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preface

Th e poems of the thirteenth-century Islamic teacher, scholar, and 
poet, Muhammad Jalal al Din al-Balkhi, known to us as Rumi, have 
shaped Muslim culture for centuries. Th ey still stand, aft er eight hun-
dred years, as relevant and vital. Rumi speaks to us of unchanging 
spiritual realities and the universal quest for inner peace. His poems 
make a convincing argument for the central role of love, not only in 
Islamic texts and traditions, but in the consciousness of the human 
race. Rumi found in mystical poetry a vehicle for the expression of the 
endless spiritual bounties of love.1 Th is became the center of his faith 
and practice and his connection with the Divine. He pronounced 
love to be the goal of his life and the only form of true worship. He 
demands the same of everyone.

If you’re not in love, you have missed your goal.
He calls! Th e breeze of love must fi nd your soul.
Glory resurrected you, glory made you whole!
If you’re not in love, life has passed you by.2

Th e Realm of Love
Rumi’s devotion to Shams-e Tabrizi (Arabic, literally translated as 
the Sun of Tabriz), also called Shams al-Din (literally translated as 
the Sun of Faith), is the central theme of his poetry. Rumi expresses 
his mystical passion for Shams, his guide and teacher, in joyful lines 
as a symbol of his love for God. Rumi’s poems virtually pulsate with 
desire, longing, sensuality, and ecstatic celebration. His experiences 
of yearning, pain, lust, and joy fl ow out in timeless verse. Th ese po-
etic visions move easily between dreams and real events, between 
internal states of luminosity and encounters with mundane external 
reality—always in a state of loving. However, to better understand 
Rumi’s work, the reader should begin with some familiarity with his 
life and with the landscape of symbols and metaphors that inhabited 
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his world. Only then can the deep meaning of Rumi’s message be 
unveiled.

Rumi was born into a Muslim clerical family in 1207 ce, near 
the city of Balkh (in present-day northern Afghanistan) at the eastern 
edge of the Persian-speaking world.3 His father, Baha al-Din Walad, 
was a revered Muslim scholar, theologian, and Sufi  teacher. Rumi 
became his father’s most diligent student and received a full classi-
cal, Islamic education. His family moved away from Balkh; wandered 
through Iran, the Arabian Peninsula, and Syria; and fi nally settled in 
Konya, in Anatolia (present-day Turkey). During these travels, Rumi 
met and learned from many Islamic scholars.

Aft er the passing of his father in 1231 ce, Rumi was instructed 
for nine years by Sayed Burhan al-Din Muhaqiq Turmuthi, a scholar 
and Sufi  and a student of his father’s. Rumi spent fi ve of these years 
in Syria, developing his Arabic and acquiring formal academic train-
ing. Upon his return from Syria, with the support of al-Turmuthi, 
Rumi started teaching in Konya and took over his father’s position 
as the master of the Islamic school (madrasa). Assuming the normal 
duties of the learned class (ulama), Rumi preached in the mosque, 
taught in advanced religious circles, and gathered a large number of 
followers.

Yet, Rumi’s mystical yearnings were not satisfi ed until he met 
Shams-e Tabrizi4 on the aft ernoon of November 29, 1244—a date still 
celebrated by Sufi  devotees today. Th e legends tell us that it was love at 
fi rst sight. Despite the diff erence in age, upbringing, and social status, 
the two men found in one another the object of their spiritual quests: 
Shams, a mystic Sufi  and a wandering scholar,5 became Rumi’s part-
ner, companion, spiritual guide, and teacher.6 Shams had searched all 
his life for a student who would be worthy of his knowledge and spiri-
tual insight, whom he could teach the art of mystical love. He found 
his ideal student in Rumi.7 Rumi became so engrossed in his sessions 
with Shams that he abandoned his duties at the teaching circles and 
in the mosque to spend all of his time with Shams. Th is became a 
source of alarm and resentment in the town, especially among Rumi’s 
students. Th e students feared that this relationship, combined with 
Rumi’s new Sufi  practices, which included music and dance, might 
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damage his reputation. Th ey expressed these sentiments openly and 
showed their hostility toward Shams.

Th en, without any warning, Shams left  the city of Konya. Rumi 
was shocked and full of grief; he looked for Shams everywhere. 
Eventually, he heard that Shams was in Syria and sent his son, Sultan 
Walad, to Damascus to fi nd him and bring him back. Shams returned 
to Konya, and Rumi arranged for him to marry a young woman in 
his household, Kimia Khatoon.8 Meanwhile, Rumi resumed his ses-
sions and close companionship with Shams, and the town’s hostility 
toward Shams continued. About a year later, Kimia died. Aft er that, 
Shams-e Tabrizi disappeared and was never heard from again. Th ere 
are confl icting legends regarding this disappearance. Some presume 
that he left  to continue his own spiritual quest in other lands, and 
others suggest that he was killed by Rumi’s jealous students.9

Rumi was devastated, paralyzed with grief. For years, he searched 
for Shams, hoping to bring him back to Konya, but he never found 
him. In his inconsolable bereavement, Rumi expressed his thoughts 
and emotions in poetry. It was only aft er his separation from Shams 
that poems erupted from his spirit with intensity. In his poems, he 
tells about the agony that burned his soul.10 Rumi eventually realized 
that his love for Shams was a token of an everlasting love, an eternal 
light inside him that obliterated the boundaries between all souls 
and connected all lovers to the Divine. He found some peace in this 
realization, and he was able to partially return to his clerical and 
teaching duties.

Meanwhile, Rumi continued to explore this new form spiritual 
practice. When Rumi became convinced that Shams was no longer 
alive, he took in a new companion and focal point for his inspira-
tion: an old goldsmith friend, Salah al-Din Faridun (Zarkub). Aft er 
about ten years of companionship, Salah al-Din fell ill and died.11 
Aft er that, Husam al-Din Akhi Tork, a younger scholar who knew 
and admired Rumi, dismissed his own students and dedicated him-
self to Rumi, becoming Rumi’s new spiritual companion, scribe, and 
fi nancial manager.12 In Rumi’s mind, his new companions were not 
meant to replace his beloved Shams-e Tabrizi, but were an extension 
of that love.
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Husam al-Din convinced Rumi to allow him to write down his 
poems, sermons, and talks. Th rough Husam’s diligent work, Rumi’s 
writings were recorded and preserved. Th e long love poems (and a 
few quatrains) were collected in a volume that Rumi insisted on call-
ing Divan-e Shams-e Tabrizi, meaning the collected poems of (or for, 
or by) Shams-e Tabrizi. Perhaps Rumi was attributing the inspiration 
for the poems to his teacher, perhaps he was suggesting that he and 
his teacher were one, or perhaps he simply wanted to ensure that the 
name of Shams-e Tabrizi would be permanently associated with the 
work.

Th e Divan-e Shams-e Tabrizi, like much of Rumi’s work, is writ-
ten mainly in Persian, but also includes Arabic and a few poems in 
Turkish and Greek. Th e poems in the divan are also of diff erent types, 
with 3,283 long poems and 1,983 quatrains. Th ese include poems that 
are fully Arabic (ninety long poems and nineteen quatrains). Arabic 
can also be found as full lines or as half-lines in many of the poems 
that are otherwise in Persian. Some are almost completely in Arabic, 
with the fi nal line in Persian. Many poems have a number of lines in 
Arabic, with Persian verses preceding and following them.

Arabic is used in Rumi’s other work as well. His epic manuscript 
Masnavi includes numerous single lines and longer passages that 
are entirely in Arabic. It is in the Masnavi that Rumi remarks that 
Arabic is sweeter than Persian, and then quickly adds that love has 
a hundred other languages.13 Th is statement could be emphasizing 
the importance of Arabic as the language of Holy Text, but it also 
expresses Rumi’s great respect for the language considered by many 
as the language of divinity.

Rumi’s published lectures, or “Discourses,” also include Arabic. 
One composition is entirely in Arabic, and another is all Arabic except 
for the fi rst fi ve words. In Rumi’s “Sermons,” there are short Arabic in-
troductory prayers for each of the seven sermons. In addition, Arabic 
is also present in the rest of Rumi’s work, including his “Letters.” Th is 
is a testimony to Rumi’s mastery and love for the language, a language 
he was fully versed in, as the vehicle of Islamic scholarship and dis-
course. But Rumi also enjoyed Arabic as the language of poetry and 
read the works of a number of Arabic classical poets.
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Th e verses presented in this volume (complete odes and Arabic 
lines lift ed from Persian poems) are beautiful, rhymed, and comple-
mentary to the concepts presented in his Persian poems. Th e dif-
ference in style and tone between his Arabic and Persian poems is 
dictated by the conventions of the two languages. It is obvious from 
reading the full poems that Persian and Arabic are intertwined to 
express a state of mind and being that does not recognize the bound-
aries of language.

Any reader of Rumi’s divan will immediately realize that, in 
Persian and Arabic alike, Rumi sings only of love, which is the focus 
of his many compositions. In these poems, Rumi invokes his own 
all-consuming, burning, and tragic love for Shams-e Tabrizi—his 
teacher, friend, mystic guide, and lost beloved. Rumi is dissolved in 
the fi re of love, a condition that other mystic poets who infl uenced 
him, including Sanai14 and Attar,15 also experienced and wrote about.

Th e Arabic Poems
Persian is an Indo-European language, diff erent from Arabic, which is 
a root-based sematic language. Arabic is a Semitic language with dif-
ferent rules and linguistic forms. Th e mix of Arabic poems and lines 
in Rumi’s Persian divan is a testimony to his mastery of Arabic, both 
Islamic and secular, and his competence in its poetic traditions, with 
their sophisticated structures. Rumi’s beautiful, well-formed poems 
and eloquent prose are laden with religious, cultural, and literary 
allusions and idioms, as was (and still is) the practice in these tradi-
tions. Rumi was not only exposed to and infl uenced by Persian mystic 
poets, including Sanai16 and Attar,17 but he was also informed by the 
work of Arabic mystic and classical poets, including Al-Halaj,18 Ibn 
Arabi,19 and al-Mutanabbi.20

Th is book includes thirty-three Arabic poems and fragments, 
taken from the fi rst 1010 poems in Rumi’s Divan-e Shams-e Tabrizi. 
Th e poems have been translated directly from the original text of the 
divan and have been checked against Furuzanfar’s edition of Kulliyat 
Shams ya Divan-e Kabir.21

Th e collection includes some poems written completely in Arabic 
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and others that are sequences of Arabic lines embedded within Persian 
poems. Taking these lines and presenting them as independent poems 
is facilitated by the nature of Rumi’s brilliant mind that, in every case, 
managed to construct the Arabic lines to represent complete thoughts 
or ideas. Upon examining the context in which the Arabic lines are 
related to the Persian poem as a whole, it becomes apparent that these 
lines complement the Persian verses by expanding, completing, or 
explaining thoughts, feelings, and spiritual realities expressed in the 
verses. As a scholar of Arabic, Rumi was aware that the language fa-
cilitates a wide range of conjugations, derivatives, and semantics. He 
made full use of the linguistic agility of the language, and sometimes 
even stretched words beyond their conventional boundaries to share 
a feeling or desire.

