the essence of life,
And if they don’t, ficton and witchery.
Nations in the world have come to grief,
When faith and literature with Selfheod have parted.
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- Iqbal is not intolerant of fine arts. He does not ques-
tion their usefulness but gives them their proper place. He
sincerely appreciates the creativity of the artists but with the
difference that poetry, literature and philosophy take precedence
in his judgement, over music, sculpture and architecture because
they havc-\the’ir roots in thought and intellect.

Radiance of modern Age is from freshness of thought,

Bricks and stones do not the worlds make,

The courage of those who delve into Ego,

Heas from this stream produced oceans without end.

The vicissitudes of time he alone overcomes,

Who with every breath creates life eternal.

Just as Igbal has his own way of using terms like “Jim-o-
Ishg {knowledge and love}, “Agl-o-Dil (mind and heart), Fagr-o-
Khudi (contentment and Ego), (alandari-o-Shahini (detachment
and falcenism) in the.samc manner his Funoon (frenzy) is not
devoid of wunderstanding and judgement. He employs it to
.indicate the ecstasy of love and the earnestness of the heart. It
signifies the feeling of fuifilment and exaltation which wuorks
wendcrs and causes supernatural deeds to happen.  Funoon, in
Igbal’s phrascology, denotes the attainment of the - state of
completest coordination and harmony between the body and
spiit for a particular purpose.

I tell you what the life of a Muslim is,
I's the height of adventure, culmination of {renzy.

As in life s0,als0,in fine arts Iqbal likes to sce the predomi-
naonce of Fumoon and utmost sincerity and application on the
part of the arust. But .for the blossoming of love and frenzy
it 3 not neccssary to go into wilderness. They can threive in
socicty ay well.

Who knows jureon has other glories too,
Provided it is not confined to forest and hill.
In the overcrowded school it can thrive,
Wilderness, not at all, is essential for it,
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In another Ghazal he says :
I have seen such jraven ulso,
That has stitched the destiny’s erents;
Perfect in the art of drunkenness is he,
Whose intoxication depends not on wine,

Elaborating on his views on art and literature Igbal, in the
course of an article, remarks that the foremost duty of an artist
is the affirmation of Individuality because ‘immortality’ is achie-
ved only through the expression of the Ego and the affirmation
of Existence. The artist should start from his own being in
order to reach the heact of the universe. He must not neglect
Selfhood in the states of ‘unity indiversity’, ‘privacy in company’
and ‘collective selflessness® for the material world is always- cager
to absorb everything like clay. Only such works of art and
literature can be said to be eternzl in which the onward move-
ment [rom the matter to the spirit is evident. Igbal, also, feels
that the artist should seck out the possibilities of beauty within
hiraself and not in the external phenomena.

To seek beauty beyond oneself is erroncous,
What we are after lies not in front.

In other words, art should not stop at whal it 15? Tt should

gn ahead and concern itself with what it should be?
Though not Infidelity, it's not much removed from it
either—
That in the Present and the Apparent, Man of Truth
. ) be caught;
Despair not! Many a revolution is still to come,
The blue revolving dome is not bereft of new stars.

Igbal regards the zest for living, earnestness of love and
awareness of the Self to be the pre-requisites of the affirmation
of Existence.

O thou! Under the sky whose effulgence is like a
spark,
Who can tell thee what the stages of Existence are ?
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Art which is devoid of the substance of Ego,

Alas for the sculptuce, poetey and music !

School and seminary nothing but non-Existence teach,
Liearn to Exist for thou art and shalt be !

‘The artist should know himsell before he can attain the
stage of the realisation and bold alfirmation of Selfhood. The
devclopment of the Ego cannnt materialise before, what Igbal
calls, the blending of Aaaz (capriciousness) with Nayez (hum-
bleness) and the ‘lurning away of the drop from the ocean’,
The limit of Lghal’s sensitivencss is that he describes the Sejda’!
in Namaz to be symbolic of Sclflessness and Qapam® of Selfhood
and wishes to preserve Lhe individuality of submission even in
the absorption of prayer.

Thy half-opened eyes are still faulty of vision,
Thy Existecnce, even now, a1 mystery to thee;
Thy hwinbleness is still unadorned with coquetry,
For thy Numaz even now, is deveid of Qayam;
The strings of thy Ego’s harp are still broken,
For thou art, even now, ignorant of Rumi’s song.

The pout frowns upon the art which leads one away. from
life and destroys Sclthood and in which the material world is the
ultimate end and purposc and man is {reated zs a plaything.
He dislikes the medern theatre and opera [or the reason that
they are soulless and artificial. In thern man becomes the
Tamusha (show; spectacie) and the world the Tamashage (spec-
tator), '

The shrine of thy existence is incandescent with
Selfhood,

What is tifc but Ego’s joy, heat and permanency?

Higher than the moon and Plaedias its place,

From its light thy being and attributes.

. Knecling and iouching the forehead to the ground.

2. ‘The pusture of standing erect,
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The receptacle thine, the Ego of another, God forhid !
Revive not the trade of Laf' and Menai?,

The triumph of drama that thou ceaseth 1o be,

If thou art gone,Ego’s warmth remains norlife’s music.

Likewise; Ighal wants painting to convey the message of the
dc\laclopment of human personality. The spiritual content of the
Ortental art attracts while the modern abstract art of the West
repels him. He relishes the portrayal of nobler thoughts and
sentiruents. His partiality for the beautitude, warmth-and spiri-
uality of the Bastern art is very clear,

What grieves me is that modern sculptors,
Have lost the eternal ecstasy of the East,

You have perceived Nature and unveiled it too,
Show your Selfhood in its mirror then.

Music he wants 1o-pulsate with life. It should be expressive
of the tumult and excilement, fire and fame of the heart. Ighal
likes the blood of the musician to flow into the chords of his
instrument. He should not enly be a master of pitch and rhythm
but also possess a fecling heart and a sensitve soul.

Wherefrom did the guality of wine come in the wail of
flute?

From the heart of the flautist? Or, from reed?

What heart is? From where is its strength derived?

How dogcs its throb everturns the throne of Chosroes?

Why in its life is the life of nations?

Why from moment to moment its state alters?

The empires of Syria, Rome and Raf*—why are they,

Not worth a dime in the sight of 2 man of heart?

The day the minstrel understands the mysteries of
heart,

Know that all the stages of art are reached.

I. & 2, Names of idols worshipped by Pagan Arabs.
3, DName of the capital of Persian Traq {Parthia).



B2 GLORY OF IQBAIL,

What Igbal secks is the eternal melody, the timeless song
and the fire-breathing mtusician whose tune may not be like a
flash of the ‘lightning of destruction’ but ‘a miracle of survival
and permanence.’ _

The wonderhouse of moon and stars may vanish,
You should remain, and your ethereal song.

The doctors of Selfhood regard which as tawful,
The melody is still in quest of a2 minstrel.

If the message of death be in music concealed,
Forbidden in my eyes are rebeck, harp and flute.
With his breath he poisons the tune,

The musician whose heart is impure.

Igbal condemns the music and sculpture which enthrall the
spirit of man as the ‘fine arts of the slavey’. He believes that
sang and music do not instil life but deal out death by sapping
-the energies and producing the tendency to avoid the undesirable
realities by indulging in pleasant fantasies, Because of them the
tenderness of the heart degenerates inte a fecling of melanchely
and life-weariness. They do not even bestow the pain which
obliterates all suffering. The healing touch is missing in them
because they are immersed in pessimism and despair.

Music should be like a rising tide, sweeping away all the
traces of sorrow and depression. Tt should be nourished by the
sweet madness of love and steeped in the blood of the heart.
The glory of music is that it transcends sound and modulation
and enters into the realm of the infinite.

D’you know in music there comes a stage,
When specch flourishes without the aid of words?

Music without a message is meaningless, and message, in
the words of Maulana Rum, is what exercises an ennobling
influence on the listeners and protects them against enslavement
ta external form and structure,
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Meaning is what, by itself, seizes you,
Makes you indifferent to form and contour.
Meaning is not what makes a man purblind,
And heightens the effect of pattern and style.

About modcrn sculpture Igbal fecls that it is distinguished
ncither by the spirit of Ibrahim nor by the art of Azar but is
simply crazy. What goes oo in its naue is the carving and
chiselling of death. Wnanimated by faith the sculptor weilds
his chisel and hammer without a sense ol purpose.  There is no
spirit of secking in him, nor the will to create. He is simply a
wage-earner and a slave to popular preference.  He has no feel-
ing or judgemeut of his own. The sculptor seeks beauty in the
external manifestations of nature while it is, essentially, an inner
experience.

The artist who views man and the universe from the same
angle and regards them both to be no more than the products
of water and clay fails to do justice to himself. His works arc
always wanting in originality, both of conception and design.

The moment man supposed himself to be of the earth,
The light of Divinity within him died.

As Moses out of Selfhood stepped,

His hand was darkened and staff became a rope.

Lifc without the miraculous is not anything,

But this secrel to everyone is not knowin.

The artist shonld not only unveil nature but also make an
improvement on it through the supernatural element within him
and lay the foundations ol a new existenge. e should 1ry 1o
fill the void in life by putiing his own soul into it

To remove cvery inadequacy is your glory,
With the fullness of your scul.

Criterion of good and evil is your conscience,
Your ar the mirror of vice and virtue.

Before the artist embarks upon the conguest of the world
he should overmaster himnself and develop bis Ego.  When the
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individuoal, thus, fuifils himself he dscs above the cosmos and
becomes a vital part of the grand design of creation.
Set down the foot not slowly in the woodlands of
desire,
Scize the world that within you lies.
Weak- and vanquished? Overcome yoursell and be
trivinphant,
If you are in search of God seek yourself out.
Skilled in case you are in self conguest,
Conquest of the world will be casy for you.

As against music and sculpture Igbal has a greater liking for
arcitecture. But here, too; he is more immpressed by structures
which convey a definite message and whose foundations are laid
in Jove. He sees the Palace of Al-[Hamara in Spain but it makes
little :mpression gn him while he is bewitched by the Mosque of
Cordova. *The Al-Hamara”, says he, “did not impress me
much but the visit to the Mosque of Cordova inade an impact
on my feelings the like of which I had not experienced before™,

Similarly, ¢he Paris Mosque holds no fasciaation for the
poet for the simple reason that it does not go beyond being 2
piece of architectural elegance.

What'should my eyes sce of architect’s skill?

This shrine of the West knows nothing of God ;

Isita mosque? Nay, the spell-weavers of the West,

Have smuggled an idol-hall’s soul in its carcass.

And who butlt this palace of idols?

The same robbers whose hands have turned Dainascus
Into a desert.

The ruins of Masjid-i-Quwatul Islam, buile by Qutbuddin
Albak, produce a lasting effect on his mind since they tell of the
dcep sincerity and resoluteness of the days when Islam hind made
its advent iato India and pitched its tent in this strange land.

What In iy unillumined breast is lel1?
La Hafy is dead, [rustration rife, enthusiasn gone.
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Even Nature’s eye will recognise me not,
The place of Mahmud is different from that of Ayaz'.
Why should of thy massiveness. the Muslim not be
ashamed?
Years of servitude, have they not turned himinto a rock ?
Worthy of thee is the Namaz of the true Believer,
In whose Takbir? battle between Existence and Non-
existence is fought.
Gone from me is the warmth of feeling,
Without effulgence is my prayer and invocation.
My Azan is bereft of grandeur and sublimity,
Is the Sajda of such a Muslim acceptable to thee?
Igbal extols the buildings constructed by Qutbuddin Aibak,
Sher Shah and Shahjahan as ‘the architecture of the free-born’
and says that anyone who possesses a living heart will realise, on
seeing these magnificent monuments, how their builders have
given expression to their Individuality. They have compressed
an age into a moment. From their massiveness the viewer
acquires firmuess of character. Highmindedness, manly courage
and determination are writ large over their Bricks and stones,
““Whose places of genuflexion these stones are P Igbal asks in
wonderment and, then, he cries out, “Daon’t ask me! Men of
the heart alone can tell what passes in the soul. I know only
this much that a forehead not adorned with the lance of /llallah®
is not worthy of prostration in this shrine.”
In me not the lance of Hlallah,
Un-worthy of this shrine am 1.
In the same way, Igbal pays a glowing tribute to the Taj
Mahal. “Looking at the Taj on a moonlit night”, he says, it
appears that its marble slabs are fowing like water and a

1. Avaz was the lavouriie slave and intimate of Mahmud of Ghazni.
2. The allusion is to the Muslin conflession of [aith meaning '*There Is no
ged except One God.”
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moment spent here is more lasting than cternity. Here love has
revealed its secret through the stones and pierced them with the
points of eyelashes. Heavenly music is bursting forth from
them and love has attained immortality by passing beyond the
range of time and space. It is love which gives wings to man
and endows his emotions with loftiness and effulgence. It shar-
pens the intellect and transforms the stone into a mirror. By
love the hearts of men of feeling become seats of Divine splen-
dour like the Valley of Sinai and the artists acquire the luminous
hand (of Moses)".

Another characteristic of Igbal's conception of art is that
he regards Jumal (beauty) not to be differentfrom Jalal (might)
but only an aspect of it. Beauty without power is unthinkable
to him.

Belovedness without subdual is wizardry,

Belovedness with subdual, Apostleship.

The beginning of love and ecstasy is subdual,

The end of love and ecstasy is belovedness.

Which shines from the forelicad of man of God,

The essence of creation is pervaded by the samc
majesty.

The poemn whose nicssage is eternal life,

Is Gabriel’s song, or Raphael’s trumpet-note.

In the same eye is power and subdual,

In the same is beauty and loverhood.

Igbal has explained his viewpoint at length in the poem
called Jalal-0-Famal (Power and Beauty). ‘

For me the strength of Haider' is enough,
The sharpness of Plato’s intellect is your fortune.

1. Title of Ali,
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With me the meaning of beauty and elegance is,
That before power the sky is bowing low.

Without power beauty is not worth a straw,

Melody without fire is mere breath.

As punishment even the fire is not acceptable to me,
Whose flame is not unruly, wilful, headstrong.

If the artist is to fulfil his mission he should be sensitive
enough to form a clear mental picture of intoxication by looking
at the wine. This power of discernment and penetration is the
hall-mark of a true artist. The artist must be capable of
beholding beauty without a veil. His art should be vitalising
and uplifting. He should look at the bright side of things for
only then can he provide guidance to mankind. Art is not only
the mirror of life but also its test and standard of judgement.
The artist not only observes but also evaluates. The true func-
tion of artistic'effort is not to give delight but to create a new
world and make an improvement on nature.

The world does not conceal its nature,

Each atom on self-revelation is bent.

The business of life seems entirely different,
If the cye be blessed with the vision of love.
With it the sons of enslaved nation,

Have risen in the world to rule and govern.
With this eye my frenzy is teaching,

To every dust-particle ways of desert-tratting.
If you do not possess the vision of love,

Your existence is a disgrace to heart and eye.

Speaking of the individuality of the artist Iqbal remarks :

His outlook is different from his Age,
Of his state saints and sages unaware.

The artist is his own world. Before he proceeds with the
rlccom‘truction of the external world a new world begins to take
birth within him and he gives shape to the images and idcas that
pass through his mind in the state of inspiration.
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The quintessence of Destiny is not hidden from a living
heart,

It sees the image of the new world in dream ;

And when the Azan awakens him from sleep,

He builds the world as he had seen in dream ;

The body of the new world the grime of his palm,

And its soul his mighty Takbir!.

Deliver Art from the serfdom of Nature,
Hunters the artists are, not prey.

If you can see the world with your own eyes,
The skies are illumined with the Jight of your dawn.
We have seen already how Igbal emphasises the need of

sincerity, perseverance and dedication in the artist.  Mere
natural aptitude is not enough. Art is a jealous mistress and it
demands single-minded application. Igbal does not believe in
the lackadaisical approach of being ‘tutored by God.’

Bloed of the heart is the. merchandise of life,

Life, Oh fool, is Lahu-tarang not Fal-tarang.*

The vicissitudes of time he alone overcomes,
Who with every breath creates life eternal.

The goal of Art is the flame of immortal life,
Not a spasm or two that vanish like sparks.

Only by the toil of flight is the truth revealed,
That earth from the heavens is not far apart,

1. The call of Allah-o-Akbar.

2. Jal-tarang is the music produced by filling a brass vessel with water'and
beating the edges with two sticks, What Iqbal means is that the music
of life is produced by filling its vessel with Laku (blood), not water.
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"No such world exists underneath the sky,
Where the throne of Kai® is seized without a struggle.

Each moment a new Tur? and a new epiphany,
May the episode of love never come to an end.

Oh Igbal! these are the days of rock-hewing,
Beware of what through the mirror is shown.!

Much as creativeness is God-given,
Men of skill are not free from effort.

From the warmth of mason’s blood is construction,
Be it the tavern of Hafiz or Behzad’s idol-hall.
Without patient effort merit is not revealed,

The home of Farhad?® is lit up with sparks of his axe,

The kings of Persia of the Kayanian dynasty.

Mount Sinai on which Moses witnessed the effects of Divine epiphany.
The name of a famous Persian statuary, who, to please his mistress,
Shirin hewed his way through a mountain and caused a stream of milk
to flow along a canal.






THE PERFECT MAN

In the world of hue and scent, which, with all its allure-
ments, seems to Igbal to be a den of wild beasts, his searching
cye looks for the Perfect Man. Ie begins his quest in the long
Persian poem, the Asrar-i-fChudi, with these verses from Maulana
Jalaluddin Rumi. _

Last night the Sheikh wandered about the town with
a lamp

Saying, I am tired of demon and beast; man is my
desire.
Wiy heart is sick of the leeble-spirited lellow-travellers;
The lion of God' and Rustarm-i-Dastan® are my desire™.

I said, “We too scarched for him but he could’nt be
found”.
Fe replied, “*What cannol be lound— that thing is my
desire’”.

On a dark night, Maulana Ruin tells, a man of great
wisdom was wandering in the streets of the town, with a lamp
in his hand, as if he was scarching for something that had been
lost.  Uhe poet enquired from him what he was trying to find
and he replied thal he had grown sick of living in what, in
truth, was Lhe abode of wild animals and was now locking

1. "the title nf Hazrat Al
2, Rustmn son of Zal (nleknamed Dastzn) was z famoss hero of pre-
[slamic Persia.
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round for man, a young, decp-hearted individual, who could
revive his sagging spirits and restore his faith in humanity.
The poet remsurked, “You are sadly mistaken. ‘What you are
looking for does not exist. You are wasling your time. I, tog,
left no stone unturned in secking him out but to no avail. Not
a trace of him could be tound.”  ““It is the rare, the uncommon,
the unattainable that T seek?’, replied the sage.

Nuw, did Igbal succéed in his quest? Was he able to find
the man of his dreams, the Perfect Man, who had realised his
transcencental Self? From Igbal's poems it is clcar that he
was eminently successful,  Fle not only found the *lost’” man
Lut also spent long ycars of his life in his company. Tgbal’s
ciscovery was even more important than the discovery of the
New World by Cobimbus. It was'a glorious achievement and
a manifest victory for the world particularly in the present
tiines when man had ceused to exist and humanity had become
a Faree,

Iqbal’s Perlect Man is not dillerent from & true and sincere
Aluslitn who docs not treat his religion as a wooden dogma
but makes nis tife confort to the genuine pattern of the Quran
and attains the hiryhest deuree of perfection by living uplo it
honestly and in every way, He is distinguished [romn lellow-
men by the vndying quality of his faith. It is the unconquer-
able spirit of belief which draws the line between him and the
rest of mankind. e eutshines them in ecoucage and spiritual
statnina. ‘U'he pure and unsullied Monotheism of the True Belicver
scparates hitn [rom the worshippers of men and glory. His
disinterested humanitarianism and the universality of his out-
look cverrun the barriers of race and geography. He possesses
the programme of an ideal life and abides by it scrupulously.
However much the values may change and the structure of
human society is altered he remains steadfasi. In the words of
the Quran he is like “4- goodly lree, its voats set firm, ils branches
reaching inlo heaven™ (—XIV : 24),
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Says Iqhbal :
The point of God’s great compass the Reliever’s firm
_ faith,
All this universe else—shadow, Ulusion, deceit,

The above description of the Perfect Man brings 1o our
mind the two qualifications of a Musiim, one relating to the
physical and the other to spiritual existence. In his physical
existence a Muslim is like any otlyer mortal. Ileis born as all
men are, grows up as they do andfeels hunger and thirst
Lke ther. Like them, too, he is scositive to heat and cold
and lalls ill and gets well. In prosperity and poverty, again, he
is not different from the rest of mankind. He engages in trade
and occupation, loves his family and carries a heart in his
bosom. In brief, in the human state of being a Muslim is
governed by the same law of nature as the others are. The
vicissitudes of time make no concession to him simply because
he bears a particular name, belongs to a parucu!ar race or
wears a part]cular dress.

But in the spiritual spherc of hls existence a Muslim is
endowed with a message which is the legacy of the Prophets,
He has his own outlook on life and bears faith in certain truths
that are everlasting. IHe lives for a définite aim. Looked at
from this angle, a Muslim becomes a part of the mystery of
existence. He is indispensable. Without him life will be in-
complete. The Perfect Man or Ideal Muslim, a3 such. has the
right fo live and prosper in the world. Itis essential for the
preservation-of the human socicty that he lived and thrived.
The world needs the true Muslim in the same way as it necds
air, water and sunshine. If life is dependent on the basic ele-
ments of earth, air, firc and water it also cannot do without an
ideal faith and a perfect morality deniving their light from the
téac’hings, of the Prophets. The Muslim'is discharging this res-
ponsibility with all his strength. -¥lé is carrying it ahead as best-
~as he can. In.the absence of the faithful Belicver this message
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and these lofty ideals will be lost or becotac an enigma for the
world. The man of faith is to ereation what the sun and the
moon are 1o it. Generations and commnunities will tise and
pass away, cities will turn Into ruins and the ruins will change
again into cities, governments will be made and unmade bnt
the Ideal Muslim will remain forever.

Igbal’s Perfect Man, or Superman, to usc a more madern
term, is immortal because he is endowed with an everlasting
message. An cternal truth is embedded in his heart and his
life is spent in the pursuit of an imperishable ideal.

The Muslim shall not perish for by his Azan,
The secret of Moses and Abraham is revealed.

It does not, of course, mean that every individual helong-
ing to the Muslim community will Jive permanently. The
Muslim Mitlet is like an ocean in which waves are centinually
rising and subsiding but its reality remains unchanged.

Igbal, -further, claims that the Muslim is the object of
creation, The world has been created for him and he has been
created for God:  Whatever the verdict of theological doctors
regarding the veracity of the cdlestial Tradition that but for your
sake (O Prophet Mohammad) We would not kave made the heavens and
the earth, Igbal’s penetrating eye perceives something which is
distinctly unusual.  He is clear-siphted enough to go rightinto
the spirit of the Quran. Before him is the Muslim and his
lofty mission. He also possesscs a keen understanding of history
and is well-acquainted with the values of the world and the

properties of things. He is positive in his mind that the heavens

and the earth and all thatis contained in them have been

created for the True Believer who is the Vicegerent of God
and the rightful inheritor of the treasures of the world,

The carth is the stout-hearted Believer’s heritage,

Who is not Saheb-i-Lanlak', na Believer is hel

1. Lawfak Wierally means '"Had you not been there.”’

“ Here the reference
is 10 the Tradition quoted above.
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In order to bring to fruition the gospel of thought and
action the Believer is required to lead a life of constant en-
deavour. Ighal is empbatic that a Nluslim can never bea
time-server. Ide has been raised up to change the course of
history, to make the world follow his path and to set a new
direction for the evolution of human civilisation. He possesses
a new message for the ailing humanity which is the panacea for
all its ills. He is responsible for the guidance of mankind and
no one is more worthy of the leadership of the world than him,
If the times do not suit him or the sociely is bent upon going
the way of folly and ignorance it does not befit him to yield
to the power of the age orsociety. He oughl to raise the
banner of revolt and fight against the prevalent evils till he
got his own way. In Igbal’s view the doctrine, “Move in the
direction in which the wind is blowing”, is not worthy of the
Believer.

The gospel of the faint-hearted: Adapt yourself to the
l tirnes,
But you, if the times do nat agree, contend with them.

The true Believer does not make a compromise with the
perverted values of life. He fights against them. He has becn
entrusted with the duty of the correction and reform of man-
kind and it would be justified even if he had to take recourse
toe destruction in the persuit of his rnission for it would be for
the sake of building the world anew.

In whose heart abides the urge to die for Truth,

Tte should first instil life into his earthly frame;
" Burn down the borrowed heavens and earth,

Aud from their ashes create'a world of his own.

1tis not fitting for him to submit to the frowns of fertune
- and seek shelter behind the facades of fatalism and predestina-
-tion. Only those whe are lacking in" faith and wanting in
courage put forward such excuses. The truthful Believer is the
Destiny of Allah,



86 GLORY OF IQBAL

If a Muslim is without faith, he is a slave to destiny,
Endowed with faith, he becomes the destiny of Allalh.

Exalt thy Ego so high that before every decree,
God Himself may ask thee: What is thy wish ?

As Igbal examines the history of the world he concludes
that a healthy and wholesome revolution is always brought about
by the faithful Believer whose likeness is as that of the morning
of blessedness on the horizon of mmankind. He is the leader of
revolution and the messenger of life, the AMuezzin' of daybrcak‘
after a long and dismal night. -His dzan breaks the stillness of
the world which is as oppressive as the silence of the graveyard
and reanimaies it. It s the same call that rose from the heights
of Faran® thirtcen hundred years ago and proved to be the note
of Raphael’s trumpet for the ailing humanity. Even today itis
capable of rousing the world and stirring the conscience of man.
What is needed is only the Believer who can infuse into it the
spirit of Bilal®.

Which can change the dark night intg sunny forenoon,
The Believer’s Adzau is the voice of the firinament.

The dzan of Lthe Believer alone can usher in the morning
that will give rise to a new world,

The morning which is sometimes today and sometimes
tomaorrow,

God alone knows from where it comes,
The rﬁcrning by which the bedchamber of existence
_ : shakes,

From the Azaon of the faithful Believer is born.
Igbal also believes that the sirength of the true Believer is

I. Public crier to prayer umong Mushims.

2. The name of a hill in Meccea,

8. A Companion of the sacred Propbet who used to gwe the Azan'in hm“
mosque,

]
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supernatural. It is not explicable by the known laws of nature.
His existence is nothing short of a mirucle for the common
people. He draws a fresh vigour and vitality from his [aitk and
God’s Will, Intention and Might are on his side. Mouniains
cannot block his path, nor occeans offer a hindrance.
The hand of the Momin is the Hand of Allah—
Dominant, resourceful, creative, ensuring success ;
Fashioned of dust and light, slave with the Master’s
attributes,
His heart is indifferent to the riches of the worlds.
Heroes of Islam like Tarig bin Ziad, the Congueror of
Spain, are the living images of Igbal’s Ideal Muslim.
The Ghazis',these mysterious bondsmen of Thine,
To whom Thou hast granted: zest for Divinity.
Deserts and cceans fold up at their kick,
And mountains shrink into mustard-seeds,
Indiffcrent to the riches of the worlds it makes,
What a curious thing is the ecstasy of love ?
Martyrdoni is the desired end of the Momin,
Not spoils of war, kingdom and rule.

