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THE MOSQUE OF CORDOBA  
(written in Spain, mainly in Cordoba) 

  

English Translation of Iqbal’s Poem  

 

The cycle of day and night [is] the engraver of events. 

The cycle of day and night [is] the essence of life and 

death. 

 

The cycle of day and night is a two-colored thread of silk 

with which the being weaves its attire of traits. 

 

The cycle of day and night [is] the lamentation of the 

musical-instrument of the origin 

through which the being shows the vicissitudes of 

possibilities. 

 

It tries you, it tries me; 

the cycle of day and night is the examiner of the cosmos 

. 

If you're impure, if I'm impure 

[then] it leads to your funeral procession, it leads to my 

funeral procession. 

What else is the truth of your days and nights; 

a surge of the time sans day and night. 

All the marvels of the skills are transient; 

the existence of world is ephemeral! The existence of 

world is ephemeral! 

 

[The fate of] the beginning and the end is death, [the fate 

of] the unseen and apparent is death. 

Be it an antiquated imprint or the latest one, its last 

destination is death. 

Yet there exists a hue of eternity in this imprint; 

the one that has been completed by some man of God. 

The actions of the man of God get accelerated with [the 

help of] love. 

The essence of life is love; death is forbidden for it. 

 

Though the gush of the time is intense and fast 

love itself is a tempest that restrains [other] tempests. 

 

In the calendar of love, besides the contemporary age, 

|there're other ages too that don't have names. 

 

Love is the mainstay of Gabriel, love is the heart of 

Mustafa. 

Love is the Messenger of God, love is the message of 

God. 

The flower looks dazzling because of the intoxication of 

love. 

Love is the undiluted wine, love is the wine-cup of a 

munificent drinker. 

Love is the jurist of the Shariat, love is the commander of 

the army. 

Love is the traveler because of which it passes through 

thousands of stages. 
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   ز  وں مقام     فقیہ حرم ،       جنوحاد

 

  
ہ
   ہے   بن   لسبیل ،   س کے 
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The lifeline streams out of the plectrum of love. 

The radiance of life is due to love; the fire of life is 

because of love. 

 

O Mosque of Cordoba! Your existence [too] is because of 

love. 

Love is infinite time that's beyond the cycle of transient 

time. 

Be it painting, architecture, music poetry or calligraphy, 

all these arts thrive on the intensity of love! 

 

The intensity of love turns a stone into a heart 

[and] it's love that bestows depth of feeling, exhilaration 

and melody to the voice. 

Your environ is charming, my songs are poignant; 

you make the hearts bow before God, I make the hearts 

capacious. 

The bosom of man isn't inferior to the empyrean throne 

of God 

though his body is made of earth and is mortal. 

Though the angels [also] prostrate before God 

but their prostration lacks poignancy. 

[Though] I'm an infidel from India,  behold my 

earnestness 

[that] my heart prays benison for the Prophet, my lips do 

the same. 

 

The zeal is in my tune, the zeal is in my flute; 

the hymn of God is in my essence. 

 

 

Your grandeur and beauty manifests the man of God; 

He  too is eminent and handsome, you too are eminent 

and handsome. 

Your foundation is stable, you've countless pillars 

[which look like] the rows of palm trees in the oasis of 

Syria. 

The radiance of Sinai valley is spread over your nooks 

and corners; 

this tall minaret of yours is the place of manifestation for 

Gabriel. 

 

The pious Muslim can never be eliminated, for 

his calls for prayers reveal the mysteries of Moses and 

Abraham. 

His land is limitless, his sky is boundless; 

the surge of his sea is spread over Tigris, Danube and 

Nile 

. 

His reigns have been awe-inspiring, his tales have been 

extraordinary; 

it was he who commanded the antiquated epoch to perish. 

He's the cupbearer to those who have taste, he's the 

cavalier of the field of passion; 

his wine is pure, his sword is of high trait. 