Th e Arabic poems in this collection display an aesthetic that com-
plements Rumi’s Persian poems and refl ect his mastery of both Persian 
and Arabic. Although the structures of the poems in both languages 
are similar and Rumi pursues common themes in both, the Arabic 
poems are unique. Th is is partially a function of language. Arabic is a 
precise language with a wide range of vocabulary. Ideas are expressed 
clearly with powerful forms that sometimes sound harsh to Persian 
readers accustomed to the sweet melodies of a language full of decora-
tive fl ourishes and cultural pleasantries. In the poems that combine 
Persian and Arabic verses, Rumi skillfully manages to create beautiful 
poems that seamlessly adhere to rhyme and meter in both languages.

Th e infl uence of Rumi’s Islamic education and its role as the 
inspiration for his work is obvious through the extensive references 
to Islamic texts in his Arabic verses. He frequently uses the specifi c 
vocabulary of the Qur’an and images and expressions lift ed from its 
verses. He also borrows from Islamic traditions and literature. Con-
temporary Sufi  scholars who see Rumi as the Master of true Islamic 
thought and mystic philosophy have highlighted this background. 
Th ey attribute his philosophy to his deep understanding of Islam 
and its teachings.22 Th is infl uence is to be expected in light of Rumi’s 
background, training, education, and profession. Rumi had studied 
Islam, memorized the Qur’an, and spent his life learning, teaching, 
and preaching Islamic texts. He was exposed to Sufi  poetry and 
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thoughts written mainly in Arabic. Th ese, combined with his knowl-
edge of ancient, classical philosophy, were obviously the source of his 
learning, though the main source was Islamic tradition. Consciously 
or unconsciously, he used them as a point of departure for his in-
spiration in both Arabic and Persian. Th is may be more obvious in 
the Arabic poems because the medium is the language of the Islamic 
sources Rumi was steeped in.

In Arabic, as in Persian, Rumi appears free to explore images of 
sexuality and desire, which are metaphors for spiritual longing. He 
uses images and expressions that usually are not well tolerated by his 
Persian readers. However, these expressions and images fi t well within 
the Arabic literary tradition, accustomed as it is to explicit erotic im-
agery and language.

So, honor me. Get drunk! Come here and be
my companion. Radiant seeker! Come
naked and embrace me. In earthly clothes
you can’t be saved or blessed with ecstasy.23

Rumi’s Arabic verses are straightforward, and his metaphors 
are intense. Th e verses in this collection are as eloquent, metered,24 
smooth, and uninhibited as the Persian poems. It might be thought 
that in the Arabic we discover the free spirit of Rumi, unbound by po-
lite and romantic traditions, free of formal conventions. Rumi seems 
to lose his inhibitions, willing to speak his mind and eager to share his 
unvarnished mystic insights. Th e poems fl ow from his consciousness, 
using the language that touches him at the moment of revelation.

Th e infl uence of Arab culture is also obvious in Rumi’s work—a 
culture that is comfortable with sexuality as part of human nature. 
Perhaps, it is precisely his familiarity and competence in the language 
and culture that color his erotic images, even in the Persian poems. In 
his use of erotic language, Rumi was not breaking with Islamic texts 
or with Arabic poetic traditions, but was emulating and expanding 
those traditions to illustrate his spiritual mystic journey and attempt 
at self-annihilation in love—with all the joy, pain, and agony the ex-
perience produces.
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Th e Erotic and the Homoerotic
Many of Rumi’s poems appear, to the Western reader at least, to be 
surprisingly erotic. But those familiar with his poems will not be sur-
prised to fi nd frank and open expressions of physical love and sexual 
desire. Th e poet fully embraces the language of sexuality to express 
his love for Shams-e Tabrizi as a metaphor for his love for the Divine 
and the spiritual experiences that this companionship inspired. Th is 
is not uncommon in the work of mystic poets. In some instances, 
Rumi’s verses are full-bodied and intimate, as the lover addresses his 
beloved Shams-e Tabrizi.

You fi lled me with desire, gave me a taste.
When you drew near, I smiled at your embrace.
A beggar, I gave thanks to be so base.
My master, you gave me your noble grace!25

And:

Th e price of love is peace and calm! Tempted,
we fell. We died. He cared for me, he gave
me drink, he ravaged me, he cherished me.26

Rumi is willing to discuss every private moment that passes between 
the lover and the beloved in his attempt to embody his longing for 
spiritual union. He shows us the fi rst glance of lustful desire as he tries 
to escape from heavenly maidens.

I turned to fl ee, but then they followed me.
For fear of God, I will not say: Th at glance
of sin created me, created me!27

He writes of urgent, burning longing.

Th e days have kept our bodies far apart,
I swear by God, my heart is still with you.
My heart is tender when my love is new,
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sad and grieving when lovers then must part.
My heart sends you my messages of love—
no end. But I’m still thirsty! What to do?28

He even tells us of the despair of the abandoned lover, aft er the aff air 
is over.

He’s gone! Calamity has seduced me.
You know how sad the one seduced will be.29

Rumi lived in the world of medieval Islam. His society freely 
accepted a premodern understanding of sexuality and desire that 
diff ers from our own. Rumi far predates modern notions of ho-
mosexuality and heterosexuality. Arab culture has always tolerated 
same-gender friendship and intimacy within the boundaries of its 
cultural norms, much more than conservative Western cultures do. 
Th e sexuality of centuries past was less compartmentalized, less dif-
ferentiated, less medicalized than it is in our own time. To a certain 
extent, same-sex love is suggested by every expression of devotion 
to God where God is conceived of as male and the devotee is a man. 
Th ere are famous examples of this in Christian mystical poetry as 
well. John Donne comes immediately to mind with his “Holy Sonnet 
XIV,” addressed to God.

Take me to you, imprison me, for I,
Except you enthrall me, never shall be free,
Nor ever chaste, except you ravish me.30

So, we are not in wholly unfamiliar territory when we read Rumi’s 
expressions of homoerotic desire. Yet, when such verses are ad-
dressed explicitly to Shams-e Tabrizi, the reader may become a little 
apprehensive.

Franklin Lewis has argued that the norms of masculinity of Ru-
mi’s time would have precluded any sexual relationship with Shams.31 
Although many of Rumi’s poems clearly express homoerotic themes, 
these should be understood alongside the other tropes and metaphors 
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used in the poems—death, madness, drunkenness—as attempts to 
capture a spiritual ecstasy that is beyond description. At a distance 
of eight centuries, it is of course impossible to determine with any 
certainty precisely what level of physical intimacy Rumi and Shams 
shared. We can say for certain, however, that at whichever level his 
poems are understood, Rumi intends to point us in the direction of 
a love of the Divine Spirit that is ultimately transcendent and beyond 
any physical experience. On this quest, nothing is taboo. He will use 
any means to get us there through poetry and rhyme, including an 
idealized expression of homoerotic desire.

Wine and Death
Two other metaphors commonly found in Rumi’s poems should be 
mentioned: wine and death. Rumi’s poetry, as with much great poetry, 
is thoroughly transgressive.32 Wine is strictly forbidden in Islam, but 
he exalts wine as the elixir of life and the only means of salvation.

Come on! Come on! Come on, now! Let’s be pure.
Let’s end our fl irtation with temptation,
let your glance cleanse us of degradation,
return to the pure wine we drank when we
sat in congregation, the cups passed ’round
and off ered up with no hesitation,
pure, cool, shimmering nectar of salvation.33

Wine signifi es intoxication with the spirit, separation from the mate-
rial world, the drunkenness of love, the companionship of comrades, 
and ecstasy in the presence of the beloved.34 Death implies unifi cation 
with the beloved, and illicit sexual desire suggests yearning for spiri-
tual union. Th e reader should enjoy the metaphors while remaining 
alert to their layered meanings.

Still, it is clear that no one can hope to achieve the goal of salva-
tion, according to Rumi, without transgressing the perceived conven-
tional boundaries of traditional Islamic practice.
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Th e maidens in your court—so shy. Th ey made
sweet love. Th ey stole our hearts; we did the same.
We felt desire. Our friends warned us to be
afraid of love. We heard, but felt no shame.35

Th is is a wide and liberal interpretation of devotion to the Divine, 
based on an esoteric interpretation of the Qur’an, that is understood 
and praised by some (especially Sufi ) Muslims. But it is interpreted by 
others as deviation from true Islam, and by a few as heresy.36 Aware of 
this, Rumi writes:

Now reason shouts at me: “No! Don’t step off 
the righteous path or it will be your grave!”
But isn’t death the only thing I crave?37

Again, death is a common theme in the Arabic poems. In death, 
Rumi fi nds reunion with Shams, extinction of the old self, and rebirth 
in the spirit. Th e old self must die, so that a new self can be born.

My Lord! My Savior! Full moon through night’s dark!
You, Spirit of God and Spirit of love!
Lift  the veils, my generous Patriarch!
With perfect justice, you slay your lovers,
cut down a mighty hero with your sword.
A glance of your love and he recovers,
masters become slaves of love, at your word.38

Love as Salvation
Rumi’s poems point the way to salvation through the practice of love 
and imagination. Th is is clearly found in his Arabic poems. Although 
Sufi  masters had taught the lessons of imagination and love long be-
fore Rumi,39 he built on these traditions and encapsulated his mystic 
ecstasies in poems that enchant our spirits. For Rumi, through imag-
ining (or recalling) his spiritual encounters with his beloved Shams, 
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all separation vanishes in the union of love. Th e lover and the object 
of his love are one. Th is is the ultimate expression of union, and it 
applies to the Divine as much as to another human being. In their 
unity, they fi nd salvation.

Rumi draws these insights from his interpretation of Islam. He 
fi nds in Islam a monism (or more accurately, a kind of nondual-
ism) that allows no separation between a transcendent God and 
the manifestation of God’s love in every aspect of creation, in all 
forms of beauty, and in every man and woman. Th ere is only one 
true reality. Moreover, this reality can be understood to be either the 
Divine Essence—God, Allah, etc., who is infi nite, unknowable, and 
utterly beyond human comprehension—or the manifestations of 
that essence in the world of creation, ultimately embodied in human 
form. It is the latter aspect of the Divine that Rumi approaches in 
his poems. Shams-e Tabrizi becomes the numinous. Rumi fi nds his 
salvation in utter devotion to Shams, whom he loves as his Savior 
and Messiah.

For Rumi, there is no access to God except through this intoxica-
tion of love. He rejects the criticism that he has thereby made Shams 
an idol. Th ere is a traditional Islamic story that tells of the early con-
version of a pagan tribesman of Arabia, who later became a renowned 
Muslim scholar.40 He abandoned his old beliefs and accepted Islam 
when he saw a fox urinating on his idol as he approached it to off er 
prayers. Realizing that the idol was unable to protect itself from such 
an insult, he accepted Allah as the only true God. Accused by one of 
his contemporary scholars of another form of idolatry in his admira-
tion of Shams, Rumi writes:

Can I repent the sin of love this true?
He says you’re an idol that I worship,
can’t see the fox piss on my graven god.
Nasir al-Din!41 He’s the king of virtues!
No foxes, only rabbits piss on love.42

All other considerations are set aside in the presence of love. Love is 
no idol; it is the true and only form of worship. Reason is cast aside, 
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and no learning is required. Th e worshipper is saved by his own devo-
tion and desire.

