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Praise for 67 Mogul Miniatures and Mughal Sara ‘ey

1

Raza Ali Hasan is a fresh yet strangely familiar voice in world
poetry in English. Perhaps, without knowing it, we had needed and
awaited him all along. The author of two books, he brings the
resources of South Asian civilization and history and the traditions
of the Urdu poetic tradition to his verse. This is his second
collection, which takes as starting point Igbal's "Shikwa" and
"Jawab-e-Shikwa," reimagining the East-West conflict for our
times. In this Urdu translation this wandering imagination has thus
been returned to its home. Read this book. Then read it agam Itis
a stunning accomplishment. ' '

Aamir Mufti, University of Cahforma Los Angeles

2

Great contentious pressures create these gem-like miniatures: East
and West, rich and poor, fisc and spirit, landmines and butterflies,
indictment and song. They take their hexagonal shape in a
landscape that spans from Gilgamesh to Karachi. Over the humbled
landscapes flies the paper kite of the great Urdu poet, Muhammad
Iqbal, as Raza Ali Hasan channels the high-flying intentions and
grounded tensions of his mentor. The poems are solemn and funny,
a call to prayer and a call to arms. They are smart, scathing, and
demand to be read with attention and concern.

Bruce Smith, Syracuse Univerisity, USA

3

Raza Ali Hasan has big ambitions. Both he and his model, Iqbal are
working here within the long tradition of complaint poetry, of
which the book of Job is a famous example... Hasan is a very
musical poet, in whose work sound and sense are deeply
intertwined....In this remolding of an earlier poem [Igbal's Shikwa
and Jawab-e-Shikwa], Hasan has mdeed built something
beautiful-67 precisely wrought poems that glitter like tiny mosaics,
reflecting back the horror and the glory of human endeavor and
belief.

- =~ From a Review of 67 Mogul Miniatures by Rose Solari

' ‘Poet Lore (an American poetry journal)

4
67 Mogul Miniatures rebuilds Persepolis-—-defily, musically, and
with a winning clarity.

Tom Paulin, Oxford University
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Preface

Within a few days of arriving in the beautiful city of Boulder, I was
homesick. Not just homesick, but a whole list of maladies-jetlag,
cultural shock, alienation, sleeplessness, etc.,-struck me all at once,
‘1 was advised to search for Pakistani Boulderites.

I got in touch with the South Asian Students Association, Muslim

 Students Association, and Indian Students Association, and

. discovered that there is no Pakistani Students Association at

University of Colorado at Boulder. Disappointed, 1 turned to the
University's website to skim through faculty profiles in the
' ‘humanities, and found the email addresses of two teachers of -
- Pakistani origin-and one of them turned out to be Raza Ali Hasan,
Al seemed to have many interests and aspirations in common with
~ -me. The faculty website announces: "He is the author of two
books... His poems have appeared in AGNI, Shenandoah, Drunken

: Boat and Blackbird. He is originally from Pakistan and came to

" America in 1991. He received his MFA from Syracuse University.
He is currently an instructor in the English department at the

University of Colorado at Boulder." Khoob guzrey gi jo mil bethen
- gay deevaney do! I shot him an email to which he quickly

responded, and we met.

He buys me lunch at Know Thai (It is obvious he is very happy to
meet me). Aag hae donu taraf barabar lagi hui. | eat tofus, for the
first time.

Ali can talk. He has a lot to say: his U'I‘-Austih, his previous job



in the computer industry, his Syracuse University experience, his
wife Laura and his six years old daughter, Atiya. I listen unable to
interrupt except for a brief remark or response every now and then.
I try to think of some questions to ask. The only question that
comes to my mind is: how can a simple, straightforward person like
him be a teacher at an American university, published poet in
English, and, more importantly, husband of an American white
woman. Surely my future is also bright! I cannot restrain my
curiosity: "So, how did you get this job, etc.?" He loads a "pata nai"
on a loud laughter and lets it go round and round in the crowded
Thai restaurant. The answer to my question and his best bet is his
laptop. Pushing his dish aside, he drags open the laptop and starts
reading his poetry. I find myself impressed. I draw upon my
reading and teaching experience of Pakistani Literature in English
at International Islamic Uhivers-ity, mentally compare his poetry
with Taufiq Rafat, Daud Kamal, Alamgir Hashmi, and others and
sense the difference. His poetry is of the kind I have never read
before. It is neither limited to Pakistani idiom, nor to the universal
themes of love and hatreds. It is postcolonial in tone, Perso-Arabic
in style, and English in mood. Its creator knows what to write, who
for, about who and why. Clarity of thought and vision, beauty of
expression, blend of tradition and modernity, syncretism of East
and West both in stylistic and thematic terms-I am completely sold:
"Can | translate your poetry into Urdu?" "Pata nai," goes with that
laughter again. | knew what was en his mind: 'How did | make it to
the University of Colorado? I wish I had a laptop like his for an

answer.

