
The Mosque of Wazir Khan 
R a m b l i n g t h r o u g h the n a r r o w bazaars o f L a h o r e , 
a city r e n o w n e d for its h i s to r i c s p l e n d o u r ; 
c r a m p e d i n the m i d d l e o f the m a r k e t p l a c e , I d i scover 
W a z i r K h a n ' s m o s q u e , its be jewe l l ed b r i l l i a n c e o f decor . 

T h e f lo ra l mot i fs , the in t r ica te ca l l ig raphy , the r ichness 
o f e n a m e l l e d c o l o u r s o n arches , m ina re t s a n d d o m e s , 
the g l i t t e r i n g p i e t r a -du ra in l ay o f semi -p rec ious stones, 
l ap i s - l azu l i , o n y x , c o r n e l i a n , agate a n d topaz 

C o m p e t e for m y a t t en t ion wi th s k i l l e d s tone c a r v i n g , 
s tone- inlay work , s tucco t racery a n d fresco pa in t ings ; 
n o t fo rge t t i ng the mosa ic tiles, ca rved b r i cks a n d glass p a i n t i n g . 
O n c e a sheer c e l e b r a t i o n o f m a g n i f i c e n c e , n o w sadly f a d i n g . 

I r e m o v e my chappa l s , cove r m y h e a d o u t o f respect , 
as I step t h r o u g h the gateway i n t o the fo recour t , 
m o v i n g f r o m o n e w o r l d i n t o the next ; 
as I en te r paradise o n ea r th , I a m blessed. 

M y g u i d e translates o n e i n s c r i p t i o n for m e — 
In the cornfield of our world, whatever is soiun by man 
is reaped by him in the world to come. 
In your dealings then, leave a good foundation. 

O n c e a t h r i v i n g en te rp r i se be tween c o m m e r c e a n d l e a r n i n g , 
the m o s q u e has lost its p u r p o s e , h i s to ry has a way o f fo rge t t ing . 
E n a m e l l e d tiles e m b l a z o n every surface o f this ed i f ice 
whose g r a n d e u r haunts its a g i n g , u n c a r e d fo r facades. 

T h e eyes o f c h i l d r e n p l a y i n g i n the streets f o l l o w m e 
as I wa lk o u t o f the gateway i n t o the m i d d a y s c o r c h i n g sun . 
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