If you’re in love, join the congregation!
If you still have a mind, then stay away.
If you’re pressed at home and parched by fi re,
I’ll take you to a secret stream I know.
You can drink, satisfy your desire—
and, if your eyes can’t see what’s hidden there,
just bring your thirst to serve our Messiah.43

Rumi off ers an interpretation of Islam that knows nothing but 
love. It is the eternal faith of God. As in all faiths, the ultimate reality is 
one and indivisible. Th e purpose of faith is to unite all human beings 
in their quest for the Beloved. In one of his Persian quatrains, Rumi 
declares:

On the seeker’s path, wise men/fools are one.
In his love, brothers and strangers are one.
Go on! Drink the wine of the Beloved!
In that faith, Muslims and pagans are one.44

Th e Struggle of Translation
Love Is My Savior is an attempt to translate into English a selection 
of Rumi’s Arabic poems and verses in language that captures some of 
the power and excitement of the original texts. Rumi’s Arabic poems, 
especially the long poems in the divan, are rarely translated or studied 
in English, with the exception of few translated by Franklin Lewis and 
other Rumi scholars.

In the Arab world, with its predominantly Sunni population, 
Rumi does not enjoy the same popularity as in the West. Arabs oft en 
become familiar with his work because of their interest in Sufi sm or 
through encounters with regions where he is famous like Iran, South 
Asia, and the West. Few Arab scholars have studied Rumi or pub-
lished anything about his work.45 Th e majority of those publications 
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focus on his quatrains, translating them from Persian to Arabic or 
from an English translation of the Persian to Arabic.46

Love Is My Savior is the fi rst English translation dedicated to 
Rumi’s Arabic poems. We might think of these poems as Rumi’s 
“well-kept secrets,” now revealed to an English-speaking audience. 
Th ey are as eloquent and powerful as his Persian verses, with a “sweet-
ness, beauty, glory, and simplicity that are uniquely his—direct, fl uid, 
rich, and void of pretense.”47

Th e power of Rumi’s verse has survived the test of centuries. Th e 
problem that confronts the translator is how to bring these verses into 
English in language that will retain that power. Th e selected Arabic 
poems in this book are highly compressed expressions of universal 
ideas written in the context of an ancient tradition of Arabic verse and 
Islamic culture. Th ey refer to mystical themes, employ cultural tropes, 
and make references to Quranic verses that may be unfamiliar to most 
English readers. And, of course, Rumi lived some eight hundred years 
ago, which adds to the complexity of the task.

Yet the immense popularity today of Rumi’s poetry in the West 
demonstrates that the centuries can be bridged. Dozens of translators 
and scores of volumes bring his Persian poetry into English in vari-
ous styles and with more or less success. Occasionally, Rumi himself 
gets lost in the shuffl  e. Th e challenge for any translation of poetry is 
to bring a poem from one language and culture into another while 
remaining true to both the spirit and the meaning of the original. In 
this eff ort, a word-for-word translation is no help at all, and this book 
makes no attempt at that. Moreover, a translation that provides only 
the meaning of a poem, while it may give a thorough understanding 
of what the poet said, translates nothing of the beauty or excitement 
of the original. It loses the poem altogether, replacing it with a dull 
explanation. Th e worst outcome of any translation would be to take 
a poem that sounds natural, urgent, and transcendent in its original 
language and render it into English prose or fl accid poetry that is dull, 
ponderous, and awkward. While this might serve some scholarly pur-
pose, it fails to capture the spirit of the poems. Freer translations have 
sometimes lost the specifi c context of Rumi’s time and place, leaving 
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us with a modern rendition of bland, New Age spirituality that was far 
from Rumi’s context and intent.

Th e goal of this translation of Arabic verses was to craft  trans-
lations in English that are successful as poems on their own terms, 
while remaining as close and true to the form and meaning of the 
originals as possible. When possible, the poems are translated line 
for line, so the Arabic reader can follow in the original language on 
the facing page. Rhyme and meter are such vital aspects of Rumi’s 
poetry—of all classical poetry—that the translators felt that both had 
to be acknowledged. However, Arabic scanning has been, in most 
cases, exchanged for iambic pentameter, a familiar English conven-
tion. While it is foreign to Arabic poetry, this scheme gives the poems 
a rhythm that is comfortable to the English reader. English has very 
few opportunities for rhyme compared to Arabic, yet every eff ort was 
made to include rhyme prominently in the English versions. Rumi’s 
verse in this collection is part of a large volume of his work where 
poems are always untitled. Th e titles used in this volume have been 
added by the translators, another English convention.

All this said, how is translation possible—especially the transla-
tion of poems? At fi rst glance, any attempt to translate a poem from 
one language to another would seem futile. Every poem is a condensed 
form of language that captures the essence of human experience, 
which must appeal to the mind as much as to the heart, in images and 
words with deep cultural value, on multiple levels, suggesting multiple 
meanings. Even altering a poem in its original language by changing a 
few words here and there destroys the beauty of the work. How then 
can all the words of a poem be changed to a diff erent language and 
preserve anything of the original meaning and eff ect?

However, poetry is not words. It is the language that we turn 
to when words fail to express our thoughts and feelings adequately. 
Poetry is, in fact, the attempt to move beyond words, to communi-
cate states of mind and spirit that cannot be captured by language 
but which nonetheless must be expressed. Th e poem only points or 
suggests. It does not describe. It must conjure emotion in the reader. 
If it doesn’t, then the poem is a failure. By some miracle of language, 
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it is possible to fi nd those emotions—across diff erent languages and 
cultures, and across time—and to translate poems that will move new 
readers, but not by translating words. Th e translators must struggle to 
fi nd the concepts, the music, and the images in a new language that 
can be craft ed to the same eff ect as those in the original poem.

Poetry as Poetry
Love Is My Savior is a collaboration between an Arabic scholar, 
Nesreen Akhtarkhavari, and a poet, Anthony A. Lee, who knows no 
Arabic at all. Th e method of translation was simple. Akhtarkhavari 
created a literal translation of each line, preserving the original line 
structure. Th en Lee took those lines and rewrote them to ensure the 
construction of acceptable poems in English. Th e fi rst draft s were 
then returned to Akhtarkhavari for comment and correction, and 
then, back and forth, until both were satisfi ed with the results. Th e act 
of “translating” is accomplished through this process. Th e intent of 
the Arabic must be understood by the poet who seeks to fi nd words 
and images in English that will be as clear and as powerful as those 
in the original. Th e gist of the poems and their cultural and historical 
contexts must be transferred by the Arabic scholar, while the clarity 
and structure of the English poem is ensured by the poet.

Th e quality of the resulting translation will depend upon the 
knowledge of the Arabic scholar and the skill of the English poet. Th is 
method is relatively uncommon in academia, which has traditionally 
relied on the unassisted language scholar to provide all translations of 
poetic texts. However, the necessity of collaboration has come to be 
appreciated recently.

Rumi’s poems also present a serious challenge to the native 
Arabic speaker because they are written in medieval Arabic and call 
on the classical conventions of the Arabic poetic tradition. Quranic 
references must be identifi ed and their relevance made clear. Th e 
meanings of archaic words and unfamiliar allusions must be found, 
deciphered, interpreted, and retold. Following all that, the poet must 
try to express the poem in a new language, with respect for the origi-
nal, but in words and images that resonate in an alien culture. Th e 
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translations should be startling, seductive, natural-sounding, and 
fascinating. Th ey must call up a poetic world of their own, the mystic 
world of Rumi.

Th at is the point, of course. Th ese poems must be approached 
and read as poems, not as works of philosophy, even in translation. 
Each poem invites us to enter a world that is unique and beyond time 
and space. We should fi nd ourselves in another dimension where 
time stands still, we forget where we are sitting, and we are trans-
fi xed by the beauty of Rumi’s mystical experiences, understood on no 
other terms but their own. We hope that these English translations 
will accomplish that goal for their readers as intensely, and indeed as 
ecstatically, as the original Arabic poems do for theirs.

notes
 1. Love has been a common theme in Arabic literature since pre-Islamic 

times, and poetry has been the vehicle to express this—from the chaste 
and virgin love found in the poems of Ibn Hazm to the erotic and 
even the explicit, as in what is called unveiled literature (al-adab al-
makshouf).

 2. “Banner of Love.” 
 3. For controversies concerning Rumi’s date of birth, see Franklin D. 

Lewis, Rumi: Past and Present, East and West; Th e Life, Teachings, 
and Poetry of Jalâl al-Din Rumi (Oxford: Oneworld, 2007), 317–19. 
Unless otherwise noted, the account of Rumi’s life relies on Lewis’s 
biographical information. See especially, Lewis, Rumi, 9–37.

 4. Shams al-Din Muhammad bin Ali Malekdad al-Tabrizi (1185–1248) was 
a Persian Sufi  and poet.

 5. In an unpublished essay, A. G. Ravan Farhadi suggests that Shams was 
a Sunni Shafi ’ scholar and followed the Prophet’s teaching and practice. 
In contrast, some Sufi s believe that Shams received his inspiration 
directly from God, as they believe they do.

 6. Shams was a poor, wandering dervish, about sixty years old, and Rumi 
was a thirty-seven-year-old wealthy, distinguished scholar with a 
school and many disciples. 

 7. For a more detailed account of Rumi’s life, see Lewis, Rumi.
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 8. See Lewis, Rumi, 184.
 9. Most contemporary scholars agree that the legend of Shams’s death at 

the hands of Rumi’s students is unlikely (see Lewis, Rumi, 197–200).
 10. See Annemarie Schimmel, Th e Triumphal Sun: A Study of the Works of 

Jalaloddin Rumi (New York: State University of New York Press, 1993).
 11. See Lewis, Rumi, 193–99.
 12. See Lewis, Rumi, 215–18.
 13. “Speak Persian, though Arabic is sweeter: love indeed hath a hundred 

other tongues.” Masnavi, Book 3, v. 3842, in Th e Mathnawí of Jalálúddin 
Rumí, ed. and trans. Reynold A. Nicholson (Tehran: So’ad Publisher, 
2002), 427.

 14. Abu al-Majd Majdud ibn Adam (1108–31/41), better known as Sanai, 
lived in Ghazna, was a Persian poet, and was the author of the fi rst 
mystical poem in the Persian language. His work had great infl uence 
on Persian and Muslim literature. His best-known work is Th e Garden 
of Truth and the Law of the Path.

 15. Abu Hamid bin Abu Bakr Ibrahim, better known as Farid ud-Din 
Attar, was a Persian poet and theoretician of Sufi sm from Nishapur in 
Iran. See the excellent translation of his work by Afk ham Darbandi and 
Dick Davis, Th e Conference of the Birds (New York: Penguin Books, 
1984). 

 16. Sayed Burhan al-Din Muhaqqiq Turmudi, Rumi’s fi rst teacher aft er his 
father, was a lover of Sanai and his work, which he frequently shared 
with Rumi and others.

