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A Rare Translation of Iqbal’s Famous Poem: 
Shama Aur Shair 

 

By: Me’yar 
 

Introduction: 
 

Like others, Iqbal’s famous Urdu poem Shama aur Shair has 
attracted several translators to render this into English, which are 
already known and available too. [Like: The Candle and the Poet by 
M.A.K. Khalil, in: “Marching Bell.” (English Translation and 
commentary of Bang-i-Dara, (Lahore, 1997), pp 270-76; The Candle 
and the Poet by A. R. Tariq, in: “Longer Poems of Iqbal” (Lahore, 
1978), pp 69-95; “The candle and the Poet” by S. Rehmatullah, in: 
“The Sun”, Nov. 4, 1977)] But, there is another translation of this 
poem, which is rather unknown and quite rare and perhaps the oldest 
one, is translated by M. Rashid. This was published by the translator 
himself in 1925 in a book form from Los Angeles. The title was not 
translated and spelled same as Shama aur Shair but it is sub titled in 
bracket as:  (Cangle and Poet). 

 
The information and details about translator are not known and 

he himself did not even give any hint about his self or his whereabouts. 
He dedicated this work only in these letters: To “L.S.H” on a whole 
page. The text of the translation starts on page 5 and ends on 31. 

 
Since this translation is very rare and unavailable, it is 

presented here completely. (M.A.)  
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SHAMA AUR SHAIR 

 
The Poet: 
 
Yesterday I said to the flickering candle of my ruined home, 
Lustre has been lent to thy hair by the comb of thy lover’s wings—the  
               moth. 
 
But look at me! I am like a rose in the desert— unfortunate not to be 

   used for decoration— 
Either in the festive hall or in some fair maiden’s hair. 
 
For an indefinite eternity a fire has been consuming me. 
This fire burns endlessly and yet I am like the moth around the light. 
 
A thousand wonder visions, a million activities stir my soul. 
But alas! My lunatic heart does not let me move from the procession of 

          ordinary life. 
 
I wonder, whence came this spark in me that consumes the world? 
I wonder, whence did this insensible insect learn Moses’ capacity for 

 emotion? 
 
The Candle replied: 
 
The wave of breath is harbinger of my death; 
But the same breath creates the music of life in thee. 
 
I am burning; for combustion is my nature; 
But thy light is and effect, so the moth is in love with thee. 
 
I drip and melt, for the heart in me has a storm of tears; 
Thy tears are like the welcome of dew among the roses. 
 
The lap of my morning is always filled with the roses blooming from 

      my night’s blood.           
But alas! dost thou see any link between thy yesterday and the morn? 
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Yes, it is true that thou hast a consuming flame, but it is soulless. 
Thou art like the beautiful rose of the desert, with no feeling, no 

 usefulness, no soul. 
Look into thy soul and see if thou art worthy to be called a 1saqi, 
Since thy customers are thirsty and thy cane contains no ruce. 
 
The method of living is so strange that thine own soul is ashamed and 

 weary of its surrounding. 
Thy God is in thy bosom, but thou art looking for Him in a temple. 
 
What an extravagant madness! What a careless desire. 
How couldst thou expect a 2kais in thy garden? 
It is so narrow; and too thy 3Mahmil has no Leila in it.   
 
O shining Pearl! O the happiness in the bosom of the waves!               
Thou knowest not what storms mean. 
Thy melodies are too late; thy admirers are gone. 
 
Thy garden is in ruin; thy music is out of fashion. 
Those who loved the beautiful sights are gone. 
 
Of what consequence is thy promise of vision, 
since it is too late, and the old timers have left the garden? 
Of what avail is thy coming, O Bartender! with the wine of life? 
 
Alas! the spring is gone and the roses are dead. 
The message of eternal spring has no meaning to the garden. 
 
The latter part of the night has been full of suffering for the victim. 
It is too late to see him in the morning. 
 
Dead is the flame, the attraction to which all the moths danced. 
What need is there now that it burn to the end? 
 