Ali gives me a copy of his book and the next day 1 show him five

transiated poems. He likes them and gives me the go-ahead.
Although I succeed in impressing Al with my Urdu transiation of
his poems, I know what I need to do next. [ call up my
friend-through-thick-and-thin, Dr. Abdul Aziz Sahir, regarding my
bold decision. He, like always, comes through and is fully on
board. We decide to translate Ali's second poetry book 67 Mogul
Miniatures (inspired by Igbal's Shikwa and Jawab-e-Shikwa) first.
Ali is delighted and he knows how to take care of his translators.
As | become one of Ali's official translators, this bestows on me the
warmth of his company. For the rest of my stay in Boulder, ] learn
something new from him everyday. We eat at South Asian and
Arab restaurants, visit all the major cities of Colorado: Denver,
Golden, Colorado Springs, and Fort Collins. Go ascend the Rocky
Mountains to the mountain top city of Nederland. I attend his
classes and workshops. We go biking around Boulder... All
through this, I learn that he is creative and innovative, resourceful
and knowledgeable, engaging and communicative, and despite all
this, simple and down to earth, caring and affectionate.

Although Dr. Sahir and 1 finished the first draft of Ali's book within
a month, Dr. Sahir's perfectionism meant that this was only the first
of many of drafts that we worked on, until the final one that
satisfied Dr. Sahir, Owing to this reason, 1 credit all of the
translation's many merits to Dr. Sahir's expertise and any remaining

shortcomings to my inexperience.

Muhammad Sheeraz Dasti

m.sheeraz@iiu.edu.pk
Department of English

International Islamic University islamabad
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I kept my ear faithfully pinned to the ground

and heard a grand funeral theme-the thump thump

of chest beating and calling out to the murdered grandsons,

while a lone bulbul shriecked in my other ear.

Why must I listen, crestfalien like some oriental rose.

Dust be in my mouth, I have a complaint against Allah.
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The soundless, grainy black-and-white skirmish.

on the distancing horizon: a family feud,

a caravan waylaid. Like Ali's double tipped sword,

Yazid's tongue had come to back to taunt them.

Even our beloved Prophet's family

could not be spared the blade.

& M N IENL i
BTy T XSl g
Jlﬁs.{.’l Kdgt::am;f wrnsly
3&?@&1‘4»*—54.21&10%'

: g@lu/};(/? 3_&{ Ury sl

! 6»«4’:-("‘:(& Un,:,;f

16




Even the mighty gospelers of Karachi, the clap-happy

qawwals have taken umbrage at Allah. Four of the gawwals

refuse to clap, the fifth with his tabla beats an unsteady,

sinister beat tonight, and the lead qawwal, Mr, Khan, sprawls

face down, drunk on a shower of Rupees-only the harmonium

from its corner carries on wheezing like a sick plaintiff.
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Tick tock, always tick tock goes the clockwork universe,

In all of this, who to turn to but to the one neutral party, N _ (‘.;,u{j /f ;ﬁ
- a0 | | i .-J’E;J’Ju.._f'lafa:-—t_ﬂf'

the inattentive clockmaker, who like a bullock tethered "
. ' L - c:.JL«d..JVLf/r

to a water wheel, has wound tight the loosening spring. . '

S L :/uL»&a..cf;@ AL
Who better to judge than the one who has never played dice? - Co 31_' o & f d‘/ﬂ(‘:_, piPTLs /f}‘;_ uf
Who better to dispense justice than an abf;_ured judg_:.. - - Lye s e /b J 7 2e ) !(
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In the Name of Allah, the Compassionate, the Merciful.

At the last police-battle, for the very first time, 3 : ufé.. E.E'AJ:[;:‘ 2 t(}:-{
| S VALV BN
_cracks appeared on my Plexiglas riot-shield ' . B . - 2 '
bW Uil v alS 25
which had shielded the world from my love _ o fu{ ’f‘;" J}O 7 d/
Se & F33 e iyl
for my prophet, the one with that blind, ‘::_,ygj.f df (!L)) Cals ) /2

talkative parrot who possess one-fourth of my soul.