 17. Afzal Iqbal, in Th e Life and Work of Jalauddin Rumi (London: Oxford 
University Press, 1999), suggests that Rumi was greatly infl uenced by 
Attar and tried to imitate him. Frank Lewis and others confi rm that 
Rumi met Attar during his early travels, and Attar was impressed by 
him, and gave him a copy of his divan Th e Conference of the Birds.

 18. Abdu’l Mughit Husayn al-Hallaji, known as Mansour Al-Halaj, was a 
controversial Arabic-speaking Persian mystic poet whose execution for 
his beliefs is considered a major turning-point in the history of Islamic 
mysticism.

 19. Abu Abd Allah Muhammad ibn Ali ibn Muhammad ibn al-Arabi was a 
Berber Andalusian Sufi  mystic and philosopher.
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 20. Franklin Lewis suggests that Rumi became acquainted with Arabic 
poetry, especially the work of al-Mutanabi, at an early age and 
improved his knowledge when he was student in Syria (Lewis, Rumi, 
315). 

 21. Jalal al-Din Rumi, Kulliyat Shams ya Divan-e Kabir, vols. 1 and 2, 
ed. Badi-u-Zaman Furuzanfar (Tehran: Amir Kabir Press, 1957). An 
unpublished collection of the Arabic poems by A. G. Ravan Farhadi 
was also consulted.

 22. In his book, Rumi and Islam: Selections from His Stories, Poems, 
and Discourses (Woodstock, VT: SkyLight Paths Publishing, 2004), 
Ibrahim Gamard, an American Sufi  teacher and scholar, illustrates 
this argument with numerous examples drawn from Rumi’s work 
that specifi cally reference Islamic texts and traditions. Th is is further 
demonstrated in the annotated translation Th e Quatrains of Rumi: 
Ruba ‘iyat- i Jalaluddin Muhammad Balkhi-Rumi (San Rafael, 
CA: Sophia Perennis, 2008), translated by A. G. Ravan Farhadi in 
collaboration with Ibrahim Gamard, where references to Islamic 
concepts are noted.

 23. “Th e Cupbearer Will Explain.” 
 24. Th ere are minor breaks in some of the poems’ scales and rhymes in 

both Rumi’s Persian and Arabic poems. Th is is to be expected since his 
poems were supposedly recorded by his scribe as Rumi spontaneously 
recited them, with no opportunity to go back and edit them.

 25. “A Dream.”
 26. “Th e Price of Love.”
 27. “I Fell in Love with Angels.”
 28. “I Climbed to Heaven.”
 29. “It Was a Celebration!” 
 30. John Donne, John Donne Poems, ed. Sir Herbert Grierson, Th e Franklin 

Library edition (Oxford University Press, 1933), 359. Modern spellings 
used here.

 31. Lewis, Rumi, 320–23.
 32. For a detailed discussion of imagery in Rumi’s poetry, see Schimmel, 

Th e Triumphal Sun.
 33. “Let’s Be Pure.”
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 34. See Lewis, Rumi, 324–26.
 35. “You Sang of Love, So We Came.” 
 36. Many contemporary Sunni scholars fi nd Rumi’s poems unacceptable. 

Some condemn his teachings and warn their followers against reading 
his work. Other Muslim scholars see him a religious leader, a brilliant 
thinker, and a saint.

 37. “Love Is My Savior.”
 38. “Light of My Soul.” 
 39. For example, this can be found in the poetry of Sanai and Attar.
 40. Abu Dhar al-Ghifari al-Kinani, also known as Jundub ibn Junadah 

ibn Sufi an, was one of the earliest to convert to Islam and a renowned 
Muslim scholar. 

 41. Th is is a possible reference to Nasir ud-Din al-Tousi, a Muslim scholar 
and contemporary of Rumi who aided the Mongol defeat of the Ismaili 
Nizari and the conquest of Alamut Castle by the Mongols in 1256 ce 
Th e Ismailis believe that Shams, and even Rumi, were affi  liated with 
their sect. 

 42. “I Climbed to Heaven.” 
 43. “Your Wine Lights the World.”
 44. Amin Banani and Anthony A. Lee, trans., Rumi: 53 Secrets from the 

Tavern of Love: Poems from the Rubiayat of Mevlana Rumi (Ashland, 
OR: White Cloud Press, 2014), 3.

 45. See Lewis, Rumi, 553.
 46. Ibrahim al-Dosoughi Shata translated the complete Masnavi into 

Arabic. al-Dosoughi Shata was an Egyptian writer and scholar of 
Persian literature (1943–98) who taught at the University of Cairo 
and translated a number of Persian works, including Rumi’s Masnavi 
into Arabic. Eissa Ali al-Akoub translated Rumi’s discussions in Kitab 
Feeh Ma Feeh Ahadeth Mawlana Jalal Al-Din Al-Rumi Sha’ir Al-Sufi a 
Al-Akbar, published by Dar Al-Fikr (2002). Th e fi rst compilation 
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al-Adabi al-Tunisi in Al-Diwn al-Arabi li-Maulana Jallal al-Din al-
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 47. Aref al-Zaghloul et. al, trans., Mukhtarat min a-She’ar al-Farisi. 
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Leave Behind Temptation
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 وفصن انب ولاع

لاللا لّن وفصن انبِ اولاع
لِالا نمِ اؤفلا لن مكظل نمِو
سلمبِ قِرلا وِفص ىلإ وعن

لاولا ىلع ول اساكلا انب رو
ائللأم افاص اققر اقر
لالما ىلع اموو امو اهبِ اولنف

اهبطِ رِلا رشن ام اذإ ابارش
لافلا بِنا نمِ شولا اهلإ ّن
ةرشعِل اهوفاِ ةرّملا باو

لاام صرِل مكاقلِ افمبِ
مكئاقِل ركسِ ارلا ركس عبا
لاق نم ىنفو ىوه نم ركسف
ننإ نوفعِ للهاب مكشِانا
لاولاو بِلاو قِاوشلأاب بذ قل
هِلامو هِنِس ف ىر لاولِم
لابلاو ِولماو ِافلآا نمِ انامأ

اهسو ن سمش اضرأ للها ىقس
 .لاك ام نِسأب ازرب للها لاك
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Let’s Be Pure

Come on! Come on! Come on, now! Let’s be pure.
Let’s end our fl irtation with temptation,
let your glance cleanse us of degradation,
return to the pure wine we drank when we
sat in congregation, the cups passed ’round
and off ered up with no hesitation,
pure, cool, shimmering nectar of salvation.
We drank in secret—some days in the street.
Our wine’s perfume was carried off  so far
even the desert beasts yearned for its sweet.
But you’re the key that opens up the jars
of that red fl ow, when friends sit at your feet.
Th ere, every priceless thing becomes a lie.
Th ere, drunk on wine and drunk on you, I lie.
I love and drink, and when I hate I die.
My friends, forgive me! My Lord, hear my cry!
I’m melting with desire and love’s duty
for my Master—Just look at his beauty!—
my refuge from death and calamity.
May God bless any land where Shams may be!
God gave Tabriz the best of his bounty.
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 مصب اورشبا

باب ف اذه موق ا اورشِبا
بارِلِاا ِاشِ نمِ مون ق
اضرِلا اقمِ ءا ق اورفاِ
"باكِلا مأ هنعِ بب نمِ
"مكاف ام ىلع اوسأ لا" لاق
"باِلِل قور رب ىب ذاِ
اننارعب اوفقِوا انم اذ
باسِلا هِص سل معن اذ
افولا فلا اوهلا بِع فِّ نإ
باطِلا فطل لاولا ِمص فِّ نأ
وكسلا رسِ اومهفاف انكس ق
 .باوّصلابِ ملعا للها ماركِ ا
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Rejoice in Silence

People, rejoice! His gate is open wide.
We are not alone—we’re saved at his side.
People, rejoice! Th is is the day of grace!
Your lover holds the Holy Book in place.
Don’t fret about the things that you have lost.*
Th e full Moon rose! It scattered all that dross.
Camp here! Tie your camel at this station.
Th is is heaven past all calculation.
In love’s shame, there is a secret silence,
the silence of fi delity. No words.
Be silent! Kno  w the secret of silence.
Be patient! God guards his truth in silence.

*Th is is a quote from Quran 57:23.
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قشعلا ءاول

الاع لاز لا كقشعِ ءاول نم ا
الا قِشعِلا نمِ نوك نم با ق
 ىرولا سِفنأ ف كقِشعِ مسن ىان
اللا ل للا مكاأ
مكِا لوصأ مارلاو بلا
الاس بِلا نمِّ لظ نم با ق
ةمقر روطس بِلما ةِنو فِ
الا هانعلِم رص نلِم ىبوط
هلاِ مّهلا ف قّرف اسباع ا
الاو لاقلِم عمِسِ للهاِب
ع ىوهلا سفن كلقع ّلذأ نم ا
الاعم اعرس سِوفنلا ةِّلذ نمِ
ةبم فِ هشعم لامهم ا
 .الاكو انعم هللإا ىفك .ْكسأ
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Banner of Love

You, who still wave the banner of love high!
if you’re not in love, you have missed your goal.
He calls! Th e breeze of love must fi nd your soul.
Glory resurrected you, glory made you whole!
If you’re not in love, life has passed you by.
Th e foundation of life is love’s sweet cry.
On the face of the Beloved holy
verses lie. Blessed be he who will read them.
Destroyed by troubles, how you grieve and sigh . . .
By God! Listen to my proclamation!
He knows who caused your mind’s devastation.
From abasement, your soul will always rise.
You’ve abandoned all for love’s enterprise.
Be still. God is your helper. He’s the prize.
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الامِ قشع

انوقص لارب لاإ مسقِأ لا انأ
انوقشِع لامِبِ لاإ قشعّا لا انأ
انأ ّم اوأف انبص ّم اوبصف
انوقبس امّم مِل انلع لضفلا مهل
اقص انمنو اق انّفف
انوقرس مه اذإف اقرِس انقرسو
بوبِ انمِلعو بولقبِ انرفظف
انوقمر نوعِل اقسو للها ىقسف
انكِلهو انكِهل لاإو لضفلا قِل
انوقِل مه اذإف انرفنو انررفف
:لقل ِللها طس رذِاأ لاول انأ
"انوقل انوقل امازِل نِعلا قمر"
سوفن  نكّم سومشِل ضّرعف
.انوقزر انوقزر سوؤكبِ انوقسو
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I Fell in Love with Angels

Now, I swear by those men who do not lie.
I fell in love with angels, and they with me.
Th ey were mad with love, and so was I.
Aft er that, I came, and they came with me.
I woke up. I took hold of God’s bounty.
I took from them before they took from me.
I looked in my heart, learned God’s mystery.
Blessed! Blessed be! those eyes that looked at me.
I would have died, but He sent His mercy.
I turned to fl ee, but then they followed me.
For fear of God, I will not say: Th at glance
of sin created me, created me!
Don’t fl ee! Find Shams inside your soul, instead.
He pours out wine, gives us our daily bread.
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بلق ابس

ابس بولقلا ابس لاام أرأ !أ
لا لوقعلا لا  كاأ لهو
برط فِ وللا ىنّم نم سلأ
ىأ كاأ قف ظقو هبِنا لاأ

هِِنب فو رب كنع ّرق
انسو ةزعِو مارمو ةاعس
هِلئِامش نمِ اؤفِل ةركسو
اناقسأو انسأك لأم اهّنأك
ةِِرّ وِفص نب رهظ بئاع

.افصو همبِ هانسل لألأ
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He Stole My Heart!