 

He's the soldier whose armor is [the belief in] one God; 

under the shadow of swords his refuge is [the belief in] 

one God. 
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ا  ہے حادل

ت

 جگر ، سل کو بناب
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 جگر سے صد   سوز
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ر  وز
 
ووحادتجھ سے حادلو    تیر فضا حادل 

ش

 
ک

 ں   حضوز  ، مجھ سے حادلوں کی 

 

 معلی سے کم سینہ    حادم نہیں

ش

  چہ کف خاک کی حد ہے سپہر کبوحاد    عرس

  سجوحاد    پیکر نوز تیر کو ہے سجدہ میسر تو کیا

 

   و گد  ز

 

   س کو میسر نہیں سوز

د وق  و شوق

 

ر  ہندتیر ہوں میں ، حادیکھ مر   حا
 
ب  پہ صلوہ  و حادز  وحاد     

ل
 حادل میں صلوہ  و حادز  وحاد ، 

 

میں ہے ، شوق مرتیر ما میں ہے شوق مرتیر لے  

  ے ز گ  و پے میں ہے'   للہ ھو'  

دد   کی حادلیل

 

  وہ بھی جلیل  و جمیل ، تو بھی جلیل  و جمیل       خ لال  و جمال ، مرحاد خ

 

ل    تیر بنا ب ا ئد  ز  ،  ے ستوں   شماز 
بی

 

خ

 

ن

ا م کے صحر   میں ہو جیسے ہجوم 

ش

 س

 

 مناز  بلند جلوہ گہ جبرئیل          ے حادز   و ب ا م پر  و  حادتیر   یمن   نوز 

 

 نہیں سکتا کبھی مرحاد مسلماں کہ ہے

 

 سر کلیم  و خلیل    م 

ش

د  نوں سے فاس

 

   س کی   حا

ووز 

 

غ

ش

ث
 میں   حد وحاد ،   س     فق   

 

 ، حادجلہ  و حادنیو    و نیل         س کی ز

 

 س کے سمندز  کی  ج

  ما عجیب ،   س کے فساما غریب

 

یا    س ما پیام ز حیل       س کے ز  کو حادب

 

ن

کہ

 عہد 

 

 شوقس

 

د وق ، فاز س مید  ں

 

 ب ا حادہ ہے   س   ز حیق ، تیغ ہے   س کی   صیل      قی   ز ب ا    حا

 ز ہ 

 

لا   لہ'مرحاد سپاہی ہے  وہ   س کی ز ' 

لا   لہ'سا یہ شمشیر میں   س کہ پنہ  ' 
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Through you the mysteries of the pious Muslim, 

the warmth of his days, the poignancy of his nights, 

his lofty position, his exalted thoughts, 

his exhilaration, his passion, his humility, his dalliance, 

have been revealed. 

The hand of God is the hand of the pious Muslim, 

which is triumphant, effectual, resourceful [and] skillful. 

 

[He possesses] the traits of both man and angel and the 

attributes of the Lord; 

his heart, though carefree, is richer than the two worlds. 

 

His expectations are few, his objectives are sublime; 

his style is irresistible, his sight is captivating. 

[He's] soft while conversing, passionate while in action; 

be it the battlefield or a social gathering [he's always] 

pious and orderly. 
 

His faith is the focal point of Truth 

and the rest of the cosmos is illusion, sorcery and unreal. 

 

He's the destination of reason, he is the output of love; 

he's is the warmth of the assemblage in the circuit of 

cosmos. 

 

You're the Mecca of the designers, the apostle of the 

grandeur of Islam; 

by virtue of you, the land of Spain has become as 

hallowed as that of Mecca. 

 

If any other model, as exquisite as you, exists in this 

world 

it is in the heart of a Muslim and nowhere else. 

 

Alas! Those men of Truth! Those Arab cavaliers! 

The possessors of 'inspiring character', the followers of 

truth and faith; 

their rule has revealed this simple mystery 

that the State ruled by the faithful is pro-poor, not 

monarchical; 

their insights have trained the East and the West; 

their reasoning was the guiding force in the darkness of 

Europe. 

It is because of their blood that, even today, the Spanish 

people 

are friendly, hospitable, simple and handsome. 

