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BOOK V

 

In The Name of God the Compassionate, the Merciful

Whose help we implore and in whom we trust, and with whom are the keys to our hearts.  And God bless 
the best of His creatures, Mohammed, and all his Family and Companions!

     This is the Fifth Book of the Poem in rhymed couplets and the spiritual Exposition, setting forth that the 
Religious Law is like a candle showing the way.  Unless you gain possession of the candle, there is no wayfaring; 
and when you have come on to the way, your wayfaring is the Path; and when you have reached the journey’s 
end; that is the Truth. Hence it has been said, “If the truths were manifest, the religious laws would be nothing.”  
As, when copper becomes gold or was gold originally, it does not need the alchemy which is the Law, nor need 
it rub itself upon the philosophers’ stone, which is the Path; as has been said, it is unseemly to demand a guide 
after arrival at the goal, and blameworthy to discard the guide before arrival at the goal.  In short, the Law is like 
learning the theory of alchemy from a teacher or a book, and the Path is making use of chemicals and rubbing 
the copper upon the philosophers’ stone, and the Truth is the transmutation of the copper into gold. Those who 
know alchemy rejoice in their knowledge of it, saying, “We know the theory of this”; and those who pracitise 
it rejoice in their practice of it, saying, “We perform such works”; and those who have experienced the reality 
rejoice in the reality, saying, “We have become gold and are delivered from the theory and practice of alchemy: 
we are God’s freed ones.”  Each party is rejoicing in what they have.

     Or the Law may be compared to learning the science of medicine, and the Path to regulating one’s diet in 
accordance with medicine and taking remedies, and the Truth to gaining health everlasting and becoming in-
dependent of them both.  When a man dies to this life, the Law and the Path are cut off from him, and there 
remains the Truth.  If he possess the Truth, he will be crying, “Oh, would that my people knew how my Lord has 
forgiven me”; and if he possess it not, he will be crying, “Oh, would that I had not been given my scroll and had 
not known my reckoning! Oh, would that it had been the decision! My riches have not availed me; my authority has 
perished from me.”

     The Law is knowledge, the Path action, the Truth attainment unto God.  Then whoever hopes to meet his Lord 
let him do good works and associate none other in the service of his Lord.  And God bless the best of His creatures, 
Mohammed, and his Family and his Companions and the people of his House, and grant them peace!
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In  The  Name  of  God  the  Merciful,  the Compassionate

The King, Husámu’ddín, who is the light of the stars, 
demands the beginning of the Fifth Book.

O Ziyá’u ’l-Haqq, noble Husámu’ddín, 
master to the masters of purity,

If the people were not veiled and gross, 
and if their throats were not narrow and feeble,

In praise of you I should have done justice to the reality 
and expressed myself in language other than this;

But the falcon’s mouthful is not that of the song bird: 
now recourse must be had to water and oil.

It is wrong to praise you to the prisoners: 
I will tell in the assembly of the spiritual.

It is fraud to discourse of you to the worldly: 
I will keep it hidden like the secret of love.

Praise consists in describing and in rending the veil: 
the Sun is independent of exposition and description.

The praiser of the Sun is pronouncing an encomium on himself, 
for, “My eyes are clear and not inflamed.”

To blame the Sun of the world is to blame one’s self, 
for, “My eyes are blind and dark and bad.”

Pity anyone in the world 
who has become envious of the fortunate Sun.

Can he ever mask it from eyes 
and from giving freshness to things rotten?

Or can they diminish its infinite light 
or rise in resistance to its power?

Whoever is envious of the World—
truly, that envy is everlasting death.

Your dignity has transcended intellectual apprehension: 
in describing you the intellect has become an idle fool.

Although this intellect is too weak to declare, 
one must weakly make a movement in that direction.

دفتر پنجم

شه حسام الدين كه نور انجم است
طالب آغاز سفر پنجم است‏

اى ضياء الحق حسام الدين راد
اوستادان صفا را اوستاد

گر نبودى خلق محجوب و كثيف
ور نبودى حلقها تنگ و ضعيف‏

در مديحت داد معنى دادمى
غير اين منطق لبى بگشادمى‏

ليك لقمه‏ى باز آن صعوه نيست
چاره اكنون آب و روغن كردنى است‏

مدح تو حيف است با زندانيان
گويم اندر مجمع روحانيان‏

شرح تو غبن است با اهل جهان
همچو راز عشق دارم در نهان‏

مدح تعريف است و تخريق حجاب
فارغ است از شرح و تعريف آفتاب‏

مادح خورشيد مداح خود است
كه دو چشمم روشن و نامرمد است‏

ذم خورشيد جهان ذم خود است
كه دو چشمم كور و تاريك و بد است‏

تو ببخشا بر كسى كاندر جهان
شد حسود آفتاب كامران

تاندش پوشيد هيچ از ديده‏ها
و ز طراوت دادن پوسيده‏ها

يا ز نور بى‏حدش توانند كاست
يا به دفع جاه او توانند خاست‏
هر كسى كاو حاسد كيهان بود

آن حسد خود مرگ جاويدان بود
قدر تو بگذشت از درك عقول

عقل اندر شرح تو شد بو الفضول‏
گر چه عاجز آمد اين عقل از زبان

عاجزانه جنبشى بايد در آن‏
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Know that when the whole of a thing is unattainable 
the whole of it is not relinquished.

ان شيئا كله لا يدرك
اعلموا ان كله لا يترك‏

If you cannot drink the flood-rain of the clouds, 
how can you give up water-drinking?

If you will not communicate the mystery, 
refresh apprehensions with the husk thereof.

Spoken words are a husk in relation to you, 
but they are a good kernel for other understandings.

The sky is low in relation to the empyrean; 
else, in respect of the earth-mound, it is exceedingly high.

I will tell your description in order that they may take their way 
before they grieve at the loss of that opportunity.

You are the Light of God and a mighty drawer of the soul to God. 
His creatures are in the darkness of vain imagination and opinion.

Reverence is the necessary condition 
for this goodly Light to bestow a salve on these sightless ones.

The ready sharp-eared man gains the Light—
he who is not in love with darkness like a mouse.

The weak-eyed ones that go about at night, 
how shall they make a circuit round the Cresset of the Faith?

Difficult subtle points of disputation are the chains of the nature 
that has become dark (blind) to the Religion.

So long as he decks out the warp and woof of cleverness, 
he cannot open his eyes to the Sun.

He does not lift up branches like a date-palm: 
he has bored holes in the earth after the fashion of mice.

This humankind have four heart-oppressing qualities: 
these four have become the gibbet of Reason.

Commenting on “Take four birds and turn them towards you”

O you whose intelligence is as the Sun, you are the Khalíl of the time: 
kill these four birds that infest the Way,

Because each of them, crow-like, 
is plucking the eye from the intellect of the intelligent.

گر چه نتوان خورد طوفان سحاب
كى توان كردن به ترك خورد آب‏

راز را گر مى‏نيارى در ميان
دركها را تازه كن از قشر آن‏

نطقها نسبت به تو قشر است ليك
پيش ديگر فهم‏ها مغز است نيك‏
آسمان نسبت به عرش آمد فرود

ور نه بس عالى است سوى خاك تود
من بگويم وصف تو تا ره برند

پيش از آن كز فوت آن حسرت خورند
نور حقى و به حق جذاب جان
خلق در ظلمات وهمند و گمان‏

شرط تعظيم است تا اين نور خوش
گردد اين بى‏ديدگان را سرمه كش‏

نور يابد مستعد تيز گوش
كاو نباشد عاشق ظلمت چو موش‏

سست چشمانى كه شب جولان كنند
كى طواف مشعله‏ى ايمان كنند

نكته‏هاى مشكل باريك شد
بند طبعى كه ز دين تاريك شد
تا بر آرايد هنر را تار و پود

چشم در خورشيد نتواند گشود
همچو نخلى بر نيارد شاخها

كرده مو شانه زمين سوراخها
چار وصف است اين بشر را دل فشار

چار ميخ عقل گشته اين چهار

يْرِ فَصُرْهُنَّ إِلَيْكَ تفسير فَخُذْ أَرْبَعَةً مِنَ الطَّ

تو خليل وقتى اى خورشيد هش
اين چهار اطيار ره زن را بكش‏

ز انكه هر مرغى از اينها زاغ‏وش
هست عقل عاقلان را ديده كش
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The four bodily qualities resemble the birds of Khalíl: 
their slaughter makes way for the soul.

چار وصف تن چو مرغان خليل
بسمل ايشان دهد جان را سبيل‏

O Khalíl, in the deliverance of good and bad, 
cut off their heads that the feet may escape from the barrier.

You are all, and they all are parts of you: 
open, for their feet are your feet.

By you the world is made a place abounding in spirit: 
a single cavalier becomes the support of a hundred armies.

Inasmuch as this body is the abode of four dispositions, 
they are named the four mischief-seeking birds.

If you wish the people to have everlasting life, 
cut off the heads of these four foul and evil birds,

Revive them again in another sort, 
so that afterwards no harm will be done by them.

The four immaterial birds which infest the Way 
have made their home in the hearts of the people.

Since in this epoch you, O Vicegerent of God,
 art the commander of all righteous hearts,

Cut off the heads of these four live birds 
and make everlasting the creatures that are not enduring forever.

There is the duck and the peacock and the crow and the cock: 
these are a parable of the four dispositions in souls.

The duck is greed, and the cock is lust; 
eminence is like the peacock, and the crow is desire.

The crow’s object of desire is this, 
that he forms hopes and wishes for immortality or long life.

The duck is greed, for her bill is always in the ground, 
seeking what is buried in the wet and dry.

That gullet is never idle for a moment: 
it listens to nothing of the ordinance save the command “Eat!”

It is like the looter who digs up the house 
and very quickly fills his bag,

Cramming into the bag good and bad, 
single pearls and chickpeas,

Cramming dry and wet into the sack, 
for fear lest another enemy should arrive.

اى خليل اندر خلاص نيك و بد
سر ببرشان تا رهد پاها ز سد
كل تويى و جملگان اجزاى تو
بر گشا كه هست پاشان پاى تو
از تو عالم روح زارى مى‏شود

پشت صد لشكر سوارى مى‏شود
ز انكه اين تن شد مقام چار خو
نامشان شد چار مرغ فتنه جو
خلق را گر زندگى خواهى ابد
سر ببر زين چار مرغ شوم بد
بازشان زنده كن از نوعى دگر

كه نباشد بعد از آن ز يشان ضرر
چار مرغ معنوى راه زن

كرده‏اند اندر دل خلقان وطن‏
چون امير جمله دلهاى سوى

اندر اين دور اى خليفه‏ى حق توى‏
سر ببر اين چار مرغ زنده را

سرمدى كن خلق ناپاينده را
بط و طاوس است و زاغ است و خروس

اين مثال چار خلق اندر نفوس‏
بط حرص است و خروس آن شهوت است

جاه چون طاوس و زاغ امنيت است‏
منيتش آن كه بود اوميد ساز

طامع تابيد يا عمر دراز
بط حرص آمد كه نوكش در زمين

در تر و در خشك مى‏جويد دفين‏
يك زمان نبود معطل آن گلو
نشنود از حكم جز امر كلوا

همچو يغماجى كه چون خانه كند
زود زود انبان خود پر مى‏كند
اندر انبان مى‏فشارد نيك و بد

دانه‏هاى در و حبات نخود
تا مبادا ياغيى آيد دگر

مى‏فشارد در جوال او خشك و تر
50
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Time presses, the opportunity is small, he is terrified: 
without delay he heaves it under his arm as speedily as possible.

وقت تنگ و فرصت اندك او مخوف
در بغل زد هر چه زوتر بى‏وقوف‏

He has not confidence in his Sovereign 
that no enemy will be able to come forward.

But the true believer, from his confidence in that Life, 
conducts his raid in a leisurely manner and with deliberation.

He has no fear of missing his chance or of the enemy, 
for he recognises the King’s dominion over the enemy.

He has no fear of the other fellow-servants 
coming to jostle him and gain the advantage,

He perceived the King’s justice in restraining his followers 
so that none durst do violence to anyone.

Consequently he does not hurry and is calm: 
he has no fear of missing his portion.

He has much deliberation and patience and long-suffering; 
he is contented and unselfish and pure of heart,

For this deliberation is the ray of the Merciful, 
while that haste is from the impulse of the Devil,

Because the Devil frightens him away from poverty 
and kills the beast of burden, patience, by stabbing.

Hear from the Qur’an that the Devil in menace 
is threatening you with hard poverty,

That in haste you may eat foul things and take foul things, 
no generosity, no deliberation, no merit acquired by good works.

Necessarily the infidel takes his food in seven bowels: 
his religion and spirit are thin and lean, his belly fat.

Concerning the occasion of the coming of the Tradition of Mustafá, 
the blessings of God be upon him, that the infidel takes his food in seven bowels, 

while the true believer takes his food in one bowel.

The infidels became the guests of the Prophet: 
they came to the mosque at eventide,

Saying, “We have come here as visitors seeking hospitality, O King, O 
you who are the entertainer of the inhabitants of the world.

اعتمادش نيست بر سلطان خويش
كه نيارد ياغيى آمد به پيش

ليك مومن ز اعتماد آن حيات
مى‏كند غارت به مهل و با انات‏

ايمن است از فوت و از ياغى كه او
مى‏شناسد قهر شه را بر عدو

ايمن است از خواجه‏تاشان دگر
كه بيايندش مزاحم صرفه بر

عدل شه را ديد در ضبط حشم
كه نيارد كرد كس بر كس ستم‏

لاجرم نشتابد و ساكن بود
از فوات حظ خود ايمن بود

بس تانى دارد و صبر و شكيب
چشم سير و موثر است و پاك جيب‏

كاين تانى پرتو رحمان بود
و آن شتاب از هزه‏ى شيطان بود

ز انكه شيطانش بترساند ز فقر
بارگير صبر را بكشد بعقر

از نبى بشنو كه شيطان در وعيد
مى‏كند تهديدت از فقر شديد

تا خورى زشت و برى زشت از شتاب
نى مروت نى تانى نى ثواب‏

لاجرم كافر خورد در هفت بطن
دين و دل باريك و لاغر، زفت بطن‏

در سبب ورود اين حديث مصطفى صلوات اللَّه عليه كه الكافر ياكل فى
 سبعه امعاء و المؤمن ياكل فى معاء واحد

كافران مهمان پيغمبر شدند
وقت شام ايشان به مسجد آمدند

كامديم اى شاه ما اينجا قنق
اى تو مهمان‏دار سكان افق‏
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We are destitute and have arrived from afar: 
listen, shed your grace and light upon us!”

بى‏نواييم و رسيده ما ز دور
هين بيفشان بر سر ما فضل و نور

He said, “O my friends divide, 
for you are filled with me and with my nature.”

The bodies of every army are filled with the King; 
hence they would draw the sword against Majesty’s enemies.

It is because of the King’s anger you draw the sword; 
otherwise, what anger do you have against your brothers?

The reflection of the King’s anger you are striking your innocent brother 
with a mace of ten kilos (manns’) weight.

The King is one soul, and the army is filled with him: 
the spirit is like the water, and these bodies are the river-bed.

If the water of the King’s spirit be sweet, 
all the river-beds are filled with the sweet water;

For only the King’s law do his subjects have: 
so has the sovereign of Abas declared.

Each Companion chose a guest. 
Amongst them, was one stout and incomparable.

He had a huge body: no one took him along; 
he remained in the mosque like the dregs in a cup.

As he was left behind by all, Mustafá took him away. 
In the herd there were seven goats that gave milk,

For the goats used to stay in the house 
for milking in preparation for mealtime.

That famishing giant son of a Ghuzz Turcoman 
devoured the bread and food and the milk of the seven goats.

The whole household became enraged, 
for they all desired goat’s milk.

He made his voracious belly like a drum: 
he consumed singly the portion of eighteen persons.

At bed-time he went and sat in his room; 
then the maid angrily shut the door.

She put in the door-chain from the outside, 
for she was angry with him and resentful.

At midnight or dawn, 
when the infidel felt an urgent need and stomach-ache,

گفت اى ياران من قسمت كنيد
كه شما پر از من و خوى منيد
پر بود اجسام هر لشكر ز شاه
ز آن زنندى تيغ بر اعداى جاه‏
تو به خشم شه زنى آن تيغ را

ور نه بر اخوان چه خشم آيد ترا
بر برادر بى‏گناهى مى‏زنى

عكس خشم شاه گرز ده منى‏
شه يكى جان است و لشكر پر از او

روح چون آب است و اين اجسام جو
آب روح شاه اگر شيرين بود

جمله جوها پر ز آب خوش شود
كه رعيت دين شه دارند و بس
اين چنين فرمود سلطان عبس‏

هر يكى يارى يكى مهمان گزيد
در ميان يك زفت بود و بى‏نديد

جسم ضخمى داشت كس او را نبرد
ماند در مسجد چو اندر جام درد

مصطفى بردش چو واماند از همه
هفت بز بد شير ده اندر رمه‏

كه مقيم خانه بودندى بزان
بهر دوشيدن براى وقت خوان‏

نان و آش و شير آن هر هفت بز
خورد آن بو قحط عوج ابن غز

جمله اهل بيت خشم آلو شدند
كه همه در شير بز طامع بدند

معده طبلى خوار همچون طبل كرد
قسم هجده آدمى تنها بخورد

وقت خفتن رفت و در حجره نشست
پس كنيزك از غضب در را ببست‏

از برون زنجير در را در فكند
كه از او بد خشمگين و دردمند

گبر را در نيمه شب يا صبحدم چون 
تقاضا آمد و درد شكم‏
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He hastened from his bed towards the door, 
laying his hand on the door he found it shut.

از فراش خويش سوى در شتافت
دست بر در چون نهاد او بسته يافت‏

The cunning man employed various devices to open it, 
but the fastening did not give way.

The urgency increased, and the room was narrow: 
he remained in dismay and without remedy and dumbfounded.

He made shift and crept to sleep: 
in his slumber he dreamed that he was in a desolate place.

Since a desolate place was in his mind, 
his sight went to a desolate place in his sleep.

Dreaming he is alone, 
he squeezes out two huge lumps.

When he awakens he knows that his covers are full of shit, 
and shakes with shame.

My sleep is worse 
than my waking state.

On one side I eat 
and on the other I excrete.

He was crying, “Woe and alas! Woe and alas!” 
even as the unbeliever in the depths of the tomb,

Waiting to see when this night would come to an end, 
that the noise of the door in opening might rise,

In order to flee like an arrow from the bow, 
lest anyone should see him in such a condition.

The story is long: I will shorten it. 
The door opened: he was delivered from grief and pain.

How Mustafá opened the door of the room for his guest and concealed himself 
in order that he might not see the form of the person who opened it 

and be overcome with shame, but might go forth boldly.

At dawn Mustafá came and opened the door: 
at dawn he gave the way to him who had lost the way.

Mustafá opened the door and became hidden, 
in order that the afflicted man might not be ashamed,

در گشادن حيله كرد آن حيله ساز
نوع نوع و خود نشد آن بند باز
شد تقاضا بر تقاضا خانه تنگ

ماند او حيران و بى‏درمان و دنگ‏
حيله كرد او و به خواب اندر خزيد
خويشتن در خواب و در ويرانه ديد

ز انكه ويرانه بد اندر خاطرش
شد به خواب اندر همانجا منظرش‏
خويش در ويرانه‏ى خالى چو ديد

او چنان محتاج اندر دم بريد
گشت بيدار و بديد آن جامه خواب
پر حدث ديوانه شد از اضطراب‏
ز اندرون او بر آمد صد خروش
زين چنين رسوايى بى‏خاك پوش‏

گفت خوابم بدتر از بيداريم
كه خورم اين سو و آن سو مى‏ريم‏

بانگ مى‏زد وا ثبورا وا ثبور
همچنان كه كافر اندر قعر گور

منتظر كه كى شود اين شب به سر
تا بر آيد در گشادن بانگ در

تا گريزد او چو تيرى از كمان
تا نبيند هيچ كس او را چنان‏

قصه بسيار است كوته مى‏كنم
باز شد آن در رهيد از درد و غم‏

در حجره گشادن مصطفى عليه الصلاة و السلام بر مهمان و خود را پنهان كردن تا او گشاينده را 
نبيند و خجل نشود و گستاخ بيرون رود

مصطفى صبح آمد و در را گشاد
صبح آن گمراه را او راه داد

در گشاد و گشت پنهان مصطفى
تا نگردد شرمسار آن مبتلا
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But might come forth and walk boldly away 
and not see the back or face of the door-opener.

تا برون آيد رود گستاخ او
تا نبيند در گشا را پشت و رو

Either he became hidden behind something, 
or the skirt of God concealed him from him.

The dye of Allah sometimes makes covered 
and draws a mysterious veil over the beholder,

So that he does not see the enemy at his side: 
the power of God is more than that, more.

Mustafá was seeing all that happened to him in the night, 
but the command of the Lord restrained him

From opening a way before the fault, 
so that he should not be cast into a pit by the disgrace.

But it was the wisdom and the command of Heaven 
that he should see himself thus.

There are many acts of enmity which are friendship, 
many acts of destruction which are restoration.

A meddlesome fellow 
purposely brought the dirty bed-clothes to the Prophet,

Saying, “Look! Your guest has done such a thing!” 
He smiled, a mercy to all created beings,

And said, “Bring the pail here, 
that I may wash all with my own hand.”

Every one jumped up, saying, “For God’s sake! 
Our souls and our bodies are a sacrifice to you.
We will wash this filth: do you leave it alone. 
This kind is hand’s work, not heart’s work.

O La-‘amruk, God pronounced ‘life’; 
then He made you Vicegerent and seated you on the throne.

We live for your service: 
as you are performing the service, what then are we?”

He said, “I know that, but this is an occasion; 
I have a deep reason for washing this myself.”

They waited, saying, “This is the Prophet’s word,” 
till it should appear what these mysteries were.

He was busily washing those filthy things, by God’s command exclusively, 
not from blind conformity and ostentation;

يا نهان شد در پس چيزى و يا
از وى‏اش پوشيد دامان خدا

صِبْغَةَ اللَّهِ گاه پوشيده كند
پرده‏ى بى‏چون بر آن ناظر تند
تا نبيند خصم را پهلوى خويش

قدرت يزدان از آن بيش است بيش‏
مصطفى مى‏ديد احوال شبش

ليك مانع بود فرمان ربش‏
تا كه پيش از خبط بگشايد رهى
تا نيفتد ز آن فضيحت در چهى‏

ليك حكمت بود و امر آسمان
تا ببيند خويشتن را او چنان‏

بس عداوتها كه آن يارى بود
بس خرابيها كه معمارى بود

جامه خواب پر حدث را يك فضول
قاصدا آورد در پيش رسول‏

كه چنين كردست مهمانت ببين
خنده‏اى زد رَحْمَةً للعالمين

كه بيار آن مطهره اينجا به پيش
تا بشويم جمله را با دست خويش‏

هر كسى مى‏جست كز بهر خدا
جان ما و جسم ما قربان ترا

ما بشوييم اين حدث را تو بهل
كار دست است اين نمط نه كار دل‏
اى لَعَمْرُكَ مر ترا حق عمر خواند
پس خليفه كرد و بر كرسى نشاند

ما براى خدمت تو مى‏زييم
چون تو خدمت مى‏كنى پس ما چه‏ايم‏
گفت آن دانم و ليك اين ساعتى است

كه در اين شستن به خويشم حكمتى است‏
منتظر بودند كاين قول نبى است
تا پديد آيد كه اين اسرار چيست‏
او به جد مى‏شست آن احداث را
خاص ز امر حق نه تقليد و ريا

For his heart was telling him, “Do you wash them, 
for herein is wisdom manifold.”

كه دلش مى‏گفت كاين را تو بشو
كه در اينجا هست حكمت تو به تو

115
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The cause of the guest’s return to the house of Mustafá, on whom be peace, at the hour 
when Mustafá was washing his befouled bed-rug with his own hand; 

and how he was overcome with shame and rent his garment 
and made lamentation for himself and for his plight.

The wretched infidel had an amulet as a keepsake. 
He observed that it was lost, and became distracted.

He said, “The room in which I lodged during the night—
I left the amulet there unawares.”

Though he was ashamed, greed took away his shame: 
greed is a dragon, it is no small thing.

In quest of the amulet 
he ran hastily into the house of Mustafá and saw him,

That Hand of God, cheerfully washing the filth by himself— 
far from him be the evil eye!

The amulet vanished from his mind, and a great rapture arose in him: 
he tore his collar,

Smiting his face and head with both hands, 
beating his pate against wall and door,

In such a wise that blood poured from his nose and head, 
and the Prince took pity on him.

He uttered shrieks, the people gathered round him: 
the infidel was crying, “O people; beware!”

He smote his head, saying, “O head without understanding!” 
He smote his breast, saying, and “O bosom without light!”

Prostrating himself, he cried, “O the whole earth, 
this despicable part is abashed on account of you.

You, who are the whole, art submissive to His command; 
I, who am a part, am unjust and wicked and misguided.

You, who are the whole, are humble and trembling in fear of God; 
I, who am a part, am in opposition and in rivalry.”

سبب رجوع كردن آن مهمان به خانه‏ى مصطفى عليه السلام در آن ساعت كه مصطفى نهالين ملوث او را 
به دست مبارك خود مى‏شست و خجل شدن او و جامه چاك كردن و نوحه‏ى او بر خود و حال خود

كافرك را هيكلى بد يادگار
ياوه ديد آن را و گشت او بى‏قرار
گفت آن حجره كه شب جا داشتم

هيكل آن جا بى‏خبر بگذاشتم‏
گر چه شرمين بود شرمش حرص برد
حرص اژدرهاست نه چيزى است خرد

از پى هيكل شتاب اندر دويد
در وثاق مصطفى و آن را بديد

كان يد اللَّه آن حدث را هم به خود
خوش همى‏شويد كه دورش چشم بد

هيكلش از ياد رفت و شد پديد
اندر او شورى گريبان را دريد

مى‏زد او دو دست را بر رو و سر
كله را مى‏كوفت بر ديوار و در

آن چنان كه خون ز بينى و سرش
شد روان و رحم كرد آن مهترش‏

نعره‏ها زد خلق جمع آمد بر او
گبر گويان ايها الناس احذروا

مى‏زد او بر سر كه اى بى‏عقل سر
مى‏زد او بر سينه كاى بى‏نور بر
سجده مى‏كرد او كه اى كل زمين

شرمسار است از تو اين جزو مهين‏
تو كه كلى خاضع امر ويى

من كه جزوم ظالم و زشت و غوى‏
تو كه كلى خوار و لرزانى ز حق

من كه جزوم در خلاف و در سبق‏
At every moment he was turning his face to heaven, 
saying, “I have not the face, O qibla of the world!”

هر زمان مى‏كرد رو بر آسمان
كه ندارم روى اى قبله‏ى جهان‏



10

135

140

145

When he had trembled and quivered beyond bounds, 
Mustafá clasped him in his arms,

Quieted him and caressed him much 
and opened his eye and gave him knowledge.

Till the cloud weeps, how should the garden smile? 
Till the babe cries, how should the milk begin to flow?

The one-day-old babe knows the way: 
“I will cry that the kind nurse may come.”

Do not you know that the Nurse of nurse’s 
gives no milk freely is without crying?

He has said, “Let them weep much.” Give ear, 
that the bounty of the Creator may pour forth the milk.

The cloud’s weeping and the sun’s burning is the pillar of this world: 
twist these two strands.

If there were not the sun’s heat and the cloud’s tears, 
how would body and accident become big and thick?

How would these four seasons be flourishing 
unless this glow and weeping were the origin?

Since the burning of the sun and the weeping of the clouds in the world 
are keeping the world fresh and sweet,

Keep the sun of your intelligence burning; 
keep your eye glistening with tears like the cloud!

You must have a weeping eye, like the little child: 
do not eat the bread, for that bread takes away your water.

When the body is in leaf, on that account by day and night 
the bough, the soul, is shedding its leaves and is in autumn.

The foliage of the body is the leaflessness of the soul. 
Be quick! You must let this dwindle and that increase.

Lend unto God, give a loan of this foliage of the body, 
that in exchange a garden may grow in your heart.

Give a loan, diminish this food of your body, 
that there may appear the face of eye has not seen.

When the body empties itself of dung, 
He fills it with musk and glorious pearls.

چون ز حد بيرون بلرزيد و طپيد
مصطفايش در كنار خود كشيد
ساكنش كرد و بسى بنواختش
ديده‏اش بگشاد و داد اشناختش‏

تا نگريد ابر كى خندد چمن
تا نگريد طفل كى جوشد لبن‏

طفل يك روزه همى‏داند طريق
كه بگريم تا رسد دايه‏ى شفيق‏
تو نمى‏دانى كه دايه‏ى دايگان

كم دهد بى‏گريه شير او رايگان‏
گفت وَ لْيَبْكُوا كَثِيراً گوش دار

تا بريزد شير فضل كردگار
گريه‏ى ابر است و سوز آفتاب
استن دنيا همين دو رشته تاب‏

گر نبودى سوز مهر و اشك ابر
كى شدى جسم و عرض زفت و سطبر

كى بدى معمور اين هر چار فصل
گر نبودى اين تف و اين گريه اصل‏

سوز مهر و گريه‏ى ابر جهان
چون همى‏دارد جهان را خوش دهان‏

آفتاب عقل را در سوز دار
چشم را چون ابر اشك افروز دار
چشم گريان بايدت چون طفل خرد

كم خور آن نان را كه نان آب تو برد
تن چو با برگ است روز و شب از آن
شاخ جان در برگ ريز است و خزان‏

برگ تن بى‏برگى جان است زود
اين ببايد كاستن و آن را فزود

أَقْرَضُوا اللَّهَ قرض ده زين برگ تن
تا برويد در عوض دل در چمن‏

قرض ده كم كن از اين لقمه‏ى تنت
تا نمايد وجه لا عين رأت‏

تن ز سرگين خويش چون خالى كند
پر ز مشك و در اجلالى كند

He gives this filth and gets purity: 
his body enjoys He will purify you.

اين پليدى بدهد و پاكى برد
از يطهركم تن او بر خورد
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The Devil frightens you, saying, “Listen and listen again! 
You will be sorry for this and will be saddened.

If you waste away your body in consequence of these idle whims, 
you will become very sorry and anxious.

Eat this, it is hot and good for your health; 
and drink that for your benefit and as a cure,

With the intention that this body is your riding-beast 
that to which it is accustomed is best for it.

Beware, do not alter your habit, else mischief will ensue 
and a hundred maladies will be produced in brain and heart.”

The vile Devil employs such menaces, 
and he chants a hundred spells over the people.

He makes himself out to be a Galen in medicine, 
that he may deceive your ailing soul.

“This,” says he “is of use to you against any sorrow and pain.” 
He said the same thing to Adam about an ear of wheat.

He utters “Ah, ah” and “Alas,” 
while he twists your lips with the blacksmith’s barnacle,

As the lips of a horse when shoeing it, 
in order that he may cause an inferior stone to appear as a ruby.

He takes hold of your ears as the ears of a horse, 
pulling you towards greed and acquisition.

He claps on your foot a shoe of perplexity, 
by the pain of which you are left incapable of advancing on the Way.

His shoe is that hesitation between the two works—
“Shall I do these or shall I do those?” Take heed!

Do that which is chosen by the Prophet, 
don’t do that which a madman or boy ever did.

“Paradise is encompassed”—by what is it encompassed? 
By things disliked, from which there comes increase of the seed sown.

He has a hundred spells of cunning and deceit, 
which would entrap, even if he is a great serpent.

He will bind him, though he be running water; 
he will make a mock of him, though he be the most learned man of the time.

ديو مى‏ترساندت كه هين و هين
زين پشيمان گردى و گردى حزين‏

گر گذارى زين هوسها تو بدن
بس پشيمان و غمين خواهى شدن‏

اين بخور گرم است و داروى مزاج
و آن بياشام از پى نفع و علاج‏

هم بدين نيت كه اين تن مركب است
آن چه خو كردست آنش اصوب است‏

هين مگردان خو كه پيش آيد خلل
در دماغ و دل بزايد صد علل‏
اين چنين تهديدها آن ديو دون

آرد و بر خلق خواند صد فسون‏
خويش جالينوس سازد در دوا

تا فريبد نفس بيمار ترا
كاين ترا سود است از درد و غمى

گفت آدم را همين در گندمى‏
پيش آرد هيهى و هيهات را

و ز لويشه پيچد او لبهات را
همچو لبهاى فرس در وقت نعل
تا نمايد سنگ كمتر را چو لعل‏

گوشهايت گيرد او چون گوش اسب
مى‏كشاند سوى حرص و سوى كسب‏

بر زند بر پات نعلى ز اشتباه
كه بمانى تو ز درد آن ز راه‏

نعل او هست آن تردد در دو كار
اين كنم يا آن كنم هين هوش دار

آن بكن كه هست مختار نبى
آن مكن كه كرد مجنون و صبى‏
حفت الجنة به چه محفوف گشت

بالمكاره كه از او افزود كشت‏
صد فسون دارد ز حيلت و ز دها

كه كند در سله گر هست اژدها
گر بود آب روان بر بنددش

ور بود حبر زمان بر خنددش‏
Associate your intelligence with the intelligence of a friend: 
recite their affairs are taking counsel with each other, and practise it.

عقل را با عقل يارى يار كن
أَمْرُهُمْ شُورى‏ بخوان و كار كن‏

165
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نواختن مصطفى عليه الصلاة و السلام آن عرب مهمان را و تسكين دادن او را از آن اضطراب و 
گريه و نوحه كه بر خود مى‏كرد در خجالت و ندامت و آتش نوميدى‏

How Mustafá, on whom be peace, treated the Arab guest with loving kindness 
and calmed his distress and stilled the sobbing and lamentation for himself 

which he was making in his shame and penitence and fire of despair.

This topic has no end. 
The Arab was astounded by the kindnesses of that King.

He was nearly becoming crazed, his reason fled, 
but the hand of Mustafá’s reason drew him back.

He said, “Come here.” 
He came in such fashion as one rises up from heavy slumber.

“Come here,” said he, “do not lose your wits; listen, come to yourself, 
for there are things to be done with you here.”

He threw water on his face, and he began to speak, 
saying, “O witness of God, recite the Testimony,

That I may bear witness and go forth: 
I am weary of this existence and will go into the wilderness.”

In this court of the Judge who pronounces the Decree 
we are for the purpose of our claim “Am not I your Lord?” and “Yes”;

For we said, “Yes,” and on trial our acts and words 
are the witnesses and evidence of that.

Wherefore do we keep silence in the court of the Judge? 
Have not we come to bear testimony?

How long, O witness, will you remain under detention 
in the court of the Judge? Give your testimony betimes.

You have been summoned here that you may give the testimony 
and show no disobedience;

In your obstinacy you have sat down 
and closed hand and mouth in this confinement.

Until you give that testimony, O witness, 
how will you escape from this court?

It is the affair of a moment. Perform and run away: 
do not make a short matter long to yourself.

As you will, whether during a hundred years or in a moment, 
discharge this trust and acquit yourself.

اين سخن پايان ندارد آن عرب
ماند از الطاف آن شه در عجب‏

خواست ديوانه شدن عقلش رميد
دست عقل مصطفى بازش كشيد

گفت اين سو آ بيامد آن چنان
كه كسى بر خيزد از خواب گران‏
گفت اين سو آ مكن هين با خود آ
كه از اين سو هست با تو كارها
آب بر رو زد در آمد در سخن

كاى شهيد حق شهادت عرضه كن‏
تا گواهى بدهم و بيرون شوم

سيرم از هستى در آن هامون شوم‏
ما در اين دهليز قاضى قضا

بهر دعوى الستيم و بلى‏
كه بَلى‏ گفتيم و آن را ز امتحان

فعل و قول ما شهود است و بيان‏
از چه در دهليز قاضى تن زديم

نه كه ما بهر گواهى آمديم‏
چند در دهليز قاضى اى گواه
حبس باشى ده شهادت از پگاه‏

ز آن بخواندندت بدين جا تا كه تو
آن گواهى بدهى و نارى عتو
از لجاج خويشتن بنشسته‏اى

اندر اين تنگى كف و لب بسته‏اى‏
تا بندهى آن گواهى اى شهيد

تو از اين دهليز كى خواهى رهيد
يك زمان كار است بگزار و بتاز

كار كوته را مكن بر خود دراز
خواه در صد سال خواهى يك زمان

اين امانت واگزار و وارهان‏
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بيان آن كه نماز و روزه و همه چيزهاى برونى گواهيها است بر نور اندرونى‏

Explaining that prayer and fasting and all external things are witnesses to the inner light.

This prayer and fasting and pilgrimage and holy war 
are the attestation of the belief.

The giving of alms and presents and the abandonment of envy 
are the attestation of one’s secret thoughts.

Dishes of food and hospitality are for the purpose of declaring 
that “we, O noble, have become in true accord with you.”

Gifts and presents and offerings bear witness, 
“I am pleased with you.”

Any one exerts himself in money or in conjuration, what is it? 
“I have a jewel within.

I have a jewel, namely, abstinence or generosity”: 
this alms-giving and fasting are witnesses in regard to both.

Fasting says, “He has abstained from what is lawful: 
know that he has no connection with what is unlawful”;

And his alms-giving said, “He gives of his own property: 
how, then, should he steal from the religious?”

If he acts as a pick-pocket, 
then the two witnesses are invalidated in the court of Divine justice.

He is a fowler if he scatters grain 
not from mercy and munificence but in order to catch.

He is a cat keeping the fast and feigning to be asleep at fast-time 
for the purpose of (seizing) his ignorant prey.

By this unrighteousness he makes a hundred parties suspicious, 
he causes the generous and abstinent to be in ill repute.

Notwithstanding that he weaves crookedly, 
in the end the grace of God will purge him of all this.

His mercy takes precedence and bestows on that treachery  
a light that the full-moon does not possess.

God cleanses his effort of this contamination: 
the Mercy washes him clean of this folly.

اين نماز و روزه و حج و جهاد
هم گواهى دادن است از اعتقاد
اين زكات و هديه و ترك حسد

هم گواهى دادن است از سر خود
خوان و مهمانى پى اظهار راست
كاى مهان ما با شما گشتيم راست‏

هديه‏ها و ارمغان و پيش كش
شد گواه آن كه هستم با تو خوش‏
هر كسى كوشد به مالى يا فسون
چيست دارم گوهرى در اندرون‏

گوهرى دارم ز تقوى يا سخا
اين زكات و روزه در هر دو گوا

روزه گويد كرد تقوى از حلال
در حرامش دان كه نبود اتصال‏

و آن زكاتش گفت كاو از مال خويش
مى‏دهد پس چون بدزدد ز اهل كيش‏

گر به طرارى كند پس دو گواه
جرح شد در محكمه‏ى عدل اله‏

هست صياد ار كند دانه نثار
نه ز رحم و جود بل بهر شكار

هست گربه‏ى روزه‏دار اندر صيام
خفته كرده خويش بهر صيد خام‏

كرده بد ظن زين كژى صد قوم را
كرده بد نام اهل جود و صوم را
فضل حق با اين كه او كژ مى‏تند

عاقبت زين جمله پاكش مى‏كند
سبق برده رحمتش و آن غدر را

داده نورى كه نباشد بدر را
كوشش‏اش را شسته حق زين اختلاط

غسل داده رحمت او را زين خباط
In order that His great forgivingness may be made manifest, 
a helmet will cover his baldness.

تا كه غفارى او ظاهر شود
كله‏اش را مغفرى غافر شود

The water rained from heaven, 
that it might cleanse the impure of their defilement.

آب بهر اين بباريد از سماك
تا پليدان را كند از خبث پاك‏



14

200

205

210

How the water cleanses all impurities and then is cleansed of impurity by God most High. 
Truly, God most High is exceeding holy.

When the water had done battle and had been made dirty 
and had become such that the senses rejected it,

God brought it back into the sea of Goodness, 
that the Origin of the water might generously wash it.

Next year it came sweeping proudly along. 
“Hey, where have you been?” “In the sea of the pure.

I went from here dirty; I have come clean. 
I have received a robe of honour; I have come to the earth.

Listen, come unto me, O you polluted ones, 
for my nature has partaken of the nature of God.

I will accept all your foulness: 
I will bestow on the demon purity like the angel.

When I become defiled, I will return there: 
I will go to the Source of the source of purities.

There I will pull the filthy cloak off my head: 
He will give me a clean robe once more.

Such is His work, and my work is the same: 
the Lord of all created beings is the beautifier of the world.”

Were it not for these impurities of ours, 
how would the water have this glory?

It stole purses of gold from a certain One: 
it runs in every direction, crying, “Where is an insolvent?”

Either it sheds on a blade of grass that has grown, 
or it washes the face of one, whose face is unwashed,

Or, porter-like, it takes on its head 
the ship that is without hand or foot in the seas.

پاك كردن آب همه پليديها را و باز پاك كردن خداى تعالى آب را از پليدى، لاجرم قدوس آمد حق تعالى‏

آب چون بيگار كرد و شد نجس
تا چنان شد كآب را رد كرد حس‏
حق ببردش باز در بحر صواب

تا بشستش از كرم آن آب آب‏
سال ديگر آمد او دامن كشان

هى كجا بودى به درياى خوشان‏
من نجس ز اينجا شدم پاك آمدم

بستدم خلعت سوى خاك آمدم‏
هين بياييد اى پليدان سوى من

كه گرفت از خوى يزدان خوى من‏
در پذيرم جمله‏ى زشتيت را

چون ملك پاكى دهم عفريت را
چون شوم آلوده باز آن جا روم

سوى اصل اصل پاكيها روم‏
دلق چركين بر كنم آن جا ز سر

خلعت پاكم دهد بار دگر
كار او اين است و كار من همين

عالم آراى است رب العالمين‏
گر نبودى اين پليديهاى ما

كى بدى اين بار نامه آب را
كيسه‏هاى زر بدزديد از كسى

مى‏رود هر سو كه هين كو مفلسى‏
يا بريزد بر گياه رسته‏اى

يا بشويد روى رو ناشسته‏اى‏
يا بگيرد بر سر او حمال‏وار

كشتى بى‏دست و پا را در بحار
Hidden in it are myriads of salves, 
because every salve derives from it its nature and property.

The soul of every pearl, the heart of every grain, 
goes into the river as a shop of salves.

صد هزاران دارو اندر وى نهان
ز انكه هر دارو برويد زو چنان‏

جان هر درى دل هر دانه‏اى
مى‏رود در جو چو داروخانه‏اى‏

From it nourishment to the orphans of the earth; 
from it movement to them that are tied fast, the parched ones.

When its stock is exhausted, it becomes turbid: 
it becomes abject on the earth, as we are.

زو يتيمان زمين را پرورش
بستگان خشك را از وى روش‏

چون نماند مايه‏اش تيره شود
همچو ما اندر زمين خيره شود

215
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استعانت آب از حق جل جلاله بعد از تيره شدن‏

How the water, after becoming turbid, entreats God Almighty to succour it.

From its interior it raises cries of lamentation, saying, 
“O God, that which You gave I have given and am left a beggar.

I poured the capital over pure and impure: 
O King who gives the capital, is there any more?”

He says to the cloud, “Bear it to the delectable place; 
and you too, O sun, draw it up aloft.”

He makes it to go diverse ways, 
that He may bring it unto the boundless sea.

Truly, what is meant by this water is the spirit of the saints, 
which washes away your dark stains.

When it is stained dark by the treason of the inhabitants of the earth, 
it returns to Him who endows Heaven with purity.

From yonder, trailing the skirt, it brings back to them 
lessons concerning the purities of the All-encompassing.

Through mingling with the people it falls sick 
and desires that journey, saying, “Revive us, O Bilal!

O melodious sweet-voiced Bilal, 
go up into the minaret, beat the drum of departure.”

Whilst the body is standing, the spirit is gone on its journey: 
hence at the moment of return it says, “Salam!”

It liberates all from performing the ablution with sand, and seekers of 
the qibla from endeavouring to ascertain the proper direction.

This parable is like an intermediary in the discourse: 
an intermediary is required for the apprehension of the vulgar.

Without an intermediary, how should any one go into the fire, 
except the salamander?—for he is independent of the connecting link.

You need the hot bath as an intermediary, 
so that you may refresh your constitution by the fire.

Since you cannot go into the fire, like Khalíl, 
the hot bath has become your Apostle, and the water your guide.

Satiety is from God, but how should the unclean attain unto satiety 
without the mediation of bread?

ناله از باطن بر آرد كاى خدا
آن چه دادى دادم و ماندم گدا
ريختم سرمايه بر پاك و پليد

اى شه سرمايه ده هل من مزيد
ابر را گويد ببرجاى خوشش

هم تو خورشيدا به بالا بر كشش‏
راههاى مختلف مى‏راندش

تا رساند سوى بحر بى‏حدش‏
خود غرض زين آب جان اولياست

كاو غسول تيرگيهاى شماست‏
چون شود تيره ز غدر اهل فرش
باز گردد سوى پاكى بخش عرش‏

باز آرد ز آن طرف دامن كشان
از طهارات محيط او در فشان‏

ز اختلاط خلق يابد اعتلال
آن سفر جويد كه ارحنا يا بلال‏

اى بلال خوش نواى خوش صهيل
مئذنه بر رو بزن طبل رحيل‏

جان سفر رفت و بدن اندر قيام
وقت رجعت زين سبب گويد سلام‏

از تيمم وارهاند جمله را
وز تحرى طالبان قبله را

اين مثل چون واسطه‏ست اندر كلام
واسطه شرط است بهر فهم عام‏

اندر آتش كى رود بى‏واسطه
جز سمندر كاو رهيد از رابطه‏

واسطه‏ى حمام بايد مر ترا
تا ز آتش خوش كنى تو طبع را

چون نتانى شد در آتش چون خليل
گشت حمامت رسول آبت دليل‏

سيرى از حق است ليك اهل طبع
كى رسد بى‏واسطه‏ى نان در شبع‏
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Beauty is from God, but the hedonist does not feel beauty 
without the veil of the garden.

لطف از حق است ليكن اهل تن
در نيابد لطف بى‏پرده‏ى چمن‏

When the bodily medium is removed, he perceives without screen, 
like Moses, the light of the Moon from bosom.

These virtues possessed by the water bear witness likewise 
that its interior is filled with the grace of God.

The testimony of external acts and words to the hidden mind and the inner light

Act and word are witnesses to the hidden mind: 
from these two infer the inward state.

When your thought does not penetrate within, 
inspect the patient’s urine from without.

Act and word are the urine of the sick, 
which is clear evidence for the physician of the body.

But the spiritual physician enters into his (patient’s) soul 
and by the spiritual way penetrates into his belief.

He has no need of fine acts and words: 
“beware of them, they are spies on hearts.”

Demand this testimony of acts and words 
from him who is not united with the Sea like a river.

Explaining that the light itself from within the illumined person bears witness to his light, 
without any act or word declaring it.

But the light of the traveller who has passed beyond the pale—
the deserts and plains are filled with his radiance.

His being a witness is independent of witnesses 
and works of supererogation and of self-devotion and self-sacrifice.

Since the light of that substance has shone forth, 
he has gained independence of these hypocrisies.

Therefore do not demand of him the testimony of act and speech, 
for through him both the worlds have blossomed like a rose.

چون نماند واسطه‏ى تن بى‏حجاب
همچو موسى نور مه يابد ز جيب‏
اين هنرها آب را هم شاهد است
كاندرونش پر ز لطف ايزد است‏

گواهى فعل و قول بيرونى بر ضمير و نور اندرونى‏

فعل و قول آمد گواهان ضمير
زين دو بر باطن تو استدلال گير
چون ندارد سير سرت در درون
بنگر اندر بول رنجور از برون‏

فعل و قول آن بول رنجوران بود
كه طبيب جسم را برهان بود

و آن طبيب روح در جانش رود
وز ره جان اندر ايمانش رود

حاجتش نايد به فعل و قول خوب
احذروهم هم جواسيس القلوب‏

اين گواه فعل و قول از وى بجو
كاو به دريا نيست و اصل همچو جو

در بيان آن كه نور خود از اندرون شخص منور بى‏آن كه فعلى و قولى بيان كند گواهى دهد بر نور وى‏

ليك نور سالكى كز حد گذشت
نور او پر شد بيابانها و دشت‏
شاهدى‏اش فارغ آمد از شهود
و ز تكلفها و جان‏بازى و جود

نور آن گوهر چون بيرون تافته‏ست
زين تسلس‏ها فراغت يافته‏ست‏

پس مجو از وى گواه فعل و گفت
كه از او هر دو جهان چون گل شكفت‏
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What is this testimony? The making manifest of that which is hidden, 
whether word or act or something else;

اين گواهى چيست اظهار نهان
خواه قول و خواه فعل و غير آن‏

For its object is to make manifest the inward nature of the spiritual substance: 
the attributes are permanent, though these accidents are fleeting.

The mark of the gold on the touchstone does not remain, 
the gold remains—of good renown and undoubted.

Similarly, this ritual prayer and holy war and fasting does not remain, 
but the spirit remains in good renown.

The spirit produced certain acts and words of this kind: 
it rubbed its substance on the touchstone of the command,

As though to say, “My belief is perfect: here is the witness!”, 
but there is doubt as regards the witnesses.

Know that the probity of the witnesses must be established: 
the means of establishing it is a sincerity: you are dependent on that.

In the case of the word-witness, it is keeping your word; 
in the case of the act-witness, it is keeping your covenant.

The word-witness is rejected if it speaks falsely, 
and the act-witness is rejected if it does not run straight.

You must have words and acts that are not self-contradictory, 
in order that you may meet with immediate acceptance.

Your efforts are diverse, you are in contradiction: 
you are sewing by day and tearing up by night.

Who, then, will listen to testimony that contradicts itself, 
unless indeed He graciously shows forbearance?

Act and word are the manifestation of the inward thought and hidden mind: 
both are divulging the veiled secret.

When your witness has been proved honest, it is accepted; 
otherwise, it is kept in detention as a prisoner.

O recalcitrant one, so long as you contend they will contend. 
Lie in wait for them, then! Truly, they are lying in wait.

كه غرض اظهار سر جوهر است
وصف باقى وين عرض بر معبر است‏

اين نشان زر نماند بر محك
زر بماند نيك نام و بى‏ز شك‏

اين صلات و اين جهاد و اين صيام
هم نماند جان بماند نيك نام‏

جان چنين افعال و اقوالى نمود
بر محك امر جوهر را بسود

كه اعتقادم راست است اينك گواه
ليك هست اندر گواهان اشتباه‏

تزكيه بايد گواهان را بدان
تزكيه‏ش صدقى كه موقوفى به آن‏

حفظ لفظ اندر گواه قولى است
حفظ عهد اندر گواه فعلى است‏
گر گواه قول كژ گويد رد است
ور گواه فعل كژ پويد رد است‏

قول و فعل بى‏تناقض بايدت
تا قبول اندر زمان پيش آيدت‏

سعيكم شتى تناقض اندريد
روز مى‏دوزيد و شب بر مى‏دريد

پس گواهى با تناقض كه شنود
يا مگر حلمى كند از لطف خود

فعل و قول اظهار سر است و ضمير
هر دو پيدا مى‏كند سر ستير

چون گواهت تزكيه شد شد قبول
ور نه محبوس است اندر مول مول‏

تا تو بستيزى ستيزند اى حرون
فانتظرهم إِنَّهُمْ منتظرون‏
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عرضه كردن مصطفى عليه السلام شهادت را بر آن مهمان خويش‏

How Mustafá, on whom be peace, offered the Testimony  to his guest.

This discourse has no end. 
Mustafá offered the Faith, and the youth accepted

That Testimony which has ever been blessed 
and has ever loosed the bound chains

He became a true believer. Mustafá said to him, 
“Be my guest to-night also.”

“By God,” said he, “I am your guest unto everlasting. 
Wherever I am, to whatever place I go,

I am made living by you and liberated by you, 
and am your doorkeeper at your table in this world and in the next.

Whosoever chooses any but this choice table, 
in the end his gullet will be torn by the bone.

Whosoever goes to the table of any but you, 
know that the Devil shares his cup.

Whosoever departs from your neighbourhood, 
without any doubt the Devil will become his neighbour;

And if without you he goes on a far journey, 
the wicked Devil is his fellow traveller and table-companion;

And if he mounts a noble horse, he is envious of the Moon, 
the Devil sits behind him;

And if his Shahnáz is with child by him, 
the Devil is his partner in begetting it.”

O you that glow, God has said in the Qur’an, 
“Share with them in their wealth and children.”

The Prophet, from the Unseen, explained this clearly 
in his marvellous discourses with Alí.

“O Prophet of Allah, you have displayed 
your prophetic mission completely, like the cloudless sun.

Two hundred mothers never did this which you have done; 
Jesus by his spells never did to Lazarus.

Lo, through you, my soul has been delivered from death: 
if Ázar was revived by that breath, yet he died again.”

اين سخن پايان ندارد مصطفى
عرضه كرد ايمان و پذرفت آن فتى‏

آن شهادت را كه فرخ بوده است
بندهاى بسته را بگشوده است‏

گشت مومن گفت او را مصطفى
كه امشبان هم باش تو مهمان ما

گفت و الله تا ابد ضيف توام
هر كجا باشم به هر جا كه روم‏
زنده كرده و معتق و دربان تو

اين جهان و آن جهان بر خوان تو
هر كه بگزيند جز اين بگزيده خوان

عاقبت درد گلويش ز استخوان‏
هر كه سوى خوان غير تو رود

ديو با او دان كه هم كاسه بود
هر كه از همسايگى تو رود

ديو بى‏شكى كه همسايه‏ش شود
ور رود بى‏تو سفر او دور دست

ديو بد همراه و هم سفره‏ى وى است‏
ور نشيند بر سر اسب شريف

حاسد ما هست ديو او را رديف‏
ور بچه گيرد از او شهناز او

ديو در نسلش بود انباز او
در نبى شارِكْهُمْ فرمود حق

هم در اموال و در اولاد اى شفق‏
گفت پيغمبر ز غيب اين را جلى

در مقالات نوادر با على‏
يا رسول اللَّه رسالت را تمام

تو نمودى همچو شمس بى‏غمام‏
اين كه تو كردى دو صد مادر نكرد

عيسى از افسونش با عازر نكرد
از تو جانم از اجل نك جان ببرد

عازر ار شد زنده ز آن دم باز مرد
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The Arab became the Prophet’s guest that night: 
he drank half the milk of a single goat and closed his lips.

گشت مهمان رسول آن شب عرب
شير يك بز نيمه خورد و بست لب‏

He urged him to drink the milk and eat the scones. 
“By God,” said he, “in all sincerity I have eaten my fill.

This is not hypocrisy or affectation and artifice: 
I have become fuller than I was yesterday.”

All the people of the house were left in astonishment 
this lamp had been filled by this one drop of oil,

And that what is a swift’s food 
should become the filling the belly of such an elephant.

Whispering arose amongst the men and women—
“That man who has the body of an elephant eats as little as a fly!”

The greed and vanity of unbelief was overthrown: 
the dragon was satisfied with the food of an ant.

The beggar-like greediness of unbelief departed from him: 
the sweet food of the Faith made him stout and strong.

He who was quivering from ravenous hunger beheld, 
like Mary, the fruit of Paradise.

The fruit of Paradise sped to his body: 
his Hell-like belly gained repose.

The essence of the Faith is a mighty blessing and exceedingly delicious food, 
O you who are content with naught of the Faith but the profession!

Explaining that the Light which is the food of the spirit becomes the food of the saint’s body, 
so that it also becomes friendly with the spirit, “My satan has accepted Islam at my hands”

Although that is the food of the spirit and the sight, 
the body too partakes of it, O son.

If the devilish body had not become fond of eating it, 
the Prophet would not have said, “The devil accepted Islam.”

How should the devil become a Moslem 
until it drink of the sweet food by which the dead is made living?

The devil is passionately in love with the world, blind and deaf; 
love, no doubt, may be cut off by another love.

كرد الحاحش بخور شير و رقاق
گفت گشتم سير و اللَّه بى‏نفاق‏

اين تكلف نيست نى ناموس و فن
سيرتر گشتم از آن كه دوش من‏
در عجب ماندند جمله اهل بيت

پر شد اين قنديل زين يك قطره زيت‏
آن چه قوت مرغ بابيلى بود

سيرى معده‏ى چنين پيلى شود
فجفجه افتاد اندر مرد و زن
قدر پشه مى‏خورد آن پيل‏تن‏

حرص و وهم كافرى سر زير شد
اژدها از قوت مورى سير شد

آن گدا چشمى كفر از وى برفت
لوت ايمانيش لمتر كرد و زفت‏
آن كه از جوع البقر او مى‏طپيد

همچو مريم ميوه‏ى جنت بديد
ميوه‏ى جنت سوى چشمش شتافت

معده‏ى چون دوزخش آرام يافت‏
ذات ايمان نعمت و لوتى است هول

اى قناعت كرده از ايمان به قول‏

بيان آن كه نور كه غذاى جان است غذاى جسم اوليا مى‏شود تا او هم يار مى‏شود روح را كه اسلم 
شيطانى على يدى‏

گر چه آن مطعوم جان است و نظر
جسم را هم ز آن نصيب است اى پسر

گر نگشتى ديو جسم آن را اكول
اسلم الشيطان نفرمودى رسول‏

ديو ز آن لوتى كه مرده حى شود
تا نياشامد مسلمان كى شود

ديو بر دنياست عاشق كور و كر
عشق را عشقى دگر برد مگر
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When it tastes the wine from the cellar of clairvoyance, 
little by little it will transfer its love there.

از نهان خانه‏ى يقين چون مى‏چشد
اندك اندك رخت عشق آن جا كشد

O you, whose belly is greedy, turn away thus: 
the only method is change of food.

O you, whose heart is sick, turn to the remedy: 
the entire regimen is change of disposition.

O you who are kept in pawn to food, 
you will escape if you suffer yourself to be weaned.

Truly, in hunger there is plenteous food: 
search after it diligently and cherish the hope, O shrinker.

Feed on the Light, be like the eye, 
and be in accord with the angels, O best of mankind.

Like the Angel, make the glorification of God your food, 
that like the angels you may be delivered from vexation.

If Gabriel pays no attention to the carcass, 
how should he be inferior in strength to the vulture?

What a goodly table is spread in the world! 
But it is quite hidden from the eyes of the vile.

Though the world should become a delightful orchard, 
still the portion of the mouse and the snake would consist of earth.

How the hedonists ignore the food of the spirit and tremble with anxiety for the vile food.

Its food is earth, whether in winter or in spring; 
you are the lord of creation: how is it you eat earth like the snake?

The wood-worm in the midst of wood says, 
“For whom should be such fine sweetmeat?”

The dung-worm amidst that pollution 
knows no dessert in the world but filth.

يا حريص البطن عرج هكذا
انما المنهاج تبديل الغذا

يا مريض القلب عرج للعلاج
جمله التدبير تبديل المزاج‏

ايها المحبوس فى رهن الطعام
سوف تنجو ان تحملت الفطام‏

ان فى الجوع طعاما وافرا
افتقدها و ارتج يا نافرا

اغتذ بالنور كن مثل البصر
وافق الاملاك يا خير البشر

چون ملك تسبيح حق را كن غذا
تا رهى همچون ملايك از إذا
جبرئيل ار سوى جيفه كم تند

او به قوت كى ز كركس كم زند
حبذا خوانى نهاده در جهان

ليك از چشم خسيسان بس نهان‏
گر جهان باغى پر از نعمت شود

قسم موش و مار هم خاكى بود

انكار اهل تن غذاى روح را و لرزيدن ايشان بر غذاى خسيس‏

قسم او خاك است گر دى گر بهار
مير كونى خاك چون نوشى چو مار

در ميان چوب گويد كرم چوب
مر كه را باشد چنين حلواى خوب‏

كرم سرگين در ميان آن حدث
در جهان نقلى نداند جز خبث‏
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مناجات‏

Prayer

O God who are without peer, show favour! 
Since You have bestowed on ear this discourse as an ear-ring,

Take hold of our ear and draw us along to the assembly 
where the joyous revellers drink of Your wine.

Forasmuch as You have caused a waft of its perfume to reach us, 
do not block the head of that wine-skin, O Lord of the Judgement!

Whether they are male or female, they drink from You: 
O You whose help is besought, You are generous in giving.

O You by whom the unspoken prayer is answered, 
who bestows at every moment a hundred bounties on the heart,

You have drawn some letters of writing: 
rocks have become as wax for love of them.

You have scribed the nun of the eyebrow, the sad of the eye, and the 
jim of the ear as a distraction to a hundred minds and understandings.

By those letters of Yours the intellect is made to weave subtle coils: 
write on, O accomplished Calligrapher!

At each moment You shape beauteously pictured forms of phantasy, 
suitable to every thought, upon non-existence.

On the tablet of phantasy You inscribe wondrous letters— 
eye and profile and cheek and mole.

I am drunk with desire for non-existence, not for the existent, 
because the Beloved of non-existence is more faithful.

He made the intellect a reader of those figured characters, 
that thereby He might put an end to its contrivances.

اى خداى بى‏نظير ايثار كن
گوش را چون حلقه دادى زين سخن‏

گوش ما گير و بدان مجلس كشان
كز رحيقت مى‏خورند آن سر خوشان‏

چون به ما بويى رسانيدى از اين
سر مبند آن مشك را اى رب دين‏
از تو نوشند ار ذكورند ار اناث

بى‏دريغى در عطا يا مستغاث‏
اى دعا ناگفته از تو مستجاب

داده دل را هر دمى صد فتح باب‏
چند حرفى نقش كردى از رقوم

سنگها از عشق آن شد همچو موم‏
نون ابرو صاد چشم و جيم گوش

بر نوشتى فتنه‏ى صد عقل و هوش‏
ز آن حروفت شد خرد باريك ريس
نسخ مى‏كن اى اديب خوش نويس‏

در خور هر فكر بسته بر عدم
دم‏به‏دم نقش خيالى خوش رقم‏
حرفهاى طرفه بر لوح خيال

بر نوشته چشم و عارض خد و خال‏
بر عدم باشم نه بر موجود مست

ز انكه معشوق عدم وافى‏تر است‏
عقل را خط خوان آن اشكال كرد

تا دهد تدبيرها را ز آن نورد
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تمثيل لوح محفوظ و ادراك عقل هر كسى از آن لوح آن كه امر و قسمت و مقدور هر روزه‏ى وى 
است همچون ادراك جبرئيل عليه السلام هر روزى از لوح اعظم‏

Comparison of the Guarded Tablet, and the perception there from by every individual’s mind 
of his daily fate and portion and lot, to the daily perception by Gabriel, on whom be peace, 

from the Most Great Tablet.

Like the Angel, the intellect receives every morning 
its daily lesson from the Guarded Tablet.

Behold the inscriptions made without fingers upon non-existence 
and the amazement of the madmen at the blackness of them.

Everyone is infatuated with some phantasy 
and digs in corners in mad desire for a treasure.

By a phantasy one person is filled with magnificence 
and turns his face towards the mines in the mountains;

And, by a phantasy, another sets his face with bitter toil 
towards the sea for the sake of pearls;

And another into a church to perform religious exercises, 
while another to sowing in his greed.

Through phantasy that one becomes the way-layer of him who has escaped; 
and through phantasy this becomes the salve of him who has been wounded.

One loses his soul in the invocation of demons, 
while another sets his foot upon the stars.

He sees that these modes of action in the external world are diverse 
from the various phantasies within.

This man is amazed at that man and says, “What is he about?” 
Every taster denies the other.

Unless those phantasies were incongruous, 
how did the modes of action become diverse externally?

Since the qibla of the soul has been hidden, 
everyone has turned his face to a quarter.

چون ملك از لوح محفوظ آن خرد
هر صباحى درس هر روزه برد

بر عدم تحريرها بين بى‏بنان
و ز سوادش حيرت سوداييان‏

هر كسى شد بر خيالى ريش گاو
گشته در سوداى گنجى كنج كاو

از خيالى گشته شخصى پر شكوه
روى آورده به معدنهاى كوه‏

و ز خيالى آن دگر با جهد مر
رو نهاده سوى دريا بهر در

و آن دگر بهر ترهب در كنشت
و آن يكى اندر حريصى سوى كشت‏

از خيال آن ره زن رسته شده
و ز خيال اين مرهم خسته شده‏

در پرى خوانى يكى دل كرده گم
بر نجوم آن ديگرى بنهاده سم‏
اين روشها مختلف بيند برون
ز آن خيالات ملون ز اندرون‏

اين در آن حيران شده كان بر چى است
هر چشنده آن دگر را نافى است‏

آن خيالات ار نبد ناموتلف
چون ز بيرون شد روشها مختلف
قبله‏ى جان را چو پنهان كرده‏اند

هر كسى رو جانبى آورده‏اند
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تمثيل روشهاى مختلف و همتهاى گوناگون به اختلاف تحرى متحريان در وقت نماز قبله را به وقت 
تاريكى و تحرى غواصان در قعر بحر

Comparison of the different practices and the various aspirations 
to the disagreement of those who at prayer-time endeavour to find the qibla when it is dark, 

and to the search of divers at the bottom of the sea

Like folk trying to find the direction of the Ka‘ba 
and turning in a certain direction which they fancy is the qibla:

When at dawn the Ka‘ba appears, 
it is discovered who has lost the way;

Or like divers under the depth of the water, 
every one picks up something in haste:

In hope of precious jewels and pearls, 
they fill their bags with that and this;

When they come up from the floor of the deep sea, 
the possessor of the great pearls is discovered,

And the other who got the small pearls, 
and the other who got pebbles and worthless shells.

Even thus in the Sahira 
a shameful overwhelming tribulation will afflict them.

Similarly, every class of people in the world 
is fluttering like moths round a candle.

They attach themselves to a fire 
and circle round their own candle

In the hope of the blessed fire of Moses, 
by the flame whereof the tree is made more green

Every troop has heard of the excellence of that fire, 
and all imagine that any spark is that.

When the Light of Everlastingness rises at dawn, 
each reveals what candle it was.

Whoever’s wings were burnt by the candle of victory, 
that goodly candle bestows on him eighty wings;

Beneath the bad candle many a moth, whose eyes were sealed, 
is left with burnt wings,

Quivering in sorrow and anguish, 
lamenting the vain desire that seals the eyes

همچو قومى كه تحرى مى‏كنند
بر خيال قبله سويى مى‏تنند

چون كه كعبه رو نمايد صبحگاه
كشف گردد كه گم كردست راه‏
يا چو غواصان به زير قعر آب
هر كسى چيزى همى‏چيند شتاب‏

بر اميد گوهر و در ثمين
توبره پر مى‏كنند از آن و اين‏

چون بر آيند از تگ درياى ژرف
كشف گردد صاحب در شگرف‏
و آن دگر كه برد مرواريد خرد

و آن دگر كه سنگ ريزه و شبه برد
هكذا يبلوهم بالساهره

فتنه ذات افتضاح قاهره‏
همچنين هر قوم چون پروانگان
گرد شمعى پر زنان اندر جهان‏

خويشتن بر آتشى بر مى‏زنند
گرد شمع خود طوافى مى‏كنند

بر اميد آتش موساى بخت
كز لهيبش سبزتر گردد درخت‏

فضل آن آتش شنيده هر رمه
هر شرر را آن گمان برده همه‏
چون بر آيد صبحدم نور خلود
وا نمايد هر يكى چه شمع بود

هر كه را پر سوخت ز آن شمع ظفر
بدهدش آن شمع خوش هشتاد پر

جوق پروانه‏ى دو ديده دوخته
مانده زير شمع بد پر سوخته‏
مى‏طپد اندر پشيمانى و سوز
مى‏كند آه از هواى چشم دوز
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Its candle says, “Since I am burnt, 
how should I deliver you from burning and oppression?”

شمع او گويد كه چون من سوختم
كى ترا برهانم از سوز و ستم‏

Its candle weeps, saying, “My head is consumed: 
how should I make another resplendent?”

Explanation of “Alas for the servants of God!”

It says, “I was deceived by your features 
and late did I regard your condition.”

The candle is extinguished, the wine is gone, and the Beloved 
has withdrawn himself from the disgrace of our cross eyed state.

Your profits have become a loss and penalty: 
you complain bitterly to God of your blindness.

How excellent are the spirits of brethren trustworthy, 
self-surrendering, believing, and obeying!

Everyone has turned his face in some direction, 
but those holy ones have turned towards that which transcends direction.

Every pigeon flies on some course, 
but this pigeon in a region where no region is.

We are neither birds of the air nor domestic: 
our grain is the grain of grainlessness.

Our daily bread is so ample 
because our stitching the coat has become the tearing.

The reason why the name farají was first given to the garment known by that name

A certain Sufi tore his jubba in distress: 
after tearing, relief (faraj) came to him.

He bestowed the name farají on that torn: 
from that man a confidant this title became well known.

This title became well known; but the Shaykh apprehended the pure thereof: 
in the nature of the people the letter, the dregs, remained.

شمع او گريان كه من سر سوخته
چون كنم مر غير را افروخته‏

تفسير يا حَسْرَةً عَلَى الْعِبادِ

او همى‏گويد كه از اشكال تو
غره گشتم دير ديدم حال تو
شمع مرده باده رفته دل ربا

غوطه خورد از ننگ كژبينى ما
ظلت الارباح خسرا مغرما

تشتكى شكوى الى اللَّه العمى‏
حبذا ارواح اخوان ثقات
مُسْلِماتٍ مُؤْمِناتٍ قانتات‏

هر كسى رويى به سويى برده‏اند
و آن عزيزان رو به بى‏سو كرده‏اند

هر كبوتر مى‏پرد در مذهبى
وين كبوتر جانب بى‏جانبى‏

ما نه مرغان هوا نه خانگى
دانه‏ى ما دانه‏ى بى‏دانگى‏

ز آن فراخ آمد چنين روزى ما
كه دريدن شد قبا دوزى ما

سبب آن كه فرجى را نام فرجى نهادند از اول‏

صوفيى بدريد جبه در حرج
پيشش آمد بعد بدريدن فرج‏

كرد نام آن دريده فرجى
اين لقب شد فاش ز آن مرد نجى‏

اين لقب شد فاش و صافش شيخ برد
ماند اندر طبع خلقان حرف درد
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Similarly, every name, he has kept the pure 
and left the name behind, like dregs.

همچنين هر نام صافى داشته ست
اسم را چون درديى بگذاشته ست‏

Whoever is a clay-eater took the dregs; 
the Sufi went impatiently towards the pure.

He said, “Of necessity the dregs have a pure: 
by means of this indication the heart advances to purity.”

The dregs are difficulty and their pure is their ease: 
the pure is like the ripe date, and the dregs the date in its immature stage.

Ease is accompanied by difficulty; come, do not despair: 
through this death you have the way into Life.

You desire peace, rend your jubba, O son, 
that immediately you may emerge pure.

The Sufi is he who has become a seeker of purity: 
not from the garment of wool and patching and committing sodomy.

With these base scoundrels 
Sufism has become patching and sodomy and that is all.

To wear colours with the fancy of that purity 
and good name is good, but

If, with the fancy thereof, you go on to its principle; 
not like those who worship many fancies

Your fancy is the baton of jealousy 
round about the curtained pavilion of Beauty;

It bars every seeker, saying, “There is no way”: 
every fancy confronts him and says “Stop!”—

Except, indeed, that person of sharp hearing and keen intelligence 
who possesses enthusiasm from the host of His helps

He does not recoil from the fancies nor is he checked: 
he shows the King’s arrow; then way is made.

Bestow forethought on this bewildered heart, 
and bestow the arrow on these bows bent double.

From that hidden goblet You have poured out of the cup of the noble 
a draught over the dusty earth.

From the draught thereof there is a trace on the locks and cheeks: 
hence kings lick the earth.

It is the draught of beauty— in the lovely earth—
that you are kissing with a hundred hearts day and night.

هر كه گل خوار است دردى را گرفت
رفت صوفى سوى صافى ناشكفت‏

گفت لا بد درد را صافى بود
زين دلالت دل به صفوت مى‏رود
درد عسر افتاد و صافش يسر او

صاف چون خرما و دردى بسر او
يسر با عسر است هين آيس مباش
راه دارى زين ممات اندر معاش‏

روح خواهى جبه بشكاف اى پسر
تا از آن صفوت بر آرى زود سر

هست صوفى آن كه شد صفوت طلب
نه از لباس صوف و خياطى و دب‏

صوفيى گشته به پيش اين لئام
الخياطة و اللواطه و السلام‏
بر خيال آن صفا و نام نيك

رنگ پوشيدن نكو باشد و ليك‏
بر خيالش گر روى تا اصل او

نى چو عباد خيال تو به تو
دور باش غيرتت آمد خيال

گرد بر گرد سراپرده‏ى جمال‏
بسته هر جوينده را كه راه نيست
هر خيالش پيش مى‏آيد كه بيست‏
جز مگر آن تيز گوش تيز هوش

كش بود از جيش نصرتهاش جوش‏
نجهد از تخييلها نى شه شود
تير شه بنمايد آن گه ره شود

اين دل سر گشته را تدبير بخش
وين كمانهاى دو تو را تير بخش‏

جرعه‏اى بر ريختى ز آن خفيه جام
بر زمين خاك من كاس الكرام‏

هست بر زلف و رخ از جرعه‏ش نشان
خاك را شاهان همى‏ليسند از آن‏

جرعه‏ى حسن است اندر خاك گش
كه به صد دل روز و شب مى‏بوسيش‏



26

375

380

385

Since the draught, when mingled with dust, makes you mad, 
think how its pure essence would affect you!

جرعه خاك آميز چون مجنون كند
مر ترا تا صاف او خود چون كند

Everyone is tattered in the presence of a clod 
that has received a draught of Beauty.

A draught on the moon and the sun and Aries; 
a draught on the Throne and the Footstool and Saturn

Oh, I wonder, will you call it a draught or an elixir, 
since from contact with it so many splendours arise?

Earnestly seek contact with it, O accomplished man: 
none shall touch it except the purified.

One draught on gold and rubies and pearls; 
one draught on wine and dessert and fruits;

One draught on the faces of the charming fair: 
how marvellous must be that pure wine!

Inasmuch as you rub your tongue on this, 
how will you be when you taste it without the clay!

When at the hour of death that pure draught 
is separated from the bodily clod by dying,

You quickly bury that which remains, 
since it had been made such an ugly thing by that separation.

When the Spirit displays its beauty without this carcass, 
I cannot express the loveliness of that union.

When the Moon displays its radiance without this cloud, 
it is impossible to describe that glory and majesty.

How delightful is that Kitchen full of honey and sugar, 
of which these monarchs are the platter-lickers!

How delightful is that Stack in the spiritual field, 
of which every stack is the gleaner!

How delightful is the Sea of painless Life, 
of which the Seven Seas are a dewdrop!

When the Cup-bearer of Alast 
poured a draught upon this nitrous abject earth,

The earth seethed, and we come from that seething.  
Pour another draught, for we are do not aspire.

If it was permitted, I sang of non-existence; 
and if it was not to be told, lo, I was silent.

هر كسى پيش كلوخى جامه چاك
كان كلوخ از حسن آمد جرعه‏ناك‏

جرعه‏اى بر ماه و خورشيد و حمل
جرعه‏اى بر عرش و كرسى و زحل‏

جرعه گوييش اى عجب يا كيميا
كه ز آسيبش بود چندين بها

جد طلب آسيب او اى ذو فنون
لا يمس ذاك الا المطهرون‏

جرعه‏اى بر زر و بر لعل و درر
جرعه‏اى بر خمر و بر نقل و ثمر

جرعه‏اى بر روى خوبان لطاف
تا چگونه باشد آن راواق صاف‏

چون همى‏مالى زبان را اندر اين
چون شوى چون بينى آن را بى‏ز طين‏
چون كه وقت مرگ آن جرعه‏ى صفا

زين كلوخ تن به مردن شد جدا
آن چه مى‏ماند كنى دفنش تو زود

اين چنين زشتى بدان چون گشته بود
جان چو بى‏اين جيفه بنمايد جمال

من نتانم گفت لطف آن وصال‏
مه چو بى‏اين ابر بنمايد ضيا

شرح نتوان كرد ز آن كار و كيا
حبذا آن مطبخ پر نوش و قند

كاين سلاطين كاسه ليسان وى‏اند
حبذا آن خرمن صحراى دين

كه بود هر خرمن آن را دانه چين‏
حبذا درياى عمر بى‏غمى

كه بود زو هفت دريا شبنمى‏
جرعه‏اى چون ريخت ساقى الست
بر سر اين شوره خاك زير دست‏

جوش كرد آن خاك و ما ز آن جوششيم
جرعه‏اى ديگر كه بس بى‏كوششيم‏

گر روا بد ناله كردم از عدم
ور نبود اين گفتنى نك تن زدم‏

390
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This is the account of the bent duck, which is greed: 
learn of Khalíl that the duck ought to be killed.

اين بيان بط حرص منثنى است
از خليل آموز كان بط كشتنى است‏

In the duck there is much good and evil besides this, 
I am afraid of missing other topics of discourse.

Description of the Peacock and its nature, and the cause of its being killed by Abraham, 
on whom be peace.

Now we come to the two-coloured peacock, 
who displays himself for the sake of name and fame.

His desire is to catch people: he is ignorant of good and evil 
and of the result and use of that.

He catches his prey ignorantly, like a trap: 
what knowledge has the trap concerning the purpose of its action?

What harm to the trap, or what benefit, from catching? 
I wonder at its idle catching.

O brother, you have uplifted your friends 
with two hundred marks of affection, and abandoned.

This has been your business from the hour of birth: 
to catch people with the trap of love.

From that pursuit and throng and vainglory and self existence 
will you get any warp or woof ? Try and see!

Most is gone and the day is late; 
you are still busy in pursuit of people.

Go on catching one and releasing another from the trap 
and pursuing another, like mean folk;

Then again release this one and seek the other! 
Here’s a game of heedless children!

Night comes, and nothing is caught in your trap: 
the trap is naught but a headache and shackle to you.

Therefore you were catching yourself with the trap, 
for you are imprisoned and disappointed of your desire.

Is any owner of a trap in the world such a dolt 
that, like us, he tries to catch himself ?

هست در بط غير اين بس خير و شر
ترسم از فوت سخنهاى دگر

صفت طاوس و طبع او و سبب كشتن ابراهيم عليه السلام او را

آمديم اكنون به طاوس دو رنگ
كاو كند جلوه براى نام و ننگ‏

همت او صيد خلق از خير و شر
وز نتيجه و فايده‏ى آن بى‏خبر

بى‏خبر چون دام مى‏گيرد شكار
دام را چه علم از مقصود كار

دام را چه ضر و چه نفع از گرفت
زين گرفت بى‏هده‏ش دارم شگفت‏

اى برادر دوستان افراشتى
با دو صد دل دارى و بگذاشتى‏

كارت اين بوده‏ست از وقت ولاد
صيد مردم كردن از دام وداد

ز آن شكار و انبهى و باد و بود
دست در كن هيچ يابى تار و پود

بيشتر رفته‏ست و بى‏گاه است روز
تو به جد در صيد خلقانى هنوز

آن يكى مى‏گير و آن مى‏هل ز دام
وين دگر را صيد مى‏كن چون لئام‏

باز اين را مى‏هل و مى‏جو دگر
اينت لعب كودكان بى‏خبر

شب شود در دام تو يك صيد نى
دام بر تو جز صداع و قيد نى‏

پس تو خود را صيد مى‏كردى به دام
كه شدى محبوس و محرومى ز كام‏

در زمانه صاحب دامى بود
همچو ما احمق كه صيد خود كند
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Pursuit of the vulgar is like hunting pig: the fatigue is infinite, and it is 
unlawful to eat a morsel thereof.

چون شكار خوك آمد صيد عام
رنج بى‏حد لقمه خوردن زو حرام‏

That which is worth pursuing is Love alone; but how should He be 
contained in any one’s trap?

410. Maybe you may come and be made His prey; you may discard 
the trap, and go into His trap.

Love is saying very softly into my ear, “To be a prey is better than to be 
a hunter.

Make yourself My fool and be a dupe: renounce the estate of the sun, 
become a speck!

Become a dweller at My door and be homeless: do not pretend to be a 
candle, be a moth,

That you may taste the savour of Life and contemplate the sovereignty 
hidden in servitude.”

415. In this world you see the shoes upside down: the title of “kings” 
is conferred on bondsmen.

Many a one who deserves to mount the scaffold with a halter on his 
throat—a crowd round him, crying, “Behold, an emperor!”

Like the tombs of infidels, outwardly the robes of Paradise, within is 
the wrath of God Almighty and Glorious.

He has been plastered like the tombs: the veil of self-conceit has been 
brought before him.

Your miserable nature is plastered with virtues, like a palm-tree of wax 
without leaves and fruit.

آن كه ارزد صيد را عشق است و بس
ليك او كى گنجد اندر دام كس‏
تو مگر آيى و صيد او شوى
دام بگذارى به دام او روى‏

عشق مى‏گويد به گوشم پست پست
صيد بودن خوشتر از صيادى است

گول من كن خويش را و غره شو
آفتابى را رها كن ذره شو

بر درم ساكن شو و بى‏خانه باش
دعوى شمعى مكن پروانه باش‏

تا ببينى چاشنى زندگى
سلطنت بينى نهان در بندگى‏
نعل بينى باژگونه در جهان

تخته بندان را لقب گشته شهان‏
بس طناب اندر گلو و تاج دار
بر وى انبوهى كه اينك تاجدار
همچو گور كافران بيرون حلل

اندرون قهر خدا عز و جل‏
چون قبور آن را مجصص كرده‏اند

پرده‏ى پندار پيش آورده‏اند
طبع مسكينت مجصص از هنر
همچو نخل موم بى‏برگ و ثمر
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در بيان آن كه لطف حق را همه كس داند و قهر حق را همه كس داند و همه از قهر حق گريزانند و 
به لطف حق در آويزان اما حق تعالى قهرها را در لطف پنهان كرد و لطفها را در قهر پنهان كرد، 
نعل باژگونه و تلبيس و مكر اللَّه بود تا اهل تمييز و ينظر بنور اللَّه از حالى بينان و ظاهر بينان جدا 

شوند كه لِيَبْلُوَكُمْ أَيُّكُمْ أَحْسَنُ عَمَل
Explaining that everyone knows the mercy of God, and everyone knows the wrath of God; 

and all are fleeing from the wrath of God and clinging to the mercy of God; 
but the Most High God has concealed wraths in mercy and mercies in wrath. 

This is God’s mystification and disguise and contrivance to the end that the discerning who see 
by the Light of God may be separated from those who see the present and the visible; 

for that He might try you, which of you is most righteous in his works

One dervish said to another, 
“Tell, what was your vision of the Presence of God?”

He replied, “My vision was ineffable; 
but for the sake of argument I will briefly declare a parable thereof.

I beheld Him with a fire on His left, 
and on the right a stream like Kawthar:

On His left an exceedingly world-consuming fire, 
on His right hand a sweet river.

One party put forth their hands towards the fire, 
another party was rejoicing and intoxicated for that Kawthar.

But it was a very topsy-turvy game in the path of every one 
doomed to perdition or blessed with salvation.

Whoever went into the fire and sparks 
was emerging from the midst of the water;

Whoever went from the middle towards the water, 
he was at once found to be in the fire;

Whoever went towards the right and the limpid water 
would put forth his head from the fire on the left;

And he who went towards the fiery left, 
would emerge on the right.

Few were they who hit upon the mystery of this occult matter; 
consequently, seldom would any one go into the fire;

Except him upon whom felicity was shed, 
so that he abandoned the water and took refuge in the fire.

The people made the pleasure that was actually present their object of worship; 
consequently the people were swindled by this game.

گفت درويشى به درويشى كه تو
چون بديدى حضرت حق را بگو

گفت بى‏چون ديدم اما بهر قال
باز گويم مختصر آن را مثال‏

ديدمش سوى چپ او آذرى
سوى دست راست جوى كوثرى‏

سوى چپش بس جهان سوز آتشى
سوى دست راستش جوى خوشى‏
سوى آن آتش گروهى برده دست

بهر آن كوثر گروهى شاد و مست‏
ليك لعب باژگونه بود سخت

پيش پاى هر شقى و نيك بخت‏
هر كه در آتش همى‏رفت و شرر

از ميان آب بر مى‏كرد سر
هر كه سوى آب مى‏رفت از ميان
او در آتش يافت مى‏شد در زمان‏

هر كه سوى راست شد و آب زلال
سر ز آتش بر زد از سوى شمال‏

و انكه شد سوى شمال آتشين
سر برون مى‏كرد از سوى يمين‏
كم كسى بر سر اين مضمر زدى
لاجرم كم كس در آن آتش شدى‏

جز كسى كه بر سرش اقبال ريخت
كاو رها كرد آب و در آتش گريخت‏

كرده ذوق نقد را معبود خلق
لاجرم زين لعب مغبون بود خلق‏
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Troop by troop and rank by rank, on their guard against the fire 
and fleeing greedily and in haste towards the water

جوق جوق وصف صف از حرص و شتاب
محترز ز آتش گريزان سوى آب‏

Of necessity, they lifted up their heads from the fire. 
Take warning; take warning, O heedless man!

The fire was crying, ‘O crazy fools, I am not fire, 
I am a delectable fountain.

A spell has been cast on your eyes, O sightless one: 
come into me and never flee from the sparks.

O Khalíl, here are no sparks and smoke: 
it is nothing but the sorcery and deceit of Nimrod.

If, like the Friend of God, you are wise, 
the fire is your water, and you are the moth.’”

The soul of the moth is always crying, “Oh, alas, 
would that I had a hundred thousand wings,

That they might be consumed without mercy by the fire, 
to the blindness of the eyes and hearts of the profane!

The ignorant man pities me from stupidity: 
I pity him from clairvoyance.

Especially this fire, which is the soul of waters; 
the behaviour of the moth is contrary to ours.

It sees the light and goes into a Fire; 
the heart sees the fire and goes into a Light.”

Such a game is played by the Glorious God 
in order that you may see who belongs to the kin of Khalíl.

A fire has been given the semblance of water, 
and in the fire a fountain has been opened.

A magician by his art makes a dish of rice 
a dish full of worms in the assembly;

by the breath of magic he has caused a room 
to appear full of scorpions, though in truth there were no scorpions.

When sorcery produces a hundred such illusions, 
how must be the cunning of the Creator of sorcery?

Of necessity, through the magic of God generation after generation 
have fallen down, like a woman flat beneath her husband.

Their magicians were slaves and servants, 
and fell into the trap like wagtails.

لاجرم ز آتش بر آوردند سر
اعتبار الاعتبار اى بى‏خبر

بانگ مى‏زد آتش اى گيجان گول
من نى‏ام آتش منم چشمه‏ى قبول‏

چشم بندى كرده‏اند اى بى‏نظر
در من آى و هيچ مگريز از شرر
اى خليل اينجا شرار و دود نيست

جز كه سحر و خدعه نمرود نيست‏
چون خليل حق اگر فرزانه‏اى
آتش آب تست و تو پروانه‏اى‏

جان پروانه همى‏دارد ندى
كاى دريغا صد هزارم پر بدى‏
تا همى‏سوزيد ز آتش بى‏امان
كورى چشم و دل نامحرمان‏

بر من آرد رحم جاهل از خرى
من بر او رحم آرم از بينش‏ورى‏
خاصه اين آتش كه جان آبهاست

كار پروانه بعكس كار ماست‏
او ببيند نور و در نارى رود
دل ببيند نار و در نورى شود

اين چنين لعب آمد از رب جليل
تا ببينى كيست از آل خليل
آتشى را شكل آبى داده‏اند

و اندر آتش چشمه‏اى بگشاده‏اند
ساحرى صحن برنجى را به فن
صحن پر كرمى كند در انجمن‏
خانه را او پر ز كژدمها نمود

از دم سحر و خود آن كژدم نبود
چون كه جادو مى‏نمايد صد چنين

چون بود دستان جادو آفرين‏
لاجرم از سحر يزدان قرن قرن
اندر افتادند چون زن زير پهن‏
ساحرانشان بنده بودند و غلام
اندر افتادند چون صعوه به دام‏

450
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Listen, read the Qur’an and behold lawful magic 
the overthrow of plots as the mountains.

هين بخوان قرآن ببين سحر حلال
سر نگونى مكرهاى كالجبال‏

“I am not Pharaoh that I should come to the Nile; 
I am going towards the fire, like Khalíl.

It is not fire; it is flowing water, 
the other, through cunning, is water whereof the nature is fire.

Excellently well said the complaisant Prophet, “A mote of intelligence 
is better for you than fasting and performing the ritual prayer,”

Because your intelligence is the substance, these two are accidents: 
these two are made obligatory in the full complement of it,

In order that the mirror may have lustre; 
for purity comes to the breast from piety.

But if the mirror is fundamentally depraved, 
after a long time does the polisher get it back;

While the fine mirror, which is a goodly planting-ground, 
a little polishing is enough for it.

The diversity of intelligences in their nature as originally created; 
opposed to the Mu‘tazilites, who assert that particular intelligences are originally equal, 

and that this superiority and diversity is the result of learning and training and experience.

Know well that intelligences differ thus in degree 
from the earth to the sky.

There is intelligence like the orb of the sun; 
there is an intelligence inferior to Venus and the meteor.

There is intelligence like a tipsy lamp; 
there is intelligence like a star of fire,

Because, when the cloud is removed from it, 
it produces intellects that behold the Light of God.

The particular intelligence has given the intelligence a bad name: 
worldly desire has deprived the man of his desire.

That, through being a prey, beheld the beauty of the Hunting, 
while this, through being a hunter , suffered the pain of being a prey.

The former, through service, gained the pride of lordship, 
while the latter, through lordship, turned from the path of glory.

من نى‏ام فرعون كايم سوى نيل
سوى آتش مى‏روم من چون خليل‏

نيست آتش هست آن ماء معين
و آن دگر از مكر آب آتشين‏

بس نكو گفت آن رسول خوش جواز
ذره‏اى عقلت به از صوم و نماز

ز انكه عقلت جوهر است اين دو عرض
اين دو در تكميل آن شد مفترض‏

تا جلا باشد مر آن آيينه را
كه صفا آيد ز طاعت سينه را
ليك گر آيينه از بن فاسد است

صيقل او را دير باز آرد به دست‏
و آن گزين آيينه كه خوش مغرس است

اندكى صيقل‏گرى آن را بس است‏

تفاوت عقول در اصل فطرت خلاف معتزله كه ايشان گويند در اصل عقول جزوى برابرند اين فزونى 
و تفاوت از تعلم است و رياضت و تجربه‏

اين تفاوت عقلها را نيك دان
در مراتب از زمين تا آسمان‏

هست عقلى همچو قرص آفتاب
هست عقلى كمتر از زهره و شهاب‏

هست عقلى چون چراغى سر خوشى
هست عقلى چون ستاره‏ى آتشى‏

ز انكه ابر از پيش آن چون وا جهد
نور يزدان بين خردها بر دهد

عقل جزوى عقل را بد نام كرد
كام دنيا مرد را بى‏كام كرد

آن ز صيدى حسن صيادى بديد
وين ز صيادى غم صيدى كشيد
آن ز خدمت ناز مخدومى بيافت

وين ز مخدومى ز راه عز بتافت‏
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The latter, through being a Pharaoh, was taken captive by the water, 
while the Israelites, through captivity, became a hundred Suhrabs.

آن ز فرعونى اسير آب شد
وز اسيرى سبط صد سهراب شد

It is a topsy-turvy game and a terrible quandary; 
do not try cunning: it is a matter of favour and fortune.

Do not weave plots in vain imagination and cunning; 
for the Self-sufficient One does not give way to the contriver.

Contrive, in the way of one who serves God well, 
that you may gain the position of a prophet in a religious community.

Contrive that you may be delivered from your own contrivance; 
contrive that you may become detached from the body.

Contrive that you may become the meanest slave: 
if you enter into meanness, you will become lordly.

Never, O old wolf, practise foxiness 
and perform service with the purpose of lordship;

But rush into the fire like a moth: 
do not hoard up that, play for love!

Renounce power and adopt piteous supplication: 
mercy comes towards piteous supplication, O dervish.

The piteous supplication of one sorely distressed and athirst is real; 
the piteous cold supplication of falsehood is proper to the miscreant.

The weeping of Joseph’s brethren is a trick, 
for their hearts are full of envy and infirmity.

Story of the Arab of the desert whose dog was dying of hunger, while his wallet was full of bread; 
he was lamenting over the dog and reciting poetry and sobbing and beating his head and face; 

and yet he grudged the dog a morsel from his wallet.

The dog was dying, and the Arab sobbing, 
shedding tears, and crying, “Oh, sorrow!”

A beggar passed by and asked, “What is this sobbing? 
For whom are you mourning and lamenting?”

He replied, “There was in my possession a dog of excellent disposition. 
Look, he is dying on the road.

He hunted for me by day and kept watch by night; 
keen-eyed and catching the prey and driving off thieves”

لعب معكوس است و فرزين بند سخت
حيله كم كن كار اقبال است و بخت‏

بر خيال و حيله كم تن تار را
كه غنى ره كم دهد مكار را
مكر كن در راه نيكو خدمتى

تا نبوت يابى اندر امتى‏
مكر كن تا وارهى از مكر خود
مكر كن تا فرد گردى از جسد
مكر كن تا كمترين بنده شوى
در كمى رفتى خداونده شوى‏

روبهى و خدمت اى گرگ كهن
هيچ بر قصد خداوندى مكن‏

ليك چون پروانه در آتش بتاز
كيسه‏اى ز آن بر مدوز و پاك باز
زور را بگذار و زارى را بگير

رحم سوى زارى آيد اى فقير
زارى مضطر تشنه معنوى است
زارى سرد دروغ آن غوى است‏
گريه‏ى اخوان يوسف حيلت است

كه درونشان پر ز رشك و علت است‏

حكايت آن اعرابى كه سگ او از گرسنگى مى‏مرد و انبان او پر نان بود و بر سگ نوحه مى‏كرد و 
شعر مى‏گفت و مى‏گريست و بر سر و رو مى‏زد و دريغش مى‏آمد لقمه اى از انبان به سگ دادن‏

آن سگى مى‏مرد و گريان آن عرب
اشك مى‏باريد و مى‏گفت اى كرب‏

سائلى بگذشت و گفت اين گريه چيست
نوحه و زارى تو از بهر كيست‏
گفت در ملكم سگى بد نيك خو

نك همى‏ميرد ميان راه او
روز صيادم بد و شب پاسبان

تيز چشم و صيد گير و دزدران‏
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He asked, “What ails him? Has he been wounded?” 
The Arab replied, “Ravenous hunger has made him lamentable.”

گفت رنجش چيست زخمى خورده است
گفت جوع الكلب زارش كرده است‏

“Show some patience,” said he, “in this pain and anguish: 
the grace of God bestows a recompense on those who are patient.”

Afterwards he said to him, “O noble chief, 
what is this full wallet in your hand?”

He replied, “My bread and provender and food left over from last night, 
I am taking along to nourish my body.”

“Why don’t you give bread and food to the dog?” he asked. 
He replied, “I have not love and liberality to this extent.

Bread cannot be obtained on the road without money, 
but water from the eyes costs nothing.”

He said, “Earth be on your head, O water-skin full of wind! 
For in your opinion a crust of bread is better than tears.”

Tears are blood and have been turned by grief into water: 
idle tears have not the value of earth.

He made the whole of himself despicable, like Iblís: 
a piece of this whole is naught but vile.

I am the slave of him who will not sell his existence 
save to that bounteous and munificent Sovereign,

When he weeps, heaven begins to weep, 
and when he moans, the celestial sphere begins to cry, “O Lord!”

I am the slave of that high-aspiring copper 
which humbles itself to naught but the Elixir.

Lift up in prayer a broken hand: 
the loving kindness of God flies towards the broken.

If you have need of deliverance from this narrow dungeon, O brother, 
go without delay on the fire.

Regard God’s contrivance and abandon your own contrivance: 
oh, by His contrivance the contrivance of contrivers is put to shame.

When your contrivance is negated in the contrivance of the Lord, 
you will open a most marvellous hiding-place,

Of which hiding-place the least is everlasting life 
in ascending and mounting higher.

گفت صبرى كن بر اين رنج و حرض
صابران را فضل حق بخشد عوض

بعد از آن گفتش كه اى سالار حر
چيست اندر دستت اين انبان پر

گفت نان و زاد و لوت دوش من
مى‏كشانم بهر تقويت بدن‏

گفت چون ندهى بدان سگ نان و زاد
گفت تا اين حد ندارم مهر و داد

دست نايد بى‏درم در راه نان
ليك هست آب دو ديده رايگان‏

گفت خاكت بر سر اى پر باد مشك
كه لب نان پيش تو بهتر ز اشك‏

اشك خون است و به غم آبى شده
مى‏نيرزد خاك خون بى‏هده‏

كل خود را خوار كرد او چون بليس
پاره‏ى اين كل نباشد جز خسيس‏

من غلام آن كه نفروشد وجود
جز بدان سلطان با افضال و جود

چون بگريد آسمان گريان شود
چون بنالد چرخ يا رب خوان شود

من غلام آن مس همت پرست
كاو به غير كيميا نارد شكست‏
دست اشكسته بر آور در دعا
سوى اشكسته پرد فضل خدا

گر رهايى بايدت زين چاه تنگ
اى برادر رو بر آذر بى‏درنگ‏

مكر حق را بين و مكر خود بهل
اى ز مكرش مكر مكاران خجل‏

چون كه مكرت شد فناى مكر رب
بر گشايى يك كمينى بو العجب‏

كه كمينه‏ى آن كمين باشد بقا
تا ابد اندر عروج و ارتقا
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در بيان آن كه هيچ چشم بدى آدمى را چنان مهلك نيست كه چشم پسند خويشتن مگر كه چشم او 
مبدل شده باشد به نور حق كه بى‏يسمع و بى‏يبصر و خويشتن او بى‏خويشتن شده‏

Explaining that no evil eye is so deadly to a man as the eye of self-approval, 
unless his eye shall have been transformed by the Light of God, so that 

“he hears through Me and sees through Me,” and his self shall have become selfless.

Do not regard your peacock-feathers but regard your feet, 
in order that the mischief of the eye may not waylay you;

For a mountain slips at the eye of the wicked: 
read and mark in the Qur’an they cause you to stumble

From looking, Ahmad, like a mountain, slipped in the middle of the road, 
without mud and without rain.

He remained in astonishment, saying, “Why this slipping? 
I do not think that this occurrence is empty,”

Until the Verse came and made him aware that this had happened to him 
in consequence of the evil eye and enmity.

“Had it been anyone except you, he would at once have been annihilated: 
he would have become the prey of the eye and in thrall to destruction;

But there came a protection, sweeping along, 
and your slipping was for a sign.”

Take a warning, look on that mountain, and do not expose your leaf, 
O you who are less than a straw.

Commentary on “And truly those who disbelieve nearly cause you to slip by their eyes.”

Mortally stricken by disease 
the camel that used to vie with a horse in speed;

“O Messenger of Allah, some persons in that assembly 
smites with their eye the vultures.

By their looks the head of the lion of the jungle is cloven asunder, 
so that the lion makes moan.

He casts on a camel an eye like death, 
and then sends a slave after it,

Saying, ‘Go, and buy some of the fat of this camel’: 
he sees the camel fallen dead on the road.

پر طاوست مبين و پاى بين
تا كه سوء العين نگشايد كمين‏
كه به لغزد كوه از چشم بدان

يزلقونك از نبى بر خوان بدان‏
احمد چون كوه لغزيد از نظر

در ميان راه بى‏گل بى‏مطر
در عجب درماند كاين لغزش ز چيست

من نپندارم كه اين حالت تهى است‏
تا بيامد آيت و آگاه كرد

كان ز چشم بد رسيدت وز نبرد
گر بدى غير تو در دم لا شدى
صيد چشم و سخره‏ى افنا شدى‏

ليك آمد عصمتى دامن كشان
وين كه لغزيدى بد از بهر نشان‏
عبرتى گير اندر آن كه كن نگاه

برگ خود عرضه مكن اى كم ز كاه‏

تفسير وَ إِنْ يَكادُ الَّذِينَ كَفَرُوا لَيُزْلِقُونَكَ بِأَبْصارِهِمْ

سر بريده از مرض آن اشترى
كاو بتك با اسب مى‏كردى مرى‏

يا رسول اللَّه در آن نادى كسان
مى‏زنند از چشم بد بر كركسان

از نظرشان كله‏ى شير عرين
واشكافد تا كند آن شير انين‏

بر شتر چشم افكند همچون حمام
و آنگهان بفرستد اندر پى غلام‏

كه برو از پيه اين اشتر بخر
بيند اشتر را سقط او راه بر
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For, without any doubt, from envy and the evil eye 
the celestial sphere would alter its course and revolution.”

كز حسد وز چشم بد بى‏هيچ شك
سير و گردش را بگرداند فلك‏

The water is hidden and the water-wheel is visible, 
yet as regards revolution the water is the source of action.

The remedy of the evil eye is the good eye: 
it makes the evil eye naught beneath its kick.

Mercy has the precedence: The good eye is from mercy, 
the evil eye is the product of wrath and a curse.

His mercy overcomes His vengeance: 
hence every prophet prevailed over his adversary;

For he is the result of mercy and is the opposite of him: 
that ill-favoured one was the result of wrath.

The greed of the duck is single, this is fiftyfold: 
the greed of lust is a snake, while this eminence is a dragon.

The duck’s greed arises from the appetite of the stomach and genitals; 
twenty times as much greed is included in ruling.

He in power pretends to Divinity: 
how should one ambitious of co-partnership be saved?

The sin of Adam arose from the belly and sexual intercourse, 
and that of Iblís from pride and power.

Consequently, he at once besought pardon, 
while the accursed disdained to repent.

The greed of the gullet and pudendum is in truth depravity; 
but it is not ambition: it is abasement.

If I should relate the root and branch of dominion, 
another Book would be needed.

The Arabs called a restive horse a “devil” (shaytán); 
not the beast of burden that stayed in the pasture.

“Devilry” (shaytanat) in lexicology is “rebelliousness”: 
this quality is deserving of a curse.

There is room for a hundred eaters round a table, 
there is not room in the world for two seekers of dominion.

The one is not willing that the other should be on the surface of the earth; 
so that a prince kills his father for partaking with him.

You have heard that kingship is childless: 
the seeker of sovereignty has cut relationship because of fear;

آب پنهان است و دولاب آشكار
ليك در گردش بود آب اصل كار

چشم نيكو شد دواى چشم بد
چشم بد را لا كند زير لگد

سبق رحمت راست و او از رحمت است
چشم بد محصول قهر و لعنت است‏

رحمتش بر نقمتش غالب شود
چيره زين شد هر نبى بر ضد خود
كاو نتيجه‏ى رحمت است و ضد او

از نتيجه‏ى قهر بود آن زشت رو
حرص بط يك تاست اين پنجاه تاست

حرص شهوت مار و منصب اژدهاست‏
حرص بط از شهوت حلق است و فرج

در رياست بيست چندان است درج‏
از الوهيت زند در جاه لاف

طامع شركت كجا باشد معاف‏
زلت آدم ز اشكم بود و باه

و آن ابليس از تكبر بود و جاه‏
لا جرم او زود استغفار كرد

و آن لعين از توبه استكبار كرد
حرص حلق و فرج هم خود بد رگى است

ليك منصب نيست آن اشكستگى است‏
بيخ و شاخ اين رياست را اگر

باز گويم دفترى بايد دگر
اسب سركش را عرب شيطانش خواند

نى ستورى را كه در مرعى بماند
شيطنت گردن كشى بد در لغت

مستحق لعنت آمد اين صفت‏
صد خورنده گنجد اندر گرد خوان

دو رياست جو نگنجد در جهان‏
آن نخواهد كاين بود بر پشت خاك

تا ملك بكشد پدر را ز اشتراك
آن شنيدستى كه الملك عقيم

قطع خويشى كرد ملكت جو ز بيم‏



36

530

535

540

For he is childless and has no son: 
like fire, he has no kinship with anyone.

كه عقيم است و و را فرزند نيست
همچو آتش با كسش پيوند نيست‏

Whatsoever he finds he destroys and tears to pieces: 
when he finds nothing, he devours himself.

Become naught, escape from his teeth: 
do not seek mercy from his anvil like heart.

After you have become naught, do not fear the anvil: 
take lessons every morning from absolute poverty.

Divinity is the mantle of the Lord of glory: 
it becomes a plague to anyone who puts it on.

His is the crown, ours the belt: 
woe to him that passes beyond his proper bound!

Your peacock-feathers are a temptation to you, 
for you must needs have co-partnership and All-holiness.

Story of the Sage who saw a peacock tearing out his handsome feathers with his beak 
and dropping them and making himself bald and ugly.  In astonishment he asked, 

“Have you no feeling of regret?” “I have,” said the peacock, 
“but life is dearer to me than feathers, and these are the enemy of my life.”

A peacock was tearing out his feathers in the open country, 
where a sage had gone for a walk.

He said, “O peacock, how are you tearing out such fine feathers 
remorselessly from the root?

How indeed is your heart consenting that you should tear off 
these gorgeous robes and let them fall in the mud?

Those who commit the Qur’an to memory place every feather of yours, 
on account of its being prized and acceptable, within the folding of the Book.

For the sake of stirring the healthful air 
your feathers are used as fans.

What ingratitude and what recklessness is this! 
Don’t you know who the decorator is?

Or do you know and are you showing disdain 
and purposely tearing out broidery?

هر چه يابد او بسوزد بر درد
چون نيابد هيچ خود را مى‏خورد

هيچ شو واره تو از دندان او
رحم كم جو از دل سندان او

چون كه گشتى هيچ از سندان مترس
هر صباح از فقر مطلق گير درس‏

هست الوهيت رداى ذو الجلال
هر كه در پوشد بر او گردد وبال‏

اج از آن اوست آن ما كمر
واى او كز حد خود دارد گذر
فتنه‏ى تست اين پر طاوسيت
كه اشتراكت بايد و قدوسيت‏

قصه‏ى آن حكيم كه ديد طاوسى را كه پر زيباى خود را مى‏كند به منقار و مى‏انداخت و تن خود را كل 
و زشت مى‏كرد از تعجب پرسيد كه دريغت نمى‏آيد گفت مى‏آيد اما پيش من جان از پر عزيزتر است و 

اين عدوى جان من است‏

پر خود مى‏كند طاوسى به دشت
يك حكيمى رفته بود آن جا به گشت‏

گفت طاوسا چنين پر سنى
بى‏دريغ از بيخ چون بر مى‏كنى‏

خود دلت چون مى‏دهد تا اين حلل
بر كنى اندازى‏اش اندر وحل‏

هر پرت را از عزيزى و پسند
حافظان در طى مصحف مى‏نهند

بهر تحريك هواى سودمند
از پر تو باد بيزن مى‏كنند

اين چه ناشكرى و چه بى‏باكى است
تو نمى‏دانى كه نقاشش كى است‏

يا همى‏دانى و نازى مى‏كنى
قاصدا قلع طرازى مى‏كنى‏
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Oh, there is many a disdain that becomes a sin 
and causes the servant to fall from favour with the King.

