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 �Ȝ �φĵ Ĕ
HɰäóĚ�Ŵ èφİ ŤφƘ ϖü�żTϐĩ  φʼŀ   Ʒφ˧ď  ȉ

�
φ
ǿ

Úď  ǆφƪ ď  óĚĤ �φǟ č  ȉ
�

φ
ǿ

Úď  ǆφƪď   éóĚþ đ �φĹ č  ȉ
�

φ
ǿ

Úď  ǆφƪ ď 

Khusravee achʰee lagee na sarvaree achʰee lagee  
ham faqeeroñ ko Madeene kee galee achʰee lagee 

Neither sovereignty nor leadership has any appeal to us. We paupers the streets of Medina adore! 
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 ùƙ �äÚ  Ğ �ǾŤφƘ φİå �Ů  ϖü#żϙώ˪  Ť �φń φ˲è �χĖ �éŀ  ȉ
�

φ
ǿ

Úď  ǆφƪ ď   ϖġȈ �ϙόŁ  éóç Ť �φń  φ˲è �χĖ �éŀ ù �ň   ȉ �φ
Ł

 ǲ �χĕéď   ù �ň φʸ �ñ �ž  ȉ �φ
Ł

 ď 

Door tʰe to zindagee be–rang tʰee be–keif tʰee  
un ke kooche meñ gaye to zindagee achʰee lagee 

When we were distant, life was colourless and joyless. But joy filled our souls upon reaching his shore!  
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 ŤφƘ Ļ �φ̪̒  �ȪɥɛφȒ ù #ňŤφƘ ďٰ  φʼŀ  ŏφƘá �φŪ č  ȉ
�

φ
ǿ

Úď  ǆφƪ ď  φİå �Ů   đ �φĹ ä #óá �φŪ   H̥ φˑ áφ˧å �Ů  ȉ �φ
Ł

ď    �Ŷ �φĩ éçď  áφĥ   éؕţȆ �φǿ   ŏφƘ 

Meiñ na jaawooñgaa kaheeñ bʰee dar–Nabee kaa chʰoṙ kar 
mujh ko koowe Mustafaa kee chaakree achʰee lagee 

I shall not leave Mustafa’s resting place for anywhere. I desire only to serve his street, nothing more! 
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ţ �φʚ   éç á �φĬÚٓ  é �ŏφƠ đ �φĹ č   Ēó  ŉؕǖφƟ č  ȉ
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ǿ

Úď  ǆφƪ ď  äŤ �φń    Ť �φń  ϖ ϗû�żJʄϙχˑ éÚ �ŏφƠ ŤφƘ č  φ˲è �χĖ �éŀ  φİå �Ů   ù �ň  ņǇφİ 

Yooñ to kehne ko guzaaree zindagee meiñ ne magar  
jo dare Aaqaa pe guzree vo gʰaṙee achʰee lagee 

I have lived a life full of stories to tell, but nothing compares to the moments at my Master’s door. 



 Ham Faqīroñ ko Madīne kī Galī Achhī Lagī 
 Abdul Sattar Niazi
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 ƥá̟ �φĳ �Źφʚŀ   ŤφƘ  ÚçÚ  �äÚ φʼŀ   ņؕ�φʱ č  ȉ
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φ
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Úď  ǆφƪ ď  đ �χĹá H̥ φƨÚó   ϖü#żϙώ˪  Ÿ Hφǰ  ţ �φʚ  �φĹøĚ�Ŵ    äŸφǎè �φĬ  ņ�φʱ  éá 
Ŧ Uφĩ 

Vaalihaana hog aye jo tere qadmoñ par nisaar 
Ḥaqq Taʿaalaa ko adaa un kee baṙee achʰee lagee 

Those who sacrificed all at your feet, Allah Most High their devotion does adore! 
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ǿ

Úď   Ť �φń  �φĹ čĚ�Ŵ  Ěؕ �Ŵ �φĹţȆ �φǿ č  ȉ
�

φ
ǿ

Úď  ǆφƪ ď   �éÿ �φĖ   ŏφƘ  ƬφŪ øÚ Ť �φńđʡ �Ƈ  éóĚþ  �φĕŤφƘ �å �Ů  ŤφƘ 

Naaz kar too e Ḥaleema serware kaunein ko 
gar lagee achʰee to teree jhoñpaṙee achʰee lagee 

Take pride, O Halima, of all homes the Master of the Two Worlds graced your humble door! 
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 ùȅÚ �ýφʸ  ŉǖ �φŁ  ĞĽ  Ēèφʶ  éóÚ  ĞĽ  
ɔφʸď  ȉ
�

φ
ǿ

Úď  ǆφƪ ď   �Ŀáφū #ď  ņ
φʱŤφƘ  áφĥ   ë �φǟ ŤφƘ  öφİ  φ˪á �Ŧ  ÷á �φŪ   ēφćó 

Saaqee–e–Kausar ka ajis ko mil gayaa jaame vilaa  
Ham faqeeroñ ko Madeene kee galee achhee lagee 

Whoever sips from Kauthar’s cup most pure – for him, the pleasures of the winehouse have no allure. 
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 �Ŷ �φĩ �ãȡ �φĳ ö �̠ Ʌφ
̒

ď  �ɋφ
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 á �φŪ ë �φǟď  ȉ
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ǿ

Úď  ǆφƪ ď   ù �ň çţ �φʚ č  φİå �Ů   �ě �ƉȊ
φ
Ɲ

   ùƙ   ù �ňá �φŪ Úٓ  H φįåsŮ  á �φĬÚٓ ùƙ   ÷ēĈ �φȯ 

Be–khudee meñ kʰinch ke aa haate heiñ Aaqaa ke ghulaam 
mehfile naʿate Nabee jis jaa sajee achʰee lagee 

The servants of the Prophet are ecstatically drawn to gatherings of his praise, where their hearts soar! 
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 éِóĚþ  äáƚφș ó �äŤφƘ φʼŀ  φ˲çáφūŀ  ȉ
�

φ
ǿ

Úď  ǆφƪ ď  ç ĻφƘéù �ň  éáφĥĚþ  ùƙ  äŸφǎè �φĬ  äŤ �φńá̢Ưφū đ �φĹ  Ěþ ù �ň 

Rakh diye Sarkaar ke qadmoñ pe sultaanoñ ne sar 
Sarvare kaun o makaañ kee saadgee achʰee lagee 

Kings bow their heads to the feet of the Prophet – the humility of the Master of the Universe I adore! 



 Ham Faqīroñ ko Madīne kī Galī Achhī Lagī 
 Abdul Sattar Niazi
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φ˲è �χĖ �éŀ  ȉ
�

φ
ǿ

Úď  ǆφƪď   đ �φĹ φ˲è �Ŧ �φĩŀ  ȉ
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Úď  ǆφƪ ď  éóç  Ēé  ŏφƘ  éِóĚþ �äá �ŦφǁÚٓ  �φĕŤφƘ �å �Ů  ùȅ 

Door reh kar aastaane Sarvare kaunein se 
zindagee achʰee lagee na bandagee achʰee lagee 

Away from the threshold of the Master of the Two Worlds, my life and worship were a listless chore. 
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 ƽøĚ�Ŵ á �φĬÚٓ  Ěė ŤφƘ č  çďǆ �φĖÚŤ �ψń   ȉ
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Úď  ǆφƪ ď  Ěė á̦ �φŁ č   çďǆ �φĖÚŤ �ψń  φİå �Ů  ȉ �φ
Ł

ď   ÷ÚĚ�ŴǸÚ éţȢ 
φǬ 

Tʰaa meree deevaanagee meñ bʰee shuʿoore ehritaam 
mere Aaqaa ko meree deevaanagee achʰee lagee 

My intoxicating love is not without respectful decorum. My Master my lovesickness does adore! 
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Úď  ǆφƪ ď   Ēÿφİ ó ŎH ʃφŒ φʼŀ  �Ŷ 
φǁóéď   ÿ �φĖÿφİ  đφʻ  ùH Ȅ  ȉ
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Úď   ņǇφİ 

Mehr o maah kee raushnee maanaa ke hai achʰee magar 
sabze gumbad kee mujhe to raushnee achʰee lagee 

I admit that the sun and the moon are resplendent — but to me, the Green Dome’s glow shines more! 
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 ِ �äá �̠ 
φǬáφȯ  �ȪɥɛφȒ ďٰ   Ēó ŤφƘ  ņؕ�φʱ č   ȉ
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Úď  ǆφƪ ď   ö �̠ Ʌφ
̒

 �æÚٓ φİå �Ů   �φĩ čؔ �éá �Ŧ φİ ţ �φʚ �ãȡ �φĳå �Ů   ù �ň  Ȃņؕ�φʱ ď 

Aaj mehfil meñ Niyaazee naʿat jo meiñ ne paṙʰee 
aashiqaane Mustafaa ko vo baṙee achʰee lagee 

Hearing these praises I, Niazi, here recite – the lovers of the Chosen One delight to their core! 