On the other side of Ka'aba, the house

of Allah on Earth, and its mosque complex,

lie the dead children of this mercantile empire:

unburied, littering its smudgy, tar highways.

At nightfall, the hajis on their ritual cigarette breaks

come out of their tents to inspect the ceremonial dead.

|

Az ban s G
b BN I 75000

5 .Lg(__-ﬁ.__'uy;fé_zsfu/éiaﬂ‘ (EA?

Lﬂi.l/f[d”&si/:v

AW AR

ALK P e &

24 IS




u?md‘u’ww’/ Gl

Yesterday, the last remaining warmth left this glassy Earth.

Poured glass embalmed these rose bushes at hand, : _ . : urf/J/Jqu"u d ) Phe
_ . R | _ ﬁéjtguﬂl
the ground on which I stand, those poplars at a distance, =~~~ - - anra
. ) ) ’ ‘ e . : : o . - e 5[1{. !ZJU)’){,«M
and these gray mountains which rise into the clouds - i
and begin at my feet. Gone too is the evaporating dew. ; o J.z’;_uf,ff(’ va;‘_‘dl
Still are the leaves and quiet is the mountain stream. “ - < gﬂ;‘_ 9., J.w ,’.ﬁb}; * {
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The wildflowers come out riotous and loud : ' LBk Tg / O et s né
in [slamabad. Even Attar's Simurg appears. o e o LK U: /;"’)L ] ru/,
dfw/ﬁwé_,mg*uf
But my Latinate verses only shrivel and hiss in spring.

Their Roman constructions turn into garden snakes < dl""’fj sle— d/ Sl
o LJLW&CLJ/J:JJJJU}VJ/
which slither away to hunt for wildfowl - . T “_.__(7[? u’i;, J_ ):@gu"f:d"} 1553

or that Simurg hiding there in the bushes, - :
12wl agUtupiAl
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In this dusty little frontier town,

whose women are hidden away,

only men and young boys

are seen tracing

the steep lanes and alleyways

holding hands and having rapt, rapid commerce.
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Where the land meets the scorching sun, ég-»df:ajbﬂc‘—-fwf E;EJL’):JU[{Zr Geos
the parched grass singes when stepped upon. _ o {-vL?UPJJ '-:-‘!-: .ﬁdﬁ 1 )
-u’? éﬂ_w la‘:—uﬁi"/"-’wic:—é’ Juw"

Butterflies do not congregate. Trees do not shade.
Only a dry shrill wind blows through this land. o 4-6’*"0"”’/’ e Bl i
B SE S
The things to talk about are either missing ? ug (e J Lf’ Se f )’,} o

or show up as dark, shadowy nothings.
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It is not easy to draw a still life of a famine,

Pictured from inside a ribcage of hunger

it is a fast moving train carrying grain

elsewhere-where slowness and stiliness

still have a place in life, where Cezanne's

"Still Life with Apples” can still fetch a million.
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The rioting mob fell in line at the call to prayer: L slTiA s W)ﬁpﬁl(ﬁf a3t e
the beggar next to the erhperor, the rioter next to the riot S e - J pos ”f‘ U
. ) . . 4 A . P-4

lice, B _ o o -
potice e T T L u.fu»&«;éé..udg‘&ml
. I o . o ol 5 ] P oo -

when unexpectedly Igbal's clarion call blared o o J/J:dﬁ Z0% ﬁ"-l-'ﬁ s h..:l»«d/d?i/f
out of the muezzin's loudspeaker breaking ranks, c ' fﬁthy(’JL:d @Lﬁu:;?d:%f UL (vl
7 ﬁdb@’@?wﬁuyﬂéﬁw%j

sifting the poor from the rich, . .
gthep Voo fidbfic A

the oppressed from the oppressor.
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Had we known how the New World in all its ignominy

would exact its revenge on the Old World,

we would not have stopped at the Rock of Glbraltar _—

to enter the hall of time and space,

but would have galloped further, on our majestic

seafaring horses, into Khushwant Singh's cold Atlantic.
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After strenuous rowing, the porcelain boat reached

the silken sea. In the twilight the crew jumped in,

their tired arms handles for their long scissors, cutting |

large swathes of china silk, not because the bridegrdo_xﬁs :

loved to conquer or loved riches, but as bride-price for their

war and picture brides and their waiting, ever patient families.
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Where the mountain path ends, the wind picks up.
This is where the precariously balanced cabbage patch

used to begin. Only yesterday a place for the vagrant

children to come together and pick cabbage.

