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 بسم الله الرحمن الرحيم
 

 المباركة ةالقصيد

 رضعيل بدر الدين في شان سيدنا اسم   
 التي صنفها 

 رضبعض حدود الدعوة في عصر سيدنا عبد الطيب زكي الدين 

 
 

 

َ الل  هُ  ينَصرُُ دعَ   يبِ  و  ةً للِط َّ
 

Qasida Mubaraka 
In Remembrance of 34th Dai Syedna Ismail Badruddin RA 

Composed by 
 One of the Hudood of Dawat in the time of 35th Dai  

Syedna Abdut-Tayyeb Zakiuddin RA 

(With English Translation by Shz Dr. Bazat Tahera baisaheba) 
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May Allah grant victory to Dawat 

of Tayyib (35th Dai Syedna Abdut-Tayyib 

Zakiuddin) 

The great Dai who calls to Imam 

Tayyib 

هُُاَللهُ  ُطُ للُ ُُدَعْوَةُ ُينَْصه ُي  ب 
 

1 

عاَةُ ُدَاع ي مَامُ ُا لىُُالدُّ ُُالْْ  ي  ب  ُالط 
 

 
 

 

 

May He spread across the horizons 

the light of his splendor 

So every refined soul attains that 

light 

 ُُّ ُُوَيهت  هوْرَُُفاَقَُالُُْْف  ُبََاَئ هُ ُن
ُ

2 

ُُُّالنُّوْرَُُينَاَلَُُكَيْمَا ُُكه ب  هَذ  ُمه
 

  

 

May He extend his rule and console 

through him our heartbreak 

In the passing of Maulana Ismail 

Badruddin, best of teachers 

يْهُ  هُُدَوْلتََههُُوَيهد  به نَُُوَيََْ ُكَسَْْ
 

3 

ُْ يُُْف  ي  د  يْلَُاسْىُُس َ ُُخَيُْ ُع  ؤَد  ب  ُمه
 

  

 

Sayyid, Mawla, concealed in the 

earth 

Under large stones and white 

marble 

ي  دُ   وَارىىُُالمَْوْلىُُاَلس   ُُْالمْه َىىُُف  ُالثَّ 
 

4 

تَُ لُ ُتََْ خَامُ ُوَُُالجَْناَد  ُُالرُّ ُالَْْشْهَب 
 

  

 

Risen to the high reaches of the 

Garden 

Where rivers flow and flow 

ا  ُُْجَن ات ُُعلَيَْاءُ ُلىُا ُُوَسََ ُال ت 
 

5 

هَا ُُلمَُُْجَا ريةَُ ُاَنْْاَره ب  ُتنَْضه
 

 
 

 

I lament that sea of generosity 

Giving even when the clouds hold 

back 

 ُْ رَُُكََنَُُعلَيَْهُ ُهُ آ ُسَََاوَةُ ُبََْ
 

6 

اءهُُيضََنُ ُمَهْمَا ُُجَوْدُ ُسََ ُصَي  ب 
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I lament him. How can I enjoy 

sleep after him?  

When he sleeps in the wilderness? 

 ُْ ُالْكَرىىُُيهلتَْذُُُّكَيْفَُُعلَيَْهُ ُهُ آ
 

7 

نُْ ذْاُبعَْدَهُم  ُُْصَارَُُا  ُُذَاُف  بْسَب  ُالس 
 

  

 

Remembering his beautiful 

character and eminent deeds 

I am shaken to the core 

ُُمَهْمَا  سْنَُاُذَكَرْته هاَُُفُُْلحْه ُوْصَاف 
 

8 

يتَُْ ُُْوَالص   ُ ُف  ُُْتََْتَُُُّاَفعَْال  ُب 
 

  

 

My eyes weep tears—they flow 

down my cheeks 

Like scattered, unpierced pearls 

اُعَيْناَيَُ  ُُدَمْع  وُُْفوَْقَُُسَائ ل  ده ُالخْه
 

9 

ةُ ُدُ  ر  ُُلمَُُْمَنْثهوْرَةُ ُكَده ُتهثقَْب 
 

  

 

Remembering his sweet words 

His exemplary qualities, and his 

beautiful ways 

لوَُْ  نُُْوَالحْه هُ ُم  هُ ُاَلفَْاظ  م  ُوَكََلَ
 

10 

يْدَُ سْنَُُخَصْلتَ هُ ُوَحََ  ُُوَحه يدَْب  ُالد 
 

  

 

My eyes weep a stream unceasing 

Flood upon flood like the beating 

rains 

 
ُُْفاَضَتُْ يهوْن  لبْهكَُُعه َُُلَُُْبِ  ُْأ يُ ُتلَ 

 

11  

ا ُُعلَىُُفيَْض  ُُفيَْض  ُُكَصَوْب  ي  ب  ُالص 
 

  

 

O what lamentation, what distress, 

what anguished burning! 

