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The Poetry of Iqbal

‘ BY
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Igbal with the Author of the book



THE PERIOD OF DECADENCE

NATIONS, like individuals, have to endure periods of
sterility, during which everything goes wrong. Such an epoch
arrived for the disintegrated world of India after the death of
Aurangzeb, so that it became hardly possible to recognize this
country which had formerly abounded in men of first-class talent.
Indian poetry for a long time to come volatilized almost
exclusively in unctuous flatteries of the ephemeral personalities
who appeared on the slippery stage of Indian politics. The
depraved tastes of the rois faineant of Delhi and Lucknow created
a saturnalia of poetic immorality and hastened the departure of
the muses. Added to this was the horror of mutual strife and
struggle which completed the destruction of the noble and high-
minded men of this storm-tossed country. With moral degeneracy
came also intellectual paralysis and henceforth we find India
plunged in deep slumber. Everyone who breathed this
atmosphere became infected with drowsiness. In an age affected
with these morbid inanities, it was inevitable that imaginative
literature should run wild. Nobility of form was replaced by an
affected, pretentious and yet essentially corrupt style; a crude and
lifeless scurrility usurped the throne of art. Everything sacred to
Indian hearts was de-filed by the literary pedants of the day. An
incredible wealth of common-places and trivialities was brought
to the market in the shape of erotic verse which displayed the
mental poverty characteristic of decadence. True poetry no longer

maintained its dominance in the realm of the spirit, and verse-



writing became an elegant method of killing time. It is pleasant,
however, to record that the land of poesy was not entirely sub-
merged. A few peaks were still visible above the surface of the
flood tide. The poets Mir and Ghalib, though they sang of the
witcheries of en-tracing maidens, yet displayed an originality and
treshness which even in these days of revolutionized taste appeal
to the connoisseurs. The almost exhausted themes of the love-
stricken souls, the blushing roses and the doting nightingales are
treated with creative energy and possess a beauty which captivates
the reader. Ghalib infused into poetry something new in tone, in
teeling, in emotional expression. He was undoubtedly an artist
whose brain and heart were both great. Urdu literature is enriched
by the magic of his touch, and amid numberless noisy
mediocrities he is the only one who has produced poetry of
permanent value. But this was an occasional gleam and, apart
trom this solitary instance, it was sad to reflect that no longer was
poesy to illuminate life by its ideals, but life, with its finite aim and
ephemeral caprices, was to dominate poesy. Consequently, the
writings of this period passed into utter oblivion as soon as the

society of a new age came into being.

After the establishment of British rule in India there began a
period of dull repose, poor in great events, but rich in work and
tranquil prosperity, a period in which the entire political life of the
nation for nearly a century sank into profound slumber not to be
disturbed without severe shocks. This serenity of political weather
was utilised by the wisdom of the Royal officialdom in the work
of organising the administration which gave promise of weighty



consequences. Never in recent history has a great power had such
difficult administrative problems to solve, but a crowd of officials
of exceptional ability achieved wonderful results. By inaugurating
a system of education on Western lines they thoroughly pre-pared
the soil for a mighty transformation. It opened a new era of
political opinion in India. It set the people yearning for a new
heaven and a new earth. The nation arose phoenix-like from its
ashes to reclaim its rights. The liberal tendencies of Western
literature manifested them-selves in the emancipation of the spirit
overlaid with the dust of centuries. These were the tributary
fountains that, as time went on, swelled into the broad confluence
of our own times. The benumbed East was awakened to new life
and its eyes were turned towards different ideals. How great is the
debt of India to the thinkers and writers of the West I need not
here dwell upon at great length, though its interest is not
negligible. It is circumstance that inspires and moulds the thought.
This glowing life, this world in resurrection received its impetus
from the force of character of men who lighted their votive
candles at the shrine of learning at different centres in India. (1
will deal with one only in a brief manner.) Sir Syed Ahmad Khan
was one of those solitary geniuses who are capable of awakening
and elevating their nation by means of creative ideas. He, with a
band of devoted friends who possessed the fire of joyful
enthusiasm, started a small school at Aligarh for the education of
Moslem boys. This was a veritable sanctuary of peace and faith
from which radiated light in all directions. He himself occupied a
simple hospitable home where a lively, at times too lively, society



would assemble round the festive board. His happiest moments
were those wherein, intoxicating and intoxicated, he could in
inspired language give free issue to the flow of his thoughts and
his feelings. The bewitching conservationist at the close of a
laborious day would entertain the company with brilliant
observations, ancedotes of early days and mischievous jokes far
into the night. Nazir Ahmad, the eminent Oriental scholar and
orator, Mohsanul Mulk, the talented and accomplished nobleman,
Zakaullah, the famous mathematician, and Altaf Husain Hali, the
national poet, and others were some of the representatives of a
tast vanishing literary epoch who formed the circle round the
magnetic figure of the old Syed. These lifelong friends gathered in
the modest rose-garlanded house, and in animated conversation
would institute comparisons between the glorious past and the
torlorn present. They matured plans for the regeneration of their
fallen people. They travelled in various provinces addressing
monster meetings and moving audiences to tears by the fire of
their eloquence. The old Syed, unable to control his emotion,
would sob like a child when he drew the sad picture of the
lamentable condition of his people. The contrast between what is
and what might have been is itself, as Dante teaches in a certain
immortal verse, the greatest of all sorrows. The grief of the people
on such occasions knew no bounds when they realized the extent
of their melancholy destiny. Their spirit received a terrible shaking
and burst the chains which the bigotry of the orthodox Mullas
entwined round it and kept it in thraldom. An enthusiasm that
was ardent and brimful of hope rejuvenated even the elderly. This



movement towards Western education gathered a momentum
which carried the whole people with it. It has invariably happened
that in epochs of great transformation, at the right moment, the
creative energy of history called forth the right men. These
wonder-workers knew the vital need of the moment. They infused
enthusiasm in the students, and delight in learning became the
dominant impulse. Many of us can still recollect the first fervour
for studies in India. A delirium seized the people. The youth went
in groups singing songs from Tennyson, Byron and Shakespeare.
As it was in Europe at the time of the revival of learning, men
killed themselves by over study, so also in India young men in
these days studied too hard and tried to do even more than they
could do. This was the poesy of life, and the blossoming of the
yearnings of earnest souls. The portly figure of the old Syed
seemed triumphantly to hold in its hands the keys wherewith he
opened the floodgates of a new life. But how many were the
struggles through which his ardent spirit had at length fought
down the old prejudice and repugnance towards all public activi-
ties, to wield in the end a great influence over the nation. How
many defections of friends, how many disillusionments
elaborately concealed by his keen wit, had to be endured before
his richly endowed personality could set the stagnant current of
Indian life in effective motion. We have now crossed the
threshold with closed eyes. A new world lies before us but hidden
by a thick veil not yet lifted. The spirit within, though partially
liberated, clamours for unrestricted freedom. The future is

pregnant with possibilities. The old society is overthrown; we gaze



with grateful feelings towards departing shades. The old world
with its polished manners and urbanity and tranquil ways had

endeared itself to us; at any rate, it had become a Second nature.

Whyr—Dbecause the future is uncertain and the armour, we
have put on, pricks the sensitive flesh at several places, but the die
is cast and there is no turning back now to clutch at incorporeal
shadows. These have rolled back leaving us to face the
temptations of the Siren song of the unknown. Fresh breezes
have already begun to blow and our drooping spirit receives the
exhilarating vigour of a new wine. We are impelled by mysterious
forces to march forward. The changed outlook and the
materialistic influence of new education bring into existence a
blatant and aspiring bourgeoisie with its intense industry, its
arrogant egotism and its pharisaical hardness of heart. After a
tormidable social and literary revolution, after the destruction of
all the traditional ideas and forms of society, there re-mains
nothing for this generation but the comparative liberty of the
individual, which after all creates nothing new. Ignorance is
replaced by scepticism yet more disastrous, by a condition of
spiritual anarchy, where-in everyone believes himself to know
everything. Religion is openly scoffed at, and moral restraint is
superseded by a fugitive fear of the laws enacted by new rulers.
Western manners, dress and slavish aping of forms of speech,
come into vogue which scandalize the few survivors of the old

school who continued to preserve a kernel of sound religious
belief.



THE DAWN OF INDIAN RENAISSANCE

Epochs of literary struggle are rarely favourable to love-
poetry, and therefore it was difficult to protect this quiet flower-
garden of poesy from the keen winds of the day. The fermenting
ideas of this age gave rise to a singer who came with a moralizing
muse. Hali, the national poet par excellence, appeared on the
scene at this juncture with a work (Muwsaddas) which thrilled
everyone. For the first time, now, did the life of ancient Moslems
become personally, directly and vividly comprehensible to the
philistines. In this poem Hali depicts the magnificent Islamic
idealism which had illumined the days of the first age of Islam. He
compares with inexpressible pathos that great age with the present
tforlorn state of the Moslem world. In so proud a nation as the
Moslems, the comparison between the great past and the petty
present could not fail to arouse painful feelings. But the absolute
impossibility of winning back the lost glory was plain to all men’s
sight without reversion to old ideals. It, however, added
momentum to the vital impulse of the age for national unity
which manifested itself in the check which the spirit of mockery
of religion received from its stirring tones. Henceforth the
reverent glances of the nation were directed towards the glory of
its past achievements, and the tendency to worship the
materialistic character of modern civilisation be-came blunted.
Young men touched the hidden springs of national sensibilities
when they sang in melodious strains those portions of this great



poem which described the heroic deeds of a great age in history.
From the date of the wonderful popularity of Hali may be

discerned the birth of the romantic movement in India.

