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Shikwa and Jawab-e-Shikwa

by Allama Muhammad Igbal - full Urdu text with English translation

Shikwa (The Complaint, 1909) and Jawab-e-Shikwa (The Answer, 1913) from Bang-e-Dra. The Urdu text was typed from an early
printed edition of Bang-e-Dra; Igbal's poetry is in the public domain. The English translations give the plain meaning and are by
crazyfansofnovel.com. Read online with notes, history and famous lines at crazyfansofnovel.com/shikwa-jawab-e-shikwa-igbal-summary/
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1. Why should T accept loss and forget my own good, never thinking of tomorrow, lost in grief for yesterday? Why should I

just listen to the nightingale's laments, all ears? Friend, am I a rose, that I should stay silent? My gift of speech gives me
courage: I have a complaint against God, may dust fill my mouth for saying so.
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2. True, we are known for our habit of submission; we tell our tale of pain only because we are helpless. We are a silent
instrument, yet full of cries; if a lament reaches our lips, forgive us. O God, hear the complaint of the faithful too; hear a little
grievance from those used only to praising You.
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3. Your eternal Being existed from the very beginning, but the rose did not yet adorn the garden and its fragrance had not

spread. Be fair, O Lord of boundless grace: how could the scent of the rose spread without the breeze? This restless scattering
was our peace of mind, or else was the community of Your beloved Prophet simply mad?
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4. Before us Your world was a strange sight: in some places stones were bowed to, in others trees were worshipped. Human

eyes were used to forms they could see and touch; how then could anyone believe in a God unseen? Do You know whether
anyone even took Your name? It was the strength of the Muslim's arm that did Your work.
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5. The Seljuks and the Turanians lived here; the Chinese in China, the Sasanians in Iran. The Greeks too flourished in this

land, and in this world there were Jews and Christians as well. But who raised the sword in Your name? Who set right what

had gone wrong?
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6. We alone were among Your warriors, fighting sometimes on land and sometimes at sea. We gave the call to prayer in the
churches of Europe and in the burning deserts of Africa. The splendour of kings meant nothing to us; we recited the Kalima in
the shade of swords.
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7. If we lived, it was to bear the hardships of war; if we died, it was for the glory of Your name. We did not wield the sword to
win kingdoms for ourselves; did we roam the world, heads in our hands, for wealth? Had our people craved the gold and
goods of this world, why would they break idols instead of selling them?
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8. Once we stood firm in battle we could not be moved; even lions lost their footing before us. If anyone rebelled against You,
we rose in anger; never mind swords, we fought against cannon. We stamped the mark of Your Oneness on every heart, and
gave this message even under the dagger.
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9. Tell us Yourself: who tore off the gate of Khaybar? Who conquered the city that was Caesar's? Who broke the idols of man-

made gods? Who cut down the armies of the unbelievers? Who put out the fire-temples of Iran? Who brought the
remembrance of God back to life?
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10. Which nation sought You alone and endured the toil of war for You? Whose world-conquering sword ruled the earth?
Whose cry of Allahu Akbar woke Your world? Whose awe kept the idols trembling, so that they fell on their faces crying, "He
is God, the One"?
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11. If the time for prayer came in the middle of battle, the people of Hijaz turned to the Qibla and bowed to the ground.

Mahmud and Ayaz stood in the same row: no one remained a slave and no one a master. Servant and lord, poor and rich
became one; when they came into Your presence, all were one.
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12. Morning and evening we went round the gathering of creation, carrying the wine of Your Oneness like a cup. We carried
Your message through mountains and deserts; do You know of any time we came back defeated? Deserts were nothing, we
did not spare even the rivers; we galloped our horses into the Sea of Darkness.
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13. We wiped falsehood from the page of time; we freed mankind from slavery. We filled Your Kaaba with foreheads bowed

in prayer; we held Your Quran close to our hearts. And still You complain that we are not faithful? If we are not faithful, You
too are not kind to those who love You.
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14. There are other nations too; among them are sinners, some humble and some drunk with pride. Among them are the lazy,
the careless and the clever; hundreds even turn away from Your name. Your blessings fall on the homes of strangers, while

lightning strikes only the poor Muslims.
(02)

iudﬁéffu'u‘?& iu&“‘wgujuib’(}j:f.

