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me' ~ it used to; I do r oza ar q a ~ aw~yforthell!;onlytheface?f
notillcessantlylayout Thewriterisafreelance " thelTLordeXIStedfor themill
elaborate plans for it columnist _that intense moment of concen-

anymore,nor do I allowmyself muzaffari@hotmail.com . tration that lifted their hearts
to be carried awayby a nostal- - , from the mundane levelsof ex-
gic return to the city of my youth. Yearsof,absence from this istence. I thought of Baghdad and of Junaid Baghdadi, who is
belovedcity,a gradual shift in my own interests and concerns reverentiallymentioned in H$eri's wonderfulbook,Xaslif 0l-
anda wilfulab~donment of literaturehavebluntedthe desire to Mahjub. I thought of ImamAbu,Hanifawhose shrine' has now
recreatethisfabulouscitythrough anyartisticexpression.But as achieved a new significanc:;e.Andot H!!lJ.ajwhose;ashes were
I write these lines in Lahore, its heartbeat draws me into an ir- scattered in thelriwr!~p.e1;e~eri..c:;~,~e(,JJ.<:pp~ijQw.ask,~~
resistiblesymphony. , men to lower1theiI:pan,ts,and;I1Hse.JheiJ;~ to,pl'ovethat they

I had co~e to Lahore to attend the International Iqbal Con- are not suicidebombeI:s,I t1}qy.gh~of:the~secration.of a tnWi-
fere,nce(April 21"24) which attracted more than forty Iqbal tion, atradition;tPat.~.al~ ~ught t<>liveinl'eIDembranceof
scholars from all over the world. The Conference was inaugu- the Creator,by men and womenwho holli;norespect<[orthe :EN-
rated byourvel'Ydear Generalwho arrived 65 minutes late and erlasting and whose arrogance, bfllte power.an{i~c depl'iva-
left uSwith a new understanding of Iqbal, albeit one in which tion has led them to a;landw:hp~eposterity wi1lrem~ber them,
the sheer mention of mard-e momin is blasphemy.Neitherthe alongwith Halakuand.c~.;;, d' '
soaring eagle of Iqbal's poetic imagel'Y,nor his passionate re- " , .'

construction of a vision of life, which demands awakening and A'S I walked through the. J:!.arroW,winding streets of the Old
reorientation()f the, personal and collective self towards the - City,Ire,callec:lawalk tl\f<>.ugh

,

si.milar.streets,~ Isf!lhan,
lofty heights of Qur'aanic ideal, were the subject matter of his where tradition~ artisans were crafting their beautiful
speech. , .' ;uiefac1;s,Just)ikethegoldsmiths,

His realism OIWdrew our atten- . .' . ., the embroiderers, and the block
tio~ towards the mundane, the PlastIcthIngslIterallyattackone s make~s,werebusyintheirdaily
ephemeral and the grim~,state of sensesas onewalks'throughAna' rkali
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city. This
the countl'Yat!dthe Muslimworld. . "spmtuall}.nkofI,ahoreto Bagh-
~ is indeed, ~pragmat~m b~r- bazaar.Thereissomuchplasticinthe dad! I~f~,and S? many other I!r
dermgonhypocnsyandawilfuldis- . . " , ",.lamlCcltlesremamsasstrong,as

tortion of Iqbal's most abidingcon. CIty thatIt seemstobedrownedIJlIt. ever; no 9cc~pationarmYcan take
cerns. Takingthe present situatibn Th th th 4' d

. . t .aWa.ythese ties, . ' "

of the ummah as his point of depar- en ere are e 100 Joms. , "But alongwith this ancientLa-

ture, he could only lament, as ev- Lahorees'mostfavouritepastimeis of hor!). there are so manYothers,el'Yoneelse does: there is no unity . I ,.'. citieswi~ cities.I walkedonthe
amongthe believers,we are wea,kcourse,eating,andtheatestrageIS lower, Mall and found myoId
and cannot take on the enemy.But the 4'o
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he, along with all the others who 11 S . n ,e 1 ,', t(:!riorform as it was forty years
lament, failedto take the next step, andsomanyotherWesternfood, "ago.Nosj;algia took me to mY,I)
an attempt to understand why we I h
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are in this predicament. And of outets, t ere are t e S'l ara 'l Farasat'used to teach us things
course,he is, alongwithall thosegosht andthelike.Themostdramatic they do not teach anymore. Then
whohaveusurpedpower,partof . ' ." '. there was the mem°l'Yof the first
the problem. After all, the immoral change,however,ISthetmeframem mass movem~ntin Pakistan led by
and illegal dispensation that he has hi hL h t 0 .t'. d t ' ZABhutto.I-recalledhis address to
wrought through a milit3l'Ycoup W C a oreoperaes. nce1 use, 0 the lawyers in the small open