The unanticipated development of Indian thought joyfully
welcomed yet another poet when Hall ceased to write inspiring
poetry. This writer of destiny was Akbar whose playful muse
disclosed the secret that “Poesy and life were inseparable.” If
literature is the mirror of a people’s soul, then Akbar truly reflects
that spirit in his inimitable poems. While Hali awakened the self-
consciousness of the people and promoted love for past glory,
Akbar exposed with irresistible humour the seamy side of the
modern civilisation. He is extremely unpretentious and yet is so
severe in his opposition to the fashionable idolatries of the day, so
clear in his condemnation of all vanity, artificiality and untruth.
The greatest attraction of his poems lies in his kindly wit which
makes even those laugh with joy on whom it inflicts the deepest
wounds. Whether in the open shop of an Indian bazar or in the
cultured circle of high society the recital of his verses makes
everyone roar with laughter, his inexhaustible humour continues
to spin golden threads around every event of the day, and it
cannot be denied that in the cordiality of his mood and in the
treedom of his roguish wit he is unrivalled in India. It is truly said
that humour is in-variably democratic, for it sweeps away all social
barriers and invests the common things of life with new aspects.
The increasing self-respect of the masses is reflected in these
poems which induce a sense of liberation from their dull and
prosaic life and administer drubbings to the high and the low



alike. How true is the fact that “the real power that shapes
opinion in regard to other nations and other civilisations is
literature—fiction and poetry. What one people in Europe knows
about another people is largely obtained, not from serious
volumes of statistics, or grave history, or learned books of travel,
but from the literature of that people—the literature that is an
expression of its emotional life.” Newspapers and journals
greedily contest for the privilege of publishing in the most
prominent place any fresh effusion of his radiant wit. Millions
thus read his verses that touch the heart, and through the heart
influence the judgment. Akbar’s popularity is so wonderful that I
could not pass him over lightly. No man ever gave the public so
much amusement, and no one helped more forcefully the reaction

which now set in against the blind worship of Western civilisation.

IQBAL’S EARLY DAYS

AKBAR'’S light poetry served the great purpose of nature; it
prepared the national mind for the reception of a poet-
philosopher whose poems produced a delirium of enthusiasm all
over India, nay even outside India. In Afghanistan, Persia and
Turkey, in England, Hungary and European countries, his
reputation is rapidly spreading. This poet is Dr. Muhammad Igbal
whose powerful and revitalizing poems it is my chief object to
interpret in this paper. As a spirit messenger he is the bearer of a
new idea which illumines life with a fresh significance. The dawn
of this world of different ideals has separated the epoch of



conscious reflection from the epoch of unconscious creation. I
think it would interest you to know something of his early life
and, therefore, I would speak of Igbal himself in a brief manner
before I speak of his poems.

He was born at Sialkot about the year 1876. His family, which
belonged to the middle class and inherited strong Sufistic
tendencies, was held in esteem by the people. At the usual age he
was sent to an ordinary school in his own town. He passed
through the gamut of Indian school routine. The soul-destroying
curse of examinations proved no impediment to the rapid
progress which he was making in the healthy atmosphere of keen
competition. In the course of his school studies he was
introduced to a venerable old scholar of Oriental learning, M. Mir
Hasan, who unveiled to his admiring mind the beauties of Islamic
literature. The knowledge of the Arabic and Persian languages
thus acquired enabled him to assimilate the works of some of the
most distinguished writers among Moslems. At this early age
religious study exercised a great influence in moulding his
character. We all feel that a boy is a savage without religion,
without tenderness, but the ideas of right and wrong are
quickened within him by religious feelings. This experience came
to Igbal, and his training in this respect blossomed and bore fruit
subsequently when he grew to manhood. From the very
beginning he was sensitive to beauty and this aesthetic feeling very
probably developed the delicate musical sensibilities of his poetic
mind. All great poets in their youth have been swayed by this
teeling. In fact, emotional poetry has always been written under its



pleasing influence. There was nothing extraordinary in the
incidents of his life at school. In Igbal the extraordinary gift was
altogether of the mind and he was one of those rare juvenile
prodigies who fulfil in manhood the promise of childhood. Even
at this age he charmed people by his gentle and dreamy ways. In
due course when he finished his school final he transferred his
residence to Lahore in order to join a college for higher studies.
Here the environment was fresh and vigorous; there was cheerful
succession of work and lively society. Though during his school
days he had produced some elegant trifles, yet the new
atmosphere afforded better scope for the exercise of his intellect,
and his hitherto dormant muse receiving the stimulus of
inspiration manifested its bound-less possibilities. One of his
finest blossoms was a verse of marvellous beauty which a
contemporary poet of first rank pronounced as unique and on
being told that a youth freshly arrived in Lahore had written it, lie
predicted a brilliant future for the young man. You cannot
possibly reproduce the delicate music of artistic perfection of
words in translation but I would attempt a rendering.
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Interpreted in English it would mean: Divine grace gathered
the dew-drops of remorse from my forehead taking them to be
pearls. In one sub-lime verse the poet depicts the angelic sanctity
of a soul after its resurrection. How the divine love rejoices to see



the hidden and ennobling virtue of remorse! Supremely exquisite
is the analogy of drops of perspiration to pearls whose purity
resembles the chastity of awakened con-science. The poetic
euphony which embellishes the dignity of the human soul with
incomparable vesture lays claim to be enjoyed as a free work of
art. Poetic critics unanimously paid homage to this aspiring genius
tfor this single verse which immediately found currency all over
the land. Tribal was henceforth ranked as a luminary of first
magnitude in the firmament of poesy, and his muse continually
marched forward towards its goal, scattering flowers on its path
and creating a new emotional utterance not to be imitated. In the
midst of huge and admiring audiences Igbal could be seen
standing on a dais reciting his verses in sweet tunes, which exacted
boundless applause and occasioned indescribable enthusiasm. I
was a witness to this scene several times when amidst a tempest of
acclamation Igbal was carried away almost fainting through effort
to meet the greedy demand of the cultured audience. It is rare in-
deed that a young man, as yet a student, should become the idol
of the people, and the first fact for you to observe is that no poet
ever had such vast and sudden popularity. Not only in the Punjab
but all over India, so great was his influence that it crushed all
competition out of existence. Nobody else could get a hearing
while Igbal sang. Nor is this all that is to be said about him. His
influence chiefly initiated the romantic movement in India. The
spirit of our eatlier public life, which had exhibited a trait of
unaesthetic torpor of the senses under close restraint, entered

once more into its right and became freer and more venture-



some. Igbal unceasingly turned his talents to the best account, and
ever pursued the highest aims. It remained his glory that in his
poems he held up the mirror to his age, as Goethe had done
before him in Wilhelm Meister.

HIS STUDIES IN EUROPE

THE charm and vitality of this expansive phase soon found a
remote region and an alien society for its fruitful activities, for a
triendly fortune and the selfless affection of a brother made it
possible for him to undertake a journey to Europe for
professional training. Thus at the most impressionable period of
his life he came into close touch with some of the profoundest
thinkers of Europe and, finding the amenities of intellectual life at
Cambridge suitable to his quiet disposition, he settled down there
to drink, so to speak, at the very font and source of learning. But
boys of pronounced character have always owed far more to their
private reading than to their set studies and the young Indian,
while devoting his time and labour to the soul-destroying curse of
examinations, was feeding his mind on the copious resources of
the University library and the soul-nourishing society of eminent
professors. The profitable perusal of the former and the
unceasing joys of the latter proved to be a veritable “pasture of
great souls” for they contributed materially towards the growth of
his mental powers which revealed their many-sidedness later on in
his life. During the intervals of these academic studies he found
ample opportunities to visit the Continent. He spent some time at



Munich to prepare his thesis on Persian philosophy. These
journeys afforded him glimpses into the secrets of the Western
civilization. To an Oriental mind the restless enterprise of Europe
naturally presented such a contrast to the sleepy and
contemplative life of the East. His acute intelligence constantly
tound vast and complex problems to reflect on, which awakened
thought and added to the richness and variety of his faculties.
Among these world problems he observed the invigorating
influence of democracy and nationality on the peoples of Europe.
He also saw mammon-worship in its most potent form which
issued from harsh and remorseless commercialism. He could not
fail to observe that triumphant materialism waged an unrelenting
war against religion and morality. The consequence, as he clearly
saw, was tragic. Men lost sight of the higher aims of life and
wallowed among its sordid interests. To a keen student of history
like him it was quite clear that materialised society constituted a
danger to moral and spiritual life, for in the mad pursuit of
almighty dollar the loftiest ideals were ever knocked down from
their high pedestals. The body politic could never remain in a state
of vigorous health and at once ceased to exercise its beneficial
influence, when in its daily functions justice was regulated by
selfish motives and ethics were divorced from politics. This
corruption of morals inevitably undermined the greatest empires
and destroyed the harmony and confidence obtaining in
international relations. This debasement of character which
supervened Western civilization brought disenchantment and
Igbal who had previously imagined that the Occident was



actuated by truth and justice wrote a poem embodying a piquant
protest against the prostitution of the noble ideas of freedom and

equality.
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[The time of unveiling has come, the Beloved will be seen by
all;

That secret which was veiled by silence shall become manifest.
That cycle has gone, O cup-bearer! when they drank in hiding,
The whole wotld shall become a tavern, and all shall drink.
Those who wandered insane shall return to dwell in cities,

Their feet shall be naked as before, but those meadows shall

be new.