Brother! See the Beauty who stole my heart! Stole it!
And don’t you hear the voice that cleaned my soul? Cleaned it!
Aren’t you the one looking for immortality
in music? Look up! He comes to you now. He comes!
See! Th e full Moon! Let your eyes drink their fi ll. Th eir fi ll!
I’m happy, just staring here, drunk on his beauty.
On his brow he brings us love, pride, and light. And light!
As if he fi lled my cup and gave me wine. Pure wine!
As if the brilliance of his face makes miracles.
His light fl ashed in my heart. I am made pure. Made pure!



12 •



• 13

You Sang of Love
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انأف بب الا ا

انأف مكاوهبِ اابص الا ا
انبأف انوس ءابظِ مكنع انّص
ارفِ مكانف فِ الامِ انقلاو
انبسو انوبسف نبِ انقشاعف
اصِان مكاوه نع امو لذِاعلا لذع
انصعو انعمِسف مكاوه نع اوفا نأ
لاعلما ِاومس ف اروب مكانأرو
انهاِو مكاوهبِ مونك انرساِف
عِِ مو فِ اّنمأ بط لمِ انرب
انقاِ ةولص فِ رب لو انفطصاِف
انقفأ ّم فسو لِام نمِ انشهِف
انبِ ءامك ار اساك اذإف
انركِس ور لابِو انبرِش مف لِابف
انرس لرِ لابِو انرف سأر لابِو
انمهف لقع لابِو انممش فنأ لابف
انكب نع لابِو انكِض قش لابِو
انامأ لصولا انزا انامز للهاّ رون
انقلاِ بببِ اناكم للها اقسو
ماوق اذ ركس مام نمِ انبرِشو
انفاِو انرهظف ماقِو وعق فِ
و رم انرنف م نص انززهف
انباِو انقفِطف ىراكس نن اذإفِ
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You Sang of Love, So We Came

Th is morning, you sang of love, so we came.
Jealous, wild bucks blocked our way. But we came.
Th e maidens in your court—so shy. Th ey made
sweet love. Th ey stole our hearts; we did the same.
We felt desire. Our friends warned us to be
afraid of love. We heard, but felt no shame.
Like stars, we saw your full moon in the sky,
then hid ourselves behind your light. We came.
Moon! Our guide! On that Holy Day you said
the prayer. In lines behind, we did the same.
Stunned by the beauty of Joseph, I woke.
My hands were full—blood-red wine in two cups.
Without a mouth, I drank. With no soul,
I found bliss. With no head, I was proud. No feet,
I walked. Without a nose, I smelled perfume.
With no mind—suddenly—I understood.
Th en, with no mouth, I laughed. No eyes, I cried.
God bless the place I found my beloved!
when he lit the fl ash of our reunion,
where he watered that garden, as we watched,
fi nding peace and joy in our communion,
where we stood, then sat—gulped strong wine till we
disappeared. We came back all confusion.
Th at day, we pulled down a branch of glory,
spilled seeds of love—ecstasy’s diff usion.
We got so drunk, we won a victory!
We found ourselves here among God’s chosen.
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قشعلا نم

انلع بلا لزن انلإّ لا قبس
انوو انكسف انل قشعِلا نكس
ةمارك رِكسلا نمز ةمان وِصلا نمز

اننفو انِفف ةملاس قِشعِلا رط
اناعرو انلاكو انابسو اناقسف
انأو اناعف اناأ بِلا نمِو
اقرطو اصانمو اقفِر هانوف
انقسو اناقسف اقِرو ابارشو

ىلاوبلا مرك لااقم قشعِلا قص
انفوو انافوف ىلاع فِللا نمِو
اساعن سأكلا رط اساك قراطلا ءلام
اننب كاذ ىلعو اساسأ ركسلا هم
انس نامو ارفا انأرف

انوهو انشهِف املظ ف ارس
انركِسو انركشف انرظن ّنهلاِف
انز ةربعِلا ِفك انربع رِكسلا نمِو
رارق اذ ىبرو راسبِ انعرف
.انلاو انهِشو ةاشلِم انكو
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Th e Price of Love

Th e Truth walked in, and love fell all around.
Love found us. We died. So, we settled down.
Drunk and so full of pride! Shamed when sober!
Th e price of love is peace and calm! Tempted,
we fell. We died. He cared for me, he gave
me drink, he ravaged me, he cherished me.
He came from nowhere. He called me. I came.
Lover! Savior! My Path! My Elixir!
You gave me a cup. I passed it around.
What you said was true: love’s blessings astound.
From behind, you rose, you fi lled me. I’m bound.
He knocked, poured a cup. I woke up! We built
intoxication as our foundation.
We saw shy women. Such fascination!
Lanterns in the dark. Stunned adoration!
We stared, grateful. Pure intoxication!
Still drunk, we carried on, found our reward.
We returned with wealth, with culture, and adorned
with elation. To every passerby,
we confessed our blessed revelation. 
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ورلا قاس

ءِلا لأبِ انقرِشا رِبلا لم ا
ءِابهصبِ انركِساِ ورلا قاس ا
ام انار رفِوأو ّنلب لا

ءِاطعاِو ذأ فِ مِان ى
ركس نمِ ءِابهصلا فِ سفِان انع
ءِامساو فصو نمِ لهذ رِكسلابِ

ام اهلأمأ ق بِلا باو
.ءِانشو ش نمِ رهِّط اار
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Drunken Brothers

You! who make the full moon stand ashamed,
come here and shine your brightest light on me.
You! who pour out nectar for the soul.
Come here! Make me as drunk as drunk can be.
Don’t stop! More! Give me all the wine I claim,
till you and I two drunken brothers be,
back and forth, vying over ecstasy.
Now, I’m so drunk I can’t recall your name
or fi nd your face. I’m fi lled with mystery,
wine that saves me from spite and misery.
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نعلا هذه

اعم نِبلا ةا نع كب
انلع لِب اكبلابِ ىرأو
انلع لِب لا بقاعف
.انقلاِ مو اهضّم نأبِ
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Th is Eye

Th is eye shed tears when you left  me again.
Th is eye stayed dry, held back its tears again.
So, I taught that dry miser a lesson.
I kept it shut when I saw you again.
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لم لا قشع

لألأو انلع لا ارمق فا
ىلاعو كراب بِر هنسا ام
ةا فعاضف وربِ ل ق
لالاو ازعِ نع ىأن مولاو
 اراهِ هِِاناو ارارسِ هوعا
لااو افط ةوبصلا نلِبا نأ
انا لزِ لا ره نعّطق ول
لااصِو نورو بلا قرِ ك
نورق ّرم ول قِشعِلا نمِ ّلم لا

لالام اشا بِ لالام هاشا
 ربك قِشعِلا ىوهو و قشِاعلا
لالاز ولا نكس ام اذإ ّلم له
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He’s Never Bored with Love

Yes! My soul will be sacrifi ced for you!
You are the full moon. You rise, and you shine.
Praised and glorifi ed be God for that shine!
You invaded my soul, doubled my life.
Th en, you left —with that noble pride of thine.
Today, I pray to you in secret, or
I shout out loud these mad love dreams of mine.
Life tears me to pieces, and still I shout:
Pierce through these veils! Let me drink your love’s wine!
Centuries of loving, and he’s never
bored with love. Never will his love decline.
My lover is a whale, and my desire
pure water—an ocean—with no end time.
Can a whale grow bored in a pure ocean?



24 •

 اذام

اهلازلزِ لزلز الم ور رصبا
اهلام ور و لقف ور شطعناِ
ةعر ور قِشعِلا رِمِ عاشعش نمِ قاذ
اهلاقا علقساو ىوهلا وِ فِ راط
ىر ى اقرِا هاوه فِ ور راص
اهلاوا هئا ررض هاقل ول
هلمِ رب نِنوكلا فِ سل نم ىوهلا فِ 
اهلاما ىر لا نم ىوهلا فِ ورّ نإ
قشعا نأ ىلإ لام ىلإ ور لمِ مل
اهلاومأ هل رن ك لاوملأا ِمار
بصا ذم اهبِ ر ىوهلا نفس لز مل
اهل ا امو لِابقلِااو زِعِلا رِابِ ف
اهبِ اهراف اهباصا ق ور نع
اهلامعا ركساو اهلضف ّع نِ
ىوهلا ناوعاّ نإ كله ِعب نمِ لفا
اهلاما اوففِ نأ اهرِما فِ اونعاِ
قئاف ربك رص ىوه نمِ ور هآ
اهلاوقأ رزاِ هِفِ اهلاق م ّلك

ئِاف لاصوِ نمِ ءاقِللا سفّنلا سأ
اهلاعفا نمِ بِلا بِاكِ فِ ول نِِ

فن ذإ اور اع ىلوم ناساِ اذب
اهلاوا اهل ىّفص ةبرش اهلوان
ام ضالما ف ِاّقللا عشق ورّ نإ

اهلابقِساِ ركف ذإ ىضم رصِب لا ّم
ةّر رمض فِ لقلا قشعِلا ىفاِ
اهلاش ق ةّر نمِ لقا ور ّناِ
ةّر ضالما مولا لقا نإ هلمِ
اهلاا اهنِ مل ىر فِ اهعقوا

هفاطلا اهل ا اسّ نأ ر
اهللاطا لزنساِو ةوبر ور نأ

هِرمِا ف لامِاك اززع ىلوم اس
اهلامآ اهل فوا كِلام ن سمش
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What Happened to Me?