اى بسا نازا كه گردد آن گناه
افكند مر بنده را از چشم شاه‏

To show disdain is sweeter than sugar; 
but chew it not, for it has a hundred perils.

The place of safety is the way of want: 
abandon disdain and make up with that way.

Oh, many a disdainfulness flapped its wings and plumes, 
in the end it became a bane to that person.

If the sweetness of disdain exalts you for a moment, 
its latent fear and dread consumes you;

This want, though it make lean, 
will make your breast like the brilliant full-moon.

Since He draws forth the living from the dead, 
he that has become dead keeps the right course;

Since He brings forth the dead from the living, 
the living soul moves towards a state of death.

Become dead, that the Lord who brings forth the living 
may bring forth a living one from this dead one.

You become December, you will experience the bringing forth of Spring; 
you become night, you will experience the advent of day.

Do not tear out your feathers, for it is irreparable: 
do not cut your face in grief, O beauteous one.

Such a face that resembles the morning sun—
it is sinful to tear a countenance like that.

It is infidelity scratches upon a countenance 
such that the moon’s countenance wept at parting from it.

Or do not you see your face? 
Abandon that rebellious disposition.”

ناز كردن خوشتر آيد از شكر
ليك كم خايش كه دارد صد خطر

ايمن آباد است آن راه نياز
ترك نازش گير و با آن ره بساز

اى بسا ناز آورى زد پر و بال
آخر الامر آن بر آن كس شد وبال‏

خوشى ناز ار دمى بفرازدت
بيم و ترس مضمرش بگدازدت‏
وين نياز ار چه كه لاغر مى‏كند
صدر را چون بدر انور مى‏كند

چون ز مرده زنده بيرون مى‏كشد
هر كه مرده گشت او دارد رشد

چون ز زنده مرده بيرون مى‏كند
نفس زنده سوى مرگى مى‏تند

مرده شو تا مخرج الحى الصمد
زنده‏اى زين مرده بيرون آورد
دى شوى بينى تو اخراج بهار

ليل گردى بينى ايلاج نهار
بر مكن آن پر كه نپذيرد رفو

روى مخراش از عزا اى خوب رو
آن چنان رويى كه چون شمس ضحاست

آن چنان رخ را خراشيدن خطاست‏
زخم ناخن بر چنان رخ كافرى است

كه رخ مه در فراق او گريست‏
يا نمى‏بينى تو روى خويش را
ترك كن خوى لجاج انديش را
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در بيان آن كه صفا و سادگى نفس مطمئنه از فكرت‏ها مشوش شود چنان كه بر روى آينه چيزى 
نويسى يا نقش كنى اگر چه پاك كنى داغى بماند و نقصانى‏

Explaining that the purity and simplicity of the tranquil soul are disturbed by thoughts, 
just as you write or depict anything on the surface of a mirror, though you may obliterate it entirely, 

a mark and blemish will remain.

The face of the tranquil soul in the body 
suffers wounds inflicted by the nails of thought.

Know that evil thought is a poisonous nail: 
in deep reflection it rends the face of the soul.

In order that he may untie the knot of a difficulty, 
he has put a golden spade into ordure.

Suppose the knot is loosed, O adept: 
it is a tight knot on an empty purse.

You have grown old in loosing knots: 
suppose a few more knots are loosed.

The knot that is tight on our throat 
is that you should know whether you are vile or fortunate.

Solve this problem, if you are a man: 
spend your breath on this, if you have the breath of Adam.

Suppose you know the definitions of substances and accidents, 
know the definition of yourself, for this is indispensable.

When you know the definition of yourself, flee from this definition 
that you may attain to Him who has no definition O sifter of dust.

Life has gone in predicate and subject: 
life, devoid of insight, has gone in what has been received by hearsay.

Every proof without result and effect is vain: 
consider the result of yourself !

You have never perceived a Maker except by means of a thing made: 
you are content with a syllogism.

The philosopher multiplies links of proofs; 
on the other hand, the elect is contrary to him.

The latter flees from the proof and from the veil: 
he has sunk his head in his bosom for the sake of the Object of the proof.

If to him the smoke is a proof of the fire, 
to us it is sweet in the fire without the smoke,

روى نفس مطمئنه در جسد
زخم ناخنهاى فكرت مى‏كشد
فكرت بد ناخن پر زهر دان

مى‏خراشد در تعمق روى جان‏
تا گشايد عقده‏ى اشكال را

در حدث كردست زرين بيل را
عقده را بگشاده گير اى منتهى

عقده‏ى سخت است بر كيسه‏ى تهى‏
در گشاد عقده‏ها گشتى تو پير
عقده‏ى چندى دگر بگشاده گير

عقده‏اى كان بر گلوى ماست سخت
كه بدانى كه خسى يا نيك بخت‏

حل اين اشكال كن گر آدمى
خرج اين كن دم اگر آدم دمى‏

حد اعيان و عرض دانسته گير
حد خود را دان كه نبود زين گزير
چون بدانى حد خود زين حد گريز
تا به بى‏حد در رسى اى خاك بيز

عمر در محمول و در موضوع رفت
بى‏بصيرت عمر در مسموع رفت‏

هر دليلى بى‏نتيجه و بى‏اثر
باطل آمد در نتيجه‏ى خود نگر

جز به مصنوعى نديدى صانعى
بر قياس اقترانى قانعى‏

مى‏فزايد در وسايط فلسفى
از دلايل باز بر عكسش صفى‏

اين گريزد از دليل و از حجاب
از پى مدلول سر برده به جيب‏
گر دخان او را دليل آتش است

بى‏دخان ما را در آن آتش خوش است‏
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Especially this Fire which, through nearness and fealty, 
is nearer to us than the smoke.

خاصه اين آتش كه از قرب و ولا
از دخان نزديك‏تر آمد بما

Therefore it is black villainy to go from the Soul towards the smoke 
for the sake of the phantasies of the soul.

In explanation of the saying of the Prophet, on whom be peace, “There is no monkery in Islam.”

“Do not tear out your feathers, but detach your heart from them, 
because the enemy is the necessary condition for this Holy War.

When there is no enemy, the Holy War is inconceivable; 
you have no lust, there can be no obedience.

There can be no self-restraint when you have no desire; 
when there is no adversary, what need for your strength?

Listen, do not castrate yourself, do not become a monk; 
for chastity is in pawn to lust.

Without sensuality it is impossible to forbid sensuality: 
heroism cannot be displayed against the dead.

He has said ‘Spend’: therefore earn something, 
since there can be no expenditure without an old income.

Although He used Spend absolutely, 
read ‘Earn, then spend.’

Similarly, since the King has given the command ‘Refrain yourselves,’ 
there must be some desire from which you should avert your face.

Hence ‘Eat’ is for the sake of the snare of appetite; 
after that ‘Do not exceed’: that is temperance.

When there is no ‘predicate’ in him, 
the existence of the ‘subject’ is impossible.

When you have not the pain of self-restraint, there is no opening clause: 
therefore the secondary clause does not follow.

How admirable is that opening clause and how joyful is that secondary clause, 
a recompense that charms the heart and increases the life of the spirit!

پس سيه كارى بود رفتن ز جان
بهر تخييلات جان سوى دخان‏

در بيان قول رسول عليه السلام لا رهبانيه فى الاسلام‏

بر مكن پر را و دل بر كن از او
ز انكه شرط اين جهاد آمد عدو
چون عدو نبود جهاد آمد محال

شهوتت نبود نباشد امتثال‏
صبر نبود چون نباشد ميل تو

خصم چون نبود چه حاجت حيل تو
هين مكن خود را خصى رهبان مشو

ز انكه عفت هست شهوت را گرو
بى‏هوا نهى از هوا ممكن نبود
غازيى بر مردگان نتوان نمود

أَنْفِقُوا گفته است پس كسبى بكن
ز انكه نبود خرج بى‏دخل كهن‏
گر چه آورد أَنْفِقُوا را مطلق او

تو بخوان كه اكسبوا ثم انفقوا
همچنان چون شاه فرمود اصبروا

رغبتى بايد كز آن تابى تو رو
پس كُلُوا از بهر دام شهوت است

بعد از آن لا تُسْرِفُوا آن عفت است‏
چون كه محمول به نبود لديه

نيست ممكن بود محمول عليه‏
چون كه رنج صبر نبود مر ترا

شرط نبود پس فرو نايد جزا
حبذا آن شرط و شادا آن جزا

آن جزاى دل نواز جان فزا
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در بيان آن كه ثواب عمل عاشق از حق هم حق است‏

Explaining that God is the reward bestowed by Him for the work of the lover.

For lovers He is joy and sorrow; 
He is their wages and hire for service.

If there be any spectacle except the Beloved, 
it is not love: it is an idle passion.

Love is that flame which, when it blazes up, 
consumes everything else but the Beloved.

He drives home the sword of Not in order to kill all other than God: 
thereupon consider what remains after Not.

There remains except God: all the rest is gone. 
Hail, O mighty Love, destroyer of polytheism!

Truly, He is the First and the Last: do not regard polytheism 
as arising from aught except the eye that sees double.

Oh, wonderful! Is there any beauty but from the reflection of Him? 
The body has no movement but from the spirit.

The body that has defect in its spirit 
will never become sweet, if you smear it with honey.

This he knows who one day was alive 
and received a cup from this Soul of the soul;

While to him whose eye has not beheld those cheeks 
this smoky heat is the spirit.

Inasmuch as he never saw ‘Umar Abdu ’l-Aziz, 
to him even Hajjáj seems just.

Inasmuch as he never saw the firmness of the dragon of Moses, 
he fancies life in the magic cords.

The bird that has never drunk the limpid water 
keeps its wings and feathers in the briny water.

No opposite can be known except through its opposite: 
when he suffers blows will he know kindness.

Consequently the present life has come in front, 
in order that you may appreciate the realm of Alast.

When you are delivered from this place and go to that place, 
you will give thanks in the sugar-shop of everlastingness.

عاشقان را شادمانى و غم اوست
دست مزد و اجرت خدمت هم اوست

غير معشوق ار تماشايى بود
عشق نبود هرزه سودايى بود

عشق آن شعله‏ست كاو چون بر فروخت
هر چه جز معشوق باقى جمله سوخت‏

تيغ لا در قتل غير حق براند
در نگر ز آن پس كه بعد لا چه ماند

ماند إَِّال اللَّهُ باقى جمله رفت
شاد باش اى عشق شركت سوز زفت‏

خود همو بود آخرين و اولين
شرك جز از ديده‏ى احول مبين‏

اى عجب حسنى بود جز عكس آن
نيست تن را جنبشى از غير جان‏

آن تنى را كه بود در جان خلل
خوش نگردد گر بگيرى در عسل‏
اين كسى داند كه روزى زنده بود
از كف اين جان جان جامى ربود

وان كه چشم او نديده‏ست آن رخان
پيش او جان است اين تف دخان‏

چون نديد او عمر عبد العزيز
پيش او عادل بود حجاج نيز

چون نديد او مار موسى را ثبات
در حبال سحر پندارد حيات‏

مرغ كاو ناخورده است آب زلال
اندر آب شور دارد پر و بال‏

جز به ضد ضد را همى نتوان شناخت
چون ببيند زخم بشناسد نواخت‏

لاجرم دنيا مقدم آمده‏ست
تا بدانى قدر اقليم أَ لَسْتُ‏

چون از اينجا وارهى آن جا روى
در شكر خانه‏ى ابد شاكر شوى‏
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You will say, ‘There I was sifting dust, 
I was fleeing from this pure world.

گويى آن جا خاك را مى‏بيختم
زين جهان پاك مى‏بگريختم‏

Alas, would that I had died before now, 
so that my being tormented in the mud might have been less!’

Commentary on the saying of the Prophet, on whom be peace, “None ever died without wishing, 
if he was a righteous man that he had died before he died, in order that he might sooner attain 

unto felicity; and if he was a wicked man, in order that his wickedness might be less.”

Hence the wise Prophet has said 
that no one who dies and dismounts from the body

Feels grief on account of departure and death, 
but grieves because of having failed and missed his opportunities.

In sooth every one that dies 
wishes that the departure to his destination had been earlier:

If he be wicked, in order that his wickedness might have been less; 
and if devout, in order that he might have come home sooner.

The wicked man says, ‘I have been heedless, 
moment by moment I have been adding to the veil.

If my passing had taken place sooner, 
this screen and veil of mine would have been less.’

Do not in covetousness rend the face of contentment, 
and do not in pride rend the visage of humility.

Likewise do not in avarice rend the face of munificence, 
and in devilishness the beauteous countenance of worship.

Do not tear out those feathers which are an ornament to Paradise: 
do not tear out those feathers which traverse the Way.”

When he heard this counsel, he looked at him and, after that, 
began to lament and weep.

The long lamentation and weeping of the sorrowful peacock 
caused everyone who was there to fall a-weeping;

And he who was asking the reason of the peacock’s tearing out his feathers, 
without an answer repented and wept,

اى دريغا پيش از اين بوديم اجل
تا عذابم كم بدى اندر وحل‏

در تفسير قول رسول صلى اللَّه عليه و آله ما مات من مات الا و تمنى ان يموت قبل ما مات ان كان 
برا ليكون الى وصول البر اعجل و ان كان فاجرا ليقل فجوره‏

زين بفرموده‏ست آن آگه رسول
كه هر آن كه مرد و كرد از تن نزول‏

نبود او را حسرت نقلان و موت
ليك باشد حسرت تقصير و فوت‏
هر كه ميرد خود تمنى باشدش
كه بدى زين پيش نقل مقصدش‏

گر بود بد تا بدى كمتر بدى
ور تقى تا خانه زودتر آمدى‏
گويد آن بد بى‏خبر مى‏بوده‏ام

دم به دم من پرده مى‏افزوده‏ام‏
گر از اين زودتر مرا معبر بدى

اين حجاب و پرده‏ام كمتر بدى‏
از حريصى كم دران روى قنوع
وز تكبر كم دران چهره‏ى خشوع‏
همچنين از بخل كم در روى جود

وز بليسى چهره‏ى خوب سجود
بر مكن آن پر خلد آراى را
بر مكن آن پر ره پيماى ر

چون شنيد اين پند در وى بنگريست
بعد از آن در نوحه آمد مى‏گريست‏

نوحه و گريه‏ى دراز دردمند
هر كه آن جا بود بر گريه‏اش فگند
و انكه مى‏پرسيد پر كندن ز چيست

بى‏جوابى شد پشيمان مى‏گريست‏
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Saying, “Why did I impertinently ask him? 
He was full of grief: I made him distraught.”

كز فضولى من چرا پرسيدمش
او ز غم پر بود شورانيدمش‏

From his moist eyes the water was trickling to the earth: 
in every drop were contained a hundred answers.

Sincere weeping touches the souls, 
so that it makes the sky and heaven to weep.

Without any doubt, intellects and hearts are celestial, 
they live debarred from the celestial light.

Explaining that the intellect and spirit are imprisoned in clay, 
like Harut and Marut in the pit of Babylon.

Like Harut and Marut, those two pure ones 
have been confined here in a horrible pit.

They are in the low and sensual world: 
they have been confined in this pit on account of sin.

The good and the evil learn magic 
and the opposite of magic from these two involuntarily;

But first they admonish him, saying, 
“Beware, do not learn and pick up magic from us:

We teach this magic, O such and such, 
for the purpose of trial and probation;

For probation necessarily involves free-will, 
and you cannot have any free-will without the power.”

Desires are like sleeping dogs: 
good and evil are hidden in them.

When there is no power, 
this troop is asleep and silent like faggots,

Until a carcass comes into view, 
the blast of the trumpet of greed strikes on the dogs.

When the carcass of a donkey appears in the parish, 
a hundred sleeping dogs are awakened by it.

The greedy desires that had gone into the concealment of the Unseen 
rush out and display themselves.

مى‏چكيد از چشم تر بر خاك آب
اندر آن هر قطره مدرج صد جواب‏

گريه‏ى با صدق بر جانها زند
تا كه چرخ و عرش را گريان كند

عقل و دلها بى‏گمانى عرشى‏اند
در حجاب از نور عرشى مى‏زيند

در بيان آن كه عقل و روح در آب و گل محبوس‏اند همچو هاروت و ماروت در چاه بابل‏

همچو هاروت و چو ماروت آن دو پاك
بسته‏اند اينجا به چاه سهمناك‏

عالم سفلى و شهوانى درند
اندر اين چه گشته‏اند از جرم بند
سحر و ضد سحر را بى‏اختيار
زين دو آموزند نيكان و شرار
ليك اول پند بدهندش كه هين

سحر را از ما مياموز و مچين‏
ما بياموزيم اين سحر اى فلان

از براى ابتلا و امتحان‏
كامتحان را شرط باشد اختيار

اختيارى نبودت بى‏اقتدار
ميلها همچون سگان خفته‏اند

اندر ايشان خير و شر بنهفته‏اند
چون كه قدرت نيست خفتند اين رده

همچو هيزم پاره‏ها و تن زده‏
تا كه مردارى در آيد در ميان

نفخ صور حرص كوبد بر سگان‏
چون در آن كوچه خرى مردار شد

صد سگ خفته بدان بيدار شد
حرصهاى رفته اندر كتم غيب
تاختن آورد سر بر زد ز جيب‏
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Every hair on every dog becomes a truth, 
though they wag their tails for the sake of gaining their object.

مو به موى هر سگى دندان شده
وز براى حيله دم جنبان شده‏

His under-half is cunning; the upper is anger, 
like a poor fire that gets faggots;

Flame on flame reaches from non-spatiality: 
the smoke of its blaze goes up to the sky.

In this body a hundred such dogs are sleeping: 
when they have no prey, they are hidden.

Or they resemble falcons with eyes sealed; 
in the veil consumed with passion for a prey,

Till he lifts the hood and it sees the prey: 
then it circles the mountains.

The appetite of the sick man is quiescent: 
his thoughts are going towards health.

When he sees bread and apples and water-melons, 
his relish and his fear of injury come into conflict.

If he be very self-restrained, the sight is a benefit to him: 
that stimulation is good for his enfeebled constitution;

But if he have not self-restraint, then it was better he had not seen: 
it is better the arrow should be far from the man who is without a coat of mail.

The answer of the peacock to his interrogator.

When he had finished weeping, he said, 
“Begone, for you art in pawn to colour and perfume.

Do not you perceive that on account of these feathers 
a hundred afflictions approach me on every side?

Oh, many a pitiless fowler always lays a trap for me everywhere 
for the sake of these feathers.

How many an archer, for the sake of my plumage, 
shoots arrows at me in the air!

Since I have not strength and self-control from this destiny 
and this affliction and these tribulations,

It is better I should be ugly and hideous, 
that I may be safe amidst these mountains and deserts.

نيم زيرش حيله بالا آن غضب
چون ضعيف آتش كه يابد او حطب‏

شعله شعله مى‏رسد از لامكان
مى‏رود دود لهب تا آسمان‏

صد چنين سگ اندر اين تن خفته‏اند
چون شكارى نيست شان بنهفته‏اند

يا چو بازان‏اند ديده دوخته
در حجاب از عشق صيدى سوخته‏

تا كله بر دارد و بيند شكار
آن گهان سازد طواف كوهسار

شهوت رنجور ساكن مى‏بود
خاطر او سوى صحت مى‏رود

چون نبيند نان و سيب و خربزه
در مصاف آيد مزه و خوف بزه‏
گر بود صبار ديدن سود اوست
آن تهيج طبع سستش را نكوست‏

ور نباشد صبر پس ناديده به
تير دور اولى ز مرد بى‏زره‏

جواب گفتن طاوس آن سائل را

چون ز گريه فارغ آمد گفت رو
كه تو رنگ و بوى را هستى گرو

آن نمى‏بينى كه هر سو صد بلا
سوى من آيد پى اين بالها

اى بسا صياد بى‏رحمت مدام
بهر اين پرها نهد هر سوم دام‏

چند تير انداز بهر بالها
تير سوى من كشد اندر هوا

چون ندارم زور و ضبط خويشتن
زين قضا و زين بلا و زين فتن
آن به آيد كه شوم زشت و كريه
تا بوم ايمن در اين كهسار و تيه‏
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These are the weapons of my pride, O noble sir: 
pride brings a hundred afflictions on the proud.

اين سلاح عجب من شد اى فتى
عجب آرد معجبان را صد بلا

Explaining that accomplishments and intellectual abilities and worldly wealth 
are enemies to life, like the peacock’s feathers.

Accomplishments, then, destroy the ignorant man, 
for in his pursuit of the bait he does not see the trap.

Free-will is good for him 
who is master of himself in ‘Fear God.’

When there is no safeguarding and piety, beware, 
put far the instrument: drop free-will.

Those feathers are the object of my display and freewill: 
I will tear out the feathers, for they are in quest of my head.

The self-restrained man deems his feathers to be naught, 
in order that his feathers may not cast him into calamity and bale.

Therefore his feathers are no harm to him: let him not tear them out, 
if an arrow come he will present the shield.

But to me my beauteous feathers are an enemy, 
since I cannot restrain myself from making a display.

If self-restraint and safeguarding had been my guide, 
my conquest would have been increased by free-will;

In the case of temptations I am like a child or a drunk man: 
the sword is unsuitable in my hand.

Had I possessed an intellect and conscience, 
the sword in my hand would have been victory.

An intellect giving light like the sun is needed to wield the sword 
that never misses the right direction.

Since I do not possess a resplendent intellect and righteousness, 
why, then, should not I throw my weapons into the well?

I now throw my sword and shield into the well; 
for they will become the weapons of my adversary.

Since I do not possess strength and aid and support, 
he will seize my sword and smite me with it.

In despite of this fleshly soul and evil-natured one 
who does not veil her face, I will rend my face,

بيان آن كه هنرها و زيركيها و مال دنيا همچون پرهاى طاوس عدوى جان است‏

پس هنر آمد هلاكت خام را
كز پى دانه نبيند دام را

اختيار آن را نكو باشد كه او
مالك خود باشد اندر اتقوا

چون نباشد حفظ و تقوى زينهار
دور كن آلت بينداز اختيار

جلوه گاه و اختيارم آن پر است
بر كنم پر را كه در قصد سر است‏

نيست انگارد پر خود را صبور
تا پرش در نفگند در شر و شور
پس زيانش نيست پر گو بر مكن
گر رسد تيرى به پيش آرد مجن‏
ليك بر من پر زيبا دشمنى است

چون كه از جلوه‏گرى صبريم نيست‏
گر بدى صبر و حفاظم راهبر
بر فزودى ز اختيارم كر و فر

همچو طفلم يا چو مست اندر فتن
نيست لايق تيغ اندر دست من‏
گر مرا عقلى بدى و منزجر

تيغ اندر دست من بودى ظفر
عقل بايد نور ده چون آفتاب

تا زند تيغى كه نبود جز صواب‏
چون ندارم عقل تابان و صلاح

پس چرا در چاه نندازم سلاح‏
در چه اندازم كنون تيغ و مجن

كاين سلاح خصم من خواهد شدن‏
چون ندارم زور و يارى و سند

تيغم او بستاند و بر من زند
رغم اين نفس و قبيحه خوى را
كه نپوشد رو خراشم روى را
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That this beauty and perfection may be impaired. 
When my face remains no more, I shall not fall into woe.

شود كم اين جمال و اين كمال
چون نماند رو كم افتم در وبال‏

When I shatter this intention, it is no sin, 
for this face ought to be covered with wounds.

If my heart had a modest disposition, 
my handsome face would produce naught but purity.

Since I did not see strength and wisdom and righteousness, 
I saw the adversary and at once broke my weapons,

Lest my sword should become useful to him; 
lest my dagger should become hurtful to me

I will continue to flee as long as my veins are running, 
how should it be easy to escape from one’s self ?

He who is in flight from another 
obtains rest when he has been separated from him.

I, who am the adversary, it is I that am in flight: 
rising and departing is my occupation forever.

He whose adversary is his own shadow 
is not safe either in India or Khutan.

Description of the selfless ones who have become safe from their own vices and virtues; 
for they are negated in the everlastingness of God, like stars which are negated in the Sun 

during the daytime; and he who is negated has no fear of ruin and danger.

When, through poverty, fana graces him, 
he becomes without shadow like Mohammed.

Fana graced, ‘Poverty is my pride’: 
he became without shadow like the flame of a candle.

The candle has become entirely flame from head to foot; 
the shadow has no passage around it.

The wax (candle) fled from itself and from the shadow 
into the radiance for the sake of Him who moulded the candle.

He said, ‘I moulded you for the sake of fana.’ 
It replied, ‘I accordingly took refuge in fana.’

This is the necessary everlasting radiance, 
not the radiance of the perishable accidental candle.

چون بدين نيت خراشم بزه نيست
كه به زخم اين روى را پوشيدنى است‏

گر دلم خوى ستيرى داشتى
روى خوبم جز صفا نفراشتى‏

چون نديدم زور و فرهنگ و صلاح
خصم ديدم زود بشكستم سلاح‏

تا نگردد تيغ من او را كمال
تا نگردد خنجرم بر من وبال‏
مى‏گريزم تا رگم جنبان بود

كى فرار از خويشتن آسان بود
آن كه از غيرى بود او را فرار
چون از او ببريد گيرد او قرار

من كه خصمم هم منم اندر گريز
تا ابد كار من آمد خيز خيز

نه به هند است ايمن و نه در ختن
آن كه خصم اوست سايه‏ى خويشتن‏

در صفت آن بى‏خودان كه از شر خود و هنر خود ايمن شده‏اند كه فانى‏اند در بقاى حق همچون 
ستارگان كه فانى‏اند روز در آفتاب و فانى را خوف آفت و خطر نباشد

چون فناش از فقر پيرايه شود
او محمد وار بى‏سايه شود

فقر فخرى را فنا پيرايه شد
چون زبانه‏ى شمع او بى‏سايه شد

شمع جمله شد زبانه پا و سر
سايه را نبود به گرد او گذر

موم از خويش و ز سايه در گريخت
در شعاع از بهر او كه شمع ريخت‏

گفت او بهر فنايت ريختم
گفت من هم در فنا بگريختم‏
اين شعاع باقى آمد مفترض
نه شعاع شمع فانى عرض‏
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When the candle is wholly negated in the fire, 
you will not see any trace of the candle or rays.

شمع چون در نار شد كلى فنا
نه اثر بينى ز شمع و نه ضيا

Manifestly, in dispelling the darkness, 
the external flame is maintained by a wax candle;

The candle the body is contrary to the wax candle, 
since in proportion as that dwindles, the light of the spirit is increased.

This is the everlasting radiance, and that is perishable: 
the candle of the spirit has a Divine flame.

Since this tongue of fire was light, 
it was far from it to become a perishable shadow.

The cloud’s shadow falls on the earth: 
the shadow never consorts with the moon.

Selflessness is cloudlessness, O well-disposed one: 
in selflessness you will be like the orb of the moon.

Again, when a cloud comes, driven along, the light goes: 
of the moon there remains a phantom.

Its light is made feeble by the cloud-veil: 
that noble full-moon becomes less than the new moon.

The moon is made to appear a phantom by clouds and dust: 
the cloud, the body, has caused us to conceive phantasies.

Behold the kindness of the Moon; for this too is His kindness, 
that He has said, ‘The clouds are enemies to Us.’

The Moon is independent of clouds and dust: 
the Moon has His orbit aloft in the sky.

The cloud is our mortal enemy and adversary 
because it hides the Moon from our eyes.

This veil makes the houri a hag: 
it makes the full-moon less than a new moon.

The Moon has seated us in the lap of glory: 
He has called our foe His enemy.

The splendour and beauty of the cloud is from the Moon, 
whoever calls the cloud the Moon is much astray.

Since the light of the Moon has been poured down upon the cloud, 
its dark face has been transfigured by the Moon.

Although it is of the same colour as the Moon and is associated with empire, 
in the cloud the light of the Moon is borrowed.

هست اندر دفع ظلمت آشكار
آتش صورت به مومى پايدار
بر خلاف موم شمع جسم كان

تا شود كم گردد افزون نور جان‏
اين شعاع باقى و آن فانى است

شمع جان را شعله‏ى ربانى است‏
اين زبانه‏ى آتشى چون نور بود
سايه‏ى فانى شدن زو دور بود

ابر را سايه بيفتد بر زمين
ماه را سايه نباشد همنشين‏

بى‏خودى بى‏ابرى است اى نيك خواه
باشى اندر بى‏خودى چون قرص ماه‏

باز چون ابرى بيايد رانده
رفت نور از مه خيالى مانده‏

از حجاب ابر نورش شد ضعيف
كم ز ماه نو شد آن بدر شريف‏

مه خيالى مى‏نمايد ز ابر و گرد
ابر تن ما را خيال انديش كرد

لطف مه بنگر كه اين هم لطف اوست
كه بگفت او ابرها ما را عدوست‏

مه فراغت دارد از ابر و غبار
بر فراز چرخ دارد مه مدار

ابر ما را شد عدو و خصم جان
كه كند مه را ز چشم ما نهان‏

حور را اين پرده زالى مى‏كند
بدر را كم از هلالى مى‏كند

ماه ما را در كنار عز نشاند
دشمن ما را عدوى خويش خواند

تاب ابرو آب او خود زين مه است
هر كه مه خواند ابر را بس گمره است‏

نور مه برابر چون منزل شده‏ست
روى تاريكش ز مه مبدل شده‏ست‏

گر چه هم رنگ مه است و دولتى است
اندر ابر آن نور مه عاريتى است‏
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At the Resurrection the sun and moon are discharged: 
the eye is occupied in the Source of radiance,

در قيامت شمس و مه معزول شد
چشم در اصل ضيا مشغول شد

In order that it may know the possession from the loan, 
and this perishable caravanseray from the everlasting abode.

The nurse is borrowed for three or four days: 
do you, O Mother, take us into your bosom!

My feathers are the cloud and are a veil and gross: 
by the reflection of God’s loveliness are they made lovely.

I will pluck my feathers and their beauty from the Way 
that I may behold the Moon’s beauty from the Moon.

I do not want the nurse; Mother is fairer. 
I am like Moses: Mother is my nurse.

I do not want the loveliness of the Moon through an intermediary, 
for this link is perdition to the people;

Unless a cloud becomes negated in the Way 
in order that it may not be a veil to the face of the Moon.

In the aspect of la it displays the Moon’s form, 
like the bodies of the prophets and saints.

Such a cloud is not veil-tying; 
it is in reality veil-tearing salutary.

It is as when, on a bright morning, 
drops of rain were falling though there was no cloud above.

That water-skin was a miracle of the Prophet: from self-effacement 
the cloud had become of the same colour as the sky.

The cloud was, but the cloud-nature had gone from it: 
the body of the lover becomes like this by means of renunciation.

It is body, but materiality has vanished from it: 
it has been transfigured; colour and perfume have gone from it.

Feathers are for the sake of others, while head is for my own sake: 
the abode of hearing and sight is the pillar of the body.

Know that to sacrifice the spirit for the sake of catching others 
is absolute infidelity and despair of good.

Beware! Do not be like sugar before parrots; 
nay, be a poison, be secure from loss;

Or, for the sake of having a ‘Bravo’ addressed to you, 
make yourself a carcass in the presence of dogs!

تا بداند ملك را از مستعار
وين رباط فانى از دار القرار

دايه عاريه بود روزى سه چار
مادرا ما را تو گير اندر كنار

پر من ابر است و پرده‏ست و كثيف
ز انعكاس لطف حق شد او لطيف
بر كنم پر را و حسنش را ز راه

تا ببينم حسن مه را هم ز ماه‏
من نخواهم دايه مادر خوشتر است
موسى‏ام من دايه‏ى من مادر است‏

من نخواهم لطف مه از واسطه
كه هلاك قوم شد اين رابطه‏

با مگر ابرى بگيرد خوى ماه
تا نگردد او حجاب روى ماه‏

صورتش بنمايد او در وصف لا
همچو جسم انبيا و اوليا

آن چنان ابرى نباشد پرده بند
پرده در باشد به معنى سودمند
آن چنانك اندر صباح روشنى
قطره مى‏باريد و بالا ابر نى‏

معجزه‏ى پيغمبرى بود آن سقا
گشته ابر از محو هم رنگ سما
بود ابر و رفته از وى خوى ابر

اين چنين گردد تن عاشق به صبر
تن بود اما تنى گم گشته زو

گشته مبدل رفته از وى رنگ و بو
پر پى غير است و سر از بهر من

خانه‏ى سمع و بصر استون تن‏
جان فدا كردن براى صيد غير

كفر مطلق دان و نوميدى ز خير
هين مشو چون قند پيش طوطيان
بلكه زهرى شو شو ايمن از زيان‏

يا براى شاد باشى در خطاب
خويش چون مردار كن پيش كلاب‏
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Therefore Khadir scuttled the boat for this purpose 
that the boat might be delivered from him who would have seized it by force.

پس خضر كشتى براى اين شكست
تا كه آن كشتى ز غاصب باز رست‏

‘Poverty is my pride’ is sublime: for the purpose 
that I may take refuge from the covetous with Him who is Self-sufficient.

Treasures are deposited in a ruined spot to the end 
that they may escape the greed of those who dwell in places of cultivation.

You cannot tear out your feathers, go, and adopt solitude, 
that you may not be entirely squandered by that one and this one;

For you are both the morsel and the eater of the morsel: 
you are the devourer and the devoured. Apprehend O soul!

Explaining that everything except God is devouring and devoured, like the bird 
that was in pursuit of a locust and occupied in chasing it and oblivious of the hungry hawk 

behind its own back, that was about to seize it. Now, O hunting and devouring man; 
be not secure against your own hunter and devourer. Though with the sight of the eye 

you do not see him, see him with the eye of serious consideration 
till the opening of the eye of the inmost heart.

A little bird was hunting a worm: 
a cat found its opportunity and seized it.

It was a devourer and a thing devoured, 
and in its hunting was ignorant of another hunter.

Although the thief is in hunting articles of property, 
the prefect of police along with his enemies is behind him.

His mind is occupied with chattels and lock and door: 
he is heedless of the prefect and of the outcry at dawn.

He is so absorbed in his passion 
he gives no heed to his seekers and pursuers.

If the herbage is drinking pure water, 
afterwards an animal’s belly will feed on it.

That grass is devouring and devoured: 
even so everything that exists except God.

Since He is and He feeds you and is not fed, 
God is not devouring and devoured, flesh and skin.

فقر فخرى بهر آن آمد سنى
تا ز طماعان گريزم در غنى‏

گنجها را در خرابى ز آن نهند
تا ز حرص اهل عمران وارهند

پر ندانى كند رو خلوت گزين
تا نگردى جمله خرج آن و اين‏

ز انكه تو هم لقمه‏اى هم لقمه خوار
آكل و مأكولى اى جان هوش دار

در بيان آن كه ما سوى اللَّه هر چيزى آكل و مأكول است همچون آن مرغى كه قصد صيد ملخ مى‏كرد 
و به صيد ملخ مشغول مى‏بود و غافل بود از باز گرسنه كه از پس قفاى او قصد صيد او داشت، 

اكنون اى آدمى صياد آكل از صياد آكل خود ايمن مباش، اگر چه نمى‏بينيش به نظر چشم به نظر دليل 
عبرتش مى‏بين تا چشم سر باز شدن‏

مرغكى اندر شكار كرم بود
گربه فرصت يافت او را در ربود

آكل و مأكول بود و بى‏خبر
در شكار خود ز صيادى دگر

دزد گر چه در شكار كاله‏اى است
شحنه با خصمانش در دنباله‏اى است‏

عقل او مشغول رخت و قفل و در
غافل از شحنه ست و از آه سحر

او چنان غرق است در سوداى خود
غافل است از طالب و جوياى خود

گر حشيش آب زلالى مى‏خورد
معده‏ى حيوانش در پى مى‏چرد

آكل و مأكول آمد آن گياه
همچنين هر هستى غير اله‏

و هو يطعمكم و لا يطعم چو اوست
نيست حق مأكول و آكل لحم و پوست‏
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How should that which is devouring and devoured 
be secure from a devourer who dwells in a hiding-place?

آكل و مأكول كى ايمن بود
ز آكلى كاندر كمين ساكن بود

The security of those who are devoured brings mourning in its train: 
go to the Portal of Him who is not fed.

Every phantasy is devouring another phantasy: 
thought feeds on another thought.

You cannot be delivered from any phantasy 
or fall asleep so as to escape from it.

Thoughts are like hornets, and your sleep is like the water: 
when you awake, the hornets come back,

And many hornet-like phantasies fly in 
and draw you this way and take you that way.

This phantasy is the least of the devourers: 
the Almighty knows the others.

Listen; flee from the troop of huge devourers 
towards Him who has said, ‘We are your protector’;

Or towards one who has gained that protection, 
if you cannot hasten towards the Protector.

Do not surrender your hand save to the hand of the Pir; 
God has become the aider of his hand.

The Pir, your intellect, has become childish 
from being a neighbour to the carnal soul which is in the veil.

Associate the perfect intelligence with your understanding, 
in order that your understanding may return from that evil disposition.

When you lay your hand in his, 
then you will escape from the hand of the devourers,

And your hand will become one of the Covenanters 
above whose hands is the Hand of Allah.

When you have put your hand in the hand of the Pir, 
the Pir of wisdom who is knowing and eminent,

Who is the prophet of his own time, O disciple, 
so that the Light of the Prophet is manifested by him,

By this means you have been present at Hudaybiya 
and have been associated with the Companions who took the Covenant.

Therefore you have become one of the ten Friends to whom 
the glad tidings were given, and have been made pure like sterling gold.

امن مأكولان جذوب ماتم است
رو بدان درگاه كاو لا يطعم است‏

هر خيالى را خيالى مى‏خورد
فكر آن فكر دگر را مى‏چرد
تو نتانى كز خيالى وارهى

يا بخسبى كه از آن بيرون جهى‏
فكر زنبور است و آن خواب تو آب

چون شوى بيدار باز آيد ذباب‏
چند زنبور خيالى در پرد

مى‏كشد اين سو و آن سو مى‏برد
كمترين آكلان است اين خيال

و آن دگرها را شناسد ذو الجلال‏
هين گريز از جوق آكال غليظ

سوى او كه گفت ماييم‏ات حفيظ
يا به سوى آن كه او آن حفظ يافت

گر نتانى سوى آن حافظ شتافت‏
دست را مسپار جز در دست پير

حق شده‏ست آن دست او را دستگير
پير عقلت كودكى خو كرده است

از جوار نفس كاندر پرده است‏
عقل كامل را قرين كن با خرد

تا كه باز آيد خرد ز آن خوى بد
چون كه دست خود به دست او نهى

پس ز دست آكلان بيرون جهى‏
دست تو از اهل آن بيعت شود

كه يَدُ اللَّهِ فَوْقَ أَيْدِيهِمْ بود
چون بدادى دست خود در دست پير

پير حكمت كه عليم است و خطير
كاو نبى وقت خويش است اى مريد

تا از او نور نبى آيد پديد
در حديبيه شدى حاضر بدين

و آن صحابه‏ى بيعتى را هم قرين‏
پس زده يار مبشر آمدى

همچو زر ده دهى خالص شدى‏
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To the end that communion may be made perfect; 
for a man is united with that one whom he has made his friend.

تا معيت راست آيد ز انكه مرد
با كسى جفت است كاو را دوست كرد

He is with him in this world and in that world; 
and this is the Hadíth of sweet-natured Ahmad,

Said ‘A man is with him whom he loves’: 
the heart is not severed from its object of desire.

Do not sit in any place where there is a trap and bait: 
O you who regard others as weak, go, consider those who regard as weak.

O you who regard the weak as weak, know this, 
there is a hand above your hand, O youth.

You are weak and you regard others as weak. Oh, wonderful! 
You are at once the prey and the pursuing hunter.

Be not before and behind them a barrier, 
so that you cannot see the enemy, though the enemy is manifest.

The greed of hunting makes oblivious of being a prey: 
he tries to win hearts he has lost his own.

Be not you inferior to a bird in seeking: 
a sparrow sees before and behind.

When it approaches the grain, at that moment it turns its head 
and face several times to front and rear,

Oh, I wonder whether there is a fowler in front of me or behind, 
so that for fear of him I should abstain from this food.’

Do you see behind the story of the wicked; 
see before the death of friend and neighbour,

Whom He destroyed without any instrument: 
He is close to you in every circumstance.

God inflicted torment, and there is no mace or hand: 
know, then, that God is one who deals justice without hands.

He who was saying, ‘If God exists, where is He?’ 
was confessing on the rack that it is He.

He who was saying, ‘This is far-fetched and marvellous’ 
was shedding tears and crying, ‘O You who are near!’

Since he has deemed it necessary to flee from the trap, 
the trap for you is in fact stuck fast to your feathers.

I will tear out the pin of this ill-fated trap: 
I will not suffer bitter grief for the sake of a desire.

اين جهان و آن جهان با او بود
وين حديث احمد خوش خو بود

گفت المرء مع محبوبه
لا يفك القلب من مطلوبه‏

هر كجا دام است و دانه كم نشين
رو زبون گيرا زبون گيران ببين‏

اى زبون‏گير زبونان اين بدان
دست هم بالاى دست است اى جوان‏

تو زبونى و زبون‏گير اى عجب
هم تو صيد و صيد گير اندر طلب‏

بين ايدى خلفهم سدا مباش
كه نبينى خصم را و آن خصم فاش‏

حرص صيادى ز صيدى مغفل است
دلبريى مى‏كند او بى‏دل است‏

تو كم از مرغى مباش اندر نشيد
بين ايدى خلف عصفورى بديد

چون به نزد دانه آيد پيش و پس
چند گرداند سر و رو آن نفس‏

كاى عجب پيش و پسم صياد هست
تا كشم از بيم او زين لقمه دست‏

تو ببين پس قصه‏ى فجار را
پيش بنگر مرگ يار و جار را

كاو هلاكت دادشان بى‏آلتى
او قرين تست در هر حالتى‏

حق شكنجه كرد و گر زو دست نيست
پس بدان بى‏دست حق داور كنى است‏

آن كه مى‏گفتى اگر حق هست كو
در شكنجه‏ى او مقر مى‏شد كه هو

آن كه مى‏گفت اين بعيد است و عجيب
اشك مى‏راند و همى‏گفت اى قريب‏
چون فرار از دام واجب ديده است
دام تو خود بر پرت چسبيده است‏

بر كنم من ميخ اين منحوس دام
از پى كامى نباشم تلخ كام‏
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I have given you this answer suitable to your understanding: 
apprehend and do not avert your face from seeking.

در خور عقل تو گفتم اين جواب
فهم كن وز جستجو رو بر متاب‏

Snap this cord, which is greed and envy: 
remember on her neck a cord of palm-fibres.”

The reason why Khalíl, on whom be peace, killed the crow, 
indicating the subjugation of certain blameworthy and pernicious qualities in the disciple.

There is no end and completion to this discourse. 
O Friend of God, why didst you kill the crow?

Because of the command. What was the wisdom of the command? 
A small part of the mysteries thereof must be shown.

The cawing and noisy cry of the black crow 
is ever asking for life in this world.

Like Iblís, it besought the holy and incomparable God 
for bodily life till the Resurrection.

He said, “Grant me a respite till the Day of Retribution.” 
Would that he had said, “We repent, O our Lord.”

Life without repentance is all agony of spirit: 
to be absent from God is present death.

Life and death—both these are sweet with God: 
without God the Water of Life is fire.

Moreover, it was from the effect of the curse 
that in such a Presence he was requesting life.

To crave of God anything other than God 
is the supposition of gain, and it is entire loss;

Especially a life sunk in estrangement 
is to behave like a fox in the presence of the lion,

“Give me longer life that I may go farther back; 
grant me more time that I may become less.”

That he is a mark for the curse: 
evil is that one who seeks to be accursed.

The goodly life is to nourish the spirit in nearness; 
the crow’s life is for the sake of eating shit.

بگسل اين حبلى كه حرص است و حسد
ياد كن فى جيدها حبل مسد

سبب كشتن خليل عليه السلام زاغ را كه آن اشارت به قمع كدام صفت بود از صفات
 مذمومه‏ى مهلكه در مريد

اين سخن را نيست پايان و فراغ
اى خليل حق چرا كشتى تو زاغ‏

بهر فرمان حكمت فرمان چه بود
اندكى ز اسرار آن بايد نمود
كاغ كاغ و نعره‏ى زاغ سياه
دايما باشد به دنيا عمر خواه‏

همچو ابليس از خداى پاك فرد
تا قيامت عمر تن درخواست كرد

گفت انظرنى الى يوم الجزا
كاشكى گفتى كه تبنا ربنا

عمر بى‏توبه همه جان كندن است
مرگ حاضر غايب از حق بودن است‏

عمر و مرگ اين هر دو با حق خوش بود
بى‏خدا آب حيات آتش بود

آن هم از تاثير لعنت بود كاو
در چنان حضرت همى‏شد عمر جو

از خدا غير خدا را خواستن
ظن افزونى است و كلى كاستن‏

خاصه عمرى غرق در بيگانگى
در حضور شير روبه شانگى‏
عمر بيشم ده كه تا پس‏تر روم

مهلم افزون كن كه تا كمتر شوم‏
تا كه لعنت را نشانه او بود

بد كسى باشد كه لعنت‏جو بود
عمر خوش در قرب جان پروردن است
عمر زاغ از بهر سرگين خوردن است‏
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“Give me more life that I may be ever eating shit: 
give me this always, for I am very evil-natured.”

عمر بيشم ده كه تا گه مى‏خورم
دايم اينم ده كه بس بد گوهرم‏

Were it not that that foul-mouthed one is a shit-eater, 
he would say, “Deliver me from the nature of the crow!”

Prayer.

O You who have transmuted one clod of earth into gold, 
and another clod into the Father of mankind,

Your work is the transmutation of essences and munificence; 
my work is mistake and forgetfulness and error.

Transmute mistake and forgetfulness into knowledge: 
I am all choler, make me patience and forbearance.

O You who make nitrous earth to be bread, 
and O You who make dead bread to be life,

O You who make the distracted soul to be a Guide, 
and O You who make the wayless wanderer to be a Prophet,

You make a piece of earth to be heaven; 
You give increase in the earth from the stars.

Whosoever makes the Water of Life to consist of this world, 
death comes to him sooner than to the others.

The eye of the heart that contemplated the firmament 
perceived that here is a continual alchemy.

The harmonious cohesion of the patched garment, the body, without being 
stitched, is the transmutation of essences and an all-embracing elixir.

From the day when you came into existence, 
you were fire or air or earth.

If you had remained in that condition, 
how should this height have been reached by you?

The Transmuter did not leave you in your first existence: 
He established a better existence in the place of that;

And so on till a hundred thousand states of existence, 
one after the other, the second better than the beginning.

Regard from the Transmuter; leave the intermediaries, 
for by the intermediaries you will become far from their Origin.

گر نه گه خوارست آن گنده دهان
گويدى كز خوى زاغم وارهان‏

مناجات‏

ى مبدل كرده خاكى را به زر
خاك ديگر را بكرده بو البشر

كار تو تبديل اعيان و عطا
كار من سهو است و نسيان و خطا
سهو و نسيان را مبدل كن به علم

من همه خلمم مرا كن صبر و حلم‏
اى كه خاك شوره را تو نان كنى
وى كه نان مرده را تو جان كنى‏
اى كه جان خيره را رهبر كنى
وى كه بى‏ره را تو پيغمبر كنى‏

مى‏كنى جزو زمين را آسمان
مى‏فزايى در زمين از اختران‏

هر كه سازد زين جهان آب حيات
زوترش از ديگران آيد ممات‏

ديده‏ى دل كاو به گردون بنگريست
ديد كاينجا هر دمى ميناگرى است‏
قلب اعيان است و اكسيرى محيط

ائتلاف خرقه‏ى تن بى‏مخيط
تو از آن روزى كه در هست آمدى

آتشى يا باد يا خاكى بدى‏
گر بر آن حالت ترا بودى بقا
كى رسيدى مر ترا اين ارتقا

از مبدل هستى اول نماند
هستى بهتر به جاى آن نشاند

همچنين تا صد هزاران هستها
بعد يكديگر دوم به ز ابتدا

از مبدل بين وسايط را بمان
كز وسايط دور گردى ز اصل آن‏
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Wherever the intermediaries increase, union is removed: 
the intermediaries are less; the delight of union is greater.

واسطه هر جا فزون شد وصل جست
واسطه‏ى كم ذوق وصل افزون‏تر است‏

By knowing the intermediaries your bewilderment is diminished: 
your bewilderment gives you admission to the Presence.

You have gained these lives from deaths: 
why have you averted your face from dying in Him?

What did you lose from those deaths 
that you have clung to life, O rat?

Since your second is better than your first, 
therefore seek to die, and worship the Transmuter.

O contumacious man, you have experienced a hundred thousand resurrections 
at every moment from the beginning of your existence until now:

From inanimateness unconsciously towards plant life, 
and from vegetation towards life and tribulation;

Again, towards reason and goodly discernments; 
again, towards outside of these five senses and six directions.

These footprints extend as far as the shore of the Ocean; 
then the footprints disappear in the Ocean;

Because, from precaution, the resting-places on the dry land 
are villages and dwellings and caravanserays,

On the contrary the resting-places of the Ocean, when its billows swell, 
have no floor or roof during stay and detention.

These stages have no visible beacon: 
these resting-places have neither sign nor name.

Between every two resting-places Yonder there is a hundred times as much 
as from the vegetal state to the Essential Spirit.

You have seen this life in deaths: 
how, are you attached to the life of the body?

Come, O crow, give up this soul! Be a falcon; 
be self-sacrificing in the presence of the Divine transmutation.

Take the new and surrender the old, 
for every “this year” of yours is superior to three “last years.”

If you will not be lavish like the date-palm, 
pile old rags on old rags and make a heap,

And offer the stinking and rotten old rags 
to every blind man.

از سبب دانى شود كم حيرتت
حيرت تو ره دهد در حضرتت‏

اين بقاها از فناها يافتى
از فنايش رو چرا بر تافتى‏

ز آن فناها چه زيان بودت كه تا
بر بقا چسبيده‏اى اى نافقا

چون دوم از اولينت بهتر است
پس فنا جو و مبدل را پرست‏

صد هزاران حشر ديدى اى عنود
تا كنون هر لحظه از بدو وجود

از جمادى بى‏خبر سوى نما
و ز نما سوى حيات و ابتلا

باز سوى عقل و تمييزات خوش
باز سوى خارج اين پنج و شش‏

تا لب بحر اين نشان پايهاست
پس نشان پا درون بحر لاست‏

ز انكه منزلهاى خشكى ز احتياط
هست دهها و وطنها و رباط
باز منزلهاى دريا در وقوف

وقت موج و حبس بى‏عرصه و سقوف‏
نيست پيدا آن مراحل را سنام
نيست پيدا آن مراحل را سنام

هست صد چندان ميان منزلين
آن طرف كه از نما تا روح عين‏

در فناها اين بقا را ديده‏اى
بر بقاى جسم چون چفسيده‏اى‏

هين بده اى زاغ اين جان باز باش
پيش تبديل خدا جان‏باز باش‏

تازه مى‏گير و كهن را مى‏سپار
كه هر امسالت فزون است از سه پار

گر نباشى نخل وار ايثار كن
كهنه بر كهنه نه و انبار كن‏
كهنه و گنديده و پوسيده را

تحفه مى‏بر بهر هر ناديده را

810
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He that has seen the new is not your customer: 
he is God’s prey; he is not your captive.

آن كه نو ديد او خريدار تو نيست
صيد حق است او گرفتار تو نيست‏

Wherever is a flock of blind birds, they will gather around you, 
O brackish flood-water,

That blindness may be increased by brackish waters; 
for brackish water increases blindness.

Hence the worldly are blind of heart: 
they are drinkers of the brackish water of clay.

Continue to give brackish water and buy the blind in the world, 
since you have not the Water of Life within you.

In such a state you would happily live and be remembered: 
in blackness of face, like a Negro, you are rejoicing.

The Negro in blackness is pleased, 
for he has been a negro by birth and nature;

He that for a day is beloved and beautiful, 
if he become black, will seek to repair.

When the bird that can fly remains on the earth, 
it is in anguish and grief and lamentation;

The domestic fowl walks complacently on the earth: 
it runs about picking grain and happy and bold,

Because by nature it was without flight, 
while the other was a flier and open-winged.

The Prophet, on whom be peace, said, “Pity three (classes of men): 
the mighty man of a people who is abased, and the rich man of a people who is impoverished, 

and a learned man whom the ignorant make sport of.”

The Prophet said, “Take pity on the soul of him 
who was rich and then became poor,

And on him who was mighty and became despised, 
or on one virtuous and learned amongst the Mudar.”

The Prophet said, “Show pity to these three classes, 
if you are of rock and mountain:

هر كجا باشند جوق مرغ كور
بر تو جمع آيند اى سيلاب شور

تا فزايد كورى از شورابها
ز انكه آب شور افزايد عمى‏

اهل دنيا ز آن سبب اعمى دلند
شارب شورابه‏ى آب و گلند

شور مى‏ده كور مى‏خر در جهان
چون ندارى آب حيوان در نهان‏
با چنين حالت بقا خواهى و ياد

همچو زنگى در سيه رويى تو شاد
در سياهى زنگ از آن آسوده است
كو ز زاد و اصل زنگى بوده است‏

آن كه روزى شاهد و خوش رو بود
گر سيه گردد تدارك جو بود
مرغ پرنده چو ماند در زمين

باشد اندر غصه و درد و حنين‏
مرغ خانه بر زمين خوش مى‏رود

دانه چين و شاد و شاطر مى‏دود
ز انكه او از اصل بى‏پرواز بود

و آن دگر پرنده و پرواز بود

قال النَّبىّ عليه السلام ارحموا ثلاثا عزيز قوم ذل و غنى قوم افتقر و عالما يلعب به الجهال‏

گفت پيغمبر كه رحم آريد بر
جان من كان غنيا فافتقر

و الذي كان عزيزا فاحتقر
او صفيا عالما بين المضر

گفت پيغمبر كه با اين سه گروه
رحم آريد ار ز سنگيد و ز كوه‏
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Him who was made lowly after having been a chief, 
and the rich man, too, who became impecunious,

آن كه او بعد از رئيسى خوار شد
و آن توانگر هم كه بى‏دينار شد

And, thirdly, the learned man who in this world 
becomes afflicted the foolish;

For to come from high to low estate 
is like the amputation of a limb from the body.”

The limb that is cut off from the body becomes dead: 
newly cut off, it moves, but not for long.

He who drank of the cup of Alast last year, 
this year he suffers the pain and headache,

While he who, like a dog, is by nature attached to the kennel —
how should he have the desire for sovereignty?

He that has sinned seeks to repent; 
he that has lost the way cries “Alas!”

Story of the young gazelle being confined in the donkey-stable, and how the donkey assailed the stranger, 
now with hostility and now with mockery, and how it was afflicted by dry straw which is not its food. 

And this is a description of the chosen servant of God amongst human beings and those addicted 
to passion and sensuality; for “Islam strange appeared, and will become strange again, 

and blessed are the strangers.” The Messenger of Allah spoke the truth.

A hunter captured a gazelle: 
the merciless man put it into a stable.

Like oppressors, he made a stable full of cows and donkeys 
the prison of the gazelle.

The gazelle, wild with terror, was fleeing in every direction: 
at night he poured straw before the donkeys.

By hunger and appetite, every cow and donkey 
was devouring the straw, sweeter than sugar.

Now the gazelle would run in fright from side to side, 
now it would turn its face away from the smoke and dust of the straw.

Whosoever is left with his opposite, 
they have deemed that punishment as death,

و آن سوم آن عالمى كاندر جهان
مبتلا گردد ميان ابلهان‏

ز انكه از عزت به خوارى آمدن
همچو قطع عضو باشد از بدن‏

عضو گردد مرده كز تن وابريد
نو بريده جنبد اما نى مديد

هر كه از جام أَ لَسْتُ او خورد پار
هستش امسال آفت رنج و خمار

و انكه چون سگ ز اصل كهدانى بود
كى مر او را حرص سلطانى بود
توبه او جويد كه كردست او گناه

آه او گويد كه گم كردست راه‏

قصه‏ى محبوس شدن آن آهو بچه در آخور خران و طعنه‏ى آن خران بر آن غريب گاه به جنگ و گاه 
به تسخر و مبتلا گشتن او به كاه خشك كه غذاى او نيست، و اين صفت بنده‏ى خاص خداست ميان 
اهل دنيا و اهل هوا و شهوت كه الاسلام بدا غريبا و سيعود غريبا فطوبى للغرباء صدق رسول اللَّه 

)ص(

آهويى را كرد صيادى شكار
اندر آخور كردش آن بى‏زينهار
آخورى را پر ز گاوان و خران
حبس آهو كرد چون استمگران‏

آهو از وحشت به هر سو مى‏گريخت
او به پيش آن خران شب كاه ريخت‏

از مجاعت و اشتها هر گاو و خر
كاه را مى‏خورد خوشتر از شكر

گاه آهو مى‏رميد از سو به سو
گه ز دود و گرد كه مى‏تافت رو
هر كه را با ضد خود بگذاشتند

آن عقوبت را چو مرگ انگاشتند
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So that Solomon said, “Unless the hoopoe 
makes a respectable excuse for his absence,

تا سليمان گفت كان هدهد اگر
عجز را عذرى نگويد معتبر

I will kill him or inflict upon him a torment, 
a torment severe beyond calculation.”

Listen, what is that torment, O trusted? 
To be in a cage without your same kind.

O Man, you art in torment on account of this body: 
the bird, your spirit, is imprisoned with one of another kind.

The spirit is a falcon, and the properties are crows: 
it has painful brands from the crows and owls.

It remains amongst them in sore misery, 
like an Abu Bakr in the city of Sabzawár.

Story of Muhammad Khwárizmsháh who took by war the city of Sabzawár, where all are Ráfizís 
(extreme Shí‘ites). They begged him to spare their lives, he said, “I will grant security 
as soon as you produce from this city a man named Abu Bakr and present him to me.”

Muhammad Alp Ulugh Khwárizmsháh 
marched to battle against Sabzawár, full of refuge.

His troops reduced them to straits; 
his army fell to killing the foe.

They prostrated themselves before him, crying, “Mercy! 
Make us your thralls, spare our lives!

Whatever you require of tribute or presents 
will come to you from us with increase at every fixed time.

Our lives are your, O lion-natured: 
let them be on deposit with us for a while.”

He replied, “You will not save your lives from me 
unless you bring an Abu Bakr into my presence.

Unless you bring to me as a gift from your city 
one whose name is Abu Bakr, O people who have fled,

I will mow you down like corn, O vile folk: 
I will accept neither tribute nor blandishments.”

بكشمش يا خود دهم او را عذاب
يك عذاب سخت بيرون از حساب‏

هان كدام است آن عذاب اى معتمد
در قفس بودن بغير جنس خود
زين بدن اندر عذابى اى بشر

مرغ روحت بسته با جنسى دگر
روح باز است و طبايع زاغها
دارد از زاغان و جغدان داغها
او بمانده در ميانشان زار زار

همچو بو بكرى به شهر سبزوار

حكايت محمد خوارزمشاه كه شهر سبزوار كه همه رافضى باشند به جنگ بگرفت، امان جان 
خواستند، گفت آن گه امان دهم كه از اين شهر پيش من به هديه ابو بكر نامى بياريد

شد محمد الپ الغ خوارزمشاه
در قتال سبزوار پر پناه‏

تنگشان آورد لشكرهاى او
اسپهش افتاد در قتل عدو

سجده آوردند پيشش كالامان
حلقه‏مان در گوش كن وابخش جان‏

هر خراج و صلتى كه بايدت
آن ز ما هر موسمى افزايدت‏

جان ما آن تو است اى شير خو
پيش ما چندى امانت باش گو

گفت نرهانيد از من جان خويش
تا نياريدم ابو بكرى به پيش‏

تا مرا بو بكر نام از شهرتان
هديه ناريد اى رميده امتان‏

بدروم تان همچو كشت اى قوم دون
نه خراج استانم و نه هم فسون‏
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They offered him many sacks of gold, saying, 
“Do not demand an Abu Bakr from a city like this.

بس جوال زر كشيدندش به راه
كز چنين شهرى ابو بكرى مخواه‏

How should there be an Abu Bakr in Sabzawár, 
or a dry sod in the river?”

He averted his face from the gold and said, 
“O Magians, unless you bring me an Abu Bakr as an offering,

It is of no avail. I am not a child 
that I should stand dumbfounded by gold and silver.”

Unless you prostrate yourself, you will not escape, O wretch, 
if you traverse the mosque on your séant.

They dispatched emissaries, 
where in this desolate place an Abu Bakr was.

After three days and three nights, during which they made haste, 
they found an emaciated Abu Bakr.

He was a wayfarer and, on account of sickness, 
had remained in the corner of a ruin, in utter exhaustion.

He was lying in a ruined nook. 
When they espied him, they said to him hurriedly,

“Arise! The Sultan has demanded you: 
by you our city will be saved from slaughter.”

He replied, “If I had the foot or any arrival, 
I myself would have gone by my own road to my destination.

How should I have remained in this abode of my enemies? 
I would have pushed on towards the city of my friends.”

They raised the corpse-bearers’ board 
and lifted our Abu Bakr.

The carriers were taking him along to Khwárizmsháh, 
that he might behold the token.

Sabzawár is this world, and in this place 
the man of God is wasted and good for-nothing.

Khwárizmsháh is God Almighty: 
He demands from this wicked folk the heart.

The Prophet said, “He does not regard your form: 
therefore in your devising seek you the owner of the Heart.”

“I regard you through the owner of the Heart, 
not because of the marks of prostration and the giving away of gold.”

كى بود بو بكر اندر سبزوار
يا كلوخ خشك اندر جويبار

رو بتابيد از زر و گفت اى مغان
تا نياريدم ابو بكر ارمغان‏

هيچ سودى نيست كودك نيستم
تا به زر و سيم حيران بيستم‏

تا نيارى سجده نرهى اى زبون
گر بپيمايى تو مسجد را به كون‏

منهيان انگيختند از چپ و راست
كاندر اين ويرانه بو بكرى كجاست‏
بعد سه روز و سه شب كه شتافتند

يك ابو بكرى نزارى يافتند
رهگذر بود و بمانده از مرض

در يكى گوشه‏ى خرابه پر حرض‏
خفته بود او در يكى كنجى خراب

چون بديدندش بگفتندش شتاب‏
خيز كه سلطان ترا طالب شده‏ست

كز تو خواهد شهر ما از قتل رست‏
گفت اگر پايم بدى يا مقدمى

خود به راه خود به مقصد رفتمى‏
اندر اين دشمن‏كده كى ماندمى
سوى شهر دوستان مى‏راندمى‏

تخته‏ى مرده كشان بفراشتند
بر كتف بو بكر را برداشتند

سوى خوارزمشاه حمالان كشان
مى‏كشيدندش كه تا بيند نشان‏

سبزوار است اين جهان و مرد حق
اندر اينجا ضايع است و ممتحق‏

هست خوارمشاه يزدان جليل
دل همى‏خواهد از اين قوم رذيل‏

گفت لا ينظر الى تصويركم
فابتغوا ذا القلب فى تدبيركم‏

من ز صاحب دل كنم در تو نظر
نى به نقش سجده و ايثار زر

870
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Since you have deemed your heart to be the Heart, 
you have abandoned the search after those who possess the Heart—

تو دل خود را چو دل پنداشتى
جستجوى اهل دل بگذاشتى‏

The Heart into which if seven hundred like these Seven Heavens 
should enter, they would be lost and hidden.

Do not call such fragments of heart as these “the Heart”: 
do not seek an Abu Bakr in Sabzawár!

The owner of the Heart becomes a six-faced mirror: 
through him God looks upon the six directions.

Whosoever has his dwelling-place in six directions 
God doth not look upon him except through the mediation of him.

If He reject, He does it for his sake; 
and if He accept, he likewise is the authority.

Without him God does not bestow bounty on any one. 
I have told one sample of the possessor of union.

He lays His gift on the palm of his hand, and from his palm 
dispenses it to those who are the objects of His mercy.

The unity of the Universal Sea with his palm 
is unqualified and unconditional and perfect.

A unity that is not containable in words—
to speak of it was a vain task, so farewell.

O rich man, you bring a hundred sacks of gold, 
God will say, “Bring the Heart, O you that are bent.

If the Heart is pleased with you, I am pleased; 
and if it be averse to you, I am averse.

I do not regard you, I regard that Heart:
bring it, O soul, as a gift to My door!

According as it is in relation to you, so am I: 
Paradise is under the feet of mothers.”

It is the mother and father and origin of the creatures: 
oh, blest is that one who knows the Heart from the skin.

You will say, “Lo, I have brought You a heart”: 
He will say to you, “Qutú is full of these hearts.

Bring the Heart that is the Qutb of the world 
and the soul of the soul of the soul of the soul of Adam.”

The Sultan of hearts is waiting expectantly 
for that Heart full of light and goodness.

دل كه گر هفصد چو اين هفت آسمان
اندر او آيد شود ياوه و نهان‏

اين چنين دل ريزه‏ها را دل مگو
سبزوار اندر ابو بكرى مجو

صاحب دل آينه‏ى شش رو شود
حق از او در شش جهت ناظر بود

هر كه اندر شش جهت دارد مقر
نكندش بى‏واسطه‏ى او حق نظر

گر كند رد از براى او كند
ور قبول آرد همو باشد سند

بى‏از او ندهد كسى را حق نوال
شمه‏اى گفتم من از صاحب وصال‏

موهبت را بر كف دستش نهد
و ز كفش آن را به مرحومان دهد

با كفش درياى كل را اتصال
هست بى‏چون و چگونه و بر كمال‏

اتصالى كه نگنجد در كلام
گفتنش تكليف باشد و السلام‏

صد جوال زر بيارى اى غنى
حق بگويد دل بيار اى منحنى‏

گر ز تو راضى است دل من راضى‏ام
ور ز تو معرض بود اعراضى‏ام‏

ننگرم در تو در آن دل بنگرم
تحفه او را آر اى جان بر درم‏

با تو او چون است هستم من چنان
زير پاى مادران باشد جنان‏

مادر و بابا و اصل خلق اوست
اى خنك آن كس كه داند دل ز پوست‏

تو بگويى نك دل آوردم به تو
گويدت پر است از اين دلها قتو

آن دلى آور كه قطب عالم اوست
جان جان جان جان آدم اوست‏
از براى آن دل پر نور و بر
هست آن سلطان دلها منتظر
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You may wander days in Sabzawár; 
you will not find a Heart like that by careful observation.

تو بگردى روزها در سبزوار
آن چنان دل را نيابى ز اعتبار

Then you will lay upon a bier the corrupt heart, 
whose soul is rotten, to carry Yonder,

And say, “I bring You a heart, O King: 
there is no better heart than this in Sabzawár.”

He will answer you, saying, “O audacious man, 
is this a graveyard that you should bring a dead heart here?

Go, bring the Heart that is kingly, 
from which is the security of the Sabzawár of existence.”

You may say that that Heart is hidden from this world, 
because darkness and light are opposites.

From the Day of Alast there is a hereditary enmity of that Heart 
to the Sabzawár of the carnal nature;

For it is a falcon, while this world is the city of the crow: the sight of one 
who is uncongenial inflicts pain upon him who is not his congener;

And if he behaves with mildness, he is acting hypocritically: 
he is seeking an advantage for himself by conciliating.

He assents, not on account of sincere feeling, 
in order that the admonisher may curtail his long admonition;

For the vile carrion-seeking crow
has a hundred thousand manifold tricks.

If they accept his hypocrisy, he is saved: his hypocrisy becomes identical 
with the sincerity of him who benefits by instruction,

Because the august owner of the Heart 
is a buyer of damaged goods in our bazaar.

Seek the owner of the Heart, if you are not soulless: become a congener 
of the Heart, if you are not an adversary of the Sultan.

That one whose hypocrisy pleases you, he is your saint, 
not the elect of God.

Whosoever lives in accordance with your disposition and nature 
seems to your nature to be a saint and a prophet.

Go, renounce sensuality in order that the scent may be yours 
and that the sweet ambergris-seeking organ of smell may be yours.

Your nose is corrupted by sensual indulgence: 
to your sense of smell musk and ambergris are unsalable.

پس دل پژمرده‏ى پوسيده جان
بر سر تخته نهى آن سو كشان‏
كه دل آوردم ترا اى شهريار

به از اين دل نبود اندر سبزوار
گويدت اين گورخانه است اى جرى

كه دل مرده بدين جا آورى‏
رو بياور آن دلى كاو شاه خوست

كه امان سبزوار كون از اوست‏
گويى آن دل زين جهان پنهان بود
ز انكه ظلمت با ضيا ضدان بود

دشمنى آن دل از روز أَ لَسْتُ
سبزوار طبع را ميراثى است‏

ز انكه او باز است و دنيا شهر زاغ
ديدن ناجنس بر ناجنس داغ‏
ور كند نرمى نفاقى مى‏كند
ز استمالت ارتفاقى مى‏كند
مى‏كند آرى نه از بهر نياز

تا كه ناصح كم كند نصح دراز
ز انكه اين زاغ خس مردار جو

صد هزاران مكر دارد تو بتو
گر پذيرند آن نفاقش را رهيد
شد نفاقش عين صدق مستفيد

ز انكه آن صاحب دل با كر و فر
هست در بازار ما معيوب خر

صاحب دل جو اگر بى‏جان نه‏اى
جنس دل شو گر ضد سلطان نه‏اى‏

آن كه زرق او خوش آيد مر ترا
آن ولى تست نه خاص خدا

هر كه او بر خو و بر طبع تو زيست
پيش طبع تو ولى است و نبى است‏

رو هوا بگذار تا بويت شود
و آن مشام خوش عبر جويت شود

از هوارانى دماغت فاسد است
مشك و عنبر پيش مغزت كاسد است‏

905
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This discourse has no bound, 
and our gazelle is running to and fro in flight in the stable.

حد ندارد اين سخن و آهوى ما
مى‏گريزد اندر آخور جا به جا

The remainder of the Story of the gazelle in the donkey-stable.

During days the sweet-navelled male gazelle 
was in torment in the donkey-stable,

Like a fish wriggling in the death-agony from dry ground, 
dung and musk tortured in the same box.

One donkey would say to his neighbour, 
“Ha! This wild fellow has the nature of kings and princes. Hush!”

And the other would mock, saying, 
“By ebb and flow he has gained a pearl: how should he sell cheaply?”

And another donkey would say, 
“With this fastidiousness, let him recline on the imperial throne!”

A certain donkey became ill with indigestion and was unable to eat; 
therefore he gave the gazelle a formal invitation.

He shook his head, “Nay, Begone, O such-and such: 
I have no appetite, I am unwell.”

He replied, “I know that you are showing disdain, 
or holding aloof in regard for your reputation.”

He said to himself, “That is your food, 
whereby your limbs are revived and renewed.

I have been familiar with a pasture; 
I have reposed amongst clear water and meadows.

If Destiny has cast me into torment, 
how should that goodly disposition and nature depart?

If I have become a beggar, how should I have the face of a beggar? 
And if my raiment becomes old, I am new.

I have eaten hyacinth and anemone and sweet basil too 
with a thousand disdains and disgusts.”

He said, “Yes; boast and boast and boast away! 
In a strange country one can utter many an idle brag.”

He replied, “Truly my musk gland bears witness: 
it confers a favour on aloes-wood and ambergris.

بقيه‏ى قصه‏ى آهو و آخور خران‏

روزها آن آهوى خوش ناف نر
در شكنجه بود در اصطبل خر

مضطرب در نزع چون ماهى ز خشك
در يكى حقه معذب پشك و مشك‏

يك خرش گفتى كه ها اين بو الوحوش
طبع شاهان دارد و ميران خموش‏

و آن دگر تسخر زدى كز جر و مد
گوهر آورده‏ست كى ارزان دهد

و آن خرى گفتى كه با اين نازكى
بر سرير شاه شو گو متكى‏

آن خرى شد تخمه‏ى وز خوردن بماند
پس به رسم دعوت آهو را بخواند

سر چنين كرد او كه نه رو اى فلان
اشتهايم نيست هستم ناتوان‏

گفت مى‏دانم كه نازى مى‏كنى
يا ز ناموس احترازى مى‏كنى‏

گفت او با خود كه آن طعمه‏ى تو است
كه از آن اجزاى تو زنده و نو است‏

من اليف مرغزارى بوده‏ام
در زلال و روضه‏ها آسوده‏ام‏

گر قضا انداخت ما را در عذاب
كى رود آن خو و طبع مستطاب‏

گر گدا گشتم گدا رو كى شوم
ور لباسم كهنه گردد من نوم‏

سنبل و لاله و سپر غم نيز هم
با هزاران ناز و نفرت خورده‏ام‏
گفت آرى لاف مى‏زن لاف لاف
در غريبى بس توان گفتن گزاف‏

گفت نافم خود گواهى مى‏دهد
منتى بر عود و عنبر مى‏نهد
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But who will listen to that? He that has the sense of smell. 
It is taboo for the donkey addicted to dung.

ليك آن را كه شنود صاحب مشام
بر خر سرگين پرست آن شد حرام‏

The donkey smells donkey’s urine on the road: 
how should I offer musk to this class?”

Hence the Prophet, responsive, spoke, the parable, 
“Islam is a stranger in this world,”

Because even his (the true Moslem’s) kinsfolk are fleeing from him, 
though the angels are in harmony with his essence.

The people deem his form homogeneous, 
but they do not perceive in him that fragrance.

Like a lion in the shape of a cow: 
behold him from afar but do not investigate him!

And if you investigate, take leave of the cow, the body; 
for that lion natured one will tear the cow to pieces.

He will expel the bovine nature from your head; 
he will uproot animality from the animal.

You are a cow, you will become a lion near him; 
if you are glad to be a cow, do not seek to be a lion.

Commentary on “Truly I saw seven fat cows which seven lean cows devoured.” 
God had created those lean cows with the qualities of hungry lions, to the end that they might 

devour the seven fat ones with avidity. Although the forms of those cows 
were shown as phantoms in the mirror of dream, do you regard the reality!

The Lord of Egypt saw in dream, 
when the door of his inward eye was opened,

Seven fat cows, exceedingly well-nourished: 
the seven lean cows devoured them.

The lean ones were lions within; 
else they would not have been devouring the cows.

The man of works, then, is human in appearance, 
but in him is concealed a man-eating lion.

He heartily devours the man and makes him single: 
his dregs become pure if he inflicts pain upon him.

خر گميز خر ببويد بر طريق
مشك چون عرضه كنم با اين فريق‏

بهر اين گفت آن رسول مستجيب
رمز الاسلام فى الدنيا غريب‏

ز انكه خويشانش هم از وى مى‏رمند
گر چه با ذاتش ملايك هم دمند
صورتش را جنس مى‏بينند انام

ليك از وى مى‏نيابند آن مشام‏
همچو شيرى در ميان نقش گاو

دور مى‏بينش ولى او را مكاو
ور بكاوى ترك گاو تن بگو
كه بدرد گاو را آن شير خو

طبع گاوى از سرت بيرون كند
خوى حيوانى ز حيوان بر كند

گاو باشى شير گردى نزد او
گر تو با گاوى خوشى شيرى مجو

تفسير إِنِّي أَرى‏ سَبْعَ بَقَراتٍ سِمانٍ يَأْكُلُهُنَّ سَبْعٌ عِجافٌ، آن گاوان لاغر را خدا به صفت شيران گرسنه 
آفريده بود تا آن هفت گاو فربه را به اشتها مى‏خوردند، اگر چه آن خيالات صور گاوان در آينه‏ى 

خواب بنمودند تو معنى نگر

آن عزيز مصر مى‏ديدى به خواب
چون كه چشم غيب را شد فتح باب‏

هفت گاو فربه بس پرورى
خوردشان آن هفت گاو لاغرى‏

در درون شيران بدند آن لاغران
ور نه گاوان را نبودندى خوران‏

پس بشر آمد به صورت مرد كار
ليك در وى شير پنهان مرد خوار
مرد را خوش واخورد فردش كند
صاف گردد دردش ار دردش كند
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By that one pain he is delivered from all dregs: 
he sets his foot upon Suha.

ز آن يكى درد او ز جمله‏ى دردها
وارهد پا بر نهد او بر سها

How long will you speak like the ill-omened crow? 
“O Khalíl, wherefore didst you kill the cock?”

He replied, “The command.” “Tell the wisdom of the command, 
that I may glorify that punctiliously.

Explaining that the killing of the cock by Abraham, on whom be peace, signifies the subdual and 
subjugation of certain blameworthy and pernicious qualities in the heart of the disciple.

He is lustful and much addicted to lust, 
intoxicated by that poisonous insipid wine.

Had not lust been for the sake of procreation, O executor, 
Adam for shame of it would have made himself a eunuch.

The accursed Iblís said to the Dispenser of justice, 
“I want a powerful snare for this prey.”

He showed to him gold and silver and herds of horses, saying, 
“By means of this you can seduce mankind.”

He cried “Bravo!” but let his lip drop sourly: 
he became wrinkled and sour like a lemon.

Then God offered to that fallen-one gold and jewels from His goodly 
mines,

Saying, “Take this other snare, O accursed one.” 
He replied, “Give more than this, O most excellent Helper.”

He gave him oily and sweet and costly sherbets 
and many silken robes.

He said, “O Lord, I want more assistance than this, 
to bind them with a cord of palm-fibre.

In order that Your devotees, who are fierce and courageous, 
may manfully burst those bonds,

And that by means of this snare and cords of sensuality 
Your man may be separated from the unmanly,

I want another snare, O Sovereign of the throne—
a mighty cunning snare that will lay men low.”

چند گويى همچو زاغ پر نحوس
اى خليل از بهر چه كشتى خروس‏

گفت فرمان حكمت فرمان بگو
تا مسبح گردم آن را مو به مو

بيان آن كه كشتن خليل عليه السلام خروس را اشارت به قمع و قهر كدام صفت بود از صفات 
مذمومات مهلكات در باطن مريد

شهوتى است او و بس شهوت پرست
ز آن شراب زهرناك ژاژ مست‏
گر نه بهر نسل بودى اى وصى
آدم از ننگش بكردى خود خصى‏

گفت ابليس لعين دادار را
دام زفتى خواهم اين اشكار را
زر و سيم و گله‏ى اسبش نمود
كه بدين تانى خلايق را ربود

گفت شاباش و ترش آويخت لنج
شد ترنجيده و ترش همچون ترنج‏
پس در و گوهر ز معدنهاى خوش
كرد آن پس مانده را حق پيش كش‏

گير اين دام دگر را اى لعين
گفت زين افزون ده اى نعم المعين‏

چرب و شيرين و شرابات ثمين
دادش و بس جامه‏ى ابريشمين‏

گفت يا رب بيش از اين خواهم مدد
تا ببندمشان بحبل من مسد

تا كه مستانت كه نر و پر دلند
مردوار آن بندها را بگسلند
تا بدين دام و رسنهاى هوا

مرد تو گردد ز نامردان جدا
دام ديگر خواهم اى سلطان تخت
دام مرد انداز و حيلت ساز سخت‏
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He brought and placed before him wine and harp: 
thereat he smiled faintly and was moderately pleased.

خمر و چنگ آورد پيش او نهاد
نيم خنده زد بدان شد نيم شاد

He sent a message to the eternal Foreordainment of perdition, saying, 
“Raise dust from the bottom of the sea of temptation.

Is not Moses one of Your servants? 
He tied veils of dust on the sea.

The water retreated on every side: 
from the bottom of the sea a dust shot up.”

When He showed unto him the beauty of women that was prevailing 
over the reason and self-restraint of men,

Then he snapped his fingers and began to dance, crying, 
“Give me as quickly as possible: I have attained my desire.”

When he saw those languorous eyes 
which make the reason and understanding unquiet,

And the loveliness of that fascinating cheek 
on which this heart burns like rue-seed,

Face and mole and eyebrow and lip like cornelian, 
it was as though God shone forth through a subtle veil.

He deemed that coquetry and light springing gait 
to be like the revelation of Divine glory through a thin veil.

Commentary on “We created Man in the best proportion, then We reduced him to the lowest of the low”; 
and on “And to whomsoever We grant long life, We cause him to relapse in constitution.”

The beauty personified in Adam, to whom the angels bow down, 
is afterwards deposed, like Adam.

It cries, “Alas, after existence non-existence!” 
He says, “Your crime is this, that you have lived too long.”

Gabriel, dragging it by the hair, leads it away, saying, 
“Leave this Paradise and the company of the fair ones.”

It says, “What is this abasement after exaltation?” 
He replies, “That is a gift, and this is judgement on you.”

“O Gabriel, you bowed down with your soul: 
why are you now driving me from Paradise?

سوى اضلال ازل پيغام كرد
كه بر آر از قعر بحر فتنه گرد

نى يكى از بندگانت موسى است
پرده‏ها در بحر او از گرد بست‏
آب از هر سو عنان را وا كشيد

از تگ دريا غبارى بر جهيد
چون كه خوبى زنان با او نمود

كه ز عقل و صبر مردان مى‏فزود
پس زد انگشتك به رقص اندر فتاد

كه بده زوتر رسيدم در مراد
چون بديد آن چشمهاى پر خمار
كه كند عقل و خرد را بى‏قرار
و آن صفاى عارض آن دلبران

كه بسوزد چون سپند اين دل بر آن‏
رو و خال و ابرو و لب چون عقيق

گوييا حق تافت از پرده‏ى رقيق‏
ديد او آن غنج و بر جست او سبك

چون تجلى حق از پرده‏ى تنك‏

رْهُ نُنَكِّسْهُ فِي الْخَلْقِ تفسير خَلَقْنَا الْإِنْسانَ فِي أَحْسَنِ تَقْوِيمٍ ثُمَّ رَدَدْناهُ أَسْفَلَ سافِلِين‏َو تفسير وَ مَنْ نُعَمِّ

آدم حسن و ملك ساجد شده
همچو آدم باز معزول آمده‏
گفت آوه بعد هستى نيستى

گفت جرمت اين كه افزون زيستى‏
جبرئيلش مى‏كشاند موكشان

كه برو زين خلد و از جوق خوشان‏
گفت بعد از عز اين اذلال چيست

گفت آن داد است و اينت داورى است‏
جبرئيلا سجده مى‏كردى به جان
چون كنون مى‏رانيم تو از جنان‏
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My robes are flying from me in tribulation, 
like leaves from the date-palm in the season of autumn.”

حله مى‏پرد ز من در امتحان
همچو برگ از نخل در فصل خزان‏

The countenance whose splendour was moon-like 
becomes with old age like the back of the Libyan lizard;

And the fair head and crown that once were radiant 
become ugly and bald at the time of old;

And the tall proud figure, piercing the ranks like a spear-point, 
in old age is bent double like a bow.

The colour of red anemone becomes the colour of saffron; 
his lion-like strength becomes as the courage of women.

He that used to grip a man in his arms by skill, 
they take hold of his arms at the time of departure.

Truly these are marks of pain and decay: 
every one of them is a messenger of death.

Commentary on “The lowest of the low, except those who have believed and wrought good works; 
for they shall have a reward that is not cut off.”

But if his physician be the Light of God, 
there is no loss or crushing blow from old age and fever.

His weakness is like the weakness of the intoxicated, 
for in his weakness he is the envy of a Rustam.

If he dies, his bones are drowned in savour; 
every mote of him is in the beams of the light of love-desire.

And he who has not that is an orchard without fruit, 
which the autumn brings to ruin.

The roses remain not; the black thorns remain: 
it becomes pale and spineless like a heap of straw.

O God, I wonder what fault did that orchard commit, 
that these robes should be stripped from it.

“It paid regard to itself, and self-regard is a deadly poison. 
Beware, O you who are put to the trial!”

The minion for love of whom the world wept—
the world is repulsing him from itself: what is crime?

آن رخى كه تاب او بد ماه‏وار
شد به پيرى همچو پشت سوسمار

و آن سرو فرق گش شعشع شده
وقت پيرى ناخوش و اصلع شده‏

و آن قد صف در نازان چون سنان
گشته در پيرى دو تا همچون كمان‏

رنگ لاله گشته رنگ زعفران
زور شيرش گشته چون زهره‏ى زنان‏

آن كه مردى در بغل كردى به فن
مى‏بگيرندش بغل وقت شدن‏

اين خود آثار غم و پژمردگى است
هر يكى زينها رسول مردگى است‏

الِحاتِ فَلَهُمْ أَجْرٌ غَيْرُ مَمْنُونٍ تفسير أَسْفَلَ سافِلِينَ إَِّال الَّذِينَ آمَنُوا وَ عَمِلُوا الصَّ

ليك گر باشد طبيبش نور حق
نيست از پيرى و تب نقصان و دق‏
سستى او هست چون سستى مست
كاندر آن سستيش رشك رستم است‏

گر بميرد استخوانش غرق ذوق
ذره ذره‏ش در شعاع نور شوق‏
وان كه آنش نيست باغ بى‏ثمر
كه خزانش مى‏كند زير و زبر

گل نماند خارها ماند سياه
زرد و بى‏مغز آمده چون تل كاه‏
تا چه زلت كرد آن باغ اى خدا
كه از او اين حله‏ها گردد جدا
خويشتن را ديد و ديد خويشتن

زهر قتال است هين اى ممتحن‏
شاهدى كز عشق او عالم گريست

عالمش مى‏راند از خود جرم چيست‏
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“The crime is that he put on a borrowed adornment 
and pretended that these robes were his own property.

جرم آن كه زيور عاريه بست
كرد دعوى كاين حلل ملك من است‏

We take them back, in order that he may know for sure 
that the stack is Ours and the fair ones are gleaners;

That he may know that those robes were a loan: 
it was a ray from the Sun of Being.”

That beauty and power and virtue and knowledge 
have journeyed here from the Sun of Excellence.

They, the light of that Sun, turn back again, 
like the stars, from these walls.

The Sunbeam has gone home; 
every wall is left dark and black.

That which made you amazed at the faces of the fair 
is the Light of the Sun from the three-coloured glass.

The glasses of diverse hue cause that Light 
to seem coloured like this to us.

When the many-coloured glasses are no more, 
then the colourless Light makes you amazed.

Make it your habit to behold the Light without the glass, 
in order that when the glass is shattered there may not be blindness.

You are content with knowledge learned: 
you have lit your eye at another’s lamp.

He takes away his lamp, 
that you may know you are a borrower, not a giver.

If you have rendered thanks and made the utmost exertion, 
be not grieved, for He will give a hundred such in return;

But if you have not rendered thanks, weep blood now, 
for that excellence has become quit of the ungrateful.

He causes the works of the unbelieving people to be lost; 
He makes the state of the believing people to prosper.

From the ungrateful man excellence and knowledge disappear, 
so that never again does he see a trace of them.

Affinity and non-affinity and gratitude and affection 
vanish in such wise that he cannot remember them;

For, O ingrates, He causes their works to be lost are the flight of object 
of desire from everyone who has obtained his desire,

واستانيم آن كه تا داند يقين
خرمن آن ماست خوبان دانه چين‏

تا بداند كان حلل عاريه بود
پرتوى بود آن ز خورشيد وجود
آن جمال و قدرت و فضل و هنر
ز آفتاب حسن كرد اين سو سفر

باز مى‏گردند چون استارها
نور آن خورشيد زين ديوارها

پرتو خورشيد شد وا جايگاه
ماند هر ديوار تاريك و سياه‏

آن كه كرد او در رخ خوبانت دنگ
نور خورشيد است از شيشه‏ى سه رنگ‏

شيشه‏هاى رنگ رنگ آن نور را
مى‏نمايند اين چنين رنگين به ما

چون نماند شيشه‏هاى رنگ رنگ
نور بى‏رنگت كند آن گاه دنگ‏

خوى كن بى‏شيشه ديدن نور را
تا چو شيشه بشكند نبود عمى‏

قانعى با دانش آموخته
در چراغ غير چشم افروخته‏
او چراغ خويش بربايد كه تا

تو بدانى مستعيرى نى فتا
گر تو كردى شكر و سعى مجتهد

غم مخور كه صد چنان بازت دهد
ور نكردى شكر اكنون خون‏گرى

كه شده ست آن حسن از كافر برى‏
أمة الكفران أَضَلَّ أعمالهم

أمة الايمان أَصْلَحَ بالهم‏
گم شد از بى‏شكر خوبى و هنر

كه دگر هرگز نبيند ز آن اثر
خويشى و بى‏خويشى و شكر و وداد
رفت ز آن سان كه نياردشان به ياد

كه أَضَلَّ أَعْمالَهُمْ اى كافران
جستن كام است از هر كامران‏
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Excepting the thankful and faithful 
who are attended by fortune.

جز ز اهل شكر و اصحاب وفا
كه مر ايشان راست دولت در قفا

How should the past fortune bestow strength? 
It is the future fortune that bestows a special virtue.

In “Lend,” make a loan from this fortune, 
that you may see a hundred fortunes before your face.

Diminish a little for your own sake this drinking, 
that you may find in front the basin of Kawthar.

He who poured a draught on the earth of faithfulness, 
how should the prey, fortune, be able to flee from him?

He gladdens their hearts, for He makes their state to prosper: 
He restores their entertainment after they have perished.

“O Death, O Turcoman who plunders the village, 
give back whatever you have taken from these thankful ones.”

He gives it back; they will not receive it, 
for they have been endowed with the goods of spiritual life.

“We are Sufis and have cast off our mantles: 
we will not take back after we have gambled away.

We have seen the recompense from God—how can there be a worldly 
recompense then?  Want and desire and object are gone from us.

We have emerged from a briny and destroying water, 
we have attained to the pure wine and the fountain of Kawthar.

O World, that which you have shown unto others—
faithlessness and deceit and grievous pride—

We pour on your head in repayment, 
for we are martyrs come to war.”

In order that you may know that the Holy God 
has servants impetuous and combative,

Tear out the moustache of worldly hypocrisy 
and pitch their tents on the rampart of aid.

These martyrs have become warriors anew, 
and these captives have gained the victory once more;

They have lifted up their heads again from non-existence, saying, 
“Behold us if you are not blind from birth,”

That you may know that in non-existence there are suns, 
and that which is a sun here is a small star yonder.

دولت رفته كجا قوت دهد
دولت آينده خاصيت دهد

قرض ده زين دولت اندر اقرضوا
تا كه صد دولت ببينى پيش رو

اندكى زين شرب كم كن بهر خويش
تا كه حوض كوثرى يابى به پيش‏

جرعه بر خاك وفا آن كس كه ريخت
كى تواند صيد دولت زو گريخت‏
خوش كند دلشان كه أَصْلَحَ بالهم

رد من بعد النوى انزالهم‏
اى اجل وى ترك غارت ساز ده

هر چه بردى زين شكوران باز ده‏
وا دهد ايشان بنپذيرند آن

ز انكه منعم گشته‏اند از رخت جان‏
صوفييم و خرقه‏ها انداختيم
باز نستانيم چون درباختيم‏

ا عوض ديديم آن گه چون عوض
رفت از ما حاجت و حرص و غرض‏

ز آب شور و مهلكى بيرون شديم
بر رحيق و چشمه‏ى كوثر زديم‏

آن چه كردى اى جهان با ديگران
بى‏وفايى و فن و ناز گران‏

بر سرت ريزيم ما بهر جزا
كه شهيديم آمده اندر غزا
تا بدانى كه خداى پاك را

بندگان هستند پر حمله و مرى‏
سبلت تزوير دنيا بر كنند

خيمه را بر باروى نصرت زنند
اين شهيدان باز نو غازى شدند

وين اسيران باز بر نصرت زدند
سر بر آوردند باز از نيستى

كه ببين ما را گر اكمه نيستى‏
تا بدانى در عدم خورشيدهاست

و انچه اينجا آفتاب آن جا سهاست‏
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How, O brother is existence in non-existence? 
How is opposite concealed in opposite?

در عدم هستى برادر چون بود
ضد اندر ضد چون مكنون بود

He brings forth the living from the dead: 
know that the hope of worshippers is non-existence.

The sower whose barn is empty, 
is not he joyful and happy in hope of non-existence—

That crop will grow from the quarter of nonexistence? 
Apprehend if you are aware of reality.

Moment by moment you are expecting from non-existence 
to gain understanding and perception and peace and good.

It is not permitted to divulge this mystery; 
else I should make Abkhaz into Baghdad.

Non-existence, then, is God’s factory 
from which He continually produces gifts.

God is the Originator, and an originator 
is he who produces a branch without root or support.

Parable of the world existent that appears non-existent 
and the world non-existent that appears existent.

He has caused the non-existent to appear existent and magnificent; 
He has caused the existent to appear in the form of non-existence.

He has concealed the Sea and made the foam visible; 
He has concealed the Wind and displayed to you the dust.

The dust is whirling in the air, as a minaret: 
how should the dust rise aloft of itself ?

You see the dust on high, O infirm: not the Wind itself, 
except through knowledge given by induction.

You see the foam moving in every direction: 
without the Sea the foam has no turning-place.

You see the foam by sense perception and the Sea by induction: 
thought is hidden, speech manifest.

يُخْرِجُ الْحَيَّ مِنَ الْمَيِّتِ بدان
كه عدم آمد اميد عابدان‏

مرد كارنده كه انبارش تهى است
شاد و خوش نه بر اميد نيستى است‏

كه برويد آن ز سوى نيستى
فهم كن گر واقف معنيستى‏

دم به دم از نيستى تو منتظر
كه بيابى فهم و ذوق آرام و بر

نيست دستورى گشاد اين راز را
ور نه بغدادى كنم ابخاز را

پس خزانه‏ى صنع حق باشد عدم
كه بر آرد زو عطاها دم به دم‏
مبدع آمد حق و مبدع آن بود

كه بر آرد فرع بى‏اصل و سند

نيست را بنمود هست و محتشم
هست را بنمود بر شكل عدم‏

بحر را پوشيد و كف كرد آشكار
باد را پوشيد و بنمودت غبار

چون مناره‏ى خاك پيچان در هوا
خاك از خود چون بر آيد بر علا

خاك را بينى به بالا اى عليل
باد را نى جز به تعريف دليل‏

كف همى‏بينى روانه هر طرف
كف بى‏دريا ندارد متصرف‏

كف به حس بينى و دريا از دليل
فكر پنهان آشكارا قال و قيل‏

مثال عالم هست نيست نما و عالم نيست هست نما

We deemed negation to be affirmation: we had an eye that saw the 
nonexistent.

نفى را اثبات مى‏پنداشتيم
ديده‏ى معدوم بينى داشتيم‏
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The eye that appeared in a state of slumber, 
how should it be able to see anything but phantasy and non-existence?

ديده‏اى كاندر نعاسى شد پديد
كى تواند جز خيال و نيست ديد

Necessarily we were bewildered by error, 
since Reality was hidden and Phantasy visible,

Why He set up this non-existence in view 
and why He caused that Reality to be hidden from sight.

Praise, O Master-weaver of magic 
who have made the dregs to seem pure to them that turn away

Magicians quickly measure moonbeams 
in the presence of the merchant and receive gold as profit.

By artful tricks of this sort they take money, 
the money is gone from his hand, there is no linen.

This world is a sorcerer, and we are the merchants 
who buy from it the measured moonbeams.

Magician-like, it hastily measures out by the meter 
five hundred meters of linen from the light of the moonbeams,

When it takes the money, your life, O slave, the money is gone, 
there is no linen, and your purse is empty.

You must recite Say, I take refuge, crying, 
“O One, come, save me from the witches and from knots.

These sorceresses are blowing on the knots: 
help, O You whose help is besought against victory and checkmate.”

But invoke with the tongue of deeds also, 
for the tongue of words is weak, O honourable man.

In the world you have three fellow-travellers: 
one is faithful and these two are treacherous.

One is friends and the other is goods and chattels; 
and the third is faithful, and that one is excellence in deeds.

Wealth will not come with you out of your palaces; 
friend will come, but he will come as far as your grave.

When your day of doom comes to meet you, 
your friend will say in the language appropriate to his sentiments,

“As far as here: I accompany you no farther, 
I will stand a while at your grave.”

Your deeds are faithful: make of them your refuge, 
for they will come with you into the depths of the tomb.

لاجرم سر گشته گشتيم از ضلال
چون حقيقت شد نهان پيدا خيال‏

ين عدم را چون نشاند اندر نظر
چون نهان كرد آن حقيقت از بصر

آفرين اى اوستاد سحر باف
كه نمودى معرضان را درد صاف‏

ساحران مهتاب پيمايند زود
پيش بازرگان و زر گيرند سود

سيم بربايند زين گون پيچ پيچ
سيم از كف رفته و كرباس هيچ‏

اين جهان جادوست ما آن تاجريم
كه از او مهتاب پيموده خريم‏

گز كند كرباس پانصد گز شتاب
ساحرانه او ز نور ماهتاب‏

چون ستد او سيم عمرت اى رهى
سيم شد، كرباس نى، كيسه تهى‏
قل اعوذت خواند بايد كاى احد

هين ز نفاثات افغان وز عقد
مى‏دمند اندر گره آن ساحرات

الغياث المستغاث از برد و مات‏
ليك بر خوان از زبان فعل نيز

كه زبان قول سست است اى عزيز
در زمانه مر ترا سه همرهند

آن يكى وافى و اين دو غدرمند
آن يكى ياران و ديگر رخت و مال

و آن سوم وافى است و آن حسن الفعال‏
مال نايد با تو بيرون از قصور

يار آيد ليك آيد تا به گور
چون ترا روز اجل آيد به پيش
يار گويد از زبان حال خويش‏

تا بدين جا بيش همره نيستم
بر سر گورت زمانى بيستم‏

فعل تو وافى است زو كن ملتحد
كه در آيد با تو در قعر لحد
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در تفسير قول مصطفى عليه الصلاة و السلام لا بد من قرين يدفن معك و هو حى و تدفن معه و أنت 
ميت، ان كان كريما اكرمك و ان كان لئيما اسلمك، و ذلك القرين عملك فاصلحه ما استطعت، صدق 

رسول اللَّه )ص(
Commentary on the saying of Mustafá, on whom be peace, “You must have a familiar 

who is buried with you, he being alive, and with whom you are buried when you art dead; 
if he be generous, he will treat you generously, and if he be base, he will forsake you. 

That familiar is your works, so make them right as far as you are able.” 
The Messenger of Allah spoke the truth.

Therefore the Prophet said, “For the purpose of this Way 
there is no comrade more faithful than works.

If they be good they will be your friends for ever, 
and if they be evil they will be a snake in your tomb.”

How, O father, can one do this work and earning 
in the Way of righteousness without a master?

The meanest earning that goes on in the world, 
is it ever without the guidance of a master?

Its beginning is knowledge; then action, 
that it may yield fruit after a time or after death.

Seek help in crafts, O possessor of intelligence, 
from a generous and righteous craftsman.

Seek the pearl in the oyster-shell, my brother, 
and seek technical skill from the craftsmen.

If you see sincere advisers, deal fairly and be eager to learn: 
do not show disdain.

If the tanner wore a threadbare garment, 
that did not diminish the master’s mastery;

If the ironsmith wore a patched frock when blowing the bellows, 
his reputation was not impaired in the eyes of the people.

Therefore strip the raiment of pride from your body: 
in learning, put on the garment of humility.

If you wouldst learn knowledge, the way of it is oral; 
if you wouldst learn a craft, the way of it is practical.

If you desire poverty that depends on companionship: 
neither your tongue nor your hand avails.

Soul receives from soul knowledge, 
not by way of book or from tongue.

پس پيمبر گفت بهر اين طريق
با وفاتر از عمل نبود رفيق‏
گر بود نيكو ابد يارت شود

ور بود بد در لحد مارت شود
اين عمل وين كسب در راه سداد
كى توان كرد اى پدر بى‏اوستاد

دون‏ترين كسبى كه در عالم رود
هيچ بى‏ارشاد استادى بود

اولش علم است آن گاهى عمل
تا دهد بر بعد مهلت يا اجل‏

استعينوا فى الحرف يا ذا النهى
من كريم صالح من اهلها

اطلب الدر اخى وسط الصدف
و اطلب الفن من ارباب الحرف‏

ان رايتم ناصحين انصفوا
بادروا التعليم لا تستنكفوا

در دباغى گر خلق پوشيد مرد
خواجگى خواجه را آن كم نكرد

وقت دم آهنگر ار پوشيد دلق
احتشام او نشد كم پيش خلق‏

پس لباس كبر بيرون كن ز تن
ملبس ذل پوش در آموختن‏

علم آموزى طريقش قولى است
حرفت آموزى طريقش فعلى است‏

فقر خواهى آن به صحبت قايم است
نه زبانت كار مى‏آيد نه دست‏

دانش آن را ستاند جان ز جان
نه ز راه دفتر و نه از زبان‏
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If those mysteries are in the traveller’s heart,
knowledge of the mystery is not yet possessed by the traveller.

در دل سالك اگر هست آن رموز
رمز دانى نيست سالك را هنوز

Until the expansion of his heart shall make it the Light: 
then God says, “Did not We expand …?

For We have given you the expansion within your breast, 
We have put the expansion into your breast.”

You are still seeking illumination from outside; 
you are a source of milk: how are you a milking others?

There is an unlimited fountain of milk within you: 
why are you seeking milk from the pail?

O lake, you have a channel to the Sea: 
be ashamed to seek water from the pool;

For did not We expand…? Again, have not you the expansion? 
How are you become a seeker of the expansion and a mendicant?

Contemplate the expansion of the heart within, 
lest there come the reproach, Do not you see?

Commentary on “And He is with you.”

There is a basket full of loaves on the crown of your head, 
and you are begging a crust of bread from door to door.

Attend to your own head, abandon giddy-headedness; 
go, knock at the door of your heart: why are you at every door?

While you are up to the knee in the river-water, you are heedless of yourself 
and art seeking water from this one and that one.

Water in front; and behind, too, an unfailing supply of water; 
before your eyes is a barrier and behind them a barrier.

The horse is under the thigh, and the rider is seeking the horse. 
“What is this?” he says, “A horse, but where is the horse?”

“Eh, is not this a horse under you, plain to see?” 
“Yes,” says he, “but who ever saw a horse?”

He is mad with thirst for the water, and it is before his face: 
he is in the water and unconscious of the running water.

Like the pearl in the sea, he says, “Where is the sea?” 
and that shell-like phantasy is his wall.

تا دلش را شرح آن سازد ضيا
پس أَ لَمْ نَشْرَحْ بفرمايد خدا

كه درون سينه شرحت داده‏ايم
شرح اندر سينه‏ات بنهاده‏ايم‏

و هنوز از خارج آن را طالبى
محلبى از ديگران چون حالبى‏

چشمه‏ى شير است در تو بى‏كنار
تو چرا مى شير جويى از تغار
منفذى دارى به بحر اى آبگير

ننگ دار از آب جستن از غدير
كه أَ لَمْ نَشْرَحْ نه شرحت هست باز

چون شدى تو شرح جو و كديه ساز
درنگر در شرح دل در اندرون

تا نيايد طعنه‏ى فَلا تبصرون‏

تفسير وَ هُوَ مَعَكُمْ

يك سبد پر نان ترا بر فرق سر
تو همى‏خواهى لب نان در بدر

در سر خود پيچ هل خيره سرى
رو در دل زن چرا بر هر درى‏

تا به زانويى ميان آب جو
غافل از خود ز اين و آن تو آب جو

پيش آب و پس هم آب با مدد
چشمها را پيش سد و خلف سد

اسب زير ران و فارس اسب جو
چيست اين گفت اسب ليكن اسب كو

هى نه اسب است اين به زير تو پديد
گفت آرى ليك خود اسبى كه ديد
مست آب و پيش روى اوست آن

اندر آب و بى‏خبر ز آب روان‏
چون گهر در بحر گويد بحر كو
و ان خيال چون صدف ديوار او
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His saying “Where?” becomes for him a screen: 
it becomes for him a cloud over the radiance of the sun.

گفتن آن كو حجابش مى‏شود
ابر تاب آفتابش مى‏شود

His bad eye is a bandage on his eye: 
his very removing the barrier has become a barrier for him.

His consciousness has become the plug of his ear: 
keep your consciousness towards God, O you who are bewildered in Him.

Commentary on the saying of Mustafá, on whom be peace, “Whoever shall make his cares one care, 
God will relieve him of all his cares; and whoever is distracted by his cares, 

God will not care in what valley He destroys him.”

You have distributed your consciousness in directions: 
those vanities are not worth a cress leaf.

Every thorn-root draws the water of your consciousness: 
how should the water of your consciousness reach the fruit?

Listen, smite that evil bough, and cut it off: 
water this goodly bough, refresh it.

Both are green at this time, look to the end 
that this one will come to nothing; fruit will grow from that one.

To this one the water in the orchard is lawful, to that one unlawful. 
In the end you will see the difference, and farewell.

What is justice? Giving water to trees. 
What is injustice? To give water to thorns.

Justice is bestowing a bounty in its proper place, 
not on every root that will absorb water.

What is injustice? To bestow in an improper place 
that can only be a source of calamity.

Bestow the bounty of God on the spirit and reason, 
not on the nature full of disease and complications.

Load the conflict of cares upon your body: 
do not lay your anxiety upon the heart and spirit.

The pack is laid upon Jesus’ head; 
the ass is frisking in the meadow.

It is not right to put eye salve in the ear: 
it is not right to demand from the body the work of the heart.

بند چشم اوست هم چشم بدش
عين رفع سد او گشته سدش‏

بند گوش او شده هم هوش او
هوش با حق دار اى مدهوش او

در تفسير قول مصطفى عليه الصلاة و السلام من جعل الهموم هما واحدا كفاه اللَّه سائر همومه و من 
تفرقت به الهموم لا يبالى اللَّه فى اى واد اهلكه‏

هوش را توزيع كردى بر جهات
مى‏نيرزد تره‏اى آن ترهات‏

آب هش را مى‏كشد هر بيخ خار
آب هوشت چون رسد سوى ثمار
هين بزن آن شاخ بد را خو كنش
آب ده اين شاخ خوش را نو كنش‏
هر دو سبزند اين زمان آخر نگر
كاين شود باطل از آن رويد ثمر
آب باغ اين را حلال آن را حرام

فرق را آخر ببينى و السلام‏
عدل چه بود آب ده اشجار را
ظلم چه بود آب دادن خار را

عدل وضع نعمتى در موضعش
نه به هر بيخى كه باشد آب كش‏
ظلم چه بود وضع در ناموضعى

كه نباشد جز بلا را منبعى‏
نعمت حق را به جان و عقل ده

نه به طبع پر ز حير پر گره‏
بار كن بيگار غم را بر تنت

بر دل و جان كم نه آن جان كندنت‏
بر سر عيسى نهاده تنگ بار

خر سكيزه مى‏زند در مرغزار
سرمه را در گوش كردن شرط نيست

كار دل را جستن از تن شرط نيست‏
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If you are a heart, go, scorn, do not suffer insult; 
and if you are a body, do not eat sugar but taste poison.