Thou made the desert-dwellers absolutely unique,
In thought, in perception, in the morning Azan.
What, for centuries, life had been seeking,
It found the warmth in the hearts of these men.
Igbal looks decp ‘into the hidden sources of the Adomin’s
strength.  Fle exclaims :
Who can irmagine the strength ol his arm ?
Destinies change at the glance of the Momin.
The truth of Igbal’s observation is borne out by the record
of the past events. Many a time snall bands of truthful

I. Heroes of Islam .
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Muslims have swept across the stage of history, trodding under
the hooves of their horses the obstacles that came in their way.
T'he deeds of Muslim heroes like Sa’ad bin Abi Wagqas, Mussana
Lbn-i-Farisa, Aqaba Ibn-i-Amir, Meohammad bin Qasim, Moosa
Ihn-i-Naseer and Tariqg bin Ziad are still preserved in the annals
of our race. -
The Afomin is a world-reality, above and beyond the limita-
tions of time and space. He cannot be imprisoned by the boun-
daries of race, politics or geography.
Limnitless is his world, boundless his long horizon,
Tigris and Danube and Nile but a. wave in his sea ;
His times are wondrous, his legends are strange,
"To the ages outworn he gave the command to depart ;
Saqi of men ol taste, horseman of the realm of desire,
Pare and upinixed his wine, tempered and glittering his
steel.
Igbal’s Superman is timeless.  He belongs 10 no particular
place or country.  The whole world is his home,
God-iutoxicated Fgqir belongs nor to East or to West,
Delhi nor Isfahan nor Samargand his home,
Boundless is the sworld of Momin
In all places his home.
Since the world belongs to God and the Muslim is God’s
own bondsman the enlire universe 1s his home.
1t is rclated that when Tarig landed at the coast of Spain
he ordered the boats in which he and his men had crossed the
sea fo be burnt so that there remained no possibility of a retreat,
Some of his companions expressed their disapproval. ““What are
you doing?”” they protested.  ““We are far away from heme and
have to return, after all.”” The dauniess General, thereupon,
smiled, drew his sword and remarked, “What is the question of
returning ?  Every country is our country for it is the country
of pur Lord and to [Tim do we Lelong®™. Igbal has depicted this
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memorable event in these words :

As Tariq burnt the beats at Andalusia’s coast,

His companions protested 1 “Your act is unwise,

We are away from home ; how shall we return ?

Repudiation of material means the Sharief! does not

permit,”

Tariq siniled, drew his sword, declared :

“Every country is our country for it’s the country of
aur Lord.”

The Ideal Muoslim of Igbal's conceptr is an asseinblage of
diverseroften contradictory, atiributes.  In it lies the sccret of
the manysidedness of his personality. These different and
mutually incompatible qualities are the manifestations of the
Divine Attributes that ace revealed (hrough the agency of the
true Muslim. For instance, in magnanimity, mnildness and for-
bearance the Abmin is the einbodiment of the Divine Attribute
of Forgiveness, in sternness in respect of faith, and in severity
and anger with regard ro flaschood and infidelity he signifies the
Divine Attribute of Subdual and in piety and virtuousness he
stands for the Divine Attribute of Purity, A Muslim cannot be
a true representative of his faith unless be acquires all these
gualities.

Subdual and Forgiveness, Purity and Power,
When these combine a Muslim is born.

The Momin of this mental and moral greatness is like the
shining sun which never sets; if 1t goes down in one direction
it rises in another.

Men of faith live in the world like the sun,
Setting here, rising there; rising here, setting there.

When a calamity has struck some part of the Islamic World,
due, no doubt, lo our own (olly, suitable amends have invari-
ably been made for it elsewhere. I Istam has suffered a

1. The haly Law.
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setback at one place,it has gained a notable victory at another.
A new star has never failed to appear on the firmanent of Islam
whenever darkness has threatened to “spread over it. | The loss
of Spain was an appalling tragedy for the Muslim Millat ;but at
that very time the Ottoman Empire emerged in the heart of
Europe. The sack of Baghdad by the Tartars was a gruesome
event,but the Muislim Empire in India rosc to its zenith simul-
taneously with it. : At the beginning of the 20th Century the
World of Islam suffered numerous reverses at the hands of
Europe and it seemied that Turkéy was going to be divided by
the Allied Powers among themselves, like their ancestral property,
but in the midst of the encircling gloom the Muslims. exhibited
a remarkable capacity for resurgence. They, suddenly; became

politically active and various movements were initiated in their
lands for revival and.reform. Today the Muslim World seems
to-be poised .for rebirth and .regeneration. Let us see what .
emerges from the other side of the screen. The annals of Islam
are replete with events illustrating the truth of the statement that
ifits sun has sunk below the horizon on one side its refulgentrays
have shot forth from the other. It is so because Islam is the ldst
message of God which is the guidance for all mankind and no
other mt:ssagc is going to be sent down after it. The Muslims are
the last cominunity to serve as the custodians and preachers
of the Divine Word and if they are destroyed the ultimate
guidance from on High, too, will pcrisi] and humanity will be
left to grope and fumble in utter darkness till the Last Day,

The existence of Islam has, thus, at all times posed the
gravest threat to impiety and ungodliness. Itis the only pro-
gramme of life whose preservation spells death for all the fake
and hollow ways of living. Godless conduct and the ascendency
of the Devil can-continue only till Islam comes into its own and
a body of true believers sets about fulfilling its mission. Igbal
has developed this theme in his excellent poem - entitled, fblis ki
‘Majlis-i-Shura  (The Advisory Council of Satan), in which



THE PERFEGT MAN 101

Islam is depicted as the chief source of danger to the infernal
order of things. The Devil feels that the more the Islamic law
and programme of life is hidden from the world’s view the
better it is for him and all that he upholds. He is thankful that
the Muslim himself is neglectful of his faith and advises his
disciples to keep him engrossed in scholastic disputations so
that all his “moves on the chessboard of life”” are frustrated
and he remains a stranger to the “world of action”.
Every moment do I at the thoug}it of their awakening
tremble,
- The real purpose of whose faith is the superintendence
of the world.’

Without doubt the devoted henchmen of Satan have amply
succeeded in their evil designs against Islam. Their chief con-
cern has been to extinguish the embers of faith that lic hidden
in the breasts of Muslims, to overwhelm them and to deprive
them of Islamic courage and vitality in the Arab as well as non-
Arab lands since itis the Islamic fervour which arouses the
Muslims to superhuman feats of fearlessness and sacrifice in the
path of God and keeps them firm and steadfast in the face of
heaviest odds. In Jblis Ka Paigham Apne Siyasi Farzandon ke Nam
(Satan’s Command to his Political Offspring) Iqgbal says:

The man who raked with hunger fears not death—
Mohammad’s, spirit from his breast expel:

Put Frankish thoughts into Arabia’s mind—

Islam from Yemen and Hejaz expel:

Cure for the Afghan’s pride of faith ?

The Mulla' from his mountain and glen expel.

The surest way to it is the setting up of an educational
system that puts an end to reverence for Islam and attachment
to its way of life in the hearts and minds of the growing genera-
tions of the Muslims and engenders a materialistic outlook

[. Meaning the religious teacher. -
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which dentoralises them and lays them open to doubts und nis-
givings and turns them into shameless seekers of physical
pleasures. Akbar Allahabadi has subjected the same cduca-
tional sclieme to devastating sarcasm in the following verse:
Pharach would not have earned notoriety for
infanticide,
Ilad the idea of setting up a College crossed his
mind.
It is evident to Igqbal that the forces of darkness and
paganisiy are attaining their desired objective, the weakening
of spiritual fibre is taking place everywhere, the flame of faitl
is dying out, the spirit of Jehad! is languishing and greed and
materialisim are gaining the upper hand.
In the ardour of Arab’s remembrance, in the music of
Iranian’s thought,
Obvervations are not of Arabianor ideas those of Iran.
Not one Husain in the caravan of Hejaz is found,
Tresses of Tigris and Euphrates though are lustrous
still.
The pathetic state of Muslinis moves Igbal o tears; his
verses get saturated with the blood of his heart against the inheri-
tors of the creed of Monotheism and he sorrowlelly complains:
O inheritor of La Jlak! In you is left,
The speech of loverhood,nor sternness of charaeter;
Hearts in breasts trembled at your glance,
But in you the fire of Qalardar burns no more.
Another place he laments: '
Prostration at which the earth’s soul trembled,
Pulpit and arch for it are yearning;
In Egypt and in Palastine I did not hear,
The Azen that gave the mountain the creeps.

1. Meaning carnest and ceaseless striving in a noble cause, involving sacrifice,

il' necd he, of life, person and property.
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Pcarl of life in thy ocean does not exist,
I looked for it in every wave and shell.

The root cause of all the maladies and miseries that beset
the Muslims is that the spark of faith has gone out of their
hearts and they have grown dead to spiritual feeling,

The madness of love is no more,

The blood runs in Muslims veins no more;

Their prayer-ranks broken, hearts distracted, worship
spiritless,

Because their inner passion is no more.,

All the same, Iqbal is not disheartened, He is not a poet of
despondency and pessmism but of faith and hope. He is con-
fident that political shocks, tridls and ordeals will rouse the
Muslims from lethargy and lassitude and produce a new impulise
of life in them. In Twlu-i-fslam (Dawn of Islam) for example
hie says: '

The faint light of stars tells the daybreak is near,

The sun has risen, gone the period of heavy slumber.

In the East’s chill veins life-blood flows again,

Avicenna and Farabi this mystery cannot solve.

The tempest of West has made the Muslima true -
Muslim,

In the tumult of sea pearl’s fulﬁlmcnt lies.

To Momin, again, from the Almighty is going to be
granted,

The dignity of Turk, the intellect of Indian, the

eloquence of Arab.

And again

Of his desolate sowing-field Igbal shall not despair,
A little rain and the soil is most fertile, Oh Sagi !

The Western Civilisation is on its last legs. It'has had its
day and now the end of the road isnear. Signs of decay
and disintegration are already noticeable in it. Like a ;tipened _
fruit it is ready to fall to the ground. Tt has entered R inst
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stages of its life and a new civilisation is about to take its place.
The ‘old worldiscrumbling anda ‘new’ world 1sbeing born. But
[gbal is equally convinced that unless truthful Muslims assume
the leadership of the emerging world mankind will continue to
- be treated heartlessly by the crafty gamblers of the West.

But now a new world is born, the old world is dying—

The world the dice-throwers of Europe have made a
' gambling-den.
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THE PLACE OF THE TRUE BELIEVER

During the days of Maulana Jalaluddin Rumi frustration
and despair was rife among the people due to continuous mis-
rule, uninterrupted oppression and endless strife. Man stood
diagraced in his own eyes, Iranian mysticism had preached the
cult of renunciation so Scdulously that the awareness of the Self
which is the wellspring of human eagerness and enthu--
siasm, had come to be looked down upon as immoral and retro-
gressive. The attainment of the celestial standards of purity
and perfection and denial and rejection of the basic human
propensities were extolled as the only objectives worth living for
and celibacy was advocated as a mark of spiritual excellence.
Man saw the fulfilment of his destiny notin humanity but in the

_repudiation of it. A general disavowal of the concept of human
dignity and of the ideals and aspirations characteristic to man-
kind had taken place. The philosophy of life-contempt had
also permeated poetry and literature. Owing to abnoxicus
moral and mental attitudes and lack of . appréciation of his own
protentialitics man, sometimes, felt inclined to be envious even
of the quadrupeds. ' . :

Maulana Rum saw, at once, what lay at the root ol the
mmalady and attacked it unsparingly. He raised the cry of
human superiority and werthiness with such vigour and fervour
that the dormant capabi'lities;‘ of man were awoken and he
became conscious of his pivotal place in the univérse. The
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whole range of Islamic thought and literature was influenced
by the Maulana's teachings and a new trend was set in poetry
and mysticism,

It was followed by the era of the political and cultural
ascendency of the West which had imbibed monasticism from
the Roman Ghurch and also received its share of the doctrines
of the Original Sin and Atonement. Apart from it,.in the.
Western society, thanks to the materialistic system of thought,
man was regarded to be a tool of production and an evolved
aninial whose inain purpose in life was to manufacture goods
of trade and satisfy his physical appetites.

As a natural corollary to it the intrinsic goodness and
nobility of man and all the things appertaining to his inner
existence were neglected and he was condemned to the position
of a helpless creature before a blind and heartless Providence.

The Muslim East was plunged in despendency and con-
fusion. Overaned by the material achievements of the West
the Muslim surrendered meekly before it and sought refuge in
“the philosophy of ascetic inaction. In the hargain, they were
uot.only pushed behind and left to gaze with sentimental
meclanrholy at the tremendous turn of events but also lost faith
in theinselves and having drawn back from the life of active
effort , began to derive a morbid satisfaction from their
tuisfortune.

-The Muslini became the proverbial sick-man of the QOrient
and an exagperaled awareness of his troubles made him worth-
less in his own eyes. It was in these circumstances that a new
political and economic system and unfamiliar intellectual and
litcrary patterns appearcd in Asia and Africa which werce re-
markable for the same negation of faith and denial of Indivi-
duzlity that were the distinctive features of the Western Civili-
sation. In all thesc systems and viewpoints the emphasis was
on the repudiation of transcendental truths. A deliberate
attc.mpt was made o overlook the innate powers and hidden



THE FLACE OF THE TRU¥ BELIEVER 107

capabilities of the Troe Believer by means of which he avercame
the forces of riature and performed extraordinary decds. No
one had the vision and perspitacity to recognise the worth of
the Mamin's fearlessness, magnanimity and earnestness, his con-
temptuous disregard of artificial values and beold refusal to yield
to imaginary fears and ungrounded misgivings.

The Eaitern countries had borrowed the decadent concepts
of the West without subjecting them to critical examination and
become the enthusiastic camp-followers of their masters,

In these conditions of inerua, sloth and langour, Igbal
sings praises of the faithful Believer, extols his virtues and
exhorts him to be self-reliant and selferespecting.  He shows
him his legitimate place in the- scheme of creation and
seeks to bring him cut into the world of action and enterprise,
leadership and guidance, power and dignity and self-awareness
and self-realisation. 3

In one of his long Persian poems,he addresses the Ademin in
these words:—

] am amazed at your state. The skies are ifrradiant
because of you but you have ceased to be. How long will you
lead a life of ignorance and degradation ? It was frem you
that the world received its mental and spiritual illumination.
You served as a minaret of light during the dark night of
the past. The ‘luminous hand® (of Moses) was present
in your slecve. But, today, you have shut yourself up in
a narrow shell and seem to have forgotien that you can break
it. You were present beforc the world was created and will
remain after it has ended. You are afraid of death while death
itself should-be afraid of you. Death is not lying in wait for
you but it is the other way round. Man does not die with the
departing of the soul. He dies whien Faith goes out of him and
belief deserts his heart”.

The world you see, but Selfhood you can't,
How long in your ignorance will you sit?.
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With your ancient flame illumine the night,
The hand of Moses is sleeved in you.
Set forth your foot from the circling skies ;
Greater and older than these you are;
You fear death, O imperishable man!
Death is but a prey that before you lies.
Lifc once given, nonc can take;
It is for lack of faith men swoon and die;
Learn to be a sculptor, gven as I,
- And haply anew your Selfhood make.

in another poem Igbal calls upon the Muslim youth to
shake off his lethargy and lassitude and join the battle of life in
the spirit of a crusader, He says:

“O sleeping bud! Open your eyes like the wakeful narcissus
which never takes a nap nor falls asleep. The enemy has en-
croached upon our home and rendered us destitute. Wil the
sound of the nightingale, the call of the dzan and the cry of the
broken heart not rouse vou from slumber?

“I'he sun has set out on its journey again, and, in the ocean
of darkness the oars of brilliant dayspring have come back into
inotion. The caravans have packed their luggage in the desert
and drums of departure have sounded. But O wakeful eye that
was the guardian of mankind and protector of the weak!" Thou
art still lost in sleep and oblivious of the vast changes that are ’
taking place in the world. _

“Your sca has become motionless, There is no trace of
movement in it, no sign of agitation in its waves. What kind of
a sea it is that dees not contain even one high-rising tide or a
monster.  Your sea should have swept over its coast and into
the hills and plains, O truthful Muslim! Country is like the
carthen body while the sounl is related to faith. You must,
therefore, rise with the Word of God in one bhand and the un-
sheathed sword in the other for in their combination lies the
gnod fortune of mankind and the advantage of civilisation.
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“Q Believer! You are the custodian of the Eternal Order
and the confidant of Allah. Your arm is the arm of God.
Though a creature of clay,the existence of the world is depen-
dant on you. Drink the wine of belief and rise above doubt
and uncertainty. Against the deceitful charm of the West there
is no redress. 1 cry mercy against the conjurer who, sometimes,
allures and, sometimes, bindsin chains; who plays the roles of
both Shirin' and Parvez®. The world has been laid desolate by
its despoliation. O founder of Harem ! O builder of Kataba !
O son of Ibrahim | Awake out of your deep slwnber for the
reconstruction of the world”,

Little flower'fast asleep, rise narcissus-like and sec,
Our bower has been laid waste by cold gricfs;'arisc !
By the wail of nightingale, by the Afnezzin’scall; arise!
Listen to the burning sighs of the passionate hearts
and rise.
Now that the sun has tied its ornament on the brow
of orn,
And in its ear put the crimsen pendant of its heart’s
’ blood ;
In the monntatn and in the plain earavans have broken
camp,
Bright and werld-beholding cyes for surveying the
world, arise !
All the QOrient lies strewn like the roadway’s dust,
Like a hushed wail, ltke a wasted sigh; _
Yet each atom of this earth is ql:lickcrle:d by a glance,
From Ind and Samarkand, from Iraq and Hamadan

rise !

I. - Farhad's beloved who rypilies feminine charm and sweelness.
2, The king, in the legend of Farhad, who symbolises ruthless despotism.
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As placid your ocean as only a desert can be,
“What an ocean which neither does rise nor ever
recedes ?
What an ocean that never knows a storm or an
alligator pnssess ?
Rend its breast and like a swelling tide, arise!

Listen to this truth that all mystery reveals,

Empire.is the body and true Religion the oul,

Body lives and seul lives by the life their union gives,

With lance and sword, cloak and prayer-mat arise!

Out of heavy sleep, héavy sleep arise!

Out of slumber deep arise !

In anpther Urdu Ghazal Igbal says:

The morning breeze has conveyed the message to me:

Kingship is the lot of those who realise themselves.

Your life is from it and so your honour,

[ the Bgo endures there is glory, or else disgrace:

In the circle of my poetry are being raised,

Beggars who possess the demeanour of kings;

You arc the hunter of the Phoenix; only the heginning
. it is,

The world of fish and fowl has not been created in

' vain ;
An Arab or a Persian, your There is no God but He! ‘
A meaningless phrase if the heart does not affirm.

The poet, again, exhorts Muslims in these words in a poem
ol rare simplicity and appeal:-

*“Q Believer! All the thingsthat are contained in the heavens
and the earth, the planets, the rivers, the mountains and the
forests are transitory. Only you are everlasting. Whatever
exists in the world has been subjugated to you. But you are
sadly ignorant. How long will you run after the world? Either .
spurn it or make it bead 1o your will There is no other way.”
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All life is voyaging, all things in motion;
Moon, stars and fish and fowl!
. Angels and ministering spirits, your soldiers, -
“You are the champion, the leader of the army:
Of your own worth you have no notion,
Oh that blindness, that insolvency,
How long the slavery of the world of matter?
The choice is yours; be a monk or king:

Iqbal never tires of warning the Muslim youth against the
perils of dmitating a civilisation that treats the world not as a
thing of the heart and soul and a piace for the development of
the human Ego but as a mhrkct-placc, a wim:-s;hop, a gambling-
den, a field of battle for profit and gain and a theatre of war for
overlordship and supremacy.
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SATAN’S ADVISORY COUNCIL

En the final collection of Igbal’s poems called, Armughan-i-
Hejaz (The Gift From Arabia), and published posthumously, is
included a poem of original structural significance, fblis K
Majlis-i-Shure (Satan's Advisory Council). In it, the poet has
used the medium of the presiding genius of the Order of Igno-
rance, the Devil himself, to give artistic expression to his highly
characteristic philosophical ideas. The evil spirits of the world
are shown Lo have gathered together in order to ponder over the
new developments that are proving a stumbling block to their
nefarious designs and ambitions. The disciples of 3atan put
forward their vicws and suggestions which he examines and,
then, gives his own verdict based on a vast experience of men
and matters, The henchmen of Satan are deeply impressed by
what their leader tells and his assessment of the sitnation finds a
ready acceptance with them.

The sum aud substance of Satan’s viewpoint 15 that the
Muslim Is the real enemy. Ide is the spark that can, at any
time, burst into a bilazing lame and destroy the entire demoni-
cal system. Wisdom, therefore, demands that alf their resources
and energies should be directed against this chief adversary, and,
if he cannot be anaihilated he should, at least, be l[ulled into a
state of complacency and self-salisfaction. .

The portrait of the Muslim is drawn in the poem with con-
summate skill and profound sensitiveness and the other faiths and
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philosophies and their leaders have,also,been distussed.

The poem apens with an address by Satan in the course. of
which he remarks;

The old game of elements, this lowly werld,
Graveyard of hopes of the dwellers of ninth heaven.
Towards its destruction the Lord, taday, is inclined,
Who had called it the world of Be, and it is.

I showed the Frank the path of Imperialism,

The spell of church, mosque and tewple I broke.
To the pauper I taught the cult of Fate,

And to the wealthy the craze of Capitalism I gave,
Who can cool down the blazing flame,

In whose fury is the inner heat of Satan?

Whose branches be high with our watering,

That ancient tree who can uproot ?

After the inaugural address the first adviser submits that no
onc can doubt the stability of the Satdnic Order which has
frmiy established its hold on the king and the beggar alike, The
masses are reconciled to their lot and they accept willingly the
squalor and wretchedness of their position. = Their hearts have |
grown so insensitive that desire is never barn in them, and, if it
ever is, it quickly dies or changes into a wishful dream. The
adviser asserts that it is due to their sustained efforts that the’
Mulla (theologian} and the Suf (inystic), who énjoy leadership
among the Muslims, have coute to terms with monarchy in
wlich supreme power is vested in an individual. The Suff
imagines that spirituality, God-realisation and mysticism de not
extend beyond Quuwali (devotional music) and Fal (mystic
raptures). In the same way, the learning and scholarship of the
Mulla is confined to polemics and metaphysical subtleties. Those
who were entrusted with the religious and political leadership of
the people have,themselves,become the slaves and sycdphants of
despotic rulers and tyrannical sovereigns, The religious cercmo-
nies of Tslam are sull observed, the Iiaj pilgrimage and
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circunambulation of the House of Ka'aba are even now carried
out,but the spirit of world leadership and guidance has deserted
the Muslims. Their sword has lost its sharpness and the limit
of despair is that consensus has been reached among them, so
to speak, on the prohibition of Fehad. '
The Sataric Order is, surely, supreme,
. Thanks to it, masses in serfdom have matured.
Since eternity prostration has been the lot of the poor,
Their inclination is towards Namaz bereft of Qayam.
Ambition, in the-first place, is never born,
And if it ever is, it dies or becomes a wishful dream.
The miracle of our endeavour is that toddy,
Mulla and Sufi arc Sdvercign’s sychophants.
For the Easterner's disposition this opium is best,
Or else,no better than Qawwali scliolasticism is,
What if the Haj and Tewa/" are still performed,
The unsheathed sword of the Muslim has lost its edge.
Whose defeat is this reasoning, this latest fiat,
Jehad to Muslim is forbidden in the present Age?
“The second adviser, then, mentions democracy as the chief
cause of peril.
Clamour for the rule of the people—is it good or evil?
Of the mischief of present times you are hopelessly
unaware,
Upen it,the first adviser remarks that he apprehends no
danger {rom democracy which is only an attractive veil worn by
autocracy to hide its ugly face, Tt is, after all, they who have
designed the apparel of democracy for monarchical or obligar-
chic rule. It is their own creation. ‘“When people get tried of
despotism and begin to think in terms of freedom and human
dignity and we feel that a threat is developing to our supre-
macy,” he goes on, “We try to placate them by placing the __

j. Circumammbulation of the House Df‘Kﬂ‘lbl,
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doll of democracy in their hands. Popular r&presentatives and
elected ministers are only the symbels of autocracy with a differ-
ent name. Monarchy does not rest with a particular individual.
It means the exploitation of man by man and the usurpation of
other people’s wealth by force or fraid. It has nothing to .do
with an individual, group or party. The democratic system of
the West is not free from taint. Iis oulward aspectis bright but
inwardly it is as dark as any unjust system of political organisa-
tion can be.”

Be.it as may, my expericnce of the world tells,

Why fear a system which is monarchy’s veil ?

We have dressed up monarchy in democratic allire,

-When man has shown awareness of his rights,

The reality of monarchic order is different,

It’s not dependent on the existence of kings.

Be it the House of People or the Court of Parvez,

Who covets the harvest of others is a king.

Have you not seen thar democracy of the West,

Is bright outwardly,but inwardly dark as Chengiz ?

After this comforiing explanation the third adviser heaves

a sigh of relief and says that if such he the case there is no harni
in demtocracy but what answer does one have to the frightful
menace which is the bandiwofk of that hateful, stateless Jew,
Karl Marx, who without being an Apostle is held in an equal
religious reverence by his followers.  Undoubtedly, Marx was a
revolutionary by temperament ,but since he was unblest with
Divine guidance he ended up as a ‘Moses without an cpiphany’
and a ‘Christ without a crucifix’ and [ailed to give a correct lead
to the world. He was a rebel against religion and a rejector of
Scriptures yet his own book Des Kupital is regarded by .the Com-
munistsas gospel and Communism and being propagated with the
authorilativeness of a revealed faith. His doctrine has shaken
the world and through the theory of class struggle he has set the
proletariat against the bourgeoisie and sown the sceds of hatred
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and enmity ammong nations.
Till the spirit of kingship lasts there’s nothing to fear,
But what answer have we to the mischief of the Jew ?
That Moscs without a Glimpse, that Christ without a
) ' Crucifix,
No Apostle is he,yet carries a Book under arm.
How terrible, indeed, is that infidel’s piercing glance,
Day of Reckoning for nations of East and West |
What perversity is greater than this, T ask,
Slaves have torn the ropes of their masters’ tents ?
It is now the turn of the fifth adviser to speak. ‘“Though
the conjurors of the West,” says he, “*are your own disciples T
have not muc‘}'i faith in their wisdom. The Samri' Few (Karl
Marx, who is the reincarnation of Mazdak) is playing havoc
~ with the human race. IHe has bewitched the world so comple-
tcly that everyone whe is inferior in age, rank or position is at
loggerheads with those who.are superior, Even scoundrels are
claiming equality wicth kings. We, at first; ignored the menace
but it has been growing day by day and now it has assumed
“such proportions that the earth trembles at the thought of what
lies irr store for it. ~ Your leadership is in peril and the world on
" which your authority.rests is doomed.” '
- Conjurors of the West though all your disciples be,
I have little faith left in their wisdom now.
The Jewish mischief-monger, the re-incarnation of
Mazdak,
His madness is about to tear every robe into shreds.
The crow.with the falcon equality claims,
- How quickly the temper of time is changed !
Owver the skies frenziedly it has spread,
What we had thought-to be a handful of dust

" 1. The maker of the Golden Calf,
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Such an awe has this budding menace struck,
I'hat the brooks, the hills and the yonder meocuntains.
shake.
The world, my Lord! is about to crumble,
The world that depends upon your leadership alone.
Finally, Satan speaks out his mind and lays dJown the plan
of action for the future. “These movements and ideologies,” he
declares, “hold no terror for me. 1 am still in control .of the
alfairs of the world. No upheaval takes place anywhere in
which I do not have a hand. -The world will bave a taste of my
puissance the moment I decide to start a war among nations, or,
mare specially, to warm up the blood of BEuropean peoples. Men
will, then, rush at each-other’s throats like wolves and tear one
another to pieces. The spiritnality of the ecclesiastics and the
perspicacity of the statesmen will be of no benefit to them once 1
whisper into their ears. They will begin to behave like lunatics”.
Communism daes not impress Satan because it strives against
nature and seeks to abolish inequality by means of . dialectics.
How can these crackbrained eccentrics frighten him?
The world of hue and scent T hold in my hand,
The earth, the plancts, the skies; layer alter layer,
The spectacle East and West will, surely, see,
Once 1 warmed up the blood of nations.
Leaders of politics, dignitaries of the Church,
A vocative particle of mine can drive them crazy.
The fool who imagines the world a glassblower’s work-
shop,
Let him try to break the goblets of this cw:hzanon !
Garments that have been by the hands of Providence rent
By the necdle of Mazdakite dialectics can never be
' stitched.
Can the Comnunist scoundrels strike terror in me,
The wretched souls, distracted in mind, incoherent of
speech ?
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_ Satan adds that if he i8 afraid of anyone it is the Muslim
Millk in whose ashes the sparks of faith and ecmbers of resolute-
hess are #1ill hiddea. Though, o the whole, it has fallen on
evil days there is no lack of outstanding individusls in it. Its
soltdarity has been destroyed and it is falling to pieces, yet it can
still boast of deep-hearted men who can alter the course of
history and turn defeat into victory. Such men of endeavour

-and determination are even now found among Mustims who
leave their beds before the peep of day and devote themselves
to prayer and supplication, whose nights are spent_in lamenta-
tion, wail and invecation and who perform the Wady! with the
-tears of the early 'morn. Their midnight worship is their chief
weapon. Islam, not Communism, is the menace of tomorrow,
the threat of the futwre.