Thy melodies have no meaning to the roses. 
The caravan is dead to the tinkling of bells. 
 
1- Bartender. 
2- Lover of Leila.  
3- Saddle – box. 
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Thou wert the light of the festivity, but insensible to fiery emotion. 
And thus thy lovers also remained insensible to the touch of thy flame. 
 
Thou couldst, if thou wished, unite them. 
But alas! Thou hast left the beads scattered. 
 
Desire to explore is gone; the fools and the wise are alike in thy chains. 
Neither do I see that burning desire, nor the consuming flame. 
 
Aimless are a thousand lovers around the wick. 
Secure is thy title of Generosity; but whom shalt thou serve? 
 
Neither are those lovers of wine, nor lively gatherings around the bar. 
In tears is the decanter that had a thousand wine glasses clustered around 

            it. 
 
Silence prevails in the lively deserts where Leila danced and 4Majnun 

      lived. 
O Failure, the treasure of the caravan is lost, and the caravan has lost  

    the sensibility of loss! 
 
The cities that  illumined the distant woods have turned to woods and 

       ruins. 
Truly eternal peace in the world is only possible by proper regulation. 
 
The vast freedom of the ocean creates tears in the clouds. 
The vision that lightning envied stands helpless before the light of Sinai. 
 
The thousand nightingales whose music prevailed over the Universe— 
Alas! They have retired and secluded themselves in the vale of silence; 
And the lightning that played on the vast heaven is lost in the coffin of 

       Mother Earth. 
 
But why should the blood- filled eyes seek flowers from the garden? 
For the thousand tears have filled the lap with flowers. 
 
The night of sorrow brings a message of morning happiness; 
The darkness gives a glimpse of the Dawn of Hope. 
 

4- Mad lover. 
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Good news to thee, O Bartender of the desert!  
After a long time thy lunatics have regained their senses. 
 
Self – respect had become the product of the rival; 
But look! now every one is singing thy praise. 
 
And the spell that bound thee will soon be broken. 
Solomon’s vision bears the message of Activity. 
 
And Lo! Hear! They are asking for domestic wine; 
For the western wine choked into silence the emotions of Spirituality. 
 
Sing heigh-ho! For this is not the occasion to be disheartened; 
For the morning sky is full of the Glory of the Dawn. 
 
Suffers for others and make others feel for the word. 
Open thine ears for a word to the wise is enough. 
 
The fore- runners have said that poetry is and absolute element of 
                                                                                           prophecy. 
So give the message of happiness; open their eyes with the promise  
                                                                                               of light. 
 
Awaken the sense with the burning melodies of knowledge! 
The loss of country opened the eyes of the people. 
The dust from the deer hoof became soot in the eye of the desert. 
 
Thy desire for luxury robbed thee of courage; 
Thou wert an ocean in the desert, but reduced to a pool in the oasis. 
 
With the observance of the Principles thou wert great;                                    
By deserting them thou didst become but the scattered odor of lilies. 
 
The life of the rain – drop contains the secret of   life;                                                     
For sometimes’ tis a pearl, sometimes dew, and sometimes a tear.                                                 
 
Create unity again for it is great wealth. 
What is that life where the heart is a stranger to the bosom? 
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All thy lay in the unity of the nation; 
Thou didst become an object of pity and shame when thou dist lose it. 
 
The individual is harmonious in the nation— nothing alone. 
The waves are beautiful in the ocean – outside they have no meaning. 
 
Keep thy love hidden in the bosom of thy heart; 
Do not expose thy wine in a cup. 
 
Like Moses. Set thy tent in the valley of Sinai;  
Make the fire of thy search become a living vision. 
 
Let the candle also know the consequence of oppression; 
Build up the morning with the dust of moths. 
 
If thou hast and self- respect put not thyself under obligation to the 
                                                                                          Bartender; 
In the midst of the river do not satisfy thyself with bubbles. 
 
There is no magnetism in the old hills and dales; 
Thy madness is new; create a new name for it. 
 