He shook my core! My soul saw such beauty!
Th irst! Desire! I said: “What happened to me?”
I tasted the wine of love, you see.
And now free, I soared to love’s horizon.
I left  my burden there, drowning in love.
A blind man can look up and see my love.
No Moon like him in this world or the next.
Th ere’s nothing more than this. See: I’m in love.
I never wanted wealth, but now I’m hexed.
Now, I search for gold on any pretext
to shower him with riches, just for love.
Th e ship of love sails from eternity—
Praised be!—on the sea of his great glory.
With just a glance, my Soulmate murdered me
when I counted his virtues and blessings.
I lay dying. Maidens of love saved me—
saved my spirit—saved me from misery.
My soul! I love his mighty chest. Praise him!
—though every praise is but a mockery.
I have no hope of seeing him again.
His virtues, recited from the Secret
Tablet—Praise him!—restored my troubled soul.
I remember our union in times past.
So clear, I see no death when I see him.
Desire left  me. It became a pearl.
My heart grows heavy as I wear that pearl,
as a princess in the pain of labor,
who dies in her travail—jewels won’t save her!
But my Master showed me every kindness.
My soul, a fertile fi eld, begs him to come.
Master, Beloved, perfect in all things!
Shams ud-Din, Master! Dreams of life he brings.
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ىرلا ِّلذ فِ هو وربِ ىلولما فاص
اهللاذاِ أر ام همركا نامز نمِ

ىوهلابِ سن لابرسِ زرب نمِ ءا
اهلابرسِ عزنا اابص ور سكا
هلضف انافطصاِ اراِفاِ ورلا ِلاق
.اهلان لاقم نمِ نِ عب را ّم
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My Master found me dead and in disgrace.
I honored him and rose from that bad place.
He came from Tabriz, wearing robes of love,
and I—just dressed in light—threw off  my clothes.
My prideful soul cried: “He chose me alone!”
Th en it collapsed, from those words that he loathes.
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انوملظ لا

 انمكِا ا انلماك ا
انوملظ لا انكِلام ا
 لِئامشلا رهز لِئاضفلا اذ ا
انوملظ لا لِئلالا فس
قلالا ول قاس معنِ ا
انوملظ لا قِارفِلا ّرم
قِراوطلا لمِ قراب بِلقلا فِ
انوملظ لا قِراشلما نب
او لِك فِ انلما ىان
انوملظ لا ِانعِلابِ لا
ِوبّصلا نعِ ور كفأ
انوملظ لا ِوفلا اذ ا
اب قِشعلا فِ اؤف اذه
انوملظ لا ا بِلا فِ
مار مون ملاكْ عمسا
انوملظ لا ِماركِلا نعِ
ناعلما ون ناصِ قشعِ
انوملظ لا نافك اذه
لامو كلم لا قشعِلا
انوملظ لا لام مون
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Have Mercy!

You who scourged me! You who commanded me!
You are my Master. Have mercy on me!
You’re the fl ower of virtue; you’re my saint,
my sword of proofs! Have mercy on me!
You pour the best of wines, sweet in union,
bitter in separation. Have mercy!
Your light is in my heart, the most brilliant
star of the stars in the East. Have mercy!
I cried out to you from every valley;
I cried out so patiently. Have mercy!
I am your sacrifi ce each dawn. You bring
me victory. Lord! Have mercy on me!
Here is my heart, raving mad and in love!
I wait for you at daybreak. Have mercy!
Listen! Th e holy ones are telling me
that I must not sleep. Have mercy on me!
Love is my protector—full of meaning—
and for me that is enough. Have mercy!
Th is love is a place of wealth and power
where sleep is impossible. Have mercy!
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Come, Let’s Pray
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ىراكس انلك

ىركس مولا اذ انّلك اولاع
 ىرو انرمِا اقأبِ

"اقاهِ اسأك" انّبر اناقس
اركش ّم اركش مّ اركشف

عِ مو اذهّ نإ اولاع
اره نور ام هِفِ ىلّ
اس لللاو اننرز قراوط
ارص قِضلا فِ نقبا امف
.ارفوو امّ ارهِاو نرّن *ششب ار كِ ره فكزِ

"مرك نم ارب  لك فك ف" همرو ةسرافلا ةللاب عطقلما اذه ,*
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We’re All Drunk

Come by our place today! We are all drunk.
Our cups are full of wine, and we’re all drunk.
Th e cup God gave us, it’s running over.
Give thanks, give thanks—thanks for this charity!
Come by our place. It’s a celebration!
Our longing now made plain for all to see.
Our lovers came to us in the dark of night—
in our hearts they left  no shame, no anxiety.
“Each held in open palms a generous sea,”*
and scattered jewels for us abundantly.

*Th is line is in Persian in the original poem.
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لصن لاع

لاصلا ىلع ّ ةِمالما قاس ا
لا قف اّمبِ اناز لأمإ
وهق كاّمو از مسِ
لاعلاو فِطللاو ةِلالما لمِاك اِ
ةعاس كاّمبِ قشِاع زاف ام
لابلا نمِ ىشلا ِوصلا فو لاإ
بط رب ا كئِاقِل فِ ولما

لابلا نمِ نمأ كؤاقِل لب كاشا
هلِم اافصِ كاوه لا اّلم
لا ام نّقل مئِام اهفِ
هبلا كفِرط نمِ ةمالما نقِسا

.لِالا نِسأ نمِ اؤف لا ى
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Come, Let’s Pray!

You’re off ering me wine? So come, let’s pray!
Come fi ll my cup with wine! It’s dry today.
My body, the wine fl ask. Your face, my drink.
You’re pure beauty, God’s splendor on display!
Any lover who knows you for an hour
will die of longing when you go away.
Moon! My death in meeting you was sweet!
You’re my high refuge from disaster’s sway.
Whenever your love sang its melody,
the birds of my heart answered every note.
Your sacred trace is wine to drink for me.
My soul made pure and bright by your bounty.
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لللا رئاز

انروشنم اوأرقاِ سِارفلا لها ا هِاِ
انروقان اوعمِسساو انرِم نمِ اوشهاو

هِرِان نمِ نن اقشعِ رّفص مكرو
انرو راهن وأ لل ِن ف أر ول

ىضّلا سمشلا رّك ق لمِاك رب ءا
انرو اورقساِو امِا ناقِ ف
هل اوّر اّس رب لو رب فلا
انرو اوقرشساو انلو ام اوبط
مهبِ مرِكا مهِرِب شاو نمِ انركِس ق
.انروسم اوركساِو انب اوباساِ
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Night Visitors

People of Paradise! Th is is my word!
Come, drink this wine. Let my trumpet be heard!
Holy virgins, glowing with love, bent to
my passion, found my light. Day and night blurred.
Th e moon rose at midday, eclipsed the sun.
At my door with brilliant maids, he entered.
He stayed. A thousand moons circled round him,
sweetened the earth, lit up my dark center.
I’m drunk on moonlight. She gave graciously,
fi lled my desires, and took my gift s with her.
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 رش قاسلا

انانأ انانأ انلاوم انلاوم
انار انبصأ اناشطع انسمأ
اناط ىش لا ىسن لا ىسأ لا
اناطوأ كِلأ نمِ اناطوأ اناطوأ

اناركس نك نإ انسنِآ انفِّرش
انارع انقنِاع قراط ا قراب ا
اضرم ءا ام اضرأ ناك نم
اناقرف اناقرف بعلف بعلف
اّول ءا ق اولعِ ناك نم
اناولا اناولا انانعم مهِورن
قاس ا هنب قابلاو قابلاو
 .اناساِ اناساِ نسم ا نسم ا
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Th e Cupbearer Will Explain

My rich Master! You gave me riches fi rst,
then gave me drink when I was full of thirst.
My brothers! Don’t despair! You won’t be cursed.
Don’t forget him! No fear of tyranny.
I found my home in his homeland. Come see!
So, honor me. Get drunk! Come here and be
my companion. Radiant seeker! Come
naked and embrace me. In earthly clothes
you can’t be saved or blessed with ecstasy.
Th en let pure being worship pure being.
Th e holy souls came here with faith—from cups
of many colors drank truth and clarity.
Let the cupbearer explain the rest!
He is kind. Let us drink his charity.
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عطاسلا رمقلا

زاف بِبلا ىوهبِ سفن
را سوؤكلا أر الّم
قر ىلإ اه م
رانسا هِرونبِ سفنلاو
اروِ سفن هبرِش الّم

راطو عاصو ّف
ىل اذإ ارمق قلا
راو الا نمِ سمشلا

قلا نِِ ورلابِ ا
راشساِ لاو فلاِ لا
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Rising Moon

My soul won the love of my Beloved.
When I saw all the wine cups passed around,
I stretched out my hand to touch the nectar,
and my heart glowed bright in the light it found.
I drank. My soul was fi lled. I lost my weight.
Th en, lift ed up, I fl ew above the ground.
Th e Moon rose in the sky, in its brightness.
Ashamed, wanting to hide, the sun went down.
He gave himself with generosity,
spoke words to no one else, nor turned around.



42 •



• 43

Cruel Rejection
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نارهلا

بّذعأ ءاولاب بصاو سما
بلق ىوهلا رِان ىلع بلق
هِبِ نبذِهّ نره نك نإ
بّذهأ لا كلابو ىهّنلا نأ
ىم ىلإف  ىسق ق كبِلق لاب ام
بّعا ىر ق امّمِو كبا
مكف لوقا نأ ّبأ امّمِ
بّقلا مكلقو مكبِ ىا
السم ِل رِبّصلابِ مرشأو
اوبسِ لا هِبِ اوقشِع اذكه ام
ةعوس قِارفلا اذه ف شعِ ام
بقرأ مو ّلك كؤاقل لاول
اانمو اِانم بوأ نإ
بنِذلماو ِّسبِ ّسلما انأف
س ن سمشبِ ّل زرب
برشأو ن امّمِ ام كِبأ
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Separation

I woke from sleep tormented by love’s fi re,
tossing, turning on a bed of desire.
Have you abandoned me to make me pure?
I can’t be pure without you, O Denier!
Why did you harden your heart that day?
When will I stop weeping and look higher?
My life? A sacrifi ce to you, I say.
I live in you and am your helpless prey.
I should accept this waiting, so you say.
But you should know that cannot be love’s way.
No, I endured the absence of these years,
expecting each next moment you’d appear.
I have displeased my Master. Th at’s my sin!
God glorifi ed Tabriz with Shams ud-Din.
I repent, shouting, whispering my fears.
I cry tears of blood, and I drink my tears.
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مللا

افه رِولا ىلع رِ ىفنو مون ّه
افلس نامز بط هضمِاو نركذأ
افه ور نرّص هظالا أشر ا
افرش بلق نروا هظافلا ارمق ا
نكضأ نكرأ نقّوذنقّوش
لاعو و بِاص نركشا نرقفا
نبّ اب نإو نبّط ا اذإ
ىقللما مو لاز لا نبّش ىأن نإو
امار صِل ىضأ امِاس ببِ مرِكأ

افشِو مقس ّنهفِ مهسأبِ ىمر ى
قِرِافلما ىلع اا قِراوطلا رمق ا
ىض لل لّب قِراشلما نمِ لا
نسولا اهنع ف نس زافم لا
انمم اولِعاو اونه لا قِ ا
ارظنلا هنع ضّم الِم لس رظن ا
ىر لا ام ىلإ اع ارساف هبضا
ابرطضم لاِمم ابرقم افنِ نك
امسلا ف باهش لمِ ابرِم لاقِنم
ىركلا نِعلا نع لاز ىر لاو ىر نم ا
.ارو الِم اوضهناف ىرسلِل قشع بلق
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A Dream

Asleep: A storm blew through my emptiness,
reminding me of pleasures now long past.
You fl ashed your eyes. O Moon! Th ey pierced my chest.
You spoke the words, and so my heart was blessed.
You fi lled me with desire, gave me a taste.
When you drew near, I smiled at your embrace.
A beggar, I gave thanks to be so base.
My master, you gave me your noble grace!
You sang to me at night: You taught me well.
You came: Th at was the end of me. I fell.
Th en, when you left , my hair turned white as well.
We’ll never part. Our union’s here today.
Your love raised me so high, as just you may.
But when you came, I was your hunted prey.
You shot your arrow—you killed me that day.
Th at death was my cure and my salvation.
You’re a Moon of bright stars! Crown on display,
you rose in the East, changed night into day.
A victory! I woke and saw my Lord!
My soul! Look up! and now take your reward.
My eyes! He’s gone. You blinked, and he broke free.
He veiled his face in anger, ran from me.
I am a lover, sick with love, trembling—
a comet in the sky, a refugee.
You, the one who sees, whom I cannot see,
sleep left  my eyes. My heart cannot be free.
And so, I yearn and wander the dark night.
I stay awake to fi nd your mystery. 
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لامكلا رصق