Now plastic bags and other refuse blow in

from the city's growing edge.
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With no Bolsheviks left and Mao's barefoot doctors éﬂﬂﬂu—{ & -
born again as prosperous pharmacists elsewhere, _ ‘«f rdi J':»‘(:—L; y JE"TJ&:‘:‘ML oy 5l

Ik f&_éwf/fufug i;é’ ug{f%gl/:lf??
- Ve P 6D _1i T
&M&Jﬁiﬁ)féuﬂ DO ey

rug merchants and camel drivers drunkenly sang j_ o fJ - IS
songs of trade, songs of commerce.

the glittering caravanserai on the Silk Route

hosted a rowdy celebration of things to come:
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Our tormentors have been at it for some five hundred years.

At nightfall, they fire up their mighty furnaces.

Hissing steam engines with their pistons driven into frenzy - -

manufacture birds of prey that screech and swoop down. .

The night sky is lit red in amazement at their cleverness;

our dark, disconsolate eyes light up and burn with shame.
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"For God's sake, go. Take your children with you

and build your damn refugee camp elsewhere,"”

blared the PA system as the earth was moved

and their world demolished with a bulldozer-

while the dispossessed puttered around,

their new camp commandant waited patiently.
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We had barely sat down; the rows had yet to fill up;
the film had barely begun when you

ordered us to leave with the usual promlses of “tomorrow, T '

of screening our favorite epic on a more favorable tomorrow.

We, the matinee film lovers, dispersed as quickly as

the day's strong light scatters into the twil"_i__ght.
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The story of the doomed lovers, Majnun and Leila, ' S - Jf)/;..«/.wa/'ff Jy 41
from Saudi Arabia, is still billed as a musical in Lahore. Connl S JUV’}JU’#'JJA’ U",

o _.'..;';-'fL(}UJu)ﬁLJLwUfé//(f,c/ il
; e UL s
e bl gl o

Zeba lip syncs her love for Waheed Murad

as he sits playing the grand piano in her father s manszon

and she twirls around the dancing extras, the dining table :- el | P o
e cand | boldi & ) g_ . 2 %(ﬁtufub‘/-?éuy‘bns
or the random column holding up the set. - o .
g_d/ulﬁ;/éuwdz.zﬂ‘w;,f
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The shattering of the false gods who had found

sanctuary since the time of Gilgamesh

in downtown Baghdad's Antiquities Museum

completes West's earlier venture-

the Conquistadors' burning

of Aztec, Maya and Inca scrolls.
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There are other ways to live in this world. @J’J_;f)(ﬁéi’irf.i.ff
Just as there are other claims on this world. _ R U?:"’—/L’J}bécffuf%?&’&i.u
e Ut e oSy

)

' %-dﬁp:};l%rtKUJ?y‘f%ﬂug

Just as beasts in the wild claim Majnun

to be one of their own.

Just as Majnun claims Leila

to be his one true love.
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Zia's ever humble, humbling prohibitions of Islam

on Pakistan Television-Deanna Troi's cleavage

replaced by a shot of stars gunning by in Star Trek
space as she frets to Captain Jean-Luc Picard

about her empathic powers-while complete mayhem

is loosed on the other side of Khyber Pass.
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Majnun runs stark naked through the Hera'a Avenue Mall in : 991/’-5&)&/ U (A% J’{ J ‘-Ji“:?,’"f":u?
Jeddah . b e ST by A
ast Mothercare, United Colors of Benetton, Espirit [ " .

straight into the arms of the police. o Lol KWU:/”LL"’JW
In this new age of Jahiliyah, Majnun the mad man N - ' : <zt Jﬁfdf U’J 61"
. ’ - ! I
c‘:._djﬁ"c:_d_zt’id:.?@(f'{&ﬂ:l

has forgotten his Persian lines that Nizami had taught him

while Leila refuses to take her veil off,
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Your piss-drunk migrant workers sit by

the city canal going cuckoo with bottles of cheap wine.