The silence of Mecca has proclaimed to the expectant ears, at
last;

The compact which was made with the desert-dwellers shall

become
once more strengthened.

The Lion which came out of the wilderness and upset the
Empire of Rome,

I hear from angels that he shall awaken once more.
O dwellers of Western lands ! God’s world is not a shop,

That which you considered good coin shall prove to be of low

value.
Your civilization will commit suicide with its own dagger;
A nest built on a slender bough cannot last.

Even the frail petal of a rose will be made into a boat for the
caravan of the despised ant,

No matter what storms and cyclones may rage, but it will

safely cross the angry seas.

One day I remarked to a dove, “The liberated of this place are
rooted to the earth,”

The buds made a prompt reply and said, “Surely he has
discovered the secret of our rose-garden.”]



This poem forms a mine of prophecies and warnings and with
a wonderful clarity of vision Igbal gives intimation of the coming
events twenty years before their occurrence. Realizing the
instability of the present structure of the Western civilization he
boldly declares in the first two lines that hypocrisy which so long
clouded the minds of the people will be seen by them and that the
time has come for the world spirit to manifest itself. The secret of
the present universal unrest is found in the yearning of the masses
tfor the advent of a new spirit of righteousness and truth. This
insistent call of the people has made the spirit reveal itself and is
shaping new destinies for nations long suffering under unhappy
conditions. This prophecy becomes still clearer in the next two
lines which emphatically announce the passage of the present
times in which timid people spoke in whispers. The world in this
poetic metaphor is converted into a huge tavern in which the wine
of new ideas will be freely dispensed and all will become
intoxicated by it. The beauty of living words is very sweet and the
influence on the mind is tremendous. Whether it is Ireland, Egypt,
India, Persia or Russia, the people there have torn the mask from
their faces and are clamouring for their rights. They glory in the
privilege of suffering and sacrifice riches and repose, nay even life
itself, for an idea. This wonderful resurgence of a dauntless spirit
is working openly and on an unprecedented scale. History does
not relate the existence in any previous age of such a colossal
revolt against organised governments. Those who carefully
observe the phenomenon will have no hesitation in saying that the
premonition uttered by Dr. Igbal has found a wonderful



fulfillment in the prevailing conditions in these countries. The
nations appear strangely drunk with enthusiasm and it seems as
though the entire world is transformed into a huge tavern. The
astonishing verity of the prediction added to the charm of
language awakens pleasing emotions and one insensibly feels that
it is something that stirs us deeply and makes us think new
thoughts. A great poet only can do this.

The third and fourth lines convey stern warning to the
apostles of Western civilization which is bound to be annihilated
if the cult of imperial egoism and crushing industrialism is
permitted to poison the sweet serenity of life. Many talented and
sober thinkers have condemned in emphatic terms this aspect of
the Western civilization but the poet’s method of explaining its
cause is exceedingly effective. The mad rush of the Western
nations in search of markets for their manufactures has, he says,
made them treat God’s world as a shop. This, he says, will not
endure and the disillusionment and disappointment will in the end
reveal to them that what they considered genuine coin is only
counterfeit. It is undoubtedly true that the Western intellect has
wrested many priceless secrets from Nature by means of those
marvellous discoveries it has made in scientific knowledge, and
backward nations tremble before a union of immeasurable power
with unfathomable craft such as has never existed before, but
with all this, “There is,” says Napoleon, “but one step from
triumph to a fall. I have seen that in the greatest affairs a little
thing has always decided important events.” This formidable force
created by the modern civilization may recoil on it and the poet in



this prophetic verse predicts that the Western civilization will
commit suicide by the weapon it has forged. Matthew Arnold in
his poem called “The Future” depicts the prospects of human
happiness as gloomy. It seems to him that the necessities of this
civilization are turning men’s minds away from noble ideas to
selfish and material ambition. It seems to him that even the
teeling which makes poetry must die. The tendency of the
industrial civilization undeniably is to compel men to think more
about money than ever before, and less about truth and beauty
and divine things. The world is becoming material in the ugliest
meaning of the term. How dismal is likely to be the plight of the
people before the actual tragedy is enacted, is made obvious by
Mzt. Rutherford, M.P., in his little brochure Commonwealth or
Empire. “The rulers of Europe,” he says, “have made and are
making fools of people, as they have done many a time before—
tooling with big promises and little or no performance. In times
of peace the struggle for bare existence is so intense, so cruel, and
so demoralizing that the masses have neither the leisure nor the
strength to think beyond what they shall eat and what they shall
drink. Perpetual motion on the brink of poverty degrades large
sections of the community into little better than dazed insects.”
The mystic poet Rossetti proclaimed his deeper perception of
human misery in the famous lines so full of pathos:

War that shatters her slain

And peace that grinds them as grain.



This apparently is too detrimental to the divine scheme of
things and must inevitably come to an end. The European
civilization escaped by an hair’s breadth from destruction during
the last Great War, and the armies were hardly demobilised when
portentous activity was displayed in devising scientific and
diabolical means of blasting human happiness by preparing for
another war. The whole world is afflicted with a dangerous
malady. Very few seem to pause and consider whither we are

drifting.

The golden vision of youth and the clairvoyance of a poet
priest are visible in the fifth and sixth lines. Since the affairs of the
world cannot evidently be conducted on the lines of selfish and
materialistic policy of the West, the ineffable divine wisdom must
replace it by a more humane and just polity. A reformer or a poet
of high type of genius, who is summoned by the law of nature to
become the regenerator of society, realizes at once by intuition
that all progress is through faith and hope in something and,
knowing well the strange possibilities of the human soul,
announces in magic words the advent of a new world of pure and
lofty ideas. He will make men appear once more upon the stage
who will command and inspire national policy with new ardours,
and awaken lesser spirits to a comprehension of their own
powers. In the fifth line the allusion is made to the Arabs who
having once performed heroic deeds in a glorious chapter of
history withdrew to their desert wilderness. It was apparently a
cunning design of Nature to recuperate their exhausted energies,
tor life in cities is demoralizing and conservation of life forces is



possible only when you live in a primeval state of society. These
virile Arabs refertilized the played-out nations of Asia, Europe
and Africa and the poet says that they will again play the same role
and reconstruct the world in ruins. In the sixth line reference is
made to the compact which was made with these nomad Arabs
whereby the nation became transformed. The compact, the poet
predicts, will be reaffirmed. The verse of the Holy Qur’an which
embodies this promise by God was recited by the Prophet to the
Arabs who were accepting Islam and were taking the oath of
tealty to him. In those early days when only a handful of Arabs
constituted the entire strength of a new religion, not even the
wildest imagination could have thought it possible that those few
torlorn Arabs would become the rulers of a world empire. This
sublime prophecy found marvellous fulfillment in a very short
time. Here is the text of this divine promise:
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[God has promised to those of you who believe and do the
things that are right that He will cause them to be the rulers of the
earth as He made those who were before them and that He will
establish for them that religion which He has chosen for them,

and that after their fears He will give them security in exchange
(xxiv. 55).]



History bears witness to the miraculous conquests of the
Arabs. Their empire stretched from the Bay of Biscay to the walls
of China and this phenomenal success they achieved in as many
years as other nations did not do even in as many centuries. That
a despised nation of desert wanderers should have led the entire
wortld in the paths of civilization, developing science, philosophy
and arts to the highest pitch, is an enigma modern on-rush
destroyed Rome promise Persia and their up their own world rush
h they utterly empire on the ruins of those once irresistible States.
In the process of time they forsook what the Qur’an had said: “Be
virtuous and God commands you to be scrupulously just and act

in a manner that people may be grateful to you.”

But the world grew older and the dream vanished. Decadence
set in and the Moslem world empire was dismembered. Now
when the soul of humanity is sickened unto death by the industrial
civilization, the poet two decades eatlier prophesied that this
compact would be strengthened and the revitalized Arabs will
again issue from their inaccessible retreats in the desert equipped
with the highest morality as before and inaugurate a new era of
treedom, equality and justice. That the possibility of the despairing
soul of man re-establishing the millennium exists as one of the
sweet secrets of Nature, is expressed by Browning in one beautiful

gleam of thought :
The high that proved too high

The heroic for earth too hard,



The passion that left the ground,
To lose itself in the sky

Are music sent up to God by the
Lover and the bard;

Enough that he heard it once,
We shall hear it by and by

The eternal power has provided the reward or penalty for
every human act and thought and if you transgress this law and try
to cheat it, then the divine tribunal surely intervenes and corrects
the failure of human codes to give justice. This higher morality
under these conditions makes even seemingly impossible things to
happen, so the poet in the seventh line visualizes the successful
crossing of the high seas by these divinely-inspired men. Their
boat may be as delicate as the tender petals of a rose and they
themselves as the poor ant, but heaven’s light will guide them to
the haven of glory and they will surmount the barriers placed in
their Way by mighty rulers possessing the deadliest machines
produced by modern science. These people will again start the
music and the world will once more ring with forgotten melodies.

Though short, this poem possesses the extraordinary charm
of providing spiritual as well as material stimulation. The witchery
of artistic language in which both form and feeling are clothed
makes confidence and hope in the future penetrate the youthful
dreams of all enslaved and aspiring hearts, and the surging of



sentiments involuntarily challenges them to burst out in song. It is
the buoyancy of the spirit thus invoked which goes to the

fashioning of human destiny.