has only added to the ~~ murky be cityofearlyrisers'nowpeoplesleep space of the courts ~d the subse-waters of a state enVISIOnedby -' quentmovementwhichwouldlead
Iqbal.And during the last three and at2amandfoodstreetsarecrowded t() the' downfall of Ayub Khan.

half years; his self~appointed role wellPastmidnigh, t Tpen,Jherewas the NasirBag~,
has lost all mor:J! authority, if there then called Gol Bagh, where Ayub
was any to start with. " . . Khan~13henchmen had flooded the

But let no General take away the blissful joy of reconn~ction ground and let ele~tri<;al current run through the water whil(:!
withthis gloriouscityof so manyfaces.Duringthe last few Bhuttowasaddressingthecrowds., . Idays, I-havewalkedthrough the streets of OldLahore,miles and There are ~ sQmebuil~gs ~~Oldyampus which look as',
miles of winding streets which still pulsate with a life steeped they didfiftyyears ago, but rwmYottLeI'Shavec!;umged;eventhe .
in another era, another time. It is this ancient Lahore which de- General Post Office has a neW"face. The tea,house, where I ex-
serves to be celebrated in this column. The return to the city of pected to find Zahid, D/Il',was emptyino one has time to sit for'
my birth coincided with the annual urs of All Usman H~yeri, hours and discuss eveI'ything under the sUn. I,.ahore's literai'y
who arrived in this city a millennium ago, following the direc. scene is no more what it used,to be. WIth so many of its writers
tions of his spiritual master. His shrine/mosque complex, where and poets dead or gone, there is hardly a semblance of a culture
I offeredthe Fridayprayer,wasfilledwiththousandsof men, rootedin literature, " , "

women and children. Once inside the now greatly extended, Instead, there is,~~ rat race. The rush. Theloss of Lahore's
shrine/mosque complex, one leaves behind the world and en- ancient re~ed. ways and the intrusion oran alien culture is vis-
ters a different reality.The khateeb reminded us that for more ible evel'YWhere.PlaStic:thingsliterally~ck one's senses as
than 1000 years, this place has been providingfreeIood to all, one walks through Anarkalibazaar:There is so much plastic in '

24ht~.~~~~Y~Il daysJ\"~~e\C:i)~"inil§\¥t~iajE~~!f..'j;,!h~q~ ~>~~,~~J9{~~~e'4m.Jt.T4~"tfWAm~~ ff}f.}jJf

ab~in~\)~;*eipra.~~t;t~,~e~o~ .~?~h~~~~J~e~91f~~~~ '~~~8.1!,Jfj~;~~~~~Big =
wereObServe. B'ere was a group of men, reCIting the traditional and so many ,other" es ern f~ outlets, there are the deSt
salutation to the Prophet (PBUH),'there, in a corner by the pil- karahi gosht and the like.Themost dramaticchange,howeyer,
Jar,a single devotee was immersed in zikr. Spread throughout is the timeframe in whichLahore operates. Once it,used to ~e
the courtyard, groups of men, womenand childrenhad created city of early risers; now people sleep at 2 am and food streets
so many little worlds of their own.I stood by a circle whichhad are crowded,wellp!!$tmidnight. , I,

formed voluntarily and was being directed by a master in a zi1cr Lahore may haveJost some of its traditional styles but its PeQ-
session. Men, and a group of women behind them, were glorify- pIe remain'diStinctively Lahorees. Their frankness, direct and
ing their Creator through a centuries old method of remem- Personal approach to ~vef'Yl;hingis apparent in all their dealings.
brance. Allah, Allah, their chants grew ~to a rhythmic pattern, The onslaught, of westernisatipn may be ~ its toll, but Pa.
severalme!!started to enter the inner realityof things and soon tras Bukhariwouldstill say,Lahore Lahore hiLi. "