If any fear attends me, it is from the people whaose
' ashes yet the spark of Desire contain,
Qccasionally still, I see among them menwho with tears
perform the Wade! in the early morn,

‘He who knows the secrects of history knows,
That Comumunism is not morrow’s menace, but Islam.
Satan knows that the Muslims have deviated from the path
of ‘the Quran, they have forgotten the Islamic programme of
life and the love of worldly possessions and self-seeking have
become their creed and he is also aware that the future of the
Last is very dark, the Ulema of Islam and its leaders do not
possess the light that dispels gloom, and their sleeve does not
contain the ‘luminous hand’ yet- it is quite possible that the
exigencies of time may jolt this community out of its stupor and

make it-return to Islam. “You are ignorant of the efficacy and
comprehensiveness of the ‘faith of Mohammad’ and the Sharial
of Tslam”, says Satan to his advisers. *“This glowing, incandes-

cent Shariat protécts the institution of family, safeguards the

1. Ablution performed before prayer.
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rights of men and women, and establishes a clean and healthy
society. The efeed of Islam is the creed of honour and dignit‘),f,
purity and trustwerthiness, courage and compassien, generosity
and Jarge-heartedness and piety and cleanliness. It puts an end
to every kind of injustice, falsehood and servility, There are
no distinctions of high and low, rich and poor in.it. Kings and
beggars are alike in its sight.  Its system of {akat' i3 based on a
fair and balanced concept of wealth, It treats the worldly goods
to be a trust of God and sets down the rights of the poor in
them, By the empbafic declaration that the earth belongs to
. God and not to rulers it has brought about a revolution in the
minds of men. ©Our endeatour should, therefore, be to .kcep
this faith hidden from the view of the werld. It is good that
the Muslims ,themselves ,have turned away from the Straight
Path and got steeped in mysticism and polemics. Keep the
Mushm Millet engrossed in sleep by patting it gently lest it woke
up and threw the entire Satanic Order into jeopardy with its
mighty 7akbirs. Let us hold the Mamin back from the feld of
action so that he may be beaten en all fronts of life and fail to
play his role.on the stage of history. The enslavement of the
Islamic World is essential for the success of the systems of
colonialism and exploitation and the way to it is to go on
administering to the Muslims the dope of poetry, mysticism,
contenfment and renunciation, The more the Muslim is
enamoured by the monastic way of life and remains fond of
omens, charms, rituals and ceremonies the more will he be driven
away from thie world of active effort. Remember that 1 fear
the awakening of the Muslim Aillet because it means the
awakening of the whole of mankind and not a mere community.
In this Miilel the bond belween man and the universe is firmly
established and self-introspection goes side by side with the close
study and supervision of the world:”

[. Poor-Due.
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That from the Quran they have departed, T kiow,
And Capitalism is now the creed of the Believer,
In the pitch-dark night that upon the East has
: : fallen, .
The wise-men of Harem are without the light of
: faith,
But from the exigencies of the Age I fear,
That the Law of the Prophet might re-appear.
Beware of the Law of the Prophet! A hundred times
beware !
The safeguarder of women’s honour, tester of men,
maker of men.
The voice of death for all forms of slavery,
There is uo distinction of the ruler and the ruled in ifs
. domain.
it purges wealth of foulness, .
And the rich trustees of their goods it makes.
Can a mere dreadful thing than this ever be—
The earth belongs 10 God and not to kings?
The more this Law from the world’s view is hidden the .
better,
Luckily the Muslim himself is deveoid of faith..
Lel him in meticulous interpretations of the Rook his
_ energies waste,
And a helpless groper in the gloom of Theology be,
Whose mighty 7ukbirs the spell of time and space can
bhreak,
May his night of decay no day-break see!
You keep him a stranger to the world of deed, 1 say,
That all his moves on life’s chess-board be
) thwarted.
For him such, poetry and mysticism are, indeed, the
best,
Which from his eye life’s broad spectacle conceal.
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Lvery moment do I at the thought of their awakening
. tremble,
The real pqrposé of whose faith is supervision of the
. . universe,
Should fiendish movements and wicked ideologies succeed
and a plan of action is drawn up for the annihilation of the
Muslims the foremost cbjective will be to put out the spark of -
faith that has already become very weak. The Devil and his
b‘cnchmcn will, in the first place, aim at destroying the sense of
Islamic dignity and sclf-respect which arouses in the Muslim
Miliet the sentiments of Fehad and self-abnegation arid induces it
to revelt against the forces of evil and inequity. In the poem,
1blis Ka Paigham Apnre Siyasi Farzandon Ke Nam (Satan’s Com-
mand to His Political Offspring), Iqba! has drawn pointed
“attention to it. In it Satan tells his political children that “the
Mujahid' who does not fear poverty, starvation and even death,
to make him afraid of privations and hardships it is necessary
that the spirit of Mohammad be cxpelled from this breast, and
for destroying the distinctive personality, unity and rugged
simplicity of the Arabs you ought to propagate atheism among
thent. Seize their spiritual heritage from the people of Flarem
and ¢ject Islam from ifs cradle. And, look, religious pride is
still alive ameng the hardy Afghans. For it you will have to
deal sternly with their thealogians™.
Enmesh in politics the Brahmin—and
From their ancient shrines the twice—horn expel.
The man who raked with hunger fears not death—
Mohammad’s spirit from his breast expel.
Put Frankish thoughts into Arabia's mind—
Islam from Yemen and Hejaz expel.
Cure for the Afghan’s pride of faith ?
The Afulla from his mountain and glen expel ;

I. Meaning the fighter in the deflense of true faith.
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Suatch from the people of Harem their raditions—-
Fromt Khutan's' meadows the musk deer C’(Pel-
Eqhal’s breath fans the tulip’s flame red—

Such a minstrel from the flower-gardens expel.

Education can be the most appropriate means for the reali-
sation of this end. It can pervert the minds of Muslims by
infecting them with skepticism, sensuality and greed. Akbar
Allahabadi bas commented on the deadliness of the modern
educational system in his typical style :

Pharaoh ~would net have earned notoriety for
infanticide,
Had the idea of setting up a college crossed his mind.

Igbal feels that forces inimical to Islamic interests have been
largely successful in their hateful designs. They have, to a
great extent, accomplished what they wanted by undermining
the religions consciousness of the Muslims and stifling the spirit
of Fehad in them. The floodtide of materialism is sweeping over
the lands of Islam. Igbal bemoans that during his wavels
round the Islamic World he saw the representatives of AbwLakab?
everywhere but those elevated with the spirit of Mohammad
were extermely rare,

In Ajam and Arabia 1 did wander,
Bu Lahab in plenty, Mustafa scarce.

Al another place he laments that in the Arab countrics the
spiritwal warmth for which the Arabs were famous has become
extinct and in Persia the delicacy and refinement of thought
and feeling is a thing ol the past. The ringlets of Tigris and
Euphrates are lustrous still and the battle between Truth and
Falsehood is being fought as ever but Husain® from the caravan
of Hejaz is missing.

I. A district of Tariary famous for musk.
2. Abu Lahab was the name ol ene of the I’rophel’s maost bitter enemies.

3. Son of Hazrat Ali, and grandson of the holy Prophet, who was martyred
al the Battle of Kdrbala in A, D. 680
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On the battle-ground of life no Ghaznavi is left,
1dols of the people of Harem have {or long been in
wall.
In the ardour of Arab's remembrance, in the music ol
Iranian’s thought,
Observations are not of Arabla, ideas not those of
Iran.
Not one Husain in the caravan of Hejaz is found,
Tresses of Tigiis and Euphrates though are lustrous
still.
Igbal -5 excessively palnt:d at the spectacle of decay and
degcneration the Muslims present all over the world. He tries
to arouse the torchibearers of Monotheism by telling them, “O
inheritors of Islamic Tawheed! | You posses neithier the sweetness
of speech which used to win the hearls nor the sternness of action
by which you subdued the adversaries. Once your glance used
to be all- conqucrmg but now neither charm and appcal 5 pre-
sent in you nor spirit and fervour,
O inheritor of La-Zigk! In you is.left,
The specch of loverhood nor sternness of action,
Hearts in breasts once irembled atyour glance,
But in you the Qalandar’s passion burns no ore.
The poet, again, sorrowfully remarks that the arches and
‘minarets of the mosques are yearning for the Momin’s genuflex-
ion of love which, sometimes, sent the soul of the earth into
raptures and, sometimes, made it quiver with awe. Egypt and
Palestinc are cager to hear the Azan (that shook the meountains.
Prostration at which the carth’s soul trembled,
Pulpit and arch for it are yearning.
In Egypt and in Palestime I did not hear,
Thce dzan that, gave the mountain the creeps.
Semetines, even an incorrigible optimist like Igbal is

1. -Creed of the Qneness of Cod.
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constrained to observe with a heavy heart :
Love’s fire has died out, darkness is corrfplctc,
A heap of ashes, not a2 Muslim is he !

Pearl of life in thy ocean does not exist,
I looked for it in every wave and shell,

And, sometimes, in his anxiety to find an explanation for
the melancholy state of affairs Igbal concludes that as the spark
of love has died out in the hearts of -Musliins, and the blood of
life has {rozen in their veins they are no better than living corps-
es. Confusion has set in their ranks, they have turned againsi

" one another and their prostration has degeuerated into mockery.
The madness of love is no more,
The blood runs in Muslim’s veins no more;
| Their praycr-ranks broken, hearts distracted, wumhrp
Jaded,
Because their inner passion is no more.

All chis -notwithistanding, Igbal believes that the Tslamic
World is coming out of its torpor and the process of regeneration
has started in it. In the poem, Tulu-i-Islam (Dawm{ of Islam},
he bopefully remarks that the paleness of the stars denotes that
the end of the night is near, Heis confident that trials and
hardships, rcbufls and setbacks, will revive the religions spirit of
the Muslims and the hurricane of apostasy will make them
more steadfast in faith. A powerful reaction has already set in
against the challengi: of the Western Civilization the significance
of which cannot be explamcd but only felt.

‘The faint light of stars tells the daybreak is near,-
The sun has risen, gone the peried of heavy slumber.
In the East’s chill veins life-biood flows again,
Avicannaiand Farabi,this mystery cannot explain,
The tempest of West hasmiade the Muslim true in
‘ - | faith,
In the tanvialt of sca pearl’s fulfiltnent lics.
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To Momin from the Almighty is agaiﬂ to be granted,
The dignity of Turk, the intellect of Indian, the elo-
quence of Arab.

The Muslim are a restless people. If they are sunkin a state
ol lethargy teday it does not mean that itwill always belike that.

Restlessness from mercury can never depart.

The tear in the Muslim’s eye is not a mere drop of water
but a vernal cloud that causes pearls to be formed in the Ocean
of Ibraliim. The Muslim is'the Arm and the Tongue of Allah
and the stars are the particies of dust in his path.- He is impe-
rishable because he is the last message of God. THe is the custo-

"dian of ‘all things’ and his nature is the trustee of the boundless
possibilities of Lfe. Islam and life are the two namés of the
same reality.  The resurgence of Muslims is pre-ordained.

Boundles is thy knéwicdgc, illimitable thy love, -
Thou art the choicest note in Nature’s harp.

In spite of all the dishca.rtcm'x_;mg circumstances Igbal’s {aith

in the latent potendalities of the Muslim Mitlet is undying.
Of his desolate sowing-feld Igbal shall not despair,
(A little rain and the soil is most fertile, O Saqi !

He is convinced that the Western Civilisation has had its
day. It can make no'further contribution to the- happiness of
mankind and is already on the way to mcet its end. '

Jewish usurors have for long been in-wait,

- Before whose cunning lion’s strength is not anything ;
Like ripened fruit the West is about 10 [all,
Let’s see in whose lap it drops.

The Western World is in the throes of death. Its dissolu-

‘tion is an already settled fact,
In Asia,nor in Europe life’s struggle is on,
Here it is Ego’s death, there the death of conscience.
Urge for revolution in the hearts is mounting,
The end of the old world is haply near.
The foundations of the old worid, on wh_ich_yhg_;g_pn'_iiil_lr.:rs of
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the West have staked theif existence, are crumbling and on its
ruing a new world is going to be built. Iqgbal asserts that only
the builders of the House of Ka®aba and inheritors of the legacy
of Ibrahim and Mohammad (Peace of Allah be uvpon whom)
can be the architects of the new world, He calls upon the
Muslims to get ready for the task. He appeals to them in -
the name of Allah, draws their attention to the dreadful plight
of the world and speaks to them of the mischief and cor-
ruption that is prevalent everywhere as a sequel to the
rise of Burope. The carth which had been proclaimed to be
sacred as a mosque and on which God was to be remem-
bered las been turned into an ale-house, a gambling-den, a lair
of wild beasts and a hide-out of robbers. Time has come for
the architects of Harem and the bearers of the Divine Message
of Islam to resume the leadership of mankind, eradicate the vici-
ousness and injustice spread by the West,and build the wor]d
again on the lines of Islamic Shariat,
You are the true Guardian of the Eternal Rule,
You are the left hand and right of the Possessor of the
world;
O creature of ¢lay ! You are time and you are space,
Drink the wine of faith and from douht’s prison rise;
Qut of heavy sleep, heavy sleep arise !
Qut of slumber deep arise !
Against Burope I cry mercy and against the attractmn
of the West,
Woe for Europe and her tyrauny and her chavm;
Europe’s hordes have laid the world waste,
Architect of the Harem for rebuilding the world awake;
Out of heavy sleep, heavy sleep arise !
~ Out of slumber deep arise !
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TO THE ARAB LANDS

In onc of his selected poems Igbal expresscs the fondest
sentiments of love and admiration for the Arab countries. Fle
alludes to the distinction they enjoy of upholding the cause of
Islam and coming to the rescue of mankind at a time when it
was immersed i Ignorance and recalls the glorious daybreak
that changed darkness into light. _

At the very outser Igbal remembers the unique personality
through whose efforts the path of progress and deliverance was
opened for humanity. He gives a free rein to his feclings and
an atmosphere of intense sincerity and exaltation is. at ooce
created. _ '

“Q Arab,” he exciaims. “For whose deserts eternity has
been ordained ! O mighty race from which the world, fer the
* first time, heard the thundering proclamation that the tyrannical
order of Caesar and Chosrots had come to an end: To which
community the Back.of Books, the fadcless Quran, was first
revealed ? Whom did the Almighty trust with the secret of
Monotheism 7 _Who removed the fictitious deities from the pedes-
" tal of Divinity ? In whoseland was the torch of Guidance lighted
that illumined the world 7 Can the name of anyonc besides you
be taken in reply to thesc questions ? Knowledge and wisdom,
piety and virtue are your gifts to mankind, And all this is the
living miracle of the unlettered Prophet who transformed the
arid desert info a blooming garden from which the breeze of
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freedom and equality blew and springs of cuiture and civiliza-
tion flowed to the fur-flung regions of the earth. The hody of
the Arab was without a soul, the heart and the indewclling ego
were granted to him; the dust of obscurity and ignorance fell
away from his face and he becamre known to the world. Arts
were prowmoted, sciences were encouraged and the tree of civili-
sation sent forth new blossoms. Jrom among the holy Aposi-
le’s servants arose mighty conquerors, peerless leaders and whole-
souled divines to play a decisive role in the struggle between
truth and iniquity., The Prophet gave to the world God-fearing
crusaders who were horsemen by day and asceties in the night,
who gave the Azan under the shadow of swords and offered
Numaz in the thick of battle. The scimitar of the lofiy-
wminded soldier, Salahuddin, and the glance of the glorious
ascetic, Bustami, held the guarantce of success in both the
worlds, _

“Meart and mind, scul and inteliect come together under
the comprehensiveness of his message. The mystical insight of
Rumi and intellectualism of Razi are merged into one another.
Knowledge and wisdom, faith and law, goverument and adini-
nistration are indebted to him. The Taj and the Al-Hamara
are the resplendent gifts of the iltustrious community of his
followers to posterity. The splendid Islamic CGivilisation is an
external manifestation of the Prophet's kcen aesthetic sense.
Even men of cxccpt'icnal virtue and holiness cannot form an
idea of his inner beauty.

“Before the advent of the Prophet, the ‘Mercy to the
Worlds’, man was a. mere bandful of dust. His Apostleship
endowed him with faith and carnestness and and knowledge and
selfawareness.” -

tay thy lands, thy desert and wilderness, last till the
crack of doom,

Whe did the end of Caesar and Chosroes
- proclaim ?
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Who taught the secret of La flak ?
Where was the larup at frst lighted ? :
Touched by the breath of the Unleitered One,
The sands of Arahia began to throw up tulips.
Freedom under his protection has been reared,
The ‘today’ of nations from his ‘yesterday” is.
He put heart into the body of man,
And from his face the veil Le lified,
In the thick of battle the majesty ol Azan, _
The reciiation of As-Saffat! at the point of aword.
The sctmitar ol Ayubi, the glance of Bayazid,
Key to the treasures of this world and the next.
Ecstasy of heart and mind from the same wine-cup,
Fusion of Rumi’s devotion and Razi’s thought.
Knowledge and wisdom, faith’ and law, government
and politics,
Hearts 1n breasts devoid of peace.
Al-Flamara and Taj of breath-taking beauty,
To which even the angels pay tribute ;
These, 100, a fragrient of his priceless bequest,
Of his countless glimpses oaly a glimpse.
His exterior these enthralling sights,
Of his interior even the knowing unware.

_ Before the raising up of the sacred Prophet the Arabs scar-
cely deserved to be called a civilised people. There was no order
or discipline .among them. They revelled in anarchy and Jaw-
fessness. With little to choose between them and the quadru-
peds, their understanding of life did not extend beyond cating
and drinking. Though their sword shone brilhantly it lacked
the edge. Before the dawn of Islam' the Arabs grazed the
camels but, on coming under ifs.i[_]ﬂuencc, over-ran the world
and held a large part of it under their sway. The East and the

. Title of Sura XXXVIE of the Quran meaning, (Those Whe Sot The Ranks)
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West began to resound with Takbir.

I Truth made thee sharper than sword,
Camel-drivers became the riders of destiny.
Nations have stolen a march on thee,
Thou realiscd not the worth of thy desert.
From one community thouw split inte scveral,
With thine own hands thou hast destroyed unity.
Who'ver broke the bond of Ego perished,
Whe’ever fell into line with others was lost.

After eulogising the Islamic valour and the virility of the
Arabs and their magnificent spirit of self-surrender it makes Iqbal
sad to observe that they have lapsed into inspidity, Discord has
taken the plzce of unity and fmitativeness .of enterprise.  With
prefound anguish he addresses these words to them : “The
whole world is grieving over your apathy and listlessness. Other
nations have forged ahead but you did notappreciate the worth
of your desert and neglected its message. You werc a singlc )
community but have noew got divided into numerous nations.
You were the ‘Party of Allah’ but today there is no limit to
factionalism in your ranks. Don’t you kogw that he who
disregards his Individuality and depends on others for help is
destroyed and he who abandons his fortress and takes refuge
with the enemy suffers humiliation ? The Arabs are their.own
focmen. They have been unjust t¢ themselves and caused pain
to the spirit of the Prophet.’”

What thou hast done to thyself none else did,
Thou hast caused pain to the spirit of the Prophet.
Ignorant of the witchery of the Frank,
Behold the mischief hidden in his sleeve |
By his diplomacy all nations prostrate,
Unicy of the Arabs crushed to pieces.
As long as they are caught in his vicious trap,
The Arabs shall not enjoy a moment's peace.
The poct iy cognizaot of the treaclhiery and deceitfulnes of

.
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the West and its sinsister designs are apparent to him because he
has seen it from close quarters and thoroughly studied its psy-
chology. Hisheartbleeds at the simplicity of the Arabs whe still
look to 1t for sympathy and help. O dupers!” he calls out to
them, “Wake up ! "You are trusting the West and know nothing
of its real inlentions. You do not realise how many nations
have fallen a prey of its artfulness. Don’t you see that it has
ruinced your unity and divided you into a dozen states, perpe-
tually falling out with each other P Igbal’s optimism, then,
reasserts iiself and he ends his lamentation onanote of faith and
hope. “Make use of the intellect God has given you,” he ex-
horts them, ‘“‘and turn the dying spark into a blazing flame.
Produce the spirit of Omar bin Khattab within you and know
that the true fountain-head of strength is faith which is the real
asset of a Muslim in life, O dwellers of the desert! So long as
your hearts arc the trustees of Divine secrets you are the custo-
diaps of faith and sentinels of the world. Your inner self is the
criterion of good and evil and you are genuine inheritors of the
carth. When your star will tise in the East all the other lights
will fade.” '

O men of insight! Look at the contemporary world,

Recreate within thyseif the spirit of Omar.

All strength' is from faith,

And faith is conviction, resoluteness, sincerity.

So long as thy conscience is Nature’s confidant,

Man of desert 1s world’s sentinel.

Thy unspoilt nature,the criterion of good and evil,

With thy appearance a thousand stars [ade.

Modern Age a creature of thy timecs,

Its-ecstasy is from thy red v.ine.

Thou hast been the revealer of its mysteries,

And functioned as the first architect.

Since the West adopted it as child,

It became a courtesan without honour and shame.
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Apparently sweet and lovable though,

1t is crooked, laithless and impudent.

Bring the imperfect to perfection, O desert-dweller!
And cast Time into thine own mould,

Igbal says, “The surroundings of the desert may be narrow
and stiffing but if you develop your Individuality the horizons of
your existence will widen beyond incasure, youwill become faster
than wind and ne oncwill heable to standup to youin the arena
of life. _

With a heavy heart he asks the Arabs, “Who has pushed
you behind in the race of life -though the Modern Age is the
fruit of your own endeavours? The day the reins of the werld
passed from your hands into thoie of the West humanity lost its
distinction and hypocrisy and irreligion became its creed.

O deseri-dweller | Realise your worth and significance, arrest
the march of time, turn the tide of history and lead the caravan
of mankind to its lofty goal and higﬁ destination.” '

Go past wilderness and habitation, hill and dale,
Pitch thy tent within thy beiag;

Develop thy personality stronger than blast,
Thrust thy camel into the field of strife ;
Intellect 6f the West sword in hand,

Bent like hell on slaughtcf' of man!

The string of gain and loss is in thy conural,
Glary of the day-star in the palm of thy hand;
Trustee of the weatlh of faith and civilisation,
Bring the ‘luminous liand® out of thy sleeve.

Igbal addressed the-spirit of the Prophet and gricves at the
inertia and degradation of Muslimms. *“Islam has become a
stranger-in its own home,” says he. “Confusion has set’in
among your followers and their solidarity. has gone to wrack
and ruin. Where are they to go? What should they do ? The
Arabian Sea iias_los_t-its tumuwlt and the Arabs,their passion. Who
. is there now.to bring solace 1o me, to apply balm to the wounds
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of my heart? In the long uwnd tedious journey of life the
Hoeeld Khroan! of thy Ununat is disturbed and distressed.  The
destination is-nowhere insight,  For the sake of God, 1ake pity
on Lhe woeful state of thy followers and comne to their rescue,”
The Mills? is in shambles, into disorder il has been
thrown,
Tell us yoursell, O l'rophet, which way should your
laith{ul turn?
Now no more the Arabian Sea with love of 1mnmiL
foans,
Whicl way should the tempest concealed within 1ne
wrn ?
Thougll there is no caravan lefl, no camal, no provision
here ?
From this rocky deserl which way shall Haodi Kliean
turp ?
Now at last, Ol spirit of Molammad, unravel this
knat,
Which way should the guardian of Divine verses turn
Iu is most burtful w Igbal that in spite of repeated experi-
einces the Muslims should still regard the Western Powers [riendly
aud sympathetic and look up to thew lor the solution of their
prablens, specially that of Palusiine, and forget thal the West is
dowinated Ly the Jews and its political, economic and cultural
iife is virtually controlled by them, He remarks, ©1 know that
the Aame of ife that auce burnt so brightly among the Arabs is
even now alive and can brust forth at any (ime ; 1 am alo cou-
vinced that the solution of theli difliculties does not lie with
Loudon or Geneva but in the development of their ¥go”  In

i. Hadiis the sobg the camel-drivers of Arabia sing while leading a
caravan., Hadi Khwar means the singer of Hadi,
2. The werin Millet-i-Maorhoom used in the original means (he eeinmenity on

which God may have mercy. 1t denotus the Muslims.
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the erncl, he ventures to address these forceful! words to the {eaders
of the Araly World: © O People of Arabia ! You were the first
to ap].)rcciatc: the reality of Faith and you also know that loyalry
to the sacred Prophet demands a complete break with Abu Lahab,
Lslam and Apostasy are utterly opposed to zach other. In the
same way, Islam is Intolerant of nationalism, as of all other
materialistic ideologies, and the Islamic Warld is not the name
ol certain territories but signifies whole-hearted devotion to the
Loly Prophet and unqualified dedication to the Islamic faith.”

May this Indian Apostate also speak—

If it be not disrespectful to Arab leaders ?

To which community was the truth first revealed :

Allegiance to Meohammad turning away from Bu Lahab

is 7
Frontiers and territories do not the Arab World make,
Its existence from Mohammad of Arabia is !
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THE MOSQUE OF CORDOVA

In 1932 Igbal visited . Spain and also went to sec the
Mosque of Cordova. It was not an ordinary sight-seeing trip
by a tourist interested in ancient monuments but a pilgrimage
to an outstanding symbol of faith and inner richnessby an ardent
Believer and a warm-hearted poet, It was an undertaking of
love and loyalty by a celebrated Muslim to pay his tearful
homnage to the spiritual legacy of Abdul Rahman el-Dakhil and
his companions,

Igbal was moved to the core of his being by the grandeur
and solemnity of the Mosque and the deep emotional response
its awe-inspiring sight evaked in bim found expression in the
immertal poemn called, Mayid-i-Qaertabe (The Mosque of Cor-
dava). Ighal viewed it as a cultural landmark of Islam and in
its walls and arches, domes and minarets, decorations and
engravings he saw an eloquent portraiture of the Believer’s
moral excellence, aesthetic refinement, high-mindedness, since-
rity, piety and devotion. '

The Moasque reminded Iqbal of its builders, of their keen
appreciation of artistic beauty, and of the noble ideas and

ideals, call and messags, they upheld in life and propagated in
the world. Tis tall, stately minarets revived the'memory of the

spell~binding Azen thnt once used te rise from them and which
peaple heard every day at the beginningand the end of the toils
and stresses of life. The 4Azen is a grand peculiarity of the
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Musl'ign Millet.  Ttis a symbel of its unity and solidarity. It
may, indeed, be deseribed as the National Anthem of Muslims
the like of which is not to be found in the entire Mund of specch-
sounds ef any other community. The call it gives and the
‘message it conveys are truly unigue. At one time the soul of
the universe trembled and the loundations of the citadels of
falsehood shogk at the sound of it.