O predestined one, if thou hast fallen,  
Re- create from that fallen grain! 
 
Ah yes! Make thy nest again in the same old tree, 
And with thy melodies entrance thy neighbors.  
 
It matters not who it may be in this garden— 
Either become melody incarnate or do not sing. 
 
Why art thou in the garden like the passing dew? 
Open thy lips, for thou art the great trumpeter of the Universe. 
 
O, fool, realize thyself! 
For thou art the seed, the fertility, the product. 
 
Alas! What quest keeps thee wandering? 
Thou art the path, the guide, the traveler, the destination. 
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And why art thou fearful before the storm? 
Thou art the pilot, the ocean, the boat and the shore. 
                                                                 
Come to the lane of the lunatics sometimes; 
For thou art the lover, the beloved, the words and the Mahmil.                                                  
 
Woe be to thy ignorance that thou hast become a beggar! 
Why, thou art the wine, the wine- glass, the bar- tender, and the bar. 
 
Sweep like fire upon everything false; 
Why should thou fear the falseness, for thou art the destruction of  
                                                                                              falseness. 
O, fool thou art the essence of time! 
In this world thou art the last message of God. 
 
Understand thy self a bit, O ignorant one! 
For, though a drop, thou art yet like a shoreless ocean.  
 
Why hast thou imprisoned thy self in the magnetism of nothingness? 
 Look within, for thou hast the grandeur of a storm. 
 
Thy breast contains the secret of Him, 
Who is visible and invisible in the Universe. 
 
That which would conquer the seven worlds with out the sword— 
O ignorant one! Thou dost possess that talisman too. 
 
The message unto which Faran stands a silent witness— 
O forgetful one! Dost thou remember that promise? 
 
 
It is thou only who art contented with a few buds; 
Otherwise there is a remedy in the garden for the narrowness of thy lap. 
 
O ignorant one! Thou art the jewel in the mirror of time! 
Thou, art the last message of God on earth. 
 
The speech contains the emotions of thy heart. 
In thy transparent decanter thy wine is both clothed and naked. 
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My fiery nature has turned me to ashes, 
For this is the process of my life. 
 
See the secret of these fiery expressions in my heart, 
And behold the reflections of life in the mirror of my heart. 
 
The sky shall be clothed bright with the beauty of the dawn. 
And the darkness of the night shall disappear. 
 
The morning breeze shall scatter exceeding generous the pearls of dew, 
That the sleeping fragrance may become the music of roses. 
 
The tenants of the garden shall embrace the broken hearts, 
The breeze and the roses shall unite in one. 
 
My tears shall create a sadness and a music, 
And every little bud in this garden shall feel the melody. 
 
And thou shalt see the fate of the turbulent ocean, 
For every wave shall become a chain upon its feet. 
 
And the hearts shall remember the promise of obedience, 
And every forehead shall kiss the earth with a tender kiss of prayer. 
 
From the sighs of the bird- trapper the birds shall borrow their songs, 
And he gardener’s blood shall serve to color the coats of the roses. 
 
What a vision! Words cannot express! 
Stupified with awe I know not what the world shall be. 
 
The bright sun shall change the night into a beautiful day, 
And the garden shall be alive with songs of His Divinity—His 
                                                                                 Supremacy. 

 
 

Abstract 

The poem Shama aur Shair is one of the famous and eloquent poems of 
Allama Iqbal published in his first collection Bang-e-Dara in 1924. This 
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poem is among most inspiring poems of Iqbal, where Iqbal expressed his 
feelings and presented his thoughts about life, nature and society very 
impressively.  
This poem attracted a number of translators to convert this into other 
languages. There are many versions of this poem available in English 
language which are usually accessible and have been published time to 
time from several places, but the translation presented here by some 
unknown A. Rashid is a very rare and undiscovered to the admirers and 
scholars of Iqbal. It was published in Los Angeles, USA in 1925, perhaps 
by the translator himself, just a year after Bang-e-Dara was published.  

 
 

 