گر دلى رو ناز كن خوارى مكش
ور تنى شكر منوش و زهر چش‏

Poison is beneficial to the body, and sugar noxious: 
it is better that the body should be deprived of supplies.

The body is fuel for Hell, weaken it; 
and if it produce a growth of fuel, go, destroy it.

Else, O firewood, you will be a carrier of firewood in both worlds, 
like the wife of Bu Lahab.

Know the bough of the Sidra from the firewood, 
though both are green, O youth.

The origin of that bough is the Seventh Heaven; 
the origin of this bough is from fire and smoke.

To sense-perception they are similar in appearance, 
for the eye and habit of sense-perception is seeing falsely;

That is manifest to the eye of the heart: exert yourself, 
advance towards the heart with the exertion of one whose means are small.

And if you have no foot, bestir yourself 
that you may behold every less and more.

On the meaning of this verse: “If you fare on the Way, the Way will be revealed to you; 
and if you become nonexistent, existence will be conferred on you.”

Though Zalikha shut the doors on every side, 
still Joseph gained return by bestirring himself.

Lock and door opened, and the way appeared: 
when Joseph put trust in God, he escaped.

Though the world has no visible crevice, 
one must run recklessly, like Joseph,

In order that the lock may open and the doorway become clear, 
and the region of non-spatiality become your dwelling-place.

You came into the world, O afflicted one: 
do you ever see the way of your coming?

You came from a certain place and abode: 
do you know the way of your coming? Nay.

زهر تن را نافع است و قند بد
تن همان بهتر كه باشد بى‏مدد

هيزم دوزخ تن است و كم كنش
ور برويد هيزمى رو بركنش

ور نه حمال حطب باشى حطب
در دو عالم همچو جفت بو لهب‏
از حطب بشناس شاخ سدره را

گر چه هر دو سبز باشند اى فتى‏
اصل آن شاخ است هفتم آسمان

اصل اين شاخ است از نار و دخان‏
هست مانندا به صورت پيش حس

كه غلط بين است چشم و كيش حس‏
هست آن پيدا به پيش چشم دل
جهد كن سوى دل آ جهد المقل‏
ور ندارى پا بجنبان خويش را
تا ببينى هر كم و هر بيش را

در معنى اين بيت:
	               گر راه روى راه برت بگشايند	            ور نيست شوى به هستى‏ات بگرايند

گر زليخا بست درها هر طرف
يافت يوسف هم ز جنبش منصرف‏

باز شد قفل و در و شد ره پديد
چون توكل كرد يوسف بر جهيد
گر چه رخته نيست عالم را پديد

خيره يوسف‏وار مى‏بايد دويد
تا گشايد قفل و در پيدا شود

سوى بى‏جايى شما را جا شود
آمدى اندر جهان اى ممتحن

هيچ مى‏بينى طريق آمدن‏
تو ز جايى آمدى وز موطنى

آمدن را راه دانى هيچ نى‏
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If you don’t know, beware of saying that there is no way: 
by this wayless way we shall depart.

گر ندانى تا نگويى راه نيست
زين ره بى‏راهه ما را رفتنى است‏

In dreams you wander happily to left and right: 
have you any knowledge where the way is that leads to that arena?

Shut that eye and give yourself up: 
you will find yourself in the ancient City.

How should you shut your eye when in this direction 
a hundred inebriated eyes are a bandage on your eye because of infatuation?

From love of an admirer you are with four eyes 
in the hope of eminence and chieftainship.

And if you fall asleep you see the purchaser in your dreams: 
how should the ill-omened owl dream of anything but a wilderness?

At every moment you want a purchaser cringing: 
what have you to sell? Nothing, nothing.

If your heart had any bread or breakfast, 
it would have been empty of purchasers.

Story of the person who claimed to be a prophet. They said to him, 
“What have you eaten that you have become crazy and art talking in vain?” 

He replied, “If I had found anything to eat, I should not have become crazy and talked in vain”; 
for whenever they speak good words to people unworthy to hear them, 

they will have talked in vain, although they are commanded to talk thus in vain.

A certain man was saying, “I am a prophet: 
I am superior to all the prophets.”

They bound his neck and took him to the king, saying, 
“This man says he is a prophet sent by God.”

The people gathered round him as ants and locusts, crying, 
“What deceit and imposture and trap is?

If he that comes from non-existence is a prophet, 
we all are prophets and grand.

We came hither as strangers from that place: 
why should you be specially endowed, O accomplished one?”

مى‏روى در خواب شادان چپ و راست
هيچ دانى راه آن ميدان كجاست‏
تو ببند آن چشم و خود تسليم كن
خويش را بينى در آن شهر كهن‏

چشم چون بندى كه صد چشم خمار
بند چشم تست اين سو از غرار
چار چشمى تو ز عشق مشترى

بر اميد مهترى و سرورى‏
ور بخسبى مشترى بينى به خواب
جغد بد كى خواب بيند جز خراب‏
مشترى خواهى به هر دم پيچ پيچ
تو چه دارى كه فروشى هيچ هيچ‏

گر دلت را نان بدى يا چاشتى
از خريداران فراغت داشتى‏

قصه‏ى آن شخص كه دعوى پيغامبرى مى‏كرد گفتندش چه خورده‏اى كه گيج شده‏اى و ياوه مى‏گويى 
گفت اگر چيزى يافتمى كه خوردمى نه گيج شدمى و نه ياوه گفتمى كه هر سخن نيك كه با غير اهلش 

گويند ياوه گفته باشند اگر چه در آن ياوه گفتن مأمورند

آن يكى مى‏گفت من پيغمبرم
از همه پيغمبران فاضلترم‏

گردنش بستند و بردندش به شاه
كاين همى‏گويد رسولم از اله‏

خلق بر وى جمع چون مور و ملخ
كه چه مكر است و چه تزوير و چه فخ‏

گر رسول آن است كايد از عدم
ما همه پيغمبريم و محتشم‏

ما از آن جا آمديم اينجا غريب
تو چرا مخصوص باشى اى اديب‏
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“Did not you come like a sleeping child? 
You were ignorant of the way and the destination.

نه شما چون طفل خفته آمديد
بى‏خبر از راه وز منزل بديد

You passed through the stages asleep and intoxicated, 
unconscious of the way and ups and downs;

We set out in wakefulness and well 
from beyond the five and the six to the five and six,

Having perceived the stages from the source and foundation, 
possessed of experience and knowing the way like guides.”

They said to the king, “Put him to the rack, 
that a person of his sort may never speak such words.”

The king saw that he was very thin and infirm, 
so that such an emaciated man would die at a single blow.

“How is it possible to torture or beat him, 
since his body has become as a glass?

But I will speak to him kindly and say, 
‘Why do you boast of high estate?’

For here harshness is of no use: 
it is by gentleness that the snake puts forth its head from the hole.”

He caused the people to withdraw from around him: 
the king was a gracious man, and gentleness was his way.

Then he bade him be seated, and asked him concerning his dwelling-place, 
saying, “Where have you your means of livelihood and refuge?”

He replied, “O king, I belong to the Abode of Peace: 
I have come from the road to this Abode of Blame.

I have neither home nor any companion: 
when has a fish made its home on the earth?”

Again the king answered him, saying by way of jest, “What have you eaten 
and what provision have you made for the morning meal?

Have you appetite? What did you eat at daybreak 
that you are so intoxicated and boastful and blustering?”

He replied, “If I had bread, dry or moist, 
how should I lay claim to prophecy?

To claim to be a prophet amongst these people 
is like seeking a heart from a mountain.

No one sought intellect and heart from mountains and rocks: none sought 
understanding and apprehension of a difficult point of discourse.

از منازل خفته بگذشتيد و مست
بى‏خبر از راه و از بالا و پست‏

ما به بيدارى روان گشتيم و خوش
از وراى پنج و شش تا پنج و شش‏

ديده منزلها ز اصل و از اساس
چون قلاووزان خبير و ره شناس‏

شاه را گفتند اشكنجه‏ش بكن
تا نگويد جنس او هيچ اين سخن‏

شاه ديدش بس نزار و بس ضعيف
كه به يك سيلى بميرد آن نحيف‏
كى توان او را فشردن يا زدن

كه چو شيشه گشته است او را بدن‏
ليك با او گويم از راه خوشى

كه چرا دارى تو لاف سركشى‏
كز درشتى نايد اينجا هيچ كار

هم به نرمى سر كند از غار مار
مردمان را دور كرد از گرد وى
شه لطيفى بود و نرمى ورد وى‏
پس نشاندش باز پرسيدش ز جا

كه كجا دارى معاش و ملتجى‏
گفت اى شه هستم از دارُ السلام

آمده از ره در اين دار الملام‏
نه مرا خانه‏ست و نه يك همنشين
خانه كى كردست ماهى در زمين‏
باز شاه از روى لاغش گفت باز

كه چه خوردى و چه دارى چاشت ساز
اشتها دارى چه خوردى بامداد

كه چنين سر مستى و پر لاف و باد
گفت اگر نانم بدى خشك و طرى

كى كنيمى دعوى پيغمبرى‏
دعوى پيغمبرى با اين گروه

همچنان باشد كه دل جستن ز كوه‏
كس ز كوه و سنگ عقل و دل نجست

فهم و ضبط نكته‏ى مشكل نجست‏

1140
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Whatever you say, the mountain replies the same: 
it makes a mockery like the scoffers.

هر چه گويى باز گويد كه همان
مى‏كند افسوس چون مستهزيان‏

What relation exists between this folk and the message? 
Who can hope for life from a soulless thing?

If you bring a message concerning a woman or gold, 
they will all lay before you their money and lives.

A sweetheart in such and such a place invites you: 
she is in love with you, she knows you.’

But if you bring the honey-like message of God, 
‘Come to God, O you who have a good covenant;

Go from the world of death towards the provision: 
since everlastingness is possible, do not be perishing’—

They will seek your blood and your life, 
not in zeal for religion and excellence.

The reason why the vulgar are at enmity with, and live in estrangement from, 
the saints of God who call them unto God and the Water of Life everlasting.

Nay, but on account of their sticking to house and goods 
it is bitter to them to hear this exposition.

A rag is stuck fast upon the donkey’s sore: 
when you wish to tear it off, bit by bit,

The donkey, because of the pain, will certainly kick: 
happy the man who abstained from him!—

Especially fifty sores, and a soaked rag 
stuck on the top of them in every case.

House and goods are like the rag, and this greed is the sore: 
the greater the greed, the greater the sore.

The wilderness alone is the house and goods of the owl: 
he (the owl) will not listen to descriptions of Baghdad and Tabas.

If a royal falcon come from the road 
and bring to these owls a hundred reports of the King,

A full account of the imperial city and the orchards and the rivers—
then a hundred enemies will jeer at him,

از كجا اين قوم و پيغام از كجا
از جمادى جان كه را باشد رجا

گر تو پيغام زنى آرى و زر
پيش تو بنهند جمله سيم و سر

كه فلان جا شاهدى مى‏خواندت
عاشق آمد بر تو او مى‏داندت‏

ور تو پيغام خدا آرى چو شهد
كه بيا سوى خدا اى نيك عهد

از جهان مرگ سوى برگ رو
چون بقا ممكن بود فانى مشو

قصد خون تو كنند و قصد سر
نه از براى حميت دين و هنر

سبب عداوت عام و بيگانه زيستن ايشان به اولياى خدا كه به حقشان مى‏خوانند و به آب حيات ابدى‏

بلكه از چسبيدگى بر خان و مان
تلخشان آيد شنيدن اين بيان‏

خرقه‏اى بر ريش خر چفسيد سخت
چون كه خواهى بر كنى زو لخت لخت‏

جفته اندازد يقين آن خر ز درد
حبذا آن كس كز او پرهيز كرد

خاصه پنجه ريش و هر جا خرقه‏اى
بر سرش چفسيده در نم غرقه‏اى‏

خان و مان چون خرقه و اين حرص ريش
حرص هر گه بيش باشد ريش بيش‏
خان و مان جغد ويران است و بس

نشنود اوصاف بغداد و طبس‏
گر بيايد باز سلطانى ز راه

صد خبر آرد بدين جغدان ز شاه‏
شرح دار الملك و باغستان و جو
پس بر او افسوس دارد صد عدو
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Saying, ‘What has the falcon brought? An old story. 
He is weaving words of vanity and idle brag.’

كه چه باز آورد افسانه‏ى كهن
كز گزاف و لاف مى‏بافد سخن‏

They are old and rotten unto everlasting; 
otherwise that breath makes the old new.

It gives life to the old dead: 
it gives the crown of reason and the light of faith.

Do not steal your heart away from the spirit-bestowing heart-ravisher, 
for he will mount you on the back of Rakhsh.

Do not steal your head away from the crown-giving one whose head is 
exalted, for he will untie a hundred knots from the foot of your heart.

Whom shall I tell? Where in the village is a living one? 
Where is any one that runs towards the Water of Life?

You are fleeing from Love because of a single humiliation: 
what do you know of Love except the name?

Love has a hundred disdains and prides: 
Love is gained by means of a hundred blandishments.

Since Love is loyal, it purchases him that is loyal: 
it does not look at a disloyal comrade.

Man resembles a tree, and the root is the covenant: 
the root must be cherished with all one’s might.

A corrupt covenant is a rotten root 
and is cut off of fruit and grace.

Although the boughs and leaves of the date-palm are green, 
greenness is no benefit with corruption of the root;

And if it has no green leaves, while it has a root, 
at the last a hundred leaves will put forth their hands.

Be not duped by his knowledge; seek the covenant: 
knowledge is like a husk, and his covenant is its kernel.

كهنه ايشانند و پوسيده‏ى ابد
ور نه آن دم كهنه را نو مى‏كند

مردگان كهنه را جان مى‏دهد
تاج عقل و نور ايمان مى‏دهد

دل مدزد از دل رباى روح بخش
كه سوارت مى‏كند بر پشت رخش‏

سر مدزد از سر فراز تاج ده
كاو ز پاى دل گشايد صد گره‏
با كه گويم در همه ده زنده كو

سوى آب زندگى پوينده كو
تو به يك خوارى گريزانى ز عشق
تو بجز نامى چه مى‏دانى ز عشق‏
عشق را صد ناز و استكبار هست

عشق با صد ناز مى‏آيد به دست‏
عشق چون وافى است وافى مى‏خرد

در حريف بى‏وفا مى‏ننگرد
چون درخت است آدمى و بيخ عهد

بيخ را تيمار مى‏بايد به جهد
عهد فاسد بيخ پوسيده بود

وز ثمار و لطف ببريده بود
شاخ و برگ نخل گر چه سبز بود

با فساد بيخ سبزى نيست سود
ور ندارد برگ سبز و بيخ هست

عاقبت بيرون كند صد برگ دست‏
تو مشو غره به علمش عهد جو

علم چون قشر است و عهدش مغز او
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در بيان آن كه مرد بد كار چون متمكن شود در بد كارى و اثر دولت نيكو كاران ببيند شيطان شود و 
مانع خير گردد از حسد همچون شيطان، كه خرمن سوخته همه را خرمن سوخته خواهد أَ رَأَيْتَ الَّذِي 

يَنْهى‏ عَبْداً إِذا صَلَّى
Explaining that when the evil-doer becomes settled in evil-doing and sees the effect of the fortune 

of the doers of righteousness, he from envy becomes a devil and preventer of good, like Satan; 
for he whose stack is burnt desires that all should have their stacks burnt: 
have you seen him who forbids a servant when he performs the prayer?’

When you see that the loyal have profited, 
thereat you become envious, like a devil.

Whenever a man’s temperament and constitution is feeble, 
he does not wish any one to be sound in body.

If you dislike the jealousy of Iblís, 
come from the door of pretension to the portal of loyalty.

When you have not loyalty, at least do not talk, 
for words are for the most part self-assertion—‘we’ and ‘I.’

These words, in the breast, are an income consisting of kernels: 
in silence the spiritual kernel grows a hundredfold.

When it comes on to the tongue, the kernel is expended: 
refrain from expending, in order that the goodly kernel may remain.

The man who speaks little has strong thoughts: 
when the husk, namely speech, becomes excessive, the kernel goes.

The rind is excessive, the kernel is thin: 
the rind becomes thin when it becomes perfect and goodly.

Look at these three when they have passed beyond immaturity: 
the walnut and the almond and the pistachio.

Whoever disobeys becomes a devil, 
for he becomes envious of the fortune of the righteous.

When you have acted loyally in your covenant with God, 
God will graciously keep His covenant with you.

You have shut your eyes to keeping faith with God, 
you have not listened to remember Me, I will remember you.

Give ear, listen to keep My covenant, in order that 
I will keep your covenant may come from the Friend.

What is our covenant and loan, O sorrowful one? 
like sowing a dry seed in the earth.

وافيان را چون ببينى كرده سود
تو چو شيطانى شوى آن جا حسو

هر كه را باشد مزاج و طبع سست
او نخواهد هيچ كس را تندرست‏

گر نخواهى رشك ابليسى بيا
از در دعوى به درگاه وفا

چون وفايت نيست بارى دم مزن
كه سخن دعوى است اغلب ما و من‏

اين سخن در سينه دخل مغزهاست
در خموشى مغز جان را صد نماست‏

چون بيامد در زبان شد خرج مغز
خرج كم كن تا بماند مغز نغز

مرد كم گوينده را فكر است زفت
قشر گفتن چون فزون شد مغز رفت‏

پوست افزون بود لاغر بود مغز
پوست لاغر شد چو كامل گشت و نغز

بنگر اين هر سه ز خامى رسته را
جوز را و لوز را و پسته را

هر كه او عصيان كند شيطان شود
كه حسود دولت نيكان شود

چون كه در عهد خدا كردى وفا
از كرم عهدت نگه دارد خدا
از وفاى حق تو بسته ديده‏اى

اذكروا اذكركم نشنيده‏اى‏
گوش نه أَوْفُوا بِعَهْدِي گوش دار

تا كه اوف عهدكم آيد ز يار
عهد و قرض ما چه باشد اى حزين
همچو دانه‏ى خشك كشتن در زمين‏
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From that neither do glory nor grandeur accrue to the earth,nor 
riches to the owner of the earth.

نه زمين را ز آن فروغ و لمترى
نه خداوند زمين را توانگرى‏

Except an indication, as though to say,‘I need this kind, the origin of 
which You created from non-existence.

I ate, and I bring the seed as a token,begging You to send to us such 
bounty.’

Abandon, then, the dry prayer, O fortunate one;for the tree demands 
the scattering of seed.

If you have no seed, on account of that prayer
God will bestow on you a palm-tree, saying, ‘How well did he labour!’

Like Mary: she had pain, but no seed: 
an artful One made green that palm-tree.

Because that noble Lady was loyal, God gave unto her 
a hundred desires without desire on her part.

The company who have been loyal 
are given superiority over all sorts.

Seas and mountains are made subject to them; 
the four elements also are the slaves of that class.

This is only a favour  for a sign, 
to the end that the disbelievers may see it plainly.

Those hidden graces of theirs, 
which come not into the senses or into description—

Those are the matter: those are enduring forever; 
they are neither cut off nor reclaimed.

Prayer.

O Giver of nourishment, steadfastness and stability, 
give Your creatures deliverance from this instability.

Grant unto the soul—for it is bent—
to stand upright in the work wherein it ought to be stable.

Bestow patience upon them and heavy balance-scales: 
deliver them from the guile of impostors;

And redeem them from envy, O Gracious One, 
lest from envy they be devils accursed.

جز اشارت كه از اين مى‏بايدم
كه تو دادى اصل اين را از عدم‏

خوردم و دانه بياوردم نشان
كه از اين نعمت به سوى ما كشان‏
پس دعاى خشك هل اى نيك بخت

كه فشاند دانه مى‏خواهد درخت‏
گر ندارى دانه ايزد ز آن دعا
بخشدت نخلى كه نعم ما سعى‏

همچو مريم درد بودش دانه نى
سبز كرد آن نخل را صاحب فنى‏

ز انكه وافى بود آن خاتون راد
بى‏مرادش داد يزدان صد مراد
آن جماعت را كه وافى بوده‏اند

بر همه اصنافشان افزوده‏اند
گشت درياها مسخرشان و كوه

چار عنصر نيز بنده‏ى آن گروه‏
اين خود اكرامى است از بهر نشان

تا ببينند اهل انكار آن عيان‏
آن كرامتهاى پنهانشان كه آن
در نيايد در حواس و در بيان‏
كار آن دارد خود آن باشد ابد

دايما نه منقطع نه مسترد

مناجات

اى دهنده‏ى قوت و تمكين و ثبات
خلق را زين بى‏ثباتى ده نجات‏

اندر آن كارى كه ثابت بودنى است
قايمى ده نفس را كه منثنى است‏

صبرشان بخش و كفه‏ى ميزان گران
وارهانشان از فن صورتگران‏

وز حسودى بازشان خر اى كريم
تا نباشند از حسد ديو رجيم‏
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How do the vulgar burn with envy 
for the fleeting happiness of riches and the body!

در نعيم فانى مال و جسد
چون همى‏سوزند عامه از حسد

Behold the kings, how they lead armies (to battle) 
and slay their own kinsmen because of envy.

The lovers of filthy dolls 
have sought each other’s blood and life.

Read Wís and Rámín and Khusraw and Shírín: 
what those fools did because of envy.

That the lover perished and the beloved too: 
they are naught and their passion also is naught.

Holy is the god who brings non-existence into collision with itself 
and makes non-existence to be in love with non-existence.

Envies arise in the heart that is no heart: 
thus does Being subject not being to compulsion.

These women, who are kinder than all two fellow-wives 
devour each other from envy,

So that you may discern how envious are the men 
who indeed are stony-hearted.

If the Law had not exercised a gracious spell, 
everyone would have torn the body of his rival to pieces.

The Law makes a plan for repelling evil: 
it puts the demon into the bottle of proof—

Witness and oath and shrinking—
till the insolent demon goes into the bottle.

Like the balance whereby the two adversaries 
are surely united in contentment, in jest or earnest.

Know for sure that the Law is like the measure and scales 
by means of which the litigants are saved from wrangling and enmity.

If there is no pair of scales, how shall the litigant escape from disputing 
when he suspects fraud and deceit?

Then, there is all this jealousy and litigation and injustice 
in respect of this foul faithless carcass,

How, then, must it be when genies and men become envious 
in respect of that fortune and felicity?

Truly those devils are envious of old: 
never for a moment do they cease from waylaying;

پادشاهان بين كه لشكر مى‏كشند
از حسد خويشان خود را مى‏كشند

عاشقان لعبتان پر قذر
كرده قصد خون و جان همدگر

ويس و رامين خسرو و شيرين بخوان
كه چه كردند از حسد آن ابلهان‏
كه فنا شد عاشق و معشوق نيز

هم نه چيزند و هواشان هم نه چيز
پاك الهى كه عدم بر هم زند

مر عدم را بر عدم عاشق كند
در دل نه دل حسدها سر كند

نيست را هست اين چنين مضطر كند
اين زنانى كز همه مشفق‏ترند

از حسد دو ضره خود را مى‏خورند
تا كه مردانى كه خود سنگين دل‏اند

از حسد تا در كدامين منزل‏اند
گر نكردى شرع افسونى لطيف

بر دريدى هر كسى جسم حريف‏
شرع بهر دفع شر رايى زند
ديو را در شيشه‏ى حجت كند
از گواه و از يمين و از نكول

تا به شيشه در رود ديو فضول‏
مثل ميزانى كه خشنودى دو ضد

جمع مى‏آيد يقين در هزل و جد
شرع چون كيل و ترازو دان يقين

كه بدو خصمان رهند از جنگ و كين‏
گر ترازو نبود آن خصم از جدال

كى رهد از وهم حيف و احتيال‏
پس در اين مردار زشت بى‏وفا

اين همه رشك است و خصم است و جفا
پس در آن اقبال و دولت چون بود

چون شود جنى و انسى در حسد
آن شياطين خود حسود كهنه‏اند

يك زمان از ره زنى خالى نه‏اند
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And the sons of Adam who have sown disobedience—
they too have become devils from enviousness.

و آن بنى آدم كه عصيان كشته‏اند
از حسودى نيز شيطان گشته‏اند

Read in the Qur’an how by Divine transformation 
the devils of mankind have become homogeneous with the Devil.

When the Devil fails to tempt, 
he seeks aid from these human.

Saying, ‘you are my friends: perform an act of friendship towards me; 
you are on my side: an act of partiality.’

If they waylay anyone in the world, 
both kinds of devils come off rejoicing;

And if anyone has saved his soul and become eminent in religion, 
those two jealous keep up lamentation.

Both gnash their teeth in envy at any one 
upon whom the Teacher has bestowed wisdom.”

How the king asked the man who claimed to be a prophet, saying, “The person who is a true Messenger 
and becomes established—what has he to give to any one, or what gifts will people obtain by consorting 

with him and serving him, except the counsel which he utters with his tongue?”

The king questioned him, saying, “After all, what is inspiration, 
or what has he got who is a prophet?”

He replied, “What is there indeed that he has not got, 
or what fortune is left whereunto he has not attained?

I will suppose that this prophetic inspiration is not a treasurer; 
still, it is not inferior to the inspiration in the heart of the bee.

Since God has inspired the bee have come, 
the dwelling-place of its inspiration has been filled with sweets.

Through the light of the inspiration of God the Almighty and Glorious, 
it filled the world with wax and honey.

This one who is We have honoured and is ever going upward—
how should his inspiration be inferior to the bee?”

Have not you read We have given you Kawthar? 
Why, then, are you dry and why have you remained thirsty?

از نبى بر خوان كه شيطانان انس
گشته‏اند از مسخ حق با ديو جنس‏

ديو چون عاجز شود در افتتان
استعانت جويد او زين انسيان‏

كه شما ياريد با ما ياريى
جانب ماييد جانب داريى‏

گر كسى را ره زنند اندر جهان
هر دو گون شيطان بر آيد شادمان

ور كسى جان برد و شد در دين بلند
نوحه مى‏دارند آن دو رشك‏مند

هر دو مى‏خايند دندان حسد
بر كسى كه داد اديب او را خرد

پرسيدن پادشاه از آن مدعى نبوت كه آن كه رسول راستين باشد و ثابت شود با او چه باشد كه كسى 
را بخشد يا به صحبت و خدمت او چه بخشش يابند غير نصيحت كه به زبان مى‏گويد

شاه پرسيدش كه بارى وحى چيست
يا چه حاصل دارد آن كس كاو نبى است‏

گفت خود آن چيست كش حاصل نشد
يا چه دولت ماند كاو واصل نشد
گيرم اين وحى نبى گنجور نيست
هم كم از وحى دل زنبور نيست‏

چونك اوحى الرب الى النحل آمده‏ست
خانه‏ى وحيش پر از حلوا شده‏ست‏

او به نور وحى حق عز و جل
كرد عالم را پر از شمع و عسل‏
اين كه كرمناست و بالا مى‏رود

وحيش از زنبور كمتر كى بو
نه تو اعطيناك كوثر خوانده‏اى

پس چرا خشكى و تشنه مانده‏اى‏
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Or perchance you are Pharaoh, and for you Kawthar, like the Nile, 
has turned to blood and impure, O sick man.

يا مگر فرعونى و كوثر چو نيل
بر تو خون گشته است و ناخوش اى عليل‏

Repent; renounce every enemy 
who has not the water of Kawthar in his cup.

Whomsoever you see flushed by Kawthar, 
he has the nature of Mohammed: consort with him,

That at the Reckoning you may become love for God’s sake; 
for with him are apples from the tree of Ahmad.

Whomever you see with lips unmoistened by Kawthar, 
always deem him an enemy like death and fever,

Though it is your father or your mother; 
for in truth he is a drinker of your blood.

Learn these ways of acting from the Friend of God, 
who first renounced his father,

That in the presence of God you may become hate for God’s sake, 
lest the jealousy of Love take offence at you.

Until you recite “There is not any god” and “except Allah,” 
you will not find the plain track of this Way.

Story of the lover who was recounting to his beloved his acts of service and loyalty and the long nights 
their sides heave up from their beds and the long days of want and parching thirst; and he was saying, 
“I know not any service besides these: if there is any other service, direct me, for I submit to whatever 
you may command, whether to enter the fire, like Khalíl, on whom be peace, or fall into the mouth of 
the leviathan of the sea, like Jonah, on whom be peace, or be killed seventy times, like Jirjís, on whom 

be peace, or be made blind by weeping, like Shu‘ayb, on whom be peace; and the loyalty 
and self-sacrifice of the prophets cannot be reckoned”; and how the beloved answered him.

A certain lover in the presence of his beloved 
was recounting his services and works,

Saying, “For your sake I did such and such, 
in this war I suffered arrows and spears.

Wealth is gone and strength is gone and fame is gone: 
on account of my love for you many a misfortune has befallen me.

توبه كن بيزار شو از هر عدو
كاو ندارد آب كوثر در كدو

هر كه را ديدى ز كوثر سرخ رو
او محمد خوست با او گير خو

تا احب لله آيى در حساب
كز درخت احمدى با اوست سيب‏
هر كه را ديدى ز كوثر خشك لب

دشمنش مى‏دار همچون مرگ و تب‏
گر چه باباى تو است و مام تو
كاو حقيقت هست خون آشام تو

از خليل حق بياموز اين سير
كه شد او بيزار اول از پدر

تا كه ابغض لله آيى پيش حق
تا نگيرد بر تو رشك عشق دق‏

تا نخوانى لا و الا الله را
درنيابى منهج اين راه را

داستان آن عاشق كه با معشوق خود بر مى‏شمرد خدمتها و وفاهاى خود را و شبهاى دراز تَتَجافى‏ 
جُنُوبُهُمْ عَنِ الْمَضاجِع‏ِرا و بى‏نوايى و جگر تشنگى روزهاى دراز را و مى‏گفت كه من جز اين خدمت 
نمى‏دانم اگر خدمت ديگر هست مرا ارشاد كن كه هر چه فرمايى منقادم اگر در آتش رفتن است چون 

خليل عليه السلام و اگر در دهان نهنگ دريا فتادن است چون يونس عليه السلام و اگر هفتاد بار 
كشته شدن است چون جرجيس عليه السلام و اگر از گريه نابينا شدن است چون شعيب عليه السلام 

و وفا و جان بازى انبيا را عليه السلام شمار نيست، و جواب گفتن معشوق او را

آن يكى عاشق به پيش يار خود
مى‏شمرد از خدمت و از كار خود

كز براى تو چنين كردم چنان
تيرها خوردم درين رزم و سنان‏

مال رفت و زور رفت و نام رفت
بر من از عشقت بسى ناكام رفت‏
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No dawn found me asleep or laughing; 
no eve found me with capital and means.”

هيچ صبحم خفته يا خندان نيافت
هيچ شامم با سر و سامان نيافت‏

What he had tasted of bitters and dregs 
he was recounting to her in detail, point by point,

Not for the sake of reproach; nay, 
he was displaying a hundred testimonies of the trueness of his love.

For men of reason a single indication is enough,  
how should the thirst of lovers be removed thereby?

He ceaselessly repeats his tale: 
how should a fish be satisfied with indication from the limpid water?

He, from that ancient grief, was speaking a hundred words in complaint, 
saying, “I have not spoken a word.”

There was a fire in him: he did not know what it was, 
but on account of its heat he was weeping like a candle.

The beloved said, “You have done all this, 
yet open your ear wide and apprehend well;

For you have not done what is the root of the root of love and fealty: 
this that you have done is the branches.”

The lover said to her, “Tell me, what is that root?” 
She said, “The root thereof is to die and be naught.

You have done all, you have not died, you are living. 
Listen; die, if you are a self-sacrificing friend!”

Instantly he laid himself at full length and gave up the ghost: 
like the rose, he played away his head, laughing and rejoicing.

That laughter remained with him as an endowment unto everlasting, 
like the untroubled spirit and reason of the gnostic.

How should the light of the moon ever become defiled, 
though its light strikes on everything good and evil?

Pure of all it returns to the moon, even as the light of the spirit and 
reason unto God.

The quality of purity is an endowment on the light of the moon, 
though its radiance is on the defilements of the way.

Malignity does not accrue to the light of the moon 
from those defilements of the way or from pollution.

The light of the sun heard Return, 
and came back in haste to its source.

آن چه او نوشيده بود از تلخ و درد
او به تفصيلش يكايك مى‏شمرد

نه از براى منتى بل مى‏نمود
بر درستى محبت صد شهود

عاقلان را يك اشارت بس بود
عاشقان را تشنگى ز آن كى رود

مى‏كند تكرار گفتن بى‏ملال
كى ز اشارت بس كند حوت از زلال‏

صد سخن مى‏گفت ز آن درد كهن
در شكايت كه نگفتم يك سخن‏

آتشى بودش نمى‏دانست چيست
ليك چون شمع از تف آن مى‏گريست‏
گفت معشوق اين همه كردى و ليك

گوش بگشا پهن و اندر ياب نيك‏
كانچه اصل اصل عشق است و ولاست

آن نكردى اين چه كردى فرعهاست‏
گفتش آن عاشق بگو كان اصل چيست
گفت اصلش مردن است و نيستى است‏

تو همه كردى نمردى زنده‏اى
هين بمير ار يار جان با زنده‏اى‏

هم در آن دم شد دراز و جان بداد
همچو گل در باخت سر خندان و شاد

ماند آن خنده بر او وقف ابد
همچو جان و عقل عارف بى‏كبد

نور مه آلوده كى گردد ابد
گر زند آن نور بر هر نيك و بد
او ز جمله پاك وا گردد به ماه

همچو نور عقل و جان سوى اله‏
وصف پاكى وقف بر نور مه است

تابشش گر بر نجاسات ره است‏
ز ان نجاسات ره و آلودگى

نور را حاصل نگردد بد رگى‏
ارْجِعِي بشنود نور آفتاب

سوى اصل خويش باز آمد شتاب‏
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No disgrace remained with it from the ash pits, 
no colour remained with it from the rose-gardens.

نه ز گلخنها بر او ننگى بماند
نه ز گلشنها بر او رنگى بماند

The light of the eye and the seer of the light returned: 
the desert and plain were left in passionate desire thereof.

A certain man asked a mystic theologian, “If any one weeps loudly during the ritual prayer and 
moan and lament, is his prayer rendered void?” He replied, “The name of those is ‘water of the eye’: 
consider what that weeper has seen: if he has seen longing for God or repentance for a sin and weeps, 

his prayer is not spoilt; nay, it attains perfection, for ‘there is no prayer without presence of the heart’; 
but if he has seen bodily sickness or the loss of a son, his prayer is spoilt, for the foundation of prayer 

is the abandonment of the body and the abandonment of sons, like Abraham, who was offering 
his son as a sacrifice in order to perfect his prayer and giving up his body to Nimrod’s fire; 

and Mustafá, on whom be peace, was commanded to act after these manners: 
“follow the religion of Abraham.” “Truly you have had a good example in Abraham.”

A certain man asked a mufti in private, 
“If any one weeps lamentably during the ritual prayer,

I wonder, will his prayer be rendered void, 
or will his prayer be licit and perfect?”

He replied, “Why is it named ‘the water of the eye’? 
You should consider what it saw and wept.

Consider what the water of the eye saw in secret, 
so that on that account it began to flow from its spring.

If the supplicant has seen yonder world, 
that prayer gains a lustre from lamentation;

But if that weeping was caused by bodily pain or by mourning, 
the thread is snapped and the spindle too is broken.”

نور ديده و نور ديده باز گشت
ماند در سوداى او صحرا و دشت‏

يكى پرسيد از عالمى عارفى كه اگر در نماز كسى بگريد به آواز و آه كند و نوحه كند نمازش باطل 
شود جواب گفت كه نام آن آب ديده است تا آن گرينده چه ديده است، اگر شوق خدا ديده است و 
مى‏گريد يا پشيمانى گناهى نمازش تباه نشود بلكه كمال گيرد كه لا صلاة الا بحضور القلب، و اگر 

او رنجورى تن يا فراق فرزند ديده است نمازش تباه شود كه اصل نماز ترك تن است و ترك فرزند 
ابراهيم‏وار كه فرزند را قربان مى‏كرد از بهر تكميل نماز و تن را به آتش نمرود مى‏سپرد، و امر آمد 

مصطفى را صلى اللَّه عليه و آله بدين خصال كه وَ اتَّبَعَ مِلَّةَ إِبْراهِيم‏َو قَدْ كانَتْ لَكُمْ أُسْوَةٌ حَسَنَةٌ فِي 
إِبْراهِيمَ

آن يكى پرسيد از مفتى به راز
گر كسى گريد به نوحه در نماز

آن نماز او عجب باطل شود
يا نمازش جايز و كامل بود

گفت آب ديده نامش بهر چيست
بنگرى تا كه چه ديد او و گريست‏

آب ديده تا چه ديد او از نهان
تا بدان شد او ز چشمه‏ى خود روان‏

آن جهان گر ديده است آن پر نياز
رونقى يابد ز نوحه آن نماز

ور ز رنج تن بدان گريه و ز سوك
ريسمان بگسست و هم بشكست دوك‏
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مريدى در آمد به خدمت شيخ و از اين شيخ پير سن نمى‏خواهم بلكه پير عقل و معرفت و اگر چه 
عيسى است عليه السلام در گهواره و يحيى است عليه السلام در مكتب كودكان، مريد شيخ را گريان 
ديد او نيز موافقت كرد و گريست، چون فارغ شد و به در آمد مريدى ديگر كه از حال شيخ واقف‏تر 
بود از سر غيرت در عقب او تيز بيرون آمد گفتش اى برادر من ترا گفته باشم اللَّه اللَّه تا نينديشى و 
نگويى كه شيخ مى‏گريست و من نيز مى‏گريستم كه سى سال رياضت بى‏ريا بايد كرد و از عقبات و 

درياهاى پر نهنگ و كوههاى بلند پر شير و پلنگ مى‏بايد گذشت تا بدان گريه‏ى شيخ رسى يا نرسى، 
اگر رسى شكر زويت لى الارض گويى بسيار

A disciple came in to pay his respects to the Shaykh—and by this “Shaykh” I do not mean one old in 
years, but one old in understanding and knowledge, even if he is Jesus, on whom be peace, in the cradle, 
or Yahya, on whom be peace, in the children’s school. The disciple saw the Shaykh weeping; he too acted 

in conformity and wept. When he had finished and gone forth, another disciple, who was more 
cognisant of the Shaykh’s spiritual state, impelled by jealousy, went out quickly after him and said 

to him, “O brother, I shall have told you: for God’s sake, for God’s sake, beware of thinking or saying 
that the Shaykh wept and you wept likewise; you must practise self-discipline without hypocrisy 
for thirty years, and you must traverse ravines and seas full of leviathans, and lofty mountains 

full of lions and leopards, that you may attain to that weeping of the Shaykh or not attain. 
If you attain, you will often utter thanksgiving, ‘The earth was gathered together for me.’”

A disciple came into the presence of the Pír: 
the Pír was in weeping and lamentation.

When the disciple saw the Shaykh weeping, he began to weep: 
the tears ran from his eyes.

The man possessed of an ear laughs once, 
when a friend repeats a joke to a friend; the deaf man twice:

The first time by way of conformity and affectation, 
because he sees the company laughing

The deaf man laughs then like them, 
without knowing the state of the laughers.

Afterwards he inquires what the laughter was about, 
and then, having heard, he laughs a second time.

Hence the mere imitator, too, 
resembles the deaf man in respect of the joy that is in his head.

It is the Shaykh’s reflection, and its source is in the Shaykh: 
the overflow of joy is not from the disciples; nay, it is from the Shaykh.

Like a basket in water or a light on glass: 
if they think it from themselves, it is defect

When it is separated from the river, that perverse one will recognise 
that the sweet water within it was from the river;

The glass also will recognise, at the setting that those beams 
were from the beauteous shining moon.

يك مريدى اندر آمد پيش پير
پير اندر گريه بود و در نفير

شيخ را چون ديد گريان آن مريد
گشت گريان آب از چشمش دويد
گوشور يك بار خندد كر دو بار

چون كه لاغ املا كند يارى به يار
بار اول از ره تقليد و سوم

كه همى‏بيند كه مى‏خندند قوم‏
كر بخندد همچو ايشان آن زمان

بى‏خبر از حالت خندندگان‏
باز وا پرسد كه خنده بر چه بود
پس دوم كرت بخندد چون شنود

پس مقلد نيز مانند كر است
اندر آن شادى كه او را در سر است‏

پرتو شيخ آمد و منهل ز شيخ
فيض شادى نه از مريدان بل ز شيخ‏
چون سبد در آب و نورى بر زجاج

گر ز خود دانند آن باشد خداج‏
چون جدا گردد ز جو داند عنود

كاندر او آن آب خوش از جوى بود
آبگينه هم بداند از غروب

كان لمع بود از مه تابان خوب‏
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When the command “Arise!” opens his eye, then he will laugh, 
like the dawn, a second time.

چون كه چشمش را گشايد امر قم
پس بخندد چون سحر بار دوم‏

1285
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He will even laugh at his own laughter 
which was produced in him in that imitation,

خنده‏ش آيد هم بر آن خنده‏ى خودش
كه در آن تقليد بر مى‏آمدش‏

And will say, “By all these far and long ways, and thinking 
that this was the Reality and that this was the Mystery and Secret,

How in truth, in that valley, 
did I rejoice from afar through blindness and confusion?

What was I fancying, and what was it? 
My weak perception was showing a weak image.”

Where is the thought of the men in relation to the child of the Way? 
Where is his fancy in comparison with true realization?

The thought of children is the nurse or milk 
or raisins and walnuts or weeping and crying.

The imitator is like a sick child, 
although he may have subtle argumentation and proofs.

That profundity in proofs and difficult problems 
is severing him from insight.

It took away the stock, which is the eye salve of his inmost consciousness, 
and applied itself to the discussion of problems.

O imitator, turn back from Bukhara: go to self-abasement (ba-khwárí) 
that you may become a hero,

And that you may behold within another Bukhara, 
in the assembly place where the champions are unlearned.

Although the courier is a swift runner on land, 
when he goes to sea his sinews are broken.

He is only We have borne them on the land; 
that one who is borne on the sea—he is somebody.

The King has great bounty: 
run, O you who have become in pawn to an imagination and fancy.

From conformity that simple disciple, too, 
was weeping in concert with the venerable;

Like the deaf man, he regarded the Shaykh’s weeping 
in the manner of a conformist and was unaware of the cause.

When he had wept a long while, he paid his respects and departed: 
the favourite disciple came quickly after him,

گويد از چندين ره دور و دراز
كاين حقيقت بود و اين اسرار و راز
من در آن وادى چگونه خود ز دور

شاديى مى‏كردم از عميا و شور
من چه مى‏بستم خيال و آن چه بود

درك سستم سست نقشى مى‏نمود
طفل ره را فكرت مردان كجاست

كو خيال او و كو تحقيق راست‏
فكر طفلان دايه باشد يا كه شير
يا مويز و جوز يا گريه و نفير
آن مقلد هست چون طفل عليل

گر چه دارد بحث باريك و دليل‏
آن تعمق در دليل و در شكيل

از بصيرت مى‏كند او را گسيل‏
مايه‏اى كاو سرمه‏ى سر وى است

برد و در اشكال گفتن كار بست‏
اى مقلد از بخارا باز گرد

رو به خوارى تا شوى تو شير مرد
تا بخاراى دگر بينى درون

صف در آن در محفلش لا يفقهون‏
پيك اگر چه در زمين چابك تگى است
چون به دريا رفت بگسسته رگى است‏

او حملناهم بود فى البر و بس
آن كه محمول است در بحر اوست كس‏

بخشش بسيار دارد شه بدو
اى شده در وهم و تصويرى گرو

آن مريد ساده از تقليد نيز
گريه‏اى مى‏كرد وفق آن عزيز

او مقلدوار همچون مرد كر
گريه مى‏ديد و ز موجب بى‏خبر

چون بسى بگريست خدمت كرد و رفت
از پى‏اش آمد مريد خاص تفت‏
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For God’s sake, for God’s sake, for God’s sake, O loyal disciple, 
although in conformity you are seeking profit,

اللَّه اللَّه اللَّه اى وافى مريد
گر چه در تقليد هستى مستفيد

Take heed not to say, ‘I saw that king weeping, and I wept like him’; 
for that is denial.”

A weeping full of ignorance and conformity and opinion 
is not like the weeping of that trusted one.

Do not judge weeping by the analogy of another weeping: 
it is a long way from this weeping to that weeping.

That weeping is after thirty years warfare: 
the intellect can never get there.

Beyond reason there are a hundred stages: 
deem not the intellect to be acquainted with that caravan.

His weeping is neither from sorrow nor from joy: 
the spirit knows the weeping of the fountain of beauties.

His weeping, his laughter— both are of Yonder 
and transcend all that the intellect may conceive.

His tears are like his eye: 
how should the sightless eye become a eye?

That which he sees cannot be touched 
either by the analogical judgement of the intellect or by way of the senses.

Night flees when Light comes from afar: 
what, then, should the darkness of Night know concerning Light?

The gnat flees from the keen wind: 
what, then, should the gnat know of the savour of the winds?

When the Eternal comes, the temporal is made vain: 
what, then, should the temporal know of Eternity?

When Eternity comes in contact with the temporal, it strikes it dumb; 
when it has negated it, it makes it homogeneous.

You can find a hundred parallels if you wish, 
but I do not care, O dervish.

This Alif-Lám-Mím and Há-Mím—
these Letters become, on comprehension, like the rod of Moses.

The letters resemble these Letters outwardly 
but are subject in respect of the attributes of the latter.

And said, “O you who art weeping like a witless cloud 
in concert with the weeping of the Shaykh of insight,

تا نگويى ديدم آن شه مى‏گريست
من چو او بگريستم كان منكرى است‏

گريه پر جهل و پر تقليد و ظن
نيست همچون گريه‏ى آن موتمن‏

تو قياس گريه بر گريه مساز
هست زين گريه بدان راه دراز
هست آن از بعد سى ساله جهاد

عقل آن جا هيچ نتواند فتاد
هست ز آن سوى خرد صد مرحله

عقل را واقف مدان ز آن قافله‏
گريه‏ى او نه از غم است و نى فرح

روح داند گريه‏ى عين الملح‏
گريه‏ى او خنده‏ى او آن سرى است
ز انچه وهم عقل باشد آن برى است‏

آب ديده‏ى او چو ديده‏ى او بود
ديده‏ى ناديده ديده كى شود

آن چه او بيند نتان كردن مساس
نه از قياس عقل و نز راه حواس‏

شب گريزد چون كه نور آيد ز دور
پس چه داند ظلمت شب حال نور

پشه بگريزد ز باد بادها
پس چه داند پشه ذوق بادها

چون قديم آيد حدث گردد عبث
پس كجا داند قديمى را حدث‏

بر حدث چون زد قدم دنگش كند
چون كه كردش نيست هم رنگش كند

گر بخواهى تو بيابى صد نظير ليك من 
پروا ندارم اى فقير

اين الم و حم اين حروف
چون عصاى موسى آمد در وقوف‏

حرفها ماند بدين حرف از برون
ليك باشد در صفات اين زبون‏

گفت اى گريان چو ابر بى‏خبر
بر وفاق گريه‏ى شيخ نظر

1300
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A staff that any one takes on trial—
how should it be described as being like that staff ?

هر كه گيرد او عصايى ز امتحان
كى بود چون آن عصا وقت بيان‏

This Breath is of Jesus; 
it is not any wind and breath that arises from joy or sorrow.

This Alif-Lám-Mím and Há-Mím, O father, 
have come from the presence of the Lord of Mankind.

What resemblance has any alif-lám to these? 
Do not regard them with this eye, if you have a soul.

Although they are composed of letters, O sire, 
and resemble the composition of the common folk,.

Mohammed is composed of flesh and skin; 
although everybody is homogeneous with him in its composition.

It has flesh, it has skin and bone; 
has this constitution the same qualities as his?

No; for in that constitution there appeared miracles 
by which all constitutions were vanquished.

Likewise, the composition of the Há-Mím in the Book 
is exceedingly lofty, while the others are low,

Because from this composition comes life, 
like the blast of the trumpet, in helplessness.

By the dispensation of God Há-Mím becomes a dragon 
and cleaves the sea like the Moses’ staff.

Its external appearance resembles appearances, 
but the disc of bread is very far from the disc of the moon.

His weeping, his laughter, and his speech are not from him: 
they are the pure nature of Hú.

Since the foolish took the external appearances, 
and the subtleties were very much hidden from them,

Necessarily they were debarred from the object; 
for the subtlety escaped on the occasion when it presented itself.

عيسوى است اين دم نه هر باد و دمى
كه بر آيد از فرح يا از غمى‏

اين الم و حم اى پدر
آمده‏ست از حضرت مولى البشر

هر الف لامى چه مى‏ماند بدين
گر تو جان دارى بدين چشمش مبين‏

گر چه تركيبش حروف است اى همام
مى‏بماند هم به تركيب عوام‏

هست تركيب محمد لحم و پوست
گر چه در تركيب هر تن جنس اوست‏

گوشت دارد پوست دارد استخوان
هيچ اين تركيب را باشد همان‏
كاندر آن تركيب آمد معجزات

كه همه تركيبها گشتند مات‏
همچنان تركيب حم كتاب

هست بس بالا و ديگرها نشيب‏
ز انكه زين تركيب آيد زندگى

همچو نفخ صور در درماندگى‏
اژدها گردد شكافد بحر را
چون عصا حم از داد خدا

ظاهرش ماند به ظاهرها و ليك
قرص نان از قرص مه دور است نيك‏

گريه‏ى او خنده‏ى او نطق او
نيست از وى هست محض خلق هو

چون كه ظاهرها گرفتند احمقان
و آن دقايق شد از ايشان بس نهان‏
لاجرم محجوب گشتند از غرض

كه دقيقه فوت شد در معترض‏
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داستان آن كنيزك كه با خر خاتون شهوت مى‏راند و او را چون بز و خرس آموخته بود شهوت راندن 
آدميانه و كدويى در قضيب خر مى‏كرد تا از اندازه نگذرد، خاتون بر آن وقوف يافت ليكن دقيقه‏ى كدو 
را نديد كنيزك را به بهانه به راه كرد جايى دور و با خر جمع شد بى‏كدو هلاك شد به فضيحت، كنيزك 

بى‏گاه باز آمد و نوحه كرد كه اى جانم و اى چشم روشنم كير ديدى كدو نديدى ذكر ديدى آن دگر 
نديدى، كل ناقص ملعون يعنى كل نظر و فهم ناقص ملعون و گر نه ناقصان چشم ظاهر مرحومند، 
ملعون نه‏اند، بر خوان لَيْسَ عَلَى الْأَعْمى‏ حَرَجٌ، نفى حرج و نفى لعنت و نفى عتاب و غضب كرد

Story of the maidservant who had trained a donkey to perform the functions of a man.
  Her mistress discovered it but did not perceive the device of the gourd; making a pretext, 

she sent the maid away to a distant place and had intercourse with the donkey and perished 
shamefully. The maid came back late and lamented, crying, “O my soul and O light of my eyes,. 
The maid came back late and lamented, crying, “O my soul and O light of my eyes, you saw the 

cock but you did not see the gourd; you saw the penis but you did not see that other thing.”. 
Every deficient one is accursed, i.e. every deficient insight and understanding is accursed; 
for those deficient in respect of the outward eye are objects of mercy and are not accursed. 

Recite, It is no crime in the blind. He (God) has removed the crime, He has removed the curse, 
and He has removed the reproach and the wrath.

There was a passionate 
fun loving maidservant.

Who had taught a donkey 
to perform the services of a man.

She had carved a protective flange 
from a gourd.

To fit on the donkey’s penis 
to prevent his going in too far.

Had the whole thing entered her, 
it would have destroyed her womb and intestines.

The ass was becoming lean, and his mistress remained helpless, saying, 
“Why has this ass become as thin as a hair?”

She showed the ass to the shoeing-smiths and asked, 
“Why is the ass becoming so lean?”

No ailment was discerned in him, 
no one gave information concerning the secret cause.

She began to investigate in earnest: 
she became prepared to investigate at every moment.

The soul must be devoted to earnest endeavour, 
for the earnest seeker will be a finder.

يك كنيزك يك خرى بر خود فگند
از وفور شهوت و فرط گزند

آن خر نر را به گان خو كرده بود
خر جماع آدمى پى برده بود

يك كدويى بود حيلت سازه را
در نرش كردى پى اندازه را

در ذكر كردى كدو را آن عجوز
تا رود نيم ذكر وقت سپوز

گر همه كير خر اندر وى رود
آن رحم و آن روده‏ها ويران شود

خر همى‏شد لاغر و خاتون او
مانده عاجز كز چه شد اين خر چو مو

نعل بندان را نمود آن خر كه چيست
علت او كه نتيجه‏اش لاغرى است‏

هيچ علت اندر او ظاهر نشد
هيچ كس از سر آن مخبر نشد
در تفحص اندر افتاد او به جد

شد تفحص را دمادم مستعد
جد را بايد كه جان بنده بود
ز انكه جد جوينده يابنده بود
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She saw the maidservant 
sleeping under the donkey

چون تفحص كرد از حال اشك
ديد خفته زير خر آن نرگسك‏

Through a crack in the door she saw what was going on: 
the old woman marvelled greatly at it.

The ass was treating the maidservant 
exactly as a man takes a woman.

She became envious and said, “Since this is possible, 
then I have the best right, for the ass is my property.

The ass has been perfectly trained and instructed: 
the table is laid and the lamp is lighted.”

Feigning to have seen nothing, she knocked at the door of the room, 
saying, “How long will you be sweeping the room, O maid?”

She spoke these words as a blind, 
“I have come, O maid: open the door.”

She became silent and said no more to the maid: 
she concealed the secret for the sake of her own desire.

Thereupon the maid hid all the apparatus of iniquity 
and came forward and opened the door.

She made her face sour and her eyes full of moisture and rubbed her lips, 
meaning to say, “I am fasting.”

In her hand was a soft broom, as though to say, 
“I was sweeping the room in order to clean it.”

When, with the broom, she opened the door, 
the mistress said under her breath, “O crafty one,

You have made your face sour and a broom in your hand; 
what is the ass having turned away from his fodder?

Half-finished and angry, its penis still moving, 
the ass’s two eyes toward the door expecting you.”

This she said under her breath and concealed from the maid: 
at that moment she treated her, like innocent persons, honourably.

Afterwards she said to her, “Put the chadar on your head, 
go and take a message from me to such and such a house.

Say so-and-so and do so-and-so.” 
I abridge the talk of the women.

Take the gist of what is to the purpose. 
When the discreet old woman had sent her away,

از شكاف در بديد آن حال را
بس عجب آمد از آن آن زال را

خر همى‏گايد كنيزك را چنان
كه به عقل و رسم مردان با زنان‏

در حسد شد گفت چون اين ممكن است
پس من اوليتر كه خر ملك من است‏

خر مهذب گشته و آموخته
خوان نهادست و چراغ افروخته‏

كرد ناديده و در خانه بكوفت
كاى كنيزك چند خواهى خانه روفت‏

از پى رو پوش مى‏گفت اين سخن
كاى كنيزك آمدم در باز كن‏

كرد خاموش و كنيزك را نگفت
راز را از بهر طمع خود نهفت‏

پس كنيزك جمله آلات فساد
كرد پنهان پيش شد در را گشاد

رو ترش كرد و دو ديده پر ز نم
لب فرو ماليد يعنى صايمم‏

در كف او نرمه جارويى كه من
خانه را مى‏روفتم بهر عطن‏

چون كه با جاروب در را واگشاد
گفت خاتون زير لب كاى اوستاد

رو ترش كردى و جارويى به كف
چيست آن خر بر گسسته از علف‏

نيم كاره و خشمگين جنبان ذكر
ز انتظار تو دو چشمش سوى در

زير لب گفت اين نهان كرد از كنيز
داشتش آن دم چو بى‏جرمان عزيز
بعد از آن گفتش كه چادر نه به سر

رو فلان خانه ز من پيغام بر
اين چنين گو وين چنين كن و آن چنان

مختصر كردم من افسانه‏ى زنان‏
آن چه مقصود است مغز آن بگير
چون به راهش كرد آن زال ستير
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She was happy in anticipation of the pleasurable passion: 
she shut the door, saying meanwhile,

بود از مستى شهوت شادمان
در فرو بست و همى‏گفت آن زمان‏

“I have secured privacy, I will shout in thanksgiving: 
I am delivered from the four dángs and the two dángs.”

From ecstatic pleasure her vagina 
was singing like a nightingale.

She was impatient for the flame of passion.  Having reached the 
heights of excitement, it was no wonder she was feeling dizzy.

Lustful desire makes the heart deaf and blind, 
so that an ass seems like Joseph, fire (like) light.

Oh, many a one intoxicated with fire 
and seeking fire deems himself absolute light.

Unless a servant of God, or the pull of God, 
lead him into the way and turn over his leaf,

So that he may know 
that the fiery phantom in the Path is but a loan.

Greed causes foul things to appear fair: 
among the challenges of the Way there is none like lust, none worse.

It has disgraced a hundred thousand good names; 
it has stupefied a hundred thousand clever men.

Since it caused an ass to appear Joseph of Egypt, 
how will that Jew cause a Joseph to appear?

Its spell made dung seem honey to you: 
what, fortruth, will it make honey seem at the time of contest?

Lust arises from eating and drinking: 
diminish your food, or marry and flee from wickedness.

When you have eaten and drunk, it leads to things forbidden: 
there must necessarily be some outgoing of income.

Marriage, then, is like, “There is neither power nor strength 
except in God,” lest the Devil cast you into temptation.

Since you are fond of eating and drinking, ask a woman at once; 
else the cat comes and carries off the fat sheep’s tail.

Quickly put a heavy load on the shying ass 
before he puts down.

You do not know the effect of fire, hold aloof: 
do not approach the fire with such knowledge.

يافتم خلوت زنم از شكر بانگ
رسته‏ام از چار دانگ و از دو دانگ‏

از طرب گشته بز آن زن هزار
در شرار شهوت خر بى‏قرار

چه بز آن كان شهوت او را بز گرفت
بز گرفتن گيج را نبود شگفت‏

ميل شهوت كرد كند دل را و كور
تا نمايد خر چو يوسف نار نور
اى بسا سر مست نار و نار جو
خويشتن را نور مطلق داند او

جز مگر بنده‏ى خدا يا جذب حق
با رهش آرد بگرداند ورق‏

تا بداند كان خيال ناريه
در طريقت نيست الا عاريه‏
زشتها را خوب بنمايد شره

نيست چون شهوت بتر ز آفات ره‏
صد هزاران نام خوش را كرد ننگ
صد هزاران زيركان را كرد دنگ‏

چون خرى را يوسف مصرى نمود
يوسفى را چون نمايد آن جهود

بر تو سرگين را فسونش شهد كرد
شهد را خود چون كند وقت نبرد

شهوت از خوردن بود كم كن ز خور
يا نكاحى كن گريزان شو ز شر

چون بخوردى مى‏كشد سوى حرم
دخل را خرجى ببايد لاجرم‏

پس نكاح آمد چو لاحول و لا
تا كه ديوت نفگند اندر بلا

چون حريص خوردنى زن خواه زود
ور نه آمد گربه و دنبه ربود

بار سنگى بر خرى كه مى‏جهد
زود بر نه پيش از آن كاو بر نهد

فعل آتش را نمى‏دانى تو برد
گرد آتش با چنين دانش مگرد
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If you have no knowledge of the cooking-pot and the fire, 
neither the pot nor the soup will be spared by the flames.

علم ديگ و آتش ار نبود ترا
از شرر نه ديگ ماند نه ابا

Water must be there and skill too, 
in order that the pot may be safely cooked in boiling.

If you are ignorant of the science of the ironsmith; 
your beard and hair will be burned when you pass by the forge

The woman closed the door and dragged the ass into the house 
and undoubtedly enjoying herself.

She slowly pulled him into the house 
and lay beneath him.

She stood on the same chair 
she had seen the maid servant use.

She raised her legs and the ass penetrated her. 
His penis set her on fire

The donkey politely penetrated her 
up to his testicles until she died.

The donkey’s member burst her liver 
and tore apart her intestines.

She did not utter a word as she lay down her life. 
The chair went one way and the woman the other.

The courtyard was smeared with blood, and the woman lay prostrate. 
Calamity had arrived.

Such a bad end, O reader; 
have you ever seen a martyr to a donkey’s penis?

Hear from the Qur’an the torment of disgrace: 
do not sacrifice your life in such a shameful cause.

Know that the male ass is this bestial soul: 
to be under it is more shameful than that.

If you die in egoism in the way of the fleshly soul, 
know for certain that you are like that woman.

He will give our fleshly soul the form of an ass, 
because He makes the forms to be in accordance with the nature.

This is the manifestation of the secret at the Resurrection: 
by God, by God, flee from the ass-like body!

God terrified the unbelievers with the Fire: 
the unbelievers said, “Better the Fire than shame.”

آب حاضر بايد و فرهنگ نيز
تا پزد آن ديگ سالم در ازيز

چون ندانى دانش آهنگرى
ريش و مو سوزد چو آن جا بگذرى‏
در فرو بست آن زن و خر را كشيد

شادمانه لاجرم كيفر چشيد
در ميان خانه آوردش كشان

خفت اندر زير آن نر خر ستان‏
هم بر آن كرسى كه ديد او از كنيز

تا رسد در كام خود آن قحبه نيز
پا بر آورد و خر اندر وى سپوخت
آتشى از كير خود در وى فروخت‏
خر مودب گشته در خاتون فشرد
تا به خايه در زمان خاتون بمرد
بر دريد از زخم كير خر جگر
روده‏ها بگسسته شد از همدگر

دم نزد در حال آن زن جان بداد
كرسى از يك سو زن از يك سو فتاد
صحن خانه پر ز خون شد زن نگون

مرد او و برد جان ريب المنون‏
مرگ بد با صد فضيحت اى پدر

تو شهيدى ديده‏اى از كير خر
تو عَذابَ الْخِزْيِ بشنو از نبى

در چنين ننگى مكن جان را فدى‏
دان كه اين نفس بهيمى نر خر است

زير او بودن از آن ننگين‏تر است‏
در ره نفس ار بميرى در منى
تو حقيقت دان كه مثل آن زنى‏

نفس ما را صورت خر بدهد او
ز انكه صورتها كند بر وفق خو
اين بود اظهار سر در رستخيز

اللَّه اللَّه از تن چون خر گريز
كافران را بيم كرد ايزد ز نار
كافران گفتند نار اولى ز عار

1395



92

1400

1405

1410

He said, “Nay, that Fire is the source of all shame”—
like the fire that destroyed this woman.

گفت نى آن نار اصل عارهاست
همچو اين نارى كه اين زن را بكاست‏

In her greed she ate immoderately: 
the mouthful of an infamous death stuck in her throat.

Eat in moderation, O greedy man, 
though it is a mouthful of halwá or khabís.

The high God has given the balance a tongue: 
listen, recite the Súratu’ l-Rahmán in the Qur’an.

Beware; do not in your greed let the balance go: 
cupidity and greed are enemies that lead you to perdition.

Greed craves all and loses all: 
do not serve greed, O ignoble son of the ignoble.

The maid, while she went, was saying, 
“Ah, mistress, you have sent away the expert.

You will set to work without the expert 
and will foolishly hazard your life.

O you who have stolen from me an imperfect knowledge, 
you were ashamed to ask about the trap.”

The bird had picked the grain from its stack; 
the cord would not have fallen on its neck.

Eat less of the grain, do not patch so much: 
after having recited, eat, recite do not exceed,

So that you may eat the grain and not fall into the trap. 
Knowledge and contentment affect this. And now farewell.

The wise man gets happiness from the present life, not sorrow, 
the ignorant are left in disappointment and regret.

When the trap-cord falls on their throats, 
it becomes unlawful to them all to eat the grain.

How should the bird in the trap eat the grain? 
The grain in the trap is like poison, if he feed.

The heedless bird will eat grain from the trap, 
as these common folk do in the trap of the present world.

Again, the knowing and prudent birds 
have debarred themselves from the grain;

For the grain in the trap is poisonous food: 
blind is the bird that desires the grain in the trap.

لقمه اندازه نخورد از حرص خود
در گلو بگرفت لقمه‏ى مرگ بد

لقمه اندازه خور اى مرد حريص
گر چه باشد لقمه حلوا و خبيص‏

حق تعالى داد ميزان را زبان
هين ز قرآن سوره‏ى رحمان بخوان‏

هين ز حرص خويش ميزان را مهل
آز و حرص آمد ترا خصم مضل‏
حرص جويد كل بر آيد او ز كل

حرص مپرست اى فجل ابن الفجل‏
آن كنيزك مى‏شد و مى‏گفت آه

كردى اى خاتون تو استارا به راه‏
كار بى‏استاد خواهى ساختن
جاهلانه جان بخواهى باختن‏
اى ز من دزديده علمى ناتمام
ننگت آمد كه بپرسى حال دام‏

هم بچيدى دانه مرغ از خرمنش
هم نيفتادى رسن در گردنش‏

دانه كمتر خور مكن چندين رفو
چون كُلُوا خواندى بخوان لا تسرفوا

تا خورى دانه نيفتى تو بدام
اين كند علم و قناعت و السلام‏

نعمت از دنيا خورد عاقل نه غم
جاهلان محروم مانده در ندم‏

چون در افتد در گلوشان حبل دام
دانه خوردن گشت بر جمله حرام‏

مرغ اندر دام دانه كى خورد
دانه چون زهر است در دام ار چرد

مرغ غافل مى‏خورد دانه ز دام
همچو اندر دام دنيا اين عوام‏

باز مرغان خبير هوشمند
كرده‏اند از دانه خود را خشك بند

كاندرون دام دانه زهرباست
كور آن مرغى كه در فخ دانه خواست‏
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The Owner of the trap cut off the heads of the foolish ones, 
and conducted the clever ones to the assembly-places;

صاحب دام ابلهان را سر بريد
و ان ظريفان را به مجلسها كشيد

For in the former the flesh is serviceable, 
but in the clever ones song and warble soft and low

The maidservant returned from her duties 
and saw the lady lying dead below the donkey.

“O stupid woman!’ she said, what is this? 
Did your teacher not provide you with the full picture?

You saw only the appearance while the secret remained hidden from you. 
You opened a shop without mastering the tricks of the trade.

You saw only the penis 
which appeared so sweet to you.

In your greed 
you neglected to see the gourd.

Or were you so in love with the ass, 
that the pumpkin remained hidden from your sight.

Oh, there is many a stupid ignorant hypocrite who has seen nothing 
of the Way of the men except the woollen mantle (súf ).

Oh, there are many impudent fellows who, with little practice, 
have learned from the kings nothing but talk and brag.

Every one, staff in hand, says, “I am Moses,” 
and breathes upon the foolish folk, saying, “I am Jesus.”

Alas the Day when the touchstone will demand from you 
the sincerity of the sincere!

Come, inquire of the Master the remainder; 
or are the greedy ones all blind and deaf ?

You craved all and you lost all: 
this foolish flock is the prey of wolves.

Having heard a form, you have become its expounder, 
ignorant of your words— like parrots.

كه از آنها گوشت‏مى‏آيد بكار
و ز ظريفان بانگ و ناله‏ى زير و زار

پس كنيزك آمد از اشكاف در
ديد خاتون را بمرده زير خر

گفت اى خاتون احمق اين چه بود
گر ترا استاد خوش نقشى نمود

ظاهرش ديدى سرش از تو نهان
اوستا ناگشته بگشادى دكان‏

ير ديدى همچو شهد و چون خبيص
آن كدو را چون نديدى اى حريص‏
يا چو مستغرق شدى در عشق خر

آن كدو پنهان بماندت از نظر
ظاهر صنعت بديدى ز اوستاد

اوستادى بر گرفتى شاد شاد
اى بسا زراق گول بى‏وقوف

از ره مردان نديده غير صوف‏
اى بسا شوخان ز اندك احتراف

از شهان ناموخته جز گفت و لاف‏
هر يكى در كف عصا كه موسى‏ام

مى‏دمد بر ابلهان كه عيسى‏ام‏
آه از آن روزى كه صدق صادقان

باز خواهد از تو سنگ امتحان‏
آخر از استاد باقى را بپرس

اين حريصان جمله كورانند و خرس‏
جمله جستى باز ماندى از همه

صيد گرگانند اين ابله رمه‏
صورتى بشنيده گشتى ترجمان

بى‏خبر از گفت خود چون طوطيان‏
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تمثيل تلقين شيخ مريدان را و پيغامبر امت را كه ايشان طاقت تلقين حق ندارند و با حق الفت ندارند 
چنان كه طوطى با صورت آدمى الفت ندارد كه از او تلقين تواند گرفت حق تعالى شيخ را چون آينه 

كْ بِهِ لِسانَكَ إِنْ هُوَ إَِّال وَحْيٌ يُوحى‏،  اى پيش مريد همچو طوطى دارد و از پس آينه تلقين مى‏كند لا تُحَرِّ
اين است ابتداى مسئله‏ى بى‏منتهى چنان كه منقار جنبانيدن طوطى اندرون آينه كه خيالش مى‏خوانى 
بى‏اختيار و تصرف اوست عكس خواندن طوطى برونى كه متعلم است نه عكس آن معلم كه پس آينه 

است و ليكن خواندن طوطى برونى تصرف آن معلم است پس اين مثال آمد نه مثل

The instruction given by a Shaykh to disciples, or by a prophet to a people, who are unable 
to receive the Divine lesson and have no familiar acquaintance with God, may be compared 

with the case of a parrot which has no such acquaintance with the form of a man, so that it should 
be able to receive instruction from him. God most High holds the Shaykh in front of the disciple, 

as the mirror in front of the parrot, while He dictates from behind the mirror, saying, 
“Do not move your tongue to hasten it; it is naught but an inspiration that is inspired.” 
This is the beginning of an endless problem. When the parrot, which you call the image, 

moves its beak in the mirror, the movement is not by its own volition and power: 
it is the reflection of the articulation by the parrot outside, which is the learner; 

not the reflection of the Teacher behind the mirror; but the external parrot’s articulation 
is controlled by the Teacher. This, then, is a comparison, not a similitude.

A parrot sees its reflection 
facing it in the mirror.

The teacher is concealed behind the mirror: 
that sweet-tongued well-instructed man is talking.

The little parrot thinks that these words uttered in low tones 
are spoken by the parrot in the mirror.

Therefore it learns speech from one of its own kind, 
being unaware of the cunning of that old wolf.

He is teaching it behind the mirror; 
otherwise it does not learn except from its congeners.

It learned to talk from that accomplished man, 
but it is ignorant of his meaning and mystery.

It received speech, word by word, from Man; 
what should the little parrot know of Man except this?

Similarly, the disciple full sees himself 
in the mirror of the Shaykh’s body.

How should he see Universal Reason behind the mirror 
at the time of speech and discourse?

طوطيى در آينه مى‏بيند او
عكس خود را پيش او آورده رو

در پس آيينه آن استا نهان
حرف مى‏گويد اديب خوش زبان‏
طوطيك پنداشته كين گفت پست

گفتن طوطى است كاندر آينه است‏
پس ز جنس خويش آموزد سخن

بى‏خبر از مكر آن گرگ كهن‏
از پس آيينه مى‏آموزدش

ور نه ناموزد جز از جنس خودش‏
گفت را آموخت ز آن مرد هنر
ليك از معنى و سرش بى‏خبر

از بشر بگرفت منطق يك به يك
از بشر جز اين چه داند طوطيك‏

همچنان در آينه‏ى جسم ولى
خويش را بيند مريد ممتلى‏

از پس آيينه عقل كل را
كى ببيند وقت گفت و ماجرا



95

1440

1445

He supposes that a man is speaking; 
and the other is a mystery of which he is ignorant.

او گمان دارد كه مى‏گويد بشر
و آن دگر سر است و او ز آن بى‏خبر

He learns the words, but the eternal mystery he cannot know, 
for he is a parrot, not a boon-companion.

Likewise, people learn the note of birds, 
for this speech is an affair of the mouth and throat;

But ignorant of the birds’ meaning, 
except an august Solomon of goodly insight

Many learned the language of dervishes 
and gave added lustre to the pulpit and assembly-place.

Either nothing was bestowed upon them except those expressions, 
or at last mercy came and revealed the way.

A mystic saw a bitch big with young, in whose womb the young were barking. He remained in 
amazement, saying, “The reason of a dog’s barking is to keep watch: to bark in the mother’s womb 

is not keeping watch; and, again, barking may be a call for help, or its cause may be a desire 
for milk, etc.; and there is no such purpose in this case.” When he came to himself, 

he made supplication to God—and no one knows the interpretation thereof except Allah. 
Answer came: “It represents the state of a party who pretend to insight and utter sayings 

without having come forth from the veil and before the eyes of their hearts have been opened. 
Therefore neither to themselves do strength and support accrue, 

nor to their hearers any guidance and right direction.”

During a chila (forty days’ religious seclusion), a certain man dreamed 
that he saw a bitch big with young on a road.

Suddenly he heard the cry of puppies: 
the puppies were in the womb, invisible.

The yelps astonished him exceedingly: 
how the puppies called out in the womb.

Puppies howling in the womb—“has any one,”, 
“ever seen this in the world?”

حرف آموزد ولى سر قديم
او نداند طوطى است او نى نديم‏

هم صفير مرغ آموزند خلق
كاين سخن كار دهان افتاد و حلق‏

ليك از معنى مرغان بى‏خبر
جز سليمان قرانى خوش نظر
حرف درويشان بس آموختند
منبر و محفل بدان افروختند

يا بجز آن حرفشان روزى نبود
يا در آخر رحمت آمد ره نمود

صاحب دلى ديد سگى حامله در شكم آن سگ بچگان بانگ مى‏كردند در تعجب ماند كه حكمت بانگ 
سگ پاسبانى است بانگ در اندرون شكم مادر پاسبانى نيست و نيز بانگ جهت يارى خواستن و 

شير خواستن باشد و غيره و اينجا هيچ از اين فايده‏ها نيست، چون به خويش آمد با حضرت مناجات 
كرد وَ ما يَعْلَمُ تَأْوِيلَهُ إَِّال اللَّه‏ُجواب آمد كه آن صورت حال قومى است از حجاب بيرون نيامده و 

چشم دل باز ناشده دعوى بصيرت كنند و مقالات گويند، از آن نه ايشان را قوتى و ياريى رسد و نه 
مستمعان را هدايتى و رشدى

آن يكى مى‏ديد خواب اندر چله
در رهى ماده سگى بد حامله

ناگهان آواز سگ بچگان شنيد
سگ بچه اندر شكم بد ناپديد

بس عجب آمد و را آن بانگها
سگ بچه اندر شكم چون زد ندا

سگ بچه اندر شكم ناله كنان
هيچ كس ديده‏ست اين اندر جهان
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When he sprang up from his dream and came to himself, 
his perplexity was increasing at every moment.

چون بجست از واقعه آمد به خويش
حيرت او دم‏به‏دم مى‏گشت بيش‏

During the chila there was none by whom the knot should be untied 
except the Presence of God Almighty and Glorious.

He said, “O Lord, on account of this difficulty and debate 
I am deprived of recollection (dhikr) of You during the chila.

Loose my wings, that I may soar 
and enter the garden of recollection and the apple-orchard.”

At once there came to him a mysterious voice, saying, 
“Know that it is an emblem of the idle talk of the ignorant,

Who, without having come forth from the veil and curtain, 
blindfold have begun to speak in vain.”

The yelp of the dog in the womb is loss: 
he is neither a starter of hunted animals nor a keeper of watch by night.

He has not seen the wolf, so as to prevent him; 
he has not seen the robber, so as to repel him.

He, because of covetousness and desire for eminence, 
is dull as regards vision and bold in prating.

From desire for the purchaser and warm admirer, 
devoid of insight, he begins to talk nonsense.

Without having seen the Moon, he gives indications: 
thereby he perverts the countryman.

On account of the purchaser he gives a hundred indications 
describing the Moon which he has never seen, for the sake of power.

There is in truth one Purchaser who is profitable, 
but concerning Him they have a suspicion and doubt.

In their desire for the inglorious purchaser, 
these people have thrown the Purchaser to the winds.

He is our Purchaser—God has purchased: 
listen, rise above anxiety for any purchaser.

Seek the Purchaser who is seeking you, 
One who knows your beginning and end.

Beware, do not try to win every purchaser: 
it is bad to make love to two sweethearts.

You will not get interest or capital from him, if he purchases you: 
in truth he has not the price for reason and intellect.

در چله كس نى كه گردد عقده حل
جز كه درگاه خدا عز و جل‏

گفت يا رب زين شكال و گفت و گو
در چله وامانده‏ام از ذكر تو
پر من بگشاى تا پران شوم

در حديقه‏ى ذكر و سيبستان شوم‏
آمدش آواز هاتف در زمان

كان مثالى دان ز لاف جاهلان‏
كز حجاب و پرده بيرون نامده

چشم بسته بى‏هده گويان شده‏
بانگ سگ اندر شكم باشد زيان
نه شكار انگيز و نه شب پاسبان‏

گرگ ناديده كه منع او بود
دزد ناديده كه دفع او شود

از حريصى وز هواى سرورى
در نظر كند و به لافيدن جرى‏

از هواى مشترى و گرم دار
بى‏بصيرت پا نهاده در فشار

ماه ناديده نشانها مى‏دهد
روستايى را بدان كژ مى‏نهد

از براى مشترى در وصف ماه
صد نشان ناديده گويد بهر جاه‏

مشترى كاو سود دارد خود يكى است
ليك ايشان را در او ريب و شكى است‏

از هواى مشترى بى‏شكوه
مشترى را باد دادند اين گروه‏

مشترى ماست اللَّه اشترى
از غم هر مشترى هين برتر آ

مشتريى جو كه جويان تو است
عالم آغاز و پايان تو است‏

هين مكش هر مشترى را تو به دست
عشق بازى با دو معشوقه بد است‏

زو نيابى سود و مايه گر خرد
نبودش خود قيمت عقل و خرد
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He has not even the price of half a horseshoe, 
and you are offering him minerals and rubies.

يست او را خود بهاى نيم نعل
تو بر او عرضه كنى ياقوت و لعل‏

Greed has blinded you and will deprive you: 
the Devil will make you accursed like himself.

Just as that wrathful made accursed like himself 
the Fellows of the Elephant and the people of Lot.

The patient have gained the Purchaser, 
since they did not hasten towards every purchaser.

He that averted his face from that Purchaser—
fortune and felicity and everlasting life are quit of him.

Grief remains for ever on the covetous, 
as happened to the people of Zarwán in their envy.

Story of the people of Zarwán and their envy of the poor.  “Our father,” they said, “from simplicity 
used to give to the poor the most part of the produce of his orchard.” When it was grapes, he would 
give a tithe; and when they were turned into raisins or syrup, he would give a tithe; and whenever 

he made halwá or pálúda, he would give a tithe; and he would give a tithe of the corn-sheaves, 
and when he threshed, he would give a tithe of the unthreshed ears mixed; and when he separated 

the wheat from the straw, he would give a tithe; and when he made flour, he would give a tithe; 
and when he leavened the dough, he would give a tithe; and when he made bread, he would give 
a tithe. Consequently God most High had laid such a blessing on his orchard and crops that all 
the owners of orchards were in need of him, both for fruit and money, while he needed nothing 

from any of them. His sons saw the repeated payment of tithes, and did not see the blessing, velut 
illa femina infelix quae veretrum asini vidit, cucurbitam non vidit.

There was a righteous godly man: 
he had perfect intelligence and a (great) foresight as to the end.

In the village of Zarwán, near Yemen, 
renowned for almsgiving and good disposition

حرص كورت كرد و محرومت كند
ديو همچون خويش مرجومت كند
همچنانك اصحاب فيل و قوم لوط

كردشان مرجوم چون خود آن سخوط
مشترى را صابران دريافتند

چون سوى هر مشترى نشتافتند
آن گه گردانيد رو ز آن مشترى
بخت و اقبال و بقا شد رو برى‏
ماند حسرت بر حريصان تا ابد

همچو حال اهل ضروان در حسد

قصه‏ى اهل ضروان و حسد ايشان بر درويشان كه پدر ما از سليمى اغلب دخل باغ را به مسكينان 
مى‏داد چون انگور بودى عشر دادى و چون مويز و دوشاب شدى عشر دادى و چون حلوا و پالوده 

كردى عشر دادى و از قصيل عشر دادى و چون در خرمن كوفتى از كفه‏ى آميخته عشر دادى و 
چون گندم از كاه جدا شدى عشر دادى و چون آرد كردى عشر دادى و چون خمير كردى عشر دادى 
و چون نان كردى عشر دادى لاجرم حق تعالى در آن باغ و كشت بركتى نهاده بود كه همه اصحاب 
باغها محتاج او بدندى هم به ميوه و هم به سيم و او محتاج هيچ كس نى از ايشان، فرزندانشان 

خرج عشر مى‏ديدند مكرر و آن بركت را نمى‏ديدند همچون آن زن بد بخت كه آلت خر را ديد و كدو را 
نديد

بود مردى صالحى ربانيى
عقل كامل داشت و پايان دانيى‏
در ده ضروان به نزديك يمن

شهره اندر صدقه و خلق حسن‏
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His abode was the Ka‘ba of the poor: 
the distressed were coming to him.

كعبه‏ى درويش بودى كوى او
آمدندى مستمندان سوى او

He would give, unostentatiously, a tithe both of the ears of corn 
and of the wheat when it was separated from the chaff.

It was made into flour, he would give a tithe of that too; 
if it was made into bread, he would give another tithe of the bread.

He would never omit the tithe of any produce: 
he would give four times on that which he planted.

That young man was continually giving 
many injunctions to all his sons,

Saying, “For God’s sake, for God’s sake, after I am gone, 
do not on account of your covetousness withhold the portion of the poor,

So that the crops and fruit may remain permanent on you 
under the safeguard of your obedience to God”

Without surmise or doubt, God has sent 
all produce and fruits from the Unseen.

If you expend something in the place where the produce comes, 
it is the gateway to profit: you will obtain a profit.

The Turk sows the major part of the produce again in the field, 
because it is the source of the fruits.

He sows most of it and consumes a little, 
for he has no doubt of its growing.

The Turk shakes his hand in sowing, because that crop of his 
has been produced from the same soil.

Likewise the shoemaker buys hide and leather and morocco 
the surplus left over from bread,

Saying, “These have been the sources of my income: 
from these, accordingly, my means of livelihood are flowing.”

His income has come from that place: 
consequently he bestows in the same place with liberality and generosity.

This soil that produces crops and morocco are only a veil: 
know that at every moment the source of livelihood is in God.

When you sow, sow in the soil of the Origin, 
that for every single a hundred thousand may grow.

If just now you have sown seed, I will suppose, 
in a soil which you thought a means.

هم ز خوشه عشر دادى بى‏ريا
هم ز گندم چون شدى از كه جدا
آرد گشتى عشر دادى هم از آن
نان شدى عشر دگر دادى ز نان‏

عشر هر دخلى فرو نگذاشتى
چار باره دادى ز آن چه كاشتى‏

بس وصيتها بگفتى هر زمان
جمع فرزندان خود را آن جوان‏

اللَّه اللَّه قسم مسكين بعد من
وا مگيريدش ز حرص خويشتن‏

تا بماند بر شما كشت و ثمار
در پناه طاعت حق پايدار

دخلها و ميوه‏ها جمله ز غيب
حق فرستاده‏ست بى‏تخمين و ريب‏

در محل دخل اگر خرجى كنى
درگه سود است سودى بر زنى‏
ترك اغلب دخل را در كشتزار

باز كارد كه وى است اصل ثمار
بيشتر كارد خورد ز آن اندكى

كه ندارد در بروييدن شكى‏
ز ان بيفشاند به كشتن ترك دست

كان غله‏ش هم ز آن زمين حاصل شده است‏
كفشگر هم آن چه افزايد ز نان
مى‏خرد چرم و اديم و سختيان‏

كه اصول دخلم اينها بوده‏اند
هم ز اينها مى‏گشايد رزق بند

دخل از آن جا آمده‏ستش لاجرم
هم در آن جا مى‏كند داد و كرم‏

اين زمين و سختيان پرده‏ست و بس
اصل روزى از خدا دان هر نفس‏
چون بكارى در زمين اصل كار
تا برويد هر يكى را صد هزار
گيرم اكنون تخم را گر كاشتى

در زمينى كه سبب پنداشتى‏
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When it does not grow for two or three years, how can you do anything 
but put your hand in supplication and prayer?

چون دو سه سال آن نرويد چون كنى
جز كه در لابه و دعا كف در زنى‏

You will beat your hand on your head in the presence of God: 
hand and head bear witness to His giving sustenance;

So that you may know that He is the Source of the source of sustenance, 
and that the seeker of sustenance may seek only Him.

Seek sustenance from Him, do not seek it from Zayd and Amr: 
seek intoxication from Him, do not seek it from hashish and wine.

Desire wealth from Him, not from treasure and possessions: 
desire aid from Him, not from paternal and maternal uncles.

At the last you will be left without these things: 
listen, unto whom will you call then?

Call unto Him now, and leave the rest, 
that you may inherit the kingdom of the world.

When comes a man shall flee from his brother 
and on such a Day the son will flee from his father,

In that hour every friend will become your foe, 
because he was your idol and one who hindered from the Way.

You were averting your face from the Painter of the face, 
since you were gaining heart’s delight from a picture.

If at this time your friends become hostile to you 
and turn aside from you and quarrel,

Take heed and say, “Lo, my fortune is triumphant: 
that which would have happened to-morrow has happened to-day.

The people of this caravanseray have become my enemies, in order 
that the Resurrection might be made clearly visible to me beforehand,

Before I should lose my time 
and associate with them to the end of my life.

I had bought defective goods: thanks to God 
that I have become aware of their defectiveness in time,

Before the stock-in-trade should go out of my hands 
and finally come forth as defective.

My wealth was gone; my life was gone, O man of noble lineage: 
I had given away my wealth and life for damaged goods.

I sold my merchandise, I received base gold: 
I was going home in great jubilation.

دست بر سر مى‏زنى پيش اله
دست و سر بر دادن رزقش گواه‏
تا بدانى اصل اصل رزق اوست

تا همو را جويد آن كه رزق جوست‏
رزق از وى جو مجو از زيد و عمر

مستى از وى جو مجو از بنگ و خمر
توانگرى زو خواه نه از گنج و مال

نصرت از وى خواه نه از عم و خال‏
عاقبت زينها بخواهى ماندن

هين كه را خواهى در آن دم خواندن‏
اين دم او را خوان و باقى را بمان

تا تو باشى وارث ملك جهان‏
چون يَفِرُّ الْمَرْءُ آيد مِنْ أخيه
يهرب المولود يوما من ابيه‏

ز آن شود هر دوست آن ساعت عدو
كه بت تو بود و از ره مانع او

روى از نقاش رو مى‏تافتى
چون ز نقشى انس دل مى‏يافتى‏

اين دم ار يارانت با تو ضد شوند
وز تو بر گردند و در خصمى روند

هين بگو نك روز من پيروز شد
آن چه فردا خواست شد امروز شد

ضد من گشتند اهل اين سرا
تا قيامت عين شد پيشين مرا

پيش از آن كه روزگار خود برم
عمر با ايشان به پايان آورم‏

كاله‏ى معيوب بخريده بدم
شكر كز عيبش پگه واقف شدم‏

پيش از آن كز دست سرمايه شدى
عاقبت معيوب بيرون آمدى‏

مال رفته عمر رفته اى نسيب
مال و جان داده پى كاله‏ى معيب‏

رخت دادم زر قلبى بستدم
شاد شادان سوى خانه مى‏شدم‏
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Thanks that this gold was shown to be base now, 
before too much of my life had passed.

شكر كاين زر قلب پيدا شد كنون
پيش از آن كه عمر بگذشتى فزون‏

The base coin would have remained on my neck for ever: 
to waste my life would have been an iniquity.

Since its baseness has been revealed earlier, 
I will step back from it very quickly.”

When your friend displays enmity 
the itch of his hatred and jealousy shoots forth,

Do not bewail his aversion, 
do not make yourself a fool and ignoramus;

Nay, thank God and give bread, 
that you have not become old in his sack,

You have quickly come out of his sack 
to seek the true Eternal Friend,

The delectable Friend whose friendship’s cord 
becomes threefold after your death.

That friend, in truth, may be the Sultan and exalted King, 
or he may be one accepted of the Sultan and one who intercedes.

You are delivered from the false coiner and hypocrisy and fraud: 
you have seen his tumour plainly before death.

If you understood this injustice shown towards you 
by the people in the world, it is a hidden treasure of gold.

The people are made to be thus evil-natured towards you, 
that your face may inevitably be turned Yonder.

Know this for sure that in the end 
all of them will become adversaries and foes and rebels.

You will be left in the tomb, lamenting and beseeching the One, 
“Do not leave me alone!

O You whose harshness is better than the troth of the faithful, 
the honey of the faithful is also from Your bounty.”

Listen to your own reason, O possessor of a granary, 
and commit your wheat to the earth of Allah,

That it may be safe from thieves and weevils. 
Kill the Devil with the wood-fretter as quickly as possible;

For he is always frightening you with poverty: 
make him your prey like a partridge, O valiant hawk.

قلب ماندى تا ابد در گردنم
حيف بودى عمر ضايع كردنم‏
چون پگه تر قلبى او رو نمود

پاى خود زو واكشم من زود زود
يار تو چون دشمنى پيدا كند

گر حقد و رشك او بيرون زند
تو از آن اعراض او افغان مكن

خويشتن را ابله و نادان مكن‏
بلكه شكر حق كن و نان بخش كن

كه نگشتى در جوال او كهن‏
از جوالش زود بيرون آمدى
تا بجويى يار صدق سرمدى‏

نازنين يارى كه بعد از مرگ تو
رشته‏ى يارى او گردد سه تو
آن مگر سلطان بود شاه رفيع
يا بود مقبول سلطان و شفيع‏

رستى از قلاب و سالوس و دغل
غر او ديدى عيان پيش از اجل‏
اين جفاى خلق با تو در جهان

گر بدانى گنج زر آمد نهان‏
خلق را با تو چنين بد خو كنند

تا ترا ناچار رو آن سو كنند
اين يقين دان كه در آخر جمله‏شان

خصم گردند و عدو و سركشان‏
تو بمانى با فغان اندر لحد

لا تذرنى فرد خواهان از احد
اى جفايت به ز عهد وافيان
هم ز داد تست شهد وافيان‏

بشنو از عقل خود اى انبار دار
گندم خود را به ارض اللَّه سپار
تا شود ايمن ز دزد و از شپش

ديو را با ديوچه زوتر بكش‏
كاو همى‏ترساندت هر دم ز فقر

همچو كبكش صيد كن اى نره صقر
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It would be a shame for the falcon of the mighty and fortunate Sultan 
to be made a prey by the partridge.

باز سلطان عزيز كاميار
ننگ باشد كه كند كبكش شكار

He gave many injunctions and sowed the seed of exhortation, 
as their soil was nitrous, it was of no avail.

Although the admonisher has a hundred appeals, 
counsel demands a retentive ear.

You counsel him with a hundred courtesies, 
and he turns aside from your counsel.

A single person who obstinately refuses to listen 
will baffle a hundred speakers.

Who should be more persuasive in counselling and sweeter-tongued 
than the prophets, whose words made an impression on stones?

The bonds of the ill-fated were not being loosed 
by that whereby mountain and stone were moved.

Such hearts as had egoism were described; 
nay, harder.

Explaining that the bounty of God and of the Omnipotence is not dependent on receptivity, 
as human bounty is; for in the latter case receptivity is necessary. (In the former case it is not) 

because bounty is eternal, whereas receptivity is temporal. Bounty is an attribute of the Creator, 
while receptivity is an attribute of the creature; and the eternal cannot depend on the temporal, 

otherwise temporality would be absurd.

The remedy for such a heart is the gift bestowed by a Transmuter: 
receptivity is not a necessary condition for His bounty.

Nay, His bounty is the necessary condition for receptivity: 
Bounty is the kernel, and receptivity the husk.

The change of Moses’ rod into a serpent 
and the shining of his hand like a sun,

And a hundred thousand miracles of the prophets 
which are not comprehended by our mind and understanding—

These are not derived from secondary causes but are under the control of God: 
how can receptivity belong to non-existent things?

If receptivity were a necessary condition for God’s action, 
no non-existent thing would come into existence.

بس وصيت كرد و تخم وعظ كاشت
چون زمينشان شوره بد سودى نداشت‏

گر چه ناصح را بود صد داعيه
پند را اذنى ببايد واعيه‏

تو به صد تلطيف پندش مى‏دهى
او ز پندت مى‏كند پهلو تهى‏

يك كس نامستمع ز استيز و رد
صد كس گوينده را عاجز كند

ز انبيا ناصح‏تر و خوش لهجه‏تر
كى بود كه گرفت دمشان در حجر
ز انچه كوه و سنگ در كار آمدند

مى‏نشد بد بخت را بگشاده بند
آن چنان دلها كه بدشان ما و من

نعتشان شد بل أَشَدُّ قسوة

بيان آن كه عطاى حق و قدرت موقوف قابليت نيست همچون داد خلقان كه آن را قابليت بايد زيرا 
عطا قديم است و قابليت حادث، عطا صفت حق است و قابليت صفت مخلوق، و قديم موقوف حادث 

نباشد و اگر نه حدوث محال باشد

چاره‏ى آن دل عطاى مبدلى است
داد او را قابليت شرط نيست‏
بلكه شرط قابليت داد اوست

داد لب و قابليت هست پوست
اينكه موسى را عصا ثعبان شود

همچو خورشيدى كفش رخشان شود
صد هزاران معجزات انبيا

كان نگنجد در ضمير و عقل ما
نيست از اسباب تصريف خداست

نيستها را قابليت از كجاست‏
قابلى گر شرط فعل حق بدى

هيچ معدومى به هستى نامدى‏
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He has established a law and causes and means 
for the sake of those who seek under this blue veil.

سنتى بنهاد و اسباب و طرق
طالبان را زير اين ازرق تتق

Most happenings come to pass according to the law; 
sometimes the Power breaks the law.

He has established a goodly law and custom; 
then He has made the miracle a breach of the custom.

If honour does not reach us without a cause, 
the Power is not remote from the removal of the cause.

O you, who are caught by the cause, do not fly outside; 
but do not suppose the removal of the Causer.

The Causer brings whatsoever He will: 
the Absolute Power tears up the causes;

But, for the most part, He lets the execution follow the course of causation, 
in order that a seeker may be able to pursue the object of his desire.

When there is no cause, what way should the seeker pursue? 
Therefore he must have a visible cause in the way.

These causes are veils on the eyes, 
for not every eye is worthy of His work.

An eye that can penetrate the cause 
is needed to extirpate veils from root and bottom,

So that it may behold the Causer in non-spatiality 
and regard exertion and earnings and shops as nonsense.

Everything good or evil comes from the Causer: 
causes and means, O father, are naught

But a phantom that has materialized on the King’s highway 
in order that the period of heedlessness may endure for some time.

On the beginning of the creation of the body of Adam, on whom be peace, 
when He commanded Gabriel, on whom be peace, saying, “Go, take a handful of clay from this Earth,” 

or according to another relation, “Take a handful from every region.”

When the Maker willed to bring Man into existence 
for the purpose of probation with good and evil,

بيشتر احوال بر سنت رود
گاه قدرت خارق سنت شود
سنت و عادت نهاده با مزه

باز كرده خرق عادت معجزه‏
بى‏سبب گر عز به ما موصول نيست

قدرت از عزل سبب معزول نيست‏
اى گرفتار سبب بيرون مپر
ليك عزل آن مسبب ظن مبر

هر چه خواهد آن مسبب آورد
قدرت مطلق سببها بر درد

ليك اغلب بر سبب راند نفاذ
تا بداند طالبى جستن مراد

چون سبب نبود چه ره جويد مريد
پس سبب در راه مى‏بايد پديد

اين سببها بر نظرها پرده‏هاست
كه نه هر ديدار صنعش را سزاست‏

ديده‏اى بايد سبب سوراخ كن
تا حجب را بر كند از بيخ و بن‏

تا مسبب بيند اندر لامكان
هرزه داند جهد و اكساب و دكان‏
از مسبب مى‏رسد هر خير و شر

نيست اسباب و وسايط اى پدر
جز خيالى منعقد بر شاه راه
تا بماند دور غفلت چند گاه‏

در ابتداى خلقت جسم آدم عليه السلام كه جبرئيل را عليه السلام اشارت كرد كه برو از اين زمين 
مشتى خاك برگير و به روايتى از هر نواحى مشت مشت برگير

چون كه صانع خواست ايجاد بشر
از براى ابتلاى خير و شر
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He commanded Gabriel the true, saying, 
“Go, and take a handful of clay from the Earth as a pledge.”

جبرئيل صدق را فرمود رو
مشت خاكى از زمين بستان گرو

He girt his loins and came to the Earth, 
that he might execute the command of the Lord of created beings.

That obedient one moved his hand towards the Earth: 
the Earth withdrew herself and was afraid.

Then the Earth loosed her tongue and made supplication, saying, 
“For the sake of the reverence due to the unique Creator,

Take leave of me and go! Spare my life! 
Go; turn aside from me the reins of your white steed!

For God’s sake, leave me and do not plunge me
into the troubles of obligation and danger.

For the sake of the favour by which God chose you out 
and revealed to you the knowledge in the Universal Tablet,

So that you have become the teacher of the Angels 
and art conversing with God continually;

For you will be the messenger sent to the prophets: 
you are the life of the inspired spirit, not (the life) of the body.

You had superiority over Seraphiel 
because he is the body’s life, you are the spirit’s.

The blast of his trumpet is the growth of bodies; 
your breath is the growth of the single heart.

The life of the heart is the soul of the soul of the body: 
therefore your gift is superior to his.

Again, Michael gives the sustenance for the body; 
your labour gives the sustenance for the illumined heart.

He has filled his skirt with gifts by measure; 
your gifts of sustenance are immeasurable.

Moreover, you are better than Azrael the tyrannous and enraged, 
even as Mercy is prior to Wrath.

These four are the bearers of the Throne, and you king: 
you are the best of all of the four from being awake.

On the Day of the Congregation you will see that its bearers are eight: 
at that time also you will be the most excellent of its eight.”

Thus was she enumerating and weeping: 
she guessed what the object of this was.

او ميان بست و بيامد تا زمين
تا گزارد امر رب العالمين‏

دست سوى خاك برد آن موتمر
خاك خود را در كشيد و شد حذر
پس زبان بگشاد خاك و لابه كرد

كز براى حرمت خلاق فرد
ترك من گو و برو جانم ببخش

رو بتاب از من عنان خنگ رخش‏
در كشاكشهاى تكليف و خطر

بهر اللَّه هل مرا اندر مبر
بهر آن لطفى كه حقت بر گزيد

كرد بر تو علم لوح كل پديد
تا ملايك را معلم آمدى
دايما با حق مكلم آمدى‏

كه سفير انبيا خواهى بدن
تو حيات جان وحيى نى بدن‏

بر سر افيلت فضيلت بود از آن
كاو حيات تن بود تو آن جان‏

بانگ صورش نشات تنها بود
نفخ تو نشو دل يكتا بود

جان جان تن حيات دل بود
پس ز دادش داد تو فاضل بود

باز ميكاييل رزق تن دهد
سعى تو رزق دل روشن دهد
او به داد كيل پر كردست ذيل
داد رزق تو نمى‏گنجد به كيل‏

هم ز عزراييل با قهر و عطب
تو بهى چون سبق رحمت بر غضب‏

حامل عرش اين چهارند و تو شاه
بهترين هر چهارى ز انتباه‏

روز محشر هشت بينى حاملانش
هم تو باشى افضل هشت آن زمانش‏
همچنين بر مى‏شمرد و مى‏گريست

بوى مى‏برد او كز اين مقصود چيست‏
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Gabriel was a mine of reverence and respect: 
those adjurations barred the way against him.

معدن شرم و حيا بد جبرئيل
بست آن سوگندها بر وى سبيل‏

Inasmuch as she entreated and appealed to him, 
he returned and said, “O Lord of Your servants,

I have not been remiss in Your affair, 
but You know what happened better than I.

She pronounced the Name from awe of which, O All-seeing One, 
the Seven Heavens would cease from their course.

Shame came over me, I was abashed by Your Name; 
else, it is easy to convey a handful of earth,

For You have bestowed such a strength upon the Angels 
that they can tear these celestial spheres to shreds.”

The sending of Michael, on whom be peace, to take a handful of clay from the Earth 
for putting together the frame of the blessed body of the Father of Mankind, the Vicegerent of God, 

Adam, on whom be peace, the Adored of the Angels and their Teacher.

He said to Michael, “Do you go down 
and seize, like a lion, a handful of clay from her.”

When Michael reached the Earth, 
he put forth his hand to seize from her.

The Earth trembled and began to flee: 
she became suppliant and shed tears.

Her breast burning, she made supplication and earnest entreaty: 
she appealed with bloody tears,

Saying, “by the gracious incomparable God 
who has made you the bearer of the majestic Throne.

You are the overseer for measuring the world’s means of sustenance: 
you are the ladler to them that thirst for the bounty”—

Because Michael is derived from kayl (measure), and he has become 
the measurer (kayyál) in dispensation of the means of subsistence

“Give me quarter, set me free! 
See how I am uttering words stained with blood.”

بس كه لابه كردش و سوگند داد
باز گشت و گفت يا رب العباد

كه نبودم من به كارت سرسرى
ليك ز انچه رفت تو داناترى‏

گفت نامى كه ز هولش اى بصير
هفت گردون باز ماند از مسير
شرمم آمد گشتم از نامت خجل
ور نه آسان است نقل مشت گل‏
كه تو زورى داده‏اى املاك را

كه بدرانند اين افلاك را

فرستادن ميكاييل را عليه السلام به قبض حفنه‏ى خاك از زمين جهت تركيب جسم مبارك ابو البشر 
خليفه الحق مسجود الملك و معلمهم آدم عليه السلام‏

گفت ميكاييل را تو رو به زير
مشت خاكى در ربا از وى چو شير

چون كه ميكاييل شد تا خاكدان
دست كرد او تا كه بربايد از آن‏
خاك لرزيد و در آمد در گريز
گفت او لابه كنان و اشك ريز

سينه سوزان لابه كرد و اجتهاد
با سرشك پر ز خون سوگند داد

كه به يزدان لطيف بى‏نديد
كه بكردت حامل عرش مجيد
كيل ارزاق جهان را مشرفى
تشنگان فضل را تو مغرفى‏

ز انكه ميكاييل از كيل اشتقاق
دارد و كيال شد در ارتزاق‏

كه امانم ده مرا آزاد كن
بين كه خون آلود مى‏گويم سخن
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The Angel is a mine of God’s mercy: Michael said, 
“How should I sprinkle this salt on that wound?”—

معدن رحم اله آمد ملك
گفت چون ريزم بر آن ريش اين نمك‏

Just as the Devil is a mine of wrath, 
for he has raised up a roar from the sons of Adam.

The precedence of Mercy over Wrath exists, O youth: 
clemency was predominant in the nature of God.

His servants necessarily possess His disposition: 
their water-skins are filled from the water of His stream.

The Messenger of God and the Guide on the journey 
said that men follow the usage of their kings.

Michael went to the Lord of the Judgement, 
with hand and sleeve empty of the object of his quest.

He said, “O Knower of the secret, O peerless King, 
the Earth bound me by lamenting and weeping.

Tears were precious with You: 
I could not feign not to have heard.

Moaning and wailing had great value with You: 
I could not leave their rights unheeded.

With You the moist eye is much prized: 
how should I have become quarrelsome in resisting?”

There is a summons to the servant to lamentation five times a day— 
“come to the ritual prayer, and lament.”

The muezzin’s cry is “hasten to welfare,” 
and that welfare is this lamentation and petitioning.

He whom You wish to make sorrow-stricken—
You bar against his heart the way to lamentation,

In order that affliction may descend without anything to repel it, 
when there is no intercessor of humble entreaty;

And You lead to humble entreaty the spirit of him 
whom You wish to redeem from affliction.

You have said in the Qur’an that those peoples 
on which that heavy vengeance fell,

It was because at that moment they would not make humble entreaty 
that the affliction might be averted from them;

مچنان كه معدن قهر است ديو
كه بر آورد از بنى آدم غريو

سبق رحمت بر غضب هست اى فتا
لطف غالب بود در وصف خدا

بندگان دارند لا بد خوى او
مشكهاشان پر ز آب جوى او
آن رسول حق قلاووز سلوك
گفت الناس على دين الملوك‏
رفت ميكاييل سوى رب دين

خالى از مقصود دست و آستين‏
گفت اى داناى سر و شاه فرد

خاكم از زارى و گريه بسته كرد
آب ديده پيش تو با قدر بود
من نتانستم كه آرم ناشنود

آه و زارى پيش تو بس قدر داشت
من نتانستم حقوق آن گذاشت‏

پيش تو بس قدر دارد چشم تر
من چگونه گشتمى استيزه‏گر

دعوت زارى است روزى پنج بار
بنده را كه در نماز آ و بزار

نعره‏ى موذن كه حى على الفلاح
و آن فلاح اين زارى است و اقتراح‏
آن كه خواهى كز غمش خسته كنى

راه زارى بر دلش بسته كنى‏
تا فرو آيد بلا بى‏دافعى

چون نباشد از تضرع شافعى‏
وان كه خواهى كز بلايش واخرى

جان او را در تضرع آورى‏
گفته اى اندر نبى كان امتان

كه بر ايشان آمد آن قهر گران‏
چون تضرع مى‏نكردند آن نفس

تا بلا زيشان بگشتى باز پس‏
1605
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But since their hearts had been hardened, 
their sins appeared as obedient service.

ليك دلهاشان چو قاسى گشته بود
آن گنه‏هاشان عبادت مى‏نمود

Until the sinner deems himself rebellious, 
how can tears run from his eye?