It was the Islamic Azan that heralded the dawn of a new
morning and dispelied the gleom that had enveloped the world

" in the 6th Ceutury AD, Igbal recalls the Divine Message aned

Celestial Guidance the dzens used to carry to the four corners of
‘the world and the deplh and intensity of their significance. The
more he ponders over it the more is he convinced that the Adill!
which is endowed: with this eternal call and lives according (o
this everlasting muessage is, also, imperishahle.

The beautiful yet poignant scene, the historical monument,
the splendid Mosque (whose p{-llpit for centuries had rewnained
deprived of sermons, courtyard and arches of genuflexion and
minarets of dzan) touched every chord of his heart and reacii-
vised the unhealed wounds. The ocean of his feelings was
stirred and waves of faith and awareness, ardour and eagernuss
and music and melody, mingled with those of pain and dis-
appoinumnent, grief and anguish, began to rise in it. It was In
these circumstances that the enthralling poem, Magid-i-Qartaba,
was concelved, part of which was written in Cordova itscll and
the rest was complctcd during his stay in Spain.

The poem is a masterpicee of poetic inspiration and artistic
expression. For beauty of diction and richness of emotion-it is
unsurpassed. In it Igbal says that the material world is not
everlasting. It is transitory, and, with it; all the wonders of art
and architecture, historical buildings and ancient monuments,
are heading towards ruin and destruction. Butsuch constructions
are an exception that are touched by the messianic hand of a

man of God and a devored Believer and shine with the radiance
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ol lis love. -

Love is the éssence of life. It is deathless. The march of
time is irresistible. Itrolls on like a torrent, carrying violently
away cverything that impedes its onward: movement. But love
stands up to it; it sterns all opposing waves for it, too, is not
different from a flood-tide, a deluge.

Love transcends time and space and its wondrous pessibili-
ties are beyond human compreliension. There are states and
stages of love that are not known to anyone. The cflulgence
of love is common to all Divine Apostieships and sacred Leach-
iugs.

Colour and radiance, joy and fragrance of all the universe
is from love. 1t is the purifying draught (from the Fountain of
Paradise) that sends saints and poets inte ecstasy, It reveals
itself, sometinies, in the form of a preacher frem the pulpit, and,
somulimes, as a philosopher and conqueror. Love has a
thousand facets. Tt 15 a many-splendoured thing. It isan
eternal wayfarer, a perpetual traveller, It is always on the move,
restless, mercurial,

Love is the Aute of life from which melodies pour forth and
enraplure the world.  Light and heat, activity and movement,
ardour and enthusiasm are all from it. _

Clhiain of days and nights --artificer of all cvents
Ckain of dayy and nights —fountain of life und of
death !
Chaln of days and nights--thread of two-coloured silk
Of which the Being makes the robe of His Attributes!
Chain of days and nights—sigh of eternity’s musie
Where He. of all possibility sounds the height and
depth !
Thee it puts to test and me it puts Lo test,
Day and night i procession, testers of all this woerld.
15 thou art of less value and if' T am ol less value,
Find in death nur reward and in dissolution vur wage,
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Of your day and night what other meaning but this—
One long currebt of time, devoid of dawn and sunset ?
All those masterpieces of Art, transitory and
' _ impermanent ;
All in this world is of sand, all in this world is of sand !
Death the beginning.and end, death to the visible and
. ' hidden ;
New be the pattern or old, its final- halting-place is
death.
Yet in this design of things, something unending
' endures,
Wrought by some man of God into perfection’s mould;
Some Ligh mortal whose work shines with the light of
love,
Love is the essence of life, deatl to which is forbidden.
Long curreut of Time, strong and swift though it is,
Love itself is a tide, .stcmming all opposite waves ;
In the almanac of Love, apart from the present time,
Other ages exist, ages which have no name,
Love is the breath of QGabriel, Love is the Prophet’s
heart,
L.ove the envoy of God, Love the utterance of God ;
Under the ecstasy of Love our mortal clay is bright,
Love is an unripe wine, Love is a cup for the noble.
Love is the legist of Harem, Love is the commander of
hosts,
Love is the son of travel, countless its habitations ;
Love i3 the plectrum that plucks songs from the chords
of life,
Love is the brightness of life, Love is the fire of life.
After this long prologue Igbal turns to the Mosque and
addresses these words to it: “O Mosque of Cordova! For .thy
existence and thy glory thou art indebted to love, wo the tender
pession that 1s imnortal,  In this way, thou, too, art eternal.
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““Philosophy, art and poetry, or any other form of literary
or artistic activity, is shallow and insincere if it is not fed with
the blood of the heart, It is no mote than an empty structure
of word and sound, paint and 'oi'l, or brick and stone, posscs-
sing neither life nor beauty nor freshness. Works of art, of what-
ever excellence they may be, cannot endure without the intensity
of inner passion, depth of love and profundity of earnestncss,
Ic is love which distinguvishes man from a sculptured figure.
When a drop of love's warm blood falls upon a picce of marble
it turns it into a beating heart and if even a man’s heart is des-
titute of love it is a slab of stone.

“Q magnificent Mosque ! Inlove and cagerness we both
are alike. There is a wmystical affinity between you and me,
Man, in his creation, isa handful of dust but his heart is the envy,
of the ninth heaven. The human heart is also lit up with the
tustre of Divinity and the joy of Presence!  Angels, indeed, are
famous for unending genuflexion but the warmth and delight of
human prostration has not been granted to them.’”

Referring to his Indian and Brahmin arigin Iqbal sayk,
“I.ook at the fervour and earnestness of this Indian infidel! Hg
was born and brought up in the home of infidelity but his lips
and heart are constanily engaged in prayer and invocation,
benediction and salutation. On meeting you in this strange land
he has become a picture of intentness and devotion. There
obtains a complete unifermity and understanding between your
soul and mine!”’

Oh Shrine of Cordova, thou owest existence to love,
Deathless in all its being, stranger to Past and Present,
Colour or brick and stone, speech or music and song,
Only the heart’s warm blood feeds the craftsman’s
design ;
Onedrop of hearts’s blood lends marble a beating heart,
Qut of the heart’s blood flow out warmth, music and

mirth.
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Thine the soul-quickening air, wine the soul-quickening
. verse,
From thee the pervasion of men’s hearts, from me the
opening of nen’s hearts,
Inferior to the Heaven of IHeavens, by no means the
Lhuan breast is,
Handful of dust though it be, hemmed in the azure
sky.
What if prostrution be the lot of the heavesly hest?
Warmth and depthh of prostration they do not ever
fecl.
I, a heatheny of Ind, beheld my fervour and iy
arconr,
Safat' and Durood® il miy soul, Salat and Nurosd are on
iy lips!
Fervently sounds suy voice, ardently sounds my lute,
Allah Hdd, like a song, thrilling through every vein!
~ On beholding this marvel of architecture Igbal is reminded
of the real Muslim, the wuc Believer, whom only Islam can pro-
duce and, with it, the mighty {fmmaf also emerges on the surface
of his mind from which the splendour of the Moesque is,

In Igbal's view the Mosgue of Cordova, in the totality ol its
appearance and effectivencess, is a material manifestation of the
Mamin. Ln its beauty and elegance, height and width, gracelul-
ness and solidity, fineness and sirength it is his exacl replien.
Tts imposing pillars remind Igbal of the oases of Arabia aud in
its balconies and latticed windows he sees the gleams of Fleavenly
effulgence. He regards its towering minarets to be the descend-
ing points of Divine mercy and the halting places of the angels,
Overcome with emotion he cries out: ““T'he Muslim is imperish-

| & 2. Invecatlon o God o bestaw s choicest lavours aad Dlessings on
ihe Propher.
3. Meaning He is God
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dble, he shall nor die, because he is the bearer of the message of
Abraham and Moses and of all the 1}ivine Apostles.”

Igbal asserts that the Mosque of Cordova is a true symbo?
of the beliefs, thoughts and aspirations of the Muslim AMiilet,
and just as the Muslimm AMilfef is frec from all the narrow and
unnatural concepts of ruce and nationality it, too, representsa’
marvellous synthesis of Arab and Persian cultures and typifies a
remarkable supra-national fraternity.  The Muslitn is above
territorial limitations and his world is boundless. The beauty
and warinth of his message is all-pervading. The Tigris and the
Euphrates of Irag, the Ganges and the Jumnu of India, the
Danube of Europe and the Nile of Egypt are but 2 wave in his
shore-less sea. Ilis achievements are unequalled in history. It
was the Muslim Miilet that gave the commaand to the autworn
ages to depart and ushered in the modern world.

Members of the Islamic Millef are the torch-bearers of com-
passion and fellow-fecling and true specimens ol faith and frater-
nisation. The tongue of the Ademin is like a gem-showering cloud
and his scimitar is well-tempered. He is contended at heart and
persevering in action. Even on the battlefield and under the
shadow of swords he is the upholder of Monotheism and Apos-
Ueship and the pursuer of the path of piety and righlcousness,
In the struggle between truch and falsehood faith is his weapon
and reliance upon God his armour.

Thou, in beauty and dignity, man of God’s witness,
He is beauriful and dignilied, thou art beautiful and

: . dignified.
Firm are thy foundations, numberless are thy pillars,
Soaring like ranks of palmsover the Syrian desert,
Light of the Valley of Peace gleams on thy walls and

raof,

On thy minaret’s height Gabriel stands in glory.
The Muslim shall not perish for by his 4zan,
The secret of Moscs and Abraham is revealed.
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Limitless in his world, boundless his long horizon,

Tigris and Danube and Nile but a wave in his sea.

His timnes are wondrous, his legends are strange,

To the ages outworn he gave the command to
depart.

Sagi of men of taste, horseman of the realm of desire,

Pure and unmixed his wine, tempered and glittering his

‘steel.

Yarrior armed in the mail of Le fiak,

Under the shadow of swords succoured by La flak.

The poet, again, says to the Mosque that “you are the inter—
pretation of the Momin's dream in the world, the exposition of
his high-mindedness and the exemplification of his soul in brick
and mortar.

“The hand of the Momin, in power and domilnancc, in the dis-
persal of difficulties and the fulfilment of needs, is the Hand of
God and an instrument of Providence. Apparently, he is born of
clay but, in reality, he has the nature of Light. ‘Theére is the
refection of Divine Attributes in his being. He is indifferent to
the allurements of the world, Ifis desires are.few,but his aims
are high, He is the embodiment of grace and strength, love and
sternness, IHe is gentle of speech,but warm in quest. In peace
he is soft like silk but in war hard as steel,

“The faith of the Believer is the pivot on which the world
turns. [is existence is the essence of creation and all the rest an
illusion. In him thought and intellect and faith and love find
their highest expression. Strength and felicity in life and beauty
and elegance in the world owe their presence to him. He is the
end and object of the pilgrimage of love and the heart and soul
of the universe.”

Behold in thy stones are all the Believer’s secrets,
Fire:of passionate days, rapture of melting nights.
High is his station a2ad great are his thoughts.,
Ecstasy, burning desire, sclf-abascment and pride.
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The hand of the Mo is the Hand of Allah—
Doeminant, resourceful, creative, ensuring success.
Fashioned of dust and light, slave with the Master’s

' attributes,
His heart is indifferent to the riches of the worlds,
His earthly hopes are few, his aims are high,
Courtesy in hismien, gaining ullhearts with his glance ;
He is soft of speech but fierce in the hour of pursuit,
Tn war and in peace pure in thought and in act.
The point of God’s great compass the Believer’s firm

faith,

All this univérse else—shadow, illusion, deceit.
He is the goal of love, he is the end of Love,
He, in the circle of the firmament, sets all spirits aglow,

Igbal proceeds to pay a tribute of never-fading charm to the
Mosgque.  “Thou art the Mecca of the seekers of Art”’, he says,
“the place of pilgrimage for the devoteesof love and the symbol of
the glory of Islam. Thanks to thee, the soil of Cordova is vying
for sacredness and elevation with the heavens. Ifanything can
compare with theeitis the heartof the true Believer.”” Here Iqbal
loses control of his feelings. I[e looks at the distant past and
centuries roll back ju his imagination. He begins to live in the
period of Muslim ascendency in Spain. Gombining romanticisin
with classicism he asks, “Where are the Moorish horsemen, the
men of virtue, the embodiments of [aith and the chamnpions of
truth? Where has their unrelenting caravan stopped? Where
have the Arab rulers, the precursors of European Renaissance,
gone whose government was another name for social jusfice and
public wellare?”’

Igbul feels that Spain still bears the floral imprint of Arab
bload. Oriental charm; hospitality and sincerity can even now
he seen armong its people.  Its air is filled with the seent of Najd
and Yemen and the music of Iraq and Arabia reverberates in its
atmosphere.
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Shrine of the seekers of art! Glory of the manifest
Faith !
Thou Andalusia’s soil sacred as Mecca hast mnade.
If there is underncath the sky beauty equal to thine,
Nowhere shall it He found, hut in the Muslim’s heart,
Al, those champions of Right, those fearless horsemen
' of Arabia,
Bearers of high movalily, knights of the truth and
' faith!
By their rule this strange secret to all was revealed,
Men of pure hicarts bold sway, not to enslave, but to
. SErve.
Fast and West by (heir eyes gained instruction,
In the darkness of Eurcpe their minds showed the
path.
Even today Andalusia, rich with their blood, is scen,
Gay and friendly of heart, simple and bright of facc;
Even today in-this land, eyes like the soft gazelle’s,
Drart their glances, giving pleasure to the hearts
Even today in its breeze fragrance of Yemen endures,
Even today in its songs echoes subsist of [Tejaz,

In the midst of these sorrowful recollections Ighal’s imagi-
nation is fired with the desire forchange. Hesays that though the
Iand of Andalusia enjoys the high position of the heavens it has
not heard the Azan for ages and in spite of the fact that winds
of revolution are blowing in the world there is no evidence of a
ripple in Its stagpaht waters. Rdartin Luther's movement of
Protestant Reformation in Germany not only led to the decline -
of Papal authority and the extinction of the hegemony of the
Church but it also made.ils impact on language, literature and
civilization and paved the way for the cultural revival of Europe.
The philosophy of Rousseau and Voltaire brought about tHe
Revolution of France and set the sltage for the emergence of the
industrial era, Conservative Tltaly, too, is showing signs of
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regeneration.

Against this background Igbal yearus for an Islamic revolu-
tion. He believes that the revolutionary spirit of Muslims is
also uncasy but one does not know when it is going to assert it-
self. "Lo Vudi-Ef-Kabir {Guadalquiver) hesays: “On your bank a
stranger is sceing the Image of the future in the mirror of the
past. Fascinating though the dreain is, it is so intolerable to
Europe that it cannot listen calmly to iny plain-speaking.”

The destiny of nations is farged-in strife and revolt.  Those
who watch their steps cavefully and analyse Lheir feeliogs and
keep an eye on their mental processes are successful in life and
make their mark in history. About art and thought, poetry and
literature Iqbal once again enyphasises that a philosophy which
is not written with the bood of the heart i3 no more than a
mental exercise. The vital flaineg, the breath of life, s missing
from: it. Likewise, the greatest works of art fade into oblivion
if the blood of the artist does not low into them and music that
does not spring from the depths of the soul is transient and
superficial. This is Igbal’s concept of art as well as of Jife.

Thy land is like the-heavens in the sight of the stars —
For ages, alas, thy atniosphere has remained bereft of
. the Azan,
In what dale and glen, in what stage of the journey,
Love’s undaunted caravan ndw happens to be?
Germany saw, long ago, C‘hange and Revolution—
Obliterating the old ways, sweeping away every Lrace;
Holiness of the Pope fast became an erroneous waord,
Thought in its fragile boat launched on-its dungerous
courst ;
The eye of France, also, has secn Revolution rage,
That overturned the world the Westérners had known;
- The Roman nation, old and tired with ancient traditions,
With the joy of Rejuvenation discovered again her
youth.
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Now that tempest has scized even the soui of Islam,
A Divine sccret it i3 whose meaning cannot be told by
the tongue,
Watch ! From the surface of this occan- what portents
finally emerge,
What new turn the blue revolving dome takes!
Drowned ia the twilight is the cloud in the mountain

gOTge

The sun has left behind heaps of the rubies of
Badakhshan.,
Running water of Guadalquiver! On your bank is a
stranger,

Lost in his thoughts, dreams of another age.
Behing the Destiny’s curtain the new world iz yet
concealed,
But to mine eyes its dawn alréady stands anveiled.
Were I to lift the veil from the face of my thoughts,
Europe could not endure the burning heat of my
' : songs.
Death, not life, is the life in which no revolution takes
place,
Strife and revolt are the sustenance of natiens’ souls,
Keen as a sword that nation is in the hand of Fate,
Which at every moment takes account of its works and
deeds.
Works of creation are incomplete” without the heart’s
warm blood,

Music is an immature frenzy without the heart’s warm
bleod,
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ARDOUR AND EAGERNESS

It was on a lovely morning, in 1931, that the delegates of
Motamar-i-Istami (International Islamic Conference) set their
feet on the blessed soil ol Jerusalem. The air was refreshing,
the surrdundings were delightful, the sun had just risen spread-
ing i1 golden rays on all sides. 'The pleasant hour of the early
dawh has always [ascinated the poets. Our poet and philoso-
pher, Dr, Mohammad Igbal, whoe had come from Europe to
represent the Muslims of India at the Metamar, also, was capti-
vated by the cthereal beauty of the time and the abserbing
attractiveness of the place. He saw everything aroind him
eagerly and gave a free rein to his imagination,

The land of Palestine with clouds of various shades, from
silver to dark grey, gliding through the air, with its green
mouniains, lilies and cypresses, with the gentle drafts of the
morning breeze, the leaves of the date-palms washed by the
overnight rain and the moving sands solter than silk must have
bewitched hiin. Glimpses of the rugged austerity of Arab
iife would have flashed through his mind. The blown out fire,
the torn ropes of tents, the marks of broken camps. would have
reminded hin of the caravans that had gone past. So enraptur-
ed was he Ly the scenic henaty of this paradise on the carth
that he thought of setiling down over there. The landscape,
the deserts, hills and rivers, the entire atmosphere of the birth-
place of the Praphets arcused his shumibering hopes and stimulated
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his unrealised dreams, and the intensity of feeling lent sound
and music to his undying love for Islam and Muslimi. The
favourite theme of Islamic revival pushed itself forward and
Iqbal went through the same cxperience as has been related by
an Arab poet in these lines of enduring beauty:

“When I dismounted at the place a5 fresh as the dew and
is [ragrant as a'garden,the beauty of the sorroundings awoke
certain desires in me and the centre of those desires were you.”
- Igbal’s peetic fancy was excited. He felt that the old and
crumbling world was not fitled to receive his ideas. Its thought-
patterns had become rigid and conventionalised.  Tis mind had
grown narrow which could only carve the images of country,
sex and nationality and offer religious reverence 1o them and
invent execuses for shameful sensvality and sclf-indulgence. Igbal
prayed for another Abraham to rise and break the new idols,

As the poet looks at the Islamic World he is appalled not
only by its malerial backwardness but,also,intcllectual insol-
vency. The Arals have lost the strength of faith and the cour-
age of convictiou-—-their souls have become deard 2nd unrespon-
sive—and the non-Arabs,too,have gotinto a @ oove and becone
fixed in ideas. ’

The modern materialistic Age Is waidnog for a revelutionary
maun of God who can play the rele of the defender of I'ruth on
an international scale and revive the memory ol Imam Husain.
"The Muslitn Waorld is looking expectanily at the Araly Werld,
and at Hejaz, the eradle of Islam, to raise the hanner of revolt
but no hopeful stgn is visible.

Igbal auributes the decline ol Muslims 10 lack of religious
zeal and  selfrestcems,  He contends that love should reign
supreie in life and the foundations of heliel should be lortified
with curnestness, Unless the Muslims develop an ewotional
involvement witl Islam v must remain a collection of soulless
belicfs and woouden injunctions,

1t is love which overcomes the known laws of nature and
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makes things possible that arc outside the ordinary operation of
cause and effect. Somctimes it takes the form of the truthful-
ness of Khaleel, sometimes of the fortitude of Husain and some-
times of the gallantry of the hero of Badr and Hunain,
Daybreak in the desert, feast for the heart and the
eye,
Rivers of light from the fount of sun flowing;
Divine Beauty is on display, rent is the curtain of
cxistence,
A loss for the eye—a thousand gains for the heart;
Purple bits in the air the night’s cloud bas left,
Mount Jzam with a multi-coloured sheet it has
' cavered ;
The breeze is pure, leaves of date-palms washed by
rain,
Sands of Kazima soft as silk;
Fire is dead, broken the ropes of tents,
Who knows how many caravans have passed along ?
Came the voice of Gabricl: “This- is the place for
you—
For those separated from thc beloved it's eternal
bliss!”
Poison for me is che wine of life, but who listens?
Oid is the congregation of the world, new myidcas are!
On the battleground of life ne Ghaznavt is left,
Idols of the people of Harem have for long been in
~ wait,
In the ardour of Arab’s remembrance, in the music of
Iranian’s thought,
Ohservations are not of Arabia nor ideas those of
. . Persia,
Not ane. Husain in.the caravan of Hejaz is found,
Tresses of Tigris and \Euphratus though are lustrous
stll.
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Love is the prime mentor of the head and heart,
Without leve Faith and Law concepis® idol-hall;
Truthfulness of Khalil is love, fortitude of Husain is
love,
In life’s unrelenting batile, Badr and Hunain are love.

Reveriing to the theme of the Perfect Man Ighal says that

his existence is the foremost purpose of creation; he is the secret
.of Beand it {5, the lost Paradise and the stolen wealth which the
soul of the world is trying hard to recover,

Together with it, he is distressed at the moral and spiritual
bankruptcy and intellectual inertness of the World of Islam
Quest of knowledge, ariginality of thought, idealism and intent-
ness are absent even from educational institutions and spiritual
lodges.

' ‘The poet looks around for the lame of life that once impar-
ted light and heat to the world, for the men of faith who bave
disappeared in the twilight of the past and for the spark that
lies buried under the ashes of time.

Iqbal is conscious of the worth and significance of his poetry.
He claims that his verses nourish and sustain the hearts as the

‘morning breeze does the grass and shrubs. They carcy the
message of faith and life because of being soaked in the warm
blood of his heart.
Thou art the hidden meaning of the verse of creation,
Parties of hue and scent have goné out in thy search.
Scholars of the seminary visionless and unambitious,
Votaries of the tavern lacking in thirst, short of
decanter.
1, in my poem, traces of fire that used to be,
My whole life a guest of the missing ones.

I. The relerence is ta the Q_urapic verse, But His command, when He inlendeth
thing, i only that He sailk upts it; Be and it 5 (IXXVI: 81)
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Nourishment of the thorn and straw in the morning
breeze,

By my breath desire is sustained.

My song is fed by the blood of my heart,

In the string of the lyre flows minstrel’s bleod.

Oh let there be no peace for the restless heart,

Add a few more curls to thy lustrous hair.

The last part of the poem is devoted to prayer. “Thy
radiance surrcunds the uaiverse”, it reads. *The worldis a
mere particle of Thy bouhdless deserf and life a drop of the
unfathomable sea of Thy Existence. By the touch of Thy
Splendour the manifestation of the sun becomes possible in the
atom and the presence of the ocecan in a drop of water. Lives
and deeds of powerful kings and conquerors pale into nothing-
ness before the display of Thy Might and the hearts of whole-
souled men and benefactors of humanity are illumined with Thy
Sublimity. Thy love is the song-leader of my soul and the inter-
'preter of my heart. Joy and spirituality of my worship iz due
to it. When my devotions are not blessed with Thy love they
become the message of separation, not of union. Both love and
intellect have been ordained to seck:closeness unto Thee. Study
and observalion, curiosity and reflection, dignity and self-reliance
have been allocated to the mind,and ardour and eagerness, dis-
quictude and restlessness, joy and felicity to the heart. Light
in the world is not because of the sun but a reflecien of Thy
Beauty'. N

Igbal admits that long years of study and research could not
open for him the door of fulfilment. Knowledge was futile in
the same way as it would be foolish to expect the horticulturist to
be an expert on the favour of fresh fruit as well.

The struggle between spirituality and materialism has been
going on since the beginning of time and the conflict between
truth and falsehood is eternal. The history of Islam, also, is not '
- free from it. Here Igbal is reminded of the first enocounter in
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which Abu Jahl!, Abu Lahab aud their deputies operated as
standard-bearsrs of materialism and the sacred Prophet and his
Ansars® as the upholders of Truth. The task before the Arab
and the Islamic World, today, is to make the choice between the-
two opposing forces. : .
Thou art the Tablet and the Pen, Thy existence is the
. Book,
The blue revalving dome a tiny bubble of Thy sea;
The world of water and clay bright by Thy presence,
Thou upon the dust-particle bestowed the dawn of the
sun.
Power of Sanjar and Salitn,a manifestation of Thy

Might,
Asceticistn of  Junaid and Bayazid , Thy Beauty
uncovered.

Should Thy Love not be the leader of my Namaz,
My Qayam is mere farce, my Sujoed only a mask.
Mind and heart—by Thine alluring glance are

fulfilled,

One got search and quest, the other unrest and
 turmoil,

Dark and dingy is the world by the movement of the
sun,

Take off Thy veil and revive the drooping spirits of
time.

All my past days and nights are known to Thee,

That horticulture was bare of fruit I never knew ;

The cld batile in my scul has begun again,

Love is all Mustafa, intellect nothing but Bu Lahab.

Sometimes with deception it works, sometimes with
_ I force,

Strange is the beginning of Love, strange is its end!

I. Aninveterate enemy of the Prophet,
2. Helpers.
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In the world of strife and revolt scparation is better
' than union,
In.union the death of desire, in separation thchjay of
longing.
At'the time of union I dared not cast a glance,
In search-of a pretext though my insolent eyes were.
Separation is the heat of desire, separation is the tumult
of groan,
Separation is the quest of tide, separation is the glory
of the drop.
The poem, <Zeug-0-Shaug (Ardour and Eagerness), ranks
among the masterpieces of Iqbal. In form and substance it is
very much like the Adagid-i-Qartaba.  To begin with, it contains
an enchanting depiction of natural beauty and the plain yet
refreshing moede of living of the Arabs. As the poem progresses
Ighal touches on most of the themes that are characteristic. to
his poctry and philosophy, such as, struggle and endeavour,
fervour and earnestness, love and intellect, scparation and union,
beauty and power and Divine Glory and Sublimity. With a
phenomenal keenness of perception and maturity of thought he
eaters into the soul of ceuntries and communities and through a
rare combination of poetical fluency and intellectual penetration
he analyses their distinguishing traits and capacity for good and
cvil, He not only knows the West intimately but is also
acquainted with the inner urgesand latent powers of the Orient—
Arabia, Iran and Afghanistan. Apart from describing the scenic
beauty of Palestine, Igbal has woven into it the simple experi-
ences of every-day life like the blown out fire and the broken
ropes of tents with such delicate sensitiveness that it does not fai
to exercise a moving effect on the readér.
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: PROBLEM OF PALESTINE

Igbat was intensely interested in the problem of Palestine
and the deep anxiety he felt for the future of the Arabs
never left him in life. 'We can obtain an idea of the uneasi-
ness of his mind from his letters, specially those written to
Miss Farquharson.

Te Mr. Mohammad Ali Jinnah he once wrote, “*The ques-
tion of Palestine is agitating the minds of Indian Muslims. It
may be possible for the Muslim League to render some service
to the Palestinian Arabs. Fersonally, I am prepared to court

" imprisenment for a causc.which concerns both India and the
Muslims. The establishment of a Western outpost at the gate-
way of Asia can e dangerous for Islam as well as India'.”