Dr. Igbal while in England chanced to meet Dr. Nicholson at
Cam-bridge. The conversation was so delightful that the
distinguished professor felt a strong desire to meet this talented
Indian again. Luck brought them together once more and the
admiration felt for the brilliant young man resulted in Dr.
Nicholson translating, years after Igbal’s return to India, his
Persian poem Asrar-i Khudi into English. It is not often that
Indians capture the fancy of eminent men of letters in Europe. In
those days Indians were generally looked down upon by
Europeans as cringing weak-willed fools. The esteem shown by
Dr. Nicholson for the young poet recalls to mind the
astonishment evinced by Napoleon when he saw Goethe. It
reveals (as it does in this case) what had been regarded for
centuries as the “German spirit.” When Goethe entered the room,
Napoleon, impressed by his personality, exclaimed: “Voila un
homine”—that was as much as to say: “But this is a man! and I
only expected to see a German.” The fragrant breeze of his
reputation which began to blow in England has now crossed the
ocean separating the old from the new world and with an airy
touch has refreshed the dainty blossoms of intellect there.
Discussing the potentiality and intrinsic value of literature, Mr.
Herbert Reed, an eminent American writer, in a pleasing and
scholarly criticism of Igbal’s Asrar-i Khudi (translated by Dr.
Nicholson) says, “But subject to these elucidations, this ideal of



Whitman’s is a critical ideal of workability, of direct use. Applying
it here and now, I can think of only one living poet who in any
way sustains the test, and almost necessarily he is not of our race
and creed. I mean Muhammad Igbal whose poem Asrar-i Khudi,
‘The Secrets of the Self,” has recently been translated from the
original Persian by Dr. Reynold Nicholson and published by
Messrs. Macmillan. Whilst our native poetasters were rhyming to
their intimate coteries about cats and corncrakes and other
homely or unusual variations of a Keatsian theme, there was
written and published in Lahore this poem, which, we are told,
has taken by storm the younger generation of Indian Moslems.
‘Igbal,” writes one of them, ‘has come amongst us as a Messiah
and has stirred the dead with life’ And what catch-penny
nostrum, you will ask, has thus appealed to the covetous hearts of
the market place, you will then be told, as I tell you now, that no
nostrum, neither of the Jingo nor of the salvationist, has wrought
this wonder, but a poem that crystallizes in its beauty the most
essential phases of modern philosophy, making a unity of faith
out of a multiplicity of ideas, a universal inspiration out of the
esoteric logic of the schools.” Similar tributes of genuine praise
have been paid by others equally competent to appreciate merit,

but I cannot overburden my paper with quotations.

SELECTIONS FROM HIS POEMS

WHILE studying Law, Igbal was awarded the Diploma of
Doctor of Philosophy by the University of Munich in recognition



of his original thesis on Persian philosophy, and in due course
after having been called to the Bar he returned to India where his
countrymen gave him enthusiastic reception. Though the
profession of law was uncongenial to his aesthetic temperament,
he had reluctantly to devove hiself to it to earn his living. This
period of his career is interesting to those who wvalue his
invigorating influence on Indian life more highly than his cautious
advances in the realm of law. During precious intervals between
his professional work he wrote some thrilling poems which
awakened the people from the torpor of centuries and breathed
into them something of his own faith and hope. He thus became
both the herald and the exponent of a new age. Past history and
the events of our own time teach us that to slay men has ever
been easier than to mould their thoughts anew, and only true
grandeur of character can defy the withering influence of an age
of general corruption. But the fertility of his mind and the magic
of his muse enabled Igbal to dispel the thick fog of apathy and to
create yearnings by penetrating the innermost recesses of the
national heart. The force of sentiment and emotion which lie so
vigorously concentrates in these few lines is creative of new
energies.

1 .
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[This day I shall expose my hidden wounds,

I shall weep blood till I have turned my assembly into a
garden.

I shall show to everyone what faithfulness means, O

Hindustan!



For I shall not cease till I have sacrificed my life to thee.
I have to light every heart’s lamp with my hidden fire;
I shall celebrate a festival of illumination in the darkness.

Not without reason in my frenzy I scatter dust in the prison

home,
For I shall create an expansive desert with this dust.

So that out of it hearts full of feeling may come to life like
buds,

I shall sow the handful of my dust.

Bigotry has made its home on the earth of my country;
I am that storm which shall wreck this home.

To string all these scattered beads in a single rosary,
Even if it is difficult, I am determined to accomplish it.

If to be a Moslem in these days means to quarrel with one

another,
I shall convert these Moslems into non-Moslems.

I shall lift the veil from the face of the Beloved of Divine
Unity,

And I shall make thee ashamed of this internal discord.



I shall show to the world what mine eyes have seen,
And I shall make thee wonder like the eye of the mirror.]

In this poem the high-minded poet speaks as a master
architect of national destiny. The times are out of tune with him
but as a custodian of the honour of his people he will grapple
even single-handed with adverse fate and hasten the advent of a
new spring-time in his country. In all ages it has been the priceless
privilege of the poet to dream of re-storing the current to the
abandoned channel of national greatness, and Igbal who sees the
gloomy faces of his countrymen vows that he will not rest till he
has wrenched the necessary concessions to the spirit of the age
even from the gods. That the experiences of these ideal forces of
human soul are common to all thinking lives, is borne out by

Cowper’s exquisite lines:
Oh! happy shades to me unblest,
Friendly to peace, but not to me.
How will the scene that offers rest,
And heart that cannot rest agree.

Not willing to think about life in the old simple way the poet
says that to-day marks the turning point in his life and the tears of
blood which he sheds must necessarily transform the place into a
rose-garden. The tears of blood which signify acute mental
anguish will, when scattered thick on the ground, bear the
semblance of full-blown roses. We know that suffering and



sacrifice build up character and bring emancipation. The fervour
of a poet’s soul exercises a stimulating charm on the reader, but in

the translation much of its attractive beauty is lost.

It is not without difficulty to make a selection out of a
collection of gems of scintillating beauty. However, 1 give here a
poem which to my mind is fascinating in point both of form and
sound. It is called “The Birth of Love.” It crystallizes the Oriental
idea of the composition of love which is the acme of all illusive
and capricious loveliness. The Greek conception of love
embodied in Cupid fails to evolve the idea of its intrinsic essence
and the perfection of its physical symmetry. The idea of the
exquisite beauty represented even in the form of Venus does not
approach more closely to it, for this also materializes the radiance
of Greek imagination of female physical grace and comeliness.
Igbal elaborates the Eastern intellectual and sensuous ideal of
love’s inherent principles. The subtlety of his analysis combined
with the elegance of diction produces feelings of joy and
sweetness. All nations in their days have experienced the
irresistible influence of this divine passion and they have
attempted to express it in poetry, sculpture or music. The
voluntary homage paid to it in all ages shows that the subject is
immortal. Whether the modern singers or painters will excel the
ancients in the felicity and originality of their conception is yet
doubtful, but I leave it to the reader to judge of the merit of
Igbal’s effort.
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[As yet the tresses of the bride of night were not familiar with
their graceful curls;

And stars of heaven had tasted not the bliss of whistling
motion through the depths of space.

The moon in her new robes looked rather strange
And knew not revolution’s ceaseless law.

From the dark house of possibilities the world had just
emerged to spin along,

No joy of life had throbbed as yet within the furthest limits of

Immensity.

The order of existence scarcely had begun unfolding to

perfectionment;



It seems as if the world, like a ring whose socket waiteth for
its precious stone, longed to evolve the archetypes to come. They

say there was an alchemist on high,

Dust of whose footsteps sparkled even more than Jamshed’s
crystal cup (wherein the king beheld the marvels of a universe).

And on the pedestal of heaven there was engraved Elixit’s

wondrous recipe,

Which angels always guarded from the ken of Adam’s soul
destined by it to live.

The alchemist was ever on the watch

Knowing this recipe more precious than the Great Name
itself.

Till seemingly saying his orisons, he nearer drew
And gained the strictly guarded pedestal, his constant effort
yielding in the end the fruit of his desire for which he burned.

And having learnt it, he went forth to seek through the vast
field

of possibilities for its ingredients and collected them;

Yeal what is there that can be hid from those who know the
halls

where truth for ever dwells.



From stars he took their brightness; from the moon the marks
of burnt-out passions of the past;

And from night’s floating and dishevelled tresses a little

darkness;

From the lightning he received its restlessness; and purity

from Houries;

And the gentle warmth that runs rippling from healing breath
of Mary’s son.

Then from the quality of Providence he took that splendour
which dependeth not on aught else than itself,

And from the dew and angels took he their humility.

Then in the waters of the spring of life he made them to
dissolve;

And from the Throne of the Most High they called this

essence “Love.”

That alchemist sprinkled this liquid on the new sprouting
being,

And its magic touch released the spell-bound process of the
worlds.

Motion appeared in atoms; forthwith they abandoned their

repose,



And roused themselves embracing their affinities again.
The suns and stars rolled in majestic curves,

The buds received fresh tints, and poppy flowers were
branded with the burning marks of Love.]