Across the city are the soundly snoring lunatics

in the nuthouse, your madmen patiently dreaming of escape,

awaiting your command. Give your rank and file

their marching orders-electric shocks to their hearts.
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A remittance-prone Pakistani middle class turns to Hejaz
Jjust as a blind, wingless bulbul takes off from a high branch

-of a chinar tree and hits the ground with a plop-

such zeal can only cause cultural confusion at home

where the clever fox in the meantime has run away

with the petrified bulbu! in his mouth.
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As famine looms ever closer, hear this plea:

lighten the burden of your peasants.

In these strictly measured fiscal years, money managers

have mismanaged the water table in the district of Sylhet.

Just a few grains of rice can be of great lift: a little fire,

a pot full of water, a sleeping family of seven full of water.
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Discarded plastic shopping bags blow

into the Desert Garden of Yemen.

The traitorous trade winds have betrayed us.

The price of coffee has collapsed.

Yet Igbal, the steadfast trader remains, forever wide-eyed.

He sings the tumultuous song of the coffee of commerce.
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The ring-doves flew away from the cypress branches; ' ; v P} J Bl I/J/!"’

the petals unhinged like droplets from a spinning umbrella. o ‘5 y / sl J Us iy d’ Dl Lf Yot ‘f}’i):b'» J sz

The leaves too fell leaving the branches bare. e PO

Below Desolation chalked its path on the ancient garden el l"d 2= JU} ¢
o . | _ LZ/DKUJ*"JJI/UYJJJJ&_U

pouring concrete over concrete-my lone lament - - o . (.J y'L y fd ' enT La“u-’f Z.. e Ay /C(

went unheard in the hardening' cement,

¢.wm613 fd/MJ/f
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Death displeases him, living bores him. Igbal's looking glass

cracks up; jittery, nervous diamonds fall on his bed-

inside his head this vision of a stately golde_q dome .

But who is left to care-a tulip fire raged

through this Persian garden. The butterfly tulip took flight;
the lady tulip lies exhausted on the bench.
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This time around, just before Jawab-e-Shikwa begins,

Igbal's clarion call comes to us in a Persian wine pitcher.

It pours out Zia's wine, We the regulars

at this tavern will either

go thirsty tonight or down this tonic

that makes us solemn, unfunny.
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Basant crazy Iqbal, from the flat roof of his house,

throws last year's prize, a gigantic captured paper kite

into the wind as the soaring messenger of me_n_to_'.God_. o

So ends this grand funeral theme of the thunip thump- =

each poem a thump of Igbal's racing heart-
still unacknowledged by God's high offices.
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The sudden roar of the jet,

a narrow band across the sky.

Igbal's paper kite reached the heavens, at last.

The azure vault of the air closed behind it.

Rizwan, the Guardian of Heavens, muttered,

"Here come the charge sheets and indictments."
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The bobbing paper kite frightened the angels. 1 . A
g pap gh ‘ | - {dw&zﬁ;b{vu@.

Its mysterious turns and dips got the rest il # .
e T 22

Ty by
of the sky-dwellers talking-"how audacious, S T T T (Jj'd- - __'_-'.g.,‘.rh.,:af/:’ (103
how insolent!” And they chimed together: R R R e -!rgévijkf’;"‘;-w-”@wdif
A - ’ . - . ’ . . 1 * E 3 ] -

b U"v‘%:f_c;.dﬂ,{%(iff)b{g
"Soaring flight stopped by the constraining string,. L ' )

Roaring complaint silenced by the windless space."
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These endless complaints. To rail against Allah- £
P o aw..@nbﬁrﬁa,_,aw

g
| LB 4l

what impudence, what ignorance. Is he the same Adam

- who was once so obedient that angels bowed before him? = A e é.'/z‘xuf pa /u' JJ‘“’:CU) la?r) Tos
Today he speaks in his master’s voice-playback as payba_é:_k._ Ll -.j s .c_.l /U ,J’ Kd jjgu" o /@/u" _J/L (2 [J‘f il
R DR AR LJWG—&»(//'/D;KJVI

Igbal's disobedience is a gramophone cranked up ' L
" Lafuj bl [f &8 F s

to "justify the ways of God to men."
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Adrift in the no fly-zone, Iqbal's paper kite strained against

the air stream, its string taut, its calligraphy of despair

swirling, trailing little chits in black ink

darkening the sky until God acknowledged

the ethereal cleverness of all this, and took each chit down

and stamped it with ACCEPTED in bold red Arabic lettefs.
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What remains is sixty-seven mogul miniatures- ; .