اشم لِامكلا رصق انب نم ا
اؤم ِوعّسلاب *اعس لاز لا
هِِوصبِ اهّرو بولقلا ّزه
اِبم نقشِاعلا ءامِ اذف
قلق ف قِشعلا لام ننكِاس ا
اس مككر قشعِلاّ نأ نونظ
اهبلاو ةلالما زا ذلاو لا
ا لاو لا قِاشعلِل قِب ملو
اّسو لاوم نِلا سمش كِلذو
.ا ق سِِارفلاك هنمِ زربو

 وهو وعّسلا عْس :اهنمو اذك عْس اهنم او لّكل لاق بكاوك ةّع )كلفلا( :موّنلا وعس .ِ *
رمقلا لِزِانم نْمِ نورشْعِلاو عبِاّرلا لزِْنْلما ف وعسلا عس .باذلا عْسو اهأ
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Palace of Perfection

You who built a palace of perfection,
Sa’d*—your star—still shines in its section,
upheld by Su’ud—stars that circle round.
You broke our hearts with your cruel rejection:
the blood of lovers fl owed in sacrifi ce.
Look! all you waiting here. Th ey paid the price.
His lovers cannot love and live in fear.
No! And, he didn’t give us any choice.
I swear by his beauty, you’re not alone.
Th at Shams, he’s here—to guide and to entice.
Because of him, Tabriz is Paradise.

*Al-Su’ud is the traditional Arabic name of Beta Aquarii (β Aqr, β Aquarii), a double star in 
the constellation Aquarius. Th e singular star in the group is called Sa’d, which also means luck. 
Al-Sa‘d al-su‘ūd, the “luck of the lucky” is the brightest star in the group and served as one of the 
stable anchor points by which other stars were charted.
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ىر اذام

ىر لاو ىر نم ا ىر امفِ ىر امفِ
اننِاكرا فِ ولماو انفِانكا ِف شعلا
انلو ا انفِ نإ انل ىبوط انن نإ
ارطِام ارطِا ا ارظِان ءوض رون ا
اراف انبِلق فِ ارضِا اّبر كوعن
.ارفِا امرك ارّب انِّلذ فِ انل نكف
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What Do You See?

What do you see?
You who sees and whom I cannot see.
Life sits in my lap. Death stands by my side.
If you receive me, I am blessed.
If you reject me, I have lost my soul.
Like the dazzle of light,
a dangerous thought, you are.
Loving, generous, forgiving God!
You are here. You see my pride.
Be my abasement! Be my Savior!
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 ورلا رون

اقبلا ور ا ِلا رنم ا
اّمسلا ِبك ف رِبلا رم ا
هِفِاصوا فِ ِللها ور نأ
اطعلا رب اطِلا فاّشك نأ

لاماك لاع قاّشعلا لق
ىضرِلا ِازمبِ مه ّم
ابِّظلا نِع نمِ لِاطبلأا ئاص
ىوهلا ِّقرِ ف كِلّالما كلِام
هءااِ اوأر ول ىسع موق
اذإ ىسعِ اوركنأ سِِلا ملاع
هنابِ ىأر ول  ىسوم نأ
لاامِك امو رضِلا سِاو مل
هِبِ رِ مآ انوبأ ل
اكب الّم ةن نمِ ىأن ذإ
هرعق انوه ران هره
اّرلا نأ انل لق اعفِش ا

 انران ئفط اران هّ
!ىأر نم ران نارنلا ئفط
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Light of My Soul

Light of my soul! You’re the source of life’s spark!
My Lord! My Savior! Full moon through night’s dark!
You, Spirit of God and Spirit of love!
Lift  the veils, my generous Patriarch!
With perfect justice, you slay your lovers,
cut down a mighty hero with your sword.
A glance of your love and he recovers,
masters become slaves of love, at your word.
If they could see you bring the dead to life,
the Christians would abandon Jesus Christ.
If Moses had heard your wise oration,
would he waste time on Khidr’s* advice?
I wish Adam had known you. He wept so
needlessly when cast out of Paradise.
You left  us, and we fell into hellfi re.
O Master! Soon, let death end my desire.
Make a fi re to put out my fi re.
Is there such thing? Fight fi re with fi re.

*Al-Khidr is believed to be a mythical saint who leads people to true knowledge. He is 
associated in Islamic traditions with Moses’s quest for inner knowledge and wisdom.
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را قشعلا

اران وأ بب ا ةقعِاص نكأ
ارا لاو لازنم انل كر امف
ركس نمِ هب نكِلو رافِلا كبِ
اراع لاو ارفم ل مهفأ سلف
!بنذ بو بِنذلا نمِ بوأ ىم

!ارا ِل راص قشعِلا اذإ راا ىم

ىربِ ىه نلِب لا لقع لوق
اراطوأ كِلاه ف هِبِ ضق امأ
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Love Is My Savior

Were you a lightning bolt or just a ball of fl ame?
You left  me with no home here, all the same.
I worship you, but drunk I here remain.
Is that your grace, or is it my soul’s stain?
If I repent my sin, that’s sin . . . and shame.
If love is my savior, so when will I be saved?
Now reason shouts at me: “No! Don’t step off 
the righteous path or it will be your grave!”
But isn’t death the only thing I crave?
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اع ناك

انز قذ لاف لاصوِ عِ كاأ
انكس ام معنِف ضار ر لنِو
ربص نمِ ّرما قارفِ كنع لازو
انِف نم با اننف ةنمِو
رش ان نم لكو وعس نص زهف
ان كاذ معنِو هنمِ كنع ّرقف
ملظ ةرق بِاصأ نم ون بطِف
.انعو ةواقش مهنمِ كبلق لانو
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It Was a Celebration!

It was a celebration! Do not grieve!
He made me to lie down in green pastures.
Th at paradise, my home: I cannot leave.
Th en, separation—bitter as aloe.
He’s gone! Calamity has seduced me.
You know how sad the one seduced will be.
Still, I shook a branch from Love’s tree. I ate
its blessed fruit. Eat your fi ll! What bounty!
I’m saved from those whose path does not run straight.
My heart before knew only pain and hate.
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انشوا

انشو مارك ا مكلاب انبِ ام لاط
انشوا ىقللما نأِ وّرلا بب ا
انرون ةعاس نمِ !ىلعلا سمش اذبّ
انشها ةِلِل فِ ىّلا رب ابرم
انبّر ام لاط ق مكر بن سل
انشّف ام لاط مكاوسِ ىلوم انل ام
نرشب امنعِ ّنإ ِبصلا مسن ا
انمش امنعِ ور لِصولا لا ا
انزِرب نمِ نِِلا سِمش ِشلا قارف ا
انشّر ام راآ انهِو ف ىر مك



• 59

Longing

It’s so long since I spent the night with you.
My friends! You know how we were torn apart.
Love of my soul, where will we meet again?
Noon Sun! I need your brightness in my heart.
Hey! Full Moon! Blinding light that stuns all men!
So long deserted, I want none but you.
Master! How long is it since you withdrew?
You were my Morning Breeze, who brought good news.
Seduce me now. Save me with love once more.
My Lord, my Shams al-Din, you’ve left  my view.
On my face, see the damage that you do.
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Good News!
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 انرا ىلإ لاع

انرِاوِ فِ ارفم عبرلا ءا
انرِا طسو امسبم ببلا ءا
اوبرشِل اولاعو اومِركاو اوبطِ
انرِاقع فِ ارشبم بِبلا نعِ
ارهو ىصو امنم مار نم
.انرِابِ طسو ىراولا مزللف
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Come to My House

Good news! Springtime came, and we saw it come.
My true lover just walked in—he’s smiling.
Let’s be pure, and let’s be generous. Come!
Drink in the company of the Beloved.
Good news! He’s here. So, come to my house. Come!
If you want true wealth, he will give you jewels.
Come! Stay near. Swim in this vast ocean. Come!
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 ةراشبلا

ةراشببِ ارشِبم رشبلا رو
اهِووبِ ةشع اؤفلا ىا
اهعِبربِ رون اضرا ّنأكف
اهِوبِ قرشا اسمش ّنأكف
كِهو وبص فِ نعِاط ا
.اهِوقوو ىوهلا رِان ىلإ رظنا
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Glad Tidings!

He came with glad tidings! He brought good news!
He raised the dead. Revived my heart’s refuse.
He is spring! Th e desert blooms. Renewal!
He is the rising Sun! Lord of God’s rule!
You blame me for my love and sinfulness?
See the fl ames of my love! He’s their fuel.
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ءامسلا ءض رملا ةفاص

اناّم رِون نمِ انلا قرشا ق
انار سأكلاو قاس ا ربلا
ناسب ةوللاو ناماِ ةوبصلا
اناّم رولاو نامن رشلماو
هاوم سِللماف قشعِ هل ناك نم
اناّاِو هاّاِ لقع هل ناك نم
ران هشطعا وأ را هِبِ قاض نم
اناّر عِرس نع ىلإ هِِه
ب نع رصِبس نع هل سل نم
انلاوم ةِمِ ف قوش ىلع ِألف
زرب قِلا سِمش رِص ىوسِ ره ا
اناسناِ كناسناِ انلا ف رصبا له
ِهلا نمِ بذ ق ِهم ا كل ىبوط
انانعم كرِ ك ةِروصلا نع ضرعا
هِرو هِنف ّمه هل ناك نم
.انلاوم ةِوهق نمِ ركسلو برشلف
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Your Wine Lights the World

Th e light of your pure wine will save the world!
Full Moon! Wine, in your cup of stars unfurled.
Love is my faith, solitude my station,
trees my companions, and fl owers my friends.
If you’re in love, join the congregation!
If you still have a mind, then stay away.
If you’re pressed at home and parched by fi re,
I’ll take you to a secret stream I know.
You can drink, satisfy your desire—
and, if your eyes can’t see what’s hidden there,
just bring your thirst to serve our Messiah.
Centuries! Look! See the Sun of Tabriz!
Is there another being to admire?
Blessed Mahdi! You melted in fi re—
you cast off  the form, reached a Truth higher.
When troubles fi nd you, bring you disaster:
Drink! Get high on the brew of our Master.
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بلطلا اهنم