lu'/a,ra,bu*u)”u’n iu'idpéu}}fa/;‘jﬁ

iu:ffq,éu/gﬁf(kﬁ;idﬂ u“fc,éu*wi ‘c,/u/ow

15. In the idol-houses the idols say, "The Muslims are gone"; they rejoice that the guardians of the Kaaba have left. The camel
drivers who sang on the road of the world have gone, carrying the Quran under their arms. Unbelief is laughing at us; do You
feel it or not? Do You still care for Your own Oneness?
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16. We do not complain that the treasuries are full for those who do not even know how to speak in company. The outrage is
that unbelievers enjoy houris and palaces, while the poor Muslim has only the promise of houris. Those favours and
kindnesses to us are gone; why is it that You no longer treat us as before?
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17. Why is worldly wealth so rare among Muslims, when Your power has no limit or measure? If You wished, bubbles could
rise from the desert's bosom and the desert traveller be struck by the waves of a mirage. We suffer the taunts of strangers,

disgrace and poverty: is humiliation the reward for dying in Your name?
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18. The world now loves others; for us only a world of dreams is left. We have departed and others have taken over the world;
then do not say the world has become empty of Your Oneness. We live only so that Your name lives on in the world; can the
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19. Your gathering is gone, and so are those who loved You; gone are the sighs of night and the cries of dawn. They gave You
their hearts and took their reward; they had hardly sat down before they were sent away. Your lovers came, and left with only
a promise of tomorrow; now search for them with the lamp of Your beautiful face.
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20. Layla's pain is the same, Qays's heart is the same; the deer still run in the deserts and hills of Najd. Love's heart is the
same, beauty's magic is the same; the community of Ahmad the Messenger is the same, and You are the same. Then what is
this displeasure without cause? Why this angry look at those who adore You?
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21. Did we abandon You, or the Arabian Prophet? Did we take up idol-making, or give up breaking idols? Did we give up
love and its wild passion, or the way of Salman and Uwais of Qaran? We still keep the fire of Allahu Akbar hidden in our

breasts; we still live the life of Bilal the Abyssinian.
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22. Granted, our love no longer has its old grace, and we no longer walk the path of surrender and contentment. Granted, our
restless heart no longer turns like a compass to the Qibla, and we do not keep the rules of faithfulness. But You too are friends
sometimes with us and sometimes with others; it should not be said, but You too are fickle.
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23. On the peak of Faran You perfected the faith, and with a single sign won thousands of hearts. You turned the harvest of
love into a blaze, and set the gathering alight with the glow of Your face. Why then are our breasts empty of sparks today? We
are the same ones who burned for You; do You not remember?
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24. The clamour of chains is gone from the valley of Najd; Qays no longer longs for a glimpse of Layla's litter. That courage

is gone, we are gone, the heart is gone; the house lies ruined because You no longer light up the gathering. (Persian) O happy
the day when You will come with a hundred graces, unveiled, back to our gathering.
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25. Strangers drink wine in the garden by the stream, cup in hand, listening to the cuckoo's song. Far from the bustle of the
garden, Your madmen sit apart, waiting for Your call. Give Your moths once more the longing to burn themselves; command
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26. The wandering people are turning their reins once more towards Hijaz; the urge to fly has carried off even the wingless
nightingale. In every bud of the restless garden there is the scent of devotion; just touch the strings, the instrument is thirsty
for the plectrum. The songs are restless to leave the strings; Sinai longs to burn in that same fire.