the title page lost to time, the mogul court manuscript _ T ’
: g:ﬁuu I KL U8 b LS
separated by art dealers over the years- . % f..jf Py t’Uf? zdé—-};’? b
hung out on a clothesline with clothespins to dry | ' = u.ff (gi&; 930 M los? y‘z:wl,ul
LU Tt LS
by the current owner in his own spring madness: = A
AU 0P

a confluence of East and West undulating.
Y. Istssletssy Té..v
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Allah in his mercy and love throws his Koranic rope down

over the rusted, pitted railing, commanding us to hold on tight,

- just like our dead parents who tie pieces of string

and rope around their waists, instructih_g us,

 their newly orphaned children; to hold on tight
as they dive under ground, leading the way.
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The desert blooms with tulips, the city with tulipmania. 5 3
e, e ey P - | st S S
A communist is redder than Igbal's reddest tulip. ' . o R -
é.b/n)tjd’:uf(fflic;dxéduf
But to recant now is fudicrous-now that o : o - -4 > d;(‘—"’f ! o~ L"’ e\ "/;J’( J‘, (5* Lt W’; U&
your municipality has been priced out of water, N . o S : . s G'c:.,d._.g}u&’ J ‘}L

| .r.:..t‘/t/ U d-qy‘;;m/ﬁ(u*dw

now that you have to, you run dry fingers through your hair

to perform the motions of ablution.
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Where the ever-rolling concrete comes to a stop

and junks drop anchor for metaphysical comfort,

stands the emporium of water sculptures

where bargain hunters converge and stand at attention

as interest rates are fixed, short-term loans handed out,

and nations rise and fall the way the sea ebbs and flows.
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Hector is no other than Tipu Sultan, | Gl JL:J Bl -23; }9
Tiger of Mysore, struck down defending . . .

VL EkES Lt
the city of Seringapatam. Priam plays Haider Alj WJ L..,...-_#' ":-Ui»‘: ’bﬁ‘? L’J U—"{"[ Jﬁ) fcf‘?
wiser than himself, wiser than Tipu o r7é }J J‘J é:"!{ I,

L‘iwh..gfj
9&:@@:}%0»’2‘;— Jﬂ b)ffl,:a,’/(
SRS iy

b TqutéfJﬂJé;,'%l

but who is already dead and will not be coming

in the dark of night to claim the body of his son.
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The measure of this city does not lie 2o 4
4 L Jl.a»b/(j" b,«.-LJ/f

with the toothy horizon that it makes with the sky- _
ok :J";;,uw,mfu*u*""uyu@d/w >

to invoke pride or bring up grievance is to speak _ Mf/ﬂ“’-'— LA 6 St LJ{U I
of falschood. The measure of a city lies in its humbling: =~~~ . .. eeMe §FedSUllbF
" R e ¢..lf( LU R aﬂ.wfu}’:ﬁ;;fuila._f

L f st s P S s o

burning of its libraries and schools, bombing of its hospitals,

slaying of its musicians, hanging of its poets,
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The doors of the houses are locked. ; pee .
. | - u}d""&_ﬂwéw/f
The windows are firmly, ritually shutiered, .
1P C:.:J)J} I ._U//”/
The streets are emptied. At sundown, e B R -. o dzdruy{
Universe's overwhelming will prevails - S v ' e & }“K..;E’Ty}f
P
stilling all motion in this town. ' .
F b (51!

Even the men disappear.
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Idol-makers arrived on the scene in commandeered lorries

with their pre-fabricated gods and goddesses.

.The village iconoclasts, worshippers of one God

and followers of one Book, lost nerve and locked - .j S

themselves ina nearby mosque to pray

these idols into disarmed cultural artifacts.
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' The Western call to jihad crackles on the loudspeaker

with the muezzin's call to prayer.

As the Friday crowd exits

and our world is offered up as a sacrifice,

marauding gangs and the other Islamic youth

make their ill-augured appearance.
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Black sheet from Kufa - : o .
the sea was as difficult as ever. _ ' .