In this country, even now, [people's eyes] look like those 

of gazelle 

and, even today, the arrows of their sights are enchanting. 

 

The aroma of Yemen, even today, is mixed in its winds; 

the tunes of Hejaz, even now, are fused in its songs. 

 

In the eyes of the faithful your land's estimation is equal 

to that of sky. 

Alas! Your environ has not heard the call for prayer for 

centuries. 

In which vale, at what destination, 

the strong caravan of the zealous lovers [of God] got 

stuck up. 

 

 

      تجھ سے ہو      شکاز  بندہ  من   ز   ز

 

   س کے حادنوں کی تپش ،   س کی شبوں   گد  ز

       س   مقام بلند ،   س   خیال عظیم

 

ا ز

 

    س   ب

 

   س   سر وز    س   شوق ،   س   نیاز

ہ  من   ہاتھ

 

      ہاتھ ہے   للہ   بندب

 

ر یں ،  ز کشا ،  ز سا ز
 
ب   و  ز     

ل
 غا

 

 

ت

       خاکی  و نوز تیر  حاد ، بندہ  لا   

 

    حاد و  ں سے غنی   س   حادل   نیاز
ہ

 

 

ر یب ،          س کی   میدیں قلیل ،   س کے مقاصد جلیل
 
   س کی   حاد   حادل 

 

 س کی نگہ حادل نو  ز

          نرم حادم گفتگو ،  م حادم جستجو

 

 م ہو ، ب ا ک حادل  و ب ا ک ب ا ز

 

 
  
یا    م ہو ب

 

 ز ز

 

دد     یقیں

 

      نقطہ پر ز  حق ، مرحاد خ

 

    وز  یہ عالم تمام  وہم  و طلسم  و مجاز

   عقل کی منزل ہے  وہ ،        ہے  وہ

 حلقہ    فاق میں  می محفل ہے  وہ

 حادین ! کعبہ   ز ب ا    فن

ت

 میں    مبیںسطو 

 

   ندلسیوں کی ز

ت

ب  

ت

 تجھ سے حرم مر 

 

 قلب مسلماں میں ہے ،    وز  نہیں ہے کہیں   ہے تہ  حاد وں     حسن میں  تیر نظیر

 

 حق

 

 ،  صا   صدق  و یقیں' خلق عظیم'  مل       وہ عربی شہسو  ز !    ہ  وہ مرحاد  ں

 

  غریب

 

ر
 
 یہ ز 

ش

 سے ہے فاس

ت

ووم 
خک
ا ہی نہیں    جن کی 

ش

 سلطنت   ہل حادل فقر ہے ، س

 ظلمت یوز    میں تھی جن کی خرحاد ز   ہ بیں   جن کی  ہوں ما کی  تر  ق  و غر   

 بھی ہیں   ندلسی

 

لاط ، سا حادہ  و ز  وشن جبیں   جن کے لہو کے طفیل    ج

ت

ب

 

صا
 حادل  و  م   

ش

 خوس

 

 بھی   س حادیس میں عام ہے چشم غز  ل

 

ن     ج
ی
ی

ش

ش

 

ث

 بھی ہیں حادل 

 

    وز   ہوں کے      ج

وں میں 

 

 بھی   س کی ہو   

 

ہےبوقبا یمن    ج  

وں میں ہے

 

 بھی   س کی نو   

 

     ج

 

گ حجاز

 

 ز ب

 میں ،    سماں

 

یددہ   نجم میں ہے  تیر ز د  ں    حادب

 

    ہ کہ صدیوں سے ہے  تیر فضا     حا

 

 سی منزل میں ہے

 

 سی  و  حادتیر میں ہے ، کوں

 

 !  ب لا خیز   قافلہ سخت جاں     کوں
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Germany has witnessed the Reformation 

that has erased all the imprints of antiquated faith; 

 

because of which the piety of the Pope has become an 

erroneous term 

and the subtle ferry of reason sailed on its course. 

 

France too has experienced the Revolution 

that has changed the world of the Westerners. 