(*v)
Q)/UL‘ZL‘U?)MJQL&.'//)’ &)/UL«TJr}’/;/"wg&/
(,,/uw”/uffj/,;ém (')/u‘}/'/:/&-:;:zgt‘ufze
L:}fé//“ﬁ,,!b,sgd L::«,/,;h;/’/‘ugduéz;ﬁ

27. Ease the hardships of this unfortunate community; raise the humble ant to stand beside Solomon. Make the rare treasure of
love plentiful again; turn the idol-worshippers of India towards Islam. (Persian) A stream of blood flows from our old longing;
a cry throbs in the wounded chamber of our breast.
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28. The rose's scent has carried the garden's secret outside; what a calamity that the flowers themselves betray the garden. The

season of roses is over, the garden's music is broken; the singers have flown from the branches. Only one nightingale is still
lost in song; in its breast the songs still surge.
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29. The doves have fled the branches of the cypress; the petals have fallen and scattered. The old garden paths are deserted,;
the branches are stripped of their leaves. Yet its spirit stayed free of the season's prison; if only someone in the garden

understood is cry
()
i byt e i e b
u’c‘ic,/u“c,/c,}bwf u:é.‘;'cﬁ/ﬁﬁwgui
u”g'LUa;‘urff SEEAE ) ujmu,aﬂfwu&w

30. There is no joy left in dying, and no pleasure in living; if there is any pleasure, it is in drinking one's own heart's blood.
How many gifts lie restless in my mirror; how many visions throb in my breast. But there is no one in this garden to see them,
no tulips that carry the scar of longing in their hearts.
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31. May this lonely nightingale's song tear hearts open; may hearts wake to this same call of the caravan bell. May hearts
come alive again with a new pledge of faithfulness, and thirst again for that same old wine. If my jar is Persian, what of it?
My wine is from Hijaz. If my song is Indian, what of it? Its melody is from Hijaz.
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1. Words that come from the heart have power; they have no wings, yet they can fly. Heavenly in origin, they aim high; they
rise from the dust and pass through the skies. My love was mischievous, rebellious and bold; my fearless cry tore through the
heavens.
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2. The ancient sky heard it and said, "Someone is out there!" The planets said, "Someone is on the high Throne." The moon
said, "No, it is someone from the earth"; the Milky Way said, "Someone is hiding right here." Only Rizwan, the keeper of
Paradise, understood my complaint: he knew me as the man thrown out of Paradise.
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3. Even the angels wondered what this voice was; even those around the Throne could not solve the mystery. Can man's
striving reach even the Throne? Has a pinch of dust learned to fly? How ignorant of manners are these dwellers of the earth;
how bold and insolent are these residents of the lowlands!
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4. So insolent that he is angry even with God! Is this the same Adam before whom the angels bowed? He knows the world of
feeling but little of its secrets, and he is a stranger to the mysteries of humility. Men are proud of their power of speech, yet
these foolish ones do not know how to speak.
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5. A voice came: your tale is full of sorrow, your cup overflows with restless tears. Your drunken cry has reached the heavens;
how bold is the tongue of your mad heart. With the beauty of your words you turned complaint into thanks; you made
servants speak with God.
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6. We are ready to be generous, but no one asks; whom shall We guide, when no one is travelling towards the goal? Our
training is open to all, but there is no worthy essence; this is not the clay from which Adam is made. If anyone is worthy, We
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7. Your hands are weak, your hearts are used to unbelief; this community has become a cause of shame for its Prophet. The
idol-breakers are gone, and those who remain make idols; Abraham was the father, but the sons are Azar. The drinkers are
new, the wine is new, the jars are new; the Kaaba is new, the idols are new, and you are new.
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8. There were days when this was the pride of beauty, when the wild tulip of the desert was the glory of spring. Whoever was
a Muslim was mad with love for God; this same "fickle one" was once your beloved. Now go and pledge your slavery to
some single land; turn the universal community of Ahmad into a local one!
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9. How hard you fmd it to wake at dawn; when do you love Us? You love your sleep. Your free nature finds the fast of

Ramadan a heavy chain; tell Us yourselves, is this the way of faithfulness? A nation lives by its faith; if faith is gone, you are
gone too, just as the stars would scatter without their mutual pull.
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10. You are the ones who know no skill in the world; you are the nation that does not care for its own nest. You are the harvest
on which lightning rests; you are the ones who sell the graves of your ancestors. You have made a name by trading in graves;
what would you not sell if you found idols of stone?
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11. Who wiped falsehood from the page of time? Who freed mankind from slavery? Who filled My Kaaba with foreheads?