Similarly, in a letter to Miss Farquharson he says, “The
Jews have na claim over Palestine. They had veluntarily teft
it long hefore the cccupation hy the Arabs. Zionism is not a
religious movement. Besides the fact that religious-mipded
Jews are not interested in it, the Palestine Report, itself,
is clear on the point®.” '

In one way or the other, Igbal was associated with all the
conferences that were held in India in its connection. He issued
a forceful statement when the Muslims of Lahore met to pratest

1. fgbal Nama p. 27
2. [Kbid., p, 446
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against the Palestine Report which read, “I am as much dis-
tressed at the injustice done to the Arabs as any one can be who
is in touch with the situation in the Middle Esst. The problem
gives an opportunity to the Muslims to declare uncquivogally .
that what thé British slatesmen are trying to solve does not
concern Palestine alone but will have wide repercussions in the .
eatire Islamic World, Historically, Palestine is wholly a Muslim
‘problem. The Jewish problem had ceased to exist in Palesting
thirteen hundred - years ago, hefore the entry of -FHazrat Omar
into Jerusalem. The Jews were never forcibly expelled from it.
According to Prol. Hocking they had themseives freely decided
to migrate to other lands and a major portion of their Scriptuff:s
-was compiled oulside Palestine. It was never a Christian
problem also. Modern historical researches have cast a doubt
even on the existence of Peter the Hermit!.” )
At the termination of World War I the wrath of the victo-
rious Allied Powers fell upon the Istamic World. The Ottoman
Empire broke into fragments and the Allies set about dividing;

4

it arong themselves. The eastern part of Turkey was anaexed
By Russia and the Western provinces like Hungary, Bul-
garia, Yugoslavia and Albania were made independent.
Iran and Syria were taken over by France as Proteciorates while
Iraq and Egypt passed into the hands of the British. Palestine
had an international significance and so its trusteeship was
assumed by Britain.' Igbal throws light on these despicable
deals and exposcs the old game of the Western Imperialists who
devour the weaker nations and then show hypocritical grief over
their misfortune, _

Blessed be thy kind heart that for Divine Recompense,

Thou attended the funeral service of thy own victim,

The West '(_;alls it ‘white man’s burden’, trusteeship and

progress but, in truth, it is pure exploitation.

L Iqbal Noama, p. 452. .
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Ighal docs not doubt Europe’s nobility,

Of every oppressed nation she is the buyer;
But my heart burns for Syria, Palestine,™

And this hard riddle of fate none can lay bare;
Freed from Turkey's ‘savage grasp’, they pine,
Poor wretches ! now in civilisation’s snare.

The League of Nations had dane little to mitigate the
sufferings of the Arabs and Asians. It had failed to bring
about an improvement primarily because that august body was
dominated by the Jews and the Western nations who lost no
opportunity to use it for their selfish ends. Iqbal roundly con-
demns it as the “kept woman of the Old Man of Europe™ and
the Tassociation of shroud-Lfters™. _

An association thy hadve formed for the division of graves.

Igbal foresees the consequences of the growing influence of
the Jews in the political and economic life of the West and fears
that sooner or later it will definitely succumb to their machi-

nations. '
Jewish usurors have for long been in wail,
Before whose cunning lion's strength is nol anything.
Like ripened [ruit the West is going to fall, '
Let’s see in whose lap it drops.

In another poem, Furope Aur Yuhud (Europe and the Jews),
he expresses the same sentiment.

Sick before ils prime, this Civilisation is at its Jast
grasp,
And the sole trustees of Christendom Jews are likely
to be.

After the Arab-Israel War of June 1967 it is being openly
contended by the Jews and their supporters that since they were
unjustly expelled from their homeland by the .Arabs no one
could blame them for trying to reoccupy it by force. Palestine
was the Promised Land to which the Jews were bound to return

one day or the other.
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Ighal laid bare the absurdity of it by pointing out that the
Jews had moved out of Patestine willingly and out of their own
aceord long before the Aral) occupation. Moreover, he argued
that if the principle advanced by the Jews and their Western
patrons was accepted and Palestine was handed over to the
Zionists what conld prevent the Arabs from laying claim to
Sicily, Spain and the other European lands that were onge in
their possession? Or, could, by the same logic, the Red Indians
not asserl their right over America and the Huns, Goths and
Gauls over Britain and the Aryans of India not demand that
Tran and Russia should be returned to them? It was aridicu-
lous distortion of history in the estimation of Igbal who main-
tained that 1f the Jews must be provided with a home it shonld
be in Germany from where they had been banished.

If the Jew claims the soil of Palestine,

Why has the Arab race no right to Spain?
The aim of British Imperialism Is different,
It is not a 1hatter of history, honey or dates,

Iglval wants Lo artn the Palestinian Arabs with the weapons
of Faith and Self-awareness, He 1s convinced that it is 01‘11)’
through relinnce upon God and upon themselves that they can
regain Irecdom. International forums will avail them nothing.

I know that in your being burns the fire,
Whose heat to this day the world remembers;
Your balm lies not in London ner Geneva,
The Jewish grasp is tight on Europe’s throat.
Bul nations throw off bondage, it is tald, .

By cultivating Selfhood and zest for living.
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IN AFGHANISTAN

Igbal went to Afghanistan, in 1933, at the invitation of
King Nadir Shah. He also visited Ghazuni, the capital of
Mahmud Ghaznavi, and presented himself at the tomb of Sunai'
the philozopher, whom he regarded as his mentor, next oaly to
Maulana Rum. It proved to be a unique experience and the
verses he wrote there are richly illustrative of his exceptional
artistic and intellectual ability. In them he hay directed his
attention at the contemporary world as a creator of values and
a judge of his environment,

Igbal expresses pain and discontent at the ‘“‘langour and
tardiness of the fellaw-travellers” and at the “narrowness and
triviality of the world” which has turned out to be a “strait-
jacket” for his high-scaring ideas. He does not find even the
hills and valleys, forests and deserts fit enough to harbeur the
wild stirrings of his heart and says that the whole system of
extant material objects and the space in which these exist must
appear too short and narrow te any one whom God has
blessed with Vision and Love. Men of God, the enlightened
souls, as such, feel compelled to cut themselves free from the mate-
rial world and seck new horizons.  Igbal calls jt the “secret ol

i. A famous poet during the time of Mahmud Ghaznavi, He started with
lyrical poeiry and rose to be the court poet of the Sultan. Bui when
awakening came to him he retired lrowp the world and began 1o write
only mystical and phiiosopiical porms.
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Tawheed'” which opens the door of God awareness to His ear-
nest, deep-hearted slaves and they begin to see the glimpses of
the other world in their earthly existence. . _
The vastness of Nature cannot harbour the wild
atirrings,
Oh my madness! Wrong, perhaps, was thy estimate of
the wilderness,
The strong Self can burst through the enchantments
' of sense,
Tawheed) il was which netther you nor I could know,
The traditional rivalry between Tarigat {(Mysticism) and
Shariat {Strict observance of the Divine Law) is more imaginary
than real, There is no contradiction between knowledyge and
intuition and faith and love. It is only the false reasoning and
scholastic coneeit of the claimants to Sharial and Hagigat (Reali-
ty) that makes them look upon love and awareness with suspi-
cien. Igbal also contends that the real thing for the devotees
of Skariat and Hagigat is supreme indifference to the rewards the
world has to offer.  This is their glory and they can take shelter
only in the fortress of contentment after turning their backs
upon the people of weaith and renown  As he is reminded of
the noble asceticism of the votaries of the heart and of the
glowing feats of endurance and heroism they. used to perform he
feels like r‘cprdaching even Archangel Gabret and observing
that in love and submission even the holy spirits cannot emulate
the example of man.

Rivalry between Reason and Vision is the fallacy of
the pulpit, .
Wiiich regards the scaffeld of Haliaj* its permanent foe,

The doctring that there is only One God.

2. VLizerally means the carder of cotton.  Here it signifier Manaur who was
put to death lor believing in the identity of the individual 10ul with the
Divine spirit and raising the cry of God 15 { {
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If there is any shield to guard the pure ones of the
' ' Lotd,
In thraldom or dominion, it is the scorn of this world’s
_ show..
Try not, Oh Gabriel, to emulate my passion and
' ccstacy,
For case-loving angles Jikr, 7 a:bcebz and Tawaf® are
best.
The poet is critical of both the East and the West as he.
returns to his own times. He examines them closely, studies their
merits and faults, analyses their problems and difficulties and
comes to the conclusion that the East is not lacking in potential-
ities but its prablcm 1s that proper guldancc and leadership is
not available to it'while the West is intoxicated with power,and
overfullness and excessive indulgence in: material pleasures has
produced a state of ennui in.t.” He summmons up the memory
of the great men of thé East who had challenged the might of
Chosroes and before whose supreme contentment powerful
kings and potentates took fright. The wvery existence of these"
marvellous specimens of humanity was the symbol of the triumph
of truth over falseshoud. Igbalis saddencd at the pitiful state
of the Arab World and his sense of prldc is stirred as he witnes-
ses the treachery, ineptitude and debauchery of its rulers. . He
laments that these dishonourable men can even sell away the
blanket of Abu Zarr; the habit of Owais and the mantle of
Zahra and allow the holy places of Istam to be desecrated by
non-Musiims, :
He compares the present plight ol the Arab countries and -
the growing influence of the West in them with-the convulsion |
of the Day of Judgement and recites the verse Sunai wrote at

1. Repeating the names, praises and acuibutes of God,
2; Telling onc's beads.
3. Clircumambulation.
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the time of Tartar invasion bewailing that while the Chinese
and Turkish hordes.had advanced upto the House of Kaaba the
people of the Harem were fast asleep, _ _
I have seen many a wineshop of the East and West,
Here no Saqi fills the cup, there in the wine no lambent
- ' glow,
In Tran they are no more, nor in Turan,
Bondsmen whose contentment was the death of Shah
and Caesar.
Hucksters rule the Harem who sell for profit,
The blanket of AbuZars, habit of Qwais and Zahra’s
- mantle.
Before the Lord,Raphael against me complained,
“This rash creature may not bring the Day of Wrath
before its hour !
Is it less terrible’, came the Voice, ‘than judgement
Day, that while
The Chinesc have donned the pilgrim’s robe, the
o o Meccan is asléep in Batha!
Igbal analyses the characteristics of the Western Civilisa-
tion and arrives at thc opinion that poise and slability can-
nol be produced in life without the rejection of falsc and perver-
ted values and the adoption of pure and healthfol ideals.  This,
precisely, is what La flak-a-fltallah stands for. The frst part of .
it consists of the total negaiion of fictiticus deities and absolute
repudiation of the heresy of materialism and the second of the
implicit aflictnation of faith in the Alinighty, the Glorious Cne.
The tragedy of the West is that it guickly fulfilled the first part
of the Confession, challenged the overlordship of the Church in
the Middle Ages and put an end 1o the t)-’ranny of the Pope but
where the other part was concerned 1t was a total fallure,
Humar sociely cannot thrive only on negative virtues. Europe

I. ‘The name of the Valley of Mecca.
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which had establishedils sway over the world through knowledge,
diuctpline and force came to grief in the real sphere of life. 1t
was bankrupt from within, possessing neither a living faith nor
noble ideals nor healthy objectives. In the upshot, it went astray
and took to folly and error.
Igbal’s cheerful hopefulness does not permit him to lose
faith in the future of the East. He is a firm believer in its
revival and resuscitation. In the present poem he says that the
East is full of latent power and promise of development and
expresses the hope that from the ‘motionless sca’ will rise a
powerful tidal wave that will sink the boat of corruption and
injustice. He protests against the designs of the Western
Imperialists who have made the East the main target of their
conspiracies and enslaved its mind and spirit. The Easterner
has drifted away from his mental and spiritual moorings ana
become a person of no importance in the world. Slavery makes
a man blind and distorts his judgement. Only the understand-
ing and power of discrithination of free and self-respecting
peaple is reliable. He zlone takes the lead and casts his shadow
on coming events who can see the image of tomorrow in today's
mirror.
Modern Civilisation is filled te the brim with the wine
of No and N,
But the goblet of Affirmeation the Saqi does not hold;
The dexterous fiddler’s chords have kept it subdued,
In the lowest string murmurs the wail of Europe’s woae;
From the self-same flood which breeds ihe crocodile,
Rises the savage wave that destroysitslurking place below.
And what s slavery ¢ Exile fromi the love of grace and
beauty,
Nothing is cver lovely bni if freemen call it so;
In the bondsman’s sight we never put-our trust,
The sight of the frecborn alone-is dependable in the
: world ;
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The master of Today is he who by lis own resolve,
"Has fished Tomorrow’s pearl from the deep ocean of
Time,
The cralty glass-blower of the West has softened up even
proud and sturdy souls by popularising among them the cult of
delicacy and refinement. The deceitful craftsman has melted
the rock. But Igbal claims thal he possesses the elixir which
changes base metidl into gold and Imparts to the glass the
lirmness of granite. He has overcome the arragance of many
an oppressor with the fluminous hand’ of faith and contentment.
Ilow can his flame which is intended to destroy the odds and
cnds of falseheod be suppressed with rubbish and garbage?
Love teaches man to be sclf—resptcling and makes him averse to
worldliness and fortune hunting. Ighal, now, warms up and
the undying love for the Prophet and faith in the eternity of
his message inspires him to rise to the dizzy heights of ecstasy,
He proclaims that no one should wouder if the planets becomne
his stepping-stones for he has tied the striag of his life to the
saddle-strap of the blessed Prophet whose star never loses its
radiance, who is the fountain-head of knowledge and awareness
and the sheet anchor of leadership and guidance, and by the
touch of whose feet the dust of the road begins to give out the
light of the Valley of Sinai.! ' o
The glass-blowers of Firangistan can make stone
melt and ﬂt;w,
But glass bathed in my elixir becomes as hard as
flint.
Though Pharaohs ploued, und yet plot against ine
what harm ?
I my sleeve I possess the luminous hand of Moses.

I, Whore Moses witnessed Lhe efects of the Diviae epiphany.
2, Europe. '
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* This spark how can it be subdued by carth’s rubbish
heaps,
Hath God not created it te burn bare whele
' deserts ?
Love is self-beholding, Love the self-sustaining
thing,
Love stands unconcerned at the gales of Cacsar and

Chosroes.
What wonder If the Plaedias or the high moon fail
‘ my prey,
For I have bound my head to the Prophet's saddle-
' bow |
The Path-Ander, Last Messenger of God, Master of
_ all,
" Who on the road-dust bestowed the splendour of
Sinai.

In the high-wrought eye of Love He is the first and
the last,

—The Book, the Word, the Chapter and ‘the Verse.
Out of respect for Sunai I did not go pearl-diving,
: - or else
Countless gems still cluster in this decp, boltomless
sea.
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PRAYER OF TARIQ

When the young and stout-hearted Muslim General, Tarig
bin Ziad, landed with his Arab soldiers on the coast of Spaio he
ordered the vesselsin which they had crossed the Mediterranean
to be burnt so that there remained no possibili.ty' of a retreat.
Aftgr the command had’ been carricd out he addressed his
troops in these memorable words, “There is now no e¢scape.
The sca is behind you and the enemy is in front. By God!
You have nothing to depend upon except your own courage and
fortitude.” The enthusiasm of the soldiers knew no bounds as
they heard ihe rousing oration and their trust in God and in
the strength of their own arms became complete, -

Tarig realiséd, afier he had drawn his troops for battle,
that the Spaniards were far superior to them in numbers and
equipment and being cut-off from hame by hundreds of miles
he couldalso,not hope for reinforcements.  His only hope lay in
capturing the arms of the em:m.y otherwise the prospects were
very dark. Tarig was worried and, in the desperateness of his
situation, he could think of no other recourse than fo seck
Divine help by building up the spiritual stamina of his men,
He placed his reliance on the help of God and teok it for
graanted thac it was with bhim for he was surc of the justice of
his cause. He knew in his heart that his army was the “party
of Allah’ which had not embarked upon the expedition for con-
quest or wc;rldly glory but solely for the  victory of His Word
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and the defence and advocacy of His Faith. They had come
out with thelr ‘heads on their palms’ to lead mankind frowm
darkness to light and to deliver it from ihe overlordship of
lellow-men ta the overlordship of Allah, the Supreme Being,
fron the narrow confines of this world to the boundlessness of
the Hereafter and from the tyranny and oppression of other
religions to the fairness and justice of Islami ; and had the Lord
of Lords, the Greator of all things, not promised victery to liis
bondmen who took up arms in the fulfitment of the sublime
inission T Anad that Our host, they verily would be the victors.!

The Araly General, at that fateful hour, turned meekly to
God and beseeched Him earnestly for help. He was following
the example of the sacred Prophet whe had ied the first
Muslim army and, after ﬁlars}]alling his troops on the batile-
ficld of Badr, withdrawn to a quiet corner, placed his forehead
on the ground and cried out for Divine help. <O God !’ he
liad said.,  ““If these men are killed today Thou shalt not be
worshipped in the world.”

Thus, Tariq, following in the steps of his leader and master
made a prayer which military cemmanders seldom make. “They
just never think of it Iglal has heightened the beauty of it by
adorning it with the robe of poetry. His poemn, 'j"'m'i_q ki Duta
(The Prayer of Tariq), reads: O Lord ! These bondsmen have
set outin Thy path for Fehad. They are the seckers of L'hy
Good Pleasure. They arc mysterious as well as the keepers of
mystery., Their true state and position is known only to Thee.
Ihou hast raught them highmindedness and, now, they will not
settle for less than world-leadérship and Divine rule. These
proud men listen or yicld to no one save Thee. Deserts and
rivers carry out their biddings and mountains turn into heaps of
dust out of fear and respect for them. Thou hast madc them
indifferent to, the riches of the worlds by instilling Thy love into

1o Al-Quran: XNXVII, 173,
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their hearts. But for the love of Fehad and the joy of martyrdom
the kingdom of the earth holds no attraciion for them. This.is
the magic of love. It is the ruling passion that has brought
them to this remote land. It is the last wish and the greatest
desire of a Muaslim., o
“The world is hovering on the verge of ruin. Only the
Arabs; by laying down their lives, can save it from falling
into the abyss of destruction. Everyone is theisting for Arab
blocd and this sacred blood alone can remove the malady.
Forests and gardens, tulips and roses are pining for it to colour
their -checks. We have conte to this strange country to irrigate
it with our life-blood se that the withered crop of humanity
may Hourish again and springtime may return after the agonis-
ing spell of autumn.” '
The Ghazis, these mysterious bondsmen of Thine,
. T'o whom Theu hast granted zest for Divinity.
Deserts and oceans fold up at their kick,
And mountains shrink into mustard seeds.
Indifferent to the riches of the world it makes,
Whal 2 curious thing is the joy of love ?
Martyrdom is the desired end of the Momin,
Not speils of war, kingdom and rule |
For long has wlip in the garden been waiting,
It needs a robe dipped in Arab blood,
"*QO Lord! Thou hast conferred Thy unique favours on
these desert-dwellers and herders of camels, Thou vouchsafed
‘them a new knowledge, a new faith and a new way of iife.
Thou gave them the wealth of Azer which is the standing call
of Twwheed, arolsing jen from the slumber of ignorance. By
means of it the Arabs put an end to the death-like stupor that
had descended vpen the world and gave it the glad tidings of a
new dayspring. Life had lost -its warmth and movement and
centuries had passed over it in that state. It regained -its
mormentum, started again on its journey and attained the
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destination of faith and love. The crusaders do not regard
death to be the end of life but the thresheld of a new existence.
“QO God ! Grant them the digrity of faith and enmity for
Thy own sake (as was rcvealed in the prayer of Noah: Ady
Lard I Leave nvl one of the disbelievers in the land") so that this army
“wmay become a relentless sword and a fearful thuuderbolt for
heathenism and corruption and preduce f{ear for it in the heart
of the enemy.” '
Thou made the desert-dwellers absolutely unique,
In thought, in pcrceptién, in the morning .izan ;
What, for centuries, life had been seeking,
It found the warmth In the hears of these nien;
Death 1s the opener of thelieart’s door,
1t's nat thc_]'aurm:y’é end 1n their sight.
Revive, once again, in the heart of the Ademin,
The lightning that-was in the prayer of Legve NMos%,
Wake up ambition in the breasts, O Lord;
Transform the glance of the Momin into a sword.
-The prayer of the death-defying soldier was granted and
“theé Arabs gained a magnificent victory, The Christian Spain
became Islamic Andalnsia and a strong Muslim kingdom was
established that lasted for elght hundred vyears. Its dawnflall
canme only when the spirit of Tarig and his valiant companions
had died out among the Moors and the high purpose that had
brought them there was forgotten. The extinction of religious
fervour and free-living and internecine strife not only led to the
termination of Muslim rule in Spain but also imperilled the
very existence of the followers of Islam in that country till not
one of them was left. Such has been the way of Gad with those
that are negligent and ungrateful since the heginning of time.
Thon will not find_for Our method aught of power o change’.
1. Al-Quran: LXXI, 26
2. Allusion is to ihe prayer of Noah reproduced earlier,
3, Al-Quran “XVIL, 77
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TO THE SAQI

Igballs Sagi Nema (To the Sagqi) is universally held to ba
onc of his more in:iportant poems. Besides being remarkable
for the depth of meaning, from the literary and technical point
of view ,also, it is a unique work ofits kind in the whole range
of Urdu literature. Itis, perhaps, the first Sagi NMama in Urdu
in which the experiment of offering philosophy in the fashion of
poetry has been made. In Persian, too, the Sagi Vamas of Zahuri
and others are very limited in their scope. The excellence of
Igbal’s art lies in his ability 1o transform into a thing of endur-
ing beauty whateverform of verse he touches. His passionaic
eloquence imparts to the poems, whether lyrical, philosophical
or metaphysica'l, a richness of eflect which Is most noticeable
in spite of the simplicity of language. We find him laying down
a new tradition in poetical expression no matter to what branch
of verse-making he turns his atiention.

In Persian and Urdu the Malhnawis' of Nasim and Mir
Hasan, as also of other poets practising their skill in the line, are
wholly of a descriptive nature. These poems are good so far as
narration of eveats is concerned but for sustaining the grace:
and energy of their flight the writers of these long verses had

1. A Mathnawi is a sort of long poem in. which the coupleta thyme regularly,
as one finds in English heroic verse,
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to intersperse them with Ghazals. On the other hand, Igbal has’
maintained the emotional fervour of Qarida and Ghazal in Maik-
nawi as well, and, thus, saved it from falling into dullness and
monotony.  Throughout, the style is elevated—vigorous yet
musical, clear yet suggestive.

In the opening part of the Sagi Nama Igbal describes the
advent of spring but he uses the subjective treatment of Nature
as a background to his poetry. He says that the spring has
come, its heralds have spread over hills and dales, and tulips
and roses, briars and basils have established their sway; the
springtime has breathed life and vitality even into rocks, and
clouds of bliss have enveloped the earth. In this delightful
envitonment birds have come out of their nests and brooks and
rivers, gushing forth [rom the mountains, are moving forward
majestically in the plains like life itself, turning and twisting,
haliing and advancing, jumping and crawling, overcoming
obstacles and circuinventing obstructions,

Igbal beautifully ufiliscs the spiritual significance of Nature
to canvey his philosophy of life in the allegory of a mountain-
stream. Just as the strean advances steadily in spite of obstrue-
tions, continually changing direction but never losing liveliness
and encrgy, so should man develop his personality by surmount-
ing the impediments in his way and refusing to yicld and
surrender,

Spring’s caravan has pitched its tents;

The mountain’s skirts into paradise have turned.
Rose, lily, narcissus, daffodil ; the poppy,

The eternal martyr, in bleod-stained shroud.
Behind the veil of colour earth has hidden,

Even in the veins of stone blood 1s flowing.

Blue is the sky ; the air intoxicating,

No feathered biped will stay in its nest.

And look that inountain-stream leaping,
Rebounding, slipping, gushing, stumnbling,
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Jumping, swaying, crawling, rccovcrihg,
Winding its way in spite of curve and bend ;
Forces its way through the boulder when it stops,
It pierces the hearts of meuntain recks,

Oh Saqi ! vermilion-cheeked—see |

Life’s message how the brook conveys,

Pour me the fiery, veil-burning wine,

Not every day the springtime comes !

The wine by which life's soul is illumined,
Which sustains the universe, keeps it alive,
Holds the strife and tumult of eternity,

The wine by which eternal secret isrevealed ;
Oh Sagqi! Raise that mystery’s curtain !

Let the wagtail challenge falcon’s wing !

The times have changed ; the hidden motives of the West
have been exposed and its conspiracies against the East laid
bare. The revolution that has taken place in the minds of mnen
has unnerved the Western leaders. The sterility of Western
politics and the absurdity of its outdated traditions have come
to light and concepts like those of Imperialism and Celonialism
are bei ng openly challenged, The Age of Capitalism is nearing
its end and curtain has been rung on the drama the exploiters
of the West had been staging for centuries, "The slumbering
masses are beginning to show signs of wakefulness, the springs
of life are, again, gushing out from the Himalayas and the light
of Sinai is eager to make itself manifest once more,

Though the Muslim is wedded to the creed of Monotheism,
apostasy s still dogging his path and his learning and culture
and philosophy and mysticism are not secure against the inroads
-of pantheistic doctrines, Reality is being eroded by superstition
and the Miflet has yet far to go to shake off the spell of fantasy
and folklore, Preachers and orators: weave magic-patterns of
ideas frem the pulpit but they are lacking in sincerity and
earnestness, Their sermons conforin o0 the standards of

“n
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eloquence and scholarship,but fail to reach the hearts. The
Siufi who was known for human sympathy, quest for truth and
religious lofty-mindeduess has got lost in 1i1ystic visions and
trances, and, on the whole, Tslam has come so close to decline
that the Muslim’s inner fire has turned into ashes and his life
has become synonymous with death.

The fashions of the Age have turned round,

The tune is new, the crchestra has changed ;

The wiles of the Frank have been laid bare,

The Frankish glass-blower is bewildered, confused ;

Old state-craft is a cause of shame,

Qf king and sovercign the earth is sick ;

The day ol Capitalism is done,

The juggler has shown his tricks and gone.

The Chinese, long sunk in stupor, are waking up,

Himalayan streams, again, are gushing forth ;

The hearts of Sinal and Faran lie picrced,

To fill his eyes with light,Moses is keen,

But the Muslim, strident in the affirmation of Tawhesd,

Still wears the sacred thread in his heart

His art, law, logic and theology,

Worshippers all of the idals of Ajam ;

Truth in jargon has been lost,

The Ummat® caught in ritual maze ;

The preacher’s phrase may delight the ear,

But of love’s fervour it is completely bare;

Well set in logic his sermon is, .

And bedecked wich the intricacies of idiom.

The Sufi, God’s servant once,

Peerless in love, unmatched in honour,

In the-ideas of 4jam has forgotten himself,

This traveller has got lost in the Stages of the Soul.

I. Meaning the Mualim community,
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Love’s fire is dead, darkness abounds,
A Muslim? No; a heap of ashes is he !

Igbal implores God to revive the spirit of faith among the
Muslims and restore to them the glory of the bygone days. He
begs Him to rekindie the flame of love so that they can attain
to heights that are outside the reach of heavy-footed materialists,
He prays for the pulsation of the heart of Ali and the singleness
of purposc of Abu Bakr to be granted once again to the Muslim
Millet and also the ‘warmth of eagerness’ which is the distine-
tive atrribute of living nations. O Lord !’ he entreats, “Thy
carth and THy beavens are real and Thy Power is eternal.
Share its secret with the Muslin youth also and produce in its
heart the tumult of life. On the Muslim young men bestow
some of my love, anxiety and insight, pull my heat out of the
storm and guide it safely to the shorc.  Reveal to me the mystery
of life and death. Thou, indeed, art the Knower, the Well-
Informed.

# God! Thou hast made my nature a mirrer in which
the spirit of the times is reflected and the image of Divine inspi-
ration is drawn. In my heart the battle between good and evil, .
belief and disbelief, faith and skepticism js perpetually waging.
These are my riches and I implore Thee to distribute this pitiful
fortune, these beggar's chattels, to the youth of Islam which
alone is the rightful heir'to them.”

Pour again the vintage wine, Oh Saqgj,

Let the same cop rotate !

Lend me love’s wings to soar on,

Like a glow-worm cause my dust to fly!
Release intellect from slavery’s bonds,

Make youth instructor to old age.