The Story of the people of Yúnus, on whom be peace, is a demonstration and manifest proof 
that humble entreaty and lamentation avert affliction sent from Heaven.  

And God most High acts by free choice: therefore humble entreaty and reverence avail with Him. 
The philosophers, however, say that He acts by nature and as a cause, not by free choice: 

therefore humble entreaty cannot alter nature.

When the affliction became visible to the people of Yúnus, 
a cloud full of fire departed from heaven.

It was shooting lightning, the rocks were burning; 
the cloud was roaring, cheeks were shedding colour.

All were on the roofs at night, 
when that woe came into view from on high.

All came down from the roofs 
and went bare-headed towards the open country.

Mothers cast out their children, 
that all might raise wailing and distressful cries.

From the evening prayer till the hour of dawn, 
those folk were throwing dust on their heads.

All voices were hushed: 
Mercy came upon that perverse people.

After despair and unrestrained lamentation, 
little by little the cloud began to turn back.

The story of Yúnus is long and broad: 
it is time of the Earth and the far-spread tale.

Since humble entreaty has value with God—
and where has lamentation the price that it has there?—

Oh, hope! Now gird your loins tight! 
Arise, O weeper, and laugh continually,

For the glorious King is ranking tears 
as equal in merit to the blood of the martyr.

تا نداند خويش را مجرم عنيد
آب از چشمش كجا داند دويد

قصه‏ى قوم يونس عليه السلام بيان و برهان آن است كه تضرع و زارى دافع بلاى آسمانى است، 
و حق تعالى فاعل مختار است پس تضرع و تعظيم پيش او مفيد باشد، و فلاسفه گويند فاعل به طبع 

است و به علت نه مختار پس تضرع طبع را نگرداند

قوم يونس را چو پيدا شد بلا
ابر پر آتش جدا شد از سما

برق مى‏انداخت مى‏سوزيد سنگ
ابر مى‏غريد و رخ مى‏ريخت رنگ‏

جملگان بر بامها بودند شب
كه پديد آمد ز بالا آن كرب‏
جملگان از بامها زير آمدند

سر برهنه جانب صحرا شدند
مادران بچگان برون انداختند

تا همه ناله و نفير افراختند
از نماز شام تا وقت سحر

خاك مى‏كردند بر سر آن نفر
جملگى آوازها بگرفته شد
رحم آمد بر سر آن قوم لد
بعد نوميدى و آه ناشكفت

اندك اندك ابر واگشتن گرفت‏
قصه‏ى يونس دراز است و عريض
وقت خاك است و حديث مستفيض‏
چون تضرع را بر حق قدرهاست

و آن بها كانجاست زارى را كجاست‏
هين اميد اكنون ميان را چست بند

خيز اى گرينده و دايم بخند
كه برابر مى‏نهد شاه مجيد

اشك را در فضل با خون شهيد
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فرستادن اسرافيل را عليه السلام به خاك كه حفنه اى برگير از خاك بهر تركيب جسم آدم عليه السلام‏

The sending of Seraphiel, on whom be peace, to the Earth with orders to take a handful of clay for 
moulding the body of Adam, on whom be peace.

Our God said to Seraphiel, 
“Go, fill your hand with that clay and come.”

Seraphiel, likewise, came to the Earth: 
again the Earth began to moan,

Saying, “O Angel of the Resurrection and O Sea of life, 
by whose breaths the dead are revived,

You blow one terrible blast from the trumpet, 
and the place of Judgement becomes full of people from rotten bones.

You blow on the trumpet and cry, 
‘Listen, spring up, O you slain of Karbalá!

O you, who have perished by the sword of Death, 
put forth your heads from the earth, like bough and leaf !’

From your bringing the dead to life this world is filled with your mercy 
and with that potent breath of yours.

You are the Angel of mercy: show mercy! 
You are the bearer of the Throne and the qibla of gifts.”

The Throne is the mine of justice and equity: 
beneath it are four rivers filled with forgiveness:

A river of milk and a river of honey everlasting; 
a river of wine and a river of running water

Then from the Throne they flow into Paradise; 
some little thing appears in this world too,

Although here those four are defiled—by what? 
By the poison of mortality and indigestion.

From those four a draught has been poured on the dark Earth 
and a temptation has been offered,

In order that these vile wretches may seek the source of it; 
these worthless folk are content with this.

He has given milk and nourishment for babes: 
He has made the breast of every wife a fountain.

گفت اسرافيل را يزدان ما
كه برو ز آن خاك پر كن كف بيا

آمد اسرافيل هم سوى زمين
باز آغازيد خاكستان حنين‏

كاى فرشته‏ى صور و اى بحر حيات
كه ز دمهاى تو جان يابد موات‏

در دمى از صور يك بانگ عظيم
پر شود محشر خلايق از رميم‏
در دمى در صور گويى الصلا

بر جهيد اى كشتگان كربلا
اى هلاكت ديده‏گان از تيغ مرگ

بر زنيد از خاك سر چون شاخ و برگ‏
رحمت تو و آن دم گيراى تو
پر شود اين عالم از احياى تو

تو فرشته‏ى رحمتى رحمت نما
حامل عرشى و قبله‏ى دادها

عرش معدن گاه داد و معدلت
چارجو در زير او پر مغفرت‏

جوى شير و جوى شهد جاودان
جوى خمر و دجله‏ى آب روان‏

پس ز عرش اندر بهشتستان رود
در جهان هم چيزكى ظاهر شود
گر چه آلوده‏ست اينجا آن چهار

از چه از زهر فنا و ناگوار
جرعه اى بر خاك تيره ريختند
ز آن چهار و فتنه‏اى انگيختند

تا بجويند اصل آن را اين خسان
خود بر اين قانع شدند اين ناكسان‏

شير داد و پرورش اطفال را
چشمه كرده سينه‏ى هر زال را
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He has given wine to drive away grief and care: 
He has made of the grape a fountain to inspire courage.

خمر دفع غصه و انديشه را
چشمه كرده از عنب در اجترا

He has given honey as a remedy for the sick body: 
He has made the inward part of the bee a fountain.

He gave water universally to high and low 
for cleanliness and for drinking.

That you may follow the track from these towards the origins; 
but you are content with this, O trifler.

Now hear the story of the Earth 
and what she is saying to enchant the disturber (of her peace).

With frowning looks in the presence of Seraphiel, 
she is practicing a hundred sorts of coquetry and blandishment,

Saying, “By the truth of the holy essence of the Almighty, 
do not regard this violence to me as lawful!

I have a presentiment of this change: 
suspicious thoughts are running in my head.

You are the Angel of mercy: show mercy, 
for the huma will not harm any bird.

O healing and mercy to the sorrowful; 
do the same as those two benefactors did.”

At once Seraphiel returned to the King: 
in God’s presence he excused himself and told what had passed,

Saying, “Outwardly You gave the command to take; 
You inspired my conscience to do the opposite of that.

The command to take You did address to my ear, the prohibition 
against hardheartedness You did address to my understanding.

Mercy, being prior, prevailed over wrath, O Lord 
whose actions are incomparable and whose dealings are gracious.”

The sending of Azrael, the Angel of firm resolution and strong mind, on whom be peace, 
to seize a handful of clay in order that the body of Adam, on whom be peace, might be quickened.

Straightway God said to Azrael, 
“Behold the Earth full of vain imagination!

انگبين داروى تن رنجور را
چشمه كرده باطن زنبور را

آب دادى عام اصل و فرع را
از براى طهر و بهر كرع را

تا از اينها پى برى سوى اصول
تو بر اين قانع شدى اى بو الفضول‏

بشنو اكنون ماجراى خاك را
كه چه مى‏گويد فسون محراك را

پيش اسرافيل گشته او عبوس
مى‏كند صد گونه شكل و چاپلوس‏

كه به حق ذات پاك ذو الجلال
كه مدار اين قهر را بر من حلال‏

من از اين تقليب بويى مى‏برم
بد گمانى مى‏دود اندر سرم‏

تو فرشته‏ى رحمتى رحمت نما
ز انكه مرغى را نيازارد هما

اى شفا و رحمت اصحاب درد
تو همان كن كان دو نيكو كار كرد

زود اسرافيل باز آمد به شاه
گفت عذر و ماجرا نزد اله‏

كز برون فرمان بدادى كه بگير
عكس آن الهام دادى در ضمير

امر كردى در گرفتن سوى گوش
نهى كردى از قساوت سوى هوش‏

سبق رحمت گشت غالب بر غضب
اى بديع افعال و نيكو كار رب‏

فرستادن عزراييل ملك العزم و الحزم را عليه السلام به بر گرفتن حفنه‏ى خاك تا شود جسم آدم چالاك 
عليه السلام‏

گفت يزدان زود عزراييل را
كه ببين آن خاك پر تخييل را
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Find that feeble unjust old crone: 
listen, fetch a handful of clay and make haste!”

آن ضعيف زال ظالم را بياب
مشت خاكى هين بياور با شتاب‏

Azrael, the captain of the Decree, went off towards the terrestrial globe 
for the purpose of requisition.

The Earth, according to rule, began lamenting loudly: 
she begged him; she swore many an oath,

Crying, “O favourite youth (page-of-honour), O bearer of the Throne, 
O you whose command is obeyed in heaven and earth,

Depart, for the sake of the mercy of the Merciful! 
Depart, for the sake of Him who has shown kindness unto you!

For the sake of that King who alone is worshipped 
and with whom no one’s lamentation is rejected!”

He replied, “These conjurations cannot move me to avert my face 
from the Giver of commands secret or manifest.”

She said, “After all, He has commanded forbearance: both are commanded: 
take the latter on the ground of knowledge.”

He replied, “That would be an interpretation or an inference: 
do not seek to confuse the plain meaning of the command.

If you interpret your own thought, 
it is better than that you should interpret this unequivocal command.

My heart is burning at your supplication; 
my bosom is filled with blood on account of your salty tears.

I am not pitiless; nay, I have greater pity 
than those three holy ones for the sorrow of the sorrowful.

If I am slapping an orphan, 
while a mild-natured person may put halwá in his hand,

Those slaps are better than the other’s halwá; 
and if he be beguiled by the halwá, woe to him!

My heart is burning at your lamentable cry, 
but God is teaching me a kindness—

The kindness concealed amidst cruelties, 
the priceless cornelian hidden in filth.

The cruelty done by God is better than a hundred clemencies of mine: 
to withhold the soul from God is agony to the soul.

His worst cruelty is better than the clemency of both worlds: 
how excellent is the Lord of created beings and how excellent help!

رفت عزراييل سرهنگ قضا
سوى كره‏ى خاك بهر اقتضا

خاك بر قانون نفير آغاز كرد
داد سوگندش بسى سوگند خورد

كاى غلام خاص و اى حمال عرش
اى مطاع الامر اندر عرش و فرش‏

رو به حق رحمت رحمان فرد
رو به حق آن كه با تو لطف كرد

حق شاهى كه جز او معبود نيست
پيش او زارى كس مردود نيست‏

گفت نتوانم بدين افسون كه من
رو بتابم ز آمر سر و علن‏

گفت آخر امر فرمود او به حلم
هر دو امرند آن بگير از راه علم‏

گفت آن تاويل باشد يا قياس
در صريح امر كم جو التباس‏
فكر خود را گر كنى تاويل به

كه كنى تاويل اين نامشتبه‏
دل همى‏سوزد مرا بر لابه‏ات

سينه‏ام پر خون شد از شورآبه‏ات‏
نيستم بى‏رحم بل ز آن هر سه پاك

رحم بيش استم ز درد دردناك‏
گر طپانچه مى‏زنم من بر يتيم

ور دهد حلوا به دستش آن حليم‏
اين طپانچه خوشتر از حلواى او

ور شود غره به حلوا واى او
بر نفير تو جگر مى‏سوزدم
ليك حق لطفى همى‏آموزدم‏
لطف مخفى در ميان قهرها
در حدث پنهان عقيق بى‏بها

قهر حق بهتر ز صد حلم من است
منع كردن جان ز حق جان كندن است‏

بدترين قهرش به از حلم دو كون
نعم رب العالمين و نعم عون‏

1665
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In His cruelty there are secret kindnesses: 
to surrender the soul for His sake increases the soul.

لطفهاى مضمر اندر قهر او
جان سپردن جان فزايد بهر او

Listen, dismiss suspicion and error: 
make your head a foot since He has bidden you come.

His ‘Come’ will give exaltations; 
it will give intoxication and brides and couches.

In short, never, never can I weaken that sublime command 
and complicate it.”

The wretched Earth heard all this, 
in her ear was a plug arising from that evil suspicion.

Once more in another fashion the lowly Earth made entreaty 
and prostrated herself, like a drunken man.

He said, “Nay, arise! There is no loss from this, 
I lay my head and life as a pledge and guarantee.

Do not think of entreating, do not make further entreaty 
except to that merciful and justice-dealing King.

I am a slave to command, I dare not neglect His command 
which raised dust from the sea.

Save from the Creator of ear and eye and head 
I will hear neither good nor evil—not even from my own soul.

My ear is deaf to all words but His: 
He is dearer to me than my sweet soul.

The soul came from Him, not He from the soul: 
He bestows a hundred thousand souls free of cost.

Who is the soul that I should prefer her to the Gracious? 
What is a flea that I should burn the blanket on account of it?

I know no good but His good: 
I am deaf and dumb and blind to all but Him.

My ear is deaf to those who make lamentation, 
for I am as the spear in His hand.

هين رها كن بد گمانى و ضلال
سر قدم كن چون كه فرمودت تعال‏

آن تعال او تعاليها دهد
مستى و جفت و نهاليها دهد

بارى آن امر سنى را هيچ هيچ
من نيارم كرد وهن و پيچ پيچ‏

اين همه بشنيد آن خاك نژند
ز آن گمان بد بدش در گوش بند

باز از نوع دگر آن خاك پست
لابه و سجده همى‏كرد او چو مست‏

گفت نه برخيز نبود زين زيان
من سر و جان مى‏نهم رهن و ضمان‏

لابه منديش و مكن لابه دگر
جز بدان شاه رحيم دادگر

بنده فرمانم نيارم ترك كرد
امر او كز بحر انگيزيد گرد

جز از آن خلاق گوش و چشم و سر
نشنوم از جان خود هم خير و شر

گوش من از غير گفت او كر است
او مرا از جان شيرين جان‏تر است‏

جان از او آمد نيامد او ز جان
صد هزاران جان دهد او رايگان‏
جان كه باشد كش گزينم بر كريم
كيك چه بود كه بسوزم زو گليم‏

من ندانم خير الا خير او
صم و بكم و عمى من از غير او

گوش من كر است از زارى كنان
كه منم در كف او همچون سنان‏
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بيان آن كه مخلوقى كه ترا از او ظلمى رسد به حقيقت او همچون آلتى است، عارف آن بود كه به 
حق رجوع كند نه به آلت و اگر به آلت رجوع كند به ظاهر نه از جهل كند بلكه براى مصلحتى چنان 
كه بايزيد قدس اللَّه سره گفت كه چندين سال است كه من با مخلوق سخن نگفته‏ام و از مخلوق سخن 

نشنيده‏ام و ليكن خلق چنين پندارند كه با ايشان سخن مى‏گويم و از ايشان مى‏شنوم زيرا ايشان 
مخاطب اكبر را نمى‏بينند كه ايشان چون صدايند او را نسبت به حال من، التفات مستمع عاقل به صدا 

نباشد چنان كه مثل است معروف: قال الجدار للوتد لم تشقنى قال الوتد انظر الى من يدقنى‏

Explaining that when injury befalls you from a creature of God, he in reality is like an instrument. 
The gnostic is he that refers (all action) to God, not to the instrument; and if he refer it to the instru-
ment formally, he does so not in ignorance but for a purpose. Thus Abu Yazíd, may God sanctify his 

spirit, said, “During all these years I have never spoken to any creature or heard any creature speak to 
me; but people fancy that I am speaking and listening to them, because they do not see the Most Great 
Speaker, of whom they in relation to me are the echo.” The intelligent hearer pays no heed to the echo. 
There is a well-known proverb to this effect,, “The wall said to the nail, ‘Why are you splitting me?’ 

The nail replied, ‘Look at him who is hitting me.’”

Do not foolishly beg the spear for mercy: 
beg mercy of the King in whose hand is the spear.

How should you supplicate the spear and sword 
which are captives in the hand of that Exalted One?

He is Ázar in craftsmanship, and I am the idol: 
whatever instrument He may make of me, I become that.

If He makes me a cup, I become a cup; 
and if He makes me a dagger, I become a dagger.

If He makes me a fountain, I give water; 
and if He makes me fire, I give heat.

If He makes rain of me, I give a wheat stack; 
and if He makes an arrow of me, I dart into the body.

If He make me a snake (márí), I emit venom; 
and if He make me a friend (yárí), I do service.

I am as a pen between His two fingers: 
I do not waver in the ranks of obedience.”

He engaged the Earth in discourse; 
he snatched from the old Earth a handful.

Like a magician he snatched it from the Earth, the Earth was absorbed, 
like those beside themselves, in listening to his words.

He brought the inconsiderate clay to God: 
the runaway to school.

احمقانه از سنان رحمت مجو
ز آن شهى جو كان بود در دست او

با سنان و تيغ لابه چون كنى
او اسير آمد به دست آن سنى‏

او به صنعت آزر است و من صنم
آلتى كاو سازدم من آن شوم‏

گر مرا ساغر كند ساغر شوم
ور مرا خنجر كند خنجر شوم‏

گر مرا چشمه كند آبى دهم
ور مرا آتش كند تابى دهم‏

گر مرا باران كند خرمن دهم
ور مرا ناوك كند در تن جهم‏
گر مرا مارى كند زهر افكنم
ور مرا يارى كند خدمت كنم‏

من چو كلكم در ميان اصبعين
نيستم در صف طاعت بين بين‏

خاك را مشغول كرد او در سخن
يك كفى بربود از آن خاك كهن‏

ساحرانه در ربود از خاكدان
خاك مشغول سخن چون بى‏خودان‏

رد تا حق تربت بى‏راى را
تا به مكتب آن گريزان پاى را
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God said, “By My resplendent knowledge, 
I will make you the executioner of these creatures.”

گفت يزدان كه به علم روشنم
كه ترا جلاد اين خلقان كنم‏

He replied, “O Lord, Your creatures will regard me as their enemy 
when I strangle them at death.

Deem it right, O exalted Lord, to make me hated 
and like a foe in appearance?”

He said, “I will bring into clear view certain causes, 
fever, dysentery, inflammation and spear wounds;

For I will turn their attention from you 
to the diseases and threefold causes”

Azrael replied, “O Lord, there are also servants 
who shatter causes, O Almighty.”

Their eye pierces through the cause: 
by the grace of the Lord, it has passed beyond veils.

It has obtained the eye salve of Unity from the oculist of ecstasy 
and has been delivered from ailment and infirmity.

They do not look at fever and dysentery and consumption: 
they do not admit these causes into their heart;

For every one of these diseases has its cure: 
when it becomes incurable, that is the act of the Decree.

Know for certain that every disease has its cure, 
as a fur is the cure for the pain of cold;

When God wills that a man shall be frozen, 
the cold penetrates even a hundred furs

And puts into his body a tremor 
that will not be made better by clothes or by the house

When the Decree comes, the physician is made foolish, 
and the medicine too loses its beneficial effect.

How should the perception of the (mystic) seer 
be veiled by these causes, which are a veil to catch the dolt?

When the eye is quite perfect, it sees the root; 
when a man is cross eyed, it sees the branch.

گفت يا رب دشمنم گيرند خلق
چون فشارم خلق را در مرگ حلق‏

تو روا دارى خداوند سنى
كه مرا مبغوض و دشمن رو كنى‏

گفت اسبابى پديد آرم عيان
از تب و قولنج و سرسام و سنان‏

كه بگردانم نظرشان را ز تو
در مرضها و سببهاى سه تو

گفت يا رب بندگان هستند نيز
كه سببها را بدرند اى عزيز

چشمشان باشد گذاره از سبب
در گذشته از حجب از فضل رب‏

سرمه‏ى توحيد از كحال حال
يافته رسته ز علت و اعتلال‏

ننگرند اندر تب و قولنج و سل
راه ندهند اين سببها را به دل‏

ز انكه هر يك زين مرضها را دواست
چون دوا نپذيرد آن فعل قضاست‏
هر مرض دارد دوا مى‏دان يقين

چون دواى رنج سرما پوستين‏
چون خدا خواهد كه مردى بفسرد
سردى از صد پوستين هم بگذرد
در وجودش لرزه‏اى بنهد كه آن
نه به جامه به شود نه از آشيان‏

چون قضا آيد طبيب ابله شود
و آن دوا در نفع هم گمره شود
كى شود محجوب ادراك بصير

زين سببهاى حجاب گول گير
اصل بيند ديده چون اكمل بود

فرع بيند چون كه مرد احول بود
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جواب آمدن كه آن كه نظر او بر اسباب و مرض و زخم تيغ نيايد بر كار تو عزراييل هم نيايد كه تو 
هم سببى اگر چه مخفى‏ترى از آن سببها، و بود كه بر آن رنجور مخفى نباشد كه و هو أَقْرَبُ إِلَيْهِ 

مِنْكُمْ وَ لكِنْ لا تُبْصِرُونَ
The answer, “One who does not regard causes and diseases and sword-wounds 

will likewise pay no regard to your action, O Azrael, for you too are a cause, although you are 
more concealed than those causes.” And maybe it is not concealed from the sick man, 

for He is nearer to him than you are, but you do not see.

God said, “He who perceives the origin: 
how, then, should he be conscious of your intervention?

Although you have concealed yourself from the vulgar, 
still to the clear-eyed you are a veil.”

And those to whom death is as sugar—
how should their sight be intoxicated with the fortunes?

Bodily death is not bitter to them, 
since they go from a dungeon and prison into a garden.

They have been delivered from the world of torment: 
none weeps for the loss of nothing, nothing.

If an elemental spirit breaks the bastion of a prison, 
will the heart of any prisoner be angry with him?

“Alas, he has broken this marble stone, 
so that our spirits and souls have escaped from confinement.

The beautiful marble and the noble stone of the prison-bastion 
were pleasing and agreeable.

Why did he break them, so that the prisoners escaped? 
His hand must be broken as a penalty for this.”

No prisoner will talk such nonsense 
except that one who is brought from prison to the gallows.

How should it be bitter to one whom they take 
from amidst snake-poison towards sugar?

The soul, freed from the turmoil of the body, 
is soaring on the wings of the heart without bodily feet,

Like the prisoner in a dungeon who falls asleep at night 
and dreams of a rose garden,

And says, “O God, do not bring me to my body, 
in order that I may walk as a prince in this garden.”

گفت يزدان آن كه باشد اصل دان
پس ترا كى بيند او اندر ميان‏

گر چه خويش از عامه پنهان كرده‏اى
پيش روشن ديده‏گان هم پرده‏اى‏
دان كه ايشان را شكر باشد اجل

چون نظرشان مست باشد در دول‏
تلخ نبود پيش ايشان مرگ تن

چون روند از چاه و زندان در چمن‏
وا رهيدند از جهان پيچ پيچ

كس نگريد بر فوات هيچ هيچ‏
برج زندان را شكست اركانيى

هيچ از او رنجد دل زندانيى‏
كاى دريغ اين سنگ مرمر را شكست

تا روان و جان ما از حبس رست‏
آن رخام خوب و آن سنگ شريف

برج زندان را بهى بود و اليف‏
چون شكستش تا كه زندانى برست
دست او در جرم اين بايد شكست‏

هيچ زندانى نگويد اين فشار
جز كسى كز حبس آرندش به دار

تلخ كى باشد كسى را كش برند
از ميان زهر ماران سوى قند

جان مجرد گشته از غوغاى تن
مى‏پرد با پر دل بى‏پاى تن‏

همچو زندانى چه كاندر شبان
خسبد و بيند به خواب او گلستان‏

گويد اى يزدان مرا در تن مبر
تا در اين گلشن كنم من كر و فر

God says to him, “Your prayer is granted: go not back”—and God 
best knows the right course.

گويدش يزدان دعا شد مستجاب
وا مرو و الله اعلم بالصواب‏
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Consider how delightful such a dream is! 
Without having seen death, he goes into Paradise.

Does he feel any regret for wakefulness 
and for the body in chains at the bottom of the dungeon?

If you are a true believer, come now, enter the ranks of battle, 
for a feast has been or you in Heaven.

In the hope of journeying upwards, take your stand before the mihrab, 
like a candle, O youth!

Let your tears fall like rain, and burn in search all night long, 
like the candle beheaded (by the flame).

Close your lips against food and drink: 
hasten towards the Heavenly table.

Continually keep your hope on Heaven, 
dancing like the willow in desire for Heaven.

Continually from Heaven water and fire will be coming to you 
and increasing your provision.

If your aspiration bears you there, it is no wonder: 
do not regard your weakness, regard your search;

For this search is God’s pledge within you, 
because every seeker deserves something sought.

Strive that this search may increase, 
so that your heart may escape from this bodily dungeon.

People will say, “Poor so-and-so is dead,” 
you will say, “I am living, O ye heedless ones!

Though my body, like bodies, is laid to rest, 
the Eight Paradises have blossomed in my heart.”

When the spirit is lying at rest amidst roses and eglantines, 
what does it matter if the body is in that dung?

What should the spirit laid asleep know of the body, 
whether it is in a rose-garden or an ash pit?

In the bright world the spirit is crying, 
“Oh, would that my people knew!”

If the spirit shall not live without this body, 
then for whom shall Heaven be the palace?

اين چنين خوابى ببين چون خوش بود
مرگ ناديده به جنت در رود

هيچ او حسرت خورد بر انتباه
بر تن با سلسله در قعر چاه‏

مومنى آخر در آ در صف رزم
كه ترا بر آسمان بوده ست بزم‏

بر اميد راه بالا كن قيام
همچو شمعى پيش محراب اى غلام‏

اشك مى‏بار و همى‏سوز از طلب
همچو شمع سر بريده جمله شب‏
لب فرو بند از طعام و از شراب

سوى خوان آسمانى كن شتاب‏
دم‏به‏دم بر آسمان مى‏دار اميد

در هواى آسمان رقصان چو بيد
دم‏به‏دم از آسمان مى‏آيدت

آب و آتش رزق مى‏افزايدت‏
گر ترا آن جا برد نبود عجب

منگر اندر عجز و بنگر در طلب‏
كاين طلب در تو گروگان خداست

ز انكه هر طالب به مطلوبى سزاست‏
هد كن تا اين طلب افزون شود
تا دلت زين چاه تن بيرون شود
خلق گويد مرد مسكين آن فلان

تو بگويى زنده‏ام اى غافلان‏
گر تن من همچو تنها خفته است
هشت جنت در دلم بشكفته است‏

جان چو خفته در گل و نسرين بود
چه غم است ار تن در آن سرگين بود

جان خفته چه خبر دارد ز تن
كاو به گلشن خفت يا در گولخن‏

مى‏زند جان در جهان آبگون
نعره‏ى يا لَيْتَ قَوْمِي يعلمون‏

گر نخواهد زيست جان بى‏اين بدن
پس فلك ايوان كى خواهد بدن‏

If your spirit shall not live without the body, 
for whom is the blessing in Heaven is your provision?

گر نخواهد بى‏بدن جان تو زيست
ماءِ رِزْقُكُمْ روزى كيست‏ فِي السَّ
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در بيان وخامت چرب و شيرين دنيا و مانع شدن او از طعام اللَّه چنان كه فرمود الجوع طعام اللَّه يحيى به 
ابدان الصديقين اى فى الجوع طعام اللَّه و قوله ابيت عند ربى يطعمنى و يسقينى و قوله يُرْزَقُونَ فَرِحِينَ

Explaining the ruinous cause of the fat and sweet things of the World and how they hinder one 
from the Food of God, as he has said—“Hunger is the Food of God with which He revives 
the bodies of the true,” i.e. in hunger the Food of God is; and he has said, “I pass the night 

with my Lord and He gives me food and drink”; and God has said, “being provided for, rejoicing.”

If you are delivered from this provision of gross scraps, 
you will fall to dainty viands and noble food.

If you are eating a hundred pounds’ weight of His viands, 
you will depart pure and light as a peri;

For they will not make you a prisoner of wind and dysentery 
and crucify you with gripes.

If you eat little, you will remain hungry like the crow; 
and if you eat your fill, you will suffer from belching.

If you eat little, ill-temper and anemia and consumption; 
if you eat your fill, your body will incur indigestion.

Through the Food of God and the easily digested nutriment, 
ride like a ship on such a ocean.

Be patient and persistent in fasting: 
always expecting the Food of God;

For God, who acts with goodness and is long-suffering, 
bestows gifts in expectation.

The full-fed man does not wait expectantly for bread, 
whether his allowance will come soon or late;

The foodless man is always asking, “Where is it?” 
and expecting it hungrily and seeking and searching.

Unless you are expectant, 
that bounty of manifold felicity will not come to you.

Expectation, O father, expectation, like a man, 
for the sake of the dishes from above.

Every hungry man obtained some food at last: 
the sun of fortune shone upon him.

When a magnanimous guest will not eat some food, 
the host brings better food,

Unless he is a poor host and a mean one. 
Do not think ill of the generous Provider!

وارهى زين روزى ريزه‏ى كثيف
در فتى در لوت و در قوت شريف‏
گر هزاران رطل لوتش مى‏خورى
مى‏روى پاك و سبك همچون پرى‏

كه نه حبس باد و قولنجت كند
چار ميخ معده آهنجت كند

گر خورى كم گرسنه مانى چو زاغ
ور خورى پر گيرد آروغت دماغ‏
كم خورى خوى بد و خشكى و دق
پر خورى شد تخمه را تن مستحق‏

از طعام اللَّه و قوت خوش گوار
بر چنان دريا چو كشتى شو سوار

باش در روزه شكيبا و مصر
دم‏به‏دم قوت خدا را منتظر

كان خداى خوب كار بردبار
هديه‏ها را مى‏دهد در انتظار

انتظار نان ندارد مرد سير
كه سبك آيد وظيفه يا كه دير

بى‏نوا هر دم همى‏گويد كه كو
در مجاعت منتظر در جستجو
چون نباشى منتظر نايد به تو

آن نواله‏ى دولت هفتاد تو
اى پدر الانتظار الانتظار

از براى خوان بالا مردوار
هر گرسنه عاقبت قوتى بيافت

آفتاب دولتى بر وى بتافت‏
ضيف با همت چو آشى كم خورد

صاحب خوان آش بهتر آورد
جز كه صاحب خوان درويشى لئيم

ظن بد كم بر به رزاق كريم‏
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Lift up your head like a mountain, O man of authority, 
in order that the first rays of the Sun may strike upon you;

سر بر آور همچو كوهى اى سند
تا نخستين نور خور بر تو زند

For the lofty firm-based mountain-peak 
is expecting the sun of dawn.

Reply to the simpleton who has said that this world would be delightful if there were no death 
and that the possessions of the present life would be delightful if they were not fleeting 

and other absurdities in the same style.

A certain man was saying, “The world would be delightful, 
were it not for the intervention of death.”

The other said, “If there were no death, 
the tangled world would not be worth a straw.

It would be a stack heaped up in the field 
and neglected and left unthreshed.

You have supposed death to be life: 
you have sown your seed in a barren soil.

The false reason, indeed, sees the reverse: 
it sees life as death, O man of weak judgement.”

Do You, O God, show us everything 
as it really is in this house of illusion.

None that has died is filled with grief on account of death; 
his grief is caused by having too little provision;

Otherwise he has come from a dungeon into the open country 
amidst fortune and pleasure and delight;

From this place of mourning and narrow vale 
he has been transported to the spacious plain.

It is a seat of truth, not a palace of falsehood; 
a choice wine, not an intoxication with buttermilk.

It is the seat of truth, and God is beside him: 
he is delivered from this water and earth of the fire-temple.

And if you have not led the illuminative life, 
one or two moments remain: die like a man!

كان سر كوه بلند مستقر
هست خورشيد سحر را منتظر

جواب آن مغفل كه گفته است كه خوش بودى اين جهان اگر مرگ نبودى و خوش بودى ملك دنيا اگر 
زوالش نبودى و على هذه الوتيرة من الفشارات‏

آن يكى مى‏گفت خوش بودى جهان
گر نبودى پاى مرگ اندر ميان‏

آن دگر گفت ار نبودى مرگ هيچ
كه نيرزيدى جهان پيچ پيچ‏

خرمنى بودى به دشت افراشته
مهمل و ناكوفته بگذاشته‏

مرگ را تو زندگى پنداشتى
تخم را در شوره خاكى كاشتى‏

عقل كاذب هست خود معكوس بين
زندگى را مرگ بيند اى غبين‏
اى خدا بنماى تو هر چيز را

آن چنان كه هست در خدعه سرا
هيچ مرده نيست پر حسرت ز مرگ
حسرتش آن است كش كم بود برگ‏

ور نه از چاهى به صحرا اوفتاد
در ميان دولت و عيش و گشاد

زين مقام ماتم و تنگين مناخ
نقل افتادش به صحراى فراخ‏

مقعد صدقى نه ايوان دروغ
باده‏ى خاصى نه مستيى ز دوغ‏

مقعد صدق و جليس حق شده
رسته زين آب و گل آتشكده‏

ور نكردى زندگانى منير
يك دو دم مانده است مردانه بمير
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لُ الْغَيْثَ مِنْ بَعْدِ ما قَنَطُوا،  فيما يرجى من رحمه اللَّه تعالى معطى النعم قبل استحقاقها وَ هُوَ الَّذِي يُنَزِّ
و رب بعد يورث قربا و رب معصية ميمونة و رب سعاده تاتى من حيث يرجى النقم ليعلم ان اللَّه يبدل 

سيئاتهم حسنات
Concerning what may be hoped for from the mercy of God most High, who bestows His favours 

before they have been deserved— and He it is who sends down the rain after they have despaired. 
And many an estrangement produces intimacy, and there is many a blessed sin, 

and many a happiness that comes in a case where penalties are expected, 
in order that it may be known that God changes their evil deeds to good.

In the Traditions it is related that on the Day of Resurrection 
every single body will be commanded to arise.

The blast of the trumpet is the command from the Holy God, 
namely, “O children, lift up your heads from the grave.”

Every one’s soul will return to its body, 
just as consciousness returns to the body at dawn.

At daybreak the soul recognises its own body 
and re-enters its own ruin, like treasures.

It recognises its own body and goes into it: 
how should the soul of the goldsmith go to the tailor?

The soul of the scholar runs to the scholar, 
the spirit of the tyrant runs to the tyrant;

For the Divine Knowledge has made them cognisant, 
as the lamb and the ewe, at the hour of dawn.

The foot knows its own shoe in the dark: 
how should not the soul know its own body, O worshipful one?

Dawn is the little resurrection: O seeker of refuge, 
judge from it what the greater resurrection will be like.

Even as the soul flies towards the clay, 
the scroll will fly into the left hand or the right.

Into his hand will be put the scroll of avarice and liberality, 
impiety and piety, and all the dispositions that he had formed yesterday

At dawn when he wakes from slumber, 
that good and evil will come back to him.

If he has disciplined his moral nature, 
the same nature will present itself to him when he wakes;

And if yesterday he was ignorant and wicked and misguided, 
he will find his left hand black as a letter of mourning;

در حديث آمد كه روز رستخيز
امر آيد هر يكى تن را كه خيز

نفخ صور امر است از يزدان پاك
كه بر آريد اى ذراير سر ز خاك‏

باز آيد جان هر يك در بدن
همچو وقت صبح هوش آيد به تن‏
جان تن خود را شناسد وقت روز
در خراب خود در آيد چون كنوز
جسم خود بشناسد و در وى رود

جان زرگر سوى درزى كى رود
جان عالم سوى عالم مى‏دود

روح ظالم سوى ظالم مى‏دود
كه شناسا كردشان علم اله

همچو بره و ميش وقت صبحگاه‏
پاى كفش خود شناسد در ظلم

چون نداند جان تن خود اى صنم‏
صبح حشر كوچك است اى مستجير

حشر اكبر را قياس از وى بگير
آن چنان كه جان بپرد سوى طين

نامه پرد تا يسار و تا يمين‏
در كفش بنهند نامه‏ى بخل و جود

فسق و تقوى آن چه دى خو كرده بود
چون شود بيدار از خواب او سحر

باز آيد سوى او آن خير و شر
گر رياضت داده باشد خوى خويش

وقت بيدارى همان آيد به پيش‏
ور بد او دى خام و زشت و در ضلال

چون عزا نامه سيه يابد شمال‏
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But if yesterday he was clean and pious and religious, 
when he wakes he will gain the precious pearl.

ور بد او دى پاك و با تقوى و دين
وقت بيدارى برد در ثمين‏

Our sleep and waking are two witnesses which attest to us 
the significance of death and resurrection.

The lesser resurrection has shown forth the greater resurrection; 
the lesser death has illumined the greater death.

But this scroll is a fancy and hidden, 
though at the greater resurrection it will be very clearly seen.

Here this fancy is hidden, the traces are visible; 
but there He from this fancy will produce forms.

Behold in the architect the fancy of a house, 
in his mind like a seed in a piece of earth.

That fancy comes forth from within, 
as the earth bears from the seed within.

Every fancy that makes its abode in the mind 
will become a form on the Day of Resurrection,

Like the architect’s fancy in his thought; 
like the plant in the earth that takes the seed.

My object in both these resurrections is a story; 
in its exposition there is a moral for the true believers.

When the sun of the Resurrection rises, 
foul and fair will leap up hastily from the grave

They will be running to the Díwán of the Decree: 
the good and bad coin will go into the crucible—

The good coin joyously and with great delight; 
the false coin in anguish and melting.

At every moment the probations will be arriving: 
the thoughts concealed in the heart will be appearing in the body,

As when the water and oil in a lamp are exposed to view, 
or like a piece of earth from which grow up the deposited within.

From onion, leek, and poppy 
the hand of Spring reveals the secret of Winter—

One fresh and green, saying, “We are the devout”; 
and the other drooping their heads like the violet,

Their eyes starting out from the danger,
and streaming like ten fountains from fear of the appointed end;

هست ما را خواب و بيدارى ما
بر نشان مرگ و محشر دو گوا
حشر اصغر حشر اكبر را نمود

مرگ اصغر مرگ اكبر را زدود
ليك اين نامه خيال است و نهان

و آن شود در حشر اكبر بس عيان‏
اين خيال اينجا نهان پيدا اثر

زين خيال آن جا بروياند صور
در مهندس بين خيال خانه‏اى

در دلش چون در زمينى دانه‏اى‏
آن خيال از اندرون آيد برون

چون زمين كه زايد از تخم درون‏
هر خيالى كاو كند در دل وطن

روز محشر صورتى خواهد شدن‏
چون خيال آن مهندس در ضمير

چون نبات اندر زمين دانه گير
مخلصم زين هر دو محشر قصه‏اى است

مومنان را در بيانش حصه‏اى است‏
چون بر آيد آفتاب رستخيز

بر جهند از خاك زشت و خوب تيز
سوى ديوان قضا پويان شوند
نقد نيك و بد به كوره مى‏روند

نقد نيكو شادمان و ناز ناز
نقد قلب اندر زحير و در گداز
لحظه لحظه امتحانها مى‏رسد

سر دلها مى‏نمايد در جسد
چون ز قنديل آب و روغن گشته فاش

يا چو خاكى كه برويد سرهاش‏
از پياز و گندنا و كوكنار

سر دى پيدا كند دست بهار
آن يكى سر سبز نحن المتقون

و آن دگر همچون بنفشه سر نگون‏
چشمها بيرون جهيده از خطر

گشته ده چشمه ز بيم مستقر



119

1815

1805

1810

Their eyes remaining in expectation, 
lest the scroll come from the left side;

باز مانده ديده‏ها در انتظار
تا كه نامه نايد از سوى يسار

Their eyes rolling to right and left, 
because the fortune of the scroll from the right is not easy.

There comes into the hand of a servant a scroll headed with black 
and cram-full of crime and wickedness;

Containing not a single good deed or act of saving grace— 
nothing but wounds inflicted on the hearts of the saintly;

Filled from top to bottom with foulness and sin, 
with mockery and jeering at the followers of the Way,

His rascal behaviour, 
thieving and Pharaoh-like expressions of self-glorification.

When that odious man reads his scroll, 
he knows that he is on the road to prison.

Then he sets out, like robbers going to the gallows; 
his crime manifest, and the way of excusing himself barred.

The thousands of bad pleas and speeches 
have become like an evil nail on his mouth.

The stolen property has been discovered on his person and in his house: 
his story has vanished.

He sets out, therefore, to the prison of Hell; 
for thorns have no means of escape from the fire.

The angels that were hidden, as custodians before and behind 
have become visible like policemen.

They take him along, prodding him with the goad and saying, 
“Begone, O dog, to your own kennels!”

He drags his feet on every road 
that perchance he may escape from the pit.

He stands expectantly, keeping silence 
and turning his face backward in a hope,

Pouring tears like autumn rain. 
A mere hope—what has he except that?

At every moment he is looking back 
and turning his face to the Holy Court.

Then from God in the realm of light comes the command— 
“Say to him, ‘O never-do-well destitute,

چشم گردان سوى راست و سوى چپ
ز انكه نبود بخت نامه‏ى راست زپ‏

نامه‏اى آيد به دست بنده‏اى
سر سيه از جرم و فسق آگنده‏اى‏
اندر او يك خير و يك توفيق نه

جز كه آزار دل صديق نه‏
پر ز سر تا پاى زشتى و گناه

تسخر و خنبك زدن بر اهل راه‏
آن دغل كارى و دزديهاى او

و آن چو فرعونان انا و اناى او
چون بخواند نامه‏ى خود آن ثقيل
داند او كه سوى زندان شد رحيل‏

پس روان گردد چو دزدان سوى دار
جرم پيدا بسته راه اعتذار

آن هزاران حجت و گفتار بد
بر دهانش گشته چون مسمار بد

رخت دزدى بر تن و در خانه‏اش
گشته پيدا گم شده افسانه‏اش‏

پس روان گردد به زندان سعير
كه نباشد خار را ز آتش گزير

چون موكل آن ملايك پيش و پس
بوده پنهان گشته پيدا چون عسس‏
مى‏برندش مى‏سپوزندش به نيش

كه برو اى سگ به كهدانهاى خويش‏
مى‏كشد پا بر سر هر راه

تا بود كه بر جهد ز آن چاه او
منتظر مى‏ايستد تن مى‏زند

در اميدى روى واپس مى‏كند
اشك مى‏بارد چو باران خزان

خشك اوميدى چه دارد او جز آن‏
هر زمانى روى واپس مى‏كند

رو به درگاه مقدس مى‏كند
پس ز حق امر آيد از اقليم نور
كه بگوييدش كه اى بطال عور

1820
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What are you expecting, O mine of mischief ? 
Why are you looking back, O giddy-headed man?

انتظار چيستى اى كان شر
رو چه واپس مى‏كنى اى خيره‏سر

Your scroll is that which came into your hand, 
O offender against God and worshipper of the Devil.

Since you have seen the scroll of your deeds, why do you look back? 
Behold the reward of your works!

Why are you tarrying in vain? 
Where is hope of light in such a pit as this?

Neither outwardly have you any act of piety, 
nor inwardly and in your heart an intention;

No nightly prayers and vigils, 
no abstinence and fasting in the daytime;

No holding your tongue to avoid hurting anyone, 
no looking earnestly forward and backward.

What is forward? To think of your own death and last agony. 
What is backward? To remember the earlier deaths of your friends.

You have no wailful penitence for your injustice, 
O rogue who show wheat and sell barley.

Since your scales were wrong and false, 
how should you require the scales of your retribution to be right?

Since you were a left foot in fraud and dishonesty, 
how should the scroll come into your right hand?

Since retribution is the shadow, accordingly your shadow, 
O man of bent figure, falls crookedly before you.’”

From this quarter comes harsh words of rebuke 
that even the back of a mountain would be bowed by them.

The servant answers: “I am a hundred, hundred, hundred times as much 
as that which You have declared.

Truly, in Your patience You have thrown a veil over worse things; 
otherwise You know with Your knowledge shameful deeds;

But, outside of my own exertion and action, 
beyond good and evil and religion and infidelity,

And beyond my feeble supplication and the fancy 
and imagination of myself or a hundred like me,

Beyond living righteously or behaving disobediently—
I had a hope in Your pure lovingkindness.

نامه‏ات آن است كت آمد به دست
اى خدا آزار و اى شيطان‏پرست‏
چون بديدى نامه‏ى كردار خويش

چه نگرى پس بين جزاى كار خويش‏
بى‏هده چه مول مولى مى‏زنى
در چنين چه كو اميد روشنى‏
نه ترا از روى ظاهر طاعتى

نه ترا در سر و باطن نيتى‏
نه ترا شبها مناجات و قيام

نه ترا در روز پرهيز و صيام‏
نه ترا حفظ زبان ز آزار كس

نه نظر كردن به عبرت پيش و پس‏
پيش چه بود ياد مرگ و نزع خويش

پس چه باشد مردن ياران ز پيش‏
نه ترا بر ظلم توبه‏ى پر خروش

اى دغا گندم نماى جو فروش‏
چون ترازوى تو كژ بود و دغا

راست چون جويى ترازوى جزا
چون كه پاى چپ بدى در غدر و كاست

نامه چون آيد ترا در دست راست‏
چون جزا سايه‏ست اى قد تو خم

سايه‏ى تو كژ فتد در پيش هم‏
زين قبل آيد خطابات درشت

كه شود كه را از آن هم گوژ پشت‏
بنده گويد آن چه فرمودى بيان

صد چنانم صد چنانم صد چنان‏
خود تو پوشيدى بترها را به حلم
ور نه مى‏دانى فضيحت‏ها به علم‏
ليك بيرون از جهاد و فعل خويش

از وراى خير و شر و كفر و كيش‏
وز نياز عاجزانه‏ى خويشتن

وز خيال و وهم من يا صد چو من‏
بودم اوميدى به محض لطف تو

از وراى راست باشى يا عتو
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I had hope in the pure bounty from Your spontaneous loving kindness, 
O Gracious Disinterested One.

بخشش محضى ز لطف بى‏عوض
بودم اوميد اى كريم بى‏غرض‏

I turn my face back to that pure grace: 
I am not looking towards my own actions.

I turn my face towards that hope, 
for You have given me existence older than of old.

You gave existence, free of cost, as a robe of honour: 
I have always relied upon that.”

When he recounts his sins and trespasses, 
the Pure Bounty begins to show munificence,

Saying, “O angels, bring him back to Us, 
for his inward eye has been towards hope.

Like one who cares about nothing, 
We will set him free and cancel all his trespasses.

I don’t care is permitted to that One 
who loses nothing by perfidy and by probity.

We will kindle up a goodly fire of grace, 
in order that no sin and fault, great or small, may endure—

Such a fire that the least spark of the flame thereof 
is consuming sin and necessity and free-will.

We will set fire to the tenement of Man 
and make the thorns a spiritual garden of roses.

We have sent from the Ninth Sphere the elixir; 
He will rectify for you your actions.”

What in truth is Adam’s sovereignty and power of choice 
beside the Light of the Everlasting Abode?

His speaking organ is a piece of flesh; 
the seat of his vision is a piece of fat;

The seat of his hearing consists of two pieces of bone; 
the seat of his perception is two drops of blood, that is to say, the heart.

You are a little worm and art stuffed with filth; 
you have made a display of pomp in the world.

You were of seed: relinquish egoism! 
O Ayaz, keep in mind that sheepskin jacket!

رو سپس كردم بدان محض كرم
سوى فعل خويشتن مى‏ننگرم‏

سوى آن اوميد كردم روى خويش
كه وجودم داده‏اى از پيش پيش‏

خلعت هستى بدادى رايگان
من هميشه معتمد بودم بر آن‏

چون شمارد جرم خود را و خطا
محض بخشايش در آيد در عطا

كاى ملايك باز آريدش به ما
كه بده‏ستش چشم دل سوى رجا

لاابالى‏وار آزادش كنيم
و آن خطاها را همه خط بر زنيم‏

لاابالى مر كسى را شد مباح
كش زبان نبود ز غدر و از صلاح‏

آتشى خوش بر فروزيم از كرم
تا نماند جرم و زلت بيش و كم‏
آتشى كز شعله‏اش كمتر شرار

مى‏بسوزد جرم و جبر و اختيار
شعله در بنگاه انسانى زنيم

خار را گلزار روحانى كنيم‏
ما فرستاديم از چرخ نهم
كيميا يُصْلِحْ لَكُمْ أعمالكم‏

خود چه باشد پيش نور مستقر
كر و فر اختيار بو البشر

گوشت پاره آلت گوياى او
پيه پاره منظر بيناى او

مسمع او آن دو پاره استخوان
مدركش دو قطره خون يعنى جنان‏

كرمكى و از قذر آگنده‏اى
طمطراقى در جهان افكنده‏اى‏
از منى بودى منى را واگذار
اى اياز آن پوستين را ياد دار

1855
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1860

1865

1870

قصه‏ى اياز و حجره داشتن او جهت چارق و پوستين و گمان آمدن خواجه‏تاشانش را كه او را در آن 
حجره دفينه است به سبب محكمى در و گرانى قفل‏

The Story of Ayaz and his having a chamber for his rustic shoes and sheepskin jacket; 
and how his fellow-servants thought he had a buried treasure in that room, 

because the door was so strong and the lock so heavy.

Impelled by sagacity, 
Ayaz hung up his sheepskin jacket and rustic shoes.

Every day he would go into the private chamber, 
“These are your shoes: do not regard your eminence.”

They said to the King, “He has a chamber, 
and in it there is gold and silver and a jar of treasure.

He admits no one into it: 
he always keeps the door locked.”

The King said, “Oh, I wonder what in truth that servant has 
that is hidden and concealed from me.”

Then he gave orders to a certain Amír, saying, 
“Go at midnight and open and enter the room.

Whatever you find is yours: 
plunder him, expose his secret to the courtiers.

Notwithstanding such innumerable kindnesses and favours, 
does he meanly hide silver and gold?

He professes loyalty and love and enthusiasm—
and then he is one who shows wheat and sells barley!

To anyone who finds life in love, 
aught but service would seem infidelity.”

At midnight the Amír with thirty trusted 
set out to open his chamber,

And all these valiant men, carrying torches, 
moved joyfully in that direction,

Saying, “’It is the Sultan’s command: 
let us raid the room and each of us pocket a purse of gold.”

“Hey!” cried one of them, “why trouble about gold?” 
Talk of carnelians and rubies and jewels.

He is the most privileged of the Sultan’s treasury: 
nay, he is now to the King life itself.”

آن اياز از زيركى انگيخته
پوستين و چارقش آويخته‏

مى‏رود هر روز در حجره‏ى خلا
چارقت اين است منگر در علا

شاه را گفتند او را حجره‏اى است
اندر آن جا زر و سيم و خمره‏اى است‏

راه مى‏ندهد كسى را اندر او
بسته مى‏دارد هميشه آن در او

شاه فرمود اى عجب آن بنده را
چيست خود پنهان و پوشيده ز ما
پس اشارت كرد ميرى را كه رو
نيم شب بگشاى و اندر حجره شو

هر چه يابى مر ترا يغماش كن
سر او را بر نديمان فاش كن‏
با چنين اكرام و لطف بى‏عدد
از لئيمى سيم و زر پنهان كند

مى‏نمايد او وفا و عشق و جوش
وانگه او گندم‏نماى جو فروش‏
هر كه اندر عشق يابد زندگى
كفر باشد پيش او جز بندگى‏

نيم شب آن مير با سى معتمد
در گشاد حجره‏ى او راى زد
مشعله بر كرده چندين پهلوان

جانب حجره روانه شادمان‏
كه امر سلطان است بر حجره زنيم

هر يكى هميان زر در كش كنيم‏
آن يكى مى‏گفت هى چه جاى زر

از عقيق و لعل گوى و از گهر
خاص خاص مخزن سلطان وى است
بلكه اكنون شاه را خود جان وى است‏
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1885

1875

1880

What worth should rubies and corundums and emeralds 
or carnelians possess in the eyes of this man beloved?

چه محل دارد به پيش اين عشيق
لعل و ياقوت و زمرد يا عقيق‏

The King had no evil thoughts of him: 
he was making a mock by way of trial.

He knew him to be free from all deceitfulness and guile; 
again his heart was shaken with misgiving,

Lest this might be and he should be wounded. 
“I do not wish,” “that shame should come over him.

He has not done this thing; and if he has, it is right: 
let him do whatever he will, he is my beloved.

Whatever my beloved may do, it is I have done. 
I am he, he is I: what though I am in the veil?”

Again he would say, “He is far removed from this disposition and qualities: 
such wild accusations are drivel and fancy.

This from Ayaz is absurd and incredible, 
for he is an ocean whereof none can see the bottom.”

The Seven Seas are a drop in it: 
the whole of existence is a driblet of its waves.

All purities are fetched from that ocean: 
its drops, every one, are alchemists.

He is the King of kings; nay, he is the King-maker, 
though on account of the evil eye his name is “Ayaz.”

Even the good eyes are evil to him in respect of jealousy, 
for his beauty is infinite.

I want a mouth as broad as heaven to describe the qualities of him 
who is envied by the angels;

And if I should get a mouth like this and a hundred times as this, 
it would be too narrow for this longing’s distressful cry.

If I should not utter even this amount, O trusted, 
the phial, my heart, would burst from weakness.

Since I have seen my heart’s phial fragile, 
I have rent many a mantle in order to allay my pain.

Beyond doubt, O worshipful one, 
I must become mad for three days at the beginning of every month.

Listen, to-day is the first of the prayer days: 
it is the day of triumph (pírúz), not the turquoise (pírúza).

شاه را بر وى نبودى بد گمان
تسخرى مى‏كرد بهر امتحان‏

پاك مى‏دانستش از هر غش و غل
باز از وهمش همى‏لرزيد دل‏
كه مبادا كاين بود خسته شود

من نخواهم كه بر او خجلت رود
اين نكرده‏ست او و گر كرد او رواست
هر چه خواهد گو بكن محبوب ماست‏

هر چه محبوبم كند من كرده‏ام
او منم من او چه گر در پرده‏ام‏

باز گفتى دور از آن خو و خصال
اين چنين تخليط ژاژ است و خيال‏
از اياز اين خود محال است و بعيد

كاو يكى درياست قعرش ناپديد
هفت دريا اندر او يك قطره‏اى

جمله‏ى هستى ز موجش چكره‏اى‏
جمله پاكيها از آن دريا برند

قطره‏هايش يك به يك ميناگرند
شاه شاهان است بلكه شاه ساز

وز براى چشم بد نامش اياز
چشمهاى نيك هم بر وى بد است

از ره غيرت كه حسنش بى‏حد است‏
يك دهان خواهم به پهناى فلك
تا بگويم وصف آن رشك ملك‏

ور دهان يابم چنين و صد چنين
تنگ آيد در فغان اين حنين‏

اين قدر گر هم نگويم اى سند
شيشه‏ى دل از ضعيفى بشكند
شيشه‏ى دل را چو نازك ديده

بهر تسكين بس قبا بدريده‏
من سر هر ماه سه روز اى صنم

بى‏گمان بايد كه ديوانه شوم‏
هين كه امروز اول سه روزه است
روز پيروز است نه پيروزه است‏
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1890

1895

1900

Every heart that is in love with the King, 
for it is always the beginning of the month.

هر دلى كاندر غم شه مى‏بود
دم به دم او را سر مه مى‏بود

Since I have become mad, the story of Mahmud 
and the description of Ayaz are now out of order.

Explaining that what is related is the outward form of the Story, and that it is a form befitting 
these who apprehend the external form and suitable to the mirror of their imagination, 

whereas the real essence of the Story is so transcendent that speech is ashamed to reveal it, 
and from  confusion loses head, beard, and pen. And a hint is enough for the wise.

Forasmuch as my elephant has dreamed of Hindustan, 
abandon hope of the tax: the village is ruined.

How should poesy and rhyme come to me 
after the foundations of sanity are destroyed?

It is not (merely) one madness I have amidst the sorrows of love; 
nay, but madness on madness on madness.

My body is wasted away by secret indications of the mysteries, 
ever since I beheld eternal life (baqá) in dying to self (faná).

O Ayaz, from love of you I have become thin as a hair: 
I am unable to tell story, do you tell my story.

I have recited many a tale of your love with my soul: 
that I have become a tale, do you recite mine.

Truly you are reciting, O model, not I: 
I am Mount Sinai, you art Moses, and this is the echo.

How should the helpless mountain know what the words are? 
The mountain is empty of that which Moses knows.

The body is like the astrolabe in respect of calculation:
it is a sign of the sun-like spirit.

When the astronomer is not keen-sighted, 
an astrolabe-moulder is required,

To make an astrolabe for him in order 
that he may gain some knowledge concerning the state of the sun.

قصه‏ى محمود و اوصاف اياز
چون شدم ديوانه رفت اكنون ز ساز

بيان آن كه آن چه بيان كرده مى‏شود صورت قصه است و آن كه آن صورتى است كه در خورد اين 
صورت گيران است و در خورد آينه‏ى تصوير ايشان و از قدوسيتى كه حقيقت اين قصه راست نطق 

را از اين تنزيل شرم مى‏آيد و از خجالت سر و ريش و قلم گم مى‏كند و العاقل يكفيه الاشاره‏

ز انكه پيلم ديد هندستان بخواب
از خراج اوميد بر ده شد خراب‏

كيف ياتى النظم لى و القافيه
بعد ما ضاعت اصول العافيه‏

ما جنون واحد لى فى الشجون
بل جنون فى جنون فى جنون‏

ذاب جسمى من اشارات الكنى
منذ عاينت البقاء فى الفنا

اى اياز از عشق تو گشتم چو موى
ماندم از قصه تو قصه‏ى من بگوى‏

بس فسانه‏ى عشق تو خواندم به جان
تو مرا كافسانه گشتستم بخوان‏

خود تو مى‏خوانى نه من اى مقتدى
من كه طورم تو موسى وين صدا
كوه بى‏چاره چه داند گفت چيست

ز انكه موسى مى‏بداند كه تهى است‏
كوه مى‏داند به قدر خويشتن

اندكى دارد ز لطف روح تن‏
تن چو اسطرلاب باشد ز احتساب

آيتى از روح همچون آفتاب‏
آن منجم چون نباشد چشم تيز

شرط باشد مرد اسطرلاب ريز
تا سطرلابى كند از بهر او

تا برد از حالت خورشيد بو

The mountain knows according to its own measure: 
the body has a little of the grace of the spirit.
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1915

1905

1910

The soul that seeks the truth from the astrolabe—
how much should it know of the sky and sun?

جان كز اسطرلاب جويد او صواب
چه قدر داند ز چرخ و آفتاب‏

You who observe with the astrolabe of the eye 
are certainly very far short in your view of the world.

You have seen the world according to the measure of your eye, 
where is the world? Why, have you twisted your moustache?

The gnostics possess a eye salve: seek it, in order that this eye 
which resembles a river may become an ocean.

If a single mote of reason and consciousness is with me, 
what is this melancholy madness and distracted speech?

Since my brain is empty of reason and consciousness, 
how then am I at fault in this raving?

No; the fault is his, for he robbed me of my reason: 
in his presence the reason of all rational beings is dead.

O you who cause the reason to wander and the understanding to go astray, 
intelligences have no object of hope but you.

I have never desired reason since you made me mad: 
I have never envied beauty since you did adorn me.

Is my madness for love of you approved? 
Say “Yes and God will reward you.

Whether he speaks Arabic or Persian, where is the ear and mind 
by means of which you should attain to the apprehension of it?

His wine is not suitable to every mind; 
his ring is not subject to every ear.

Once again I have become mad-like: 
go, go, my soul, quickly fetch a chain;

Except the chain of my beloved’s curl— 
though you bring two hundred chains, I will burst them.

The wise purpose in looking at his rustic shoes and sheepskin jacket—
then let Man consider from what he was created.

Bring back the story of Ayaz’s love; 
for it is a treasure full of mystery.

تو كه ز اسطرلاب ديده بنگرى
در جهان ديدن يقين بس قاصرى‏

تو جهان را قدر ديده ديده‏اى
كو جهان سبلت چرا ماليده‏اى‏

عارفان را سرمه‏اى هست آن بجوى
تا كه دريا گردد اين چشم چو جوى‏

ذره‏اى از عقل و هوش ار با من است
اين چه سودا و پريشان گفتن است‏

چون كه مغز من ز عقل و هش تهى است
پس گناه من در اين تخليط چيست‏

نه گناه او راست كه عقلم ببرد
عقل جمله‏ى عاقلان پيشش بمرد

يا مجير العقل فتان الحجى
ما سواك للعقول مرتجى‏

ما اشتهيت العقل مذ جننتنى
ما حسدت الحسن مذ زينتنى‏

هل جنونى فى هواك مستطاب
قل بلى و اللَّه يجزيك الثواب‏

گر به تازى گويد او ور پارسى
گوش و هوشى كو كه در فهمش رسى‏

باده‏ى او در خور هر هوش نيست
حلقه‏ى او سخره‏ى هر گوش نيست‏

بار ديگر آمدم ديوانه‏وار
رو رو اى جان زود زنجيرى بيار

غير آن زنجير زلف دلبرم
گر دو صد زنجير آرى بر درم‏

حكمت نظر كردن در چارق و پوستين كه فَلْيَنْظُرِ الْإِنْسانُ مِمَّ خُلِقَ

باز گردان قصه‏ى عشق اياز
كان يكى گنجى است مالامال راز

Every day he is going into the uppermost chamber 
to see his rustic shoes and sheepskin jacket,

مى‏رود هر روز در حجره‏ى برين
تا ببيند چارقى با پوستين‏
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1925

1920

1930

Because self-existence produces grievous intoxication: 
it removes intelligence from the head and reverence from the heart.

ز انكه هستى سخت مستى آورد
عقل از سر شرم از دل مى‏برد

From this ambush this same intoxication of self-existence 
waylaid a hundred thousand generations of old.

By this self-existence an Azázíl was made to be Iblís, saying, 
“Why should Adam become lord over me?

I too am noble and nobly-born: 
I am capable of receiving and ready for a hundred excellences.

In excellence I am inferior to none 
that I should stand before my enemy to do him service.

I am born of fire, he of mud: 
what is the position of mud compared with fire?

Where was he in the period 
when I was the Prince of the World and the glory of Time?”

“He created the Jinn from smokeless fire,” and His words concerning Iblís: 
“truly he was one of the Jinn, and he transgressed.”

The fire was aflame in the soul of the fool, because he was of fire: 
the son is the inward nature of his father.

No; I have spoken in error; it was the compelling might of God: 
why, adduce any cause?

The causeless action is quit of causes: 
it is lasting and firmly established from eternity.

In the perfection of the holy work sped on 
what room is there for temporal cause or temporal thing?

What is “the inward nature of father”? His work is our father: 
work is the kernel, and the formal father is the skin.

O nut-like body, know that Love is your friend: 
your soul will seek your kernel and batter your shell.

The man doomed to Hell whose skin is his friend 
“We will give them skins in exchange” bestows a skin upon him.

Your spiritual principle and kernel is dominant over the Fire, 
but your skins are fuel for the Fire.

صد هزاران قرن پيشين را همين
مستى هستى بزد ره زين كمين‏

شد عزازيلى از اين مستى بليس
كه چرا آدم شود بر من رئيس‏

خواجه‏ام من نيز و خواجه زاده‏ام
صد هنر را قابل و آماده‏ام‏

در هنر من از كسى كم نيستم
تا بخدمت پيش دشمن بيستم‏

من ز آتش زاده‏ام او از وحل
پيش آتش مر وحل را چه محل‏

او كجا بود اندر آن دورى كه من
صدر عالم بودم و فخر زمن‏

خَلَقَ الْجَانَّ مِنْ مارِجٍ مِنْ نارٍو قوله تعالى فى حق ابليس انه كانَ مِنَ الْجِنِّ فَفَسَقَ

شعله مى‏زد آتش جان سفيه
كاتشى بود الولد سر ابيه‏

نه غلط گفتم كه بد قهر خدا
علتى را پيش آوردن چرا
كار بى‏علت مبرا از علل

مستمر و مستقر است از ازل‏
در كمال صنع پاك مستحث

علت حادث چه گنجد يا حدث‏
سر اب چه بود اب ما صنع اوست

صنع مغز است و اب صورت چو پوست‏
عشق دان اى فندق تن دوستت

جانت جويد مغز و كوبد پوستت‏
دوزخى كه پوست باشد دوستش

داد بدلنا جلودا پوستش‏
معنى و مغزت بر آتش حاكم است

ليك آتش را قشورت هيزم است‏
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1945

1935

1940

A wooden pot in which river-water is, 
the power of fire is entirely against the vessel containing it.

كوزه‏ى چوبين كه در وى آب جوست
قدرت آتش همه بر ظرف اوست‏

Man’s spiritual principle is a ruler over the Fire: 
when is Malik of Hell destroyed therein?

Do not, then, increase your body; increase your spiritual principle, 
in order that you may be the Fire’s sovereign, like Malik.

You have ever been adding skins to your skin: 
necessarily you are as a skin in soot.

Since the Fire has no fodder except the skin, 
the vengeance of God will tear the skin off that pride.

This arrogance is a product of the skin; 
hence power and riches are friends to that pride.

What is this arrogance? being oblivious to the essential principle 
and frozen—like the oblivion of ice to the sun.

When it becomes conscious of the sun, the ice does not endure: 
it becomes soft and warm and moves on rapidly.

From seeing the kernel the whole body becomes desire: it becomes 
miserable and passionately in love, for “Wretched is he who desires.”

When it does not see the kernel, it is content with the skin: 
the bondage of “Glorious is he who is content” is its prison.

Here glory is infidelity, and wretchedness is religion: 
until the stone became nothing, when did it become the gem set in a ring?

In the state of stoniness and then “I” is absurd: 
it is time for you to become lowly and dead to self.

Pride always seeks power and riches 
because the bath-furnace derives its perfection from dung;

For these two nurses increase the skin: 
they stuff it with fat and flesh and pride and arrogance.

They have not raised their eyes to the kernel of the kernel: 
on that account they have deemed the skin to be the kernel.

Iblís was the leader on this way, 
for he fell prey to the net of power.

Riches are like a snake, and power is a dragon: 
the shadow of holy men is the emerald to them both.

At that emerald the snake’s eye jumps: 
the snake is blinded and the traveller is delivered.

معنى انسان بر آتش مالك است
مالك دوزخ در او كى هالك است‏

پس ميفزا تو بدن معنى فزا
تا چو مالك باشى آتش را كيا

پوستها بر پوست مى‏افزوده‏اى
لاجرم چون پوست اندر دوده‏اى‏

ز انكه آتش را علف جز پوست نيست
قهر حق آن كبر را پوستين كنى است‏

اين تكبر از نتيجه‏ى پوست است
جاه و مال آن كبر را ز آن دوست است‏

اين تكبر چيست غفلت از لباب
منجمد چون غفلت يخ ز آفتاب‏

چون خبر شد ز آفتابش يخ نماند
نرم گشت و گرم گشت و تيز راند

شد ز ديد لب جمله‏ى تن طمع
خوار و عاشق شد كه ذل من طمع‏
چون نبيند مغز قانع شد به پوست

بند عز من قنع زندان اوست‏
عزت اينجا گبرى است و ذل دين

سنگ تا فانى نشد كى شد نگين‏
در مقام سنگى آن گاهى انا

وقت مسكين گشتن تست و فنا
كبر ز آن جويد هميشه جاه و مال
كه ز سرگين است گلخن را كمال‏

كاين دو دايه پوست را افزون كنند
شحم و لحم و كبر و نخوت آگنند

ديده را بر لب لب نفراشتند
پوست را ز آن روى لب پنداشتند

پيشوا ابليس بود اين راه را
كاو شكار آمد شبيكه‏ى جاه را

مال چون مار است و آن جاه اژدها
سايه‏ى مردان زمرد اين دو را

ز آن زمرد مار را ديده جهد
كور گردد مار و رهرو وا رهد

1950
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When that Prince had laid thorns on this road, 
every one that was wounded cried, “Curse Iblís!”

چون بر اين ره خار بنهاد آن رئيس
هر كه خست او گفت لعنت بر بليس‏

Meaning to say, “This pain is upon me through his treachery”: 
he who is taken as a model was the first to tread the path of treason.

Truly, generation on generation came after him, 
and all set their feet on his way.

Whoever institutes an evil practice, O youth, 
in order that people may blindly fall in after him,

All their guilt is collected on him, for he has been a head, 
while they are the root of the tail.

But Adam brought forward the rustic shoes and sheepskin jacket, 
saying, “I am of clay.”

By him, as by Ayaz, those shoes were visited: 
consequently he was lauded in the end.

The Absolute Being is a worker in non-existence: 
what but non-existence is the workshop of the Maker of existence?

Does one write anything on what is written over, 
or plant a sapling in a place planted?

He seeks a sheet of paper that has not been written on 
and sows the seed in a place that has not been sown.

Be you, O brother, a place unsown; 
be a white paper untouched by writing,

That you may be ennobled by Nún wa ’l-Qalam, 
and that the Gracious One may sow seed within you.

Assume, indeed that you have never licked this pálúda (honey cake); 
assume that you have never seen the kitchen which you have seen,

Because from this pálúda intoxications arise, 
and the sheepskin jacket and the shoes depart from your memory

When the death-agony comes, you will utter a cry of lamentation: 
in that hour you will remember your ragged cloak and clumsy shoes;

Until you are drowning in the waves of an evil plight 
in which there is no help from any refuge,

You will never call to mind the right ship: 
you will never look at your shoes and sheepskin jacket.

When you are left helpless in the overwhelming waters of destruction, 
then you will incessantly make we have done wrong your litany;

يعنى اين غم بر من از غدر وى است
غدر را آن مقتدا سابق پى است‏

بعد از او خود قرن بر قرن آمدند
جملگان بر سنت او پا زدند
هر كه بنهد سنت بد اى فتا

تا در افتد بعد او خلق از عمى‏
جمع گردد بر وى آن جمله‏ى بزه

كاو سرى بوده‏ست و ايشان دم غزه‏
ليك آدم چارق و آن پوستين

پيش مى‏آورد كه هستم ز طين‏
چون اياز آن چارقش مورود بود

لاجرم او عاقبت محمود بود
هست مطلق كارساز نيستى است

كارگاه هست كن جز نيست چيست‏
بر نوشته هيچ بنويسد كسى
يا نهاله كارد اندر مغرسى‏

كاغذى جويد كه آن بنوشته نيست
تخم كارد موضعى كه كشته نيست‏

تو برادر موضعى ناكشته باش
كاغذ اسپيد نابنوشته باش‏

تا مشرف گردى از ن و القلم
تا بكارد در تو تخم آن ذو الكرم‏
خود از اين پالوده ناليسيده گير
مطبخى كه ديده‏اى ناديده گير

ز انكه از اين پالوده مستيها بود
پوستين و چارق از يادت رود

چون در آيد نزع و مرگ آهى كنى
ذكر دلق و چارق آن گاهى كنى‏

تا نمانى غرق موج زشتيى
كه نباشد از پناهى پشتيى‏

ياد نارى از سفينه‏ى راستين
ننگرى در چارق و در پوستين‏
چون كه درمانى به غرقاب فنا

پس ظَلَمْنا ورد سازى بر ولا
1970



129

1975

1980

The Devil will say, “Look you at this half-baked! 
Cut off the head of this untimely bird!”

ديو گويد بنگريد اين خام را
سر بريد اين مرغ بى‏هنگام را

Far from the wisdom of Ayaz is this characteristic, 
that his prayer should be uttered without prayer.

He has been the cock of Heaven from of old: 
all his crowings are at their time.

On the meaning of this, “Show unto us the things as they are”; and on the meaning of this, 
“If the covering were lifted, my certainty would not be increased”; and on his verse: 

“When you regard anyone with a malign eye, you are regarding him from the hoop of your existence.” 
“The crooked ladder casts a crooked shadow.”

O cocks, learn crowing from him: 
he crows for God’s sake, not for the sake of pence.

The false dawn comes and does not deceive him: 
the false dawn is the World with its good and evil.

The worldly people had defective understandings, 
so that they deemed it to be the true dawn.

The false dawn has waylaid caravans 
which have set out in hope of the daybreak.

May the false dawn not be the people’s guide! 
For it gives many caravans to the wind.

O you, who have become captive to the false dawn, 
do not regard the true dawn also as false.

If you have no protection from hypocrisy and wickedness, 
wherefore should you impute the same to your brother?

The evil-doer is always thinking ill: 
he reads his own book as referring to his neighbour.

The wretches who have remained in unrighteous qualities 
have called the prophets magicians and unrighteous;

And those base Amírs, forgers of falsehood, 
conceived this evil thought about the chamber of Ayaz,

That he kept there a buried hoard and treasure. 
Do not look at others in the mirror of yourself !

دور اين خصلت ز فرهنگ اياز
كه پديد آيد نمازش بى‏نماز

او خروس آسمان بوده ز پيش
نعره‏هاى او همه در وقت خويش‏

در معنى اين كه ارنا الاشياء كما هى و معنى اين كه لو كشف الغطاء ما ازددت يقينا و قوله‏
از چنبره‏ى وجود خود مى‏نگرى‏ 	     در هر كه تو از ديده‏ى بد مى‏نگرى	

پايه‏ى كژ كژ افكند سايه‏

اى خروسان از وى آموزيد بانگ
بانگ بهر حق كند نه بهر دانگ‏

صبح كاذب آيد و نفريبدش
صبح كاذب عالم و نيك و بدش‏

اهل دنيا عقل ناقص داشتند
تا كه صبح صادقش پنداشتند

صبح كاذب كاروانها را زده‏ست
كه به بوى روز بيرون آمده‏ست‏
صبح كاذب خلق را رهبر مباد
كاو دهد بس كاروانها را به باد

اى شده تو صبح كاذب را رهين
صبح صادق را تو كاذب هم مبين‏

گر ندارى از نفاق و بد امان
از چه دارى بر برادر ظن همان‏
بد گمان باشد هميشه زشت كار
نامه‏ى خود خواند اندر حق يار
آن خسان كه در كژيها مانده‏اند
انبيا را ساحر و كژ خوانده‏اند
و آن اميران خسيس قلب ساز

اين گمان بردند بر حجره‏ى اياز
كاو دفينه دارد و گنج اندر آن

ز آينه‏ى خود منگر اندر ديگران‏
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The King, indeed, knew his innocence: 
on their account was he making that investigation,

شاه مى‏دانست خود پاكى او
بهر ايشان كرد او آن جستجو

Saying, “O Amír, open the door of the chamber at midnight, 
when he will be unaware of it,

In order that his thoughts may come to light: 
afterwards it rests with me to punish him.

I bestow the gold and jewels upon you: 
of those riches I desire naught but the information.”

Thus he spoke, while his heart was throbbing 
on account of the incomparable Ayaz,

“Is it I who am uttering this? 
How he will be if he hear of this injustice!”

Again he says, “By the truth of his religion, 
that his constancy is too great

For him to be annoyed by my foul aspersion 
and heedless of my purpose and meaning

When an afflicted person has perceived the interpretations of his pain, 
he sees the victory: how should he be vanquished by the pain?

The interpreter is the patient Ayaz, 
for he is contemplating the ocean of ends.

To him, as to Joseph, 
the interpretation of the dream of these prisoners is evident.

How should the goodly man who is aware of the meaning 
of the dreams of others be ignorant of his own dream?

If I give him a hundred stabs with my sword by way of trial, 
the union of that loving one will not be diminished.

He knows I am wielding that sword against myself: 
I am he in reality and he is I.”

كاى امير آن حجره را بگشاى در
نيم شب كه باشد او ز آن بى‏خبر

تا پديد آيد سگالشهاى او
بعد از آن بر ماست مالشهاى او

مر شما را دادم آن زر و گهر
من از آن زرها نخواهم جز خبر

اين همى‏گفت و دل او مى‏طپيد
از براى آن اياز بى‏نديد

كه منم كاين بر زبانم مى‏رود
اين جفا گر بشنود او چون شود

باز مى‏گويد به حق دين او
كه از اين افزون بود تمكين او

كى به قذف زشت من طيره شود
وز غرض وز سر من غافل بود

مبتلا چون ديد تاويلات رنج
برد بيند كى شود او مات رنج‏
صاحب تاويل اياز صابر است
كاو به بحر عاقبتها ناظر است‏

همچو يوسف خواب اين زندانيان
هست تعبيرش به پيش او عيان‏

خواب خود را چون نداند مرد خير
كاو بود واقف ز سر خواب غير
گر زنم صد تيغ او را ز امتحان

كم نگردد وصلت آن مهربان‏
داند او كان تيغ بر خود مى‏زنم

من وى‏ام اندر حقيقت او منم‏
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بيان اتحاد عاشق و معشوق از روى حقيقت اگر چه متضادند از روى آن كه نياز ضد بى‏نيازى است 
چنان كه آينه بى‏صورت است و ساده است و بى‏صورتى ضد صورت است و لكن ميان ايشان اتحادى 

است در حقيقت كه شرح آن دراز است، و العاقل يكفيه الاشاره‏

Setting forth the real oneness of the lover and the beloved, although they are contrary to each other 
from the point of view that want is the opposite of wanting nothing. So a mirror is formless and pure, 

and formlessness is the opposite of form, yet in reality they have an oneness with each other 
which is tedious to explain: a hint is enough for the wise.

From grief for a separation there came suddenly 
a sickness into the body of Majnun.

By the flame of longing his blood boiled up, 
so that quinsy appeared in that mad lover.

Thereupon the physician came to treat him and said, 
“There is no resource but to bleed him.

Bleeding is necessary in order to remove the blood.” 
a skilled phlebotomist came thither,

And bandaged his arm and took the lancet; 
straightway that passionate lover cried out,

“Take your fee and leave the bleeding! 
If I die, let my old body go!”

“Why,” said he, “wherefore are you afraid of this, 
when you have no fear of the lion of the jungle?

Lions, wolves, bears, wild asses and other wild animals 
gather around you by night;

The smell of man does not come to them from you 
because of the abundance of love and ecstasy in your heart.”

Wolf and bear and lion know what love is: 
he that is blind to love is inferior to a dog.

If the dog had not a vein of love, 
how should the dog of the Cave have sought the heart?

Moreover, in the world there is of its kind, 
dog-like in appearance, though it is not celebrated.

You have not smelt the heart in your own kind: 
how should you smell the heart in wolf and sheep?

If there had not been Love, how should there have been existence? 
How should bread have attached itself to you and become you?

جسم مجنون را ز رنج دوريى
اندر آمد ناگهان رنجوريى‏

خون به جوش آمد ز شعله‏ى اشتياق
تا پديد آمد بر آن مجنون خناق‏
پس طبيب آمد به دارو كردنش

گفت چاره نيست هيچ از رگ زنش‏
رگ زدن بايد براى دفع خون
رگ زنى آمد بدانجا ذو فنون‏

بازواش بست و گرفت آن نيش او
بانگ بر زد در زمان آن عشق خو

مزد خود بستان و ترك فصد كن
گر بميرم گو برو جسم كهن‏

گفت آخر از چه مى‏ترسى از اين
چون نمى‏ترسى تو از شير عرين‏

شير و گرگ و خرس و هر گور و دده
گرد بر گرد تو شب گرد آمده‏

مى‏نيايدشان ز تو بوى بشر
ز انبهى عشق و وجد اندر جگر

گرگ و خرس و شير داند عشق چيست
كم ز سگ باشد كه از عشق او عمى است‏

گر رگ عشقى نبودى كلب را
كى بجستى كلب كهفى قلب را

هم ز جنس او به صورت چون سگان
گر نشد مشهور هست اندر جهان‏

بو نبردى تو دل اندر جنس خويش
كى برى تو بوى دل از گرگ و ميش‏

گر نبودى عشق هستى كى بدى
كى زدى نان بر تو و كى تو شدى‏
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The bread became you: through what? Through love and appetite; 
otherwise, how should the bread have had any access to the spirit?

نان تو شد از چه ز عشق و اشتهى
ور نه نان را كى بدى تا جان رهى‏

Love makes the dead bread into spirit: 
it makes the spirit that was perishable everlasting.

Majnun said, “I do not fear the lancet: 
my endurance is greater than the mountain formed of rock.

I am a vagabond: my body is not at ease without blows; 
I am a lover: I am always in close touch with blows.

But my being is full of Layla: 
this shell is filled with the qualities of that Pearl.

I am afraid, O cupper, lest if you let my blood 
you suddenly inflict a wound with your lancet upon Layla.

The reason whose heart is enlightened knows 
that between Layla and me there is no difference.”

A beloved asked her lover, “Do you love yourself more or me?” He replied, “I am dead to myself 
and living by you; I have become non-existent to myself and my own attributes and existent through you; 

I have forgotten my own knowledge and have become knowing through your knowledge; 
I have lost all thought of my own power and have become powerful through your power. 

If I love myself, I must have loved you, and if I love you, I must have loved myself.” 
“Whoever possesses the mirror of clairvoyance sees God though he sees himself.”: 
“Go forth with My attributes to My creatures. Whoso shall see you shall see Me 

and whoso shall betake himself unto you shall betake himself unto Me”; and so on.

At the hour of the morning-drink a beloved said to her lover by way of trial, 
“O such-and-such son of such-and-such,

I wonder; do you love me or yourself more? 
Tell the truth, O man of sorrows.”

He replied, “I have become so negated in you 
that I am full of you from head to foot.

عشق نان مرده را مى‏جان كند
جان كه فانى بود جاويدان كند

گفت مجنون من نمى‏ترسم ز نيش
صبر من از كوه سنگين هست بيش‏

منبلم بى‏زخم ناسايد تنم
عاشقم بر زخمها بر مى‏تنم‏

ليك از ليلى وجود من پر است
اين صدف پر از صفات آن در است‏

ترسم اى فصادگر فصدم كنى
نيش را ناگاه بر ليلى زنى‏

داند آن عقلى كه او دل روشنى است
در ميان ليلى و من فرق نيست‏

معشوقى از عاشق پرسيد كه خود را دوست تر دارى يا مرا، گفت من از خود مرده‏ام و به تو زنده‏ام 
از خود و از صفات خود نيست شده‏ام و به تو هست شده‏ام علم خود را فراموش كرده‏ام و از علم تو 
عالم شده‏ام قدرت خود را از ياد داده‏ام و از قدرت تو قادر شده‏ام اگر خود را دوست دارم ترا دوست 

داشته باشم و اگر ترا دوست دارم خود را دوست داشته باشم‏
گر چه خود بين خداى بين باشد 	                هر كه را آينه‏ى يقين باشد	

اخرج بصفاتى الى خلقى من رآك رآنى و من قصدك قصدني و على هذا

گفت معشوقى به عاشق ز امتحان
در صبوحى كاى فلان ابن الفلان‏
مر مرا تو دوست‏تر دارى عجب

يا كه خود را راست گو يا ذا الكرب‏
گفت من در تو چنان فانى شدم
كه پرم من از تو از سر تا قدم‏
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Of my existence there is nothing in me but the name: 
in my being there is nothing but you, O you whose wishes are gratified.

بر من از هستى من جز نام نيست
در وجودم جز تو اى خوش كام نيست‏

By that means I have become thus negated, 
like vinegar, in you an ocean of honey.”

As the stone that is entirely turned into pure ruby: 
it is filled with the qualities of the sun.

That stony nature does not remain in it: 
back and front, it is filled with sunshine.

Afterwards, if it love itself, 
that is love of the sun, O youth;

And if it loves the sun with its soul, 
it is undoubtedly love of itself.

Whether the pure ruby loves itself 
or whether it loves the sun,

There is really no difference in these two loves: 
both sides are naught but the radiance of the sunrise.

Until it has become a ruby, it is an enemy to itself, 
because it is not a single “I”: two “I’s” are there;

For the stone is dark and blind to the day light: 
the dark is essentially opposed to light.

Love itself is an infidel, 
because it offers intense resistance to the supreme Sun.

Therefore it is not fitting that the stone should say “I,” 
it is wholly darkness and in death.

A Pharaoh said “I am God” and was laid low; 
a Mansur said “I am God” and was saved.

The former “I” is followed by God’s curse 
and the latter “I” by God’s mercy, O loving man;

For that one was a black stone, this one a cornelian; 
that one was an enemy to the Light, and this one passionately enamoured.

This “I,” O presumptuous meddler, was “He” in the inmost consciousness, 
through oneness with the Light, not through the doctrine of incarnation.

Strive that your stony nature may be diminished, 
so that your stone may become resplendent with the qualities of the ruby.

Show fortitude in self-mortification and affliction; 
continually behold everlasting life in dying to self.

ز آن سبب فانى شدم من اين چنين
همچو سركه در تو بحر انگبين‏

همچو سنگى كاو شود كل لعل ناب
پر شود او از صفات آقتاب‏

وصف آن سنگى نماند اندر او
پر شود از وصف خور او پشت و رو

بعد از آن گر دوست دارد خويش را
دوستى خور بود آن اى فتا

ور كه خور را دوست دارد او به جان
دوستى خويش باشد بى‏گمان‏

خواه خود را دوست دارد لعل ناب
خواه تا او دوست دارد آفتاب‏

اندر اين دو دوستى خود فرق نيست
هر دو جانب جز ضياى شرق نيست‏

تا نشد او لعل خود را دشمن است
ز انكه يك من نيست آن جا دو من است‏
ز انكه ظلمانى است سنگ و روز كور

هست ظلمانى حقيقت ضد نور
خويشتن را دوست دارد كافر است

ز انكه او مناع شمس اكبر است‏
پس نشايد كه بگويد سنگ انا
او همه تاريكى است و در فنا

گفت فرعونى انا الحق گشت پست
گفت منصورى انا الحق و برست‏

آن انا را لعنة اللَّه در عقب
وين انا را رحمه اللَّه اى محب‏

ز انكه او سنگ سيه بد اين عقيق
آن عدوى نور بود و اين عشيق‏

اين انا هو بود در سر اى فضول
ز اتحاد نور نه از راى حلول‏

جهد كن تا سنگى‏ات كمتر شود
تا به لعلى سنگ تو انور شود
صبر كن اندر جهاد و در عنا

دم‏به‏دم مى‏بين بقا اندر فنا
2040
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Your stoniness will become less at every, 
the nature of the ruby will be strengthened in you.

وصف سنگى هر زمان كم مى‏شود
وصف لعلى در تو محكم مى‏شود

The qualities of self-existence will depart from your body; 
the qualities of ecstasy will increase in your head.

Become entirely hearing, like an ear, 
in order that you may gain an ear-ring of ruby.

If you are a man, dig earth, like a well-digger, 
from this earthen body, that you may reach some water;

If the inspiration of God comes, the running water 
will bubble up from the earth without your well having been dug.

Always be working, do not pay heed to that hope of being enabled to 
dispense with work: keep scraping away the earth of the well little by little.

To everyone who suffers a tribulation there is revealed a treasure: 
everyone who makes an earnest endeavour comes into a fortune.

The Prophet has said that acts of genuflection and prostration 
are knocking the door-ring of attainment on the Divine Portal.

When any one continues to knock that door-ring, 
felicity peeps out for his sake.

How the Amír who was the author of the mischievous intrigue came at midnight with his officers 
to open the chamber of Ayaz, and saw the sheepskin jacket and rustic shoes hanging 

and supposed that this was a trick and pretence; and how he dug up every suspected corner 
and brought excavators and made holes in the walls and discovered nothing 

and fell into confusion and despair. So evil thinking men who imagined vain things 
about the work of the prophets and saints, saying that they were magicians and self-advertisers 

and sought to occupy the chief position: after having investigated, 
they are covered with confusion, but it does not avail them.

Those trusted came to the door of the chamber: 
they began to search for the treasure and the gold and the jar.

A number of them, by vain desire, 
unlocked the door with infinite dexterity and skill;

وصف هستى مى‏رود از پيكرت
وصف مستى مى‏فزايد در سرت‏
سمع شو يك بارگى تو گوش‏وار

تا ز حلقه‏ى لعل يابى گوشوار
همچو چه كن خاك مى‏كن گر كسى

زين تن خاكى كه در آبى رسى‏
گر رسد جذبه‏ى خدا آب معين

چاه ناكنده بجوشد از زمين‏
كار مى‏كن تو به گوش آن مباش
اندك اندك خاك چه را مى‏تراش‏
هر كه رنجى ديد گنجى شد پديد
هر كه جدى كرد در جدى رسيد

گفت پيغمبر ركوع است و سجود
بر در حق كوفتن حلقه‏ى وجود

حلقه‏ى آن در هر آن كاو مى‏زند
بهر او دولت سرى بيرون كند

آمدن آن امير نمام با سرهنگان نيم شب به گشادن آن حجره‏ى اياز و پوستين و چارق ديدن آويخته 
و گمان بردن آن كه مكر است و رو پوش و خانه را حفره كردن به هر گوشه اى كه گمان آمد و چاه 
كنان آوردن و ديوارها را سوراخ كردن و چيزى نايافتن و خجل و نوميد شدن چنان كه بد گمانان و 

خيال انديشان در كار انبيا و اوليا كه مى‏گفتند كه ساحرند و خويشتن ساخته‏اند و تصدر مى‏جويند، بعد 
از تفحص خجل شوند و سود ندارد

آن امينان بر در حجره شدند
طالب گنج و زر و خمره شدند
قفل را بر مى‏گشادند از هوس

با دو صد فرهنگ و دانش چند كس‏
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For it was a formidable lock with intricate bolts: 
he had selected it from locks,

ز انكه قفل صعب و پر پيچيده بود
از ميان قفلها بگزيده بود

Not that he was avaricious of silver and riches and crude gold, 
in order to hide that secret from the vulgar,

“Lest” “some people imagine evil, 
others call me a hypocrite.”

With the man of lofty aspiration the soul’s secrets are kept 
from the base more safely than the ruby in the mine.

To fools, gold seems better than the soul; 
in the opinion of kings gold is to be scattered on the soul.

In greed of gold they were hastening rapidly, 
their reason was saying, “No; not so fast.”

Greed runs in vain towards the mirage, reason says, 
“Look carefully: it is not water.”

Greed was predominant, and gold had become as their souls: 
at that moment the cry of reason was unheard.

Greed and its clamours had become hundredfold; 
wisdom and its suggestions had vanished,

To the end that he may fall into the pit of delusion, 
and then listen to the reproaches of Wisdom

When his wind is broken by imprisonment in the trap, 
the rebuking soul gets the upper hand over him.

Until his head comes against the wall of affliction, 
his deaf ear will not listen to the counsel of his heart.

Greed for walnut-cake and sugar 
makes the ears of children deaf to admonitions;

Only when the pain of his abscess begins 
do his ears become open to good advice.

Then the party, with cupidity and a hundred kinds of vain desire 
opened the chamber.

They swarmed in through the doorway, 
jostling each other, like vermin on fetid buttermilk.

They fall on it triumphantly, like lovers, 
there is no possibility of drinking, and both wings are stuck.

They looked to the left and to the right: 
there was a torn pair of shoes and a sheepskin jacket.

نه ز بخل سيم و مال و زر خام
از براى كتم آن سر از عوام‏
كه گروهى بر خيال بد تنند
قوم ديگر نام سالوسم كنند

پيش با همت بود اسرار جان
از خسان محفوظتر از لعل كان‏
زر به از جان است پيش ابلهان

زر نثار جان بود نزد شهان‏
مى‏شتابيدند تفت از حرص زر

عقلشان مى‏گفت نه آهسته‏تر
حرص تازد بى‏هده سوى سراب
عقل گويد نيك بين كان نيست آب‏

حرص غالب بود و زر چون جان شده
نعره‏ى عقل آن زمان پنهان شده‏

گشته صد تو حرص و غوغاهاى او
گشته پنهان حكمت و ايماى او

تا كه در چاه غرور اندر فتد
آن گه از حكمت ملامت بشنود

چون ز بند دام باد او شكست
نفس لوامه بر او يابيد دست‏

تا به ديوار بلا نايد سرش
نشنود پند دل آن گوش كرش‏

كودكان را حرص لوزينه و شكر
از نصيحتها كند دو گوش كر
چون كه درد دنبلش آغاز شد

در نصيحت هر دو گوشش باز شد
حجره را با حرص و صد گونه هوس

باز كردند آن زمان آن چند كس‏
اندر افتادند از در ز ازدحام
همچو اندر دوغ گنديده هوام‏

عاشقانه در فتد با كر و فر
خورد امكان نى و بسته هر دو پر

بنگريدند از يسار و از يمين
چارقى بدريده بود و پوستين‏
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After, they said, “This place is not without balm: 
the shoes are only here as a blind.

باز گفتند اين مكان بى‏نوش نيست
چارق اينجا جز پى رو پوش نيست

Hey, bring sharp picks: 
try excavation and tunnelling.”

The party dug and searched in every direction: 
they dug holes and deep cavities.

Thereupon the holes were crying out to them, 
“We are empty holes, O you stinkers!”

Accordingly they were ashamed of that thought 
and filled up the holes again.

In every breast were innumerable lá hawl: 
the bird, their greed, was left without any food to peck.

The holes in the walls and in the door were informers against them 
of their futile aberrations.

The wall could not possibly be plastered: 
there was no possibility of denying before Ayaz;

If they make pretence of being innocent, 
the wall and floor will bear witness.

They were returning to the King, 
covered with dust and pale-faced and ashamed.

How the plotters returned from the chamber of Ayaz to the King with empty bags 
and overcome by shame, as those who thought ill of the prophets, on whom be peace, 

at the time when their innocence and holiness shall be made manifest; 
for, “on the Day when faces shall be white and faces shall be black,” and He has said, 

“and you shall see those who lied against God, their faces blackened.”

The King, with a purpose, said, “What has happened? 
For your arms are empty of gold and purses;

And if you have concealed the pounds and pence, 
where is the brightness of joy on cheeks and countenance?

Although the roots of every tree are hidden, 
the leaves—their marks upon their faces—are green.

Lo, the lofty bough is proclaiming what the root has imbibed, 
whether it be poison or sugar.

هين بياور ميخهاى تيز را
امتحان كن حفره و كاريز را

هر طرف كندند و جستند آن فريق
حفره‏ها كندند و گوهاى عميق‏

حفره‏هاشان بانگ مى‏داد آن زمان
كنده‏هاى خالييم اى گندگان‏

ز آن سگالش شرم هم مى‏داشتند
كنده‏ها را باز مى‏انباشتند

بى‏عدد لاحول در هر سينه‏اى
مانده مرغ حرصشان بى‏چينه‏اى‏

ز آن ضلالتهاى ياوه تازشان
حفره‏ى ديوار و در غمازشان‏

ممكن انداى آن ديوار نى
با اياز امكان هيچ انكار نى‏

گر خداع بى‏گناهى مى‏دهند
حايط و عرصه گواهى مى‏دهند

باز مى‏گشتند سوى شهريار
پر ز گرد و روى زرد و شرمسار

باز گشتن نمامان از حجره‏ى اياز به سوى شاه توبره تهى و خجل همچون بد گمانان در حق انبيا 
عليهم السلام در وقت ظهور برائت و پاكى ايشان كه يَوْمَ تَبْيَضُّ وُجُوهٌ وَ تَسْوَدُّ وُجُوه‏ٌو قوله تَرَى 

الَّذِينَ كَذَبُوا عَلَى اللَّهِ وُجُوهُهُمْ مُسْوَدَّةٌ

شاه قاصد گفت هين احوال چيست
كه بغلتان از زر و هميان تهى است‏

ور نهان كرديد دينار و تسو
فر شادى در رخ و رخسار كو

گر چه پنهان بيخ هر بيخ آور است
برگ سيماهم وجوهم اخضر است‏

آن چه خورد آن بيخ از زهر و ز قند
نك منادى مى‏كند شاخ بلند
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If the root is leafless and without sap, 
what are the green leaves on the bough?

بيخ اگر بى‏برگ و از مايه تهى است
برگهاى سبز اندر شاخ چيست‏

The earth lays a seal on the root’s tongue, 
the bough, its hand and foot, is bearing witness.”

All those trusted began to excuse themselves: 
they fell prostrate, like a shadow in the presence of the moon.

In excuse for that heat and boasting and egoism 
they went to the King with sword and winding-sheet,

All of them biting their fingers from shame, 
and every one saying, “O King of the world,

If you shed blood, it is lawful, lawful; 
and if you forgive, it is grace and bounty.

We have done those deeds that were worthy of us: 
consider what you will command, O glorious King.

If you forgive our crime, O you who make the heart radiant, 
the night will have shown the qualities of night, and the day.

If you forgive, despair will be removed; 
and if not, may a hundred like us be a sacrifice to the King!”

The King replied, “Nay, I will not show this clemency 
or deal this punishment: that belongs to Ayaz.

How the King referred to Ayaz the question of accepting the repentance of the plotters 
who had opened his chamber or of punishing them, because he judged that the offence 

had been committed against his honour.

This is an offence against his person and honour: 
the blow is on the veins of that man of goodly ways.

Although we are spiritually one, 
formally I am far from this profit and loss.”

An accusation against a servant is no disgrace to the King: 
it is only increasing forbearance and reliance.

Inasmuch as the King makes one who is accused Qárún, 
consider how He will act towards one who is innocent.

Deem not the King to be ignorant of any one’s actions: 
it is only His forbearance that prevents it from being brought to light.

بر زبان بيخ گل مهرى نهد
شاخ دست و پا گواهى مى‏دهد
آن امينان جمله در عذر آمدند

همچو سايه پيش مه ساجد شدند
عذر آن گرمى و لاف و ما و من

پيش شه رفتند با تيغ و كفن‏
از خجالت جمله انگشتان گزان
هر يكى مى‏گفت كاى شاه جهان‏

گر بريزى خون حلال استت حلال
ور ببخشى هست انعام و نوال‏
كرده‏ايم آنها كه از ما مى‏سزيد
تا چه فرمايى تو اى شاه مجيد

گر ببخشى جرم ما اى دل فروز
شب شبيها كرده باشد روز روز

گر ببخشى يافت نوميدى گشاد
ور نه صد چون ما فداى شاه باد
گفت شه نه اين نواز و اين گداز

من نخواهم كرد هست آن اياز

حواله كردن پادشاه قبول توبه‏ى نمامان و حجره گشايان و سزا دادن ايشان به اياز كه يعنى اين 
جنايت بر عرض او رفته است‏

اين جنايت بر تن و عرض وى است
زخم بر رگهاى آن نيكويى است‏

گر چه نفس واحديم از روى جان
ظاهرا دورم از اين سود و زيان‏
تهمتى بر بنده شه را عار نيست
جز مزيد حلم و استظهار نيست‏

متهم را شاه چون قارون كند
بى‏گنه را تو نظر كن چون كند
شاه را غافل مدان از كار كس
مانع اظهار آن حلم است و بس‏
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Here who shall recklessly intercede with His knowledge—
except His forbearance?

من هنا يشفع به پيش علم او
لاابالى‏وار الا حلم او

The sin arises at first from His forbearance; 
otherwise, how should His awful majesty give room for it?

The blood-price for the crime of the murderous carnal soul 
falls on His forbearance: the blood-wit is on the kin.

Our carnal soul was intoxicated and made beside itself by that forbearance: 
during its intoxication the Devil snatched away its cap.

Unless the Sáqí, Forbearance, had poured wine, 
how should the Devil have quarrelled with Adam?

At the time of knowledge, who was Adam in relation to the angels? 
the teacher of knowledge and the assayer of coins.

After he had drunk the wine of forbearance in Paradise, 
he was confounded by a single trick of Satan.

The doses of homeopathic remedies, the lessons by the Loving One, 
had made him sagacious and wise and clever;

Afterwards the potent opium of His forbearance 
brought the Thief to carry away Adam’s property.

Reason comes to seek refuge with His forbearance,
“You have been my Sáqí: take my hand!”

How the King said to Ayaz, “Choose either to pardon or to punish, for in the present case 
it is right whether you do justice or show mercy; and there are advantages in each.” 

Within justice a thousand mercies are enclosed:, “and for you in retaliation there is a life.” 
He who deems retaliation abominable is regarding only the single life of the murderer 

and does not consider the hundreds of thousands of lives that will be protected and kept safe, 
as in a fortress, by fear of punishment.

“O Ayaz, pass sentence on the culprits! 
O incorruptible Ayaz who take infinite precautions,

Though I boil you in practice two hundred times, 
I do not find any refuse in the foam of your boiling.

آن گنه اول ز حلمش مى‏جهد
ور نه هيبت آن مجالش كى دهد

خونبهاى جرم نفس قاتله
هست بر حلمش ديت بر عاقله‏

مست و بى‏خود نفس ما ز آن حلم بود
ديو در مستى كلاه از وى ربود
گر نه ساقى حلم بودى باده ريز

ديو با آدم كجا كردى ستيز
گاه علم آدم ملايك را كه بود

اوستاد علم و نقاد نقود
چون كه در جنت شراب حلم خورد

شد ز يك بازى شيطان روى زرد
آن بلا درهاى تعليم ودود

زيرك و دانا و چستش كرده بود
باز آن افيون حلم سخت او

دزد را آورد سوى رخت او
عقل آيد سوى حلمش مستجير
ساقى‏ام تو بوده‏اى دستم بگير

فرمودن شاه اياز را كه اختيار كن از عفو و مكافات كه از عدل و لطف هر چه كنى اينجا صواب است 
و در هر يكى مصلحتهاست كه در عدل هزار لطف هست درج، وَ لَكُمْ فِي الْقِصاصِ حَياةٌ، آن كس 

كه كراهت مى‏دارد قصاص را در اين يك حيات قاتل نظر مى‏كند و در صد هزار حيات كه معصوم و 
محقون خواهند شدن در حصن بيم سياست نمى‏نگرد

كن ميان مجرمان حكم اى اياز
اى اياز پاك با صد احتراز

گر دو صد بارت بجوشم در عمل
در كف جوشت نيابم يك دغل‏
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A countless multitude of people are ashamed of the test, 
all tests are ashamed of you.

ز امتحان شرمنده خلقى بى‏شمار
امتحانها از تو جمله شرمسار

Your knowledge is a bottomless ocean: it is not knowledge alone; 
it is a mountain and a hundred mountains: indeed, it is not natural patience.”

He replied, “I know that this is your gift; 
otherwise I am those rustic shoes and that sheepskin jacket.”

Hence the Prophet expounded this, 
“Whoever knows himself knows God.”

The seed is your shoes, and your blood is the sheepskin jacket: 
the rest, O master, is His gift.

He has given it to you in order that you may seek more: 
do not say, “He has only this amount.”

The gardener shows a number of apples, 
to the end that you may know the trees and produce of the orchard.

He gives the purchaser a handful of wheat, 
in order that he may know the wheat in the granary.

The teacher explains a nice point 
in order that you may recognise that his knowledge exceeds;

And if you say, “This is all he has,” 
he will cast you far as sticks and straws from the beard.

“Now come, O Ayaz, and deal justice: 
lay the foundation of a rare justice in the world.

Those who have sinned against you deserve to be killed, 
but in hope they are attending your pardon and forbearance,

To see whether mercy will prevail or wrath, 
whether the water of Kawthar will prevail or the flames of Hell”

From the Covenant of Alast; both boughs, patience and anger, 
are in existence for the purpose of carrying men.

Hence the perspicuous word Alast 
is negation and affirmation joined in one word,

Because Alast is an affirmative question, 
but the word laysa is buried in it

Leave off, and let this exposition remain incomplete: 
do not lay the bowl for the elect on the table of the vulgar.

A wrath and a mercy like the zephyr (sabá) and the plague (wabá): 
the former is the iron-attracting and the latter the straw attracting amber.

بحر بى‏قعر است تنها علم نيست
كوه و صد كوه است اين خود حلم نيست‏

گفت من دانم عطاى تست اين
ور نه من آن چارقم و آن پوستين‏

بهر آن پيغمبر اين را شرح ساخت
هر كه خود بشناخت يزدان را شناخت‏

چارقت نطفه‏ست و خونت پوستين
باقى اى خواجه عطاى اوست اين‏

بهر آن داده‏ست تا جويى دگر
تو مگو كه نيستش جز اين قدر
ز آن نمايد چند سيب آن باغبان

تا بدانى نخل و دخل بوستان‏
كف گندم ز آن دهد خريار را

تا بداند گندم انبار را
نكته‏اى ز آن شرح گويد اوستاد

تا شناسى علم او را مستزاد
ور بگويى خود همينش بود و بس
دورت اندازد چنانك از ريش خس‏

اى اياز اكنون بيا و داد ده
داد نادر در جهان بنياد نه‏

مجرمانت مستحق كشتن‏اند
وز طمع بر عفو و حلمت مى‏تنند
تا كه رحمت غالب آيد يا غضب

آب كوثر غالب آيد يا لهب‏
از پى مردم ربايى هر دو هست
شاخ حلم و خشم از عهد أَ لَسْتُ‏

بهر اين لفظ أَ لَسْتُ مستبين
نفى و اثبات است در لفظى قرين‏

ز انكه استفهام اثباتى است اين
ليك در وى لفظ ليس شد دفين‏
ترك كن تا ماند اين تقرير خام

كاسه‏ى خاصان منه بر خوان عام‏
قهر و لطفى چون صبا و چون وبا

آن يكى آهن ربا وين كهربا
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The truth draws the righteous to righteousness; 
the false class draws the false.

مى‏كشد حق راستان را تا رشد
قسم باطل باطلان را مى‏كشد

The belly is sweet, it attracts sweets; 
the belly is bilious, it attracts vinegar.

A burning carpet takes away coldness from one who sits; 
a frozen carpet consumes heat.

You see a friend, mercy is aroused in you; 
you see an enemy, violence is aroused in you.

“O Ayaz, finish this affair quickly, 
for expectation is a sort of vengeance.”

How the King bade Ayaz make haste, saying, “Give judgement and bring the matter 
to decision immediately, and do not keep them waiting or say, ‘We shall meet after some days,’ 

for expectation is the red death”; and how Ayaz answered the King.

He said, “O King, the command belongs entirely to you: 
when the sun is there, the star is negated.

Who is Venus or Mercury or a meteor 
that they should come forth in the presence of the sun?

If I had omitted the cloak and sheepskin, 
how should I have sown such seeds of blame?

What was the putting a lock on the door of the chamber 
amidst a hundred envious persons addicted to false imagination?

Every one of them, having put his hand into the river-water, 
seeks a dry sod.

How, then, should there be a dry sod in the river? 
How should a fish become disobedient to the sea?

They impute iniquity to poor me, 
before whom loyalty is ashamed.”