The first part of the poem portrays the sublime scene of the
creation of the universe. The sun, the moon and millions of other
planets and solar systems, the animal kingdom and the human
beings in this scheme received their allotted places and knew their
functions, but the one supreme motive was still lacking even as a
ring of artistic beauty is worth-less without its socket being
adorned with a lustrous jewel. This was the paramount law of
motion. Nature could not evidently achieve its essential purpose
without activity which was to be infused into different bodies by
means of that divine recipe blazoned on the pedestal of heaven.
The cunning alchemist who possessed himself of that celestial
secret collected the rare ingredients with infinite labour and
ingenuity. The potency of his science then enabled him to
produce an elixir to which the unseen majesty gave the name of
“Love.” The miraculous powers of this liquid were apparent when
it was sprinkled on the stagnant bodies. All of a sudden they
became animated and intense movement was visible everywhere.
The universe was set on its course of patient evolution. Two ideas
stand out prominently in this poem: first, that the secret of
progress is restless activity, second, that love should be the



guiding principle of that activity. In sex relations love is a
dominant factor, for the warmth and sunshine of its supreme
sovereignty penetrates the gloomiest recesses of the human heart.
It strews roses in the path of those whose soul is enraptured by
the magic of its glance. The noblest achievements and the
sublimest sacrifices of humanity are the result of exaltation roused
by this divine passion. It is joy, laughter and tragedy all in one.
The ravishing songs of the nightingale, the purity of the dew-
dropping pink roses, the wondrous grace of the swaying cypress,
the voluptuous fragrance of sweet jasmine, the green serenity of
myrtle, the divine narcissus holding its court in a parterre longing
tfor spring in a glimpse of heaven, the bewitching beauty and the
capricious moods of the beloved become themes of poetic
inspiration under its seductive influence. The composition of this
ruling passion is analyzed with consummate skill and the poet’s
fancy wanders over all the possibilities of Love’s all-embracing
activities when he selects the ingredients. Science may deride this
idea, but the charm of his thought and the vigour of his
description remain unaffected.

The revolution which has been wrought in the ideas of the
masses of the proletariat in all countries after the stirring events of
the Great War has presented such paradoxes to the embarrassed
statesmen of the Western world that they cannot bring back peace
to the distracted nations. Indeed, the tangle of the world’s affairs
is such that bankrupt statecraft is helpless to find a solution for
the soul forces which have been awakened by their own selfish
and immoral policy. The poet in a short poem in Persian suggests



methods to the puzzled rulers of the world whereby they could
capture the imagination of the people in revolt.
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[Let the tidings of this secret be carried to the kings, that a
wotld can be subdued by a soul-enthralling melody.

Pride not thyself over thy wealth, for in the city of love, the
heart of a Mahmud is not worth the smile of an Ayaz.

All this pride, to want nothing; all his possessions, to have
nothing.

The heart of a king trembles from a poor man who wants
nothing.

What humble demands and coquettish refusals arise in the

conflict of lovers?

The tiny heart that would burn all excuses; and the glance
which makes excuses.

I scatter a bed of roses from my forehead bowing in prayer on
the way to the infidel’s temple; for my worship overflows the
limits of a couple of prayers of the faithful.

Owing to that neglect I remain imperfect on the path: I and
my half-smoldering spirit, and thou with thy half-opened eyes.]

The idea that it is kindness and not force that can sweeten the
embittered feelings of the people is illuminated by the gentle
wisdom of antiquity. The poet has presented this truth in a new
vesture which our senses find extremely attractive. That there is



affinity of ideas between all great poets, is confirmed by

Tennyson’s sweet lines:

However it be, it seems to me,

“Tis only noble to be good.

Kind hearts are more than coronets,
And simple faith than Norman blood.

Sa’di, the immortal sage of the East, has voiced the same

sentiment in his incomparable verse:

Since the people are like the roots, And the rulers like the
trunk, The tree, my son, can weather All storms if the roots are

firm.

That the egotism of power displayed by modern rulers is
incapable of understanding the all-conquering force of love, is
within our daily experience of the terrible state of the people’s
mind all the world over. The poet in a fascinating poem wishes to
inculcate the old truth that the thrones can remain unshaken only
when they are established on the affection and gratitude of the
subjects. How the power of kindness obliterates all evil memories
is made clear by a touching incident “illustrative of the difference
between the modern and the old-fashioned way of thinking.” A
French man-of-war is on its way from Tongking to Europe, and

there are many soldiers and sailors to be fed, so the ship carries



many cattle. Every day one or two animals are killed and at last
there are only two cows left. When one of these is killed in the
presence of the other, the living cow becomes horribly frightened,
and moans, and struggles so that everybody is sorry for it. Then a
sailor goes up to the moaning cow and gently rubs its nose, and
speaks kindly to it. Thereupon the cow licks his hand, forgets its
tear, forgets the killing and the blood and every-thing, and begins
to eat quite happily again. This is a good and touching little study
of animal psychology, but are human beings less susceptible to the

healing influence of kindness?

It is easy to realize how the kings tremble in the presence of a
poor man who is above all wants, when we see in the history of
ancient kingdoms how the courage and self-denial of reformers or
philanthropists have shaken the mightiest empires to their
toundations. More recently in our own times the strange spectacle
of Tolstoy and Gandhi fearlessly con-fronting the two world
empires furnishes a convincing proof of their acquiring
phenomenal power by interpreting the soul forces of the masses.
It is the time spirit which electrifies people and, though poor, a
devoted patriot becomes irresistible when carried on the high tide

of popular will.

The second half of the poem is an address to the divine
beauty of the eternal will which has now been unveiled and the
poet, looking upon it as the goal of all his desires, approaches it
with humble mien. His living and intense faith is so wonderfully
gracious that as he prostrates himself on the way to the temple of



this spirit of the universe the arid ground is converted so to speak
into a carpet of roses. He is painfully conscious that the apathetic
indifference of the beloved has left him imperfect and in
tfollowing the spirit he realizes his deficiencies (immaturity); then
the cry rises from his heart: “I am only midway to my goal
because the beloved looked at me with only half-opened eyes.”
To the supersensitive nature of the poet it is agonizing that he of
all the people should be unable to revel in the delirtum of ecstasy.
It is due, he knows, to the lack of sufficient ardour in wooing the
beloved. In his headlong quest of an ideal state of human society
it is mortifying to him to see how difficult it is for a people to
renew their youth who have learnt to hug their chains. The law of
Nature prescribes that the attainment of the loftiest ideals of life
depends on your capacity for persistent and mad pursuit of the
object, and the poet bewails that he is still timid and hesitating
and, therefore, must burst his manacles. In melodious language he
conveys a massage both to the prince and the people. It moves
the heart by explaining the great mystery of the universe, the
power of deep faith and persistent yearning.

The steamer which carried Igbal to the coast of France passed
through the straits of Massena. The sight of the enchanting island
of Sicily touched the profound sensibility of the poet and
conjured before his mental vision the picture of its past glories
under Moslem rulers. The Arab civilization and all its glittering
associations, over the whole field of science, ethics, poetry and art,
seemed enough to inspire pride in its most evident sense, but the
recollection of its ruthless destruction by the barbarians evoked



from him a patriotic lament which reflects the anguish of Moslem
soul in all countries. This genuine though mournful effusion of
the poet’s muse stirs the emotions to the boiling point when you
read it in the original composition; even the translation makes you

see the latent beauty of its sweet but sad ideas.
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[Weep to thy heart’s content, O blood-weeping eye!
Yonder is visible the tomb of Muslim culture.

Once this palace was the tent of those dwellers of the desert,
For whose ships the ocean was a playground,;

Who raised earthquakes in the palaces of the kings of kings,
In whose swords lay hidden life-scorching flames;

Whose birth was death for the old world,

Whose fear caused the palaces of error to tremble;

Whose cry of “arise” gave life to the world

And freedom to men from the chains of superstition.

Is that drum silent for ever,

Whose reverberations delight the ear to this day?

Oh Sicily! the sea is honoured by thee,



Thou art a guide in the desert of these waters.

May the cheek of the ocean remain adorned by thy beauty
spot;

May thy lamps comfort those who measure the seas;

May thy view be ever light on the eyes of the traveller,
May thy waves ever dance on thy rocks!

Once thou wast the cradle of the civilization of the people,
The fire of whose glance was world-burning beauty.

The nightingale of Shiraz wailed over Baghdad,

And Dagh wept tears of blood over Delhi.

When the heavens scattered the wealth of Granada to the

winds,
The sorrowful heart of Ibn Badrun cried out.
The dirge of thy ruin was to fall to my lot;

It was in my lot to suffer this agony and to make others

suffer.
Whose story is hidden in thy ruins?
The silence of thy footfall bath a mode of expression.

Tell me of thy sorrow—I too am full of pain;



I am the dust of that caravan whose goal thou wast.
Paint over this picture once more and show it to me;
Make me suffer by telling the story of ancient days.

I shall carry thy gift to India;

I shall make others weep as I weep here.]|

The spirit of the poem is essentially one of pleasure-pain

which finds a responsive vibration in Shelley’s dream musings:
We look before and after, and pine for what is not,
Our sincerest laughter with some pain is fraught;
Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest thoughts.