Your moisture keeps green the Millet’s bough,
From thy breath it draws its life,

Endow our hearts with the power to throb,
With Ali’s passion and Siddig's warmth !
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Pierce cur souls with that same arrow,

In our breasts awaken desire !

Hail, stars of Thy heavens; and hail to those,
Who on earth devote their nights to prayer!
Bestow on the youth the warmth of my heart,
My love and my vision !

Through whirlpools bring safec my boat,
Statonary it has become, set it afloat.

Teach me the secret of death and life,

You in whose sight infinite regions are !
Wakefulness of my tearful eyes ;

The anguish concealed in my hearl,

The tocment of my midnight wail,

Poignancy ol my loncliness in connpany,

My longings and my desires,

My hopes and my quests;

My nature, the mirror which reflects the world,
The pasture where thoughts [ike gazelles wander ;
My heart, life's battleground, in which
Armies of doubt set upon faith’s stcadlastness.
These the world-scorners wealth, by which
Oh Saqi! even in poverty I am rich;

That wealth bestow on my caravau,
Bestow—{or there its place belongs.

Igbal then expounds his philosophy of existence and calls

attention to thé force, changeahility and fundamental unity of life.

Each moment flows the ocean of life,

From all things is manifest the rush of life.
Peace and permanence a mere illusion,

Each atom throbs, pulsates with life.

Caravan of existence never makes a halt,

Every moment the glory of creation is renewed:
Thinkest thou that life is a riddle ?
Nothing'but the passion of flight it is!
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Means of sustenance 16 it is travel,
Movement is truth, halting a delusion,

Lastly, the poet warns the Muslim youth, succumbing as it
is to worldly temptations, (hat sustenance which clips the wings
and robs man of his pride is worst than poison. What makes
wealth desirable is that it enables one (o live with honour other-
wise there is little virtuein being rich. Igbal tries to impress
upon the mninds of Muslim young men the importance of living
with a due regard of one’s character and reputation. He reveals
to them the mysteries of love’s genuflexion which makes a man
indiflferent to all other acis of devotion and prostration and
releases him from every other form of bondage. [He inpstils
into them the love of adventure and urges them on lo [grge
ahead and discover new worlds that lie beyond (he imagination
of the scientists, Tgbal Insists that the transitory world of matter,
with all its charms and inducements, is only the first and, by no
means, the last stage in the journey of the self-knowing.
The restless soul of man has not been created for the wretched
carth. Tt is not man’s real abode, his cherished goal. He can
be the fountainhead of the vniverse but the universe cannot be
his origin. A Muslim is nething if he is not fearless. He should
always be moving forward, providing himself with the wherc-
withal of the journey and demolishing the roadblocks of mate-
rialism that beset his path. Igbal wants him to surmount the
barriers of time and space because when the Aondn realises himsell
the earth ani the heavens become his captive. He begins to rule
over the tiniverse. The material world is not the be-all and end-
all of creaton. Therc are many other worlds, unknown and
undiscovered. The processof ¢reaton is a Continuing one, It
has not come to an end. “The world is waiting for you to take
lead”, says he to the Muslims. “Jt is a continually growing
world, bursting and burgeoning at every instant. It iz a free,
dynamic process, not a static existence. It expands itself in
proportion to the frontiers of your thought and endeavour.
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The vicissitudes of time are meant to give you an opportunity
to discover yourself.  You are the conqueror, the subjugator of
whatever there is between the heavens and the earth. The
angles aspire for the heights which belong to you but you are
such a high-soaring bird thar they can not challenge compari-
‘son with you?’

What is that breath’s tide bot a sword ?

And what is Ego but that sword’s keen edge ?

Ego iy life’s innermost sceret,

The wakefulness of the universe,

Drunk with glory, enamoured of solitude,

All an ecean mewed in a drop of water,

Eccrnity before it, chrhity behind,

No fronters stand belore it, nor at its back.

The bread that takes away Ego’s lustre,

For him who guards his Seifhood is poison,

Honourable alene is the bread for him,

Which keeps the head held high.

Your flame is not [rom this dust-heap,

You are niot from the earth, but the earth from you,

Other worlds exist; unknown, unseen,

The essence of existence is not yet void,

The sum and end of Time’s revolution,

That you should come to know yourself
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LAMENTATION OF ABU JAHL

In the world of fantasy Amr bin Hisham (populacly known
as Abu Jahl'), onc of the stoutest defenders of Ignorance and
most zealous standard-bearers of Arab nationalism, makes a
pilgrimage to Mecca which has now become the nerve-centre of
faith, the citadel of Apostleship and the cradle of Monotheism.
What he sees there in the Harem are not the idols of Lat and
Manat, but earaest devotees of the Lord performing the. circum-
ambulation, celebrating the service and keeping their nights
alive with prayer and supplication. An unending picture of
Ruku® and Sujood®, Taskilt and TahiilS, Tohmid® and Tamjid®
and Zikr® and Ltighfar® meets his eye. There are néither theidols
of Materialism nor the images of Ignorance. Instead of glorifying
HabalM Ugza,' Usaf'® and Neilg’® from its lofty minarets, the

|. The name of an uncle of the l‘rolphet who was one of his moat stubborn
enemies. He was killed in the battle of Badr in AD,, 624,
2. Bowing low.
3. Proatration.
4 Act of praising God.
5. Acknowledging the true God.
6. Hymning.
1. Glorification.
8. Recital of the names, praiges and attributes of God.
9. Repentance. ’
10, L1, 12 and 13. Anciect idolas.of Arabia.
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Mucezzin proclairs the Oneness of God and the Apostleship of
Prophet Mohammad, Human equality and Tslamic fraternity
have taken the place of Pagan pride and tribal vanity. People
now regard mankind to be a single family in which the Arabs
and the non-Arabs are one and equal.  If there is any criterion
of superiority it is piety and moral excellence.

Abu Jahl listens attentively wo the conversation of the Arabs
but not a word of vainglory, personal, tribal or racial, is spo-
ken. He moves among the people and 1s shocked to find that
ne onc looks down upon the other by reason of his origin or
occupation. (On  the other hand, men are flocking round a
black-skinued slave to receive instruction from lim and taking
pride in being his pupils.  Abu Jahl tries his best to discover in,
their religious beliels and moral and social behaviour some trace
of Paganism or a remnant of the era of Ignorance buc is sorely
disappointed. Ultimately the rcalisation is forced upon him
that the marks of the past life have been complecely obliterated
and a new socicty based upen ethical and spiritual values has
come up. The patterns of conduct, the standards of virtue and
the criteria of right and wrong have changed and a revolution
has taken place both 1p inner and outer existence of the Arabs,
Abu Jahl feels deeply hurt at the radical turn of events and in
his despair recites the following verse,

No mare the people that 1 knew, -
No longer the houses I frequented !

‘The chief of the tribe of Makhzum? has beceme a foreigner
in his own country, a stranger in his own home. Fle cannot
recognise his old Mecca of which Lt was once a respectable
citizen. How tremendously has it altered ! He wistfully
remembers the Flouse of Ka®aba, the Auicens, the Black Stone,

1. . TI'ublic crier 1o prayer.

2. Makhzun was the name ol Abu Jahl's wibie and he was its leader.

3. HMateem is the name of thut purden of land in the north of Kafaba which
was left out when Kataba was rebuilt,
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the Well of Zam Zam and the assembly of the Quraish leaders
in which.they used to torment the Muslims. ITas he lost his
way and come to some other place ?

He is haunted by the memory of the days of eld when he
considered the new faith of Mohammad (Peace be upon' whoin)
a threat to Arab nationalissn and te the hegemony of the
Quiraish and held the Islamic way of life to bc a challenge to
Pagan customs and practices,

Abu Jahl believed that honour and superiority were the
- monopoly of the Arabs while all other peoples were mean and
barbaric. He had foreseen the revolutionary consequences of
Islam and knew that if it came out triumphant it would be thn:r
end of all he held dear. He was, thus, inthe forefront in the
defense of Paganism.

As Abu Jahl is Jost in these thoughts his Pagan vanity
asserts itself. IHe hugs the walls of Ka®aba and complains against
the sacred Prophet. “My heart is bleeding and my soul is
wounded”, he says. ‘“Mohamtad has put out the lamp of
Ka“aba and brought its houour to dust. He has razed the palaces
of Caesar and Chosroes, kings and emperors, to the ground and
done away with the old order by declaring : Lo / The earth is
Allah’s.  He givelh 1t for ann inherttence to whom He will’ He has
cast a spell over our younger generalions so that they have turn-
ed against us and-become the ardent admirers of his faith and
personality,  Can there be a greater blasphemy than La [laha
fialiak upon the recitation of which all the deities except One-
God mentioned in history become’ false and fictiteus 7 He
has erased the name of the ancient faith and flung to the winds
the glory of Lat and Manat. How T wish the world tock
vengeance upon him ! Isn’t it strange that he rejects the visible
deities but has sacrificed all chal he had for the invisible one.?
He proclaims the faith in the manifest to be inferior to faith in

1. Al-Qruran: VI1: 128,
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.- , Lirtew .

the unseen. How can: one believe in something that is :not.
present or can not be seen ?  Is it not the height of bigotryand
sclf-delusion to prostrate oneself before the impérceptible ? Can’
proatration before the unseen ever be as satisfying as before the
solid-images of stone ¥
My breast is riven and anguished by this Mohammad,
His breath has put out the burning lamp of the
Ka‘aba ;
He has sung of the destruction of Caesar and
Chosroes,
Hec has stolen away from us cur young men ; '
He is a magician, and magic is in his speech,
These two words La Hah are very unbelief.
So he has rolled up the carpet of our father’s faith,
And has done with our lord gods what he has done.
By his blow lie scattered Lat and Manat, '
Take vengeance upon him, you wide world ;
He bound his heart to the invisible, broke with the
visible;
His incantation has destroyed the present image.
1tis wrong to fix one’s eye on the invisible,
That which not comes into sight, wherever is it ?
It is blindness to make prostration to the invisible,
The new religion is blindness, blindness is remoteness.
To kneel and bend low before an undimensioned God,
‘ Such prayers bring no joy to the worshipp_cr.

Abu Jahl laments that “the religion of Mohammad has’
sounded the death-knell of nationalism. He belongs to the
noble tribe of the Quraish and yet shows respect to the slaves
and treats the rich and the poor, the Arab and the non-Arab;
alike. He even dines with his own slave. Alas ! He did not
realise the worth of the Arabs and made the Persian rustics and
black-skinned slaves their equals. He has brought shame on
the Arab race. I know that he has borrowed the concept of
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cquality from Tran and fallen.to the deception of- Persians like
Salman. His imaginative mind has brought untold -misery on
the Arabs.  This Hashimite young man has himself put an end
to his nobility and his Mamaz has made a simpleton of him.
Can the pedigree of a Persian compare with ours ¥ Can he ever
talk in the bedouin accent or cultivate the Mudhiran' manner of
speech 7 O Arab intellectuals | Arise and destroy the myth of
Mohammad’s inspiration. The Arab nationalism bas got to
come into iis own.”
His faith cuts through the rulership and lineage of
. Quraish,
“And denies the supremacy of the Arahs :
In his eyes the high and the low are the same,
He ate out of the same dish with his slave.
Ignorant of the worth aof the nohle Arabs,
He franternized with the uncouth Ethiopians,
Redskins have been confounded with blackskins,
The honour of tribe and family has heen destroyed.
This equality and [raternity are of Ajam,
I know well that Balman is a Mazdakite ;
‘1 he son of Abdullah?® has been duped by him,
And he has brought disaster upon the Arab people,
Hashim’s progeny has become ¢stranged ene from
another,
The two Rat’als® have utterly hlinded them.
What is Afam stock, compared with the Adnani?,
Can the dumb vic in eloquence with Sahban® ?
1. Audhir waithe namme of 2 famous tribe of the Qnraish,
2. The Prophet’s father was named Abdullah,
8. The Nemaz consists of a number of &yclic parts each ending with two
Sqjdas (touching of the ground with the forehead). These parts are
. known as fiek'ats,
4. Adnan was the cponymous founder ol a large Arab group af 1ribes,

hence legendary ancestor of the Arab people.
A lamous Arab orator,

o
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The eyes of the elect of the Arabs have heen darkened,
Will you not rise up, {ubair! from the dust of tomb,
You who are for us a guide in this desert,

Shatter the spell of the chant of Gabriel.

Turning to the Black Stone Abu Jahl asks why does.it not
support him, To Hubal he says, “O Lord ! Why don’t you
launch an attack on the faithless usurpers and drive them out of
the ancient home ?  Advance with your companions or send a
sandstorm to destroy them.” O Lat and Manat,” Abu Jahl
goes on with his mournful beseeching, “Do not depart from
our land, and, if you must, at least do not desert our hearts.
Stay for a while so that I may see you to my heart’s content.”

Tell again, you Black Stone, now tell again,

Tell again what we have suffered from Mohammad ;
Hubal, thou who acceptest the prayers of thy servants,
Seize back thy home from the irreilgious ones,
Expost their flock to the wild wolves,

Make their dates bitter on the palm-tree ;

Let loose a burning wind on the air of the descrt,

As if they were stumnps of fallen down palm-trees.

O Manat, O Lat, go not forth from this abode,

Qr if you must, go not from our hearts ;

You who have forever a lodging in our eyes,

Tarry a lictle, if you intend to depart from me.

I. ‘T'he nawme ol & celubrated pre-Islamic Arab pued
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ECHO OF PAGANISM

IMaviug sung of every coneceivable subject on this sublunary
planct, in Faved Nema (The Song of Eternity)}, Igbal sears to
other planets and visits the Valley of Venus which he deseribes
as the abode of the ancient gods whom prople used to worship
during the days of Pagamism. They carved their images and
bruilt shrines and tabernacles in their name. The influence of
these dellies was not restricted to helief and faith but had alse
permeated through poetry and literature.

The tdels of all the Pagan deities, of Sun, Moon and Mer-
cury, of the gods of Ugypt and Yemen and the Lords of Iraq
and Arabia and of the goddesses of union and separation were
present in the valley. Their forms were different, bearing witness
1o the sculptural skill of various peoples and communities. Ifone
of them was holding o naked sword in its hand the other was
wearing a snake round its neck, DBut whatever the divergences
of [orra and shape the loner state of all of then was identical.
They were overwhelmed with the fear of the ‘Inspiration of
Mohminmad’ that had led the mankind to revolt against their
divinity and build up a new world on the basis of the Oneness
of Godl.

When Mardukb carried the news ol the poet’s unexpected
pilgrimage to Alha he was overjoyed. Believing it to be a
happy augury for the gods and goddesses, Mardukh exclaimed,
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“Congratulations to you! Man, again, has turned his hack
upon Allah and is returning to us. Having rejected the divine
faiths he is coming back to anclent mythology and folklore. It,
surely, is a ray of hope that has appeared after a long time in
our desolate place and a wind of good cheer that has risen
from the enslaved earth.”

"Mardukh said : ‘Man has fled from God,

Fled from Church and Harem, lamenting ;

And to augment his vision and perception,

Turns his gaze backwards, to the past age.

Time has-urned a new leaf,

A favourable wind is rising from yonder earth.’

Baal, the god of the Phoenicians and the Canaanites, was
the first to greet the poet. He began to dance with joy.

“Man searched the skies,” he said, “but could not find a
trace of God there teo. It shows that the Divine faith he
hoasts of is 2 myth., Religion is an idea that goes as quickly as
it comes. It is like a wave, now rising, now subsiding. Man
cannot attain self-fulfilment without a visible deity. Glory be
to the Westerner who understood clearly the mentality of the
East and revived us through the channels of study and research.
Do not allow the golden opportunity to slip out of your hands
which the Westlern statesmen have rade available. Lven the
descendants of Ibrahim (Abraham} have forgotten the creed of
Monotheism: and consigned the covenant of eternity to oblivion.
They have lost the joy of believing and, in the company of the
Franks, cast to the winds all that they possessed including the
faith brought to them by archangel Gabriel,”

Man has rent asunder the azure roof,

And, beyend the sky, seen no God.

What is there in man’s heart bul thougls,
Like the waves, this rising and that subsiding ?
1Tis soul finds peace in the manifest,

Woeuld that the past age might return !
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Long live the Frank, the knower of the East,
Whao has made us risc from the tomb ]

Behold, the ring of Unity is broken,
Abraham’s progeny has lost the joy of dlast! ;
Freehorn Momin bas fallen into the bonds of

" directions,
Joined up with fatheriand 2nd parted from God;
His blood is frozen of the glory of the idolaters,
The old man of the Harem has tied the sacred thread.
Ancient gods, our time has come |

Hubal, in the same way, held forth : “The frecborn Momin
who cared nothing for the distinctions of race, geography and
nationality and knew not anyone save God, the Creator of the’
Worlds, now not only loves the homeland but even worships it
and fights for it while he does not devote a morment to Divine
remembrance.”’

“Today the whole World of Islam is caught in the web of
Western thought and even its religious leadershave become the
imitators of the West. For us the Ume is most favourable o
act. We ought to take delight in the defear of the Islamic
faith, Nationalism, ultimacely, bas triumphed aud a thousand
storms of Abu Lahab are raging to blow out the lamp of
Mohammad, It is true we. still hear the sound of fa [laha
Ilaitah but only from the lips. It does not spring from the
Learts and what is not rooted in the heart does not remain for
long also on the lips. The magic of the West has once again
plunged the world inta darkness and ejected religion. These
disciples of ours are doing excellent work. They have renounc-
cd the world and faken refuge in caves and forests. We had
reieased our followers from the dutics of worship and obedience

1. ‘The day primordial’. Literally it means #m { not? as described in the
Quran : VII, 171
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and allowed them complete freedom fromn restraint. We had
given them singing and clapping 1a the place of solemn venera-
tion and sanctified dancing and music. We did not believe in
the dull and monotonous Namaz which was bereflt of music.
Our influcnce s still felt among men whao like the visible idols
better than the invisible God.”

The days of joy have returned to the world,

Religion” has been routed by country and lineage:

What fear is there now from the lamp of Mustafa,

Secing that a hundred Ba Lahabs blow it out ?

Though the sound of La Ilah comes still,

What goes out of the heart how on the lips can

remain ?
Ahriman' has revived the magic of the West,.
The day of Yazdan® is pale with the fear of the night,

Band of religion from his neck must be loosed,

Qur slave was ever a {ree bondmen ;

Since the ANamaz is heavy for him, _

We scek only one Rok'at, and that wathout prostraton.
Passions are aroused by songs,

What pleasure is there in prayers without music ?
Better than God who remains cut of sight,

Is the deinon that makes itseil visible,

Ancient gods, our time has come 1

I & 2. Ahriman was the god of evil and Yazdan the god ol good ameng the

ancient franiuns.
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WITH JAMALUDDIN AFGHAN!

On his intellectual and spiritual journey, in the company
of the Sage of Rum, Igbal encounters some of .the personalities:
of the past who had played a leading part in. the history of
Tslam, particularly in its later period. He is then transported
to a valley that has never known the conquest of man. It
abounds ia natural scenery—‘a world of mountains and plains,
seas and dry land’. Igbal wonders how a place as fair as that-
could remain free from the effects of civilisation.

Igbal is deeply impressed by theidyllic sorroundings. In
the. mcantime, he hears the sound of Azen coming from a
distance ancd looks at Maulana Rum in wondrous excitement.
The Maulana reassures him that it was the valley of the Friends .
of Allah with which they, ton, had a close association for it was
there that Adam had stayed for a few days after being com-
manded to leave Heaven and those expanses had felt the
burning of his sighs and heard his lamentations of the hour of
dawn. Only plous inen, such as, Fudail, Bu Sa‘id and Junaid
and Bayazid could dare make the pilgrimage to it; Maulana
Rum invites Ighal to offer’ the prayer of love of which they had
remained denied in the material world. .

They move on and see two men engaged in praycr, one ol'
whom is an Afghan (Jamaluddin Afghani)' and the other a

. Jamaluddin Afghani (183B-1807) was one of the leading figures in the
19th Cenuiry revivalist movement and a pioneer ef Islamic unity.
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Turk (Sa%d Halim Pasha) . The Sage of Rum tells iqbal that
no Eastern mother nad borne a nobler son than any of the twao.
Both of them had relentlessly steiven for the emancipation of
- the East, particularly Jamaluddin Afghani whoe had infused a
new life into ity dead body. Sa‘d Halim Pasha was a man aof
great vision and earnestness whose mind was as luminovs as his
soul was restless. Two Ruk’ats of Namaz offered behind them
were more valuable than life-long devotions,

Jamaluddin Afghani recites the Swra® of dn-Najm® (The
Star) and a wave of ardour and excitement runs through the
place. The appropriateness of the Swra, the fullness of the
heart of the reciter and the beauty and sublimity of the Quran
produce an atmosphere of rare feeling and intensity. Were
Abraham and Gabriel to hear the soulful recitation they would
be moved to ecstasy. The recitation of the vigorous leader
could have made the cry of No God but God rise. from the graves
and bestowed ardour and ecstasy on David. Every mystery is
revealed by the recital and the Heavenly Archetype stands
unveiled. :

After the Namag is over,Igbal kisses the hand of the leader
in all humility and Maulana Rum introduces the poet as a
restless soul, a tireless travelier and an obdurate dreamer. He
calls bim Zinda Rud {\he Living River).

Afghani enquires from hin about the state of the world and
of the Muslims. Igbal replies, “Q my master! The Muslim
community that had been raised up for the conquest of the
world is caught in thé tangle of ‘religion and country. The
strength of conviction has departed from it and it has begun to
lose faith even in the universality of Islam. Consequently, it is

I. Sa’id Halim Pasha {i838-1914) was a prominent Ottoman statasman,
2. Meaning a Chapter of the Quran.
3. LIII Chapter of the Quran.



WITH JAMALUDDIN AFGHANI 183

leaning more and more on nationalisim for support.  The Turks
and the Iranians are, intoxicated with the West; They have
walked iato its trap. On the other hand, Communism- is
playing havoc with the honour and dignity of the Ailles.”
The spirit is dead in the body through weakness of
faith,
1t has despaired of the strength of the manifest religion ;
Turk, Persian, Arab intoxicated with Europe,
And ia the throat of each the fish-hook of Europe ;
The East laid waste by the West’s Imperialism,
Communism has taken the lustre from réligion and
community,

Deeply hurt, as Jamaluddin Afghani is, by what the poet
tells, he listens to him altentively. In the end, he remarks,
“The deceiver of the Woest has taught the lesson of Nationalism
to the Bast. On his own part, he is always on the look out for
new dominions but wants to keep you permanently divided.
You must, therefore, come out of its prison-house and play a
universal role. The Muslim should regard every country his
home. If you are prudent you will rise above the ‘world of
brick and stone’. Islam breaks the shackles of materialiam and
teaches self-awareness. THe who realises God even the upiverse
cannot contain him. Woeeds comne out of the dust and return to
it,but with mankind it is different, Man is made of clay but
his soul is celestial. His external exislence is inclined towards
the earth but inwardly he belongs te another world. The soul
is ill at ease with material limitations. It is vnaccustomed to
restraints and restrictions. When ‘it is shut in the cage of
MNationalism it feels stifled. Falcons do not like (o live in nests,
what to speak of cages.

““The handful of dust we call couniry and to which we
give the name of Egypt, Syria or Irag has, undoubtedly, a clairp
on us but it does not mean that we should confine ourselves to it
and cease to look across its frontiers.  The sun rises in the East
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but its rays fall on the Fast and the West alike. Tt knows no
bounds though its rising and setting is governed by the laws of
time and space.”
What is religion? To rise up from the face of the dust,
So that the soul may hecome aware of itsell'!
He who has said God is He is not contained,
Within the confines of the order of four dimensions,
The bedy says: ‘Ge into the dust of the roadway’,
The soul says: 'Loock vpen the expanse of the
universe’ !
Man of reason, soul is not contained in life’s limits,
The free man is a stranger to every fetter and chain.
Though it is in the Bast that the sun rises, :
Showing itself bold and bright, without a veil ;
Its nature is innccent of bath East and West,
Though by relationship, true, it is an Easterner.

Afghani, further, says that “Communisin is a figment of the
Jew’s imagination who mixed up truth with falsehood and whose
mind was steeped in infidelity though his heart believed. Itis
a tragedy of the West that having lost sight of transcendental
truths it is trying to seek them out in matter and stomach. The
vitality of the squl is not dependent on the bedy,but Communism
does not go heyond the belly and womb,»

"“The creed of Karl Marx is founded upon the equality of
stomachs while the roots of the brotherhood of man lie in love,
fellow-feeling and compassion and not in physical equality.”

The Westerners have lost the track of the heavens,
They go hunting for the pure soul in the body.
The pure soul takes not colour and scent from the
boedy,
And Communism has nothing to do save with the
body.
The religion of that apostle who knew not truth,
~Is founded upon equality of the belly ;
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The abode of fraternity being in the heart,
Its roats are in the heart, ot in water and clay.

About Capitalism Afghant observes that “howcver attrac-
tive it may scein its heart 15 dark, soul enervated and conscience
dead. Like the honey-bee it flits from flower to flower, sucking
the nectar. The freshness of the flowers, apparently, suffers no
loss but they,actualiy,dic and litde is left o choose between
them and the paper-flowers.  Likewise, Capitalism preys upon
nations and individuals and reduces them to skeletons. Greed,
godlessness and inhumanity arc common to Communism acd
Capitalisw. If life in Communism is Kkureof (production) in
Capitalism it 1s Ahirgf (taxation), and between these two stones
the soul of man is caught like a glass. Communism is the encmy
of faith and knowledge while Capitalism is the eneiny of huma-
nity. Materialism -is the article of faith with both of them.
Their exterior is faultless and immaculate but the intedor is
guilty and reprehensible.”

The soul of both of them is impatient, restless,

Both of them know not God, and deceive mankind.

One lives by .production, the other by taxation,

And between the  two stones man is canght Like a
glass.

The one puts to flight science, religion, art,

The other rabs the body of soul, the hand of bread.

I have seen them both drowned in water and clay,

Both bodily bright, both utterly dark of heart.

Life means a passionate burping, an urge to make,

To cast in the dead clay the seed of a heart,

Afghani complains that the conduct of the Muslims does
not conform to the teachings of the Quran., Confusion and
discord have set in among them and their attachment to the
Prophet 1s a thing of the past. Today,the Muslims do not
mould their iadividual and collective existence according to
Quranic guidance with the result that both materially and
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spiritually they are backward. They destroyed the despotic
order of Caesar and Chosroes,but have themselves become the
upholders of monarchy and patrens of un-Islamic statecraft.
In his heart there is no burning fire,
Mustafa no longer Hves in his breast ;
The Aomin has not caten the froit of the Quran,
In his cup I saw ncither wine nor dregs.
"He broke the magic spelf of Caesar and Chosroes,
And himself sat on the imperial throne.