Were it not for the trouble caused by a person unfamiliar, 
I would have spoken a few words concerning loyalty;

Since a world is seeking doubt and difficulty, 
we will let the discourse run beyond the skin.

معده حلوايى بود حلوا كشد
معده صفرايى بود سركا كشد

فرش سوزان سردى از جالس برد
فرش افسرده حرارت را خورد

دوست بينى از تو رحمت مى‏جهد
خصم بينى از تو سطوت مى‏جهد

اى اياز اين كار را زوتر گزار
ز انكه نوعى انتقام است انتظار

تعجيل فرمودن پادشاه اياز را كه زود اين حكم را به فيصل رسان و منتظر مدار و ايام بيننا بگو كه 
الانتظار موت الاحمر، و جواب گفتن اياز شاه را

گفت اى شه جملگى فرمان تراست
با وجود آفتاب اختر فناست‏

زهره كه بود يا عطارد يا شهاب
كاو برون آيد به پيش آفتاب‏

گر ز دلق و پوستين بگذشتمى
كى چنين تخم ملامت كشتمى‏

قفل كردن بر در حجره چه بود
در ميان صد خيالى حسود

دست در كرده درون آب جو
هر يكى ز ايشان كلوخ خشك جو

پس كلوخ خشك در جو كى بود
ماهيى با آب عاصى كى شود
بر من مسكين جفا دارند ظن
كه وفا را شرم مى‏آيد ز من‏
گر نبودى زحمت نامحرمى
چند حرفى از وفا وا گفتمى‏

چون جهانى شبهت و اشكال جوست
حرف مى‏رانيم ما بيرون پوست‏

If you break yourself, you will become a kernel 
and will hear the tale of a goodly kernel.

گر تو خود را بشكنى مغزى شوى
داستان مغز نغزى بشنوى‏
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The voices of walnuts are in their skins: 
where, indeed, is any voice in the kernel and the oil?

جوز را در پوستها آوازهاست
مغز و روغن را خود آوازى كجاست‏

It has a voice, not suited to the ear: 
its voice is hidden in the ear of ecstasy.

If it weren’t for the sweetness of a kernel’s voice, 
who would listen to the rattling voice of a walnut-shell?

You endure the rattling of it 
in order that you may silently come into touch with a kernel.

Be without lip and without ear for a while, 
and then, like the lip, be the companion of honey.

How long have you been uttering poetry and prose and mysteries! 
O master, try the experiment and, for one day, be dumb!

Story in confirmation of the saying, “We have tried speech and talk all this time: 
for a while let us try self-restraint and silence.”

How long have you been cooking sour and acid and the white tamarisk? 
For this one time make an experiment and cook sweets.

On waking at the Resurrection, there is put into the hands of a man 
the scroll of his sins: black,

Headed with black, as letters of mourning; 
the body and margin of the scroll completely filled with sins—

The whole wickedness and sin from end to end, 
full of infidelity, like the land of war.

Such a foul and noxious scroll does not come into the right hand; 
it comes into the left hand.

Here also regard your scroll, 
whether it fits the left hand or the right.

In the boot maker’s shop, can you know before trying them on 
that the left boot or shoe belongs to the left?

When you are not “right,” know that you are “left”; 
the cries of a lion and an ape are distinct.

He who makes the rose lovely and sweet-scented—
His bounty makes every “left” to be “right.”

دارد آوازى نه اندر خورد گوش
هست آوازش نهان در گوش نوش‏

گر نه خوش آوازى مغزى بود
ژغژغ آواز قشرى كه شنود

ژغژغ آن ز آن تحمل مى‏كنى
تا كه خاموشانه بر مغزى زنى‏
چند گاهى بى‏لب و بى‏گوش شو

و آنگهان چون لب حريف نوش شو
چند گفتى نظم و نثر و راز فاش

خواجه يك روز امتحان كن گنگ باش‏

حكايت در تقرير اين سخن كه چندين گاه گفت و گو را آزموديم مدتى صبر و خاموشى را بيازماييم‏

چند پختى تلخ و تيز و شور گز
اين يكى بار امتحان شيرين بپز

آن يكى را در قيامت ز انتباه
در كف آيد نامه‏ى عصيان سياه‏

سر سيه چون نامه‏هاى تعزيه
پر معاصى متن نامه و حاشيه‏

حمله فسق و معصيت بد يك سرى
همچو دار الحرب پر از كافرى‏

آن چنان نامه‏ى پليد پر وبال
در يمين نايد در آيد در شمال‏

خود همين جا نامه‏ى خود را ببين
دست چپ را شايد آن يا در يمين‏

موزه‏ى چپ كفش چپ هم در دكان
آن چپ دانيش پيش از امتحان

چون نباشى راست مى‏دان كه چپى
هست پيدا نعره‏ى شير و كپى‏

آن كه گل را شاهد و خوش بو كند
هر چپى را راست فضل او كند
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He bestows “rightness” on every one belonging 
to the “left” He bestows a running water on the sea.

هر شمالى را يمينى او دهد
بحر را ماء معينى او دهد

If you are “left,” be “right” with His Lordship, 
that you may see His mercies prevail.

Do you think it allowable that this vile scroll 
should pass from the left hand and come into the right?

How indeed should a scroll like this, 
which is full of iniquity and injury, be fit in the right hand?

Explaining the case of a person who makes a statement when his behaviour is not consistent with 
that statement and profession, like the infidels: “and if you ask them who created the heavens 

and the earth they will surely say, ‘Allah’” How is the worship of a stone idol, 
the sacrifice of life and wealth for its sake appropriate to a soul who knows that 

the creator of heaven and earth and created beings is a God, all-hearing, 
all-seeing, omnipresent, all-observing, all dominating, jealous, etc.?

The master was then at home and alone. 
So she ran joyously to the house.

A certain ascetic had a very jealous wife: 
he also had a maid-servant as beautiful as a houri.

The wife used to watch her husband jealously 
and not let him be alone with the maid.

For a long time the wife watched them both, 
lest an opportunity should occur for their being alone—

Until the decree and fore-ordainment of God arrived: 
the watchman, Reason, became giddy-headed and good-for-nothing.

When His decree and fore-ordainment arrives unawares, who is Reason? 
Eclipse overtakes the moon.

The wife was at the bath: 
suddenly she remembered the wash-basin and it was at home.

She said to the maid, “Listen, 
go like a bird and fetch the silver basin from our house.”

On hearing this, the maid came to life, 
for now she would obtain the master,

گر چپى با حضرت او راست باش
تا ببينى دست برد لطفهاش‏

تو روا دارى كه اين نامه‏ى مهين
بگذرد از چپ در آيد در يمين‏

اين چنين نامه كه پر ظلم و جفاست
كى بود خود در خور اندر دست راست‏

در بيان كسى كه سخنى گويد كه حال او مناسب آن سخن و آن دعوى نباشد چنان كه كفره، وَ لَئِنْ 
مواتِ وَ الْأَرْضَ لَيَقُولُنَّ اللَّهُ، خدمت بت سنگين كردن و جان و زر فداى او كردن  سَأَلْتَهُمْ مَنْ خَلَقَ السَّ

چه مناسب باشد با جانى كه داند كه خالق سماوات و ارض و خلايق الهى است سميعى بصيرى 
حاضرى مراقبى مستوليى غيورى الى آخره

خواجه در خانه‏ست و خلوت اين زمان
پس دوان شد سوى خانه شادمان‏

زاهدى را يك زنى بد بس غيور
هم بد او را يك كنيز همچو حور
زن ز غيرت پاس شوهر داشتى

با كنيزك خلوتش نگذاشتى
مدتى زن شد مراقب هر دو را
تا كه شان فرصت نيفتد در خلا

تا در آمد حكم و تقدير اله
عقل حارس خيره سر گشت و تباه‏

حكم و تقديرش چو آيد بى‏وقوف
عقل كه بود در قمر افتد خسوف‏

بود در حمام آن زن ناگهان
يادش آمد طشت و در خانه بدان‏
با كنيزك گفت رو هين مرغ‏وار

طشت سيمين را ز خانه‏ى ما بيار
آن كنيزك زنده شد چون اين شنيد

كه به خواجه اين زمان خواهد رسيد
2170
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For six years the maid had been longing 
to find the master alone like this.

عشق شش ساله كنيزك را بد اين
كه بيابد خواجه را خلوت چنين‏

She flew off and hastened towards the house: 
she found the master at home and alone.

Desire took possession of both the lovers 
so that they had no care or thought of bolting the door.

Both were beside themselves with joy.  
They were both locked at that moment in an embrace of union.

Then the wife recollected, 
“Why did I send her to the house?

I have set the cotton on fire with my own hand; 
I have put the lusty ram to the ewe.”

She washed off the soap from her head and ran, beside herself she went 
in pursuit of her, drawing the chador over her head as she ran.

The maid ran because of the love in her soul, and the latter because of fear. 
What is fear in comparison with love? A great difference.

The mystic’s progress is ascending at every moment to the throne of the King; 
the ascetic’s progress is one day’s journey every month.

Although, for the ascetic, one day is of great value, 
how should his one day be fifty thousand years?

The length of every day in the life of the adept 
is fifty thousand of the years of the world.

Intellects are excluded from this mystery: 
if the heart of Imagination burst, let it burst!

In the sight of Love, fear is not a single hair: 
in the law of Love, all things are as a sacrifice.

Love is an attribute of God, 
but fear is an attribute of the servant who is afflicted by lust and gluttony.

Since you have read in the Qur’an, 
“they love Him” joined in a certain place with “He loves them,”

Know, then, that love (mahabbat), and excessive love (‘ishq) too, 
is an attribute of God: fear is not an attribute of God, O honoured sir.

What relation exists between the attributes of God and those of a 
handful of earth? What relation exists between the attributes of him 
who is originated in time and those of the Holy One?

If I should continue to describe Love, 
a hundred Resurrections would pass, and it incomplete;

گشت پران جانب خانه شتافت
خواجه را در خانه در خلوت بيافت‏
هر دو عاشق را چنان شهوت ربود

كه احتياط و ياد در بستن نبود
هر دو با هم در خزيدند از نشاط

جان به جان پيوست آن دم ز اختلاط
ياد آمد در زمان زن را كه من
چون فرستادم و را سوى وطن‏

پنبه در آتش نهادم من به خويش
اندر افكندم قچ نر را به ميش‏

گل فرو شست از سر و بى‏جان دويد
در پى او رفت و چادر مى‏كشيد

آن ز عشق جان دويد و اين ز بيم
عشق كو و بيم كو فرقى عظيم‏

سير عارف هر دمى تا تخت شاه
سير زاهد هر مهى يك روزه راه‏

گر چه زاهد را بود روزى شگرف
كى بود يك روز او خمسين الف‏
قدر هر روزى ز عمر مرد كار

باشد از سال جهان پنجه هزار
قلها زين سر بود بيرون ز در
زهره‏ى وهم ار بدرد گو بدر

ترس مويى نيست اندر پيش عشق
جمله قربانند اندر كيش عشق‏

عشق وصف ايزد است اما كه خوف
وصف بنده‏ى مبتلاى فرج و جوف‏

چون يحبون بخواندى در نبى
با يحبهم قرين در مطلبى‏

پس محبت وصف حق دان عشق نيز
خوف نبود وصف يزدان اى عزيز

وصف حق كو وصف مشتى خاك كو
وصف حادث كو و وصف پاك كو

شرح عشق ار من بگويم بر دوام
صد قيامت بگذرد و آن ناتمام‏
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For there is a limit to the date of the Resurrection, 
but what limit can there be where the Divine attributes are?

ز انكه تاريخ قيامت را حد است
حد كجا آن جا كه وصف ايزد است‏

Love has five hundred wings, 
and every wing from above the empyrean to beneath the earth.

The timorous ascetic runs on foot; 
the lovers fly more quickly than the lightning and the wind.

How should those fearful ones overtake Love?—
for Love’s passion makes the heaven its carpet—

Unless perchance the favours of the Light come and say, 
“Become free from the world and from this wayfaring;

Escape from your own qush and dush, 
for the royal falcon has found the way to the King.”

This “qush and dush” is necessity and free-will: 
the pull of the Beloved transcends these two.

When the wife arrived home, she opened the door: 
the sound of the door fell on their ears.

The maid jumped up in consternation and disorder; 
the man jumped up and began to say his prayers.

The wife saw that the maid was dishevelled and confused 
and excited and witless and unmanageable.

She saw her husband standing up in the ritual prayer: 
the wife was made suspicious by that agitation.

She fearlessly lifted up her husband’s skirt 
and saw his penis and testicles wet with semen.

Drops of semen were dripping from his penis; 
his thighs and knees are still wet with their juices.

She hits him on the side of his head asking, “This! Are they the balls 
of a man praying? Is this the penis of a man dedicated to prayer?

And is this filthy impure body 
engaged in an act of devotion.”

Deal equitably: is a scroll full of injustice and wickedness 
and unbelief and enmity fit in the right hand?

If you ask an infidel, “By whom was this heaven, 
these creatures and this world created?”

He will reply that they were created by the Lord 
to whose Lordship the Creation bears witness.

عشق را پانصد پر است و هر پرى
از فراز عرش تا تحت الثرى‏

زاهد با ترس مى‏تازد بپا
عاشقان پران‏تر از برق و هوا

كى رسند آن خايفان در گرد عشق
كاسمان را فرش سازد درد عشق‏

جز مگر آيد عنايتهاى ضو
كز جهان و زين روش آزاد شو

از قش خود و ز دش خود باز ره
كه سوى شه يافت آن شهباز ره‏

اين قش و دش هست جبر و اختيار
از وراى اين دو آمد جذب يار

چون رسيد آن زن به خانه در گشاد
بانگ در در گوش ايشان در فتاد

آن كنيزك جست آشفته ز ساز
مرد بر جست و در آمد در نماز

زن كنيزك را پژوليده بديد
در هم و آشفته و دنگ و مريد
شوى خود را ديد قايم در نماز
در گمان افتاد زن ز آن اهتزاز
شوى را برداشت دامن بى‏خطر

ديد آلوده‏ى منى خصيه و ذكر
از ذكر باقى نطفه مى‏چكيد

ران و زانو گشته آلوده و پليد
ر سرش زد سيلى و گفت اى مهين

خصيه‏ى مرد نمازى باشد اين‏
لايق ذكر و نماز است اين ذكر
وين چنين ران و زهار پر قذر

نامه‏ى پر ظلم و فسق و كفر و كين
لايق است انصاف ده اندر يمين‏
گر بپرسى گبر را كاين آسمان

آفريده‏ى كيست وين خلق و جهان‏
گويد او كاين آفريده‏ى آن خداست

كافرينش بر خدايى‏اش گواست‏

2205
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Do his unbelief and great wickedness and wrong-doing 
fit such a confession by him?

كفر و فسق و استم بسيار او
هست لايق با چنين اقرار او

Do those infamous deeds and that vicious conduct 
go fitly with such a true confession?

His actions have given the lie to his words, 
so that he has become fit for the awful torment.

On the Day of Resurrection every hidden thing will be made manifest: 
every sinner will be shamefully exposed by himself.

His hands and feet will give evidence 
and declare his iniquity in the presence of Him whose help is sought.

His hand will say, “I have stolen such and such”; 
his lip will say, “I have asked such and such questions”;

His foot will say, “I have gone to things desired”; 
his pudendum will say, “I have committed fornication.”

His eye will say, “I have cast amorous glances at things forbidden”; 
his ear will say, “I have gathered evil words.”

Therefore he is a lie from head to foot, 
for even his own member gives him the lie,

Just as, in the deceptive prayers, their fine appearance 
was proved to be false by the testimony of his testicles.

Act, then, in such wise that the action itself, without tongue, 
will be saying “I testify” and the most explicit declaration,

So that your whole body, limb by limb, O son, will have said 
“I testify” as regards both good and ill.

The slave’s walking behind his master is a testimony, 
“I am subject to authority and this man is my lord.”

If you have blackened the scroll of your life, 
repent of the deeds you did formerly.

Though your life has passed, this moment is its root: 
water it with repentance if it lacks moisture.

Give the Living Water to the root of your life, 
in order that the tree of your life may become verdant.

By this Water all past sins are made good: 
by this last year’s poison is made as sugar.

God has changed your evil deeds, 
in order that what has preceded may become wholly piety.

هست لايق با چنين اقرار راست
آن فضيحت‏ها و آن كردار كاست‏

فعل او كرده دروغ آن قول را
تا شد او لايق عذاب هول را

روز محشر هر نهان پيدا شود
هم ز خود هر مجرمى رسوا شود

دست و پا بدهد گواهى با بيان
بر فساد او به پيش مستعان‏

دست گويد من چنين دزديده‏ام
لب بگويد من چنين پرسيده‏ام‏
پاى گويد من شده‏ستم تا منى
فرج گويد من بكردستم زنى‏

چشم گويد كرده‏ام غمزه‏ى حرام
گوش گويد چيده‏ام سوء الكلام‏

پس دروغ آمد ز سر تا پاى خويش
كه دروغش كرد هم اعضاى خويش‏

آن چنان كه در نماز با فروغ
از گواهى خصيه شد زرقش دروغ‏
پس چنان كن فعل كان خود بى‏زبان

باشد اشهد گفتن و عين بيان‏
تا همه تن عضو عضوت اى پسر

گفته باشد اشهد اندر نفع و ضر
رفتن بنده پى خواجه گواست

كه منم محكوم و اين مولاى ماست‏
گر سيه كردى تو نامه‏ى عمر خويش
توبه كن ز آنها كه كرده ستى تو پيش‏
عمر اگر بگذشت بيخش اين دم است

آب توبه‏ش ده اگر او بى‏نم است‏
بيخ عمرت را بده آب حيات
تا درخت عمر گردد با نبات‏

جمله ماضيها از اين نيكو شوند
زهر پارينه از اين گردد چو قند

سيئاتت را مبدل كرد حق
تا همه طاعت شود آن ما سبق‏
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O master, cling bravely to a repentance of Nasúh: 
strive earnestly both with body and spirit.

خواجه بر توبه‏ى نصوحى خوش بتن
كوششى كن هم به جان و هم به تن‏

Hear from me the description of this repentance of Nasúh: 
you have believed, believe afresh.

Story explaining the repentance of Nasúh. As milk that flows from the teat never returns to the teat, 
so he who has repented like Nasúh will never think of that sin in the way of desire; nay, his loathing 

will increase continually, and that loathing is a proof that he has experienced the delight of being 
accepted, and that the old lust has ceased to give delight, and that the former 

has established itself in the place of the latter, as it has been said: 

“Nothing breaks off love except another love:    why don’t you take a friend fairer than he?” 

And when his heart desires to sin again, it is a sign that he has not experienced the delight of acceptance, 
and that the delight of acceptance has not superseded the delight of sin, and that he has not become, 

“We will surely dispose him to ease,” but that the delight of, 
“We will surely dispose him to hardship,” is still remaining in him.

There was aforetime a man named Nasúh: 
he earned his livelihood by shampooing women.

His face resembled a female countenance: 
he was disguising his manliness.

He was a shampooer in the women’s bath, 
and very active in fraud and deceit.

For years he went on shampooing, 
and no one suspected the nature and secret of his fondness.

Because, though his voice and countenance were woman-like, 
yet his lust was at full strength and wide-awake.

He wore the chador and snood and veil, 
a man lustful and in the prime of youth.

In this fashion that enamoured man 
was massaging and washing the daughters of emperors,

شرح اين توبه‏ى نصوح از من شنو
بگرويدستى و ليك از نو گرو

حكايت در بيان توبه‏ى نصوح كه چنان كه شير از پستان بيرون آيد باز در پستان نرود آن كه توبه‏ى 
نصوحى كرد هرگز از آن گناه ياد نكند به طريق رغبت بلكه هر دم نفرتش افزون باشد و آن نفرت دليل آن 

بود كه لذت قبول يافت آن شهوت اول بى‏لذت شد اين به جاى آن نشست چنان كه فرموده‏اند:
چرا يارى نگيرى زو نكوتر  	              نبرد عشق را جز عشق ديگر	

و آن كه دلش باز بدان گناه رغبت مى‏كند علامت آن است كه لذت قبول نيافته است و لذت قبول به جاى 
رُهُ لِلْعُسْرى‏ باقى است بر وى رُهُ لِلْيُسْرى‏نشده است لذت فَسَنُيَسِّ آن لذت گناه ننشسته است، فَسَنُيَسِّ

بود مردى پيش از اين نامش نصوح
بد ز دلاكى زن او را فتوح‏

بود روى او چو رخسار زنان
مردى خود را همى‏كرد او نهان‏

او به حمام زنان دلاك بود
در دغا و حيله بس چالاك بود

سالها مى‏كرد دلاكى و كس
بو نبرد از حال و سر آن هوس‏

ز انكه آواز و رخش زن‏وار بود
ليك شهوت كامل و بيدار بود
چادر و سربند پوشيده و نقاب

مرد شهوانى و در غره‏ى شباب‏
دختران خسروان را زين طريق

خوش همى‏ماليد و مى‏شست آن عشيق‏
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He often resolved on repentance and was turning his back, 
the miscreant carnal soul would always tear his repentance to pieces.

توبه‏ها مى‏كرد و پا در مى‏كشيد
نفس كافر توبه‏اش را مى‏دريد

That evil-doer went to a gnostic and said, 
“Remember me in a prayer.”

The holy man knew his secret but, like the forbearance of God, 
he did not divulge it;

On his lips is a lock, while his heart is full of mysteries: 
his lips are silent, though his heart is filled with voices.

Gnostics, who have drunk of the cup of God, 
have known the mysteries and kept them hidden.

Whoever has been taught the mysteries of the action; 
his lips are sealed and closed.

He laughed softly and said, “O evil-natured one, 
may God cause you to repent of that which you know!”

Explaining that the prayer of the gnostic who is united with God and his petition to God are like 
the petition of God to Himself, for “I am to him an ear and an eye and a tongue and a hand.” 
God has said, “And you did not throw when you threw, but God threw”; and there are many 

Verses and Traditions and Narrations on this subject. And an exposition of the way in which God 
devises means in order that, taking hold of the sinner’s ear, 

they may lead him to the repentance of Nasúh.

That prayer traversed the Seven Heavens: 
the fortune of the miserable wretch at last became good;

For the prayer of a Shaykh is not like every prayer: 
he is negated (fání) and his words are the words of God.

Since God asks and begs of Himself, 
how, then, should He refuse to grant His own prayer?

The action of the Almighty produced a means 
that delivered him from execration and woe.

While he was filling a basin in the bath, 
a jewel belonging to the King’s daughter was lost.

A jewel was lost from her ear-rings, 
and every woman in the search.

رفت پيش عارفى آن زشت كار
گفت ما را در دعايى ياد دار

سر او دانست آن آزاد مرد
ليك چون حلم خدا پيدا نكرد

بر لبش قفل است و در دل رازها
لب خموش و دل پر از آوازها
عارفان كه جام حق نوشيده‏اند

رازها دانسته و پوشيده‏اند
هر كه را اسرار كار آموختند
مهر كردند و دهانش دوختند

سست خنديد و بگفت اى بد نهاد
ز انكه دانى ايزدت توبه دهاد

در بيان آن كه دعاى عارف واصل و درخواست او از حق همچو درخواست حق است از خويشتن كه 
كنت له سمعا و بصرا و لسانا و يدا، قوله وَ ما رَمَيْتَ إِذْ رَمَيْتَ وَ لكِنَّ اللَّهَ رَمى‏، و آيات و اخبار و آثار 

در اين بسيار است، و شرح سبب سازى حق تا مجرم را گوش گرفته به توبه‏ى نصوح آورد

آن دعا از هفت گردون در گذشت
كار آن مسكين به آخر خوب گشت‏

كان دعاى شيخ نه چون هر دعاست
فانى است و گفت او گفت خداست‏
چون خدا از خود سؤال و كد كند
پس دعاى خويش را چون رد كند
يك سبب انگيخت صنع ذو الجلال

كه رهانيدش ز نفرين و وبال‏
اندر آن حمام پر مى‏كرد طشت
گوهرى از دختر شه ياوه گشت‏

گوهرى از حلقه‏هاى گوش او
ياوه گشت و هر زنى در جست و جو
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Then they bolted the door of the bath fast, 
in order that they might first look for the jewel in the folds of the furniture.

پس در حمام را بستند سخت
تا بجويند اولش در پيچ رخت‏

They searched these articles, but it was not brought to light, 
nor was any person who had stolen the jewel discovered either.

Then they began to search incontinently with all their might 
in the mouths and ears and in every cleft.

In rima inferiore et superiore and everywhere 
they searched for the pearl belonging to a beauteous oyster-shell.

Proclamation was made: “Strip, all, whoever you are, 
whether you are old or young!”

The lady-in-waiting began to search them, one by one, 
hoping that the marvellous pearl might be discovered.

Nasúh, with fear, went into a private place: 
his face yellow and his lips blue because of his fear.

He saw death before his eyes: 
he went, trembling like a leaf.

He cried, “O Lord, many a time have I turned away 
and broken my vows of penitence and my promises.

I have done the things that were fit to be done by me, 
so that such a black flood has arrived.

If my turn to be searched shall come, 
oh, what cruel sufferings must my soul endure!

A hundred sparks of fire have fallen on my heart: 
perceive in my orisons the smell of my heart.

May anguish like this not be the infidel’s! 
I clutch the skirt of mercy. Help, help!

Would that my mother had not borne me, 
or that a lion had devoured me in the pasture!

O God, do what is worthy to be done by You, 
for from every hole a snake is biting me.

I have a soul of stone, and my heart is of iron, otherwise 
they would have turned into blood in this sorrow and lamentation.

The time presses and I have one moment: 
act in kingly fashion, come to my aid!

If You will cover me up this time, 
I repent of everything that ought not to be done.

رختها جستند و آن پيدا نشد
دزد گوهر نيز هم رسوا نشد

پس به جد جستن گرفتند از گزاف
در دهان و گوش و اندر هر شكاف‏
در شكاف تحت و فوق و هر طرف
جست و جو كردند در خوش صدف‏

بانگ آمد كه همه عريان شويد
هر كه هستيد ار عجوز و گر نويد
يك به يك را حاجيه جستن گرفت

تا پديد آيد گهر دانه‏ى شگفت‏
آن نصوح از ترس شد در خلوتى
روى زرد و لب كبود از خشيتى‏

پيش چشم خويش او مى‏ديد مرگ
رفت و مى‏لرزيد او مانند برگ‏

گفت يا رب بارها بر گشته‏ام
توبه‏ها و عهدها بشكسته‏ام‏

كرده‏ام آنها كه از من مى‏سزيد
تا چنين سيل سياهى در رسيد
نوبت جستن اگر در من رسد

وه كه جان من چه سختيها كشد
در جگر افتاده استم صد شرر

در مناجاتم ببين بوى جگر
اين چنين اندوه كافر را مباد
دامن رحمت گرفتم داد داد

كاشكى مادر نزادى مر مرا
يا مرا شيرى بخوردى در چرا

اى خدا آن كن كه از تو مى‏سزد
كه ز هر سوراخ مارم مى‏گزد
جان سنگين دارم و دل آهنين

ور نه خون گشتى در اين رنج و حنين‏
وقت تنگ آمد مرا و يك نفس
پادشاهى كن مرا فرياد رس‏
گر مرا اين بار ستارى كنى

توبه كردم من ز هر ناكردنى‏
2265
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Accept my repentance this once more, 
that I may gird myself with a hundred belts for repentance.

توبه‏ام بپذير اين بار دگر
تا ببندم بهر توبه صد كمر

If I commit any fault this time, 
then do not listen again to my prayer and words.”

Thus was he moaning while a hundred tears flowed. 
“I have fallen,” he cried, “into the hands of the executioner and policeman.

Let no European die such a death: 
may no mulhid (Ismá‘ílí or ‘Assassin’) have this lamentation!”

He was uttering cries of mourning over his soul; 
he saw the face of Azrael nearer and nearer.

He cried “O God, O God” so often 
that door and wall joined with him.

He was deep in “O Lord” and “O Lord” 
from amidst the search came the announcement.

When his soul was freed from the disgrace of the body, 
it went rejoicing towards its Origin.

How the turn came for Nasúh to be searched, and how a voice proclaimed—“We have searched 
them all, search Nasúh”; and how Nasúh became senseless from terror, and how after extreme 

oppression of spirit the way of deliverance was opened to him, as the Prophet of God—
may God bless and save him!— used to say, whenever sickness or anxiety overtook him, 

“O distress, become severe: then you will pass away.”

“We have searched them all: come forward, O Nasúh.” 
Thereupon he lost his senses, his spirit took wing.

He fell like a broken wall: his consciousness and understanding departed, 
he became like lifeless matter.

When his consciousness went without delay from his body, 
at that moment his inmost soul was united with God.

When he was emptied and his existence remained not, 
God called the falcon, his soul, into His presence.

When his ship was wrecked and every hope had failed, 
he was cast on the seashore of Mercy.

His soul became united with God: at the moment 
when he lost consciousness the waves of Mercy began to surge.

من اگر اين بار تقصيرى كنم
پس دگر مشنو دعا و گفتنم‏

اين همى‏زاريد و صد قطره روان
كه در افتادم به جلاد و عوان‏

تا نميرد هيچ افرنگى چنين
هيچ ملحد را مبادا اين حنين‏

نوحه‏ها مى‏كرد او بر جان خويش
روى عزراييل ديده پيش پيش‏

اى خدا و اى خدا چندان بگفت
كان در و ديوار با او گشت جفت‏

در ميان يا رب و يا رب بد او
بانگ آمد از ميان جست و جو

نوبت جستن رسيدن به نصوح و آواز آمدن كه همه را جستيم نصوح را بجوييد و بى‏هوش شدن 
نصوح از آن هيبت و گشاده شدن كار بعد از نهايت بستگى كما كان يقول رسول اللَّه صلى اللَّه عليه و 

آله و سلم إذا اصابه مرض او هم اشتدى أزمة تنفرجى‏

جمله را جستيم پيش آى اى نصوح
گشت بى‏هوش آن زمان پريد روح‏

همچو ديوار شكسته در فتاد
هوش و عقلش رفت شد او چون جماد

چون كه هوشش رفت از تن بى‏امان
سر او با حق بپيوست آن زمان‏

چون تهى گشت و وجود او نماند
باز جانش را خدا در پيش خواند

چون شكست آن كشتى او بى‏مراد
در كنار رحمت دريا فتاد

جان به حق پيوست چون بى‏هوش شد
موج رحمت آن زمان در جوش شد
چون كه جانش وارهيد از ننگ تن

رفت شادان پيش اصل خويشتن‏
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The soul is like a falcon, and the body is its fetter: 
a foot-bound broken-winged creature;

جان چو باز و تن مر او را كنده‏اى
پاى بسته پر شكسته بنده‏اى‏

When its self-consciousness is gone and its foot untied, 
that falcon flies towards the King.

When the seas of Mercy begin to surge, 
even stones drink the Water of Life

The frail mote becomes stout and strong; 
the carpet of earth becomes satin and cloth of gold.

He that has been dead a hundred years comes forth from the grave; 
the accursed devil becomes an object of envy to the houris on account 
of his beauty.

The whole face of this earth becomes verdant; 
the dry wood buds and becomes flourishing.

The wolf becomes the cup-companion of the lamb; 
the despairing becomes courageous and valiant.

The finding of the jewel, and how the ladies-in-waiting and handmaids of the princess 
begged Nasúh to exonerate them

After that soul-destroying fear, came the good news—
“Here is the lost jewel!”

Suddenly rose a shout—“The danger is past: 
the single pearl that was missing has been found.

It is found, and we are penetrated with joy: 
give us the reward, for we have found the pearl.”

The bath-house was filled with clamour and screams 
and clapping of hands sorrow had disappeared.

Nasúh who had gone came to himself again: 
his eye saw in front the splendour of a hundred days.

Everyone was begging him to exonerate them 
and giving his hand many a kiss.

“We had evil thoughts, and exonerate us. 
We were back biting you in our talk”;

For the suspicion of all against him had been increased 
by the fact that he was in higher favour than all

چون كه هوشش رفت و پايش بر گشاد
مى‏پرد آن باز سوى كيقباد

چون كه درياهاى رحمت جوش كرد
سنگها هم آب حيوان نوش كرد
ذره‏ى لاغر شگرف و زفت شد
فرش خاكى اطلس و زربفت شد

مرده‏ى صد ساله بيرون شد ز گور
ديو ملعون شد بخوبى رشك حور

اين همه روى زمين سر سبز شد
چوب خشك اشكوفه كرد و نغز شد

گرگ با بره حريف مى شده
نااميدان خوش رگ و خوش پى شده‏

يافته شدن گوهر و حلالى خواستن حاجبان و كنيزكان شاه زاده از نصوح‏

بعد از آن خوف هلاك جان بده
مژده‏ها آمد كه اينك گم شده‏

بانگ آمد ناگهان كه رفت بيم
يافت شد گم گشته آن در يتيم‏

يافت شد و اندر فرح دريافتيم
مژدگانى ده كه گوهر يافتيم‏

از غريو و نعره و دستك زدن
پر شده حمام قد زال الحزن‏

آن نصوح رفته باز آمد به خويش
ديد چشمش تابش صد روز بيش‏

مى حلالى خواست از وى هر كسى
بوسه مى‏دادند بر دستش بسى‏

بد گمان برديم و كن ما را حلال
گوشت تو خورديم اندر قيل و قال‏
ز انكه ظن جمله بر وى بيش بود
ز انكه در قربت ز جمله پيش بود
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Nasúh was her private shampooer and confidant; 
nay (they were) as two bodies with one soul.

خاص دلاكش بد و محرم نصوح
بلكه همچون دو تنى يك گشته روح‏

“If anyone has taken the pearl, only he can have taken it: 
none is more closely attached to the Lady than he.

At first she wished to search him forcibly, 
from respect for his reputation she delayed,

In the hope that he might drop it somewhere 
and save himself during the respite”

They were begging him to grant these absolutions 
and were rising up to excuse themselves.

He replied, “’It was the grace of God, who deals justice; 
else I am worse than what has been said.

Why should absolution be begged of me? 
For I am the most sinful of the people in the world

The evil they spoke of me is a hundredth part: 
this is clearly known to me, if anyone has a doubts it.

What does anyone know of me but a little—
one of my thousand sins and evil deeds?

I know, and He who draws a veil over me my sins 
and the wickedness of my conduct.

At first Iblís was my teacher; 
afterwards Iblís was wind in comparison with me.

God saw all that, made as though He saw it not, 
lest I should be openly dishonoured by its exposure.

Moreover, Mercy exercised the furrier’s craft on me 
and bestowed on me a repentance sweet as life.

Whatever I had done, it took them as not having been done; 
and my undone obedience it took as having been performed.

It made me free as the cypress and the lily; 
it made me glad of heart as fortune and felicity.

It inscribed my name in the register of the righteous: 
I was one doomed to Hell; it gave me Paradise.

When I cried ‘Alas,’ my ‘Alas’ became a rope, 
and the rope was let down into my well.

I clutched that rope and climbed out: 
I became glad and strong and stout and rosy.

گوهر ار برده‏ست او برده‏ست و بس
زو ملازم‏تر به خاتون نيست كس‏
اول او را خواست جستن در نبرد

بهر حرمت داشتش تاخير كرد
تا بود كان را بيندازد به جا

اندر اين مهلت رهاند خويش را
اين حلاليها از او مى‏خواستند
و ز براى عذر برمى‏خاستند

گفت بد فضل خداى دادگر
ور نه ز آنچم گفته شد هستم بتر
چه حلالى خواست مى‏بايد ز من

كه منم مجرم‏تر اهل زمن‏
آن چه گفتندم ز بد از صد يكى است

بر من اين كشف است اگر كس را شكى است‏
كس چه مى‏داند ز من جز اندكى

از هزاران جرم و بد فعلم يكى‏
من همى‏دانم و آن ستار من
جرمها و زشتى كردار من‏
اول ابليسى مرا استاد بود

بعد از آن ابليس پيشم باد بود
حق بديد آن جمله را ناديده كرد

تا نگردم در فضيحت روى زرد
باز رحمت پوستين دوزيم كرد

توبه‏ى شيرين چو جان روزيم كرد
هر چه كردم جمله ناكرده گرفت

طاعت ناكرده آورده گرفت‏
همچو سرو و سوسنم آزاد كرد

همچو بخت و دولتم دل شاد كرد
نام من در نامه‏ى پاكان نوشت
دوزخى بودم ببخشيدم بهشت‏
آه كردم چون رسن شد آه من

گشت آويزان رسن در چاه من‏
آن رسن بگرفتم و بيرون شدم

شاد و زفت و فربه و گلگون شدم‏

2310
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I was lying in misery at the bottom of a well: 
now I am not contained in the whole world.

در بن چاهى همى‏بودم زبون
در همه عالم نمى‏گنجم كنون‏

Praises be unto You, O God! 
You did suddenly put me afar from sorrow.

If the tip of every hair of me should gain a tongue, 
the thanks due to You are inexpressible.

Amidst these gardens and fountains I am crying to the people, 
‘Oh, would that my folk did but know!’ ” 

How the princess again invited Nasúh to shampoo her, after his repentance had taken firm hold 
and was accepted, and how he made an excuse and refused to comply.

Afterwards someone came to Nasúh, saying, 
“The daughter of our sovereign graciously invites you.

The King’s daughter invites you: 
come and wash her head now, O devout one.

Her heart desires no shampooer except you 
to massage her or wash her with clay.”

He answered, “Begone, begone! My hand is not in practice, 
and your Nasúh is now fallen sick.

Go; look for someone else hastily and speedily, 
for by God my hand has gone out of business.”

He said to himself, “My sin passed beyond bounds: 
how should that terror and anguish go from my mind?

I died once, and I came back: 
I tasted the bitterness of death and non-existence.

I have turned to God with real repentance: 
I will not break till my soul shall be parted from my body.

After such a tribulation, whose foot should move 
towards danger a second time, unless it be an ass?”

آفرينها بر تو بادا اى خدا
ناگهان كردى مرا از غم جدا

گر سر هر موى من يابد زبان
شكرهاى تو نيايد در بيان‏

مى‏زنم نعره در اين روضه و عيون
خلق را يا لَيْتَ قَوْمِي يعلمون‏

باز خواندن شه زاده نصوح را از بهر دلاكى بعد از استحكام توبه و قبول
 توبه و بهانه كردن او و دفع گفتن‏

بعد از آن آمد كسى كز مرحمت
دختر سلطان ما مى‏خواندت‏
دختر شاهت همى‏خواند بيا

تا سرش شويى كنون اى پارسا
جز تو دلاكى نمى‏خواهد دلش

كه بمالد يا بشويد با گلش‏
گفت رو رو دست من بى‏كار شد

وين نصوح تو كنون بيمار شد
رو كسى ديگر بجو اشتاب و تفت

كه مرا و الله دست از كار رفت‏
با دل خود گفت كز حد رفت جرم

از دل من كى رود آن ترس و گرم‏
من بمردم يك ره و باز آمدم

من چشيدم تلخى مرگ و عدم‏
توبه‏اى كردم حقيقت با خدا

نشكنم تا جان شدن از تن جدا
بعد آن محنت كه را بار دگر
پا رود سوى خطر الا كه خر
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حكايت در بيان آن كه كسى توبه كند و پشيمان شود و باز آن پشيمانيها را فراموش كند و آزموده را 
باز آزمايد در خسارت ابد افتد، چون توبه‏ى او را ثباتى و قوتى و حلاوتى و قبولى مدد نرسد چون 

درخت بى‏بيخ هر روز زردتر و خشك‏تر بود، نعوذ با‏لله

Story demonstrating that when a person repents and feels remorse and then forgets his feelings 
of remorse and tries again what he has tried, he falls into everlasting perdition.  Unless his 

repentance is reinforced by a firmness and strength and by a sweetness and acceptance, 
it is like a rootless tree, more faded and withered every day. We take refuge with God.

On account of his weakness he was unable to hunt for some time, 
and the wild animals were deprived of their morning-meal;

For they used to eat the lion’s leavings: 
when the lion became ill they suffered distress.

There was a washer man, who had an ass with a sore on its back 
and empty-bellied and lean.

In ground covered with stones, where no grass grew: 
from morning till night it went without food and shelter.

Except water, there was nothing for it to eat or drink: 
the ass was in that miserable state by day and by night.

In the neighbourhood was a reed-bed and a jungle, 
where a lion lived whose occupation was hunting.

A battle took place between the lion and a fierce elephant: 
the lion was wounded and disabled from going to hunt.

The lion gave orders to a fox, saying, 
“Go and hunt an ass for me.

If you find an ass round about the meadow, 
go, charm him with specious talk, beguile him, and bring him.

As soon as I gain some strength from (eating) the flesh of the ass, 
then afterwards I will seize another victim.

I will eat a little, you the rest: 
I am the means for you as regards food.

Procure for me either an ass or an ox: 
address some of the charming words that you know.

Deprive him of his wits by flatteries and fair words 
and bring him here.”

مدتى واماند ز آن ضعف از شكار
بى‏نوا ماندند دد از چاشت خوار

ز انكه باقى خوار شير ايشان بدند
شير چون رنجور شد تنگ آمدند

گازرى بود و مر او را يك خرى
پشت ريش اشكم تهى و لاغرى‏

در ميان سنگ‏لاخ بى‏گياه
روز تا شب بى‏نوا و بى‏پناه‏

بهر خوردن جز كه آب آن جا نبود
روز و شب بد خر در آن كور و كبود

آن حوالى نيستان و بيشه بود
شير بود آن جا كه صيدش پيشه بود

شير را با پيل نر جنگ اوفتاد
خسته شد آن شير و ماند از اصطياد

شير يك روباه را فرمود رو
مر خرى را بهر من صياد شو
گر خرى يابى به گرد مرغزار
رو فسونش خوان فريبانش بيار
چون بيابم قوتى از گوشت خر

پس بگيرم بعد از آن صيدى دگر
اندكى من مى خورم باقى شما
من سبب باشم شما را در نوا
يا خرى يا گاو بهر من بجوى

ز آن فسون‏هايى كه مى‏دانى بگوى‏
از فسون و از سخنهاى خوشش

از رهش بيرون كن و اينجا كشش‏
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تشبيه كردن قطب كه عارف واصل است در اجرى دادن خلق از قوت مغفرت و رحمت بر مراتبى كه 
حقش الهام دهد و تمثيل به شير كه دد اجرى خوار و باقى خوار ويند بر مراتب قرب ايشان به شير 

نه قرب مكانى بلكه قرب صفتى، و تفاصيل اين بسيار است و اللَّه الهادى‏
Parable of the Qutb, who is the gnostic united with God, in respect of his dispensing to the people 
their rations of forgiveness and mercy in the order and degree which God inspires him to observe; 

and a comparison of him with the lion, for the wild animals partake of the lion’s rations 
and eat his leavings in proportion to their nearness to him—not nearness in space 

but nearness in quality. The details of this are many, and God is the Guide.
The Qutb is the lion, and it is his business to hunt: 
the rest, these people, eat his leavings.

So far as you can, endeavour to satisfy the Qutb, 
so that he may gain strength and hunt the wild beasts.

When he is ailing, the people remain unfed, 
for all food provided for the gullet comes from the hand of reason,

Since the ecstasies of the people are his leavings. 
Keep this in mind, if your heart desires the prey.

He is like the reason, and the people are like the members of the body: 
the management of the body depends on the reason.

The weakness of the Qutb is bodily, not spiritual: 
the weakness lies in the Ship, not in Noah.

The Qutb is he who turns round himself, 
round him is the revolution of the celestial spheres.

Lend some assistance in repairing his ship, 
if you have become his favourite slave and devoted servant.

Your assistance is advantageous to you, not to him: 
God has said, “If you help God, you will be helped.”

Hunt like the fox and sacrifice your prey to him, 
that you may gain in return a thousand preys and more.

The prey caught by the disciple is after the manner of the fox, 
the disobedient hyena catches prey dead.

If you present the dead to the Qutb, it will become living: 
filth in the orchard will produce.

The fox said to the lion, “I will serve you: 
I will contrive expedients and rob him of his wits.

Cunning and enchantment is my business: 
it is my business to beguile and lead astray.”

قطب شير و صيد كردن كار او
باقيان اين خلق باقى خوار او

تا توانى در رضاى قطب كوش
تا قوى گردد كند صيد وحوش‏
چون برنجد بى‏نوا مانند خلق

كز كف عقل است جمله‏ى رزق حلق‏
ز انكه وجد خلق باقى خورد اوست
اين نگه دار ار دل تو صيد جوست‏

او چو عقل و خلق چون اعضاى تن
بسته‏ى عقل است تدبير بدن

ضعف قطب از تن بود از روح نى
ضعف در كشتى بود در نوح نى‏

قطب آن باشد كه گرد خود تند
گردش افلاك گرد او بود

ياريى ده در مرمه‏ى كشتى‏اش
گر غلام خاص و بنده گشتى‏اش‏

يارى‏ات در تو فزايد نه در او
گفت حق ان تنصروا اللَّه تنصروا
همچو روبه صيد گير و كن فداش

تا عوض گيرى هزاران صيد بيش‏
رو بهانه باشد آن صيد مريد
مرده گيرد صيد كفتار مريد

مرده پيش او كشى زنده شود
چرك در پاليز روينده شود

گفت روبه شير را خدمت كنم
حيله‏ها سازم ز عقلش بر كنم‏

حيله و افسونگرى كار من است
كار من دستان و از ره بردن است‏
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Hastening from the mountain-top towards the river, 
he found that miserable emaciated ass.

از سر كه جانب جو مى‏شتافت
آن خر مسكين لاغر را بيافت‏

Then he saluted him cordially and advanced: 
he advanced to meet that poor simpleton,

And said, “How are you in this arid desert 
amidst stones and on sterile ground?”

The ass replied, “Whether I am in pain or in Iram, 
God has made it my portion, and I am grateful for it.

I give thanks to the Friend in good and evil estate, 
because in destiny there is worse than ill.

Since He is the Dispenser of portions, complaint is infidelity. 
Patience is needful: patience is the key to the gift.

All except God are enemies: He is the Friend: 
how is it good to complain of a friend to an enemy?

So long as He gives me buttermilk I will not desire honey, 
for every pleasure has a pain joined with it.”

Story of an ass belonging to a seller of firewood, which saw some well-fed Arab horses in the royal stable 
and wished for the same fortune. This story conveys the lesson that one ought not to wish for anything 

but forgiveness and favour; for though you are in a hundred kinds of pain, they all become sweet 
when you feel the delight of being forgiven; and for the rest, every fortune that you wish for before you 

have experienced it is accompanied by a pain which you do not perceive; as in every trap 
the bait is visible while the snare is concealed. You have been caught in this one trap are wishing, 

“Would that I had gone after those baits!” You fancy that those baits are without a trap.

There was a water-carrier who owned an ass 
that had been bent double like a hoop by affliction.

Its back was galled by the heavy load in a hundred places: 
it was passionately desiring the day of its death.

What of barley? It never got its fill of dry straw: 
at its heels a blow and an iron goad.

پس سلام گرم كرد و پيش رفت
پيش آن ساده دل درويش رفت‏

گفت چونى اندر اين صحراى خشك
در ميان سنگ‏لاخ و جاى خشك‏
گفت خر گر در غمم گر در ارم
قسمتم حق كرد من ز آن شاكرم‏

شكر گويم دوست را در خير و شر
ز انكه هست اندر قضا از بد بتر
چون كه قسام اوست كفر آمد گله

صبر بايد صبر مفتاح الصله‏
غير حق جمله عدويند اوست دوست
با عدو از دوست شكوت كى نكوست‏

تا دهد دوغم نخواهم انگبين
ز انكه هر نعمت غمى دارد قرين‏

حكايت ديدن خر سقايى با نوايى اسبان تازى بر آخور خاص و تمنا بردن آن دولت را، در موعظه‏ى 
آن كه تمنا نبايد بردن الا مغفرت و عنايت كه اگر در صد لون رنجى چون لذت مغفرت بود همه 
شيرين شود، باقى هر دولتى كه آن را ناآزموده تمنى مى‏برى با آن رنجى قرين است كه آن را 

نمى‏بينى، چنان كه از هر دامى دانه پيدا بود و فخ پنهان، تو در اين يك دام مانده اى تمنى مى‏برى كه 
كاشكى با آن دانه‏ها رفتمى، پندارى كه آن دانه‏ها بى‏دام است‏

بود سقايى مر او را يك خرى
گشته از محنت دو تا چون چنبرى‏

پشتش از بار گران صد جاى ريش
عاشق و جويان روز مرگ خويش‏

جو كجا از كاه خشك او سير نى
در عقب زخمى و سيخى آهنى‏
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The Master of the stable saw it and took pity—
for the man was acquainted with the owner of the ass—

مير آخور ديد او را رحم كرد
كاشناى صاحب خر بود مرد

So he saluted him and asked him what had happened, saying, 
“What is the cause of this ass being bent double like a dál?”

He replied, “On account of my poverty and destitution 
this dumb animal is not getting even straw.”

“Hand him over to me,” said the other, “for a few days, 
that in the King’s stable he may grow strong.”

He handed the ass over to him, 
and that merciful man tethered him in the Sultan’s stable.

The ass saw on every side Arab horses, 
well-fed and fat and handsome and glossy;

He saw the ground swept under their feet and sprinkled with water; 
the straw coming at the time, and the barley at the hour.

He saw the horses curry-combed and rubbed down. 
He lifted up his muzzle, crying, “O glorious Lord,

Am not I Your creature? I grant that I am an ass, 
wherefore am I wretched, with sores on my back, and lean?

At night, because of the pain in my back and the hunger in my belly, 
I am always wishing to die.

These horses are so happy and prosperous: 
why am I singled out for torment and tribulation?”

Suddenly came the rumour of war: 
it was the time for the Arab horses to be saddled and brought into action.

They were wounded with arrows by the foe: 
the barbs entered them on every side.

Those Arab horses returned from the campaign, 
they all fell down and lay on their backs in the stable.

Their legs were tightly bandaged with canvas: 
the blacksmiths were standing in file,

Piercing their bodies with the scalpel 
in order to extract the barbs from their wounds.

The ass saw that, and was saying, 
“O God, I am satisfied with poverty and health.

I have no taste for that food and those hideous wounds.” 
Everyone who desires health abandons the world.

پس سلامش كرد و پرسيدش ز حال
كز چه اين خر گشت دو تا همچو دال‏

گفت از درويشى و تقصير من
كه نمى‏يابد خود اين بسته دهن‏

گفت بسپارش به من تو روز چند
تا شود در آخور شه زورمند

خر بدو بسپرد و آن رحمت پرست
در ميان آخور سلطانش بست‏

خر ز هر سو مركب تازى بديد
با نوا و فربه و خوب و جديد

زير پاشان روفته آبى زده
كه به وقت و جو به هنگام آمده‏

خارش و مالش مر اسبان را بديد
پوز بالا كرد كاى رب مجيد
نه كه مخلوق توام گيرم خرم

از چه زار و پشت ريش و لاغرم‏
شب ز درد پشت و از جوع شكم

آرزومندم به مردن دم‏به‏دم‏
حال اين اسبان چنين خوش با نوا

من چه مخصوصم به تعذيب و بلا
ناگهان آوازه‏ى پيكار شد

تازيان را وقت زين و كار شد
زخمهاى تير خوردند از عدو

رفت پيكانها در ايشان سو به سو
از غزا باز آمدند آن تازيان
اندر آخور جمله افتاده ستان‏
پايهاشان بسته محكم با نوار
نعل بندان ايستاده بر قطار

مى‏شكافيدند تنهاشان به نيش
تا برون آرند پيكانها ز ريش‏

آن خر آن را ديد و مى‏گفت اى خدا
من به فقر و عافيت دادم رضا

ز ان نوا بى‏زارم و ز ان زخم زشت
هر كه خواهد عافيت دنيا بهشت‏

2380
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ناپسنديدن روباه گفتن خر را كه من راضيم به قسمت‏

How the fox disapproved of the saying of the ass, “I am satisfied with my lot.”

The fox said, “It is an obligation 
to seek lawful provision in obedience.

This is the world of means: nothing is obtained without a means: 
therefore it is important to seek.

‘And seek ye of the bounty of God’ is command, 
lest they should seize by violence, like the leopard.

The Prophet has said, the door is shut against provision, O youth; 
and on the door there are locks.’

Our movement and our going to and fro 
and our acquisition is a key to that lock and barrier.

Without the key there is no way to open the door: 
bread without endeavour is not God’s law.”

How the ass answered the fox.

He replied, “That is weak faith; 
else He who gave life gives (us) bread.

Whoever seeks sovereignty and victory, 
a mouthful of bread will not fail, O son.

All wild animals, both the herbivorous and the predatory, are devourers of the 
provision: they neither go in quest of work nor do they support providing.

The Provider gives their daily bread to all: 
He lays before each one the portion allotted to him.

The provision comes to everyone who seeks patience: 
the trouble of making efforts arises from your want of patience.”

How the fox answered the ass.

The fox replied, “Such trust in God is exceptional: 
few are proficient in trust in God.

گفته روبه جستن رزق حلال
فرض باشد از براى امتثال‏

عالم اسباب و چيزى بى‏سبب
مى‏نيايد پس مهم باشد طلب‏

وَ ابْتَغُوا مِنْ فَضْلِ اللَّهِ است امر
تا نبايد غصب كردن همچو نمر
گفت پيغمبر كه بر رزق اى فتا
در فرو بسته ست و بر در قفلها

جنبش و آمد شد ما و اكتساب
هست مفتاحى بر آن قفل و حجاب‏

بى‏كليد اين در گشادن راه نيست
بى‏طلب نان سنت الله نيست‏

جواب گفتن خر روباه را

گفت از ضعف توكل باشد آن
ور نه بدهد نان كسى كه داد جان‏

هر كه جويد پادشاهى و ظفر
كم نيايد لقمه‏ى نان اى پسر

دام و دد جمله همه اكال رزق
نه پى كسب‏اند نه حمال رزق‏
جمله را رزاق روزى مى‏دهد
قسمت هر يك به پيشش مى‏نهد

رزق آيد پيش هر كاو صبر جست
رنج كوششها ز بى‏صبرى تست‏

جواب گفتن روباه خر را

گفت روبه آن توكل نادر است
كم كسى اندر توكل ماهر است‏



158

2395

2400

It is ignorance to concern one’s self with the exceptional: 
how is the King’s highway for every one?

گرد نادر گشتن از نادانى است
هر كسى را كى ره سلطانى است‏

Since the Prophet has said that contentment is a treasure, 
how should the hidden treasure be gained by every one?

Recognise your limit and do not fly aloft, 
lest you fall into the abyss of woe and bane.”

How the ass answered the fox.

The ass replied, “Know that you are speaking the reverse, 
woe and misery comes to the soul from greed.

No one was deprived of life by contentment; 
no one was made a king by covetousness.

Bread is not withheld from pigs and dogs: 
this rain and clouds are not earned by Man.

Just as you are pitiably enamoured of the daily bread, 
so the daily bread is enamoured of its consumer.

Exposition of the meaning of trust in God, the Story of the ascetic who, making trial of his trust in God, 
abandoned his property and town and went far away from the beaten tracks and thoroughfares of men 

to the foot of a remote and inaccessible mountain, in extreme hunger he laid his head upon a stone 
and fell asleep, saying to himself, ‘I put trust in Your providing the means and daily bread; 

and I cut myself off from means in order that I may experience the causation of trust in God.’

A certain ascetic had heard the saying of Mustafá 
that the daily bread surely comes from God to the spirit,

Whether you will or no, your daily bread 
comes running to you because it is fond of you.

By way of trial that man went into the desert 
and immediately lay down near a mountain,

Saying, ‘I will see whether the daily bread will come to me: 
that my belief in the daily bread may become firm.’

چون قناعت را پيمبر گنج گفت
هر كسى را كى رسد گنج نهفت‏

حد خود بشناس و بر بالا مپر
تا نيفتى در نشيب شور و شر

جواب گفتن خر روباه را

گفت اين معكوس مى‏گويى بدان
شور و شر از طمع آيد سوى جان‏

از قناعت هيچ كس بى‏جان نشد
از حريصى هيچ كس سلطان نشد
نان ز خوكان و سگان نبود دريغ

كسب مردم نيست اين باران و ميغ‏
آن چنان كه عاشقى بر رزق زار

هست عاشق رزق هم بر رزق خوار

در تقرير معنى توكل حكايت آن زاهد كه توكل را امتحان مى‏كرد از ميان اسباب و شهر بيرون آمد 
و از قوارع و رهگذر خلق دور شد و به بن كوهى مهجورى مفقودى در غايت گرسنگى سر بر سر 
سنگى نهاد و خفت و با خود گفت توكل كردم بر سبب سازى و رزاقى تو و از اسباب منقطع شدم تا 

ببينم سببيت توكل را

آن يكى زاهد شنود از مصطفى
كه يقين آيد به جان رزق از خدا

گر بخواهى ور نخواهى رزق تو
پيش تو آيد دوان از عشق تو

از براى امتحان آن مرد رفت
در بيابان نزد كوهى خفت تفت‏

كه ببينم رزق مى‏آيد به من
تا قوى گردد مرا در رزق ظن‏
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A caravan lost its way and marched towards the mountain: 
the travellers saw him lying there who was making the trial.

كاروانى راه گم كرد و كشيد
سوى كوه آن ممتحن را خفته ديد

How is this man destitute here in the wilderness, 
far from road and town?

Oh, I wonder, is he dead or alive? 
He has no fear of wolves or enemies.’

They came on and touched him with their hands: 
that venerable man deliberately said nothing.

He did not stir; he did not even move his head or open his eyes, 
because he was making a trial.

Then they said, ‘This poor disappointed man 
has had a stroke of apoplexy caused by hunger.’

They fetched bread and food in a kettle 
that they might pour it into his mouth and his throat.

Thereupon the man purposely clenched his teeth, 
in order to see the truth of that promise.

They felt pity for him and said, ‘This man is starving 
and perishing with hunger and at the point of death’;

They brought a knife 
and hastily made a rift in his closed teeth.

They poured soup into his mouth 
and forced into it fragments of bread.

He said to himself, ‘O my heart, even though you are keeping silence, 
you know the secret and are showing disdain.’

His heart replied, ‘I know and am purposely behaving: 
God is the provider for my soul and body.’

How should there be a trial more than this? 
The daily bread comes with joy to those who have patience.”

How the fox answered the ass and urged him to seek a livelihood.

The fox said, “Leave these stories 
and apply all your poor efforts to earning a livelihood.

God has given you hands: do some work, 
earn something, and help a friend.

گفت اين مرد اين طرف چون است عور
در بيابان از ره و از شهر دور

اى عجب مرده است يا زنده كه او
مى‏نترسد هيچ از گرگ و عدو
آمدند و دست بر وى مى‏زدند

قاصدا چيزى نگفت آن ارجمند
هم نجنبيد و نجنبانيد سر

وانكرد از امتحان هم او بصر
پس بگفتند اين ضعيف بى‏مراد

از مجاعت سكته اندر اوفتاد
نان بياوردند و در ديگى طعام
تا بريزندش به حلقوم و به كام‏

پس به قاصد مرد دندان سخت كرد
تا ببيند صدق آن ميعاد مرد

رحمشان آمد كه اين بس بى‏نواست
وز مجاعت هالك مرگ و فناست‏

كارد آوردند قوم اشتافتند
بسته دندانهاش را بشكافتند
ريختند اندر دهانش شوربا

مى‏فشردند اندر او نان پاره‏ها
گفت اى دل گر چه خود تن مى‏زنى

راز مى‏دانى و نازى مى‏كنى‏
گفت دل دانم و قاصد مى‏كنم
رازق اللَّه است بر جان و تنم‏

امتحان زين بيشتر خود چون بود
رزق سوى صابران خوش مى‏رود

جواب گفتن روباه خر را و تحريض كردن او خر را بر كسب‏

گفت روبه اين حكايتها بهل
دستها بر كسب زن جهد المقل‏
دست داده‏ستت خدا كارى بكن

مكسبى كن يارى يارى بكن‏
2420
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Everyone takes steps to earn something 
and helps other friends,

هر كسى در مكسبى پا مى‏نهد
يارى ياران ديگر مى‏كند

Because all the earning is not done by one: 
a carpenter and also a water-carrier and a weaver.

By means of this partnership the world is maintained: 
every one, by want, chooses some work.

It is not right to be an idle parasite in the midst: 
the way of the Sunna is to work and earn.”

How the ass answered the fox, saying, “Trust in God is the best way of earning a livelihood, 
for everyone needs to trust in God and cry, ‘O God, bring this work of mine to success’; 

and prayer involves trust in God, and trust in God is the means of livelihood 
that is independent of any other means, etc.”

He said, “In the two worlds I do not know 
any means of livelihood superior to trust in my Lord.

I know nothing to be compared with the acquisition of thanksgiving to Him, 
in order that thanksgiving to God may bring the daily bread and the increase.”

Their dispute was prolonged in mutual altercation 
they became incapable of questioning and answering.

Afterwards he said to him, “Mark in the kingdom the prohibition, 
and ‘Do not cast yourselves into destruction.’

In a barren desert covered with stones self-denial is folly: 
God’s world is wide.

Move from this place towards the meadow, 
and browse there on the verdure round about the river—

A meadow as green as Paradise, 
where the plants grows up to the waist

Happy the animal that goes there: 
amidst such lush plant life a camel would become invisible.

There, on every side, is a running fountain; 
there the animals are in comfort and security.”

From asininity he did not say to him, 
“O accursed one, you are from there: how are you so wretched?

ز انكه جمله‏ى كسب نايد از يكى
هم دروگر هم سقا هم حايكى‏

اين به هنبازى است عالم برقرار
هر كسى كارى گزيند ز افتقار

طبل خوارى در ميانه شرط نيست
راه سنت كار و مكسب كردنى است‏

جواب گفتن خر روباه را كه توكل بهترين كسبهاست كه هر كسى محتاجست به توكل كه اى خدا اين 
كار مرا راست آر و دعا متضمن توكل است و توكل كسبى است كه به هيچ كسبى

 ديگر محتاج نيست الى آخره‏

گفت من به از توكل بر ربى
مى‏ندانم در دو عالم مكسبى‏

كسب شكرش را نمى‏دانم نديد
تا كشد شكر خدا رزق و مزيد

بخششان بسيار شد اندر خطاب
مانده گشتند از سؤال و از جواب‏

بعد از آن گفتش بدان در مملكه
نهى لا تلقوا بايدى تهلكه‏

صبر در صحراى خشك و سنگ‏لاخ
احمقى باشد جهان حق فراخ

نقل كن ز ينجا به سوى مرغزار
مى‏چر آن جا سبزه گرد جويبار

مرغزارى سبز مانند جنان
سبزه رسته اندر آن جا تا ميان‏

خرم آن حيوان كه او آن جا شود
اشتر اندر سبزه ناپيدا شود

هر طرف در وى يكى چشمه روان
اندر او حيوان مرفه در امان‏

از خرى او را نمى‏گفت اى لعين
تو از آن جايى چرا زارى چنين‏



161

2445

2435

2440

Where are your gaiety, fatness and comeliness? 
What is this lean starved body of yours?

كو نشاط و فربهى و فر تو
چيست اين لاغر تن مضطر تو

If your description of the meadow is not falsehood and fiction, 
then why is yours eye not intoxicated by it?

These greedy looks and this blindness 
are the result of your beggarliness, not of sovereignty.

Since you have come from the fountain, how are you dry? 
And if you are the gland of the musk-deer, where is the fragrance of musk?

How is there no trace in you of that 
which you say and describe, O exalted one?”

Parable of the camel, explaining that when someone tells of his good fortune 
and you do not perceive in him any appearance or sign of welfare, there is reason to suspect 

that he is an imitator of those who have really attained to spiritual felicity.

A certain man asked a camel, 
“Hey, where do you come from, O you whom fortune attends?

He replied, “From the hot-bath in your street.” 
Said the other, “Truly, it is manifest in your knees!”

Pharaoh, the obstinate rebel, saw Moses’ snake, 
he begged for a respite and showed meekness.

The men of intelligence said, “This man ought to have been fiercer, 
since he is the Lord of the Judgement.

Whether the miracle was a dragon or a snake, 
what has become of the pride and wrath proper to his divinity?

If he is the Supreme Lord seated on the throne, 
what is this blandishment on account of a single worm?”

So long as your nafs is intoxicated with the dessert and date-wine, know 
that your spirit has not beheld the cluster belonging to the World Unseen,

For the signs of that vision of the Light 
is your withdrawal from the abode of delusion.

Since the bird is frequenting briny water, 
it has not seen help in the sweet water;

No, its faith is imitation: 
its spirit has never seen the face of faith.

شرح روضه گر دروغ و زور نيست
پس چرا چشمت از او مخمور نيست‏

اين گدا چشمى و اين ناديدگى
از گدايى تست نز بگلربگى

چون ز چشمه آمدى چو نى تو خشك
ور تو ناف آهويى كو بوى مشك‏

ز ان كه مى‏گويى و شرحش مى‏كنى
چون نشانى در تو نامد اى سنى‏

مثل آوردن اشتر در بيان آن كه در مخبر دولتى فر و اثر آن چون نبينى جاى متهم داشتن
 باشد كه او مقلد است در آن‏

آن يكى پرسيد اشتر را كه هى
از كجا مى‏آيى اى اقبال پى‏
گفت از حمام گرم كوى تو

گفت خود پيداست از زانوى تو
مار موسى ديد فرعون عنود

مهلتى مى‏خواست نرمى مى‏نمود
زيركان گفتند بايستى كه اين

تندتر گشتى چو هست او رب دين‏
معجزه گر اژدها گر مار بد

نخوت و خشم خدايى‏اش چه شد
رب اعلى گر وى است اندر جلوس

بهر يك كرمى چى است اين چاپلوس‏
نفس تو تا مست نقل است و نبيد

دان كه روحت خوشه‏ى غيبى نديد
كه علامات است ز آن ديدار نور

التجافى منك عن دار الغرور
مرغ چون بر آب شورى مى‏تند
آب شيرين را نديده ست او مدد

بلكه تقليد است آن ايمان او
روى ايمان را نديده جان او
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Hence, because of the accursed Devil, 
the imitator is in great danger from the road and the brigand;

پس خطر باشد مقلد را عظيم
از ره و ره زن ز شيطان رجيم‏

When he beholds the Light of God, he becomes safe: 
he is at rest from the agitations of doubt.

The sea-foam is in collision 
till it comes to the earth which is its origin.

The scum is earthly: it is an exile in the water: 
in exile agitation is inevitable.

When his eye is opened and he reads those characters, 
the Devil has no power over him anymore.

Although the ass spoke of mysteries to the fox, 
he spoke superficially and like an imitator.

He praised the water, but he had no longing; 
he tore his face and raiment, but he was no lover.

The excuse made by the hypocrite was bad, not good, 
because it was on their lips, not in their hearts.

He has the smell of the apple, but no part of the apple; 
and in him the smell is only for the purpose of contact.

The charge of a woman in battle does not break the ranks; 
no, her plight becomes pitiable.

Though you see her take the sword like a lion amidst the ranks, 
her hand trembles.

Alas for him whose reason is female, 
while his wicked fleshly soul is male and ready!

Of necessity, his reason is vanquished: 
his movement is towards naught but perdition.

Oh, blest is that one whose reason is male, 
while his wicked fleshly soul is female and helpless;

Whose particular reason is male and dominant, 
his intellect deprives the female fleshly soul of power to do mischief.

The attack of the female, too, is bold in appearance; 
her defect, as that ass, arises from asininity.

The animal nature prevails in woman, 
because she has an inclination towards colour and scent.

The ass heard of the colour and scent of the meadow, 
all arguments disgusted him.

چون ببيند نور حق ايمن شود
ز اضطرابات شك او ساكن شود

تا كف دريا نيايد سوى خاك
كاصل او آمد بود در اصطكاك‏

خاكى است آن كف غريب است اندر آب
در غريبى چاره نبود ز اضطراب‏

ون كه چشمش باز شد و آن نقش خواند
ديو را بر وى دگر دستى نماند

گر چه با روباه خر اسرار گفت
سرسرى گفت و مقلدوار گفت‏

آب را بستود و او تايق نبود
رخ دريد و جامه او عاشق نبود
از منافق عذر رد آمد نه خوب

ز انكه در لب بود آن نه در قلوب‏
بوى سيبش هست جزو سيب نيست

بو در او جز از پى آسيب نيست‏
حمله‏ى زن در ميان كارزار

نشكند صف بلكه گردد كار زار
گر چه مى‏بينى چو شير اندر صفش

تيغ بگرفته همى‏لرزد كفش‏
واى آن كه عقل او ماده بود
نفس زشتش نر و آماده بود
لاجرم مغلوب باشد عقل او

جز سوى خسران نباشد نقل او
اى خنك آن كس كه عقلش نر بود

نفس زشتش ماده و مضطر بود
قل جزوى‏اش نر و غالب بود
نفس انثى را خرد سالب بود

حمله‏ى ماده به صورت هم جرى است
آفت او همچو آن خر از خرى است‏

وصف حيوانى بود بر زن فزون
ز انكه سوى رنگ و بو دارد ركون‏
رنگ و بوى سبزه‏زار آن خر شنيد

جمله حجتها ز طبع او رميد

2465
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The thirsty man wanted rain, and there was no cloud; 
the fleshly soul was ravenously hungry, and there was no self-restraint.

تشنه محتاج مطر شد و ابر نه
نفس را جوع البقر بد صبر نه‏

Self-restraint is an iron shield, O father: 
upon the shield God has written, “Victory will come.”

The imitator brings forward a hundred proofs in his exposition; 
he speaks intellectually, not from immediate experience.

He is tinctured with musk, but he is not musk: 
he has the scent of musk, but he is only shit.

In order that a piece of shit may become musk, O disciple, 
one must browse for years in that garden.

One must not eat straw and barley, like asses: 
browse on arghawán, like the musk-deer in Khutan.

Do not browse on aught but clove, jasmine, or roses: 
go to the plain of Khutan in company with those personages.

Accustom your belly to the sweet basil and the rose, 
that you may gain the wisdom and food of the prophets.

Break your belly of its habit of this straw and barley: 
begin to eat the sweet basil and the rose.

The corporeal belly leads to the straw-barn; 
the spiritual belly leads to the sweet basil.

Whoever feeds on straw and barley becomes a sacrifice (qurbán); 
whoever feeds on the Light of God becomes the Qur’án.

Beware! Half of you is musk and half is shit. Beware! 
Do not increase the shit, increase the Chinese musk.

The imitator brings on to his tongue 
a hundred proofs and explanations, but he has no soul.

When the speaker has no soul and glory, 
how should his speech have leaves and fruit?

He boldly directs people in the Way; 
he is more tremulous in soul than a blade of straw.

Therefore, though his discourse may be splendid, 
tremor is also latent in his discourse.

اسپر آهن بود صبر اى پدر
حق نبشته بر سپر جاء الظفر

صد دليل آرد مقلد در بيان
از قياسى گويد آن را نه از عيان‏

مشك آلود است الا مشك نيست
بوى مشك استش ولى جز پشك نيست‏

تا كه پشكى مشك گردد اى مريد
سالها بايد در آن روضه چريد

كه نبايد خورد و جو همچون خران
آهوانه در ختن چر ارغوان‏

جز قرنفل ياسمن يا گل مچر
رو به صحراى ختن با آن نفر

معده را خو كن بدان ريحان و گل
تا بيابى حكمت و قوت رسل‏

خوى معده زين كه و جو باز كن
خوردن ريحان و گل آغاز كن‏
معده‏ى تن سوى كهدان مى‏كشد
معده‏ى دل سوى ريحان مى‏كشد

هر كه كاه و جو خورد قربان شود
هر كه نور حق خورد قرآن شود

نيم تو مشك است و نيمى پشك هين
هين ميفزا پشك افزا مشك چين‏

آن مقلد صد دليل و صد بيان
در زبان آرد ندارد هيچ جان‏

چون كه گوينده ندارد جان و فر
گفت او را كى بود برگ و ثمر

مى‏كند گستاخ مردم را به راه
او به جان لرزان‏تر است از برگ كاه‏

پس حديثش گر چه بس با فر بود
در حديثش لرزه هم مضمر بود
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فرق ميان دعوت شيخ كامل واصل و ميان سخن ناقصان فاضل فضل تحصيلى بر بسته‏

The difference between the call of the perfect Shaykh who is united with God 
and the words of imperfect men whose virtues are acquired and artificial

The illumined Shaykh makes cognisant of the Way; 
moreover, he causes the light to accompany his words.

Strive to become intoxicated and illumined, 
in order that his light may be the rhyme-letter to your discourse.

Whatever is boiled in grape-juice, 
the flavour of grape-juice will be in its syrup.

Whether it is syrup of carrots or apples or quinces or walnuts, 
you will taste in it the delicious flavour of grape-juice.

When your knowledge is steeped in the light, 
then the rebellious folk derive light from your knowledge.

Whatever you say, too, will be luminous, 
for the sky never rains aught but pure.

Become the sky, become the cloud and shed rain: 
the spout rains, it is not at work.

The water in the spout is borrowed; 
the water in the cloud and in the sea is original.

Your thought and cogitation resemble the spout; 
inspiration and revelation are the cloud and the sky.

The rain-water produces a many-coloured garden; 
the spout causes your neighbour to quarrel.

The ass disputed twice or thrice with the fox, 
since he was an imitator he was beguiled by him.

He had not the glorious power of perception possessed by a seer: 
the fox’s chattering brought upon him apoplexy.

Greedy desire to eat and drink made him so despicable 
that he submitted to him notwithstanding five hundred arguments.

شيخ نورانى ز ره آگه كند
با سخن هم نور را همره كند

جهد كن تا مست و نورانى شوى
تا حديثت را شود نورش روى‏

هر چه در دوشاب جوشيده شود
در عقيده طعم دوشابش بود

از جزر و ز سيب و به و ز گردكان
لذت دوشاب يابى تو از آن‏

علم اندر نور چون فر غرده شده
پس ز علمت نور يابد قوم لد

هر چه گويى باشد آن هم نورناك
كاسمان هرگز نبارد غير پاك‏
آسمان شو ابر شو باران ببار

ناودان بارش كند نبود بكار
آب اندر ناودان عاريتى است

آب اندر ابر و دريا فطرتى است‏
فكر و انديشه‏ست مثل ناودان

وحى و مكشوف است ابر و آسمان‏
آب باران باغ صد رنگ آورد
ناودان همسايه در جنگ آورد

خر دو سه حمله به روبه بحث كرد
چون مقلد بد فريب او بخورد
طنطنه‏ى ادراك بينايى نداشت

دمدمه‏ى روبه بر او سكته گماشت‏
حرص خوردن آن چنان كردش ذليل

كه زبونش گشت با پانصد دليل‏
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The story of the sodomite and the sodomizer’s asking him during the occasion of sodomy, 
“For what is this dagger?” “So that, anyone who thinks evil toward me, I may rip open his belly. 

The sodomizer was coming and going (moving back and forth in the act of sodomy) and was saying, 
“God be praised, since I am not thinking evil toward you. “My tent is not a tent, it is a continent; 

my jest is not a jest, it is a lesson.” Verily, God is not ashamed to set forth as a parable a gnat 
or what exceeds it, i.e. “what exceeds it in respect of the corruption of souls by disbelief ”; 

“What is it that Allah means by using this as a parable?” and then He answers, “I mean this: 
He lets many be led astray thereby and He lets many be guided aright thereby.” 

Every temptation is like a pair of scales: many come off with honour and many with disgrace; 
and if you were to meditate on it a little, you would feel many of its excellent effects.

A sodomizer brought a beardless youth (catamite) into a house, 
threw him head downwards, and pressed into him (in the act of sodomy).

The accursed wretch saw a dagger on his waist, 
so he said to him, “What is this on your waist?”

He replied, “’It is in order that, if any evil-minded person 
should think of committing evil against me, I may rip his belly.”

The lútí said, “God be praised 
that I have not thought of plotting evil against you.”

When there is no manliness, of what use are daggers? 
When there is no heart, the helmet avails not.

You may have Dhu ’l-faqár as a heritage from ‘Alí, 
have you the arm of the Lion of God? Produce it!

Though you may remember an incantation derived from the Messiah, 
where are the lips and teeth of Jesus, O abominable man?

You may build a ship with money collected or freely given, 
where is a captain of the ship like Noah?

حكايت آن مخنث و پرسيدن لوطى از او در حالت لواطه كه اين خنجر از بهر چيست گفت از براى آن 
كه هر كه با من بد انديشد اشكمش بشكافم، لوطى بر سر او آمد و شد مى‏كرد و مى‏گفت الحمد لله كه 

من بد نمى‏انديشم با تو

هزل من هزل نيست تعليم است‏                  بيت من بيت نيست اقليم است	

إِنَّ اللَّهَ لا يَسْتَحْيِي أَنْ يَضْرِبَ مَثًَال ما بَعُوضَةً فَما فَوْقَها، اى فما فوقها فى تغيير النفوس بالانكار، ما ذا 
، و آن گه جواب مى‏فرمايد كه اين خواستم يُضِلُّ بِهِ كَثِيراً وَ يَهْدِي بِهِ كَثِيراً، كه هر  أَرادَ اللَّهُ بِهذا مَثًَال
فتنه اى همچون ميزان است بسياران از او سرخ رو شوند و بسياران بى‏مراد شوند، و لو تاملت فيه 

قليلا وجدت من نتايجه الشريفة كثيرا

كنده‏اى را لوطيى در خانه برد
سر نگون افكندش و در وى فشرد

بر ميانش خنجرى ديد آن لعين
پس بگفتش بر ميانت چيست اين‏
گفت آن كه با من ار يك بدمنش

بد بينديشد بدرم اشكمش‏
گفت لوطى حمد لله را كه من

بد نينديشيده‏ام با تو به فن‏
چون كه مردى نيست خنجرها چه سود

چون نباشد دل ندارد سود خود
از على ميراث دارى ذو الفقار

بازوى شير خدا هستت بيار
گر فسونى ياد دارى از مسيح

كو لب و دندان عيسى اى وقيح‏
كشتيى سازى ز توزيع و فتوح
كو يكى ملاح كشتى همچو نوح‏
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I grant you have broken the idol, like Abraham, 
what of devoting the idol, your body, to the fire?

بت شكستى گيرم ابراهيم‏وار
كو بت تن را فدى كردن به نار

If you have the proof, put it into practice: 
by means of that make your wooden sword as Dhu ’l-faqár.

The proof that hinders you from the practice 
is the vengeance of the Maker.

You have emboldened those who are afraid of the Way, 
underneath you are more tremulous than all.

You lecture to them all on trust in God; 
you are slitting the vein of the gnat in the air.

O hermaphrodite, going ahead of the army, 
your penis is witness to the falsehood of your beard (your false boasting).

When the heart is filled with unmanliness, 
the beard and moustache are a cause of laughter.

Repent, shed tears like rain, 
and redeem your beard and moustache from laughter.

Restore your manliness in works 
that you may become the hot sun in Aries. 

Leave the belly and stride towards the heart, 
in order that the salutation may come to you from God without veil.

Advance one or two paces, make a good endeavour: 
Love will lay hold of your ear and then draw.

How the cunning of the fox prevailed over the desire of the ass to preserve and restrain himself, 
and how the fox led the ass to the lion in the jungle.

The fox embarked on the plot: 
he seized the ass’s beard and led him away.

Where is the musician of that Sufi monastery, 
that he may quickly play the tambourine, “The ass is gone, the ass is gone”?

Since a hare brings a lion to the well, 
how should not a fox lead an ass to the grass?

Shut your ear and do not swallow spells: 
but the spell of the righteous saint—

گر دليلت هست اندر فعل آر
تيغ چوبين را بدان كن ذو الفقار

آن دليلى كه ترا مانع شود
از عمل آن نقمت صانع بود

خايفان راه را كردى دلير
از همه لرزان‏ترى تو زير زير

بر همه درس توكل مى‏كنى
در هوا تو پشه را رگ مى‏زنى‏

اى مخنث پيش رفته از سپاه
بر دروغ ريش تو كيرت گواه‏
چون ز نامردى دل آگنده بود

ريش و سبلت موجب خنده بود
توبه‏اى كن اشك باران چون مطر
ريش و سبلت را ز خنده باز خر

داروى مردى بخور اندر عمل
تا شوى خورشيد گرم اندر حمل‏
معده را بگذار و سوى دل خرام

تا كه بى‏پرده ز حق آيد سلام‏
يك دو گامى رو تكلف ساز خوش

عشق گيرد گوش تو آن گاه كش‏

غالب شدن حيله‏ى روباه بر استعصام و تعفف خر و كشيدن روبه خر را سوى شير به بيشه‏

روبه اندر حيله پاى خود فشرد
ريش خر بگرفت و آن خر را ببرد

مطرب آن خانقه كو تا كه تفت
دف زند كه خر برفت و خر برفت‏

چون كه خرگوشى برد شيرى به چاه
چون نيارد روبهى خر تا گياه‏

گوش را بر بند و افسونها مخور
جز فسون آن ولى دادگر
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That spell of his, sweeter than halwá, 
that of whose feet a hundred halva’s are the dust.

آن فسون خوشتر از حلواى او
آن كه صد حلواست خاك پاى او

The imperial jars full of the wine 
have drawn their stock from the wine of his lips.

That alien soul which has never seen the wine of his ruby lips 
is a lover of the wine.

Since the blind bird does not see the sweet water, 
how should not it circle round the brackish water?

The spiritual Moses makes the breast a Sinai: 
he makes the blind parrots able to see.

The Khusraw of the spiritual Shírín has beaten the drum; 
consequently sugar has become cheap in the city.

The Josephs of the unseen world are marching: 
they are bringing bales of candy and sugar.

The faces of the camels of Egypt are towards us: 
listen, O parrots, to the sound of the camel-bell.

To-morrow our city will be filled with sugar; 
sugar is cheap: it will be cheaper.

O confectioners, wallow in sugar, 
like the parrot, in despite of the bilious ones.

Pound the sugar-cane: this is the only work; 
lavish your souls: this is the only Beloved.

Now not a single sour one is left in our city, 
since Shírín has seated the Khusraws on the throne.

It is dessert on dessert and wine on wine! 
Ho, go up on the minaret and proclaim that all are welcome.

The nine years old vinegar is becoming sweet; 
the stone and marble are becoming ruby like and golden.

The sun in heaven is clapping his hands: 
the motes are dancing like lovers.

Eyes are intoxicated with the orchard abounding in greenery; 
the blossoms are budding on the boughs.

The eye of blessedness works absolute magic: 
the spirit is made victorious (mansur), crying “I am God.”

If the fox is seducing an ass, let him seduce! 
Do not you be an ass, and be not troubled.

خنبهاى خسروانى پر ز مى
مايه برده از مى لبهاى وى‏

عاشق مى باشد آن جان بعيد
كاو مى لبهاى لعلش را نديد

آب شيرين چون نبيند مرغ كور
چون نگردد گرد چشمه‏ى آب شور

موسى جان سينه را سينا كند
طوطيان كور را بينا كند

خسرو شيرين جان نوبت زده‏ست
لاجرم در شهر قند ارزان شده‏ست‏

يوسفان غيب لشكر مى‏كشند
تنگهاى قند و شكر مى‏كشند

اشتران مصر را رو سوى ما
بشنويد اى طوطيان بانگ درا
شهر ما فردا پر از شكر شود

شكر ارزان است ارزان‏تر شود
در شكر غلطيد اى حلواييان

همچو طوطى كورى صفراييان‏
نيشكر كوبيد كار اين است و بس

جان بر افشانيد يار اين است و بس‏
يك ترش در شهر ما اينك نماند

چون كه شيرين خسروان را بر نشاند
نقل بر نقل است و مى بر مى هلا

بر مناره رو بزن بانگ صلا
سركه‏ى نه ساله شيرين مى‏شود

سنگ و مرمر لعل و زرين مى‏شود
آفتاب اندر فلك دستك زنان

ذره‏ها چون عاشقان بازى‏كنان‏
چشمها مخمور شد از سبزه‏زار
گل شكوفه مى‏كند بر شاخسار
چشم دولت سحر مطلق مى‏كند

روح شد منصور انا الحق مى‏زند
گر خرى را مى‏برد روبه ز سر
گو ببر تو خر مباش و غم مخور

2535
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حكايت آن شخص كه از ترس خويشتن را در خانه اى انداخت رخها زرد چون زعفران لبها كبود 
چون نيل دست لرزان چون برگ درخت، خداوند خانه پرسيد كه خير است چه واقعه است، گفت 

بيرون خر مى‏گيرند به سخره، گفت مبارك خر مى‏گيرند تو خر نيستى چه مى‏ترسى، گفت سخت به جد 
مى‏گيرند تمييز برخاسته است امروز ترسم كه مرا خر گيرند

Story of the person who rushed into a house in terror, with cheeks yellow as saffron, lips blue as indigo, 
and hands trembling like the leaves of a tree. The master of the house asked, “Is all well? 

What is the matter?” He replied, “Outside they are taking asses by force.” “Bless you!” cried the other; 
“they are taking asses, you are not an ass: what are you afraid of ?” He said, “They are taking 
in a great hurry: discrimination has ceased. To-day I am afraid they will take me for an ass.”

A certain man took refuge in a house: 
his face was yellow, his lips blue, and his colour had ebbed away.

The master of the house said to him, “Are you well? 
For your hand is trembling like an old man.

What has happened? Why have you taken refuge? 
How have you lost the colour of your face?

“To-day,” said he, “they are seizing asses outside 
to do forced labour for the tyrannical king.”

He replied, “O beloved of your uncle, they are taking it because it is an ass: 
since you are not an ass, go: why are you troubled at this?”

He answered, “They are very urgent and furious in taking: 
it will be no wonder if they take me too for an ass.

They have put their hands with all their might to taking asses: 
accordingly discrimination has ceased.”

Since undiscriminating persons are our rulers, 
they carry off the owner of the ass instead of the ass.

The King of our city is not one who takes at random: 
He has discrimination, He is hearing and seeing.

Be a man and do not be afraid of those who take the asses: 
you are not an ass: be not afraid, O Jesus of the Time.

The Fourth Heaven, moreover, is filled with your light: 
God forbid that the Stable is your abode.

You are higher even than the sky and the stars; 
though for a good reason you are in the Stable.

The Master of the Stable is one thing and the ass another: 
not everyone who has entered the Stable is an ass.

آن يكى در خانه‏اى در مى‏گريخت
زرد رو و لب كبود و رنگ ريخت‏

صاحب خانه بگفتش خير هست
كه همى‏لرزد ترا چون پير دست‏
واقعه چون است چون بگريختى

رنگ رخساره چنين چون ريختى‏
گفت بهر سخره‏ى شاه حرون

خر همى‏گيرند امروز از برون‏
گفت مى‏گيرند گو خر جان عم

چون نه‏اى خر رو ترا زين چيست غم‏
گفت بس جدند و گرم اندر گرفت

گر خرم گيرند هم نبود شگفت‏
بهر خر گيرى بر آوردند دست
جد جد تمييز هم برخاسته‏ست‏

چون كه بى‏تمييزيان‏مان سرورند
صاحب خر را به جاى خر برند
نيست شاه شهر ما بى‏هوده گير

هست تمييزش سميع است و بصير
آدمى باش و ز خر گيران مترس

خر نه‏اى اى عيسى دوران مترس‏
چرخ چارم هم ز نور تو پر است

حاش لله كه مقامت آخور است‏
تو ز چرخ و اختران هم برترى
گر چه بهر مصلحت در آخورى‏

مير آخور ديگر و خر ديگر است
نه هر آن كه اندر آخور شد خر است‏
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Why have we fallen in behind the ass? 
Tell of the Rose-garden and the fresh roses,

چه در افتاديم در دنبال خر
از گلستان گوى و از گلهاى تر

And of the pomegranate and the citron and the apple-bough, 
and of the wine and the fair youths innumerable,

Or of the Sea whose waves are pearls 
and whose pearls are speaking and seeing,

Or of the Birds which pick roses 
and lay eggs of silver and gold,

Or of the Falcons which foster the partridges and fly 
both with their bellies turned downward and also on their backs.

In the world there are invisible ladders, 
step by step up to the summit of heaven.

There is a different ladder for every class; 
there is a different heaven for every traveller’s way.

Everyone is ignorant of another’s condition 
the kingdom wide and without end or beginning.

This one is amazed at that one and asks wherefore he is happy, 
while that one is astounded at this one and asks why he is amazed.

The area of God’s earth is spacious: 
every tree springs up from a certain soil.

The leaves and boughs on the trees are giving thanks, crying, 
“Oh, what a fine kingdom! Oh, what a broad expanse!”

The nightingales are round the knobby blossom, saying, 
“Give us some of what you drink.”

This discourse has no end: 
return to the fox and the lion and the sickness and hunger.

How the fox brought the ass to the lion, and how the ass jumped away from the lion, 
and how the fox reproached the lion, saying, “The ass was still far off: you were too hasty”; 

and how the lion made excuses and entreated the fox to go and trick him a second time.

When he brought him up the hill towards the meadow, 
in order that the lion might pulverise him with a charge,

He was far from the lion, 
but the lion would not wait for him to come near before attacking.

از انار و از ترنج و شاخ سيب
وز شراب و شاهدان بى‏حساب‏

يا از آن دريا كه موجش گوهر است
گوهرش گوينده و بيناور است‏

يا از آن مرغان كه گل چين مى‏كنند
بيضه‏ها زرين و سيمين مى‏كنند
يا از آن بازان كه كبكان پرورند
هم نگون اشكم هم استان مى‏پرند
نردبانهايى است پنهان در جهان

پايه پايه تا عنان آسمان‏
هر گره را نردبانى ديگر است

هر روش را آسمانى ديگر است‏
هر يكى از حال ديگر بى‏خبر

ملك با پهنا و بى‏پايان و سر
اين در آن حيران كه او از چيست خوش

و آن در اين خيره كه حيرت چيستش‏
صحن ارض اللَّه واسع آمده

هر درختى از زمينى سر زده‏
بر درختان شكر گويان برگ و شاخ
كه زهى ملك و زهى عرصه‏ى فراخ‏

بلبلان گرد شكوفه پر گره
كه از آن چه مى‏خورى ما را بده‏
اين سخن پايان ندارد كن رجوع

سوى آن روباه و شير و سقم و جوع‏

بردن روباه آن خر را پيش شير و جستن خر از شير و عتاب كردن روباه با شير كه هنوز خر دور 
بود تعجيل كردى، و عذر گفتن شير و لابه كردن روبه را شير كه برو بار ديگرش بفريب‏

چون كه بر كوهش بسوى مرج برد
تا كند شيرش به حمله خرد و مرد

دور بود از شير و آن شير از نبرد
تا به نزديك آمدن صبرى نكرد
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The terrible lion made a spring from an eminence, 
indeed he had not the strength and power to move.

گنبدى كرد از بلندى شير هول
خود نبودش قوت و امكان حول‏

The ass saw him from afar and turned 
and fled to the bottom of the hill, dropping his shoes as he ran.

“O king of us,” said the fox to the lion, 
“why did not you restrain yourself in the hour of battle,

In order that that misguided might come near you 
and that you might vanquish him with a small attack?

Precipitation and haste is the Devil’s wile; 
patience and calculation is God’s grace.

He was far off and saw the attack and fled: 
your weakness is made manifest and your prestige is destroyed.”

He replied, “I thought my strength was restored: 
I did not know my feebleness was so great.

Moreover, my hunger and need had passed beyond bounds: 
through starvation my patience and understanding had been lost.

If by your wits you can reclaim him 
and bring him back once more,

I shall be much obliged to you: 
try hard, maybe you will fetch him by cunning.”

“Yes,” said the fox, “if God should help me 
and set a seal of blindness on his heart

Then he will forget the terror which he felt on seeing: 
this will not be alien to his asininity.

But when I bring him, do not you rush, 
lest you lose him again by overhaste.”

“Yes,” replied the lion; “I have found by experience 
that I am very ill and that my body has become shaky.

Until the ass comes quite near to me, I will not move, 
I will be sound asleep.”

The fox departed, saying, “O king, 
a prayer that heedlessness may muffle his reason.

The ass has made vows of repentance to the Creator 
that he will not be duped by any ne’er-do-well.

We by cunning will cause his vows to collapse; 
we are the enemy of reason and of the splendid covenant.

خر ز دورش ديد و برگشت و گريز
تا به زير كوه تازان نعل ريز
گفت روبه شير را اى شاه ما

چون نكردى صبر در وقت وغا
تا به نزديك تو آيد آن غوى

تا به اندك حمله اى غالب شوى‏
مكر شيطان است تعجيل و شتاب

لطف رحمان است صبر و احتساب‏
دور بود و حمله را ديد و گريخت

ضعف تو ظاهر شد و آب تو ريخت
گفت من پنداشتم بر جاست زور

تا بدين حد مى‏ندانستم فتور
نيز جوع و حاجتم از حد گذشت

صبر و عقلم از تجوع ياوه گشت‏
گر توانى بار ديگر از خرد
باز آوردن مر او را مسترد
منت بسيار دارم از تو من

جهد كن باشد بيارى‏اش به فن‏
گفت آرى گر خدا يارى دهد
بر دل او از عمى مهرى نهد

پس فراموشش شود هولى كه ديد
از خرى او نباشد اين بعيد

ليك چون آرم من او را بر متاز
تا به بادش ندهى از تعجيل باز
گفت آرى تجربه كردم كه من

سخت رنجورم مخلخل گشته تن‏
تا به نزديكم نيايد خر تمام

من نجنبم خفته باشم در قوام‏
رفت روبه گفت اى شه همتى

تا بپوشد عقل او را غفلتى‏
توبه‏ها كرده است خر با كردگار

كه نگردد غره‏ى هر نابكار
توبه‏هايش را به فن بر هم زنيم
ما عدوى عقل و عهد روشنيم‏
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The ass’s head is a ball for our children: 
his thought is a plaything for our guile.”

كله‏ى خر گوى فرزندان ماست
فكرتش بازيچه‏ى دستان ماست‏

The reason that belongs to the revolution of Saturn 
has no position in the sight of Universal Reason.

It is made knowing by Mercury and Saturn; 
we by the bounty of the gracious Creator.

The twisted script of our sign-manual is He taught Man: 
our aims are the knowledge is with God.

We are the nurture of that resplendent Sun: 
on that account we are crying, “Glory to my Lord the Supreme!”

“If he possesses experience, nevertheless a hundred experiences 
will be shattered by my deceitful idle talk.

Maybe that weak-natured one will break his repentance, 
and the bad luck of his breaking it will overtake him.”

Explaining that the violation of a covenant and repentance is the cause of affliction; 
no, it is the cause of metamorphosis, as in the case of the “Fellows of the Sabbath” 

and in the case of the “Fellows who disbelieved in the miracle of the Table of Jesus,” 
for, “And He turned them into apes and swine.” And in this community there is metamorphosis 

of the spirit, but at the Resurrection the form of the spirit will be given to the body.

To violate a pact and break vows of repentance 
becomes the cause of accursedness in the end.

The violation of vows of repentance by the “Fellows of the Sabbath” 
became the cause of their metamorphosis and destruction and abomination.

Therefore God turned those people into apes, 
since they rebelliously broke their covenant with God.

In this community there has never been metamorphosis of the body, 
but there is metamorphosis of the spirit, O man endowed with perception.

When his spirit becomes the ape-spirit, 
his clay is debased by the ape-spirit.

How should the ass be debased by his form, 
if his spirit had possessed the virtue from experience?

عقل كان باشد ز دوران زحل
پيش عقل كل ندارد آن محل‏

از عطارد وز زحل دانا شد او
ما ز داد كردگار لطف خو

ِنْسانَ خم طغراى ماست عَلَّمَ الْإ
علم عند اللَّه مقصدهاى ماست‏

تربيه آن آفتاب روشنيم
ربى الاعلى از آن رو مى‏زنيم‏
تجربه گر دارد او با اين همه
بشكند صد تجربه زين دمدمه‏

بو كه توبه بشكند آن سست خو
در رسد شومى اشكستش در او

در بيان آن كه نقض عهد و توبه موجب بلا بود بلكه موجب مسخ است چنان كه در حق اصحاب سبت 
و در حق اصحاب مايده‏ى عيسى كه وَ جَعَلَ مِنْهُمُ الْقِرَدَةَ وَ الْخَنازِيرَ، و اندر اين امت مسخ دل باشد و 

به قيامت تن را صورت دل دهند

نقض ميثاق و شكست توبه‏ها
موجب لعنت شود در انتها

نقض توبه و عهد آن اصحاب سبت
موجب مسخ آمد و اهلاك و مقت‏

پس خدا آن قوم را بوزينه كرد
چون كه عهد حق شكستند از نبرد

اندر اين امت نبد مسخ بدن
ليك مسخ دل بود اى ذو الفطن‏
چون دل بوزينه گردد آن دلش

از دل بوزينه شد خوار آن گلش‏
گر هنر بودى دلش را ز اختبار

خوار كى بودى ز صورت آن حمار
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The dog of the Companions had a goodly character: 
was he worse on account of his form?

آن سگ اصحاب خوش بد سيرتش
هيچ بودش منقصت ز آن صورتش‏

The “Fellows of the Sabbath” suffered outward metamorphosis, 
in order that the people might behold outwardly their ignominious fall.

Through breaking repentance a hundred thousand others 
have become hogs and asses inwardly.

How the fox approached the runaway ass a second time in order to beguile him once more.

Then the fox came quickly towards the ass: the ass said, 
“One must beware of a friend like you.

Ignoble creature, what did I do to you 
that you brought me into the presence of a dragon?

What but the malignity of your nature 
was the cause of your enmity to my life, O perverse one?”—

Like the scorpion, which bites a man’s foot 
though no harm has come to it from him?

Or like the Devil who is the enemy of our souls, 
though no inconvenience or injury has befallen him from us;

No, but he is naturally the adversary of the human soul 
and rejoices at the destruction of Man;

He never breaks off his pursuit of any human being: 
how should he abandon his wicked disposition and nature?

For, without any cause, his essential malignity 
pulls him on to injustice and tyranny.

He continually invites you to a spacious tent 
in order that he may cast you into a pit,

Saying, “In such and such a place there is a tank of water and fountains,” 
that he may cast you headlong into the tank.

That accursed one caused an Adam, 
notwithstanding all his inspiration and insight, to fall into woe and bane,

Without any sin and without any previous harm 
having been wrongfully done to him by Adam.

The fox replied, “It was a spell of magic 
that appeared in your eyes as a lion;

مسخ ظاهر بود اهل سبت را
تا ببيند خلق ظاهر كبت را

از ره سر صد هزاران دگر
گشته از توبه شكستن خوك و خر

دوم بار آمدن روبه بر آن خر گريخته تا باز بفريبدش‏

پس بيامد زود روبه سوى خر
گفت خر از چون تو يارى الحذر

ناجوانمردا چه كردم من ترا
كه به پيش اژدها بردى مرا

موجب كين تو با جانم چه بود
غير خبث جوهر تو اى عنود
همچو كژدم كاو گزد پاى فتى
نارسيده از وى او را زحمتى‏

يا چو ديوى كاو عدوى جان ماست
نارسيده زحمتش از ما و كاست‏
بلكه طبعا خصم جان آدمى است
از هلاك آدمى در خرمى است‏

از پى هر آدمى او نسكلد
خو و طبع زشت خود او كى هلد

ز انكه خبث ذات او بى‏موجبى
هست سوى ظلم و عدوان جاذبى‏

هر زمان خواند ترا تا خرگهى
كه در اندازد ترا اندر چهى

كه فلان جا حوض آب است و عيون
تا در اندازد به حوضت سر نگون‏

آدمى را با همه وحى و نظر
اندر افكند آن لعين در شور و شر

بى‏گناهى بى‏گزند سابقى
كه رسد او را ز آدم ناحقى‏

گفت روبه آن طلسم سحر بود
كه ترا در چشم آن شيرى نمود
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Else I am punier in body than you, 
and I always feed there by night and day.

ور نه من از تو به تن مسكين‏ترم
كه شب و روز اندر آن جا مى‏چرم‏

If he had not wrought a spell of that kind, 
every famishing would have run there.

In a foodless world full of elephants and rhinoceroses how should 
the meadow have remained verdant without the protection of a spell?

Truly, I meant to tell you, by way of instruction, 
not to be afraid if you should see a terrible thing like that;

But I forgot to impart knowledge to you, 
because I was overwhelmed with grief and pity on your account.

I saw you were ravenously hungry and without food, 
I was making haste so that you might attain to the remedy;

Otherwise I would have explained the spell to you: 
it presents itself as an apparition, it is not a body.”

The reply of the ass to the fox.

“Listen,” cried the ass, “go, go from my presence, O enemy, 
that I may not see your face, O ugly one!

That God who made you ill-fated 
has made your ugly face detestable and impudent.

With what face do you come to me? 
The rhinoceros has not such a hard skin.

You manifestly attempted to shed my life-blood, 
saying, ‘I will guide you to the meadow,’

So that I beheld the face of Azrael; 
again you have brought cunning and plausible suggestion.

Though I am a disgrace to the asses or an ass, I am possessed of life, 
I have a vital spirit: how should I purchase this?

If a child had seen the pitiless horror that I saw, 
it would instantly have become old.

Deprived of heart and soul by dread of that awful object, 
I threw myself headlong from the mountain.

My legs were tied by terror 
as soon as I perceived that torment without barrier.

گر نه ز آن گونه طلسمى ساختى
هر شكم خوارى بدان جا تاختى‏
يك جهان بى‏نوا پر پيل و ارج

بى‏طلسمى كى بماندى سبز مرج‏
من ترا خود خواستم گفتن به درس

كه چنان هولى اگر بينى مترس‏
ليك رفت از ياد علم آموزى‏ات
كه بدم مستغرق دل سوزى‏ات‏
ديدمت در جوع كلب و بى‏نوا

مى‏شتابيدم كه آيى تا دوا
ور نه با تو گفتمى شرح طلسم
كان خيالى مى‏نمايد نيست جسم‏

جواب گفتن خر روباه را

گفت رو رو هين ز پيشم اى عدو
تا نبينم روى تو اى زشت رو
آن خدايى كه ترا بد بخت كرد

روى زشتت را كريه و سخت كرد
با كدامين روى مى‏آيى به من

اين چنين سغرى ندارد كرگدن‏
رفته‏اى در خون جانم آشكار

كه ترا من ره برم تا مرغزار
تا بديدم روى عزراييل را

باز آوردى فن و تسويل را
گر چه من ننگ خرانم يا خرم

جانورم جان دارم اين را كى خرم‏
آن چه من ديدم ز هول بى‏امان
طفل ديدى پير گشتى در زمان‏
بى‏دل و جان از نهيب آن شكوه

سر نگون خود را در افگندم ز كوه‏
بسته شد پايم در آن دم از نهيب
چون بديدم آن عذاب بى‏حجاب‏
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I made a promise to God, crying, 
‘O gracious One, do You free my legs from this bondage,

عهد كردم با خدا كاى ذو المنن
بر گشا زين بستگى تو پاى من‏

So that henceforth I may not listen to any one’s temptation: 
I promise, I vow, O Helper!’

Thereupon God loosed my legs 
because of my prayer and humble entreaty and indication;

Else the fierce lion would have overtaken me: 
how would an ass have fared in the grip of a lion?

Now the lion of the jungle has sent you to me again 
for the purpose of deceit, O evil companion that you are!”

I swear by the truth of the Holy Person of Allah, the Lord, 
that a malign snake is better than a malign friend.

The malign snake takes a soul from the man it has bitten; 
the malign friend leads him into the everlasting Fire.

Your heart secretly steals its disposition from the disposition of your 
companion, without speech and talk on his part.

When he casts his shadow over you, 
that unprincipled one steals away your principles from you.

If your reason has become a furious dragon, 
know that the evil companion is an emerald to it.

Through him the eye of your reason starts out: 
his thrusts deliver you into the hands of pestilence.

The answer of the fox to the ass.

The fox said, “There are no dregs in my pure liquor, 
but the illusions of imagination are not small.

All this is your imagination, O simpleton, 
for I bear no malice and rancour against you.

Do not regard me from your evil fancy: 
wherefore do you cherish ill thoughts against your lovers?

Think well of the sincere, 
even though unkindness come from them in appearance.

When this evil fancy and imagination is manifested, 
it severs a hundred thousand friends from one another.

تا ننوشم وسوسه‏ى كس بعد از اين
عهد كردم نذر كردم اى معين‏
حق گشاده كرد آن دم پاى من

ز آن دعا و زارى و ايماى من‏
ور نه اندر من رسيدى شير نر

چون بدى در زير پنجه‏ى شير خر
باز بفرستادت آن شير عرين

سوى من از مكر اى بئس القرين‏
حق ذات پاك اللَّهُ الصمد

كه بود به مار بد از يار بد
مار بد جانى ستاند از سليم

يار بد آرد سوى نار مقيم‏
از قرين بى‏قول و گفت و گوى او

خو بدزدد دل نهان از خوى او
چون كه او افكند بر تو سايه را
دزدد آن بى‏مايه از تو مايه را

عقل تو گر اژدهايى گشت مست
يار بد او را زمرد دان كه هست‏

ديده‏ى عقلت بدو بيرون جهد
طعن اوت اندر كف طاعون نهد

جواب گفتن روباه خر را

گفت روبه صاف ما را درد نيست
ليك تخييلات وهمى خرد نيست‏

اين همه وهم تو است اى ساده دل
ور نه بر تو نه غشى دارم نه غل‏
از خيال زشت خود منگر به من
بر محبان از چه دارى سوء ظن‏

ظن نيكو بر بر اخوان صفا
گر چه آيد ظاهر از ايشان جفا

اين خيال و وهم بد چون شد پديد
صد هزاران يار را از هم بريد
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If an affectionate has behaved unjustly and made a trial, 
understanding is needed to prevent one from thinking ill.

مشفقى گر كرد جور و امتحان
عقل بايد كه نباشد بد گمان‏

In particular, I, who have a bad name, was not evil-natured: 
what you saw was nothing evil; it was a magic spell;

And if, hypothetically, that purpose had been evil, 
friends pardon such a fault.”

The world of imagination and the phantom of hope and fear 
is a great obstacle to the traveller.

The pictures of this picture-making phantasy 
were harmful to one like Abraham, who was a mountain.

The noble Abraham said, “This is my Lord,” 
when he fell into the world of imagination.

That person who bored the pearl of interpretation, 
interpreted the mention of the star thus—

The world of imagination and blinding phantasy 
uprooted such a mountain from its foundation,

So that the words, “This is my Lord,” were uttered by him: 
what, must be the case with a goose or an ass?