Who held My Quran to their hearts? They were your forefathers indeed, but what are you? You sit with hands folded, waiting
for tomorrow.
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12. What did you say, that for Muslims there is only the promise of houris? Even an unjust complaint needs some sense.
Justice has been the Creator's law from the beginning: if the unbeliever lives by the Muslim's code, he receives houris and
palaces. Among you there is no one who even longs for the houris; the light of Sinai is still here, but there is no Moses.

crazyfansofnovel.com - Shikwa and Jawab-e-Shikwa - Page 11 of 17



(OY)
L F gl Fep b gkl G dris e L
L1 o 2 lnf i SN
fwdwﬂfé,i,u:uﬂf wu:”'suﬂf»'w«/é—w:“)

13. This nation shares one gain and one loss; all have one Prophet, one religion, one faith. One holy sanctuary, one God, one
Quran: would it have been so great a thing for the Muslims too to be one? Yet here there are sects and there are castes; are

these the ways to thrive in the world?

('¥)

Ul K‘J"PLJQ,J.“);J{W iibgdr/qfi’g//bc‘,u;/
</’/:4LJL”///,(/JJIJ{!‘Z DL{U/W?&VU:U:-”{(TJ/

A ef el g

14. Who has abandoned the way of the chosen Prophet? Whose deeds are measured by worldly convenience? Whose eyes are
filled with the ways of others? Whose gaze has turned away from the path of the ancestors? There is no fire in your hearts and

no feeling in your souls; you care nothing for the message of Muhammad.
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15. If anyone fills the rows in the mosques, it is the poor; if anyone bears the hardship of fasting, it is the poor. If anyone takes

Our name, it is the poor; if anyone covers your shame, it is the poor. The rich are drunk with wealth and have forgotten Us;

the shining community lives on because of the poor.
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16. The preacher of the nation no longer has mature thought, nor natural brilliance nor fiery speech. The ritual of the call to
prayer remains, but the spirit of Bilal is gone; philosophy remains, but the teaching of Ghazali is gone. The mosques mourn

that there are no worshippers left, no one left with the qualities of Hijaz.
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17. There is an outcry that the Muslims have vanished from the world; We ask, were there ever any true Muslims? In dress
you are Christians, in culture Hindus; are these the Muslims who would make even the Jews ashamed? You are Sayyids, you
are Mirzas, you are Afghans; you are everything, but tell Us, are you Muslims too?
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18. When the Muslim spoke, his truth was fearless; his justice was strong and free of favouritism. The tree of the Muslim's
nature was moist with modesty; in courage he was beyond imagining. (Persian) Self-melting was the essence of his wine;
emptying himself of self was the shape of his flask.
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19. Every Muslim was a lancet for the vein of falsehood; action was the jewel in the mirror of his life. His trust was in the
strength of his own arm; you fear death, but he feared only God. If the son does not know his father's learning by heart, how
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20. Everyone is drunk with the love of ease; are you Muslims? Is this the Muslim way? You have neither the spiritual poverty
of Ali nor the wealth of Uthman; what spiritual bond do you have with your forefathers? They were honoured in the world
because they were Muslims; you are disgraced because you have abandoned the Quran.
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21. You are angry with one another, they were merciful to one another; you commit faults and hunt for faults, they covered

faults and forgave. All of you want to live on the heights of the Pleiades, but first create a pure heart like theirs. Theirs was the
throne of the Chinese emperor and the crown of Persia; is this just talk, or do you have their sense of honour?
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22. Self-destruction is your way; they were proud and self-respecting. You run from brotherhood; they gave their lives for it.