We have lost in him sweet water! 

تَاُوَاكهرْبتََا  رْقتََاُوَادَهْش َ ُوَاحه
 

21  

نهْهُُفقََدْنَُُقدَُُْا ذُْ ُالَْْعُُْمَاءَُُم  ُذَب 
 

  

 

O what grief, what loss! 

We have lost in him religion’s full 

moon (Badruddin)! 

تَُ  مْـُقدَُُْا ذُُْوَاخَيْبَتَاُوَاحَسَْْ ُعهد 
 

13 

يْنُ ُبدَْرَُُـناَُ ُ قَُُد  ُُي   تَصْوَب  س ْ ُمه
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My Mawla Ismail—he did not 

choose the high abode 

Except after he appointed in his 

station [Syedna Abdut-Tayyeb Zakiyuddin]  

سْىُُمَوْلَْيَُ  يْلهُا  لَُُاخْتاَرَُُمَاُع  ُالعْه
 

14 

ُُمَقَامَههُُاَقاَمَُُا لُْ  ي  ب  ُل لط  
 

  

 

In the high rank of Dai which he 

had held 

During his God-given lifetime 

 ُْ تبَْةُ ُف  ليَْاُالرُّ ُُْالعْه يْْاَُال ت  ُثوََىىُُف 
 

15 

ُْ ةُ ُف  د  نُُْمه ر هُ ُم  ْ ُُعُه تَوْهَب  س ْ ُالمْه
 

  

 

He is his son, Mawla of Mawlas, 

lord of generosity 

Whose bounty encompasses all 

people, near and far 

وَُ  هُنَُُْهه ُُْمَوْلَىُُله وُالمَْوَال  ُال ندىىُُذه
 

16 

ا ح  ُاوَُُالوَْرَىىُُاَقْصَىُُعلَىُُسَْ ُلَْْقْرَب 
 

 
 

 

May Allah sanctify Syedna 

Badruddin’s soul, and from the 

Fragrant Gardens 

Send his nazaraat to his devotees 

سَُُاَللهُ  وْحَههُُقدَ  ُب هُ ُسََىىُوَُُره
 

71  

وَُ ُُْنََْ نُُْالمَْوَال  ناَ نُ ُم  ُُج  ُاَطْيَب 
 

 
 

 

May He grant Mawlana Zakiyuddin 

a long life 

In bliss, in basil, and in the best of 

states 

ُ ُمَوْلَْنَُُوَاَعاَشَُ  يْنُ ُزَك  ُُالد   ُف 
 

18 

ُُوَحَالُ ُوَرَيَْْانُ ُرَوْح ُ ُطَي  ب 
 

  

 

Such that all believers gain his 

bounty 

Flowing always, unmatched 

ُُُّل يَناَلَُ  ن يَُُْكه ؤْم  ُالَهُنوََُُالمْه
 

19 

هُ اُفنَوَاله ُُلمَُُْجَرَىىُُاَبدَ  ُيهضَْْب 
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God is the greatest! Allahu Akbar! 

How great is his bounty! 

He gives where the richest hold 

back 

ُاكَْبَهُُاَللهُ"  ُنوََالَهُُاَجَلُ ُمَا"
 

20 

وُُْضَنُ ُا ذُْ ُُكَث يُْ ُمَالُ ُذه تْْ ب  ُمه
 

  

 

His auspicious rising dispels 

darkness 

Like the rising star 

لهوْعهكَُ  وْنهُُفطَه ُُقدَُُْالمَْيْمه ْل  جَىُُيَه ُالدُّ
 

21 

ا يْهُ ُكَََُُاَبدَ  ل  ْ ُُضَوْءهُُيَه ُالْكَوْكَب 
 

  

 