Understandings as mountains have been submerged 
in the seas of imagination and the whirlpools of phantasy.

Mountains are put to shame by this Flood: 
where is any safety but in Noah’s Ark?

By this phantasy, which infests the road of Faith like a brigand, 
the followers of the Religion have become two and seventy sects.

The man of sure faith is delivered from imagination and phantasy: 
he does not call a hair of the eyebrow the new moon,

While he that has not the light of Umar as his support 
is waylaid by a crooked hair of the eyebrow.

A hundred thousand awful and terrible ships 
have been shattered to pieces in the sea of imagination.

The least the energetic and ingenious Pharaoh: 
his moon was eclipsed in the mansion of imagination.

Nobody knows who the cuckold is, 
and he that knows has no doubt concerning himself.

Since yours own imagination keeps you giddy-headed, 
wherefore should you revolve round the imagination of another?

خاصه من بد رگ نبودم زشت اسم
آن كه ديدى بد نبد بود آن طلسم‏

ور بدى بد آن سگالش قد را
عفو فرمايند ياران ز آن خطا
عالم وهم و خيال طمع و بيم

هست رهرو را يكى سدى عظيم‏
قشهاى اين خيال نقش بند

چون خليلى را كه كه بد شد گزند
گفت هذا رَبِّي ابراهيم راد

چون كه اندر عالم وهم اوفتاد
ذكر كوكب را چنين تاويل گفت
آن كسى كه گوهر تاويل سفت‏

عالم وهم و خيال چشم بند
آن چنان كه را ز جاى خويش كند

تا كه هذا رَبِّي آمد قال او
خربط و خر را چه باشد حال او
غرق گشته عقلهاى چون جبال

در بحار وهم و گرداب خيال‏
كوهها را هست زين طوفان فضوح

كو امانى جز كه در كشتى نوح‏
زين خيال ره زن راه يقين

گشت هفتاد و دو ملت اهل دين‏
مرد ايقان رست از وهم و خيال

موى ابرو را نمى‏گويد هلال‏
و آنكه نور عمرش نبود سند

موى ابروى كژى راهش زند
صد هزاران كشتى با هول و سهم

تخته تخته گشته در درياى وهم‏
كمترين فرعون چيست فيلسوف

ماه او در برج وهمى در خسوف‏
كس نداند روسپى زن كيست آن

وان كه داند نيستش بر خود گمان‏
چون ترا وهم تو دارد خيره سر
از چه گردى گرد وهم آن دگر

2660
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I am helpless against my own egoism: 
why have you, full of egoism, sat down beside me?

عاجزم من از منى خويشتن
چه نشستى پر منى تو پيش من‏

I am seeking with my soul one who is free from egoism, 
that I may become the ball of that goodly bat.

In truth anyone who has become without ego is all egos: 
when he is not loved by himself he becomes loved by all.

When a mirror becomes devoid of images, 
it gains splendour because it is the reporter of all images.

Story of Shaykh Muhammad Sar-razí of Ghazna, May God sanctify his spirit!

In Ghazna there was an ascetic, abounding in knowledge: 
his name was Muhammad and his title Sar-razí.

Every night he would break his fast with vine-tendrils (sar-i raz): 
during seven years he was continually in one quest.

He experienced many marvellous things from the King of existence, 
but his object was the beauty of the King.

That man who was surfeited with himself went to the top of a mountain 
and said, “Appear, or I will fall to the bottom.”

He said, “The time for that favour is not come, 
and if you fall down, you will not die: I will not kill you.”

He, from love, threw himself down: 
he fell into the depths of a body of water.

When he was not dead, on account of the shock that man who was sick of life 
made lament over himself for having been parted from death;

For this life seemed to him like a death: 
in his view the thing had become reversed.

He was begging death from the Unseen, he was crying, 
“Verily, my life is in my death.”

He had embraced death as life, 
he had become in full accord with the destruction of his life.

As Alí, the sword and dagger were his sweet basil, 
the narcissus and eglantine were his soul’s enemies.

بى‏من و مايى همى‏جويم به جان
تا شوم من گوى آن خوش صولجان‏

هر كه بى‏من شد همه منها خود اوست
دوست جمله شد چو خود را نيست دوست‏

آينه بى‏نقش شد يابد بها
ز انكه شد حاكى جمله‏ى نقشها

حكايت شيخ محمد سر رزى غزنوى قدس اللَّه سره‏

زاهدى در غزنى از دانش مزى
بد محمد نام و كنيت سر رزى‏
بود افطارش سر رز هر شبى
هفت سال او دايم اندر مطلبى‏
بس عجايب ديد از شاه وجود
ليك مقصودش جمال شاه بود

بر سر كه رفت آن از خويش سير
گفت بنما يا فتادم من به زير
گفت نامد مهلت آن مكرمت

ور فرو افتى نميرى نكشمت‏
او فرو افكند خود را از وداد

در ميان عمق آبى اوفتاد
چون نمرد از نكس آن جان سير مرد

از فراق مرگ بر خود نوحه كرد
كاين حيات او را چو مرگى مى‏نمود

كار پيشش باژگونه گشته بود
موت را از غيب مى‏كرد او كدى

ان فى موتى حياتى مى‏زدى‏
موت را چون زندگى قابل شده

با هلاك جان خود يكدل شده‏
سيف و خنجر چون على ريحان او

نرگس و نسرين عدوى جان او
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A Voice came, “Go from the desert to the city”— 
a wondrous Voice transcending the occult and the manifest.

بانگ آمد رو ز صحرا سوى شهر
بانگ طرفه از وراى سر و جهر

He cried, “O You that know my secret, hair by hair, 
tell me, what service am I to do in the city?”

The Voice said, “The service is this, that for the purpose of self abasement 
you should make yourself Abbas (the seller) of date-syrup.

For a while take money from the rich 
and then deliver it to the lowly poor.

This is the service you must do for some time.” 
He replied, “To hear is to obey, O You who art my soul’s refuge.”

Many questions and answers and much conversation 
passed between the ascetic and the Lord of mankind,

Whereby earth and heaven were filled with light: 
all that is recorded in the Maqálát;

But I will cut short that dialogue, 
in order that every worthless person may not hear mysteries.

How after many years the Shaykh came from the desert to the city of Ghazna 
and carried round the basket in obedience to the behest from the Unseen and distributed 

amongst the poor all that was collected. “When any one possesses the spirit of the glory of Labbayka, 
letter on letter and messenger after messenger are,” as the window of a house is open, 
sunbeams and moonbeams and rain and letters and so forth never cease coming in.

That obedient to the command turned his face towards the city; 
the city of Ghazna became illumined by his face.

A multitude joyfully went out to meet him; 
he entered in haste and furtively.

All the notables and grandees rose up 
and made their palaces ready to receive him,

He said, “I do not come from self-advertisement: 
I come not save in humility and beggary.

I have no intention of talking and discoursing: 
I will go about from door to door with a basket in my hand.

گفت اى داناى رازم مو به مو
چه كنم در شهر از خدمت بگو
گفت خدمت آن كه بهر ذل نفس

خويش را سازى تو چون عباس دبس‏
مدتى از اغنيا زر مى‏ستان

پس به درويشان مسكين مى‏رسان‏
خدمتت اين است تا يك چند گاه
گفت سمعا طاعه اى جان پناه‏

بس سؤال و بس جواب و ماجرا
بد ميان زاهد و رب الورى‏

كه زمين و آسمان پر نور شد
در مقالات آن همه مذكور شد

ليك كوته كردم آن گفتار را
تا ننوشد هر خسى اسرار را

آمدن شيخ بعد از چندين سال از بيابان به شهر غزنين و زنبيل گردانيدن به اشارت غيبى و تفرقه 
كردن آن چه جمع آيد بر فقرا

هر كه را جان عز لبيك است           نامه بر نامه پيك بر پيك است‏ 
چنان كه روزن خانه باز باشد آفتاب و ماهتاب و باران و نامه و غيره منقطع نباشد

رو به شهر آورد آن فرمان پذير
شهر غزنين گشت از رويش منير

از فرح خلقى به استقبال رفت
او در آمد از ره دزديده تفت‏

جمله اعيان و مهان برخاستند
قصرها از بهر او آراستند

گفت من از خود نمايى نامدم
جز به خوارى و گدايى نامدم‏
نيستم در عزم قال و قيل من

در به در گردم به كف زنبيل من‏
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I am devoted to the edict, for it is commanded by God 
that I should be a beggar, a beggar, a beggar.

بنده فرمانم كه امر است از خدا
كه گدا باشم گدا باشم گدا

I will not use choice expressions in begging: 
I will tread the way of none but the vile beggars,

That I may be completely overwhelmed with abasement, 
and that I may hear abusive words from high and low.

God’s command is my soul, and I am its follower: 
He has commanded me to be covetous, base is he that covets.’

Since the Sultan of the Judgement desires covetousness from me, 
dust on the head of contentment henceforth!

He has desired covetousness: how should I be ambitious of glory? 
He has desired beggary: how should I exercise sovereignty?

Henceforth beggary and abasement are my soul: 
in my wallet are twenty ‘Abbas.”

The Shaykh would go about, with a basket in his hand, saying, 
“Give something, Sir, for God’s sake, if He prompts you.”

His inward experiences were higher than the Footstool and the Throne; 
his business was, “Something for God’s sake, something for God’s sake!”

The prophets, every one, ply this same trade: 
the people are destitute, they practise beggary,

Crying, “Lend to God, lend to God,” 
and persevering contrarily in “Help God!”

This Shaykh is going as a suppliant from door to door, 
in Heaven a hundred doors are opened for the Shaykh,

Because the beggary that he practiced diligently 
was for the sake of God, not for the sake of his gullet;

And even if he had done it for the sake of his gullet, 
that gullet has exorbitance by the Light of God.

As regards him, the eating of bread and honey and the drinking of milk 
is better than the forty days’ seclusion and the three days’ fast of a hundred 
dervishes.

He eats Light; do not say he eats bread: 
he sows anemones in appearance he feeds.

Like the flame that consumes the oil in a candle, 
from his eating and drinking there is an increase of light for the company.

God has said, “Be not immoderate,” in reference to the eating of bread; 
He has not said, “Be satisfied,” in reference to the eating of Light.

در گدايى لفظ نادر ناورم
جز طريق خس گدايان نسپرم‏
تا شوم غرقه‏ى مذلت من تمام

تا سقطها بشنوم از خاص و عام‏
امر حق جان است و من آن را تبع

او طمع فرمود ذل من طمع‏
چون طمع خواهد ز من سلطان دين

خاك بر فرق قناعت بعد از اين‏
او مذلت خواست كى عزت تنم

او گدايى خواست كى ميرى كنم‏
بعد از اين كد و مذلت جان من

بيست عباس‏اند در انبان من‏
شيخ بر مى‏گشت و زنبيلى به دست

شى‏ء لله خواجه توفيقيت هست‏
برتر از كرسى و عرش اسرار او

شى‏ء لله شى‏ء لله كار او
انبيا هر يك همين فن مى‏زنند

خلق مفلس كديه ايشان مى‏كنند
أَقْرَضُوا اللَّهَ أَقْرِضُوا اللَّهَ مى‏زنند
باژگون بر انصروا اللَّه مى‏تنند

دربدر اين شيخ مى‏آرد نياز
بر فلك صد در براى شيخ باز

كان گدايى كان به جد مى‏كرد او
بهر يزدان بود نز بهر گلو
ور بكردى نيز از بهر گلو

آن گلو از نور حق دارد غلو
در حق او خورد نان و شهد و شير
به ز چله وز سه روزه‏ى صد فقير

نور مى‏نوشد مگو نان مى‏خورد
لاله مى‏كارد به صورت مى‏چرد

چون شرارى كاو خورد روغن ز شمع
نور افزايد ز خوردش بهر جمع‏

نان خورى را گفت حق لا تسرفوا
نور خوردن را نگفته‏ست اكتفوا
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The former was the gullet subject to probation, while this gullet 
was free from immoderation and secure from exorbitance.

آن گلوى ابتلا بد وين گلو
فارغ از اسراف و ايمن از غلو

It was the command and order, not greed and cupidity: 
a spirit like that is not a follower of greed.

If the elixir say to the copper, “Give yourself up to me,” 
cupidity does not prevail.

God had offered to the Shaykh 
the treasures of the earth down to the seventh tier;

The Shaykh said, “O Creator, I am a lover: 
if I seek aught but You, I am impious.

If I should bring into view the Eight Paradises, 
or if I should serve You from fear of Hell,

I am a believer seeking salvation, 
for both these are concerned with the body.”

A hundred bodies are not worth a bean in the eyes of the lover 
who has received nutriment from God’s love;

And this body which the Shaykh of insight possesses 
has become something different: do not call it a body.

In love with God’s love and then a wage! 
A trusted Gabriel and then a thief !

In the eyes of that wretched lover of Layla 
the kingdom of the world was a vegetable.

Earth and gold were alike in his eyes. 
What of gold? His life had no value.

Lions and wolves and wild beasts were acquainted with him 
and gathered round him like kinsfolk,

That this man had become entirely purged of animality 
and filled with love and that his flesh and fat were poisonous.

The sweets scattered by Reason are poison to the wild beast, 
because the good of good is antagonistic to evil.

The wild beast dare not devour the flesh of the lover: 
Love is known both to the good and the evil;

And if the wild beast devours him even metaphorically, 
the lover’s flesh will become poison and kill him.

Everything except love is devoured by Love: 
to the beak of Love the two worlds are a single grain.

امر و فرمان بود نه حرص و طمع
آن چنان جان حرص را نبود تبع‏

گر بگويد كيميا مس را بده
تو به من خود را طمع نبود فره‏

گنجهاى خاك تا هفتم طبق
عرضه كرده بود پيش شيخ حق‏

شيخ گفتا خالقا من عاشقم
گر بجويم غير تو من فاسقم‏

هشت جنت گر در آرم در نظر
ور كنم خدمت من از خوف سقر

مومنى باشم سلامت جوى من
ز انكه اين هر دو بود حظ بدن‏

عاشقى كز عشق يزدان خورد قوت
صد بدن پيشش نيرزد تره توت‏
وين بدن كه دارد آن شيخ فطن

چيز ديگر گشت كم خوانش بدن‏
عاشق عشق خدا و آن گاه مزد

جبرئيل موتمن و آن گاه دزد
عاشق آن ليلى كور و كبود

ملك عالم پيش او يك تره بود
پيش او يكسان شده بد خاك و زر
زر چه باشد كه نبد جان را خطر

شير و گرگ و دد از او واقف شده
همچو خويشان گرد او گرد آمده‏

كاين شده‏ست از خوى حيوان پاك پاك
پر ز عشق و لحم و شحمش زهرناك‏

زهر دد باشد شكر ريز خرد
ز انكه نيك نيك باشد ضد بد

لحم عاشق را نيارد خورد دد
عشق معروف است پيش نيك و بد

ور خورد خود فى المثل دام و ددش
گوشت عاشق زهر گردد بكشدش‏

هر چه جز عشق است شد مأكول عشق
دو جهان يك دانه پيش نول عشق‏

2725
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Does a grain ever devour the bird? 
Does the manger ever feed on the horse?

دانه‏اى مر مرغ را هرگز خورد
كاهدان مر اسب را هرگز چرد

Do service, that perchance you may become a lover: 
service is a means of gaining Love: it comes into action.

The servant desires to be freed from Fortune; 
the lover nevermore desires to be free.

The servant is always seeking a robe of honour and a stipend; 
the entire lover’s robe of honour is his vision of the Beloved.

Love is not contained in speech and hearing: 
Love is an ocean whereof the depth is invisible.

The drops of the sea cannot be numbered: 
the Seven Seas are petty in comparison with that Ocean.

This discourse has no end. 
Return, O reader, to the story of the Shaykh of the time.

On the meaning of  “But for you, I would not have created the heavens.”

A Shaykh like this became a beggar from street to street. 
Love is reckless: beware!

Love makes the sea boil like a kettle; 
Love crumbles the mountain like sand;

Love cleaves the sky with a hundred clefts; 
Love unconscionably makes the earth to tremble.

The pure Love was united with Mohammed: 
for Love’s sake God said to him, “But for you.”

Since he alone was the ultimate goal in Love, 
therefore God singled him out from the prophets,

“Had it not been for pure Love’s sake, 
how should I have bestowed an existence on the heavens?

I have lifted up the lofty celestial sphere, 
that you may apprehend the sublimity of Love.

Other benefits come from the celestial sphere: 
it is like the egg, these are consequential, like the chick.

بندگى كن تا شوى عاشق لعل
بندگى كسبى است آيد در عمل‏

بنده آزادى طمع دارد ز جد
عاشق آزادى نخواهد تا ابد

بنده دايم خلعت و ادرار جوست
خلعت عاشق همه ديدار دوست‏

در نگنجد عشق در گفت و شنيد
عشق دريايى است قعرش ناپديد

قطره‏هاى بحر را نتوان شمرد
هفت دريا پيش آن بحر است خرد

اين سخن پايان ندارد اى فلان
باز رو در قصه‏ى شيخ زمان

در معنى لولاك لما خلقت الافلاك‏

شد چنين شيخى گدايى كو به كو
عشق آمد لا ابالى اتقوا

عشق جوشد بحر را مانند ديگ
عشق سايد كوه را مانند ريگ‏

عشق بشكافد فلك را صد شكاف
عشق لرزاند زمين را از گزاف‏

با محمد بود عشق پاك جفت
بهر عشق او را خدا لولاك گفت‏
منتهى در عشق چون او بود فرد

پس مر او را ز انبيا تخصيص كرد
گر نبودى بهر عشق پاك را
كى وجودى دادمى افلاك را
من بدان افراشتم چرخ سنى
تا علو عشق را فهمى كنى‏
منفعتهاى دگر آيد ز چرخ

آن چو بيضه تابع آيد اين چو فرخ‏
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I have made the earth altogether lowly, 
that you may gain some notion of the lowliness of lovers.

خاك را من خوار كردم يك سرى
تا ز خوارى عاشقان بويى برى‏

We have given greenness and freshness to the earth, 
that you may become acquainted with the transmutation of the dervish.”

These firm-set mountains describe to you 
the state of lovers in steadfastness,

Although that is a reality, while this is an image, O son, 
in order that he may bring it nearer to your understanding.

They liken anguish to thorns; it is not that, 
but they do so as a means of arousing attention.

When they called a hard heart “stony,” that was inappropriate, 
they made it serve as a similitude.

The archetype of that is inconceivable: put the blame 
on your conceptual faculty, and do not regard it as nonexistent.

How the Shaykh, in obedience to the intimation from the Unseen, went with his basket 
four times in one day to the house of a certain Amír for the purpose of begging; 

and how the Amír rebuked him for his impudence, and how he excused himself to the Amír.

One day the Shaykh went four times to the palace of an Amír, 
in order to beg like a dervish,

A basket in his hand, crying, “Something for God’s sake! 
The Creator of the soul is seeking a piece of bread.”

It is preposterous, O son: 
it makes even Universal Reason giddy-headed.

When the Amír saw him, he said to him, “O impudent man, 
I will tell you something, do not fasten on me the name of miser.

What callousness and effrontery and behaviour is this 
that you come in four times in one day?

Who here is attached to you, Shaykh? 
Never have I seen a sturdy beggar like you.

You have brought beggars into contempt and disgrace: 
what abominable importunity, worthy of Abbas, is this that you have shown!

خاك را داديم سبزى و نوى
تا ز تبديل فقير آگه شوى‏

با تو گويند اين جبال راسيات
وصف حال عاشقان اندر ثبات‏

گر چه آن معنى است و اين نقش اى پسر
تا به فهم تو كند نزديك‏تر

غصه را با خار تشبيهى كنند
آن نباشد ليك تنبيهى كنند

آن دل قاسى كه سنگش خواندند
نامناسب بد مثالى راندند

در تصور در نيايد عين آن
عيب بر تصوير نه نفيش مدان‏

رفتن آن شيخ در خانه‏ى اميرى بهر كديه روزى چهار بار با زنبيل به اشارت غيب و عتاب كردن 
امير او را بدان وقاحت و عذر گفتن او امير را

شيخ روزى چار كرت چون فقير
بهر كديه رفت در قصر امير

در كفش زنبيل و شى‏ء لله زنان
خالق جان مى‏بجويد تاى نان‏
نعلهاى باژگونه‏ست اى پسر

عقل كلى را كند هم خيره سر
چون اميرش ديد گفتش اى وقيح

گويمت چيزى منه نامم شحيح‏
اين چه سغرى و چه روى است و چه كار

كه به روزى اندر آيى چار بار
كيست اينجا شيخ اندر بند تو

من نديدم نر گدا مانند تو
حرمت و آب گدايان برده‏اى

اين چه عباسى زشت آورده‏اى‏
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Abbas, the seller of date-syrup is your groom: 
may no freethinker (mulhid) have such an ill-starred soul!”

غاشيه بر دوش تو عباس دبس
هيچ ملحد را مباد اين نفس نحس‏

He replied, “O Amír, I am devoted to the command. Be silent! 
You are not acquainted with my fire: do not boil so much!

Had I found in myself any greed for bread, 
I would have ripped my bread craving belly.

During seven years, by the ardour of Love that cooks the body, 
I have eaten vine-leaves in the wilderness,

So that, from my eating withered and fresh leaves, 
this bodily colour of mine had turned green.”

So long as you art in the veil of the Father of mankind, 
do not look slightingly on the lovers.

The acute men who have split hairs and with their soul 
have apprehended the science of astronomy,

And the sciences of sorcery and magic and philosophy, 
and, though they do not know with real knowledge,

Yet have endeavoured as far as they possibly can, 
and have surpassed all their rivals—

Love was jealous and withdrew from them: 
such a Sun became invisible to them.

How did such a Sun withdraw its face from the light of an eye 
that observed a star in the daytime?

Abandon this; listen, accept my counsel: 
regard the lovers with the eye of love.

Their time is precious and their souls are on the watch for the Beloved: 
at that moment they cannot excuse themselves to you.

Apprehend their real state, do not be dependent on their words, 
and do not wound the breasts of the lovers.

Have not you formed a bad opinion of this enthusiasm? 
Do not abandon prudence, always act with caution;

It is either necessary or allowable or absurd: 
take this middle course in prudence, O interferer.

گفت اميرا بنده فرمانم خموش
ز آتشم آگه نه‏اى چندين مجوش‏

بهر نان در خويش حرصى ديدمى
اشكم نان خواه را بدريدمى‏

هفت سال از سوز عشق جسم پز
در بيابان خورده‏ام من برگ رز
تا ز برگ خشك و تازه خوردنم

سبز گشته بود اين رنگ تنم‏
تا تو باشى در حجاب بو البشر
سرسرى در عاشقان كمتر نگر

زيركان كه مويها بشكافتند
علم هيات را به جان دريافتند
علم نيرنجات و سحر و فلسفه
گر چه نشناسند حق المعرفه‏
ليك كوشيدند تا امكان خود

بر گذشتند از همه اقران خود
عشق غيرت كرد و ز يشان در كشيد

شد چنين خورشيد ز يشان ناپديد
نور چشمى كاو به روز استاره ديد

آفتابى چون از او رو در كشيد
زين گذر كن پند من بپذير هين

عاشقان را تو به چشم عشق بين‏
وقت نازك باشد و جان در رصد
با تو نتوان گفت آن دم عذر خود

فهم كن موقوف آن گفتن مباش
سينه‏هاى عاشقان را كم خراش‏
نه گمانى برده‏اى تو زين نشاط

حزم را مگذار مى‏كن احتياط
واجب است و جايز است و مستحيل
اين وسط را گير در حزم اى دخيل‏
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گريان شدن امير از نصيحت شيخ و عكس صدق او و ايثار كردن مخزن بعد از آن گستاخى و 
استعصام شيخ و قبول ناكردن و گفتن كه من بى‏اشارتى نيارم تصرفى كردن‏

How the admonition of the Shaykh and the reflection of his sincerity moved the Amír to weep; 
and how after that irreverence he gave up his treasury; and how the Shaykh preserved himself 

and refused to accept and said, “I cannot take any action in the absence of intimation.”

He said this and began to weep with ecstatic cries, 
the tears rolling hither and there down his cheeks.

His sincerity touched the Amír’s heart: 
Love is ever cooking a wondrous pot full.

The sincerity of the lover affects an inanimate thing: what wonder 
if it makes an impression on the mind of one possessed of knowledge?

The sincerity of Moses made an impression on the rod and the mountain; 
no, on the majestic sea.

The sincerity of Ahmad made an impression on the beauty of the moon; 
no, it stopped the course of the shining sun.

With face turned to face in lamentation, 
both the Amír and the Dervish had fallen to weeping.

After they had wept much for a while, the Amír said to him, 
“Arise, O worthy man,

And choose from the Treasury whatever you will, 
albeit you deserve a hundred such.

The house is yours: choose anything you desire, 
in truth the two worlds are little.”

He replied, “I have not been given permission 
to pick out anything with my own hand.

I cannot of my own accord commit such impertinence 
as to intrude in this way like an interloper.”

He made this excuse and took his leave: 
what prevented was (the fact) that the munificence was not sincere.

Was it not that it was sincere and unmixed with rancour and wrath? 
Every type of sincerity did not come into the Shaykh’s consideration.

He said, “God has so commanded me, saying, 
‘Go as a beggar and ask for a piece of bread.’”

اين بگفت و گريه در شد هاى هاى
اشك غلطان بر رخ او جاى جاى‏

صدق او هم بر ضمير مير زد
عشق هر دم طرفه ديگى مى‏پزد

صدق عاشق بر جمادى مى‏تند
چه عجب گر بر دل دانا زند

صدق موسى بر عصا و كوه زد
بلكه بر درياى پر اشكوه زد
صدق احمد بر جمال ماه زد

بلكه بر خورشيد رخشان راه زد
رو به رو آورده هر دو در نفير
گشته گريان هم امير و هم فقير

ساعتى بسيار چون بگريستند
گفت مير او را كه خيز اى ارجمند
هر چه خواهى از خزانه بر گزين
گر چه استحقاق دارى صد چنين‏
خانه آن تست هر چت ميل هست

بر گزين خود هر دو عالم اندك است‏
گفت دستورى ندادندم چنين

كه به دست خويش چيزى بر گزين‏
من ز خود نتوانم اين كردن فضول

كه كنم من اين دخيلانه دخول‏
اين بهانه كرد و مهره در ربود

مانع آن بد كان عطا صادق نبود
نه كه صادق بود و پاك از غل و خشم

شيخ را هر صدق مى‏نامد به چشم‏
گفت فرمانم چنين داده ست اله

كه گدايانه برو نانى بخواه‏
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اشارت آمدن از غيب به شيخ كه اين دو سال به فرمان ما بستدى و بدادى بعد از اين بده و مستان 
دست در زير حصير مى‏كن كه آن را چون انبان بو هريره كرديم در حق تو هر چه خواهى بيابى تا 
يقين شود عالميان را كه وراى اين عالمى است كه خاك به كف گيرى زر شود مرده در او آيد زنده 
شود نحس اكبر در وى آيد سعد اكبر شود كفر در او آيد ايمان گردد زهر در او آيد ترياق شود، نه 

داخل اين عالم است و نه خارج اين عالم نه تحت و نه فوق نه متصل نه منفصل بى‏چون و بى‏چگونه، 
هر دم از او هزاران اثر و نمونه ظاهر مى‏شود، چنان كه صنعت دست با صورت دست و غمزه‏ى 
چشم با صورت چشم و فصاحت زبان با صورت زبان نه داخل است و نه خارج او نه متصل و نه 

منفصل، و العاقل يكفيه الاشاره‏

How the intimation came to the Shaykh from the Unseen: “During these two years you have taken 
and given by Our command; henceforth give but do not take; always put your hand under the mat 

which on your behalf We have made to be like the wallet of Abu Hurayra, and you will find whatever 
you may desire.” that the people of the world may gain certainty that beyond this is a world where, 

if you take a handful of earth, it will turn to gold; if a dead man enter it he will become living; if the 
most ill-starred enter it he will become the most fortunate; if infidelity enters there, it will become 

faith; if poison enter therein, it will become an antidote. It is neither inside of this world nor outside; 
neither beneath it nor above it; neither joined with it nor separate from it: it is devoid of quality and 

relation. At every moment thousands of signs and types are displayed by it. As manual skill to the 
form of the hand, or glances of the eye to the form of the eye, or eloquence of the tongue 

to the form of the tongue,: it is neither inside of it nor outside, neither joined with it nor separate. 
And indication is sufficient for a person of intelligence.

For two years that man of accomplishment carried on this business; 
after that the command came to him from the Creator—

“Henceforth continue to give, but do not beg from any one: 
We from the Unseen World have bestowed on you this power.

Whoever begs of you, from one to a thousand, 
put your hand beneath a mat and produce.

Listen, give from the incalculable treasure of Divine mercy: 
in your hand earth will become gold: give!

Give whatever they ask of you: have no anxiety as to that: 
know that the bounty of God is more than more.

In Our bounty there is no retrenchment or reduction; 
no sorrow or regret for this generosity.

Put your hand beneath the mat, O trusted man, 
in order to blindfold the evil eye.

Fill your fist, therefore, from beneath the mat 
and give into the hand of the beggar whose back is broken.

تا دو سال اين كار كرد آن مرد كار
بعد از آن امر آمدش از كردگار

بعد از اين مى ده ولى از كس مخواه
ما بداديمت ز غيب اين دستگاه‏

هر كه خواهد از تو از يك تا هزار
دست در زير حصيرى كن بر آر

هين ز گنج رحمت بى‏مر بده
در كف تو خاك گردد زر بده‏

هر چه خواهندت بده منديش از آن
داد يزدان را تو بيش از بيش دان

در عطاى ما نه تحشير و نه كم
نه پشيمانى نه حسرت زين كرم‏

دست زير بوريا كن اى سند
از براى روى پوش چشم بد

پس ز زير بوريا پر كن تو مشت
ده به دست سائل بشكسته پشت‏



185

2805

2795

2800

Henceforth give from the wage that is not grudged: 
give the hidden pearl to everyone who desires it.

بعد از اين از اجر ناممنون بده
هر كه خواهد گوهر مكنون بده‏

Go; be the Hand of God is above their hands: 
do you, like the Hand of God, scatter the daily bread recklessly.

Release those in debt from their responsibility: 
like rain, make the carpet of the world green.”

During another year this was his work, that he was always giving gold 
from the purse of the Lord of the Judgement.

The black earth turned into gold in his hand: 
beside him Hatím of Tayyi was a beggar.

How the Shaykh knew the unspoken thoughts of those who begged of him and the sums 
owed by the debtors without their telling him, which is a sign of, 

“Go forth with My attributes unto My creatures.”

If a dervish said nothing about his need, 
he would give and would know his secret thought;

He would give that bent-backed one the amount that he had in mind, 
neither more nor less.

Then they would ask, “How did you know, 
uncle that he was thinking of this amount?”

He would reply: “My heart’s house is empty: 
it is void of beggary, like Paradise.

There is no work in it except love of God: 
there is no inhabitant except the idea of union with Him.

I have swept the house clean of good and evil: 
my house is filled with love of the One.

When I see in it anything other than God, 
it is not mine but is reflected from the beggar.”

If a date-palm or a cluster of dates has appeared in a piece of water,
it is only the reflection from the tree outside.

If you see a form at the bottom of the water, 
that image is reflected from outside, O youth;

But it is necessary to cleanse the canal, 
the body, until the water is cleared of scum,

رو يَدُ اللَّهِ فَوْقَ أَيْدِيهِمْ تو باش
همچو دست حق گزافى رزق پاش

وام داران را ز عهده وا رهان
همچو باران سبز كن فرش جهان‏

بود يك سال دگر كارش همين
كه بدادى زر ز كيسه‏ى رب دين‏

زر شدى خاك سيه اندر كفش
حاتم طايى گدايى در صفش‏

دانستن شيخ ضمير سائل را بى‏گفتن و دانستن قدر وام وام داران بى‏گفتن كه نشان آن باشد كه اخرج 
بصفاتى الى خلقى‏

حاجت خود گر نگفتى آن فقير
او بدادى و بدانستى ضمير

آن چه در دل داشتى آن پشت خم
قدر آن دادى بدو نه بيش و كم‏
پس بگفتندى چه دانستى كه او
اين قدر انديشه دارد اى عمو

او بگفتى خانه‏ى دل خلوت است
خالى از كديه مثال جنت است‏

اندر او جز عشق يزدان كار نيست
جز خيال وصل او ديار نيست‏
خانه را من روفتم از نيك و بد

خانه‏ام پرست از عشق احد
هر چه بينم اندر او غير خدا

آن من نبود بود عكس گدا
گر در آيى نخل يا عرجون نمود
جز ز عكس نخله‏ى بيرون نبود

در تگ آب ار ببينى صورتى
عكس بيرون باشد آن نقش اى فتى‏

ليك تا آب از قذى خالى‏شدن
تنقيه شرط است در جوى بدن‏
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In order that no obscurity and rubbish may remain therein and that it may 
become trustworthy and that the reflection of the aspect may appear.

تا نماند تيرگى و خس در او
تا امين گردد نمايد عكس رو

Where in your body is aught but muddy water, O you who are destitute? 
Make the water pure from mud, O enemy of the heart.

By sleeping and eating and drinking 
you are ever intent on pouring into this canal more earth.

The means of knowing people’s hidden thoughts.

When the heart of that water is void of these, 
does the reflection of the aspects dart into the water.

Therefore, unless your interior has been purified, 
the house is full of demons and monsters and wild beasts,

O ass that has obstinately remained in asininity, 
how will you get scent of the breaths which resemble those of the Messiah?

If a phantasy appears, how will you know 
from what hiding-place it springs forth?

Before phantasies are swept from the inward part, 
the body will become as a phantasy in renunciation.

How the cunning of the fox prevailed over the attempt of the ass to preserve himself 
from falling into temptation.

The ass strove long and argued against him, 
but ravenous hunger never quitted the ass.

Greed prevailed, and his self-restraint was weak: 
many are the gullets that are cut by love of the loaf.

From the Messenger to whom the realities revealed themselves 
has come down, “Poverty is near being infidelity.”

The ass had been made prisoner by hunger: he said, 
“If it is a plot, what then? Suppose I am dead once and for all,

At any rate I shall be delivered from this torment of hunger: 
if this is life, I am better dead.”

جز گلابه در تنت كو اى مقل
آب صافى كن ز گل اى خصم دل‏

تو بر آنى هر دمى كز خواب‏و خور
خاك ريزى اندر اين جو بيشتر

سبب دانستن ضميرهاى خلق‏

چون دل آن آب زينها خالى است
عكس روها از برون در آب جست‏

پس ترا باطن مصفا ناشده
خانه پر از ديو و نسناس و دده‏

اى خرى ز استيزه مانده در خرى
كى ز ارواح مسيحى بو برى‏
كى شناسى گر خيالى سر كند
كز كدامين مكمنى سر بر كند

چون خيالى مى‏شود در زهد تن
تا خيالات از درونه روفتن‏

غالب شدن مكر روبه بر استعصام خر

خر بسى كوشيد و او را دفع گفت
ليك جوع الكلب با خر بود جفت‏

غالب آمد حرص و صبرش بد ضعيف
بس گلوها كه برد عشق رغيف‏

ز آن رسولى كش حقايق داد دست
كاد فقر ان يكون كفر آمده‏ست‏

گشته بود آن خر مجاعت را اسير
گفت اگر مكر است يك ره مرده گير

زين عذاب جوع بارى وا رهم
گر حيات اين است من مرده به‏ام‏
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If at first the ass repented and swore, in the end, 
because of his asininity, he made a lapse.

گر خر اول توبه و سوگند خورد
عاقبت هم از خرى خبطى بكرد

Greed makes one blind and foolish and ignorant: 
to fools it makes death easy;

Death is not easy to the souls of asses 
who do not possess the splendour of the everlasting soul.

Since the ass does not possess the everlasting soul, he is damned: 
his boldness in death is the result of folly.

Endeavour that your soul may become immortal, 
so that on the day of death you will have a store.

Again, he had no confidence in the Provider 
that He would scatter over him largesse from the Unseen.

Until now, the Divine Bounty had not kept him without the daily provision, 
though at times He subjected his body to a hunger.

Were hunger absent, in consequence of indigestion 
a hundred other afflictions would raise their heads in you.

Truly the affliction of hunger is better than those maladies 
in respect both of its subtlety and its lightness and work.

The affliction of hunger is purer than afflictions, 
especially in hunger there are a hundred advantages and excellences.

Explaining the excellence of abstinence and hunger

Indeed hunger is the king of medicines: listen, 
lay hunger to your heart, and do not regard it with such contempt.

Everything sour is made sweet by hunger: 
without hunger all sweet things are unacceptable.

Parable.

A certain person was eating bread made of bran: 
someone asked him, “How are you so fond of this?”

He replied, “When hunger is doubled by self-denial, 
barley bread is halwá in my opinion;

حرص كور و احمق و نادان كند
مرگ را بر احمقان آسان كند

نيست آسان مرگ بر جان خران
كه ندارند آب جان جاودان‏

چون ندارد جان جاويد او شقى است
جرات او بر اجل از احمقى است‏

جهد كن تا جان مخلد گرددت
تا به روز مرگ برگى باشدت

اعتمادش نيز بر رازق نبود
كه بر افشاند بر او از غيب جود
تا كنونش فضل بى‏روزى نداشت

گر چه گه گه بر تنش جوعى گماشت‏
گر نباشد جوع صد رنج دگر

از پى هيضه بر آرد از تو سر
رنج جوع اولى بود خود ز آن علل
هم به لطف و هم به خفت هم عمل‏

رنج جوع از رنجها پاكيزه‏تر
خاصه در جوع است صد نفع و هنر

در بيان فضيلت احتما و جوع‏

جوع خود سلطان داروهاست هين
جوع در جان نه چنين خوارش مبين‏

جمله ناخوش از مجاعت خوش شده‏ست
جمله خوشها بى‏مجاعتها رد است‏

آن يكى مى‏خورد نان فخفره
گفت سائل چون بدين استت شره‏

گفت جوع از صبر چون دو تا شود
نان جو در پيش من حلوا شود
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Therefore when I deny myself once, I can eat halwá entirely, 
of course I am very self-denying.”

پس توانم كه همه حلوا خورم
چون كنم صبرى صبورم لا جرم‏

Hunger, in truth, is not conquered by everyone, 
for this is a place where fodder is abundant beyond measure.

Hunger is bestowed as a gift on God’s elect, 
that through hunger they may become puissant lions.

How should hunger be bestowed on every beggarly churl? 
Since the fodder is not scarce they set it before him,

Saying, “Eat! This is all you are worth: 
you are not a waterfowl, you are a bread-fowl.”

Story of the disciple of whose greediness and secret thoughts his Shaykh became aware. 
He admonished him with his tongue and in the course of his admonition bestowed on him, 

by Divine command, the food of trust in God.

The Shaykh, accompanied by a disciple, was going without delay 
towards a certain town where bread was scarce,

And the dread of hunger and famine was continually presenting itself 
to the disciple’s mind on account of his heedlessness.

The Shaykh was aware and acquainted with his secret thoughts: 
he said to him, “How long will you remain in torment?

You are consumed because of your craving for bread: 
you have closed the eye of self-denial and trust in God.

You are not of the honoured favourites 
that you should be kept without walnuts and raisins.

Hunger is the daily bread of the souls of God’s elect: 
how is it amenable to a beggarly fool like you?

Be at ease: you are not of those, 
so that you should tarry without bread in this kitchen.”

There are always bowls on bowls and loaves on loaves 
for these vulgar belly-gods.

When he dies, the bread comes forward, saying, 
“O you who did kill yourself from fear of having no food,

You are gone, the bread is still there: arise and take it, 
O you who did kill yourself in agony!”

خود نباشد جوع هر كس را زبون
كاين علف زارى است ز اندازه برون‏

جوع مر خاصان حق را داده‏اند
تا شوند از جوع شير زورمند

جوع هر جلف گدا را كى دهند
چون علف كم نيست پيش او نهند

كه بخور كه هم بدين ارزانيى
تو نه اى مرغاب مرغ نانيى‏

حكايت مريدى كه شيخ از حرص و ضمير او واقف شد او را نصيحت كرد به زبان و در ضمن 
نصيحت قوت توكل بخشيدش به امر حق‏

شيخ مى‏شد با مريدى بى‏درنگ
سوى شهرى نان در آن جا بود تنگ‏

ترس جوع و قحط در فكر مريد
هر دمى مى‏گشت از غفلت پديد
شيخ آگه بود و واقف از ضمير
گفت او را چند باشى در زحير

از براى غصه‏ى نان سوختى
ديده‏ى صبر و توكل دوختى‏

تو نه‏اى ز آن نازنينان عزيز
كه ترا دارند بى‏جوز و مويز

جوع رزق جان خاصان خداست
كى زبون همچو تو گيج گداست‏

باش فارغ تو از آنها نيستى
كه در اين مطبخ تو بى‏نان بيستى‏

كاسه بر كاسه‏ست و نان بر نان مدام
از براى اين شكم خواران عام‏

چون بميرد مى‏رود نان پيش پيش
كاى ز بيم بى‏نوايى كشته خويش‏

تو برفتى ماند نان بر خيز گير
اى بكشته خويش را اندر زحير
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Listen, put trust in God, and do not let your feet and hands tremble: 
your daily bread is more in love with you than you with it.

هين توكل كن ملرزان پا و دست
رزق تو بر تو ز تو عاشق‏تر است‏

It is in love with you and is lingering 
because it knows of your lack of self-denial, O trifler.

If you had any self-denial, the daily bread would come 
and throw itself upon you as lovers do.

What is this feverish trembling for fear of hunger? 
In trust in God one can live full-fed.

Story of the cow that is alone in a great island. God most High fills the great island with plants 
and sweet herbs which are cows’ fodder, and the cow feeds on all that till nightfall and grows fat 

as a mountain-crag. When night comes, she cannot sleep for anxiety and fear, 
“I have fed on the whole field: what shall I eat to-morrow?” So in consequence of this anxiety 

she becomes thin like a toothpick. At daybreak she sees the whole field is greener and richer 
than it was yesterday, and again she eats and grows fat. Then again at nightfall the same anxiety 

seizes her. For years she has been experiencing the like of this, and she puts no confidence.

There is in the world a green island 
where a sweet-mouthed cow lives alone.

She feeds on the whole field till nightfall, 
so that she grows stout and big and choice.

During the night she becomes thin as a hair from anxiety, 
because she thinks, “What shall I eat to-morrow?”

At rise of dawn the field becomes green: 
the green blades and grain have grown up to middle.

The cow falls to eating ravenously: 
till night she feeds on that entirely.

Again she becomes stout and fat and bulky: 
her body is filled with fat and strength.

Then again at night she by panic falls into a fever, 
so that from fear of seeking for fodder she becomes lean,

عاشق است و مى‏زند او مول مول
كه ز بى‏صبريت داند اى فضول‏
گر ترا صبرى بدى رزق آمدى

خويشتن چون عاشقان بر تو زدى‏
اين تب لرزه ز خوف جوع چيست

در توكل سير مى‏تانند زيست‏

حكايت آن گاو كه تنها در جزيره اى است بزرگ، حق تعالى آن جزيره‏ى بزرگ پر كند از نبات و 
رياحين كه علف گاو باشد تا بشب آن گاو همه را بخورد و فربه شود چون كوه پاره اى، چون شب 
شود خوابش نبرد از غصه و خوف كه همه صحرا را چريدم فردا چه خورم تا از اين غصه لاغر 
شود همچون خلال، روز بر خيزد همه صحرا را سبزتر و انبوه تر بيند از دى باز بخورد و فربه 

شود، باز شبش همان غم بگيرد، سالهاست كه او همچنين مى‏بيند و اعتماد نمى‏كند

يك جزيره‏ى سبز هست اندر جهان
اندر او گاوى است تنها خوش دهان‏

جمله صحرا را چرد او تا به شب
تا شود زفت و عظيم و منتجب‏

شب ز انديشه كه فردا چه خورم
گردد او چون تار مو لاغر ز غم‏

چون بر آيد صبح گردد سبز دشت
تا ميان رسته قصيل سبز و كشت‏

اندر افتد گاو با جوع البقر
تا به شب آن را چرد او سر به سر

باز زفت و فربه و لمتر شود
آن تنش از پيه و قوت پر شود
باز شب اندر تب افتد از فزع
تا شود لاغر ز خوف منتجع‏
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Thinking, “What shall I eat to-morrow at meal-time?” 
This is what that cow does for years.

كه چه خواهم خورد فردا وقت خور
سالها اين است كار آن بقر

She never thinks, “All these years 
I have been eating from this meadow and this pasture;

My food has never failed for a day: 
what, is this fear and anguish and heart-burning of mine?”

No; when night falls that stout cow becomes lean again, thinking, 
“Alas, the provender is gone.”

The cow is the carnal soul, and the field is this world, 
where she is made lean by fear for her daily bread,

Thinking, “I wonder what I shall eat in the future: 
whence shall I seek food for to-morrow?”

You have eaten for years, and food has never failed: 
leave the future and look at the past.

Bring to mind the food and delicacies you have eaten: 
do not regard what is to come, and do not be miserable.

How the lion made the ass his prey, and being thirsty after his exertions went to the spring 
to drink. Before his return the fox had eaten the liver together with the lungs, heart, and kidneys, 

which are the choicest parts. The lion looked for the heart and liver, and when he did not find 
them asked the fox where they were. The fox replied, “If he had possessed a heart and liver, 

how should he have come back to you after receiving such a stern lesson on that day 
and saving his life by means of a thousand devices?” “If we had listened or considered 

with understanding we should not have been among the fellows of Hell-fire.”

The little fox brought the ass into the presence of the lion: 
the courageous lion tore him to pieces.

The King of the Beasts was made thirsty by his exertions 
and went to the spring to drink some water.

Meanwhile the little fox, having got an opportunity, 
ate his liver, lungs, and heart.

When the lion returned from the spring to eat, he looked in the ass 
to find the heart; there was neither heart nor liver.

هيچ ننديشد كه چندين سال من
مى‏خورم زين سبزه‏زار و زين چمن‏

هيچ روزى كم نيامد روزى‏ام
چيست اين ترس و غم و دل سوزى‏ام‏

باز چون شب مى‏شود آن گاو زفت
مى‏شود لاغر كه آوه رزق رفت‏

نفس آن گاو است و آن دشت اين جهان
كاو همى لاغر شود از خوف نان‏

كه چه خواهم خورد مستقبل عجب
لوت فردا از كجا سازم طلب‏

سالها خوردى و كم نامد ز خور
ترك مستقبل كن و ماضى نگر

لوت و پوت خورده را هم ياد آر
منگر اندر غابر و كم باش زار

صيد كردن شير آن خر را و تشنه شدن شير از كوشش، رفت به چشمه تا آب خورد، تا باز آمدن شير 
جگر و دل و گرده را روباه خورده بود كه لطيف‏تر است، شير طلب كرد دل و جگر نيافت، از روباه 
پرسيد كه كو دل و جگر، روبه گفت اگر او را دل و جگر بودى آن چنان سياستى ديده بود آن روز و 

عِيرِ به هزار حيله جان برده كى بر تو باز آمدى، لَوْ كُنَّا نَسْمَعُ أَوْ نَعْقِلُ ما كُنَّا فِي أَصْحابِ السَّ

برد خر را روبهك تا پيش شير
پاره پاره كردش آن شير دلير

تشنه شد از كوشش آن سلطان دد
رفت سوى چشمه تا آبى خورد

روبهك خورد آن جگر بند و دلش
آن زمان چون فرصتى شد حاصلش‏

شير چون وا گشت از چشمه به خور
جست در خر دل نه دل بد نه جگر
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He said to the fox, “Where is the liver? What has become of the heart? 
For no animal can do without these two.”

گفت روبه را جگر كو دل چه شد
كه نباشد جانور را زين دو بد

He replied, “If he had possessed a heart or liver, 
how should he have come here a second time?

He had experienced that tremendous agony and turmoil, 
the scramble down the mountain, the terror, and the flight;

If he had had a liver or heart, 
how could he have come a second time into your presence?”

When there is no light in the heart, it is no heart; 
when there is no spirit, it is nothing but earth.

The glass that has no spiritual light is urine and the urine-phial: 
do not call it a lamp.

The light in the lamp is the gift of the Almighty; 
the glass and earthenware are His creatures’ handiwork.

Necessarily in respect of the vessels there is number, 
in respect of the flames there is nothing but unity.

When the light of six lamps is mingled together, 
there is no number and plurality in their light.

The Jew has become a polytheist from the vessels; the true believer 
regarded the light and has become endowed with perception.

When the sight falls upon the spirit’s vessel, 
it regards Seth and Noah as being two.

When there is water in the canal, only then is it a canal: 
the man is he that has the spirit.

These are not men, they are forms: 
they are dead with bread and killed by appetite.

Story of the Christian ascetic who went about with a lamp in the daytime 
in the midst of the bazaar because of the ecstasy which he had in his heart.

That person was going about in a bazaar in the daytime with a candle, 
his heart full of love and ardour.

A busybody said to him, “Hey, O such-and-such, 
what are you seeking beside every shop?

گفت گر بودى و را دل يا جگر
كى بدين جا آمدى بار دگر

آن قيامت ديده بود و رستخيز
و آن ز كوه افتادن و هول و گريز

گر جگر بودى و را يا دل بدى
بار ديگر كى بر تو آمدى‏

چون نباشد نور دل دل نيست آن
چون نباشد روح جز گل نيست آن‏

آن زجاجى كاو ندارد نور جان
بول و قاروره دست قنديلش مخوان‏

نور مصباح است داد ذو الجلال
صنعت خلق است آن شيشه و سفال‏

لا جرم در ظرف باشد اعتداد
در لهب‏ها نبود الا اتحاد

نور شش قنديل چون آميختند
نيست اندر نورشان اعداد و چند

آن جهود از ظرفها مشرك شده‏ست
نور ديد آن مومن و مدرك شده‏ست‏

چون نظر بر ظرف افتد روح را
پس دو بيند شيث را و نوح را

چون كه آبش هست جو خود آن بود
آدمى آن است كاو را جان بود

اين نه مردانند اينها صورتند
مرده‏ى نامند و كشته‏ى شهوتند

حكايت آن راهب كه روز با چراغ مى‏گشت در ميان بازار از سر حالتى كه او را بود

آن يكى با شمع بر مى‏گشت روز
گرد بازارى دلش پر عشق و سوز
بو الفضولى گفت او را كاى فلان

هين چه مى‏جويى به سوى هر دكان‏
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Hey, why are you going about in search with a lamp 
in bright daylight? What is the joke?”

هين چه مى‏گردى تو جويان با چراغ
در ميان روز روشن چيست لاغ‏

He replied, “I am searching everywhere for a man 
that is alive with the life inspired by that Breath.

Is there a man in existence?” “This bazaar,” said the other, 
“is full: surely they are men, O noble sage.”

He answered, “I want a man on the two-way road—
in the way of anger and at the time of desire.

Where is a man at the moment of anger and at the moment of appetite? 
In search of a man I am running from street to street.

Where in the world is a man on these two occasions, 
that I may devote my life to him to-day?”

“You are seeking a rare thing,” said he; 
“but you take no heed of the ordinance and destiny. Consider well!

You regard the branch; you are unaware of the root: 
we are the branch, the ordinances of the decree are the root.”

The destiny causes the rolling sphere to lose its way; 
the Divine destiny makes a hundred Mercuries to be ignorant;

It makes the world of contrivance to be straitened; 
it makes iron and hard rock to be water.

O you who have resolved upon the way, step by step, 
you are the rawest of the raw, the rawest of the raw, the rawest of the raw.

Since you have seen the revolution of the millstone, come now; 
see also the water of the river.

You have seen the dust rise into the air: 
amidst the dust see the wind.

You see the kettles of thought boiling: 
look with intelligence on the fire too.

God said to Job, 
“I have graciously bestowed patience upon every hair of you.

Listen; do not pay so much regard to your patience: 
you have seen patience, look at My giving patience.”

How long will you behold the revolution of the water-wheel? 
Put forth your head and behold the rapid water.

You will say, “I am beholding it”; 
but there are many good signs of beholding it.

گفت مى‏جويم به هر سو آدمى
كه بود حى از حيات آن دمى‏

هست مردى گفت اين بازار پر
مردمانند آخر اى داناى حر

گفت خواهم مرد بر جاده‏ى دو ره
در ره خشم و به هنگام شره‏

وقت خشم و وقت شهوت مرد كو
طالب مردى دوانم كو به كو

كو در اين دو حال مردى در جهان
تا فداى او كنم امروز جان‏

گفت نادر چيز مى‏جويى و ليك
غافل از حكم و قضايى بين تو نيك‏

ناظر فرعى ز اصلى بى‏خبر
فرع ماييم اصل احكام قدر

چرخ گردان را قضا گمره كند
صد عطارد را قضا ابله كند

تنگ گرداند جهان چاره را
آب گرداند حديد و خاره را

اى قرارى داده ره را گام گام
خام خامى خام خامى خام خام‏

چون بديدى گردش سنگ آسيا
آب جو را هم ببين آخر بيا

خاك را ديدى بر آمد در هوا
در ميان خاك بنگر باد را

ديگهاى فكر مى‏بينى به جوش
اندر آتش هم نظر مى‏كن به هوش‏

گفت حق ايوب را در مكرمت
من به هر موييت صبرى دادمت‏

هين به صبر خود مكن چندين نظر
صبر ديدى صبر دادن را نگر

چند بينى گردش دولاب را
سر برون كن هم ببين تيز آب را

تو همى‏گويى كه مى‏بينم و ليك
ديد آن را بس علامتهاست نيك‏
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When you have taken a summary view of the circling movement of the foam, 
look upon the Sea if you want bewilderment.

گردش كف را چو ديدى مختصر
حيرتت بايد به دريا در نگر

He that regards the foam tells of the mystery, 
while he that regards the Sea is bewildered.

He that regards the foam forms intentions, 
while he that regards the Sea makes his heart one with the Sea.

He that regards the foam-flakes is in reckoning, 
while he that regards the Sea is without volition.

He that regards the foam is in movement, 
while he that regards the Sea is devoid of hypocrisy.

How a Moslem called a Magi to accept Islam.

A certain man said to a Magi, “O such-and-such, 
listen, become a Moslem, be one of the true believers!”

He replied, “If God will, I shall become a true believer; 
and if He increase His grace, I shall become possessed of intuitive faith.”

Or you had woven a piece of linen cloth, 
in order deftly to make it a coat for someone to wear,

He said, “God wills your true belief, 
in order that your spirit may be delivered from the hand of Hell;

But your ill-omened carnal soul and the wicked Devil 
are dragging you towards infidelity and the fire-temple.”

He replied, “O reasonable man, since they are predominant 
I shall be on the side of the stronger.

I can side with him who is predominant: 
I fall in the direction to which the predominant one is pulling.

Since God desired a firm belief of me, 
what is the use of His desire when He does not succeed?

The carnal soul and the Devil have carried their will to success, 
while that act of favour has been defeated and pulverised.

It is as if you had built a palace and pavilion 
and erected therein a hundred beautiful designs,

And desired that that goodly place should be a mosque— 
and someone else had come and made it a Christian monastery;

آن كه كف را ديد سر گويان بود
وان كه دريا ديد او حيران بود

آن كه كف را ديد نيتها كند
وان كه دريا ديد دل دريا كند
آن كه كفها ديد باشد در شمار
وان كه دريا ديد شد بى‏اختيار

آن كه او كف ديد در گردش بود
وان كه دريا ديد او بى‏غش بود

دعوت‏كردن مسلمان مغ را

مر مغى را گفت مردى كاى فلان
هين مسلمان شو بباش از مومنان‏
گفت اگر خواهد خدا مومن شوم

ور فزايد فضل هم موقن شوم‏

يا تو بافيدى يكى كرباس تا
خوش بسازى بهر پوشيدن قبا

گفت مى‏خواهد خدا ايمان تو
تا رهد از دست دوزخ جان تو

ليك نفس نحس و آن شيطان زشت
مى‏كشندت سوى كفران و كنشت‏

گفت اى منصف چو ايشان غالب‏اند
يار او باشم كه باشد زورمند

يار آن تانم بدن كاو غالب است
آن طرف افتم كه غالب جاذب است‏

چون خدا مى‏خواست از من صدق زفت
خواست او چه سود چون پيشش نرفت‏

نفس و شيطان خواست خود را پيش برد
و آن عنايت قهر گشت و خرد و مرد

تو يكى قصر و سرايى ساختى
اندر او صد نقش خوش افراختى‏
خواستى مسجد بود آن جاى خير
ديگرى آمد مر آن را ساخت دير
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And you wanted a coat, a rival, from hostility, 
made the linen stuff into a pair of trousers in spite of you.

تو قبا مى‏خواستى خصم از نبرد
رغم تو كرباس را شلوار كرد

What resource has the linen, my dear friend, 
but to submit to the purpose of the one who is predominant?

He is reduced to submission, what is the crime of this linen? 
Who is he that is not dominated by the predominant?

When someone has forced his way in against his will 
and planted a thorn bush in his property and house,

The master of the house is humiliated 
because such shabbiness is inflicted on him.

I too, though I am fresh and new, would become shabby 
through being associated with such a contemptible person.

Since the will of the carnal soul is besought for help, 
it is mockery that whatever God wills shall come to pass.

If I am a disgrace to the Magis or am an infidel, 
I am not such as to think this of God,

That anyone should seek to exercise authority in His kingdom 
against His will and in spite of Him,

And thus should occupy His kingdom, 
so that the Creator of the breath dare not breathe a word,

He wishes to repel him and must do so; 
the Devil at every moment is increasing His anxiety.

I must worship the Devil, 
inasmuch as he is predominant in every assembly,

Lest the Devil take vengeance on me—
and then in that case how can the Gracious lend me a hand?

That which he wills, his desire is fulfilled: 
by whom shall my affairs be restored to prosperity?

Parable of the Devil at the door of the Merciful God.

God forbid! Whatever God wills shall come to pass. 
He is the Ruler over the worlds of space and non-spatiality.

Without His command no one in His kingdom 
shall add the tip of a single hair.

چاره‏ى كرباس چه بود جان من
جز زبون راى آن غالب شدن‏

او زبون شد جرم اين كرباس چيست
آن كه او مغلوب غالب نيست كيست‏

چون كسى بى‏خواست او بر وى براند
خار بن در ملك و خانه‏ى او نشاند

صاحب خانه بدين خوارى بود
كه چنين بر وى خلاقت مى‏رود
هم خلق گردم من ار تازه و نوم

چون كه يار اين چنين خوارى شوم‏
چون كه خواه نفس آمد مستعان

تسخر آمد ايش شاء اللَّه كان‏
من اگر ننگ مغان يا كافرم

آن نيم كه بر خدا اين ظن برم‏
كه كسى ناخواه او و رغم او
گردد اندر ملكت او حكم جو
ملكت او را فرو گيرد چنين
كه نيارد دم زدن دم آفرين‏

دفع او مى‏خواهد و مى‏بايدش
ديو هر دم غصه مى‏افزايدش‏

بنده‏ى اين ديو مى‏بايد شدن
چون كه غالب اوست در هر انجمن‏

تا مبادا كين كشد شيطان ز من
پس چه دستم گيرد آن جا ذو المنن‏

آن كه او خواهد مراد او شود
از كه كار من دگر نيكو شود

مثل شيطان بر در رحمان‏

حاش لله ايش شاء اللَّه كان
حاكم آمد در مكان و لا مكان‏

هيچ كس در ملك او بى‏امر او
در نيفزايد سر يك تاى مو
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The kingdom is His kingdom, the command is His: 
that Devil of His is the meanest dog at His door.

ملك ملك اوست فرمان آن او
كمترين سگ بر در آن شيطان او

If a Turcoman’s dog is lying at the door, 
with his face and head resting on the threshold,

If the children of the house keep pulling his tail, 
he will be humble in the children’s hands.

If, however, a stranger passes by, 
he will rush at him like a fierce lion;

For he is hard on the unbelievers: 
to a friend he is the rose, to an enemy as the thorn.

He has become so faithful and vigilant 
on account of the tutmáj broth that the Turcoman has given him.

The dog, then, namely the Devil, whom God causes to exist 
and in whom He creates a hundred thoughts and cunning plans,

And whom He feeds with honours, 
so that he takes away the honour of the virtuous and the wicked—

The honour of the populace is the tutmáj broth 
by which the Devil-dog is fed—

Tell me, how should not his soul be devoted 
to the decree at the door of the tent of Omnipotence?

Troop on troop of obedient and rebellious, 
like the dog spreading his fore-paws on the threshold,

Are stationed like dogs at the door of the Cave of the Godhead, 
seeking the command with every particle, and with every nerve agog,

‘O Devil-dog, inflict tribulation in order that 
how these creatures set foot on this Way.

Continually rush, prevent, and look to see 
who is female (weak) in respect of sincerity, and who is male (strong).’

For what purpose, then, is, ‘I take refuge’ 
when the Dog in his arrogance has run swiftly?

This, ‘I take refuge,’ is, ‘O Turcoman of Khitá, 
call your dog off and leave the way clear,

That I may come to the door of your tent 
and beg what I need from your bounty and high estate.’

When the Turcoman is incapable of the dog’s fury, 
this, ‘I take refuge,’ and this cry of distress are improper,

تركمان را گر سگى باشد به در
بر درش بنهاده باشد رو و سر

كودكان خانه دمش مى‏كشند
باشد اندر دست طفلان خوارمند

باز اگر بيگانه‏اى معبر كند
حمله بر وى همچو شير نر كند

كه أَشِدَّاءُ عَلَى الكفار شد
با ولى گل با عدو چون خار شد
ز آب تتماجى كه دادش تركمان
آن چنان وافى شده‏ست و پاسبان

پس سگ شيطان كه حق هستش كند
اندر او صد فكرت و حيلت تند

آب روها را غذاى او كند
تا برد او آب روى نيك و بد

آب تتماج است آب روى عام
كه سگ شيطان از آن يابد طعام‏

بر در خر گاه قدرت جان او
چون نباشد حكم را قربان بگو

گله گله از مريد و از مريد
چون سگ باسط ذراعى بالوصيد

بر در كهف الوهيت چو سگ
ذره ذره امر جو بر جسته رگ‏

اى سگ ديو امتحان مى‏كن كه تا
چون در اين ره مى‏نهند اين خلق پا

حمله مى‏كن منع مى‏كن مى‏نگر
تا كه باشد ماده اندر صدق و نر

پس اعوذ از بهر چه باشد چو سگ
گشته باشد از ترفع تيز تگ‏

اين اعوذ آن است كاى ترك خطا
بانگ بر زن بر سگت ره برگشا

تا بيايم بر در خرگاه تو
حاجتى خواهم ز جود و جاه تو

چون كه ترك از سطوت سگ عاجز است
اين اعوذ و اين فغان ناجايز است‏
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The Turcoman too will say, ‘I take refuge from the dog; 
for I too am helpless against the dog in my home.

ترك هم گويد اعوذ از سگ كه من
هم ز سگ درمانده‏ام اندر وطن‏

You cannot come to this door, 
nor can I go forth from the door.’

Now dust is on the head of the Turcoman and the stranger-guest, 
since one dog binds the necks of them both!

God forbid! If the Turcoman utter a shout, what of the dog? 
A fierce lion would vomit blood.”

O you who have called yourself “the Lion of God,” 
for years you have been powerless against a dog.

How should this dog hunt on your behalf 
when you have manifestly become a prey to the dog?

The reply of the Sunni believer to the Necessitarian infidel, and the proof by which he established 
the power of choice possessed by servant of God. The Sunna is a road trodden by the feet of the 
prophets, on whom is peace. On the right hand of that road lies the desert of Necessity ( jabr), 

where the Necessitarian regards himself as having no power of choice and denies the command 
and prohibition and employs interpretation (ta’wíl); and from the command and prohibition 

being denied there necessarily follows the denial of Paradise, since Paradise is the reward of those 
who obey the command, while Hell is the reward of those who disobey it. 

I will not state to what else it ultimately leads: an indication is enough for the wise. 
And on the left hand of that road lies the desert of Freewill (qadar), where he regards the power of 

the Creator as overcome by the power of the creatures; and thence arise the corruptions 
which have been enumerated by the Magi who was a Necessitarian.

The true believer replied, “O Necessitarian, hear the words addressed; 
you have said your say: lo, I bring the answer.

You have seen your own game, O chess-player: 
see your adversary’s game in all its breadth and length.

You have read your letter of apology: read the Sunní’s letter. 
Why have you remained?

تو نمى‏يارى بر اين در آمدن
من نمى‏آرم ز در بيرون شدن‏
خاك اكنون بر سر ترك و قنق

كه يكى سگ هر دو را بندد عنق‏
حاش لله ترك بانگى بر زند

سگ چه باشد شير نر خون قى كند
اى كه خود را شير يزدان خوانده‏اى

سالها شد با سگى درمانده‏اى‏
چون كند اين سگ براى تو شكار
چون شكار سگ شده ستى آشكار

جواب گفتن مومن سنى كافر جبرى را و در اثبات اختيار بنده دليل گفتن، سنت راهى باشد كوفته‏ى 
اقدام انبيا عليهم السلام بر يمين آن راه بيابان جبر كه خود را اختيار نبيند و امر و نهى را منكر شود 
و تاويل كند، و از منكر شدن امر و نهى لازم آيد انكار بهشت كه بهشت جزاى مطيعان امر است و 
دوزخ جزاى مخالفان امر، و ديگر نگويم به چه انجامد كه العاقل يكفيه الاشاره، و بر يسار آن راه 
بيابان قدر است كه قدرت خالق را مغلوب قدرت خلق داند و از آن فسادها زايد كه آن مغ جبرى بر 

شمرد

گفت مومن بشنو اى جبرى خطاب
آن خود گفتى نك آوردم جواب‏

بازى خود ديدى اى شطرنج باز
بازى خصمت ببين پهن و دراز
نامه‏ى عذر خودت بر خواندى
نامه‏ى سنى بخوان چه ماندى‏
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You have discoursed in Necessitarian fashion on the destiny: 
hear from me the mystery thereof in debate.

نكته گفتى جبريانه در قضا
سر آن بشنو ز من در ماجرا

Beyond doubt we possess a certain power of choice: 
you cannot deny the plain evidence of the sense.

One never says ‘Come’ to a stone: 
how should any one request a brickbat to keep faith?

One never says to a human being, ‘Hey, fly!’ 
or ‘Come, O blind man, and look at me!’

God has said, ‘there is nothing intolerable laid upon the blind’: 
how should the Lord who bestows relief lay upon any one what is intolerable?

Nobody says to a stone, ‘You have come late or, 
‘Why did you strike a blow at me, O stick?’

Will any one address demands like these to a person 
who is compelled, or strike a person who is excused?

Command and prohibition and anger and conferment of honour and rebuke 
concern him who possesses the power of choice, O pure bosomed one.

There is a power of choice in regard to injustice and wrong-doing: 
this I meant by this Devil and carnal soul.

The power of choice resides in your inward part; 
it does not wound its hand till it sees a Joseph.

The power of choice and the instinct were in the soul: 
it beheld his face, and then it spread wings and pinions.

When the dog is asleep its power of choice is lost, 
when it sees the tripe it wags its tail.

A horse, too, whinnies when he sees barley, 
and when the meat is moved, the cat meows.

Sight is the means of moving the power of choice, 
just as blowing raises sparks from the fire.

Therefore your power of choice is moved when Iblís 
becomes a go-between (dallála) and brings a message from Wís.

When he presents an object of desire to this person, 
the sleeping power unrolls itself;

And, in despite of the Devil, the Angel presents good objects 
and makes an outcry in your heart,

In order that your power to choose the good may be moved; 
for, before presentation, these two dispositions are asleep

اختيارى هست ما را بى‏گمان
حس را منكر نتانى شد عيان‏

سنگ را هرگز نگويد كس بيا
از كلوخى كس كجا جويد وفا
آدمى را كس نگويد هين بپر
يا بيا اى كور تو در من نگر

گفت يزدان ما على الاعمى حرج
كى نهد بر كس حرج رب الفرج‏

كس نگويد سنگ را دير آمدى
يا كه چو با تو چرا بر من زدى‏

اين چنين واجستها مجبور را
كس بگويد يا زند معذور را

امر و نهى و خشم و تشريف و عتاب
نيست جز مختار را اى پاك جيب‏

اختيارى هست در ظلم و ستم
من از اين شيطان و نفس اين خواستم‏

اختيار اندر درونت ساكن است
تا نديد او يوسفى كف را نخست‏

اختيار و داعيه در نفس بود
روش ديد آن گه پر و بالى گشود

سگ بخفته اختيارش گشته گم
چون شكنبه ديد جنبانيد دم‏

اسب هم حو حو كند چون ديد جو
چون بجنبد گوشت گربه كرد مو

ديدن آمد جنبش آن اختيار
همچو نفخى ز آتش انگيزد شرار

پس بجنبد اختيارت چون بليس
شد دلاله آردت پيغام ويس‏

چون كه مطلوبى بر اين كس عرضه كرد
اختيار خفته بگشايد نورد

و آن فرشته خيرها بر رغم ديو
عرضه دارد مى‏كند در دل غريو

تا بجنبد اختيار خير تو
ز انكه پيش از عرضه خفته‏ست اين دو خو
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So the Angel and the Devil have become presenters 
for the purpose of setting the power of choice in motion.

پس فرشته و ديو گشته عرضه دار
بهر تحريك عروق اختيار

Your power to choose good or evil 
is increased tenfold by inspirations and suggestions.

Hence, when your ritual prayer is finished, O excellent man, 
it behooves you to offer a salutation to the Angels,

Saying, ‘Through your goodly inspiration and incitement, 
my power to choose this ritual prayer was set going.’

Again, after sin you will curse Iblís, 
because through him you are inclined.

These two adversaries are making offers to you in secret 
and presenting in the curtain over the Unseen.

When the curtain over the Unseen is raised from before you, 
you will behold the faces of your brokers,

And from their words will recognise without trouble 
that these were they who spoke invisibly.

The Devil will say, ‘O you who art a captive to your nature and body, 
I was (only) presenting to you: I did not force.’

And the Angel will say, ‘I told you that your sorrow 
would be increased in consequence of this joy.

Did not I tell you on such and such a day 
that the way to Paradise is in that direction?

We are lovers of your soul and fosterers of your spirit 
and sincere worshippers of your Father?

At this time also we are serving you 
and inviting you towards sovereignty?

That party was your Father’s enemies 
who refused to obey the command, Worship Adam?

You did accept that, you did reject ours: 
you did not acknowledge the debt due for our services.

Now look on us and them in clear view, 
and recognise by voice and speech.’

If you hear a secret from a friend at midnight, 
you will know that it was he when he speaks at dawn;

And if two persons bring news to you in the night, 
you will recognise both of them in the daytime by their speaking.

مى‏شود ز الهامها و وسوسه
اختيار خير و شرت ده كسه‏
وقت تحليل نماز اى با نمك

ز آن سلام آورد بايد بر ملك‏
كه ز الهام و دعاى خوبتان
اختيار اين نمازم شد روان‏
باز از بعد گنه لعنت كنى

بر بليس ايرا كز اويى منحنى‏
اين دو ضد عرضه كنندت در سرار

در حجاب غيب آمد عرضه دار
چون كه پرده‏ى غيب بر خيزد ز پيش

تو ببينى روى دلالان خويش‏
وز سخنشان واشناسى بى‏گزند

كان سخن گويان نهان اينها بدند
ديو گويد اى اسير طبع و تن

عرضه مى‏كردم نكردم زور من‏
و آن فرشته گويدت من گفتمت

كه از اين شادى فزون گردد غمت‏
آن فلان روزت نگفتم من چنان

كه از آن سوى است ره سوى جنان‏
ما محب جان و روح افزاى تو

ساجدان مخلص باباى تو
اين زمانت خدمتى هم مى‏كنيم

سوى مخدومى صلايت مى‏زنيم‏
آن گره بابات را بوده عدى
در خطاب اسْجُدُوا كرده ابا

آن گرفتى آن ما انداختى
حق خدمتهاى ما نشناختى‏

اين زمان ما را و ايشان را عيان
در نگر بشناس از لحن و بيان‏

نيم شب چون بشنوى رازى ز دوست
چون سخن گويد سحر دانى كه اوست‏

ور دو كس در شب خبر آرد ترا
روز از گفتن شناسى هر دو را

3000
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During the night the sound of a lion and the sound of a dog 
have come and he has not seen their forms on account of the darkness,

بانگ شير و بانگ سگ در شب رسيد
صورت هر دو ز تاريكى نديد

When day breaks and they begin to make sound again, 
the intelligent will know them by the sound.

The upshot is this that both the Devil and the Spirit who present 
exist for the purpose of completing the power of choice.

There is an invisible power of choice within us; 
when it sees two objects of desire it waxes strong.

Teachers beat children: 
how should they inflict that correction upon a black stone?

Do you ever say to a stone, ‘Come to-morrow; and if you don’t come, 
I will give your bad behaviour the punishment it deserves’?

Does any reasonable man strike a brickbat? 
Does anyone reprove a stone?

In reason, Necessitarianism (jabr) is more shameful than the doctrine of 
Free-will (qadar), because the Necessitarian is denying his own sense.

The man who holds the doctrine of Free-will does not deny his sense: 
‘The action of God is not mediated by the senses, O son.’

He who denies the action of the Almighty Lord 
is denying Him who is indicated by the indication.

That one says, ‘There is smoke, but no fire; 
there is candle-light without any resplendent candle’;

And this one sees the fire plainly, 
for the sake of denial he says it does not exist.

It burns his raiment, he says, ‘There is no fire’; 
it stitches his raiment, he says, ‘There is no thread.’

Hence this doctrine of Necessity is Skepticism: 
consequently he, from this point of view, is worse than the infidel.

The infidel says, ‘The world exists, there is no Lord’: 
he says that ‘O my Lord!’ is not to be approved.

This one says, ‘The world is really nothing’: 
the Sophist is in a tangle of error.

The whole world acknowledges the power of choice: 
their commanding and forbidding —‘Bring this and do not bring that!’

He says that commanding and forbidding are naught 
and that there is no power of choice. All this is erroneous.

روز شد چون باز در بانگ آمدند
پس شناسدشان ز بانگ آن هوشمند

مخلص اين كه ديو و روح عرضه دار
هر دو هستند از تتمه‏ى اختيار

اختيارى هست در ما ناپديد
چون دو مطلب ديد آيد در مزيد

اوستادان كودكان را مى‏زنند
آن ادب سنگ سيه را كى كنند

هيچ گويى سنگ را فردا بيا
ور نيايى من دهم بد را سزا

هيچ عاقل مر كلوخى را زند
هيچ با سنگى عتابى كس كند

در خرد جبر از قدر رسواتر است
ز انكه جبرى حس خود را منكر است‏

منكر حس نيست آن مرد قدر
فعل حق حسى نباشد اى پسر

منكر فعل خداوند جليل
هست در انكار مدلول دليل‏

آن بگويد دود هست و نار نى
نور شمعى بى‏ز شمعى روشنى‏

وين همى‏بيند معين نار را
نيست مى‏گويد پى انكار را

جامه‏اش سوزد بگويد نار نيست
جامه‏اش دوزد بگويد تار نيست‏
پس تفسطط آمد اين دعوى جبر
لا جرم بدتر بود زين رو ز گبر
گبر گويد هست عالم نيست رب

يا ربى گويد كه نبود مستحب‏
اين همى‏گويد جهان خود نيست هيچ

هست سوفسطايى اندر پيچ پيچ‏
جمله‏ى عالم مقر در اختيار

امر و نهى اين بيار و آن ميار
او همى‏گويد كه امر و نهى لاست
اختيارى نيست اين جمله خطاست‏
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Animals acknowledge the reality of the inward sense, O comrade, 
but it is a subtle matter to apprehend the proof.

حس را حيوان مقر است اى رفيق
ليك ادراك دليل آمد دقيق‏

Inasmuch as our power of choice is perceived by the sense, 
responsibility for actions may well be laid upon it.

The inward consciousness of having the power to choose or of acting under compulsion, 
of anger or self-restraint, of repletion or hunger, corresponds to the senses that know 

and distinguish yellow from red and small from great and bitter from sweet 
and musk from shit and hard from soft—by the sense of touch—and hot from cold 

and burning from lukewarm and wet from dry and contact with a wall from contact with a tree. 
Therefore he who denies inward consciousness denies the senses, and more, 

inward consciousness is more evident than the senses, inasmuch as one can bind the senses 
and prevent them from functioning, while it is impossible to bar the way to the experiences 
of inward consciousness and stop their entrance. And an indication is enough for the wise.

Inward consciousness corresponds to sensation: 
both run in the same channel, O uncle.

‘Do’ or ‘don’t,’ command and prohibition, 
discussions and talk are suitable to it.

‘To-morrow I will do this or I will do that,’ 
is a proof of the power to choose, O worshipful one;

And the penitence which you have felt for an evil deed, 
you have been led through your power of choice.

The entire Qur’án consists of commands and prohibitions and threats: 
who saw commands given to a marble rock?

Does any wise man, does any reasonable man, do this? 
Does he show anger and enmity to brickbats and stones?—

Saying, ‘I told you to do thus or thus: 
why have you not done it, O dead and helpless ones?’

How should reason exercise any authority over wood and stone? 
How should reason lay hold of the painted figure of a cripple?

Saying, ‘O slave with palsied hands and broken legs, 
take up the lance and come to battle’?

ز انكه محسوس است ما را اختيار
خوب مى‏آيد بر او تكليف كار

درك وجدانى چون اختيار و اضطرار و خشم و اصطبار و سيرى و ناهار به جاى حس است كه زرد 
از سرخ بداند و فرق كند و خرد از بزرگ و تلخ از شيرين و مشك از سرگين و درشت از نرم به 

حس مس و گرم از سرد و سوزان از شير گرم و تر از خشك و مس ديوار از مس درخت، پس منكر 
وجدانى منكر حس باشد و زياده كه وجدانى از حس ظاهر تر است زيرا حس را توان بستن و منع 

كردن از احساس و بستن راه و مدخل وجدانيات را ممكن نيست، و العاقل يكفيه الاشاره‏

درك وجدانى به جاى حس بود
هر دو در يك جدول اى عم مى‏رود

نغز مى‏آيد بر او كن يا مكن
امر و نهى و ماجراها و سخن‏
اين كه فردا اين كنم يا آن كنم

اين دليل اختيار است اى صنم‏
و آن پشيمانى كه خوردى ز آن بدى

ز اختيار خويش گشتى مهتدى‏
جمله قرآن امر و نهى است و وعيد

امر كردن سنگ مرمر را كه ديد
هيچ دانا هيچ عاقل اين كند

با كلوخ و سنگ خشم و كين كند
كه بگفتم كه چنين كن يا چنان

چون نكرديد اى موات و عاجزان‏
عقل كى حكمى كند بر چوب و سنگ

عقل كى چنگى زند بر نقش چنگ‏
كاى غلام بسته دست اشكسته پا

نيزه بر گير و بيا سوى وغا
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How should the Creator who is the Maker of stars and sky 
make commands and prohibitions like those of an ignorant person?

خالقى كه اختر و گردون كند
امر و نهى جاهلانه چون كند

You have removed from God the possibility of impotence, 
you have called Him ignorant and stupid and foolish.

Impotence does not follow from the doctrine of Free-will; 
and even if it do, ignorance is worse than impotence.

The Turcoman says graciously to the stranger-guest, 
‘Come to my door without a dog and without a tattered cloak,

And listen, come in respectfully from such and such a quarter, in order that 
my dog may keep his teeth and mouth closed and refrain from biting you.’

You do the reverse of that and advance to the door: 
necessarily you are wounded by the violence of the dog.

You must advance in the same pounder in which slaves have advanced, 
so that his dog may become gentle and affectionate.

You take a dog or a fox with you, 
a dog will rage from the bottom of every tent.

If none but God has the power of choice, 
why do you become angry with one who has committed an offence?

Why do you gnash your teeth at a foe? 
Why do you regard the sin and offence as from him?

If a piece of timber break off from your house-roof 
and fall upon you and wound you severely,

Will you feel any anger against the timber of the roof ? 
Will you ever devote yourself to taking vengeance upon it?

‘Why did it hit me and fracture my hand? 
It has been my mortal foe and enemy’?

Why do you beat little children, 
since you make out that adults are exempt from blame?

A man who steals your property, you say, 
‘Arrest him, cut off his hand and foot, make him a captive’;

And a man who visits your wife, 
a hundred thousand angers shoot up from you.

If a flood come and sweep away your household goods, 
will your reason bear any enmity towards the flood?

And if the wind came and carried off your turban, 
when did your heart show any anger against the wind?

احتمال عجز از حق راندى
جاهل و گيج و سفيهش خواندى‏
عجز نبود از قدر ور خود شود

جاهلى از عاجزى بدتر بود
ترك مى‏گويد قنق را از كرم
بى‏سگ و بى‏دلق آ سوى درم‏

وز فلان سوى اندر آ هين با ادب
تا سگم بندد ز تو دندان و لب‏
تو بعكس آن كنى بر در روى

لا جرم از زخم سگ خسته شوى‏
آن چنان رو كه غلامان رفته‏اند
تا سگش گردد حليم و مهرمند

تو سگى با خود برى يا روبهى
سگ بشورد از بن هر خر گهى‏

غير حق را گر نباشد اختيار
خشم چون مى‏آيدت بر جرم دار

چون همى‏خايى تو دندان بر عدو
چون همى‏بينى گناه و جرم از او

گر ز سقف خانه چوبى بشكند
بر تو افتد سخت مجروحت كند

هيچ خشمى آيدت بر چوب سقف
هيچ اندر كين او باشى تو وقف‏

كه چرا بر من زد و دستم شكست
او عدو و خصم جان من بده‏ست‏

كودكان خرد را چون مى‏زنى
چون بزرگان را منزه مى‏كنى‏

آن كه دزدد مال تو گويى بگير
دست و پايش را ببر سازش اسير

وان كه قصد عورت تو مى‏كند
صد هزاران خشم از تو مى‏دمد

گر بيايد سيل و رخت تو برد
هيچ با سيل آورد كينى خرد

ور بيامد باد و دستارت ربود
كى ترا با باد دل خشمى نمود
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The anger within you is a clear demonstration of a power of choice, 
so that you must not excuse yourself after the fashion of Necessitarians.

خشم در تو شد بيان اختيار
تا نگويى جبريانه اعتذار

If a camel-driver goes on striking a camel, 
the camel will attack the striker.

The camel’s anger is not against his stick: 
therefore the camel has got some notion of the power of choice.

Similarly a dog, if you throw a stone at him, 
will rush at you and become contorted.

If he seizes the stone, it is because of his anger against you; 
for you are far off and he has no means of getting at you.

Since the animal intelligence is conscious of the power of choice, 
do not, O human intelligence, hold this Necessitarian doctrine. Be ashamed!

This power of choice is manifest, but in his desire for the meal taken 
before dawn that eater shuts his eyes to the light.

Since all his desire is for eating bread, 
he sets his face towards the darkness, saying, it is not day.’

Inasmuch as greed causes the sun to be hidden, 
what wonder if he turns his back on the convincing proof ?

A Story illustrating and confirming the view that mankind have the power of choice, 
and showing that Pre-ordination and Predestination do not annul the power of choice.

A thief said to the magistrate, ‘O king 
that which I have done was decreed by God.’

The magistrate replied, ‘That which I am doing 
is also decreed by God, O light of my eyes.’

If anyone takes a radish from a shop, saying, 
‘This is decreed by God, O man of understanding,’

The greengrocer will give him two or three blows on the head with your fist, 
‘O detestable man, this beating is God’s decree that you put the radish back.’

Since this excuse, O trifler, 
is not accepted by a greengrocer in the case of a single vegetable,

How are you placing a reliance on this excuse 
and frequenting the neighbourhood of a dragon?

گر شتربان اشترى را مى‏زند
آن شتر قصد زننده مى‏كند

خشم اشتر نيست با آن چوب او
پس ز مختارى شتر برده‏ست بو

همچنين سگ گر بر او سنگى زنى
بر تو آرد حمله گردد منثنى‏

سنگ را گر گيرد از خشم تو است
كه تو دورى و ندارد بر تو دست‏

عقل حيوانى چو دانست اختيار
اين مگو اى عقل انسان شرم دار

روشن است اين ليك از طمع سحور
آن خورنده چشم مى‏بندد ز نور

چون كه كلى ميل او نان خوردنى است
رو به تاريكى نهد كه روز نيست‏

حرص چون خورشيد را پنهان كند
چه عجب گر پشت بر برهان كند

حكايت هم در بيان تقرير اختيار خلق و بيان آن كه تقدير و قضا سلب كننده‏ى اختيار نيست‏

گفت دزدى شحنه را كاى پادشاه
آن چه كردم بود آن حكم اله‏

گفت شحنه آن چه من هم مى‏كنم
حكم حق است اى دو چشم روشنم‏

از دكانى گر كسى تربى برد
كاين ز حكم ايزد است اى با خرد

بر سرش كوبى دو سه مشت اى كره
حكم حق است اين كه اينجا باز نه‏

در يكى تره چو اين عذر اى فضول
مى‏نيايد پيش بقالى قبول‏

چون بر اين عذر اعتمادى مى‏كنى
بر حوالى اژدهايى مى‏تنى‏
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By an excuse like this, O ignoble simpleton, you sacrifice all—
your life, your property, and your wife;

از چنين عذر اى سليم نانبيل
خون و مال و زن همه كردى سبيل‏

Afterwards everyone will pluck your moustache 
and offer excuse and make himself out to be acting under compulsion.

If ‘the decree of God’ seems to you a proper excuse, 
then instruct me and give me a canonical decision;

For I have a hundred desires and lusts, 
my hand is tied by fear and awe.

Do me a favour, then: teach me the excuse, 
untie the knots from my hands and feet!

You have chosen a handicraft, saying, 
‘I have a choice and a thought.’

Otherwise, how have you chosen that handicraft 
out of all the rest, O master of the house?

When the hour comes for the flesh and the passions, 
there comes to you as great a power of choice as is possessed by twenty men;

When your friend deprives you of a penny of profit, 
the power to pick a quarrel is developed in your soul;

When the hour comes for thanksgiving on account of benefactions, 
you have no power of choice and are inferior to a stone.

Assuredly this will be the excuse of your Hell, 
‘Consider me excused for this burning!’

Since no one holds you excusable on this plea, 
and this plea does not keep you out of the hands of the executioner,

Then, the world is arranged according to this rule, 
and the state of things in yonder world too is made known to you.

هر كسى پس سبلت تو بر كند
عذر آرد خويش را مضطر كند

حكم حق گر عذر مى‏شايد ترا
پس بياموز و بده فتوى مرا

كه مرا صد آرزو و شهوت است
دست من بسته ز بيم و هيبت است‏

پس كرم كن عذر را تعليم ده
برگشا از دست و پاى من گره‏

اختيارى كرده‏اى تو پيشه‏اى
كاختيارى دارم و انديشه‏اى‏

ور نه چون بگزيده‏اى آن پيشه را
از ميان پيشه‏ها اى كدخدا

چون كه آيد نوبت نفس و هوا
بيست مرده اختيار آيد ترا

چون برد يك حبه از تو يار سود
اختيار جنگ در جانت گشود

چون بيايد نوبت شكر نعم
اختيارت نيست وز سنگى تو كم‏
دوزخت را عذر اين باشد يقين

كاندر اين سوزش مرا معذور بين‏
كس بدين حجت چو معذورت نداشت

وز كف جلاد اين دورت نداشت‏
پس بدين داور جهان منظوم شد

حال آن عالم همت معلوم شد
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حكايت هم در جواب جبرى و اثبات اختيار و صحت امر و نهى و بيان آن كه عذر جبرى در هيچ ملتى 
و در هيچ دينى مقبول نيست و موجب خلاص نيست از سزاى آن كار كه كرده است چنان كه خلاص 

نيافت ابليس جبرى بدان كه گفت بِما أَغْوَيْتَنِي، و القليل يدل على الكثير

Another Story in answer to the Necessitarian, confirming Man’s power of choice and the validity 
of the commands and prohibitions, and showing that the Necessitarian’s excuse is not accepted 
in any religious sect or in any religion and that it does not save him from being duly punished 
for the actions which he has committed, just as the Necessitarian Iblís was not saved by saying, 

‘Because You have made me to err.’ And the little indicates the much.

A certain man was climbing up a tree 
and vigorously scattering the fruit in the pounder of thieves.

The owner of the orchard came along and said, ‘O rascal, 
where is your reverence for God? What are you doing?’

He replied, ‘If a servant of God eats from God’s orchard 
the dates which God has bestowed upon him as a gift,

Why do you vulgarly blame? 
Stinginess at the table of the all-Rich Lord!’

‘O Aybak,’ said he, ‘fetch that rope, 
that I may give my answer to Bu ’l-Hasan.’

Then at once he bound him tightly to the tree 
and thrashed him hard on the back and legs with a cudgel.

He cried, ‘Pray, have some reverence for God! 
You are killing me miserably who am innocent.’

He answered, ‘With God’s cudgel this servant of His 
is soundly beating the back of another servant.

It is God’s cudgel, and the back and sides belong to Him: 
I am the slave and instrument of His command.’

He said, ‘O cunning knave, I make a recantation of Necessitarianism: 
there is free-will, there is free-will- free-will!’

His power of choice brought powers of choice into existence: 
His power of choice is like a rider beneath the dust.

His power of choice makes our power of choice; 
His command is based on a power of choice.

Every created being has it in his power 
to exercise authority over the form without free-will,

آن يكى مى‏رفت بالاى درخت
مى‏فشاند آن ميوه را دزدانه سخت‏

صاحب باغ آمد و گفت اى دنى
از خدا شرميت كو چه مى‏كنى‏

گفت از باغ خدا بنده‏ى خدا
گر خورد خرما كه حق كردش عطا

عاميانه چه ملامت مى‏كنى
بخل بر خوان خداوند غنى‏

گفت اى ايبك بياور آن رسن
تا بگويم من جواب بو الحسن‏

پس ببستش سخت آن دم بر درخت
مى‏زد او بر پشت و ساقش چوب سخت‏

گفت آخر از خدا شرمى بدار
مى‏كشى اين بى‏گنه را زار زار
گفت از چوب خدا اين بنده‏اش

مى‏زند بر پشت ديگر بنده خوش‏
چوب حق و پشت و پهلو آن او

من غلام و آلت فرمان او
گفت توبه كردم از جبر اى عيار
اختيار است اختيار است اختيار
اختيارات اختيارش هست كرد

اختيارش چون سوارى زير گرد
اختيارش اختيار ما كند

امر شد بر اختيارى مستند
حاكمى بر صورت بى‏اختيار

هست هر مخلوق را در اقتدار
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So that he drags the prey devoid of will, 
so that having seized Zayd by the ear, he leads him away.

تا كشد بى‏اختيارى صيد را
تا برد بگرفته گوش او زيد را

But the action of the Lord, without any instrument, 
makes his free-will a noose for him.

His free-will makes him a fetter for Zayd: 
God makes him His prey without dog or snare.

The carpenter has authority over a piece of wood, 
and the artist has authority over a beauty;

The ironsmith is a superintendent of iron; 
the builder also is a ruler over his tools.

This is extraordinary; for all this free-will is bowing low, 
like a slave, in His free-will.

When did the power forcibly exercised by you over inanimate objects 
deprive them of inanimateness?

Similarly, His power over acts of free-will 
does not deprive any act of free-will of that.

Declare that His will is in a complete pounder, without there being 
the attribution of compulsion (jabr) and responsibility for error.

Since you have said, ‘My unbelief is willed by Him,’ 
know that it is also willed by yourself;

For without your will your unbelief does not exist at all: 
involuntary unbelief is a self-contradiction.

It is abominable and blameworthy to lay a command on one incapable; 
and anger is worse, especially from the Merciful Lord.

An ox is beaten if he refuses the yoke: 
is an ox reduced to misery because he will not fly?

Since the ox is not excused for stubbornness, 
wherefore is the owner of the ox excusable and infirm?

Since you are not ill, don’t bandage your head: 
you have freewill, don’t laugh at your moustache.

Endeavour to gain freshness from God’s cup: 
then you will become selfless and volitionless.

Then all volition will belong to that Wine, 
and you will be absolutely excusable, like a drunk man.

Whatever you beat will be beaten by the Wine; 
whatever you sweep away will be swept away by the Wine.

ليك بى‏هيچ آلتى صنع صمد
اختيارش را كمند او كند

اختيارش زيد را قيدش كند
بى‏سگ و بى‏دام حق صيدش كند

آن دروگر حاكم چوبى بود
و آن مصور حاكم خوبى بود

هست آهنگر بر آهن قيمى
هست بنا هم بر آلت حاكمى‏

نادر اين باشد كه چندين اختيار
ساجد اندر اختيارش بنده‏وار
قدرت تو بر جمادات از نبرد

كى جمادى را از آنها نفى كرد
قدرتش بر اختيارات آن چنان

نفى نكند اختيارى را از آن‏
خواستش مى‏گوى بر وجه كمال

كه نباشد نسبت جبر و ضلال‏
چون كه گفتى كفر من خواست وى است
خواست خود را نيز هم مى‏دان كه هست‏

ز انكه بى‏خواه تو خود كفر تو نيست
كفر بى‏خواهش تناقض گفتنى است‏

امر عاجز را قبيح است و ذميم
خشم بدتر خاصه از رب رحيم‏

گاو گر يوغى نگيرد مى‏زنند
هيچ گاوى كه نپرد شد نژند

گاو چون معذور نبود در فضول
صاحب گاو از چه معذور است و دول‏

چون نه‏اى رنجور سر را بر مبند
اختيارت هست برسبلت مخند

جهد كن كز جام حق يابى نوى
بى‏خود و بى‏اختيار آن گه شوى‏
آن گه آن مى را بود كل اختيار

تو شوى معذور مطلق مست‏وار
هر چه كوبى كفته‏ى مى‏باشد آن
هر چه روبى رفته‏ى مى‏باشد آن‏

3105
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The drunk man who has quaffed wine from God’s cup— 
how should he do aught but justice and right?

كى كند آن مست جز عدل و صواب
كه ز جام حق كشيده است او شراب‏

The magicians said to Pharaoh, ‘Stop! 
He that is drunk has no care for his hands and feet.

The wine of the One is our hands and feet; 
the apparent hand is a shadow and worthless.’

The meaning of ‘whatever God willed came to be,’ i.e. ‘the will is His will and pleasure. 
Seek His pleasure; be not distressed by the anger of others and the disapproval of others.’ 

Although the word ‘kána’ (came to be) denotes the past, yet there is no past or future 
in the action of God, for with God there is neither morning nor evening.

The saying of servant, ‘whatever God wills comes to pass’ 
does not signify ‘be lazy in that’;

No, it is an incitement to entire self-devotion and exertion, meaning, 
‘Make yourself exceedingly ready to perform that service.’

If you are told, O sage, that what you wish 
you have full power to act according to your desire,

Then, if you are neglectful, it is permissible; 
for what you wish and say will come to pass.

When you are told that whatever God wills shall come to pass, 
and that to Him belongs the authority absolute and everlasting,

Why, then, should not you move round Him like a slave, 
with the will of a hundred men to perform the devotions due to Him?

If you are told that what the vizier wishes 
his will is paramount in the exercise of authority,

Will you at once move round him with the zeal of a hundred men, 
that he may pour kindness and munificence on your head?

Or will you flee from the vizier and his palace? 
This is not the way to seek his help.

You, inversely, have been made remiss by this saying: 
you have been turned upside down in your apprehension and thought.

The command is vested in such and such a lord. Listen, what does this mean? 
It means, ‘Do not sit with anyone except him.

جادوان فرعون را گفتند بيست
مست را پرواى دست و پاى نيست‏

دست و پاى ما مى آن واحد است
دست ظاهر سايه است و كاسد است‏

معنى ما شاء اللَّه كان يعنى خواست خواست او و رضا رضاى اوست، رضاى او جوييد و از خشم 
ديگران و رد ديگران دل تنگ مباشيد، آن كان اگر چه لفظ ماضى است ليكن در فعل خدا ماضى و 

مستقبل نباشد كه ليس عند الله صباح و لا مساء

قول بنده ايش شاء اللَّه كان
بهر آن نبود كه تنبل كن در آن‏

بلكه تحريض است بر اخلاص و جد
كه در آن خدمت فزون شو مستعد

گر بگويند آن چه مى‏خواهى تو راد
كار كار تست بر حسب مراد
آن گهان تنبل كنى جايز بود

كانچه خواهى و آن چه گويى آن شود
چون بگويند ايش شاء اللَّه كان

حكم حكم اوست مطلق جاودان‏
پس چرا صد مرده اندر ورد او

بر نگردى بندگانه گرد او
گر بگويند آن چه مى‏خواهد وزير
خواست آن اوست اندر دار و گير

گرد او گردان شوى صد مرده زود
تا بريزد بر سرت احسان و جود

يا گريزى از وزير و قصر او
اين نباشد جست و جوى نصر او

باژگونه زين سخن كاهل شدى
منعكس ادراك و خاطر آمدى‏

امر امر آن فلان خواجه‏ست هين
چيست يعنى با جز او كمتر نشين‏
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Move round the lord, since the command belongs to him; 
for he slays his enemy and saves the life of his friend.

گرد خواجه گرد چون امر آن اوست
كاو كشد دشمن رهاند جان دوست‏

Whatever he wills, that same thing you will certainly obtain: 
do not go astray, prefer his service.’

Not, ‘Since he is possessed of authority, do not move round him, 
so that you may fall into his black books and be disgraced.’

The interpretation that makes you ardent and hopeful 
and active and reverent is the true one;

And if it makes you slack, know the real truth to be this, 
that it is an alteration, not an interpretation.

This has come in order to make ardent, 
that He may take the hands of those who have lost hope.

Ask the meaning of the Qur’án from the Qur’án alone, 
and from that one who has set fire to his idle fancy,

And has become a sacrifice to the Qur’án and is low, 
so that the Qur’án has become the essence of his spirit.

The oil that has wholly devoted itself to the rose—
smell either the oil or the rose as you please.

And similarly, ‘the Pen has dried’ means that the Pen has dried after writing, 
‘Obedience and disobedience are not on the same level, and honesty and stealing are not 

on the same level.’ The Pen has dried that thanksgiving and ingratitude are not on the same level. 
The Pen has dried that God does not let the reward of the righteous be lost.

When he steals, his hand goes: the Pen has dried. 
He drinks wine, he becomes intoxicated: the Pen has dried.

Likewise the interpretation of ‘the Pen has dried’ 
it is for the purpose of inciting to the most important work.

Therefore the Pen wrote that every action 
has the effect and consequence appropriate to it.

The Pen has dried that if you do wrong you will suffer wrong, 
and that if you act rightly the result will be your felicity.

You behave unjustly, you are damned: the Pen has dried. 
If you show justice, you eat the fruit: the Pen has dried.

هر چه او خواهد همان يابى يقين
ياوه كم رو خدمت او بر گزين‏

نى چو حاكم اوست گرد او مگرد
تا شوى نامه سياه و روى زرد
حق بود تاويل كان گرمت كند

پر اميد و چست و با شرمت كند
ور كند سستت حقيقت اين بدان
هست تبديل و نه تاويل است آن‏

اين براى گرم كردن آمده‏ست
تا بگيرد نااميدان را دو دست‏

معنى قرآن ز قرآن پرس و بس
وز كسى كاتش زده‏ست اندر هوس‏

پيش قرآن گشت قربانى و پست
تا كه عين روح او قرآن شده‏ست‏

روغنى كاو شد فداى گل بكل
خواه روغن بوى كن خواهى تو گل‏

و همچنين قد جف القلم يعنى جف القلم و كتب لا يستوى الطاعة و المعصية لا يستوى الامانة و 
السرقة، جف القلم ان لا يستوى الشكر و الكفران، جف القلم إِنَّ اللَّهَ لا يُضِيعُ أَجْرَ الْمُحْسِنِينَ

چون بدزدد دست شد جف القلم
خورد باده مست شد جف القلم‏

همچنين تاويل قد جف القلم
بهر تحريض است بر شغل اهم‏

پس قلم بنوشت كه هر كار را
لايق آن هست تاثير و جزا

كژ روى جف القلم كژ آيدت
راستى آرى سعادت زايدت‏
ظلم آرى مدبرى جف القلم

عدل آرى بر خورى جف القلم‏
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Do you deem it allowable, can it be allowable, that on account of 
the prior decree God should come, like a person dismissed from office,

تو روا دارى روا باشد كه حق
همچو معزول آيد از حكم سبق‏

Saying, ‘the affair has gone out of My hands: 
do not approach Me so often, do not entreat so much’?

No, the meaning is: ‘the Pen has dried 
justice and injustice is not equal in My sight.

I have laid down a distinction between good and evil; 
I have also laid down a distinction between the bad and the worse.’

If there be in you a single mote of self-discipline in excess of your companion, 
the grace of God will know,

And will bestow on you that mote’s amount of superiority: 
the mote will step forth as a mountain.

A king before whose throne there is no distinction 
between the faithful and the seeker of iniquity—

Between him who trembles in fear of his disapproval 
and him who intrigues against his fortune.

There is no difference, but both of them are one to him: 
he is not a king, may dark earth be on his head!

If your labour exceeds another’s by a single mote, 
it will be weighed in God’s balance.

You continually work yourself to death in the service of these kings; 
they are ignorant of treachery and honesty.

The words of a tale-bearer who speaks ill of you 
will cause your years of service to be wasted;

The words of tale-bearers do not take their abode 
in the presence of the King who is hearing and seeing.

All the tale-bearers are reduced to despair by Him: 
they come to us and increase bondage.

They speak much abuse of the King before us, saying, 
‘Go! The Pen has dried. Do not keep faith.’

How should the meaning of ‘the Pen has dried’ be, 
that acts of treacherous and acts of faithfulness are alike?

No, treacherous for acts of treacherous: the Pen has dried; 
and faithfulness for those acts of faithfulness: the Pen has dried.

There may be pardon, but where is the glorious hope 
that through piety the servant of God may be illumined?

كه ز دست من برون رفته‏ست كار
پيش من چندين ميا چندين مزار

بلكه معنى آن بود جف القلم
نيست يكسان پيش من عدل و ستم‏

فرق بنهادم ميان خير و شر
فرق بنهادم ز بد هم از بتر

ذره‏اى گر در تو افزونى ادب
باشد از يارت بداند فضل رب‏

قدر آن ذره ترا افزون دهد
ذره چون كوهى قدم بيرون نهد

پادشاهى كه به پيش تخت او
فرق نبود از امين و ظلم جو
آن كه مى‏لرزد ز بيم رد او

وان كه طعنه مى‏زند در جد او
فرق نبود هر دو يك باشد برش

شاه نبود خاك تيره بر سرش‏
ذره‏اى گر جهد تو افزون بود
در ترازوى خدا موزون بود

پيش اين شاهان هماره جان كنى
بى‏خبر ايشان ز غدر و روشنى‏

گفت غمازى كه بد گويد ترا
ضايع آرد خدمتت را سالها

پيش شاهى كه سميع است و بصير
گفت غمازان نباشد جاى گير

جمله غمازان از او آيس شوند
سوى ما آيند و افزايند بند

بس جفا گويند شه را پيش ما
كه برو جف القلم كم كن وفا
معنى جف القلم كى آن بود
كه جفاها با وفا يكسان بود

بل جفا را هم جفا جف القلم
و آن وفا را هم وفا جف القلم‏

عفو باشد ليك كو فر اميد
كه بود بنده ز تقوى رو سپيد
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If a robber be pardoned, he saves his life, 
how should he become a vizier and keeper of the treasury?

دزد را گر عفو باشد جان برد
كى وزير و خازن مخزن شود

Come, O godly Amínu’ddín, 
for every tiara and ensign has grown from trustworthiness (amánat).

If the Sultan’s son becomes a traitor to him, 
on that account his head will be severed from his body;

And if a Hindu slave shows faithfulness, 
sovereignty will applaud him, ‘Long may he live!’

What of a slave? If a dog is faithful at a door, 
there are a hundred feelings of satisfaction with him in the heart of the master.

Since, because of this, he kisses the mouth of a dog, 
if he be a lion, how triumphant he will make him!

Robbers get nothing but pardon, except, to be sure, the robber 
who performs acts of service  and whose sincerity uproots his treacherous,

Like Fudayl, the brigand who played straight, 
because he ran with the strength of ten men towards repentance;

And as the magicians blackened the face of Pharaoh 
by their fortitude and faithfulness.

They gave their hands and feet for the crime that entailed retaliation: 
how should that be attained by means of a hundred years’ devotional service?

You who have served for fifty years, 
when have you brought into your possession such a sincerity as this?

Story of the dervish who saw at Herat the well-equipped slaves of the Amid of Khurasan, 
mounted on Arab horses and wearing gold-embroidered coats, richly ornamented caps, etc. 
He asked, ‘what princes and what kings are these?’ On being told that they were not princes, 

but the slaves of the Amid of Khurasan, he turned his face to Heaven, crying, ‘O God, 
learn from the Amid how to take care of slaves!’ There the State-accountant is called Amid.

A certain unmannerly at Herat, 
when he saw a nobleman’s slave

Going about in satin raiment with a belt of gold, 
would turn his face to Heaven,

اى امين الدين ربانى بيا
كز امانت رست هر تاج و لوا

پور سلطان گر بر او خاين شود
آن سرش از تن بدان باين شود

ور غلام هندويى آرد وفا
دولت او را مى‏زند طال بقا

چه غلام ار بر درى سگ با وفاست
در دل سالار او را صد رضاست‏

زين چو سگ را بوسه بر پوزش دهد
گر بود شيرى چه پيروزش كند
جز مگر دزدى كه خدمتها كند

صدق او بيخ جفا را بر كند
چون فضيل ره زنى كاو راست باخت

ز انكه ده مرده به سوى توبه تاخت‏
و آن چنان كه ساحران فرعون را

رو سيه كردند از صبر و وفا
دست و پا دادند در جرم قود

آن به صد ساله عبادت كى شود
تو كه پنجه سال خدمت كرده‏اى

كى چنين صدقى به دست آورده‏اى‏

حكايت آن درويش كه در هرى غلامان آراسته‏ى عميد خراسان را ديد و بر اسبان تازى و قباهاى 
زربفت و كلاههاى مغرق و غير آن، پرسيد كه اينها كدام اميرانند و چه شاهانند گفتند او را كه اينها 
اميران نيستند اينها غلامان عميد خراسانند، روى به آسمان كرد كه اى خدا غلام پروردن از عميد 

بياموز، آن جا مستوفى را عميد گويند

آن يكى گستاخ رو اندر هرى
چون بديدى او غلام مهترى‏

جامه‏ى اطلس كمر زرين روان
روى كردى سوى قبله‏ى آسمان‏



210

3170

3175

3180

And cry, ‘O God, why do You not learn from this bountiful Khwaja 
how to keep slave?