برطلاِ ارعمِ ملِلا بلطلا اهنمِ مّلسِلا
لاولا فارص رونلاو بهذلا فارص رانلاو
اشلا اّبط رهلاو اشعلا ابصمِ قشعِلا
اشم بلق ىلع نم ا اشلا قارِ لصولاو
انسار نم ربلاو انسارفا ف سمشلا
انسِار ف ام رِ نم انسِلا نمِ قشعِلاو
هِبِ معِنا هِبِ مركأ هِبِ نع لئِاس ا
ابهلاك للا نعِ هِبِن فِ نلما لك
صِ مسقِ قشعِلا نصقِ نع لئِاس ا
اذّب ِل اذّب ا ص ىنفا ركسلاو
مكِابصأ نمِ رشلاو مكِاف نمِ فلا
ارلا لامِ رِوّلا ف مكِاورأ نمِ بلقلا
رظنلا قل مكبوقع رصبلا ل مكارا
ىرشا للها امبِ اوو رشبلا ف انفسو ا
رشع ىلإا ِعم اسكِن رمقلاو ّر سمشلا
ىركلا فِ فسو ماق ةظق فِ مكماّق
انلن ااربلا رذ انل ااطعلا لصا
 .ىونلا بِلام وكش ىون وأ بِل نم ا
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Peace Is the Path

Peace is the path of search. Patience is enchantment to me.
With fi re he tests the gold . . . with light he tests my loyalty.
Love, my lamp in darkness . . . and his absence cremates my heart.
Love’s union is my cure, you crushed my very soul in me.
Your sun is my strong steed: the moon is my protector, too.
Love is my companion. Who knows what’s in my fantasy?
You ask about his love: his gift s, his mercy, his favors.
My wishes, when he comes, they disappear like smoke for me.
You ask for my story: this passion is my destiny.
Drink erased my sorrow: this wine is good, so good for me.
Starting with the apple . . . the Day of Judgment is my dawn.
My heart springs from your soul, as from a turning potter’s wheel.
Your breeze cures all blindness, and Jacob sees Joseph again.
You are my two Josephs. Be generous with God’s bounty.
All planets bow to you: the sun, the moon are not shining.
Awake, I see you here, while Joseph saw you just in sleep.
Alms are my only wealth, my dates, the pride of all the land.
Why wail with love’s desire? You’re in the grip of love’s bounty.
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 بئالا لاملا

ىلا رون ا سِانلا نب نِسلا ّفِ ا
ىضلاِ عاشعش نب ىفّ قِلا سمش نأ
هِسِفن نم هنس ف شِرعلا بر اك
ىهنلما لِامكلا كاذ ىلع هنمِ ةرِ
هِّف فِ ام ّرِا امو نل
ىر لا ةلو كانه وم فّ نإ
ىمع نع لّ لك هِِلعن رِاب فِ
امظِلِل للازِ فاولا هِِلضف نِوع فِ

ىوهلا كاذ فِ نلاقنلاو رسلاّ نأ ر
امِّلا قارهاِ هِفِ فوم بعص لكشم
نمآ عفر رصق ىلإ ه هرون
ىهلا اذه ِل هِف للاض نمِ لابا لا
لمِاش رون قِارشاِ نمِ نع ا رشِبا
ىر لا ّمرس ررض نمِ كلع ام
اقرشم وأ ةلبقِ نعِ زرب بصا

لاّصلا ىبا ةعاس رونِل ىضا ةعاس
هِبِ نمِ اقبلا سأك رِأ قاسلا اهّأ
افشِلا اذه بن اضرم انبِ ام لاط
ةهرب انبش لال نمِ لابن لا
امئا قر نمِ ابابش انرصِ امعب
مكل اسع هِمِاأ فِ نواصلا اهّأ
انل ىبوط هِسِأك نمِ انناواِ اوبرشاِ
هِلضف نمِ ضسلما ققلا قلا صص"
اضفلا ون مهِِاملظ نم سانلا ه فوس
هِِلضف نع ضرعم ّظ ءِوس نمِ اهل ا
ىرلا او فِ نار ربِكسم ركِنم
اقّبلِل مسم لع نِع نع ضرِعم
ىركلل مو سِاوسو ف ءِاملِل بلاط
اهل زِرب ضِرا نمِ رّف رب نع
.ىرّلا معنِ انور كِاف زرب ضرا
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Hidden Beauty

Hidden Beauty! In the darkness, my sight!
You, ray of truth! You hide in morning’s light.
God in glory! You almost hid yourself
from your own might, seeking full perfection.
I just want to die with you in sight,
to die there in a place above my right.
Th e dust beneath his feet will heal the blind.
His glance is rain for thirsty humankind.
But if you choose to walk his path of love,
you’ll spill your blood, and troubles won’t be kind.
His light will guide you to his high palace.
Don’t doubt! Th is is the path of truth, of bliss.
My eyes rejoice to see his full light shine.
Forget the one who came before, sightless.
Tabriz is now the place I face to pray.
Sometimes, I am pure light! But not today.
Now, I want to bow down in simple prayer.
Wine boy! Hand round the cup of love, I say!
So long I was sick and needed this care!
Forget the nights that once whitened my hair.
I’ve found my youth again in this sweet wine.
If you’re still sober now, then you’re behind!
You’re miserable, my brother, and how sad!
Drink from the hidden cup, and you will fi nd
pure joy. His light will bring us truth. We’re blessed!
He’ll guide us from darkness toward a new day.
Pity the one who turns his face away.
So proud, lost in this valley of decay,
he scorns the river of justice fl owing
with life his way and searches for water
in his dismay—afraid that death is near.
Rivers of water gush out from Tabriz.
Blessed Land! I give my soul for Tabriz.
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 ولا ءامس انولع

ملّس رِ نمِ ِولا ءامس انولع
بئاوذلا ءِامسلا ون ه لهو
انِاو رون نِوكلا ملاظ اولعا
بئاع اذه نِنوكلا زوا قو
انمِوس نب مالأا قراف نإف
بئِا وه ام بلقلاّ نإ ِللهاوف
ّبِا ون نِظلا فف بلقف
بئِارّلا ّنهنظ نمِ لق نأو
ررسِ ممص نمِ ملاس مكلع
بئلا مِلاس وأ بلقك ّنإف
مكِو بِنذ نع بلقلا بو فكف
بئِانل مكلا اّمع ام بلقف

ةلعب بِاع لاق ق نلِم باو
*بلِاعلا هِلع لاب ق لعبلا ىرأ

لئاضف ل نِّلا رِصن باو
.بنِارلأا هِلع لاب قّ ولا ىرأ

 هبع ناك منص ىلع لوب ابلع أر ن رافلا رذ وبأ اهلاق رعش ابأ نم ىوسم .*



• 73

I Climbed to Heaven

Without a ladder, I climbed to heaven.
Calamities, can they fi nd this heaven,
and dim the light of our love in heaven?
Look! Our love shines on, past earth and heaven!
Th e days have kept our bodies far apart,
I swear by God, my heart is still with you.
My heart is tender when my love is new,
sad and grieving when lovers then must part.
My heart sends you my messages of love—
no end. But I’m still thirsty! What to do?
My soul returns to places I saw you.
Can I repent the sin of love this true?
He says you’re an idol that I worship,
can’t see the fox piss on my graven god.*
Nasir al-Din!† He’s the king of virtues!
No foxes, only rabbits piss on love.

*Th is refers to a poem by Abu Th ar al-Ghafari, an early convert to Islam, that he wrote aft er he 
saw a fox urinating on an idol he worshiped at the time.

†Nasir al-Din al-Tusi was a Muslim scholar and a contemporary of Rumi.
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ىرشب

ىر هاآ ولا اذ ا كف
ارهِ اهبِ ىنكو ارّسِ اهرسِف
اهبِ مهاو ااوما رشناو
ىرا ام رِملأابِ كارا ام كف
مهّلك كِافصِ ف ىراكس اواعف
ارم اوبرش امو اماِ اومعِط امو
مهلوقع ىنفا بِرقلا قرب نكِلو
ىرسا نم نابسو ىسرا نم نابسف

مهبولق ان موق ىلع ملاس
اركش هل اركش رِارسلاا ةِنسِلأب
هول ِّلا نم ىلا نلِم ىبوطف
ىرشب ا :لاق فسو انس وِلّلا فو

فسو ةِنوِ عاشعش ف عِلاط
ارب اهبِ ط رارسا قئاق
هلقع ّكناو بلا هلع ىّل

ارصلا مهساِو روطلا كِّلذ كّناِ امك
امسم اور قِشعِلا قر لظف
.ارس هنو رذِ مل امظع ارونو
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Good News!

Now, I will sacrifi ce my life for you!
You hear the secret verses and give them
meaning too. We all see you take their names,
raise the dead with those verses, make them new.
Now, I will sacrifi ce my life for you!
How did you learn the mysteries you knew?
Risen from the grave, drunk on your beauty—
without a sip of sinful wine, askew.
A glimpse of your nearness drove them all mad.
Blessed are they! You shelter them near you.
Blessed at dawn when they go on their way.
Peace be upon the people of the heart
whose tongues keep secrets. Give thanks. Th anks! I say.
Praise be! With their noble deeds they prove his sway.
Th en, Joseph shouts: “Good news! Th eir proof is true.”
I see Joseph’s face in radiant light.
Th e secrets have appeared now, in plain sight,
his mind destroyed, and reason put to fl ight,
Mt. Sinai crushed, stone tablets smashed with might.
Like them, he’s drowned in love and brilliant light,
a piercing light no veil will dim this night.
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انلا مو

اؤفلا طسو هرون لألأ اّر ىأر نم
او فلا لّلا لبق هنبو اننب

افرلاو مِمرلاو اولما  نم ءا
انلا مو اورصِباو اوموق اوملأا اهأ
نبِِاكِ ماركِ نمِ ماركِلا بكلا ِراط
اهِلال اورشنا ّم ةلف نمِ اوظقِا

اننازوا ربِن ك اننازمِ انءا
او اب وفعبِ  وأ اننأش ِلصأ انبر
اكشلما اذه معنِ ا اكبلا عب اوكضاِ
.اقر نمِ مهبناو باِ نمِ مر ق
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Judgment Day

You saw the jewel that glowed inside my heart?
A thousand river beds kept us apart.
But he appeared and gave the Day its start.
And then, he stirred the dust and raised the dead.
You corpses! Rise and see his Day of Dread!
Th rown out the learned books and all they said.
Wake up! Run! Find new meanings in the Law.
He is the scale: Now he will weigh each fl aw.
He is generous! Stop weeping and laugh!
God hid our sins, forgave us all he saw.
Praise to his judgment! He cast off  your veils!
Th en, wake from your dark sleep and gaze in awe.
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appendix

Th e Arabic poems in this book are taken from Kulliyat Shams ya 
Divan-e Kabir, edited by Badi-u-Zaman Furuzanfar (Tehran: Amir 
Kabir Press, 1957). All the poems, with the exception of the last poem, 
are in volume one. Th e last poem, “Judgment Day,” is in volume two. 
Th e corresponding numbers of each of the poems and lines in Faru-
zanfar’s manuscript are listed below. For example, “(269: 3036–38)” 
refers to poem number 269, lines 3036 through 3038 in Furuzanfar’s 
volume.

Leave Behind Temptation
“Let’s Be Pure” (269: 3036–38)
“Rejoice in Silence” (320: 3480–85)
“Banner of Love” (282: 3140–46)
“I Fell in Love with Angels” (287: 3112–18)
“He Stole My Heart!” (284: 3150–54)

You Sang of Love
“You Sang of Love, So We Came” (276: 3048–58)
“Th e Price of Love” (277: 3103–11)
“Drunken Brothers” (289: 3177–80)
“Th is Eye” (109: 1228–29)
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