To the Russians Afghani sends the message that since, like
the Muslims, they,too,have destroyed the order of Caesar and
Chogroes, they should learn from their example and remain
steadfast in the battde of bfe. After breaking the idols of
monarchy and nationalisim they should not even think of them.
The world, today, needs a community which may be a bearer of
glad tidings as well as a warner, stern as well as mild, severe as
well as bencvolent. The Russians should imbibe religiousness
and spirituality from the East as the West has grown inwardly
bankrupt. Now that they have completed thestage of ‘negation’
they must march ooward Lo "but’ so that the goal of living affir-
mation may be reached. If they are really keen to establish a
world order they should first provide themselves with a solid
foundation which faith alone cae furnish. Having expunged
cach and every line of humbug znd superstition they ought to
study the Quran verse by verse. They will then realise how
the Quran is opposed to imperial rule and.exploitation, It is
the sentence of death for Capitalism and succour for the slave,
the worker and the downtradden. It enjoins the spending of
wealth that may be in excess of one’s needs on the poor and the
ncedy. It prohibits usury and sanctions commerce. It exhorts
people to deeds of monetary good-doing like (arz-i-flasna' and

-J. Money lent without inlerest and repaid alL the convedience of the
borrower.
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Sadga-i-Jariya'. Ts usury not at the root of all the jlls of the
world? The Quran holds that the land belongs to God. Man
can put it to his use but he is not the real owner, His position
is that of a trustee. dAnd spend of that whereof He hath made you
trustees®.  Kings and sovereigns have lowered the banner of know-
ledge and used mankind selfishly. The Quran gives the call of
truth and justice and declarcs the carth to be a vast table-spread
for the whele of the human race. It holds that all men make a
single family. Your sreation and your raising are only as (the creation
and the raising of) a single soul’.  Fence, when the Quranic king-
dom tvas established the extremist inonks and hermits went into .
hiding and the magic spell of the Church was broken. The
Quran is much more than a book, It reconstructs mankind. It
creates a new man, and, through him, a new world. It is the
living gospel of guidance and felicity. It is the pulsation of the
heart of the universe and the refuge of humanity. The destinies
ol the ast and the West are bound up with it. You have laid
down a new law znd enforced a new constitution. It is now
essential that you looked at the world from the viewpoint of the
Quran so that the reality of things was revealed to you.

Whe gave the ‘lumincus hand’ to the black man?

Who gave the good news of no Caesar, no Chosroes?

Without the Quran the lion is a wolf,

The Fugr of the Quran is the root of kingship.

The Fagr of the (suran is the mingling of meditation

and reason,

Without meditation I never saw reason mature.

What is the Quran ? Sentence of death {or the master,

Succour for the slave without food and wherewithal. -

1. An act of charity whichis of lasting benefit.
2. LVIL: T
3. MXNXI: 28
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Ivis lawful to draw one’s sustenance from the ¢arth—
This is man’s wherewithal, the property of God.

When the Quran’s design descended into the world,
Tt.shattered the images of priest and pope;

1 spcak openly what is hidden in my heart—

This is not a book, it is something other !

When it has entered the soul, the soul becomes different,
When the soul has been changed, the world is changed,
Like God, it is,at once,hidden and manifest,

Living and enduring and, of course, speaking.

In it are destinies of Fast and West,

Produces the swiftness of thought like lightoing, -

It told the Muaslim, ‘Put your life in your hands;

Give whatever you possess beyond your needs’.
You have created a new law and constitution,
Look around a little in the light of the Quran;
Life's heights and depths you will come to knaw,
And you will understand the destiny of existence.
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AT THE DOOR-STEP OF THE PROPHET

Love for the Prophet and yearning for Medina were the
ruling passions of Igbal’s life. His poems are full of glowing
references to them., During the last phase of his life this tender
yet all encompassing devotion had become so intense that he
was moved totears at the very mention of the name of Medina.
As things would have it, be could not make the pilgrimage to
the blessed city with his frail frame but spiritually he was there
all the time.

Igbal speaks of the holy Prophet in a thousand ways in his
verses. Over and over again,he pays to him the tribute of
love and while beseeching him draws a poignant picture of the
Muslim Miler. On such occasions his poctic genius attains the
finest state of development and fountains of thought and emo-
tion spring into life. The truths he had discreetly held back
begin to unfold themasclves freely and without constraint.

In a word could the world of desire be told, but

To stay in his presence I prolonged the story.
Some of Igbal’s most stirring poems have heen written on
-the theme of love for the Prophet, displaying a rare beauty of
diction and richness of iliuscration. In every line the poet
poet makes us feel that he has something to say which is not

only worth saying, but is also fitted to give us pleasure:
. In the verses we are going to reproduce the poet under-
takes an imaginary journey to Arabia, to the twin cities of
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Mecca and Medina, Tn cager expectation he presses on. The
sand under his feet appears to him to be sefter than silk ; every
particle of itseemns to have turned intoa heart, heating, throbbing
and pulsating. To the camel-driver he tells to be mindful of
these tiny hearts and move slowly,

Blessed be the desert whose evenings cheerful as the

dawn,

Whose nights are short and days exalted ;

Tread softly, O traveller ! Softly still,

Each particle here is afflicted like us.

The song of the Hadi-Khwan' intcnsifies his rcxtlcssncss, the
wounds of his heart re-open and verses of lreath-taking
elegance begin to take shape spontancously,

In the same mood of elevation Igbal betakes himself to
the Mowajaka® of the holy Prophet and sends respectful Durood
{benedictien) and Salem (salutation) to him. The tongue of
love becomes the spokesman of the heart and taking advantage
of the precious moments the poet unburdens himsell of his feel-
ings and relieves his mind by speaking of the woes and worries
of the Muslims. He complains of the utter helplessness of the
Islamic Waoarld, its shameful capitulation to the Wcstt_:'m Civili-
zation and the utter disregard of his message by his own
people.

Igbal has given the title of Armughan-i-Hejaz (The Gift of
Arabia) to the collection of these verses, and, to be sure, itisa
most valuable offering for the entire World of Tslam, an incénse-
breathing draft of the morning breeze from Hejaz,

Musk-laden is the zephyr today,
Beloved’s iresses; haply, are looséned in wind’s
direction.

1. The song-ieader of the carnvan.
2. The place in the Prophet's Moique at Medina where cme. uands ‘face-to-

face’ with him..
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Iqbal made this spiritual journey when he was more than
sixty years old and broken down in health, At that age people,
generally,like to retire from active life. But if the poct still
embarked upon the arduous undertaking it was only in response
to the call of love and in fulfilment of the high aim of his
life.

Despite old age I took the way to Yathrid!,
Singing with the ecstasy of love ;

Like the bird which in the evening,
Spreads its wings eagerly for the nest.

He asks if in the evening of life he decided to go to Medina,
which was the true dwelling-place of the soul and the real
abode of the Momin, what was strange in it ?  Just as the hirds
at sunset fly back to their nests, his spirit, too, was restless to
return to the place to which it actually belonged.

As Igbal’s camel gathersspeed he tells it to go slow as the
rider is week and infirm buc it pays no heed and continues to
trot joyously asif it is not the desert but a silken carpet has
been spread lor it, .

At morn I told the camel to take it easy,
For the rider 15 0ld and sick;

But it goes on merrily as if,

The sand under its hooves is silk.

The caravan presses on with its offerings of Duread and Salam
and, in that entrancing atmosphere, Igbal wishes to perform the
genuflexion of love on the burning sands that would leave a
permanent mark on his forehead and exborts his companions
to do the same. '

Blessed is the desert in which the caravans,
Recite the Durood as they press forward ;
Carry out on its hot sands the prostration,
That burns the forehead and leaves its mark.

I. Madina.
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Igbal begins to sing verses from Jragi' and Fami® and it sets
the peopie wondering in what language the lines were which
were filling their hearts with agony and making them forget
hunger and thirst even though they did not understand their
meaning.

Tell caravan-leader, who the non-Arab is?

His song is not of Arabia ;

But the tune is refreshing to the heart,

So that one could live in the desert without water.

Igbal rejoices in the hardships of the journey,and exhaus-
tion and loss of sleep are a source of comfort to him. The way
is not long and tiring for him and he has no desire to reach his
destination quickly. On the contrary, he begs the camel-driver
to take an even longer route so that the period of waiting s ex-
tended.

Let the traveller’s suffering be more delightful,
And his lamentation even more frenzied ;
Take a long’er.routc thou camel-driver,

And make the fire of separatipn burn stronger.

The poet, thus, completes the journey and arrives at
Medina. To his travelling companion he says, “We both are
the prisoners of the same ringlet. ‘The opportunity has, at last,
come tc us to fulfil our heart’s desire and spread our éyelashes
at the fect of the beloved. Tet us lift restrictions from our eyes
and allow the storm that is brewing in them to have a full
play.” "

Come, O friend, let us weep together,

We both are victims of beauty’s aureole;

Give a frec rein to what lies buried in the heart,
And rub our eyes at Master's feet.

1 & 2. Two fomous Persian poets whose poems‘in praise of the Prophet are
highly popular among Muslims,
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Igbal marvels at his fate that such a hoon has been conlerred
upon him and a worthless beggar like him favoured wilh pre-
sence in the magnificent durbar to which kings and savanis
fail to gain admission.

The worth of the wise men was rated low,

And to simpleton a rapirous glimpse was granted ;
How blessed, indeed, and how fortunate,

The sovereign’s door for the beggar was opened ;

Even in that hoor of supreme bliss Igbal does not torget
the Muslims, specially of India. He relates their pitiful state”
with the full force of his eloquence. .

The Muslim, that beggar with the air of kings,
Smoke of the sigh from his bosom has fled ;
He weeps,but why ? He does not know,

A glance at him, O Apostle of Allah,

He feels that the tragedy with the Muslims is that they
have fallen from a great height and the higher the place from
where one falls the more is cne hurt.

Of the afllicted beggar what o tell,
The Muslimm of noble descent ;
God bless the brave, hardy man,
From a high terrace he has fallen!

The Muslims are disunited and leaderless. “'his is the
main cause of their misery. They are a collection of individuals
with no unanimity of action or attitude.

The blue sky is still unkind,

Aimlcﬁsly the caravan wends its way ;

QOf their disunity what to speak,

You know the Muslims are without a leader.

The blood of the Muslims has run cold and they Lave
ceased to throw up men of outstanding stature which was once
their speciality. Since long their scabbard has been lying empty
and the ‘withered garden’ of the Muslim community bas lost
the capacity 1o send forth new blossoms.
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His blood that heat possesses no more,

In his garden the tulips have ceased to grow ;
His seabbard as empty as his purse,

The Book laid on the shelf in his desolate home.

Ighal grieves at the metamorphosis that has come over the
Muslims. The joy of seeking has deserted their hearts and they
have become slothful and ecase-loving. Their ears have got
accustomed to soft music and the call of the men of freedom
makes no impression on them.

His heart he made a captive of hue and scent,

And emptied it of desire and yearning ;

The loud cry of the falcon they seldom hear,
Whose cars get used to mosquite’s humming sound.

In the cyes of the Muslim, there is neither the light of
faith nor the intoxication of Jove. His heart does not beat any
longer for ‘someone’, nor is his bosom tenanted by ‘anyone’s’
remembrance. He is far removed from the state of ‘nearness’
and very much away from the ‘desired goal’.

In his eye neither light nor joy,
Nor the heart in his bosom restless ;
God help the Millet whose death,
Is from soul devoid of presence.

Igbal compares the present condition of the Muslims with
their glorious past and complains reverentially to God that
those whom He had brought up on fruit and honéy are now
going from door to door and secking sustenance in arid lands.

Ask me not his condition, '

The carth is as mean to him as the sky ;

The bird Thou hast brought up on fruit,

For it the quest of grain in the desert is unbearable.

The poet then speaks of the storm of atheism that is moving
fast towards the World of Islam. As a scholar of _philosoph’f
and cconomics he knows that godlessness is making its way into
the Muslim World through materialism, spirit.u_al. vacuum and

.
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frigidity of the heart. The extravagant ways of living are
adding fuel to the fire. Igbal believes that the mounting
challenge of atheism can be met with love and righteousness.
.If anything can bcat back the threat,it is the pattern of life
Abu Bakr Siddiq had set. He desires for Muslims the design of
living that is comprehcensive of all the aspects of existence. The
whole world will then be obliged to treat them with respect.

JIrreligiousness has shaken the world,

From the attributes of body they deduce about soul ;

Out of the Fagr Thou bestowed on Siddiq,

Produce restlessness for this lover of ease,

The real cause of the degradation of Muslims is not poverty
ut the extinclion of the flame of love that once used to burn in
their hearts. When these beggars used to bow before nobody
except God the collar of the kings wasin their hanc_ls,‘b‘ut as the
inner fire died out in them they took refuge in shrines and
monasteries. _

The beggars till they mustered in the mosque,

They tore the collar of the kings;

Buty when the fire within them died,

The Muslims sought shelter ia the shrines. )

Igbal looks carefully into the record of the Muslims- and
discovers enough in it to fill bim with shame. Their conduct
has nothing to do with the teachings of the. Prophet and the
precepts of Islam. Such glaring instances of polytheistic
deportment, wo'rship of non-Ged and insincere praise of tyran-
nical rulers meet the eye that no self—rcspcchng man can.remain
without being overcome with a sense. of guilt. Sorrowfuﬂy, he
admits that with these limits of debasement the Muslims are

“clearly unworthy of Ged and have no right to be a.s.socmtcd
with Him.

No one but ourselves I have to blamc, :

We proved: not worthy of Thy Grace.. B

The World of Islam has grown sierile md bnnk:rupt Thq-
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ewers of Sufi-lodges are.empty and the semminaries have become
hollow and imitative. .They simply are following the beaten
wrack. Poetry and literature show no signs of life.

Ewers of Sufi-lodges contain no wine,

The scminary follows the beaten track ;

From the assembly of poets T rose dejected,

'Melody from the reed comes out dead.

The poet says -that he went round the Islamic. World but .
gowhere did he find . the fcarless, undauntcd Muslim of whom
: dcath itself was afraid. :

1 flew with the wings you gave me,
“And burnt myseclf with the fire of my song ;
" The Muslim that made death tremble with fear,
I searched in the world but did not find.
Analysmg the causes of the frustration and waywardness of
. the Muslims Igbal remarks that be it an Individual or a com-
_munity,if it possesses the heart but does not have the loved one it,
<ig;bound to be devoid of peace; its encrgies are wasted and its
vendeavours lack cohesion. '
I " One night before God I wailed,
Down in the world why Muslims are ?
" Came the reply : “Dadn’t you know,
'I‘hls community possesses the heart but not the
: . beloved ?”
All the drcary._ circumstances notwithstanding Igbal is not
despondent.  He has oeither iost hope in the Muslims nor
* despaired of the mercy of God. On the other hand, he is
severely critical of the prophets of doom and of thosc who rely
'thoughtlusly upon others and look at cvcrythmg through their
. éyes.  With profound angunsh he obscrvcs that the custodians
- &f I;hc Harem have become the keepers' of the 1dol—tcmpic, their
| I'alt_h has lost its vitality - and their vision is not their own.
- Custodian of the Harem is idol-hall’s architect,
* His faith is dead and cyes not his own
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.

From his look it is plain,
He has lost all hepe in the possibility of good.

Though the Muslims are weak and helpless they are more
highminded than the kings. If their due place is given to them
for a time fheir world-illumining charm can turn into ali-
conquering strength.

Though the Muslim is without corps and battalions,
His soul is the soul of a king ;
If he gets his rightful place again,
His charm is overwhelming.
- Grieving over the injustice and callousness ‘of the times
Iqbal says '

" Qccasionally I go and occasionally rise,
VWhat blood do I shed without a sword !
Cast a loving glance from the terrace,
I am up in arms against my Age.

His whole life was spent in struggle against the modern
times. He exposed the brutish materialism of the Western
Civilisation and rejected it out of hand. He was a real bene-
factor of the growing generations. He was a rebel as well asa
reformer, a revolulionary as well as redeemer.

Like Rumi I gave my dzan in the Harem,

Front him I learnt mysteries of the Sell’;

He during the mischief of the bygone days was born,
And I during the mischief of the present times.

Tlhe poct speaks with pride of his revelt against the modern
educational system and tclls how he managed to preserve lis
faith and individuality in the midst of trials and temptations.
In the fire of Western thought he claims to have displayed the
supreme indifference of Hazrat 1brahim (Abraham).

The spell of modern education I broke,

I picked the grain and left the net alone;
God knows how in the manner of Ibrahim,
I sat in it [ire casy in mind.
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Igbal regards his stay in Furope to have been, on the
whole, barren and unproductive.  Dry books, vain philesgphical
disputations, alluring beauty and p]ca.sing sights were all that
there was to remember. If he gained anything from it it was
self-abandoninent that nearly deprived him of Selfhood.

I gave my heart to Frankish idols,

In the heat of temple-divellers I melied ;
"Such a stranger I became in my own eyes,
That when 1 saw myself I could not recognise.

Even now when he recalls the dull and dreary time he
spent in the West he feels sad and frustrated. He bemoans
that the tavern of Europe gave him nothing but headache. He
never had a more depressing experience than what he under-
went in the company of Western intellectuals.

I imibibed wine in the alehouse of the West,
And with my life I purchased headache ;

I sat in the company of wise men of Europe,
And never had spent a more unprofitable time.

Iqbal, then, humbly addresses these words to the Prophiet :
“I have been brought up on thy loving glance. The fine
arguments and weighty discussions of men of learning make me
sick, I am a petitioner at your door, a beggar of your street.
Why should I dash my hcad against the doorstep of anyone
clse??

I am a beggar and from you I ask what T do,

In my wretched body 1T want a mountain-hewing

heart;

Philosophical discourses give me pain in the head,

For I have been brought up on your loving glance.
The poet turns his attention to Muslim theological doctors,.
the Ulema, who are supposed to be the custodiaus of religicus
knowledge and expresses digust at their intellectual sterility,
pedantic affectation and fondness for hackneyed expressions.
Their Arabian desert possesses neither the spring of Jam Zam nor
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the House of Ka®aba while the real worth of the desert of Arabia
lies in the two Landmarks of Allah, Without them ,who would
care for its blistering sands and mute hills ? How emply-handed
the theologians are who command a large fund of knowledge
and a fluent tongue bul whose eye does not comtain a tear of
love and heart is devold of a throb and wko have received anly
heat and harduess from the sacred land aud not coolness and
moisture ! '

The heart of Mulla' is innocent of grief,

His eye 1s seeing,but not moist ;

I ruse from the seminary because,

In his Arabian desert no Zom Zam gushes.

Igbal confesses that once he relied upon the non-God and
in punishment was flung down from his place two hundred times.
This is the staie where neither the stréngth of arm avails nor the
resourcefulness of mind, Only the Divine Will prevails and even
a minor aberration can be one’s undeing.

I placed my heart in nobody’s hand,

Myself the knots I unravelled ;

Upon other than God I once relied,

And fell down from iny station two hundred times.,

In these heartless, hypocritical times which recognisc only
the law of gain and ecxpediency and in which man has become
a cog in the wheel what can Iqgbal do except eating his heart
out and brooding over the gloomy turn of events ? '-

My eye is indifferent to what T Set.:,
The heart is melting in inner fire ;

Me, and the soulless, unfeeling times,
What an enigma it really is? Tell tne !

Ighal is oppressed by a feeling of loneliness. In the wide
world he is without a friend and* sympathiser.  He is his own

1. Mullz is the sell-styled priest of Islam which, az = religion, recognises no
prieathood,
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consoler and comforter.
In the East and the West I am a stranger,
Friendless and forlorn, tio confidant have I ;
I relate my sorrow to my own heart,
How innccently loneliness do T cheat.

No one listens to him nor cares to taste the fruits of his
kaowledge. His verses in which he strikes the chords of the
unknown f{all on deafl ears. They regard him to be a reciter of
love lyrics and not a revealer of reality.

They understand not the secret I reveal,
Nor eat the fruit of my tree;

Q leader of nations | T seek justice from you,
They lock upon me as a reciter of Ghazel,

The command of the holy Prophet is that he should carry
the message of life and eternity to mankind but the unknowing
friends want him to compose chronograms like an ordinary

_rhymester. _
You command me to sing-of eternity,
And impart to dead the message of life ;
But these unknowing men demand,
That T record in verses the dates of the death of this
man and that,

Igbal complains of the indifference of his people to the
knowledge and message which is the essence of his poetry. e
displayed all of his goods in the market place but there were no
buyers. He wanted to make thc offering of his beart but no
nne was willing to accept it.

I’ve placed my heart on the palm but there were nio
takers,

I possess the merchandise but where’s the plunderer ?

Come and make my bosom your home,

Because no Muslim is lonelier than me, _

In the end, Igbal speaks to Ibn-i-Saud of Arabia but what
he tells him is really meant for all the rulers of the Muslim
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World, He warns King Saud against placing reliance on the
foreigners and advises him not te trust anyone except Géd and
- himself. “If the rope is yours,” says he, “you can_pitch the’

tent wherever you like. DBut you will have no freedom of

movement if it is a2 borrewed one.  Try to know yourself, You
accupy such a privileged position on the carth that your even-
ifg is more lustrous than the morning of others”

Your station in the arid desert is such,

That like the moon vour evening shines as mirror ;

Pitch your tent wherever you want,

To horrow rope from others is forbiddden,
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COMPLAINT AND PRAYER

Igbal was a true Believer. His faith in Islam was unboun-
ded. With him it was the well-spring of strength and the para-
mount mark of distinction in the world. A vast fund of know-
ledge was of no value before a simple, unsophisticated faith.
In one of his verses he says that the ascetic possesses nothing
save an undying faith in La-Haha-fllelah and the affirmation of
its plain import while the preachers and legists have accumulated
a pile of explanations and commentaries but they have no idea
of its fundamental significance. These Qaruns’, as he prefers to
call them, have the wealth but not the heart to make use of it,

The Dervish® possesses nought but the two words of
La ligh,
The legist of town is the Qarun of Arabic lexicon.
Devotion to the Prophet aud loyalty to his message were
more precious to Igbal than life. He held that to turn tg any-
“other source for instruction and enlightenment was derogatory
“to the spirit of Jove and self-respect.
O master, keep an eye on the honour of your beggar :
‘Who refuses to fill his cup Grom a.myonc clsc’s stream.

I Same 23 Korah, proverbial for bis wealth and avarice.
.2, Awsetic, ’ .
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Once, during the ultimaie period of his life, Ighal was
staying at Bhopal, mainly for medical treatment, as hehad been
constantly ill since 1934, Despite decadent physical strength
his intellect remained as keen as ever and the woeful state of
Mouslims never ceased to gnaw at his heart. Moved by the
moral and spiritual degencration of his co-religionists, the dearth
of truly Islamic personalilies among them and the infatuation
of the growing gencrations for the Western Civilisation and
their indifference towards their own values and ideals he wrote
an inspiring poem on April 13, 1936 in which he made a fer-
vent appeal to the sacred Prophet and complained te him about
the mental and material backwardness of the Millet and its
debasement after elevation.

He said, “I beg to make an accusation against the Uwmmat
which is, today, seized with the fear of death. You broke the
idols of Lav and Manat, re-built the world and gave it a fresh
lease of life. By virte of it, belief and faith, ardour and
earnestness and worship and piety command respect inthe world
and humarity is deriving joy and effulgence, and awareness and
enlightenment {rom the Formula of Confession you taught. T,
oo, was born in anidolatrous land but rose above the worship
of stones and animals. I neither submitted to monks and priests
nor bent my knee before gods and godesses nor kissed the door-
steps of kings and noblemen. "It all is the gift of your faith and
the fruit of your endeavours, I, also, have picked cru_mba' from
your table-spread at which the whole world has been sitting and
helping itself freely. Your personality and your sdyings have
been the focus of love and source of inspiration to’ the Ummat
for hundreds of years, It is solely due to your teachings that it
has remained self-respécting in poverty and lofty~-minded in
indigence, But, today, the World of Islam has dcva.luatcd itself.
It has lost a good deal of its worth and importance.”

Oh you, solace for us, the downtrodden,
_ Deliver the community from fear of death:”
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You destroyed Lat and Manat of old,

And revived the timeworn world.

Meditation and remembrance of 1an and djinn,

You are the morning prayer, call of Azan.

Burning and ecstasy is from La-Ilak,

In the night of doubt light is from La-ak,

We made not god from quadruped,

Nor bowed low before the hermit,

Nor bent the knee before ancient gods,

Nor circumambulated round palaces of kings,

This, too, among your countless favours,

Qur thought is the product of your teachings.

Your remembrance the wealth of joy and ardour,

Which keeps the Ailief proud in poverty,

Goal and destination of every waylarer,

Your desire in the heart of each traveller,

Our harp, alas, has become so mute,

Plectrum is a burden upon its strings.

The poet goes on: “l travelled extensively in the
Muslim World and visited the Arab and non-Arab countries but
found that your followers were few and the disciples of Abu
Lahab numerous. The mind of the Muslim youth is luminous
but his heart is dark. He has become lazy and listless. Gencra-
tions of Muslims have come up, one after the other, that are so
thoroughly slavish in outlook that they can not even dream of
freedom. Modern education has deprived the Muslim young
men of their spiritual heritage and rendered them incffective,
Unappreciative of their own worth, they arc following the West
blindly. They solicit alms from Western Powers and feel no
hesitation in bartering away thcir souls. The eaglets have turned
into wagtails, timid and fainthearted.

“The menlors of the rising generations, good for nothing

themselves, have failed to impart to them the lesson of Selfhood.
They do not teach them what they really are and how can they
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. discover themselves, Tn the fire of the West they are melting
like wax, ’ o

“The Muslim has forgotten the joy of martyrdom and lost

faith in the, Omnipotence of God. No one is all-powerful save

Alleh, Heis coneerned anly with the transient life of the world

ancl stretching a begging hand for a loaf of bread has become

his profession, Instead of breaking the idols the progeny of

_ Ibrahim is carving and importing them from the West.

“The presént generation of the Muslims needs a renaissance.
The command of Rise by the Command afA(!ah has to be given to
it again. The West has not bewitched ,but killed us without
firing a shot. You upturned the thrones of Caesar and Chos-
" roes; today,a man of faith is needed once-more to break the
- spell of Western Civilisation.”

. I wandered.in Ajam and in Ara-bla,
Bu Lahab in plenty, Mustafa scarce..
The Musltim youth, radiant of mind,
His sou! in darkness, without a lamp. -
*.Soft and délicate, silk-like, in prime,
Desire from his bosem has departed.
The slave, son of a slave, son of a slave,
Liberty to his mind is strictly tabooed.
Seminary has robbed him of the spirit of faith,
Of it he .knows ouly that it was.
Stranger to himself, intoxicated with West,
Seeker of barley-bread from the hand of the West.
. He bought a loaf in return for soul, :
And, in ut{cr pam, made me groan, '
Picker of grain Like a lowly bird,
Knows not what the bluc skies are !
“The schioo)-master, lacking in vision, narrow of nund
" “Nevér did he show him his place in the wor.ld
" Tn’the fire of the Frank he has mcltcd away, -
Hcll 1t ],s though of anothcr mnkc TR ’
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Memin and yet ignorant of the mystery of death,

La Ghalib-ul-Allak! abides in his heart no more.

Bewitched we are by the Civilisation of the West,

Victims of the Frank without war and struggle.

From among the people whose cup is broken,

Raise up a God-intoxicated man of faith ;

So that the Muslim may rediscover himself,

And rise above the world of time and space.

Igbal cries to the Prophet, “O Glorious horseman of
Arabia ! For God's sake give me an opportunity to kiss your
stirrup so that I may relate my agony,though my tongue is tied
and a struggle is going on within me between love and defe-
rence. Love says, ‘Speak up ; the friend is near,” while respect-
fulness forbids. ‘Shut your mouth and open the eyes;’ it tells,
But eagerness is getting the beiter of restraint,”

QO horseman, puli the reins for a while,

Speech is not coming easy to me.

My feclings I may be able to express or not,

" Love can at no time be subservient to respect.

One says, ‘Speak up, O affiicted one,’

The other : “‘Open .your eyes and seal the lips?’

“Q my master I the poet says, “I am the rotten prey
no hunter has cared to look at. T have run up to you. My voice
is choking in my throat with emotion. The flame of the heart
does not leap upto the tongue, The blazing breath of mine js
charged no longer with inper heat. I am losing interest in the
pre-dawn recitation of the Quran. The breath for which there
is no place in the bosom can reside “in it only as: a prisoner.
What it. craves for arc the boundless spaces of the irmament,
Only in your glance lies the cure of my physical and spiritual
ailments. Physicians’ prescriptions do not agrec with my with-
ered soul. I cannot tolerate their bitter potions. Have pity on -

]. No one it all-powerful save Allah,
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me and prescribe some palatable remedy. Like Busieri I beseech
you lo give me bacl the departed seng. The sinnees are more
deserving of your intercession, Deon’t mothers show greater
affection to their weakly children ?”

Round you the universe rotates,

From you I beg a kindly glance.