Like a great poet Igbal captures the reader’s imagination by
instantly seizing the core of an emotional fact and presenting it in
a brilliant verse with an artistic blending of sweet and melancholy
memories such as you find in the songs of the nightingale. He
stands on the deck while the steamer slowly moves---his heart
profoundly stirred by the sight of that land of dreams wherein
Moslem civilization put forth some of its sweetest blossoms.
While a prey to agonizing reflections he feels the fullness of the
past; and the void of the present which is without joy, glory or
greatness. His anguished soul sees the

Old, unhappy, far off things



And battles long ago.
(Wordsworth)

He sees the relic of a civilization which has utterly vanished, a
civilization of exquisite beauty, joyous and simple. Its flourishing
cities have disappeared from the face of this fairy island and the
vestiges of its liberal institutions exist only in museums and
libraries. Its people who brought liberty to the oppressed and
downfall to the tyrants are nowhere. Everything is gone but the
art of that people which by its dainty loveliness preserves the
memory of their great past. A moldering arch, the ruins of a
minaret, the perfection of a dome are frozen music which once
enthralled the world and now even in its decay captivates the
lovers of art. The silent melody of their pathetic beauty is heard
by the imagination of all Moslems. Keats expresses the same idea

in his golden verse:
Heard melodies are sweet; but those unheard
Are sweeter; therefore, yee oft pipes, play on;
Not to the sensual ear, but more endeared,
Pipe to the spirit, ditties of no tone

Whilst under the influence of these sad reflections, he says
that the immortal Sa’di composed a dirge on the fall of Baghdad,
the destruction of Granada was described by Ibn Badrun and that
of Delhi by the poet Dagh, but the melancholy story of Sicily’s
destiny was allotted to him and, therefore, in obedience to the,



dictates of unkind fate he expresses his emotion in most winning
and beautiful verse. If literature is the reflection of the soul of a
people, then we can understand the magic of this poem which has
moved great audiences to exaltation and to tears. The Moslems
feel a legitimate pride in the great achievements of their brethren
in times when the nations of the world were groaning under the
weight of chains which enslaved them. It was both spiritual and
physical slavery of a most degrading nature. History abounds with
instances in which the Moslems reclaimed the Christians and
others from gross superstition and brought freedom to servile
nations. How grateful it is to the ear of a Moslem when he reads
the petition which the Christians of Palestine wrote to the
Moslem Amir: “O Moslems, we prefer you to the Byzantians,
though they are of our own faith, because you keep faith with us
and refrain from doing us injustice, and your rule over us is better
then theirs, for they have robbed us of our goods and our homes”
(Arnold, Preaching of Islam, p. 55). Even in our own times one of
the foremost thinkers of Europe bears testimony to the spiritual
beauties of Islam. Renan, the great Frenchman, says: “Je ne suis
jamais entre dans une mosquce sans une vive emotion, le diraije?
sans un certain regret de n’etre pas Musalman” [I have never gone
into a mosque without a lively emotion, shall I confess it, without
a positive regret for not being a Musalman]. The conduct of the
Moslems who became the liberators of oppressed humanity was
moulded by such sublime teachings of their Prophet as is
contained in this injunction. The Prophet was asked who was the
most favoured of God’s creatures. He replied, “He from whom



the greatest good comes to His creatures,” and then when asked
what actions were most excellent, he answered: “To gladden the
heart of a human being, to feed the hungry, to help the afflicted,
to lighten the sorrows of the sorrowful, and to remove the wrongs
of the injured.” “He who helps his fellow creatures in the hour of
need and he who helps the oppressed, God will help him in the
day of travail.” The poet had these exalted ideals in view when he
said that the mightiest tyrants shrunk from the sight of those Arab
conquerors whose cry of “Arise” elevated the slaves to the status
of equality with free men, and set new values to moral conduct.
The east and the west rising from its ashes then witnessed the
dawn of a new era of a new movement in art and thought in an
environment exceedingly fresh, rich and enchanting. The island of
Sicily is so favoured by Nature that its possession was coveted by
the Greeks, the Romans, the Carthaginians and the Arabs. The
last named adorned it with liberal institutions of their wonderful
civilization. The poet invokes profuse blessings on this “guide in
the desert of these waters” because it was once the abode of the
beloved and, although this nymph of the Mediterranean is wedded
to a new lord, the memory of its old associations is so dear that he
would again listen to the recital of the story of ancient happiness.
“Paint over this picture,” he says, “once more and show it to me,”
but the sad reality brings pain and despair and he sees:

Yon rising moon that looks for us again,
How oft hereafter will she wax and wane;

How oft hereafter rising looks for us,



Through this same garden and for one in vain

HIS GREAT WORK

IQBAL’s monumental work so far produced is the Persian
poem in two separate parts called Asrar-i Kbudi and Rumuz-i Be-
Kbudi. 'The first, “Secrets of the Self,” is translated by Dr.
Nicholson of Cambridge into English. This poem may rightly be
called world poetry or world music meant for all times and all
climes. The master singer possessing a sensitive nature cannot
endure the evils which eat so to speak into the vitals of his people
and it is mortifying to him to see how difficult it is for a people to
renew their youth who have learnt to honour their chains. But in
prophetic tones he describes the potency of certain ideals which
will rejuvenate a degenerate society. The poem forms a unique
piece of literary art. It establishes a new system of character-
training. It formulates a philosophy which will produce saviours
of a misguided world. What flavours and forces do we not find
mingled in it? It has fire and courage which make the soul restless.
It directs thought into new channels. It in-spires self-confidence
in palsied wills to climb ice and frowning heights. In a fascinating
style he deals with the whole problem of “man,” his life and the
worth of his life, and attempts to forge a new destiny for his
people by preaching reversion to the vigorous but simple life of
the early Moslems based on the teachings of the Prophet. Great
thinkers among all nations in the past as well as in our own times

have experienced patriotic anguish as a result of the fallen



fortunes and the disintegrated morals of their people. They have
tried to set in motion floods of sentiment by their thrilling music,
but the continuation of a current of thought depends on the
strength which a conviction may possess. That it is not always safe
to play with souls, is made clear by the disastrous consequences
which have followed the preaching of some great masters.
Nietzsche, the famous German philosopher, has developed a
system of ideas whose majesty is undeniable. His wonderful
intellect in propounding this theme has evinced a grandeur which
is truly awe-inspiring. His readers, how-ever, will not fail to notice
that this superb edifice of thought is not based on any secure
moral foundation, but reposes merely on the bold assumption of
a brilliant intelligence. He sees in Nature no more than the stage
tfor the ego without elucidating the necessity of any restraint on its
wild impulses. His ideal of superman consequently glorifies the
brute in man and exalts the malignant and evil propensities of his
nature. This philosophy of Nietzsche has overwhelmed the world
with calamitous consequences, and the cult having proved an
entire failure, the unhappy humanity longing for peace, justice and
liberty will discover in Igbal’s philosophy the elements essential
for reconstructing its shattered hopes. Although the poem is
addressed to the Moslem peoples, its underlying truths are eternal
verities and can be applied to the uplift of all those societies
whose forms remain when the soul is dead, when the spirit has
vanished. Such people may find themselves suddenly at the mercy
of other nations. Hegel says that philosophy brings forth ideas
suited to the epoch. Igbal has, therefore, rightly understood the



condition of his own people who belong to the day before
yesterday and the day after to-morrow--they have as yet no to-day.

This dynamic philosophy of Igbal inculcates the vital principle
of developing the latent forces inherent in man, in order that a
radiant and commanding personality may find manifestation, the

travail of humanity being a necessary preliminary.
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[“Tis the fate of moths to consume in flame;

The suffering of moths is justified by the candle.
The pencil of the self limned a hundred to-days

In order to achieve the dawn of a single morrow

Its flames burned a hundred Abrahams,

That the lamp of one Muhammad might be lighted.]

The advent of a redeemer in this world takes place when
exhausted and oppressed humanity lies prostrate. His work is
superhuman for he has to put the whole world in a melting pot
and extract the alloy from the corrupted metal, but only a
personality so unique can accomplish this task, and then what a



scope and final satisfaction the wonderful achievement affords to
his refined pride and tenacious willl His person is like a globe of
light which illumines the profound darkness. In order that a single
supreme entity may come into existence, Nature ignores the in-
evitable sacrifice of millions of beings for she rejoices in the keen
struggle for life. In her workshop the tragedies of daily life are
countless and according to her pitiless law it is only the fittest who
survive. The poet, therefore, affirms that the advent of the highest
knowledge and the highest morality is of such imperative necessity
to rebuild the shattered fabric of humanity that all conceivable
suffering is worth it. When you read this culling from Igbal’s
poem you are reminded of Renan who has said in one of his
philosophical dialogues that perhaps there is no God existing at
present, but that men are gradually working to make a God, and
that out of all the sorrow and labour of mankind a God will be
created at last. This God of the French philosopher is no other
than the poet’s ideal man who will possess godly attributes. To a
wortld of toil, misery and despair, upon which the sun of hope and
happiness does not shine, this great personality gives an altogether
new force and colour. In this youthful new world of his own
creation he will build his chosen realm of natural and rational
rights; his great deeds will be commensurate with his great
thoughts. But for this mighty soul also there is a period of
rigorous discipline in order to attain to larger life and higher
development. It must not be forgotten that this careful
preparation is absolutely essential in order that his gradual
purification may illumine his entire nature. The poet prescribes



three stages for this education of the self—Obedience, Self-

control and Divine Vicegerency.
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[Endeavour to obey, O heedless one!

Liberty is the fruit of compulsion.

By obedience the man of no worth is made worthy;
By disobedience his fire is turned to ashes.

Whoso would master the sun and stars,

Let him make himself a prisoner of law!

The wind is enthralled by the fragrant rose,

The perfume is confined in the navel of musk-deer;



The star moves towards the goal

With head bowed in surrender to a law.