R Vfbip‘b)’(}:ﬁ*’ LA
Black sheet from Kufa, we had covered T SR - _. T &;fL’){U!lﬁ;ﬁa.i(’f‘iﬂobJL.f
our tired shoulders with you. C . s LT fg».fxalf—(;é_:‘;_l

S jj.__.u*u*/l,.w_f.uuwﬂurvlrcf ez

Black sheet from Kufa, your corners

- conspiratorial as ever pulled us under.
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In the world that the readers of Shikwa have created,

library cards are routinely thrown into the river,

_.only one book is ever read,

rote and recitation dominates the mind

and foreign dress code fetters the body.

What say you to this turn of events, Igbal?
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Hysterical, relentless your enemy crisscrosses " y; >
. PRV e og )
the Islamic lands singing: -
: : . n"-‘-%t’tj)uf.;;ﬂ" WSl

. . b 5
Hot cross buns! Hot cross buns! S : 1 das k34, L daf 5&:?“:*%" !f"i'g‘” ’

One a penny two a penny - hot cross buns! o ' ' (j y‘};‘r)'i/f d/ o T;}fd/ o T.,ﬁ
S 3
If you have no daughters, give them to your sons.
g

. One a penny two a penny - hot cross buns!

(33/(}5(!2._ ﬁ;fd/é:.. T.-g
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The finite ladders, connect infinite roofs

SISz e
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making a zigzag across the town-

of the fruit seller with his heavy crate of mangoes o SR . -

..and the red-shirts who buzz by him at night,

slipping him a smile, sometimes a rupee for a mango.
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These merchants are from the Coromandel Coast.

The smell of coriander, cardamom, nutmeg, pepper

on this boom will tell you that much, yet their souls

are Egyptian-they chase the sun on these waterways. = |

If they have slowed down to reflect on light-scattering water,

it is only to throw anchor here so as to unload their spices.
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You, the solitary seminary student sitting cross-legged

before the open wings of a Koran holder,

rocking back and forth, keeping time like -

a well-tuned shehnai when you turn around

and look into your master's eyes, speak in his tongue,

speak in his tongue, speak in his tongue.
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52 ' or

Blasted into two, the golden dome opens up ' o Lt’:’ i
i . _ y

to a sky littered with falling leaflets. '_: . S
R T ¢_PJFJJ'JP5/V6/-”

4
When the worshippers, interrupted from their worship : s .' : U,,? {& 25,-—”‘ ’J/
and subpoenaed with promises of a curfew-free tomorrow, __ S L u"g_ y'd_;{;g__ b o1%LY, l,f__p,

g fd..lpULz:’fJ( bl Wass!
L /‘;L:(JJ‘"}:U.. /&qu‘fa.dy IINYY

begin to fook restless, the relentless need for Averroés

with his experience with reason arises.
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Long before S. Sakai was coerced to add landmines

that resemble butterflies to his Butterflies of Afghanistan,

long before a vast and wandering grave grew on the land

west of the Durand line, the fluttering butterflies of Bactria

used to open and close their wings in concert with Allah-

mapping and remapping realms of safety.
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Igbal, before you shone like a star on the horizon,

you first had to fall in love with India's idols,

turn into a Brahmin and sit through lectures

at Cambridge, Heidelberg and Munich which freed you .

from any remaining bondage-from the Ka'aba

you entered into the clutter of a Hindu temple.

or
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Majnun, unlike today's lovers, could walk with the beasts

in the wild or be a charismatic bouncer at a nightclub.

A madman, he does give up city life. But Leila,

the beauty, must take her veil off for all to see-

that would surely stop a good deal of complaining.

If Majnun's love is free, Leila's beauty should also be set free.
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The new age is like an armored bulldozer-unstoppable. : .
% ppe | e RASAT L L sl

Tt creates its own corridors and security zones. o e, .
W Folo Pz L a

For i, old nations are like rundown neighborhoods SRR SRS q?&eufwdbﬂr'i’ﬁjé—éu"
best demolished. One day with an anvil and a hammer - ERe . | Zuﬁ'l%gfupc._gjﬁféj{uﬂium

you'll beat it into a school bus. But for now,

give way when you hear its grinding gears.
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If the crisscrossing lines of tar and concrete has reduced

your cause to pieties and observances.