My knowledge, thought, meditation are you,

My boat, cccan and storm are you.

The shrine of your street is my refuge,

Hopefully have I run up to you.

Ah 1 Tht agony of my body and soul,

A glance of yours is the sovereign remedy.

Like Busieri I beg deliverance froem you,

That the day that was may return again,

Your mercy on the sinners is greater,

In forgiveness it is like mother’s love.

Igbal continues : “I have always been at war with the wor-
shippers of the night. Let my torch burn brighter. The period
of your existence was the spring-time of mankind, the season of
flowers for the werld. Why should a gust of the lifergiving
zephyr not come towards me and a ray of the world-illumining
sun not light up a lowly particle of dust ¥ The worth of the body
is from the spirit and the spirit is from the breath of the
beloved,

“My intellect took me to the realms of philosophy and
jurisprudence and enabled me to unravel the mysteries of Faith
and Shariat,but in the field of action my courage failed. My
task is even harder than that of Farhad. I nced greater firmness
and perscverance than him to put my capabilities to proper usc
in the contemporary world. I begyou to sharpen the edge of
my sword. It is blunt,but the steel is well-tempered.

" “Though I have wasted my life and ill-spent my youth,
there is a thing called Heart which 1 have carefully preserved. I
have always been proud of it fer it has borne, from the first day,
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the imprint of your foot. The slave who is concerned only
with the good pleasure of his master pays no attention to the
world. For him separation from the master is death.

(> Chosen One who endowed the Kurd® with the burning
passion of the Arab ! Listen to an Indian who has come
to you with a bleeding heart. Even friends are net aware of
his predicament. He is the flute that has got separated from
its origin but in whose bosom sorrowful tunes are still rising in
mcemory of the days of union.

“I am the dry wood of the desert after setting fire to which
the caravan moved away but which is still smouldering and
waiting anxiously for another caravan to arrive and turn it into
a blaze.”

O you whose existence world’s early spring,
Keep not your shadow away from me !

The worth of body is from soul, you know,

And the worth of soul i3 from the beloved.
That I rely upon no one save God,

Turn me either into a sword or key.

Keen in the understanding of religion my intellect,
But seed of action in my field did not sprout.
Sharpen my axe for the task before me,

Is harder than even that of Farhad.

A believer, yes; no infidel am I,

Put me on whetstone, not of bad origin am I.
Though a barren tract my life has been,

I possesses the thing they call the heart.

From the world’s view I have kept it concealed,
Since.it bears the imprint of your horse’s hoof.
Your slave begs not solace from anyonc else,
Life spent away {rom master is veritable death.

t. The zllusion is to Salzhuddin.
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O you who endued the Kurd with*Arab’s burning,
Summon your own slave fo your gracious prescnce.
Your slave is like a tulip with n scarred heart,

His grief even the friends do not know.

In the world like a flute he wails and wails,
Melody stabs his heart in quick succession.

Like half-burnt firewood in the arid desert,

The caravan has gone and ¥ smouldering still;
Waiting patienily in the wide, wild world,

That another caravan may pass along.

With the pang of separation my soul groans,

IFie upon me ! Qh fie upon me !
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HISTORICAL TRUTHS AND ALLUSIONS
IN IQBAL'S POETRY

Igbal had never been a sericus student of history. He, at no
time, claimed to possess a thorough undecstanding of it. On the
contrary, if he was asked to comment on a book written on a
historical topic, he would plainly express his inability and say that
history had never been a special subject of his study. Primarily,
he was a scholar of Philosophy, and, then, of the Quran. But,
as is commonly known, Ighal was a man of wide scholarship and
decp erudition. He had carefully analysed the records of nations
and communities, states and empires, religions and morals, and
cultures and civilisations, Thus, though history was not his
subject, like anyone keenly concerned with the destiny of man
and his probilems, and with the rise and fall of nations, he took
an intelligent interest in the annals of his race. Morcover, thanks
to the urge and ability to seek out truth and bring about harmony
and coordination among diverse and discordant elements and to
proceed from the general to the particular which philosophy
imparts, and thc way the cye of a thinker does not rest at the
outer surface of events, but penetrates deeper and goes to the
bottom of things, Igbal succeeded in unfolding truths and drawing
conclusions to an extent that was beyond the capacity of historians
lacking in philosophical discernment.
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In it, Igbal was particularly assisted by a profound and
regular study of the holy Quran which propounds -marvellously
the cternal laws of felicity and disgrace, and advancement and
decline of human groups and communities, and reveals the real
causes of the events that take place in the world and analyses
the processes of the growth and degeneration of nations with an
accuracy that baffles the intellect.

Of this wonderful Book which, in the words of Igbal, was
revealed to an unlettered desert-dweller, no other explﬁ'nation is
possible except that it has been sent down by an All-wise, All-
knowing Being, the Creator of the heavens and the earth, When
Igbal presented a copy of the Quran to King Nadir Shah of
Afghanistan, he introduced it to him in these words : -

Isaid : Itis the accumulated wisdom of men of Truth,
In its conscience dwells absolute life ;

Within it, the cnd of every beginning,

By its lance, Halder is Khaiber’s conqueror.

Stmilarly, in dsrer-i-Fhudi (Secrets of the Self), Igbal writes ;

The Quran—the living Book,

Recipe of the mysteries of life’s origin.

I'ts wisdom is infinite, eternal,

By its power the impermanent is permanent,

A study of Ighal’s works will be most illuminating and
rewarding if undertaken with a view to discovering the glimpses
of history that are concealed in it, and the lessons it contains for
the students of human civilisation. Tt will be interesting to know
that such profound historical allusions occur in his verses in whose
clucidation volumes can be written. In some of his stanzas and
short poems, and, sometimes, even in a single verse, he has,
so 1o speak, pourcd wholc oceans of history and philosophy of
history in a goblet. His capacity for brevity of expression borders
on the miraculous, If the fundamental truths he has expounded
in his pocms were to be written in prose, in proper detail, and with
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necessary explanations and references, they could never be so
effective and soul-stirring. Their literary and historical worth
and value and the far-reaching conclusions he has drawn from
them can be fully appreciated only when one has a thorough
grasp of history, particularly Islamic history, and is well-acquaint-
ed with the spirit and significance of the Quran, and has, also,
made a serious study of Judaism, Christianity and the ancient
Indian faiths, and of the philosephy and literature of Persia and
of the Middle Ages, appropriately called. the Dark Ages by
Western writers.

Here we will present enly a few instances of Igbal’s deep
insight into histery and wise understanding of the Quran. We
have not searched for them through the whole of his works, nor
attempted to cxamine them imall respects. They have, largely,
been drawn from memory and, in their explanation, reliance has
been placed upen the learning of the average reader. In order to
rcalise the significance of the events they indicate and the rele-
vance and correctness of the observations made by Igbal in respect
of those happenings, it is essential to look into their background
and the social and historical context in which they took place,
Before reproducing the verses we will, therefore, describe briefly
the facts and circumstances that inspired them.,

Anclent religions, specially Christianity, had divided life into
two water-tight compartments—temporal and spiritual—and the
world into the camps of ‘men of the world’ and ‘men of faith’
which were not only separate, with a wide gulf intervening
bhetween them, but, also, perpetually at war with each-other.
According to them, therc was an intense rivalry between faith and
the material world, and whoever wanted to cultivate one was
compelled to give up the other and be at daggers drawn with it
No one, they asserted, could ride on two horses at the same time.
Fconomic progress was not possible without the neglect of God-
given laws, and power and rule could not be gained without
flouting moral aud religious, precepts. In the same way, it was
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wholly out of the question to think of piety and religiousness
without rencuncing the world and becoming a hermit,

Man, by nature, is easy-going. A faith which frowned vpon
legitimate material pleasurss and left no scope for worldly
advancement er acquisition of power could never be acceptable to
him on the whele. It waslike waging war against his own per-
sonality and making z vain endeavour to crush his innate desires
and emotions. The result was that a large number of intelligent
and civilised men opted for the material world instcad of faith and
felt greatly satjsfied with the decision. Having despaired of every
kind of spiritual advancement, they directed their encrgies single-
mindedly towards the pursuit of worldly aims and interests,
Believing the contradiction between the material world and
religion to be fundamental, different ciasses of men and institu-
tions, by and large, said good-bye to faith, The State raised the
banner of revolt against the Church and declared itself indepen-
dent of its control. In the upshot, the government became power-
drunk and society developed waywardness and perversity. The
duality between the body and the soul and the rivalry between
‘men of religion’ and “men of the world’ not only weakened the
hold of faith and morality and deprived the socicty of Divine
favour, but, also, opened the flood-gates of atheism. Europe was
the first to fall a prey to crude materialism, and, to a greater or
lesser extent, the other communities that came under the political,
economic and intellectual influence of the West followed suit, The
zealous exponents and indefatigable preachers of Christian
asceticism, according to whom nothing offered a greater hindrance
to spiritual evolution than the state of being human did the rest.
They presented religion in a imest revolting manner and, in the
name of it, sanctioned excesses the very thought of which makes

1. Fora more thorough study the reader is referred to W, E.H. Lecky’s
History of European Morals.
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one’s hair stand on end. Consequently, the decling of moral and
spiritual velues and the ascendency of carnal desires (in the
broader sense) attained their culminating points and the world
sank into the abyss of ungodliness and moral chaos?

The priceless gift - of the Apostleship of the Prophet
Mohammad is the proclamation that deeds and morals of a man
are, in truth, dependent upon the motive which, in the Islamic
theological usage, is called Mpyat®. According to Islam, neither
religion nor the material world are absolute and independent.
Given the eagerness to seek the good pleasure of the Lord and the-
intentien to carry out His commands earnestly, even the greatest
of worlely acts like government and warfare, the enjoyment of
bedily pleasures and the earning of livelihood and leading a happy
family life can become the sources of gaining the countenance of
Gad and atizining the highest grades of devoutness and spiri
tuality, On the other hand, the foremost worship and act of
religien which is devoid of the aim and ohject of the propitiation
of the Lord and 1s carried out with an attitude ol negligence and
indifference towards His commandments- {as much as obligatory
prayers and fundamental tenets of Islam like Hijrat3, Fehad*,
sacrifice and 175 and Tasbih®) will be reckoned as purely worldly
and undeserving of Divine recompense and reward. In fact, such
a deed will, sometimes, be the cause of punishment and alienation

from the Lord.?

I. J.W.Draper: History of the Conflici Bepween Religion and Science. Also the
Author’s Islam and the World.

2. Even the opening words of the Tradition which Bukhari has placed at the

head of his compilation are: Bekold, the actions are (but) judged according to the

intentions; and, behold, unio every man ir due whal he intended. According to

many authorities it includes one-third of Islam.

Migration for the sake of God,

Hely war.

Recitation of she Names, Praises and Attributes of God.

Act of praising God.

Numerous Traditions in support of it are found in the standard collections.

NoD e
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It is an cutstanding achicvement of the sacred Prophet that
he removed the dualism of faith and material world and brought
them together after centuries of mutual discord and mistrust. He,
surcly, is the perfect ‘Apostle of Oneness’, and, at once, the
Harbhinger of Glad Tidings and the Warner. He led mankind out
of warring camps and made it stand on the common platform of
good-doing, public service and the seeking of the countenance of
God and taught it the comprehensive and revolutionary prayer,
Qur Lord Give us good in this world and good in the Hereafler, and defend
us from the lormeni of the Fire. By declaring, Verily, my prayer, and
my sacrifice, and my life, and my death are for Cod, the Lord af ithe
Worlds, he established beyond doubt that the life of a iruthful
Believer was not a collection of s¢ many different and mutually
opposed units but a single unit of surrender and survitude. Here
you will find dervishes in the garb of the world, ascetics in the
robés of royalty and soldiers who are devotees by night and horse-
men by day.

Now, after this brief introduction, read the poem of Ighal
entitled, Religion and Politics, and see how he has compressed within
it everything—Christianity, Islam, the Middle Ages and the
modern times. It, indeed, is a masterpiece of profoundity and
charm,

Foundation of the Church upon monasticism was laid,
How could kingship in mendicancy be contained?
Royalty and monkhood between them contended,

Itis exaltation, the other dehasement ;

Politics [reed itsell from [aith,

Nething did holiness of the old man of the Church avail ;
When separation took place between wealth and religion,
All that was left was overlordship of desire ;

Duality is the misfortune of State and Religion,

Duality is the benightedness of civilisation’s eye ;

It is the miracle of a desert-dweller,

Bearing of good tidings is synonymous with warning ;
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Safety of mankind In it lies,
That Sufi and King became one.t

The long history of the human race, a large part of which is
taken up by the accounts of wars and conflicts, distinctly shows
that concentration of power has not proved so disastrous for
mankind as power-drunkenness and the obsessive feeling of
superiority. When an individual or community is seized with the
idea that no one on earth is more powerful than him or it, and
the neighbouring peoples, or rather, the entire world is at his or
its mercy, and that powet is the ultimate law and the actoally
existing reality, while humanitarianism, justice, equity and cthics
are empty, meaningless words, and when the law of jungle
prevails, human intellect reigns supreme and the fear of God,
modesty and reverence for humanity are treated as signs of weak-
‘ness and cowardice, the power-drunk individual or community turns
into a fearful force of destruction, and civilisations, moral values
and fruits of the endeavours of religious mentors are uncere-
moniously thrown overboard. What is still more destressing is
that the hopes and aspirations for the reconstruction and
advancement of mankind do not rise again for hundreds of
years. Towns and cities become deserted, habitations are turned
into ruins, places of worship are converted inte wine-shops and
gambling-dens, and centres of learning are reduced to houses of
fun and entertainment.

The Quran, in its own inimitable style, has drawn a vivid
portrait of this mournful state of affaizs in a short verse. By referr-
ing to the words uttered by the Queen of Sheba it has, in a way,
set its seal to it

' Lo ! Kings, when they enter a township, ruin it and
make the honour of its people shame. Thus they will
do.

(-—dAn-Namli: 34)

1. Basl-i-Fibril
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A’ad was one of the communities mentioned in the Quran
that were noted in the past for arrogance and vainglory. It
brought ruin and disaster to millions of fellow-beings and destroyed
their ficlds and homes.

As for A’ad, they were arrogant in the land without right,

and they said : Who is mightier than us in power ?

Could they not see that Allah—who created them, He

was mightier than them in power? And they denied Our

revelations.

(—Fusiiat : 15)

This haughtiness, sensuality and ungodliness resulted in

unrestrained use of power which was free from every check and

control. The Prophet Hnd who was raised up among A’ad drew
their attention to these vices. He said to them @

Build ye on cvery high place a monument for vain
delight?
And seek ye out strongholds, that haply ye may last for-
ever?

And if ye seize by foree, scize ye as tyrants? .
(—Ash-Shu'ara : 128-130)
When, an ungodly individual or community comes intp
absolute power anywhere, he or it begins to treat the weaker and
less fortunate people as lifeless figures of clay. Of Pharaoh, for

instance, the Quran says

To | Pharach exalted himself in the carth and made its
people castes. A tribe among them he oppressed, killing
their sons and sparing their women. Lo ! He was of

those who work corruption.
{(—dl-Qasas : 4)
The Quran has, in the following verses, drawn the pen-
portrait of an identical person who, in addition. to being vain and
sclf-centred, possesses a smooth tongue and is a spell-binder. It
is, in fact, not the description of ar individual but of a whole
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class, .
And of mankind there is he whose conversation on the
lifc of this world pleascth thee (Mohammad), and he
calleth Allah to witness as to that which is in his heart ;
yet he is the most rigid of opponents,

And when he turneth away (from thee), his effort in the
land is to make mischicl therein and to destroy the crops
and the cattle ; and Allah loveth not mischief. '

And when it is said unto him: Be careful of thy duty
to Allah, pride taketh him to sin. Hell will sctile his
account, an evil resting-place.

(A{-Bagarah : 204-206)

History is replcte with instances of the representatives of this

mentality. During their time, the Romans and Persians were the

most notabie specimens of it. To quote from J. W. Draper’s
History of the Conflict Between Religion and Science :

*When the Empire, in a military and political sense, had

reached its culmination, in a religions and social aspect,

it had attained its height of immorality. It had become

thoroughly epicurean ; its maxim was that life should

be made a feast, that virtue is unly the seasoning of

pleasure, and temperance the means of prolonging it.

Dining-rooms glittering with gold and incrusted with

gems, slaves and superb apparel, the fascinations of ferni-

nine society where all the women were dissolute, magni-

ficent baths, theatres, .gIadiators——Such were the objects

of Roman dosire. The conquerors of the world had

discovered that the only thing worth worshipping is force.

By it all things might be secured, all that toil and trade

had laboriously obtained. The confiscation of goods and

lands, the taxation of provinces, were the reward of

successful warfare, and the emperor was a syrhbol of

force. There was a social splendeur, but it was the
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phosphorescent corruption of the ancient Mediterrancan:
world**, ' )

Latter, in the 17th century, came the semi-barbaric Tartars,
blood-curdling stories of whose deeds and depradations are
preserved in reliable history books like Ibn-i-Katheer's di-Bidayah
Wan-Nihayah. After a couple of victories they had become con»
vinced that there was no one to check their advance in the
surrounding world. Tt was a world-shaking calamity that rocked
the foundations of the then civilised society. People were stricken
with panic. Fear and despondency prevailed everywhere, an idea
of which can be obtained not only from historical records, but from
the books on literature and mysticism as well.? These terrible
men, “‘numerous as the ants and locusts™, ravaged countries and
razed beautiful cities to the ground. Dark clouds of death and
destruction enveloped the Islamic World which, at that time, was
the standard-bearer of religion, morality and knowledge in the
world., The springs of the intellect were frozen for a long time to
come. Noble families of Iran, Afghanistan and Turkistan took
refuge in India where the brave and sturdy Turks had established
a flourishing Empire and could fight the Tartars on equal terms.
Such an intellectual degeneration had set in the World of Islam
that some centres of learning sought safety in blocking the path of
Ijtehad and taking recourse to imitation.®

Caesar, Alexander the Great, Chengiz, Halaku, Timur and
Nadir Shah belenged to the same class of hunters of the human
race. After reading the accounts of their dreadful exploits, take
up these verses of Tgbal and see how he has poured the essence of

1. Pp. 31-32

2. A greater light has been shed on it in the author’s Tarkh-i-Dawat-e-Azimat,
Vol. I, pp., 383-404,

3. Iqbal has offered the same explanation of the clasing of the door of Ijtchad
by the Muslim thea'agians in the 8th Century A. H.,.
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this aspect of history into them.

Many a time by the hands of Alexander and Chengiz,

The robe of man has heen torn to shreds ;

The eternal message of the history of nations 1s,

O men of vision intoxication of power is unsafe ;

Before this fast-moving, world-submerging torrent,

Knowledge and understanding, arts and learning, are
mere straw.

Many people in the East bclieve that today, in the 20th
Century, Burope and America are suffering from the same ailment
of power-drunkenness and sell-adulation. They have appointed
themselves the guardians and protectors of men and the arbiters
of their destiny. These Powers, too, weigh everything in the
balance of material gain and loss and measure it by yard-stick
of brute force. They do not allow a rightly-guided leadership to
emerge or survive in any part of the world.

The ruthless logic of gain and loss which shows scant respect
for the ideals of truth and jusiice does not permit the Western
leaders to think fairly and objectively on any issue concerning the
Fast. They prefer to support a powerful aggressor against the
aggrieved who happens to be weak, though justice is on his side.
For this very reason, laudable institutions like those set up by the
United Nations are unable to live upto their professed intentions
and serve the cause of umiversal peace, progress and frecdom.
Lack of sincerity has rendered ineflective the generous aid given
by the Weslern countries to under-developed nations in the form
of food, money and know-how. These gifts and grants do not
carry the moral weight with the reecipient Asian and African
nations as they should, nermally, have done.

When power is directed towards a neble cause and made use
of under the guidance of a fair-minded, God-fearing leader, it
becomes a hlessing and a source of life and growth. Itis, then,
employed for the relief of the oppressed, the emancipation of
fellow-men, and the restoration of the true station of mankind.
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Says Iqbal :
If (power be) ungodly, it is deadly poison,
If in defence of faith, an antidate against it.

In Jgbal’s view an ideal example of it was furnished by the
Arab and Muslim conquerors and the correct use of God-given
power made by them, which, in the words of an envoy of theirs,
lay in delivering mankind from the over-lordship of fellow-men
to the overlordship of God, and from the narrow confines of the
world to its boundlessness, and from the oppressiveness of other
religions to the fairness and justice of Islam.

In the under-mentioned verses of everlasting heauty, Iqbal
has referred to the glorious achievements of the Arabs and the
faith and message that inspired them to rise to those heights.!

Tauched by the breath of the Unlettered One,

The sands of Arabia began to throw up tulips.

Freedom under his protection has been reared,

The ‘today’ of nations from his ‘yesterday’ is.

He put heart into the body of inan,

And from his face the veil he lifted.

LEvery god of old he destroyed,

Every withered branch by his moisture bloomed.

The heat of the battles of Badr and Hunain,

Haider and Siddiqg, Farooq and Husain.

In the thick of hattle the majesty of Azan,

The recitation of As-Saffat? at the point of sword.

The scimitar of Ayub, the glance of Bayazid,

Key to the treasures of this world and the next,

Ecstasy ol heart and mind from the same wine-cup,

Tusion of Rumi’s devotion and Razi’s thought.

Knowledge and wisdom, faith and law, government and
polities,

1. Pas Che Bayid Kard, P. 53
2. Title of Sura XXXXVII of the Quran
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Hearts in breasts devoid of peace.-
Al-Hamara and Taj of breath-taking beauty,
To which even the angels pay wibute.
These, too, a fragment of his priceless bequest,
Of his countless glimpses enly a glimpse.
His exterior these enthralling sights,
Of his interior even the knowing unaware.
Boundiess praise be to the sacred Apostle,
Whe imparted faith to a handful of dust.
Itis an accepted fact that those who laid the foundations of
mighty empires and owing to whose efforts backward and down-
“trodden - people attained eminence, invariably, were virile and
sturdy men; they led an austere and rugged life and were free from
every kind of self-indulgence. On account of this hardiness, high-
mindedness and enterprise, they succeeded in setting up empires,
under most unfavourable circumstances, which flourished for
centuries. But profusion of riches, unwholesome environment,
selfish and greedy courtiers and shameless sychophants gradually
exerted their influence on those who came after them, and they
grew lazy, slothful and case-loving. Instead of seeking glory in the
field of battle, they revelled in luxury and amusement. Far from
concentrating on the defence of their lands and making new con-
quests, their time and energies were spent on inventing new foods
and designing new dresses and surpassing each-other is ostentation
and immoderate gratification of animal desires. In these vain and
ruinous pursuits they went to uabelievable lengths, It is hard to
find an exception to the above-mentioned principle of history. It
appears to be as inexorable as the law of nature, and can correctly
be described as the logical outcome of a long peried of affluence
and power, ‘The Quran has propounded this truth in this
words :
Nay, but verily man becomes rebellious, when he thin-
keth himself independent.
(—di-dlag : 6-7)
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You may study the career of any pecple and you will find the
confirmation of the same principle in the story of their ascendence
and decline. You will be struck by the same difference in the
morals, life styles and social and moral standards of the founders
of powerful kingdoms and their successors.

We will, here, confine ourselves to citing only two examples
that are related te the community which is expected to be the
foremost exponent of moral teachings in the world and whaose
Prophet tied stones to his stomach. (to subdue the pangs ol hunger)
and tock pride in poverty,

Everyone knows what the state of the Arabs was when they
came out of their Peninsular home to spread the message of Islam
and extend the ‘Kingdom of God’ over the whole of the carth.
How hardy they were and how auslerc was their way of living !
Like true soldiers and ascetics they practised severe self-denial and
kept strictly away frem bodily enjoyment, They cstablished far-
flung empires by means of the all-conquering force of Islam and
the glowing qualities of their mind and character of which the
other nations had become bereft at that time. One of these was
the Abbasid Kingdom, with its capital at Baghdad, which held
sway over almost half of the then civilised world for about five
hundred vears in the name of Islamic Caliphate. Upto Haroon
and Mamoon its founders and carly rulers were (all the tales con-
cerning their regal pomp and splendour notwithstanding) virile
and sturdy men, accustomecd to the disciplined life of a soldier.!
But, by and by, the virus of dissipation got into the hody of
the Abbasid Empire also. Its rulers, who still bore relation
to the Islamic Caliphate, became ardent lovers of case and
luxury and fell a prey to the ills we have just indicated. A
tremendous wave of highliving, ungodliness and sensuality
swept over Baghdad which did net spare even the sections noted
for sobriety and learning. ¥rom the capital, the craze for

1. Delails are given in the author's Al-Mado Fazr Fi Tarikh-ul-fslam.
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extracting the maximum of pleasure from life extended to the
other towns and blind gratification of one’s inclinations and
desires became the order of the day. The outcome of excessive
sensuality and heedlessness appeared in the form of the Tartar
invasion during the reign of the last of the Abbasid Caliphs,
Must’asim Billah, which turned that beautiful eradle of learning
and cultore into a huge slaughter-house.?

A renowned historian, Qutubuddin Nohrwali has summed up
the state of the citizens of Baghdad during the time of Must’asim
as follows :

“*Cosy in the warm and soft meadows on the outskirts of
Baghdad, players on the flute of case and repose, accus-
torned to the stream and garden, surrounded all the time
by friends and admirers, their tabie-spread (on which
food was laid) full of fruit and drinks ; they never had
anything to do with fighting, nor had their mouth and
palate ever tasted the bitterness of war.”?2

Next, the Mughal Empire of India which was founded by
Zahiruddin Babar (1482-1530). Its rcal foundations had been
laid with a [eeling of earnest repentance and resolve te absain from
sinful ways, and upon courage, hardihood and firmness of pur-
pose.

When Babar saw that he had only 20,000 soldiers to meet the
1,00,000 strong army of Rana Sanga and being in 2 foreign land
he could, aise, not hope for reinlorcements, he chose for himself
an original way to viclory. Writes Abul (Jasim Farishta :

“After a little thought and hesitation, the one whose
abode is Paradise said, *What will the Muslim rulers of
the world think of this cowardice of minc? Evidently,
they all will feel that in order io save my life, I gave
up such =z large and extensive country. I believe,

1. Detailsare given in the author'sTarikh-i-Dawat-o-dzimat, Vol. I, Pp.383-404
2. Al-A’clam Ba-s'alam Beart-uilgh-ul-iHaram, P. 180
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it is better to keep in mind the blessed goal of
martyrdom ard exert with my hieart and soul in the field
of battle,’

“The people who were present heard the King’s speéch,
and, with one voice, the cry of Jehad was raised from
every corner. The King’s speech produced suth an
effect on the hearts that everyone, bowing his head in
submission, said, ‘What good fortune can be more attrac-
tive than martyrdom. It is apparent that the motto of
Muslims is that if we slay, we are Ghazis (Heroes) and
if we are slain, we are Shaheed (Martyrs). We swear
according. to the Shariat (Muslim holy Law) that we
shall not even think of withdrawing from the battle-ficld.’
The nobles, further, strengthened their promise and
assurance with oath. The King, whose condition was
that he was never without wine and cup-bearer, gave up
drinking altogether in response to the need of the hour,
and resolved earnestly to abstain from =zll acts that are
forbidden and even makreoh in Islam (ie., though not
absolutely forbidden by law yet from which it is advisable
to abstain), even the shaving of beard.”!

How did the Empire raised up on such foundations of
bravery, resoluteness and solemn undertaking to the Almighty and
among the successors of whose determined and fearless founder
were included enlightened, highminded and stout-hearted rulers
Iike Humayun, Akbar and Aurangzeb, by and by, tock to the
path of degeneration and ruin can be imagined from the account
of the life and character of Mohammad Shah (1719-1748),
popularly known as Rangiley (man of pleasure), and the revelries
and vulgar festivities that were rampant in his Court provided

L. Tarikh-i-Forishta (Urdu Version), Hyderabad, 1926, P, 219)
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