 

The Roman nation that has been submerged in 

retrogressive culture 

has, once again, become powerful because of the new 

ideas. 

The soul of the Muslim nation too is experiencing similar 

unrest;what lies ahead is a mystery of God that I can't 

reveal. 

 

Wait and see what spurts out of the seabed; 

the blue dome [of sky] changes to what colour. 

In the vale, surrounded by the mountain range, the cloud 

is swallowed up by the redness; 

 

the sun has set leaving behind the mounds of rubies from 

Badakhshan. 

The song of the farmer's daughter is simple and poignant; 

youth is like a tempest to the vessel of heart. 

 

O stream of Kabeer!* On your bank 

someone is perceiving the dream of some other age. 

 

[Though] the coming world is still covered with the 

curtain of destiny, 

before my eyes its beginning is uncovered. 

If I remove the curtains from the face of the [future] 

thoughts 

the Western people won't face up to my songs. 

 

The life that has no place for revolution is death 

[for] the spirit of the nation lies in struggle and 

revolution. 

 

The nation, which takes stock of its actions in each age, 

develops into a sword in the hand of death. 

 

All the imprints are incomplete in the absence of love and 

endeavor; 

melody is like a crude insanity in the absence of love and 

endeavor 

 

 

----------------------------- 

*Kabeer is is the famous river of Cordoba; on its bank is 

the mosque built  

    لاج حادیں

ش

ا      حادیکھ چکا   لمنی ، شوز س

ش

ش

 

ث
 کے 

 

ن

کہ

 ے کہیں   

 

 ںجس ما   چھوز

 

 ک ز  و  ں     حرحر غلط بن گئی عصمت پیر کنشت

 

ا ز

 

    وز  ہوئی فکر کی کشتی ب

لا   
 

 

ث
  بھی حادیکھ     

ی شی

 

ث

ر   
 
 جس سے حاد گوں ہو   مغربیوں    ں    چشم 

 

   حاد کہنہ پرستی سے پیر

ش

 

 

 
یدد سے  وہ بھی ہوئی پھر جو  ں     ملت ز  ومی   تجدب

ت

 لذ 

 

  وہی         

 

دد  ئی ہے      ز  وج مسلماں میں ہے    ج

 

  خ

 

 ب ا ںز   ز

 

 یہ ، کہہ نہیں سکتی ز

 

 ے   س بحر کی تہ سے   چھلتا ہے کیا
ھب
یک ب

 حاد

گ بدلتا ہے کیا

 

ر تیر ز ب
 
 !گنبد نیلو 

شا ز  میں غرق   ہے     
کہ
                 و  حادتیر 

 

ی   چھوز
 ص
د

 

   بدبدں کے حا

  ہے حادختر حادہقاں   گیت

 

 کشتی حادل کے   سیل ہے عہد         سا حادہ  و پرسوز

 

 کبیر

 

  ما   خو             کوئی  ے کناز ے x      ز  و  ں

 

 حادیکھ ز ہا ہے کسی    وز  ز

  تیر  ہوں میں ہے   س کی     حجا          عالم نو ہے   بھی پرحادہ تقدیر میں

ہ   فکاز  سے

 

ا         پرحادہ   ٹھا حاد وں     چہرب

ت

وں کی ب

 

گ  تیر نو   

 

ر ب
 
 لا       

 

 ندگی

 

 ہے  وہ ز

ت

لا   ،   
 

 

ث
 کشمکش     جس میں   ہو   

ت

لا   ز  وج   مم کی   
 

 

ث
    

 

 قضا میں  وہ قوم

ت

 شمشیر ہے حاد  

ت

  ں                  ز  

 

    ز
ہ
  تی ہے جو 

 

 جگر کے بغیر

 

ا تمام خوں

 

   ہیں     ب

 جگر کے بغیر

 

   ہے سوحاد  قبا خام خوں

 

_________ 

xب ہ  و  قع ہے
ط
ر 
ق
ر یب ہی مسجد 

ق
یا  جس کے  ب ہ   مشہوز  حادز ب

ط
ر 
ق
 -  و  حاد   لکبیر، 

 

 