Mawla Abdut-Tayyib—heir to the 

stations of the Dais 

All high of rank, lofty 

ُ-اقَُمَُُيُْاوُ حَُالُُْي  ب ُالطُ ُعَبْدَُُمَوْلَْيَُ 
 

22 

ُالُْوُ ذَُُاةُ عَُالدُُُّات ُمَُ- ُتَرُُْمَُالُْوَُُلىُعهُي ُب 
 

  

 

Mawla Abdut-Tayyib—guide for 

those who seek guidance 

Toward the best path— 

ي  ب ُُعَبْدَُُمَوْلَْيَُ  ُل مَنُُْيُْدُ الهْاَُالط 
 

23 

وَُُالهْ دَايةََُُطَلبََُ ُُخَيُْ ُنََْ ُالمَْذْهَب 
 

  

 

—with knowledge and elucidation! 

O generous Mawla 

Your bounty gives life to the 

parched wastes of the age 

لُْ   لعْ  نْكُ ُالت  بيْاَنُ ُوَُُبِ  ُالن دَىُاَذَاُم 
 

24 

ُُْجَارُ ُفنَدََاكَُ ُُزَمَانُ ُف  ب  سْغ  ُمه
 

  

 

Your daily routine, O Mawla 

Zakiyuddin, 

Dissemination of the Imams’ 

knowledge  

ُآُ وَالدُ   نْكَُُبه ُ ُم  يْنُ ُزَك  ُطَي ب ُُد 
 

25 

ُ لُْ ُتدَْر يسْه ةُ اَُُع  ُُْئ م  ُُلُ آ ُالن ب 
 

  

 

May Allah shower salawaat on the 

Prophet’s progeny 

As long as the birds of Mecca and 

Medina warble their tunes 

ىُ  هُُصَل  لى مُ ُالْْ  دَتُُْمَاُعلَيَْْ  ُغرَ 
 

26 

لفْهنهوْنُ ُةَُمَك ُُاَطْيَارهُ ُُبِ  ُوَيثََّْ ب 
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Your hospitality to guests is a 

splendid quality 

Your feeding the poor the best 

earnings 

رَاكَُ  ُُوَق  ُخَصَائ لُ ُخَيْهُُل لَْضْيَاف 
 

27 

كَُ طْعَامه سْك يَُُْا  ُُاَفضَْلهُُالمْ  ُمَكْسَب 
 

  

 

My Mawla Abdut-Tayyib, this 

Hasan is fida for you 

He sings your praise 

ي  ب ُُعَبْدَُُيَُمَوْلَُْ  يُُْالط  ُُْالفَْاد  ُلكَه
 

28 

ُبِ ُ دُ ُحَسَنُ ُالن فْس  نشْ  وُُْمه ُُذه طْنبَ  ُمه
 

  

 

I offer this poem to lament my 

Sayyid Badruddin 

And to praise of my Mawla 

Zakiyuddin, forgiver of sins 

يهىُ  يْدَةُذ  ُُْالقَْص  ُُف  يُُْمَرَاث  ي  د  ُس َ
 

29 

ُُعَفهو ُ ُوَلَىُالُُْوَمَدَائ حُ  ذْن ب  ُالمْه
 

  

 

May Allah lengthen his life 

And fulfill his hopes in both 

religious and this-worldly matters 

رَههُُلَُطَوُ ُاَللهُ  ْ ُوَاَنَلَهُُعُه
 

30 

ُْ يْنُ ُف  نيَْاُالد   يْعَُُوَالدُّ ُالمَْطْلَُُجََ  ُب 
 

  

 

I ask this in the name of Nabi 

Ahmed, his Wasi Ali 

And his pure, virtuous, noble 

progeny 

قهوْقُ   ه ُ ُاَحََْدَُُبَ  ْوَُُُوَالوَْص   ُ آ ُل 
 

31 

 ُ ي  يَُْاَلط  ر يْنَُُب  اه  ُُالط  ُالَْْنْهب 
 

  

 

May Allah shower salawaat on them 

As long as birds warble in the 

highest peaks and towers 

ىُ  لَهُُصَل  مهُُالْْ  دَُُمَاُعلَيَْْ  ُالـُْغرَ 
 

32 

ُُْاَطْيَارهُ رَىىُُعْلَىُاُف  ُُالذُّ ُوَالمَْرْقبَ 
 

  

 