O ancient Gardener, take heart-

the suppressed rurality of their cities guarantees

the eternal return of the egalitarian moment

and the banishment of the rude settlers from your midst.
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Islam is & bonsai tree growing out of the snout of a teapot. GP’L‘;/ it ’( CEdok 7 d/ tf‘é'- ;L—' i “’ﬁf' Ul
. ok, had » * . v, ol h;"‘t
An outdoor plant kept in the dark for centuries, ‘

T

:‘:..“Lf Wite Aba Y it g by 135851,

its blind caretaker unable to se his hands LAY A PRI VY
has wound the metal wire too tight- - uzg " ):fg /:C_ul,‘jtg:@(@,

& C’){J Lﬁf/ﬂ' sty a;

the gnatled trunk turned upon itself ..
e Wil s Yzl

sprouting leaves only sporadically.
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Second hand clothing-Armani shirt, Diesel jeans,

Yankee baseball cap, that smile-you are no nationalist.

You are a Joseph that sees Canaan in every Egypt.

You don't need an American visa, you are going nowhere.

The caravan you joined has already been plundered.

Except for my clarion call, you have no luggage.

1 3‘3::5::: =
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""" "10,000 Irasiians prayed at Tehran University last Friday.”

o Relax;' you are in LA. Tartar hordes come and go.

. Put your latest Googoosh CD in your latest six CD chahgér.

Drive down this freeway. In these dark times, you are

the designated driver and the light coming out of your car's
headlights is that of a bleary, distant star-follow it.
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Between the cities of Sialkot and Lahorc, and between poems,
_een nP b Lo st UJE’&.‘;J -
Shikwa and Jawab-e-Shikwa, a sleeping Igbal, curled up
- - . 6&056 w'.?J)‘”ﬁ
in 2 sleeper bogey, woke up to yet another uproar- - S k {-—W 34 ‘/ Lf J’-’ ’J@g‘ﬂ'h{ KJWL-”' Uj Jf JJ 4
 the Bulgarian onislanght on the Turks-which made its way . e ﬁ: o L,,g,?/uf/d_ujjbj, ‘
_ lfvz.s l&igjéulipﬁfu@wlf |
into his Jawab-e-Shikwa as yet another clarion call .
4.&()3}1/0}:4?4_ f»ﬁ. (,C’ .

for the rest of the snoozers in the sleepy bogey.
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_ The last peasant uprising won't be televised- ‘ ' ” G TP S .
prising womt 2 . | o bW 53 LU
its true worth hidden from the eye. ' S
o S | gt Se e b
"Your labored breath kept the éij;:ie;é-'gdihg- o ‘ - | %—dﬂ!f? (;"JJU’;; ﬁ—uﬁJ Lo s
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The latest Tartar horde on its way to Baghdad

in haste spares a field of red tulips-

where Madeleine Albright's little charges

are hidden from the senses ..

like the captive scent of tulip buds-

- safe from the_:__l_z_owl__i__ng‘ wmd _
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Time's winged chariot is blown up by a roadside 1ED. _ ,l, 31 ( ..,,.A".;_, lrQ: ..J/}‘ }( Lf’%&.}
: ' Mg 4 =3
Karachi Gymkhana Club stops serving gin and tonic,

: &E)/Gv"JJJJwJ/J lﬁr’(;'/
and fires its saqi, its ancient bartender—no_m_et_’iymakin_g, _ _ R LL" bt)dﬁf d VGCJ /
no laughter, no tears, no "you." Yet it is you, saqi, | o o Lo . :'. : '_ - Lt'b/ LJJ(K&..VUUJ..(J

| M M‘J'J ’d‘ﬁ’
who steadies the paling of the pavilion of the skies.
, _ LJdAJut-f WUl 34 d)‘ﬂf‘dmdlf‘/
In you, saqi, the pulse of existence beats loudest.
&b
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In the Rajasthan desert, on the steep sides of the Himalayas,

on the Deccan plains, inside a wave in the Indian ocean,

in a dust storm over Beijing, in a marketplace in Marrakesh,

in every party functionary's faith in the party

is hidden the show that must go on till the end of time,

with the top billing on the marquee, your electric name.
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Bilal's world, black world, mortgaged world, third world,

the black pupil in the roving eye of the carth.

Bilal's compass had redrawn it as the crescent-world.

Warmth of the sun had made it fertile,

Now mercurial, it quickens at his name.

In locked, arid hopelessness, a sparkle in the eye.
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With Igbal's sword of mercy, and his shield of reason

embossed with Koranic calligraphy

and Averro€s's hymn to reason in hammered gold,

wrench the world out of your oppressors’ hands,

Remold it, reorient it-hire a firm of architects and engineers

and at the foot of Koh-e-Rahmat, rebuild Persepolis.
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