To burn unceasingly is the law of the tulip

And so the blood leaps in its veins.

Drops of water become a sea by the law of Union
And grains of sand become a Sahara.

Since law makes everything strong within,

Why dost thou neglect this source of strength?

O thou that art emancipated from the old custom!
Adorn thy feet once more with the same fine silver chains.
Do not complain of the hardness of the law,

Do not transgress the statutes of Muhammad.|

The second stage in the process is self-control and he warns
the aspirant that:
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[He that does not command himself

Becomes a receiver of command from others.

So long as thou hold’st the staff of “There is no God but He.”
Thou wilt break every spell of fear.

One to whom God is as the soul in his body,

His neck is not bowed before vanity;

Fear finds no way into his bosom;

His heart is afraid of none but Allah.

Whoso dwells in the Moslem faith

Is free from the bonds of wife and children;

He withdraws his gaze from all except God

And lays his knife to the throat of his son

Though he is like a host in onset,

Life is cheaper in his eyes than wind.

The profession of faith is the shell, but prayer is the peatrl;
The prayer is the small pilgrimage for a Muslim heart.]

The third and final stage is the acme of perfection, when you

feel as though the whole universe is created for you, and as its



supreme lord or the vicegerent of God you receive the homage of
all. The poet describes him thus:
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[Heart-strings give forth music at his touch,

He wakes and sleeps for God alone.

He teaches age the melody of youth,

And endows everything with the radiance of youth

To the human race he brings both a glad message and a

warning;
He comes both as a soldier and as a marshal and prince.
When that bold cavalier seizes the reins,
The steed of time gallops faster.
His awful mien makes the Red Sea dry,

He leads Israel out of Egypt.



At his cry “Arise” the dead spirits

Rise in their bodily tomb, like pines in the field.
He gives a new explanation of life,

A new interpretation of this dream.

His hidden being is life’s mystery,

The unheard music of life’s harp.]

It is for this glorious personality that tortured and despairing
souls in their gloomy surrounding look towards the heavens even
as a dry and parched seed in a desert would look for beneficent
and bounteous drops of rain; and the cry of agony goes forth
trom the darkest recesses of these people.

3

2l loglyss Wlﬂydi
Lo oSl sas E 55 2
shoabel LiKs 3y,

ji:LgTLao.\a: Y OO
S P el Sl G s

S eS|y aa AasS



03 Sl sl o536 5 oA
0 5k s Slye tla
ﬁ;&jﬁ&j—&)ﬁ}‘wj
P N B S e e |
Lo w3l 31 e 55 625 5]

L il gl ) Sam 40 o
[Appear, O rider of destiny!
Appear, O light of the dark realm of change!
Illumine the scene of existence,
Dwell in the blackness of our eyes;
Silence the noise of the nations;
Imparadise our ears with thy music;
Arise and tune the harp of brotherhood,
Give us back the cup of the wine of lovel

Protect the tree’s leaf against autumn’s cruelty



Oh! do thou pass over our gardens as the Spring.
Receive from our downcast brows

The homage of little children and of young men and old!
When thou art there, we will lift up our heads

Content to suffer the burning fire of this world.]

The poet like the maker of a new world deems it necessary
that a painful process of preparation may be gone through in
order that a people may reach the zenith of their glory. The
historical law teaches us that the discipline of suffering, indeed of
great suffering, has produced all the elevation of humanity
hitherto. This world is a huge workshop in which individuals and
nations are constantly making or unmaking their destiny. Every
moment of your lives is precious beyond conception. You either
add to the beauty of the edifice wherein your destiny dwells or
allow the storm and stress of time to lay it in ruins. There is fire
above, beneath and all around you and if you shrink from it in
dismay and become a coward and desert your post, you are lost
and you create a hell for yourself. Beware, therefore, and do not
recoil from facing the trials of this world, nay, even go forward
and meet them joyfully. Remember also that the tension of a soul
in misfortune will communicate its energy to your designs if only
you will show indifference to all pain. Calamities in this world are
like hammer strokes which serve to harden your character. They
should make you insensible to all sense of fear and develop in you
the faculty of self-control, and while you are passing through this



crucible of suffering you will realize that in you both the creature
and the Creator are united, for you are fashioning and forging an
exquisite divinity by burning the dross in you. Thus the highest
grade of purity ennobles you and places you in a unique position
for it is the highest spiritualization of the instinct. You will then
teel the joy of holy music which will perpetually impel your soul
out of night into morning and out of gloom, out of affliction, into
clearness, brightness and refinement. This is the pinnacle of glory
rendering you fit to assume the supreme functions of the
Vicegerent of God on Earth. Under your fostering care people
will enjoy the privilege of freedom, justice and equality.

The poem gives you a deep insight into the infinite mystery of
the self whose possibilities of illimitable development are
incomprehensible. “Rejoice, therefore, O man! that you are
capable of becoming God-like; adorn yourself with these gifts and
cultivate the habits which con-duce to purity, rigour and
manliness. Do not let the odour of paltry people cling to you, but
show the rush, the breath and the emancipating scorn of a wind
which makes everything healthy by making every-thing run.”
Swinburne also detects God in man when he says:

But this thing is God,
To be man with thy might,
To grow straight in the strength of the spirit, and

Live out thy life as the light.



In another place in Asrar-i Khudi, Igbal condemns the
negation of desire as the Nirvana of the self which means

stagnation and ultimate death of individuals and nations:
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[From the flame of desire the heart takes life and when It
takes life all dies that is not true.

When it refrains from forming wishes,

Its pinion breaks and it cannot soar.

Desire is an emotion of the self,

It is a restless wave of the life’s sea.

Desire is a noose for hunting ideals,

A binder of the book of deeds.

Negation of desire is death to the living,

Even as absence of burning extinguishes the flame.

Why does the mind strive after new discoveries and scale the
heavens?

Do you realise whose wonderous deal it is?

“Tis desire that enriches life,



And the intellect is a child of its womb.]

The secret of all human motive for action is desire. It serves
in the human body the same purpose which steam does in an
engine. Man-made machinery ceases to operate if the propelling
torce loses its power. Similarly, the God-made mechanism of the
human body loses the zest for life if desire is dead. It is only the
keen struggle for life which will keep man alive. Individuals and
nations animated by vigorous desires must take part in this
struggle or perish. The competition is terrible, for man has to
tight if it comes to that even with the elemental forces of Nature
which will serve him only as long as he is masterful and constant
effort is the rule of his life. But the moment he seeks rest from
the conflict these very forces will destroy him. The birds and
beasts of prey will descend upon him and tear him to pieces.
Therefore, beware of longing for repose. It conceals the will to
the denial of life which is a poisonous principle of dissolution and
decay. A man who is not yet a degenerating, waning type will
welcome every shock that does not allow him to remain idle, to sit
and amuse himself, for he realizes that he who struggles best in
the wortld is very likely to obtain the best that it has to offer. The
poet lays great emphasis on the necessity of keeping the flame of
desire burning to serve as an incentive and stimulus to life.

This message to the world unlocks the treasure-house of
wisdom. The content of poetry and the experiences of the past are
the content of individual as well as of national life. They teach you
that you must constantly advance and feel sure that you are really



alive. The possibility of retrogression can be removed from your
path only if you continue to grow day by day. Therefore effort
which desire generates must be the first and the highest duty of
life. Men who seek the happiness of repose are apt to shudder and
recoil in face of mysterious decisions and new paths, but your
mental energy and moral effort will, if you keep the flame
burning, make you appropriate everything. You will assimilate and
absorb the very nature which in the case of indolent and played-
out people proves so destructive. Do not forget that as a new-
born child you felt the appetite and thirst for mother’s milk.
Hunger was the first sensation you felt on arrival in this world.
Your Creator, therefore, expects you to strive for your
nourishment. Strive joyously and revel in the ecstasy of effort
even as a lover rejoices at the prospect of greeting his beloved.
Only then success will come to you. He who refuses to struggle,
says Meredith, is Nature’s accursed, let him perish! let the curtain
of death hide him away for ever. Even God seems to envy man

the happiness of effort. Addressing the spirit of man, God says:
O man! my creature, thy lot was more blest than mine
I taste not delight of seeking nor the boon of longing know

There is but one joy transcendent and I hoard it not but

bestow;
I hoard it not, nor have tasted, but freely I give it thee,

The joy of most glorious striving, which lieth in victory.

(Watson)



In the literature of some of the Oriental peoples you come
across the idea of rest as the culmination and crown of human
ambition. You must refuse to accept this dangerous doctrine for it
is the siren call for your destruction. Only the birds, strayed and
tatigued by flight which let them-selves be captured with the
hand, can yield to such a foolish sentiment. Many a mighty people
who have succumbed to this temptation have this sad epitaph
engraved on their tombs. It should serve you as a warning in time
lest you should waver in your resolve to keep alive the fire in you.
The poet pours forth the consecrated fire of historic truth when
he says, “Negation of desire is death to the living.” It is even more
than this. A little slip or neglect on your part in your career of
conscious activity blasts the hopes of generations yet unborn and
condemns them to a misery over which the fates may justly weep.
Your very memory will be loathsome to those who are consigned
to slavery by your criminal desire to extinguish the flame in you.
Forget not that if you cease to preside over the immortal banquet
spread before you by the submissive forces of Nature you become
a beggar longing for the crumbs falling from the tables of that
happy divinity who occupies the seat left vacant by you. “Your
pinions will be broken,” says the poet. Yes, you become a sport of
other nations and slave for their aggrandizement. You lose half of
your virtues, says Plato, if you lose your liberty. Nay, you lose all
you possess. With the misfortune of slavery everything seems at
once to crumble about you. Freedom, joy, glory, ambition,
religion, power—all desert you as the soul deserts the dead body.
For centuries you have no will of your own and during this weary



time you administer to the happiness and greatness of others
finding strange consolation in it. Do not, therefore, let the war of
effort die within you. Drive away all unworthy longing for repose
which may threaten your fabric with destruction.