You are all words, they were all action; you long for a single bud, they held whole gardens in their arms. The nations still
remember their story; their truthfulness is written on the page of existence.
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23. Some of you shone like stars on the nation's horizon, and some became Brahmins in love with the idols of India. Eager to

fly, you left your nests; the young, already without action, began to doubt their faith. Modern culture freed them from every
bond, and took them from the Kaaba to settle in the idol-house.
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24. Let Qays no longer bear the loneliness of the desert; let him enjoy the city air and give up wandering. He is mad anyway,

whether he stays in town or not; what matters is that the veil be lifted from Layla's face! Let there be no complaint of cruelty
or injustice; if love is free, why should beauty not be free too?
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25. The new age is lightning that sets every harvest on fire; neither desert nor garden is safe from it. The old nations are fuel
for this new fire, and the community of the Last Prophet wears a shirt of flames. Yet if the faith of Abraham is born again
today;, fire can still turn into a garden.
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26. Gardener, do not be troubled by the state of the garden; soon the branches will shine with the stars of new buds. The
garden is being cleared of weeds and rubbish; the red of the martyrs' blood is making flowers bloom. Look at the sky: its

colour is crimson; this is the glow of the rising sun on the horizon.
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27. In the garden of existence some nations have gathered their fruit, while others have none and have seen only autumn.
There are hundreds of trees, some withered and some flourishing; hundreds more still lie hidden in the garden's soil. The tree
of Islam is the very model of fruitfulness; its fruit is the work of centuries of gardening.
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28. Your garment is free of the dust of any one homeland; you are that Joseph for whom every Egypt is Canaan. Your caravan

can never be destroyed; apart from the caravan bell you need no provisions. (Persian) You are the candle's stem, with your
roots as smoke within the flame; the shadow of your thought burns away the end.
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29. You will not be wiped out if Iran is wiped out; the intoxication of wine does not depend on the cup. The story of the Tatar

invasion shows that the Kaaba found its guardians in the idol-house. You are the support of the ship of truth in this world; the
new age is night, and you are its faint star.
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30. The turmoil of the Bulgarian attack is a message of awakening to the heedless. You think it was meant to wound you, but
it is a test of your sacrifice and self-respect. Why fear the neighing of the enemy's horses? The light of truth cannot be put out

by the breath of enemies.
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31. The truth about you is hidden from the eyes of the nations; the gathering of existence still needs you. Your warmth keeps
the age alive; your leadership is the lucky star of the world's destiny. This is no time for rest, the work is still unfinished; the
light of Oneness is yet to be made complete.
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32. Like fragrance trapped in a bud, scatter yourself; load your baggage on the breeze of the garden. You are small, so grow
from a speck of dust into a desert; from the song of a wave become a raging storm. With the power of love raise up every
lowly thing; light up the world with the name of Muhammad.
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33. Without this flower there would be no nightingale's song, no smile of buds in the garden of the world. Without this

cupbearer there would be no wine and no jar; there would be no gathering of Oneness in the world, and no you. The tent of
the heavens stands by this name; the pulse of existence beats with this name.
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34. It is in the desert, in the mountain's lap, on the plain; in the sea, in the arms of the wave, in the storm. It is in the cities of
China and the wilderness of Morocco, and it lives hidden in the faith of the Muslim. May the eyes of the nations watch this
sight forever: the exalted glory of "We have raised high your remembrance."

(v0)
L)J’)CLUWC—/WU L-‘;Jgo)d"'j'u’}()p/
L;Jﬂwl&ii,bu" L—)dﬂvw}/‘f/d/
C/’Jé'/t'Lﬁadb'u:/};u}.b}; C/nggc;(bg!c‘,};ﬂjf

35. The pupil of the earth's eye, that dark world (Africa), the world that raises your martyrs, the crescent world nurtured by the

sun's heat, the world that lovers call the world of Bilal, quivers like mercury at this name and swims in light like the pupil of
the eye.
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36. Reason is your shield and love your sword; My dervish, your rule will win the world. Your cry of Allahu Akbar is fire for

everything besides God; if you are a true Muslim, your effort becomes destiny. If you are faithful to Muhammad, We are
yours; what is this world? The Tablet and the Pen are yours.
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