كاى خدا زين خواجه‏ى صاحب منن
چون نياموزى تو بنده داشتن‏

O God, let this rais (high dignitary) and chosen of our king 
teach You how to care for Your slave.’

The dervish was needy and naked and without food: 
in winter he was trembling exceedingly from the air.

That man beside himself committed an impertinence: 
from grossness he displayed an audacity.

He relied on the thousands of gifts, 
saying that the gnostic has become God’s boon-companion.

If the king’s boon-companion takes a liberty, do not you behave so, 
who have not the same support.

God gave the waist, and the waist is better than the belt: 
if any one gives you a tiara, He gave the head.

The dervish continued his reproaches till a certain day 
when the king accused the Khwaja and bound him hand and foot,

He put those slaves to the rack, saying, 
‘Show at once the Khwaja’s buried treasure;

Tell me his secret; O you rascals 
or I will cut your throats and your tongues.’

He tortured them for a month: 
the rack, torment, and anguish by day and by night.

He rent them to pieces, but from their anxiety 
not one slave betrayed the Khwaja’s secret.

A voice from Heaven said to him in his dream, 
‘O sir, do you also learn how to be a slave, and come.

O you, who have torn the coats of the Josephs, 
know that it is your own fault if the wolf tears you.

Wear, all the year round, a garment of that cloth which you are weaving; 
eat and drink, all the year round, of that which you are sowing.

These continual pangs are your own action: 
this is the meaning of ‘the Pen has dried,’

‘My Law (Sunna) does not turn aside from rectitude: 
good shall befall the good, evil the evil.’

Beware, do works, for Solomon is alive: 
so long as you are a devil, his sword is cutting;

بنده پروردن بياموز اى خدا
زين رئيس و اختيار شاه ما

بود محتاج و برهنه و بى‏نوا
در زمستان لرز لرزان از هوا
انبساطى كرد آن از خود برى

جراتى بنمود او از لمترى‏
اعتمادش بر هزاران موهبت
كه نديم حق شد اهل معرفت‏

گر نديم شاه گستاخى كند
تو مكن آن كه ندارى آن سند

حق ميان داد و ميان به از كمر
گر كسى تاجى دهد او داد سر

تا يكى روزى كه شاه آن خواجه را
متهم كرد و ببستش دست و پا
آن غلامان را شكنجه مى‏نمود
كه دفينه‏ى خواجه بنماييد زود
ر او با من بگوييد اى خسان

ور نه برم از شما حلق و لسان‏
مدت يك ماه شان تعذيب كرد

روز و شب اشكنجه و افشار و درد
پاره پاره كردشان و يك غلام
راز خواجه وانگفت از اهتمام‏

گفتش اندر خواب هاتف كاى كيا
بنده بودن هم بياموز و بيا
اى دريده پوستين يوسفان

گر بدرد گرگت آن از خويش دان‏
ز انكه مى‏بافى همه ساله بپوش

ز انكه مى‏كارى همه ساله بنوش‏
فعل تست اين غصه‏هاى دم به دم

اين بود معنى قد جف القلم‏
كه نگردد سنت ما از رشد

نيك را نيكى بود بد راست بد
ر كن هين كه سليمان زنده است

تا تو ديوى تيغ او برنده است‏
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When he becomes an angel, he is safe from the sword 
and has no dread of Solomon.

چون فرشته گشت از تيغ ايمنى است
از سليمان هيچ او را خوف نيست‏

His sway is over the devil, not the angel: 
pain is on the earth, not above the sky.

Abandon this Necessitarianism, which is very empty, 
in order that you may know what the inmost secret of Necessity is.

Abandon this Necessitarianism of the idle party, in order that you 
may gain knowledge of the Necessity that is as the soul.

Abandon the state of being loved and adopt the practice of loving, 
O you who think that you are excellent and pre-eminent.

O you who really are more silent than Night, 
how long will you seek a purchaser for your words?

They nod their heads in your presence for you: 
your time is wasted in the passionate desire of them.

You say to me, ‘Don’t indulge in envy,’ 
how should any one feel envy in consequence of losing nothing?

O impudent man, instruction given to the worthless 
is like drawing a little design on a clod of earth.

Instruct yourself in love and insight; 
for that is like a design on a solid mass of stone.

Your own self is the pupil that is faithful to you: the others perish: 
where will you seek them, where?

In order that you may make others erudite and eminent, 
you are making yourself evil-natured and empty.

When your heart is united with that Eden, listen, 
speak on, and be not afraid of becoming empty.

Hence the command, ‘Speak!’ came to him, saying, 
‘O righteous one, it will not fail: this is an ocean.’

God said, ‘Be silent,’ that is, ‘do not waste your water in idle talk, 
for the orchard is dry-lipped.’

This discourse has no end, O father: 
leave this discourse and consider the end.

I am not jealous that they stand in your presence: 
they are mocking you, they are not lovers.

Behold your lovers behind the veil of the Bounty, 
crying aloud for you continually.

حكم او بر ديو باشد نه ملك
رنج در خاك است نه فوق فلك‏

ترك كن اين جبر را كه بس تهى است
تا بدانى سرّ سرّ جبر چيست‏

ترك كن اين جبر جمع منبلان
تا خبر يابى از آن جبر چو جان‏
ترك معشوقى كن و كن عاشقى
اى گمان برده كه خوب و فايقى‏

اى كه در معنى ز شب خامش‏ترى
گفت خود را چند جويى مشترى‏

سر بجنبانند پيشت بهر تو
رفت در سوداى ايشان دهر تو

تو مرا گويى حسد اندر مپيچ
چه حسد آرد كسى از فوت هيچ‏

هست تعليم خسان اى چشم شوخ
همچو نقش خرد كردن بر كلوخ‏
خويش را تعليم كن عشق و نظر

كان بود چون نقش فى جرم الحجر
نفس تو با تست شاگرد وفا

غير فانى شد كجا جويى كجا
تا كنى مر غير را حبر و سنى

خويش را بد خو و خالى مى‏كنى‏
متصل چون شد دلت با آن عدن
هين بگو مهراس از خالى‏شدن‏

امر قُلْ زين آمدش كاى راستين
كم نخواهد شد بگو درياست اين‏
أَنْصِتُوا يعنى كه آبت را به لاغ

هين تلف كم كن كه لب خشك است باغ‏
اين سخن پايان ندارد اى پدر

اين سخن را ترك كن پايان نگر
غيرتم نايد كه پيشت بيستند

بر تو مى‏خندند عاشق نيستند
عاشقانت در پس پرده‏ى كرم

بهر تو نعره زنان بين دم به دم‏
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Be the lover of those unseen lovers: 
do not cherish the lovers who last five days;

عاشق آن عاشقان غيب باش
عاشقان پنج روزه كم تراش‏

For they have devoured you by means of a deceit and attraction, 
and during years you have never seen a grain from them.

How long will you set up a show on the public road? 
You are footsore, and your desire has been fulfilled.

When you enjoy good health all of them are your friends and comrades, 
in the hour of pain and sorrow where is any familiar friend but God?

In the hour of eye-ache or toothache will anyone take your hand 
except Him who comes at the cry of distress?

Therefore recollect that sickness and pain: 
take warning, like Ayaz from that sheepskin jacket.

Your experience of pain is the sheepskin jacket 
which Ayaz took into his hand.”

How the Necessitarian infidel again replied to the Sunni who was inviting him to accept Islam 
and abandon his belief in Necessity, and how the debate was prolonged on both sides; 

for this difficult and controversial matter cannot be decided except by the real love 
that has no further interest in it—“and that is God’s grace: He bestows it on whom He pleases.”

The Necessitarian infidel began his reply, 
by which that eloquent man was confounded;

But if I relate all those answers and questions, 
I shall be unable to get on with this Discourse.

We have things of greater importance to say, 
whereby your understanding will obtain a better clue.

We have told a little of that disputation, O fierce debater, 
from a little the principle of the whole is evident.

Similarly, there is a disputation, till mankind is raised from the dead, 
between the Necessitarians and the partisans of Freewill.

If he had been incapable of refuting his adversary, 
their doctrines would have fallen out of sight.

كه بخوردندت ز خدعه و جذبه‏اى
سالها ز يشان نديدى حبه‏اى‏
چند هنگامه نهى بر راه عام
گام خستى بر نيامد هيچ كام‏

وقت صحت جمله يارند و حريف
وقت درد و غم بجز حق كو اليف‏
وقت درد چشم و دندان هيچ كس

دست تو گيرد بجز فرياد رس‏
پس همان درد و مرض را ياد دار

چون اياز از پوستين كن اعتبار
پوستين آن حالت درد تو است

كه گرفته ست آن اياز آن را به دست‏

باز جواب گفتن آن كافر جبرى آن سنى را كه به اسلامش دعوت مى‏كرد و به ترك اعتقاد جبرش 
دعوت مى‏كرد و دراز شدن مناظره از طرفين كه ماده‏ى اشكال و جواب را نبرد الا عشق حقيقى كه او 

را پرواى آن نماند، و ذلك فضل اللَّه يؤتيه من يشاء

كافر جبرى جواب آغاز كرد
كه از آن حيران شد آن منطيق مرد

ليك گر من آن جوابات و سؤال
جمله را گويم بمانم زين مقال‏
ز آن مهم‏تر گفتنيها هستمان
كه بدان فهم تو به يابد نشان‏

اندكى گفتيم آن بحث اى عتل
ز اندكى پيدا بود قانون كل‏

همچنين بحث است تا حشر بشر
در ميان جبرى و اهل قدر

گر فروماندى ز دفع خصم خويش
مذهب ايشان بر افتادى ز پيش‏
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Since they would not have had the means of escape in replying, 
they would therefore have recoiled from the way of perdition;

چون برون شوشان نبودى در جواب
پس رميدندى از آن راه تباب‏

Inasmuch as their continuance in that course was destined, 
God feeds them with proofs,

In order that he may not be silenced by his adversary’s difficult objection, 
and that he may be prevented from seeing his adversary’s success,

So that these seventy-two sects may always remain 
in the world till the Day of Resurrection.

Since this is the world of darkness and occultation, 
the earth is necessary for the shadow.

These two-and-seventy will remain till the Resurrection: 
the heretic’s talk and argument will not fail.

The high value of a treasury 
is that there are many locks upon it.

The greatness of the goal, O well-tried man, 
is the intricate windings of the way and the mountain-passes and the brigands.

The greatness of the Ka‘ba and its assembly-place 
is the brigandage of the Bedouins and the length of the desert.

Every doctrine, every tenet, that is not praiseworthy 
is a mountain-pass and a barrier and a brigand.

This doctrine has become the adversary and bitter enemy of that, 
so that the imitator is in a dilemma;

He sees that both the opponents are firm in their doctrine: 
every sect is pleased with its own path.

If it has no reply, it will cling obstinately to the same formula 
till the Day of Resurrection,

Saying, “Our great authorities know the reply to this, 
although the right method is hidden from us.”

The only muzzle for evil suggestions is Love; 
else, when has any one stopped temptation?

Become a lover; seek a fair favourite, 
hunt a waterfowl from river to river.

How will you get water from that one who takes your water away? 
How will you apprehend from that one consumes your apprehension?

In Love, glorious and resplendent, you will find intelligible things 
other than these intelligible things.

چون كه مقضى بد دوام آن روش
مى‏دهدشان از دلايل پرورش

تا نگردد ملزم از اشكال خصم
تا بود محجوب از اقبال خصم‏
تا كه اين هفتاد و دو ملت مدام

در جهان ماند الى يوم القيام‏
چون جهان ظلمت است و غيب اين

از براى سايه مى‏بايد زمين‏
تا قيامت ماند اين هفتاد و دو
كم نيايد مبتدع را گفت و گو

عزت مخزن بود اندر بها
كه بر او بسيار باشد قفلها

عزت مقصد بود اى ممتحن
پيچ پيچ راه و عقبه و راه زن‏

عزت كعبه بود و آن ناديه
ره زنى اعراب و طول باديه‏

هر روش هر ره كه آن محمود نيست
عقبه‏اى و مانعى و ره زنى است‏
اين روش خصم و حقود آن شده

تا مقلد در دو ره حيران شده‏
صدق هر دو ضد بيند در روش

هر فريقى در ره خود خوش منش‏
گر جوابش نيست مى‏بندد ستيز
بر همان دم تا به روز رستخيز

كه مهان ما بدانند اين جواب
گر چه از ما شد نهان وجه صواب‏
پوز بند وسوسه عشق است و بس

ور نه كى وسواس را بسته‏ست كس
عاشقى شو شاهدى خوبى بجو

صيد مرغابى همى‏كن جو به جو
كى برى ز آن آب كان آبت برد

كى كنى ز آن فهم فهمت را خورد
غير اين معقولها معقولها

يابى اندر عشق با فر و بها
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To God belong intelligences other than this intelligence of yours, 
by which the mediate celestial things are ruled;

غير اين عقل تو حق را عقلها ست
كه بدان تدبير اسباب سما ست‏

For by this intelligence you procure the means of subsistence, 
by that other you make the tiers of Heaven a carpet.

When you gamble away your intelligence in love of the Lord, 
He gives you ten like unto it or seven hundred.

Those women of Egypt, when they gambled away their intelligences, 
sped onward to the pavilion of Joseph’s love.

The cupbearer of life took away their intelligence in one moment: 
they drank their fill of wisdom all the rest of their lives.

The beauty of the Almighty is the source of a hundred Josephs: 
O you, who are less than a woman, devote yourself to that beauty!

O soul, Love alone cuts disputation short, for it comes to the rescue 
when you cry for help against arguments.

Eloquence is dumbfounded by Love: 
it dare not engage in altercation;

For he fears that, if he answer back, 
a pearl may fall out of his mouth.

He closes his lips tight against good or evil 
lest the pearl should fall from his mouth,

Even as the Companion of the Prophet said, 
“Whenever the Prophet recited sections to us,

At the moment of munificence that chosen Messenger 
would demand of us attentiveness and a hundred reverences.”

It is as when a bird is on your head, 
and your soul trembles for fear of its flitting,

So you dare not stir from your place, 
lest your beautiful bird should take to the air;

You dare not breathe; you suppress a cough, 
lest that huma should fly away;

And if any one speaks sweet or sour to you, 
you lay a finger on your lip, meaning, and “Hush!”

Bewilderment is like that bird: it makes you silent: 
it puts the lid on the kettle and fills you with the boiling of love.

كه بدين عقل آورى ارزاق را
ز آن دگر مفرش كنى اطباق را
چون ببازى عقل در عشق صمد

عشر امثالت دهد يا هفت صد
آن زنان چون عقلها درباختند
بر رواق عشق يوسف تاختند

عقلشان يك دم ستد ساقى عمر
سير گشتند از خرد باقى عمر

اصل صد يوسف جمال ذو الجلال
اى كم از زن شو فداى آن جمال‏

عشق برد بحث را اى جان و بس
كاو ز گفت و گو شود فرياد رس‏

حيرتى آيد ز عشق آن نطق را
زهره نبود كه كند او ماجرا
كه بترسد گر جوابى وا دهد
گوهرى از لنج او بيرون فتد

لب ببندد سخت او از خير و شر
تا نبايد كز دهان افتد گهر

همچنان كه گفت آن يار رسول
چون نبى بر خواندى بر ما فصول‏

آن رسول مجتبى وقت نثار
خواستى از ما حضور و صد وقار

آن چنان كه بر سرت مرغى بود
كز فواتش جان تو لرزان شود

پس نيارى هيچ جنبيدن ز جا
تا نگيرد مرغ خوب تو هوا
دم نيارى زد ببندى سرفه را

تا نبايد كه بپرد آن هما
ور كست شيرين بگويد يا ترش
بر لب انگشتى نهى يعنى خمش‏

حيرت آن مرغ است خاموشت كند
بر نهد سر ديگ و پر جوشت كند
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پرسيدن پادشاه قاصدا اياز را كه چندين غم و شادى با چارق و پوستين كه جماد است مى‏گويى تا 
اياز را در سخن آورد

How the King (Mahnnid) purposely asked Arax,” (Why) art thou telling all this sorrow and joy 
to a rustic shoe and a sheepskin jacket, which are inanimate?” 

(His purpose was) that he might induce Ayaz to speak.

“ 0 Ayaz, pray, why are these marks of affection, 
like a lover to his adored one, to a rustic shoe?

Thou hast made a rustic shoe thy devotion and religion, 
as Majnun of his Layla’s face.

Thou hast mingled thy soul’s love with two old articles 
and hung them both in a chamber.

How long wilt thou speak new words to two old things 
and breathe the ancient secret into a substance devoid of life

Like the Arabs, 0 Ayaz, thou art drawing out long and lovingly 
thy converse with the abodes and the traces of former habitation.

Of what Asaf are thy shoon the abode? 
One would say that thy sheepskin jacket is the shirt of Joseph.”

Like the Christian who recounts to his priest a year’s sins—
fornication and malice and hypocrisy

In order that the priest may pardon his sins, 
for he regards his forgiveness as forgiveness from God.

The priest has no knowledge of sin and pardon ; 
but love and firm belief are mightily bewitching.

Love and imagination weave a hundred Joseph:
in sooth they are greater sorcerers than Harut and Marut.

They cause a form to appear in memory of him: 
the attraction of the form leads you into (conversation with it).

You tell a hundred thousand secrets in the form’s presence, 
just as a friend speaks in the presence of a friend.

No form or shape is there; from it proceed a hundred “Am not I?” 
and a hundred “ Yeas.”

As when a mother, distraught 
beside the grave of a child newly dead,

Utters heart-felt words earnestly and intensely: 
the inanimateseems to her to be alive.

اى اياز اين مهرها بر چارقى
چيست آخر همچو بر بت عاشقى‏
همچو مجنون از رخ ليلى خويش
كرده‏اى تو چارقى را دين و كيش‏

با دو كهنه مهر جان آميخته
هر دو را در حجره‏اى آويخته‏
چند گويى با دو كهنه نو سخن

در جمادى مى‏دمى سر كهن‏
چون عرب با ربع و اطلال اى اياز

مى‏كشى از عشق گفت خود دراز
چارقت ربع كدامين آصف است

پوستين گويى كه كرته‏ى يوسف است‏
همچو ترسا كه شمارد با كشش
جرم يك ساله زنا و غل و غش‏

تا بيامرزد كشش زو آن گناه
عفو او را عفو داند از اله‏

نيست آگه آن كشش از جرم و داد
ليك بس جادوست عشق و اعتقاد

دوستى و وهم صد يوسف تند
اسحر از هاروت و ماروت است خود

صورتى پيدا كند بر ياد او
جذب صورت آردت در گفت و گو
رازگويى پيش صورت صد هزار

آن چنان كه يار گويد پيش يار
نه بد آن جا صورتى نه هيكلى

زاده از وى صد أَ لَسْتُ و صد بلى‏
آن چنان كه مادرى دل برده‏اى

پيش گور بچه‏ى نو مرده‏اى‏
رازها گويد به جد و اجتهاد
مى‏نمايد زنده او را آن جماد
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She regards that dust as living and erect, 
she regards that rubbish as an eye and an ear.

حى و قايم داند او آن خاك را
چشم و گوشى داند او خاشاك را

To her, at the moment when she is crazed, 
every atom of the earth in the grave seems to have hearing and intelligence.

She believes with all her might that the earth is hearkening: 
look well at this Love that works magic!

Fondly and with tears she lays her face, time after time, 
on the fresh earth of the grave in such wise

As during his life she never laid her face 
on the son who was so dear to her ;

When some days pass in mourning, 
the fire of her love sinks to rest.

Love for the dead is not lasting: 
keep your love on the Living One who increases spiritual life.

Afterwards, indeed, from that grave slumber: 
from object is born in her the same insensibility,

Because Love has carried off his enchantment and gone away: 
as soon as the fire is sped, ashes remain.

The Elder (Pir) beholds in the brick 
all that the young man beholds in the mirror.

The Elder is thy love, not a white beard. 
It is he that gives a helping hand to thousands who are in despair.

In separation Love fashions forms; 
in the hour of union the Formless One puts forth his head,

Saving, “ I am the ultimate origin’ of sobriety and intoxication: 
the beauty in  forms is reflected from Me.

At this moment I have removed the veils: 
I have raised Beauty on high without intermediaries.

Because thou hast been much occupied with My reflexion, 
thou hast gained the power to contemplate My essence denuded .

When My pull is set in motion from this side, 
he does not see the priest intervening.”

He is craving forgiveness for his sins 
and trespasses from the grace of God behind the veil.

When a fountain gushes from a rock, 
the rock disappears in the fountain.

پيش او هر ذره‏ى آن خاك گور
گوش دارد هوش دارد وقت شور

مستمع داند به جد آن خاك را
خوش نگر اين عشق ساحرناك را

آن چنان بر خاك گور تازه او
دم‏به‏دم خوش مى‏نهد با اشك رو
كه به وقت زندگى هرگز چنان

روى ننهاده‏ست بر پور چو جان‏
از عزا چون چند روزى بگذرد

آتش آن عشق او ساكن شود
عشق بر مرده نباشد پايدار

عشق را بر حى جان افزاى دار
بعد از آن ز آن گور خود خواب آيدش

از جمادى هم جمادى زايدش‏
ز انك عشق افسون خود بربود و رفت

ماند خاكستر چو آتش رفت تفت‏
آن چه بيند آن جوان در آينه
پير اندر خشت مى‏بيند همه‏

پير، عشق تست نه ريش سپيد
دستگير صد هزاران نااميد

عشق صورتها بسازد در فراق
نامصور سر كند وقت تلاق‏

كه منم آن اصل هوش و مست
بر صور آن حسن عكس ما بده‏ست‏

پرده‏ها را اين زمان برداشتم
حسن را بى‏واسطه بفراشتم‏

ز انكه بس با عكس من دربافتى
قوت تجريد ذاتم يافتى‏

چون از اين سو جذبه‏ى من شد روان
او كشش را مى‏نبيند در ميان‏

مغفرت مى‏خواهد از جرم و خطا
از پس آن پرده از لطف خدا

چون ز سنگى چشمه‏اى جارى شود
سنگ اندر چشمه متوارى شود
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After that, no one calls it “ stone,” seeing that such a pure substance 
has gushed forth from the rock.

كس نخواند بعد از آن او را حجر
ز انك جارى شد از آن سنگ آن گهر

3285. Know that these forms are (like) bowls and acquire excellence 
through that which God pours into them.

How the kinsfolk of Majnun said to him, “The beauty of Layla is limited, it is not so very great: 
in our city there are many fairer than she. We will show unto you one or two or ten: take your 

choice, and deliver us and yourself ”; and how Majnun answered them.

The fools in their ignorance said to Majnun, 
“The beauty of Layla is not so very great, it is of slight account.

There are thousands of moon-like sweethearts 
fairer than she in our city.”

He replied, “The form is a pot, and beauty is the wine: 
God is giving me wine from her form.

He gave you vinegar from her pot, 
lest love of her should pull you by the ears.”

The hand of God, the Almighty and Glorious, 
gives poison or honey to everyone from the same pot.

You see the pot, 
but the wine does not show itself to the wrong eye.

Spiritual experience is the women who look modestly: 
it shows no sign but to its possessor.

That wine is the women who look modestly, 
while these vessels screening it are like the tents.

The great river is a tent, 
wherein is life for the duck, but death for crows.

Venom also is the snake’s food and provision, 
its venom is anguish and death to others.

The form of every blessing and affliction 
is a Hell to this one, a Paradise to that one.

Therefore you see all bodies and things, 
and there is food and poison in them —you do not see it.

كاسه‏ها دان اين صور را و اندر او
آن چه حق ريزد بدان گيرد علو

گفتن خويشاوندان مجنون را كه حسن ليلى به اندازه اى است چندان نيست، از او نغزتر در شهر 
ما بسيار است يكى و دو و ده بر تو عرضه كنيم اختيار كن، ما را و خود را وارهان، و جواب گفتن 

مجنون ايشان را

ابلهان گفتند مجنون را ز جهل
حسن ليلى نيست چندان هست سهل‏

بهتر از وى صد هزاران دل ربا
هست همچون ماه اندر شهر ما

گفت صورت كوزه است و حسن مى
مى خدايم مى‏دهد از نقش وى‏

مر شما را سركه داد از كوزه‏اش
تا نباشد عشق اوتان گوش كش‏
از يكى كوزه دهد زهر و عسل
هر يكى را دست حق عز و جل‏
كوزه مى‏بينى و ليكن آن شراب

روى ننمايد به چشم ناصواب‏
رْفِ باشد ذوق جان قاصِراتُ الطَّ

جز به خصم خود بننمايد نشان‏
رْفِ آمد آن مدام قاصِراتُ الطَّ

وين حجاب ظرفها همچون خيام‏
هست دريا خيمه‏اى در وى حيات

بط را ليكن كلاغان را ممات‏
زهر باشد مار را هم قوت و برگ

غير او را زهر او درد است و مرگ‏
صورت هر نعمتى و محنتى

هست اين را دوزخ آن را جنتى‏
پس همه اجسام و اشيا تبصرون

و اندر او قوت است و سم لا تبصرون‏



218

3300

3305

3310

Everybody resembles a bowl or a pot, 
wherein is both food and a heart-burning.

هست هر جسمى چو كاسه و كوزه‏اى
اندر او هم قوت و هم دل سوزه‏اى‏

The bowl is visible, the plenty in it is hidden: 
he who tastes it knows what he is eating or drinking from it.

 The form of Joseph was like a beauteous cup: 
from it his father drank a hundred exhilarating wines.

Again, to his brethren the draught they took from it was poisoned water 
which was increasing in them anger and hatred.

Again, to Zalikha from it was sugar: 
she was quaffing a different opiate from Love.

The nutriment which came from Joseph to that fair one 
was other than that which came to Jacob.

The sherbets are various, but the pot is one, in order that no doubt 
may remain in you concerning the wine of the Unseen.

The wine belongs to the Unseen, the pot to this world: 
the pot is apparent; the wine in it is hidden:

Hidden from the eyes of the uninitiated, 
but manifest and evident to the adept.

O my God, our eyes have been intoxicated. 
Forgive us: our burdens have been made heavy.

O concealed One who have filled from East to West 
and are exalted above the light of the Orient and the Occident,

You are an inmost Ground of consciousness revealing our inmost thoughts; 
You are a bursting Force that causes our dammed-up rivers to burst forth.

O You whose Essence is hidden while Your gifts are sensible, 
You are as the water and we as the millstone.

You are as the wind and we as the dust: the wind is hidden 
while the dust blown by it is plainly visible.

You are the Spring; we are fair as the verdant orchard: 
it is hidden while its bounty is manifest.

You are as the spirit; we are like hand and foot: 
the closing and opening of the hand is due to the spirit.

You art as the reason, we are like this tongue: 
this tongue has its expression from the reason.

You art like the joy, and we are the laughter, 
for we are the result of blessed joy.

كاسه پيدا اندر او پنهان رغد
طاعمش داند كز آن چه مى‏خورد

صورت يوسف چو جامى بود خوب
ز آن پدر مى خورد صد باده‏ى طروب‏

باز اخوان را از آن زهر آب بود
كان در ايشان خشم و كينه مى‏فزود

باز از وى مر زليخا را شكر
مى‏كشيد از عشق افيونى دگر
غير آن چه بود مر يعقوب را

بود از يوسف غذا آن خوب را
گونه گونه شربت و كوزه يكى

تا نماند در مى غيبت شكى‏
باده از غيب است و كوزه زين جهان

كوزه پيدا باده در وى بس نهان‏
بس نهان از ديده‏ى نامحرمان

ليك بر محرم هويدا و عيان‏
رَتْ أبصارنا يا الهى سُكِّ

فاعف عنا اثقلت اوزارنا
يا خفيا قد ملأت الخافقين

قد علوت فوق نور المشرقين‏
أنت سر كاشف اسرارنا
أنت فجر مفجر انهارنا

يا خفى الذات محسوس العطا
أنت كالماء و نحن كالرحا

أنت كالريح و نحن كالغبار
تختفى الريح و غبراها جهار

تو بهارى ما چو باغ سبز خوش
او نهان و آشكارا بخششش‏

تو چو جانى ما مثال دست و پا
قبض و بسط دست از جان شد روا

تو چو عقلى ما مثال اين زبان
اين زبان از عقل دارد اين بيان‏

تو مثال شادى و ما خنده‏ايم
كه نتيجه‏ى شادى فرخنده‏ايم‏

3315
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Our movement is really a continual profession of faith 
which bears witness to the Eternal Almighty One.

جنبش ما هر دمى خود اشهد است
كه گواه ذو الجلال سرمد است‏

The turning of the millstone in agitation 
is a profession of faith in the existence of the stream.

O You who is beyond my conception and utterance, 
dust is on the head of me and my similes!

Your servant cannot refrain from depicting Your beauty: 
every moment he says to You, “May my soul be Your carpet!”

Like the shepherd who used to say, 
“O God, come to Your shepherd and lover,

That I may seek out the lice in Your smock 
and stitch Your shoes and kiss Your skirt.”

There was none equal to him in passion and love, 
but he fell short in glorification and speech.

His love pitched its tent on the sky: 
the Soul became the dog of that shepherd’s tent.

When the sea of Divine Love surged up, it struck upon his heart; 
it struck upon you ear.

Story of Juhi, who put on a chador, went to hear the sermon, seated himself amongst the women, 
and behaved in such a way that a certain woman knew he was a man and screamed.

There was a preacher, very fine in his exposition, 
under whose pulpit a great number of men and women were assembled.

Juhi went: he got a chador and veil 
and entered amongst the women without being recognised.

Someone asked the preacher secretly, 
does pubic hair hinder prayer.

The preacher replied, “an element of revulsion creeps in 
if the pubic hair is too long.

It should, therefore be removed either with lime or shaved with a razor 
so that your prayer is perfectly happy and pleasant.

The questioner said, 
“At what length is it required to shave it off ?”

گردش سنگ آسيا در اضطراب
اشهد آمد بر وجود جوى آب‏

اى برون از وهم و قال و قيل من
خاك بر فرق من و تمثيل من‏
بنده نشكيبد ز تصوير خوشت

هر دمت گويد كه جانم مفرشت‏
همچو آن چوپان كه مى‏گفت اى خدا

پيش چوپان و محب خود بيا
تا شپش جويم من از پيراهنت

چارقت دوزم ببوسم دامنت‏
كس نبودش در هوا و عشق جفت

ليك قاصر بود از تسبيح و گفت‏
عشق او خرگاه بر گردون زده

جان سگ خرگاه آن چوپان شده‏
چون كه بحر عشق يزدان جوش زد

بر دل او زد ترا بر گوش زد

حكايت جوحى كه چادر پوشيد و در وعظ ميان زنان نشست و حركتى كرد زنى او را بشناخت كه مرد 
است و نعره اى زد

واعظى بد بس گزيده در بيان
زير منبر جمع مردان و زنان‏

رفت جوحى چادر و روبند ساخت
در ميان آن زنان شد ناشناخت‏
سائلى پرسيد واعظ را به راز
موى عانه هست نقصان نماز

گفت واعظ چون شود عانه دراز
پس كراهت باشد از وى در نماز

يا به آهك يا ستره بسترش
تا نمازت كامل آيد خوب و خوش‏

گفت سائل آن درازى تا چه حد
شرط باشد تا نمازم كم بود
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He replied, “After the hair has reached the length of a barley seed 
it is mandatory to shave it off ?”

گفت چون قدر جوى گردد به طول
پس ستردن فرض باشد اى سئول‏

At once Juhi said, “O sister, 
see if my hair has reached that length

For truth’s sake, place your hand 
and see if they have reached the proscribed length.”

The woman placed her hand inside the man’s trousers 
and his penis hurt her hand.

Thereupon the woman gave a loud scream: 
the preacher said, “My discourse has smitten her heart.”

Juhi answered, “No, it has not smitten her heart, but her hand! 
Would to God that it had touched her heart!”

When Divine Love struck a little upon the hearts of pharaoh’s magicians, 
staff and hand became one to them.

O king, if you take away the staff from an old man, he will be more grieved 
than that party was grieved by the amputation of their hands and feet.

The cry, “No harm,” reached Heaven: “Listen, cut off, 
for our souls are delivered from the agony.

We have come to know we are not this body: 
beyond the body we are living through God.”

Oh, blest is he that has recognised his essence 
and built a palace in everlasting security.

A child weeps for walnuts and raisins; 
those are very trifling things in the view of a reasonable man.

In the spirit’s view the body is walnuts and raisins, 
how should a child attain to the knowledge possessed by men?

Whoever is veiled is really a child: 
the man is he who is beyond uncertainty.

Spiritual manhood does not consist in hair and genitals; 
every male-goat has a beard and plenty of hair.

That goat is a bad leader: 
he is taking his followers quickly along to the butcher.

He has combed his beard, saying, “I am the foremost.” 
You are the foremost, but in the direction of death and anguish.

Listen, adopt travelling and abandon your beard: 
abandon this egoism and troubled thought,

گفت جوحى زود اى خواهر ببين
عانه‏ى من گشته باشد اين چنين‏
بهر خشنودى حق پيش آر دست

كان به مقدار كراهت آمده‏ست‏
دست زن در كرد در شلوار مرد

كير او بر دست زن آسيب كرد
نعره‏اى زد سخت اندر حال زن
گفت واعظ بر دلش زد گفت من‏
گفت نه بر دل نزد بر دست زد

واى اگر بر دل زدى اى پر خرد
بر دل آن ساحران زد اندكى

شد عصا و دست ايشان را يكى‏
گر عصا بستانى از پيرى شها

بيش رنجد كان گروه از دست و پا
نعره‏ى لا ضَيْرَ بر گردون رسيد

هين ببر كه جان ز جان كندن رهيد
ما بدانستيم ما اين تن نه‏ايم

از وراى تن به يزدان مى‏زييم‏
اى خنك آن را كه ذات خود شناخت

اندر امن سرمدى قصرى بساخت‏
كودكى گريد پى جوز و مويز

پيش عاقل باشد آن بس سهل چيز
پيش دل جوز و مويز آمد جسد
طفل كى در دانش مردان رسد

هر كه محجوب است او خود كودك است
مرد آن باشد كه بيرون از شك است‏

گر به ريش و خايه مردستى كسى
هر بزى را ريش و مو باشد بسى‏

پيشواى بد بود آن بز شتاب
مى‏برد اصحاب را پيش قصاب‏

ريش شانه كرده كه من سابقم
سابقى ليكن به سوى مرگ و غم‏

هين روش بگزين و ترك ريش كن
ترك اين ما و من و تشويش كن‏
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That you may become like the scent of the rose to lovers 
their leader and guide to the Rose-garden.

تا شوى چون بوى گل با عاشقان
پيشوا و رهنماى گلستان‏

What is the scent of the rose? The breath of reason and intelligence 
a sweet guide on the way to the Kingdom Everlasting.

How the King once more commanded Ayaz, saying “Give a clear explanation concerning 
your rustic shoes and sheepskin jacket in order that your fellow-servants may be admonished 

by that indication; for, ‘Religion consists in sincere counsel’”

“O Ayaz, declare the mystery of the rustic shoes 
and why in the presence of the shoes you whow all this humility,

So that your Sunqur and Bakyaruq may hear 
the inmost secret of your sheepskin jacket and rustic shoes

O Ayaz, slavery has gained lustre from you: 
your lustre has sped from lowliness towards heaven

Servitude has become an object of regret to the free, 
since you have given life to servitude.

The true believer is he by whose true belief amidst the ebb and flow 
the infidel is made regretful.”

Story of the infidel whom, in the time of Aba Yazíd, they invited to become a Moslem; 
and how he answered them.

 There was a certain infidel in the time of Bayazid: 
a blessed Moslem said to him,

“How would it be if you profess Islam, 
so that you may gain a hundred salvations and sovereignties?”

He replied, “If this Faith, O disciple, 
is that which is held by Bayazid, the Shaykh of the world,

I cannot endure the glowing heat thereof, 
which is too great for the strivings of my soul.

Although I feel no certainty as regards the Faith and Religion, 
yet I believe mightily in his Faith.

كيست بوى گل دم عقل و خرد
خوش قلاووز ره ملك ابد

فرمودن شاه به اياز بار دگر كه شرح چارق و پوستين آشكارا بگو كه تا خواجه تاشانت از آن 
اشارت پند گيرند كه الدين النصيحة

سر چارق را بيان كن اى اياز
پيش چارق چيستت چندين نياز

تا نيوشد سنقر و بكيارقت
سر سر پوستين و چارقت‏

اى اياز از تو غلامى نور يافت
نورت از پستى سوى گردون شتافت‏

حسرت آزادگان شد بندگى
بندگى را چون تو دادى زندگى‏

مومن آن باشد كه اندر جزر و مد
كافر از ايمان او حسرت خورد

حكايت كافرى كه گفتندش در عهد بايزيد كه مسلمان شو و جواب گفتن او ايشان را

بود گبرى در زمان بايزيد
گفت او را يك مسلمان سعيد

كه چه باشد گر تو اسلام آورى
تا بيابى صد نجات و سرورى‏

گفت اين ايمان اگر هست اى مريد
آن كه دارد شيخ عالم بايزيد
من ندارم طاقت آن تاب آن

كان فزون آمد ز كوششهاى جان‏
گر چه در ايمان و دين ناموقنم

ليك در ايمان او بس مومنم‏
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I hold the faith that that is higher than all: 
it is very beautiful, resplendent, and glorious.

دارم ايمان كان ز جمله برتر است
بس لطيف و با فروغ و با فر است‏

Inwardly I am a believer in his Faith, 
though a seal is set firmly on my mouth.

Again, if indeed the Faith is your Faith, 
I have no inclination or desire for it.

He that feels a hundred inclinations to believe—
that languishes as soon as he sees you,

Because he sees a name and no meaning in it, 
like calling the desert a safe place (mafáza).

When he looks upon your Faith, 
his love is chilled from professing it.”

Story of the harsh-voiced muezzin who called the Moslems to prayer in the land of the infidels 
and to whom a certain infidel offered presents.

A certain muezzin had a very harsh voice: 
he called the Moslems to prayer in the land of the infidels.

They said to him several times, “Do not give the call to prayer, 
for fighting and acts of hostility will be prolonged.”

He defied, and then without showing caution 
he gave the call to prayer in the land of the infidels.

The Muslims were in fear of a general insurrection; 
however, an infidel came up with a robe.

He brought candles and halwá and such a robe as gifts, 
and approached in a friendly pounder,

Asking again and again, “Tell me, where is this muezzin, 
whose call and cry increases my pleasure?”

“Eh, what pleasure was there from such a harsh voice?” He replied, 
“His voice penetrated into the church.

I have a comely daughter of very high estate: 
she desired a true believer.

Never would this passion go out of her head, 
so many infidels were exhorting her.

مومن ايمان اويم در نهان
گر چه مهرم هست محكم بر دهان‏

باز ايمان خود گر ايمان شماست
نه بدان ميل استم و نه مشتهاست‏
آن كه صد ميلش سوى ايمان بود

چون شما را ديد آن فاتر شود
ز انكه نامى بيند و معنيش نى

چون بيابان را مفازه گفتنى‏
عشق او ز آورد ايمان بفسرد
چون به ايمان شما او بنگرد

حكايت آن موذن زشت آواز كه در كافرستان بانگ نماز داد و مرد كافرى او را هديه داد

يك موذن داشت بس آواز بد
در ميان كافرستان بانگ زد
چند گفتندش مگو بانگ نماز

كه شود جنگ و عداوتها دراز
او ستيزه كرد و پس بى‏احتراز
گفت در كافرستان بانگ نماز

خلق خايف شد ز فتنه‏ى عامه‏اى
خود بيامد كافرى با جامه‏اى‏

شمع و حلوا با چنان جامه‏ى لطيف
هديه آورد و بيامد چون اليف‏

پرس پرسان كاين موذن كو كجاست
كه صلا و بانگ او راحت فزاست‏

هين چه راحت بود ز آن آواز زشت
گفت كاوازش فتاد اندر كنشت‏

دخترى دارم لطيف و بس سنى
آرزو مى‏بود او را مومنى‏

هيچ اين سودا نمى‏رفت از سرش
پندها مى‏داد چندين كافرش‏
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Love of the Faith had grown up in her heart: 
this grief was like a censer and I like the aloes-wood.

در دل او مهر ايمان رسته بود
همچو مجمر بود اين غم من چو عود

I was in torment and anguish and continually on the rack 
lest her passion should lead her.

I knew no remedy for it 
until this muezzin chanted the adhán (call to prayer).

My daughter said, ‘What is this detestable noise? 
It grates on my ear.

Never in all my life have I heard such a harsh voice 
in this Christian convent and church.’

Her sister said to her, ‘This chant, namely the adhán, 
gives notice and is the watchword of the Faithful.’

She would not believe it, and asked someone else: 
that person too said, ‘Yes, O father.’

When she became sure, her face turned pale 
and her heart grew cold to Islam.

I was delivered from anxiety and torment: 
last night I slept sound in a peaceful sleep.

This was the pleasure that came to me from his voice: 
in gratitude I bring gifts: where is the man?”

When he saw him, he said, “Accept the gift, 
for you have been my protector and saviour.

Due to the benefit and kindness that you have done to me, 
I have become your slave perpetually.

If I were eminent in respect of property, possessions, and riches, 
I would fill your mouth with gold.”

“Your Faith is hypocrisy and falsehood: like that call to prayer, 
it waylays the seeker and prevents him from embracing Islam;

But many a regret has come into my heart and soul 
from the Faith and sincerity of Bayazid.”

Similarly, the woman who observed sexual intercourse with the ass, 
she said: “Oh, what is this incomparable stallion?

If this is sexual intercourse, these asses have won: 
these husbands are defecating on our vulvas.”

Bayazid paid all that is due to the Faith: 
blessings be on such a peerless lion!

در عذاب و درد و اشكنجه بدم
كه بجنبد سلسله‏ى او دم به دم‏

هيچ چاره مى‏ندانستم در آن
تا فرو خواند اين موذن آن اذان‏

گفت دختر چيست اين مكروه بانگ
كه به گوشم آمد اين دو چار دانگ‏
من همه عمر اين چنين آواز زشت

هيچ نشنيدم در اين دير و كنشت‏
خواهرش گفتش كه اين بانگ اذان

هست اعلام و شعار مومنان‏
باورش نامد بپرسيد از دگر

آن دگر هم گفت آرى اى پدر
چون يقين گشتش رخ او زرد شد

از مسلمانى دل او سرد شد
باز رستم من ز تشويش و عذاب

دوش خوش خفتم در آن بى‏خوف خواب‏
راحتم اين بود از آواز او

هديه آوردم به شكر آن مرد كو
چون بديدش گفت اين هديه پذير
كه مرا گشتى مجير و دستگير

آن چه كردى با من از احسان و بر
بنده‏ى تو گشته‏ام من مستمر

گر به مال و ملك و ثروت فردمى
من دهانت را پر از زر كردمى‏
هست ايمان شما زرق و مجاز

راه زن همچون كه آن بانگ نماز
ليك از ايمان و صدق بايزيد

چند حسرت در دل و جانم رسيد
همچو آن زن كاو جماع خر بديد

گفت آوه چيست اين فحل فريد
گر جماع اين است بردند اين خران

بر كس ما مى‏ريند اين شوهران‏
داد جمله‏ى داد ايمان بايزيد
آفرينها بر چنين شير فريد
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If a single drop of his Faith enters into the ocean, 
the ocean will be submerged in his drop,

قطره‏اى ز ايمانش در بحر ار رود
بحر اندر قطره‏اش غرقه شود

As a spark of fire lands amidst the trees, 
the whole forest passes away in that mote;

Or as when an image appears in the heart of a king or his army, 
destroyed his enemies in war.

A star appeared in Mohammed, 
so that the substance of Magi and Jew passed away.

He that received the Faith entered into security; 
the infidelities of the rest became two opinions.

At any rate, their first pure unbelief did not remain: 
it planted either Islam or a dread of it.

This is a temporary varnishing: 
these similes are not equivalent to the spark of Divine light.

A mote is only a paltry bodily thing: 
a mote is not the indivisible Sun.

Know that calling it the Sun a mote has a hidden purpose, 
for you are not familiar with the Sea: at present you are the foam.

If the luminous sun of the Shaykh’s Faith 
should display itself from the Orient of the Shaykh’s spirit,

All below, down to the moist clay, would gain treasure, 
and all above would gain a verdant Paradise.

He has a spirit of resplendent light; 
he has a body of despicable earth.

Oh, I wonder whether he is this or that. 
Tell, uncle, for I am left helpless in this difficulty.

O brother, if he is this, what is that?—
for the Seven Heavens are filled with its light—

And if he is that, what is this body, my friend? 
Oh, I wonder which of these two he is and who?

همچو ز آتش ذره‏اى در بيشه‏ها
اندر آن ذره شود بيشه فنا

چون خيالى در دل شه يا سپاه
كرد اندر جنگ خصمان را تباه‏

يك ستاره در محمد رخ نمود
تا فنا شد گوهر گبر و جهود

آن كه ايمان يافت رفت اندر امان
كفرهاى باقيان شد دو گمان‏

كفر صرف اولين بارى نماند
يا مسلمانى و يا بيمى نشاند

اين به حيله آب و روغن كردنى است
اين مثلها كفو ذره‏ى نور نيست‏

ذره نبود جز حقيرى منجسم
ذره نبود شارق لا ينقسم‏

گفتن ذره مرادى دان خفى
محرم دريا نه‏اى اين دم كفى‏

آفتاب نير ايمان شيخ
گر نمايد رخ ز شرق جان شيخ‏

جمله پستى گنج گيرد تا ثرى
جمله بالا خلد گيرد اخضرى‏

او يكى جان دارد از نور منير
او يكى تن دارد از خاك حقير

اى عجب اين است او يا آن بگو
كه بماندم اندر اين مشكل عمو

گر وى اين است اى برادر چيست آن
پر شده از نور او هفت آسمان‏

ور وى آن است اين بدن اى دوست چيست
اى عجب زين دو كدامين است و كيست‏
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حكايت آن زن كه گفت شوهر را كه گوشت را گربه خورد شوهر گربه را به ترازو بر كشيد گربه 
نيم من بر آمد گفت اى زن گوشت نيم من بود و افزون اگر اين گوشت است گربه كو و اگر اين گربه 

است گوشت كو

Story of the woman who told her husband that the cat had eaten the meat, the husband 
put the cat in the balance.  Her weight amounted to half a “pound”, he said, “O wife, 

the meat weighed half a ‘pound’ and more. If this is the meat, where is the cat? 
Or if this is the cat, where is the meat?”

There was a man, a householder, 
who had a very sneering, dirty, and rapacious wife.

Whatever he brought, his wife would consume it, 
and the man was forced to keep silence.

That family man brought home, for a guest, 
meat which he had procured with infinite pains.

His wife ate it up with kabab and wine: 
the man came in; she put him off with useless words.

The man said to her, “Where is the meat? 
The guest has arrived: one must set nice food before a guest.”

“This cat has eaten the meat,” she replied: 
“hey, go and buy some more meat if you can!”

He said, “O Aybak, fetch the balance: 
I will weigh the cat.

He weighed her. The cat was half a pound (mann). 
Then the man said, “O deceitful wife,

The meat was half a pound and one ounce (sitir) over; 
the cat is just half a pound, my lady.

If this is the cat, then where is the meat? 
Or, if this is the meat, where is the cat? Search for her!”

If Bayazid is this, what is that spirit? 
And if he is that spirit, who is this bodily image?

It is bewilderment on bewilderment. 
O my friend, this is not your affair, nor is it mine either.

He is both, but in the corn-crop the grain is fundamental, 
while the stalk is derivative.

Divine Wisdom has bound these contraries together: 
O butcher, this fleshy thigh-bone goes along with the neck.

بود مردى كدخدا او را زنى
سخت طناز و پليد و ره زنى‏

هر چه آوردى تلف كرديش زن
مرد مضطر بود اندر تن زدن‏

بهر مهمان گوشت آورد آن معيل
سوى خانه با دو صد جهد طويل‏

زن بخوردش با كباب و با شراب
مرد آمد گفت دفع ناصواب‏

مرد گفتش گوشت كو مهمان رسيد
پيش مهمان لوت مى‏بايد كشيد

گفت زن اين گربه خورد آن گوشت را
گوشت ديگر خر اگر باشد هلا

گفت اى ايبك ترازو را بيار
گربه را من بر كشم اندر عيار

بر كشيدش بود گربه نيم من
پس بگفت آن مرد كاى محتال زن‏
گوشت نيم من بود افزون يك ستير

هست گربه نيم من هم اى ستير
اين اگر گربست پس آن گوشت كو

ور بود اين گوشت گربه كو بجو
بايزيد ار اين بود آن روح چيست

ور وى آن روح است اين تصوير كيست‏
حيرت اندر حيرت است اى يار من

اين نه كار تست و نه هم كار من‏
هر دو او باشد و ليك از ريع زرع

دانه باشد اصل و آن كه پره فرع‏
حكمت اين اضداد را با هم ببست

اى قصاب اين گردران با گردن است‏
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The spirit cannot function without the body; 
your body is frozen and cold without the spirit.

روح بى‏قالب نداند كار كرد
قالبت بى‏جان فسرده بود و سرد

Your body is visible, while your spirit is hidden from view: 
the business of the world is conducted by means of them both.

If you throw earth at someone’s head, his head will not be broken; 
if you throw water at his head, it will not be broken.

If you wish to break his head, 
you bring the earth and the water into contact with each other.

When you have broken your head, its water returns to its source, 
and earth returns to earth on the day of separation.

The providential purpose that God had—namely, humble supplication 
or obstinate disobedience—was fulfilled by means of the marriage.

Then there are other marriages 
that no ear has heard and no eye has seen.

If the ear had heard, how should the ear have remained 
or how should it have apprehended words anymore?

If the snow and ice were to behold the sun, 
they would despair of iciness;

They would become water devoid of roots and knobs: 
the air, David-like, would make of the water a mail-coat,

And then it would become a life-giving medicine for every tree: 
every tree would be made fortunate by its advent.

The frozen ice that remains within itself cries to the trees, 
Touch me not!

Its body makes none its friend nor is it made a friend by any: 
its portion is naught but miserly selfishness.

It is not wasted, the heart is refreshed by it; 
but it is not the herald and lord of greenery.

“O Ayaz, you are a very exalted star: 
not every sign of the zodiac is worthy of its transit.

How should your lofty spirit be satisfied with every loyalty? 
How should your pureness choose every sincerity?”

قالبت پيدا و آن جانت نهان
راست شد زين هر دو اسباب جهان‏

خاك را بر سر زنى سر نشكند
آب را بر سر زنى در نشكند

گر تو مى‏خواهى كه سر را بشكنى
آب را و خاك را بر هم زنى‏

چون شكستى سر رود آبش به اصل
خاك سوى خاك آيد روز فصل‏

حكمتى كه بود حق را ز ازدواج
گشت حاصل از نياز و از لجاج‏

باشد آن گه ازدواجات دگر
لا سمع اذن و لا عين بصر

گر شنيدى اذن كى ماندى اذن
يا كجا كردى دگر ضبط سخن‏

گر بديدى برف و يخ خورشيد را
از يخى برداشتى اوميد را

آب گشتى بى‏عروق و بى‏گره
ز آب داود هوا كردى زره‏

پس شدى درمان جان هر درخت
هر درختى از قدومش نيك بخت‏

آن يخى بفسرده در خود مانده
لامساسى با درختان خوانده‏
ليس يالف ليس يولف جسمه

ليس الا شح نفس قسمه‏
نيست ضايع زو شود تازه جگر

ليك نبود پيك و سلطان خضر
اى اياز استاره‏ى تو بس بلند

نيست هر برجى عبورش را پسند
هر وفا را كى پسندد همتت

هر صفا را كى گزيند صفوتت‏
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حكايت آن امير كه غلام را گفت كه مى بيار غلام رفت و سبوى مى مى‏آورد در راه زاهدى بود امر 
معروف كرد زد سنگى و سبو را بشكست امير بشنيد و قصد گوشمال زاهد كرد، و آن قصه در عهد دين 

عيسى عليه السلام بود كه هنوز مى حرام نشده بود و ليكن زاهد تقززى مى‏كرد و از تنعم منع مى‏كرد

Story of the Amír who bade his slave fetch some wine: the slave went off and was bringing 
a jug of wine, an ascetic was on the road admonished him that he should act righteously 

and threw a stone and smashed the jug; the Amír heard and resolved to punish the ascetic. 
That happened in the epoch of the religion of Jesus, on whom be peace, when wine 

had not yet been declared unlawful; but the ascetic was showing an abhorrence 
and preventing from indulging themselves.

There was an Amír of merry heart, exceedingly fond of wine: 
the refuge of every drunkard and every resourceless person.

A compassionate man, kind to the poor and just; 
a jewel, gold-lavishing, ocean-hearted;

A king of men and commander of the Faithful; a keeper of the Way 
and a knower of secrets and a discerner of friends

It was the epoch of Jesus and the days of the Messiah: 
he was beloved of the people and unoppressive and agreeable.

Suddenly one night, another Amír, a person of good principles 
congenial to him, came seeking his hospitality.

They wanted wine in order to enjoy themselves: 
at that period wine was permissible and lawful;

They had no wine, so he said to his slave, 
“Go, fill the jug and fetch us wine

From such-and-such a Christian ascetic who has choice wine, 
that the soul may win release from high and low.”

One draught from the Christian ascetic’s cup 
has the same effect as thousands of wine-jars and wine-cellars.

In that wine there is a hidden substance, 
even as sovereignty is hidden in the dervish-cloak.

Do not regard the tattered cloak, 
for they have put black on the outside of the gold.

On account of the evil eye the dervish becomes immoral, 
and that ruby is tarnished with smoke on the outside.

When are treasures and jewels in the rooms of a house? 
Treasures are always in ruins.

بود اميرى خوش دلى مى باره‏اى
كهف هر مخمور و هر بى‏چاره‏اى‏

مشفقى مسكين نوازى عادلى
جوهرى زر بخششى دريا دلى‏

شاه مردان و امير المؤمنين
راه‏بان و راز دان و دوست بين‏

دور عيسى بود و ايام مسيح
خلق دل دار و كم آزار و مليح‏
آمدش مهمان به ناگاهان شبى

هر اميرى جنس او خوش مذهبى‏
باده مى بايستشان در نظم حال

باده بود آن وقت مأذون و حلال‏
باده‏شان كم بود و گفتا اى غلام
رو سبو پر كن به ما آور مدام‏

از فلان راهب كه دارد خمر خاص
تا ز خاص و عام يابد جان خلاص‏

جرعه‏اى ز آن جام راهب آن كند
كه هزاران جره و خمدان كند

اندر آن مى مايه‏ى پنهانى است
آن چنانك اندر عبا سلطانى است‏

تو به دلق پاره پاره كم نگر
كه سيه كردند از بيرون زر
از براى چشم بد مردود شد

وز برون آن لعل دود آلود شد
گنج و گوهر كى ميان خانه‏هاست

گنجها پيوسته در ويرانه‏هاست‏
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Since Adam’s treasure was buried in a ruin, 
his clay became a bandage over the eye of the accursed.

گنج آدم چون به ويران بد دفين
گشت طينش چشم بند آن لعين‏

He was regarding the clay with the utmost contempt, 
the spirit was saying, “My clay is a barrier to you.”

The slave took two jugs and ran with goodwill: 
immediately he arrived at the monastery of the Christian monks.

He paid gold and purchased wine like gold: 
he gave stones and bought jewels in exchange.

A wine that would fly to the head of kings 
and put a golden tiara on the crown of the cupbearer’s head.

By it troubles and commotions are aroused, 
slaves and emperors are mingled together;

Bones vanish and become spirit entirely; 
throne and bench at that moment become alike.

They, when sober, are as water and oil; 
when intoxicated, they are as the spirit in the body.

They become like a stew (harisa): no difference exists there: 
there is no difference that is not submerged there.

The slave was carrying a wine of this sort 
to the palace of the Amír of good renown,

An ascetic met him, one who had suffered anguish, 
whose brain was dry, and who was in the coils of affliction;

His body melted by the fires of his heart; 
the house emptied of all but God.

The chastisement of pitiless tribulation 
brands on brands, so many thousands.

Every hour saw his heart engaged in the struggle: 
by day and night he was firmly attached to the struggle.

During years and months he had been mixed up with dust and blood: 
(on seeing the slave) at midnight, his patience and forbearance fled.

“What is that in the jugs?” asked the ascetic. 
“Wine,” replied the slave. “Whose wine?” he said.

He answered, “It belongs to so-and-so, the most honourable Amír.” 
He said, “Is the seeker’s work like this?

To be a seeker of God, and then indulge in pleasure and drinking! 
To drink the Devil’s wine, and then be semi-intelligent!”

او نظر مى‏كرد در طين سست سست
جان همى‏گفتش كه طينم سد تست‏
دو سبو بستد غلام و خوش دويد
در زمان در دير رهبانان رسيد
زر بداد و باده‏ى چون زر خريد

سنگ داد و در عوض گوهر خريد
باده‏اى كان بر سر شاهان جهد

تاج زر بر تارك ساقى نهد
فتنه‏ها و شورها انگيخته

بندگان و خسروان آميخته‏
استخوانها رفته جمله جان شده

تخت و تخته آن زمان يكسان شده‏
وقت هشيارى چو آب و روغنند
وقت مستى همچو جان اندر تنند

چون هريسه گشته آن جا فرق نيست
نيست فرقى كاندر آن جا غرق نيست‏

اين چنين باده همى‏برد آن غلام
سوى قصر آن امير نيك نام‏

پيشش آمد زاهدى غم ديده‏اى
خشك مغزى در بلا پيچيده‏اى‏

تن ز آتشهاى دل بگداخته
خانه از غير خدا پرداخته‏
گوشمال محنت بى‏زينهار

داغها بر داغها چندين هزار
ديده هر ساعت دلش در اجتهاد

روز و شب چفسيده او بر اجتهاد
سال و مه در خون و خاك آميخته
صبر و حلمش نيم شب بگريخته‏
گفت زاهد در سبوها چيست آن

گفت باده گفت آن كيست آن‏
گفت آن آن فلان مير اجل

گفت طالب را چنين باشد عمل‏
طالب يزدان و آن گه عيش و نوش

باده‏ى شيطان و آن گه نيم هوش‏



229

3480

3470

3475

Without wine your intelligence is so shabby 
that other intelligences must be tied to your intelligence.

هوش تو بى‏مى چنين پژمرده است
هوشها بايد بر آن هوش تو بست‏

Consider what your intelligence will be at the time when you are intoxicated, 
O you who like a bird have fallen a prey to the snare of intoxication.

Story of Ziyá-yi Dalq, who was very tall, while his brother, the Shaykh of Islam Táj of Balkh, 
was exceedingly short; and this Shaykh of Islam was ashamed of his brother Ziyá. 

Ziyá came to hear his brother’s lecture, at which all the leading men of Balkh were present. 
Ziyá made a bow and passed on. The Shaykh of Islam half rose in a negligent pounder, 

Ziyá said, “Yes, you are very tall: take a bit off your height!”

Ziyá-yi Dalq was a man of goodly inspiration: 
he was the brother of Táj, the Shaykh of Islam.

Táj, the Shaykhu ’l-Islam of the imperial city of Balkh, 
was short of stature and small as a chick.

Though he was learned and eminent and accomplished, 
this Ziyá was superior in wit.

He was very short, while Ziyá was tall beyond measure: 
the Shaykh of Islam had a hundred arrogances and haughty airs.

He felt ashamed of this brother and disgraced; 
yet Ziyá was a preacher in the way of salvation.

On the day of congregation Ziyá came in: 
the hall was filled with cadis and men distinguished.

In his complete arrogance the Shaykh of Islam half rose, 
in such a fashion, to his brother.

Ziyá said to him, “You are very tall: 
take a little off your cypress-like stature in order to gain the reward.”

The ascetic said, “How, then, have you the intelligence, 
how have you the understanding to drink wine, O enemy of knowledge?

If your face is very beautiful, put some indigo on it; 
indigo on the face of an Abyssinian would be a laughing-stock.

When did any light enter into you, O misguided man 
that you should become a seeker of unconsciousness and darkness?

تا چه باشد هوش تو هنگام سكر
اى چو مرغى گشته صيد دام سكر

حكايت ضياء دلق كه سخت دراز بود و برادرش شيخ اسلام تاج بلخ بغايت كوتاه بالا بود و اين شيخ 
اسلام از برادرش ضيا ننگ داشتى، ضيا در آمد به درس او و همه صدور بلخ حاضر به درس او، 
ضيا خدمتى كرد و بگذشت، شيخ اسلام او را نيم قيامى كرد سرسرى، گفت آرى سخت درازى پاره 

اى در دزد

آن ضياء دلق خوش الهام بود
دادر آن تاج شيخ اسلام بود

تاج شيخ اسلام دار الملك بلخ
بود كوته قد و كوچك همچو فرخ‏

گر چه فاضل بود و فحل و ذو فنون
اين ضيا اندر ظرافت بد فزون‏
او بسى كوته ضيا بى‏حد دراز

بود شيخ اسلام را صد كبر و ناز
زين برادر عار و ننگش آمدى
آن ضيا هم واعظى بد با هدى‏

روز محفل اندر آمد آن ضيا
بارگه پر قاضيان و اصفيا

كرد شيخ اسلام از كبر تمام
اين برادر را چنين نصف القيام‏
گفت او را بس درازى بهر مزد
اندكى ز آن قد سروت هم بدزد

پس ترا خود هوش كو يا عقل كو
تا خورى مى اى تو دانش را عدو
روت بس زيباست نيلى هم بكش
ضحكه باشد نيل بر روى حبش‏

در تو نورى كى در آمد اى غوى
تا تو بى‏هوشى و ظلمت جو شوى‏
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It is the rule to seek the shadow during the day; 
you seek the shadow on a cloudy night.

سايه در روز است جستن قاعده
در شب ابرى تو سايه جو شده‏

If wine is lawful as sustenance for the common folk, 
it is unlawful to those who seek the Beloved.

The wine for the lovers is their heart’s blood: 
their eyes are upon the Way and upon the Destination.

In this Way across the terrible wilderness the guide, 
Reason, suffers a hundred eclipses.

If you throw dust in the eyes of the guides, 
you will cause the caravan to perish and lose the way.

In truth, barley bread is unlawful and injurious to the carnal soul: 
set bread made of bran before it.

Keep in abject submission the enemy on the Way to God: 
do not place a pulpit for the robber, keep him on the gibbet.

Deem the amputation of the robber’s hand desirable: 
if you are unable to cut his hand off, bind it.

Unless you bind his hand, he will bind yours; 
unless you break his leg, he will break yours.

You give the enemy wine and sugar-cane—for what reason? 
Bid him laugh venomously and eat earth.”

In his indignation he hurled a stone at the jug and broke it: 
he let the jug fall and sprang away from the ascetic.

He went to the Amír, who said to him, “Where is the wine?” 
He related in his presence all that had happened, point by point.

How the enraged Amír set out to punish the ascetic.

The Amír became like fire and jumped straight up. 
“Show me,” he cried, “where the ascetic’s house is,

That I may pound his head with this heavy club—
his ignorant whoreson head.

What should he know about enjoining to do right? 
He is currishly seeking notoriety and fame,

In order that by means of this hypocrisy he may make a position for himself 
and somehow make himself conspicuous;

گر حلال آمد پى قوت عوام
طالبان دوست را آمد حرام‏

عاشقان را باده خون دل بود
چشمشان بر راه و بر منزل بود

در چنين راه بيابان مخوف
اين قلاووز خرد با صد كسوف‏

خاك در چشم قلاووزان زنى
كاروان را هالك و گمره كنى‏

نان جو حقا حرام است و فسوس
نفس را در پيش نه نان سبوس‏

دشمن راه خدا را خوار دار
دزد را منبر منه بر دار دار

دزد را تو دست ببريدن پسند
از بريدن عاجزى دستش ببند

گر نبندى دست او دست تو بست
گر تو پايش نشكنى پايت شكست‏
تو عدو را مى دهى و نى شكر

بهر چه گو زهر خند و خاك خور
زد ز غيرت بر سبو سنگ و شكست

او سبو انداخت و از زاهد بجست‏
رفت پيش مير و گفتش باده كو
ماجرا را گفت يك يك پيش او

رفتن امير خشم آلود براى گوشمال زاهد

مير چون آتش شد و بر جست راست
گفت بنما خانه‏ى زاهد كجاست‏
تا بدين گرز گران كوبم سرش

آن سر بى‏دانش مادر غرش‏
او چه داند امر معروف از سگى

طالب معروفى است و شهرگى‏
تا بدين سالوس خود را جا كند

تا به چيزى خويشتن پيدا كند
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For in truth he has no talent save this alone, 
that he plays the hypocrite to all and sundry.

كاو ندارد خود هنر الا همان
كه تسلس مى‏كند با اين و آن‏

If he is mad and bent on mischief, 
the cure for a madman is an ox-hide whip,

So that the devil may go forth from his head: 
how should an ass go without the ass-drivers’ blows?”

The Amír dashed out, with a mace in his hand: 
at midnight he came, half intoxicated, to the ascetic.

In his rage he wished to kill the ascetic, 
the ascetic hid beneath wool.

The ascetic, hidden under the wool belonging to certain rope-makers, 
heard that from the Amír.

He said, “The mirror that has made its face hard 
can tell a man to his face that he is ugly.

It needs a steel face, like a mirror, to say to you, 
‘Behold your ugly face.’”

Story of Dalqak’s checkmating the Sayyid, the Shah of Tirmid.

The Shah was playing chess with Dalqak: he checkmated him: 
immediately the Shah’s anger burst out.

He cried, “Checkmate, checkmate!” 
and the haughty monarch threw the chessmen, one by one, at his head,

Saying, “Take it! Here is ‘checkmate’ for you, O scoundrel.” 
Dalqak restrained himself and said, “Mercy!”

The Prince commanded him to play a second game: 
he was trembling like a naked man in bitter cold.

He played the second game, and the Shah was defeated: 
the time and moment for saying “checkmate, checkmate” arrived,

Dalqak jumped up and ran into a corner 
and in his fear hastily flung six rugs over himself.

He lay hidden beneath cushions and six rugs 
that he might escape from the Shah’s blows.

The Shah exclaimed, “Hi, hi! What have you done? What is this?” He replied, 
“Checkmate, checkmate, checkmate, checkmate, O excellent Shah!

او اگر ديوانه است و فتنه كاو
داروى ديوانه باشد كير گاو

تا كه شيطان از سرش بيرون رود
بى‏لت خربندگان خر چون رود

مير بيرون جست دبوسى به دست
نيم شب آمد به زاهد نيم مست‏

خواست كشتن مرد زاهد را ز خشم
مرد زاهد گشت پنهان زير پشم‏

مرد زاهد مى‏شنيد از مير آن
زير پشم آن رسن تابان نهان‏
گفت در رو گفتن زشتى مرد
آينه تاند كه رو را سخت كرد

روى بايد آينه‏وار آهنين
تات گويد روى زشت خود ببين

حكايت مات كردن دلقك سيد شاه ترمد را

شاه با دلقك همى شطرنج باخت
مات كردش زود خشم شه بتاخت‏
گفت شه شه و آن شه كبرآورش

يك يك از شطرنج مى‏زد بر سرش‏
كه بگير اينك شهت اى قلتبان

صبر كرد آن دلقك و گفت الامان‏
دست ديگر باختن فرمود مير

او چنان لرزان كه عور از زمهرير
باخت دست ديگر و شه مات شد

وقت شه شه گفتن و ميقات شد
بر جهيد آن دلقك و در كنج رفت
شش نمد بر خود فگند از بيم تفت‏

زير بالشها و زير شش نمد
خفت پنهان تا ز زخم شه رهد

گفت شه هى هى چه كردى چيست اين
گفت شه شه شه شه اى شاه گزين‏
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How can one tell the truth to you except under cover, 
O wrathful man who art wrapped in fire,

كى توان حق گفت جز زير لحاف
با تو اى خشم آور آتش سجاف‏

O you, who are defeated, while I, defeated by your Majesty’s blows, 
are crying ‘checkmate, checkmate’ under your house-furnishings?”

When the quarter became filled with the furious shouts of the Amír 
and his kicking the door and holding and seizing,

The people quickly rushed out from left and right, crying, 
“O Prince, ’it is the hour for pardon and grace.

His brain is dry, and at this time his intelligence 
is inferior to the intelligence and understanding of children.

Asceticism and old age have come on the top of each other, 
and no revelation has been given to him in his asceticism.

He has suffered the pain but never seen the gain from the Beloved: 
he has done works but never seen the wages for his work.

Either the essential thing was not in his work at all, 
or by decree the hour for the reward has not yet arrived.

Either his labour has been like the labour of the Jews, 
or the recompense has been connected with the appointed season.

For him it is sorrow and misfortune enough 
that he is without any one to succour him in this vale full of blood.

His eyes are painful, and he sits in a corner, 
sour-faced and chop-fallen.

There is no oculist to sympathize with him, nor has he any intelligence 
that he should find the way to a eye salve.

He is making a effort with conjecture and opinion: 
the matter rests in ‘maybe’ till it turn out well.

Far is the road he must travel ere he sees the Beloved, 
because he does not seek the head; his desire is headship.

At one time he is in reproach, saying, 
‘The portion allotted to me from this calculation is pain.’

At another time he is in a quarrel with his own luck, saying, 
‘All are flying, and we have our wings cut off.’”

Whoever is imprisoned in scent and colour, his spirit is oppressed, 
though he is in asceticism.

Until he comes forth from this narrow resting-place, 
how should his spirit be happy and his breast expanded with joy?

اى تو مات و من ز زخم شاه مات
مى‏زنم شه شه به زير رختهات‏

چون محله پر شد از هيهاى مير
وز لگد بر در زدن وز دار و گير

خلق بيرون جست زود از چپ و راست
كاى مقدم وقت عفو است و رضاست‏
مغز او خشك است و عقلش اين زمان

كمتر است از عقل و فهم كودكان‏
زهد و پيرى ضعف در ضعف آمده

و اندر آن زهدش گشادى ناشده‏
رنج ديده گنج ناديده ز يار
كارها كرده نديده مزد كار

يا نبود آن كار او را خود گهر
يا نيامد وقت پاداش از قدر

يا كه بود آن سعى چون سعى جهود
يا جزا وابسته‏ى ميقات بود

مر و را درد و مصيبت اين بس است
كه در اين وادى پر خون بى‏كس است‏

چشم پر درد و نشسته او به كنج
رو ترش كرده فرو افكنده لنج‏

نه يكى كحال كاو را غم خورد
نى‏ش عقلى كه به كحلى پى برد
اجتهادى مى‏كند با حزر و ظن
كار در بوك است تا نيكو شدن‏

ز آن رهش دور است تا ديدار دوست
كاو نجويد سر رئيسيش آرزوست

ساعتى او با خدا اندر عتاب
كه نصيبم رنج آمد زين حساب‏
ساعتى با بخت خود اندر جدال

كه همه پران و ما ببريده بال‏
هر كه محبوس است اندر بو و رنگ

گر چه در زهد است باشد خوش تنگ‏
تا برون نايد از اين تنگين مناخ

كى شود خويش خوش و صدرش فراخ‏

3530
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One should never give a knife or razor to ascetics in solitude 
before they have gained the spiritual revelation,

زاهدان را در خلا پيش از گشاد
كارد و استره نشايد هيچ داد

Since the anguish of disappointments and the grief 
would cause them to rip their bellies asunder from agitation of mind.

How Mustafá, on whom be peace, cast himself down from Mount Hira because of his distress at 
the long delay of Gabriel, on whom be peace, in appearing; and how Gabriel, on whom be peace, 

showed himself to him, saying, “Do not cast yourself down, for fortunes are in front of you.”

Whenever separation overpowered Mustafá, 
he would be on the point of casting himself down from the mountain,

Until Gabriel would say to him, “Listen, do not do it, 
for great fortune will come to you from the Command, Be!”

Mustafá would desist from casting, 
separation again made an attack.

Again, from grief and sorrow, he would be on the point 
of throwing himself headlong from the mountain,

And once more Gabriel would appear in person, saying, 
“Do it not, O you peerless king!”

Even thus he would continue until the veil was lifted, 
so that he gained the pearl from the bosom.

Since people kill themselves on account of any affliction, 
this is the root of afflictions: how should they endure it?

Men are amazed at the Fida’i, 
every one of us is a Fida’i in his behaviour.

Oh, blest is he that has sacrificed his body for the sake of that 
for which it is worthwhile to sacrifice one’s self.

Inasmuch as everyone is devoted to some calling 
wherein he spends his life and is killed—

Is killed somewhere in the West or in the East, at which time 
neither the desiring subject nor the desired object remains.

After all, this fortunate man is devoted to the calling 
wherein a hundred lives are in being killed;

كز ضجر خود را بدراند شكم
غصه‏ى آن بى‏مراديها و غم‏

انداختن مصطفى عليه السلام خود را از كوه حرى از وحشت دير نمودن جبرئيل عليه السلام و 
نمودن جبرئيل عليه السلام خود را به وى كه مينداز ترا دولتها در پيش است‏

مصطفى را هجر چون بفراختى
خويش را از كوه مى‏انداختى‏
تا بگفتى جبرئيلش هين مكن

كه ترا بس دولت است از امر كن‏
مصطفى ساكن شدى ز انداختن

باز هجران آوريدى تاختن‏
باز خود را سر نگون از كوه او

مى‏فگندى از غم و اندوه او
باز خود پيدا شدى آن جبرئيل
كه مكن اين اى تو شاه بى‏بديل‏

همچنين مى‏بود تا كشف حجاب
تا بيابيد آن گهر را او ز جيب‏

بهر هر محنت چو خود را مى‏كشند
اصل محنتهاست اين چونش كشند
از فدايى مردمان را حيرتى است
هر يكى از ما فدايى سيرتى است‏

اى خنك آن كه فدا كردست تن
بهر آن كار زد فداى آن شدن‏

هر يكى چون كه فدايى فنى است
كاندر آن ره صرف عمر و كشتنى است‏

كشتنى اندر غروبى يا شروق
كه نه شايق ماند آن گه نه مشوق‏
بارى اين مقبل فداى اين فن است

كاندر او صد زندگى در كشتن است‏
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Its lover and beloved and love are everlastingly prosperous 
and renowned in both worlds.

عاشق و معشوق و عشقش بر دوام
در دو عالم بهره‏مند و نيك نام‏

O my generous friends have pity on the votaries of passion: 
it is their business to go down to destruction after destruction.

“O Amír, pardon his violence: 
consider his sorrow and ill-fortune,

In order that God may pardon your sins likewise 
and heap forgiveness on your faults.

You have heedlessly broken many a jug 
and set your heart on the hope of pardon.

Pardon that you may win pardon in return: 
the decree splits hairs in deserts.”

How the Amír answered those neighbours of the ascetic who interceded for him: 
“Why,” said he, “did he behave impudently and why did he break my jug? 

I will not listen to intercession in this matter, for I have sworn to punish him as he deserves.”

The Amír said, “Who is he 
that he should throw a stone at my jug and break it?

When the fierce lion passes through my quarter, 
he passes in great affright and with a hundred precautions.

Why did he vex the heart of my slave 
and put me to shame before my guests?

He spilt a beverage that is better than his blood, 
and now he has fled from me, like women.

But how shall he save his life from my hand? 
Suppose that he flies up on high like a bird,

I will shoot the arrow of my vengeance at his wings; 
I will tear out his good for nothing wings and feathers.

If he enters the hard rock from my pursuit, 
I will drag him forth from the heart of the rock just now.

I will inflict on his body such a blow 
as will be a warning to base scoundrels.

يا كرامى ارحموا اهل الهوى
شانهم ورد التوى بعد التوى‏

عفو كن اى مير بر سختى او
در نگر در درد و بد بختى او
تا ز جرمت هم خدا عفوى كند

زلتت را مغفرت در آگند
تو ز غفلت بس سبو بشكسته‏اى

در اميد عفو دل در بسته‏اى‏
عفو كن تا عفو يابى در جزا

مى‏شكافد مو قدر اندر سزا

جواب گفتن امير مر آن شفيعان را و همسايگان زاهد را كه گستاخى چرا كرد و سبوى ما را چرا 
شكست من در اين باب شفاعت قبول نخواهم كرد كه سوگند خورده‏ام كه سزاى او را بدهم‏

مير گفت او كيست كو سنگى زند
بر سبوى ما سبو را بشكند

چون گذر سازد ز كويم شير نر
ترس ترسان بگذرد با صد حذر

بنده‏ى ما را چرا آزرد دل
كرد ما را پيش مهمانان خجل‏

شربتى كه به ز خون اوست ريخت
اين زمان همچون زنان از ما گريخت‏

ليك جان از دست من او كى برد
گير همچون مرغ بالا بر پرد
تير قهر خويش برپرش زنم

پر و بال مرده ريگش بر كنم‏
گر رود در سنگ سخت از كوششم

از دل سنگش كنون بيرون كشم‏
من برانم بر تن او ضربتى
كه بود قوادگان را عبرتى‏
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Hypocrisy to all and even to me! 
I will give him and a hundred like him their due at this moment.”

با همه سالوس با ما نيز هم
داد او و صد چو او اين دم دهم‏

His bloodthirsty wrath had become a rebel: 
a fire was coming up from his mouth.

How the neighbours of the ascetic, who were interceding for him, 
kissed the hands and feet of the Amír and humbly entreated him a second time.

At the breath of his clamour 
those intercessors kissed his hands and feet several times,

Saying, “O Amír, it does not beseem you to exact vengeance: 
if the wine is gone, you are delicious without wine.

Wine derives its original substance from your goodliness; 
the goodliness of water regrets your goodliness.

Act royally; forgive him, O merciful one, 
O generous son of a generous sire and grandsire.

Every wine is the slave of this figure and cheek: 
all the drunk feel envy of you.

You have no need of rosy wine: 
take leave of rosiness, you are rosiness.

O you whose Venus-like countenance is as the morning sun, 
O you of whose colour all rosiness is like a beggar,

The wine that is bubbling invisibly in the jar 
bubbles thus from longing for your face.

O you who are the whole sea, what will you do with dew? And 
O you who are the whole of existence, why are you seeking non-existence?

O resplendent Moon, what will you does with the dust, 
O you beside whose face the moon is pallid?

You are lovely and beautiful and the mine of every loveliness: 
why indeed should you lay yourself under obligations to wine?

The tiara of We have honoured is on the crown of your head; 
the collar of We have given you hangs on your breast.

Man is the substance, and the celestial sphere is his accident; 
all things are a branch or the step of a ladder: he is the object.

خشم خون خوارش شده بد سركشى
از دهانش مى‏برآمد آتشى‏

دوم بار دست و پاى امير را بوسيدن و لابه كردن شفيعان و همسايگان زاهد

آن شفيعان از دم هيهاى او
چند بوسيدند دست و پاى او

كاى امير از تو نشايد كين كشى
گر بشد باده تو بى‏باده خوشى

باده سرمايه ز لطف تو برد
لطف آب از لطف تو حسرت خورد

پادشاهى كن ببخشش اى رحيم
اى كريم ابن الكريم ابن الكريم‏
هر شرابى بنده‏ى اين قد و خد

جمله مستان را بود بر تو حسد
هيچ محتاج مى گلگون نه‏اى

ترك كن گلگونه تو گلگونه‏اى‏
اى رخ چون زهره‏ات شمس الضحى

اى گداى رنگ تو گلگونه‏ها
باده كاندر خنب مى‏جوشد نهان
ز اشتياق روى تو جوشد چنان‏

اى همه دريا چه خواهى كرد نم
وى همه هستى چه مى‏جويى عدم‏
اى مه تابان چه خواهى كرد گرد

اى كه مه در پيش رويت روى زرد
تو خوش و خوبى و كان هر خوشى

تو چرا خود منت باده كشى‏
تاج كرمناست بر فرق سرت

طوق أَعْطَيْناكَ آويز برت‏
جوهر است انسان و چرخ او را عرض

جمله فرع و پايه‏اند و او غرض‏
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O you to whom reason and foresight and intelligence are slaves, 
how are you selling yourself so cheaply?

اى غلامت عقل و تدبيرات و هوش
چون چنينى خويش را ارزان فروش‏

Service to you is imposed on all existence as a duty: 
how should a substance beg for help from an accident?

You seek knowledge from books—oh, ridiculous! 
You seek pleasure from halwá—oh, ridiculous!

You are the sea of knowledge hidden in a dewdrop; 
you are the universe hidden in a body three ells long.

What is wine or music or sexual intercourse 
that you should seek delight and profit there from?

It is as though the sun sought to borrow from a mote, 
a Zuhra begged for a cup of wine from a small jar.

You are the unconditional spirit imprisoned in conditionality, 
you are the sun imprisoned in the node: here’s a pity!”

How the Amír answered them again.

He replied, “No, no, I am the fellow for that wine: 
I am not content with tasting this delight.

I desire such wine, that, like the jasmine, 
I may ever be reeling crookedly that way, now this,

And, having been delivered from all fear and hope, 
I may be swaying to every side, like the willow,

Swaying to left and right like the willow-bough, 
which is made to dance all sorts of dances by the wind.”

He that is accustomed to the joy of wine, 
how should he be satisfied with this delight, Khwaja, eh?

The prophets abandoned this delight 
because they were steeped in the Divine delight;

Since their spirit had experienced that delight, 
these delights seemed to them play.

When any one has been united with a living object of adoration, 
how should he embrace a dead one?

خدمتت بر جمله هستى مفترض
جوهرى چون نجده خواهد از عرض‏

علم جويى از كتبها اى فسوس
ذوق جويى تو ز حلوا اى فسوس‏

بحر علمى در نمى پنهان شده
در سه گز تن عالمى پنهان شده‏
مى چه باشد يا سماع و يا جماع

تا بجويى زو نشاط و انتفاع‏
آفتاب از ذره‏اى شد وام خواه

زهره‏اى از خمره‏اى شد جام خواه‏
جان بى‏كيفى شده محبوس كيف

آفتابى حبس عقده اينت حيف‏

باز جواب گفتن امير ايشان را

گفت نه نه من حريف آن ميم
من به ذوق اين خوشى قانع نيم‏

من چنان خواهم كه همچون ياسمين
كژ همى‏گردم چنان گاهى چنين‏

وارهيده از همه خوف و اميد
كژ همى‏گردم به هر سو همچو بيد

همچو شاخ بيد گردان چپ و راست
كه ز بادش گونه گونه رقصهاست‏

آن كه خو كردست با شادى مى
اين خوشى را كى پسندد خواجه هى‏
انبيا ز آن زين خوشى بيرون شدند

كه سرشته در خوشى حق بدند
ز انكه جانشان آن خوشى را ديده بود

اين خوشيها پيششان بازى نمود
با بت زنده كسى چون گشت يار
مرده را چون در كشد اندر كنار
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خِرَةَ لَهِيَ الْحَيَوانُ لَوْ كانُوا يَعْلَمُون‏َكه در و ديوار و عرصه‏ى آن عالم  تفسير اين آيت كه وَ إِنَّ الدَّارَ الْآ
و آب و كوزه و ميوه و درخت همه زنده‏اند و سخن گوى و سخن شنو و جهت آن فرمود مصطفى 

عليه السلام كه الدنيا جيفه و طلابها كلاب و اگر آخرت را حيات نبودى آخرت هم جيفه بودى، جيفه 
را براى مردگيش جيفه گويند نز براى بوى زشت و فرخجى

Commentary on the Verse “And lo, the After-home is the life, if they but knew.” 
The gates and walls and area of that World and its water and pitchers and fruits and trees, 
all are living and speaking and hearing; and on that account Mustafá, on whom be peace, 
has said that the present world is a carcass and those who seek it are curs. If the next world 

had no life, the next world too would be a carcass: a carcass is so called because of its being dead, 
not because of its evil smell and its foulness.

Since every atom of that World is living 
and able to understand discourse and eloquent,

They have no rest in the dead world, 
for this fodder is only fit for cattle.

Whoever has the rose-garden to feast and dwell in, 
how should he drink wine in the bath-stove?

The abode of the pure spirit is ‘Illiyyin; 
it is the worm that has its home in shit.

The cup that purifies is for those intoxicated with God; 
this briny water is for these blind birds.

In the eyes of any one to whom the justice of ‘Umar 
has not displayed its power, the murderous Hajjáj is just.

A dead doll is given to girls, 
for they are ignorant of the play of living men.

A wooden sword is better suited to children, 
since they have not the strength and power from manhood.

Infidels are content with the figures of the prophets 
which are painted in churches;

But as we have a bright period from those moons, 
we have no care for a shadow-figure.

The one figure of him is seated in the world, 
while his other figure is in heaven, like the moon.

This mouth of him is speaking on subtle points to those sitting beside him, 
while the other is in discourse with God and intimate.

His outward ear is apprehending these words, 
while his spiritual ear is drawing the mysteries of Be.

آن جهان چون ذره ذره زنده‏اند
نكته دانند و سخن گوينده‏اند

در جهان مرده‏شان آرام نيست
كاين علف جز لايق انعام نيست‏
هر كه را گلشن بود بزم و وطن

كى خورد او باده اندر گولخن‏
جاى روح پاك عليين بود

كرم باشد كش وطن سرگين بود
بهر مخمور خدا جام طهور

بهر اين مرغان كور اين آب شور
هر كه عدل عمرش ننمود دست
پيش او حجاج خونى عادل است‏

دختران را لعبت مرده دهند
كه ز لعب زندگان بى‏آگهند

چون ندارند از فتوت زور و دست
كودكان را تيغ چوبين بهتر است‏

كافران قانع به نقش انبيا
كه نگاريده‏ست اندر ديرها

ز آن مهان ما را چو دور روشنى است
هيچ‏مان پرواى نقش سايه نيست‏
اين يكى نقشش نشسته در جهان

و آن دگر نقشش چو مه در آسمان‏
اين دهانش نكته گويان با جليس

و آن دگر با حق به گفتار و انيس‏
گوش ظاهر اين سخن را ضبط كن

گوش جانش جاذب اسرار كن‏
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His outward eye is apprehending human forms and features, 
while his inward eye is dazzled in the eye did not stray.

چشم ظاهر ضابط حليه‏ى بشر
چشم سر حيران ما زاغَ البصر

His outward feet stand evenly in the row in the mosque, 
while his spiritual feet are in circumambulation above the sky.

Reckon up every member of him in like fashion: 
this is within Time, while that is beyond Time.

This which is in Time endures till death, 
while the other is the associate of everlastingness and the peer of eternity.

One name of him is “owner of the two empires”; 
one description of him is “Imam of the two qiblas.”

The religious seclusion and the forty days’ fast 
are no longer incumbent on him: no cloud is clouding over him anymore.

His solitary cell is the sun’s orb: 
how should alien night throw a veil over it?

Sickness and abstinence are gone, the crisis is past: 
his infidelity has become faith, and disbelief is no more.

Like alif, he has taken the foremost place because of his straightness: 
he retains nothing of his own qualities.

He has become separated from the garment of his own dispositions: 
his spirit has gone, naked, to Him who gives it increase of spirituality.

Inasmuch as it went naked into the presence of the incomparable King, 
the King made for it a raiment of holy qualities.

It put on a robe of the King’s qualities: 
it flew up from the pit to the palace of majesty.

Such is the case: when dregs become pure, 
they rise from the bottom of the bowl to the top.

Although it remained like dregs at the bottom of the bowl 
owing to the ill-luck of mixing with particles of earth.

Its disagreeable companion had tied its wings and plumes; 
else originally it was very soaring.

When they uttered the rebuke Get ye down, 
they suspended it, head first, like Harut.

Harut was one of the angels of Heaven: 
on account of a rebuke he was suspended thus.

He was, head downwards, because he remained far aloof from the Head 
and made himself the head and advanced alone.

پاى ظاهر در صف مسجد صواف
پاى معنى فوق گردون در طواف‏
جزو جزوش را تو بشمر همچنين
اين درون وقت و آن بيرون حين‏
اين كه در وقت است باشد تا اجل

و آن دگر يار ابد قرن ازل‏
هست يك نامش ولى الدولتين
هست يك نعتش امام القبلتين‏

خلوت و چله بر او لازم نماند
هيچ غيمى مر و را غايم نماند

قرص خورشيد است خلوت خانه‏اش
كى حجاب آرد شب بيگانه‏اش‏
علت و پرهيز شد بحران نماند
كفر او ايمان شد و كفران نماند

چون الف از استقامت شد به پيش
او ندارد هيچ از اوصاف خويش‏

گشت فرد از كسوه‏ى خوهاى خويش
شد برهنه جان به جان افزاى خويش‏

چون برهنه رفت پيش شاه فرد
شاهش از اوصاف قدسى جامه كرد

خلعتى پوشيد از اوصاف شاه
بر پريد از چاه بر ايوان جاه‏

اين چنين باشد چو دردى صاف گشت
از بن طشت آمد او بالاى طشت‏

در بن طشت ار چه بود او دردناك
شومى آميزش اجزاى خاك‏

يار ناخوش پر و بالش بسته بود
ور نه او در اصل بس برجسته بود

چون عتاب اهْبِطُوا انگيختند
همچو هاروتش نگون آويختند

بود هاروت از ملاك آسمان
از عتابى شد معلق همچنان‏

سر نگون ز آن شد كه از سر دور ماند
خويش را سر ساخت و تنها پيش راند

3620
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When the basket saw itself to be full of water, 
it behaved with independence and parted from the sea.

آن سبد خود را چو پر از آب ديد
كرد استغنا و از دريا بريد

When, not a single drop of water remained inside it, 
the sea showed mercy and called it back.

From the Sea comes an uncaused undeserved mercy 
in a blessed hour.

For God’s sake, for God’s sake, frequent the Seashore, 
though those who dwell on the seashore are pale,

In order that the grace of a Benefactor may come 
and that your pale face may be reddened by a jewel.

Yellowness of face is the best of complexions, 
because it is in expectation of that meeting;

But the redness on a face that is beaming 
appears because his soul is content;

For hope makes him lean, pale, and wretched: 
he is not ill with bodily ailment.

The reason of even Galen becomes distraught 
when it sees a pale face without disease.

When you have fixed your hope on the Light of Him, Mustafá says, 
“His carnal self is abased.”

The shadeless light is beautiful and lofty; 
the one enclosed in network is the shadow of a sieve.

Lovers desire to be naked of body; to those who are impotent 
what difference is there between a body and (one covered with) a robe?

The bread and dishes of food are for the fasters; for the horse-fly 
what difference is there between the soup and the trivet?

How the King requested Ayaz for the second time, saying, “Explain your case and solve the difficulty 
felt by the incredulous and censorious; for it is not generosity to leave them in perplexity.”

This topic is beyond limit and measure. 
“Now, O Ayaz, tell of your ‘states.’

Your states’ are from the mine of novelty” 
how should you be satisfied with these ‘states’?

بر جگر آبش يكى قطره نماند
بحر رحمت كرد و او را باز خواند

رحمتى بى‏علتى بى‏خدمتى
آيد از دريا مبارك ساعتى‏
اللَّه اللَّه گرد دريا بار گرد

گر چه باشند اهل دريا بار زرد
تا كه آيد لطف بخشايش‏گرى

سرخ گردد روى زرد از گوهرى‏
زردى رو بهترين رنگهاست
ز انكه اندر انتظار آن لقاست‏

ليك سرخى بر رخى كان لامع است
بهر آن آمد كه جانش قانع است‏
كه طمع لاغر كند زرد و ذليل

نيست او از علت ابدان عليل‏
چون ببيند روى زرد بى‏سقم

خيره گردد عقل جالينوس هم‏
چون طمع بستى تو در انوار هو

مصطفى گويد كه ذلت نفسه‏
نور بى‏سايه لطيف و عالى است

آن مشبك سايه‏ى غربالى است‏
عاشقان عريان همى‏خواهند تن
پيش عنينان چه جامه چه بدن‏

روزه داران را بود آن نان و خوان
خر مگس را چه ابا چه ديگدان‏

دگر بار استدعاى شاه از اياز كه تاويل كار خود بگو و مشكل منكران را و طاعنان را حل كن كه 
ايشان را در آن التباس رها كردن مروت نيست‏

اين سخن از حد و اندازه‏ست بيش
اى اياز اكنون بگو احوال خويش‏

هست احوال تو از كان نوى
تو بدين احوال كى راضى شوى‏
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Listen, tell the story of those goodly ‘states’- 
dust upon the ‘states’ and lessons of the five and the six directions!”

هين حكايت كن از آن احوال خوش
خاك بر احوال و درس پنج و شش‏

If the inward “state” is not to be told, 
I will tell you the outward “state” in a word or two,

That by grace of the Beloved the bitterness of death 
was made sweeter than sugar-cane to the soul.

If the dust from that sugar-cane should enter the sea, 
all the bitterness of the sea would become sweet.

Even so a hundred thousand “states” 
came and went back to the Unseen, O trusted one.

Each day’s “state” is not like the day before: 
as a river that hath no obstacle in its course.

Each day’s joy is of a different kind, 
each day’s thought makes a different impression.

Comparison of the human body to a guest-house and of the diverse thoughts to the diverse guests. 
The gnostic, acquiescing in those thoughts of sorrow or joy, resembles a hospitable person 

who treats strangers with kindness., like Khalil; for Khalil’s door was always open 
to receive his guest with honour- infidel and true believer and trusty and treacherous alike; 

and he would show a cheerful face to all his guests.

This body, O youth, is a guest house: 
every morning a new guest comes running.

Beware, do not say, “This is a burden to me,” 
for presently he will fly back into non-existence.

Whatever comes into your heart from the invisible world 
is your guest: entertain it well!

حال باطن گر نمى‏آيد به گفت
حال ظاهر گويمت در طاق و جفت‏

كه ز لطف يار تلخيهاى مات
گشت بر جان خوشتر از شكر نبات‏

ز آن نبات ار گرد در دريا رود
تلخى دريا همه شيرين شود

صد هزار احوال آمد همچنين
باز سوى غيب رفتند اى امين‏

حال هر روزى به دى مانند نى
همچو جو اندر روش كش بند نى‏

شادى هر روز از نوعى دگر
فكرت هر روز را ديگر اثر

تمثيل تن آدمى به مهمان خانه و انديشه‏هاى مختلف به مهمانان مختلف، و عارف در رضا بدان 
انديشه‏هاى غم و شادى چون شخص مهمان دوست غريب نو از خليل‏وار، كه در خليل به اكرام ضيف 

پيوسته باز بود بر كافر و مومن و امين و خاين و با همه مهمانان رو تازه داشتى‏

هست مهمان خانه اين تن اى جوان
هر صباحى ضيف نو آيد دوان‏
هين مگو كاين ماند اندر گردنم

كه هم اكنون باز پرد در عدم‏
هر چه آيد از جهان غيب‏وش

در دلت ضيف است او را دار خوش‏
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حكايت آن مهمان كه زن خداوند خانه گفت كه باران فرو گرفت و مهمان در گردن ما ماند

Story of the guest concerning whom the wife of the master of the house said, “The rain has set in, 
and our guest is left on our hands.”

A guest came to a certain man at a late hour: 
he made him like a collar on the neck.

He brought trays of food and showed him every courtesy; 
on that night there was a feast in their parish.

The man spoke secretly to his wife, saying, 
“To-night, mistress, make two beds.”

Lay our bed towards the door, 
and lay a bed on the other side for the guest.”

The wife replied, “I will do service, I shall be glad. 
To hear is to obey, O light of mine eyes!”

The wife laid both the beds 
and went off to the circumcision feast and stayed there.

The worthy guest and her husband remained: 
the host set before him a dessert of fruit and wine.

Both the excellent men related their good and bad experiences 
chatting till midnight.

Afterwards the guest, being sleepy and tired of talking, 
went to the bed that was on the opposite side to the door.

From shame the husband did not tell him anything or say, 
“My dear friend, your bed is on this side;

I have had the bed for you to sleep in 
laid over there, most noble sir.”

The arrangement which he had made with his wife was altered, 
and the guest lay down on the other side.

During the night it began to rain violently in that place, 
that they were astonished at the thickness of the clouds.

When the wife came home, she thought her husband 
was sleeping towards the door, and the uncle on the other side.

The wife immediately undressed and went to bed 
and kissed the guest fondly several times.

آن يكى را بى‏گهان آمد قنق
ساخت او را همچو طوق اندر عنق‏

خوان كشيد او را كرامتها نمود
آن شب اندر كوى ايشان سور بود

مرد زن را گفت پنهانى سخن
كامشب اى خاتون دو جامه‏ى خواب كن‏

بستر ما را بگستر سوى در
بهر مهمان گستر آن سوى دگر
گفت زن خدمت كنم شادى كنم

سمع و طاعه اى دو چشم روشنم‏
هر دو بستر گستريد و رفت زن

سوى ختنه سور كرد آن جا وطن‏
اند مهمان عزيز و شوهرش
نقل بنهادند از خشك و ترش‏
در سمر گفتند هر دو منتجب

سر گذشت نيك و بد تا نيم شب‏
بعد از آن مهمان ز خواب و از سمر
شد در آن بستر كه بود آن سوى در
شوهر از خجلت بدو چيزى نگفت

كه ترا اين سوست اى جان جاى خفت‏
ه براى خواب تو اى بو الكرم

بستر آن سوى دگر افكنده‏ام‏
آن قرارى كه به زن او داده بود

گشت مبدل و آن طرف مهمان غنود
آن شب آن جا سخت باران در گرفت

كز غليظى ابرشان آمد شگفت‏
زن بيامد بر گمان آن كه شو

سوى در خفته‏ست و آن سو آن عمو
رفت عريان در لحاف آن دم عروس

داد مهمان را به رغبت چند بوس‏
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“O worthy man,” said she, “I was afraid, and now that very thing has 
happened, that very thing has happened, that very thing!

گفت مى‏ترسيدم اى مرد كلان
خود همان آمد همان آمد همان‏

The mud and rain have stranded your guest: 
he is left on your hands like Government soap.

How can he set out in this rain and mud? 
He will become a tax upon your head and soul.”

The guest at once jumped up and said, 
“O woman, leave off ! I have boots, I don’t mind the mud.

I depart. May good be with you! 
May your spirit during its journey never rejoice for a moment,

So that it may the sooner go towards its native home! 
For this pleasure waylays on his journey.”

When the distinguished guest started up and went off, 
the wife was sorry for those unsympathetic words.

Many a time the wife said to him, 
“Why, O Amír, if I made a merry jest, don’t take offence.”

The wife’s supplication and lament were of no avail: 
he departed and left them to grieve.

Afterwards the husband and wife clad themselves in blue: 
they deemed his form to be a candle without a basin.

He was going, and by that man’s candle-light the desert was isolated, 
like Paradise, from the darkness of night.

He made his house a guest-house 
in sorrow and shame for this event.

In the hearts of them both, by the hidden way, 
the phantom of the guest was saying continually,

“I am the friend of Khadir: I would have scattered a hundred treasures 
of munificence, but it was not your appointed portion.”

مرد مهمان را گل و باران نشاند
بر تو چون صابون سلطانى بماند
اندر اين باران و گل او كى رود
بر سر و جان تو او تاوان شود

زود مهمان جست و گفت اى زن بهل
موزه دارم غم ندارم من ز گل‏
من روان گشتم شما را خير باد
در سفر يك دم مبادا روح شاد
تا كه زوتر جانب معدن رود

كاين خوشى اندر سفر ره زن شود
زن پشيمان شد از آن گفتار سرد
چون رميد و رفت آن مهمان فرد
زن بسى گفتش كه آخر اى امير
گر مزاحى كردم از طيبت مگير
سجده و زارى زن سودى نداشت

رفت و ايشان را در آن حسرت گذاشت‏
جامه از رق كرد ز آن پس مرد و زن

صورتش ديدند شمعى بى‏لگن‏
مى‏شد و صحرا ز نور شمع مرد

چون بهشت از ظلمت شب گشته فرد
كرد مهمان خانه خانه‏ى خويش را

از غم و از خجلت اين ماجرا
در درون هر دو از راه نهان
هر زمان گفتى خيال ميهمان‏

كه منم يار خضر صد گنج جود
مى‏فشاندم ليك روزيتان نبود
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تمثيل فكر هر روزينه كه اندر دل آيد به مهمان نو كه از اول روز در خانه فرو آيد و تحكم و بد خويى 
كند به خداوند خانه و فضيلت مهمان نوازى و ناز مهمان كشيدن‏

Comparing the daily thoughts that come into the heart with the new guests who 
from the beginning of the day alight in the house and behave with arrogance and ill-temper to-

wards the master of the house; and concerning the merit of treating the guest 
with kindness and of suffering his haughty airs patiently.

Every day, too, at every moment a thought comes, 
like an honoured guest, into your bosom.

O soul, regard thought as a person, 
since person derives his worth from thought and spirit.

If the thought of sorrow is waylaying joy, 
it is making preparations for joy.

It violently sweeps your house clear of else, 
in order that new joy from the source of good may enter in.

It scatters the yellow leaves from the bough of the heart, 
in order that incessant green leaves may grow.

It uproots the old joy, 
in order that new delight may march in from the Beyond.

Sorrow pulls up the crooked rotten, 
in order that it may disclose the root that is veiled from sight.

Whatever sorrow may cause to be shed from the heart or may take away, 
assuredly it will bring better in exchange,

Especially for him who knows with certainty 
that sorrow is the servant of the possessors of certainty.

Unless the clouds and the lightning show a frowning aspect,
the vines will be burnt by the smiles of the sun.

Good and ill fortune become guests in your heart: 
like the star, they go from house to house.

At the time when it is residing in your mansion, 
adapt yourself to it and be agreeable, like its ascendant,

So that, when it rejoins the Moon, 
it may speak gratefully of you to the Lord of the heart.

Job, the patient and well-pleased, 
showed sweetness to God’s guest during seven years in tribulation,

هر دمى فكرى چو مهمان عزيز
آيد اندر سينه‏ات هر روز نيز

فكر را اى جان به جاى شخص دان
ز انكه شخص از فكر دارد قدر و جان‏

فكر غم گر راه شادى مى‏زند
كارسازيهاى شادى مى‏كند

خانه مى‏روبد به تندى او ز غير
تا در آيد شادى نو ز اصل خير
مى‏فشاند برگ زرد از شاخ دل

تا برويد برگ سبز متصل‏
مى‏كند بيخ سروركهنه را

تا خرامد ذوق نو از ما و را
غم كند بيخ كژ پوسيده را
تا نمايد بيخ رو پوشيده را

غم ز دل هر چه بريزد يا برد
در عوض حقا كه بهتر آورد

خاصه آن را كه يقينش باشد اين
كه بود غم بنده‏ى اهل يقين‏

گر ترش رويى نيارد ابر و برق
رز بسوزد از تبسمهاى شرق‏

سعد و نحس اندر دلت مهمان شود
چون ستاره خانه خانه مى‏رود
آن زمان كه او مقيم برج تست

باش همچون طالعش شيرين و چست‏
تا كه با مه چون شود او متصل

شكر گويد از تو با سلطان دل‏
هفت سال ايوب با صبر و رضا
در بلا خوش بود با ضيف خدا
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To the end that when the stern-visaged tribulation should turn back, 
it might give thanks to him in God’s presence in a hundred fashions,

تا چو واگردد بلاى سخت رو
پيش حق گويد به صد گون شكر او

Saying, “From love Job never for one moment looked sourly on me, 
the killer of that which is loved.”

From his loyalty and his shame before God’s knowledge, 
Job was like milk and honey towards tribulation.

The thought comes into your breast anew; 
go to meet it with smiles and laughter,

Saying, “O my Creator, preserve me from its evil: 
do not deprive me, let me partake, of its good!

O my Lord, prompt me to give thanks for that which I receive: 
do not let me feel any subsequent regret, if it shall pass away.”

Pay watchful regard to the sour-looking thought: 
deem that sour one to be sweet as sugar.

If the cloud apparently has a sour face, the cloud is the bringer-on 
of the rose-garden and the destroyer of the barren soil.

Know that the thought of sorrow is like the cloud: 
do not look so sourly on the sour!

It may be that the pearl is in its hand: 
endeavour that it may depart from you well-pleased.

And if the pearl is not and it is not rich, 
you will increase your sweet habit.

Your habit will profit you on another occasion: 
someday your need will suddenly be fulfilled.

The thought that hinders you from joy 
comes by the command and wise purpose of the Maker.

O youth, do not call it worthless: 
it may be a star and endowed with imperial fortune.

Do not say it is a branch: take it to be the root, 
in order that you may always be master of your object of desire;

For if you take it to be a branch and pernicious, 
your eye will be waiting to see the root.

Waiting to see is poison to perception: 
by that method you will remain perpetually in death.

Recognise it as the root, clasp it to your bosom, 
and be forever delivered from the death of waiting to see.

كز محبت با من محبوب كش
رو نكرد ايوب يك لحظه ترش‏

از وفا و خجلت علم خدا
بود چون شير و عسل او با بلا

فكر در سينه در آيد نو به نو
خند خندان پيش او تو باز رو

كه اعدنى خالقى من شره
لا تحرمنى انل من بره‏

رب اوزعنى لشكر ما ارى
لا تعقب حسره لى ان مضى‏

آن ضمير رو ترش را پاس دار
آن ترش را چون شكر شيرين شمار

ابر را گر هست ظاهر رو ترش
گلشن آرنده‏ست ابر و شوره كش‏

فكر غم را تو مثال ابر دان
با ترش تو رو ترش كم كن چنان‏

بو كه آن گوهر به دست او بود
جهد كن تا از تو او راضى رود

ور نباشد گوهر و نبود غنى
عادت شيرين خود افزون كنى‏

جاى ديگر سود دارد عادتت
ناگهان روزى بر آيد حاجتت‏
فكرتى كز شاديت مانع شود

آن به امر و حكمت صانع شود
تو مخوان دو چار دانگش اى جوان

بو كه نجمى باشد و صاحب قران‏
تو مگو فرعى است او را اصل گير

تا بوى پيوسته بر مقصود چير
ور تو آن را فرع گيرى و مضر

چشم تو در اصل باشد منتظر
زهر آمد انتظار اندر چشش

دايما در مرگ باشى ز ان روش‏
اصل دان آن را بگيرش در كنار

باز ره دايم ز مرگ انتظار

3690
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نواختن سلطان اياز را

How the Sultan showed favour to Ayaz.