The fire which burns in you and enables you to conquer
obstacles, even to plunge your horse into the ocean to swim
across to the unseen world, to raise the standard of the unity of
God, was kindled by a divinely-inspired personality. You will rue
the day when you extinguish that flame deliberately, and before
you commit that crime think of the dreary fate and the nights of
torment which will surely supervene that supreme act of folly.
What is there on earth like the delight of an eagle poised on the
highest peak between heaven and earth, the interpreter, so to
speak, of the unknown to the world of manifestation spread
before him. He is unique; he is above the proximity of the
common and the base. It is truly the victory of steady desire over
the obscurity of destiny. You were placed in that enviable position
by the miraculous energy of that God-inspired will. Keep that
position, nay; cherish the ambition to strike your pinions even
against the blue vault of heaven by an unceasing impulse towards
higher life. Divorce the idea of lassitude from you and gather
tresh forces every moment. Yes, be a storm pregnant with new

lightning’s; only then is greatness possible.

The poet entering the sacred shrine of history attains to the
most fertile and soundest idea of his philosophy. To his artist
spirit there truly come moments of illumination in which the



nature of things becomes directly manifest to his eyes. From the
contemplation of the eternal rush of world forces he derives with
definite assurance that for which Nietzsche has an inexpressible
loathing, the knowledge that law and religion are to be understood
as manifestations of the world-constructive intelligence, and
therefore as necessary growths. A system of ethics based upon
physics and religion makes you realise the harmony of necessity
and freedom in the eternal life of reality, and while some
enlightened nations, who look upon thought as a universal
solvent, apply it to obscure problems of life and thereby lose their
strength. This virile system which Igbal expounds in his poem
makes you retain that elemented principle which is the basis of all
greatness and beauty. The energy of its conception provides him
with inspiration for the creation of an ideal man whose
mechanism he animated with religious vitality. In his subtle
yearning for a purer spiritual life he stands in sharp contrast to the
anti-religious philosophy of Nietzsche, who vigorously denounces
all moral scruples. In developinghis archetype, Igbal devotes
himself to the contemplation of an age which was rich in moral
feeling when fortunate mankind absorbed the secrets of religion
from the precept and example of lofty spirits whose dazzling
personalities produced momentous results for human progress.
Their burning moral passions consumed vice and their very touch
ennobled the vulgar. This highly evolved being, the constitution
of whose soul is richly endowed with manly and masterful virtues,
is presented by Igbal to the demoralized world with the



enthusiasm of a priest and the magic of a great poet. The annals
of past ages will confirm the truth that
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[The pith of life is contained in action;
To delight in creation is the law of life.
Arise and create a new world!
Wrap thyself in flames, to be an Abraham.
To comply with this ill-starred world
Is to fling away thy buckler on the field of battle.
The man of strong character who is master of himself
Will find fortune complaisant.
If the world does not comply with his humour,
He will try the hazard of war with Heaven.
He will dig up the foundations of the universe

And cast its atoms into a new world.



He will subvert the course of time

And wreck the azure firmament.

By his own strength he will produce

A new world which will do his pleasure

He knows the secrets of parts and wholes,

That they exist in the world by Divine command
When he pitches his tent in the wide world

He rolls up this ancient carpet.

His genius abounds with life and desires to manifest itself,
He will bring another world into existence.

A hundred worlds like this world of parts and wholes
Spring up like roses from the seed of his imagination.
He makes every raw nature ripe;

He puts the idols out of the sanctuary.

Heart-strings give forth music at his touch,

He wakes and sleeps for God alone.]

The supreme object of Igbal’s philosophy is the production of
the typical or ideal man by a rigorous training of the human
faculties. This system seeks to work from within to without. It



aims at transforming character and thus transforming the world.
The value of this conception is immeasurable for the type—man,
whose development is strongly influenced by religious sentiment,
will bring a message for a new greatness of man which has not
been surpassed in the adumbrated past. In contradistinction to
Nietzsche’s Superman who mocks at religion and springs
exclusively from the aristocratic stock to ride roughshod over the
demos, Igbal’s Perfect Man is adorned with the attributes even of
God. From the super-plenitude of his angelic soul flow the rarest
blessings to the whole creation. He smooths rough souls and
makes them taste a new longing. From contact with him everyone
goes away richer and fresher than be-fore. He mobilizes the latent
torces of human nature and presses them in the service of
mankind. Woe to him who thwarts his wishes, for in executing
the commands of God he will try the hazards of war with heaven.
His delicate moral sensibilities do not tolerate the current follies
and corruption of men. He will, therefore, says the poet, dig up
the foundations of the universe and cast its atoms into a new
mould and thus create a new world. Being the beloved of Nature
he sets at naught the laws of biology. He transmutes the base
metal of humanity into a precious substance and sets new values
to everything. This ideal man of the poet represents the individual
whose divine essence has reached the highest development, and
only some of the greater prophets have reached this stage. But
taking into consideration men of lesser calibre such as Alexander,
Ceasar and Napoleon we find that they tried to recast the world in
which they lived and almost succeeded in their great designs. The



men who served them as instruments, though originally
insignificant, became mighty leaders as a result of their association
with them, but the grand fabric which these superior personalities
reared crumbled in the dust as soon as they disappeared from the
scene of their action. These were indeed ephemeral entities who
shot like the meteor across the dark firmament creating only a
transient glow leaving no trace behind them. On the contrary, we
see with wonder the work of the Prophet of Islam who excels the
tancy of the poet in the radiance of his soul. He it was who
transformed the whole world by the sublimity of his ideals—the
world in which the voice of justice and liberty had been ruthlessly
stifled creating a favourable atmosphere for sin and sorrow. His
associates were mightier people than Alexander, Ceasar and
Napoleon. His work has endured in spite of the desperate efforts
of the whole wortld to destroy it. He alone was competent to work
the miracle of remodeling a people like the Arabs who issued
from a most unpromising land enraptured by unknown fervours
and irresistibly forced out of themselves, intoxicated and longing
to fructify humanity with the nectar of God’s knowledge. These
were truly the people who showed that pious nations alone were
free and valiant.

Such is Igbal’s archetype who forges a future for those people
who have done penance for wandering away from the path of the
great. He stimulates their slumbering passions and by his mere
touch and super-abundant powers he shows how unexhausted
man is still of the greatest possibilities. Igbal’s philosophy thus
explains in a forceful manner the conditions and methods by



virtue of which a soul grows up to such an elevation and power.
And the most essential and indispensable of these conditions is
the ascendency of mind over matter, in other words, the
acquisition of power to conquer the animal part of one’s self
which one shares with inferior creatures. The idealism permeating
the poem tends thus to create divine conditions in man and makes
him supreme, morally, intellectually and physically. The boundless
energy and purity of his mind contribute to a general rise in the
moral standard of life and character for the whole community. He
inculcates by his own precept and example the necessity of
acquiring a self-respect that does not permit a man to yield to
what he believes to be wrong, no matter how great the power
behind the wrong. In his claim to sovereign control in the
ordering of human conduct is the guarantee of the reality of
human progress. This perfect man, serene, fearless and firm,
enfranchises the soul of humanity; this is his sure touchstone. He
lifts the people upwards so that with clarified intelligence and
extended vision they can gaze around them into this beautiful
world and instantaneously, as if by a miracle, men make larger
claims on life, and there manifests itself a more vigorous impulse
towards a sensuous fullness of existence which henceforth

recetves a new colour and a new mission.

This poem conveys the message of life to decadent nations. It
also contains a fearful warning to the blind apostles of a
materialistic civilization. These messages are delivered in a joyfully
creative mood. None but rare and strong spirits like Igbal will
ever be animated by the great ambition of creating, not for an age



but for all time and for all people. It has the merit to charm the
cultured by the beauty of its style and by the idealistic inclinations
of its author. The vibrations of Igbal’s melody pass over withered
roses like the fresh breeze of a summer morning infusing in them
tfragrance and freshness. That it will awaken forsaken music
among decadent people, is apparent from the intense passion and
soul-stirring emotions which pervade this immortal work. By
pouring new inspiration into new matter and thus helping the
generation of an impulse towards unknown greatness and
happiness, Igbal has rendered unique service to humanity, truth
and virtue. Goethe, recognizing the idealistic yearning of the
human mind, pays high tribute to the genius which awakens the
tervour of faith and hope. “The proper study of man-kind is
man,” he says, “and the teacher who is competent to awaken a
sentiment responsive to a single good deed or to a single good
poem effects more than the teacher who records for us by form
and by name whole series of classified natural objects.” Nations
whose faculties have become atrophied by long and arbitrary
restraints on their free exercise, will feel the compelling force of
this poem and will be impelled to seek their fullest and freest
expressions by developing their moral and mental energies and
thus adding to the richness and variety of human thought and
action. For them Dr. Igbal holds out the promise of renewed

youth and a supreme life of imperishable glory.
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