“O Ayaz, who is full of humbleness and sincere in all your ways, 
your sincerity is mightier than sea and mountain.

For you there is no stumbling in the hour of lust, 
so that your reason, which resembles a mountain, should go like a straw;

Nor in the hour of anger and vengeance 
do your powers of long-suffering fail to hold fast and firm.”

Masculinity is this (kind of ) manliness, not (having) a beard and a penis; 
otherwise, an ass’s penis would be the king of men

Whom has God in the Qur’an called men? 
How should there be room for this body there?

What worth has the animal soul? O father, come now, 
pass through the market of the butchers,

A hundred thousand heads laid on paunches (tripe), 
of which heads the value is less than the fat hind part and tail.

A prostitute is (a woman) whose intellect becomes (weak as) a mouse, 
(her) lust (strong as) a lion from the motion of a penis.

How a father enjoined his daughter to take care 
lest she should become with child by her husband.

There was a Khwaja who had a daughter with cheeks like Venus, 
a face like the moon, and a breast as silver.

When she reached maturity, he gave his daughter to a husband: 
as regards social rank the husband was not a match for her.

When a melon is ripe it becomes watery 
and goes to waste and ruin unless you slice it.

Since it was necessary, he gave his daughter 
to one who was not her match, in fear of the evil.

He said to his daughter, “Guard yourself from this new bridegroom, 
do not become with child;

اى اياز پر نياز صدق كيش
صدق تو از بحر و از كوه است بيش‏

نه به وقت شهوتت باشد عثار
كه رود عقل چو كوهت كاه‏وار

نه به وقت خشم و كينه صبرهات
سست گردد در قرار و در ثبات‏

مردى اين مردى است نه ريش و ذكر
ور نه بودى شاه مردان كير خر

حق كه را خوانده‏ست در قرآن رجال
كى بود اين جسم را آن جا مجال‏

روح حيوان را چه قدر است اى پدر
آخر از بازار قصابان گذر

صد هزاران سر نهاده بر شكم
ارزشان از دنبه و از دنب كم‏

روسپى باشد كه از جولان كير
عقل او موشى شود شهوت چو شير

وصيت كردن پدر دختر را كه خود را نگه دار تا حامله نشوى از شوهرت‏

خواجه‏اى بوده‏ست او را دخترى
زهره خدى مه رخى سيمين برى‏

گشت بالغ داد دختر را به شو
شو نبود اندر كفايت كفو او

خربزه چون در رسد شد آبناك
گر بنشكافى تلف گشت و هلاك‏

چون ضرورت بود دختر را بداد
او به ناكفوى ز تخويف فساد

گفت دختر را كز اين داماد نو
خويشتن پرهيز كن حامل مشو
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For your marriage to this beggar was by necessity; 
there is no constancy in this vagabond fellow.

كه ضرورت بود عقد اين گدا
اين غريب اشمار را نبود وفا

Of a sudden he will jump off and leave all behind: 
his child will remain on your hands as a wrong.”

The daughter replied, “O father, I will do service: 
your counsel is acceptable and prized.”

Every two or three days 
the father would enjoin his daughter to take precautions;

She suddenly became with child by him: 
how should it be both the wife and the husband are young?

She kept the child hidden from her father, 
till the child was five or six months old.

The discovery was made. “What is this?” asked her father; 
“did not I tell you to adopt withdrawal from him?

Truly my injunctions were wind! 
My counsel and exhortations have been of no use to you.”

“Father,” said she, “how should I guard myself ? 
Man and wife, beyond doubt, are fire and cotton.

What means has the cotton of guarding itself from the fire, 
or when is there carefulness and caution in the fire?”

He replied, “I said, do not go near him, 
and do not allow his seed to enter you.

She said, how could I know 
the moment of climax?

It is hidden 
and difficult to anticipate’”

He replied, “When his eyes have the look of daggers, 
it is the time for ejaculation.”

She said, “Until his eyes begin to look daggers 
my own eyes are blind and closed in passion.”

Not every despicable understanding remains steadfast 
in the hour of desire and anger and combat.

ناگهان بجهد كند ترك همه
بر تو طفل او بماند مظلمه‏

گفت دختر كاى پدر خدمت كنم
هست پندت دل پذير و مغتنم‏

هر دو روزى هر سه روزى آن پدر
دختر خود را بفرمودى حذر
حامله شد ناگهان دختر از او

چون بود هر دو جوان خاتون و شو
از پدر او را خفى مى‏داشتش

پنج ماهه گشت كودك يا كه شش‏
گشت پيدا گفت بابا چيست اين

من نگفتم كه از او دورى گزين‏
اين وصيتهاى من خود باد بود

كه نكردت پند و وعظم هيچ سود
گفت بابا چون كنم پرهيز من

آتش و پنبه است بى‏شك مرد و زن‏
پنبه را پرهيز از آتش كجاست

يا در آتش كى حفاظ است و تقاست‏
گفت من گفتم كه سوى او مرو

تو پذيراى منى او مشو
در زمان حال و انزال و خوشى
خويشتن بايد كه از وى در كشى‏

گفت كى دانم كه انزالش كى است
اين نهان است و به غايت دور دست‏

گفت چشمش چون كلاپيسه شود
فهم كن كان وقت انزالش بود
گفت تا چشمش كلاپيسه شدن

كور گشته است اين دو چشم كور من‏
نيست هر عقلى حقيرى پايدار

وقت حرص و وقت خشم و كارزار
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وصف ضعيف دلى و سستى صوفى سايه پرورد مجاهده ناكرده‏ى درد و داغ عشق ناچشيده به سجده 
و دست بوس عام و به حرمت نظر كردن و به انگشت نمودن ايشان كه امروز در زمانه صوفى 

اوست غره شده و به وهم بيمار شده همچو آن معلم كه كودكان گفتند كه رنجورى و با اين وهم كه 
من مجاهدم مرا در اين ره پهلوان مى‏دانند با غازيان به غزا رفته كه به ظاهر نيز هنر بنمايم در 

جهاد اكبر مستثناام جهاد اصغر خود پيش من چه محل دارد خيال شير ديده و دليريها كرده و مست 
اين دليرى شده و روى به بيشه نهاده به قصد شير و شير به زبان حال گفته كه كََّال سَوْفَ تَعْلَمُونَ ثُمَّ 

كََّال سَوْفَ تَعْلَمُونَ 

Description of the weak spirit of the Sufi who has been brought up in ease and has never struggled 
with himself or experienced the pain and searing anguish of love, and has been deluded 

by the homage and hand-kissing of the common and their gazing on him with veneration 
and pointing at him with their fingers and saying, “He is the most famous Sufi in the world to-day”; 

and has been made sick by vain imagination, like the teacher who was told by the children that he 
was ill. In the conceit of being a warrior and regarded as a hero in this Way, he goes on campaign 
with the soldiers engaged in the war against the infidels. “I will show my valour outwardly too,” 

says he; “I am unparalleled in the Greater Warfare: what difficulty, in truth, 
should the Lesser Warfare present to me?” He has beheld the phantasm of a lion and performed 

imaginary feats of bravery and become intoxicated with this bravery and has set out for the jungle 
to seek the lion. The lion says with mute eloquence, “No, you will see! And again, no, you will see!”

A Sufi went with the army to fight the infidels: 
suddenly came the clangours and din of war.

The Sufi stayed behind with the baggage-train and tents and invalids, 
the horsemen rode into the line of battle.

The earth-bound heavies remained in their place; 
the foremost in the march, the foremost in the march, rode on.

After the combat, they came victorious: 
they returned in possession of profit and with spoils.

They gave a present, saying, “You too, O Sufi!” 
he cast it out and would not take anything.

Then they said to him, “Why are you angry?” 
He answered, “I have been deprived of the fighting.”

The Sufi was not at all pleased with that act of kindness, 
because he had not drawn the sword in the holy war.

So they said to him, “We have brought prisoners in: 
do you take that one to kill.

رفت يك صوفى به لشكر در غزا
ناگهان آمد قطاريق و وغا

ماند صوفى با بنه و خيمه و ضعاف
فارسان راندند تا صف مصاف‏

مثقلان خاك بر جا ماندند
سابقون السابقون در راندند

جنگها كرده مظفر آمدند
باز گشته با غنايم سودمند

ارمغان دادند كاى صوفى تو نيز
او برون انداخت نستد هيچ چيز
پس بگفتندش كه خشمينى چرا
گفت من محروم ماندم از غزا

ز آن تلطف هيچ صوفى خوش نشد
كه ميان غزو خنجر كش نشد
پس بگفتندش كه آورديم اسير
آن يكى را بهر كشتن تو بگير
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Cut off his head, in order that you too may be a holy warrior.” 
The Sufi was somewhat pleased and encouraged;

سر ببرش تا تو هم غازى شوى
اندكى خوش گشت صوفى دل قوى

For, though the ritual ablution water has a hundred excellences, 
when it is not obtainable one must make use of sand.

The Sufi led the pinioned prisoner behind the tent 
in order to wage the holy war.

The Sufi tarried with the prisoner a long while; the party said, 
“The dervish has made a long stay there.

An infidel with both hands tied! He is ready for killing: 
what is the cause of this delay in slaughtering him?”

One of them went after him to investigate: 
he found the infidel on the top of the Sufi,

Like a male (animal) upon a female, 
and the infidel couching upon the dervish like a lion

With his hands tied, 
he was gnawing the Sufi’s throat in obstinate strife.

The infidel was gnawing his throat with his teeth: 
the Sufi lay beneath, senseless.

The pinioned infidel, as a cat, 
had wounded his throat without a lance.

The prisoner had half-killed him with his teeth: 
his beard was soaked in blood from the throat of the dervish.

Like you, who under the violence of your pinioned fleshly soul 
have become as senseless and abject as that Sufi.

O you whose religion is incapable of a single hillock, 
there are a hundred thousand mountains in front of you.

You are dead with fear of a ridge of this size: 
how will you climb up precipices as a mountain?

The warriors, by zeal, at that very instant 
ruthlessly put the infidel to the sword.

They sprinkled water and rose-water on the face of the Sufi 
that he might recover from his unconsciousness and the.

When he came to himself, he saw the party, 
and they asked him how it had happened,

“God! God! What is the matter, O worshipful one? 
By what thing were you made so senseless?

كآب را گر در وضو صد روشنى است
چون كه آن نبود تيمم كردنى است‏

برد صوفى آن اسير بسته را
در پس خرگه كه آرد او غزا

دير ماند آن صوفى آن جا با اسير
قوم گفتا دير ماند آن جا فقير

كافر بسته دو دست او كشتنى است
بسملش را موجب تاخير چيست‏
آمد آن يك در تفحص در پى‏اش

ديد كافر را به بالاى وى‏اش‏
همچو نر بالاى ماده و آن اسير

همچو شيرى خفته بالاى فقير
دستها بسته همى‏خاييد او

از سر استيزه صوفى را گلو
گبر مى‏خاييد با دندان گلوش

صوفى افتاده به زير و رفته هوش‏
دست بسته گبر همچون گربه‏اى
خسته كرده حلق او بى‏حربه‏اى‏
نيم كشتش كرده با دندان اسير

ريش او پر خون ز حلق آن فقير
همچو تو كز دست نفس بسته دست

همچو آن صوفى شدى بى‏خويش و پست‏
اى شده عاجز ز تلى كيش تو

صد هزاران كوهها در پيش تو
زين قدر خر پشته مردى از شكوه
چون روى بر عقبه‏هاى همچو كوه‏

غازيان كشتند كافر را به تيغ
هم در آن ساعت ز حميت بى‏دريغ‏

بر رخ صوفى زدند آب و گلاب
تا به هوش آيد ز بى‏هوشى و خواب‏

چون به خويش آمد بديد آن قوم را
پس بپرسيدند چون بد ماجرا

اللَّه اللَّه اين چه حال است اى عزيز
اين چنين بى‏هوش گشتى از چه چيز
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Was a half-killed pinioned infidel 
the cause of your falling into such a senseless and abject plight?”

از اسير نيم كشت بسته دست
اين چنين بى‏هوش افتادى و پست‏

He replied, “When I attempted his head in anger, 
the impudent fellow looked at me queerly.

He opened his eyes wide at me: 
he rolled his eyes, and consciousness vanished from my body.

The rolling of his eyes seemed to me an army: 
I cannot describe how terrible it was.

Cut the story short: from those eyes 
I became so beside myself and fell to the ground.”

How the champions counselled him, saying, “Since you have so little heart and stomach 
that you are made senseless by the rolling of a captive and pinioned infidel’s eyes, 

so that the dagger drops from your hand, take heed, take heed! 
Keep to the kitchen of the Sufi convent and do not go to battle lest you incur public disgrace!”

The party said to him, “With such a stomach as you have, 
do not approach the battle and war.

Since you were sunk and your ship wrecked 
by the eye of that pinioned prisoner,

How, then, amidst the onset of the fierce lions, 
to whose swords the head is like a ball,

Can you swim in blood, 
when you are not familiar with the warfare of men?—

For the pounding noise made by blacksmith’s hammers is banal 
in comparison with the clang of smiting necks.

Many a headless body that is quivering, 
many a bodiless head on blood, like bubbles.

In war, hundreds of death-dealing 
are drowned under the legs of the horses in death.

How will wits like these, which flew away from a mouse, 
draw the sword in that battle-line?

It is war, not supping wheat-broth (hamza), 
that you should turn up your sleeve to sup it.

گفت چون قصد سرش كردم به خشم
طرفه در من بنگريد آن شوخ چشم‏

چشم را واكرد پهن او سوى من
چشم گردانيد و شد هوشم ز تن‏
گردش چشمش مرا لشكر نمود

من ندانم گفت چون پر هول بود
قصه كوته كن كز آن چشم اين چنين

رفتم از خود اوفتادم بر زمين‏

نصيحت مبارزان او را كه با اين دل و زهره كه تو دارى كه از كلاپيسه شدن چشم كافر اسيرى دست 
بسته بى‏هوش شوى و دشنه از دست بيفتد زنهار و ملازم مطبخ خانقاه باش و سوى پيكار مرو تا 

رسوا نشوى‏

قوم گفتندش به پيكار و نبرد
با چنين زهره كه تو دارى مگرد
چون ز چشم آن اسير بسته دست
غرقه گشتى كشتى تو در شكست‏

پس ميان حمله‏ى شيران نر
كه بود با تيغشان چون گوى سر

كى توانى كرد در خون آشنا
چون نه اى با جنگ مردان آشنا

كه ز طاقاطاق گردنها زدن
طاق طاق جامه كوبان ممتهن‏

بس تن بى‏سر كه دارد اضطراب
بس سر بى‏تن به خون بر چون حباب‏

زير دست و پاى اسبان در غزا
صد فنا كن غرقه گشته در فنا

اين چنين هوشى كه از موشى پريد
اندر آن صف تيغ چون خواهد كشيد

چالش است آن حمزه خوردن نيست اين
تا تو بر مالى به خوردن آستين‏
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It is not supping wheat-broth; here eye the sword! 
In this battle-line one needs a Hamza of iron.

نيست حمزه خوردن اينجا تيغ بين
حمزه‏اى بايد درين صف آهنين‏

Fighting is not the business of any faint-heart 
who runs away from a spectre, like a spectre.

It is the business of Turks (Turkan), not of Tarkan. 
Begone! Home is the place for Tarkan: go home!”

Story of Iyadi, may God have mercy on him, who had taken part in seventy campaigns 
against the infidels and had always fought with his breast bare, in the hope that he might become 
a martyr; and how, despairing of that, he turned from the Lesser Warfare to the Greater Warfare 
and adopted the practice of seclusion; and how he suddenly heard the drums of the holy warriors, 

and the fleshly soul within him urged him violently to take the field; 
and how he suspected his fleshly soul in desiring this.

Iyadi said, “Ninety times I came unarmed, 
that perchance I might be wounded.

I went unarmed to meet the arrows, 
in order that I might receive a deep-seated arrow-wound.

None but a fortunate martyr attains 
unto receiving an arrow-wound in the throat or any vital spot.

No place in my body is without wounds: 
this body of mine is like a sieve from arrows;

But the arrows never hit a vital spot: 
this is a matter of luck, not of bravery or cunning.

When martyrdom was not the lot of my spirit, 
I went immediately into seclusion and forty days’ fast.

I threw myself into the Greater Warfare 
in practicing austerities and becoming lean.

There reached my ear the sound of the drums of the holy warriors; 
for the hard-fighting army was on the march.

My fleshly soul cried out to me from within: 
at morningtide I heard with my sensuous ear,

‘Arise! It is time to fight. Go; 
devote yourself to fighting in the holy war!’

كار هر نازك دلى نبود قتال
كه گريزد از خيالى چون خيال‏
كار تركان است نه تركان برو

جاى تركان هست خانه خانه شو

حكايت عياضى رحمه اللَّه كه هفتاد غزو كرده بود سينه برهنه و غزاها كرده بر اميد شهيد شدن، 
چون از آن نوميد شد از جهاد اصغر رو به جهاد اكبر آورد و خلوت گزيد، ناگهان طبل غازيان شنيد 

نفس از اندرون زنجير مى‏درانيد سوى غزا، و متهم داشتن او نفس خود را در اين رغبت‏

گفت عياضى نود بار آمدم
تن برهنه بو كه زخمى آيدم‏

تن برهنه مى‏شدم در پيش تير
تا يكى تيرى خورم من جاى گير

تير خوردن بر گلو يا مقتلى
در نيابد جز شهيدى مقبلى‏

بر تنم يك جايگه بى‏زخم نيست
اين تنم از تير چون پرويزنى است‏

ليك بر مقتل نيامد تيرها
كار بخت است اين نه جلدى و دها

چون شهيدى روزى جانم نبود
رفتم اندر خلوت و در چله زود

در جهاد اكبر افكندم بدن
در رياضت كردن و لاغر شدن‏
بانگ طبل غازيان آمد به گوش
كه خراميدند جيش غزو كوش‏

نفس از باطن مرا آواز داد
كه به گوش حس شنيدم بامداد

خيز هنگام غزا آمد برو
خويش را در غزو كردن كن گرو
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I answered, ‘O wicked perfidious soul, 
what have you to do with the desire to fight?

گفتم اى نفس خبيث بى‏وفا
از كجا ميل غزا تو از كجا

Tell the truth, O my soul! This is trickery. 
Else why would you fight?—the lustful soul is quit of obedience.

Unless you tell the truth, I will attack you; 
I will squeeze you more painfully in maceration.’

Thereupon my soul, mutely eloquent, 
cried out in guile from within me,

‘Here you are killing me daily, 
you are putting my (vital) spirit (on the rack), like the spirits of infidels.

No one is aware of my plight—
how you are killing me without sleep and food.

In war I should escape from the body at one stroke, 
and the people would see my manly valour and self-sacrifice.’

I replied, ‘O wretched soul, 
a hypocrite you have lived and a hypocrite you will die: what are you!

In both worlds you have been a hypocrite, 
in both worlds you are such a worthless creature.’

I vowed that I would never put my head outside of seclusion, 
seeing that this body is alive,

Because everything that this body does in seclusion 
it does with no regard to man or woman.

During seclusion the intention of its movement and rest 
is for God’s sake only.”

This is the Greater Warfare, and that is the Lesser Warfare: 
both are work for Rustam and Haydar.

They are not work for one whose reason and wits 
fly out of his body when a mouse’s tail moves.

Such a one must stay, like women, 
far off from the battle-field and the spears.

That one a Sufi and this one a Sufi! Here’s a pity! 
That one is killed by a needle, while the sword is this one’s food.

He is the figure of a Sufi: he has no soul; 
accordingly, the Sufis get a bad name from Sufis such as these.

Upon the door and wall of the body moulded of clay God, 
in His jealousy, traced the figures of a hundred Sufis,

راست گوى اى نفس كين حيلت‏گرى است
ور نه نفس شهوت از طاعت برى است‏

گر نگويى راست حمله آرمت
در رياضت سخت‏تر افشارمت‏

نفس بانگ آورد آن دم از درون
با فصاحت بى‏دهان اندر فسون‏
كه مرا هر روز اينجا مى‏كشى

جان من چون جان گيران مى‏كشى‏
هيچ كس را نيست از حالم خبر

كه مرا تو مى‏كشى بى‏خواب‏و خور
در غزا بجهم به يك زخم از بدن

خلق بيند مردى و ايثار من‏
گفتم اى نفسك منافق زيستى

هم منافق مى‏مرى تو چيستى‏
در دو عالم تو مرايى بوده‏اى

در دو عالم تو چنين بى‏هوده‏اى‏
نذر كردم كه ز خلوت هيچ من

سر برون نارم چو زنده ست اين بدن‏
ز انكه در خلوت هر آنچ اين تن كند

نه از براى روى مرد و زن كند
جنبش و آرامش اندر خلوتش

جز براى حق نباشد نيتش‏
اين جهاد اكبر است آن اصغر است
هر دو كار رستم است و حيدر است‏

كار آن كس نيست كاو را عقل و هوش
پرد از تن چون بجنبد دنب موش‏
آن چنان كس را ببايد چون زنان
دور بودن از مصاف و از سنان‏

صوفيى آن صوفيى اين اينت حيف
آن ز سوزن كشته اين را طعمه سيف‏

نقش صوفى باشد او را نيست جان
صوفيان بد نام هم زين صوفيان‏
بر در و ديوار جسم گل سرشت

حق ز غيرت نقش صد صوفى نبشت‏
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To the end that by means of magic those figures should move 
and that Moses’ rod should be hidden.

تا ز سحر آن نقشها جنبان شود
تا عصاى موسوى پنهان شود

The truth of the rod swallows up the figures; 
the Pharaoh-like eye is filled with dust and gravel.

Another Sufi entered the battle-line twenty times 
for the purpose of fighting

Along with the Moslems when they attacked the infidels; 
he did not fall back with the Moslems in their retreat.

He was wounded, but he bandaged the wound which he had received, 
and once more advanced to the charge and combat,

In order that his body might not die cheaply at one blow 
and that he might receive twenty blows in the battle.

To him it was anguish that he should give up his soul at one blow 
and that his soul should escape lightly from the hand of his fortitude.

Story of the warrior who every day used to take one dirhem separately from a purse 
containing silver and throw it into a ditch for the purpose of thwarting the greed and cupidity 

of his fleshly soul; and how his soul tempted him, saying, “Since you are going to throw into the ditch, 
at least throw it away all at once, so that I may gain deliverance, for despair is one of the two reliefs”; 

and how he replied, “I will not give you this relief either.”

A certain man had forty dirhems in his hand: 
every night he would throw one into the sea-water,

In order that the long agony suffered in deliberation 
might become grievous to the illusory soul.

He advanced with the Moslems to attack, 
in the hour of retreat he did not fall back in haste before the enemy.

He was wounded again, he bound up those too: 
twenty times were the spears and arrows broken by him.

After that, no strength remained: 
he fell forward the seat of truth because his love was true.

Truth consists in giving up the soul. Listen, try to outstrip in the race! 
Recite from the Qur’án men who have been true.

نقشها را مى‏خورد صدق عصا
چشم فرعونى است پر گرد و حصا

صوفيى ديگر ميان صف حرب
اندر آمد بيست بار از بهر ضرب‏

با مسلمانان به كافر وقت كر
وانگشت او با مسلمانان به فر

زخم خورد و بست زخمى را كه خورد
بار ديگر حمله آورد و نبرد

تا نميرد تن به يك زخم از گزاف
تا خورد او بيست زخم اندر مصاف‏

حيفش آمد كه به زخمى جان دهد
جان ز دست صدق او آسان رهد

حكايت آن مجاهد كه از هميان سيم هر روز يك درم در خندق انداختى به تفاريق از بهر ستيزه‏ى 
حرص و آرزوى نفس و وسوسه‏ى نفس كه چون مى‏اندازى به خندق بارى به يك بار بيند از تا 

خلاص يابم كه الياس احدى الراحتين، او گفت كه اين راحت نيز ندهم‏

آن يكى بودش به كف در چل درم
هر شب افكندى يكى در آب يم‏

تا كه گردد سخت بر نفس مجاز
در تانى درد جان كندن دراز

با مسلمانان به كر او پيش رفت
وقت فر او وانگشت از خصم تفت‏
زخم ديگر خورد آن را هم ببست

بيست كرت رمح و تير از وى شكست‏
بعد از آن قوت نماند افتاد پيش

مقعد صدق او ز صدق عشق خويش‏
صدق جان دادن بود هين سابقوا

از نبى بر خوان رِجالٌ صدقوا
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All this dying is not the death of the form: 
this body is like an instrument for the spirit.

اين همه مردن نه مرگ صورت است
اين بدن مر روح را چون آلت است‏

Oh, there is many a raw one whose blood was shed externally, 
but whose living fleshly soul escaped to yonder side.

Its instrument was shattered, but the brigand was left alive: 
the fleshly soul is living though that on which it rode has bled to 
death.
His horse was killed before his road was traversed: 
he became naught but ignorant and wicked and miserable.

If a martyr were made by every bit of bloodshed, 
an infidel killed also would be a Bu Sa’id.

Oh, there is many a trusty martyred soul that has died in this world; 
it is going about like the living.

The brigand spirit has died, though the body, which is its sword, survives: 
it is in the hand of that eager warrior.

The sword is that sword, the man is not that man; 
but this appearance is a cause of bewilderment to you.

When the soul is transformed, this sword, namely, the body, 
remains in the hand of the action of the Beneficent.

The one is a man whose food is entirely love; 
the other is a man hollow as dust.

How an informer described a girl and exhibited the picture of her on paper, and how the Caliph 
of Egypt fell in love with it and sent an Amír with a mighty army to the gates of Mosul 

and made great slaughter and devastation for the purpose of obtaining the girl.

An informer said to the Caliph of Egypt, 
“The King of Mosul is wedded to a houri.

He holds in his arms a girl 
like whom there is no beauty in the world.

She does not admit of description, for her loveliness is beyond limits: 
here is her portrait on paper.”

When the Emperor saw the portrait on the paper, 
he became distraught and the cup dropped from his hand.

Immediately he dispatched to Mosul 
a captain with a very mighty army,

اى بسا خامى كه ظاهر خونش ريخت
ليك نفس زنده آن جانب گريخت‏

آلتش بشكست و ره زن زنده ماند
نفس زنده‏ست ار چه مركب خون فشاند

سب كشت و راه او رفته نشد
جز كه خام و زشت و آشفته نشد

گر به هر خون ريزيى گشتى شهيد
كافرى كشته بدى هم بو سعيد

اى بسا نفس شهيد معتمد
مرده در دنيا چو زنده مى‏رود

روح ره زن مرد و تن كه تيغ اوست
هست باقى در كف آن غزو جوست‏
تيغ آن تيغ است مرد آن مرد نيست

ليك اين صورت ترا حيران كنى است‏
نفس چون مبدل شود اين تيغ تن
باشد اندر دست صنع ذو المنن‏

آن يكى مردى است قوتش جمله درد
اين دگر مردى ميان تى همچو گرد

صفت كردن مرد غماز و نمودن صورت كنيزك مصور در كاغذ و عاشق شدن خليفه‏ى مصر و 
فرستادن خليفه اميرى را با سپاه گران به در موصل و قتل و ويرانى بسيار كردن بهر اين غرض‏

مر خليفه‏ى مصر را غماز گفت
كه شه موصل به حورى گشت جفت‏

يك كنيزك دارد او اندر كنار
كه به عالم نيست مانندش نگار

در بيان نايد كه حسنش بى‏حد است
نقش او اين است كاندر كاغذ است‏

نقش در كاغذ چو ديد آن كيقباد
خيره گشت و جام از دستش فتاد

پهلوانى را فرستاد آن زمان
سوى موصل با سپاه بس گران‏
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Saying, “If he will not give up that moon to you, 
raze his court and palace to the ground;

كه اگر ندهد به تو آن ماه را
بر كن از بن آن در و درگاه را

But if he gives her up, leave him alone and bring the moon, 
that on the earth I may embrace the moon.”

The captain set out towards Mosul with his retinue 
and with thousands of heroes and drums and banners.

With an army like innumerable locusts round the crops, 
he resolved to destroy the inhabitants of the city.

On every side he brought into hostile action 
a catapult like Mount Qáf.

Wounds by arrows and by stones from the catapult; 
swords amidst the dust, like lightning from a lightning-cloud.

During a week he wrought such carnage in hot fight: 
stone towers became unsteady as soft wax.

The King of Mosul saw the terrible combat: 
then he sent an envoy from within to him,

To say, “What do you wish by shedding the blood of true believers? 
They are being killed in this grievous war.

If your object is to gain possession of the city of Mosul, look now, 
it is achieved without bloodshed like this.

I will go forth from the city: here it is for you, enter in, 
lest the blood of the oppressed lay hold of you;

And if your object is riches and gold and jewels, 
this is even easier than to take possession of the city.”

How the lord of Mosul surrendered the girl to the Caliph 
in order that there might be no more shedding of Moslem blood.

When the envoy came to the captain, 
he gave him the paper, on which the girl’s features were depicted,

“Look on the paper: this I require. 
Listen, give, or else I will take her by force, for I am the conqueror.”

On the return of the envoy, that manly King said, 
“Take no account of a form, lead her away at once.

ور دهد تركش كن و مه را بيار
تا كشم من بر زمين مه در كنار
پهلوان شد سوى موصل با حشم

با هزاران رستم و طبل و علم‏
چون ملخها بى‏عدد بر گرد كشت

قاصد اهلاك اهل شهر گشت‏
هر نواحى منجنيقى از نبرد

همچو كوه قاف او بر كار كرد
زخم تير و سنگهاى منجنيق

تيغها در گرد چون برق از بريق‏
هفته‏اى كرد اين چنين خون ريز گرم
برج سنگين سست شد چون موم نرم‏

شاه موصل ديد پيكار مهول
پس فرستاد از درون پيشش رسول‏
كه چه مى‏خواهى ز خون مومنان
كشته مى‏گردند زين حرب گران‏

گر مرادت ملك شهر موصل است
بى‏چنين خون ريز اينت حاصل است‏

من روم بيرون شهر اينك در آ
تا نگيرد خون مظلومان ترا

ور مرادت مال و زر و گوهر است
اين ز ملك شهر خود آسان‏تر است‏

ايثار كردن صاحب موصل آن كنيزك را به خليفه تا خون ريزى مسلمانان بيشتر نشود

چون رسول آمد به پيشش پهلوان
داد كاغذ اندر او نقش و نشان‏
بنگر اندر كاغذ اين را طالبم

هين بده ور نه كنون من غالبم‏
چون رسول آمد بگفت آن شاه نر
صورتى كم گير زود اين را ببر
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I am not an idolater in the epoch of the true Faith: 
it is more fit that the idol should be in the hands of the idolater.”

من نيم در عهد ايمان بت پرست
بت بر آن بت پرست اوليتر است‏

When the envoy brought her, 
the captain straightway fell in love with her beauty.

Love is an ocean, on which the heavens are a flake of foam: 
like Zalikha’s desire for a Joseph.

Know that the wheeling heavens are turned by waves of Love: 
were it not for Love, the world would be frozen.

How would an inorganic thing disappear into a plant? 
How would vegetative things sacrifice themselves to become spirit?

How would the spirit sacrifice itself for the sake of that Breath 
by the waft whereof a Mary was made pregnant?

Each one would be stiff and immovable as ice: 
how should they be flying and seeking like locusts?

Every mote is in love with that Perfection 
and hastening upward like a sapling.

Their haste is “Glory to God!” 
They are purifying the body for the sake of the spirit.

The captain deemed a pit to be like a road: 
to him the sterile soil appeared good, he sowed seed.

When that sleeper saw a (fantasised) image (of the beloved) in a dream, 
he coupled with it and (seminal) fluid flowed from him.

When the dream departed and he woke up at once, 
he saw that that doll was not (present) in wakefulness

He said: “Alas! I have borne my water (semen) for nothing. 
Alas! I have swallowed the flirtatious tricks of that trickster (image).

That one was a captain of the body (only), he lacked (true) manliness: 
he sowed the seed of manliness in such (a place of ) sand.

The steed of his love tore up a hundred bridles: 
he was shouting, “I care naught for death.

What should I care about the Caliph? 
In love, my life and death are the same to me.”

Please, do not sow with such ardour and heat: 
take counsel with a master.

Where is counsel, where is reason, 
the torrent of cupidity has extended its talons to destroy?

چون كه آوردش رسول آن پهلوان
گشت عاشق بر جمالش آن زمان‏
عشق بحرى آسمان بر وى كفى

چون زليخا در هواى يوسفى‏
دور گردونها ز موج عشق دان
گر نبودى عشق بفسردى جهان‏
كى جمادى محو گشتى در نبات

كى فداى روح گشتى ناميات‏
روح كى گشتى فداى آن دمى
كز نسيمش حامله شد مريمى‏

هر يكى بر جا ترنجيدى چو يخ
كى بدى پران و جويان چون ملخ‏

ذره ذره عاشقان آن كمال
مى‏شتابد در علو همچون نهال‏

سَبَّحَ ِللَّهِ هست اشتابشان
تنقيه‏ى تن مى‏كنند از بهر جان‏

پهلوان چه را چو ره پنداشته
شوره‏اش خوش آمده حب كاشته‏

چون خيالى ديد آن خفته به خواب
جفت شد با آن و از وى رفت آب‏

چون برفت آن خواب شد بيدار زود
ديد كان لعبت به بيدارى نبود

گفت بر هيچ آب خود بردم دريغ
عشوه‏ى آن عشوه ده خوردم دريغ‏

پهلوان تن بد آن مردى نداشت
تخم مردى در چنان ريگى بكاشت‏

مركب عشقش دريده صد لگام
نعره مى‏زد لاابالى بالحمام‏

ايش ابالى بالخليفة فى الهوى
استوى عندى وجودى و التوى‏

اين چنين سوزان و گرم آخر مكار
مشورت كن با يكى خاوند گار
مشورت كو عقل كو سيلاب آز

در خرابى كرد ناخنها دراز
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A barrier in front and a barrier behind; 
he that is fascinated by a cheek does not see before or behind.

بين ايدى سد و سوى خلف سد
پيش و پس كم بيند آن مفتون خد

The black torrent comes to take his life, 
so that a fox may hurl a lion into the well.

Something non-existent causes a phantom to appear in a well, 
in order that it may cast into it lions as mountains.

Do not have any one intimate with your womenfolk, 
for these two may be compared to cotton and sparks of fire.

It needs a fire quenched by God’s water, 
one that like Joseph holds fast in evil temptation,

To withdraw itself as lions from a charming Zalikha 
tall and slender as a cypress.

He turned back from Mosul and went on his way 
till he encamped in a wooded meadowland.

The fire of his love was blazing in such wise 
that he could not distinguish earth from heaven.

He sought to embrace that moon in her tent: 
where was his reason and his dread of the Caliph?

When lust beats the drum in this vale, what is your reason? 
A radish and the son of a radish.

To his fiery eye a hundred Caliphs 
seemed at that moment less than a gnat.

He jumped up (and ran) naked of buttocks to the (army) ranks, 
grasping a fiery (flashing) scimitar in his hand.

When (his) penis was going straight toward the place (of pleasure), 
a commotion and outcry arose from the army.

He jumped up (and ran) naked of buttocks to the (army) ranks, 
grasping a fiery (flashing) scimitar in his hand.

He saw that a fierce black lion from the jungle 
had suddenly rushed upon the centre of the army;

The Arab horses were demoniacally excited, 
every stable and tent was in confusion;

The fierce lion from the covert was bounding twenty ells into the air, 
like billows of the sea.

The captain was manful and intrepid: 
he advanced, like a furious lion, to meet the lion.

آمده در قصد جان سيل سياه
تا كه روبه افكند شيرى به چاه‏
از چهى بنموده معدومى خيال

تا در اندازد اسودا كالجبال‏
هيچ كس را با زنان محرم مدار
كه مثال اين دو پنبه‏ست و شرار

آتشى بايد بشسته ز آب حق
همچو يوسف معتصم اندر رهق‏

كز زليخاى لطيف سرو قد
همچو شيران خويشتن را واكشد

باز گشت از موصل و مى‏شد به راه
تا فرود آمد به بيشه و مرج گاه‏
آتش عشقش فروزان آن چنان

كه نداند او زمين از آسمان‏
قصد آن مه كرد اندر خيمه او
عقل كو و از خليفه خوف كو

چون زند شهوت در اين وادى دهل
چيست عقل تو فجل ابن الفجل‏

صد خليفه گشته كمتر از مگس
پيش چشم آتشينش آن نفس‏

چون برون انداخت شلوار و نشست
در ميان پاى زن آن زن پرست‏

چون ذكر سوى مقر مى‏رفت راست
رستخيز و غلغل از لشكر بخاست‏
بر جهيد و كون برهنه سوى صف

ذو الفقار همچو آتش او بكف‏

ديد شير نر سيه از نيستان
بر زده بر قلب لشكر ناگهان‏

تازيان چون ديو در جوش آمده
هر طويله و خيمه اندر هم زده‏

شير نر گنبد همى‏كرد از لغز
در هوا چون موج دريا بيست گز

پهلوان مردانه بود و بى‏حذر
پيش شير آمد چو شير مست نر

3885
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He struck it with his sword and clove its head; 
at once he hastened to the tent of the beauty.

زد به شمشير و سرش را بر شكافت
زود سوى خيمه‏ى مه رو شتافت‏

When he showed himself to the (woman as lovely as an) houri, 
his (organ of ) virility was erect in the same manner (as before).

He joined in battle with such a lion: 
(yet) his (organ of ) virility remained erect and did not lie down.

That moon-faced idol, sweet of countenance, 
was amazed at his virility.

She became joined with him (eagerly) at that time with lust: 
those two souls immediately became united.

Through the union of these two souls with one another, 
there will come to them from the Unseen World another soul.

It will appear by the road of birth, 
if there is nothing to waylay its conception.

Wherever two persons unite in a love or hate, 
a third will certainly be born;

But those forms are born in the Unseen World: 
when you go there, you will see them in clearly.

That progeny is born of your associations: 
beware, do not rejoice too soon in any associate.

Remain in expectation of the appointed time: 
recognise the truth of the promise that the offspring shall join their parents;

For they are born of action and causes: 
each one hath form and speech and dwelling-place.

Their cry is coming from those delightful bowers— 
“O you who have forgotten us, listen, come with all speed!”

The soul of man and woman is waiting in the Unseen: 
why are you delaying? Step forward at once.

He lost his way and, by that false dawn, 
fell like a gnat into the pot of buttermilk.

چون كه خود را او بدان حورى نمود
مردى او همچنان بر پاى بود

با چنان شيرى به چالش گشت جفت
مردى او مانده بر پاى و نخفت‏

آن بت شيرين لقاى ماه رو
در عجب درماند از مردى او

جفت شد با او به شهوت آن زمان
متحد گشتند حالى آن دو جان‏

ز اتصال اين دو جان با همدگر
مى‏رسد از غيبشان جانى دگر

رو نمايد از طريق زادنى
گر نباشد از علوقش ره زنى‏

هر كجا دو كس به مهرى يا به كين
جمع آيد ثالثى زايد يقين‏

ليك اندر غيب زايد آن صور
چون روى آن سو ببينى در نظر

آن نتايج از قرانات تو زاد
هين مگرد از هر قرينى زود شاد

منتظر مى‏باش آن ميقات را
صدق دان الحاق ذريات را
كز عمل زاييده‏اند و از علل

هر يكى را صورت و نطق و طلل‏
بانگشان در مى‏رسد ز آن خوش حجال

كاى ز ما غافل هلا زوتر تعال‏
منتظر در غيب جان مرد و زن

مول مولت چيست زوتر گام زن‏
راه گم كرد او از آن صبح دروغ
چون مگس افتاد اندر ديگ دوغ‏
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پشيمان شدن آن سر لشكر از جنايت كه كرد و سوگند دادن او آن كنيزك را كه به خليفه باز نگويد از 
آن چه رفت‏

How that military chief repented of the sin which he had committed and begged the girl not to tell 
the Caliph anything of what had happened.

He was absorbed in that for a while, 
afterwards he repented of that grievous crime,

And begged her, saying, “O you whose face is like the sun, 
do not give the Caliph any hint of what has passed.”

When the Caliph saw her he became distraught, 
and then too his secret was exposed to all.

He saw a hundred times as beautiful as he had described her: 
how in truth should seeing be like hearing?

Description is a picture for the eye of intelligence: 
know that the form belongs to the eye, not to the ear.

A certain man asked an eloquent person, 
“What are truth and falsehood, O man of goodly discourse?”

He took hold of his ear and said, 
“This is false: the eye is true and possesses certainty.”

The former is relatively false as compared with the latter: 
most sayings are relative, O trusty one.

If the bat screens itself from the sun, 
it is not screened from the fancy of the sun.

Even the idea of the sun puts fear into the bat: 
that fancy leads it towards the darkness.

That idea of the light terrifies it 
and causes it to become attached to the night of gloom.

It is from the idea and the picture of your enemy 
that you have become attached to your comrade and friend.

O Moses, the revelation given to you illumined the mountain; 
the fancy conceiving could not endure your real experience.

Listen be not deluded by that you are able to conceive the fancy thereof 
and by this means can attain.

No one was ever terrified by the mere idea of war: 
there is no bravery before war. Know this, and it is enough.

Possessed with the idea of war, the coward makes, in his thoughts, 
a hundred heroic attacks.

چند روزى هم بر آن بد بعد از آن
شد پشيمان او از آن جرم گران‏

داد سوگندش كه اى خورشيد رو
با خليفه زين چه شد رمزى مگو

چون بديد او را خليفه مست گشت
پس ز بام افتاد او را نيز طشت‏

ديد صد چندان كه وصفش كرده بود
كى بود خود ديده مانند شنود

وصف تصوير است بهر چشم هوش
صورت آن چشم دان نه ز آن گوش

كرد مردى از سخن دانى سؤال
حق و باطل چيست اى نيكو مقال‏

گوش را بگرفت و گفت اين باطل است
چشم حق است و يقينش حاصل است‏

آن به نسبت باطل آمد پيش اين
نسبت است اغلب سخنها اى امين‏

ز آفتاب ار كرد خفاش احتجاب
نيست محجوب از خيال آفتاب‏

خوف او را خود خيالش مى‏دهد
آن خيالش سوى ظلمت مى‏كشد

آن خيال نور مى‏ترساندش
بر شب ظلمات مى‏چفساندش‏

از خيال دشمن و تصوير اوست
كه تو بر چفسيده‏اى بر يار و دوست‏

موسيا كشفت لمع بر كه فراشت
آن مخيل تاب تحقيقت نداشت‏
هين مشو غره بدان كه قابلى

مر خيالش را و زين ره واصلى‏
از خيال حرب نهراسيد كس

لا شجاعه قبل حرب اين دان و بس‏
بر خيال حرب هيز اندر فكر

مى‏كند چون رستمان صد كر و فر
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The antagonist in the mind of every raw 
is the picture of Rustam that may be in a bath-house.

نقش رستم كان به حمامى بود
قرن حمله‏ى فكر هر خامى بود

When this idea derived from hearing becomes visible, 
what of the poltroon? A Rustam is compelled.

Endeavour that it may pass from your ear into your eye, 
and that what has been unreal may become real.

After that, your ear will become connatural with your eye: 
the two ears, as wool, will become of pure substance;

Nay, your whole body will become like a mirror: 
it will become all eye and pure spiritual substance.

The ear rouses a fancy, 
and that fancy is the go-between to union with that Beauty.

Endeavour that this fancy may increase, 
so that the go-between may become a guide for Majnun.

That foolish Caliph, too, was mightily infatuated 
for awhile with that girl.

Suppose the empire is the empire of the West and the East: 
since it will not remain, deem it to be a lightning-flash.

O you, whose heart is slumbering, know that the kingdom 
that does not remain unto everlasting is a dream.

Consider what you will do with that vanity and vainglory; 
for it will grip your throat like an executioner.

Know that even in this world there is a safe refuge: 
do not listen to the hypocrite who says there is none.

The argument of those who disbelieve in the after-life, and a demonstration of the weakness 
of that argument, since their argument amounts to “We do not see any other than this.”

This is his argument: he says at every moment, 
“If there were anything else, I should have seen it.”

If a child does not see the various aspects of reason, 
will a rational person ever abandon reason?

And if a rational person does not see the various aspects of Love, 
the auspicious moon of Love does not wane.

اين خيال سمع چون مبصر شود
هيز چه بود رستمى مضطر شود

جهد كن كز گوش در چشمت رود
آن چه كان باطل بده‏ست آن حق شود
ز آن سپس گوشت شود هم طبع چشم

گوهرى گردد دو گوش همچو پشم‏
بلكه جمله‏ى تن چو آيينه شود
جمله چشم و گوهر سينه شود
گوش انگيزد خيال و آن خيال
هست دلاله‏ى وصال آن جمال‏

جهد كن تا اين خيال افزون شود
تا دلاله رهبر مجنون شود

آن خليفه‏ى گول هم يك چند نيز
ريش گاوى كرد خوش با آن كنيز
ملك را تو ملك غرب و شرق گير
چون نمى‏ماند تو آن را برق گير

مملكت كان مى‏نماند جاودان
اى دلت خفته تو آن را خواب دان‏
تا چه خواهى كرد آن باد و بروت

كه بگيرد همچو جلادى گلوت‏
هم در اين عالم بدان كه مأمنى است

از منافق كم شنو كاو گفت نيست‏

حجت منكران آخرت و بيان ضعف آن حجت زيرا حجت ايشان بدين باز مى‏گردد كه غير اين نمى‏بينيم‏

حجتش اين است گويد هر دمى
گر بدى چيزى دگر هم ديدمى

گر نبيند كودكى احوال عقل
عاقلى هرگز كند از عقل نقل‏
ور نبيند عاقلى احوال عشق
كم نگردد ماه نيكو فال عشق‏
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Joseph’s beauty was not seen by the eyes of his brethren, 
when did it disappear from the heart of Jacob?

حسن يوسف ديده‏ى اخوان نديد
از دل يعقوب كى شد ناپديد

The eye of Moses regarded the staff as wood; 
the eye of the Invisible beheld a serpent and panic.

The eye of the head was in conflict with the eye of the heart: 
the eye of the heart prevailed and displayed the proof.

The eye of Moses regarded his hand as a hand, 
to the eye of the Invisible it was a manifest light.

This matter hath no limit in perfection, 
it seems like a fancy to everyone that is deprived.

Since to him the reality is the pudendum and the gullet, 
do not expound the mysteries of the Beloved to him.

To us the genitals and the stomach are an idea; 
consequently the Soul displays His beauty at every moment.

Anyone who is addicted the genitals and the stomach, 
for him is “To you your religion and to me my religion.”

Cut short your talk with such skepticism: 
do not converse, O Ahmad, with the ancient infidel.

How the Caliph came next to that one of beautiful face for the sake of (sexual) intercourse.

The Caliph decided on a meeting; 
he went to that woman for the sake of (sexual) intercourse.

He called her and (his) penis became erect; 
he made the intention for (moving) back and forth with  love-increaser.

When he sat between the legs of that lady, 
then the Decree (of God) came (and) blocked the way to his pleasure.

The rustling (sounds) of a mouse reached his ear: 
his penis lay down; his lust was completely scared away;

His imagination (was) that this grating sound was from a snake 
which was violently moving (out) from the (straw) mat.

مر عصا را چشم موسى چوب ديد
چشم غيبى افعى و آشوب ديد

چشم سر با چشم سر در جنگ بود
غالب آمد چشم سر حجت نمود

چشم موسى دست خود را دست ديد
پيش چشم غيب نورى بد پديد

اين سخن پايان ندارد در كمال
پيش هر محروم باشد چون خيال‏

چون حقيقت پيش او فرج و گلوست
كم بيان كن پيش او اسرار دوست‏

پيش ما فرج و گلو باشد خيال
لاجرم هر دم نمايد جان جمال‏

هر كه را فرج و گلو آيين و خوست
آن لكم دين وَ لِيَ دِينِ بهر اوست‏

با چنان انكار كوته كن سخن
احمدا كم گوى با گبر كهن‏

آمدن خليفه نزد آن خوب روى براى جماع‏

آن خليفه كرد راى اجتماع
سوى آن زن رفت از بهر جماع‏
ذكر او كرد و ذكر بر پاى كرد

قصد خفت و خيز مهرافزاى كرد
چون ميان پاى آن خاتون نشست

پس قضا آمد ره عيشش ببست‏
خشت و خشت موش در گوشش رسيد

خفت كيرش شهوتش كلى رميد
وهم آن كز مار باشد اين صرير
كه همى‏جنبد به تندى از حصير
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How laughter took hold of that maidservant because of the weakness of the Caliph’s sexual desire 
compared to the strength of the Captain’s lust, 

and how the Caliph understood about the maidservant’s laughter.

خنده گرفتن آن كنيزك را از ضعف شهوت خليفه و قوت شهوت آن امير و فهم كردن خليفه از خنده‏ى كنيزك‏

3950

3955

The woman saw his weakness (and), from astonishment, 
began bursting out laughing; laughter (completely) took hold of her.

زن بديد آن سستى او از شگفت
آمد اندر قهقهه خنده‏ش گرفت‏

She remembered the virility of that Captain 
who killed the lion and (with) his (male) organ like that.

She kept laughing violently like beng-eaters: 
her laughter overpowered gain or loss.

Everything that she thought of increased her laughter, 
as a flood-gate is suddenly opened.

Weeping and laughter and sorrow and joy of heart—
know that each one has an independent source.

Each one has a store-house: know, O brother 
that the key thereof is in the hand of the Opener.

Her laughter was never ceasing: 
then the Caliph became enraged and fierce.

He quickly drew his scimitar from its sheath and said, 
“Declare the secret cause of your laughter, O foul woman!

From this laughter a suspicion has come into my heart: 
tell the truth, you cannot cajole me.

And if you deceive me with falsehoods 
or idly utter glib excuses,

I shall know there is light in my heart: 
you must tell everything that ought to be told.

Know that in the heart of kings there is a mighty moon, 
though sometimes it is overclouded by forgetfulness.

In the heart there is a lamp with which one goes about; 
at times of anger and concupiscence it is put under the basin.

That clairvoyance accompanies me just now: 
unless you tell that which it is your duty to tell,

يادش آمد مردى آن پهلوان
كه بكشت او شير و اندامش چنان‏

سخت مى‏خنديد همچون بنگيان
غالب آمد خنده بر سود و زيان‏

هر چه انديشيد خنده مى‏فزود
همچو بند سيل ناگاهان گشود
گريه و خنده غم و شادى دل

هر يكى را معدنى دان مستقل‏
هر يكى را مخزنى مفتاح آن

اى برادر در كف فتاح دان‏
هيچ ساكن مى‏نشد آن خنده زو

پس خليفه طيره گشت و تند خو
زود شمشير از غلافش بر كشيد

گفت سر خنده واگو اى پليد
در دلم زين خنده ظنى اوفتاد
راستى گو عشوه نتوانيم داد

ور خلاف راستى بفريبيم
يا بهانه‏ى چرب آرى تو به دم‏

من بدانم در دل من روشنى است
بايدت گفتن هر آن چه گفتنى است‏
ر دل شاهان تو ماهى دان سطبر

گر چه گه گه شد ز غفلت زير ابر
ك چراغى هست در دل وقت گشت
وقت خشم و حرص آيد زير طشت‏
آن فراست اين زمان يار من است
گر نگويى آن چه حق گفتن است‏

The woman’s lauaghter overpowered and was prolonged:
she tried har but her lips wuld not shut. 

غالب آمد خنده‏ى زن شد دراز
جهد مى‏كرد و نمى‏شد لب فراز
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I will sever your neck with this scimitar: 
evasion will not avail you at all.

من بدين شمشير برم گردنت
سود نبود خود بهانه كردنت‏

And if you tell the truth, I will set you free: 
I will not violate the duty I owe to God, I will make you glad.”

At the same moment he placed seven Qur’ans one on the top of another 
and swore an oath and thus confirmed his promise.

How the girl disclosed the secret to the Caliph in fear of a blow of the sword, and how she was 
forced by the Caliph, “Give a true account of the cause of your laughter or else I will kill you.”

When the woman became helpless, she related what had happened 
to the manliness of that Rustam who was the son of a hundred Zals.

She described to the Caliph, point by point, 
the bride-chamber that was on the route,

His killing the lion and returning to the tent with the penis erect 
like the horn of a rhinoceros;

(And) again, the weakness of this striver for honour (the male organ) 
which dropped dead because of the rustling (sounds) of a mouse.

God is ever making the hidden things manifest: 
since they will grow up, do not sow bad seed.

Rain and clouds and fire and this sun 
are ever bringing up the hidden things from the earth.

This new springtide after the fall of the leaves 
is a proof of the existence of the Resurrection.

In spring the secrets are revealed: 
whatever this Earth has eaten is exposed to view.

It shoots up from her mouth and lips 
in order that she may bring to light her hidden mind and way.

The secret of the root of every tree and its nutriment—
the whole of that is plainly shown forth on its top.

Every sorrow whereby you are sore in heart 
is the headache arising from the wine that you have drunk;

But how should you know 
from which wine that headache has arisen manifest?

ور بگويى راست آزادت كنم
حق يزدان نشكنم شادت كنم‏

هفت مصحف آن زمان بر هم نهاد
خورد سوگند و چنين تقرير داد

فاش كردن آن كنيزك آن راز را با خليفه از بيم زخم شمشير و اكراه خليفه كه راست گو سبب اين 
خنده را و گر نه بكشمت‏

زن چو عاجز شد بگفت احوال را
مردى آن رستم صد زال را

شرح آن گردك كه اندر راه بود
يك به يك با آن خليفه وانمود
شير كشتن سوى خيمه آمدن

و آن ذكر قايم چو شاخ كرگدن‏
باز اين سستى اين ناموس كوش

كاو فرو مرد از يكى خش خشت موش‏
رازها را مى‏كند حق آشكار

چون بخواهد رست تخم بد مكار
آب و ابر و آتش و اين آفتاب
رازها را مى‏برآرد از تراب‏
اين بهار نو ز بعد برگ ريز
هست برهان وجود رستخيز
در بهار آن سرها پيدا شود

هر چه خورده‏ست اين زمين رسوا شود
بر دمد آن از دهان و از لبش
تا پديد آرد ضمير و مذهبش‏

سر بيخ هر درختى و خورش
جملگى پيدا شود آن بر سرش‏

هر غمى كز وى تو دل آزرده‏اى
از خمار مى بود كان خورده‏اى‏
ليك كى دانى كه آن رنج خمار

از كدامين مى بر آمد آشكار
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This crop-sickness is the blossom of that seed:
he that is sagacious and wise will recognise it.

اين خمار اشكوفه‏ى آن دانه است
آن شناسد كاگه و فرزانه است‏

The bough and its blossom do not resemble the seed: 
how should semen resemble the body of man?

The matter does not resemble the product: 
when did the seed resemble the tree?

Semen is of bread, how should it be like bread? 
Man comes from semen, how should he be like it?

The Jinni is from fire, how should he resemble fire? 
The cloud is from vapour, but it is not like vapour.

Jesus was produced from the breath of Gabriel, 
when was he like him in form or comparable?

Adam is of earth, how should he resemble earth? 
No grape resembles the vine.

How should robbery look like the foot of the gallows? 
How should piety be like the everlasting abode?

No origin resembles its product; 
therefore you cannot know the origin of pain and headache.

But this punishment is not without an origin: 
how should God inflict pain without any sin?

That which is the origin and bringer-on of that thing—
if it does not resemble it, still it originates from it.

Know, then, that your pain is the result of some lapse 
this woe with which you art stricken arises from some lust.

If you cannot discern that sin by means of consideration, 
at once make humble entreaty and seek pardon.

Prostrate yourself a hundred times and keep saying, 
“O God, this pain is nothing but my due and desert.

O You who are transcendent in holiness and free from injustice and 
oppression, how should You inflict grief and pain upon the soul when 
it has not sinned?

I do not know my sin definitely, 
but there must be a sin for the anguish.

Since You have concealed the cause from my consideration, 
do You always keep my sin concealed;

For it would be retribution to disclose my sin, 
so that my thievery should be made manifest by punishment.”

شاخ و اشكوفه نماند دانه را
نطفه كى ماند تن مردانه را

نيست ماننده هيولا با اثر
دانه كى ماننده آمد با شجر

نطفه از نان است كى باشد چو نان
مردم از نطفه‏ست كى باشد چنان‏
جنى از نار است كى ماند به نار

از بخار است ابر و نبود چون بخار
از دم جبريل عيسى شد پديد

كى به صورت همچو او بد يا نديد
آدم از خاك است كى ماند به خاك

هيچ انگورى نمى‏ماند به تاك‏
كى بود دزدى به شكل پاى دار
كى بود طاعت چو خلد پايدار

هيچ اصلى نيست مانند اثر
پس ندانى اصل رنج و درد سر

ليك بى‏اصلى نباشد اين جزا
بى‏گناهى كى برنجاند خدا

آن چه اصل است و كشنده‏ى آن شى است
گر نمى‏ماند به وى هم از وى است‏
پس بدان رنجت نتيجه‏ى زلتى است

آفت اين ضربتت از شهوتى است
گر ندانى آن گنه را ز اعتبار

زود زارى كن طلب كن اغتفار
سجده كن صد بار مى‏گو اى خدا

نيست اين غم غير در خورد و سزا
اى تو سبحان پاك از ظلم و ستم

كى دهى بى‏جرم جان را درد و غم‏

من معين مى‏ندانم جرم را
ليك هم جرمى ببايد گرم را

جون بپوشيدى سبب را ز اعتبار
دايما آن جرم را پوشيده دار
كه جزا اظهار جرم من بود

كز سياست دزدى‏ام ظاهر شود
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عزم كردن شاه چون واقف شد بر آن خيانت كه بپوشاند و عفو كند و او را به او دهد و دانست كه آن 
فتنه جزاى او بود و قصد او بود و ظلم او بر صاحب موصل كه وَ مَنْ أَساءَ فَعَلَيْهاو إِنَّ رَبَّكَ لَبِالْمِرْصادِ و 

ترسيدن كه اگر انتقام كند آن انتقام هم بر سر او آيد چنان كه اين ظلم و طمع بر سرش آمد

How the monarch, on being acquainted with that act of treachery, resolved to conceal and pardon 
it and give her to him, and recognised that the tribulation was a punishment inflicted on him 

and was his attempt and the wrong which he had done to the lord of Mosul; 
for “and who does evil, it is against himself ” and “lo, your Lord is on the watch”; 

and how he feared that, if he should avenge himself, the vengeance would recoil on his own head, 
as this injustice and greed had recoiled upon him.

The monarch came to himself. 
He asked pardon and confessed his sin and lapse and persistence.

He said to himself, “The retribution for what I did to certain persons 
has reached my soul.

From power I made an attempt on the concubine of another: 
that recoiled upon me and I fell into the pit.

I knocked at the door of another person’s house: 
consequently he knocked at the door of my house.”

Whoever seeks to commit adultery with people’s wives, 
know that he is a pimp to his own wife;

For that is paid back by the like, 
since the retribution for an evil act is an act like unto it.

Inasmuch as you have made a cord and pulled one like it towards yourself, 
you are a wittol and worse.

“I took the king of Mosul’s concubine from him by force 
she was soon taken by force from me too.

My treacherous deeds made a traitor of him 
who was my trusted friend and servant.

It is no time to inflict punishment and avenge myself: 
I prepared the disaster with my own hand.

If I wreak vengeance on the Amír and the woman 
that trespass also will come on my head,

Just as this one has come in retribution: 
I have tried Him, I will not try Him again.

شاه با خود آمد استغفار كرد
ياد جرم و زلت و اصرار كرد

گفت با خود آن چه كردم با كسان
شد جزاى آن به جان من رسان‏
قصد جفت ديگران كردم ز جاه

بر من آمد آن و افتادم به چاه‏
من در خانه‏ى كسى ديگر زدم

او در خانه‏ى مرا زد لاجرم‏
هر كه با اهل كسان شد فسق جو
اهل خود را دان كه قواد است او

ز انكه مثل آن جزاى آن شود
چون جزاى سيئه مثلش بود

چون سبب كردى كشيدى سوى خويش
مثل آن را پس تو ديوثى و بيش‏

غصب كردم از شه موصل كنيز
غصب كردند از من او را زود نيز

اوك امين من بد و لالاى من
خاينش كرد آن خيانتهاى من‏

نيست وقت كين گزارى و انتقام
من به دست خويش كردم كار خام‏

گر كشم كينه بر آن مير و حرم
آن تعدى هم بيايد بر سرم‏

همچنانك اين يك بيامد در جزا
آزمودم باز نه زمايم و را



265

4020

4010

4015

The grief of the lord of Mosul has broken my neck: 
I dare not wound this other man as well.

درد صاحب موصلم گردن شكست
من نيارم اين دگر را نيز خست‏

God hath given us information concerning retribution: 
He hath said, ‘If you repeat it, We shall repeat it.’

Since in this case it is useless to commit excess, 
nothing but patience and mercy is praiseworthy.

O our Lord, verily we have done wrong, a fault has occurred: 
perform an act of mercy, O You whose mercifulness is mighty!

I have pardoned, do You also pardon me — 
the new sin and the old lapses!”

He said, “Now, O girl, 
do not relate this tale which I have heard from you.

I will unite you with the Amír: for God’s sake, for God’s sake, 
do not breathe a word of this story,

Lest he become ashamed to face me; 
for he has done one bad deed and a hundred thousand good.

Many times have I put him to the test: 
I have entrusted him with fairer than you are.

I found him perfect in fidelity; 
this too was a judgment resulting from things done by me.”

Then he summoned his Amír to his presence: 
he extinguished in himself the wrath that meditates a violent revenge.

He made an agreeable excuse to him, saying, 
“I have become disinclined to this slave-girl,

Because the mother of my children 
is terribly agitated by jealousy and envy of the girl.

The mother of my children has many claims: 
she does not deserve such injustice and unkindness.

She is nursing envy and jealousy, she is suffering anguish, 
and she is feeling great bitterness on account of this girl.

Since I wish to give this girl to some person, 
it is most fitting to you, O dear friend;

For you did hazard your life for the sake of her: 
it would not be fair to give her to anyone but you.”

He gave her in marriage and handed her over to him: 
he crushed anger and cupidity to atoms.

داد حق‏مان از مكافات آگهى
گفت ان عدتم به عدنا به‏

چون فزونى كردن اينجا سود نيست
غير صبر و مرحمت محمود نيست‏

ربنا انا ظلمنا سهو رفت
رحمتى كن اى رحيميهات زفت‏
عفو كردم تو هم از من عفو كن

از گناه نو ز زلات كهن‏
گفت اكنون اى كنيزك وامگو

اين سخن را كه شنيدم من ز تو
با اميرت جفت خواهم كرد من

اللَّه اللَّه زين حكايت دم مزن‏
تا نگردد او ز رويم شرمسار

كاو يكى بد كرد و نيكى صد هزار
بارها من امتحانش كرده‏ام

خوب‏تر از تو بدو بسپرده‏ام‏
در امانت يافتم او را تمام

اين قضايى بود هم از كرده‏هام‏
پس بخود خواند آن امير خويش را
كشت در خود خشم قهر انديش را

كرد با او يك بهانه‏ى دل پذير
كه شده‏ستم زين كنيزك من نفير

ز آن سبب كز غيرت و رشك كنيز
مادر فرزند دارد صد ازيز

مادر فرزند را بس حقهاست
او نه در خورد چنين جور و جفاست

رشك و غيرت مى‏برد خون مى‏خورد
زين كنيزك سخت تلخى مى‏برد

چون كسى را داد خواهم اين كنيز
پس ترا اوليتر است اين اى عزيز

كه تو جان‏بازى نمودى بهر او
خوش نباشد دادن آن جز به تو
عقد كردش با امير او را سپرد

كرد خشم و حرص را او خرد و مرد
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بيان آن كه نَحْنُ قَسَمْناكه يكى را شهوت و قوت خران دهد و يكى را كياست و قوت انبيا و فرشتگان دهد
سر ز هوا تافتن از سرورى است                ترك هوا قوت پيغمبرى است‏ 	

تخمهايى كه شهوتى نبود                         بر آن جز قيامتى نبود 	

Explaining that the words “We have apportioned” mean that He bestows on one the lust 
and strength of asses and on another the intelligence and strength of the prophets and the angels. 

“To turn the head away from sensual desire is nobility; to abandon sensual desire 
is the strength that belongs to prophethood.” “The seeds that are not sown in lust—

their fruit only appears at the Resurrection.”

If he was deficient in the masculinity of asses, 
he possessed the manliness of the prophets.

It is manliness and the nature of prophethood 
to abandon anger and lust and greed.

Let the masculinity of the ass be lacking in his nature: 
God calls him the great Spiritual Sovereign.

If I am a dead man and God looks on me favourably, my case is better 
than the living man who is far from God and rejected by Him.

Recognise this to be the kernel of manliness, and that to be the husk: 
the latter leads to Hell, the former to Paradise.

“Paradise is encompassed with things disliked” has come; 
“Hell-fire is encompassed with sensual desire” has been declared.

“O Ayaz, fierce demon-killing lion, the manliness of the ass is inferior, 
the manliness of Reason superior,

That which so many eminent persons did not apprehend 
was to your child’s play: lo, here is the man!

O you who have felt the delight of my command 
and have loyally devoted your life for the sake of my command,

Now listen to the tale of the savour 
and relish of the command in the spiritual exposition thereof.”

گر بدش سستى نرى خران
بود او را مردى پيغمبران‏

ترك خشم و شهوت و حرص آورى
هست مردى و رگ پيغمبرى‏
نرى خر گو مباش اندر رگش
حق همى‏خواند الغ بگلر بگش‏
مرده‏اى باشم به من حق بنگرد

به از آن زنده كه باشد دور و رد
مغز مردى اين شناس و پوست آن

آن برد دوزخ برد اين در جنان‏
حفت الجنة مكاره را رسيد
حفت النار از هوا آمد پديد

اى اياز شير نر ديو كش
مردى خر كم فزون مردى هش‏

آن چه چندين صدر ادراكش نكرد
لعب كودك بود پيشت اينت مرد

اى بديده لذت امر مرا
جان سپرده بهر امرم در وفا
داستان ذوق امر و چاشنيش

بشنو اكنون در بيان معنويش‏
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How the King, in the midst of the Diwan and assembly-place, put a pearl in the hand of the Vizier 
and asked him what it was worth; and how the Vizier gave an extremely high estimate of its value; 
and when the King commanded him to break it, answered, “How should I break it?” and so forth.

دادن شاه گوهر را ميان ديوان و مجمع به دست وزير كه اين چند ارزد و مبالغه كردن وزير در قيمت 
او و فرمودن شاه او را كه اكنون اين را بشكن و گفتن وزير كه اين را چون بشكنم الى آخر القصه‏

4035

4040

One day the King hastened to the Diwan: 
in the Diwan he found all the courtiers.

He produced a radiant pearl 
and immediately put it in the palm of the Vizier.

“How about this pearl?” he asked, “and what is it worth?” 
He replied, “is worth more than a hundred ass-loads of gold.”

He said, “Break it!” “How should I break it?” he replied: 
“I am a well-wisher to your treasury and riches.

How should I deem it allowable 
that a priceless pearl like this should go to waste?”

“Well said!” exclaimed the King and presented him with a dress of honour; 
the generous King took the pearl from him,

The munificent monarch bestowed on the Vizier 
every garment and robe that he wore.

For a while he engaged them in conversation 
concerning new event and old mystery.

Afterwards he put it into the hand of a chamber lain, saying, 
“What is it worth to a would-be purchaser?

He replied, “It is worth half a kingdom: 
may God preserve it from destruction!”

“Break it,” said he. “O you whose sword is like the sun he replied, 
“Alas, it is a great pity to break it.

Let alone its value, mark its splendour and brilliancies: 
this daylight has become second to it.

How should my hand make a movement to break it? 
How should I be an enemy to the King’s treasure-house?”

The King gave him a robe of honour and increased his stipend, 
and then opened his mouth in praise of his intelligence;

After a short time he who was making the trial again 
handed the pearl to the Minister of Justice (Mir-i dad).

شاه روزى جانب ديوان شتافت
جمله اركان را در آن ديوان بيافت

گوهرى بيرون كشيد او مستنير
پس نهادش زود در كف وزير

گفت چون است و چه ارزد اين گهر
گفت به ارزد ز صد خروار زر

گفت بشكن گفت چونش بشكنم
نيك خواه مخزن و مالت منم‏

چون روا دارم كه مثل اين گهر
كه نيايد در بها گردد هدر

گفت شاباش و بدادش خلعتى
گوهر از وى بستد آن شاه و فتى‏

كرد ايثار وزير آن شاه جود
هر لباس و حله كاو پوشيده بود

ساعتيشان كرد مشغول سخن
از قضيه‏ى تازه و راز كهن‏

بعد از آن دادش به دست حاجبى
كه چه ارزد اين به پيش طالبى‏

گفت ارزد اين به نيمه‏ى مملكت
كش نگه دارد خدا از مهلكت‏

گفت بشكن گفت اى خورشيد تيغ
بس دريغ است اين شكستن را دريغ‏

قيمتش بگذار بين تاب و لمع
كه شده‏ست اين نور روز او را تبع‏

دست كى جنبد مرا در كسر او
كى خزينه‏ى شاه را باشم عدو

شاه خلعت داد و ادرارش فزود
پس دهان در مدح عقل او گشود
بعد يك ساعت به دست مير داد

در را آن امتحان كن باز داد
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He said the same, and all the Amirs said the same: 
he bestowed a costly robe of honour on every one. .

او همين گفت و همه ميران همين
هر يكى را خلعتى داد او ثمين‏

The King was raising their salaries; 
he brought those base wretches from the Way to the pit.

All the fifty or sixty Amirs, one by one, 
spoke like this in imitation of the Vizier.

Though imitation is the pillar of the (present) world, 
every imitator is disgraced on being put to the trial.

How the pearl, from hand to hand, came round at last to Ayaz; and the sagacity of Ayaz, 
and how he did not act in conformity with them and was not beguiled by the King’s giving them 

goods and riches and increasing their robes of honour and salaries and praising the intelligence of 
those erring men; for one ought not to regard the imitator as a Moslem: he may be a Moslem, but 

it rarely happens that he holds fast to his faith and comes off safely from the trials —
for he lacks the steadfastness of the clairvoyant——except those whom God preserves; 

because the Truth is one, and its contrary is very deceptive and like unto it. Since the imitator does 
not know the contrary, on that account he cannot have known the Truth; but when, 

notwithstanding his ignorance, God preserves him by favour, that ignorance does him no harm.

“Now, O Ayaz, will not you say 
how much a pearl of this splendour and excellence is worth?”

He replied, “More than I am able to say.” He said, 
“Now break it immediately into small fragments.”

He had stones in his sleeve: he quickly reduced it to dust, 
that seemed to him the right course.

Or that entirely sincere man had dreamed of this 
and put the two stones under his arm,

Like Joseph to whom at the bottom of the well 
his ultimate fortunes was revealed by God.

To whomsoever He has announced victory and triumph —
to him success and failure are one.

جامگيهاشان همى‏افزود شاه
آن خسيسان را به برد از ره به چاه‏

اين چنين گفتند پنجه شصت امير
جمله يك يك هم به تقليد وزير

گر چه تقليد است استون جهان
هست رسوا هر مقلد ز امتحان‏

رسيدن گوهر از دست به دست آخر دور به اياز و كياست اياز و مقلد ناشدن ايشان را و مغرور 
ناشدن او به كال و مال دادن شاه و خلعتها و جامگيها افزون كردن و مدح عقل مخطئان كردن، كه 
نشايد مقلد را مسلمان داشتن، مسلمان باشد اما نادر باشد كه مقلد ثبات كند بر آن اعتقاد و مقلد از 

اين امتحانها به سلامت بيرون آيد كه ثبات بينايان ندارد الا من عصمه اللَّه زيرا حق يكى است و آن را 
ضد بسيار غلط افكن و مشابه حق، مقلد چون آن ضد را نشناسد از آن رو حق را نشناخته باشد اما 

حق با آن ناشناخت او چو او را به عنايت نگاه دارد آن ناشناخت او را زيان ندارد

اى اياز اكنون نگويى كاين گهر
چند مى‏ارزد بدين تاب و هنر

گفت افزون ز آنچ تانم گفت من
گفت اكنون زود خردش در شكن‏

سنگها در آستين بودش شتاب
خرد كردش پيش او بود آن صواب‏
يا بخواب اين ديده بود آن پر صفا

كرده بود اندر بغل دو سنگ را
همچو يوسف كه درون قعر چاه

كشف شد پايان كارش از اله‏
هر كه را فتح و ظفر پيغام داد
پيش او يك شد مراد و بى‏مراد
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To whomsoever the favour of the Friend has become a surety —
what fear should he have of defeat and combat

هر كه پايندان وى شد وصل يار
او چه ترسد از شكست و كارزار

When it has become certain to him that he will checkmate, 
the loss of his horse and elephant is a trifle to him

If his horse be taken by anyone who desires to take the horse, 
let the horse go; is not he, the winner?

How should there be an affinity between a man and a horse? 
His love for the horse is for the purpose of getting in front.

Do not endure all this anguish for the sake of forms: 
grasp the reality without headache on account of a form.

The ascetic feels anxiety concerning his latter end: 
what will be his plight on the Day of Reckoning;

The gnostics, having become conscious of the beginning, 
are free from anxiety and the ultimate conditions.

The gnostic had the same fear and hope as the ascetic, 
his knowledge of the past devoured both those.

He perceived that in the past he had sown pulse: 
he knows what the produce will be.

He is a gnostic and has been delivered from fear and dread: 
the sword of God has cut lamentation asunder

Formerly he had from God fear and hope: 
the fear has passed away and the hope has come into clear view.

When he broke that choice pearl, 
thereupon from the Amirs arose a hundred clamours and outcries—

“What recklessness is this? 
By God, whoever has broken this luminous pearl is an infidel”—

And the whole company in their ignorance and blindness 
had broken the pearl of the King’s command.

The precious pearl, the product of love and affection—
why was it veiled from hearts like those?

چون يقين گشتش كه خواهد كرد مات
فوت اسب و پيل هستش ترهات‏

گر برد اسبش هر آن كه اسب جوست
اسب گور و نه كه پيش آهنگ اوست‏

مرد را با اسب كى خويشى بود
عشق اسبش از پى پيشى بود

بهر صورتها مكش چندين زحير
بى‏صداع صورتى معنى بگير

هست زاهد را غم پايان كار
تا چه باشد حال او روز شمار
عارفان ز آغاز گشته هوشمند
از غم و احوال آخر فارغ‏اند

بود عارف را همين خوف و رجا
سابقه دانيش خورد آن هر دو را
ديد كاو سابق زراعت كرد ماش
او همى‏داند چه خواهد بود چاش‏

عارف است و باز رست از خوف و بيم
هاى و هو را كرد تيغ حق دو نيم‏

بود او را بيم و اوميد از خدا
خوف فانى شد عيان گشت آن رجا

چون شكست او گوهر خاص آن زمان
ز آن اميران خاست صد بانگ و فغان‏

كاين چه بى‏باكيست و الله كافر است
هر كه اين پر نور گوهر را شكست‏
و آن جماعت جمله از جهل و عما

در شكسته در امر شاه را
قيمتى گوهر نتيجه‏ى مهر و ود
بر چنان خاطر چرا پوشيده شد
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تشنيع زدن امرا بر اياز كه چرا شكستش و جواب دادن اياز ايشان را

How the Amirs reviled Ayaz, saying, “Why did he break it?” and how Ayaz answered them.

Ayaz said, “O renowned princes, 
is the King’s command more precious or the pearl?

In your eyes is the command of the sovereign or this goodly pearl superior? 
For God’s sake!

O you whose gaze is upon the pearl, not upon the King, 
the ghoul is your object of desire, not the highway.

I will never avert my gaze from the King, 
I will not turn my face towards a stone, like the polytheist.

Devoid of the pearl is the soul that prefers a coloured stone 
and puts my King behind.”

Turn your back towards the rose-coloured doll; 
lose your reason in Him who bestows the colour.

Come into the river, dash the pitcher against the stone, 
and set fire to scent and colour.

If you are not one of the brigands on the Way of the Religion, 
do not be addicted, like women, to colour and scent.

Those princes cast down their heads, 
craving with their soul to be excused for that forgetfulness.

At that moment from the heart of each one 
two hundred sighs were going, like a smoke, to heaven.

The King made a sign to the ancient executioner, as though to say, 
“Remove these vile wretches from my seat of honour.

How are these vile wretches worthy of my seat of honour, 
when they break my command for the sake of a stone?

For the sake of a coloured stone 
my command is held contemptible and cheap by evil-doers like these.”

گفت اياز اى مهتران نامور
امر شه بهتر به قيمت يا گهر
امر سلطان به بود پيش شما
يا كه اين نيكو گهر بهر خدا

اى نظرتان بر گهر بر شاه نه
قبله تان غول است و جاده‏ى راه نه‏

من ز شه بر مى‏نگردانم نظر
من چو مشرك روى نارم با حجر
بى‏گهر جانى كه رنگين سنگ را

بر گزيند پس نهد شاه مرا
پشت سوى لعبت گل رنگ كن
عقل در رنگ آورنده دنگ كن‏
اندر آ در جو سبو بر سنگ زن

آتش اندر بو و اندر رنگ زن‏
گر نه‏اى در راه دين از ره زنان

رنگ و بو مپرست مانند زنان‏
سر فرو انداختند آن مهتران

عذر جويان گشته ز آن نسيان به جان‏
از دل هر يك دو صد آه آن زمان

همچو دودى مى‏شدى تا آسمان‏
كرد اشارت شه به جلاد كهن

كه ز صدرم اين خسان را دور كن‏
اين خسان چه لايق صدر من‏اند
كز پى سنگ امر ما را بشكنند

امر ما پيش چنين اهل فساد
بهر رنگين سنگ شد خوار و كساد
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قصد شاه به كشتن امرا و شفاعت كردن اياز پيش تخت سلطان كه العفو اولى‏

How the King was about to kill the Amirs, and how Ayaz made intercession 
before the royal throne, saying, “it is better to forgive.”

Then Ayaz, who was abounding in love, 
sprang up and ran to the throne of that mighty Sultan.

He made a prostration and spoke with bated breath’, saying, 
“O Emperor at whom the celestial sphere is astounded,

O Huma from whom humas have auspiciousness, 
and every generous man generosity,

O Noble One before whose self-sacrifice 
acts of nobility in the world are hidden (eclipsed) and disappear,

O Lovely One whom the red rose beheld 
and tore its shirt in shame,

Forgiveness is fully content with your forgivingness: 
because of your pardon the foxes prevail over the lion.

Whosoever treats your command with insolence, 
whom should he have to support him except your pardon?

The heedlessness and irreverence of these sinners 
arise from the abundance of your pardon, O mine of pardon.”

Heedlessness always grows up from irreverence, 
for reverence will remove the inflammation from the eye.

The heedlessness and wicked forgetfulness 
he has learned will be consumed by the fire of reverence.

Awe will bestow on him wakefulness and keen wittedness: 
negligence and forgetfulness will leap forth from his heart.

Folk do not fall asleep at the time of a raid, 
lest anyone should carry off his cloak.

Since sleep is banished by fear for one’s cloak, 
how should the sleep of forgetfulness be  with fear for one’s throat?’

Do not punish if we forget is evidence 
that forgetfulness too, in a certain way, is sinful,

Because he did not attain to complete reverence, 
or else forgetfulness would not have assailed him

پس اياز مهر افزا بر جهيد
پيش تخت آن الغ سلطان دويد

سجده‏اى كرد و گلوى خود گرفت
كاى قبادى كز تو چرخ آرد شگفت‏

اى همايى كه همايان فرخى
از تو دارند و سخاوت هر سخى‏

اى كريمى كه كرمهاى جهان
محو گردد پيش ايثارت نهان‏

اى لطيفى كه گل سرخت بديد
از خجالت پيرهن را بر دريد

از غفورى تو غفران چشم سير
روبهان بر شير از عفو تو چير
جز كه عفو تو كه را دارد سند

هر كه با امر تو بى‏باكى كند
غفلت و گستاخى اين مجرمان

از وفور عفو تست اى عفو لان‏
دايما غفلت ز گستاخى دمد
كه برد تعظيم از ديده رمد
غفلت و نسيان بد آموخته

ز آتش تعظيم گردد سوخته‏
هيبتش بيدارى و فطنت دهد

سهو و نسيان از دلش بيرون جهد
وقت غارت خواب نايد خلق را

تا بنربايد كسى زو دلق را
خواب چون در مى‏رمد از بيم دلق

خواب نسيان كى بود با بيم حلق‏
لا تواخذ ان نسينا شد گواه

كه بود نسيان به وجهى هم گناه‏
ز انكه استكمال تعظيم او نكرد
ور نه نسيان در نياوردى نبرد
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Although forgetfulness was necessary and inevitable, 
he was a free agent in employing the means;

گر چه نسيان لا بد و ناچار بود
در سبب ورزيدن او مختار بود

For he showed remissness in his feelings of reverence, 
so that I forgetfulness was born or negligence and trespass.

Like the drunken man who commits sins and says, 
“I was excused from myself ”

“But,” says he to him, “the cause, in the loss of that power to choose, 
proceeded from you, O evil-doer.

Your senselessness did not come of itself, you invited it; 
your power to choose did not go of itself, you drove it away.

If intoxication had come without exertion on your part, 
the spiritual Cup-bearer would have kept your covenant.

He would have been your backer and intercessor: 
I am devoted to the sin of him who is intoxicated by God.”

“The forgiveness of the whole world is a mote—
the reflection of your forgiveness, O you from whom comes, every fortune.

Forgiveness sings the praise of your forgiveness: there is no peer to it. 
O people, beware!

Grant them their lives, neither banish them from yourself: 
they are your sweet desire, O you who brings desire to fruition.

Have mercy on him that beheld your face: 
how shall he endure I the bitter separation from you?

You are speaking of separation and banishment: 
do what I you will but do not this.

A hundred thousand bitter sixtyfold deaths 
are not comparable to separation from your face.

Keep the bitterness of banishment aloof from males and females, 
O you whose help is besought by sinners!

It is sweet to die in hope of union with you; 
the bitterness of banishment from you is worse than fire.”

Amidst Hell-fire the infidel is saying, 
“What pain should I feel if He were to look on me?”

For that look makes pains sweet: it is the blood-price to the magicians 
for the amputation of their hands and feet.

كه تهاون كرد در تعظيمها
تا كه نسيان زاد يا سهو و خطا

همچو مستى كاو جنايتها كند
گويد او معذور بودم من ز خود

گويدش ليكن سبب اى زشت كار
از تو بد در رفتن آن اختيار

بى‏خودى نامد به خود تش خواندى
اختيارت خود نشد تش راندى‏
گر رسيدى مستيى بى‏جهد تو

حفظ كردى ساقى جان عهد تو
پشت دارت بودى او و عذر خواه

من غلام زلت مست اله‏
عفوهاى جمله عالم ذره‏اى

عكس عفوت اى ز تو هر بهره‏اى‏
عفوها گفته ثناى عفو تو

نيست كفوش أَيُّهَا النَّاسُ اتقوا
جانشان بخش و ز خودشان هم مران

كام شيرين تواند اى كامران‏
رحم كن بر وى كه روى تو بديد
فرقت تلخ تو چون خواهد كشيد
از فراق و هجر مى‏گويى سخن

هر چه خواهى كن و ليكن اين مكن‏
صد هزاران مرگ تلخ شصت تو

نيست مانند فراق روى تو
تلخى هجر از ذكور و از اناث

دور دار اى مجرمان را مستغاث‏
بر اميد وصل تو مردن خوش است

تلخى هجر تو فوق آتش است‏
گبر مى‏گويد ميان آن سقر

چه غمم بودى گرم كردى نظر
كان نظر شيرين كننده‏ى رنجهاست

ساحران را خون بهاى دست و پاست‏
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تفسير گفتن ساحران فرعون را در وقت سياست كه لا ضَيْرَ إِنَّا إِلى‏ رَبِّنا مُنْقَلِبُونَ

Commentary on the Saying of Pharaoh’s magicians in the hour of their punishment, 
“it is no harm, for lo, we shall return unto our Lord.”

Heaven heard the cry, “it is no harm”: 
the celestial sphere became a ball for that bat.

“The punishment inflicted by Pharaoh is no harm to us: 
the grace of God prevails over the violence of others.

If you should know our secret, O misleader, 
you are delivering us from pain, O man whose heart is blind.

Listen, come and from this quarter behold this organ pealing 
‘Oh, would that my people knew!’

God’s bounty has bestowed Pharaohship on us, 
not a perishable one like your Pharaohship and kingdom.

Lift up your head and behold the living and majestic kingdom, 
O you who have been deluded by Egypt and the river Nile.

If you will take leave of this filthy tattered cloak, 
you will drown the Nile in the Nile of the spirit.

Listen, O Pharaoh, hold your hand from Egypt: 
there are a hundred Egypts within the Egypt of the Spirit.

You say to the common, ‘I am a Lord,’ 
being unaware of the essential natures of both these names.

How should a Lord be trembling for that which is lorded over? 
How should one who knows ‘I’ be in bondage to body and soul?

Lo, we are the real ‘I,’ having been freed from the unreal ‘I,’ 
from the ‘I’ that is full of tribulation and trouble.

To you, O cur, that ‘I’-hood was baleful, 
in regard to us it was irreversibly ordained felicity.

Unless you had had this vindictive ‘I’-hood, 
how should such fortune have bidden us welcome?

In thanksgiving for our deliverance from the perishable abode 
we are admonishing you on this gallows.

The gallows (dár) on which we are killed is the Buraq on which we ride; 
the abode (dár) possessed by you is delusion and heedlessness.

نعره‏ى لا ضَيْرَ بشنيد آسمان
چرخ گويى شد پى آن صولجان‏

ضربت فرعون ما را نيست ضير
لطف حق غالب بود بر قهر غير

گر بدانى سر ما را اى مضل
مى‏رهانيمان ز رنج اى كوردل‏

هين بيا زين سو ببين كاين ارغنون
مى‏زند يا لَيْتَ قَوْمِي يعلمون‏

داد ما را فضل حق فرعونيى
نه چو فرعونيت و ملكت فانيى‏

سر بر آر و ملك بين زنده و جليل
اى شده غره به مصر و رود نيل‏
گر تو ترك اين نجس خرقه كنى

نيل را در نيل جان غرقه كنى‏
هين بدار از مصر اى فرعون دست

در ميان مصر جان صد مصر هست‏
تو انا رب همى‏گويى به عام

غافل از ماهيت اين هر دو نام‏
رب بر مربوب كى لرزان بود
كى انا دان بند جسم و جان بود

نك انا ماييم رسته از انا
از اناى پر بلاى پر عنا

آن انايى بر تو اى سگ شوم بود
در حق ما دولت محتوم بود

گر نبوديت اين انايى كينه كش
كى زدى بر ما چنين اقبال خوش‏

شكر آنك از دار فانى مى‏رهيم
بر سر اين دار پندت مى‏دهيم‏
دار قتل ما براق رحلت است

دار ملك تو غرور و غفلت است‏
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This is a life concealed in the form of death, 
while that is a death concealed in the husk of life.

اين حياتى خفيه در نقش ممات
و آن مماتى خفيه در قشر حيات‏

Light seems as fire, and fire as light: 
else, how should this world have been the abode of delusion?”

Beware, do not make haste: first become naught, 
and when you sink rise from the radiant East!

The heart was dumbfounded by the eternal “I”-hood: 
this “I”-hood became insipid and shameful.

The spirit was made glad by that “I”-hood without “I” 
and sprang away from the “I”-hood of the world.

Since it has been delivered from “I,” it has now become “I”: 
blessings on the “I” that is without affliction;

For it is fleeing from its unreal “I”-hood, 
and the real “I”-hood is running after it, since it saw it  to be selfless.

If you seek the real “I”-hood, it will not become a seeker of you: 
when you have died to self will that which you seek become your seeker.

If you are living, how should the corpse-washer wash you? 
If you are seeking, how should that which you seek go in search of you?

If the intellect could discern the way in this question, 
Fakhr-i Razí would be an adept in religious mysteries;

But since he was whoso has not tasted does not know, 
his intelligence and imaginations increased his perplexity.

How should this “I” be revealed by thinking? 
That “I” is revealed after passing away from self (faná).

These intellects in their quest 
fall into the abyss of incarnation (hulúl) and ittihád.

O Ayaz who have passed away in union 
like the star in the beams of the sun—

Nay, transmuted, like semen, into body—
you are not afflicted with hulúl and ittihád.

“Forgive, O you in whose coffer Forgiveness is (contained) 
and by whom all precedents of mercy are preceded.

Who am I that I should say ‘Forgive,’ 
O you who are the sovereign and quintessence of the command Be?

Who am I that I should exist beside you, 
O you whose skirt all ‘I’s’ have clutched?

مى‏نمايد نور نار و نار نور
ور نه دنيا كى بدى دار الغرور
هين مكن تعجيل اول نيست شو

چون غروب آرى بر آ از شرق ضو
از انايى ازل دل دنگ شد

اين انايى سرد گشت و ننگ شد
ز آن اناى بى‏انا خوش گشت جان

شد جهان او از انايى جهان‏
از انا چون رست اكنون شد انا

آفرينها بر اناى بى‏عنا
كاو گريزان و انايى در پى‏اش

مى‏دود چون ديد وى را بى‏وى‏اش‏
طالب اويى نگردد طالبت

چون بمردى طالبت شد مطلبت‏
زنده‏اى كى مرده شو شويد ترا

طالبى كى مطلبت جويد ترا
اندر اين بحث ار خرد ره بين بدى

فخر رازى راز دان دين بدى‏
ليك چون من لم يذق لم يدر بود
عقل و تخييلات او حيرت فزود
كى شود كشف از تفكر اين انا

آن انا مكشوف شد بعد از فنا
مى‏فتد اين عقلها در افتقاد
در مغاكى حلول و اتحاد

اى اياز گشته فانى ز اقتراب
همچو اختر در شعاع آفتاب‏
بلكه چون نطفه مبدل تو بتن
نه از حلول و اتحادى مفتتن‏

عفو كن اى عفو در صندوق تو
سابق لطفى همه مسبوق تو

من كه باشم كه بگويم عفو كن
اى تو سلطان و خلاصه‏ى امر كن‏

من كه باشم كه بوم من با منت
اى گرفته جمله منها دامنت‏
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مجرم دانستن اياز خود را در اين شفاعت‏گرى و عذر اين جرم خواستن و در آن عذر گويى خود را 
مجرم دانستن، و اين شكستگى از شناخت عظمت شاه خيزد كه انا أعلمكم بالله و اخشاكم لله و قال اللَّه 

تعالى إِنَّما يَخْشَى اللَّهَ مِنْ عِبادِهِ الْعُلَماءُ

How Ayaz deemed himself culpable for thus acting as intercessor and begged pardon for this offence 
and deemed himself culpable for begging pardon; and this self-abasement arises from knowledge 

of the majesty of the King; for, ‘I know God better than you and fear Him more than you,’
 and the High God hath said, ‘None fears God but those of His servants 

that are possessed of knowledge.’

How should I bring mercy to you who art moved with anger, 
and point out the path of clemency to you who art endued with knowledge?

If you subject me to the indignity of (receiving) cuffs, 
I am deserving of a hundred thousand cuffs.

What should I say in your presence? Should I give you information 
or recall to your mind the method of lovingkindness?

What is that which is unknown to you? 
And where in the world is that which you dost not remember?

O you who are free from ignorance and whose knowledge 
is free from that forgetfulness should cause to be hidden from it,

You have deemed a nobody to be somebody 
and have exalted him, like the sun, with light.

Since you have made me somebody, 
graciously listen to my supplication if I supplicate (you);

For, inasmuch as you have transported me from the form, 
it is you that have made that intercession unto yourself.

Since this home has been emptied of my furniture, 
nothing great or small in the house belongs to me.

You have caused the prayer to flow forth from me like water: 
do you accordingly give it reality and let it be granted.

You were the inspirer of the prayer in the beginning: 
be you accordingly the hope for its acceptance in the end,

In order that I may boast that the King of the world 
pardoned the sinners for his slave’s sake.

I was a pain, entirely self-satisfied: 
the King made me the remedy for every sufferer from pain.

من كى آرم رحم خلم آلود را
ره نمايم حلم علم اندود را

صد هزاران صفع را ارزانى‏ام
گر زبون صفعها گردانيم‏

من چه گويم پيشت اعلامت كنم
يا كه وا يادت دهم شرط كرم‏

آن چه معلوم تو نبود چيست آن
و انچه يادت نيست كو اندر جهان‏

اى تو پاك از جهل و علمت پاك از آن
كه فراموشى كند بر وى نهان‏
هيچ كس را تو كسى انگاشتى

همچو خورشيدش به نور افراشتى‏
چون كسم كردى اگر لابه كنم

مستمع شو لابه‏ام را از كرم‏
ز انكه از نقشم چو بيرون برده‏اى
آن شفاعت هم تو خود را كرده‏اى‏

چون ز رخت من تهى گشت اين وطن
تر و خشك خانه نبود آن من‏

هم دعا از من روان كردى چو آب
هم ثباتش بخش و دارش مستجاب‏

هم تو بودى اول آرنده‏ى دعا
هم تو باش آخر اجابت را رجا
تا زنم من لاف كان شاه جهان
بهر بنده عفو كرد از مجرمان‏

درد بودم سر بسر من خود پسند
كرد شاهم داروى هر دردمند
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I was a Hell filled with woe and bale: 
the hand of his grace made me a Kawthar.

دوزخى بودم پر از شور و شرى
كرد دست فضل اويم كوثرى‏

Whomever Hell has consumed in vengeance, 
I cause him to grow anew from his body.”

What is the work of Kawthar by which every one that has been burned 
is made to grow and becomes reintegrated?

Drop by drop it proclaims its bounty, saying, 
“I restore that which Hell has consumed.”

Hell is like the cold of autumn; 
Kawthar is like the spring, O rose-garden.

Hell is like death and the earth of the grave; 
Kawthar resembles the blast of the trumpet.

O you whose bodies are consumed by Hell, 
the kindness is leading you towards Kawthar.

Since Your mercy, O Self-subsistent Living One, said, 
“I created the creatures that they might profit by Me,”

“Not that I might profit by them” is Your munificence, 
by which all defective things are made whole,

Pardon these body-worshipping slaves: 
pardon from the ocean of pardon is more worthy.

Creaturely pardon is like a river and like a torrent: 
the troop run towards their ocean.

Every night from these individual hearts 
the pardons come to You, O King, like pigeons.

At the hour of dawn You cause them to fly away again, 
and imprison them in these bodies till nightfall.

Once more, at eventide, flapping their wings they fly off 
in passionate longing for that palace and roof.

In order that they may snap the thread that unites them with the body, 
they come before You, for by You they are endowed with fortune—

Flapping their wings, secure from falling back headlong, 
in the air and saying, “Truly unto Him we are returning.”

From that Bounty comes the call, “Come! 
After that returning desire and anxiety are no more.

As exiles in the world you suffered many indignities: 
you will have learned to value Me, O nobles.

هر كه را سوزيد دوزخ در قود
من برويانم دگر بار از جسد

كار كوثر چيست كه هر سوخته
گردد از وى نابت و اندوخته‏

قطره قطره او منادى كرم
كانچه دوزخ سوخت من باز آورم‏
هست دوزخ همچو سرماى خزان
هست كوثر چون بهار اى گلستان‏

هست دوزخ همچو مرگ و خاك گور
هست كوثر بر مثال نفخ صور
اى ز دوزخ سوخته اجسامتان
سوى كوثر مى‏كشد اكرامتان‏

چون خلقت الخلق كى يربح على
لطف تو فرمود اى قيوم حى‏
لا لان اربح عليهم جود تست

كه شود زو جمله ناقصها درست‏
عفو كن زين بندگان تن پرست
عفو از درياى عفو اوليتر است‏

عفو خلقان همچو جو و همچو سيل
هم بدان درياى خود تازند خيل

عفوها هر شب از اين دل پاره‏ها
چون كبوتر سوى تو آيد شها
بازشان وقت سحر پران كنى

تا به شب محبوس اين ابدان كنى‏
پر زنان بار دگر در وقت شام

مى‏پرند از عشق آن ايوان و بام‏
تا كه از تن تار وصلت بگسلند

پيش تو آيند كز تو مقبلند
پر زنان ايمن ز رجع سر نگون

در هوا كه إِنَّا إِلَيْهِ راجعون‏
بانگ مى‏آيد تَعالَوْا ز آن كرم

بعد از آن رجعت نماند آن حرص و غم‏
بس غريبيها كشيديد از جهان

قدر من دانسته باشيد اى مهان‏
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Listen now; stretch your legs beneath the shade of this tree of Mine 
in the intoxication of delight,

زير سايه‏ى اين درختم مست ناز
هين بيندازيد پاها را دراز

Stretch your legs, which are fatigued by the Way of Religion, 
resting for ever on the bosoms and hands of the houris,

The houris amorously and fondly say, 
‘These Sufis have returned from their travels.

The Sufis pure as the light of the sun, 
who for a long time had fallen into earth and filth,

Have come back stainless and undefiled, 
as the sunlight to the lofty orb.’”

“This company of sinners likewise, O glorious—
all their heads have come against a wall.

They have become aware of their fault and sin, 
although they were defeated by the King’s two dice.

Now they turn their faces towards you, uttering cries of lamentation. 
O you whose clemency is making way for sinners,

Speedily grant the defiled ones admission 
into the Euphrates of pardon and the fountain a washing-place,

That they may wash themselves clean of that prolonged sin 
and join in prayer among the ranks of the purified—

Among those innumerable ranks plunged in the light of 
‘We are they that stand in line.’”

When the discourse reached the description of this state, 
at once the pen broke and the paper tore.

Did any saucer measure the sea? 
Did a lamb ever carry off a lion?

If you are veiled, cease being veiled, 
that you may behold the marvellous sovereignty (of God).

Although the drunken fellows broke Your cup, 
there is an excuse for him that is intoxicated by You.

Is not their intoxication with fortune and riches of Your wine, 
O You whose actions are sweet?

O Emperor, they are intoxicated with Your election: 
pardon him that is intoxicated with You, O Pardoner!

The delight of being elected by You at the moment of Your addressing them 
has an effect that is not produced by a hundred jars of wine.

پايهاى پر عنا از راه دين
بر كنار و دست حوران خالدين‏

حوريان گشته مغمز مهربان
كز سفر باز آمدند اين صوفيان‏

صوفيان صافيان چون نور خور
مدتى افتاده بر خاك و قذر

بى‏اثر پاك از قذر باز آمدند
همچو نور خور سوى قرص بلند

اين گروه مجرمان هم اى مجيد
جمله سرهاشان به ديوارى رسيد
بر خطا و جرم خود واقف شدند

گر چه مات كعبتين شه بدند
رو به تو كردند اكنون اه كنان

اى كه لطفت مجرمان را ره كنان‏
راه ده آلودگان را العجل

در فرات عفو و عين مغتسل‏
تا كه غسل آرند ز آن جرم دراز
در صف پاكان روند اندر نماز
اندر آن صفها از اندازه برون

غرقگان نور نحن الصافون‏
چون سخن در وصف اين حالت رسيد

هم قلم بشكست و هم كاغذ دريد
بحر را پيمود هيچ اسكره‏اى

شير را برداشت هرگز بره‏اى‏
گر حجاب استت برون رو ز احتجاب

تا ببينى پادشاهى عجاب‏
گر چه بشكستند جامت قوم مست

آن كه مست از تو بود عذريش هست‏
مستى ايشان به اقبال و به مال

نه ز باده‏ى تست اى شيرين فعال‏
اى شهنشه مست تخصيص تواند

عفو كن از مست خود اى عفومند
لذت تخصيص تو وقت خطاب

آن كند كه نايد از صد خم شراب‏
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Since You have intoxicated me, do not inflict a penalty: 
the Law does not see fit to inflict a penalty on the intoxicated.

چون كه مستم كرده‏اى حدم مزن
شرع مستان را نبيند حد زدن‏

Inflict it at the time when I become sober; 
for indeed I shall never become sober.

Whoever has drunk of Your cup, O Gracious One, is forever delivered 
from self consciousness and from the infliction of penalties.

Their intoxication consists in a state of unconsciousness of self (faná), 
abiding for ever: he that passes away from self in love for You will not arise.

Your grace says to our heart, 
“Go, O you who have become in pawn to the buttermilk of My love.

You have fallen, like a gnat, into My buttermilk: 
O gnat, you are not intoxicated, you are the wine.

O gnat, the vultures become intoxicated by you, 
when you ride on the ocean of honey.

The mountains are tipsy with you like motes; 
the point and the compass and the line are in your hand.

The torment at which they tremble is trembling at you: 
every costly pearl is cheap to you.”

If God gave me five hundred mouths, 
I would sing in description of you, O soul and world;

I have one mouth, and even that one 
is crushed with shame before you, O knower of the mystery.

In truth I am not more crushed than non-existence, 
from the mouth of which these peoples have come.

A hundred thousand impressions of the Unseen World 
are waiting to spring forth graciously and kindly from non-existence.

Because of your urgency my head is reeling: 
oh, I am dead in the presence of that bounty.

Our desire arises from your urgency: 
wherever there is a wayfarer, it is the pull of God.

Does the dust leap upward without a wind? 
Does a ship voyage without the sea?

None died in the presence of the Water of Life: 
compared with your water the Water of Life is dregs.

The Water of Life is the goal of those to whom life is dear: 
by water the garden is green and smiling.

چون شوم هشيار آن گاهم بزن
كه نخواهم گشت خود هشيار من‏

هر كه از جام تو خورد اى ذو المنن
تا ابد رست از هش و از حد زدن‏

خالدين فى فناء سكرهم
من تفانى فى هواكم لم يقم‏

فضل تو گويد دل ما را كه رو
اى شده در دوغ عشق ما گرو

چون مگس در دوغ ما افتاده‏اى
تو نه‏اى مست اى مگس تو باده‏اى‏

كركسان مست از تو گردند اى مگس
چون كه بر بحر عسل رانى فرس‏

كوه‏ها چون ذره‏ها سر مست تو
نقطه و پرگار و خط در دست تو
فتنه كه لرزند از او لرزان تست
هر گران قيمت گهر ارزان تست‏

گر خدا دادى مرا پانصد دهان
گفتمى شرح تو اى جان و جهان‏
يك دهان دارم من آن هم منكسر
در خجالت از تو اى داناى سر

منكسرتر خود نباشم از عدم
كز دهانش آمده‏ستند اين امم‏
صد هزار آثار غيبى منتظر

كز عدم بيرون جهد با لطف و بر
از تقاضاى تو مى‏گردد سرم
اى بمرده من بپيش آن كرم‏

رغبت ما از تقاضاى تو است
جذبه‏ى حق است هر جا رهرو است‏

خاك بى‏بادى به بالا بر جهد
كشتى‏يى بحر پا در ره نهد

پيش آب زندگانى كس نمرد
پيش آبت آب حيوان است درد
آب حيوان قبله‏ى جان دوستان

ز آب باشد سبز و خندان بوستان‏
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Those who quaff the cup of death are living through His love: 
they have torn their hearts away from life and the Water of Life.

مرگ آشامان ز عشقش زنده‏اند
دل ز جان و آب جان بر كنده‏اند

When the water of Your love gave us its hand, 
the Water of Life became worthless in our sight.

Every soul derives freshness from the Water of Life, 
but You are the Water of the Water of Life.

You did bestow on me a death and a resurrection continually, 
that I might experience the conquering power of that bounty.

This dying became to me as sleeping, from my confidence that You, 
O God, wouldst raise me from the dead.

If the Seven Seas become a mirage at every moment, 
You will take it by the ear and bring it, O Water of the water.

Reason is trembling with fear of death, but Love is bold: 
how should the stone be afraid of rain as the clod?

This is the Fifth of the Scrolls of the Masnavi: 
it is like the stars in the zodiacal signs of the spiritual sky.

Not every sense can find its way by the star: 
except the mariner acquainted with the star.

The lot of the others is naught but looking: 
they are ignorant of its auspiciousness and conjunction.

During the nights till daybreak 
make yourself familiar with devil-burning stars like these,

Everyone is hurling naphtha from the fortress of Heaven 
to drive away the evil-thinking devil.

To the devil the stars are as a scorpion, 
to the buyer it is the next of kin.

If the Bow pierces the devil with an arrow, 
the Bucket is full of water for the crops and fruit.

Though the Fish wreck the ship of error, 
for the friend it is sowing like the Bull.

If the Sun rends Night to pieces, like a lion, 
there comes from it a satin robe of honour for the ruby.

Every existence that emerged from non-existence 
is poison to one and sugar to another.

Be a friend and become quit of sour qualities, 
so that you may eat sugar even from a jar of poison.

آب عشق تو چو ما را دست داد
آب حيوان شد به پيش ما كساد

ز آب حيوان هست هر جان را نوى
ليك آب آب حيوانى توى‏

هر دمى مرگى و حشرى دادى‏ام
تا بديدم دست برد آن كرم‏

همچو خفتن گشت اين مردن مرا
ز اعتماد بعث كردن اى خدا

هفت دريا هر دم ار گردد سراب
گوش گيرى آوريش اى آب آب‏

عقل لرزان از اجل و آن عشق شوخ
سنگ كى ترسد ز باران چون كلوخ‏

از صحاف مثنوى اين پنجمست
در بروج چرخ جان چون انجمست‏

هر دمى مرگى و حشرى دادى‏ام
تا بديدم دست برد آن كرم‏

ره نيابد از ستاره هر حواس
جز كه كشتيبان استاره شناس‏

آشنايى گير شبها تا به روز
با چنين استاره‏هاى ديو سوز

هر يكى در دفع ديو بد گمان
هست نفط انداز قلعه‏ى آسمان‏

اختران با ديو همچون عقرب است
مشترى را او ولى الاقرب است‏

قوس اگر از تير دوزد ديو را
دلو پر آب است زرع و ميو را

حوت اگر چه كشتى غى بشكند
دوست را چون ثور كشتى مى‏كند

شمس اگر شب را بدرد چون اسد
لعل را زو خلعت اطلس رسد

هر وجودى كز عدم بنمود سر
بر يكى زهر است و بر ديگر شكر

دوست شو وز خوى ناخوش شو برى
تا ز خمره‏ى زهر هم شكر خورى‏

A poison did no harm to Faruq because to him the antidote, 
discrimination (faruqí), was sweet as candy.

ز آن نشد فاروق را زهرى گزند
كه بد آن ترياق فاروقيش قند
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